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awning or, if they were discovered
should have laughed it off. I neves
made that mistake again!”

“But we quarreled violently * for
mofths, and he began drinking a
lot and resigned—or else was ask-
ed to; he was drinking entirely too
much, we had o lot of stormy
scenes about that too—he was so
unjust at times, and I wept or else
raged.

“Then-well of course what fol-
lowed was inevitable. My  baby
was born dead, it wasn't even sev-
en months—and he said it was
my fault for getting into such tem-
pers. Once, being quite lit up after
a party, he told me I'd done it on

* punpose. 1 never forgave him that.”

She talked on, while Pan sat
quietly, too absorbed to go on with
her self imposed secretarial work,
her sensitive little heart fairly
torn with sympathy for her friends.
Frank had left the .diplomatic
service, either of himself  or by
request and they had sailed for
Tunic. )

“Bobby was with the Consulate,
he stayed on, but joined us 'later
at, Cannes,” Gloria said. “Poor
'rank had an attack of conscience
1 was so awfully ill, and took me
down the Nile for my health. We
stopped at Cannes in the Spring,
camg back here for the - Summer.
Frank had to get work of some
sort, we were running out of mon-
ey.”

“What did he do?” Pan asked.

love affair seemed much less im-
portant. 3

“We ‘went to Paris,’ Glorfa con-
tinued. “We had a gay and  hectic

Winter and went on to Monte Carlo
in the early Spring, where: poor
Frank thought he would win back
all he'd lost that Winter. And odd-
ly enough, he did win a lot of mon-
ey. I felt it was too dishonest to
take it—but after . all, it , wasn’t
nearly as dishonest as taking moac
ey from his mother on false preten-
ces as he always did. These quest-
ions. of melaphysics are always
delicate,” and sghe laughed a little.

Gloria it appeared, dragged him
away from Monte Carlo to Germany
for a Summer. The third Winter of
their marriage was spent in Italy.
Frankie was born there,

“You've been everywhere,” Pan
said, thinking enviously of the
wonderful places Gloria had seen.

“Frank had a restless foot,”
Gloria said, “We went to Sweden
for a Summer, and back to Flor-
ence for the Winter. T wasn't feel-
ing up to much after Frankie ar-
rived. And Frank himself nad quite
decide that his talent was litera-

ture. He could write  beautifully,
too, when he wanted to.
“He was asked to lecture once

and toured FEurope alone giving
talks on aspects of American litera-
ture, which -had been his hobby at
college. He went off before the
baby came—packed off to Poland
and parts unknown. T think it was
a blonde, rather than his aesthetic
feelings, but the reason didn't
matter much.”

“What work? His work  was
mainy coaxing funds out of  his
mother. It took him all summer,

but he did it—I found out later
by saying we were to have another
child, which wasn’t true—and that
he'bad to take me away to some
quiet placé for my health-—sha
never knew what caused ‘the first
catastrophe. I was miserable—"

She paused, laughed, and made a
remark that was the keynote to
her dharacter. “1 was so miserable
there was nothing to do but laugh
about it.”

A BREACH ...
Chapter 51
‘The general significance [+13
Gloria’s remark did not strike the

girl until later when ‘she was

thinkng over this whole story.
@Gloria meantime, was going o1

with this wvoluntary confession,
“He did get. a few thousands out

of his mother and he went = ‘back
again to Europe, Tle had an idew|
that e could write—diplomatic!
work of course was impossible af-
ter his African  record. The odu
part was that he could. Frank was
enormously talented.”
Something odd came to P
she sat listening. Gloria 'was
ually boasting  of the accomplish-
ments of the man she could not!
bear to live with! ; i
“Frank was the.spoiled son—-I
mean that in scveral ways. Higs?
mother spoiled him, so did  his)
tate. He was born rich, had extm-:
vagant tastes and money to gra-|
tify them. He adored pretty women.
and not one could refuse him any-
thing. He had an impish and
cruel streak ‘in him. IHe used to
let me see his devotion to othe-
women because he knew ‘it huit
me. Then when I looked too miser-
able and run down, he would comc
around and be a perfect lamb, and
would either say he'd lost interest in
the other woman, or that he never
had had any and was only teasing
—and be so sweet I would forgive
him and think myself happy al
aver again.
“It was always necesary to for-
got the past—and start new.”
“You can't forget the past
easfly,” Pan said sadly.
“Glor‘a gave her one of the quick
ghrewd glances that Pan  feit
through and through. She was sure
that Gloria saw straight into her
own miserable little secret.
. MYou can, though,” Gloria  re-
simed. “You can drop off the past
like a worn cloak and start all
over again as though nothing had
happened—or almost as though
nothing had happened.
“Possibly it takes practice.
w? always beginning over again
with Frank. He had such a convine-

1
an asi
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1

ing way of saying “It will never
happen again.” Every woman  be-
lieves that statement when the
man she is in love with says it.

1t's the only thing to do.”
Pan sat silent, thinking,
Gloria stared into the fire
One white arm was behind  her
head, whiter in contrast to  her
very black hair. The loose scariet
sleeve of her silk robe fell away
grom her elbow, adding its splasn
to the vivid colors ‘that always
* gurrounded Gloria. What a lot she

whiie
again.

act-v

. She was working herself into a
state of excitement over her owu
past bitterness as she talked. Am,
as excitement always brought her up
she began now to look well agaiw
even to look rested. Pan watched ‘n
wonder. [

“I stayed in Florence for some
time, then settled in Paris. Oddl:
enough, we had avoided London,
Frank thought English women tog
heavy to be attractive. Bobby used

ito come to Paris often, and George

was there doing portraits and mak-
ing a rame for himself. Frank rag-
ed - when either of them came
around—he was just as jealous as
that sort of man always is.

“And he went on, getting more
and more unreasonable, drinking
more, caring more for other women
and less for me. He hated the baby.
And George urged me to leave, for
my own salvation. Frank found it
ot and he and George had a mos.
awful fight. I got them quieted
after.a time. Then Frank's mothér
died, and left him all her money. I

!suid we would go either to London

r New York and he agreed.
Y‘He sent me to London to find a
house and furnish it. Santley . was
there, and helped me find.a pl

0]

—Santley Colling, you've heard ht l

name from George. Then T had a
wire from Frank, he'd gone off to
Monte Carlo with, well, I used -to
know her—stidked every penny he'd
inherited and lost it all, Ile was
wiring me for money!”

A REACTION

Chapter 52

“But,” Pan fairly gasped, “you
hadn't any money either!  IHow
could he do such a thing?”

Gloria began to laugh, a
hysterically.

“People can do anything!” she
cried, “It was too ridiculous to
think about without being amused.
There that poor, dear misguided
man had gone off, cheerfully carry-
ing his entire fortune, his whole
future, in his pocketbook—with
somo idea that because he'd beeu
lucky before in gambling, the god:
were favoring him and would let
him break the bank—I helieve had
he had some such dramatic idea—
breaking the bank at Monte Carlo!
Possibly thought it would look
well in headlines.

“It did—ony the story was about
another fortune lost in gambling!
wired him a long quotation, some-
thing about the gods peing good
to those they sought to destroy—
which made him furious. Then 1
wired him enough to pay his hotel
and get to London,

“And having gotten there, he
went up in the.air because I'd been
dining with Santley Colling! Sant-
ley, you sce, is a lawyer— there
he's an experf on American law,
living in London where he makes
large sums giving advice to expar-
rioted Americans about the law:
of their own country—also advising
Englishmen who have American in:
terests. He was helping me buy a
house a complicated business over
there which needs a lawyer if one
fsn’t to be hopelessly confused.

“I suppose 1 was hard on Frani.
He must have been unset losing so

little

must have gone thorugh to be this
cynical, Pan thought. And, in Ther

sympathy, her own unhappy, littleey ?”’ Pan asked.

much. money.”
“Did you care—about the mon-
She had never
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heard a story as thrilling as ihis
one.

“No, 1 like money, somehow we
always had plenty to spend, even
though Frank went into debt. His
mother always pulled him out of it,
But— well, with more money he
would have been wilder, I think.

“In any case, I had the equiva-
lent of ten or 12 thousand dollars
in an English bank. That was to
buy the lease of a house and part
of the furniture. Fortunately I
hadn’t bought anything. There was
gome trouble about breaking toe
areement to take the house I'd de-
cided on, but Santley got me out
of that. Meantime, poor Frank
was raging because I was staying
with' friends while ‘he was at ‘a
hotel. He said 1 would ruin his re-
putation by treating = him  that
way, poor Frank!” And Gloria
smiled a little over Frank’s goneral
lack of logic.

“Finally I drew $5,000 from-the
bank, and turned the rest over to
him. Then I gathered up my infant
and just like the fugitive Eliza, 1
fled out of London with my child
in my ‘arms, Only there werent
any lumps of ice to leap across,
which rather spoiled the dramatic
effect.”

And she laughed. But her lauga
cut through Pan who was ready to
cry about it.

“I told no one but Santley and
George where I was going. They’d
been so fine they had a right to
know—Frank hadn’t. T couldn't go
on wit hit any more, particularly
when I found out that his Monte
Carlo companion had returned to
London.

“1 went to Cornwall, where I had
a cottage for a month for $10 and
where we lived for less than $50. !
simply lay around and baked in
the sun and saw no one but the
woman who did the work  in the
house, I was ready to give up

you can't forget a past and begin

But you are right to this extent—
you can't forget entirely. Tt comes
back sometimes when you're feel:
ing rotten,

‘I spent a month
for myself.

“Were you still in love
thim?”
1 “No!’ Gloria raised herself on her
elbow and stared hard into
fire. “No! He'd done everything
he could to kill that. He never was
in love, after he married me. He's
the sort that only wanted what he
hadn't got, that’s why all womeci
but his wife attracted him.
“But do you know—of course you
don’t though, you're too young—
that the most agonizing thing is to
have bean 0 yive  and te o have
loved—and to find that person un-
worthy of any sort of affection.
That's the .most unbearable  dis-
appointment life can hold!"
“I know, said Pan gently.
“Anyway, S niley mo‘ored down
one week end, and sail he and
George had decided I ought 0 zo
home for awihle. But Frang was
watching the Eng}ish boats. So
the baby and I crossed the Channel
and took passage from Havre—with
the rest of my 500"
The phone rang sharply. Gloria
rose an:! auswered it. :
“Hello. Oh, hello, George!"”
Pan watched her friend’s face light
up as she recognized the vole> and
and a queer little. pain  went
through her. “What? A dance at
your studio? Of course we'll come:
Yes—no, ’'m feeling splendid, Pan’s
neen ireating me the way she
treats Frankie. Yes, we'll  dress
and come vight &oound.’
Pan’s viston of putting Gloria to
bed at ten, with hot milk and a hot
watep bottle vanished into thin alr.
She dressed obediently, watchad
Gloria don a marvellous rose. color
silk and swathe herself to her chin
with silver tulle—and wonderingly,
admiringly climbed into the cab
with this amazing woman and went
off to a late dance. Gloria sudden-
ly looked 16 and  the picture = of
heslth.

feeling sorry

with

FINDING THINGS

Chapter 53

It was Paw’s first big party, and
it was an amazing event, It was
also the first studio she had ever
heen in.

Tt was one of the gigantic studio
apartments that fairly fill New
York. When she said something
ahout the size of the building as
the cab stopped Gloria laughed
and remarked,

“I'm sure if painters lived in
all these places we would be the
art centre of the world. As a mat.
ter of fact they build these expen-
sive studio apartmentes for anyon«
rich enough to live in them—which
Is rarely the artist. If George hadn't
a private income, I'm sure his
portraits would never pay his rent.”

They went the length of a lony
hall done up in gloomy dark  pan-
elled oak in English baronial man
ner and a great carved stone fire
place with blazing logs piled in it

“I'm sure cach tenant is charged
an extra thousand a year for that
beautiful tireplace,” Glgria whis
pered as they went up in the ele-
vator.

There was one apartment to a
floor. George met them at the
door, and they followed him into
what seemed a huge room to Pan.
It was a big studio facing the Park

A

everything by that time—you said,

again, and I said you were wrong.;

the'

1

and ag it was high, looked far out
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over the tree tops and the little
lake where the swan boats ran in
the Summer, The easel and model
stand had been pushed into a cor-

‘Imer, a phonograph played a merry

dance tune from the model’s chair
on the platform. A dozen or more
people were dancing.

.“You haven't met my aunt yet,"
George said, and introduced Pan to
a somewhat severe and competent
woman, with smoothly, piled
grayish hair and a simple, modish
‘black sequin gown. Aunt Harriet
ran three women's clubs and look-

8 ed it.

“I might call her my ininerant
chaperone,’ George said. “Now and
then she lives here and looks after
me, but most of the time she's
traveling the country = organizing
and lecturing. I don’t know what
she organizes—" It was plain
George liked teasing his aunt, who

took it with a certain aloof hum-
our: '
‘‘Most men have entirely too

much looking after,” she answered
him. “George, 1 know Migs Adela’s
plain and 40, but you must dancc
with her, you know.”

George went off obediently. Until
the dance was ended, Pan sat witn
Gloria, who  whispered = amusing
comments about the people in tn,
room.

“Mrs. Austen you already know.
She fancies herself an expert  on
old and rare hooks. Miss  Adela
Hinds goes in for horse racing and
won't talk anything but horses or
travel—she thinks it adds sprce
and dash to her make up and bal-
ances a pug nose. But it doesn't.
That old chap in the corner who is
carrying on a flirtatien with the 18
year old girl, isalearned professor
of economies. Aunt Harriet woula
like to marry him, but hasn’t suc-
ceeded so far-——" s

She rattled on a mixture of
friendly and unfriently comments,
but all delivered os merrily none
of them carried.any sting. Pan
began to he dismayed at the
strange guests, she couldn't talk
horse racing to the sporty lady,
never having seen a race in her
life. She knew nothing of rare old
books, her book kpowledge was
sound enough but confined to * lib:
rary editions. Norris City boasted
no serious woman's clubs—so how
could she be intelligent with Aunt
Harriet?

“Don’t worry,” Gloria whispered.
“They all adore talking sp that ali
they want is someone to listen.
They're all so bored with each that
they’ll fall upon your neck if you'll
only seem interested. You're a good
little listener.”

““Which is a higher art than be-
ing a good talker,” said George
over Gloria’s shoulder. '

“And an art more rarely met
with, you should add, Sir Cynic,
Gloria answered, looking up and
‘laughing. . 3

“Come and dance with me, I'mi
sending Bobby to amuse the Child.”!
George begged. They had taken
to referring to Pan as The Child.

“Take the Child over the studio,
she’s never seen a place like this,”
Gloria answered. And the next mo-
ment she danced off with a very
tall man possessing a very long and
llunky moustache.

The apartment seemed to swarm
with people. The studio was two
stories high,’with a balcony at one
end, a room in itself, filled witn
books and  with loungy chairs
under a lamp. One couple sat here
and talked. A hallway ran - from
this, with glimpses of bedrooms on
each side. Down the steps, on a
level with the studio floor, was an
immense dining room with an. an-
cient refrectory table in the centre
and great carved oak chairs aboui
it, the walls hung with tapestry. A
butler and a maid were putting out
plates of sandwiches and salad and
coffee in a huge copper urn with a
spirit lamp under it.

Theéy entered the studio as the
dance stopped. Pan looked up at
George and found him staring sob
erly at Gloria,. Gloria was the cen-
tre of a group of half a dozen men,
her clear laugh was heard above
theirs., i

Georze was in love, Pan thought
with a little pang. And Gloria was
not being nice to him.

AT THE PARTY
. .Chapter 54

George started towards Gloria.
Pan was sure Gloria saw  him
coming, and knew that he was go-
ing to ask for a dance again. She
stood by the door, watching. Gloria
half turned away her head and
looke up at the college professor,
taking his arm as she spoke. Pan
saw the man say something s
answer to her.

{Then when George reached her
Pan heard her voice,

“Georgie, I'm so sorry. But this
is promised.”,

And George came back to Pan,
with whom he danced, and who
was 80 grateful he should ask that
it never occurred to her to resent
being a second choice.

George danced beautifully. Pan

found she could go along with him
more easily than with anyone she
knew.
“I'm such a poor dancer, T don’t
know any of these steps’ she
apologized, as she always apologiz-
ed to eny partner.

“You're very light on your feet
and very easily led,” George said.
“Learning the steps is easy, any-
one can do that. But the other
is a virtue one must = be  born
with.”

iAgain the girl was filled witn
solf confidence. She did not know
gha had any ability of this sort at
all,

A young woman came in  very
late, accompanied by a pink cheek-
od young man with a moustache
like two, tiny blok dots on  eacn
side of his uppre lip. She was ex-
quisitely blande, she wore a Greek
gown of pale blue silk that made
a lovely evening frock and  gold
sandals on silk stockinged ' feet.
ghe was introduced as Miss Zag:-
hileff; she was a Russian profess-
fonal dancer and the pink cheeked
young man was her English accom-

panist—and as it happened,

husband| However, as his name
was Higgs, most people called her
by her professional title.

“You dance beautifully,’ the we-
man said to Pan, with the faintest
softest trace of a foreign accent in
her voice. “George hs been telling
me you are afraid of yourself on
the floor. But you have the gift of
being in motion with the music—
dear, what do I want to say?”

“Mademoiselle has the gift of
continuous motion,” said Timothy
Higgs, with a much more Russian
manner than his really Russian
wife, “There is ng break—one linv
melts into another as she dances—
she is awkward at it a little, she is
s0 young yet, but the awkwardness
has a charm.”

“You must come to one of my
classes, 1T will show you"—the wo-
man gave Pan a sweet vague smile
from the bluest of eyes and went
off to aance with Bobby.

The Russian was easy to got
along with! But there was  Aunt
Harriet who motioned her to . a
chair near hers.

“There aren't enough men to go
around, sit here and talk to me,"
she said. “Tell me are you inter-
ested in women’s clubs?”

This was getting awful again!
How her hostess would lose in-
terest as soon as she confessed

she knew nothing of them! She
felt cold and nervous again, sha
could feel something contract in-
side her, all the warmth beginning
to go—just as it had done in the
days whenshe went to Gladys’ par-
ties! )

She confessed her. ignorance.

“Ym getting up a matinee Wed-
nesday for the benefit of a wo-
man's hospital, and I want some
pretty young girls to act as aides
sell flowers, and programmes that
sort of thing—dressed as nurscs.
Will you help me?”

Would she! Pan’s heart jumpe!

“Then come here for me at 1.30
Wednesday—no, come at 12,30 and
have  luncheon -with me first.
George has pupils here then, but
can knock off for lunch with us.”

ISo Aunt Harriet was no terror
to talk to. Tn four more minutes
she had promised to go with her
once a week, and help at some
club in the east side. “We  teacn
arts and crafts work to the chila-

ren- in a neighborhood centre,”
Aunt Harriet said.

And she said Pan should go
there an hour before and take a
lesson in the work, in order to
help teach later.

She was no success with the

horse racing lady. That deep voic
ed person talked over her heal
and around hdr shouled and gen-
erally acted as though Pan were
a small and insignificant fence.
From this uncomfortable position,
Bobby rescued her to dance. :

With the book collector she got
on better. She sat and listeneq,
saying - nothing because she knew
nothing of this woman’s hobbies.
She was - talking, not about old
and rare editions, as Pan had
hope since she wanted to learn
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something of this but of modern
fterature. Pan did not know thaty
her absorbed silence was as’ flat-*
tering so the professor’s compll-'
ments.
And all evening, George tried to!
get Gloria alone for a moment, and
all evening she cleverly avoided
him, inally, when most of the
guests had left, he went up to her,
put his arm around her and forcib-
ly danced off with her. Pan saw
that he was talkin gearnestly and
naturally wondered.
In contrast to his earnestness,
came Gloria’s constant laugh—half
note too shrill for real merriment.
Why was she laughing so?
As Pan stood, watching and
waiting for them to finish, holding
her cape around her head to leave
—she realized suddenly that - she
was in love with George Ridge
way! ‘And the shock of the discov-
ery made her feel almost faint for
a moment.

Chapter 55

Pan was quict on the way home,
puzzled by the discovery she had
made about herself.

‘She in love with
way!

1t seemed unbelievable.
had she felt 8o curious when she
watebed George with Gloria?  She
was convinced George was in . love
with Gloria..

And she was sure she was in
love with Morton. She couldn’t be
in love with two people at once-
she was convinced of that.

It was the only thing of which the
poor child was convinced. Every-
thing clse was a puzzle to her, and
she sat silent all the way home In
the cab, and did not even notice
Qloria's own silence. Gloria usu-
ally chattered volumes after they
had spent an evening out.

She was so puzzled she lay
awake hours and thought about it.
Then it occurred to her that since
she had come to the city, she had
lost most of her old sleeplesness.
It occurred to her too, that she did
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None of which convinced her, or
put her to sleep. Through the

lying asleep with flushed face and

morning. Pan, however, but little | W

worse for her loss of sleep, was
about at her usual early hour and
had Frankie dressed and sent off to
play by the time she took the
hreakfast tray in to Gloria's room.

“You're to say here all day,” she
told her with mock  severity. “I1C

te
or

; 9 ]
i
i THE E.B.EDDY CO. LIMITED
. oy
not think much about Morton any, business. For Gloria was kept in less, very fat, very hored, she
more. \ bed by govere cold, and generan! wanted to talk of nothing but hex
“I'm not in love with George|nervous exhaustion and overwork. new boudoir and her Pekinese. 7
though,” she told herself. “Its| Certa n things had to beseen to. “1 didn’t have a bit of trouble,” i
just- the fascination of this excited ! “You can go to the Reynold's| Pan reported to Glaria. “She was i
sort of life, and the fact that I see |[for me. Say you're my assistant,”| so silly that I felt my own superior: X
him a lot and that he’s nice to|she was directed. “The workmen ity at once and that made it easy o
me.”’ there are thoroughly trustworthy I think I must have peen

open door she saw a light in Glo- worthe if I'm not there every d

ria’s room. It had been very late ["Ask Miles, the man in charge, how [werk and gait something about e

when they got home; it must be |things are going. And- I wantjchioaiing e assistant she  had

quite two or three in the morning|ome gr taffetn matched for cur-|sent the.c.

now. She rose and went softly to |tains-you've a good eye for color “Yowll get on,” Gloria said. “If »
the other bedroom. Gloria was|and- you begin feeling at ease with the 4

tumbled hair in a black mass over'in several ways.
her pillow, the light full in her gotting out, running about the big|Yyou secretly admire.”
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TACKS IN YOUR BLOOD—
There is just ahout enough iron in
“Ithe entire blood supply of a human
two small carpet

in,
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‘Mrs. Reynold was very brain-

you hadn’t rushed off to that dance
last night-"

“] know. Don't moralize and T'll
be good,” Gloria promised. She
looked white and drawn now-genu-
inely {11, though it was only a cold.
“Pan, you know the voices of the
people who come here most. " Don’t
let on to anyone you know that I'm
here-I'm afraid Frank will try to
phone."”

Pan remembered that Gloria had
heard from her husband the day
before-which accounted for her fe-
ver and gloominess.

While Gloria drank her coffee,
Pan brought out the engagement
hook she had made the night before,
and a pile of unanswered letters.

“All these social things I'll (-:mr-,olI
for you the next few days,” she §
suggested, “There’s Mrs. Aus-|
ten’s party-=you'll he well enough |
by Saturday if you're good nowl
and stay in bed-"

She ran on, making pencilled’
notes about the letters to be tended
to, and finally went off, hnvinu!
phonea the doctor, leaving (‘Horm!
to nap. : |

Gloria’s secretary phoned them
from the office-Pan had been thnrel B
once or twica with Frankie, when|
she was to shop with Gloria. There,
were many things to be looked af-|
ter-obviously the secretary was
helpless when left to herself. Pan
took Frankie off for his daily walk,
and stopped there, looking over the
mail and finally took most of it
home with her. Ry

1t was in that way that Pan be-
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gan taking over details of Gloria's -
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THE u{‘;i“r 'f‘l”k BEAVER FLOUl: mkelo.
aky pastry, a
lm':nnd,‘ I:'—-it is .pblerny&ednt gk

lour,
BRAVER FLOUR is a combinstion of the

famed Ontario Winter t solentifi-

blended with enough Western Hard

Whult‘ give it strength—the resulting proe

m‘“ : ‘:nurpule for high quality and
vor,

BBAVER FLOUR and note the
mhmvm—t in your Inl: l: ¥ o

Sold at your groocer’s.
The T.H. TAYLOR CO.

Limited,
. CHATHAM, ONT.
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