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that this little person had no eat “I'm mo tired,” she moaned, *“1|garlanded head was resting on his|an enchanted grove a voice had callet|down at m,i l,hliilduhlhm;: gili':m':g “:‘[],: [,:,:ml:, :‘,;,”1:.,::.2""::‘;??:2:‘\,]:!
o fwit eateis. opperiuRiibie, - S rou’ shoulder, to him, a captive maid had raised her agdinst his shoulder. 1In the n f an ] L f " [
S e o o arms, beegeaching his protection. Dig-|he econld see little mora than a cloud |out Into the road. unprotected and
' ' pleading ro be taken away. His gorg=
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(Continned from Yesterday.)

“How des do, Ma'am,” he said po-
litely, for the figurs was now closs
to the running board. She was slen-
der and young and a fragile evening
gloak covered her shoulder.

“How do you do?' Theres might
have been mockery In the tenuous
volee, hut it became wheedling with
the request, “I'm away out here with
nobedy to take me in-—could you?"

“Yes, ma'am, Mighty pleased, 1'm
shore!" He would have alighted to
help her in, but she developed a sur-
prising agillty and leaped to the seat
beside him, Because hig dash light
was out of order—something was al-
ways a lttle wrong with his Ford—
he had no more than a glimpse of her
face., It was a faintly beautiful thing
that seemed to cast a radiance in the
dimness. He sat lilke a lump, and
walted,

“Oh, please hurry,’” she begged. "'}
do hops you're a speed maniac., I
must go back to town—"

“Once I'm started nothin' can stop
me,"” he boasted recklessly and hopped
out to crank up. In the labor of
turning the engine he paused once
and peered up at the stars. Milllons
of them, wastefully scattered across
the heavenly arch. A moon like a
thread of silver was sloping west-
ward. . . . Queer that he should have
thought of Mabel Stek. .. . Then the
motor began to vihrate furlously and
Admah sprang back Into his seat.
When they were on their way he
turned and looked again. 8She was a
smallish girl, no higher than . 11y
shotlder. Under the first are lamp he
got an impression of bright hair nnr|
eyes that met his like pools of light,

e could feel her warmth against his
arm and catch a tender perfume.

“(0ld?" he asked, They had gomne
nearly a mile and she had asked
nothing so far.

“Sort of,"” she responded, giving a
little shudder that tempted him to
put his arm around her and protect
her as though she were a little child.
Instead he stopped the car again and
removed his overcoat.

“Just elip this on, ma’am. I'm used
to the wind. 1 was gettin' too hot
anyhow."

+Oh, thank you,” she purred, as she
pent her shoulders and permitted him
to wrap her in his new hand-me-down.
And when she had settled back and
the car was again in motion !_l’ne
sighed and murmured sleepily, ¥You
needn't go so awfully fast.'"
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New York, Jan g —Thoughts while
strolling around New York: The tin¥
specialty shop district of Madison
avenue, Prices higher than on Fifth.
And all are busy. The NewYork idea
—Jack up the prices and the boobery
comes on the run.

The antlque dealers specialize in
early American furniture. Ginsbers
and O'Leary—there’s a pair hard to

By

Y an
beat. Nothin%m fascinating as
hour glass. en All Haggln, the

debonaire. And

painter. Smooth and
always with a pretly girl. -
The Whitelaw Reid mansion, Blea
and aloff. Clyeular driveway that :epi
resents a fortune in real estate. :1m-
is rarely used, A great place to :]n:.])‘
marbles. A dog and bnok shop—D -
fine friends. Reuben, the dellra!emed.
man. Made a milllon out of san
§ . For the elite.
wl;:l::kl:n are getting emlrelyh ‘010
sheer, And the hats too :_-lo-‘he--_-“ :: 3
ever that 18 A fine street dwin :L
oft into blocks of cheap flats, bo b
black parlors, rding academies an
delicatessen nhopsl.} A (-ammi:ﬁsen a
aid. The brazen ;
nu;:a;o:‘dmthe uptown Ghetto ra‘i).qea
its medley. A thousand cart 1nrrk t;:
Flat aproned women Wwith haf em:.
Old men Wwith chins like pPunch. You ;
girls with loose looks. Hall ‘Iﬂ}fllﬂ;u.
—black holes from which working
girls emerge in the morning looking
like putterflies,
What the world needs is a cou
fop poverty. Swarthy men with i.l'l'lﬂ
ring in thelr ear and vivid red scarves.
Doggish Yyoung corner Kﬂ.llinnls——
who fight for thelp girls. Marey them
and loaf ever after, Now and then a
rose shaded tearcom.
m%"lndow signs: v“Boarders "rnoﬁ
In." Beauty culture schools l:lni?l .a:‘ﬂ
night ecommerlcal colleges, Hll '”m
dancing in the street at mi nu::‘mj
Pool parlors that average a n_mr :
a month, The fretting whine ©
bables, Now for home. .
Boclety leaders are t:ternull_\ g?‘
fng in for such things. Now thr-}: n:‘e
hecoming haberdashers. Dudley "
Eldridge h}s s haberdasher ‘nhup. 0:\
Fast Fifty-second gtreet. Pretleti(-t
Cruger has opened another on kKast
Forty-third street. Bach 18 pr«:nlneut
in the affairs of tha 400,
logity in New York I8
just as highly developed as in Purdy's
Gap, W. Va. A huge iron fence
around a certain jewlery establish-
ment had just been painted and‘ was
hung With signs reading “Fresh
Paint.”™ In an hour's time the corner
ecop counted 22 people who, overcome
with s desire 1o test the truthful-
ness of the =ign, touched thelr fingers
to the wet paint, And just an ordinary
safe holsting in any part of the city
will necessitats the presence of extra
policemen to keep back the curious.
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Sidewalk cur

There I8 a magazine writer Who a
year ago becamse suddenly obsessed
with the ldea that he had only @
short while to live, Jxpert ding-
nosticlans found him perfectly fit
physically and experts explained It
was a mers phobla that he could
shake off With mental effort. But to
no avall, he continued to brood, And
then he hegan feverishly to write.
Heretofore he had heen able to write
leisurely and successfully and choose
his market. Now ha Is trying to write
for good, bad and indifferent maga-
zines and as a result is landing only
now and then, In fact the hetter
magazines reached the point where
they would take mothing ha writes.
Yet he keeps plugging away des-
perately ard forlornly,

The first stop for shows closing on

_ Broadway and as a prelude to a road

tour is the Simbert Hiviera on upper
Broadway, Tt Is here that the players
really say thelr farewell to A sucess
full run, The one week there gives
them the chanca te rent thelp apart.
ments and arrange thelr affairs for
the tour of the provinces,

“You sald you wanted a =peed
maniac,”- he replied defensively.

“You've proved it,”" she drawled,
settling more snuggly against his
arm, "I hadn’'t the least notion you
could go so fast.'™

“1 pass most everyvthing on the
road,” he lied recklessly. ‘“Thos=e hig
vars are clumsy to handle around the
curves, Now take a car with a short
shassy "'

“I nevercould learn anything about
cars,” she sald, In the sweetest voice
he had ever heard, And her words
implied an admiration that set the
driver's heart to thumping, “It must
be wonderful to know how to handle
them. They'ré s0 much more com-
plicated than horges.”

Her tone suggested that anybody
could manage a thoroughbred and
that Admah, like herself, had grown
bored with racing stables.”

“1 had a horse once,"”" he confessed,
thinking of old John, *“but 1 sold
him."

“1've sold mine, too,’
drowsily. Then there was another
silence, Her sweet young hody
pressed against his arm, pleading to
be protected. The wind had loosened
a strand of her halr and it brushed
his cheek delightfully,

“Area vou in the automobile busi-
ness?"' she asked at last, softly, ad-
miringly.

“(1ogh no!'

she muttered

So she thought him in

the automobile business. "1 sell
candy."
“Oh."”
“Mavbe you've heard of me” he

persisted, urged hy the triple intoxl-
cation of the night and the Hyuor and
the girl, “1 go by the name of Candy
Holtz." é

“(Candy Holtz.” 8She (did not say it
mockingly. It rolled out sweetly llke
a strain of musle. “Candy Holtz, So
you're the man.”

“You've heard of me maybe?”’

“Kverybody has. You make the
sort of peppermints we uséd to buy
at Miss Martincastle’s Schaool”

To this Admah wmight have sald,
“Yes. 1 was the boy who carried the
basket.” Put.instead he asked quite
casually, “Then »ou wenl to Miss
Martincastle?"”

“(Oh, vesa.," drawled his passenger,
“71 hetped kil the old dear.”

She might have produced the drip.
ping sword and lost no credit in hig
regard,

“I been buildin® up right smart of
a business here the last four or five
years,” he resumed his boast, then
checked himself. This bright being
from another world, this Diana who
had beckoned to him under her cres.
cent moon, would not approve his
vernacular speech, Even Mabel Stek
had criticised 1t. But the lovely lady
who snuggled against his arm, her
halr just brushing his cheek, was no
more critical than any other goddess
in meeting with her shepherd lad.

“It must be right Interestin’' she
crooned, 1 nevep” could understand
how business men make so much
money—and Kkeep all the figures
stralght.” This last was infantile in
Its helplessness. "1t must take real
brains. But you're in with a lot of
lawyers, 1 suppose, and they help you
work up your wonderful schemes,"

It Admah's ego had Inflated before
it now rose to the bursting point. In
with a lot of lawyers , . . his wonder-
ful schemes!

“Oh, this is just a starter,” he
explained. “I'm projikin' round a lit4
tle—""

“You're what?' ‘There was mno
mockery in her volce. Merely an
ignorant child’'s desire to learn. BEut

Admah blushed In the dark and cor
rected himeself,

“I'm looking over the ground for
new business all the time. The town's
getting up to a quarter of a million
now, and that ought to keep me busy
for & while. But I don't want to he
stopped by any city imits. 1 want to

would have given the Red Tvont and
all {ts futupe for a mouthful of small

you, just for a minute
“I'm—I'm delighted, I'm sure,” he

For the last mile and a half, befora

lights burst upon them, it of hair.

daining the soft dandies of the court

the city’
she had chosen him, the Unknown

was a ride of terrible beauty for Ad-

It was
died in his arms, pathetic and help
Then he felt-the eadence of her| he

as though she had
rosm at the very thought of it. How

wished for a little more mocial
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mt”? j“;"i T Ao, o sl ped 1zzled, bewitehed e
th which dr coated m [ he| EREDSd, pU »d, bewitched, unsure | ;,an Holiz, Prospero had whis = it. to be her champlon. . . . How 5. :
l‘:.\'-'nn:m}v ('I:I»T::mt Lin:-“- !Tl?\\"‘tln :L: 'T{'-'” he h‘“d heard aright. onlld”a!\:ru.\'.Irhm‘:uinp: h:anli“:vrkdm:umc :emf:r:m:l }-m;l \slllh 'l:wlr.’ nnu”ho ':::mlhihg Perhaps she had fallen|courage, just to gel the truth from
traps for feminine attention. But “I know it's dreadful of *me. she|snow.white palfrey, himself to a splen-| would fight for her! asleep. Aslesp against his mhoul | her and to offer his knightly services
ghe saved him that embarrassment. |apologized, and In another instant her|did knight in heavy armor; out of]l “Poor kid." he whisperad, looking]der (To_Me Cowtinued Temoresw.)
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extend my stores all over the State,
then branch out across the River and
start another chain In Cinannata.”

“How wonderful!"” she purred.

Even then he wasn't sure that she
was taking him seriously. A lady
had walked out of the Sycamore Club
and begged a free ride in his Ford.
Was she paving her fare in the form
of pleasant  blandishments? 1 nder
the light of the first street lamps
on the verge of town he turned quiz
zically and studied her little face
Languid, enchanting eves were
turned up to his, tempting him gid
dily. Her mouth was small and red
—possibly she had dyed her lips. As
they passed the lights and swung into
a dim byway he held her picture in
his mind, a faint, charming recollec-
tlon. . . .

“Tell me some more,’

“Well, there aln't much more to
tell—yet,” he assured her with a
tonch of modesty. *“This town has
been growin' up lke all the others
in Ameriea and there's a chance
everywhere for a man that keeps his
eyes open, , . "

She sighed, and he began to reallze

' ghe urged.
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