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T he Best Cellar

By Hanish MecLaurin

}:\m often spurs women to do
surprising things—on fimpulse, The
..ses in which It gives them the
courage to carry out a plan re-
quiring time and patience and hard
work are not so numerous, Noone

who knew Dione Carver at the
time she fell in love with Hardy
Irving would have sald she had

enough will power to do the thing
she ditl, Tt was hardly to. be ex-
pected of any woman, so far as
that goes, for what Dione did was

nuth. She thought Hardy disliked
And she did

. )thla: she changed the shape of her

g0 she changed it,
& all by herself.

The thing at which fate must have
emiled behind her vell was the fact
that Hardy had no great Interest in
Dione's mouth, one wuy or the
other. To him she was just one of
several little girls in tho old homne
town who scemed with each of his
recurring visita, to have gwaduated
apruptly from the roller skate stage
into the stage at which thelr most
valued posscssion was somebody’s
high schoul fraternity pin, and from
that, in turn, to the status whercin
they had attained. to the undisputed
ownership of gold lipsticks and
Jingling vanity boxes, There never
geemed to be any gradual transition
from one of these categories o the
next abovae It

Bach time that Hardy laid
his palette_Lurned the key in his
studio door, and journeyed homes
ward he found the same three
groups in evidenes, the only differs
ence belng that the high school gig-
glérs of his previous visit would

have hecome devastating debu-
wntes, the roller skaters would ha
in high school, and the baby
rlages or the kindergarlen or some-
thing had yielded a fresh crop of
squealing femininity on rollers,

He had been vaguely aware of
Dione as she passed through all
these stages, and she had been
awire, a trifle more acutely, of him.
By the time he had made the world
of art reckon him as among the
most promising youngsters in the
field of portraiture had been
“out” two full seasons, and it
hen that thelr acqualntance really
began.

Hardy spent two months at home
that summer, and, more by chance
than by any intentlon on his part,
he was pilred off with Dione at
most of the
ties and dinner dances with which
the young folks amised themselves.
Hardy had no ldea of falling in Jove
with Dlone, nor with anyons else,

aside

car-

£he

“ and had he been able to foresce how

L

eompletely he was to capture the
poor girl's affectigns, It s quiie
probable that he would have taken
stepa Lo nvold doing so. There was
a girl In New York 4n whom he was
interested at the time; B0 to the
point of distraction, but just enough
to render him much less suscepti-
ble to Dionc's chayms than she wo
ta hia.

Dione never had ahy doubt about

bher feclings toward Hapdy Bhe
wanted him from the first, and she
did evervthing within the bonnde
of maldenly selfrespect to get him
To her wiay of thinking, he wns
X o Clhumirmiing himaelf, good ool

ing. talented, ready o fspecch

and in a falr way to be high
Iy euccessful He came from n
world she longed to inhabit, and she
never tired of listening to his verbal
snapehots of life in the studios of
New York and Paris. Bhe was mis
erable beyond words when the
eame for him to go east again and It

time

became clear that her best efforts
had not stirred within him the de
wire to be anvihing more to he
thafh a friendly, entertaln .
panlon.

The usuanl Eaturday night danceé
took place at the gountry club on
the last night previous to iardy's
departure .and it was there that

Dione discaovered what she thought
to be the reason for her 1dol's Indif
ference, One of her young admire
ers had persuaded her to sit out a
dance with him in his roadster,
which was parked In the shadow
f the trees that bordered the club-
house, The top of the roadster was
up, and at a few pacea distant It
waa quite mpossible to sy whether
it was empty or occupied. As she
sat there, absatractedly replying to
her partner's chatter, she ~ heard
Hardy's volce close at hand. e
was strolling along the path with
Yorry Baylise, smoking a clgaret and

Joying a brief escape from the
heat of the ballroom.

“No, she doean’t (nterest me,” he |

was snying, “CGod pity the man who
marrles a girl with a mouth like
thae."
cﬁll" ha# marvelous eyes' Jerry
renfinded hlm, as they reachod the
end of the path and paused a mo-
ment before returning. "Quite over-
powering to those who aren't used
to them."

“I know she has, but thoe mouth
Algcounts them entlrely,” nssorted
Hardy. “Did you ever study physi-

pEnomy -
I 'vin

lonked at the ads for

tha character reading courses, but
that's as far as I ever got."

“Well, one has to in my business,
you know, It's part of the train
ing,"” explained the painter. “And
I tell you that mouth of hers is a
dead give away. It spells wilful-
ness; it spells sclfishness; it spells
bitterness; and, taken with other
signs on the forehead,
means temper, as well.”

They passed out of hearing with
that, but Dione had caught enough
to set her thinking so furiously that
she almost permitted the young man
in the roadster to put both arms
around her before she realized what

wis'

plenies, yac hting par~

I think it

the magazine advertisements that
I've begun to believe it might be
worth while lecking Into.”

Pleased at this commendable de-
sire on Dione's part to add a little
to her knowledge of human nature,
Hardy made a note of the commis-
glon and promised to execute it as
soon a8 he got back to work.

iione and her hand mirror had
a long and serious conferemcé that
night. Though there was something
about her mouth which many peo-
ple eall “cute,” yet the young lady
wns obliged to admit to herself that
it she had seen those
curves on the lips of Eomcbody else

Dut when it came to the bitterness she found he-rwll- resentful,

he was dolng., That evening, while
she was dressing for the dance, she
had spoken to her little sister with
asperity
some trifling mischief the childl was

ungster hadd retal

consideralila concerninge

up to, aid the ¥

ated by calling her "an old pouty
miouth The phrase had amused
her mil il the mement, hut noy
under 1 interpretation it
cam t to her with a chill that
struck dvep

She wns too genuinely bhurt to
speak to Hardy about It, but even
before it came time [ him ta ea-

cort her home that night & nebuloas
Man had begun to form In her
mind.

“IMdn’t you tell me once that you
hond made guite a study of charncter
reading™ she asked him, on the
wny home. 8&he felt that she wna
treading on bogey gpround—HMHardy
mizht have spled her In that road-
stor—but, no matter at what cost,
she could not have reslstgd the
temptation to remind her eompan-
fon thus indirectly of bls convorsa
tion with Jerry and to watch his

face Intently as he recalled what he
had sald,

She waa forced (o admira the com-
plete unconcern with whiceh he re
plied, “Yes, It's much more of a
study than most folks imgeine, 1
actunlly think that what litile sue-
cesn 1've had has been due largely
to my abllity to observe and to pul
on canvas the salient points which
make the charncter of the sitter
shine out through the face.™

“How did you to do it, to
recognize those when you
saw them, I mean’

“My first instructor in Papria was
i bug on the subject and, once hav
ing Interested myeelf, 1 bought
books about it and read them."

“It musat be perfectly fascinating,'
ohserved his gentle eross-examiner,
“Are there any books of that kind
published in this country?”

“Why, certainly: wsome of
heat *

“1'd like to read them sometime.'

“Really, would you? 1Ml send you
two or three from New York, If
you Hie, T'd be delighted to, It's
not often 1 find a gir] who's Inter
erted In that sort of thing™

learn
polnts

the

“I never was, myself,. until—un
til lately,” Ddone joformed  bim,
“but you mee w0 much about it In

<he might have attributed them to
potulanee She thought she could
tetect the rillfulneas of which

Hardy had spoken; of the selfish-
wnas not so sure. “"Hather

ness she

hard 1o Judge that on onea's own
face she sald to herself But
when It came to the bitterness she
found herself resentful “That
Wit fair of him,” she pro-
testod “I'm not bitter about
things Disappointed, maybe, but
not bitter

] i ntment was of the

Lt W ol com to 1} inids of
wirls wh fathors o il v Keop
hen n an oequal foon® with el
childhood associates up to n tain
age, but whecannot maintain there
ifter the pace set by the daughters
of men who have been more su

cessful in the matter of rolling up a

fortune. Her childhood had baen o
happy one and she had gone awny
to boarding achool in the ea with-
out ever belng consclous of the in-
ovitable class distinctions that are
hrought about by wealth It wns
only when she came home and be-
gnn taking part in the activities of

younger social set that =he real
jzed how far her tastes had been
cultivated beyvond the means now at
hand to gratify them.

The clearer the reallzation
came, the more wsurely did
marks of discontent appear upon
her face, There wns a hint of it
between her hrows and more than a
hint in the way her mouth began
to turn down at tee ocorners.  She
wis too pretty o girl for these dan-
ger slgnals to make much Aifference
tor the casual ohaerver Bome peo-
ple thought they were the signs of n
spivited temperament, To others

e
the

they meant merely a  tendency
toward seriousnesas,

Novertheless, whon Dlone bal-
anced herself against her compans
lons In  the matter of clothes,

Jewelry, motor ears, and the like—
finding everything in their favor

and nothing in her own-—she was
Inwardly so miserable that in her
unguarded moments of facial re-

pose the unhappiness shone through
quite clearly,

When the books on mhyslognomy
areived from New York, Dione stud-
ledd them with an attentiveness
which nothing but her love for Har-
Ay ever coulil have produced (n her,

particular

It was not easy reading, In the be-
ginning, yet as she went on £he
became fascinated with the skill
with which certain amazingly anal-
ytleal observers had traced the
quirks of the human countenance
back to the thoughts which produce
themn. B8he fuund that jt was not
merely facial expression she was
studying, but human natura ltself.
8he learned of the qualities that
lead one man to be a philanthroplst
and another to be a thug, and she
taught herself to ldentify, in the
faces of Lthose met, numerocus
gigna which shewed a tendency in
the one direction or the other.
“It's all a matter of the way the
brain is working."” commented lar.
dy in one of the many letters they
exchanged on the subject, A sneer-
ing thought contracts the muscles
of the lips Into a sneering expres-
sion, and if the mind gets into the

she

habit of sneering gcontinually the
Hps will Lecome set In a sneer that
doesn’'t po away Repet] ion s

what does the trick. If a man finds
a great deal in life that amuses him
ha will smile 8o often that the con-
tracting of the muscles around the
eyes will begin to leave marks in the
skin and we will notice that Le has

these little ‘laughing wrinkles' that
make many a face prepossessing
which otherwise might be only or-

Unary. Kindly though!s prodace
kindly faces and hateful thoughts

produce evil ones. You don't need
any book to tell yeu that.”

“And 1 seemi to notlce that a
blank mind reaults simply in a
blank face,” obeserved Dione in her
reply. “It's rather dreadful to think

that in time one's features will pub
lish one’s thoughts to world
Is there no escape?”’

“None whatever,” declared Har-
dy's next letter. "Our only hope is
to make the pullic procla tion of
our features attractive as possi-
living in some such

the

ns

fashion

cause our thoughts to be
pleagant onea.”
In that last sentence Dione four
the secret for which she waa search
ing It rather dismayed her when

first faced [t In her state of
Ml at the moment the only nw

of living she coulddn as en
cemdering cnp ‘ happy
thoughte was one in which Hardy
Irving wouid have an egunl share
and of that there seemed to be no
present  hoj His letters to her

nnd she bl
had prompted her to

had been a joy
impulse whict

slmulate a curiosity onee -;
character study. None of the « r
girls was corregponding with Hardy

m0 far ns she could find out, and in
deed the palr to be tak-
ing a keener and more serious in-
terest in her, now that they were
hadf a continent apart, than heever
had when they were together. In
one of his letters he expressed him-
self as looking forwnard to the tir

ter seemed

e

when he would see her agaln.
IMone's heart, which set up a terri-
ble commotion In her bosom as her
eyes fell upon this statement, came
guickly back to normal when the
next paragraph went on to tell of
the writer's plans for a wvaeat
mbrond the following summer
“That ns he probtably won't
be out h again before summer
after next,"” she despalred, but, on
mecond thought, she was glad of
it. “Youll need that much time
sha reminded herself, “"before von'll
be ready to have him see that ‘will
ful, s=elf mouth' o In You'll
need ever it of It and thereup
she wresolutely approached the task

‘I" I:-‘li sct ’I gLl I’

“To live in somae iwh fa
that our thoughts will be | LT
ones,” Hardy had sald. Fasy ¢ ugh
to say, but not =n casy t To
Dione it meat the necessity Tor
epiitting off from the activitivs of

the younger social set to a great ex
tent and finding something more
purposeful to occupy her time. Try

ing to vie with other girls whose
means were so much greater than
her own could never produce enough
pleasant thoughts to bring abewut

With that
common to

the result she was nfter,
Intense- preoccupation

Yyoung people In love, where the
matter in hand concerns thelr rela
tions with the loved one, she now

devoted many carnest days to look-
ing about her, seriously welghing

her own talents, consldering how
to take advantage of her lengthy
list of nacqualntances, trying to

decover what the town lacked that
a girl of her limited training could
supply.

One ofternoon at the country club
she heard a group of women be
moaning the difficulty of obtaining
fiction of the better sort at the local
bookstores,

Not many evening®s thereafter
Mr. Carver was agreeably surprised
by having his comely daughter
penctriate the seclusion of his re-
treat in the Hbrary, sidle gently on
to his lap, and put her arma about
his neck. Respecting the conven-
tlon which had grown up belween
them upon such occasions, he made
a great show of reaching for his
check book, mighing proudfully, and

assuming an alr of weary reslgna-
tlon, but D.one cut the pantomime
short with an ecarncst, “No, daddy,
It ian't that,"” and when her father
looked at her {n surprise she added,
YAt least not until we've talked
something over firat.”

8he pressed her lips to his temple

for a moment while she tried to
find the words she wanted, and
then she resumed with great

I'm sick of

serivusness: “Daddy,
tenge and hl'it!p--{:ul jazz and dress-
ing up every blessed day and all
that. [ want to do something a
little worth while for a change.”

Mr. Carver essayed to look ex-
tremely knowing. “Of course the
departure from our midst of a cer.
tain well known young painter has
nothing to do with this sudden at-
tack of ennul”

“Now, If you're going to tease mo
I won't tell you what I came In
here for,” Dione warned him, *and
you'd better listen, because 1 think
yotr're golng to llke it. You
supprised.””

may be

“1f It involves no drain upon the
the exchequer I most certain!
shall,’ agrecd Mr. Carver. Dione
suddenly noticed that he had
“laughing wrinkles” around his
eyes—uite s array of them It
struyck her as odd that she never
had observed them before His
other features also measure up

te well to the standards sct by
the text hooks, she el 8
wias pleased at this discovery, and
she gave her father another pre.
minary hug before coming to the
matter in hand.

“You know that ol dhouse on
Fourth gtreet that those Handicrafy
folks have taken?”

.:'rI']u: Saddler place? What ai-r'-',;'___

Well, they don't need
front room of the baseme
one that faces on the stireet—and
I could rent it for almost nothing

Mr. Carver's expre was that

of one who prays for light

“It's right on the way
business se viu know
one going town w
to pass it Dione, with
af explaly I rtthinge
clearly, but EOIME TOAS
father stil ve: ned nligh
ed]
"Ti hasament of the old 8ad
e zloed “Has th
one in for mushroon

his to be =~ polite

X . or what
NnECr hia nothing
i= I want that base
wolishop I've got the
ked out and veryt E
going o call | 1 Ie '
Mr. Carver had no need to put
his asonfshment Into words His
was eloquent But my Aarling
chitd,”” he began, cautlou what

makes you think—

“] know what you're going

say."” Interposed Dione “You
think I haven't sense enough to
go Into business for mys=eif, but
if there's one

thing I do KkKnow
something about, it's books A 3
time a book comes up for ddiscus

sion the girls alwayes say, ‘Ask
D she's probably read it.", and
most of the time 1 have. Ther
st ul ate | pin tt
town. The epartment stores
whiteve Ll publishers’ =sal
tell them The clerks | i
"r L] "' l ! :‘\" is | § .)\ﬂ
ffort to Y up on what s r ¥
n lteratt they don't fo w (i}
terars ! i half ¢t n
they i W whn '
have n &t k. Ol Mr. B ¥
i f i ndurd 1

) j o shop, Lut v

L t his 1 ng t 2
some  tremendous 58 () )
KNnows ¢vory o oW W Wil
to read, you h N

rIwWo W 3wl
book from the pul
that, he's =0 busy
graph records and Ko
statlonery and toye t
supplics that he ¢an't take the
trouble to keep his bookshelves
ahreast of the times

Dione was over tha first hurdl
now, and was taking the others
with a rush

“This lsn’'t a village any more
vou know, dJdaddy It's quite =a
city, nnd there are swarms of pe
ple Hving here who have been to
college or (o the state universil)

or pome place, and they'd be tickled
to bits if was & shop here
where they could buy the kind of
booka thelr slucation entitles them
to. But do you thik they can find
a translation from any of the Rus
sian writers In this tewn—or the
Danish—or the Chinese?’
“"Chinese!” gasped Mr Carver
“Great grief! Does anybody read
translations from the Chinese?
“Certainly. There's quite A Vogur
for Chinese philosophy, and some
of thelr verse (s lovely, And thepe's
all sorts of other verse that peopl
in this town would read if they had

thero

the chance. They won't bother s
sond away for it, but if they plcked
it up In my shop they d buy It

(Continv=d an PTage Seven.)




