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BupincToN KELLAND

n MADAME POMPONI was giving
~» a dinner in her apartment in the
Cortillon. She loved to give dinners and
to have at her table owners of names
hich loomed large in the Soc
nobility, politicians—and busi-
ss men who might be willing to advise
her about her investments or be other-
wise financially useful. There was a het-
erogeneous quality about her dinners
that made them unique. She did not
select her guests with any care as to the
congeniality; she mixed Fifth Avenue
with Broadway and the Avenue Grande
Amée with Grand Rapids. Of one
thing vou could be certain, and that
was that if you saw a guest at Madame's
table, Madame was planning to make
use of him for her own benefit and be-
hoof, either artistically, economically,
or sociallv. For Pomponi's eye was ever
upon the main chance,
At table this evening were, first, and
aly most important, Longfellow
Deeds. There were Mrs, Leonidas Gar-
rison and Miss Garrison. There was,
for some unfathomable reason, Percival
Dide; there were Mr. Simeon Palk,
largest manufacturer of socap in the
world, and his wife. There were Mr.
Cedar and Visconti, and finallyv a Mr.
Bumpus, whom Longfellow discovered
to be the dominant figure in the Inter-
continental Broadcasting Company—
with his wife.

There had been cocktails in the draw-
ing-room, after which the party were
herded like a flock of somewhat non-
plussed sheep into the dining-room.
Madame always herded people. She as-
signed them seats with the condescend-

o air of Ity being wious to the
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lacked tact; she had plenty of it, but she
doled it out sparingly. Mr, Palk, this
evening, was the first recipient of her at-
tentions.

“Why.," she asked with a
directness, “did you hire Ponzi for your
radio program instead of myself?™

Mr, Palk had been about to dip into

terrible

his soup, There was an unquestionable
splash. “Hoogsh!" he said,

“What d’'ye mean by it?” Madame
demanded. “If you want a soprano,
why don’t you get a soprano? If you're
going to pay a couple of thousand dol-
lars a night to have somebody sing

“Do we always have to go to the
opera?” ask

asked Simoneita Petersen

tor you, wh;
“But, Madame—"
“A fine friend vou are—fine. Always
glad to accept my invitations, aren't
you? Always gl

d to eat my dinners
but when you have anything to pass
out, do I get it? Two thousand a night
for that caterwauling!”

“I really know nothing about it,
Madame,” expostulated the hapless Mr,
Palk. “My advertising department—"

“You're the boss, aren’t you? I'd
fire an advertising department that did a
thing like that. | heard your program
last night,” Madame laughed. “Ponzi,”

don’t you pay it to me?"

she said, “ought to learn to use soapl:_i-*
fore she tries to sell it.” '

As suddenly as she had launched hs
attack upon the soap manufacturer; et
abandoned it and paid her respects i
Mr, Bumpus, of the Broadcasting Cos
pany. :

“And you, Bumpus,” she said, “fhe]
man who hires more singers that an
body else in the world, What have §
ever done for me? Huh! Last win
twenty-six weeks for Pink Milts
Thousand
Everybads
said it was the finest radio program
presented.”

"It was very fine,"” said Mr. Bu _%'
“Then why,” she asked, “did yoit %
vise them to vary their program, ér
have a different operatic star eves
n_i_f__‘rht'_’ Oh, I know about it. [ &
how you double-crossed me. That
nasty, low, unmitigated thing to dos ;
She snorted. “You've drunk enough of
my champagne to pay for a thirtessill
week program.”

cigars.

It was a sensation,.
and thousands of letters,

BEF()RE Bumpus could offer any 8
buttal she abandoned him and
upon Mrs. Garrison:
“Why didn't vou invite me to
dinner party Tuesday night? You nes
I wanted to meet Jason. Everybe
knows | want to meet him. You'
ready enough to accept my invitatio
aren’t you?" '
To such a direct attack eyen
socially accomplished a lady as B
Garrison had no immediate reply.
was Theresa who came to the re
She leaned forward and smiled at
dame with a sweet, but not sponta
smile:  “Oh, Tuesday, you mean?
really couldn’t have you Tuesday."
“Why not, I'd like to know?” -
“We were just having younger peg-
ple,” said Theresa. “None of our guests
was over fifty.” 5
“Snip!” said Madame sharply, but ife
you had been watching closely you S
would have seen that her eyes twinkled,
The table expected to hear an explosion,
but for an instant Madame looked al
most genial. She had asked for it and®
she had gotten it. L.

Longfellow was looking at her face,
and, somehow, he liked Madame bettet
then than he ever had before.

But, before the dinner could settle
down, Madame burst into a harangue
in Italian, addressed to Visconti, who
had been sitting silently, brooding eyes
half covered bv heavy lids—a bulky,
sulky Latin Buddha., [talian words
pelted him like hailstones. He snatched
his napkin from the front of his shirt

where he had tucked it, tossed both
hands into the air, and fired a return
volley, with gestures. He was shrill, he
snapped his thumbnail against his teeth;
he even made the sign of the horns
which the peasantry use to avert the
evil eve,

“And that,” said Madame placidly,
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88 what runs the Opera! “That is what  we lid before radio came in, but we you go on the air vou should do that
h |

artists have to p with. That, Mr. don't sell much less. Times like this you classy. It's good for your family if you

Deeds, is why Opera is going di wnhill,  can't tell anvthing. What 1 say to my  gota high-class art program, Butif you

Syine! You hear what he says, and directors is, it don't do any harm. May-  was 10 have a croomer or a comig, it
because | told him | didn't mind t be we could sell just as much soap I we wouldn’t be dignified, even if it sold
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¢ dinner party was wel

ing n I Opera to make it pay,’ said Longfellow.
“But all the best people go to it,”

caid Mrs. Palk. “They have boxes.”

“What do you (Continued on page 145)

wailed in the anteroom to the
gmong victims ing their turn.

Longfellow had i
prehensive; but, unfortuns
of an inquiring turn of mind, and the
Opera was very much in his thoughts.

He had to make a decision. He was

president of the company, and, ap-

parently, the c mtinuance of this form of

art in the metropolis depended upon

Him. Before very long he must make a

decision. And, in all sincerity, he “Why,” sa
wanted to decide correctly. 1f Opera like to go a
was really a great institution, if it really
was an art which the world must have,
then he wanted to know it. But so far
he had been unable to assure himself
that this was so.

Here, however, was an opportunity to
he instructed. Here, for instance, was
the head of a great broadcasting chain
who understood about amusement,
about what the people wanted, and pos-
sibly somet! about art. Here, too,
was Mr. DPalk, a great manufacturer,
who spent thousands upon thousands of
dollars upon radio programs —and con-
sequently must have given deep thought
10 the consideration of music and of the
appeal of different sorts of music.

itely, he was

i
n

d Longfellow, ” I'd
¥

place with you”

ONGFELLOW looked up from his

soup and asked a question:

“Do vou find, Mr. Palk, that the
public likes opera over the air? [ mean,
do they care more for an opera singer
singing something out of, say Aida or
Pagliacci, than just somebody singing
Home. Sweet Home or—or Edie Was a
Lady?™”

“Well, now, I tell you.” said Mr.
«  palk, with an apprehensive glance at
Madame. **1f you want to have a classy B
program—] mean one with class, you
know—it looks to me like yvou got to
have opera stars and opera pieces.
There's something about them that
gives a program class, if vou know what
I mean.”

“Yes," said Longfellow, “but do the
public like it? Do they—er

ge aht down to |

s Opera sell soa

clamor for

tacks,

get I
Mr. Palk, doe p?
«| wouldn't be able to tell you,” said

Mr. Palk. “Something sells soap. In

the first place, it's good soap; get
idea. And we been selling it tor years:
and then along comes this radio, and '
everybody goes to using it. So we use it.
I can't say we sell any more soap than




she said. “1'm going in soon. 1I'll take you
along if you want to go.”
“Well,” Gregorv said, “I've got some
photographs to mail to my agent.”
*“Fine,” said Doris, mentally outlining a
non-misanthropic day for Gregory.

THE morning was a happy one for Doris,

She took Gregory ta the post office, but,
when he wanted to return to the boat, it
developed that she just had to see two
girls. He went along, of course, and spent
an hour parrying questions. Then they
went shopping—for Doris. At one o'clock
she took him to the clubhouse and insisted
they lunch with a noisy group of young
peaple. She lost him after that,

Gregory wandered out onto the veranda.
He sat down at a table in a corner which
was occupied by a sour-looking little man
with white, bristling sideburns. Cregory
did not notice that the members of the club
looked at him with curiosity. He wearily
said something about its being a fine day
for sailing, and some of the chill went out
of the old man’s blue eves.

Later it developed that the old man had
shipped before the mast as a small boy.
Gregory told about his cruise. Doris
finally found him helping the old man into
his limousine.

*“Where have you been?” she demanded,
watching the black car purr off. “And
how in the world did you meet him? "

“He’s a nice old man,"” Gregory said,
looking steadily at her. “[ don’t think he
likes people very well.”

“You know he’s Charles Carew, don’t
you?"

Gregory didn’t. But he did know that

arles Carew was one of the richest men
in the world.

“Why,” Doris said as they drove along
the road, “the only people he ever speaks
to at the club are the waiters.”

*““He’s coming over tomorrow to see my
boat,” Gregory said thoughtfully, It

seemed a little queer that he had not, un-
til now, noticed how nice Doris was,

“You'd better come out and have lunch
with us,”” he told her.

Doris mentally rolled up her sleeves,
She had started something which might

be difficult to finish, but she meant to do
her best. It was going to be a worth-while
Jjob straightening Gregory out if she had to
combat, not only his own resolves, but the
influence of the best-known misanthrope
in the world. . . .

Gregory was frying codfish balls when
Doris arrived the next day. Charles
Carew, his sleeves rolled up above his thin
elbows, seemed to be having the time of his
life rolling the balls in egg and then
sprinkling them with cracker crumbs,

During lunch Doris found herself drawn
into an argument concerning the worth-
lessness of society. It was two against one,
They pounced on her feeble arguments like
hungry wolves and tore them to shreds,

She got a new conception of Gregory,
He was an extremely able conversational-
ist. His mind literally flicked out in his
arguments. She enjoved herself immensely
listening to them dig into accepted theories
and dismember them. Carew finally
looked at his watch and sighed.

“I've got to run along,” he said regret-
fully. “But first let me tell you, Gregory,
that you've got the right idea. No yvoung
person should marry.” He nodded to in.
clude Doris. “Young women much less
than young men. Your sex has nothing
but drudgery after the ceremony. If you
stay single, you have the greatest thing in
the world—Freedom”
~ “What a nice old man,” Doris said in-
voluntarily after he had gone ashore. i

Doris Kimball sat in her window looking
over the cove as the sun set. It was a
lovely evening, but she did not notice it,
It was a week since she had listened to
Charles Carew aboard the MisaNTHROPE;
but as each day passed she thought more
and more of what he had said,

The very next day she found evidence
to support his statement. In the succeed.
ing days, everywhere she turned she found
more corroboration. It was very silly, after
all, to give up your freedom voluntarily.

Gregory was leaving in the morning to
spend six months in the West Indies. She
was glad that he might retain his freedom.

The telephone rang. It was Tommy
Lee. Doris suddenly found that she had
something to say to him.

“No,” she said. “I'm not g
this evening. And, Tommy, I'mn
to marry you.” .

When it was done she felt
went down to dinner. . . .

The MISANTHROPE was gone
moring.  Gregory sailed bef
As the sun rose and the
older, he felt the silence and
the sea more than ever. About
a sudden, inexplicable, and
dislike for Old Man Carew-—uwi
nothing more than support G
ception of happiness.

Doris went to a luncheon, b
soon as she could. Babies and
what sillv chatter! She slipped
bathing suit and speared a few
the rock off the point. She swa;
and sat on the veranda. Paul
found her there, looking out over

“Tired?” he asked.

Doris shook her head. Paul I
across the cove.

I miss the ketch,” he said g

Doris looked at him quickly, to
was joking. His eves were steadil
She suddenly choked and found |
his arms, weeping. He held
while the sun went down. . , .
DORIS was awakened in the

the customary way, The ¢ i

touched her face as the sun found.

evelids. The week with G eg
make his absence unbearable,
was nothing she could do abo

She thought of the morning so
when she had first seen the little b
cove. It was just such a mo
Involuntarily she turned on her
looked across the sparkling water;
sat up with a start. There, bobbing
at anchor in exactly the same spot,
white ketch!

She jumped out of bed and trg
glasses on it. Slowly it swung at its
until the stern came into view. S|
denly laughed delightedly. The
the same, but it had a slight add;
qualifying prefix. It said:

Ex-MISANTHRO
Los An
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think about it, Mr. Bumpus?" Longfellow
asked. “Is Opera a hit on the air?”’

“It adds variety,” said Mr. Bumpus,
“and certainly a famous singer like
Madame attracts more attention than a
girl singing jazz. There is room on the air
for all sorts of programs.”

“Could you get along without Opera?

Could broadcasting get along without
arias from Parsifal? "

“It is good for variety," said Mr.
Bumpus.

“I guess,” said Longfellow, “it is hard to
find out anything definite about Opera.™

“A fine operatic program has its pub-
licity value,” said Bumpus,

“You mean if you hire a lot of expensive
stars, and they sing pieces from Opera,
people talk about it and there are things
in the paper?”

i Yes.ll

“And that is valuable?”

“The more people we can attract to
listen in on any program, the more valuable
that program becomes.”

“So,"” said Longfellow, “if vou could
think up a program that would be kind of
sensational, and that you could advertise,
you would have something pretty good.”

“If it turned out to be good.”

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” said
fellow, “if maybe ['ve got an idea.
can't get in enough money at tl
office to make it pay, so, the only
keep Opera going is to find other
make it pay, or for somebody like
make up the deficit. And then ther
long months that the opera house
idle, eating its head off.”

“What's your idea?” asked Bumpt

“1 was just thinking,” said Lo
“that it would be kind of sensational if
were to broadcast Opera right from
opera house. I mean, folks could
home and hear the artists singing
the stage.”

“The Opera,” said Mr. Cedar, **
never tolerate it. Undignified, Mr.

“As near as I can make out," s
Longfellow, *“I am the Opera. And [
know as I ever worried much about b
dignified. Now, Mr. Palk, if you




- brvadcast Opera, do you think it would be
- agood business move for you?”
* It sounds sensational,” said Mr. Palk.
*“Suppose,” said Mr. Bumpus, ““vou and

Mr. Palk and 1 discuss this tomorrow. At
8 my office. At eleven.”
& Al right,” said Longfellow. *“1'll be

Phece
*“You know,” said Mr. Palk unex-
pectedly, “one of the reasons Mamma was
anxious to come here tonight was to
‘hear all about the inside of that murder.”
" nstantly all conversation ceased. Mr.
“Palk wore a startled look. Longfellow’s
eves sought and encountered the eyes of
Simonetta down the table. Visconti bent
“forward, and the lids folded up from his
8 sulky eves—like lifting curtains,

Mrs. Palk thrust forward her head with
& sweetly simple look of profound curiosity
on her chubby face.

*Yes, abour the murder,” she said.
“You must know a lot about it. Weren't
some of you right there?”

Madame’s lip curled. “Go right ahead,”
she said. “*Harp on it. We like to discuss
it. Just to put you at your ease, Mrs.
. Palk, I'll tell vou there are about half a
- dezen people at this table who are sus-
pected by the police of having done it.
Now, what was it you wanted to know?”

*1 wanted to know,” said Dide, “if
there were ever any authors in the Social
Register, and, if so, which ot them had

i licked a cop.”
T “1 don’t believe you ever licked a cop,”
said Theresa.

“Theresa!” said Mrs. Garrison.

“1 think,” said Theresa, “it's pretty
slick to know a man who even thinks of
Jicking a cop. Do you know, you're quite
impossible socially, Mr. Dide. But isn't
there some low dive where I can meet you
secretly and listen to you talk?”

“Dozens,” said Mr. Dide.
date.”

“Perhaps Madame will sing for us,”
suggested Mrs. Palk.

“Sing! When I sing I get paid for it.
Madame certainly will not sing.”

“1 don’t think,” Theresa said to Dide,
“that [ was ever at a more successful
party. As a hostess Madame Pomponi
has what it takes.”

“Slumming among the divas and au-
thors,”” observed Dide. “D’ye Lknow,
you've got all the externals of a lousy snob.”

“Ain’t the make-up grand?” she re-
= torted. “But inside I'm just one of the

: people. And how is your stomach-ache?”

“It's a

IT WAS Pomponi who broke up the

party. “I don’t know what you people do
for a living,” she said, “but I sing. And 1
can't sit up all night.”

*Subtle," said Dide.

“But after you think it over,” said
Theresa, “vou get a vague idea what she’s
driving at.*

So they went home.

Longfellow walked across the room to
Simonetta.

*Good night,” he said. *I would have
liked it better if I could have talked to vou
a little.”

“Without being vain,” she said, “I da
think that could have improved your eve-
ning.” . .

Lot 1,.fh,llov\ had been compelled to
change the hour of his appointment with
Mr. Palk and Mr. Bumpus, and it had
seemmed a good idea to him also to change

the place of it, because there might be cer-
tain technical details and expert knowledge
which could be given only by someone
thoroughly familiar with the routine and
the problems of Opera.
therefore,
opera house itself, with Visconti present.

He entered Visconti's
the director sitting stolidly at his desk,

sulkily staring at some papers before him. |

His interpreter lurked in a corner.
*“Signor Visconti?” said Longfellow.
The director turned his sleepy-lidded

eyes. “Hal" he said.

“Mr. Palk and Mr. Bumpus have not
arrived?”

Visconti spread his hands and pouted.

“’E say nobody ’as come,” said the in-

terpreter; but at that moment Bumpus and |

Palk became visible through the door and
Longfellow indicated seats.

“I guess we might as well come to the |

point,” he said, “and the point is giving
Opera over the air.”

“My wife,” said Palk,
good idea.”

“thinks it is a

ONI: thing about it,”” said Longfellow,
‘ithas never been dmm Now, back in
Mandrake Falls I never heard any operas.
Some tunes on the phonograph. But it
would interest people like that to hear
some operas—even if they didn't like that
kind of music.”

“There are technical difficulties,”
Bumpus.

“We will talk about them in a minute,
but first I want to take up other points.
There is a rival broadcasting company,
Mr. Bumpus?”

“Yes."

“If you should be the first to broadcast
Opera it would make them sit up and
think. There would be a lot in the papers
about it—and that would be free advertis-

said

ing, both of Mr. Palk’s soap and of your

broadcasting company.”’

“Those are points,’ said Mr. Bumpus.

“Now, Opera doesn’'t pay. I don't
know why. We lose about two hundred
thousand a year, and somebody has to put
that up, It used to be Mr. Semple, and
now they expect me to do it. But it isn't
good business.

“1 got to thinking,”” Longfellow went on,
“and it seemed to me that if there were
ways for Opera to earn money besides just

selling tickets, that was good business. |

The worst part of it from a business point

af view is that this theater doesn’t earn a |

cent for three quarters of the vear. And
I've got an idea about that—but first the
radio. It's an honest way to earn money.
Folks have told me it is undignified and
will Jower Opera—but Opera, the way it
looks to me, is like a beggar,
beggar starts in to earn his living, people
ought not to complain if he isn't dignified.”

Suddenly Visconti detonated. He made
ponderous gestures, and torrential Italian
swept through the room.

“’E say ‘e quit,” said the interpreter.

Longfellow shrugged his shoulders.
“What I am offering vou, Mr. Palk,” he
said, “‘is the right to broadcast, direct from
the theater, an entire season of Opera—
fourteen or sixteen weeks.”

“Our contracts,” said Bumpus, “run for
thirteen-week periods.” He paused. “It
would be fine publicity for the Opera, Mr.
Deeds.”

Longfellow spoke a bit dryly. “Suppose

The meeting, | .
was arranged to take place in the |

office, and found |
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we stick to what it will do for soap,” he
said.

**Now, an hour of Opera, three evenings
a week, and then the whole matinée Satur-
days,” said Mr, Palk. “That'll sock some
of my competitors in the eye.”

“You pay a lot for your present pro-
gram, don't you? Artists and an orchestra
and all?”

“Yes.

*I'll guess maybe five thousand dollars
a night,” said Longfellow. “Well, I'll
make you an offer that will give vou a bet-
ter program for less money. I tell you
what I'll do. T'll sell you the right to
broadcast Opera for thirteen weeks for
one hundred thousand dollars.”

“We might go fifty thousand,"” said Mr.
Palk.

“Well,” Longfellow said, “I gave vou
the first chance. Er—Signor Polese, will
vou get the president of the other broad-
casting company on the phone,”

**Hey, wait a minute,” exclaimed Palk;
“we haven’t started to dicker vet.”

“I have,” said Longfellow; “I've fin-
ished.” And then a thyme popped into his
head and he added quite conversationally:

*If you've lots of time it is jolly to dicker,
But to close the transaction is very much
slicker.”

“Eh?” said Palk.
“What | mean,” said Longfellow, “is a
hundred thousand or nothing,”

“NOW, vou just hold vour horses,” said
Mr. Palk anxiously. “Mamma’s in
this, vou understand. It’s more or less her
idea. Mamma wants to sit up in that dia-
mond horseshoe, but, all the same, just
broadcasting Opera don’t sound so good
as a business proposition. Before [ settle
it I want to talk to her again.” .
“And there are legal and technical de-
tails to be considered,” said Mr. Bumpus.
1 guess that's reasonable,” answered
Longfellow. “You can work out the tech-
nical part with Signor Visconti.”

Again a furious freshet of Italian.

“’E say,” said the interpreter, “that
Americans worship gold. 'E say the
gr-r-reat Visconti weel not-a direct Opera
for radio. It destroy-a the gr-r-reat insti-
tution. Also ‘e say pish and tush.”

“Ask him,” said Longfellow, “if he
would feel different about it if we raised
his salary.”

Visconti replied to the gquestion without
having it interpreted. It appeared that
language relating to finance was guite un-
derstandable to him.

“’Ow mooch?” he asked.

“And  Americans,” said Longfellow
mildly, “will sell their souls for money.
Well, Signor Visconti, there won't be any
raise. Not a single penny, I guess vou're
going right on directing the Opera, but if
you can’t stand it then I'll agree not to
hold vou to your contract and vou can go
back to Milane like vou said.”

Another eruption of Italian:

“'E say you r-r-release-a heem from his
contract? 'E say 'e is man of honor. 'E
say he mak' the sacrifice, ‘e suffer the
torture, ‘e bleed and die for this Opera
w'ich is so dear to hees heart.”

“1 thought he’d feel like that,” said
Longfellow. “Now, let's get this all closed
up.” Hesighed. “I bet the other directors,
that don't put up a cent, will think I
haven’t any finer feelings, or any art, be-
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high-school students, not more than 4 er-
rors. If your percentage of wrong answers
is higher than this, better look into vour
driving.

cause maybe I've saved myself a hundred
thousand dollars.” . . .

“Do we always,” asked Simonetta
Petersen, “have to go to the Opera?
There are other places of amusement.”

“Why,” said Longfellow—he was speak-
ing to Miss Petersen over the telephone—
“1 should like to go any place with you.”

“Very well. Say seven o'clock. I'll have
thought up something startling.”

ONGFELLOW was quite happy for a
time, because it had seemed to him that
Simonetta was a little friendlier than usual,
It was very important to him that he make
a good impression upon her, because he had
awakened in the middle of last night and
found himself thinking about her. He
thought about her so hard he could not go
to sleep again, and before morning he ad-
mitted to himself openly that he loved her,
and that he wanted to marry her if he
could manage to induce her to accept him.
True, he had hinted at the thing to him-
self, had skirted the edges of it, but now it
blazoned itself on his mind and over
shadowed everything else in the world.
His resolution was to commence an efficient
courtship no later than the coming of day.

To initiate a deliberate courtship was
something he had never done before, and
as he lay awake he planned his campaign.
How should a poet woo the lady of his
heart? Why, with poetry, because poetry
was the very language of love. He would
write poems to her, and mayvbe these, in-
spired by Simonetta, might turn out to be
literature, might be worthy of a better fate
than printing on post cards, might take
their place beside the poetry of Keats and
Shelley and Kipling and—and Longfellow
himseif!

So, in the morning, after making an en-
gagement with Simonetta for the evening,
he sat at his desk with paper before him
and endeavored to think beautiful thoughts
which should take permanent form in
meter and rhyme.

It would be splendid to start the first
one with her name. That would make it
very personal. So he set down:

“Miss Simonetta Petersen.”

Then he went in for rhymes—fen, glen Wha
again, men, wren—uwren! A bird, a dence,
little bird that people built houses for on Added
their lawns. So he started once mo cIERg assumy

How like the cunning little wren ey
Is Simonetta Peterse;. Motti.
High in some shady, loftv tree ployer
I'd build a little house for thee. - oversh
= - N nothir

T'hat, he was forced to admir, was The
without merit. So far it came up to o
ideals of poesy. But it must have a fini Ban
i telling finish. And it must be terse, By
that she would feel the full impact of it a Stad 1
most instantly. Then it came to him ing :le:;ng
flash of inspiration: e

My heart will never rove again Sin
From Simonetta Petersen, She ¢

He had worked in her name twice, gaze
he had told it all. He had comp tense
volumes into six lines. Upon his are ¢
paper he made a fair copy, placed it ¢ said.
fully in an envelope, and put the envelog mak
in his pocket. ' He

At this instant Bengold entered with the open
mail. He cleared his throat: . high

“That lawyer—Granzi—is waiting to I do
see vou, Mr. Deeds.” that

“How did he get in?" SN

“1 thought it was best to admit .
Mr. Deeds, rather than have him create bol.
disturbance in the street,” livin

“I don't believe Piazza would have let I'm
him create a great deal of disturba IC com
Bengold." He paused and studied h s nevt
secretary. “You were with Mr. Semplea Sol
good many years?” j usec

*Eight.” po "

“Then you must have gotten to know lictl
a good deal about him." “

“Naturaily, Mr. Deeds." N

- gou
“DID you—did you know about his tur
reputation with women?" i imr

"“One could not avoid knowing that. Mr. gat
Semple made few efforts to conceal his *
affairs.” “

“But they were just affairs, weren't awi
they, Bengold? I mean, he was never

serious about these women.” o Sl
“Quite the contrary, Mr. Deeds. He

was very apt to become serious. Mr. as

Cedar kept a constant watch upon him '

for fear he would become—enthusiastic— I'v

and marry one of them.” ma

“Now, Bengold, about this Motti '

woman. Was Mr. Semple interested in J
her?™ tat
“More than in any of the others, |
should say. He seemed quite mad about if
her. He hinted, Mr. Deeds, that there was
a child. And he seemed quite proud of it. M
At his age, you know. Once he asked meif kn
I would be surprised ro hear he was mar-
ried to Nina Motti. I said I would be very m
much astonished to hear he had led her to pe
the altar. And he replied that in this state wi
vou didn’t have to lead them to any altars
—vou could be just as much married as
anybody by just agreeing that vou were.”
“Ah," said Longfellow. “A common-
law wife.”
“It was the impression [ took, Mr. pe
Deeds.” fo
“That gives me something to think cc
about. But I will not see Mr. Granzi.
Tell him I am giving consideration to the s8
matter he wants to talk about, and that al
he'd better be patient a little while. And w
you might say that I am not afraid of any al

lawsuit or anything. When [ am ready to
talk to him Mr. Cedar will give him a ring.”



What Bengold had told him was evi-
dence, not conclusive, but pretty bad.
Added to the letters, it created a strong
assumption that Mr. Semple had actually
entered into a binding alliance with Nina
Motti. Bengold was watching his em-
plover's face. It did not fall, nor was it
overshadowed by dismay. It expressed
nothing at all.

The day dragged slowly. Longfellow
dressed himself at six and paced up and
down his room waiting until it was time to
start for the Cortillon. On the way, he
read his poem over again to be sure every-
thing was all right about it. He could see
no room for improvement.

Simonetta was dressed and ready.
She surveyed Longfellow with the calm
gaze which seemed to strip things of pre-
tense and get through to realities. “You
are quite a presentable young man,"” she
said. “What a difference a tailor can
make. But where is your Opera Hat?”

He flushed. “I've got one. One that
opens and shuts. But [ never had on a
high hat and I feel kind of funny about it.
I don’t know why, but I’ve got ideas about
that Opera Hat.”

“What ideas?"

“Well,” he said, “it is a kind of a sym-
bol. It sort of stands for this new way of
living. And, you know, ['m not so very sure
I'm going on living this way—not with
common-law wives and all. And I would
never wear one back in Mandrake Falls.
So I thought it was a good idea not to get
used to it until everything was fixed up.”

“I see,” said Simonetta, with a pert
little nod. “We'll let it stand at that.”

“Where do we go to eat?"”

“I'll take you. And afterward we're not
going to the Opera. We're going to a pic-
ture ] want to see—in the biggest, most
imposing motion-picture house in town. 1
gather you haven’t been there yet.”

wi NU.”

“Then,” she said, “let’s tear ourselves
away from Madame and start.”

HE took him to a little place on Forty-

ninth Street where the food was as fine
as could be had in America,

“I brought you here,” she said, “because
I've wanted to come and you're the only
man [ know who can afford to bring me.”

““Is that so important?” he asked.

“Your money? Of course, it is impor-
tant.”

“Yes, but—but how about me? 1 mean
if I didn’t have this money—"'

“Would I still esteem you for your
manly virtues? How should I know? 1 do
know it’s nice vou have it."”

“Maybe,” he said, “I won’t have it so
much longer. 1 guess if money is so im-
portant to vou I'd better not give you
what I was going to.”

“Such, for instance, as—?"

“A poem,” he said.

“You wrote it?"

“Yes. On purpose for you.”

“Um ... I don't think I ever had a
poem written for me before. Suppose we
forget about the cash and let the poem
come.”

“1 didn’t mean to write any poems or to
say anything about how [ feel while things
are so unsettled,” Longfellow said, “but 1
woke up last night and got to thinking
about it. So 1 wrote this poem for you—""

“(Give,"” she said, extending her hand.

Diffidently he passed it to her across the

table. She opened the envelope and read
it. He watched her face anxiously. She
did not smile.
and,

a tear poise on her eyelash and course down
upon her cheek,

“Oh,” she said, “Oh. . . . It’s funny.
It’s comical. It's absurd, but, Mike, it's—
it's something else. 1 ought to laugh, bur
I can’t.”” She dabbed at her eye angrily.
“I can’t, because it is so—so darned simple
and real.”

“Then you don’t mind?”’

“Mind! Mind! Oh, you small-town
sap! You agricultural idiot! Mind!”

IT WAS queer, but he did not mind her
calling him jeering names. Perhaps it

A second time she read it, |
to his amazement and consterna- |
tion—but alse to his vast delight—he saw |

was because of her tone, and perhaps it |

was because of her eves.

“I—1 was doing my best to make you
understand,” he said diffidently.

Her cool, clear voice was neither cool nor
clear, but unsteady and mutiled.

“1 didn't know,” she said, ‘“that there
was anything like you alive. [ didn’t
know anyone could be so un-self-conscious
and—and simple and—and genuine. 1
don’t believe vou even dream how syn-
thetic people are. You have never found
out—have you?—about miserable false
values, and pretenses and vanities.”

“I don’t know very much about women,”
said Longfellow, “but I do know about
you, and so I wrote the very best poem I
could, to—to tell yvou I—I love vou. And
['m telling you now because [—somehow
I'm sure that if you ever came to love me
it wouldn't make any difference to you
whether Mr. Semple had a common-law
wife or not and I had all this money taken
away from me."”

“You're sure of that, are vou?"

“I'm certain,” hesaid. ““Now let's eat
and I won't bother you any more about
it. I just wanted you to know.”

“No,” she said, “we won’t talk about it
any more now. [ think I shall want to sit
in the dark and take stock of myself."”

They dined quite companionably, and
then she took him around the corner to
the enormous theater, where they saw a
picture and the sumptuous entertainment
that went with it. He was very thoughtful.

“Lots of people come here,”” he said.

“Lots,”” she replied.

“They like it."

“Of course.”

“It gives me a kind of an idea," he said.

He took her home. There was no other
reference to his poem as he said good night
to her. Curiously, he liked that,

“I want to see vou often,” he said.

“Why not?" she said. “Good night.
I'm going in to find out things about
Simonetta Petersen.”

“They will be very nice things,"
and then he went home. . . .

Longfellow was unhappy. He sat
hunched over his desk, his head upon his
hands, obsessed by a gnawing sense of
futility, His worry was not for himself,
but for Simonetta Petersen. It was evident

he said;

to him that she stood in danger of arrest |

for the murder of Nina Motti—and he |
could do nothing to avert it. He realized |

almost for the first time how dear she was
to him; how much her happiness and safety
meant to him. But he was helpless to
bring her either happiness or safety.

He was ashamed (Continued on page 154)
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of himself for not turning out to be a
storybook hero and rescuing her from her
predicament by some astounding act or
acuteness. From the beginning he had
done nothing save to assure her that he
believed in her innocence and would stand
by her. But he had done nothing except
to feel bewildered—and to send a cable
to Italy to ask for information about
a number of people connected with the
Opera.

For a time he tried to write, but in-
spiration would not come; he tried to
think, to reason, but encountered only
bafflement. More or Jess in desperation he
turned on the radio, A man'’s voice, unctu-
ous and laden with distressingly correct
Pronunciations, announced that Biggley's
Foamy Mouth Wash was about to put on
the air its weekly Amateur Night,

“As you listen to these contestants—
simon-pure amateurs every one—compare
their performances," said the voice of the
announcer. “ Weigh one against the other,
and when you have thus exerted vyour
critical faculties, wire or telephone your
vote to this station, care of Biggley’s
Foamy Mouth Wash Hour.

I?NGFELLOW shook his head as if to
clear it, and wondered if his ears were
playing him tricks,

“The winner of each weekly contest,”
continued the voice, “will receive as a re-
ward a contract to appear for four weeks
upon the stage of a chain of vaudeville
theaters. You may be assisting in the
birth of a great career—in the emergence
of an artist who will win fame and fortune,
Telephone or telegraph your vote to Big-
gley’s Foamy Mouth Wash, The first
aspirant of the evening is Master Hermie
Spantx, who will play for you upon his
chosen instrument, the jew’s harp.*

There ensued a twanging sound which
was interrupted by the clanging of a gong
and by laughter.  Hermie was succeeded
by a gentleman who impersonated animals
and birds, and by a pianist and by a tenor
and by a banjoist and by a soprano. Some
of these invisible personages were enter-
taining, some ludicrous, but, somehow,
Longfellow found the thing distinctly inter-
esting.

And the vote was announced. The
winner was a voung gentleman who played
a half-dozen instruments at once and
called himself a one-man orchestra. Long-
fellow was astounded at the number of
vates cast. It totaled into the thousands.

He summoned Bengold.

“I've been listening to the Foamy
Mouth Wash Amateur Hour," he said.

“Yes, Mr. Deeds.”

“Is it on the level?”

“It is said to be so0.”

“Thousands of people voted.””

“It is reported to be one of the most
popular hours on the air,” said Bengold.
“I was speaking to an employee of the
broadeasting company only the other day,
He tells me that it exceeds in popularity
even such stars as Madame Pomponi or
Signor Pinella or the Philharmonic.”

“You mean folks would rather listen to
amateurs than to great opera stars?

“It would seem to be the fact,” said
Bengold,

Longfellow grunted, He was not ex-
actly surprised, for he had enjoyed it more
himself,

“Bengold,” he said, “if there was an

amateur contest with an honest-to-good-
ness reward it would be g pretty good
idea.”

“Quite probably, Mr. Deeds.”

“D’'ve know,” said Longfellow,
wouldn't be surprised if it was a good

thing for Opera that [ had to get mixed in
it. Yes, sir. Everybody connected with
it always thinks along the same line, |
guess they always have.”

" Traditions,” said Mr. Bengold.

“I wouldn't be surprised,” Longfellow
said, “if it wasn’t possible to work so hard
at traditions that you forget to keep alive
the thing the traditions are about.”

“You may be right,” said Bengold,
without comprehending in the least what
Longiellow was talking about,

“Now, take the board of directors of the
Opera,” Longfellow said. “They look as if
they hadn’t heard of anything since Lin.
coln’s Gettysburg Address. Huh. Ben-
gald, if T ever get out of this mess I'm in,
I guess maybe I'1] up and kick the stuffing
out of some of these cobwebs. "

“You will find it difficult, Mr, Deeds,”

“1 won’t,” said Longtellow pensively,
“unless they can find somebody else to
hold the bag.” He considered that a mo-
ment. “Good night, Bengold,” he said.

But before the door closed behind the
Secretary he spoke again: “Before vou go
out will you get Mr. Cedar on the wire?”

Presently his buzzer announced that the
call was ready.

“Mr. Cedar?” asked Longfellow.

“Yes, Mr. Deeds,”

“Will vou call a meeting of the directors
of the Opera tomorrow? At eleven.”

“Itis very short notice, Isitimportant?”

“Very.”

“You are—young, Mr. Deeds, and per-
haps less experienced than [. Might it not
be a good idea if ¥ou told me what you
wish to bring before them?*

“1 think,” said Longfellow, “1'd rather
break it to them in—in 2 body. I guess I
am young, and maybe I haven't had a lot
of experience. But I'm not exactly loaded
up with admiration for those directors.
No, sir. If they get curious and want to
know, you can tell them I'm coming down
to kick the stuffing out of about a peck of
traditions.”

“You are what?”

“And you'd better have the janitor
there to lug out a basketful of cobwebs,”
said Longfellow. “Good night.”

ONGFELLOW read for an hour or so
and retired. He drapped to sleep almost
instantly and slept deeply. How long he
slept he did not know, but some time in the
night he awakened. There was a bright
light in the bedroom, He opened his
eves, but was quite convinced he was still
asleep and dreaming., On the ceiling above
his head was an enormous elephant rearing
upon his hind legs and hurling a hapless
native into the Jjungle with its trunk. He
blinked. Then he turned his head. On the
wall opposite was a giraffe nibbling a palm.
Everywhere he looked were animals or
marvels of zoological life. He shut his eves
again, but this did not seem like a dream,
Then he started upright, for the voice of
Mr. Percival Dide and the voice of Miss
Theresa Garrison Joined in shouting the
word, “Surprise!"’
They emerged from behind a screen, ac.
companied by two strange men in overalls
with long brushes and pails of paste,

“Mr. Deeds,” said Dide, “may I preser
Sam and Arthur, Bill posters. We 5
quired them in Greenwich—wasn’t it

“Stamford,” said Theresa. B

“Both wrong,” said Arthur, “It was
Danville.” '

“Anyhow, it was a slick i
Theresa. “We saw them putting up
circus posters, and they looked nNice,
asked them to come along as witnes

“They were very good witnesses,"
Dide, “and very amenable, T
mained as guests at the breakfast
was at four o’clock, p, a."

“What breakfast?” asked Long

“The wedding breakfast, of o
said Theresa. “Don’t YOUu  recognis
honeymoon when you see it? "

“ ness gracious!” exclaimed

fellow.
“And because,” said Dide, “it was
who brought us together-—*
“And made our blessed union p
by refusing to marry me vourself—'

“We decided to let you in on it,”
Dide, *and to share our raptures,”

“And we hoped you loved dumb ap
mals,” Theresa said, *‘so we brought
Sam and Arthur to brighten up you
I've always wanted to do over
room."! /

“{/OUR mother,” said Longfellow, “w
have a conniption.” '

“Oh, won't shel exclaimed
rapturously. “Do you want to
bride?"" .

“And that reminds me,"” said
“I've got a long cable for vou from I
Almost forgot it in the excitement of
moment. There it is, laddie "

“What are you going to do
asked Longfellow,

“We did think," said Theresa, “o
up to the Hall of Fame and giving ita
animal touches. But Sam and Arthur
almost run out. By the way, belo
what'll we do with Sam and Arthur?”?

“Put 'em to bed,” said Dide.

“Here? " asked Longfellow,

“Where,” demanded Dide, <«js
Southern hospitality?"

“All right,” said Longfellow. “Are vo
two going to stay, also? '’

“Oh, no. We're going some
Where was it we were going, beauti

“Bermuda,” said Theresa.

“Wrong. It was Constantinople,”

“Let's compromise on Peking,”
Theresa. p

“Done, sweetheart. Let's go and bay.
the tickets. G'night, Sam and Arthy
Mr. Deeds "Il get you safely back to Dan-
ville and pay vour fines jf you get pinched.
‘Night, Mike.” He paused and came g er
to the bed and extended his hand. “And

don’t get fool ideas," he said, ** essand]
mean business. Don't we, nutsy?" "

“It is an actual fact,"” said Theresa,
“that we adore each other.,

Behemoth.”
They departed. Longfellow rang for 2
disgruntled butler, who stowed Sam and
Arthur in beds, Then, picking up the
cablegram Dide had given him, he opened
it and read. A contented smile broke ﬂut
on his face, and, with a leeling in his heart
that all was not wrong with the world, he
closed his eyes and tried to g0 to sleep
again, A

(To be continued) o
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