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Woman 
of the Family 

By May Edginton 

The Story Thus Far: 

SPONSORKI) by Lennip Ward, a sleek 
yoiipg adveiitiii'er who professes to be in 

liive with lier, Eve Liuisliam, seeretnvy of 
.Sir I'^dgar JIarter, a I>oiulon business man, 
lieeomes the liostes.s of "Tlie Kegalia,'' a 
ni;^lit club. And she does not tell liev fan\ily 
—Iier mother, her father, .aud her predatory 
sister. Sophia, who, tyraimizius' over her 
brutally, accept her support as a matter of 
course. 

At the dull she meets a group of jK'ople 
who are, it appears, involved in a mysteri
ous drama : Captain .Tonathan Home, a 
vvealtliy explorer, who pays her devoted at
tention : ;\rrs. Louise I'olnsetter. a gay New 
Yorlier: Veid. tlie oily club manager; As-
sislant Manager I lopton ; and Tonetti, the 
leaiperamental orchestra leader. Then 
comes an unexpected shod;. Old Sir Kdgar 
Marter amazes her by making violent love 
to her: and she is forced (unknown to her 
family) to give up her old job. 

Her family living in .suburban Dulwidi, 
she has taken a small flat in Lcmdon. . \s 
she moves in, she receives another shock. 
Lennie Ward has fallen under the spell of 
Sophia, an unscrupulous little siren with .a 
longing for excitement. I.ennie has told her 
the truth concerning Kve. Now. making 
liei' plans astutely, Sophia proceeds to put 
them into effect. A few evenings later. Mve, 
diincing at the Regalia, is dumfouuded to 
obS(>rve Sir Edgar Marter enter—witJi »Vo-
l)lii(i! I'osing as "Sophia Ward." the girl 
has become Sir Edgar's secretary. . . . 

The club is planning a "gala evening." 
Fero speaks to Eve about it. Then : "Ask 
I [orne to come." After which, he offers her 
ten pounds a week to "keep lierself at the 
dub 's disposal." And Evi> accepts the of
fer. . . . Seated with Sir Edgar at a table. 
Sophia is approached by l.ennie Ward, who 
introduces himself as though he were a 
stranger and dances with lu>r. .\ few min
utes later, she is obeying his instructions— 
smilingly preparing to dance with Eve's 
former employer. 

VI 

WE L L , E v e ? " Lennie said, s tand
ing beside her . 
"Well , Lennie, I w a n t to t a l k 
to you." 

"No t ime for ta lk ton igh t , " he said, 
" I t is la te , isn' t i t? We'd bet ter dance." 

"Very well ," she said quietly. "Bu t 
I can ' t be p u t off, Lennie ." 

"Meet me for lunch tomorrow." 
She nodded: " I will ." 
" S a y t hank you." 
"Oh, t hank you," 
Her lunch, no doubt, she though t . 
They moved out upon the dancing 

floor. 
"I'll let you know where , " he said. 

" W h a t ' s your telephone n u m b e r ? " 
" I haven ' t one yet ." 
" W h a t ' s your a d d r e s s ? " 
She gave it af ter hesi ta t ion. 
" N o w tell me one th ing , Lennie." 
He opposed an a d a m a n t face to her 

resoluteness . 
"No t here and not now," he said. 

"And don' t be a fool. Smile; come on! 
We may ha t e each o ther like hell, but 
come on." 

" H a t e each o t h e r ? " 
"Don ' t a r g u e ; come on." 
"You ' re not wor th ha t ing , " she said 

calmly. 
Lennie had, then , one more th ing to 

say in spi te of his refusal of a r g u m e n t : 
"You'd be t t e r not t a lk like t h a t , Eve . 

I have influence h e r e ; i t may ma t t e r 
to you." 

" I suppose I have influence too, Len
nie. F e r o raised my pay tonight ." 

T h a t was disconcerting. 

" W h a t a r e they giving you now." 
"Ten pounds a week." 
She saw him go whi te , and his nos

t r i l s dilated. 
"Ten pounds? W h a t about my com

miss ion?" 
"Lunch tomorrow." 

T^HEY were out amongs t the dancers , 
-•- smil ing and suave like two people a t 
t he height of enjoyment in a dancing 
dream. Several t imes they passed lit
t le Sophia wi th her heavy p a r t n e r , and 
not a gleam of recognition could have 
been observed upon the i r faces. " H e 
mus t be awfully surpr i sed ," Eve 
t hough t of Sir E d g a r . " I t mus t be a 
hor r id shock to find me here . He m u s t 
ha te i t ." She t hough t of him almost 
remorseful ly ; qui te gent ly , for he had 
been a very good employer, considerate 
and open-handed. Fa i l ing lay in her
self, she thought , t h a t she resisted 
woman ' s proper t rad i t iona l desi re to 
please all and sundry . 

"Don ' t th ink ," said Lennie in her ear , 
in a h a rd voice. "Th ink ing spoils your 
dancing. Br igh ten u p . " 

By sheer force of will she re laxed ; 
again willed herself to feel and to be 
l ight as a fea ther , dr i f t ing upon th is 
p layground . 

When the music stopped and people 
had rega ined the i r tables , she and Len
nie stood hand in hand a t t h e end of 
the room j u s t beneath the dais , to give 
the i r exhibition dance. 

I t was a t ango . 
She was now j u s t good enough a t t he 

t ango to pass muster , and Lennie was 
very good indeed. A h ! Bu t it w a s 
serious business here now! And tomor
row she m u s t get a phonograph and 
prac t i ce m her rooms. T h e soft, chal
lenging music went to her feet, and she 
found herself p a r t n e r i n g Lennie wi th 
all the necessary verve and abandon. 

J o n a t h a n H o m e watched. 
Sir E d g a r M a r t e r watched. 
Sophia watched Lennie wi th a flame 

of possessive jealousy r u n n i n g th rough 
her from head to foot. 

She wondered if Sir E d g a r would tell 
her of her sister , ment ion t h a t she h a d 
been his secre ta ry . She would leave i t 
to him. 

HE S A I D no th ing , h is pink face a 
mask , his eyes s tol id; bu t his first 

d i smay a t seeing Eve L a n g h a m here 
was now succeeded by a very n a t u r a l 
idea : "Well , I am not sor ry if she sees 
me ton igh t with her successor." An
other t hough t came to h i m : "Of course 
if she 's got all th is , she needn ' t hes i ta te 
to t u r n me down as she did." 

" H a v e you had a ta lk wi th H o m e 
t o n i g h t ? " Lennie asked abrup t ly as , to 
r ipples of applause , their dance stopped, 
and he escorted his p a r t n e r to the i r 
tab le . 

" N o . A word only. Bu t I th ink he's 
coming to ta lk now." 

" I ' m off then , of course !" 
Deferent ia l ly obeying a beckoning 

smile, h e joined his old princess and her 
p a r t y . 

A t l a s t H o m e stood beside her . 
" M a y I sit down?" 
She indicated, wi th a little ges ture 
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that had become practiced, that he 
might. 

He loolced more bronzed, more virile 
than ever. 

His eyes studied her face. 
Their sparring match began. 
"A good week-end?" 
"A lovely week-end," she said lightly, 

"and you?" 
"Oh, I have been down in the country 

at my people's place." 
Suddenly she visualized him, driving 

that powerful car where he wished, 
when he wished, as far as he wished. 
He had spent the hot Sunday that was 
yesterday on green lawns, under great 

es, in a big house where everything 
•. ne to people who need never wait 
'• • i t . 

•'It was interesting," he vouchsafed. 
••'I wo of the Cabinet were there. We 
•: .ked politics." 

'And now you can spare time to come 
. iin to the Regalia Club," 

'Because of you!" 
5he wished that he would not say lit-
things like that in a mocking voice. 

• 't, deferential, flattering, caressing— 
• roice that was a habit to be put on 

i off according to occasion. 
•'Tell me," he said, "what you have 
in doing, my lovely lady. What has 
de such a very nice week-end for 
1?" 
3he was going to put off that ques-

. a with evasive, laughing answers, but 
Idenly he dropped the air of mockery 
he had done once or twice before, 

and became candid, sincere, almost kind. 
The last thing, she thought, that you 

could look for from this man was kind
ness. He had long forgotten, one felt, 
such a simplicity, yet it became all at 
once—as it had been before—easy to 
talk with him. 

And again she fell into the tempta
tion. 

"I have taken my freedom, for one 
thing." 

"Splendid!" 
"I have found a home of my own, and 

today I have been furnishing it." 

HIS answer startled her completely. 
"I know. You're in a house at the 

end of Bloomsbury Gardens; Number 
Sixty, I think." 

"How do you know, Captain Home?" 
"General information is rather by 

way of being part of my business, dear 
lady." 

"But general information about a 
nonentity like me?" 

"Rather specially about you at this 
moment." 

Now she felt that he had som.e pur
pose in saying this, and that it was not 
only a man's flattering of a pretty 
woman. She became aware of hidden 
depths in this puzzle, and if it had not 
been that her mind was occupied with 
conjectures as to Lennie's and Sophia's 
week-end, as to the outcome of tomor
row's lunch, these things that Home 
said, with rather the manner of one 
making a suggestion worth considering. 

When Eve left them, they were still sitting 
there, openly delighted to be left alone 

would have claimed all attention. As 
it was, she put them aside. 

"Too difficult for me! I give it up. 
There isn't time to probe into every
body's ways and means, and whys and 
wherefores, and doings and sayings, is 
there?" 

"One only selects," he said. "And so 
you have left the parental roof?" 

"For good." 
"And you told me that you have left 

Marter & Co. too. What a thrust for 
freedom!" 

His eyes laughed into hers. Yet it 
was curious to see how that laughter 
did not so much as warm their ice-gray 
depths. 

"I will even tell you the perfectly 
divine little secondhand shops where 
you bought your furniture, and the big 
store where you went for your curtain 
materials and the blankets for your 
bed." 

She exclaimed: "Captain Home!" 
He fished from a hip pocket an in

credibly slim note case in which there 
was a tablet for recording. He read 
out in a grave voice the names of those 
fascinating shops, that abounding store. 

She determined to seem unsurprised. 
"Quaint hobbies people have!" her 

look expressed. She put up a hand non
chalantly to feel for the perfection of 
that knob of fiery hair on the nape of 
her neck. She had excellent hands— 
pale, fine-textured, very pink-tipped. 
Nature had taken these pains with her. 

Home thought, watching her with a 
deliberation that she was intended to 
notice: "Every gesture made for effect. 
Or . . . isn't i t?" 

"And do you tell me," that mellowly 
cynical note was back in his voice again, 
"that these simple domestic joys are 
the bread of life to you?" 

I SHAN'T repeat my tirade of the 
other night," she laughed, "when you 

laid down the whole duty of woman so 
explicitly." 

"And still left it to be fought out. 
When shall we fight it out?" 

"Not here or now." 
"Certainly not here or now," he 

agreed. 
"A fight with a patron. It would be 

as much as my place is worth," she 
laughed. 

And most deliberately he asked: "And 
what is your place worth?" 

Impertinence of the grossest order! 
But she was proud of that offer of 
Fero's. It was something of which a 
girl could be proud, and she wasn't go
ing to parry the question. 

"Ten pounds a week." And she was 
vexed that she could not conceal the 
tremor of exultation that ran over her. 

"You sell your birthright for ten 
pounds a week? You go cheap, don't 
you?" 

"Cheap? Ten pounds a week? My 
birthright?" 

{Continued on page 22,) 
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f^'-fl'i 

Keep Up with the World 
By Freling Foster 

Outside of Lille, France, there is a 
dog's cemetery filled with the riddled 
bodies of loyal little animals whose 
crime consisted of obedience to their 
masters, a gang of smugglers. These 
dogs had to be shot during the past 
year, sometimes as many as 60 a 
month, as they innocently tried to 
dash over the French-Belgian bor
der, each with a 50-pound package 
of tobacco strapped to his back. 

Supposedly worthless stocks and 
bonds of thousands of American com
panies, now out of existence, still 
have a definite value and the holders 
of these securities can obtain the 
money due them by applying to the 
receiver. Trustee or Court of Chan
cery holding it. The value of these 
unclaimed funds is estimated to be 
about $100,000,000.-53/ J. F. Milli-
gan, Santa Monica, California. 

Up to a short time ago, nearly all 
states followed the old common law 
that a person cannot be indicted and 
tried for murder if the victim lives 
for "a year and a day" after the as
sault. Today, however, many states 
have penal laws which do not include 
such a time element. Recently a man 
was convicted of murder in the state 
of New York although the victim 
lived for four years after being 
shot. 

The real color of the sky is dead 
black, not blue as we see it from the 
earth. This true and oppressive color 
is fortunately hidden from us not 
only by dust particles but also by the 
atoms of the air itself, the molecules 
of water vapor and all the other 
atomic forms which float about in 
the atmosphere.—By Carole-Dawn 
Christiansen, New Salem, North 
Dakota. 

The "fishing rat," found on the un
inhabited atolls off the coast of New 
Guinea, is an extraordinary animal. 
As the islands are barren, these rats 
are obliged to fish in the sea for their 
food, a feat which they accomplish 
by dangling their pink tails in the 
water from the edge of a flat rock. 
Suddenly a crab will grab it—and 
that is the end of the crab.—By I. E. 
Taylor, Seattle, Washington. 

References to tin through such 
common expressions as tin lizzies, 
tinny voices and tin-horn sports have 
made its name synonymous with 
cheapness. But it is not cheap. In 
fact it is virtually a semi-precious 
metal. It costs twice as much as 
aluminum, six times as much as cop
per, 13 times as much as lead and 37 
times as much as steel. 

Maritime law requires a ship to 
render assistance only to persons— 
not to property—in peril at sea. 
When an endangered ship asks for 
assistance for itself, such as a tow 
to port, all vessels answering the SOS, 
even when they only stand by, are en
titled to salvage awards. Likewise a 
word of warning to a vessel heading 
for a shoal, which enables it to avoid 
destruction, is a salvage service that 
demands a heavy payment. 

Of the hundred-odd species of poi
sonous fishes found in both tropical 
and temperate waters in various 
parts of the world, one of the most 
toxic is the Japanese fugu. This fish 
contains such a deadly acid that it 
is sometimes eaten for the purpose 
of suicide.—By J. A. Elliott, Battle 
Creek, Michigan. 

The danger of exposure to radium 
is well illustrated by the fact that 
the Federal Food and Drug Adminis
tration recently refused to allow a 
shipment of bath salts to enter the 
United States because it contained 
an injurious quantity of this element, 
the proportion being one in two bil
lion. 

Legitimate marriage has not al
ways been the birthright of all peo
ples. For thousands of years it was 
a class privilege of the few, being 
denied to all poor, plebeians and 
slaves. Even in Athens as late as 
300 B. c , only 9,000 individuals out 
of a population of 515,000—only 
one in 57—had the "right" to marry. 
—By Henry Sales, Orange, New 
Jersey. 

Five dollars will be paid for each inter
esting or unusual fact accepted for this 
column. Contributions must be accompanied 
by satisfactory proof. Address Keep Lp 
with the World, Collier's, 250 Park Avenue. 
New York City. 

This column is copyrighted by Collier's. The National Weekly. None of 
the items may be reproduced without express permission of the publishers 

(Continued from page 21) 
She exclaimed impetuously; and 

adroitly he manipulated it so that this 
argument should not reach a final stage. 

"You wonder what I mean? The 
man talks through his hat, sez you to 
yourself, sez you. It sounds like an
other battle. Again, I ask: When do 
we fight?" 

She said coolly: "I'll return your hos
pitality; come and see my flat. . . ." 

His eyes blazed then: "You mean it?" 
"Of course I mean it. It's a very sim

ple thing to mean, surely." 
"Surely," he echoed. "Thank you. 

When?" 
She hesitated. 
"Tomorrow or next day." 
"Tomorrow!" Again the promptness 

was the paying of a compliment from 
a man to a woman. He made these com
pliments so edged, so obvious. 

They were always in the nature of 
insults, because always they had no 
sincerity. 

"Why did you hesitate?" he asked. 
"Would some other day be more con
venient?" 

"I was wondering whether I should 
have finished my curtains." 

T J O R N E would have been staggered 
-'--'- and ashamed at the simplicity of 
that reply had he not been saying to 
himself: "She is truly marvelous. . . . 
Or isn't she?" 

"Would that matter?" he inquired. 
She answered, kindling: "Any woman 

likes her home to look its best for hostile 
eyes." 

Actually he flushed a little: "I am 
hostile?" 

"Aren't you?" 
"But you've asked me to come to see 

you." 
"It 's as well to know your enemies," 

she laughed. 
He looked at her: "Isn't that a very 

careless answer?" 
"I don't under.stand you." She made 

herself laugh again. 
"That will be something else to be 

thrashed out, then." 
"Tomorrow promises well," she re

plied, high-hearted. 
"Sevenish? Cocktail time? And may 

I have the honor of bringing you on 
here?" 

She accepted that instantly. 
Please Fero! Please him! Fero 

would approve that. 
And again she must dance. She liked 

dismissing Home. She told herself that 
she was delighted to be eagerly claimed 
and taken away from him. 

She saw him rejoin Louise Poinsetter, 
to whom he devoted an ardent atten
tion. 

It was nearly midnight then; she was 
the tactful pivot of several groups of 
people, when she looked to see if Sir 
Edgar and Sophia were still at their 
table, if Lennie still danced or drank 
other people's champagne with cool as
siduity; but all three had gone. 

She had an evanescent feeling that 
they had left her life. 

She could not see or guess what they 
were thinking and doing; where and 
how they were going. She could not see 
Marter rolling away through Piccadilly 
Circus in his limousine, having just 
dropped at the Tube station his little 
new blonde, most charmingly and vir
tuously determined to go home to 
mother. She could not see his elderly 
tiredness as he slumped back in his 
seat, thinking absurdly, boyishly: 
"What next?" and fearing the answer. 
She could not see Lennie, strangely 
eager, darting into that labyrinth di
rectly the big car had moved away, to 
find his strangely eager Sophia lurking 
near the elevators. . . . 

True to his prolnise, Lennie's note ar
rived by messenger in ample time in the 
morning for Eve to meet him, for what 

she felt would be a momentous lunch. 
It was not to be at their usual snack 
counter, but at a little restaurant off 
Coventry Street, where a meal might 
be enjoyed seriously. 

The morning afforded an ecstatic leis
ure; all the hours were hers before she 
should go out to meet Lennie. She could 
idle here at her own breakfast table, 
thinking a jumble of things. 

Sophia was first on the list; Sir Ed
gar appeared too. Her mother and the 
housekeeping in the Dulwich flat. Her 
own depleted bank book—only five 
pounds odd left now. She thought again 
over a rug she had wanted to buy yes
terday, and from which she had re
frained. Now, in the strength of Fero's 
last night offer of a larger salary, she 
would have the rug. She didn't mind 
the bare stained boards of her rooms 
really, but the rug would be just deli
cious. "Delicious," she thought, savor
ing the word. 

"I am very domesticated this morn
ing," she thought. "It 's rather lovely 
being domesticated on one's own ac
count." She fell to thinking again of 
her father and mother. 

Had her mother ever reffiify' enjoyed 
domesticity with a rich and luscious en
joyment such as could be brought to it 
thus? 

She thought of marriage. 
Marriage was not in the air, and yet 

it recurred to her, all the time she sat 
thinking, like a theme song. "No ques
tion of marriage between Lennie and 
Sophia, is there? Not if I can help it!" 
And then the thought: "As for me, I 
wouldn't give this up for anyone, not 
for anyone in the world." 

The two rooms appeared incredibly 
bright and beautiful. Her few books 
made the place homey; the curtains 
would indeed be quite finished today. 

On her way out to lunch she would 
buy that rug. 

The sheaf of flame-colored flowers had 
burgeoned this morning and remained 
fresh- They reared their heads from a 
great green pot that she had picked up 
at some junk shop. 

There was no door between the two 
rooms. At some time it had been taken 
off, and she liked that effect. I t looked 
like one extended sitting-room with a 
row of windows. 

And suddenly she said to herself: 
"They shall never come here!" She was 
a little shocked by her resolve to keep 
out her mother, her father, her sister 
and Lennie. But she hoped to adhere 
to it. 

WHILE she was still in her old cotton 
kimono, the iron gate arrived. Ah, it 

was beautiful! Her measurements had 
been accurate. It fitted just across the 
top of the stairs, completing that en
closure of the landing for which the 
kitchenette was partly responsible. 
Still, her landing was not dark. The 
iron gate kept out none of the sun 
through the skylight, its scrolling was 
so light and delicate, all the interstices 
wide and open. It had been an inspira
tion. 

The carpenter who brought it pro
ceeded to hang it for her. 

She congratulated herself just as any 
other girl would have done: "When he 
comes tonight, I shall be complete. . . . 
Not that I care!" 

But she had thought of Jonathan 
Home again! 

He capped all the other thoughts, 
driving them from her mind. 

When she went into the Coventry 
Street restaurant three hours later, 
she had a surprise which she might 
have expected. Sophia, looking her 
fairest, awaited her with Lennie in the 
vestibule. 

Already they had cocktails before 
them. They looked a quite beautiful 

(Continued on page 32) 
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