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.SANDRA THE
JEALOUS

By Jane Pheips
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SANDRA RESENTS BARRETT’S
ATTENTIONS TO ROSE
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! CHAPTER XLVIL,

At eleven o'clock 1 excused ‘myself
and ordered a little supper served.
Oh, how I enjoyed it! 1 don’t mean
the supper, although that was dainty
and d@llclous, but the freedom—the
feeling that I was-doing -as I wanted,
just as Leola had done. i

Yet in spite of my pleasurahlg eve-
ning, regardless of my Bemg for once
able to do as I pleased, évén ito wear-
ing my hair high. I had a distinct
teeling of annoyance. I realized that:
Rose had been more than nice to
Barrett—that she had made what we
girls at home used to call ‘a dead
get for him.”

My wish that they would marry
had vanished, It now seemeq to me
not desirable, 1 cannot explain why
1 felt this way; I made no attempt
to analyze the change. And when
Barett left T was delighted that he
held my hand longer than he did
Rose’s and seemed to feel more re-
gret at parting with me than with
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her.

“Isn’t he the dearest thing!” Rose
exclaimed. “And didn’t we havyp a
perfectly lovely time? It is wonder-
ful to be able to entertain as you
can. Do you know if I knew him
very well I should call him Barry
1 think it just suits him.”

“Call who ‘Barry’?” 1 asked, pre-
tending ignorance.

“Barett Edmonds, of course,
long have you known him?”

“Almost ever since 1 have been
married.” :

“Don't see how you have
from falling in love with
couldn’t have helpéd it.
ning. And such a Aoice! You sing
very well together, but it is always
more pleasure for me to listen to a
man sing than it is to a woman.”

“Thank you,” 1 replied drily.

“Oh, don't get niffy! 1 always
like to hear you sing. But it is aif-
ferent to hear a man—a young hand-

How

kept
him, ]
He is stun-

some man like Barett Edmonds. He
thrills one.”

1 changed the subject. Really 1
was ‘becoming quite annoyed. Rose
certainly was talking nonsense. She
must be reading more novels than
we did when we used to read to-

gether.

It was late before we went to sleep
and so0 remained in bed later
than usual, After breakfast we took
another ride and did a little shop-
ping. Rose’s father had supplied her
liberally with money, and she spent
it freely.

I wanted terribly to impress her
still further by taking her to omne of
the smart restaurants to luncheon,
but 1 didn’t dare. - Everett was sure
to hear I had heen there with Mrs.
Sloane, and perhaps be angry. Al
though he liked her and she was:one
of our set. .He would be much more
likely to be angry if I went with
Rose, especially if we had no chaper-
on. Rose was’ just as young looking
as I was, and he hag told me that

even if 1 were married I looked too
young to go to such places un-
chaperoned, :

We spent the afternoon in the

shops, after we had lunched at home.

About 5 o’clock, just as we were
dressing for dinner, the telephone
rang and Barett Edmonds asked us

to go to a play.

For @ moment 1 didn*t - know what
to say, Then came the thought:
“Leola would not hesitate—not if she
wanted to go.” Anq I wanted des-
perately to go. So T replied:

“We' will be delighted as we had
made no plans for the evening.”

After telling me he would call for
us at 8 o'clock, he rung off and I flew
into the guest room to tell Rose.

“Isn’t it wonderful that he likes
me so well!” sghe.said. “I think he
is just. splendid; and he must like
me to ask us out with him tonight
after spending the entire evening
here last night. 1If you weren’'t mar-
ried I might think it was you he
was trying to please, but of course
it couldn’t be you. Young men don't
pay attention to married women, un-
less it is because they are mixed up
in business with their husbands.”

1 thought “Perhaps they don't at
home,” but I said nothing. I didn’t
want to quarrel with Rose. She was
my guest, But the way she appro-
priated Barrett was too silly. Why
Ee :m}d scarcely seemed to look at
er

I took great pains with my toilet,
as much as {f Everett were going
with me. I was well very satisfled
when I had finished, and Rose too
looked ‘Iovely. [ felt glad to have her
look so nice because she was visiting
me, and I didn’t know who would
see us,. But I would have been just
as well pleased had she not been

quite so attractive— because of Bar-
rett,

This was all very childish, but I
wag little more than a child, although
I 'made pretense of heing blase to
Rose, \
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CHAPTER XLVII,

Rose” gushed  abominably’ when
Barrett ‘called for, us,  She was so
effusive in her thanks, taking all the
honor of the invitation to herself in
2 way that really mortified and an-
noyed me,

Barrett complimented me,
unutterable things with
then turned and said:

“If I may be so bold upon - short
acquaintance, may 1 tell you also
how charming you look, Miss Gran-
don?”

“Thank you,. a.woman - is always
delighted to be told she.is clmrming)j"
Rosg replied, dropping a little curt-
8y, and smiling at him in what she
probably supposed was an irresis-
able manner. For a moment I felt
‘almost sorry I had asked Rose to
visit me. Then I remembered that
were she not there 1 would not - be
able to get out with Barrett Edmonds.

We laughed and chatted all the
way to the theatre.and between the
acts. Barrett never left us, although
the men all about seemed scarcely
able to wait to go down the moment
the curtain rang dawn. Everett never
did so, and it pleased me that Bar-
rett remained with us.

The play was delightful, a society
drama full of laughs. 1 enjoyed
every minute of it. Barrett sat be-
tween us, and was perfectly impar-
tial in his attentions. I saw several
people I knew, who bowed to me.

AN UNPLEA

ey

looking
his eyes,

‘‘'What lovely looking people ‘you
know,” Rosg said to me.
“That was Mrs, Sloane. A friend

of Mr. Edmonds also,” I explained.
“I know she is ‘wonderlng who you
are.”

“She is beautifully dressed.”

“Yes, she is one of the best dressed
women I know. Everett admires her

“Did you ever see such a devoted
wife?” Rose asked, as she turned to
Barrett, “If ‘her husband admires
anything it is perfectly all right with
Sandra.”

“She certainly is a devoted wife.
And Mr.. Graham ' has exquisite
taste,” he replied with a meaning
glance at me—a glance which 1 could
not fail to interpret, although it
had passed over Rose’s head.

After the play Barrett urged us to
g0 to supper. I refused although Roze
looked pleadingly at me, and re-
marked:

'+ “It is so late we might as well stay
out a little later.” The play had
been a long one, and it was necarly
midnight.

“What do wyou say, Mrs. Graham?”
Barrett asked,

“I say go home” I tried to speak
lightly. I wanted terribly to go to
supper with Barrett, but something
helg me back. Rose looked daggers
at me, but I paid no attention, She
-had no husband to please and I did.

“Sandra is getting to be such a
prim,” she told Barrett as we drove
home. “Before she was married she
was ready for anything. Really, she
was the worst one of all., She seems
afraid to stir. I can’t understand
the change in her.”

“I can. She is'in a different en-
viroment, In a place where one
has always lived anq where everyone
knows you, you can do almost eany-
thing you please, sure that you will
not be misunderstood. But among
strangers, many of them critical, you
have to ,be more careful.”

It was a long speech for Barrett,
and a more serious one than I e¢ver
had heard him make, It had the
effect of making me uneasy; almost
wishing I had not gone to the thea-
tre with him—something he did not
intend, T am sure.

“It must be an awful bore to be
always thinking what people are go-
ing to say,” Rose returned rather
pettishly. “I would hate to be con-
stantly thinking I must ‘watch my
step.’ ” Rose was inclined to be a
bit slangy.

We werg at home by this time,
and I was rather glad. The conver-
sation had veered into a channel not
conductive to my peace of mind. Bar-
rett promised to call in a day or
two, then left us at the door, I
walked in, Rose following.

“May I ask where you have been
until this time of night?” Everett
stood glowering at me as he put the
question, ignoring Rose entirely.

ROSE EXPRESSES HER
OPINION OF EVERETT

CHAPTER XLXIL

When I saw Everett I was so as-
tonished 1 lost what little wit 1T ever
possessed, and instead of answering
1 just stared at him, ‘

“Well, why don’t you speak?
Where have you been  until this
time?” _apain looking at the watch
he helQ» "his hihd.

“T'o ‘thes theatra 1 faltered.

“Who "safd " you; could go to. the
theatre? %, 1 thought I'expressly told
you in my letter-to.&o to bed early.”
| “Everett, don’t you see Rose, Rose
@Grandon—you met her out home tyou
know?” 3
“Yes I' remember Miss Grandon,
he inclined His head slightly, as with
a faint ‘good night’ Rose slipped past,
us, iip to her room. .
In a way 1 was glad she had gone,
that she would no longer be a wit-
ness to,my humiliation. In another
way I wished she had remained.
Everett. might have been less un-

asonable. ety
l.‘,Nelmar of us hdd replied to Roge's
but as soon as she had
gone 'Everett said:

ol followed meekly, but didn:

~ “Come into the library!"”
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one bit meek niﬂde. '"'He had ~Gost

Jreag or do anything,.]I was so

away for days, hadn't told me what
he was doing or anything. He had-
n't even kissed me, Father always
kissed mother' several times if he
had been away over night,

I stood opposite him after
switcheq on the lights,

“Why didn't you o¢bey me?” he
asked sternly, !
.“Because—because— why Everett,
I haven't done anything wrong.
only—"

“When 1 tell you to remain at
home, to retire early, I expect to be
obeyed.” °
~/“But I am not a child!” 1 don't
know where I got the courage to
speak up as I did, = “I was lonely, I
asked Rose to come  and stay with
me‘while you ‘were gone, I couldnt
lone-
someé, And after she came we had
to do something, - am sure that you
wouldn’t have talked to Leola the
way you.do to'mg.; 1 am ashamed
to have Rose go homé.and tell how
L'am treated,” 1 " stopped, frightened
almost to death. 1 had not meant
to mention his first wife—to this
day I don't know what made me do
it. But I was so hurt and angry.

Everett haq turned a pasty gray
color when I mentioned Leola, and
the knuckles of. his hands, which
gripped the table were white and
strained. For a moment he did not
reply. Then in a voice I scarcely rec-
ognized, he said:

“Go upstairs and go to bed.”

“Aren’t you coming?” 1
frightened at his looks.

“Not mow—hut go!”

I went, ¥ .

Rose was watching for me, and fol-
loweq me into my room,

“You poor dear! I was awfully
envious of you—all your woanderful
clothes,  this beautiful home and
everything. But I'm not jealous any
longer. He's a bear! 1 wouldn't
live with him for a million dollars!
I'd be frightened to death to breathe
naturally for fear he wouldn’t like
it. Give me a youpg man who likes
fun, and loves me!” she finished with
a great deal of emphasis on the
‘loves me.’

“He was cross because I didn't do
as he said,” was all I could think of
in the way of an apology.

“But you're a married woman!
You’re not a child living at home
with your father and mother, They
have a right to boss you, he hasn’t
I wouldn’t put up with it for a min-
ute. I'd show him where he got
off,” she finishéd slangily.

Just then I heard a
downstairs,

“Run back to your room Rose. He's
coming!” and like a frightened rab-
bit she scuttleq back.

he

asked,

movement

“What did your friend have to
spy to you that couldn't keep till
morning?” Everett askeq as he

closed the door.

“She said she would rather marry
a man that loved her than to have
all ;you have given me,” 1 had pur-
posely left out the ‘young.’

“So she thinks I do not love you?”

“Of course.”

“Why — of course?”

“Because — why — becanse of the
way you act—the way you treat me.*
“I see. And you agree with her?”

“Yes. I can’t help it. You have
heen away over a week, You haven't
kissed .me, not said a kind ' word.
When father went away ' for one
night .he loved mother most to death
when he came back.”

He made no reply, and I crawled
into bed quivering with anger and
disappointment; yet glad he had not
asked who took us to the theatre.

Tomorrow—Rose Goes Home,
ROSE GOES HOME

CHAPTER L.
The next morning Everett was
coldly, almost freezingly polite to
Rose. I wished I hadn’t told him

what she said—it was going to make
it horribly uncomfortable for me.
But ‘T needn’t have worried. Rose
wasn’t the kind to stay where she
wasn’t sure of a good time, and as
soon as Everett had left for his of-
fice she commenced to pack.

“l wish you would call Barry up
anq tell him I am going home,” she
said. .

“All right! but I don’t see how you
can call him ‘Barry,’ I have known
him ever 'so much longer than you
have and I have - called him Barrett
only a few times. It seems awfully
intimate to give him a nick-name.”

“Not if you knew.” ‘

I wondered what she meant, but
could get her to ‘make no explana-
tion.  Finally I concluded, she was
just ‘putting on side’ as an English
friend of mother’s used to express it.
So I called Barrett up and told him.
He only sajd: “I am sorry your
friend is going, isn't it rather sud-
den? Shg said nothing about it last
night.”

“It IS sudden. Here she-is,” and
I relinquished the telephone to Rose,
who talked a good quarter of an
hour I am sure, ' _ '

“He will be at the train,” she said
when she finally hung up. “You will
go down with me, of course.” '

“Certainly!” 1 knew * by her tone
she didn’t want me, but neither did
I want her to tell Barrett Edmonds
how Everett had treated me. " I was
sure she would if I were not along.
“I will order the car as long.as you
are determined to go.” ‘4

“I wousen't bg hired to wstay! I
would feel so uncomfortable, 1 don't
see how you stand it, honest I don’t,
I'm real sorry for ‘you, Sandra.”

That wag the last straw. ;

“Please Rose, don’t go bach
telling tales, saying you 0\17_,
for me and all that sort of thin
will make Mother - terribly
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and make her think Iam. 1 am not
really, Rose, Everett is awfully nice
at times, and"—

“He'd have to be to make up for
the other times. The idea of taking
a man's warmed-over affections, and
then standing what you do! Nix on
the widowers and old men for little
bright-eyes. Love in a cottage for
me in preference.”

I felt awfully like agreeing with

1| her, and to keep from doing it 1

made myself think of all the nice
things Everett' had done for me. I
tried to tell her of some:of them
but she wouldn't listen—just pooh-
hood everyone of them, iz

I teased her all the way to the
station to promise me she would
not worry Mother by telling her how
she felt about Everett, But she
wouldn’t promise. Said she thought
it her duty perhaps to 1er my family
know the sort of a crank I had mar-

ried, .\
‘Barrett' was at the station walt-
ing. 'When he asked Rose if she

wasn’t leaving rather
broke right in very ' impolitely’ and
changed the subject. But Rose was-
n't to be put off so easily.

“It
stay now that Mr. Graham is back.
He won’t allow Sandra any freedom,
ang I couldn’t live like that, even as
a guest.”

He gave me a quick sharp look of
sympathy, then he too changed the
subject, and talked so rapidly, and
with such humor that Rose had no
time nor, I am sure, any inclination
to recur to it. But she took all the
pleasantries to herself, shutting me
out entirely. I didn’t carg — much, if
only she would not say anything
more ahout my husband. But I wasn’t
to get off so easily, Just as we were
about to leave her; she said:

“You must be nice to ‘Sandra, Mr.
Edmonds. Poor girl! T should die
it T had to lead the life she does.
Be forbidden to go out, told to go
to bed even when he is away. I'll
bet his first wife wasn’t such a
saint,

I felt so ashamed
could run and hide somewhere. But
after she left, Barrett turneq to me
as if nothing had happened and
said:

“May 1 bring my music
ternoon next week?”

“Do! 1 shall be glad to have you.”
Then I bade him good bye and went
home,

That afternoon I cried for hours.
I knew Everett would scold, but
someway T didn’t care, I knew I was
a sight; with my red nose and swol-
len eyes, but I gid nothing to render
them less noticeable before 1 joinea
him at dinner. '

suddenly, . I

1 wished that 1

some af-

SANDRA TELLS -EVERETT
A FEW TRUTHS

CHAPTER LI

To my astonishment Everett - said
nothing about my looks. He was
late and after giving me a cold lit-
tle kiss, he went immediately to the
dining room.

“Your friend has gone ” he asked.

“Yes.” Then embolded that he
had not scolded ,because I had cried,
[ added: “She couldn’t
stay after—" 1 hesitated.

“After what?”’ Everett demanded.

“After the may you talked to me,
and the way you acted last night,”
[ replied desperately. But someway
when Everett looked at me so stern-
ly, and in that voice questioned me,
[ just had to speak the truth.

“Did I tell you you might
guests 7"

‘““No, Everett. But I was lonely. I
don’'t know any young people my
own age to talk to and I didn’t
think you would object to my ask-
ing Rose as long as you wern’t here
to be annoyed with her. I get so
tired of knowing no one but old
people—older than U am. 1 used to
have so many friends, all the boys
and girls in town. Now I have no
one.” Tears of self-pity rolled down
my cheeks. I was nervous, my head
ached, I hadn’t slept the night before
because of Everett’s attitude, and 1
had cried nearly two hours. Was
it any wonder that I said things I
would not have dared had I been in
a moral condition?

“I am go old I don’t count for any-
one.” His tone was bitter. “You
will please leave the table. 1 wili
send-your- coffee-and, (dessert to your
room, One would think you needed
dolls to play with instead of the boys
and girls whose society you say you
miss so dreadfully!”

I rose from the table, hut some-
thing, I don’t know what, made me
stop and lay my hand on Everett's
shoulder and say:

“I am sorry I annoyed you
having Rose.”

He made no reply, and I went to
my room, In a moment Hetty
brought me my dessert and coffee.
I couldn’t eat, but drank the cof-
fee, then threw myself on the bed
and af '~ sobbed as if my heart
would breuk. I was in the hysterical
throes of sorrow for myself and
heard nothing until Hetty came in
to undress- the bed for the night.

Then T heard the front door close
I hurried to the window. Everett
was walking rapidly away from the
house. , Once I thought he looked
back, but I' couldn’t be sure. My tears
flowed afresh, He knew T was un-
happy, sick and utterly miserable,
but ‘he had gone out—leaving me
alone without trying tp console me.

“Please don’t cry any more, Mrs.
Grahim, you'll surely be sick if you
do,”” Hetty hegged after she, finished
her work.

“I'm sick now, Hetty,
make any difference.”
“Can—I—help you—do anything?”
“No, thank you, Hetty. Just leave
me alone.” As she closed the door
in response to my request, I impul-
sively called her ‘back. ' She was
only a servant, but she was a girl
my own age: “I didn’t mean to

invite

by

80 it won't

speak so sharply, Hetty. But my
head aches.”
“Let me bathe it for you,” She

took’ the bottle of eau _de cologue
from the dressing table, and for haif
an hour she bathed my head, smooth-
ing away the pain in both head and
heart with her hands. Finally she
said:  “I think yowll sleep now—
thank you for letting me do it for
you,” and was gone, But somehow
I telt comforted.

I was not asleep when Ryerett

isn’t comfortable for me to|,

very" 'well'
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He undressed in the dark,

came in although 1 pretended to be. myself. T was so suprised a_t ~ his v and was
He spoke, but 1 made no answer. |gentle kiss, so puzzled by it after|so qu.nlt .1 scarcely heard a g'ountl.
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so heavily T was tempted to ask him|for fear he would again say some- pndersmnd my c‘m\'ing for confpan
what was the matter but restrained | thing to hunt me. ionship in my mind. . 3
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