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The Best Celldr

(Continued From Page Three.)

By Hanish McLaurin 1

What does old Mr. Barker know
about the modern poeta? He hasn't
heard of anybody since Kipling."

“You appear to have given this
matter a certaln amount of consec-
utive thought,” conceded Mr. Car-
ver,” and It may be that there ls a
demand for Danish literatlre in
this town that 1 hadn’t been aware
of, buf why the cellar of the old
Saddler house? Surely there musdt
be places darker and damper than
that, if you'd only look around a
little.”

“It Isn't dark and it {sfi't damp.
The floor is only three steps down
from the sldewalk and the windows
are plenty blg enough for -a nice
display of selected books, The part
I'd use was once a dining room or
a billard room or something; not
a vegotable cellar. The woodwork
is handsomer than most of what
you see nowadays and with just a
tiny bit of money I conld fix it up
the most artistie little shop you ever
dreamed of."

“] see. And are you planning to
station guldea around town to pllot
people to your threshold?”

“No, Mr. Wetbianket, ¥ shan't
need to. That house will be the
art center of this town in no time.
There's an Interior decorator up-
stalrs, and two painters, and a lady
who dyes things, and an art jewel-
ry maker, and a-young Italian who
carves furniture, and a couple of
girls who bind books, They'd all
be délighted to have me there, and
I could display samples of thelr
work in my shog and take orders
for them. It would be kind of nice
to help them out like that, 1 think,
because thcy don't seem to have
much money, any of them, but
they're awfully nice just the zame,
and I lke them a lot.”

Dione’s father was looking at her
with genuine gravity, now, and a
=oftness came Into his eyes that she
might have wonderod at had she not
been w0 precccupled, This was the
irst time Mr, Carver ever had heard
this pretty daughter of his talk of
heiping anyone less foartunately
clreumstancéd than HNerself. By
comparison with the vaster portion
of young wamen, her life had been
ime of luxury, yet hitherto her In
tercst had eentered always upon
those a few rungs higher up the
finaneial  ladder than she was
Bazars for the benefit of the city's
neady charity balls; “lag
days” of different sorta—yes, the
had taken part in those, hut always
the other girls were doing
because the pictures of the
participants Invarinbly appeared in
wnociety columns of the loecal
paners,

This unwonted desire off her part
lo cooperate with some one who
was earning a modest livelihood
touched him more deeply than he
hought wise to show her, but he
wis won over to her view of the
proposed eriterprise from that mo-
ment. When he did, at length,
rench for hls check book and iIn-
weribe the precious symbols which
raeant the éstablishing of “The Dest
Cellar,” It was done with the un-
grudging eelerity of a man who
feels that he is getting his money’a
worth

“There you are, chickling.” he re
marked, as he toseed aside the blot.
ter. *1'11 gamble that much on your
ability to advance the cause of cul-
ture in this community, and if the
venture shows the least signs of
lite T might submit to another transe
fusion from the pockethook in or
der to inswre its survival.”

The passing of that check perma
nently arrested the process which
was turning the corners of Dione's
mouth  downwards. There were
times, It 2 true, when lines of
anxlety  threatened to  entrench
themselves forever upon her hrow,
but she was g’ happy In her work
that there was no chance for dis.
sontent to set its mark upon the
econtour of her lips. The bothers of
hookkeeping, the exasperation of
having to deal with eertain kinds
3¢ customers, the tremulous sus
pense of walting to see whether
the reading publle would find a
pathway to her cellar door—all
these were more than offget by the
tascinallon of the new world In
whirh she found herself.

“It's amazing what a number of
likable folks live heroalouts who
never entered my life until 1 re
ireated into that ecellar,” she in-
tormed her father during one of
thelr Intimate conferences, “'m
peginning to think that the amount
af time 1 have spent with some peo-
ple-who used to seem terribly im
portant to me was really worse than
winsted,"

Mr. Carver nodded hls agreement

ones;

WA LEe

it and

the

hese little talks with Dlone had
vome to be of almost nightly oe
urrence, and to him Lthey consti

tuted the most gratifylng result of
hen venture into the werld of af-
fairs, No one would ever know
now much b missed the comrade.
ship which she always had glven
him ns a child and of which her
wocinl activitlea had rohbed him ever
since her return from school,

"“Yer," he sald, “"some of Yom

-

yvoung friends—and a good many
of their elders, If it comes to that—
are several degrees too feverish for
my taste. They're all right In their
place, I suppose, but they're not
to be taken too seriously, my dear.
You still sée them quite frequently,
however, don't you?"”

“0, yes, but they seem frightfully
stupid to me now, They don’t talk
half so entertainingly as that funny
old man who has charge of the com-
posing room on the News. He
seems to have been everywhere and
read everything, but he works all
night and sleeps half the day, and
hardly anybody ever secs him ex-
cept his family and the men in the
office. FHe's just one that I happen
to think of, but there are a number
of others who drop in fgr a chat
from time to time. There are sev-
eral young reporters whose con-
verasation is far more refreshing
than anything 1 ever heard at a din-
ner dance, and there are half a
dozen school teachers who have put
In more summers abroad than any
one else 1 know of and who have
seen something over there beesides
the cafes and race tracks, and
watering places, too."

1 have always held that there la
an aristocracy of the mind which
takes lttle account of social dis
tinctions,"” commented Mr. Carver.
“1 suspect that vou are brazenly
forcing your way into that aris-
tocracy."”

“I wish I'd started long ago,” Jde.
clired Dione. *“You've no fdea the
interesting things I'm finding out
You know Mr. Gerry, the banker?
We girls always used td laugh ot
him and think he was just an old
fluff because he'd sit In a corner all
evening at the country club dapces
while hia wife cavorted with every
male fledgling In the place. Do you
know that man s an authority on
rare bindings? He's written a book
about it. He's been as nice as he
could be about offering me sugges-
tions,, and, besides that, he has
brought down scveral fattered old
paperbound first editions that he
wants the girls to bind in leather
for him, Isn't that surprising?”

“Not to me, dear.
wmany a  pleasant evening In Joe
Gierry's library. It's one of the fin-
eat in the conutry, I understand.*

“Why, daddy, 1 never knew you
waore the least bit chummy with
Mr., Gerry. 1'd Jurt adore to see
that lbrary What
yYou never lwid me abont it

“I had no you'dd be inter
esled. In fact, until lately, Mone,

I've spent

was the reasan

fdea

I've been oppressed with a sneak:
ing notlon that In nll probabllity
yvou regarded me, too, asn ‘just an
old fuft’

“"Why Daddvy Carver, how can
you say such a thing? As if 1
could ever—

O, I don’t think you feel that
wayesnow,"” Carver hastenad to In
terject, “"but after vou came back
from school, and especially since
vour mother died, It has seemed

somotimes as il the people who in-

terested you the most were those
in whom I never could get up any
interest as long as I lived, Bo I
decided just to sit back and let you
enjoy yourself in the way that
pleased you best—so far as I was
able."

Dione toyed with the ring on her
father's finger. I know. I thought
that was how It was. But I never

thought you were an eld fluff—
never, 1 just thought you didn't
care for dancing and bridge and

dinner parties and all that,"” __

“1 don't. They are all right in
themselves, but the superficlal talk
that goes with them s beyond my
patience to endure. Every one
seems afraid to discuss anything of
the slightest real importance, No-
body bothers to say what he really
thinks about anything, and, as a
result, you never get to know any
body. How many people have you
really become well nequainted with
at a dance, a dinner, or a bridge
party?

“I think some of them are afraid
to talk about anything worth while
for fear the others will laugh at
them,” suggested Dione. “I'm sure
there are a great many péople in
society who feel much the way you
do about it, daddy, Jerry Baylss,
far example; I had a tremendous
surprise in him."

“His private bug iz child welfare
Isn't 1

“Yes! How did you know?”

“We've talked albout it any num-
ber of times, down at the office, 1
negotiated the purchase of a big
farm for him, where he expects to
estallish a summer school for kids =
who need @ better start than they're
getting.”

Dione was mildly indignant, *I
declare if you two aren't the close
mouthed old clams!” ghe exclaimed,
“You never told me about that, and
in all the years 1've known Jerry
layliss he never breathed a word
of it to me until last week, when he
came jnto the shop and wanted me

to order him a book "on vocational
tralning. ., T had always looked up-
on him as just the country club

clown; a young man with a heap
of money and no higher ambition
than to make ux girls giggle at his
foolishness."

“There's much more to Jerry
than that.,”
“] know there is, but I'll wager

I never would have found it out if
I hadn't started ‘The Best Cellar.'
Do you know, daddy, I think "'m
just bheginning to find out how
much 1 owe you for standing he-
hind me like an old brick."

Her father cuddled her to him as
he had when she was a haby. “Don’t
thank me,"” he s=ald “It was the
best Investment 1 ever made in my
life."

In her letters to Hardy Irving.
Dione told him how valuable
found her studies In character read
ingg to be when It came to denling
with customera and with the vari
ous bLiusine=ss men whoni she encoun
tered from day What she
didn’t teM him she

she

to day.

wnse that wne

caryying on a- systematic campaign
to alter the expression of the of-
fending feature upon which he had
commented so caustically the night
hefore he left for New York., That
part of her studles in physlognomy
she preferred to keep a secret until
such time as he should return
home. Then he would discover it
it for himself. That was her dream.

Al first she had deliberately cul-
tivated the habit of smiling at all
tines when it would not make her
appear absurd. When anyone was
around who might obsgerve her, she
made a practice of read.ng humor-
ous books and magazines. She en-
deavored to smile constantly when
she was by herself in heér room.
L'pon the occasions when she went
out with her former co.apanions
of the younger set, she tried always
to attach herself ¢ the group which
promised to develop the most merrl-
ment.

Each customer who came inte
“The Best Cellar” received a smil-
ing welcome, Whether he made a
purchase or not, he got a smile
when he departed, and the prac-
tical result of this was that he
almost invariably revisited the shop,
not onece, but squently. Business
flourieshed in a way to challenge
bellef. Dione's elrcle of friends and
acquaintances enlarged steadlly, and
when the holidayas eame around she
recelved such a fivod of Christmas
cards and other modest remen-
brances that for once her smile gave

wiay before a sudden freshet of
tears.
“It'a too beautiful, daddy,” she

surveying the heapsd up
of the affcetion in which
“It's just too sweet
of them all! Imagine them re-
membering me like this, when all
I've ever done for half of them wus
ust to be decently pleasant to them
when they came into the shop ™

“That's a great deal, these dave
loverkin,"” replied Mr. Carver. "It's
a0 unusual that peaple can't forget
it. I'm glad to sce that you ap
preciate how they feel toward you,
hut, to my way of thinking, sweet
heart, it's only what yon deserve,
Nobody galns the good will of others
carning 1t."

Asg the happy menths danced on-
ward this atmosphere of good will
with which the mistress of “The
Rest Cellar” had surrounded herself
rendered quite unnecessary any de-
liherate and conscious efforts at
smiling. Opportunities for curling
up the corners of her miouth came
=0 frequently that the possibility of
their ever sagging in the other di-
rection ceased to exist The mus-
cles which controlled them would
stretech so fur as to Indicate firm.
if called upon, hut ns for
petulance, discontent, and bitterness

sabhbed,
evidence
ehe was held,

Tems

—it took a special effdrt of the will
hefore they would consent to regis
ter such unpleasant emotions as
that

Then gradually, by some- peycho
physical miracle, the whole process
eran to compound upon itself
Dione's happy state of mind re.

titeed In a4 lvelier way of olng

The Wicked Flee

By Merlin Moore Taylor

these days, Slippery,”
Eagan as he slgned
Lhe release from cus-
Sima, nlias Slippery,
“some of these days You are not
golng to play In your usual luck
and I'm golng to nall you. When 1
do It s golng to mean a long
atreteh for you, You've never Leon
over the road, have you?' The
shifty-eyed youth before him stirred
uneasily.

“You know I've npnever heen up,
inapector,” he replied, “I'm not
doing anything, but the bulls won't

“Some of
sald Inspector
an order for
tody of Earl

leave me alone. You fellows have
&iven me n bad name without any
cnuse, T'm as Innocent=—"

“(», forget . the Inspector

broke In wearily as he reached for
i blotter. “That's the tale they all
t¢]l and you're wasting your breath
handing it out to me A man
doean't mget pinched 27 times in a
yenr unless there is pretty good
evidence agalnst him, We've never
made a4 charge agalnst you stick,
but that isn't saying we never will,
Better take my tip, Slippery, and
g0 stralght If you don't you'll
fall sure as ahooting, for I'm out
to et you now." .

The other bowed ironlcally,

“hat's square of vou inspecior,”
he sald with mock gratitude, “As
it you hadn't been after me all
along. Well, slip me the paper and
'l be on my way."

“Iwn’t forget, Slippery, 1'm going
to get vou," Eagan called out aftér
him. But a mocking laugh was the
unly reply,

The night, shortly after that, that
Hlippery dropped from the llbrary
window of the Vanlandinghnam man-
plon with the famous Vanlanding-
ham  Jewels stowed away In his
pockets, he discovered that Solly
Magroder did not answer the dis-
creet whistle or two hy which Slip
pery manght to dprrise him that all

was well, That In {teelf was strange
for it was Solly who had glven him
the tip that the jewels were to be
kept In the library safe overnight
following a dress affalr at the opera,
By all the rules of crookdom, Solly
should have been on hand to mect
Slippery and keep a Jealous eye on
him until they had split the proceeds
of thelr trick.

Solly had been left on guard out

slde while Slippery undertook the
more hazgardous Job of forcing the
safe and removing the jewels, Yet,

if appearances were 10 be believed,
Solly hind quit his post cold without
eveén the hint of warning to his
comrade Inside, That, In the cireles®
to which both belonged, was equival
ent to desertion in the face of the
enemy and the penalty usunlly was
the same
Slippery did
trying to find out
of his eratwhil
would be time

not wnste
what had becoins
lookout There
enough for that aftey

RNy tine

he had vid himself of his loot and
the kit of expensive. burglar tools,
But Solly wns not to be found in

his usual haunts, In one of them,
hawever, Slippery vecelved startiing
news, Bolly had been found shot
ta death ounly an hour before In
one of the high-toned residence dis

tricts of the north ahore, within
two blocks of 1the Vanlandingham
home!

Murder! 1t had a nasty sound and

in Ilinols they made a apecialty
of hanglng men for murder, partic
ularly if both slayer and sletim
were of the underworld Rlippery
had onhee attended one of Lhose
trials and heard “"Necktie™ O'Reilly

the hanging prosecutor, as the
newspapers called bhim, make an lm
passioned plea that the jury aseess
the anclent penalty of life for a life
Bofore his mind arose the vislon of
himself In the prisoner’'s dock, se
nf Rollyv's murde [

RTETE | nuit

“lice were

tha nelghborhood of the Vanland

ngham home with as much speed
e was consistent with safety in—
cnse the suspiclous eye of som

guardian of the law shounld fall on
him, and sought ona of the two
rooma In different parts of the city
which were alternately home for
him, aceording to whether the po

after him or not In a
neatly concealed compartment back
of the bascboard he hid the jewels
and his kit and prepared to set out

in search of Solly. On  second
thought he returned to the room
nd got A revolve from his secret
cache,

With the thought ¢f Eagan came
a new sueplefon, full born in an
nstant, What it Eagan had
framed this thing? Fagun had
told Slippery he was golng to get
him Suppose he had adopmted this

methond Suppose it all had been a

frameup from the beginning, when
Solly had approached him with a
proposition that they go to the

Vanlandingham robbery together
What 414 he know about Soily, any
He reealled wvague rumaors
that upon a time Solly had
been suspected of being a stool plg
ron for the police, a suspicion that

how?
onee

he never had quite lived down
That would explaln Solly's deser
m of the post outride the Van-

landingham home

If there had Leen a framoup what
would be easler than for Eagan te
reveal it on the withess stand and

then aoouse Slippery of killing
Solly®  What alibl would he, Slip
pery, have? Nonel

Tervor was fast seizing upon Silp
wiry as he hurried to his room,
A he traversed the several bhlocks
on foot, keeping as much as possihie

to  tha shadows, his mind was
mulling over the consequences of
fMght. Would he be able to get ou

Continued on Pags Fleght )

about things; this increased activity
produced a brisker circulation; the
improvement in the blood supply in-
evitably made for better health; bet-
ter health begot a certain pleasing
degree of plumpness; and befare
thelr possessor was aware of it, two
palpable dimples had ensconced
themselves at precisely the most
atratogie points of vantage. It was
the final touch of magic. ‘Dione's
emile was now a ravishing, Irresisti-
ble, perfect thing. {

It was Jerry Bayliss who discov-
ered to Dione this subtle enhance-
munt of her beauty. e had been
away for many weeks, looking after
the welfare of the youngsters on his
farm, and when he returned to town
he made straight for “The DPest
Cellar.” Its fajr owner greeted him

with her customary graclousness
and hade him he seated and tell
her “all about everything," but
Jerry remained standing, his eyes
taking In the vision hefore hliz with
the privileged frankness of an old
friend.

‘By Jupiter, Dione,"” he exclalmed
at last “what a_ downright dimpled
darling you are getting 1o be!

Bave it for the flappers, Jerry,”
admonished Dlone, the dimples deep-
ening provokingly as she spoke,
v that way

You don't have to taik
to me.”

“No, but, look here—I mean it
insisted Jerry. *1 never s=ay you
lotk =0 bLeautiful before in your
life.”

Dione laughed his protestations to
soorn, but the dAimples had done
their deadly work, and from that
moment Jerry began laying out hia

warable campaign for the eap-
ture of her heart. It was heavy
sledding for many weeks. There
was somebody else, Dijone told him,
but she woi him who the
somebody el be She and

Hardy Ir
regularly, an
static and anxieus anticipatic

a recent announcement that he was
coming home for the Chirsimas h
dayve. He had been unust 4
cessful of late, he told )
g he

corresponded

thrilled her to

could come and go «

Thercfore, Dione held her new ad-
mirer at friendly arm’'s length,
awalting the day when Hardy

would arrive and recognize the mar-
vel which had been wrought during
his ashsence

But when Hardy did arrive. a
curious thing happened, Dione found
to her dismay that he wasn't at all

the person for whose approval she
had been working a4 had made
him far too conceited to her,
and as for life he led
in New York—that existence in
which she had once burned to have
A part—she discovered that the

Hucre
muit

the aort of

place she had meade for herself In
her own town offered all the attrac-
features which she had dreams
«d of sharing with him in the me-
tropoljs
Hardy was !mpressed 1t the im-
provement . he
made Lthat fx plain.
Mone ecould he dream,
1 ahe = it but now,
a her somewhnt exasiwrated amaze-
1 d! that she was
1 ( York's Latin
v wondrous
where life

where il
folke [rom the tenee
pathway

urished Little
ments ware pla
to health and

The next t!me Jerry Bayliss storm-
ed the ol ns the
defending garrison capitulated g
nominfously, and the engraved Inve
tations which went out shortly
thereafter caused much ranking
speculation vertain  debu-

o on the

happiness

Among

tantes who, for the life of them,
conld not understand why such a
prize as the bridegroom named there-

had wriggled ut of thelr nets

the

During one of
and crowded hours of s
marked thelr he
Mone told Jerry howw she had over-

which

neymoon,

heard him tiking to Hardy Irving
ibout the expression of her mouth,
ind of the hercie measures she
had taken In conepquence. She was
sharply pig for serveral moe
ments thereafier while her huse
band devoted him=elf to a most upe
roarious spasm of lsughter, and the
dimples were stiil indignantly hiding
themselves when at last he gathered
her tonderly into his arms

“Pleas your plucky MHitle heart,™
he sald, soothingly. “"To think you
went to all that trouble for nothing
Why, what wasn't vour mouth we
were discussing that night, saby
hld; we were talking alhwout Kihel
Colburn.’

IMone started at him blankiy for
R Then the dimplea (lickered,
retreated, and finally e vedd il
trinvmph

My dear my  dean o] thelr
sweelly chastened mistross What
v horvibly egotistical Midle jdot 1
st have beon But amd here
she took Jerry's face botween her
hands and gave him a look worth
treasuring ‘dim’t ever pity me
for my trouble, man of mine it
was worth it ten: millon  timee




