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which usually comes
from strained or over-
worked muscles, Ab-
sorbine, Jr. is  highly
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Briskly , rubbed 'in at the
sore . spot, Absorbine, Jr.
will take outthe pain and
stifiness  quickly, and re-
store the muscles. to their
normal, hedlthy condition.
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THE OUTLAW

The S8tory of a Girl Whe
Didn't Want to Marry

By ETHEL LLOYD PATT)
S TN Y1 NN
= Chapter XvIL **

o

Beforq 1 could collgpt = my
thoughts, about a dozen people had
rushed up in answer to my scream.

T had hoen seated there alone,
pasting scme samples ot clath in a
‘sample | book. . Absorbed.in my
task, T' lfad not heard my;employ-
er's son tiptoe across the_floor to
thd !back of my ochair. Sidddenly
he had kisséd my neck, 85 I sat
with bent head.

Tm not quite sure why L.scream-
ed. I don’t suppose 1 was really
frightened. Certainly I wagn’'t hurt
Perhaps it was because my. nerves
had been on edge for days, after
my evperience in the park with
one of Dora's friends.

* At tany rate, I certainly didn’t
plan nor count upon the scene
which I created.

I stood there rigid, beside the
table at whch I had been working
—my fists clenched and my face
flaming. = My employer's .son star-
ed at me vindictively. Five or six
of the salesgirls had rushed up at
once; a couple of women from the
factory in the rear; and behind
them, Dora the telephone girl—the
one friend upon whom .I could
count. i

Neither the youth who had frig-
htened me, nor I spoke for the mo-
ment. It was one of the little
group of employees who broka’the
silence.

“My goodness! Nell!” said a
girl “what’s eatin’ you? Why did
you scream like that?” ;

“He frightened me, I-explained
a little weakly—noddng toward
the paralyzéd young man who
stood near me, “He—' [ paused
and stammered “he—kissed me.”
I said.

“My Gawd! Ain't that awful?”
remarked one ginl mockingly.

And at that instant the door from
the hall into the showroom swung
open, and my employer himself en-
tered.

“\What is all this?” he -asked of
the group before me.

The girls stepped back a little.
Unconsciously I waited for the boy
beside me to make some sort of ex-
planation. I glanced at him in-
quiringly. It seemedto me that he
was bent more upon steppipg back
behind the other employees than
remaining at my side.

“What the dickens are you do-
ing?” asked my employer, and at
1ast 1 found my tongue.

“Your soh kissed me,” I said
simply. “He frightened me. I
screamed. [ guess everybody ran
to see what was the matter.”

“My son 7" began my em-
ployer. " i

The boy broke in at once now.
“Aw, I did nothing of the kind!’
he said. “Why! I never saw the
girl before in my life! I didn't ev-
en know she worked here. She
was sitting here alone, and I was
n't here two mnutes before she
screamed. Gee whiz! the woods
are full of them— dirty little black-
mailer, that's ‘what she is!”

{ stared at the boy, my mouth
open,

“Why!”
true!” -

“Oh, it ain’t—ain’t it queried.

He turned with a broad rough ges-
ture to the others facing us.

“Say!” he asked, “did you ever
even see mé speak to ths girl be-
fore? What would I want to kiss
her for? Say, there are plenty of
girls to kiss, without going after
her kind.”

That's right,” murmured a’ girl
standing near him. .

My employers’ face~ had grown
white. Perhap”he knew what -nis
own son wa& like;-perhaps -he did
1 don’t know. NOW, anyhow:
“I'll settle this argument in short
order,’. he said. It won't ocoyr
occur agafn. NellBirney, you ¢an
go! G0 on, get your hat and tiings
The day is Tuesday; you 'won't-be
paid for, the week. . . ' Vit
" For the moment I was to paral-
yzed: to move. 1. was gcarcely con-
Soious that Dora ‘had: stepped for-
ward ahead of the other girls.

“Say, what are you doing?” she

1 gasped, “that’s not

said. “That kid’s no blackmaller
Don't be ; a feol. She needs. her
job, too.”

“My employer turned on her.
«Oh, she does—does she, miss?” he
asked. ‘‘Suppose you mind your
own business, I suppose I can fire
a girl it I want to, can't 1?  You
want to look out, or you'll lose
your job along with her.”

“Don't make me laugh!” said
Dora, as she turned on her heel.
“That for your job, as she snap-
ped her fingers. Then to me, over
her shoulder, as she went away.

“Stop at the switchboard, kid as
you go. I can give you a lmlp ad-
vice." *

Chapter XVIII

When the tailor for whom I work
ed dismissed me summarily
canse his son had kissed me, 1 was

ngry to cry.
too 5" ien little group of star-
N
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ing girls who had witnessed the
scene, my throat telt dry iand hard
—my eyes were burning. Later I
knew the tears would come. But
for the minute I walked stiff and
straight, possessed by a rage that
gave me courage.

0f course, I didn‘t dare really
to think. Already my mother had
come to depend on the three dol-
lars and a half T brought her each
Saturday. My father now Kknew
that I worked and that I gave as
much of my wages ‘as I possibly
could spare toward the mainten-
ance of our home. In consequence,
he had spent just that much more
cn liquor. ‘So now, the loss of my
position was not only a blow to my
pride, but an actual financial loss
to the whole family.

Also, in common with all young
persons ‘who start to earn their
livelihood, f lived in terror of ne.
ver being able to get another posi-
tion, once I lost the one I had.

At the end of the scene which
had culminated in my discharge,
Dora, the telephone girl, had told
me tu stop and speak to her on my
way out. I obeyed her request aut-
omatically. Anyhow, she was the
one friend T had in the place. It
was natural for me at least to say
good-bye to her, ] !

With my hat on any old way,
and my gloves clutched tightly in
my fist, dry eyed, 1 stopped at
Dora’'s switchboard. She looked
me up and down. Something very
like respect came into her glance.

“Gee kid,” she said, “I've got to
hand it to you. I expected you

;hérri(l old man see me do it? T'd

would bawl. . 2
“Cry?” I said furiously between
my teeth—“Cry!! And let that

little quiver in my voice: “It was
upfair! It was horrid and unfair!”
die first!!!!"! And then, with a

“Ot course,” said Dora easily.
«“ywou didn’t expect anything else,

TBordlurss|
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ple 1 hatel.1f they'll.only let me

work and earn it!” :
And then the wheels again:

0

“Yuo'll'have to use ‘em—use ‘em
—use ’em,” they seemed to say .

Chapter XIX

Mother was terribly upset at my
tale of how I had lost my position.
But she.was even more upset when
I told her what I was going to do
next morning. For I had not yet
learned the art of concealing
things from her.

I had gone straight home on the
night of my little cataclysm; told
her my stojy just as it was. Then
{ had “explained to her {that Dora
thought, it possible I might get a
minor, part :in a moving picture
company. That' Dora hafl offered
to ‘phone to a friend of her's in the
Champion Film offices to tell him
[ was coming to see him.

“But, Dora is that girl who in-
troduced you to those horrid men
the night- you were out, dearie;
isn’t she?” mother protested ‘Oh,
Nellie, girl, I don’t like to think of
you being a play actress!”

“But these are the movies, mo-

ther!” I explained. “That’s differ-
ent.” .
“Ig it, dear? asked mother. “Of
course, she didn’t know amy more
than I did. “But it sounds ' the
same to me. Nellie, I think I'll
like to have you in a nice, clean
store, or something like that.”

I cuddled my head do on mo-
ther's shoulder.

“Mother,” I said, “If. I work#n
a store a hundred years from ncw
[ may get twenty dollars a week,
With the children growing up and
all, even twenty dollars wouldn’t
do us. But, if I could make good
as a movie actress, I've read in
the papers that lots of those girls
earn a hundred dollars a week,
just as easy!”

Mother stared at me a moment
Then: i

«] wouldn’t believe that, Nellie.
dear,” she said. “That’s more
like what a bank president would
be getting. You mustn't believe
the newpapers. A hundred dollars
a week is a lot of money.”

“Well, anyhow mother” [ plead-
ed “let me try. It won't do any
harm to go see Dora’s man. And
if 1 tell you all about it and every
thing you won’t worry will you?”

My mother’s arms closed around
me
“Of course 1 worry, Nell,” she
sald, “I don’t know much of the
world, so I'm not much help to you
1'd rather you didn't work at all, if
I had my way. I'd just like you to
marry some good man and settle
down, and keep house and have
your children.’ .

“Goodness, mother!” I exclaimed
“Not work at all? What do you
call that?” .

I kissed her lightly on her cheek
and shook my head at her.

No, thanks, dearie” I said. “I
think I'd rather take my chance at
anything rather than that’

did you? = You're old enough to
know better than that. You didn’t
expect any mam to e fair to a

pretty girl, did you?
do you one
anothér.” i

"i}ut why?” I protested. I wasn’t
doing any harm. I didn’t pay any
attention to him. Why should he
want to hurt me? Why didn't he
let me alone?”

“Aw!” mid Dora; “they can’t
do it, that's all. They just got to
be making love to you or devilling
you. Let me tell you something,
kid. Don't you ever believe any
of this equal suffrage business and
all that. There ain't no such an-
fmal. There's just one thing for

way, they'll do you

you to learn: If you don't get men
i under, your thumb, they'll get you
under theirs. Why, look at me!
1 don’t need my job. I don't care
whether that old goat fires me or
not. That's why he doesn't do it.
No, sir! He picks on some little
- kid 1ike you-who's got-to stand his
nonsense or lose her little pay en-
velope.”

1 drew a little closer to the girl.

“Say, Dora’ I asked wistfully,

don't yclf 'suppose there are any
,g0ood men in the world?”
, PDora‘s face was grave for a mo-
‘ment. Then she laughed. At the
gound, involuntarily I stepped back
again,

“Maybe there are some good
men—somewhere. Only I've never
met them that's all, No, kid, let
this be a lesson to you. Use 'em
and use 'em quick, before they cah
use you. Make eyes at 'em till
you've got 'em. crazy. Then laugh
at ’em and snap your fingers in

their, faces. Maybe some of them
are nice for a while; but it never
lasts. You've got to look out for
your future, haven't you? I'm tel-
ling you, I've been through it all
and I know,”

There was a little silence. g

“I'm afraid you're right, Dora,*
1 said; “only T don’t know why, but
1 hate to do it. 1 don’t see why 2
girl can’t go on without men at alt
—just work and earn her own
way.”
“Well, you can't” Dora told me.
“Thats all there is to it. They
won't let you. Go on now, don't
look like that. I want to tell you
why T wanted you to stop. 1 was
thinking— when you stood there so
mad. with the color in your face—
that you were awful pretty. You're
a little thing, but you're kind of
cute. . I was thinking, maybe they
could take you in the movies. I
know i guy in the advertising de-
pantment _of the Champion Film
Combpany. " 'Wait a minute, There's
! the address. You go see him to-
‘lmorrow morning. I'll 'phone anad
| tell him you're coming. - You can't
tell, kid—maybe you'd make a

|| movie queen!™

Childlike, my imagination was
caught at once,

“Oh, Dora!” I said, “I'm afrald
I'm not pretty emough, but T coald
go try. Wouldn't that be wonder-
ful! They say some of those girls
get a hundred dollars a week!
Dom, it T ever do, T won't forget
vou, You'll see whether I'm grate-
ful or not.” .

But, on the way home in the train
the wheels seemed to be saying
over and over 'again. !

“Use 'em—use 'em!” -

At last the tears came to my

eyes.
_.“Oh, T don’t want to use people

“F don't like—take things from peo-

U

Next morning—my shabby little
shoes well shined, the bow on my
hat brushed and straightened, and
my suit neatly cleaned and pressed

If they don’t|..-I went to the city and to the ad-

dress Dora had given me.

eighteenth floor. And, by the time
I was in the elevator, much of my
courage had departed. 1 was jam-

med In at once with a crowd of ci-
gar-smoking men, who all kept
their hats on, in spite of my pre-
gence, and who were talking loud-
ly of “reels” and ‘“releases” in a

way 1 could not understand.
When the elevator stopped at

fices of the Champion Film Com-
pany. I got out and stood staring
about me. There was a spacé in
the centre of which was a desk,
and behind it a small boy. A
semi-circle of glass doors made
the enhclosure. Many of them were
marked “Private” and “No Admis-
sion.”

1 knew I didn't want to see the
little boy who was behind the desk
and so I steod still— hoping some
one would come out to ask me
whom 1 did wished to see.

For ' few moments the boy paid
no attention to me Then:

“Well” he said, “what are you
staring at? What do. you want."”

1 went toward his desk.

41 want to see Mr. Seeley,” 1
told him.,

“Got an appointment?” he en-
quired laconically. ;

“] think so—that is, a friend of
mine 'phoned to him that I was
coming.”

“Gimme your card,” said the boy,

“I haven't any’ I whispered—now
half dead with embarrassment.

“Gimme your name, then’' he de
manded in a businesslike way,

“Nel] Birney” I.told him.

Without another word the boy
disappeared behind - one of the
glass doors. 1 stood alone in the
enclosure, twisting my hands to-
gether,

Chapter XX
'
Two or three men, Wwith pencils
behind their ears and papers 1n
their hands, hurried past me—as I
stood in the outer office of the
moving picture company—but with
out noticing me. Presently a younsg
woman, with rouge on her cheeks
and high laced white kid shoes,
came out, She was chewing gum.
She went to the boy's desk and
rustled about a pile of papers that
was there. 2
“Where's [Freddie?” she sald.
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the floor upon which were the of-(

‘most at once, hefore the man in-

T looked around. When I saw
that there was mobody else near us.
I concluded.

e.

“1 q
told her. .

MThe girl stopped chewing gum a
'moment and stared at me.

“Well,”' she  concluded, “you
don’t know much do you? Then she
went '~ again - behind one of the
swinging doors. |

1 wasn't offended. I was only
curious; anxious to find out how
this new world, in which 1 found
myself, operated. :

There was another long wait for
me. And then the boy, who had
been behind the desk, cume back
—scuffling his feet as he walked
and whistling. L

“You can go in,” he announced.
He started for his desk, paying no
further attention to me. I hestt-i

ont kuow Who Freddie is,” 1’

ated.
“But where shall 1 go?" I asked

m

With that, he gave me quite a|
vindictive look; stalked toward the'
door he had just entered; held it
open for me grudgingly, and start-
ed down the hall.

“My gosh!.’ I heard him say, be:
tween his teeth, * these numskulls
run a fellow's legs off—don’t know
nothin’’

At the end of the hall, the boy

' .

she .was addressing °

knocked imperatively upon a clos- ||
ed door. He turned the handle al-

side could call “Come in.” And I
entered, to find myself in the pre-
sence of Mr. Seeley.

three dollars for a girl to walk on
in a crowd at a ball. or something
like that. We could use you—let's
see—three days from now, if you
come to the office at nine o'clock.’

I clasped my hands happily. ‘O’
1 said, “that is good of you!’

«Thats all right, said Mr. See-
ley easily.  “You be here, three?}
mornings from - now—nine o'clock
—and bring along a swell evening
dress.” .

I stood frozen to the spot.

«gwell evening dress!’ I repeat-
ed after him. -

«Sure”!’ said Mr. Seeley,

It was in a loft building, on the, slippers and all’

1
!
|

“It's.a
Foronation scene  Swell thing.
Beter go the whole . hog—satin

“put 1 haven't

“Qh!’ 1 said again e
What shail 1

an evening dress!
do?

“Say, look here!' Mr Seeley told
we. ‘“That’s none of my business
You asked for a chance. I'm giv-
ing it to you. ain’t 1?7 I guess any
<riend of Rora’s can scare up an
svening dress.. Run along now, l;ld
\Show up here—ask for me—nine
o'clock.” :

T turned on my heel and left his
office. " Somehow I found my way
back ' again down the long dark
hall to the front office, where still
sat tthe.boy behind his desk. He
looked up and grinned at me as 1
came out.

Little Bright

“Who are you,
Eyes?" he asked, “Geraldine, the
Child Queen of the Movies?"
“please,” 1 said pitifully, ‘please

dont tease me.’
Chapter XXI

1 went back to my mother dis
couraged, after seeing Mr. Seeley
of the Champion Film Company.

He had told me that he would
give me a “try out,” as he called
it, in a coronation scene in three
days; but that I must come to his
office with a “swell evening dress
and satin slippers and all”

Had 1 been a little older, 1 sup-
pose his demand would have seem-
ed comic to ~me. Where in the
world was I to get such a costume
For years my mother had even
given up going to church because
she had no ‘“‘Sunday dress.”” But
youth is hopeful. All the way
back in the train to my home I
.told myself that somehow [ would
find a way.

And yet, there 1 was—unpaid for
my last week's work, my trip to
the city having taken hall of the
dollar which was my only capital.

“But 1 will get an evening dress"”
I said to myself, between my teeth
—I will!” .

And so, when [ reached home,
I poured out my tale to mother.

“Just think, mother," I said, He
says he'd give me three dollars
for only one day's work. Why
that's almost as much as I could
earn in a week with that tailor!
Oh, if T only could get the chance!
Why, mother! Suppose 1 worked

every %, 'Fhat would be eigh*
teen déffars! “Why, think of it, mo-
ther, that's vich! That's as much

ag I'd get in @ store after I'd work:
ed for years and years. Oh, mother
it I only could get an eveningi
dress!”

My mother had been listening to
me gravely.

“But Nellle. girl” she said
“don’t you understand? Even if
we had the money, I think a really
handsome dress like that would
cost $20 or $25 ! It would take
us 8o long to pay for it, dearie; it
doesn’t seem good judgment.

“Oh, mother,” 1 said again, and
wrung my hands, “I know 1 could
make good ' if I got a chance. 1
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could pay for it in a couple of
weeks. Couldn't we borrow the
money? Couldn’t we get it some-
how? - Wouldn’t father give us the

money?. Oh isn't he mean? Why
doesn’t he save?”
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Tea and confidently re-
commends it.
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