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OODROW FULTON undeniably was a 
genius. Perhaps his great wealth was a 
detriment to his moral welfare and artistic 
progress. Perhaps he had become blase and 
tired of the fast pace set by his friends. But 
whatever the cause, Fulton was an unhappy 
man. He seemed deaf and unresponsive to 
the pleading of his sister. 

One bright afternoon they were again 
seated together in his studio. As Mrs. Carnovan looked 
at her brother’s thin, handsome face, there was mingled 
anger and pity in her eyes. 

The anger was aroused by his stubborn refusal to 
accept the inevitable; the pity was stirred by the basic 
cause of his stubbornness. 

_ These creative geniuses, high-strung and imagin- 
ative, were most difficult to handle. _ 

“You are a fool, Woodrow,” she scalded, “to shut 
yourself away from human beings like you have been 
doing for weeks now. What’s the idea? Surely it is not 
getting you anywhere.” 

Fulton shook his head with evident impatience. 
“We have threshed that out more than a dozen 

times, sister,” he answered. “What’s the use of going 
over all that again.” 

He held a folded newspaper in his right hand, 
and with this he tapped the Grand piano against which 
he leaned. His left hand was hidden in the pocket of his 
velvet lounging-jacket. 

“It isn’t as if you had always been like this,”’ went 
on Mrs. Carnovan. “Before the war, something was al- 
ways going on in the studio here.” She waved her hand 
indirectly toward the paintings and sketches against the 
tapestried walls. “You are a great painter, Woodie. You 
are a great musician, too. God gave vou about every- 
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thine—gentius, millions and good looks.” 

He shrugged his square shoulders. 

“Why, you paint wonderfully,” his sister contin- 

ued. “But you are neglecting us shamefully. You have 

not been in my house for almost two months. You know 

how I love you, Woodie. And my husband thinks you 

are about the finest man on earth. You never even call 

up any more. I have come down here to find out whether 

you are alive or dead. I worry about you day in and 

day out.” 
- Woodrow Fulton’s face softened. 

“Listen, Helen, dear,” he said, his voice low and 

melancholy, “if I could change my nature, I surely 

would.” | 

“But your genius, Woodie. You owe it to the 

world.” 
“T have paid my debt to the world.” The bitter- 

ness in the man’s soul broke forth in a savage note. 

“These arguments tear me to pieces. I wish to God you 

would not harp on the subject. I can not hold my palette. 

I have to set it on a stand under the canvass, and the 

awkwardness of it keeps the fury boiling in me. 

“That is why my inspirations are burnt to ashes 

before I begin my work. And I can’t play any more. 

Somehow I dread to touch the piano. There was a time 

when I could sit down and play my troubles, real or imag- 

inary, away. I can not do it now.” 

Mrs. Carnovan touched his arm affectionately. 

“In the war you were a brave man,” she told him 

not without pride. “But since then you have not taken 

up life bravely.” 
Again he shrugged. 

“If you were a poor man,” his sister went on. 

“But I am not poor,” he interrupted. “We get 

nowhere by suppositions. I can’t give away my money 
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and try out your theories.” His voice rose and his eyes 

burned. “If my arm had gone, I would have taken it like 

a good sport; but to have all the sense of feeling, and stil! 

to be one-handed all the rest of my life! 

“Oh, I can wriggle the fingers and make a fist of 

it, but that is all. When I returned from France I was 

regarded as acripple. At least Grace did. I shall never 

forget the look of bitter disappointment on her face. So 

I cut off with her.” 5: 

In Mrs. Carnovan’s eyes the tears rose. She knew 

all about her unhappy brother’s sudden break with the 

woman he had loved. 

“What you suffered was for your country, 

Woodie, dear,” she said softly. “And what if you was 

partly paralyzed? If Grace had really and truly loved 

you, she would not have minded that.” 

In response to this Woodrow Fulton dropped upon 

the stool at the piano and struck a few chords. 

His eyes, while he did this, were focused on a beau- 

tiful painting he had just begun. — His face took on a sud- 

den wave of color. It was no longer thin or haggard. 

The music seemed to give him back his youth. Mrs. 

Carnovan, staring at her brother smiled. An idea had 

come to her. eS ea ae | 

“Woodie,” she said as he stopped, “music always 

inspired you. I knew that long ago. Could you work at 

your painting if you had someone to play for you while 

you worked?” eee | . 

He laughed and stopped for the newspaper he had 

dropped. | eS 

“Strange that you should suggest that,” he ans- 

wered, then grinned. “That notion has been boiling in 

my head for several days. But I tell you frankly, Helen, 

I could not stand a man here, no matter how well he 

played, I want a woman pianist.” 
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Helen Carnovan stared at her brother. 
“A woman?” she gasped rather than said. “A 

woman alone with you here?” 

“Miss Challoner, who has a studio below, could be in- 
duced to come up for an hour three or four times a week. 
She is sixty, gray-haired and sensible. Of course, I’d 
want to pay her. 

“But the woman I would like to have play for me 
must be pretty. And she must be able to play the classics 
while I work. She must have refinement and a certain 
degree of culture. She must be a gentlewoman.” 

Woodrow’s sister remained in silent thoughtful- 
ness for a long while. 

Her distaste was imminent of expression. There 
were many kinds of women in New York. And this hand- 
some brother of hers was so guileless, for all his exper- 
ience, birth and station in the best society. 

It did not matter that he was thirty-seven. He 
would be easy prey to a clever, unscrupulous woman. 

Of course, there were many fine women musicians 
in New York, struggling for existence. But none of 
these, aware of the countless pitfalls in this big city 
would step across yonder threshold. 

Mrs. Carnovan’s second thought, stepping right 
on the heel of the first, repressed the words that flew to 
her lips. 

She could see readily that her brother was ex- 
cited over the notion of having a woman pianist play for 
him. Perhaps he was looking for an adventuress! A 
beautiful woman to sit there at the piano and to play for 
him when he was moody and lonely. | 

It was a dangerous business. She realized that 
at once. And yet it might be the very thing to pull him 
back into the world again. | 

“Oh, that could be made proper enough,” he said. 

= 
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“How will you go about it, Woodie?” she asked. 

He flourished the newspaper, smiling. 

“T am going to advertise,” he replied. 

Here his sister again felt dismayed. Suppose 

some inquisitive newspaper reporter saw the advertise- 

ment and investigated? It would produce a sensation 

in New York. 

“No, I don’t like your idea of advertising for a 

woman pianist,” she told him. “Wouldn’t a player piano 

do?” 
“For a person who loves good music but can not 

play, yes,” he answered. “But to hear something like a 

Brahm rapsody a hundred times alike would about kill 

me. I must have the human touch, Helen. I need some- 

one to explore my moods.” 

Mrs. Carnovan understood that. She knew that 

further argument would be in vain. 

Obviously her brother had set his heart upon this 

adventure, no matter what the consequences might be. 

And her distress was enlivened by the fear that she might 

hurt him again. . 

“She was positive that he still nursed the wound 

caused by that other woman who left him so willingly 

because he had been slightly crippled in the war. 

“Alright, my dear boy,” she acquiesced at last. 

“Have your own way. IfIdid not love you as I do 2 

“Dear, dear Helen!’ He put his arm around her 

and kissed those slightly pouting lips. “You have not 

changed a bit toward me, have you? You are always 

trying to stand between me and buffets. Now if I can 

fnd a woman who plays to my content, old Miss Chal- 

loner will be seated in the corner there. Besides, I have 

a notion that I shall be vastly amused.” : 

“T don’t doubt that, Woodie,” came back. “But 

I want to see the girl you are going to hire.” 
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“You know that I never break any promiseI make _ 
___» to you, sister,” he replied tenderly “You shall be the 
first one to meet the young lady pianist.” 
Mrs. Carnovan kissed her brother very affection- 

ately, talked for a few minutes longer about other things. 
_ then took her departure. Bane ee 
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Chapter 115 

POLICE INTERFERENCE 

HEN THE first notion entered Woodrow 

Fulton’s mind about hiring a woman 

pianist to play for him in the studio, the 

notion had been of a neglible character. 

But it had returned and returned again, 

more compelling on each return. He had 

not the least suspicion what the matter was 

—that he was desperately lonely and shy. 

He had already asked Miss Challoner if 

she would play the chaperon, and the lady had laugh- 

ingly agreed. Thus a safe harbor had been established 

for the derelicts that were bound to enter port. 

Later he found himself wrangling with Miss 

Challoner about the wording of the advertisement. 

“Tf you would put an advertisement in the papers 

that you wanted a model, it would not stir a ripple of 

curiosity,’ argued that prim old lady, “but to want a 

woman pianist from four till five, three times a week, 

with just a street door number—no, that won’t do.” 

“Good Lord, you don’ t expect me to use my name, 

do you?” he expostulated. | 
Mrs. Challoner smiled. | 

“My dear boy, this is New York,” she said. “If 

you leave a single loop-hole for curiosity to enter—bang, 

it will enter. It is all above board, is it not?” 

“Tt is, but people who know me will think me a 

fool,’”’ he replied. 
“Well,” came back eirutiad “vou wanted my ad- 

vise and you have it. I imagine I’ll have a lot of fun play- 
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ing the chaperon. I’ll cuddle up in a shadowy corner and 
cough slightly at the proper time.” 

The millionaire artist blushed. 
“Now tell me exactly what you want,” Miss Chal- 

loner went on. “You may be quite frank. I am old 
enough to be your mother, and I wish with all my heart 
I were just that.” 

Fulton hesitated a moment then said: 
“T want a young woman to play the piano for me 

after I quit work. I don’t want to talk to her. I don’t 
even want to know her name. I don’t want any creden- 
tials or recommendations. I want good music.” 

After Woodrow Fulton had left, Miss Challoner 

approached the window and looked out, she smiled per- 
haps a little sadly. 

It was Spring outside. Year in and year out she 
felt Spring. To be sure the urgings grew feebler and 
feebler; yet still she felt the recurrent longing. Once 
upon a time she had known what these longings signified. 
Now it always puzzled her. 

Poor Woodrow Fulton. He thought it was music 
he wanted. It was only Spring calling, and he had not 
known exactly how to answer. He was thirty-seven. But 
what did that have to do with it? 

For all her sixty years of single blessedness, Miss 
Challoner was still a romantic fool. 

And the proof of it was that she was lending her- 
self to a comedy that would fizzle out after the first act. 
And so the woman returned to her work. She painted 

_ pictures like the millionaire artist above her. Only she 
specialized in children. 

- Three afternoons later, about three o’clock, she 

knocked at Fulton’s studio and was admitted by Kuroki, 
the jap servant. 

She found Woodrow Fulton pacing the floor, and 
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shrewdly suspected what the state of his mind was. Al- 

ready he was regretting; but there was no evidence that 

he would not go on with his project. 

“Well,” she smiled up at him after the customary 

greeting. “Are you sorry?” 

“What for?” he countered quickly. 

“Ror having started this thing of hiring a woman 

pianist ?” 
He shook his head emphatically. 

: “Not a bit of it, Miss Challoner,” he declared. “I 

am going through with it as per original schedule. You 

know, I am a stubborn fool.” | 

Miss Challoner laughed softly. 

“Now don’t look at me in that tone of voice,” she 

joked. “I am not inclined to put a straw in your, way, 

my dear boy. You are going to be very much amused. 

And you are going to be tortured, too. When the appli- 

cants begin to arrive your troubles begin. . 

“You can only hire one. What are you going to 

do with the others who follow the one you select? Some- 

thing must be done to fend them all off. And I might as 

well tell you that this will not be an easy nor a pleasant 

task.” 
The artist looked perplexed. 

“TT had not thought about that. I might pin a 

card under my letter box stating that the position has 

been filled.” 
“That is not a bad idea,” retorted Miss Challoner. 

“Well, I suppose it is time for me to get into my chair 

and play the very respectable chaperon. - You applicants 

will begin to arrive shortly.” 3 

With a broad grin on her face the woman reclined 

on the chair which stood beyond the piano. 

She was perfectly hidden from the eyes of any en- 

tering the door. She had chosen this position for reasons 
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of her own. Woodrow Fulton merely grinned as he al- 
lowed her to have her way. 

‘The clock had just struck four when the tragedy 
began — for it was the tragedy of broken dreams, of 
hope ‘that renewed itself only to be shattered again. 

For years Woodrow Fulton had moved among 
those of his kind. Then he had made a hermit out of 

himself. 

He was not ignorant of the fact that there existed 
another world. He had only forgotten it. Some of this 
world was now to pass in review and shock him indes- 
cribably. 

Miss Challoner, out of her worldly wisdom, sensed 
something of what would probably be the outcome of this 

_ queer business; because the young man was tender- 
hearted he would very likely hire someone who neither 
pleased the eye or the ear. 

Presently a young woman crossed the threshold. 
She was good to look at but nothing startling. 

“You advertised for a pianist?” she asked, ap- 
proaching Fulton. 

The latter did not like the tone of her voice, nor 
her all-too evident brassiness. 

“Yes, I want a pianist,” he answered. 
“Well, I am after the job,” she said. 
“Will you be kind enough to play something for 

” he requested in the courtliest of manner. “I can 
pd judge whether you will do by your performance on 
the instrument.” 

The girl wadlind over to the piano and waist a 
few chords without sitting down. 

Suddenly she turned her rather faded eyes upon 
Woodrow Fulton and began to laugh. There was neither 
real merriment nor any cause for this outburst. And it 
jarred painfully upon the listener’s nerves. 
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“Say, what is the big idea?” she inquired impu- 

dently. | | | 

. “T may tell you that later, young lady,” the mil- 

lionaire artist replied. “But your idea is evidently very 

wrong. Do you play or don’t you?” 

At this point Miss Challoner stood up to make her 

presence known. The eyes of the two women hung on to 

each other for a moment, then the applicant uttered an- 

other laugh and moved toward the door. 

“Voy don’t think I could play with that old hen 

here,” she cried insultingly, then vanished. 

Fulton stood ashamed. 

“J —.T am sorry, Miss Challoner,” he murmured. 

“Let me apologize for that young woman’s conduct.” 

“Why, not a bit of it,’ she responded in the best 

of nature. “I am expecting things like that to happen. 

There will be more like her, some of them worse. The 

poor thing.” 
With a sigh Woodrow Fulton turned away. 

‘Don’t lose courage now, my boy,” came from 

Mrs. Challoner. “This is only the beginning.” 

“Oh, I am going through with it,” he said. “And © 

ll do something I had not thought of before. I'll pay 

ten dollars to each young woman who comes in here and 

tries to please.” - 

Miss Challoner laughed. 

“That won’t be necessary,” she retorted. “You'll 

vet rid of them without going to that expense. All I have 

to do is to stand up. You noticed how I frightened your 

first applicant into leaving.” 

“T am sorry I dragged you into this,” Fulton said. 

“Why, my dear boy, I would not miss this for the 

world. Iam going to have the time of my_life. Ah, there 

goes the bell. Il be getting in position. I hope your 

Jap servant allows only one to enter at a time.” 
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And so within the next hour the female applicants 
came and went. Some of them had the wrong impression 
of the studio they entered. Others did not, but were 
notoriously poor performers. | 

To each of them Woodrow Fulton gave a ten dol- 
lar bill, together with his profound pity. | | 

“Are you becoming discouraged?” Miss Challoner 
asked. 

“No,” he answered. “I am only astonished.” 
“Ah, I see,” the woman said, her face becoming 

very sympathetic. “T like you tremendously, Woodrow 
Fulton. It was not an easy thing to turn away those 
young women to whom forty dollars a week for such 
little work would be a godsend. But if you keep up this 

idea of giving every applicant ten dollars, it will cost 
you a pretty penny.” | 

The millionaire artist merely shrugged. 
“What did you think of these young women?” he 

asked. ; 
“Just what you are thinking,” was the quick res- 

ponse. “And I believe the pianist you are after will come 
to-day.” 

“T am not too critical,” Woodrow Fulton defended. 
“The girl I am after need not be a beauty necessarily. 
But she must be a good musician. It is past five o’clock 
now and I have instructed Kuroki not to admit any more 
applicant’s later than that. So that’s all for to-day, dear 
Miss Challoner. Will you come up again to-morrow?” 

“You bet, I will,’ she told him as she held out her 
hand. “I am learning something I did not know before.” 

Then they parted with a cordial handshake. 
The second afternoon passed almost precisely as 

the first. It seemed that most young women applieants 
had formed some definite opinion before they came in. 

The moment they found themselves in the hand- 
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somely appointed studio of Woodrow Fulton their faces 

lit up with that “I thought so” expression. 

That afternoon the’ millionaire artist interviewed 

ten applicants. Nota single one among them suited him. 

Two of them were very pretty but they played mechan- 

ically. 
Two others used the most wonderful technique, 

but their playing was utterly soulless. | 

Still two others played beautifully but they were 

so homely that Fulton eliminated them as soon as he 

had a good look at them. And so on and so on. 

The third afternoon, just as the first applicant 

was about to be admitted, the city of New York took a 

hand in the game, represented by a big, uniformed police- 

man. 
He came in unannounced and with a chip on his 

shoulder. 
“Say, what is going on here?” he accosted Fulton 

in a rough tone. “Come across.” 

Woodrow Fulton flushed darkly. 

“Tl not accept that from any man,” he cried, hot 

with anger. “I don’t care if you wear a uniform. You 

either speak to me civilly or clear out. You heard me, 

didn’t you?” 
This was Miss Challoner’s cue to arise from her 

chair, but the belligerent note in Fulton’s voice decided 

her to wait a minute or two. 

“T was sent here to find out what is going on,” the 

officer replied. “And I mean to do just that, my uppish 

friend. If you won’t tell me, you will come along and 

tell it to the judge. Take your choice.” 

The other straightened up with customary dig- 

nity. 
“My advertisement states that 1 want to hire a 

young woman familiar with classical music,” he declared. 

~ 
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“T can see no crime in that.” 
“Huh?” retorted the policeman skeptically. 

“Maybe you are going to offer these young women a fine 
job on the concert stage or the opera. Oh, yes, I heard 
that kind of stuff before. Fellows like you are always 
putting over something new.” 

It was with an effort only that Woodrow Fulton 
| kept himself under control. 

“Very well,” he said, “I’ll gét my hat, and we'll 
talk it over with the judge. Apparently it is a waste of 
breath to convince a man like you. Come, let’s go.” 

He was now boiling with fury, a mixed fury. 
To have gone into this thing without examining all 

the possibilities, to have his pity stirred profoundly, and 
now to have the law enter into his private affairs. 

He ran for his hat when Miss Challoner inter- 
fered. 

“Wait a moment,” she cried, then faced the officer. 
“Mr. Fulton should have told you that he wants a first 
class pianist to play for him after his day’s work is 
done.” 

“Ah, I see,” said the minion of the law. 
“Mr. Fulton was himself a fine musician,” the 

woman went on to explain. “But he was wounded in 
the war. His one arm is partly paralyzed and he can’t 
play any more. I am sure you have heard of Mr. Wood- 
row Fulton. At his club they call him the millionaire 
artist.” 

The policeman’s attitude had changed quickly. 
Sure, he had heard of Woodrow. And then he under- 
stood. | 

“Why didn’t he make that plain to me,’ he said in 
a complaining tone. “There is nothing wrong with that. 
I came here in the performance of my duty. I was de- 
tailed to look into the matter. There are so many games 
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going on to get young girls away from home that this ad- 

vertisement sounded like a lot of others, all bad. rll 

tell the captain in charge of my district.” 

Of course, the millionaire artist was mollified at 

once. He even offered the offcer several of
 his best cigars 

before the latter departed. 

Then, before the afternoon was over, a newspaper 

reporter called. He was a suave young chap who pro- 

ceeded with extreme caution. Again Miss Challoner ex 

plained the situation. 

He too, went away with the knowledge that no 

wrong was intended at Woodrow Fulton’s studio. 

And then came the third and last day, or rather, 

afternoon of interviewing applicants. And with it came 

Sonia Parlow. She was destined to succeed where all 

the others had failed. Fate seemed to have singled her 

out to be the instrument to be used in rescuing Joan f
rom 

a perilous position. 

i * oJ ’ . iA >, 

: } Ras fy eT A y 
ah Se Gee So ee eee, rem! 

ae ee Te Peta ss boy rea 4 22 S 

(oe te ASS Wa tS cl et a 

i 

sides } 

fie 
‘ ora a rhs. i : 

“ ee ie AAP» - ne eS 

Sse aig ort - bees pe aes oe > Seta © erent 

SST See OPER ore Yt Nr ee ee” cease ART cir ne 

fe Ag. { thes ; oy yn ore, ! “s . ~ ae 

Rg en SS a a 
as as 7 ee ee See ee Ry oF Fi be : ‘ ‘ 



wns TS ee 

Chapter 116 

SONIA PARLOW 

EITHER Woodrow Fulton nor Miss Chal- 
loner had heard the applicant enter. . They 
were standing behind the piano discussing 
the girl who had left a moment ago. The 
hewcemer remained at the door, waiting to 
be observed. She was not beautiful in the 
strict sense of the word. But her face was 
fine. Her hair was jet black and done up in | an old-fashioned way that gave you the height. and the width of her brow. 

There are some faces that are direct mirrors of emotion, and this girl’s face was such. Let a beautify] thought enter her mind and her face became a thing of exquisite beauty. | 
_ Her complexion seemed to be dead white, but closer inspection discovered it to be of palest olive. | Her eyes were large, blue-gray, and set wide apart. There was no ordinary blood in her. Seen from across the room, there was but one bit of color — her scarlet lips. 

She was dressed in black, but this did not disguise her young and Shapely body. Her hat was a nondescript sort of bonnet, as colorless as her dress. 
Woodrow Fulton turned and saw her, with more indifference than he usually accorded an unknown woman. As a matter of fact, he saw in her the type that was now beginning to bore 1°», But for all that, his pity was still undulled. 

_“T beg your pardon,” he said, coming forward. 

as 
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“You have come in answer to my advertisement.” 

The girl nodded. 
The thing she obviously feared was not in this 

room. So the door of her heart opened, letting forth the 

natural gayety. For a moment her face became beau- 

tiful. ; 

She approached the piano and sat down, striking 

a few chords and running a scale or two. 

Then her gaze directed toward the patch of blue 

sky. beyond the window at the right, she began_a tender 

“Chopin’s” mazurka in A minor. She played it superbly. 

‘Yes, she played in a manner as it perhaps had 

never been playéd before. 

Woodrow Fulton had put himself into his chair 

loosely, his elbows on the arms, the good hand over the 

partly paralyzed one. Miss Challoner was watching him 

closely. 
Presently she saw him sit up and lean forward, 

his face no longer dulled by apathy. Indeed, his expres- 

sion was one of complete astonishment. 

Like a statue he sat until the girl had finished. 

“Play that over again, please,” he said. 

The girl shook her head slowly. 

“tT _. T am afraid I could not do it so well a 

second time,” she answered with a pretty blush. “You 

see, the mood is gone.” : 

Her voice was sweet and low and her accent was 

charming. | | 

“Very well, then,” said Fulton. “You can make 

your own choice. Play whatever comes inte your 

mind.” | 

| The girl sat for a moment with her slim hands 

folded in her lap. Suddenty the studio became filled with 

the majesty of Brahm’s “Rhapsody in E Flat”. 

Then she played an etude by Beethoven. This was 
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followed by a wonderful creation of Liszt. 
The riot of color that bedecked the walls, the 

Oriental rugs on the floor, the thin, handsome face of the 
man who, she knew, would never harm her, gave her the 
needed quiet and inspiration. 

When the last note had died away, the millionaire 
artist rose. But she did not turn to him for approval. 

He really wanted to praise her, but a sudden shy- 
ness blocked the impulse. This girl had the genius of 
interpretation. There was soul as well as intellect in her 
performance. 

Fulton walked over to the piano. His choice had 
been made. 

“Can you come and play for me Tuesdays, Thurs- 
days and Saturdays at this hour?” he asked in a voice 
that had a slight quiver in it. 

“Yes,” the girl whispered. Then in a louder tone 
she said: “Am I to consider myself engaged?” 

“You have already been engaged,” he answered. 
“Or else I would not have asked you to come back. I 
want you'to come and play for me three times a week, 
at least.” ~~ 

“Oh, thank you, sir.” | 
“My name is Fulton—Woodrow Fulton,” he said 

by the way of introducing himself. “What is yours?” 
“Sonia Parlow.” | 
“Are you Polish?” 
“No. Hungarian.” 
“Well, your nationality does not matter much,” 

the millionaire artist smiled. ‘Now let me explain. I 
used to play myself before my arm was injured during 
the war. I need someone to play for me when my nerves 
are frayed after a hard day’s work.” . 

“Ah, I see,” Miss Parlow nodded. 
“For your services I shall pay forty dollars a 
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week,” he told her. “Will that be satisfactory to you, 

Miss Parlow?” 
“Yes, Quite satisfactory.” 

“Now then, give me your address, Miss Parlow, so 

I can save you unnecessary steps in case I should be 

called away from my studio.” 

She shook her head. 

“T will not mind the steps,” she said. “And,” she 

added, her soft cheeks coloring slightly, “if I do not ap- 

pear some afternoon, it will not be because I have lost 

my inclination to come.” : 

“Where did you study?” he asked. 

“In Vienna and Leipzig.” 

“You speak English very well, Miss Parlow.” 

‘Again the girl’s cheeks reddened. She made no 

answer, and Fulton was afraid to be too inquisitive. 

She presented somewhat of a mystery to him. Her 

manner of dress was not at all in harmony with her 

charming personality and her obvious education. 

But he asked once more for her address. 

“J __ T would rather not tell you where I live,” she 

murmured. 

“Very well. Then we'll let it go at that. Please 

remember that I shall expect you Tuesday.” 

“T'l] be here,” she said, turning her face quickly 

aside, “unless I am prevented from coming. You see, I 

am not permitted to go and come as I please.” 

“But you'll try your best to come?” The million- 

aire artist’s voice held a pleading note. 

“Tndeed, I will.” SAS go 

Sonia Parlow left the studio with the same quiet- 

ness used in entering. She closed the door without mak- 

‘ing the least noise. ) 

Woodrow Fulton stood staring after her like a 

man in a tranee. He could not explain to himself just 
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him, 

“Well, come out of it,” cried Miss Challoner, step- 
ping forth. | 

“Yes—yes!” He pulled himself together. ‘What 
do you think of her?” | 

“I think that girl is wonderful,” Miss Challoner 
remarked with much enthusiasm. “She ought to be on 
the concert stage. Lord knows, I have paid good money 
to hear far worse playing right here in little old New 
York.” 

“You never heard this Sonia Parlow before?” 
“Never, Mr. Woodrow. And I don’t believe any- 

one else ever heard her in public.” 
“Ah, I am still dazed,’’ admitted the young man. 

“T don’t know how she did it. But she played the very 
things my mood seemed to demand.” 

Miss Challoner laughed softly. 
“Spring is in the air, my boy,” she said. 
Fulton laughed also. 
‘I know exactly what is in your mind,” she said, 

shaking a finger at the woman. “You are thinking that 
I have already fallen in love with that strange girl, that 
I’ll marry her in the end, and that we’ll be happy ever 
after. Oh, what rot!” 

“That last word doesn’t sound well in connection 
with a young girl as sweet as this Sonia Parlow,” she re- 
proved. 

“No, it doesn’t,” he admitted. “And I am very 
sorry.” 

By the time Miss Challoner was ready to leave the 
studio and go back to her own, she was more than con- 
vinced that Woodrow Fulton had found the kind of a 
pianist he wanted. 

And she had a vague suspicion that this lonely 

what kind of an impression this girl had made upon‘ 
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bachelor had found more than that. 

Tuesday, anxiously awaited, came. It brought 

Sonia Parlow and it also brought Mrs. Carnovan, Wood- 

row’s only sister. | 

The meeting between the two women was very 

cordial. Sonia acknowledged the introduction with - 

charming simplicity. 

One of her sweet smiles and a few tactful words 

won her the instant sympathy of the stately society ma- 

tron, Mrs. Stuyvesant Carnovan. 

Of course, the latter was mystified after having 

meet this strange young girl a few times and listened to 

her playing. 

9 far as she was able to discover, there was 

nothing against Miss Parlow save her unknown back- 

ground. But so far she had not the least fear that her 

one and only brother might fall in love with the girl. 

“Woodie,” she said to him one afternoon as Sonia 

closed the door behind her. “That girl is a real artist. 

But there is something wrong somewhere. She ought to 

be on the concert stage. I wish you would use your in- 

fluence.” 
Her brother grinned. 

‘Why, I have the very thing in mind,” he replied. 

“But you see, Sis, there are a lot of women who play 

wonderfully well, who can not face an audience. This 

girl may be one of those unfortunates. So one of these 

days I’ll fill this studio with my friends and see how she 

carries on.” : 

And so the little drama rolled on. Week after 

week passed. Woodrow Fulton had reached the stage 

when: he could no longer work without Sonia. 

If she did not appear on the hour—-as she some- 

times did not—he paced the floor of his studio, wonder- 

ing if she had been hurt. But this wonder remained un- 

‘ 



<a S 

spoken. | 
To him the girl’s face had grown beautiful. But 

he did not notice, as the ever-present Miss Challoner did, 
that Sonia came occasionally with a suspicious redness 
about her eyes. Obviously the girl had been weeping. 

One afternoon it rained. As Sonia Parlow came 
in, she wore an old dilapidated raincoat which had of- 
fered her little protection. 

Fulton sprang forward when he noticed that she 
was having some difficulty in extracting her arm from 
the sleeve. | 

“No—no!” she cried. “It is alright. I can get it 
off.” 

But with a laugh he caught the offending sleeve 
and gave it a vigorous yank. It was not possible for 
Sonia to grow paler than she was; but her lips whitened 
and she swayed slightly. 

“What is it?” the millionaire artist asked anx- 
iously. “Are you hurt?” 

Miss Challoner, who heard it in her retreat, 
smiled to herself. 

“Oh, it is nothing,” the girl protested. “N othing 
much.” 

“If you do not feel well, you may go back home,” 
he offered. 

“No, I will play to you,” the girl replied. 
“Rest for a while anyway, Miss Parlow.” 
The latter shook her head. She brushed past him 

and began to play. 
Woodrow Fulton did not understand women, but 

he did understand music. Every note Sonia played came 
to him with a queer thrill. He understood that this girl 
was trying to tell him something she could not put in 
words. 

There was a tragic note in everything she played. 
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And Sonia was telling him that she was grateful 

for his kindness. She put in music her innermost feel- 

ing, her pleasure of spending that one hour with him 

three times a week. 

This afternoon Fulton did not dream in his chair. 

He leaned forward with his elbows on his kneees, watch- 

ing the white nimble fingers and the beautiful hands. 

Sonia was between him and the light. He saw a 

blue shadow on her forearm. It was a dark bruise. She 

had been hurt, and someone had done it. | 

As usual, the girl never glanced in his direction. 

Her gaze was upon the keys or upon the sky beyond the 

window. | 

To-day, however, her gaze frequently swerved to 

the vase of roses standing upon the piano. And there 

was a look of wistful sadness in her tear-heavy eyes. 

What a memory for music that girl had, thought 

Woodrow Fulton. She played the most difficult compo- 

sitions without notes and without a falter. 

The usual hour drew to a close. The girl arose. 

“Take these home with you,” said Fulton, pluck- 

ing the roses from the vase. 

“You mean to give them to me?” she cried. Her 

astonishment broke down the wall of reserve. Pleasure 

flowed into her eyes, her mouth. She was, for the mo- 

ment, entrancingly beautiful. 
“T’l] get a box for you,” he said. “TI would like to 

know, though, where you learned to speak English so 

well.” 
“My mother was English,” she said, clasping the 

roses to her arms. 
In doing this she displayed the dark bruise on her 

forearm: 

‘Who did that?” Fulton demanded. 

Sonia looked down on her forearm, and the walls 
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—the walls of reserve—rose up about her again. It be- 
came at once apparent that she had an aversion to ex- 
plain the cause of the hurt. 

“A crowded streetcar,” she lied. 

Woodrow Fulton nodded. 
“By the way,” he said as the girl was about to 

leave. “I have invited a few friends for Friday after- 
noon. I have written a program and I wonder if you'll 
mind playing it.” 

“Let me see the program,” Sonia responded, ‘‘for 
I shall have to practice.” And she knew full well that 
to-day she was leaving this pleasant atmosphere never to 
return. 

She lodked over the program handed to her, then 
nodded. 

“T think I can play all that without practice, Mr. 
Fulton.” 

For a long moment these two stood looking at one 
another, then with an almost heart-breaking sigh, she 
left the studio. 
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Chapter 117 _ 

~ 

A HORRIBLE DISCOVERY 

ISS CHALLONER came from her hiding 

place with a peculiar smile on her face. She 

walked up-to her young friend and delib- 

erately put both of her hands upon his 

| shoulders. She did not speak as he evidently 

_ expected . Instead she gazed deeply into 

his eyes as if trying to read what was going 

on in his heart. | 
“Woodrow,” she spoke finally, “that 

girl is in love with you.” 3 

“Nonsense,” he replied with an uneasy laugh. 

“The next thing you'll believe that I am in love with her. 

Youll have us planning an early marriage and a life 

happy ever afterward.” 

“Woodrow,” the woman spoke again, her hands 

still on his shoulders, “have you ever been in love?” 

“Well, in all honesty I can deny that, my dear Miss 

Challoner. Of course, I thought I was once upon a time. 

But that was only a foolish dream. To be quite frank, 

however, the girl I thought I loved threw me down.” 

Miss Challoner removed her hands and walked 

over to the window. 

*Y must tell you something, my boy,” she said, her 

face unusually serious. “That poor girl needs protection 

if ever a woman did.” 

“What makes you think so?” Fulton asked 

quickly. 
“She is in some kind of trouble, Woodrow. Did 

you see that black mark on her forearm to-day?” 
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The millionaire artist frowned darkly. 
“Yes, I saw it. I am afraid that girl has been . 

manhandled.” | 
| “Worse than that,” was the unpleasant retort. 
“Every time she leaves here a man meets her a few 
blocks down the street. He has been described to me as 
an individual a woman does not care to meet alone in the 
dark.” “6 

Fulton turned a shade paler. 
“How do you know all that?” he cried. 
“T have set a friend of mine to watch,” Miss Chal- 

loner told h im. 7 
“Oh, have you?” He tried to laugh but it was not 

a happy, carefree laugh by any means. “Well, then al- 
low me to inform you that I am doing a little detective 
work myself. I have engaged a man from the Burns & 
Agency to find out all about Sonia. Iexpecthimtocome 
with his report to-night.” A 

Miss Challoner hesitated a minute. 
oe “Answer me one question,” she said, looking Ful- 
oe ton squarely in the eyes. “Suppose Sonia Parlow was 
| never to come back here again, would you miss her?” 

He grew white at this. 
“Miss her?” he exclaimed, his lips quivering. 

“Why, if she to disappear without me seeing her again, 
she would haunt me to the end of my days.” 

This statement, which sounded very much like 
an admission, caused Miss Challoner to smile. 

“Have a care,” She pulled Fulton’s ear and 
walked toward the door. “In case the man from the 
Burns Detective Agency brings his report to-night, will 
you let me know as soon as you ean conveniently do so? 
You see, I am interested in the girl myself. 

“And,” she added with a roguish twinkle in her 
eyes, “a little bird right now is whispering strange things 

/ 
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tome. It says that Sonia Parlow will become Mrs. Wood- 

row Fulton. And if you don’t invite me to the wedding 

’ll never forgive you.” | 

Fulton did not get a chance to reply to this good- 

natured taunt. The woman had disappeared before he 

could speak. 
That night the detective from the Burns Agency 

arrived. The millionaire artist greeted him with a great 

deal of eagerness. os 

In fact, he seemed so eager to hear the report that 

he could not keep the tremulo out of his voice. 

“Well, what have you found out?” he inquired af- 

ter they were both seated and smoking: 

“T believe I have about all you want to know, Mr. 

Fulton,” the detective retorted. “The girl’s name is Sonia 

Parlow alright. From eight’ until midnight she plays in 

a very ordinary dance hal, which, through some political 

influence, has escaped raiding.” 

“A dance hall?” gasped the other. 

“Yes, But Iam told that the girl does not mingle 

with any of the crowd. She holds herself aloof. Some of 

the political gangsters have tried their best to break 

through her reserve. So far they have met with little 

success. But to my mind it is only a question of time 

when——” 
“How far is that dance hall from where Miss Par- 

low lives??? Woodrow Fulton broke in. 

“About four blocks,” came back. “On her way no 

one molests her, and for a good reason. A man who ealls 

himself her uncle calls for her every night at the same 

hour and takes her home.” 

“What kind of a man is that uncle of hers?” 
The detective hesitated. 

“Queer thing there,” he said. “But Pll come to 

that-as I go on with my report. I approached the girl 
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one night and bluffed some facts out of her. This hap- 
pened during an intermission. She told me that her 
father was one of the best musicians in Europe. Her 
mother was the daughter of an English clergyman. 

“Sonia admitted that the marriage of her parents 
had been a runaway match. She told me that her mother 
died when she was fourteen years of age. Her father 

' died two years ago. | 
“Her father’s brother came to New York quite a 

few years ago. The brothers wrote occasionally. When 
her father died, the girl decided to come to America. Hey 
uncle told her to come. She had never seen this uncle of 
hers. | | 

“I guess the girl was pretty good at the piano. She 
told me she had made her debut in Vienna. But almost 
immediately upon her arrival here she mysteriously lost 
her credentials which showed her thorough musicianship 
and all the newspaper clippings she had saved. 

“She told me that her uncle had hunted the 
agencies up and down, without success. Of course, none 
of the musical or theatrical agencies had ever hear of 
Sonia Parlow. She r saul, 

“Just what do you mzan by that?” Fuzton inter- 
rupted. 

“That uncle of hers never went to a single 
agency,” the other went on. “Each one I visited told me 
that they had never had any kind of an application in 
person or otherwise from a girl by the name of Sonia 
Parlow.” | 

“And that would indicate that the man never 
really approached the agencies and asked for employ- 
ment for his niece?” | ) 

“That is about the size of it, Mr. Fulton.” 
“But I don’t understand,” cried the latter. “That 

girl is really a great musician.” - 
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_ “You'll understand presently,” said the detective. 
“This Sonia Parlow is straight. She is as clean as a 
hound’s tooth. But this New York of ours is a strange 
city. She does not know the ropes and she is utterly 
helpless. ) 

“I run across things like this often. Young girls 
who are good to look at and without proper protection, 
are always in trouble or nearly so. Sonia Parlow has a 
strong mind and fine sense of honor. And she has quite 
some stubbornness. I had to threaten her with the law 
to get the facts.” 

| Woodrow Fulton sat there smoking rapidly. He 
glanced sharply at the detective as he stopped speaking, 
anxiously awaiting. 

“From what you tell me,” he spoke at last, “‘one 
is led to believe that there is some kind of crookedness in 
back of it.” 

“T am darned sure there is,” the detective retorted. 
“I had never seen this Joseph Parlow before. But the 
moment I met him for the first time, I felt a peculiar 
dislike for him. Heisarat. He is filthy inside and out. 
And he is a slippery cuss. The police can’t get anything 
on him. 

“From the way he handled a girl like this Sonia, 
I am about convinced that he is fit for anything. He got 
her a job in a dance hall, where the men are gunmen, 
dope fiends or cadets. You know what I mean by that.” 

“No, I am not quite sure,” the artist said. “Just 
what is a cadet?” 

“A cadet is the same filthy beast as a pimp. He 
gets a hold of some girl, makes her fall in love with him, 
then sends her out on the street to make a livine. All the 
money she earns through her associations with other 
men, she must turn over to him. 

“Horrible — horrible!” murmured W oodrow Ful- 
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ton. “A man like that ought to be killed.” 

“Perhaps you have not given the matter enough 

thought, sir,” the other ontinued. “But I am of the firm 

opinion that Sonia Parlow was sent here to play for you 

beause you are a rich man.” 

Here the detective paused for a long while to let 

his last words sink in. 

They did sink in, and more. Fulton now saw ev- 

erything in a different light. Now he understood why 

Sonia had always been so close-lipped. Her uncle was of 

her own blood, and she had refused to betray him. 

“Yes.” he murmured in a low, awed tone, “I can 

see it all now.” 

The detective grinned. 

“Perhaps you do so far as your connection with 

the girl is concerned,” he averred. “But you don’t know 

_ half about this man who poses as her uncle.” 

‘What have you found out about him?” 

“Just this,” came back quickly. “The chief of the 

New York detective force is a friend of mine. In fact 

we went to school together. I went to him for heip and 

some advice. The minute I mentioned J oseph Parlow’s 

name, he nodded his head. He then told me that this 

Joseph Parlow had done time at Sing-Sing for white- 

slaving. 

“He told me also that the-man had several aliases. 

Once he passed himself as an Austrian nobleman. He 

called himself Count Franz Von Hoheim. At another 

time he worked in Chicago under the name of Nikolas 

Muraview. I am convinced that the scoundrel is not 

Sonia Parlow’s uncle at all.” 

Woodrow had quit smoking. His face, very white, 

was working. He seemed anxious to speak, but his voice 

‘would not come. 
Continued in next number 
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