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The slim, graceful whirling body
of Jarvis Jessalyn, satin-clad, satin-
shod, is a fillip to the most blase
Tiroadwayite, Jane Jessalyn's black-
fringed blue eyes, set in a small pink-
and-white face, divide public favor
with her  tiny white-flashing ankles
and expert toes.

The sleeked-back black head of the
cne, the pretty flying corn-colored
hob of the other, unite to collect for
we nalr between $2,500 and $4,000
weekly in revue, roof garden, musical
comedy or whatever the pair choose
to favor with their graceful double
presence. Nevertheless, Jarvis scowl-
x1 down at two long satin cardboard
hoxes. “Levre's soaking us lately.”

Jane sighed, *“I've been thinking
the same, If white satin didn't soil
so soon!"”

“It does."

“1'll say if Levre does charge, he
knows color and line better than Edi-
son knows electrons."

“Yes," agreed Jarvis reluctantly.
“And you can't support a first-class
reputation on tightwad costume ef-
fects."”

“Should say you can't! Still—we
ought to hegin saving money, Jarv——
sometime.”

“Haven't 1 been saying that for sev-
eral years back?"

“Well, I've said it as often as you.”
Jane's pink-and-white prettiness could
affect petulance, But it was the care-
less petulance of a wife of meveral
yvears' standing. “That's my lip-stick
you're using, Jarv."

“Looked llke mine.”

“1'll say a few stocks and bonds

"’:ip two people meet old age with a
smile,”” observed Jane.

“Without some of such stuff, it's
nothing to meet,” sald Jarvis curtly.
He was staring into his mirror.

“What do you see, Jarv?’

“That hair-tonic ia not what it's
eracked up to be, Jane. Day by day,
in every way, my hair's getting thin-
ner and thinner.”

“Let me look, Jarv— H'm—I don't
think so.”

Months and heels twinkle down an
eternal incline. It was in May that
the two, making graceful and viva-
cious exit hand-in-hand one night, as
was thelr custom, flinging smiles on
the upturned faces and applauding
palms of crowded after-lenten tables,
hurried in white satin ruffs and per-
spiration to their dressing room and
paused to face each otner unsmilingly.

Behind them, at the table nearest
the stage at the right of the runway,
a tall brown-eyed young thing in
white embroldered crepe and a sable
coatee, was still applauding. Her
gloves had split. Her handsome face
was turned toward the wings which
had recelved Jarvis Jeassalyn.

“Talk about popularity! I'll hand it
to you, Jarv,'" saild Jane,

“Now, listen, Jane! If you're going
to start that again—"

“I'm not starting anything. If
there's something you'd rather not
have mentioned at all, e

B0y 8O,
“Go ahead, then."” ‘
“When it comes to be the sixth
| night, and her still gaping up at you
Z with eyes like half-dollars, and her
| mouth open like her father's coupon-
]

“Doesn’t hurt the act any, does it,
have old Morgan Bloke's daughter
appreciative of 1t?"”

] Jane emitted ehort, staccato, exag-

gerated laughter.

{ “Go on,” encouraged her husband

| suavely. “These dressing room walls

! aren't sound-proofed, you know. Let

everybody about the place, including
the orchestra, hear you."

' “Bverybody including the orchestra

! knows it already.”

“We can use any publicity that re-
sults.” He smirked a little.

“She seems to think she can, too."”

“She has a shapely head.”

“And pocketbook."”

#What do you mean, Jane?"

“One of these family’'s pets that has
had almost everything she wants—
that money could buy!”

“Go slow, Jane!"

ghe did not go slow. Like a palpl-
tating arrow of emotion, she shot out
‘of her scanty costume, Her perky
blue eyes were dilated and Gark.

In front of his own dressing table,
Jarvis was more leisurely getting out
of a white satin ruff. He laid the
delicats article away carefully before
removing any of his makeup. “Daub-
od it this afternoon. Four dollars
for the cleaners.”

! Jane was silent. A mald who had
entered was discreetly helpful without
words.

¥or all his apparent leisureliness,
Jarvis was dressed for departure from
the theater before ghe was. In the
door of the dressing room, he paused,
lighting a clgarete. “Going right
home?” he asked.

She sald briefly that she was, “Na-
dine, don’'t bother with my hair tin 1
get home.”

“See you later, then.”

She looked after the thin, supple
figure, in its sleek, black garb. Often
enough she went home directly the
last curtain came down In maroon
velvet folds. Sometimes she jolned
late dancing or card-playing partles
that didn't tempt Jarvis. Often
enough he remalned downtown for
an hour or go to eat and play around
without her.

Thoughtfully, she slipped into the
satin-lined capes which Nadine held
out. Silently she sank Into the back
geat of the conspleuons ash-colored
car which all Manhattan and Long
Island knew by sight. Against the
gray cushions her face tonlght was
not vivid,

She.spoke briefly to the man. “Joe,
did Mr. Jessalyn tell you to return
for him?"

“No, Mrs, Jessalyn,
take a taxi home.”

Under the calcium Jang can pass
for 17. At a bedroom window,
with the dawn hreaking In cruel, re-
vealing grayness, she is older. Hud-
dled even In a sllvery chiffon negll-
gee, her graceful body betrays her
thirtles,

Jane once sald sincerely that she
doterted dawn-time—that is, the pre-
grayness which falls over the sleep-
ing world like an imitation shroud.
And Jarvis had agreed that it was
neither fiskh nor fowl time, knowing
not the velvet heauty of night nor
the healthy bustle of sunlight,

Nesldes, it came at Jane's ebb-time:
often enough. too soon after work's

Wigue, and spirit knowa a let-down

b A ftor smilingly mustalned effort,
She often privately admired Jarvis

He s=ald he'd

primping and posing—unchanged un-
derneath, she haq always believed—
cool-eyed, a little selfish, but loyal to
her and fonder of her than he would
ever be of another,

Of course, the world wouldn't be-
lieve this. Thers had been his affairs
In the past, to be sure. Publiecity
stuff, as when he sent flowers dally
to that Hungarian prima donna—and
every other day forgot, and Jane her-
self had to telephone the florist!
But that was some time back—
Dawn is a chilly hour. She tursed
away pettishly from the open, silk-
hung window and got into bed.

In bed, because sleep was not at
hand, she turned on the small side.

=

\

WA
vl

‘NI
: i (I
) Bl

light, Her nerves were uneasy, Sud-
denly she got out of bed and slipped
out of the room and acroes the hall
to the lving-room. A gaudy heap of
magazines lay on a hand-carved wal-
nut table, She searched for one a
month old. H'm—what page? Nine-
teen—here!
taken.

As she read the paragraph her lips
curled,

“We are sure our readers will be
interested to know that H——a, the
young and red-blooded daughter of &
well known rall man, no more lunches
on Thirty-third street with Harry
Semp, son of the oll king., 1t seemas
a raflroad president does not welcome
a Texan oiler as son-n-law. H—a
was solaced with a brand new twin
six Hylindrie. She has been fined

“Bloke place. On the Hudson.”

Jane flung herself up from her pil-
lows with that inconcelvably swift ef-
fect possible only to perfectly tralned
muscles,

“How sweet of Helena! Parents out
of town, I suppose! Too bad that
Helena's feelings are going to be hurt
by our declining."

“We're not declining it, Jane.,"” His
cyes were direct on hers,

“"But we are!f

“Going to hurt the Jessalyn act any,
Jane, for us to swim Saturday and
a Sunday in old Morgan Bloke's pri-
vate pool? Walk over his golf course?
Or lighten his sideboard's private

She had not been mis-!

twice this week for speeding. We
would beg to remind Father and

Harry was preceded by Dan Willis,
the song writer, and Dan was pre-
ceded by Jean de Frere of no vislble
occupation. We fear that some day
tha warm-hearted H——a will enter-
tain a fancy too strong for parental
force to overcome.'

Jane flung the sheet back on the
table. “Rag!" But in her thin silk
nightgown she shivéred slightly, and
formed a wish that young Semp had
heen more of a Lochinvar—or Willis,
or De Frere,

There was the faint click of a
latenkey, S8he crept quickly back into
bed, and her eyes were closed when
Jarvis entered his own room adjoin-
‘ng hers.

He moved about rather carefully,
as {f not to awaken her. There was
the click of a cigaret case, and pres-
ently she felt, rather than =aw, tl-.mlJ
He was standing In the doorway look-
ing at her.

“Asleep, Jane?"

“pDozing—that's all."”

“CGuess I better splll it right away."”
She was up at once on a propping
white elbow, Bhe knew that tone of
Jarv's. Business!

“What?" ghe demanded, There was
in her volice the fear of every profes
slonal worker, Was it at hand?
“Stamm was In the Algowan grill
tonlght, Mentioned next year's con-
tract."”

“It's about time!"

“Mentioned $2,000—and a new Itus.
sian palr he's going to bring over.”

“Two thousand for us!”

“1 laughed in his face, of course

#He%—he's Insane!” Jane's cheeks
were scarlet,

“No. Just oversharp.”

“Why, we'll go—""

“Where, Jane? Not many miles
from this home town. It happens that
blg money doesn't grow on a milllon
bushes. Wish we owned a theater.”

“You mean you're going to stand
for—""

“Not this year. Of course not."

In the doorway he was silhouetted
—glim, graceful, hia black head at-
tractlve to the woman who was his

wife., Clever ns well an graceful, she
knew. He would match wits well
enough with men ke Stamm. But

tonight for the first time she was a
lttle afrald of that cleverpess, Jusl
what was he thinking now, his nar
rowed eyes not focussed on her?

“*Not this year,"” he repeated to him
self. “But we'ra not baby chicks,
Jane, Bear that In mind, S8ome day—"

“Don't!” she cried sharply. “You
know it's bad luck to predict!”

“I'm not predicting, Jane."
laughed. “Merely thinking."
ed back inte hls own room
wishing:”

Ho strolled back to the door

“Hy the way, Jane, we've a juley
invitation for our first off weelk end
Last of this month, you know."

He
He turn-
“*And

for hls adaptability, his flair for

load? Think, Jane!"

Ilfu.t\
iui_'_

folds, Jane smiled carelessly at the
erowd, at Individuals. She smiled up
gracefully at her hosteas, whose
hands were extended hospitably,
while a footman came for orders.
Nelther by twitch nor overcomposure
did Jane betray her inmost feelings
over Helena's divided greetings,

Careless single shake; “Hullo, Mrs.
Jessalyn—glad you came.” Quick,
eager, outflung two hands: “Ah, ducky
boy got here after all, didn’'t he!”

It rippled—the mirthful, sharp
laughter. The younger Tucker shout-
ed:

“Heard you called a lot of names,
Jarv! But never ducky boy until

now."

Tucker. “She seems to want the
world to stop and take notice of
whomever her fancy's fixed on. You'd
think she asked the rest of us here
chiefly to watch her and tell other
folks what she's doing."

“She didn't have to ask us here. It
was going the rounds in town before
we got away."

“Well,”” — grumbling, — “you real-
Iy couldn’t blame any man., Think —
aimply think of the income tax she'll
hand some lucky fellow."

The two apologized in concert a few
moments later,

“Jane! That stone balustrade is so
huge—and your hair is so nearly the

color of Tilla's!"
7
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“Helena, I'll give you just one hour to clear this riffraf out of the house—and that dancing fool goes first!"

“He isn’t a fool, Dads.

“Is that what you're thinking of?"
ghe sneered angrily.

“And Stamm,” he sald coolly. “And
& new palr of Russian dancera' But
hig eyes were a shade too narrow.

“T won't go,” she declared sullenly.

“I made it the twenty-ninth,” he
observed muavely.

Approaching Bloke Place by motor-
car one has an impression of a great
orderly sprawl of white stone, dusky
water, blue sky and huge green
shrubbery,

Besides a noble view from all its
four sides it has eplashing fountains,
sumptuous driveways, garages, tennis
courts, a polo fleld, a golf course,
greenhouses, a great vegetable gar-
den In the English style, and Druid
groves,

“Some place!™

The exclamation was low and In-

voluntary, Jarvis Jessalyn's- long

wheel.

Jane's face expressed somelhing be-
gldes pure admiration of a whiteand-
green view,

“Looks like a new movie star's idea
of home, sweet home,” she said brief-
ly.

“No movie star draws enough in
this country, even by report, to pay
for this joint.”

His volce drawled a little, He drove
slowly.

“Must have stripped a marble-
mine,”" snapped Jane, i
“All that's white {sn't marble,

Jane, Bome of It's mere stone, But
we couldn’'t even buy a back porch
of this kind of stone.”

“What's that besids the turn?*

"“"Early Greclan slave fountain,” he
sald unwittingly.

“You've beén out here before?" in-
quired Jane sweetly,

“Forgot to tell you, Crowd of us
ona afternoon while you had a fit-
ting at Lulith's. Harry Semp''—he
smiled faintly—"motored us."

Business of one Jessalyn, her eyes

dark, staring over at a green cas-
cade of hand-trained shrubbery. Busli-
ness of the other Jessalyn, slightly
constrained of manner, ostentatious-
ly keeping his eyes fixed stralght
ahead on the road unwinding before
the big ash-colored car llke smooth
brown ribbon,

Jana spoke presently,

“You should have gone In for rail-
ronde, Jarv." There was the touch
of a sneer,

“Yeah."

“But old Morgan didn't do all this
with his heels."” sald she sweetly. *It
took a head.” )

“(ilad you get that off your chest,
Jane?"

She bit her lip. Then. “Didn’t know
you knew Harry Semp?"

“Lost eolghty dollars to him one
night on a four of diamonds, That'
all, He's lucky—at cards.,"” Very
faintly, stralght ahead, Jarvis scem-
ed to smile to himself,

A green-banked turn, and they drew
up at tha huge stons porch, cool-
roofed and massivepillared, whereon
wera noislly and confusedly mingled
many guests, many glasses, many
sarvants und onn tall, young hostess
In an orunge silk sport suit.

With Inward eynlelem Jane noted
the guests, one Ly ane. In the brief
months since emerging from her faxh
lonable  school, Helena FBloke hod
pleked friends fast and promiscuous
ly.

There was Tilla Sloane, the film
beauty; De Frere, a pastlly plump
Idler of doubtful antecedents and
Hght blue eyes; the swift Tucker
slaters: Willls, honestly successful in
his own Hne, but rodent-eyed; Gabrl
ella Dunn, slx times divoreee; and o
senttering of wives and hushands who
did not belong to ench other,

“Where?'" ahe asked sharply.

He's sweet!”

Dan Willis began to hum, “But she
once was a pal of mine, to-o-0!" ac
cenling the last word with a wave of
a thin hand,

And 20 minutes later, in what was
known as the daffodl] suite and which
did mot suit Jane's pink-and-white
charm, Jane confronted her husband
wrathfully:

“Mlattered! Leone Tucker—'

“Now, Jane—"*

“Ligten, Jarv, 1 don't pretend to be
finicky. ‘1 never made my living by
dancing for censor boards, But left
to myself, 1 wouldn't pick the Tuckers
and that De Frere for seat-mates at
the same dinner-table.”

“I'll admit that Helena's taste needs
pruning.”

It was not so much what he said,
but the way he spoke, thoughtfully,
with a little Inflection of Intimacy.

Against the feelings that threat-

Mother B—-= that In H——a's favor| white hand tightened on his car's ened to take possession of her, Jane

fought mechanically. Professlonal
wisdom and professional training
were strong. Faclal lines mustn't be
created; temper mustn't be permitted
=—not this week-end, Ah, not now! A
curious mist formed In her eyes—she
willed it away and pressed a bulton
for her maid; a frightened little twist
took her lips—she forced it off by the
time the maid appeared.

But she aged in the next few hours
—and knew it.

The crowd was cpenly interesied
in watching Jarvis and Helena. This
did not seem to annoy young Miss
Bloke, hawever,

Nineteen was the girl, no more—
evén in the broad glare of afternoon.
Her face was firm of flesh, like an
apricot hardly ripe. Her heavy bright
halr was young and rampant in the
afternoon breeze. Her incessant laugh-
ter and movements had the rush of
pure vitality, But, grimly conceded
Jane, the girl also had the makings of
a dowager and a strategist,

At dinner, Jane had a partner whose
name she did not know, After dinner,

(When the moonlight became a white

shawl for Bloke shrubbery and a
white torch for Hendrick's noble
stream, Jane sat at a card-table with
Da Frere. Somewhere out of doors
were Jarvlas and Helena. For all her
fortitude, mist came to Jane's perky
bine eyes.

Later thers was dancing—Jarvis
and Helena still out of doors. Agalnst
Le Frere's too plump arm, Jane
danced mechanically. She did not
talk much,

It was in their gecond turn together
that De Frere murmured to her:

“If you -ever need a professional
partner, I'm ready."

Partner! That pasty plump adven.
turer! In Jarv's place, 1 Jarv's
white satin ruffs, in Jarv's spotlight!
The thought was sickening, horrible,

“You'll bear in mind?' he mur.
mured,

“You flatter me.” she mocked.

The following morning Jane Jessa-
Iyn lay on her plllow and stonily
watehed the yellow sunshing filter

through deffodil silk hangings. Two
more days—two more long days!
From somewhere out of doors Hel
ena's lanughter sounded. And Jurvis
was nwnke and dresscd—Jarvis, who
held  twelvethirty to bo the ideal

Lireakiast hour!

When Jane presently descended,
she was annoyed at finding that Ga-
briella. Dunn and the pasty De Frere
wera her only companions outside the
huge luxurious  marble  Inclosure
which the Blokes called a pool,

Gabriella and the younger Tucker
later broke the unwritten law of salt
Ly dissecting thelr hostess. This was
eurly In the afternoon while Helona
and Jarvis played tennis

“She rushed that young Semp the

From under her whits ahiffon \roilJ

same inlensive way\" rhrugged Celly

“Don't get excited,” murmured
Jane with indifference,
After that, however, Helena's af-

falr with young Bemp was rehashed
to its last bunch of violets. Gabriella
related how Helena's father appeared

unexpectedly from Florlda and lald |

down the law. The vounger Tucker
idly retold how the same unexpected
futher had expurgated De Frere and
Willis previously,

Jane wished, as she had wished be-
fore, that one of the three had proved
a better Lochinvar, With each hour
It grew harder to mask thg small
deadly fear that assailed her. “You
couldn’t really blame any man! That
Michiavellian Tucker mouth! Fhe
couldn’t really blame Jarvis—Jarvis,
Who was past first youth, and who so
loved luxury and beauty,

Rapidly Jane winked her fringy
black lashes. lHeavens—what If Galb-
riella saw her wet eyes?

Presently the afternoon was enliv-
ened by the appearance of fresh
guests—among them Harry Semp, a
tall sandy-haired young man in gog-
gles, brown cap and huge brown car.

The makings ot a strategist in
Helena? Bhe gave llarry two limp
white fingers to shake, and turned

with a hostess' entreaty to De l"rere.|

“Take 'em in and give 'ern something

‘to drink, llke an obliging boy?' To

ﬂll!
.f"’lj‘j
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tha lovely light head
nearest:
for 40 minutes. Do you miss your
megaphone? Here's a substitute.”

Nelther Tilla nor De Frere was par-
ticularly plensed. And balf an hour
later Tilla repaid Ielena's little atten-
tion by motoring back to town with
Harry S8emp. But Jgrvis, Jane noted,
was falntly smiling with his eyes, a
way he had when pleased with him-
self and events,

Dressing for dinner, the Jessalyns
exchanged their first full five minutes®
conversation of 30 hours.

"Did you phone Duzy Crane of the
Weekly Revue that we'd be here over
Sunday, Jane?"

//? it e
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“Forgot. Revue doesn’t go to press
till Tuesday, $nyway."

“Don't see my pearl studs.”

“Surely they were in the gray
casel" E
| “Yeah. They're here."

Not much inclined to small talk,
was Jana, In silence she finished
dressing, keeping Nadine at hand until
Jarvis had gone downstairs,

He did not offer to walt for her.
She went down later—a small, lovely
woman who smiled easily, as a guest
should.

Dinner—more laughter and cock-
tails, More generalship from Helena.
s Da Frere again at Jane's white elbow.
The younger Tucker shamelessly
amused.

It was perhaps 930 and the phono-
graph was tinkling out one of the
Jessalyns' own numbers, when Helena
itn Jarvis' arms whirled to a tenta-
|tive pause in front of a doorway in
téme to confront her entering father.

He was a large man with a domi-
nant nose and a full face,

Helena blew him a daughterly kiss,
and then, resuming her whirling prog-
ress, shook a white finger at him.

“Naughty, naughty! You sald yon
wouldn’t be home, Dads, for 10 days."

Sald Morgan Bloke, grimly: “1 got a
telephone message last night that
| changed my plans. Your mother asks

Grecian slave fountain,

was tired of dancing.

open window.

would have been in thelr company.

heavily down the driveway townard his

|n-um: And you didn't like him, either.

headache.”

“They didn't expect Mums, go they'll
excuse her,” called Helena gayly. By
that time she was half across the
rosom.

Morgan Bloke withdrew, But im-
mediately a mald entered the room
and murmured gomething in Helena's
eaAr,

Helena laughed, “Tell him after a
while, Marie.” And she continued to
dance.

Jane saw that once Helena whis-
pered something to Jarvis, Jarvis
gmiled faintly. Five minutes later
Helena was missed from the room.
Two minutes after that, Jarvis was
gone,

Morgan Bloke appeared again, bul
it was Gabrlella whose wils were
quicke=t and whose incautious eager
confidence to the younger Tucker, a
tone  too audible, rehAched Jane's
strained ecars past De Frere's black !

shoulder, i

“Quick, Celly! They'll meet out
there, past the tennis court and the
And Father's
roaring at a maid to tell him in
which direction Helena went, Let's
not miss the fun.” }

Jane finished the turn with De
Frere and then murmured that she
His back
herself slipped out an

Past the great stone
porch she sped, past shrubs and
fountains, hurrying—whither?

She skirted the main driveway, and
then was aware of murmars just

turned, she

ahead—the Tucker shrillness of whis- |

per. Another swift step, and she!

In the shadows Jane hastily hid
herself,

Acrogs the illuminated
Helena came alone, Jane
other eavesdroppers saw
form of Jarvis advancing
wide space of velvety sod. But be-
fore Jarvis got within &0 feet of
Helena, who apparently did not see
him, Morgan Bloke eame crunching|

driveway
and the
the slim
over a

daughter.

He was bareheaded, and the moon
shone down on his passionately puor-
ple face. Jane saw Jarvis slip into
the black shadows.

Morgan Bloke spoke in a furious
voice,

“Helena, 1'll give vyou just
hour to clear this riffraff out of the
house, Or I'll clear.”

Even then Jane was shaken by
helpless jealousy of the girl's aplomb.

“Not all are riffraff,” she explained
gently to her father. “Some of them
are awfully amusing, Dads—and,
rather nice.”

“I'll give you one hour—and that
dancing fool goes first!"

“He isn't a fool, Dads. He's sweet!" |

“ ‘Sweet!” " Business of a father|
partially choking to death. “This is|
the limit from you, Helena! A married
inan—"'

“Dads, you're so oldfashioned!
Doesn't a mar ever seek a divorce?”

“Helenal!"

“And don't threaten to diainherit
me,” she went on, “"Because 1've
learned there's money in heels as
well as in rails, Jarv says 1'd creale
a sensation on the New Centurion
Roaof.”

Numbed for a moment, Jane missed
some of Morgan Biloke's rejoinder.
But she caught the last words: *“—
what are you doing, Helena! A mar-
ried man—you with the whole world
to choose {rom!"

She cut in swiftly, sweetly:

“Ah! But I chose once, Dads—the
only unmarried man I'll ever really

one

I'll take this opportunity of letting
you know, Dads, that it wasn't be-
cause I wasn't an obedient daughter,
but because Harry is stubborn, that
it didn't come off. Harry's walting
for your welcome before he comes in-
to the family.”

Morgan Bloke gasped.

“That Texan oller!"”

“The only unmarried man for me,
Dads! And if I can't have him, 1I'll
piny around with the married ones.

'ABE MARTIN

On Dreams

“Th' remarkable thing about these
sclentific days o' goat glands, coast
" const {lights an

dinbetos cures, Iis

that some pryin' master mind hain't
discovered somethin' about dreams,”
declures Rov, Wiley Tanger. *Dream
lore {n placed under th' head o

psychio phenomena, but th' students
o' psychology an' other sclentifically
Inelined folks don't seem t' tako a hit
o' stock In the' strangeness o' dreams,
an' whether it's because they don't
know which end t' begin at or how t
tackle ‘em, we don't know. RBut it
seems ' us somethin' ought t' be
done about dreams. There's no way
" guard again ‘em Ther lable '
come t' anybuddy, an' ther mighty
lHable t' be scary, We know o mani
Instances o' prophetic warnin's thut

come with deeama that are almost In |t

credible, but our sclentd highbrows

Jeat laugh at ‘em an' call ‘em mvrnl

After Years 0 Waitin'.

| coincidences, A young lady friend
rtvi]n me she dreamed that she wuz t'
marry a tall, dark stranger an' that

her mdther tried t' break it up. TH'[th’ thelogical seminary fer three or
next day she wusz passin’ th' New|four years, I dreamed I wus goin® t'
Palaee hotel an a tall, dark, h.\nd-!m-‘--t somebuddy 1 hadn't seen fer a
romea stranger accosted her an' asked | long time, =0 in th' mornin' 1 l\ill
her if he hadn® met her before .\I m my best clothes an' got my halr
niece o mine dreamed that she wuseut an' wus jest leavin' th' barber
: resented with a set o' furs, an' In a |shop, when a stranger accosted me,
‘.!;\_\' or two Iater, she wuz butted by |*Hello,' he sald, "I heerd you lived

In goat In front o' th' livery stable

A big, heavy seven passenger, second
hand car that had only gone 300
miles. One time after 1'd been out o

nround these parts.” He proved t' be

in the chair|you to excuse her to your guests, as|Jarvis Jessalyn isn't Harry, but he
“Tilla, you've looked bored she has gone Lo her room with alhappens to bo the best substitute 1've

found so far. And possibly in time--"

“In other words, you're threaten-
ing—"

“Not just that, Dads! Call {t—call
It using hook or crook. Harry sald by
the one or the other he'd have to be
given a bonafide Invitation Into the
Bloke family.” #

“I see, my daughter."” Quiet, like
show, seemed to fall fromm a walting
sky.

“l hops you see, Dads!" And she
added in a little whimper: “Harry's all
right—if you only knew.”

A sharp and lucid brain had Mor-
gan Bloke,

“If 1 get,” he began rumbling, “a
marriage license for you and this
Texan before tomorrow noon, will
vou promise—"

Bubbled Helena, walting not for
him to finish: “I promise you'll never
have to worry over anything the rest
of your life but golf, grapefruit and
grandchildren!”

Somehow Jane made the house and
daffodil sulte ahead of Jarvis.

But she had only twenty seconds
to spare. Apparently as imperturbable
as usual, he entered the room. But he
was Dhreathing rather hard. Their
years together—she remembered
them, and she had no desire to hurt
him. He looked about for her maid.

“Want to pack and get back to
town tonight, Jane?" Jarvis asked.

“Welcome worn out here?’ Flip-
pancy was the best note,
Surprisingly enough, he said lacon-
lcall?: “Ye-ah.”

Within the hour they were in the
ash-colored car which all Broadway
and Fifth Avenue knew,

Behind them the Tuckers and De
Frere were tumbling into Gabriella
Dunn’s low black car. A cool young
person, Helena!

Jarvis sat silently at the wheel, his
cyves fixed straight ahead on the road.
Jane huddled In her =zeat, turning the
silken collar of her motor-coat high
to hide her chin. A treacherous fea-
turs, the chin. It will wabble and be-
tray.

The miles wound themselves back
under the wheels. And then Jarvis
laid a hand over her two.

“Got a plece of news for you, Jane.”

“Yes?" She spoke listlessly.

“Ldke to have wyour own theater—
our theater, The Jessalyn—onyx-
walled foyer, blue velvet hangings,
drops by Durban?"

“We're not apt to have it, Jarv,”
she said languidly.

“We are, Jane. Friend of mine's
promised to bulld it for us. Fifty-
fifty—his dollars and our name. He's
got lots of the dollarz. Made 'em in
oil.

Above the siik coat-collar Jane
peered with wet, wondering eyea

“What friend, Jarv?"

“Harry Bemp.”

“Jarv! You knew—vyou knew all
along? You weren't tricked?”

“Know what?" he sald blandly. *“I
don't know what you're talking
about, Jane—except that Harry sald
one good turn certainly deserves am-
other, and his worst enemies had
never accused him of ingratitude or
breaking his word.™

“You knew! Oh, Jarv,” — wolce
breaking, — “why didn’'t you tell me?
I thought my heart was broken—you
might have given me a hint.”

“You see,” he explained, “as an ae-
tress  Jane you're such a good dam-
cer.”

He confided preseat!y, hand atter
tively on wheel:

“I saw you in that statuary group,
Jane.”

“I don't care,” Voice quavered
“"She—she’'s young. And I'm not =
very.”

His free hand tightaned on her two,

“Don't believe all you read, Jane.”

“All 1 read, Jarv?"

* ‘Bout marriage being a weak ani
mal this century.”

“1 didn’t Jarv,”—a small sob~"un.
til lately.”

And presently with anger: “How
dare he call us riffraff{!”

“Don’t remind me of that, Jane."
fald Jarvis with a faint grin. *I said
‘Ouch’ at the time. But"—volce was
somewhat wistful—"all of us can't be
iu rails."™

(Copyright, 1934.)

DVANCING years should not
mean the approach of a period
of dependency—of crutches and
canes—of worry, care and fatigue!
Don't dread the days ahead! Be
prepared to grapple with the hench-
men of Old Age—with rheumatism
=with undermined health—with
feebleness, The system that is free
impurities — through which
rich red blood tingles need pot
worry about advancing years. En-
list the aid of 8, S. S.~the bullder
of red blood cells—to fight off the
Infirmities of Old Age.

With the aid of 8. 8. 8. when you
reach this stage of life the nerve
power that has heen built up by
ever increasing blood cells—the
vim and vigor of youth that you
possess will capably enabla you to
enjoy the advantages of passing
yvears, while gthers less fortunate
are feehle and dependent.

8. 8. 8. for nearly a century has
been serving as a valuable and time
honored assistant in the fight for
hale and hearty Old Age. It is
made only of pure vegetable in-
gredients and is sold at all good

drug stores. The large
size bottle is tha more
economical,

SSrenE

{In 1817, I wuz In a city an' dreamed [a book agent 1I'd met while still in
Ithat I wus plekin® up money by th' college, & feller 1'd bought a set o
jhat full, Th' next day, & streel car|{Wilkie Collins of on payments. Th'
leonductor gave me change fer a ten balance due wuz somethin' like three
I1r1 nickels A friend o mine telis me  or four dollars, but th' dream struck
that on two nighte In succession, he|lme as bein' most wonderful T™H
| dreamed that he wuza goln® t* have a nigh before Lafe Bud's honie wus
I..| o |.-‘....|.|.- What it wuz t M_];.a--i---l. he dieamed that a moise h..t:
y Wuz purty vague, but it wus goin bored through th' chéesecloth cover
be awful, But he thought no more | iy th' bung hole an' had dvopped ot
about 1t, an' before he knowed it his wine."
somebuddy had talked him int' blu'lu‘l (Copyright, 1834.)
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