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IN THE CASE OF BILL

The Brother Who Just Couldn't
Settle Down GwestheWhole
Family the Shock of Its Life

F course It all depends upon what you
think of the family as an Institution, And
1 freely admit that the more you think
about it the more confusing it gets. ‘Take my
siater's family, for instance. 1 don't see how a
woman could conslder her famlly more
thoroughly or worry over It more efficlently
than Clarissa does. And (t s surely all the more
credit to her, because she has so many other

objects and Interesta in life, nnd 40 much more

"o worry about than the aversge woman.

You know my sister, of course—Clarissa
Etherldge Elton. If you haven't read her nov-
els and stories you have probably been to her
plays, and If you are not familiar with either of
these you probably know about her child-plac-
Ing soclety, It's quite likely that In your own
town at the present moment there are one or
more children that have been adopted through

~he “Help a Home" moclety: well, my sister has

done as much for the Help a Home by writing
and speaking and organizing branches of it as
any other one person,

I feel that I ought to mentlon these facts in
the wery beginning, out of falrness to Rissa,
#0 that nobody will get the ldea that she s one
of those genluses that neglects her family; how
could she, feeling am sho does about families?
You ean see that for yourself,

And there's no doubt In the world that
Bill s and always was (and always will be,
probably) a terriffic problem. He is our brother,
Rissa's and mine, and very much younger, He
was & surprise to begin with-—mother never ex-
nected him—and 1 suppose he got a little

wlled, maybe, on that account, I well remem-

e trylng to rock Bl to slecp when he had a
Jdre throat once and I was so small I couldn't
get him Into my lap with all the blankets, too.
It was me being rather small for my age and
Bill belng simply huge that made the trouble.

Nobody can blame Rissa for belng a little
ifmpatient with Bill, and a little hard on him,
rometimes. She's been so splendld about him
nnd so generous to him and everything, that it
is certalnly rather trylng to have him more
trouble to her than her own three children put
together, And he Is; he certainly ls.

You see, Bill unfortunately seema to have in-

herited a lot of Ris=a's brilliancy and fasci-
nating ways without her common sense and
nanaging abllity, If you sce what I mean.
' “What's the good of his brains If he doesn't
get anywhere with 'em?"” she often asks me,
and, of course, In & way she's right; what Is the
good of "em?

1 never had any brillianey or any fascinating
ways myself, and this makes it much easler for
me, of course, as I've noticed for many years
that both of these things seem to get you In a
lot of trouble. Always living with Rissa, more
or less, and secing her through a great many
difficulties (connected with different men, and
then the children and her professional engoage-
ments and all the accounts of the Help & Home
national committee) I have necessarily got
used to the artistiec temperament, you see; and
1 don't mind admitting to you that sometimes
when things have been at thelr most compli-
cated (Clarry overdrawing her allowance at
boarding school, for instance, and Penelope
sneaking off to the moving pictures when we
thought she was at dancing school, and little

/ Sarlesy running an awful temperature and It

was only a pound of milk chocolate he'd eaten),

S\ 1 don't mind, as I say, admitting that to have

Riszsa. walking the floor tearing her hair at the
imbecilities of the National Help a Home board
and refusing to give a nlce Intérview to the

_ Theater Magazine rman—wlith the photographer

*altlm: in the hall and the drawing room all ar-
ranged for a simple domestic picture—I don’t
mind admitting, 1 have to repeat again, that I
have sometimes felt that it would be almost
just as well If there had ncver been anything
1ike the artistle temperament in the world

Having Rissa so well known has always
made it hard for Bill in a way, too. He really
writes vory well himself and was an editor on
tha Harvard Lampoon, and I shall always fecl
ihat he might have been a real writer (though
of course not so good as Hissa, probubly, ever)
except he was alwnys too self-conscious about
her, to do it very serlously, himself. , And his
acting was wonderful; 1 always thought he did
the best girl's parts 1 ever saw a man do. But
he would never do that, either, on aceount of
Rissa's knowlng so many theatrical people.
Biil's awfully proud, you see,

It all started after that terrible love affair
of his. Looking bnck T can see that FRissa
eeemed te loge falth In Bil after that and not
take much interest. 1 felt, myzelf, Lhat we
wore lucky that she wasn't on the stage, or an
sdventuress, or something,, Of eourse it was
bud enough, her being married; but still in a
way that was good, becauge Bill couldn't marry
her then—and look at the people foolish young
men marry!

1 always thought that what made Rissa the
most furious was the girl's being a socialist and
wearing glasses,

“It's so Milotle!™ sshe sald, “just like Bl to
go and make n fool of himself over a thin
woman with spectacles!™

She had a buby, too, about 2 yenrs old, and a
very tiresome liushand whe didn't knpw how to
manage her and played on the French horn to
amuse himself—it really was annoying to have
him make such a friend of Bill and not seem to
\care to try to do anything about it. He only

smed to want to be left alone to practice on
that French horn,

It wasn't at all like a love affair in a book
or a play: none of us knew how to go about it,
exactly, because nobody was angry or tragic «r
made any scenes at all, except Rissa,

She made me go to see Mr. Witpen (that
was his name) and try to get him to forbid Bill
to come to the house, but I couldn’t seem to
accomplish anything, somehow,

“0, well"” he would =ay, and after that O,
well . .

It really was very difficult.

Finally, when Bill was actually zning to run
awny with her, Mr. Witpen seemed to wake up
to it and settled the whole thing, after all, but
how do you think he did it? Noboedy would
have dreamed of such a thing, and yet it was
really very simple. He told Cryatal (that was
her name) that she must take the baby If she
went, as he simply mul.!:\t be responsible for
her. It was & little girl, named Marigold. He
was very firm about this, and of course Bill

‘ and Crystal hadn't plsuned to, the child belng

~ #0 young. Even Bill saw that they couldn’t

;! manage it, and then, while they were In the
thick of it all, and 1 was getting notes to come
immediately, and Rissa was simply white as a
sheet and pertectly speechless which always
worries me frightfully, Crystal finished the
while thiny (though she never knew 1t) by
calmly sugzesting that Marigold should be
placed for i while by the Help a Home till ghe
was big enough not to be such a problem! I
suppose it was being such a socialist that made
it seem so simple to her, but it shocked Bill
serribly, though he never admitted It, and he
‘old me that he had decided they were both
b young to attempt to bring about such = big
oclal reform and that had as the marriage laws
were, people would have to be educated out of
them gradually.

Of ceurse it wa= a great rellef, and T should
have supposed Rissa would have been glad
enough to let it go at that, but she never let
Bill alone, from then on. E&he really almost
nagged him, you might say. And of course he
Kot rather speering and made & point of being

| Jate at the office and kept hinting at oil stock
! I‘m going to buy, and teased Rissa generally,

It got very unpleasant and I finally apoke to
him about it,

“Why will you set this way, BT T sald,
“You know as well as I do how sweet and
reasonable Itlssa always I if only you manage
her a little. What is the use of exasperating

her?"

“My dear Flops"” he sald, in that absurd
man-of-the-world way, "not having made the
management of our celebirated sister & profes-
slon, us you have. 1 can't quite mes why 1 should
take it up now, BShe ecan't expect to have the
entire population of the globe kow-towing to
her, you know

“That’'s perfect nonsense and very unfalr,
BiL" I sald, but he only steered and put his
handa in his pockets like John Drew.

“"You know that Rissa only wants—-"

"I know that she only wants her own way.
She s the worst spolled woman on this planet,”
he interrupted me,

“She certainly has a right to what she wants
In her own house,” 1 sald, “and since you and
1 live here 1 should suppose that the least we
Aot

“Ah," he mald, “now you've sald it! Too
many of us llve here, 1 suppose you mean,
Well, T've felt that for some time and | agres
with you that I'd better leave,”

“Why, Eill, how can you #ay such a thing?
I sald. “"You know I never meant—"

“But T meant,” he sald, “and as a matter of
fact I've already made other arrangements, so
thera's no use jawing about it, Flops"

“What other arrangements? I nsked. 1 wan
quite worried, for you never know, with Bill

“I am golng In with two of my friends and
we're golng to have some rooms together."

Y0, 1 mald,

“Have you—how are you-—are you golng to
be able to—"

to the family, why should Bill press his trous-
¢r8? There really had to be three, you see:
Houghton, the butler, and the two chauffeurs
~Rissa's and Burles’. Of eourse SBarles had to
have one to get him to the hobspital and his
clinies and the calls he had to make, And If
he was using Eldredge In town, how could Rissa
Ket mny good out of him in Oak Ridge? How
could she ¢ver go anywhere? Bo Joseph did
most of the repalrs and really looked after both
cars, and Eldredge, who used to be a valet,
took care of Barles’ clothes. And Bill'a clothes
weren't much more for him to do, and as & mat-
ter of fact, Eldredge adored Bill and would
rather fuss aver him than Sarles; Bl did him
more credlt, ha sald, HBut all the servants
ndored BiIll, He was ever so much loftier with
them than Sarles was and I must say they
reemed to like I, Bill teased Houghton dread-
fully and Houghton only blushed and laughed
and sald:

“Certingly, Mr. Willlam, certingly, sir.
you do go on, sir!™

'Ow

/
® Shame en you, Miss Blalr, for knewing your place me Better than you l.ff-

“0, by the way, Flops" he 'added, "“can you
lend me a few hundred to begin with and my
share of the furnishing and so forth? I'm a
little low Just now."

Wasn't that exactly like Bill?

Tt just happened that T had only a few dol-
lars In the bank myself. It was after Christ-
mas and the children all get behind then, and
Rissa s strict about thelr allowances, which is
perfectly all right, of course, only it never
works, so they borrow it from me and make It
up when they can. And it seems very sllly,
eeelng how well I know the Help a Home, but
I had just been to a big meeting whera Rissa
spoke for it, and she got me go wrought up that
I subscribed for six months of a probationary
child before I knew what I was dolng!

Well T went to Rissa and simply sald,
you lend me some money, dear?”

And she said, “Why, certainly, Flortic; just
make it out with the other checks, You know
how much we can stand thls month—don't for-
get the school bills are coming, that's all"”

That's just like Rissa. She'll glve you the
shoes off her feet if you need them. And
never asks what for,

Ho 1 lent Bill $250, and as a matter of fact he
always pays it back., Only he says he'd rather
borrow from me than Rissa, which ls absurd,
she being generosity itself. I offered to help
him pick out some things for tha new apart-
ment, but he didn't want any help, he sald he
had his own ideas. I was a little worried about
that because it's not to be expected that three
yvoung men should make a really eatisfactory
interior, you know, but really, when I went
there to tea with them I had to admit they had
done very well indeed. And they said it was
a1l Bill's ideas, too, He'd been poking about at
auctions and plcked up some real vargains, sur-
prisingly cheap.

Of course Rissa was furlous. She thought
he shouldn't have gone away and got quite
angry with me because I sald that after all he
wasn't a baby, and young people had to declde
those things for themselves. EBarlea agreed with
e,

“Let the boy go, Rissie,”" he =ald,
the best thing for him.”

Sarles is Rissa's husband—I don't know If 1
mentioned him before—nand a very nlce man.
There's not much to say about him. He's quite
a well known throat specialist and very fond
of chesa. He always got on very well with Blll,
but he always admitted he was spoiled.

“It only he'd show some real bent for some-
thing—anything!" Rissa used to say. *1 don't
care what It is—If he'd even had a hobby! Why,
he never even collected stamps!™

She al!ways insisted that BIlll would never
amount to anything because he never wanted
to collect stamps. Of course I se®e what she
meant, but I never cared for stamps myself; I
never could see why anyone should want them.
So that always made me easier on Bill, per-
haps.

“He doesn't care for music, he doesn’t go in
for sporis, he hates business, of courss medicine
and law are out of the questlon—how can a
human being have so few Interests?” she uscd
to complain and walk up and down the floor.

“He loves to fish,” I would remind her.

“Fishing!" she would fling baek at me, “fish-
ing! He likes fishing, in my opinion, because
it's the lazlest sport there is! I belleve he just
lies in the boat and smokes!™

I often wondered myself just what Bill did
ut the office. He was in marine insurance and
went Inte New York every day, but It never
seemed to interes! him at all. Rissa used to
complain that he never talked about it at home.

“Talk about it?" he =aid, “what Is there to
talk about, sis? Did you want to imsure the
Phantom 7"

The Phantom ls our canoe, and the children
all laughed and Rissa got ruther vexed. There's
no doubt Bill was difffcult.

One reason 1 was glad that Bill left was
that T wa= afraid he was settln' a little accus-
tomed to having everything done for him. You
tee, after all, he only made $35 a week, and al-
though he always paid In $15 of that every
week, which was the most he could have af-
forded, still he wouldn't ordinarily have had the
services of a butler for that, you know, and
his clothes taken care of, and a lift into town
nearly every day. And yet, as Rissa always
said, why shouldn't he have all those things?
With three able-bodled men servants attached

‘Can

"it may be

BIill was always joking him about the money
he made. You see Houghton had a good deal
of spare time, like all butlers, and he was al-
ways improving it. As Rissa used to say, If
only Bill could use his odd minutes as Hough-
ton did, ghe'd have more respect for him!

“0dd minutes!"” Bill would reply, "heavens
above, Riss, all that man's minutes ars odd!
He's & joke. The heaviest job he haa Is to look
like a butler, T1'lI' admit he does that to the
queen’s taste, DBut If he ever had to do any
real work he'd die of surprise.”

“He's a very efficlent man., You have no |den
what you're talking about, &s usual, Bill," Rissa
would say. Then they would go at it and argug
for minutes together,

One day at the shora Bill came up to my
room with a sheet of typewriter paper in his
hand. He was grinning from ear to ear, and
quite pleased with himself I could see,

“Look here, Flops,” he said, “I think I may
gay I1've got thls question of Houghton's time
pretty well*settled. I mad® a point of keeping
tabs on him all day yesteraay, and here's the
result. Now perhaps I'm wrong!"

The ridiculous boy had a regular time table
of what Houghton had done all day and really
it was rather amusing,

“In the morning,” sald Bill “he got up at
geven-thirly, had his breakfast at eight, waited
at ours, at eight forty-five poked about a bit In
that pantry of his, answered the phone »six
times, made & bluff at arrangi those flowers
you brought in, and rowed AnMie for upsetting
his glass or something, and rowed Jessia for not

dusting his bedroom, and rowed Asa Dodd for

mislaying the row locks on his boat. That took
all the morning. Then he walted at Junch.
Then he had his preclous ‘time off."

“Well, Bill, you know we're always very par-
ticular about their time off at the shore,” I re-
minded him,

“Gosh, yes, I know t,"” he said. “T sat in the
apple tree and watched 'em going down to their
dock for their swim. T nearly died.”

It was rather funny., First Marletta the cook
waddles down In an immense bathrobe, then
Joseph (If he's free) and his two children, then
Jessie (she's a beautiful swimmer and o
puests often watch her diving with fleld glasses),
then Annle in a scarlet suit and cap; then the
kitchen mald, who la awfully pretty, and Mra,
Joseph f{s jealous of her, unfortunately; then
Asa, the cdd-job man. Eldredge's daughter 1Is
with me in the summer, so she goes in with
them, too. Then last of all Houghton strides
along, looking perfectly magnificent in hils jer-
sey and trunks, He s a very powerful swim-
mer and has two life saving metals he won in
England. He gets into his boat and takes one
or two of the girls and rows out llke a "varsity
crew man beyvond Dead Man's Reef and fishes
there before he swims.

“Well,” Bill went on, “after his majesty had
his row and his swim he came back and
changed, and then he sat In his shirt sleeves
and made lace until tea time. Two telephons
calls and one ring at the front bell. Then tea.
He hustled you through with that double quick
and got Nellle to set hls dinner table, because
he was late with a lace order that had to go
off parcel post insured last night. After dinner
he read cne of Rissa's storiées to Nellie and
Marietta and he brought Sarles’ Scotch and
sbda at ten. He's a bird, he 15"

“Why, BillL” T sald (I couldn't help laugh-
ing), “how did you see all this? Did you "

"0, I snooped about and Sherlocked around.
T can usually manage when I have to, Flopsy,”
he said.

It is rather funny about Houghton's lace
work. To see him with his tiny bobbins and
hundreds of fine linen threads, sticking pins
into & cushlon with those big, broad tipped
fingers of hiz, is quita a shock till you're used
to it. . His mother made and repaired lace in
England and taught all her children—there
were eleven of them—how to do it. And
Houghton took it up for a sort of wager, to
prove that he could, you see, and Rissa heard
of It and bought {t—Iit was a lovely pattern, like
a Spanizsh Rose Point, & sort of mixture, the
best he could remember. And then some of our
guests ordered mome, and soon he got all he
could do. He has a book of patterns under
the silver cleaning drawer, and some of the
people who come to the house always remem-
ber him and bring him new ones.

“You don't seem ever io remember, Bill, that

It Houghton wasan't ready in the afternoons he'd
be of no use” I told him. “Suppose he was
cleaning the floor or polishing the door knobs,
and a lot of people came to call? That's what
a butler is for.”

“S8o I understand,” he sald. "But if Sarles
had any sense he'd take Houghton's job and
send Houghton over to his office; then he'd get
time to write those histories of his cases he's
always jawing about!™

“Don't be Absurd, BIlL" I sald, though 1 had
to laugh.

“Absurd!" he answered, “don't fool yourself,
Flops, my dear, it's not absurd at all. It's plain
common sense. Why, see here, how much does
he get?"

"Servants are terrible, Bill, nowadays. He
gets a hundred. We had a ralse him this sum-
mer. He's wonderful about sorting out strang-
ers and reporters.”

“A hundred! Gosh! And hls board and
clothes! Why, I don't make that!"

"Well, of course, you aren't a butler, You
have to remember that. Would you like to walt
on the table?' I asked.

“Humph!"” was all he =ald, and walked out
reading his ridiculous time table,

Of course, after Bill took his rooms in town
we saw much less of him, as was to be expected.
He came out pretty regularly on BSundays,
though, and one day he sent us all into fits of
laughter telling us how Houghton, on his after-
noon off, came over to see him and made quite
a call, Houghton was much Interested in the
little apartment and cleaned all the silver for
them and showed them how to arrange the pan-
iry more convenlently, and gave the woman
who managed for them a regular lesson in cook-
ing and serving at once. He told them how he
began as knife boy in a big English house
where his sister was what they called a
“tweeny,” and how he worked up to a esecond
man and finally to butler—a complete history
of buttling, Bill sald. He showed them his Eng-
lish references from Lady Somebody or other.
He made a number of different drinks for them,
too, and gave a regular lecture on how to serve
them. Dill sald he and George Hanksworth
learned a lot that day! Bl sald that it was
wonderful, the way Houghton was paying a visit
and at the same time never overstepping his
position by a centimeter.

“And we tried to make him, too,” said BIllL

%1 don't doubt you dld,” Rissa answered,
rather snippily, “but one of you, at least, had
2 sense of propriety!"

They hadn't been In that apartment three
months before the crazy things sublet it and
moved to another—an unfurnished one—and
furnished it all over again! 1 say they were
orazy, but really, when you come to think of
it, they weren't exactly, because they got such
a big rental for it that they bought all the
things for the new one and still had a lot left!
George Hankworth's uncle llked the rooms so
much that he took them for the rest of the
vear. And George and the other boy said it was
all owing to Bill'a cleverness in furnishing 1t
and Insisted on his taking most of the money.
He speculated with it, I'm sorry to say, and
made four hundred dollars, and pald me the
two hundred and fifiy 1I'd borrowed from Rissa.
He also gave me a lovely dark blue morocco
handbag.

Of course, this was perfectly sweet of him
and I simply loved it, but all the same I
was worried a little. You see, whenever BIIl
gives me a nlee present like that, I can't help
wondering what he’s going to do next! It's only
because it's happéened before, and it's usually
something we think he oughtn't to have done.

8o when we learned that they had sublet this
new apariment, after two weeks, for more
money than the first one, even, and that Bill
was dragging them on to a third, and keeping
away from the office to buy bargains for it, 1
thought that this was why I got my bag, nat-
urally. Little did I guess!

Bill eame up for Sunday, and I thought he
seemed very nervous and inattentive, even for
him. Every time the telephone rang he'd jump
vp and ge to it, and If Houghton got there bhe-
fore him, he'd walt about while Houghton was
talking and say:

“Who s It?
fee me?

“Do you expect a call, Bill?" T asked finaily,
and he grinned rather sheepishly and =aid,
*“Well, yes, Flops, as It bappens, I rather do,”

Who Is it1? Do they want to

" yen,

I guessed that It was & girl,
1 did hope she

8o, of courne,
and that W was in love agaln.
wisn't married,

At last Houghton eame up to BIL

“A Indy for you, sir,” he sald, looking & lttle
puszled, "1 couldn’'t get the name, sir, unless
it might be Dlair?"

“Oh, yes, yos, that's It sald DIl and Jumped
off.

"It wan In the matter of a——"

“Yes, you, that's all right. 1 know, 1 know™
1L interrupted, and ran into the little telephone
room,

"Beg pardon, Mr, Willlam, but that recelver's
out of order—I've put ¥ou on In the lbe'y"
satd Houghton,

“Oh, fudge!™ sald BilL

He wan plainly very much embarrassed, and 1
couldn't help feeling that this must be the real
thing, thiz time, because B was never embur-
rassed about a girl before,

“"Yes," wo heard him say (Sarles and 1 were
In the morning room) “this Is Mr, Etheridge,
indeed, Misa Hlalr . . . yos, she asked
me to take It up with you . . . oh, Im-
monsely busy, of course, yes anything
we can do to take things off her, as you say.

“Oh—a long time, yes—several years. Ahwso-
lutely . not & fault, so far ns we know,
e« o« OF course we are, terribly morry, but
what's the use? Tha clty, yvou know! Oh, no,
wo've made other urrangements. Any time that
sults you., Not at nll, Goodbya!"

He turned away from the telephone, looking
very relieved and happy.

“There!” ho sald, “that's done!™

“For heaven's sake, Bill, what deviitry are
you up to now 7" Sarles nsked.

“Rissa's upstalrs, you know, If anybody want-
ed her,”” I put In.

“Deviltry!" sald BI1, “"how lttle yon know
me, Dr. Elton! As a matter of fact, 1've just
arranged one of the most sensible, practical,
really useful things 1 ever did in my life."

“Of courge, that's saying a great deal,” sald
Sarles, in that funny dry way he has.

Bill grinned,

“You sounded as If vou were giving a refer-
enco for a waltress, or something,'” sald 1.

“I think he's selling a dog for somebody on &
commission basis,” said Sarles.

Then Bill sat down on the floor and laughed
till he choked. We had to laugh, too, he kept
it up so.

I shall always remember the queer, settled
gort of look that came over Rissa's face when
wa got his note, a day or two after that visit.
It ‘wus a very worrying little note. He wrote in
the alriest possible way that he'd left the Marine
Insurgnce for good, as he never had lked it,
really, and never got enough time to himself,
there! He had enough money to live on for a
while, he sald, and meanwhlile he'd look about
with a view to going Into something entirely
different, ultimately,

“Don't be alairmed, Flops” he ended,
nothing to do with a girl!"

He also sald he'd look in on Sarles from time
to time, to reassure us all

“Very well,” eald Rissa quletly;
enough. I'm through.'

Of course, I knew she' dldn't mean it, but she
looked awfully settled.

I slipped up to the new apartment, a few days
later, and took them some rhubarb jam and
some nut-cakes, George Hanksworth was there,
and he didn’'t seem at all perturbed about BilL
He admitted to me that he hadn't the remotest
f{dea what he was doing, but that he had mo
doubt it was all right.

I couldn't make out whether Bill was actually
living there, but all his things were there. Even

“it's

“that's

_the clothes in his bureau drawers.

Sarles called up the Marine Insurance and
they told him that Bill, though a young man of
undoubtel ability, had mnot seemed for some
time to be noticeably adapted to office routine of
their particular kind.

“Nor to routine of any kind," Rissa sald, and
put her lips together very tightly.

Bill asited me to tea with hlm at the Ritz one
day the next week, und looked very well and
happy, though rather mysterious and exclted, 1
thought. Hardly had we got seated before he

. jumped up and sald the table was tippy and he

wanted another one. I hadn't noticed it, and
it's usually quite enough to put a bit of paper
under the leg, anyway, but he insisted upon
golng over into a cprner, abeolutely under the
orchestra, He tyrned his back squarely on the
rooni—yvou would have almost thought he didn't
want to be seen. Only that isn't at all like BIll,
and even If it was so, why go to the Ritz?

But there was no good asking him anything
—I knew Bill when he was in that state of
mind, You've fust got to take him on his own
terrns, So I did (which Rissa sald was dis-
terms.

After that, I determined not’ to worry.

(Goodness knows how long it might not have
gone on if it hadn't been for the “Help a Home."
They had just formed a new upper West Side
Manhattan loeal committee, and Rissa went up
and made a big speech In the ball room of one
of the big hotels there. The chalrman was a
Mrs. Plympton, a very rich woman indeed, and
the National Beard was much thrilled, and
when she agked If some one from Headquarters
could ecome up and talk with hér personally
about the work, they asked Rissa if she would
go, since after all, its was her speech that had
got the woman so interested. Of course, Rissa
agreed Immediately, and I went with her.

Mrs. Plympton lived in an enormous white
atone house on the Riverside Drive, There was
a great stone hall all full of red velvet and
palms and a large marhle statue and a tall foot-
man., We went up & wide marble stalrcase with
rugs hanging over the rail and a suit of armor
on the landing, into a simply enormous drawing
room all full of gold furnlture, Rissa kept
saying:

“For heaven's sake!" under her breath, and
glancing at me, but I couldn't answer anything
because I wag so busy trying not to fall over
the heads of the polar bear rugs, which always
make me frightfully nervous. By and by Mrs,
Plympton #alled in, In a heautiful but rather
elaborate dress, wearlng a great many pearls
and dinmends, but really a very kind, good sort
of woman, 21l the same.

“Oh, 1 am so pleased to meet vou—Tfor so
many reasons!”™ she burst out, and ltissa smiled
very swectly and thanked her very easily: she
is s0 accustomed to that sort of thing, vou see,
it means nothing to her. I should be embar-
rassed to death, T know.

“You have glven us all so many heautiful
and interesting things, Mrs, Elton, but your Iast
gift. though only we have the benefit, is such a
treasure to us!"™ the ludy wushed on.

Rissa looked a bit bLored, but 1
puzzled—I thought maybe Mrs, Plymplon
adopted a baby through the Help a4 Home.

“1 can't thank you enough-—oh, here is my
daughter,” she went on. *“Marjory, this is Mrs.
Elton—Mrs. Clarissa Etheridgs Elton, you
know."

Such a lovely girl came In, with chocolate
brown hair and beautiful, clear, bréwn eyes,
and a very high color, like an English girl

“She is going to tell us all about those dear,
poor little bables,”™ sald Mrs. Plympton; “my
daughter, Marjory, Mrs. Elton, Mlss Etherldge.
Is the tea coming, dearest?”

“Yes, mother, he—it's just here,” said the
girl, and I saw the butler, myself, far down the
room, stepping carefully over the polar bears,
Just as I bhad done. Indeed he was trying to
peer over his large sliver tray, to see them.
I turned away my face, so as not to smile, and
suddenly there was a terrible clatter and clash-
ing, and the butler whirled entirely around and
hurried back sgaln as fast as he could go!

“Why, what s that? said Mrs. Plympton,
looking nervously around. Her daughter stared
and half got up And then sat back again.

“I—1I don't know, mother,” she eald,
looked worried, T thought.

“He seems quite agile.,” said Rissa eoldiy. and
U knew she was wishing she hadn't come. "it

was really
had

Bhe

By JOSEPHINE
DASKAM BACON

must be sery diMouil to plrovette, like that and
wot bregk anything'™

“He never did It before,™ sald M, Plymp
ton, staring at us. Do you suppose it could
have been the shock of seelng you?"

“Th—the shock of secing ne? Mwsa re-
peated, sitting up about a foot higher in hor
kolden chalr and looking rather terrible, *Aly
dear Mra, "lympton, what ean you mean? But
lers have withstood the shock before, st any
mte"

“Oh, no, mother dossp't mean , , ., ahas
menns ' opoor Marjory tried to explaln,

“1 ought to have told him you were coming,”
Mra. Plympton went on very mournfully, "but
to tell the truth, | thought he would be so
pleased "

"Pleased! Pleaped!” Rissa prepeated, Nashing
an awful glaonee at me, (1 knew shoe would may,
“"Why did you bring me to this mad house "
the minute we got Into the car.)

“Yes. He always spealin so beautifully of
vou" Mra. Plympton gasped, nnd Rissa gasped,
too,

“1 am,
mendation,
kept on.

“And I'm sure he would be pleased, really.”

“He takes an extraordinary method of Jdise
playing I, to say the loast,” mald Rissa, 1
think, Florence, wo mitst— e

“Oh, don't go!™ cried Murvjory, “the
here, now-——please don't go, Mra. Elton!"

A very pretty parlor mald with yellow halr
cnme hurrying over the parlor benrs, which
she mannged very cleverly, and put down the
tray on n golden table with twisty lega, She
wos breathing fast, but otherwise calm,

“Ah, now wo shall feel better,” sald Mrs,
Plympton, “May I glve you eream or do you
fake lemon, dear Mrs, Kiton?"

“I take it clear, thanks,'" sald Nissa,

“Marjory darling, pass the muMns te MNMps,
Elton, Ettle, what s the matter with

“"He had a turn, Mrs, Plympton, a bad one.
He is vory sorry, but It's passing off." sald the
girl, with a queer, guick glance at Marjory

“Oh, mother, perhaps 1'd better—"Murjory
looked quite concerned and got up again.

“Nonsense, sit stlll,” sald her mother,
hie have them with you, Mra. Elton, ever?"”

Rissa put her cup down very decidedly,

“My dear Mra. Plympton,” she begun, as cold
as lee and sharp as a razor, I eannol Imagine
what you can possibly mean. 1 never, naturnlly,
saw your butler before, and his constitution is
entirely a mystery to me!"

“You never saw Houghton before?" erled
Mra. Plympton and Marjory, staring at us
curfously, “Why, Mrs. Elton, how can you may
such a thing, when you sent him to us, and |
have seen your references—yours and Lady
What's-her-name's!”

“"Houghton?" sald Rissa, "Houghton?"

“Certainly, Houghton. Your old butler,
Houghton,” said Mrs. Plympton firmly. “You
admit that he left you, I suppose?"”

Rlissa turned and glared at me,

“Unless he has left since he walted on us
at luncheon, I can hardly admit it and retaln
my reason,'"” she answered,

"But we've had him a month!" walled Mrs.
Flympton.

We all looked at each other.

“lI am afrald some one has been decalving
you, Mrs. Plympton" Rissa sald, chilly, but
very polite, “These things do happen, un-
fortunately—"

“Mother! I must go!" ecrled Marjory sud-
denly, and she jumped up and hurried down
the room.

"My dear," her mother began, but the par-
lor mald dropped the little tray that I had
noticed was shaking in her, hand and stamped
her foot.

“Indeed, your dear is not the only one
that's been decelved in this house!” she burst
out and dashed off after Marjory and passcd
her at the door.

Poor Mrs. Plympton was utterly stunned.

“Why, why, this Is terrible!” shs murmured.
“I don’'t know what you'll think of us, Mrs.—"

Just then we heard a loud angry scream
that quite échoed through the house, We all
Jjumped and Rissa got up and walked stralght
out; past our hostess

“I think our little talk had better take place
under more favorable circumstances, at some
later date, Mrs. Plympton,'” sald she. ‘“Come
Florence,” and 1 came,

Unfortunately, in order to avold the bears
(though Rissa stalked grandly, right through
them) I turned off to the right and went down
the wrong red stalrs. I pushed nervously st a
darg rea odiZze UOOr AnG tumblea into & big,
beautiful pantry. The butler was sitting all
bent over in a chalr with Marjory leaning over
him, and the parlor maid trying to drag her
away,

“Houghton! Houghton! What does {t nll
mean?" Marjory was saylng, half sobbing, and
the maid screamed out:

“Shame on you, Miss Blalr, for knowing your
place no better than you do! Get out of this
pantry!"

In her excltement she &slapped Marjory's
arm, and the girl turned on her, caught hoth her
wrists and shook her like a doll. Bhe began to
cry and scream and the butler turned around—
and It was Bill!

“Oh! B—" 1 cried, but I never got It out
His look stopped me, Even In my trght and
confusion 1 realized that he looked just like
Rissa. It was one of her terrible, lightning looks,
and my volee stuck in my throat.

“Get out. Get out,” he sald, very low. “I'll
see you tomorrow. Get out, for God's sake!"

I turned right around and started for the
door, and as I turned I heard him say very
sharply:

“Ettle! Shut up! Go out of here, you little
fool.”

I turned back as I pushed through the baize
door, and saw him looking at Marjory, and I
felt very gqueer suddenly at something 1 saw In
his eyes. 1 realized all at once that Bill was
& man,

“Marjory,” he said, “listen to me . , .*

I stumbled up the stairs and when 1 got In
the drawing room door 1 glanced in, not think-
ing, really.

There sat poor Mrs, Plympton In the big gold
chair, just us ue'ﬁﬂd left her, with her mouth
open like a scared pink and white rabbit, and all
her pearls and dlamonds shining!

I plunged into the car and Rissa was waiting,
perfectly furious, *

“Another moment, and I should have sent
the police into that mad house!” she sald,
“Home, Joseph."

Bill turned up the next day. We thought
he would be quite chastened and ashamed, but
he wasn't at all. Je told ua all about it. 1la
sald it dawned on him when he made that time-
table about Houghton, that theres was the only
Job where he'd get any leisure. He wanted time
to plan out furnishing apartments, he said, like
Houghton's lace-making, and he thought it would
be a lark, anyway. So he borrowed the English
reference and wrote one from Risgsa and went
about till he found & new rlch person who
didn't know much about butlers, and then he
simply did everything just as he liked. Mrs
Plympton had married again and Marjory's
father had been quite different, though poor.

She had fallen head over heels in love with
Bill, though she didn't know it, and when the
crash came, he realized that he was in%ove
with her, too. And he was. He never looked
that way at Mre. Witpen

And =0 all Rissa's plans for disciplining him
simply went for nothing, becaugse Mr. Plympton
thought It was a rich joke And gave Marjory
a miillon Immediately and told Rissa that she
might write plays, but Bill acted "em'! He has
a big insurance department In his business and
he put Bill right into It and his salary 18 §5,000
A year to bexin. And if that Isn't enougly as
he says, Bill can always be a butler!
183i Hr Jossshine Daskam Bacond
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