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ly. “The contracts are made. We're
bound—bound by law to Rafferty. He
let us off. Do you think we
ford to pay a forfeit when we
pay hotel bills? Do you want
to close now, when by tiding over
this week——"

Dana was experienced in feminine
moods, but he mistook Sybil’s speech-
less indignation for complaisance, and
smiled affably as she swept out into
the corridor. There, while her indig-
nation was at high mark, she en-
countered the millionaire.

“You were kind enough to ask me te
drive, Mr. Rafferty,” she remarked.
“Shall we say to-morrow afternoon?”

It'was a sunny spring day, and
Sybil enjoyed the velvety air and the
country roads so much that she dis-
missed “Mated at Last” until Rafferty
should turn his pair of blacks -city-
wards. In the meantime he talked
mostly about himself, in a piping but
rather pleasant voice, and with a sort
of innocent, juvenile prolixity which
ildly amused her His common-
placeness was occ:
always harm!ess.

He had been all his liie connected
with the local theatre. A brother
had willed him s money. He had
no relatives. Gossip, of course, had

sionally dreary but

overestimated his fortune. A big
splash came cheap in a plac like

Fielding. All the same, he certainly
had enjoyed himself (

“I should think so,” responded Sybil
idly. “These pretty horses, for in-
stance

Rafferty interrupted her.

“I won’t mind giving them up, now
I've had a chance to drive

you
around,” he said, not ungrac u]]y.y
“Giving them up?” '
“Can’t keep ’em no lon Raf-
ferty explained. “They t a ot

horses do
Miss Franklin had a ‘fine, w!
some contempt for parsimon

sh: al

Iso had an expressive |

-\ P01
escort drew in his breath with a medi-
tative whistle

“Guess what I'll be worth after next
week,” he suggested

Sybil gasped

“Twenty-four dollars,” announced
Millionaire Rafferty placidly. “Twen
ty-four dollars in money.”

I'he actress counted the crac
the dashboard. There was little rea-
son why Rafferty’s circumstances
should concern her: nevertheless she
“onscious of a vague pity, woman
1 inartistic
“Nobody knows it, I reckon” he

went on. “But I want you to know

1cks 1n

1t He leaned forward to unwind
his whip. “I've particular reason
for wanting you to know all abom
me. For why? For the reason that

youre a dre: to me—a dream come
true. ( lap!” he concluded, flicking
the (8)41 horse
l 1 rse.

_His  sentimental quaver
Sybil g f

brought
> sharply wout of ‘her little
wave of sympathy.

‘'m much too businesslike for a
vision, Mr. Rafferty,” she said briskly.
“Business is the point of this drive.
You 1

aD

anxious to speak to_you
wwut your play.”

all the same,” he asserted

V1t

part of my dream. You an”

n ays. Dreams that’s come true!”
¢embering® the uncouth manu-
S n her desk, Sybil felt that she

but she watched the
itly. Somehow she was

Y \ mind my speaking
1t said the millionaire,
vt the future is some set-
tled new long since that I could
write plays, but I never had a chance
that n come. Then ’twas the

ng I thought of—that and sit-

ting the box every night at the

ind finding you.”
knew nothing about me
rposed Sybil somewhat des

¥ your name, ma’am,
ked like, but I knew

Omewheres |?

Understand
play I could-

For why?
needed you

ty eagerly assured her. “Yes, ma’am,
when you had my flowers sent up to
your room that morning, as they told
me. And when you're touring in
‘Mated at Last, the way Dana says
you will, and I'm with you, writing
new plays for you, and you in every
one—ah, that’il te friendship! That’ll
be life! That’ll be worth waiting for!”

His thin vojce “trembled, his face
was transfiguy¢d byy gratitude.. Sybil
grasped the side rail \6f the trap con-
vulsively.

“Oh, what are you saying?” she
muttered. )

“It was all meant from the start
off,” he ran on. “Don’t you see? My
money was just to give me a chance
to write the play, and the play was
just to be ready for you, and when
you came that was the crowning of
it. Now the money’s gone, and what
do I care? It’s brought me forever
alongside you and forever alongside
my art—my art and you, ma’am, you
can’t separate 'em. My plays are
going to make you a famous actress,
and your acting is going to make me
a famous writer, and there we are
and we’re all right, and you mustn’t
get mad at me for speaking out the
dream. It was all meant from *he
start!”

“You ain’t offended?” he asked.

“Oh, no. I'm glad you told me.”

“You're a regular angel!” blurted
Millionaire Rafferty hoarsely.

Sybil was grateful for the gathering
dusk. The blacks were returning to
the region of street lamps. Must this
fantastic dreamer be awakened? She
squared her shoulders.

“I'll tell you my plan, Mr. Raffer-
ty,” began Sybil slowly. “First of all,
you must give me your play outright,
to do as I please with.” )

“Sure, Miss Franklin.”

“I shan’t bring it out in Fielding,”
she said, hesitating often. “I can’t
can't do justice to it—at this short
notice. I want you to let me take
it away with me, and to promise not
to think of it—or me—until I let you
know that I am ready.”

“Ask something reasonable,” laugh-
ed Rafferty mirthlessly. “Not think
of you? Gosh!”

To her own surprise, Sybil dropped
her hand on his wrist

“You can promise not to follow or
to write to me?” she begged.

“Yes,” moaned Rafferty. “Until—"

“Until T let you know that I am
ready.”

Rafferty enclosed her hand with his
shaking fingers.

“What’ll you promise, ma’'am?”

“I'll promise—never to forget,”
Sybil said, leaning a little forward.

“My dream!” he whispered.

“You shall have it always.”

“Ah!”

He was not looking at her. He
was looking straight ahead into he
darkness, with the set, level eyes o1
a fanatic. But thereupon, to her in-
expressible relief, the conversation
ifell upon detains. Rafferty winced
visibly when Sybil told him she woull
be leaving Fielding the next day.

‘That’s pretty soon,” he comment-
ed. “I’'ll go back to taking tickets it
the Acadeiny.”

“And you'll be happy?”’ said Sybil.
“You know I want you to be happy
and contented.”

She measured the distance to the
hotel door.

“You bet I will!” cried Millionaire
Rafferty, radiant. “I can wait for-
ever, after this day. Happy and con-
tented, for always dreaming of you!
An angel!” he concluded ecstatically.
“A regular angel!”

After a stormy but victorious inter-
view with Dana, Sybil sat down to
write to John Franklin.

“Dear Uncle,” the letter said, “we
are—stranded is the word, isn’t it?
The Sybil Franklin Company is strand-
ed, and its star is about to retire
permanently from the boards. \‘r;»u
have won the bet, and I have lost it
Having won a bet from a lady, you
must, of course, pay. If you will tele-
graph money according to this mem-
.ndum, we can settle our bills. My
le is gracefully jocose, but I am

and T'll

when you
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GALVANIZED having a Wire Lock. Built

WIRE LOCK

GALVANIZED
WIRE LOCK

with as many or as few strands
as desired. A stronger Fence
and requires less posts than any
othermake. Lock made of No.
9 Hard Galvanized Steel Wire,
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