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(Continued from Yesterday.)
Mary: Well, T can't say that T am

wholly sick of it vet, though it does
surprise me to find myself the little
Ordi-
narily I feel as sore and sick and dis-

ray of sunshine of the party.

fllusioned as any one, hut when 1
hear any one going on as Cora does,
I feel perfectly =ure there's some:
thing more, and befter, to i{t. It's
« « » I don't know, Tt's just there 1
know I sound like Robert Browning,
not to mention Pollvanna, but there
it is!

Boon: Hang on to it, dear child,
even §f it's only an illusion., An
{llusion that's never destroyved s as
Eood as a reality.

From that point Boon and Corea,
having talked themselves dry, fell
into' a dialogue on something else.
Mary lstened; Kit pushed a cigaret
stub against a dirty plate with a fork
and reflected that when he looked up
again he would see Mary's arms, slim
and sinewy, llke a hoy's, but hetter
shaped. Pollvanna did not have arms
like hers, or Robert Browning cither,
for that matter.

V1.

Presently another “show'" hegan.
They had not seen the beginning of
the first one, and turned in thelr seats
to watch, At least Mary and Kit did;
the two others already sat facing the
middle of the room. In their new
positions the diameter of the table
stretched between Kit and Mary.

There was a song about a sewing
machine ard a dance about my gum:
gum goo-guo girl, Then there was a
dance about some lobsters, the chorus
being decorated in bright red claws,
though the action was presumed to
take place in the sea, with the lob-
sters in a raw condition. Then five
tall ladies in cloth of gold and cloth
of silver swished about for a while
emitting faint mewing sounds. Then
there was a comedian, a simple Jew
in a dinner coat.

He was very funny, and one could
not help listening to him. In the
enurse of some patter about domestic
difficulties he became still funnier, and
less nlce. It wasn't nice at all, when
¥ou came to thipk of it. He stalled
for a moment, as expert comedians
dn, to let the jnke gink in: heads
glowly turned toward heads and
throats let forth low delighted gur-
gles. It was an insult to the joke
to enjoy it entirely alone. Foon and
Cora turned toward ®ach other, Kit
and Mary similarly,

She was flushing, she was angry
and shocked, but as she met Kit's eve
her face broke into a smile of horri-
fied understanding, Just an instant;
then she looked away again.

A scene from the past, the very
distant, absurd old past, came to Kit's
mind. He was outside a theater, talk-
ing to some one in uniform ahout a
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Wew York, Nov. 26.—Manhattan's
replica of the village smart alec
is a sleekly polished young capper
for a jewelry firm. It is hia job to
steer patronage to his establishment.

The reckless buyvers of jewelry
are the gentlemen friends of ladies
with crepe de chine souls who live
languorously and luxuriously In
Riverside Drive and West End aven-
ue apartment houses, They are the
gaudiest of feminine types.

The capper has an ultra Bohemlian
apartment with sound proof walls
where he entertains with a wanton
disregard for expense. There s a
marvelous cache of rare vintage wine
and It is dispensed with a lavishnese
that is startling.

At all times the capper has jewels
worth a king's ransom In hi2 pockets
or apartment safe, At the auspicious
moment he shows them to his guests.
What gentleman, under the stimulat:

ing flow of wine, could refuse a
ladyv a lavalliere or a strand of
pearis?

It = sald that In thiz manner the
milesman's sales for the wear equal
the entire nutgn over the counter at
the shop he represents. So the high
upkeep of his rendezvous is a small
matter comparatively,

It i the yvoung man's job to In-
gratiate himself with reigning stage
stars angl other celebrities. His spor-
tively inclined friends, of course,
Jook on a bit enviously as he squires
them ahbout the high spots of the
town,

T those of genefous purse he ar-
ranges  introductions., The rest he
Jeaves in the lap of the gods, And the
gnds are usually kindly. One Wall
gtreet plunger for Inatance is zald to
have spent more than a half million
on eapricious cuties through the cap-
per.

Twwn In the financial marts the
Young men whn go in for the flaring
bell-hottomed trousers are known as
“Wall Street sallors.’™

A movie star had the hahit of reclin.
ing on a sea wall at Creat Neck
watching the fire-flies agalnet the
velvet plush of night,

“Why do you come here night after
night?"' some one asked,

“I'm hoping some night tha fire
flies will all coms out and spell my
name."

Twn loud laughers sat In front of
two prim ladies at a musical revue.
At an uproarious moment they hurst

inte ear splitting suffaws,

“1t i= evident,” mald one nof the
prim old ladies tn her companion
“that the age of gond manners I»
past.'

“You should knoew,'” =sald one of the
gigglers:

New Yorkers are rather hardened
to gypping taxi drivers, I have my-
self many tlmes hesn on the short
end of their scheming, Yet I would
like to offer a word In their behalf
The other night 1 lost a $10 bill in
one. Two days later It" was returned
ta me, It had fluttered Intn a seat
creviee and the driver had at a
great loss of time interviewed those
he rememhbered of his fares. He in
a colored fellow,

It i= tragle to lose falth in hu
manity., The unhapplest people 1T
know are thoze who have curdled
beliefs about the human race, T he
Yeve the most susplclous of all people
are those who deal with eriminals—
penitentiary wardens, pollcemen and
detectives, Thers was a police lieu-
tenant in New York who once sald
hea didn't belleve there was an honest
man In the world, He dled in the
electrie chalr. A litle more faith

might have saved him from such an

inglorjous end.
(Copyright, 1934.)

taxi. And this, so different, was what
ha had missed then.

The comedian retirved,
of Bareback Beautles
Kit sat breathing heavily, his eves
fixed on a triangle of Mary's clear
brown forearm, visible above the
tablecioth.

the chorus
scampered on,

VIL,

A few nights later he called on her
and suggested a bus ride. The idea
had come to him at the ecorner of
Eighth street; it seemed a nice thing
to do on a warm May evening. Mary
agreed monnsyllabically, slammed a
small hat on her head with a deft
petulant gesture, and went out with
him.

“Of course, we could
it you'd rather,”” he sald as she ap-
proached the avenue. Mary gave a
curious littla backward twist to her
head and said: “Would you very much
rather 1 didn't rather?"

He turned toward her quleckly, eon
scious of fatigue in her. “"Why, no, of
courssa not."'

“I've taken =n many
ing bus rides, Waiting
down in the square . . ."

*“Yes, of course, a taxi's nicer. We
can get one at the Breevort. No, IT've
got a hetter idea than that; we'll take
a taxl to the garage, and then Il
take vou out in my car. I was A
fonl not to think of that first.”

take a taxl,

gumMmer even-
for a seat

Twenty minutes later they were
swinging up and dewn the golden
hills of tl Riverside. The evening

was entirely altered; he had gone to
her for music and ministration, and
here he was showing her a Time, He
was not particularly fona of driving.
but he thought on the whole he liked
it this way.

Mary said almost mothing, but =he
held her head in a way that denoted
elation, and when at last she spoke
her voniee wias no longer tired.

“Oh, T do like this, Kit. This ls
so exactly what 1 like."

“What, motaring?"

“Not so much just motoring, as

doing it expensively. THaving every
thing as nice as it could he."

“There are lots more expensive cars
than this."

“Technically, perhaps. T don't laok
heyond paint and upholstery,—why—"

“What?"

“Oh.” said Mary drearily, “T was
just thinking how true that was of

me, all through, Paint and uphol
stery! I'm like that.”
“1 supposge you mean something

unpleasant, but I don't think I agree
with it. T won't"—he raised his vaolee
ahove the wind—"take your word for
it, anyway."

“You're very kind," =ald Mary.

“IKInd be hanged,” retorted Kit,

He sald it quite low, but Mary did
not seem to care for it. “You'd bhetter
stop,’”’ she sald, "when you come to i
good place. I want to talk, without
having the words hlown out of my
mouth."” Her volcea was tired again.

He pulled up in a shady street in
Riverdale, and half turned in his seat,
waiting. Thea loosa aleeves of Mary's
light wrap, which during the drive
had hlown back and lald bhare her
arms to the elbow, now covered all
but her hands, lying quletly on her
lap. After a pause she turned her
head toward him and began talking

"Becauss I understood about your
friend Jack, and because vou're an
idealistie person temperamentally.
you've got the notion that I'm some
thing hetween Saint Cecllia and—and
~ bottle of headache cologne. It won't
do, vou know. I hoped vou'd ser
when we hegan going about together,
but you haven't seemed tn.”

“Mh, your Florestan eide?"

“Nol” eald Mary impatiently,
“There wou are, Idealizing again.
Schumann’s Florestan was a pretty
gond fellow, Mine {sn't. He's cheap
and eommon—and he's Me. You think
nf ma as an artist, perhaps., Well,
I'm not, not at all. An artist can
put up with anyvthing for his art. 1
can't. T can't stand Greenwich Vil
lage and psyvchonanalysls and bobbed
halr and cockroachea and genius in

A garret. 1 hate all that! And what
I do like i{s going about having a
gnod time, restaurants and dancing
and spending money with cheap

brainlees, Philistine people.”

“If vou're thinking of Cora—"'

“I'm not thinking of Cora. 8She's
got brains and gincerity. I'm think-
ing of those two that went out the
other night, that Boon blamed for not
even heing interested in talking ahout
their own position, Why, 1'd go about
all the time with people no heiter
than that, {f they'd show me the sorl
of time 1 like How o you suppose
art goes with a nature like that? Why,
my art's dead as a doornall, Old Maz

chef crles over |t. He says 1I'm he
hind where I wns {wo years ago, and
he's plght I never play well excopt

when 1've just recelved an invitation
tn spend a week-end with rich friends
in the country, When [ come hack
I play lke tha devil, and go on doing
#0 till 1 get another invitation, See?
The thing simply Isn't in me.”’
“Ien't it? 1 don't believe much of
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Barney Google
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Sunshine Forgot All About Barney’'s Bandage.

(Coprright 1924)
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