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(Continued From Yesterday.) 
The thing he whispered, close to her 

ear, was: "I knew your walk.” 
Her whisper was more to the point: 

“I know what you can do If you 
want to get away.” 

Even in the dimness she could guess 
his skeptical stare. 

"Wait over on the shadow side of 
that landing,” and she pointed across 
the foreground jumble. Then she 
turned about, in her leaping way, and 
was gone. 

Perhaps he lifted a hand to protest. 
She supected this, but did not turn. 
It was desirable that her plan should 
get its start during this band piece— 
the oars of the Kinney skiff might 
he temperamental. 

The one waiting In the shadow 
side of the landing, with a doubting 
patience, saw her float Into view, and 
the skiff was soon at his feet. She 
sat alertly upright like a young ghost. 
She made him understand what he 
was to do. There was an Interest- 
ing detail.He was to lie in the bottom, 
which implied extending his feet un- 
der the thwart on which she sat. A 
young woman might do a bit of row- 

ing alone on the Harlem of a summer 

evening. 
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At the start there was the turn of 
» the old creek and the fragment of is- 

land left by the cutting of the ship- 
way. Moored launches were to be 
dodged. One pretentious boat had a 

light In Its cabin, but no one was on 
deck. Beyond was the open Harlem 
with the lamp-spattered lift of the 
other shore. The water had a flat, 
oily quiet. There was no tide swirl. 
A rower could be casual. 

When the band stopped, the deep 
pulsation of the crickets made the 
hark of the Clove seem enormously 
still. 

Two words, chopped off, as If to 
make the most economical possible 
use of sound, came out of the bottom 
of the boat. 

"Straight across.” 
Did he think she was going to row 

him out into the Hudson or go ex- 

clirsToning to the Bronx? Very likely 
he could fancy her as debating, or as 

having some theory. To let her know 
that straight across was good enough 
might have occurred to him as worth 
while. After all, it was his escape. 

And she was helping. O yes! she was 

helping. Getting a drink of water for 
him was a small matter compared to 
this. When you really came to think 
of It, this was going pretty far. just 
to prove that you were sorry—and 
that you hadn't told. Probably this 
was some sort of a crime. If he were 

captured while you were rowing him, 
that crook's women matter would be 
terrific. With him flat In the bottom 
of the boat, you couldn't pretend any- 
thing. It wasn't even as if you knew 

what this person In the bottom of 
the boat (seeing nothing but stars) 
was accu.'«d of. There might be a 

body somewhere. And you were 

deliberately rowing him away. Not 
rowing him very well. The oars were 

acting queerly. 
She looked over her shoulder. There 

was a black boat, not exactly a skiff, 
with two men in it. midway of the 
river. She could hear the men talk- 
ing, which reminded her of how 
treacherous words were on the water. 
8he wondered whether the men were 

people in particular or simply two 
men. 

She looked again. The one with the 
cars had stopped rowing. She would 
like to have moved in a wide curve. 
No. She must go straight. Only 
straightness would escape suspicion. 
Straightness carried her withen a 

dozen yards of the other boat. One 
of the men began singing softly. There 
was something, in the song about ‘‘a 
white robe she wrore.” The one who 
was not singing laughed. 

Two dicks could be sitting in a boat. 
But they would have no orders to stop 
a girl who was rowing across the 
Harlem. And she decided that these 
were not dicks. It would be better if 
she didn't think about anything but 
the oars, and making them go in and 
out of the water cleanly. 

She was drawing near the other 
side. The band was playing again. 
She could hear Tice's drum dlsinctly, 
the noisy pulse of the piano, and oc- 

casionally a wail from the saxophone. 
They might think she was still sitting 
on the houseboat deck or otherwise 
hovering. The world teemed with se- 

crets. It was odd that Myrtle Fleck, 
who enjoyed hidden exploits, should 
be sitting in Tice's respectable cabin, 
and that the one who hated hiding— 
or who thought she did—should be 
off Into the dark with a man who 
might be a murderer or anything 
you liked to think. 

She saw his feet twitch, and turn- 
ing her head again saw that he was 

peering over the edge of the skiff. 
"On the right of that dock,” he 

whispered this time. 
Like a pilot to the one at the wheel. 

Very well. It would soon be over 

with and ahe could row back— quick- 
ly, the way she preferred to row. 

At the right of the dock there was, 
at low tide, a slope where the skiff 
grounded. Lamar was about to step 
out when some sound halted him, and 
he quickly drew the nose of the boat 
Into the cavernous space under the 
dock timbers, a space so Inhospitable 
that their two bodies were wedged 
together. There was a hot odor of 
rotted wood, with a salty blend of 
other waterside smells. The blackness 
was complete, a blackness so thick 
that you might think you would be 
dyed by it. Jo Ellen could feel the 
coming and going of Lamar’s breath 
and guess the Intensity with which he 
listened. An effect as of heels moving 
through cinders seemed finally to die 
away, and Lama’s tight muscles re- 

laxed. Jo Ellen wriggled resentfully. 
This was far beyond anything she 
had bargined for. 

"In a minute,” Lamar whispered. 
A long minute, that grew stifling. 

Jo Ellen's cheeks burned In the fear- 
ful Intimacy of the contact. Seeing 
It through—In the dark; this was what 
she was doing. This was what you 
could let yourself in for if you had 
impulses. 

When he pushed the boat into the 
open she could breathe a little bet- 
ter. 

He clambered out at last, and bent 
over to say, "You're a wonder. I'll 
find a way of telling you—telling you 
how much obliged—” 

He was off. and she was pulling the 
skiff into deep water. 
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Marty Simms, standing on the deck 
of the houseboat with Puss Kinney, 
saw her draw in beside the landing. 

"There's an idea!” exclaimed Marty. 
“Only you might have taken a fellow 
along.” 

Mrs. Tice came out. "Did we scare 

you off?” 
"It sounded good from the water.” 

Jo Ellen returned deceitfully. It was 

important that she should say good- 
night to the Tices without getting 
within range of the cabin lights. She 
was not sure about the condition of 
her dress. She would have preferred 
to go home alone, to streak home 
in tiie most effacing way so that sud 
denly she might be in bed with time 
to think. However, going alone 
would be more eccentric than the va- 

gary they were charging up against 
her. Being escorted by Marty was 
an inevitable obligation. 

He wanted to hold her hand in the 
dim path, which seemed particularly 
foolish just now. Marty's talk, too, 
iiad an inconsequential sound, like the 
thin note of his violin which was lost 
altogether when you were a little way 
off. Nothing Marty might say could 
possibly seen important, like being 
In a pitch aark place under a dock, 
pressed in a sweaty closeness, 
against a young man you didn't know. 
After that, holding hands—well, it 
was a lcind of decent relief, but it did 
seem silly; and it was hard to get your 
mind around so that you could pre- 
tend to listen while he was saying 

how good it seemed to be getting back 
to the old Clove. Living on a roof 
away downtown was sometimes inter- 
esting by dny, but at night ... at 

night it was horribly lonesome, about 
as lively as Trinity graveyard. You 
had to go uptown again to get to any- 
thing. 

“I wish you'd come down and see 

the old joint some time,” he said. 
‘‘There's a wonderful view. The bay, 

Liberty, both rivers—on a clear day 
I can see ihis hill,' 12 miles away. 
•Some afternoon. What do you say?" 

‘‘I've been up in the Woolworth,” 
said Jo Ellen. She didn't name her 
chief objection to visiting .the sky- 
scraper roof. Mrs. Simms was a cold 
woman, with an eagleish look that 
accused all girls. When the Simmses 
lived at Inwood — before Marti 
Simms, senior, became superintendent 

of the tall building down %iear Wall 
street—she had called Jo Ellen "that 
red sparrow.” Perhaps "sparrow" 
wasn't ineradirably insulting. But it 
was quite of a piece with other things 
she said. A recollection influenced 
Jo Ellen's response to the suggestion. 
The matter wns left to await circum- 
stances—Uncle Ben's health for ex- 

ample. 
Marty had another suggestion. This 

was for u day at Coney Island. He 
was having his vacation, and was 

privileged to urge that they go on a 

Monday, for Instance, when if they 
didn't have the place all to themselves 
they might at least feel slightly less 
jammed and pummeled. 

For all of the interval Marty was 

peculiarly a problem. He was in no 

general way simply one of the persons 
to whom you could mention a certain 

matter. He was Mr. Crook's cousin 
He could tell a lot. which would be 

supremely Interesting, and the whole 

absorbing affair with its oddness and 

mystery could acquire much by his 

participation. It would be painful to 

him, but things about families often 
must be painful. You had to have 
these pains. You got used to them, 

expected them to go on happening. 
And naturally you knew things that 

alleviated the pain of them, perhaps, 
or helped to the taking of them fo* 

granted. There were ancestor* fota 
instance, whose cusaednes* had |.<<eqjfV 
passed along, making it quite natural 
if not altogether inevitable that th* 
descendant should be whatever li# 
was, though, of course, you kept right 
on being annoyed by the descendant 
and made it as hot for him as jot* 
could. I To B* Coatlanwl Tonw.rrow.fr 
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By O. O. MINTYRE. 

New York, July 2.—It has been a 

tough break for chorus girls this 
summer season. Those who haven’t 
found millionaires in a matrimonial 
mood are living on doughnut fare. 

The road shows have closed and 
there's no more Hippodrome choruses 
rr Shubert vaudeville. 

To date there has been only three 
new summer shows and they are 

skimpy in their choruses. Coupled 
with all this Broadway is short on 

Johns. They have taken reefs in 
their purses. An evening at the 
movies and a snack at a rapid fire 
lunch is their speed. 

Just now there are 2,500 chorines 
out of jobs. The Stage Door Inn 
which provides positions as wait- 
resses for Jobless chorus girls has a 

waiting list of more than 500. Those 
who are working get only one day 
a week. 

In the fall there isn't much hope 
either. Three more English revues 

with their own choruses are sched- 
uled and the Folies Bergere is com- 

ing over with a lot of French girls. 
Madam Antoinette whose boarding 
house is a haven for show girls is 
in bankruptcy. 

Madam held out for a better day 
and spent her $3,000 savings trying 
to stem the tide. The general slump 
has also hit the chorus man. He is 
returning to the ribbon counter see- 

ing no tight in the abysmal depths. 
Around noon hundreds of them clot 

about theatrical agencies in the 
Forties. Usually full of bright wise- 
cracking chatter they are now glum. 
Many of them know that In a few 
more weeks they must return to the 
prairie cottage and village street from 
whence they came. 

The lot of the chorus girl is becom- 
ing unhappier each season. Their 
wages, considering the few months 
of the year they are employed, are 

comparatively small. The self-respect- 
ing ones who do not gold-dig on the 
side are generally living in actual 
poverty. 

Thirty thousand women had their 
hair bobbed in one week in Man- 
hattan, according to figures compiled 
by a reporter who visited 96 of the 
leading bobbing parlors. O, yes! re- 

porters now “cover” the bobbing par- 
lors. Scandal thrives in them. 

A friend of mine who owns a chain 
of sidewalk orange drink stands per- 
mitted me to act as clerk In one near 

the Winter Garden the other after- 
noon. It must be a prosperous busi- 
ness, for in three hours I took in 
20 odd dollars. It was rather a 

pleasant experience save for the 
pudgy man who snapped his finger 
at me to serve him and said: “Make 
It snappy, George.” 

It was Interesting, too, to see the 

public attitude toward one who Is 
holding down a rather unimportant 
Job. It seemed to me invariably the 
best dressed folk were more courteous. 
I splashed some of the orange drink 
on a debonair but portly gentleman 
dressed in the height of fashion. My 
apology was abject. “Tut, tut,” he 
said, “life is full of accidents.” He 

probably thought: “If it were not 
for an accident I might be holding 
down your Job.” I wanted to ssk 
him what fling of fate made him ap- 
pear so prosperous. 

A married man was driving a 

young girl homa from a cabaret. As 

they were bowling along Central Park 
West the man nodded. When he 
awakened the taxicab door was open 
and his companion was gone. He sup- 

posed she had become indignant at 
lack of attention and when the cab 
whs caught in a traffic Jam hopped 
«ut. He didn't know until next morn- 

ing that In some fashion she had 

fallen out on her head, crushed her 

•kull and died. 
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