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CORDELIA THE MAGNIFICENT

By LEROY SCOTT.
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tongue. It seemed to me Lthat our
grumes had lecome pretly thoroughly
tangled and that we should have a
frank show-down. 1've told you about

myself. Now just what Ila your
game?"”

She started,

“My game!’

“I'm willing Gladys and Esther
should think your tale the truth—

provided it dossn’'t Interfere with me.
But ] know it is not the truth, For
1 know you came to Rolling Meadows
to learn Gladys' story, and that you
learned it In consequence of persis-
tent, careful planpning, I say again
vour tale was not the truth, and again
1 ask you what's your game?”

“Mitchell!" she sald haughtily,

“Mr. Mitchell, when we're in prl-
vate,” he corrected.

She siared at him, still trying to
maintain her manner of haughty
Jdenial and indignation.

And then Mitchell openly accused
her of blackmailing Gladys and after
her indignant denials warned her to
look out for Mr. Franklin,

And after these astounding things
he confessed an admiration for her
that amazed her.

She reported to Mr. Franklin dur
ing an Impromptu drive. le pro-
faseed himself vastly pleased and in-
sisted on her accepting a 35,000 bonus
for what he called her extraordinary
services. He gave her a check for
half that sum and promised to mail
the balance. He also suggested that
she accept the Invitation to visit the
Thorndikes.

Gladys Alarmed.

“But Cordia, you mustn’'t
Gladys cried in dismay.

“I've mald I would go and I'm
gong. We'll be just wasting time
If we discuss it. Besides, I asked you
up here on something far more im-
portant than my leaving you."

“Cordle,” she gasped, "Cordle—vou
don’t mean—you're going to tell?”

EO

“No. But you are going to tell

“I Tel?™ I tell. . JTell—tell
whom?"

“Jerry Plimpton."

“Tell Jerry Plimpton I tell

Jerry Plimpton!” Till now her volce
had been low-pitched; it now burst
forth a defiant shriek. “I'll not tell
him! And you can't make me! I'll
not tell him—never!"

Just then the door softly apened,
and softly closed. Cordelia felt no
surprise whatever when she turned
and saw that for the second time
thelr interrupter was Mitchell,

“At it again, Miss Marlowe,” he
remarked in hi!s pleasant, mocking
tone,

She's asking me to tell Jerry Plimp-
ton,”  Gladys angrily explained to
him. 8he turned back to Cordelia.

“I tell you I won’t do it! Yon can't
make me loge Jerry like that!”

Their gaze locked. There was a
moment of silence. Then the bland
voice of Mitchell was gently raised.

“It seems that my entrance was
quite providential. When two parties
to a conflict cannot agree, then arbi-
tration is the modern remedy. I
nominate and elect myself as the
third party—the arbiter. Now let's
see {f we cannot find a happy solu-
tion that will satisfy the wishes of all
three of us. I take it that your chief
desire, Miss Marlowe, is not so much
that Mr. Plimpton be told the whole
iruth as that he will be guaranteed
protevtion against Gladvs., T presume
this Iatter will satisfy you?"

“That will reatisfy me—yes."

Migchell stood up.. “I'm sure wvou
will do as T ask yvou, Gladys. There's
A writing desk over near the window,
LCome on over: we're going to take our
pen in hand and write a little letter.”

This is the latter as Gladys' rebel
llous pen set it down.:

Dear, Jerry:

You are such and old friend, and
such a good friend that 1 want you
to be one of the very first to learn
of my secret. Remember it is a
secret—you must not whisper it to
n soul and you must burn this
letter, the whole of my secret. I am
not even telling vou the name of
myv fiance; that's the biggest part
of the secret. There are circum-
stances which make nilence for a
time—hut then I don't need to go
inte explanations to vou.

Always your friend,

: Faithfully,
GLADYS NORTHWQRTH.

When Gladys had finished Mitchell
ordered her to address an envelope

to Jerry's clty home, to anclose the
letter, seal it, and hand it over to him,

She handed over the letter. Then
#he whirled upon Cordelia, all her
passicn hlaring forth, hands clenching
and onclenche ng in their furlous de
sire to close on flesh.

“You've done all this, Cordella Mar-
lowe™ ahe cried. *“I'll not forget it!
My time will come—just you see—and
when it comes, oh, but 1'll make you
pay'! I'll nke you pay!”

Having e'lminated Cordelia as hia
agent in Gladys' affalrs, Franklin's
mind had turned to Mitchell as his
maost likely instrument for further-
ance of his interests,

Since Mitchell was admittedly black-
mailing, Franklin reasoned that Mit-
chell was an experienced criminal. In
reply to a skillfully worded letter,
Mitchell went to Franklin's office.
Franklin was cool, pleasant, dlrect.

A Cool Customer.

“Visiting at Rolling Meadows I was
much #struck by your obvious super-
:ert;_v to your position.,™ he said.

e '“.‘U

“Very good. Now 1 can use an
intelligant man of vour tvpe, and it
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oceurred {o me that 1 might offer
vou something which you might con-
sider an improvement upon your press
ent situation.’

“I fear 1 could not sult you, ‘
Frankln. for none of my tralning has
been alomg legal lines. What terms
did vou think of offering?"”

“My terma?” sajd Franklin, steadily,
choosing his words so that their
meaning could not possibly be mis-

taken., “Of course I do not know
what you are now clearing, from
salary, gratuities, and all other

sources, but It you will come In with
me I will guarantee to double your
present receipts. Double them—what-

ever the wsource, whatever the
amount."

“You have Bheen most kind, Mr.
Franklin,” he sald. “But 1 have no

personal ability, and no connection of
any kind, which could possibly war-
rant me n Accepling so generous an
offer."”

“Then vou dn not accept?”

“No. It would not bhe fair to vou."

Mitchell rose, and with courteous,
poker faces the two men partied.

CHAPTER XV.

Franklin's only remalming ecourse,
80 it pow seemed to him, to make &
profit out of Cordelia’s information—
the big profit of a great lawyer who
was keeping safely within the law—
was through direct dealings with
Gladys,

“1 tind myself in a most embarras-
eing, humilating situation,” Frankhn
sald to Gladys. “Believe me, I wouid
not touch the matter I am about to
Jkroach to you, were it not for the cer
tainty that some other lawyer would
handle the matter it 1 declined.

Briefly, a person has just come tec
me with a most unfortunate story
an affair of the haart In wartims
Paris, a child born out ef wedlock—
and everything most carefuily con
cealed from the public. [ sincerel:
hope you now understand, so that |
will not he unpleasantly necessar:
for me to go intoe further detalls
Also this person has proofs, ant
threatens to make the story publi
unless—But you see what 1 am
forced to lead up to. This person re
quires a price—a large price, in fac
—in return for h's part in keeping the
story a secret from the public.”

Gladys attempted 'no denial.

“I know whe the person is!"" shs
exclaimed. “Cordelia Marlowe! She
always has needed money—she knows
this storv—she told me you were her
attorney! It's all as plain as dav—
the person is Cordelia Marlow! 8he
has already used that story to ‘hold
me up.”

Gladye explained to Mr. Franklin:

“She made me write a letter t«
Mr. Plimpton. Not telling him tha
story, but the sort of letter that woulc
cause him to keep away from me."”

“But her reason for that?”

To Be Contim Tomerrew.)

l Burgess Bedtime'
L Stories

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.

The Quacks and Peter Rabbit are
Startled.

Wisdom kncws just when to stay,
And when “tis best to run away
014 Mother Nature

Peter Rabbit was so interested |r
listening to the troubles of Mr. ant
Mrs. Quack, and Mr. and Mrs. Quack
were go occupled In telling Peter abou
their troubles that all three forgot
to watch out for possible danger. Sc
it happened that they didn't suspec
that any one else was near until a
twig snapped. Had you heard the
tnap of that twig it would have
seemed a very alight nolse Indeed
But to Peter and the Quacks It was
as etartling as the bang of a gum
would have been. You see they knew
Instantiy that some one had erept w
very close to them.

Mr, and Mre. Quack, who had been
souatt'ng right out in the open at the
edge of the water, instantly took t¢
their wings and headed out straigh
for the middle of the Big River. They
didn't even stop to see what had
frightened them. Peter Rabbit simply
squatted down a little closer to the
ground under a shelter of brush. Peter
was too wise to attempt to run away.
To have run would have been to have
thown himself, He knew that wery
likely he had not been geen, and that
it was safer to freexe, that is, to keep
perfectiy still, than to run. To rum
without knowing what he was run-
ning from might be to run right
siralght into danger instead of away
from it.

Peter's heart was going thumplty-
thump, thumpity-thump as he peeped
out to see who had snapped that twig.
Then his heart stopped thumping.
Peter saw Farmer Brown's Boy, and
he did not fear Farmer Brown's Bey.
He knew that Farmer Brown's Boy
waa his friend.

But Peter didn't move. He watched
1o ses what Farmer Brown's Boy was
about, and as he watched he wished
with all his heart that he could tell
Farmer Brown's Boy the dreadful
story of the Quacks. "He would try
to 4o something for them. He would
try to help them. I know he would,™
thought Peter,

But, of course, he couldn't talk te
Farmer Brown's Boy, so he kept still
and watched. Farmer Brown's Boy
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walched to see what Farmes

Brown's Boy was about.
walked down to the edge of the Rig
Faver and stood looking off after Mr,
and Mra. Quack.

“That was a pair of Mallard Ducke
ae sure as 1 live!" exclaimed Farmer
PFrown's Boy., “1 didn't suppose it
was time for them yet, They have
arvived earlier than 1 have ever
known them to before. If I had sus-
pected that they were here I would
have taken care not to smap that
twig. It must be that we are going
to have an early apring, or they
wouldn't be up here yet. 1 wish 1
could keep them around here for a
while Perhaps If 1T put some corm
out for them they will stay a while,
I'll go strajght back home and get
pome. "

He

e maw A - anldt Mrs, Quack set
thelr winges av4 drop down om the
tha wikile of the Rig
Then w istling merrily bhe
and tranped back toward
Peter watched him go. "It 1
vonld only bave told him about Mr.
snd Mrs Quack,” thonght Peter, “0h,
dear, if 1 only conld have told him®™*
Waprright, 1934)
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