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lat us down this way? That's it—|know that I fully believe it myself,|to it. “Thanks, Jen,” he blurted{did it or didn't do it. T say jt's damn | terminate parting; it was more like| man love 1
y stand back. let tha good go under|but—' obliquely, taking Jen's free hand.|able. [ needed him. Nothing gaveia disfigurement. For two years hel! He shivered, then .......l_np, fealing
I I HE and the wicked prosper—" Jen had risen, and put his arm|“You mean, I—I don't know what|me what he gave, or ever will agair.|had not seen Jack; for days he had [cold and lax ull over. “Well. I "'lf'--,
] His voice, that had risen to aover Kit's shoulders. *“No, no!” helyou mean, but thanks all the same.”|The best thing 1 had is spoiled, | not thought of him; yet still he hadgo, Jeri. 1 have no key, and they!
shrill note, like a child’s, stopped & eaid hoarsely. “Of course you don't!” He sank down in the chalr again,|hroken. I'll never have it again' |been happy, though loving him., He|be walting up for me. 1 want to seo
By WAYLAND WELLS WILLIAMS. mid-alr  Ife remembered Jen's faith,| it was struck by the feeling in|covering his face. Presently he| Nalrava, and all it meant, might|had been happy until today, thogghiyou, a lot, and I don’t want to B¢
) (Copyrisht, 1924.) and knew that he must be hurting|his volce; knew at once that it was|looked up agaln and spoke, qulelly|not have existed in the cruelty of| Jack was six months dead, The|any one else, yet -““‘_“_f me for

. him. “I'm sorry, Jen. 1 know this|a deep and real thing, no mere echo|but with horrible bitterness. thia discovery, For it seemed to him |ignorance of it, the helplessness! I1t|lunch tomorrow, will you
1 don't|from priests and popes, and warmed| *“Whatever it ls, though, whoever|that death was more than an inde.|was a foulness, a degradation to hu- (To Be Continued Tomorrow.)

(Continged from Westerday.)

They broke away and went to the
elevator, Jen wunderstood, that was
plain; the break from the group had
been sharp, barely decent. But Kit
eat through a whole dinner, talking
mechanically about the FPeace Con-
ference, Nairava, the artillery and in-
different people before he could
bring himself to say: “Now then, tell
me. 1 must know."”

Jennings fllcked his eclgaret Intb
his coffee cup and eyed him nervous-
ly. “You've heard nothing, then?"

“Only that he was killed. My
aunt just told me."”

Jennings looked down the Ilong
bright room. He had a plain, lean,
intelligent face with mnondescript
coloring: his eves were soft and full
of kindness. ~**Well, there's not an
awful lot to tell. He finished his
training in England and went out
with an English squadron, as a lot
did. The squadron was flying Bris-
1ol Fighters, two-seated things, very
fast and powerful, used for fighting
only, He was out about three
weeks, and had brought down at
least one Hun. He was all right,
vou know, everything fine, I got a
letter written about a week before—
1'l show it to you if you'll come
yound to my room."

“Yea," said Kit. “Go on."

“Well, he and his observer simply
went up on a morning patrol, and
flew out of sight. Half an hour
Jater a machine was seen falling,
with both wings broken. The thing
landed several mlles away from the
alrdrome, just behind the English
lines. It was ten feet deep in the
ground. . . . T haven't heard, but I
suppose—hardly recognizable, But it

wasn't such a hard death., They
B8Y o o
11a took a drink of water, and

went on with a steady voice: “They
say he turned his engine full on as
he dove, He probably reached the
highest speed ever attained by a
man, And 1 guess he was out of it
long before he struck—I underatand
you don't live long, falllng like that
~—not falling, racing . ..”

“And was it a German, or just an
fccident?”

“No one saw another machine, but
they think it couldn't have been an
accident, Bristols don’t lose thelr
wings like that; they must have heen
shot off. Oh, it was a real death."”

Walters bustled about them, clat-
tering plates. The elevator doors
opened periodically, emitting small
groups of men talking and laughing
together as they made thelr way to
tables: others strayed out similarly,
having finished. Kit sat with eyes
glued on the tablecloth,

“of  course,” came Jen's volee,

ecalm and rather beautiful and plain-
1y fortified by his Catholie faith.

i New York

--Day by Day--

By 0. 0. WINTYRE.

New York, Nov. 10.—Al Woods is
in the return from England business,
About every third week he lands from
Southampton. He has taken on the
loose and tweedy look of the habtual
vayageur., And there are rumors he
{8 secretly practicing with a monocle.

To me Woods and George White
are the most interesting of the Rialto
producers. Each came from the east
side pavements. Woods is a rough
and ready type with booming voice.
He makes no effort at highbrowism,
but is one of the ghrewdest judges of
box office hits in America,

No matter to whom he is speaking
he begins with: “Now, listen, sweet-
heart S Only once has he worn
a dresa sult and that was at an open-
ing of a play of his In London. He is
ahy as a school girl among those he
does not know.

His jumps to England are always
fmpulses of the moment. He Keeps
luggage in his office. On his last trip

./ |fond of me as I was of him.

he finished dictating a letter at 9.
He vawned, and with a sigh sald:
“Y haven't seen dear, old perfidious

Albion In five weeks.” And at 11 he
was sailing for Bouthampton.

Young Georgie White is a slim
voung fashion plate who began his
career as a race track boy. His de-
votion to the ponies is the despalr
of friends, for he loses heavily. But
be has the saving grace of humor to
{osh himself abhout his falling even
in his own revue.

Tiis dancing career began when he

was a messenger boy and dropped
in at an amatenr night on the
Bowery. Ile stopped the show, Then

he made the rounds of Bowery cafes
nightly doing his stuff.

Irving Berlin was then a singing
walter at “Nigger Mlke™” Salter's in
Chinatown, and Berlin and White be-
came fast friends. White no longer
appears in his revue. Yet, almost any
night in the shadows of the theater
he may be seen doing a syncopated
shuffle, Stage folk =ay “Once a
hoofer, always a hoofer.”

An average of 100 children a day
were lost at Coney Island during the
summer season. Itestoring lost chil-
drep to mothers Is the blg job for
Coney pollce. There are so many
aights to see that the child stands for
a moment in wide-eyed wonder, the
parents pass on, and zip! comes the
lonely wall of the lost, All lost
clilldren are taken to a central sta-
tlon, where experienced nurses calm
them and soon have them laughing
through tears, There ig a room also
presided over by doctors and nurses
wheare hysterical mothers are taken,

New York's amazing and rapid
building construction is one of the
marvels of the town., ¥From my win-
dow I see three-block long bulldings—
ona a 20-story hotel, another g 13-
storled office building, and the third
a 15-story apartment house building.
Not one of thesa stood there threa
yvears ago, Three clty blocks were
razed at the doorstep, yvet so quickly
were they bullt up that few in the
neighborhood vealized what was going
on until they saw the compleled
bulldings. Another odd thing about
it I8 that I can recall the appearance
of only one building formerly in the
threshlock strip. Idon't recall the
name of a eingle store or tha type of
business therein. Yet I saw and
passed them several times a day.

T feft my typewriter here and ask-
@d threa people lving In the same
bullding that houses me to give the
name and the nature of the husiness
housged in a corner one hlock west
and two south, Not one could answer.
3 then selected one situated one block
enst and one north, The same result.
Yet all passed these places hundreds
of times, \
(Copyt lshf.' 1924) X

/J|must sound awful to you.

“there’'s pothing to regret, really. It
was all it could have been, as na
death, And as a life. It doesn’t do
to ba too sorry.”

Kit stirred. "I told myself that
when my mother died, and it worked.

Now, it doesn't, somehow, It—
doesn't . . ."
“Let's go,” sald Jen. Ie led the

way to the elevator and out of the
building, to a ,room in the east
Forties, He Ahl—llll.ll‘l{‘l] and threw
off his army blouse, offered clgarets
and presently took a letter from a
table drawer, It was dated Seplem-
ber 17, 1018,

Dear Jen: \

The Front.

All goes well, Been out a fort-
night and up every day; gorgeous
weather, though beginning to  get

cold, The Fighters are wonders, and
doing great work. Things looking
up, scarcely a Hun in sight, except
In Circuses; on the run pretty stead-
ily, as I suppose with you. But I've
got one of the bltches to my credit,
D. V.!--1 mean, thank God.

Sorry not to have seen you in
England, but I'm glad you saw
George Robey. Falrish, what? Pretty
putrid lot of shows all season,
though; Nurse Benson was about the
best thing I saw, The Huss ans were
dancing at one of the Halls, but I
didn't get to them.

Poor old Kit—Oh Jen, I erled all
night after your letter., Of course
out here one tries not to think much
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about it and one gets hardened, but
this, it won't out. To be thrown
away llke that, on a useless silly
business—just coldly chucked away,
as you tear up a one-cent circular
without even opening the envelope.
I don't know how far thal captain
was to blame, but if he was—It's too
awful to write about. It's a hole in
one, that will never be filled, or stop
aching,
Lord knows when I'll gsee you; we
don’'t get to Paris. I shall take my
first leave in England, but eventually
I'll be transferred to the A. E. F.,
and then what ho!
Ever yours, old thing,
JACK.
Kit leaned forward, put his hands
over his face and sobbed and sobbed.
His chest rose and fell in long con-
vulsive heaves; the hot tears trickled
through his fingers; his head was
bursting. This went on for minutes,
thien gradually subsided. When he
looked up, Jen was leaning back in
a morris chair, wiping his eyes.
“Oh, Lord!" groaned Kit, dropping
his head in his hands agaln. “Oh,
Lord!" .
“Better to have it out,” said Jen.
Kit stopped crying, went to a stae
tionary washstand in one corner of
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the room, bathed his face and took
a glass of water. He sat down again,
able to talk, in sudden need of talk
ing.

“Of course if there’'s ona thing
that could have made it worse, it's
knowing that he felt that way—this
way—about me. Because there's no
use in modesty; I know he was as
Oh,
Jen, what a personality he had’
What a brain!”

Jen's eyves, though still warm with
sympathy, took on a certain intellec-
tual detachment. “Walt—bhetter get
it stralght. As for brains, there were
many as good and some better. As
for personality, he had great weak-
nesses. You simply liked him. Not
that that makes it any easier, of
course,"

“Yen, you're right.
him that I loved."

“I was pretty cut up myself.” con-
tinued Jen. “We were on the Lit.
together, and good friends before
that. But I know It's a lot harder
for you. Do you know, there was
something quite unusual about your
friendship. It wasn't the ordinary
college affair, at all. You wouldn't
have cared half as much if any of
the rest of us had been killed, Tt

It was just
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was what you were able to do for
him that made you love him—that
extraordinary psychological kink
that—""

Kit did not follow him; he had got
up and was walking about the room.
“That's just {t—why it had to be he
that died, out of all the others, Oh,
Jm, I'd have felt badly enough to
w8e you, but I ecan't pretend that I
ever felt about any one as I did
about him. Why the best thing—
the one really good thing in my life
—had to be destroyed—can you ex-
plaln it? Why couldn't we both
have died? T was so near it once;
just the harest chance saved me.
Oh, God! God . . . Why do pegple
aay there's no God? Of course there
fg. No accldent, nothing but g God
could have arranged this, A cruel,
malicious God—"

“Come, buck up,” interrupted Jen
with some sharpness. “The fool that
safd in hls heart there Is no God
wius just a fool. He didn’t say there
was a bad one.”

“Oh, but Jen, how's one to helieve
anything else? What's God for, f
not to preserve the fine and good
and godllke in us? Why does He
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