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Iven in khakl overalls, Jimmie
Cromartie was not without mas-
culine charm. In evening clothes,
as grand marshal of the annual
ball of the Plumboers’ union. local
No. 673, he—well, Denise Luydon
had reagon to look like the kitten
who has swallowed the canary.

For the sake of IDinny he even
dared the depths of Marston's bar-
gain basement where she was “At
Home'" from £:30 to §5:30 every
weekday.

“Ohg 1M1 say you've got him
hooked!” acknowledged pert-lipped,
dark-haired Number 833, "My
Marty wouldn't come down here
for a couple of farms. I hope,” she
added gratuitously, “that you aren’t
throwing yourself away on  him
though. If 1 had your looks I'd
marry a million. You could!”

But Denny was heginning to sus-
pect that shoe would rather have
him without o million, than any
other man with. The only trouble
with Jimmy a3 a lover was that he
was red-headed and you never knew
when he was going up in the air.

“And 1" as Denny admitted te
Number 833, “have some red in my
hair myself.”

Jimmy had just bought a second-
hand flivver with what is known as
a speedster body. He explained that
he had picked it up dirt cheap.

“It's not good enough for you,
kid,” he suld huskily. “And neither
am I. You ought to bhe traveling
around in a Lenhard Double-Six."

The smile she flazhed at him was
worth traveling more miles to see
than that ol penedo speedster of
Jimmy's had left in it

“1'd look fine in a Lenhard Dou-
Ble-Six, wouldn't 17" she mocked.
“Let's go!

“Let's,” agreed Jimmy
mewed buoyancy.,

This made it unanimous save for
the car. Its misbehavior, coupled
with the Impertinence of the young-
er set ever in evidence in the neigh-
borhood, had removed some of the
sheen from the morning, n Sunday
in May. PBut the jrreparable might
not have happened if. after they
had swung Into the Fens, a limou-
gine had not rolled by

“Is that a Lenhoard Double Six?"
demanded Denny, with Interest,

Jimmy gave It an austere slile
glance. “Yep,” he assented In a
tone that shouldl have warned her.

“1'd lke,”! she murmured, 1o
ride In a car lilke that—If only just
once!"

“I don’t doubt it scommented
Jimmy unpleasantly, Then as
Denny looked at him  wide-eyed
with surprise, he added, “"Don't let
me stop yoo!”

Denny's lovely eyves narrowed.
“To you mean you think T couldn’t
get the chance?” ghe demanded
forthwith.

“*Not at all!” he retorted, hut she
knew he meant Lier to belleve just
that

The peeudo-specder speeded on,
but romance hid blown a tire, And
80 It was that Denny dellvered her
ultlmatum. “I wouldn't marry a
man with a temiper like yours for
a million,” flared Denny, "If you'll
please stop thls—this car, T'Il walk
homd "

“I'd like to see a girl,” obaserved
Jimmy, “who wouldn't marry any-
thing with a million tagged to it.
That's what all girls want nown-
days—money!"

“Are you going to let me put?"
demanded Denny frigidly.

He drove her home instead.

“Sorry to have hutted In where
I wasn't welcome,” he announced,
“I'll see it don’t hagpen again."

“That," sweetly, “ix dear of you,
Mr. Cromartie. Katle Kennedy
would love to go for a ride with
you., Why don't yvou take her?"

Jimmy stepped on the gas

“He'll hp around again,' Denny
assured  herselfl  serenely,  “And
maybe 'l e at home and mayhe
1 won't,”

Some  hours Inter  Denny was
seated by her window, overlooking
the alley, drying her hair. when a
bearer of tildings approached.

“Thought 1I'd drop In,” sauld the
latter, too cusuully Ygay, Jimmy
took JXKatie Koanedy  plding this
nilternoon,”

with re-

“T told him Lisnny riposted,
perenely, and o ddog: “Hmmy's e
comie fin awiul Loy ntely.

She mnintaloed ! tise
adeda, toer, il her visiior deg

But then Denny's pretiy mouth sot
grimiy,

“80 he took her!” ghe murmured
“Well, he can have her. 1 should
worry !

“1"d like." Denny informed Num-
her 833 the next day, “to have one
of those guvs that write movies
about millionaires wandering around
bargain basemenis, stand around
here a while. I'll bLet their feet
would get more tired than mine do
before they saw one”

Number 853 gave her a quick
glance,
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“No,” she retorted coolly, “have
Vou

Mrs. Winthrop Chisholm was eye.
ing the flushed loveliness that Den-
ny presented her so unflinching-
Iy.

“She’ll do,” she murmured, And
then addressing Denny directly,
“I"lense get your hat—I want to
tulk to you."

“Onm!™ Depny protested, “I couldn’t
get off e

“That will he all right,” Marston
intervened. “Do as Mrs, Winthrop-
Chisholm says.”

“Sorry to have butted in where 1
wasn't woleome,”  Jimmie  an-
nouneed,

“Have you quarreled with
Jimmy?"' ghe asked with interest,

“I'm through with him,” amend
ed Denny with dignity,

Number 833 giggled. “And now
you're after a milonaire?

Denny gmilled In spite of herself
“I'll admit 1 don’t see any standing
around in line. But belleve me, if
I got a chance

Ahruptly she broke off and as
abruptly her expression changed so
that she looked more like a rosy
cherub listening to some celestial
cholr than a shop girl who—the
truth must out—had been almost
caught in the act of chewing gum.

Number 832 cast astartled eyves
wround

“"Egypt's Queen!” she gasped.
“The boss himself, And look who's
with him Mre, Winthrop Chis-
holm—""

Denny did not know who Mrs
Winthrop-Chisholm might be, but
there was no question bt that she
wns somehody,

No one, save herself, knew why
she had descended to the bargain
basement, She had peremptorily
ordered Marston to take her there
and he had oheyod,

“Who,” she demanded, “js that
girl—the one with the wonderful
hair?"

“1 don't happen  to know,” he
confegsed,  “But 1'1] be glad to find
out.

“T'Il find out myself,"” she cut In.

Now what followed, as Number
833 told her Marty afterwnils, cer-
tainly beat the movies!

“What,"” demanded Mrs Win-
throp-Chisholm, “is your name?"

“"Why Iwnny--1 mean Denise
Lauyidan, Denny managed to an-
Bwor

“Have you any family?" persisted
her inguisitor,

The glance thut Denny gave Mrs,
WinthropChigholm  was o mateh
for that which the lutter gayve her,
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“Don’t be an ass, Marston,” sug-
gested Mrs, Winthrop-Chisholm.
Then, to Denny, “I'm not going to
eat you, child, Don't be afraid!”

Afraid! That was enough for
Denny,”

“You're on,” =ald she, “I'll be
ready in a jife"

“Oh, gee,” breathed Number 833,
while Denny powdered her nose and
adjusted her hat, “supposing =ha
should adopt you——"

“If she does yvou can  have my
gum," retorted Denny coolly, *1
parked it under the counter.”

“She" Number 833 went on, "has

‘a wonderful place at Exeter Pool,

greenhouses and tennls courts and
cows with class written all over
them—""

“I hope it hasn't bars on the win-
dows,” commented Denny., “She
sounds as If she had escaped from
some such place.'™

Nevertheless she went nlong with
Mra, Winthrop Chisholm

“1 wonder,” that lady suggested
abruplly, “what you are thinking
about all this "

"I am thinking,” retorted Denny
diplomatienlly, *“that In about five
minutes the old alarm clock will go
off and I'll wake up.”

Appreciation of that glinted Lirief
ly in Mrs Winthrop-Chisholm's
“yes.

“Hemember  Cinderella, cohila,”
she pretorted.  “Pechaps I'm your
fairy godmother, Anyvhow the mod-
ern verslon of the coach and four
awalts outside.”

It was after all an American car
the bhest, perhaps, but at least three
vears old. The upholstery was lux-
urlous if sedate, and the chauffeur
and footman were smartly If som-
herly liveried,  As Denny's qulek
glance took all this In, the older
woman walehed her,

L

“She'll o™ she | decided Vet
again

Then aloud: “I'm not craz¥,” she
announced grimly. “Merely in myv
dotage. An olill woman to be hum-
ored until she has the grace (o pass
on and leave her money Lo those
better fitted to s=pend It But—
well, I'm not dead yet!”

“I'l  say you're not,” thought
Denny.

“No,”"  Mrs. Winthrop-Chisholm
went on. Il guess ['ve got enough
of what my granddaughter call pep
to beat her at her own game, And
that's what 1 propose to do with
Your assistance.’

“Now," thought Denny, “for the
string."”

“What,” she demanded, “do I
do?"

“Act natural-ybe yourself '™

Denny gave hér a direct glance.

“Say, what do vou expect; that 1'll
eat with my knife? Am 1 to be a
horrible example generally? Ts that
the bhig idea?”

“It might be a good one,

"

re-
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mearked  Mrs Winthrop Chisholm
thoughtully, “Yes—why not?"

“Excuse me—1'd rather go back
to the bargain basement.” This
Mrs, Winthrop-Chisholim lgnored

“1 don't know,” she sald, *“but
what [ would 40 well to adopt you
at that, You might amuse me and
that"'—ever so grimly—"'i mare
than most people do”

And go they swept on to that far
famed millonaires' colony that lies
alung the North Shore, and finally
to Excter Pool, They stopped there
In the village before the specialty
shops

“We'll get you outfitted now,'
Mrs, Winthrop-Chisholin sald

Soon they were on their way
once more, The car turned In from
the state road up a pbplarlined
drive to the house, Denny caught
her hreath,

“Egypt's Queen shie  thought
“it looks like the Art Museum."

“"Now remember,” Mrs, Winthrop
Chisholin reminded her, “what 1 ex-
pect of you You're Irvish and you
have Irish wit I'm counting on
tha combination to CArry yiou
through," g

In her eyes there was & cortaln
humorous suggestion of a good joke
shared that kindled Denny,

"Leave it to me,"” Denny promised
blithely, “I'll be the lmit, Say
shall T shake hands with the but
ler?*

The corners of Mra. Winthrop
Chisholm's mouth twitched, “Try
it she sald,

To the butler's horror Denny did
He withdrew his hand as iof an
adder had bitten It

“Is Mise Mildred at home? de.
manded Mews Winthrep-Chisholm
directly

“No, mn'mm ‘onank you, ma'am

She's gone CHoyeeatory

“T dn't nek you where she hnd
gone"  snapped  Mrs.
Chisholm. “Send Moulton to me™

“Mrs. Winthrop-Chisholin,” he ins
formed Moulton, “nearly 1ook vy

Winthrop-

‘end &l when 1 told her Mildred
1wl zons to Gloucester
“I heavd her tell Mildred sha

waotlld take a girl from the barzoin
bascment and adopt her if she

didn’t give up that artist chap,”
Moulton said. “You don’t mean to
tell me though that she hys done
HO?"

B! ¢ a\ll“l‘"l‘ persists we'll ‘ave in
her place ‘ere, Moulton, a voung
woman who is utierly himpossible,™
he assured her,

The room in which Dvenme wiyg es.
tablished, with Its soft tones of
silver-gruy  contrdsting  with  the
vivid rase of the rugs and the haneg-
Ing=, was exquisite enough to awe
her

Iz there anything more 1 can
do for you, miss?” the ausierceved
Moulton was demanding.

“Tou can stop looking as if vou

thought 1 had sor

hing cont
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Abruptly she turned fron L)
window ind, eémerging into  the

long hall outside, found the murele
ataircase that led down to the re
ception hafl. At the foot of the
staire she encountered Hawkins
“How does a person ga about

Amusing rh»n:*--j\,--w hern®® aha Y
mandod
Tinwkine zathered his i

ibout him “There's tennis «
down by the boathouse And If vou
‘appen toa care for golf

“I don't "appen to

ROTe o

Denny assured him Noxt

Hawking bowed, like an automa
tivn Perhaps vou care for pidine?
There's some very B 1hilile
horzes in the stable. If vo wish

“Ift they Wers on o g >
round I might be interested lie
n (30 nn Whant el Wi ves

vou to offer?

I'mi sorr M i 1
can th of at this moment I
there o hing else, Miss?

N0 Denny assured him Fut

as he bowed again, mischief lighted

her eves “I'nless vou happe to
have a piece of gum about Vol 1
don’t often Indulge—but T'm  des-
Pernte
If Hawkins had, he swallowsd it
anywny he swnliowed O e
thing

“T'm sorry, Mlss

"Oh, don’t mind" peassured Den-
n} "I dide't expect vou would
havi

The nod she dismissed him with
wis worthy of o princess

The bhoathouse was closed She
surveyed the greenhouses and an-
rage, stables and kennels

“1 wonder,” she mused, it they
really have a good time with all
this =or just kid themselves into
thinking they do.'

“HMello!" came a blithe viriee,
“I've been looking for yvou,™

Denny turned. A glel In a yel-
low sweater and &port hat, with
linen skirt and low huckskin shoes
was coming toward her. Bhe was
very blond and very pretty

“I'm Mildred Chisholm,” she an-
nounced “Oranny Just broke the
news o me and 1 1old her [0 ook
yvou up and take you over to the
Country olab for tea.”  She amiled.
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