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CHAPTER 1.

On n stope a white ‘sprinkling of
wood anemones lay ahead llke a patch
of llnen bleaching In the sun. From
A valley a lark cut a swift diagonnl
upward with a coloraturn burst of
song. A stream slipped its lee and
took up Its murmur where it had left
off. A trusnt squelched his toes In
the warm muod and let it coze over and
between them.

A mole stirred In Its hole, and be-
cause spring will ind a way, even down
in the bargain basement of the Titanle
store, which I8 far below the level of
the mole, Sadie Barnet, who had never
seen a wood anemone and never snifTed
of thaw or the wet wild smell of vio-
lets, felt the blood rise In ber véins like
sap, and across the alsle behind the
white-goods counter Max  Meltzer
writhed In his woolens, and Sadle
Barnet, presiding over a bin of spe-
clally priced mill-ends In mid-nisie be-
tween the white goods and the muslin
underwear, leaned toward him, and
her smile was as vivid as her lps,

“Bay, Max, guess why I think you're
ke a rubber band.”

Classle Delphl wus never more ready
with ambignous retort,

Behind a stack of Joy-of-the-Loom
bed-sheets, Max Meltzer groped for
oracitlar  divination, and his beart
beats fluttered In his volee,

“Like a ruobber buad?"

“Yeh"

“Give up.

“Aw, give a guess.”

“Well, I don't know, Mies Sadie, un-
lests—unless It's becnuse I'm stuek on
you"

Do not, ascetic reader, gag at the
unsocratic plane, True, Max Meltzer
had nelther the brain nor the lelsure of
@ sophist, a capacity for tenscs or an
appreciation of Kaut. He had pever
bulit a bridge, led a Bible class, or at.!
tempted the first Inch of the five-foot
book-shelf. But on a two-figure salary
he subscribed an annual donation to a
skin-nnd-cancer hospital, wore non-re
versible collars, and malntalned =
smile that turned upward like the eor
ners of a cycle moon. Remember, th:-n.‘
ascetle reader, that a rich man once
kicked a leper; Kant's own heart, that
it might turn the world’s bheart out-j
ward, burst of pain; and In the gran
ite canon of Wall Street, one smile In
every three-score and ten turms up
ward. *

Sadle Barnet met Max Helmr'af
cycle-moon smile with the blazing eyes
of scorn, and her lips, quivering to n
smile, met In a stralght line that al-
most froned out the curves, 1

" 'Cause you're stuck gn me! Huh "

Max Meltzer leaned across a eonunter
display of fringed breakfast napkins,

“Aln't that a good reason, Miss Sadle?
It's n true one.” !

“You're one swell little guesser, youn
are not. You couldn't get luside a
riddie with a can-opener, 'Cause you're
stuck on me! Geel"

“Well, I am.”

*I dldn't ask you why yon was likea

A
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“| Didn't Ask You Why You Was Like

a Bottle of Glue. | Asked You Why
You Was Like a8 Rubber Band™

bottle of glue, 1 asked you why you
was llke & rubber band.” |
“Aw, I give It up, Miss Sadle.”
“i'Cayse you're 80 #tretchy, see?
*Oause you're 8o stretchy you'll yawn
your arm off if you don't watch it."

she fnshed the full Tine of heF feeth,
and with an Intens!ty his features il
concenled he noted how sweet her
thront as 1t arched.

“It's the spring fever gets inzlde of
me and mnkes me so stretchy, Miss
Sadie. 1It's a good thing trade Is slow
down here In the basewent today, be-
cause (t's the same with me every
year; the Saturday before spring-open
Ing week | just get to feeling like all
outdorsa”

“Wait till you see me with a new
red-entin bow stuck on my last sum
mer's shape, Dee Dee's got to lend me
the nrice © = two yards of threeinel
red-satin ribbon for my spring open-
M-”

Iis heart rose In his throat.

*I bet you lodk swell In red, Miss
Sndle. PBut a girl llke you looks swell
In anything."

“Red’s my color. Dee Dee says my
mama wius o gay one, too, when {t
came to color. Glmme red every thme,
Due Dee's the one that's always kick-
Ing against red; she says 1 got too
flashy taste.™

“Say, If she keeps bossing nnd boss
Ing at you, what do you keep on Uving
with her for?”

“Wouldn't you live with your own
mother's sister if ghe ralsed you from
a kld? What am 1 golng to do, put
her in cold storage, now that her eyes
are golng back on her? Up in the rib-
bons she can't hardiy keep her colors
graduated no more, that's how blind
sheé's gettlng. What am 1 golng to
do?

“Honest, Miss Badig, I didn't know

' but a near-sighted old grouch with a

‘you got swell friends ke that, a boat

that ghe was your sunt and that her |
eyes was bad. 1 Just thought she was |
some old girl up In the ribbons you
was llving with for company. Hon
est, 1 didn't know she had bad eyes
Gee I

“No, they ala't had, Only she's so
blind she rends her paper upside down .
and gets sore If you tell her about W" '

“And me thinking she was nothing |

pame Hke a sparrow.™

Miss Barnet laughed with an up-
ward trill,

“Idee Dce aln't her real name. When
I was a kid and she took me to raise, |
that's the way 1 used to pronounce
Aunt Edith. Gee! you don't think Dee

Dee was the name they sprinkled on |

her when chrigtened did
youp"

Max Meltzer leaned to the breath of
her laughter as If he would il his
lungs with It

“Gee! but you're n cute lttle lady
when you lnugh Hke that”

“Huy, and ain't you a freshie! Just
becuuse you're golug to be promoted to
buyer for your department won't get
your pleture in the Sunday supple-
ment. No whitesgoods buyer | know
of ever had to bulld white marble 1i-
brares or present s bread-lne to the
city to get rld of his pin-money,

“Say, ain't it hot? With the Open-
Ing on Monday, they better get the fans
working. Last year three girls keelad.
Honest, sometimes 1 think I'd rather
spend the summer under the dalsles
out on the hill than down here In this
basement,”

“Don't T wish I had an auto te take
you spinning In tomight ™

“You ought to see¢ the fiyer a friend
of mine hns got. A Mercury Six with
A Hmousine top ke a grand-opera
box."

“Your—your—friend?

they her,

I—1 guess If

excursilon down the river aln't got
much of a sound for you™

“Ie says he's got a lavoch In sum-
mer—"

“Honest, Miss Sadle, I—{ just been
tryfng for the hetter part of two weeks
to ask permission If 1 could come and
cnll on you some evening, Mlss Sadle,
hug—"

“Whoops! aln't he the daredevil I

“The firgt boat of the season, Miss
Sadle, n swell new one they call the
White Gull, goes down to Coney to |
nlght, and, It belng renl springtime.
and you feellng kind of full of It, |
thoughit maybe, It belng the first bont
of the season, maybe you would take
& river ride this grand April night.
Miss Sadle.”

Her glance sianted toward him, full
of quirks.

“My Aunt Dee Dee, Mr. Meltzer
she's right strict with me. She don’t
think T ought to keep company with
any boys that don't come to see me
first at my bhouse."

“1 know {t, Miss Sadle: that's the
right wny to do it, but 1 think I can
get around her all right,. Wasn't she
down here In the basewent the first
day 1 heard ashout my promotion, and
didn't she give me the glad hand and
seem right friendly to me?”

“Anyways. If her eyes ain't too bad,
Mr, Meltzer, 1 got u date with my
friend If his enr Is out of the shop
from having the Hwmousine top taken
off We—we're going for a Uttle
spin.”

A quick red belied her Insouciance
and she made a 1Mtle forny Inmto the
bin of mill.ends,

“Gee! U 've mnde three sales this
livelong day 1 don't kmow mnothing
nbout two of them”

Max Meltser met her dancing gase,
pinioming It with his own quiect eyes

“You're right to piek ont the lncky
fellow who ean buy A goxl time. A
Mttle girl ke you onght te have every
enjoyment there 18, T T eould give It
to yom, do you think T would let the
ather follows beat me ta 1t? The bhest
aint none too good for a llitle lady
like yon™

“Aw, Mr. Meltzer ™ Her hosom filled
and waned, “Aw, Mr. Meltzer 1™

“1 wenn 10"

An electric bell geilled thrempgh W=
words, Miss Dmet spranz reflexty
from the harnes= of an eight-hour day,

“Aw, looka. and I wanted to sneak
up befpre cloxing and get Dee Dee tn

snip me two vards of red sating and

she won't ent wn inch after the bell.
i—ig“t"thnt luck for you? Aint that
ack?”

l
|

Her lips arew (o a pout.

“Lemme got (t for you, Miss Sadie.
I know a girl up In the ribbons—"

“No, no, Mr. Meltzer, I=1 got to
charge It to Dee Deoe and, anyways, she
gets mad ke anything If 1 keep het
wnlting. 1 gotta go. ‘Night, Mr
Meltzer! ‘"Night!"

She was off through the maze of the
emptying store, In the very act of pin
ning on her Mrtle hat with (ts jaunty
imitation for pompon, and he breathed
In as she passed, ns If of the perfume
of her personallity,

At the ribbon counter on the main
floor the last of a streamiet of out-
golng women detached harself from
the file as Miss Barnet ascended the
staircuse,

“YHurty up. Radle® A

“Dee Dee! How'd you girls up here
get on your duds so soon? 1 thought
maybe If I'd hurry upstalrs yon-—youn'd
find time to cut me a two-yard plece
of three-inch redd satin for my hat, Dee
Dee—tomorrow being Sunday,  Two
vards, Dee Dee, and that'll make two
sixty-nine I owe you, Aw, Dee Dee, It
won't take s minute, tomorrow Suudnay
and all! Aw, Dee Doe!™

Migs Durnet slid Ingratinting fingers
Into the curve of the older woman's
arm ; her volee wns simooth as salve,

“Aw, Dee Dee, why ever heard of
wearing fur on a hat In April? 1 gotta
stick & red bow on my last summer's
sallor, Dee Dee”

Miss BEdith Worte stifened so that
the muscles sprang out In the erook of
her arm and the eords in her long,
yellowing neck, Yeanrs had dried on
her face, leaving ruvages, and throogh
ber high-power spoectacies her pale
eyes mlght have been staring through
Him aml stroloing to see,

“Memse, Dee Doe ™

Miss Barnet held backward, a fittle
singeong note of appeal reaning
throngh her volee,

Miss Worte jJerked forward toward
the open door. April dusk, the colo
of wold dish-water, showed throagh It
Dk In the cliy comes sadly, crowd
Ing into parrow streets and viddled
with an lmanediate quick-shot of elee
‘wie bulba

“Aln't you got no sense a-alf? Aln't

got no sense In thet cyrly hewmd of

I
{
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Nowvelettes by

No writer is more faithful to life and con-

Aside from her very great

She plays upon

thrown, but instead are intent upon seeing what that

light reveals.

Fannie Hurst's heroines are not from the class whose
names appear in the society columns, the financial eol-
umns or the columns devoted to intellectual activities;
neither are they of that submerged group which figures
in erime or police courts, They are of that great strug-
gling, honest-at-heart working class, to whom the prob-
fems of life are poignant in the extreme and to whom a
ray of sunshine is not merely a ray, but an emanation
As such they are real heroes and
hervines, and not the lay figures, decked in fanciful attire,

from the Almighty.

of the average novelist.

. The Herald Annaunces a Series of Eight

- FANNY HURST

Comprising the Best Stories by the O. Henry of the Female Sex; Startlingly Vivid and
Candid, Remarkable for Every Quality that Goes to Create Gripping Interest

REALISM AND HUMAN INTEREST

Read the l*?irst Novelette, Complete in This Issue, and You Won’t Think of Missing the Rest
of the Series. If you are not now a subsecriber to The Herald, take advantage of the Spe-
cial Offer of a year’s subscription for only $2, good only for the next two weeks.
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'I, These are tales of city life, the kind of short stories
which have brought fame and emolument to their tal-

’} ented author,
ditions than Fannie Hurst,

* ability as a writer, much of her merit exists in the very
engaging frankness of her depictions,

,}, the heart strings as upon a harp and absolutely refuses
to gloss a vice or sugar a situation in order to serve a

¢ mawkish sentiment.

i Fannie Hurst's novelettes are not for people with sick
imaginations. They are for the sane, the courageous; for

i people who do not cover their eyes when a white light is

¢
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} Fill out the coupon and bring or mail

?|  toThe Herald Office, Masonic Temple

il Building, Alliance.

1 ;
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$| SPECIAL TERMS—You may delay

; paying until January 15, if you desire.

1 Look over this issue of The Herald,

,{, note the many good features, and do
not put off enjoying them any longer.
Send in the coupon today.

FILL OUT THE COUPON NOW 1

And Make Certain You Won't Miss Further Installments of
These Absorbing Stories

Alliance Herald,
Enter my order for one year's subscription to The Alliance
Herald, at the special rate of $2.00 until January 1, 1923.

Town

----Send statement yanuary 15,

Enclose check, money order or pin a two dollar bill to cou-
pon, or place an X in front of the following if you desire
to avail yourself of our special terms:

+
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yourn hut rulontion notlons

YAw, Dee Deo!™

They were In the flood tide which
buarsts throngh the dam at six o'clock
like a human torrent flooding the
wtrects, then spresding, thinning, and
finally seeping into homes, hall bed-
rooms and Harlem fAats,

Miss Edith Worte turned her sparse
face townrd the downtown tlde and
ngninst the light wind that tasted of
raip, and flapped her ekirts around her
thin legs, ¢

“Natch out, Dee Dee!
there's & curb.”

“1 don't need you, It's lots you care
if I go blind on the spot.”

|l# m‘e Iu

"God! If 1 didn't have nothing to
worry me but red ribbons! 1 tdéld the
doctor today, while he wus putting the
drops In my eyes, that If be'd let me go
blind 1—I-" }

“1 forgot, Dee Dee, today was your
eye-doctor day, He's alwnys scarin’
you up. Just don't pay no attention.
I forgot it was your day."

“Sure yon forgot. But you won't for-
got If 1 wnke up alone in the dark
some duy."

“Doe Dee ™

“You won't forget then, You won't
forget to nag me even then for duds
to go automobiling with fly men _tlmt
can't bring you no good,"”

“Dee Dee, T sin't been but one night
this week. 1 been saving up all my
nights for—for tonight.”

“Tonlght, Say, £ 1 can't keep you
from golug to the devil on skates If—"

“It's only the second tUme this week,
Dee Dee, and I promised. Ho'll have
the Nmoukine top off tonight—and
feel, It's Just Jike sommoer. A gicl's
gotta have a lttle sowething once In
n while,"

“What do I gotta have? What do I
gotta have but slave and wurkr

Step down;

i

CHAPTER 1L !
“It"s different with you Dee Dee,
You're older even than my mhma was,
and didn’t you say when you and her
was glrls together there wasn't a lve-
ller two sisters? Now, dido't you, Dee
Deet" }
“In a respectable way, yes, But
there wasn't the olly-mouthed, balds
headed divorced man allve, with little
rat eyes and ugly lips, who could have
took me or your mama out auto-rid-
ing before or after dark" LR J
|

YAw 1" ' .

“Yes, 'aw'! You keep running
around with the kind of men that don't
look at a girl unless she's served up
with rum-sauce and see where it lands
you. Just keep runnipg If you want |
to, but my money don’t buy you ne '
red ribbong to heip to drive you to the |
devil "

“The way you keep fussing at me,
when [ don’t even go to dances like the
other girls! l—sometimes [ just wish
[ was dend. It's the lhmit, Even Max
Meltzer glinme the lmogh todey”

“You'd never hear me say wateh the
clock 1If you keep company with a boy
ke Max Meltzer, A stralght, clean boy
with honest Intentions by a glvl look-
in' right out of his face. You let a
boy llke Max Meltzer begin to keep
steady with you and see whut | say,
You dou't see pno yellow streak in his
face; he's as white as the goods he
sells ™

“I know, 1 know. You think now
because he's golng to be made buyer
for the white goods n September he's
the whole show, Gee! Nowadays that
ain't so muchy much for a fellow to
e ! »
“No, I think thar the kiod of fellow
that fresh Mamle Grant gets ym:'ane,
qualnted with are muchy much, I'm {
strong for the old rat-eyed sports llke
Jerry Beck, thot win't got a honest
thought In his head. I bet he gives you
the creeps, too, only you're the kind of
a girl, God help yau, that's so crazy
for lusury you counld forget the devil
had horns If he hid ‘em under a auto-
mobile enp.”

“Sure I am. I ain't seen nothing but
slaving and drudging and pinching nlt
my life, while other girls are strutling
the Avenue In thelr furs, and sleeping

|

mornings as long as they want under
elderdown quilts. Sure, when a man
like Jerry Beck comes slong with a
carriage-check Instead of a subway
ticket 1 can thaw up to him Hke a
wauter-dee, and 1 aln't ashomwed of |t
neither,” *

Miss Worte withdrew her arm
sharply and plunged shead. her lips
wry and on the verge of trembling,

“When a girl gets twenty, llke you,
it nin't none of wy put-in no more,
Only 1 hope to God your mother up
there Is witness that If ever a1 woman
slaved to keop n girl stralght and done
her duty by her It was me. That man
aln't got ne good Intentions hy—"

"Ol, aln't yow—alu't you a mean-
thinking thing. aln't you? What kind
of 8 girl do you think I am? If he
didn't have the rlight lntentions by me
do you think—"

*Oh, 1 guess he'll marry you if he
can't get you no other way. A d)-
vorced old guy like him, with 8 couple
of kids and Lls mean lule eyes knows
he's got to pay up If he wants a young

girl like you, Oh, I—Ouch—aoli—ah!"

“De¢ Dee, take my arm. That was

‘only an ash-can you bumped Into. Go
o, take wy arm, Deg Dee. Hers we
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