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“l mean—"" them some time or other. If I dldn't|figure. Any symptom of groveling|me out.” “You know exactly what I mean."” —well, they sort of chain you. You

“0O it must be great to do things—|have to blame myself . . . {t would|always made her nervous. There| He shook his head. “No. It can’t be| “I wish 1 aid. 1 wish—" have to keep remember the chalna™ r
to do anything—without blaming make a difference.” might be a fine point in it omewhere. |done.” She looked up at him suddenly, as| “Good God! Chains? You're ¢
yourself."” She knew he wanted to establish a|But fine points didn't matter now. It “It must. You see, I'm no longer|if she might be set on finding out|chained, all right!"

“Yes,” he admitted, guardedly. He|ccnfessional, to get something said|didn't pay to have your wires crossed|a free, Irresponsible person.” how he looked while he wished. “And you pity me, of course.”

“You don't mean, do you, that all| “TI just don't ke secret things,” she| “Wait a moment—I only wanted to
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(Continued From Yesterday.)

The door clicked, and Eberly hur-
ried in,

“Sorry,” he said to Jo Ellen.
fer was ignored.

It appeared presently that he was
sorry because he had enforced the
evening return. He really wouldn’t
need Miss Rewer until the morning.
He would be going out in a few min-
utes.

Shaffer dld not feel equally dis-
missed. Jo Ellen signaled a good
night to him.

At the corner she debated between
a Seventh avenue street car and
walking downtown. She decided to
walk, and had just begun when she
found Stan Lamar beside her.

“How=—1"

It was disturbing to have him
spring out of the pavement like this.

“I don’t blame you,” he sald with
kis Panama in his hands, “I'm not
trying to be startling or tricky. But
I had to see you, Of course, I knew
you'd been away."”

“Maybe you knew why,” Jo Ellen
returned stiffly.

“Yes. And what happened while
you were way. I'd—" He was
checked for a moment. Then he de-
cided to say it. “I'd be congratulat-
ing you if it wasn't for—for the
accident."”

“1 might as well tell you,” said Jo
Ellen, flaring, ‘that it makes me
furious to have you know every-
thing."”

“I'm sorry. It isn't very good luck
to be making you furious. This
wasn't sleuthing. I didn't sneak it.
I heard naturally, We're sort of re-
lated now, you know."

Yes, this was what came to you
with new relatives. You were served
up in family gossip. Pitied or blamed
as the crowd might feel. Especially
when something happened, something
that made you a case. You were like
a creature in a cage, hung out on a
fire escape. The way you performed
would be discussed. And the wrong
me would be sorry for you—you, in
the cage. It was sickening. If you
were just a plain person you had to
have some delicacy ahout your ways.
If you were “sort of related” you
eould take advantage of things you
knew, and would, evidently, think the
privilege quite belonged to you.

Stan Lamar might have figured out
that it was better to tell what he
knew. He wasc the kind of person,
ghe reminded herself, that would do
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By 0. 0, M'INTYRE.

New York, Aug. 6.—I dined the
other evening with a lion trainer. He
was a shy, average sized fellow who
twice daily enters a pit filled with
five ferocious beasts whom he rules
by fear., Twice he has been clawed
and mangled.

It has always struck me that to
subject wild animals to the lash and
prod irons was cruel. While the train-
er must necessarily have nerves of
steel he at all times has the advan-
tage. A deadly pistol is always cock-
ed for action in case the game is too
dangerous,

This trainer began life as a farm
Loy in Iowa. He ran away from home
at the.age of 18 with a circus and be-
came a menagerle attendant. He fell
under the wing of an animal trainer
and finally became a llon keeper.
In this occupation he learned to train
animals,

One might imagine facing llons for
17 vears would dull the edge of terror,
yet he told me he never entered the
cage without the symptoms of fright
—dry throat, quickening pulse and a
gentle ooze of perspiration,

He admitted the lions he ruled
hated him and he could only rule
them by fear. Once he showed the
white feather he was doomed. What
impressed me most that deapite his
long assoclation with animals there
was no love for them, They were
iust "beasts—dirty, mean cats.”

1t was a strain of cruelly I never
{magined, although it may be typical
of the {lk. I advanced the idea that
at least he owed the animals some-
thing. It is an expensive act and
he makes a good living cowing them
twice a day.

Training llons is largely a matter
of endurance. When they finally see
that obstinacy means only torture they
become subdued and do their stuff.
ILions, like humans, have their crose
and disputatious moods. In the morn
ing they are good humored. At night
they grow surly.

An anonymous and Irate reader in
Texas writes: “It is such wooden
headed writers as you who give the
impression that New York is the only
city in the world.” T admit to the
“wooden-headed” charge. That's the
reazon I never take my hat off. I'm
afraid the wood peckers will get to
me. But mark you—and when I say
“mark you" it doesn't mean a thing
~—if T have ever given the ldea New
York Is anything but a sappy town
made for saps I have expressed my-
self clumsily. In fact that's why I'm
here.

In fact I'm such a clod that when
1 came to New York they had to
run me down to put shoes on me.
And after I had worn them three
days I used to sneak Into dark hall-
ways to take them off for rellef.
Some time after that I became sud.
denly §1l. I went to a doctor and he
told me It was a touch of ptomalne.
I supposed it was the shnu\ agaln

and went te a chiropodist,

But years lving In the milllon-
footed city have had their effect, I've
roadened. Even my natural Scotch

thrift has mellowed. I have become
one of the open pursed and generous.
As Broadway has It: “I'm a 50-50
guy.” If somebody will furnish the
piano I'll always furnish the satool

Speaking of llon taming and other
forms of bravery, the bravest fellow
1 know wouldn't welgh more than 90
pounds all wet and with a rock in his

hund, He wae at a midnight supper
elub the other evening and after the
walter brought a check for 316 he
presented him as a tip a lead pencll
sdvertising the paint concern for
which he worked., When a fellow who
ta just about tall enough to look
& turtle jn the eye can get AWAY
with that there is some hope for us
mix foolers,

A Brondway comedlan wmaye the
meancst man {n the world is the

warden who would put a tack in an

sleciric chnir .
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figuring. Perhaps it was better that
he should tell. But he was mistaken
if he thought it was an advantage to
be mort of related. Whatever it might
mean, Jo Ellen knew that this made
her uneasy. Maybe it meant that
you had to be more honest. Stan La-
mar was no longer a startling image
of romance. As the crook in distress
he had been a scarlet streak in the
grayness of everything. And here
he was, a cousinly matter, walking
openly with her on Seventh avenue.
It was one thing to still your con-
sclence as to an unmanaged Incident.
to make m secret out of a pecullar
crisls that flamed on its own account.
It was altogether different, with mys-
tery cut away, and everything enor-
mously changed, to be acting as if the
situation were the same. As a cold
fact, walking with him on Seventh
avenue was more shameless than be-
ing secretly excited by the meetings
at Inwood.

There was a fresh annoyance In be-
ing reminded that she was not really

honest. Perhaps something indecent
whispered inside of every human
shell, If it wasn't Indecent it was

something not like the rest of you—
not at all. The rest of you had rules
and could be held together and count-
ed on. This was a rebel—and a liar.
It lied to your own self. You knew it
lfed and would lie again.' It natural-
ly suggested secrecy. It was so used
to whispering instead of speaking out
that it was easy for it to play a whis-
pered part, to hide and contrive and
deceiye—and make a focl of you. Yet
it was a part of you. If it was a
part of you, why did it lle? Was
there something dishonest in the rest
of you that forced it to le?

Perhaps, she said to herself, her
mind was making a fuss about some-
thing that wasn't worth it. Perhaps
it wasn't really complicated. When
she met Stan two things happened:
She felt excited and she felt guilty. If
she was honest enough to admit that,
why wasn't she honest enough to de-
cide, once for all, which feeling was
right? They couldn't both be right.
If she llked the excitement of meet-
ing him why couldn't she take it,
boldly, as to herself, Instead of let-
ting squeamish feelings belittle her?
Why shouldn't she walk down Sev-
enth avenue with her husband's
cousin? . . .

There was an answer to this that
came to her while Stan talked about
things she only half heard. He was
her husband’'s cousin, but because he
was the outcast cousin he would find
a way of not really trying to go home
with her; he would find a way of
making it easy for her to add one
more to the secret meetings, It an-
gered that other part of her to know
that he was forcing her straight into
She wouldn't ask him
to the house, and she wouldn't tell
Marty she had met him, She would
be a married woman with—well, call
{t an illicit acquaintance. That was
the short of it, and under the circum-
stances this was rather cowardly. If
you had a husband you might meet
on the street it would be bad enough.
But a crippled husband, waiting for
you ...

At the moment the gullty feeling
had the upper hand, and since she
had had it before and it was a bit
bedraggled, a s8pecial chagrin was
added.

“l guess I'm a pretty cheap cow-
ard,” she said to Stan.

“If you are,” returned Stan, "l
must have cowards wrong.'

“You have me wrong, And it lsn't
your fault. 1 haven't told you—"

the evasion.

Stan laughed, and this was for
tunate for him. "“You've been pretty
plain."

“And amusing,” shs added.

“Sometimes as amusing as a knife
In the ribs."”

“That's it. Words. T do things
that make me hate mysell. Why
don't 1 do something that will make
vou hate me?"’

“Why should you?"

;;‘Becauu I don't ke hating my-
self."”

“That's a hard cne."” He was silent
for & moment, “If you want to know
what I think, I don't belleve any
hody really wanted to be hated
What's the good?"”

“Suppose it was the only way to
stop hating yourself?"

“I think you're wrong about
being the only way."”

“What other way is there?”

“Well," he sald, touching her arm
as a warning when a motor truck
lumbered out of a side street, “why
not try being—natural?"

“If 1'd been natural just then,/’
=ald Jo Ellen, "“I'4 have Yeen run
over."

This time his laugh did, not offend

“I think I llke to he natural,” sha
added. “But I wouldn't lilke tn be
souashed I suppose it's natural e
be a coward, too.”

“You're no coward. You're only
when you feel that way—being lke—
like Inwood."

1 see,” she retorted. “Not like
Broadway. They're very natural on
Eroadway."”

Its

was suspicious of an improvised trap,
“If you can do It

1 suppose there

. . But I guess it gets tolher,

Stan prostrate had not appealed to

which she had never let him reach.|by trying to think two different ways.
“If you don't want to blame your-
He had begun as an upstanding|self any more,” she said, “you'll count|ried—"

gay—"

triends are chucked?—that being mar-[said quietly., "I like to be frea—as
(To Be Continned Tomorrow.)

free as T can be. And secret things

are people .
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