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CHAPTER XVIII.
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Dnplino Bcnttcred or the Biibwny as

n fugitive rabbit to Its burrow. But
sho was not a rabbit and she full suf-

focated In tho tunnel. She could not
endure to be quiet In the presence of
so mnny coggle eyes like aligned but-

tons. She left the train nt the next
station and walked rapidly to Fifth
avenue, and up It homeward.

She walked rapidly for the comfort
of the restlessness, but there wns no
comfortable destination ahead of her.
She found Mrs. Chevvls at homo with
her disconsolate husband. Daphne
dared not tell them just yet that she
hnd lost her place. She would tell
them when she got another one. For
fear thnt they might ask why she was
home eo early, she went down to Bay-urd'- s

apartmcut.
She wanted to tell Bayard and Leila

what had happened. It was safe, she
felt sure. Bayard would never attack
Gcrat He would bo more likely to
rati at Daphno for bringing the trou-
ble? on herself.

Leila let her In nt the door, but she
was In a militant humor. She said,
"Hollo 1" grimly and stepped back for
Daphne to enter. Daphne found Bay-
ard still aglow with Interrupted quar-
rel. He said, "Hello I" with u dismal a
connotation.

"What do you suppose that brother
of yours orders me to do now?" suld
Leila, whirling Daphne townrd her.

"I can't Imagine," said Daphne, In-

credulous of Bayard's ordering Leila
to do anything.

"He wuntB me to go to Dutllh and
put up a poor mouth and humiliate my-

self."
Bayard snatched Daphne to him

and stormed : "She bought the clothes,
dldn't nhe, without consulting me?
Sho wouldn't eend 'em back as you did
yours; she woro 'cm out, paraded 'em
beforo, other men there In Newport
while I was slnvlng here. And now
that Dutllh insists on money that I
huven't got. and can't get, she won't
even go cxplnln it to him. That's nil
I ask her to explain it to him and
ask him to bo patient so that I won't
bo sued. I can't stnnd thnt. I'vo hnd
every other calamity but I've never
been sued for debt. I ask Leila to go
tell him about my hard luck and my
flno prospects play fair with him
and with me. But will she do it? No I

She won't do anything for mo."
I Daphno was swayed by his emotion.
Sho pleaded: "Why don't you, Leila?
You hnvo Buch winning ways. I'll go
"with you."

Leila hesitated, then nnswered by
tnklng up her hat and slapping it on
her head. She paused, took it olT

again, and went to her room, unhook-
ing her gown as sho went; she knew
that in asking favors one should wear
ono's best nppenrances.

Bayard grumbled, "How nro you
getting nlong nt your ofllce?"

Daphne felt unable to Intrude her
own troubles on his. She shrugged
her shoulders. It Is n kind of white
lie, tho shrug.

"Hang on to your Job as long ns you
can, old girl, for you'll hnvo to support
us all, I guess. You're tho only one of
us that can get a Job or earn a cent.
Thnt's tho ndvuntnge of being a pretty
girl."

Daphno wns almost moved to tell
him some of tho disadvantages of be-

ing n pretty girl, but eho felt that tho
time wns unfit for exploiting her own
woes. Sho ached for somb ono to dis- -

closo them to, but sho withheld them.
Leila enmo In, arrayed In her very

finest. Sho was smiling In tho con-

tentment of beauty nt its best. "When
you ask credit you'vo got to look as
If you didn't need It," sho said.

They found Dutllh In n state of un-

usual excitement nnd exhaustion.
Thero wcro few customers In his place
and ho left them to tho other sales-
people. Ho advanced on Leila nnd
Daphno and gavo a hand to each.

"Why, oh why In tho nnmo of Paul
Polret didn't you coino In n week ago?
Tho pirates hnvo taken every decent
gown I hnd. Tho sewing women nro
working llko mod to reproduco 'em,
but there's nothing left tit, to show,
except to Pittsburgh and IMnttsburg
tourists. Where did you get that awful
rag you hnvo on?"

"Here," said Lelln.
"Oh, of course, 1 remember. It's

beautiful. Sit down. I'm dead, nave
a cigarette? navo a cup of tea? Oh,
Miss Gnlvcy tea for three, please. I
didn't forget either of you when I wns
In Paris. I have n siren gown for you,
Mrs. Kip, that will break your heart
with Joy. You'd murder to got It. And
as for you, Miss Kip well, you'll sim-
ply be Indecently demure In tho ouo I
call 'Innocence.'"

Daphno was n trlflo shocked, but
Leila's eyes filled with tears at tho
mockory of such talk. Sho moaned:
"I didn't como to buy. I camo to
npologlzo and beg for niorcy. I owo
you a lot of money, and I haven't a
cent"
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"Who has? What of It? Nobody's
paying anybody."

"But 1 bad an urgent letter from
your bookkeeper, or somebody."

"Don't mind her. She gets excited.
Nobody pays me. You como In and
get another gown and you'll catch a
millionaire with It."

It wiiH hard for Dutllh to keep his
clients clear In ills memory.

"But I can't afford it."
"And I can't afford to have my chil-

dren going round In Inst year's rags.
You do as you're told and come around
next week. I'll get my money out of
you some day. Trust mo for that."

Leila felt n rapturous desire to kiss
him and call him names of gratitude.
He was generous by Impulse and pa
tient, and nobody's fool ut that. The.
thoughts of tullors are long, long
thoughts.

Daphno sat thinking, but not of
clothes. The labor problem had al-

most dcfemlnlzed her. She was study-
ing the models as they lounged nbout
tin shop. Suddenly she spoke. "Oh,
Mr. Dutllh, how much 'money docs n

model earn?"
"You mean what salary do I pay?

Common clothes-horse- s get fifteen or
sixteen dollars. Better lookers get
better pny. You're worth a thousand

week at least. Want n Job?"
"Yes."
Ills smile wns quenched, no studied

her ncross his cup. Ho saw tho anx
iety In her curiosity.

"What's tho matter?" ho said. "Has
ho run off with another girl, or do you
expect to go fishing for a millionaire
In my pond?"

"I need tho money. I've hnd hard
luck." Daphne said it so solemnly
thnt lie grew solemn, too.

"Thnt's too bad I Well, I've got
more girls now than I need. Nobody
as benutlful as you, of course, but 1

suppose I could let somo one go."
"Oh, I couldn't think of that I"
"Neither could I. Well, I'll squeeze

you In somewhere. But I can't pny
you ns much as you aro worth. Would

uimn twenty dollars a week Inter-
est you?"

"It would fnsclnntc me."
"All right, you're engaged. You can

begin next Mondny." Ho turned to
Leila. "Do you want n Job, too?"

"No, thnnlc you!" Leila snnpped.
Her eyes wero blacker than ever with
rage, and her red-whit- e cheeks
curdled with shame. Sho could not
trust herself to speak. Her brunotto
beauty had the threat of u storm-loade- d

thundercloud.
When sho nnd Daphne had taken

jtholr departure, Lelln still dared not
speak to Daphno on the way home.
She dared not spent: to her at all.

Lelln brought triumph to Bayard. Sho
told him what Dutllh had told her of
his willingness to wait for his money.

Bayard embraced Leila and hnllcd
her as an angel. When she had taken
full toll of her success, she told Buy- -
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Leila Felt a Rapturous Desire to Kiss
Him and Call Him Names of Grati-
tude.

ard what Daphno had done. Sho told
it simply, without emphnsls, knowing
Its effect.

"Dnphno!" ho roared. "You asked
Dutllh for a position nmong his
models? Great Lord of heaven, I'll tele-
graph father to como take you home."

"That's all right," Daphno taunted.
"You'll send tho message collect, und
ho'll never be able to pay for it, so he'll
never know whnf ho missed."

"But surely wo aro not such beggars
that"

"Who has nny money? Who haB any-
thing left to pawn?"

"But thero must bo other Jobs."
"Get mo one."
There must bo somo other way."

"flhow mo."
Clay WImburn camo in nftor dinner.

His protests ngnlnst Daphne's project
wcrb louder than Bnynrd'o, with the
added rancor of Jealousy. But ho had
no substitute to offer.

She forcbore to tell him of tho dcrst
nffnlr. He was deep enough in the
mire. Ho went nway n little later and
sho returned to her cubbyhole with
the Ghlvvlses.

Those were blnck days for all Amer-
ica, suffering under the backfire from
the sudden war and from tho long fa-

tigue of hnrd times. There wero weeks
of dread lest the United States be
sucked Into tho maelstrom at u time
when it was least prepared in money,
arms, or spirit. Never, perhaps, In hu-

man chronicle hnd so many pcoplo
looked with such bewildered misery
on so many people locked In such
multifarious carnage.

At such a time, as In an epoch of
plague, there came a desperate need
of a respite from woe; soldiers sky-
larked In trenches; war widows
danced In gay colors; festivals were
held In the name of charity; frivoli-
ties and vices were resorted to that
good souls might renew themselves
for the awful work before them.

It was In such n mood of Imperative
demand for cheer of somo sort that
Tom Dunne swam back Into Daphne's
gloomy sky.

Daphne had come home after n
morning of rebuffs. She was heart-sor- e

nnd footsore, in shubby boots
that she could not replace. She was
called to the telephone, and Duane's
voice chanted In her ear with a tone
of peculiarly comforting melancholy.

"That you, Miss Kip? This Is me,
Mr. Dunne. Poor Tom Duune. Poor
Tom's I came back to town
unexpectedly early. I have something
Importnnt to sny to you. Will you
take n little ride with me in my car?"

"Why not?" she said, with n laugh.
She was glad that he could not see the
tears that gushed ncross her eyelids.

"Three cheers for you 1 I'll be there
In u Jiffy. You couldn't arrange to
dine with me, could you? Or could
you?"

Agnln she answered, "Why not?"
Duane's voice rang bnck: "Tip-to- p I

You'vo made me happy as a box of
pups. I'm half-wa-y there already."

CHAPTER XIX.

When Dunne came up to tho door
ho greeted her with the beaming Joy-nusne- ss

of a rising sun. He praised
her nnd thanked her for lending him
her time. The elevator that took their
bodies down took her spirits up. She
noted that he had not brought his big
enr with his chauffeur. He stowed
her Into a powerful roadster built for
two. But sho had no Inclination to
protest. The car cnught them away
nnd they sped through Central park
with lyrical, with dlthyrambtc, sweep.

"The trees! how wonderful they
arel" sho cried.

They hnd been wonderful for weeks,
but she hud thought them dismal.

"They're nothing to what they are
In Westchester," said Duane. "We're
going to have a look ut them and
dine up thero somewhere."

"Are we?" was all she snld.
And he snld, "We are."
After they left tho pnrk and re

entered tho hnrd streets sho found the
courago to remind him : "But you said
you had something important to tell
me. What was it?"

"Miss Kip, you've played tho very
devil with me. I thought I wus lm-nu-

to the lover germ, but well, I
told you the truth about going abroad
to shake off the tho fever tho
Daphnltls that attacked mo. But I
couldn't get you out of my mind for
long, or out of my heart nt nil. I'm a
sick man. Miss Kip, a lovesick man."

"Mr. Duane, you mustn't I can't al-
low you really 1"

"Oh, yes, you can!" ho said, and
sent tho car ahead with n plunge.
"You're going to listen to me for once.
You enn't help yourself. I'm not going
to hurt you. I Just want you to help
mo n little. I went up in tho Berk-shir- es

nnd tried to get my sanity back,
but I couldn't! I couldn't even piny
golf or cards or drink. People drlvo
me crazy. I can't get Interested iu
anything or nnybodv but you."

"Mr. Dunne, plense You oughtn't
to I beg you. I have no right

"Oh, I know you're engaged to Clay
WImburn. He's a nice kid. I'm not

with 1dm. I'm not try-In- n

to cut him out I couldn't if 1
would. I like him. I'd like to help
him, and your brother, too. I don't
mean to bo Impertinent, cither; but
well, tho main thing is, I want to beg
you to let me see you once In n while.

"I want to tako you out riding nnd
dining and dancing and you can tnko
WImburn nlong If you'vo got to, but I
want you to savo my life somehow.
And, by tho Lord Harry 1 1 think It will
snvo yours. You don't look well, my
dear Miss Kip. It breaks my heart
to see It. No, I don't bellevo you'ro
getting ns much fun out of llfo as you
ought to. There Isn't much fun In tho
world any more, but what little's loft
Is, very precious, and I wnnt you to get
nil thnt's going. Won't you let mo help
you go after It? Won't you?"

They swung up to a height that com-
manded n vast reach of tlin Hudson.
Between Its banks It seined to be a
river of wine. Tho western sky wns
llko n forest of autumn leaves with tl.o
Inst sad red pitifully beautlfcl, since
It must turn so soon to rust.

In n spirit of hnsto the fleetly spin-
ning wheels murmured, "Why not, why
not, why not,

Before the sunset hnd quits relin-
quished tho sky tho moon was over
tho horizon tho harvest moon, huge
nnd closo nnd of u meditative meln.
it paled and dwindled us It climbed,
but Its power seemed to grow.

It left Daphne more alone with
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Duanc, n little nfrnld of him nnd of
tho gloaming. They emerged above
tho chain of Croton lakes nnd ran
across the big dam and wound along
the shore, crossing iron brldgo nfter
iron bridge, till they camo to a little
roadside inn whoso lights had a yel-

low warmth.
"We're stopping hero for dinner, If

you don't mind," said Dunne.
Daphne was n trifle III at ease, but

she was hungry, too, und the adventure
was exhilarating. There were not
many peopl" at the tables, and they
were of an ndventurous cast ns well.

When Dunne liild given his order he
asked Daphne if she would Join the
rest of the diners who hail left their
chairs to fox-tro- t. Sho shook her head
and he did not urge her.

But by the time their dinner wns
served ami eaten the nagging, Inter-
minable limbic had played away near-
ly all her scruples. '

When Duanc looked at her with an
appealing smile, she Mulled buck, nod-

ded and roe. lie leaped to his feet
and took her in his arms.

Somehow, It was not mere dancing
now. Ho laid told her that he loved
iter. There was In his embrace an
eagerness that was full of deference,
but full of delight as well. After all,
she was alone with him In a company
that seemed not to be very respectable,
and was growing less so every hour.

Her feet und all her limbs and every
muscle of her raveled In the gambol,

He Could Imagine Her Pretty Head.

but her heart and mind and conscience
were trqubling her till she stopped
short nt Inst and snlll:

"I'm sorry, but I I'd rather not
dance nny more here."

Dunne puused In n moment's
chagrin. Then he sighed: "All right."

They retreated to their table, and he
looked nt her sadly, and she sadly nt
him. Then he seemed to like her even
better tlinn before, and he said, with a
very tender smile:

"Want to go home?"
"If you don't mind."
When they came out upon tho veran-

da of the hotel the lake' was a vast
charger of frosted Mlvcr among the
hills. They stood admiring it for u
moment and tho music from the hotel
seemed to come from another world.
He helped her Into the car and they
whisked away southerly.

He returned to the roail along tho
Hudson, nnd It was fro beautiful In the
moonglow that It seemed u pity to
hurry through the wonderland nt such
speed. And what was she going hack
to that fche should bo In such haste?

Sho hinted as much to Duane, and
ho bettered the suggestion. Not only
did he check the speed, but at one
wooded cliffslde with n vlstu of pecu-
liar majesty he wheeled out of tho
road and stopped the car, bhut down
the chutterlng engine and turned off
tho strenuous lights.

They snt utterly content till Dunne
shook off the blissful stupor. They
could not stay here thus forever.- - They
could not stay much longer. It was
growing cold nnd late.

He did not dare to look nt Daphne,
no did not quite need to. He could
Imagine her pretty head und tho
drowsy, adorable eyes, the lips pursed
with childish solemnity, the throat
stem In the urn contour of her shoul-
ders, the vusellko curves of her young
torso. He imnglncd these from mem-
ory, for they now were swaddled In n
thick motorcoat. But without turning
his head he could seo her llttlo fcnnds
clasped Idly at her knees, tho llttlo
gloves turned back nt the wrist. He
thought that ho would llko to take
them In bis lie would like to tako all
of her In his arms, into his heart, Into
his keeping.

Yet he did not wnnt to marry her.
ne did not admlro marrlago in Its re-

sults ns ho saw them In other people.
Like many another, ho cherished
wicked Ideals because the everyday
virtues worked out so Imperfectly, bo
unbeautlfully.

Daphne was musing nlmost ns
vaguely. On tho river a yacht at nn-cli-

poised like n swan usleep. Sho
would like to own a yacht. On tho
opposite sldo of tho river along tho
road she could seo motorcars llko in
quisitive crickets with gleaming eyes
and feelers of light. Sho would llko
to own a motor or two.

If sho woro tho wlfo of ns rich n
man ns this man nt her side, how
quickly sho could help her fnthcr nnd
Uaynrd nnd the wretched victims of
tho massacre in Europe nnd so many
people yes, and oven Clay, poor,
dear, hopeless, helpless Clay Wlm-bun- t,

to whom sho hnd brought noth- -

Ins but expense of money ana heart
ache nnd torture.

Suddenly but quietly upon this cur-
rent of her thoughts n thought of
Dunne's wns launched llko a skiff con-
genial to the tide. Ho spoke nlmost
ns softly ns n thought, nt first with a
qunlnt shock such ns a boat makes,
launched.

"How often do you go to church?"
he snld, whimsically.

"Why never, I'm nfrnld," eho
gasped In surprise.

"You were planning' to bo mnrrled
In church?"

"Such funny questions I Yes, of
course."

J "Why?"
"Oh, It wouldn't be nice not to."
"You don't believe In divorce, then?"
"Oh yes yes, Indeed If peoplo

don't get nlong together. I think it's
wicked for people to live together If
they don't love eiirh other."

"its love, then, that makca mar-
riage sacred?"

"Yes. Yes. Indeed I Of course!"
"Is It all right for two people who

are not Christians to live together ac-
cording to their creeds?"

"How do you mean?"
"Well, the people who lived before

there were nny Christians or people
who never heard of Christianity was
It all right for them to marry?"

"Of course."
"It's not any one formula,, then, that

makes marrlago all right?"
"Of course not, It's the tho "
"The love?"
"I think so. It's hnrd to explain."
"Everything Is, Isn't It?"
"Terribly."
There waa more silence. He took

a cigar from his pocket, held It be-

fore her for permission. She said,
"Please." He struck a match. She
glanced at his face In the little lime-
light of the match. It wns very lxmd-som- e.

A pearl of drowsy luster
gleamed in the soft folds of his tie.
The bunds sheltering the match were
splendid hands.

She watched the cigar fire glow and
fade nnd the little turbulent smoke
veils float into the air and die. One
of them formed a wreath, a strange,
frail, writhing circlet of blue filaments.
It drifted past her nnd she put her fin-

ger into it her ring-finge- r by some
womanly Instinct.

"Now you're married to me," said
Duune.

There wns n suddeu movement of
his hands as If to seize upon her. She
recoiled n little; his bunds did not
pursue her. They went back to the
steering wheel and clung to it fierce-
ly. She turned from his eyes, but he
gazed at her cheek, and she could fsel
the blood stirring there In n blush.

"If you loved me, would you marry
me?" he said.

"I I love I'm going to marry
somebody else."

When?"
"Some day."
"If you're not happy with him, will

you leave him?"
"Oh, but I'll be hnppy with hlra."
"So many people have said that!

You've seen how seldom It worked.
If you ceased to love him, or ln you, !

would you leave him?"
"'If Is a largo order. Mayhe."
"Wouldn't It ne wiser If two peoplo

who thought thoy loved could live to-

gether for u wliFlo before they mar-
red?"

She felt her muscles set as If she
would rise and run nway from such
words. "Mr. Duane ! I don't think It's
nice even to be talking of such things.
Besides, It's growing late."

"It's not so late ns (t would be if
you married n man and found thnt
your marriage was u ghastly mistake."

"Hadn't we better start back?"
"Please don't leave me Just yet.

This is very solemn to me. I've been
studying you u long time, trying to
get you out of my mind, nnd only get-
ting you deeper in my heart. I love
you."

"I don't believe it."
"I know it."
"Then you oughtn't to telbme."
"Not tell n woman you love her?

Not try to save iter from wrecking her
life nnd my own?"

"How wrecking my her life?"
"I believe that If you marry Clay

WImburn you'll bo unhappy. He can't
give you a home. He cun't buy you
clothes. Ho cun't support you." ,

"That's not his fault, Just now
with the hard times und tho wnr.
Pleaso let's go home."

"To my home?"
That insolence was too appalling to

answer, or even to gasp ut, or protest
against. It stunned her. Ho took ad-

vantage of her dazo to explain, hur-
riedly :

"You'ro not going to ho ono of those
silly, idiot girls that n

man can't tnlk to earnestly und frank-
ly, are you now? Of course you're
not. You'ro not ono of those poor
things whose virtue consists In being
Insulted every time anyone appeals to
their Intelligence, nre you? No, you're
n fine, bravo soul, nnd you want to
know the truth about truth, and so do
I.

"I'm n decent enough fellow nt
heart. I want to do' tho right thing
nnd live Bqunrely ns well ns the next
fellow. I've got n sense of honor, too,
of n sort, and I tnke life pretty seri-
ously.

"I tell you, the world is nil turned
topsy-turv- y tho last few years. Tho
old rules don't rule. They never did.
but peoplo pretended to ncllevo In 'em.
Now wo'ro not so afraid of tho truth
in sctenco or history or religion or
anything. Wo want to know tho truth
nnd live by it.

(TO BE CONTINUED.) '
The Way Out

If n man or a mnchlno Is unnblo to
accomplish n task It should bo turned
over to n woman and a hairpin. Lon-do- a

Auswera.

WHYNOT

DRINK
COFFEE

OF SUPREME
QUALITY?
You'll find it in

ADVO
GOLD MEDAL

COFFEE
Best in Price

Best in Quality
Best in Strength

Best in Flavor

Baby's Clothes
will be white as the driven snow
when laundered if you use

Red Cross Ball Blue
It never streaks or spots the
clothes, nor does it injure the
most delicate fabric.
All good crocers sell it; S cents
a package.

His Stock In Trade.
Kind Old Lady (visiting a penal In-

stitution) Why, my man, I'm sur-
prised to see you In this place. With
my knowledge of human nature I

should say you were an honest fellow.
No. r7 Don't kid yerself, leddy.

You're not the first one who thought
that.

For rale, alfalfa $9; sweet clover 10 pr
bo. John Mulhall, Sioux City, Iowa,

Tho cemeteries of some towns hold
out the only Inducements worthy of
mention to permanent residents.

Science may be learned by rote;
wisdom not. Sterne.

ior Colds, Catarrh or lalluenza

Do you feel weak and unequal to th
work ahead of you? Do you still cough

little, or does your noso bother you?
Are you pale? Is your blood tlun and
watery? Better put your body into
hapo. Build strongl

An old, reliable blood-mak- er and
herbal touic made from wild roots and
barks, is Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical
Discovery. This "naturo remedy" cornea
in tablet or liquid form. It will build up
your body, cure your cold, and protect
you from disease germs which lurk every'
where. Ono of the active ingredient ol
this temperance alterativo and tonio is
wild cherry bark with etillingia, which U

o good for the lungs and for f coughs;
also Oregon grape root, blood root,
tone root, Queen's root, all skilfully

combined in the Medical Discovery.
These roots have & direct action on th
stomach, improving digestion and assimi-
lation. Thcso herbal extracts in the
"Discovery" aid in blood-makin- g, and
aro best for scrofula. By improving tha
blood they aid in throwing off an attack
jf influenza.

Catarrh should be treated, first, asT
Mood disease, with this alterative. Then.
n addition, the nose should be washed
laily with Dr. Safe's Catarrh Remedy.

Sond lOo for trial pkg. of Medical Dis-
covery Tablets or Catarrh Tablets to Df.
Jierco, Invalids' Hotel, Buffalo, N. If.
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