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By ALICE 
The Story Thus Far: 
rpOM BENTHAM, a young news-
-̂  paper man, who has not en
tered his home for four years fol
lowing his father's orders, returns 
from South America where he had 
been sent by his newspaper. His 
father and mother are both dead 
and the house belongs to him. He 
uses his old latchkey, walks up to 
his old room and finds a beautiful 
young lady in his bed. 

She tells him the house has been 
sold, and orders him out. He goes 
but next day he hunts up his fa- ^ , ,̂  
ther's lawyer, Robinson, who tells ' '*'- -̂ ' 
him the house has not been sold. 
Together they hunt through it and 
find no one but the housekeeper. 
Half convinced Tom s t a r t s to 
the Ad i rondacks for a vaca t ion 
after refusing to report a sen
sational divorce and perjury case 
for his paper, the Carson case. 

Robinson sees him off, but on reading about the 
Carson case, Tom sees a picture of the girl whom 
he found in his house, Barbara Deane. He gets 
off the train, rushes back home and finds the girl. 

She tells him that her sister has won a divorce 
because Barbara perjured herself. Now I ra Car
son, the husband, is trying to bring a perjury 
case against Barbara, and Robinson, the sister's 
lawyer, has hidden her in Bentham's house. Ben-
tham falls in love with Barbara but claims to be 
in love with Edna, fictitious. 

Bentham pledges him_self to recover the letter 
I ra has proving Barbara's guilt. He offers to re
port the case for his paper, calls on Carson, se
cures Barbara's picture and a copy of the letter. 

ABROWNSTONE front with all the 
green shades down and no sign 
of life about it, except a curtain 
fluttering in the basement win

dows and a galvanized 
garbage bar re l , neatly 
covered, standing in the 
area—who would have d^_A^ 
imagined it to be the -^MSmM. . 
perfect setting for ro
mance be t te r t han a 
palace on the Bosporus, 
an apartment on the 
Grand Canal, a villa at 
Capri or a castle in the 
Pyrenees. 

I t was—from Ben
tham's point of view at 
least—perfection. That 
agonizing unce r t a in ty 
about the next meeting which curses the 
early stages of most love affairs was 
now entirely absent. As he walked 
down the street and mounted the steps, 
feeling for his latchkey, he had no 
need to ask himself whether she would 
be at home. He knew she would be 
—more securely than many a wife. 
There was not even any danger of in
terruption—there was no one who could 
come to the house, for Robinson, the 
day after seeing Bentham off, had gone 
down to the eastern end of Long Island 
for the week-end, in the course of which 
he intended to arrange with his elderly 
relative that she should take with her 
on her motor trip to Canada a lovely 
fugitive from justice. 

Tom's only problems were, first, to be 
sufficiently true to Edna, and he wished 
now that he had made her something dif
ferent from a dancer, something that 
necessitated long absences from town— 
the equivalent of a commercial traveler 
or a naval officer. And, second, not to 
take advantage of the situation to bore 
Miss Deane with his constant pres
ence. 

"DUT here too he was fortunate, for, 
-'-' since he was her only contact with 
the outside world, it was inevitable that 
she should be glad to see him—as, in a 
lonely countryside, she would be glad to 
see the postman. 

The second morning after that night 
of conversation both of them slept late, 
but Barbara was downstairs first. 
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She tiptoed p a s t 
the third floor, most 
considerately, and 
went down to the 
library to eat a lei
surely breakfas t . 
Bu t when De l i a 
came to take away 
h e r t r a y she in
q u i r e d r a t h e r 
sharply if Mr. Ben
tham had had his 
breakfast and gone. 
Delia replied that 
as far as she knew there had not been 
a sound out of him. 

After this Miss Deane glanced over 
the morning paper, and read the theat
rical announcements with close atten
tion. She deplored the custom of ad
vertising female dancers under fanciful 
names—how could you tell who they 
were? After this she grew more im
patient and less thoughtful, and finally, 
reflecting that it was absurd for a man 
who earned his living to sleep till eleven 
o'clock, she went upstairs, and this time, 
as she passed through the third floor 

corridor, her heels 
r a n g sharply on 
t h e b a r e wood. 
The r e s u l t was 
satisfactory. In a 
minute she heard 
t h e sound of a 
bath being drawn. 

• . B e n t h a m — t o 
view now the other 

side of the picture—started wide-awake 
at the first tap of her feet. How could 
he sleep when such joy was awaiting 
him? He sprang out of bed . . . hurry, 
hurry: precious seconds were passing. 
His hands shook so that he could hardly 
tie his tie. . . . Goodness, she was prob
ably downstairs in the library at this 
very moment. Now there was only his 
shoes . . . and a clean -pocket handker
chief. . . . Now he was opening his door 
. . . now he was entering the library— 
and oh, supreme joy, there she was, sit
ting in the corner of the sofa, reading. 
She looked up at him a little vaguely, 
as if he were the last person she ex
pected to see and yet as if on second 
thoughts she remembered him perfectly. 

"Just awake?" she said. 
There seemed to him something di

vinely friendly and intimate about this 
simple speech, nor was he in a position 
to detect anything disingenuous about it. 

"I was a little short of sleepj" he 
answered. 

"How was Edna?" 
"Edna," he returned, "Edna . . ." He 

stopped. 

Of all the difficulties Tom 
never thought of the one that 
Barbara actually 'put in 
the way of his rescuing her 

"No rhapsodies, if you 
please." 

Mrs. Huggins came in 
with his breakfast, and 
he rose and took the tray 
from her, inquiring solic
itously about her health 
as he did so. 

M r s . H u g g i n s w a s 
well, but changes in the 
weather always affected 
a portion of her anatomy 
which she described as 
her "hinch-bone." It took 
a long time for explana
tions and sympathy, and 
then once more Tom re
turned to his theme. 

"It 's a curious thing 
about being in love," he 
resunied. "The fact is 
that other women do not 
become less in te res t ing 
to you , as is u s u a l l y 
s ta ted . One can often 
judge them fa i r ly and 
even f la t te r ing ly . The 
truth is that they cease 
to have any reality for 
you." 

" I th ink t h a t ' s very 
rude," said Miss Deane, 
"to say that I have no 
reality to you." 

"I t isn't rude," replied 
Tom, calmly pouring out 
his coffee. " I have no 
doubt the men who love 
you feel the same way. 
For instance, that inheri

tor of great wealth, whose name I won't 
mention. I have no doubt as he sits on 
the deck of his yacht—" 

"What are you talking about?" said 
Barbara sternly. 

"Or that other nice young fellow who 
does something in the financial depart
ment of one of our greatest motor com
panies—" 

"How do you know all these things?" 
"To them I have no doubt you are the 

only woman who has any reality, where
as to me—" 

"I shan't gratify you by teasing to 
find out your source of information." 

"To me only Edna is real." 
"Have you got a photograph of her?" 
"Of course I have." 
"Let me see it." 

A N IDEA came to him—he liked to be 
•'^ truthful when he could. He put his 
hand to his pocketbook and drew from 
it a small photograph. 

"Isn't she pretty?" he said, giving it 
to her without looking at it himself. 

She gave a tremendous and to Tom a 
most satisfactory sort of gasp. "How 
in the world," she exclaimed, "did you 
get hold of this?" 

He rose and came and looked over her 
shoulder. "Oh, I see my mistake," he 
said. "Well, I got that. Miss Deane, 
from a gentleman who does not, I regret 
to say, think very highly of you." 

"That unhappily does not identify 
him." 
• "I got it from your brother-in-law." 
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Her face grew tense. "From Ira? Oh, 
has Ira got hold of you?" 

"I should have put it the other way. 
The paper sent me to interview him 
yesterday afternoon." 

Her brow lowered. "I see. That's 
where you found out all those things 
about me." 

"The things I found out about you! 
. . . Oh, dear, it's very disillusionizing. 
. . . I had thought you such a nice girl. 
A little fanciful perhaps . . . a little 
prone to invention. . . ." 
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" / want to marry him, and I will. 
What else is left for me? He has 
ruined my name. Besides I love 

him" 

"Why did he give you my picture?" 
"So that I might know you if I should 

ever be so fortunate as to run across 
you. He offered me twenty-five thou
sand dollars to find you. There is a 
price, madam, on that lovely head. 
Your brother-in-law is of the opinion 
that reporters are clever fellows and 
might be able to succeed where detec
tives have failed." 

She looked at him seriously. "It 's 
a great deal of money," she said. 

"Are you suggesting—" 
"1 am trying to think," she answered, 

"of some way by which you could get it 
and I could still get away, but I'm 
afraid there isn't any. I hope," she 
added without any pause, "that you 
won't tell Edna about the reward." 

"Of course I shan't." 
"She'd want you to win it." 
"No, she wouldn't." 
"Of course she would—she'd want you 

to earn twenty-five thousand dollars to 
spend on her. Besides, if she knew about 
me, she'd like you to betray me of 
course." 

"T RESENT that statement," he said. 
•*• "Why should you attribute low, 

mercenary motives to a woman about 
whom you know nothing, except that 
I have told you I love her?" 

"I've taken a dislike to her," said 
Miss Deane very pleasantly. 

"Whether you have or not," said 
Tom, "I must ask you to be civil in the 
way you speak of her." 

"Well, I never shall be," said Miss 
Deane, "never. It may be all imagina
tion or it may be inspiration, but I know 
she's not the right sort, and I shall 
never be anything but poisonous about 
her. I shouldn't wonder if eventually I 
had my effect upon you in turning you 
against her. Anyhow, I mean to- try." 

"Can you imagine what she would say 
about you?" 

"You mean that she's vile-tongued?" 
"On the contrary—she is extraordi

narily sweet-tempered and always 
thinks the best of everyone." 

"Just a moron, I should say." 

r He laughed f rom m e r e 
light-heartedness. "She's as 
gentle, as gentle—" 

"When men say a woman 
is gentle they mean that she 
grovels to them. Why do men 
insist on being groveled to?" 

"It 's an art, groveling is, 
and one I'm sorry to say that 
you. Miss Deane, do not pos
sess." 

"Pooh, how do you know? 
I could grovel beautifully, but I don't 
care to. Tell me something. Would 
Edna be jealous?" 

"I don't think I understand. Of 
what?" 

"Don't be rude. Of me." 
He shook his head, as if he wondered 

at such petty methods. 
"Well, if she isn't jealous of you, she 

doesn't love you. I wonder if that isn't 
something I could do for you in return 
for all your kindness to me— t̂o make 
Edna jealous. I promise you I will as 
soon as I get out of this mess." 

"I shan't trouble you," he returned 
coldly. 

"No trouble, simply a pleasure. . . . 
But go on and tell me about Ira." 

As a listener she was an artist, fol
lowing every word with a deep, stimu
lating attention, and then, for fear he 
might miss her approval, she put it into 
words. "You do tell things so nicely," 
she murmured. "It 's as interesting as 
fairy stories are when you're small.. . . " 

"I hope it will come out as well." 
He gave her the copy of her own let
ter. 

She ran through it, and looked up at 
him, making a funny whistling face. 
"Phew," she said, "it couldn't be much 
worse. They certainly could send me 
up—if there is any justice in the 
courts." 

He nodded, and then, after letting 
the horror of her situation sink in, he 
outlined his own carefully thought out 
plan. She must prepare a duplicate of 
the letter—a duplicate with all the in
criminating sentences left out. He had 
worked out how this could be done with 
the fewest possible number of changes. 

HE HAD always enjoyed doing puz
zles, and this was a difficult one. 

Then, when, on Monday, he went back 
to go over the interview with Carson, 
he would insist on seeing the original 
letter and would simply make the sub
stitution. 

She stared off into space, as was her 
habit in moments of deep thought. He 
imagined that she was going over the plan 

\ 

in detai l , bu t when 
she spoke he found he 
had been wrong. 

"Have you thought," 
she said, "that what 
you are suggesting is 
wrong—is , i ndeed , ^'**>ti; 
probably c r imina l?" 

"Well, you know what evil communi
cations are always supposed to do." 

She gave a quick shake of her head. 
"Oh, no," she said; "I can't let you do 
this." 

Of all the difficulties, he had never 
thought of this one. 

"TT'S the perfect solution," he said 
-*• calmly. "Get that letter, and you can 

step fearlessly out into the world." 
"No," she returned. "You see, I know 

more about crime than you do. I used 
to think just the way you do—that it 
was nobody's business but my own. Now 
I see that I involved lots of people— 
Mr. Robinson and Delia and even you . . . 
all obliged to take risks because I did 
something against the law—evil that 
good might come. Well, good did come, 
but evil has come too. I can't let you do 
it." 

"You'd be doing me a favor," he re
turned. "You must know that every 
man's idea of a good time is committing 
a crime for a high purpose. That's ro
mance; it satisfies all instincts of the 
heart : the good and the bad alike. Don't 
deprive me of that pleasure." 

But her little jaw was set. "I've quite 
made up my mind," she said. 

"The only question is do you still use 
the same notepaper." 

"Mr. Bentham, you are going to drop 
this idea, as I ask you to do." 

"Did you ask me anything?" 
"You heard me perfectly." 
"No, I heard some rather unattrac

tively phrased orders. . . ." 
"Oh, you criticize my way of speak

ing?" 
"Frankly, yes." He became emphatic. 
"You are very ungrateful. You ought 

to see I am renouncing a means of safety 
entirely out of consideration for you. 
You are young; you have certain obli
gations. . . ." 

"Do you refer to Edna or your
self?" 

Her brows contracted. "I am no obli
gation in your life." 

"You are my guest," 
He cut the argument short by an

nouncing the necessity of his departure. 
Newspapers were fairly liberal in the 
matter of hours, but still— 

She asked, in that same intoxicating 

tone of proprietorship, "Are you com
ing home to dinner?" 

He could hardly induce his head to 
shake, but he did. 

"Mercy! Do you dine with her every 
night?" 

"Every night, except—" His resolu
tion broke down. "What day is this? 
Saturday? Oh, well, then, no, I am 
never permitted to dine with her on 
Saturdays. You see, it's so hard on her 
— t̂wo performances. . . . And then Sun
day," he went on, becoming more reck
less and greedy—^"on Sunday she al
ways goes to the country to see her 
mother." {Contmt^d on fags 30) 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



Collier's, The National Weekly, fo7' January 21, 1928 29 

^ke revolver is an effective instrument in the promotion of law and order It is an 
invaluable factor in the conservation of life and property and creates a feeling ofsecuritij 

PROTECTION 
. . . . "a feeling of security" . . . . not just once in 
a while, not just when you know in advance that 
you are going into places that may 
prove dangerous . . . . but always. 
That is what the possession of the mod
ern, small, compact and highly efficient 
super-safety Smith and Wesson brings. 

And in coping with the unexpected, 
nothing can take its place. For today 
there's as much need to be armed against 
the unexpected as ever before in the 
history of this country's development. 

You may 
the world 

1. T/(« re-Bolver has a place in the handi of the 
lato-abiding 'public. 
2 . A thug ivoitid rather attack an unarmed pe-
deatrian, tnoiorist or householder than an 
armed one. 
3 . To prohibit the manufacture and sale of re
volvers in order to prevent crime would be 
eiiaivalentto prohibiting the manufacture and 
sate ofatitomobiies to put an end to auiomubde 
iicddentK. 
4. The use of a revolver or ajii/ form of con
cealed weapon in committing a crime should 
demand an increaaed sentence, with no postsi-
bUity of probation or suspended sentence. 
5 . A itwift,stire pnnis^hment for crime is the 
oniu proper means for reducing crime. 
6 . The Snd Amendment to the Constitution of 
the United f^iafes means jumt what it sayR:"The 
right of thepeople to keep and bear arms shall 
not be infringed." 
That is why toe are proud of the high tradi
tions of public service that have been handed 
down from generation to generation in this 
Company. In times of national danger it lias 
enabled m^ to ao our part in protecting Itie 
Nation as a whole, and in times of peace it has 
enabled UR to assist the -individnol in protect' 
ing hinii^elf. 

live in the safest and best policed city in 
But a pleasant afternoon's motor trip 

takes you, and your family, beyond the 
limits in which you are willing to de
pend upon others for protection and aid. 

« » * 

Falling Night and a Lonely Road. . . out 
of gas and a mile to walk . . . . every 
law-abiding family needs the means of 
vigorous and immediate self defense. 
To fail to provide your family with such 
protection is to invite avoidable disaster. 

Our Descriptive Booklet X may interest voti — /; will be sent free upon request 

S M I T H ( ^ A ^ E S S O N 
SPPvINGFIELD, 

T H E - F w E V O L V E P ^ 

IVIASS., \J, S.A. 

MANUFACTUF^EP^ 
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P I C K E D O U T O F T H E 
congress. 

A I R 

d I RADIO LAW 

SJZIIE 

amend
ments 

Common Sense Needet^ 
By JACK BINNS 

According to predictions there's going to be an epidemic of 
amendments to the radio law during the present Congress. Most 
of these discussed will merely add confusion to chaos if enacted. 
There is, however, one which could be adopted with profit. It 
should repeal that section of the present law which makes it 
compulsory to give states wave-length assignments irrespective 
of population. In place of the repealed section there should be 
another empowering the Radio Commission to regulate stations 
as a national entity, and to assign wave-length according to 
geographical distribution of the population and their service re
quirements. 

The New Air Brake 

ONE of the most forward steps in 
broadcasting has apparently been 
achieved at the new experimental 

station for radio transmission estab
lished a t Whippany, N. J., by the Bell 
Laboratories. A complete transmitter 
rated at fifty kilowatts has been de
veloped capable of one hundred per cent 
modulation without loss of quality. 

Up to the present most of the broad-
east transmitters have been very much 
like some of the six, seven, eight and ten 
tube receivers that almost do as much 
work as a good five-tube receiver can. 
In other words the broadcasters have 
been pumping power into the air over 
far greater distances than their pro
grams can ever be heard. The direct re
sult of this is a large amount of hetero
dyne squeals and groans, as well as 
static noises brought into radio receiv
ers by the wandering carrier waves. 
This situation, of course, was due to the 
state of our general knowledge at the 
time of installation and represents an 
unavoidable condition. 

If the experimental work now pro
ceeding at 3XN, Whippany, should ma
terialize, it will be possible in the near 
future to lay down a fairly definite 
service region for every broadcaster 
with the knowledge that its carrier wave 
will not cause too great an area of dis
turbance. It will mean that a maxi
mum number of broadcasters can oper
ate throughout the continent. 

Another great improvement has been 
achieved in the suppression of har

monics by means of the careful shield
ing of various circuits. This has been 
so marked that the radiation of the 
second harmonic has been reduced to 
one tenth of a watt—or, one five hun
dred thousandth of the power radiated 
by the fundamental wave of this fifty-
kilowatt station. This too means less 
interference in the future. 

The Flu t te r ing Tube 

"T HAVE one of those battery elimi-
J- nators that have a voltage regulator 

in them," writes William Jones of Cleve
land. "I t is a tube that gives a violet 
glow when it is working, if you know 
what I mean. Now my speaker gives 
out nothing but a terrible flutter. Only 
snatches of the program can be heard. 
I think it is the glow tube causing the 
trouble. It seems to vary in brightness 
at the same time as the flutter." 

Your conclusion is correct. Bill. There 
is only one remedy and that is a new 
regulator tube. As a temporary means 
of alleviation until you get a new tube, 
you can get results by turning the elim
inator on a few seconds before you turn 
your radio set on. This will give the 
tube the extra voltage it needs. 

Stunt ing the P rogram 

A NEW YORK station. recently at
tempted to entertain whatever lis

teners it had by playing stunts with 
phonograph records. 

A magnificent example of catering to 
the "public necessity and convenience." 

Chance for Inventors 
AT a trade convention in Chicago last month there was a 

L great hullabaloo about the broadcasting congestion. The 
broadcasters urged more selective sets and the manufacturers 
urged fewer stations. 

But radio receivers attaining "razor-l ike" selectivity will dis
tort programs because they will shave off the audible frequen
cies that ride through the ether on the back of the carrier wave. 

If anvone can devise a means of sharpening up the selectivity 
of a radio set at the short wave end without adding complications 
and without increasing the selectivity at the long wave end. 
he will have added something substantial to radio development. 

Ii5. 

S 

our 
hydra- , ^ 

headed 
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Welcome Home 
Continued from page 28 

system 

"They all have mothers, don't they?" 
said Miss Deane contemptuously. 

"It is a human weakness," said Tom. 
She laughed. "Do you know," she 

said, "that you seem to me different 
from most men." 

"This is indeed gross flattery." 
"Flattery?" 
"Isn't it from you—to say a man is 

dift'erent from his hated species?" 
"Most men that I have known," she 

went on, "either try to bully me or else 
make a point of yielding to me. Now 
you don't attempt to coerce me, and yet 
you give me the impression that nothing 
I say makes really the least difl'erence 
to you." 

He concealed his triumph with difl!i-
culty and said in a paternal sort of 
way: "And that, I suppose, has the in
terest of novelty to you." 

"Then you will be at home to dinner," 
she answered, though the sequence 
might not have been clear to a mere 
logician. 

He stared at the ceiling. "Let me 
see—yes, I believe I can. . . ." 

"Do me no favors," she retorted, an
swering his tone more than his words. 

"Perhaps, after all, I'd better not," 
he said, but she swept that aside. 

"Nonsense,'' she said. "Of course 
you're coming back. Do you think it's 
any fun to dine alone every night for 
weeks and weeks?" 

HE WAS very late at the paper—so 
late that Smith had actually read the 

first part of the interview and expressed 
himself as particularly pleased with the 
phrase "a sporting parson" but objected 
a little to the general tone, as being 
colored by a certain venom . . . "as if," 
Smith said, "you didn't like the man." 

"I don't," replied Tom; "he seemed 
to me to be a crook." 

"Only about women," said Smith, as 
if no one but a pedant would think that 
made any difference. 

Tom spent the rest of the day work
ing at his interview . . . but how can a 
man work when every instant brings 
him nearer and nearer to a prospect of 
dazzling delight? 

When, a little before eight, he entered 
his own house again he was carrying a 
bunch of hothouse grapes and a glass 
jar of fresh caviar. 

"Oh, there you are," she said. "I be
gan to think you had forgotten." 

He laughed. 
"May I ask why you think that 

funny." 
"I hope you like caviar," he replied 

politely. 
"You mean you did nearly forget?" 
"Well, if I had, I should not be likely 

to admit it, would I?" 
She urged him to be quick in dressing. 

But how can a man be quick when his 
hands shake and he drops his studs and 
his links, which have always slipped 
easily into the buttonholes before, sud
denly swell to twice their normal size 
and spring out on the floor? His hands 
never used to shake. He thought of a 
girl he had once known who assured him 
she had never shed a tear until she met 
him (only this turned out to be a lie, 
he found out afterward). He thought 
that if Miss Deane accused him of tak
ing a long time to dress he might reply, 
"My hands never shook until I met 
you. . . ." And then the fun would be
gin. . . . But when he came down
stairs, and she actually did say, "My, 
but you take a long time to dress!" he 
answered, "I wonder if I could train 
Delia Huggins to put my studs in for 
me." 

Dinner from Tom's point of view was 
perfect. After all, he thought, you had 
to hand it to these hard women—hard, 
as he himself had said; venomous, ac
cording to Carson; violent and bad-
tempered by her own confession, and 
criminal if you listened to the district 
attorney—when they wanted to be nice 
to you they had something to offer. The 
contrast was intoxicating. Indeed, to 
an unkind observer, although nothing 

alcoholic had touched their lips, they 
might have appeared to be suffering 
from that early stage of intoxication 
when not only what you say yourself 
but also what the other person says 
seems almost intolerably witty. A friend
ly critic might have thought them mere
ly silly, for they laughed, not to say gig
gled, almost without cessation. 

To Tom the perfection of the evening 
lay not in her wit or even in her friend
liness but in the fact that the next day 
was Sunday, that time opened before 
him, that when they parted about eleven 
o'clock he knew that the next meeting 
would be not merely a hasty breakfast 
but a long, lovely day together. 

Sunday in town in midsummer. Tom 
woke to the chimes of church bells. 
Everyone out in the country, swimming 
and playing golf, as he would normally 
be doing. . . . He had made an elaborate 
plan: to do absolutely nothing; just to 
be together all day long; to eat break
fast and lunch and dinner together ex
actly as if they were married, except 
that he would know that this would be 
their one day—his one day—out of all 
his life. But it must be a perfect day. 
He tried to recall a quotation from 
Browning about: "I shall have had my 
day." But, of course, the quotation he 
ought to have recalled was from an even 
wiser poet and had reference to the "un
certain glory of an April day." They 
had not been together half an hour, 
had hardly finished breakfast, when they 
quarreled. 

He went out to buy the morning 
papers, and when he came back she had 
a question ready for him. "Have you 
ever thought what you would do," she 
said, "if Edna should happen to drop 
in?" 

"Oh, she never would," said Tom casu
ally, though he noticed that her tone 
was sharp. 

"Why not? She knows where you live, 
I suppose." 

He was put to it for an answer, and de
siring above everything to give her the 
same sense of security that he himself 
enjoyed, he said, "Edna wouldn't dream 
of coming to a bachelor's house alone: 
she is awfully careful about that sort 
of thing." 

"You mean I am not?" 
"I don't at all." 
"Of course you do—you say in a tone 

simply swooning with admiration that 
Edna would not venture into a bache
lor's house for even a few minutes' visit, 
whereas I am staying here indefinitely. 
. . . If that is not typical of masculine 
chivalry! You urge a lady in distress to 
accept your hospitality and then when 
she does you point out to her that she 
isn't a lady for doing it." 

"That 's absurd." 
"It 's not absurd a t all—it's just what 

you said." She laughed in a most ir
ritating, triumphant sort of way. 

"I did not say—" 
"You did—you did, and I should re

spect you more if you stuck to it instead 
of backing down at once." 
"T OOK here," he said, "what are you 

•Li trying to do—pick a quarrel?" 
" I?" She laid her hand on her breast, 

laughing at him. "I haven't said any
thing insulting. It was you who began 
this attack on me." 

"Attack? Aren't you ashamed of 
yourself?" 

"Well, this parallel between my eon-
duct and Edna's. . . . I see that what 
you really want to say is that it wouldn't 
be safe for Edna—^that Edna is the kind 
of woman who drives men so out of their 
minds with love . . ." She went on and 
on, baiting him, twisting everything he 
said into something insulting or comic, 
laughing at him, accusing him most un
justly, it seemed to him, of thinking him
self so attractive that no woman dared 
to be left alone with him—all taken in 
a tone of Olympian amusement, as if 
she could hardly expect him to see how 
ridiculous he was. . . . 

It was not only painful: it was horri-
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