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\]| “TER hanging up the receiver, Mrs. Whit- 
ney turned to her two visitors and ex- 
plained about the picture, and incidentally 
told them that she had ordered it brought 
up. “You know,” she added, her voice drop- 
ping, “I am almost sorry I purchased that 
oil painting. In fact, I believe seeing it at 
the Art Exhibition Building, had the most | 
peculiar effect upon my -husband. He é 

Seemed terribly wrought up.” 
“But why should he become excited over a pic- 

ture?” Armand Duverne queried. “What kind of a pic- 
ture is it?” 

“Tt is called ‘A Fallen Angel’,” Mrs. Whitney ans- 
wered, her eyes on the floor. “It depicts a beautiful 
golden haired young woman in the arms of the devil. 
They are standing on a high cliff and he is about to hurl 
her down to destruction.” 

“How dramatic,” Lola murmured. “I'am really 
anxious to see it.” 
“Very dramatic,” Irene went on. “And I had the 

pleasure of meeting the artist who painted it, as well as 
the young woman who posed for it. The girl works in a 
hat store in the Bonne Nouvelle. The artist, Alphonse 

- Delcasse, lives right next door.” 
Here the door was opened and two men came in 

carrying the oil painting. It was carefully wrapped in 
heavy paper. 

“Where shall we put it?” one of the men inquired. 
“Just set it right there against the wall,” Irene 

directed. “That’s it. Thank you.” 
As soon as the two men had gone, Mrs. Whitney 

and her two visitors rose. Armand Duverne, a pocket 
knife in his hand, was already busy cutting the cord. 
Both women helped him remove the wrappings. At last 
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the oil painting stood revealed in all its weird beauty. 
Armand Duverne stood staring at it like a man 

seeing something frightful. His face had gone deathly 
white and he was trembling. 

“Joan—Joan,” he gasped. “My God, this can’t be 
possible.” | 

Lola hurried to her brother’s side and put an arm 
about him. 

‘Don’t you recognize her, sister?” he cried. 
“T do,” she answered, keeping herself under con- 

trol. 7 
Irene looked searchingly at the two. 

-“You—you know her?” she asked, surprised. 
“Yes, we both recognized her,” Lola spoke up. 

“That girl is my brother’s promised bride.” And then 

she told as briefly as possible how they had met Joan and 

a few details connected with the subsequent events. 
Armand Duverne’s excitement increased with ev- 

ery moment. 
— “Tell me again where you saw her, Mrs. Whit- 

neys,” he begged. “I shall look her up at once.” 

“As I said before,” answered Irene, “I saw her at 

a hat store in the Bonne Nouvelle. It is not hard to find. 

And I hope,” she added slowly, as a certain scene came 

back to her, “that you will not be disappointed, Mr. 

Duverne.” 
It was not a usual thing for the latter to run a- 

way from his sister and another lady without even a 

word of apology. But that is what he did now. 
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Chapter 148 

A DOUBLE TRAGEDY 

FTER Joan’s strange disappearance Sonia 

Parlow was perhaps the loneliest young 

woman in all the world. She was constantly 

tortured with the fear that her dear friend 

had taken her own life. Hours of anxious 

waiting played havoc with her nerves. And 

into this wilderness of mental suffering 

came Alphonse Deleasse that night — that 

fateful night. | 

He had come to learn his fate. For he loved Sonia 

as only a high-strung, passionate young French artist 

can love. | 
Sonia received him gladly enough. But his word 

of cheer was lost on her. Even the assurance that Joan 

was still alive, failed to change her mental attitude. She 

talked about closing up her hat store and returning to 

the United States. 
This gave Alphonse Delcasse a sudden fright. 

“What — what will become of me, if you leave, 

Sonia?” he asked, gazing at her with his very soul in 

his eyes. ; 
“You are now a famous man, my friend,” she ans- 

wered, evading his protracted stare. “All the world will 

worship at your shrine. What can a poor modiste like 

me mean to you, Alphonse?” 
“Everything — everything!” he cried, seizing her 

hand and kissing it. “Sonia, oh, Sonia, don’t you know 
how dearly I love you?” 

She paled at this. 
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‘No, you must not,” she wailed, drawing back. 

“And I must not let you say such things to me.” 

- “Put I must say them, and you must listen.” Again 

he clasped her hand in both of his and pressed his lips 

upor it. “Ah, my dear — my very dear, if it were not 

for you, I would never have become what I am to-day. 

I would still be the poor struggling artist with scarcely 

~ enough food to eat. } 

“You have made me. You, with your encourag- 

ing smile, with your words of hope. Many times you have 

fed me when I was near starvation. When everything 

looked black to me, you brought sunshine. Yes, you have 

done that, and more, Sonia. You have made me love you. 

You have ‘ 

“Please — please ” and there was pain in the 

- girls voice. “I meant it only as a friend. I felt sorry for 

you.” 3 

“Sorry for me?” he repeated. “Then you never 

loved me?” 
“No — no!’ She brushed a tear from her eyes. 

“Tow could I love you when my heart belonged to an- 

other. Ah, Alphonse, you don’t know what I have suf- 

fered. Life has cheated me as it is cheating you. You 

love 2 woman who can never be yours, just as I loved a 

man who——’” 

The young artist silenced her with an agonized 

cry. \ 

a “But I ean not live without you, he wailed. “I 

love you, Sonia. I love you enough to countenance any- 

thing. What if you loved another man? I shall never pry 

into your past. I promise you that. [ll make you forget 

him. Ill make you the happiest woman on earth if you 

give me only half a chance.” 

Sonia, white and trembling, had retreated until 

she stood leaning against the t
able. 
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“Alphonse — it is useless,” she said, breathing 
heavily. “If I have caused you to believe that I cared 
for you, Iam sorry. I can not be your wife, though it 
hurts to refuse you. I can not.” 

He stood there, swaying back and forth, like a 
drunken man. 

In the woman’s eyes he saw not love, not even re- 
morse — but cold misery that could not be put in words. 

And he saw, too, that his case was indeed a hope- 
less one. His pride, wounded to the core, rose and as- 
serted itself. 

He bowed, turned and fled from the room. Sonia 
heard his receding footsteps. He was running. 

She heard as he slammed the door which led to his 

humble home next door. And then, a few moments later, 

came a single shot. With her hands clutching at her 

breast, she tottered forward. 
“Alphonse — Alphonse!” she cried, rushing for 

the door. 
Some of the neighbors also attracted by the shot, 

were hurrying in the same direction. But Sonia was 

there first. 
The young artist was lying on the floor of his 

studio, a still smoking revolver clutched in his hand. 

From his gaping mouth came a steady stream of blood. 

Sonia did not make a sound. Only a pitiful little 

wail escaped her lips as she fell, senseless, across the 

dead body of her young friend. 

There the neighbors found her. Tender hands 

earried her back to her own home, and immediate efforts 

were made to restore her to consciousness. 

Others telephoned for the police, who took charge 

of the scene in the studio. The body of Alphonse Del- 

casse was removed to the morgue. 
There was no use in asking questions. The situa- 
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tion explained itself. Since the revolver was found very 

‘tightly clutched in the dead man’s right hand it was 

taken for granted that he had committed suicide. 

It took some time before Sonia Parlow was re- 

vived. She sat up, wild-eyed and staring. It seemed that 

she did not recognize a single one of her neighbors. 

“Ts — is he dead?” she asked in a toneless voice. 

They told her the truth. 

“Then I wish to be left alone—please.” She strug- 

gled to her feet. “Please, go — all of you.” 

One after another the apprehensive neighbors left 

her. They were stricken with awe. Making dire pre- 

dictions among themselves, they gathered in a group in 

front of the house. Somehow they felt that another trag- 

edy was sure to happen. 
And it did! 
A few minutes later there came from within the 

house a terrible shriek. This was followed by the sound 

of crashing glass.’ 

When they ran in they found Sonia stretchced 

across the bed, gasping for breath. On a little table 

nearby stood a small bottle marked: “Poison”. On the 

floor lay a broken glass which evidently had been very 

recently emptied. | 

The police were called, who in turn, sent for a 

physician. 

_ “There is no hope for her,” was the latter’s verdict 

after a hasty examination. “The poor girl is already 

. dying.” 
| 

. Even before the ambulance arrived, Sonia Parlow 

breathed her last. 

The news of the double tragedy spread rapidly. 

The crowd of morbidly curious people in the street in- 

creased until traffic had to be suspended. It took some 

hard work on the part of the police to disperse the agi- 
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tated men and women. 
Finally only'a few of the nearest neighbors re- 

~ mained, all of them women. 
They looked askance at one another as a pale- 

faced and very handsome young man approached them 
on the run. It was none other than Armand Duverne who 
had come in the hope of finding Joan. 

He made a dash for the entrance of the hat store 
and found it locked. 

“Can any of you tell me why this ostiiehaeaiaae is 
closed?” he inquired hastily, turning to those women. 
“Please tell me,” he added in a pleading tone when no 
answer was forthcoming at once. “I —I must khow.” 

“Did you wish to see Mademoiselle Sonia, the 
modiste?” one of the women countered. 3 

“No, I came to see the blond young lady employed 
in this store,” he replied with growing impatience. “Her 
name is Joan——” 

“Oh, she has been gone for several days,” another 
woman spoke up. 

Armand Duverne began to tremble. 
“Gone? Where?” 
None of the women seemed able to enlighten him 

on that point. This was a bitter disappointment to the 
young Frenchman. 

“Then I’ll see Mademoiselle Sonia, the owner of 
this establishment,” he declared. “Surely she will be able 
to tell me what has become of Joan. This front’ en- 
trance is locked. There must be a side door.” He ran 
through the narrow side yard. 

But the side door was also locked. Crestfallen he 
returned to the sidewalk. 

From the awed expression on the faces of the 
women he gathered that something out of the ordinary 
had happened. He feared to ask the question. At last 



he found the needed courage. 

And then they told him. 

While Armand Duverne listened to the recital of 

the double tragedy, a sickening sensat
ion took possession 

of him. 
But even that had to give way to his bitter dis- 

appointment of not finding Joan. Again she was lost to 

him. 
| 

With a heart-breaking sich he turned away. 

Ah, what a miserable thing life was. He had come 

‘bubbling over with hope and happy anticipation. And 

what had he found? 

A young artist with the world practically at his 

feet, had taken his own life because he was disappointed 

in love.. And the young woman in question had com- 

mitted suicide, stricken with remorse. . 

He walked on slowly, with his head bowed in sor-. 

row, Those who passed him, stopped and looked after 

him sympathetically. For they had heard the groans 

which came from his white lips. They had seen the des- 

perate look in his eyes. 
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Chapter 149 

“HE IS MINE!’ 

HERE are a good many institutions in the 
city of Paris of whose existence the police 
know nothing. And if they know, they are 

-blinded and rendered dumb by the powers 
at the head. Through the usual method, of 
course. In this instance we are speaking of 
institutions which exist and are operated in 
open defiance of law and order. Among 
them is one which surely deserved the 

wrath of Heaven. 
Somewhere in the good book, Christ is quoted as 

saying, if not literally, then in substance: 
“Let these children come unto me, and forbid 

them not. For, verily, they deserve the Kingdom of 
Heaven. And he who tempts them, it were better for him — 
if a millstone were hung around his neck and cast into 
the depth of the sea.” | 

Surely there can be no crime more heinous than 
that of deliberately bringing about the moral corruption 
of an innocent child. 

However, in a certain part of the city of Paris was 
an institution operated for just such a frightful purpose. 
Into this hell-hole children, often. still in their infancy, 
were brought by starving mothers without husbands. 

To hide the emblem of shame, undesired babies 
were unwittingly damned to a life of nothing but crim- 
inal activities. 

Here the “Oliver Twists” of Charles Dickensen’s 
world-famous novel were turned out with appalling reg- 
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ularity. Here children of both sexes and of tender years 

were taught to lie, steal and defy ‘the law in a hundred 

other ways. . 
The modern “Bill Sykes” at. the head of this in- 

stitution was also the leader of a gang of outlaws such 

as the world had never known. 
By instinct and inclination a criminal, he seemed 

to take diabolical pleasure in teaching the children who 

were brought to him all the tricks of the trade. 

What he could not accomplish with coaxing he 

brought to pass by force and brutal treatment. The pit- 

iful cries of youngsters being flogged unmercifully was 

like music to his ears. 
This man, one Jacques Morlaix by name, was also 

well known on the notorious island, called “The Isle of 

Death.” : 

In fact he was a personal friend of Attila Laroche, 

now doing a long stretch in prison for burglarizing the 

home of the rich American woman, Barbara Hannaford. 

When he disappeared and failed to return, Antoin- 

ette, his mistress, soon learned the reason. 

She did not weep tears of unhappiness. Women 

like her never do. Instead she began to adjust her per- 

sonal affairs so as to be unincumbered. Other men 

sought her favors, and she was willing to grant them, 

too. . 

But before she could begin she must rid herself 

of the two children left to her care after her lover's 

brush with the police. 
One was little Clifford, the son of Donald Whit- 

ney and Joan. The other was the fruit of her own sinful 

life, Emily. Knowing Jacques Morlaix, it was only nat- 

ural that she should get in touch with this fiend. 

As a consequence these two youngsters found a 

new home and a worse one. 
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Jacques Morlaix welcomed Clifford and Emily. as 
The boy was usually handsome. He had the features that ces 
easily aroused the compassion of those who might meet 24 
him begging in the streets. F a 

And little Emily already gave promise of Steals: Rag 
ing into a beautiful flower. ‘i 

The scoundrel began laying his plans immediately a 
these two children were brought to him. He had con- 4 
siderable knowledge of what had transpired on “The Isle a 

s of Death”, and he was not surprised when Leon Laroche, a 
< the hunchback, came to ask for the boy. | : 

Of course, he did not tell the truth. That is why a 
Leon Laroche returned to Barbara Hannaford and told a 
her little Clifford could not be found. . pee 

Jaeques Morlaix had decided that the boy must be- a 
come a street beggar. But he refused. 4 

| “T’ll show you, you damned little rat!’ the beast 
snarled as he began to flog Clifford with a heavy whip. 
“You'll do as I tell you, or I’ll beat you to death!” : 

And bleeding from several cuts on his tender body, 
and suffering intense physical pain, the boy promised to 
do the man’s bidding. | 

Accordingly he was sent out with an old woman, 
who posed as his grandmother. Dressed in ragged cloth- 
ing, they both proceeded along the thoroughfares fre- 
quented by the city’s rich. 

It was inded pitiful to see the frail boy hold out 
his hand and ask for alms. Shivering with cold he did 
the old hag’s bidding. | 

And when the coins did not come frequently 
enough, she cuffed him brutally. But when evening came 
and they had to return to the home Clifford dreaded, he 
disappeared down a side street. 

By his own choice he became a waif, an outcast, 
without a home and a place to lay his weary head. 

Re ee ee ee ee 
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But kind providence interfered, and in the most 

unexpected and amazing manner. Destiny had it that 

little Clifford should find — not only someone to love 

him -— but also a good home and the protection of his 

own father. 

And it all came about because Dorothy Vicente, 

the beautiful Paris moving picture star was billed to ap- 

pear in person at a certain theater. — 

So much was known of Dorothy Vicente and yet 

so little. On the surface it was a flaunting, evil thing 

that had filled many columns of black type. Once there 

appeared in the newspapers a three column headline 

story that was not good reading for the young. 

On the night the young movie actress was to ap- 

pear in person, an expensive limousine flashed up the 

street and stopped at the curb. She jumped to the side- 

walk, followed by a dark, buxom miss. 

They both stared at the big electric sign sus- 

pended above their heads. 

“Can you imagine that, Rose?” she said to her 

companion. “There is my name in electrics. And I am 

scared to death. I have never appeared on the legiti- 

mate stage in my life. I am sorry | accepted this en- 

gagement, I can’t talk. Pll just make a fool of my- 

self.” 
The girl beside her laughed. 

“No danger of that, Dorothy,” she answered. 

“You'll give these people the surprise of thei
r lives. You 

do everything so wonderful.” | 

As they entered the theater lobby, the manager 

came out to greet them. Of course he was more than 

pleased to see the lovely young movie star. The house 

was already overcrowded and long lines were waiting to 

get in. 
“Ah, I am delighted — delighted, my dear Miss 
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Vicente,” he-cried with an ingratiating grin. « 
Dorothy, introduced her friend. 
“Where will I go?” she asked the manager. 
“TI will take you to the stage entrance,” the latter 

volunteered eagerly. “Please come with me.” 
Right ahead of them she saw a light. Below was 

a sign which read: “Stage Entrance”. Dorothy Vicente 
decided she had enough company in her friend Rose. Fur- 
thermore, she did not like the manager’s constant grin. 

“Nevermind,” she told him. “We'll find the way.” 
They did, but nearly stumbled over an empty ash 

can. The stage entrance door stood half open, which 
seemed to indicate that some careless person had recently 
gone in without taking the trouble of closing it. 

The movie star’ was about to pass through when 
she noticed something huddled in a corner — something 
that moved. 

“Wait a minute, Rose,” she called to her com- 
panion. 

Her investigation disclosed a small boy, ragged 
and pale. His big blue eyes showed traces of tears.. And 
he was shivering from cold and fright. 

“What are you doing here?” Dorothy Vicente 
asked kindly enough. 

3 The boy made no answer. His faint smile was 
pitiful in the extreme. It was a smile that went straight 
to Miss Vicente’s warm heart. She took him by the arm 
and drew him forward, studying his features intently. 

Surely this boy was no common street urchin. His 
face told that. It was delicately molded. In spite of its 
pallor it was almost beautiful. 

“Who are you?” she asked, amazed. 
“Clifford,” the boy replied. 
“Clifford who? What is your other name?” 
“Just Clifford.” 
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Dorothy Vicente looked askance at her friend, 

and both shook their heads. That they had stumbled up- 

on a mystery of some kind they both knew instantly. 

This unusually handsome child could not be more 

than six years old. He had the face and the head of a 

poet and was dressed in rags. 

“What were you doing in here?” the movie actress 

wanted to know. 

“T —_ IT was cold,” the boy stammered. “I wanted 

to get a warm place for the night — and — and e 

He stopped and broke into tears. 

“You poor, poor boy,” Dorothy Vicente mur- 

mured, pressing the child against her expensive sable 

coat. “How could anybody neglect you like that. Where 

do you live? Who are your parents?” 

Little Clifford hid his face partly in his dirty 

hands. 
“T __ I have no parents,” he sobbed. 

“No parents?” the girl echoed, aghast. “Who is 

taking care of you then?”’ 

“Mr. Morlaix,” came back amid continued sobs. 

“And I don’t like him. He — he beats me because — be- 

cause I won't lie — and steal. He sent me out to-day 

with Mother Brossart to beg in the streets. Then I ran 

away.) 
a 

While Dorothy Vicente did not know who Mr. 

Morlaix was, she sensed the truth at once. 

Many times she had been accosted by children of 

tender years begging in the streets. All of them were 

ragged and underfed. But to subject this boy to such 

treatment simply horrified her. As she examined him 

more closely she noticed that he had been beaten. 

She stood motionless. Her mouth was quivering, 

and as she saw the red welts she gave a broken cry as 

though she had seen somethin
g she could not bear. 
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One hand, on which a fortune in diamonds 
gleamed, reached out and touched the boy’s curly head. 

“They hurt him,” she said with infinite tender- 
ness. It was the tenderness that held all the touch of 
mother tears. “They hurt him cruelly. Come to me, you 
dear little fellow.” 

Against the soft, rich sable coat the boy closed his 
eyes and seemed about to drop to sleep. 

“That boy is mine,” the movie star decided. “Any- 
body that would beat a child so cruelly has no right to 
him. Rose,” she said, turning to her companion, “you 
find out all about this and fix it up. I want that boy. I 
want him more than I ever wanted anything in my life. 
He is mine. He is mine.” 

Rose took charge of little Clifford while the movie 
star disappeared behind the stage. 

Owing to “Dot” Vicente’s great popularity, the | 
house was crowded to the very doors and more people 
were clamoring to get in. When her turn came to ap- 
pear before the footlights, she had lost her usually gay 
mood. 

Very seriously she told the audience how she had 
struggled for the success that was now hers. 

“Struggled—Hell!” one man seated in a front row 
remarked ‘to his neighbor. “Max Franklin made her over 
night. He has been her best friend for ten years or 
more. And you know what kind of women he favors in 
his studio.” | 

The only answer was an ugly, knowing erin. 
Dorothy Vicente got through her two appeer- 

ances very well. After she finished her second turn, tho 
manager of the theater handed her a check. In doing so 
he grinned and tried to touch her glowing cheek. 

“Keep your hands off me,” she protested, her suc- 
, den anger flaming in her eyes. “What do you take m: 



Re, fae. 2} stay ——_——=—— - - "i ., A] — —_— -_— 

Finis eit ote an 0g ee . ; _ 
I Ok eR MI OL en 9 08 gino sper 
ka. eee * v4 $s an Ps v= as yu ; “| 

Say tL % . ¥ es =. ase ey 
Peon of i z “ 

aes F 

f 

— 1266 — 

for?” 
“Oh, I beg your pardon,” the man apologized 

She gave him a contemptuous glance and swept 

past him out of the theater. 7 

In the waiting limousine she found Rose who held 

the soundly sleeping boy in her arms. It did not mat- 

ter that little Clifford was dressed in filthy rags. The 

movie star hugged him to her bosom. | 

“What did you find out, Rose?” she inquired 

eagerly. 
“Nothing, only what the boy told me himself,” 

Rose answered. ‘He has been in some kind of a house 

where he was taught to lie and steal. He doesn’t know 

who his parents are. If you want him, there is nothing 

to prevent you from giving him a home, Dot.” 

“He shall have it,” the latter breathed. “For I 

love him.” 
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Chapter 150 

THE GOOD BAD WOMAN 

| T WAS a few days-tater and Dotty Vicente 
|| was sitting at the wicker desk in her bright 

chintz-hung sun porch. Below her the shim- 
mer of the wistaria mirrored in the swim- 
ming pool lay happily in the morning sun- 
shine. Against the pale brown wall of the 
dressing room building one red rose had 
flung its beauty, like a perfect Japanese 
print. The fuzzy balls of the acacia tree, 

like the breast of a baby chick, knocked at the latticed 
windowpanes. 

Her tongue clenched between her small white 
teeth, Dotty was struggling with an eraser and a pencil. 

So intent was she that she did not see the slim, 
curly-haired young man who stood in the French door- 
way watching her with narrowed eyes. 

At last he said: “What in the name of all that is 
pious are you doing, Dotty?” - 

Dorothy Vicente jumped, swore, and _ then 
squealed. 

“Gene, God love your old soul. How are you? 
Where you been? Come here and give me a big kiss. 
My, it’s good to see you! I’ve been crazy to see you for 
days. The way you neglect me is something terrible. I 
know. You’ve been chasing one of these doll-faced in- 
genues. I’m getting old, I suppose. I heard you were 
flying around with Flo Riddel. Well, I never was as young 
as she is the day I was born.” 

The young man grinned amiably. The youth of 
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his face was torn by lines, lines of mental stress or of 

overwork, and at close inspection his clothes were a bit 

shabby. | 

) " “Yoy’re such a liar, Dotty,” he said. “For three 

weeks I’ve been phoning here every day. I’d as soon try 

to catch the north wind as you. I come here — Miss 

Vicente has gone to the studio. I go to the studio — Miss 

Vicente is not coming down today. I phone — Miss 

Vicente is just stepping into her bath. Oh, Dotty, Dotty, 

as a friend you're a total loss.” | 

“T am not. I—there isn’t anything in the world 

I wouldn’t do for you.” 

“Except keep an engagement with me once in a 

while.” | 

She made a face at him, an impudent, altogether 

adorable face, and he said, “Dotty, you want to see some- 

thing?” 
“Uh-huh.” 
From the inner pocket of his coat he took some- 

thing carefully wrapped in tissue paper. 

With hands that trembled just a little he took off 

the covering. ; 
Inside was a small square of wrapping paper. 

That paper had come originally from the butcher’s, and 

Gene — broke, and out of drawing paper — had rescued 

+t from a trash basket. Now it was carefully framed in 

cardboard. 
But from that paper looked up the most exquisite 

reproduction of Dorothy Viceute’s face. Only—Only— 

it wasn’t Dorothy Vicente. 

The eyes were there — the great, gleaming, gorge- 

ous pools of light with their gold-tipped lashes. The soft 

brown hair. The upcurled mouth. But the expression 

was different. All different. ae 

~ Not only the expression but the whole develop- 



11269 — 

ment, the whole meaning of the face. It was as though a 
great artist had taken a face from its earth pathway and 
drawn it as it might have been upon a different road. As 
it should have been. 

For it was not only a lovely face. Fine. Noble. 
Selfiess. | 

“Oh, Gene!” 
“Do you like it?’ The man’s eyes were flaming 

as they looked down at' the small square of wrapping 
paper. | 

They held the light that is in a man’s eyes only 
when he looks into the face of the woman he loves. 

It was not there when he looked at Dotty Vicente. 

At least, not allof it. Its ghost, maybe. 
Her ghost was working, but like a flash she turned 

on him. - “You — you old Tut, you. When you can do 
things like that, to be hiding in a garret, wasting your 
time making posters and ads for these swine. Never let- 
ting anybody know what you can do. 

“Oh, Gene, it’s'a crime! With a gift like yours! 
Will you do a portrait of me and let me buy it from you 
and exhibit it? You know you'd get all kinds of orders 
from people and you'd be rich and famous. Please, you 
old buzzard.” 

“Paint a portrait of you and let you buy it to give 
to Max Franklin?” He laughed. “I ought to paint him | 
a picture of you sometime. Of the you—he wants. The 
you—he sees.’ 

“Little third act music, please, Mr. Leader,” said 
Dotty with a grin. “Have a drink, Gene?” 

“No. Besides, Dotty, I’m afraid as sin of money 
and fame. I’ve watched. They do something to people 
unless they’re really big enough and fine enough to de- 
serve them. Well, never mind. How are you, Dots? You 
look so thin. it sia were you doing?” | 
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Dotty giggled. “I was changing price tags,” she 

said, and in a moment her bright laughter spilled and 

Auttered and danced into every corner of the room. 

“Pm sending mama and my kid sisters a lot of junk, and 

__well, mama’d die if she ever knew how much they cost. 

If she knew I paid five hundred bucks for a coat for 

Mamie, she’s never let her wear it. She’d put it in a 

glass case and charge her friends admission.” 

“Did she ever know you gave a five thousand 

franc cape to a girl on a street corner in Paris be- 

cause she was cold?” 

‘Do you know any more funny jokes like that?” 

asked Dotty, but the color had flung into her cheeks. 

“Anyway, 1 got a brother that’s a first-class mechanic— 

I made him go through the encineering school — and 

mama’s a lot prouder of him than she is of me. My Sis- 

ter is going to get married this spring and I’m buying 

her a trousseau. Gee, it’s a swell one.” 

“Don’t you wish you were buying it for yourself, 

Dorothy?” | | 

“J do not. I’ll remain an unclaimed blessing until 

I pass out of the picture. Alla girl needs when she gets 

on that white dress and the lilie
s in her hand and a bridal 

expression on her face is some silver handles and the 

band would start to play the funeral march instead of 

Lohengrin’s little eakewalk.” 

“Then there’s still no chance for me?”—casually. 

“Some day I’ll take you up one one of these bum 

proposals you're always making and then everything 

would be all wet. Imagine being married to me!” 

| “Then I'd paint, Dotty. Then I'd be rich and fa- 

mous. Id do—something marvelous. 

“T shouldn’t be surprised. L
et your hair grow long 

and wear a bow tie. And paint a picture of a 
caterpillar 

eating watermelon rind a
nd call it “The Coronation 

of the 



OTM I sien oe ey Seu 1? A, Sie Sy? pom OA 1 he ; - A res NG ES COTE TS ES Te eS 

— 1271 — 

? 

Fairy Queen.’ I know.” 
| But Gene only looked at her. “Dotty, are you still 
in love with Max? After all—after all these years?” 

“Yes. Oh, what’s the use of talking about it? 
I’ve always been in love with him. I guess I always will 
be. He’s a low-lived son of a gun in lots of ways, but 
women like me love — in spite of things. I can’t explain, 
you know. But I belong to him. Always. I just love 
him, that’s all. Sometimes I wish——” 

“T know.” 
“What can I do, Gene? I’ve loved him ever since 

I was fifteen. I’m twenty-six now. And I’ll live to be a 
hundred, I suppose, and he’ll leave me when I get old — 
and he’ll cheat always — but——~” 

“I don’t mind anything except what he does to 
you. Laugh if you want to, but I know what you could 
have been. I know everything about you, Dorothy, be- 
cause I’ve loved you for ten years. Not like the men who 
are always falling for you and buzzing around. I’d love 
you if you were blind and crippled and penniless. I know 
you. Your mind that’s fine and beautiful. Your gen- 
erous, foolish, warm heart. Your unselfishness. Your 
genius. And all sunk——” 

“You're a bit off, dear, but I’m grateful. Only 
don’t go raving around Paris like that or they will 
give you a free ride.” 

“T’m not off. If you’d married me — or some de- 
cent man — and had some kids, you'd be the finest girl 
on earth. People would look up to you. But that wasn’t 
what he wanted. No. He wanted you to be low enough 
and common enough to be a fit companion for him. And 
he didn’t care what he did to make you like that.” 

“ “You made me what I am to-day’,” trilled Dotty. 
“Gene, you have missed your vocation. You should write 
scenarios.” 
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“You know the life of every fifteen year old girl 
depends on the man she falls in love with.” 

“Hurrah! Now come on and boy and we'll take a 

dip. My private opinion is that you need something to 

cool your head off.” 
She flew out of the long French doors with that 

elfin grace of hers. As the sun fell upon her, Gene real- 

ized with an inward pang how terribly thin she was. 

Dorothy Vicente lived in a big house with every 

modern convenience imaginable. She had, among other 

things, a fine swimming pool in which she took a dip ev- 

ery day. But when she quitted the room, followed by 

her friend Gene, she hurried in the direction of the nur- 

sery. ; 
‘Where is my boy?” she asked the colored woman. 

“There? A fat finger pointed at little Clifford 

busily engaged playing with building blocks. “He has 

been waiting for you, Miss Dotty. He is anxious to splash 

in the swimming pool.” 
The movie star drew her gentleman friend for- 

ward. | 
“What do you think of him?” she inquired, her 

eyes filling with mother love. 

“Where in the world did you get him?” he asked 

quickly. 
She explained in a few words. | 

“And I am going to keep him,” she ended, her 

voice acquiver with ambition. “T'll give him the kind of 

an education he ought to have.” 

“Have you adopted him by due process of law?” 

the man wanted to know. 

“Not yet,” Miss Vicente confessed. “But tex 

pect to do that. Don’t you think he is a very handsome 

little chap, Gene.” 

“He is more than that,” he responded, studying 
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the boy’s delicate features. “There is class written all 

over him. He might be the son of a princess, Dot. If I 

were you I’d make some inquiries as to his parentage.” 

The movie star nodded her pretty head. 
“T have already done that,” she declared. “But no 

one seems able to tell me a thing.” 
While these two continued in their conversation, 

the boy came up and snuggled close to his benefactress. 

That he had learned to love her was quite evident. And 

he smiled happily as she stroked his curly locks. 

“Now, we'll have our swim,” she exclaimed with 

characteristic impulsiveness. “Come on, Gene.” 

“No, I guess I'll be leaving,” the young man said. 

And as he went he shook his head perplexedly. “What 

a foolish girl,” he murmured as he hurried down the 

street. “What a wonderful girl. But she can’t be sepa- 

rated from that fiend, Max Franklin.” 

It was early the following afternoon when the 

wealthy film producer made one of his usual calls. In 

the reception room he found Rose Winters, Dot Vicente’s 

companion. He did not seem pleased at all. In fact he 

stared at the girl with suspicion. 
Max Franklin picked-up a richly engraved edi- 

tion of John Masefield, opened a page or two, flung it 

back on the table. 
Then he said with quiet violence: | 
“Where is Dotty? I must see her. Look here, 

Rose, I know perfectly well what you’ve been to Dotty. 
I don’t *know what she would have done in the past few 
years without you. But don’t try to interfere between 
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her and me or — you'll see something that'll surprise 

you.” 

Rose did not answer, regarding the round, slightly 

graying head. The finely cut, steady lips. The slightly 

hawk-like nose. The heavy, well groomed figure. 

The motion picture industry knew Max Franklin 

as a shrewd, successful producer of high class pictures. 

Paris knew him as an intellectual sensualist, and those 

who had no need to fear him hated him. | 

Yet he was a pleasant enough person, quiet and 

well mannered and with keen perception. It was a little 

difficult to explain his unpopularity. 

Men resented the fact that women liked him. Felt 

something unclean in such a liking. Yet all women, even 

the best of them, did like him. More than that, they had 

a tremendous curiosity about him. There was something 

in his eyes that puzzled them, excited them. A challenge. 

The unknown quantity. 

A thinly veiled brutality hidden somewhere in that 

common-place personality. 

A rather small man. American born and reared. 

Originally a small time vaudeville magician. But the 

touch of Hungarian blood, of a Balkan ancestor or two, 

seemed to infuse a vaguely Oriental strain. | 

A pleaser of women in little things. A man who 

would kiss the bruises his fist made. A man who would 

let a woman do her own washing and then bring her a 

bunch of violets on Saturday night. 

Ag he stood within the circle of light from the in- 

verted chandelier, he looked an ordinary, not unattrac- 

tive yan in middle life who could easily pass unnoticed in 

any crowd. And Rose was at a loss to place the menace 

the cold menace — that filled the place. 

“Pm not trying to interfere, Max,” she said 

placatingly. “But Dotty’s not fit to see anybody.” 
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| “T know. She’s been drinking again. Why wasn’t 
she at the studio today?” 

“She was ill. Very ill. You took her to that party 
last night yourself. You ”” Rose stopped, then went 
on courageously: “You let her drink when she goes out 
to play with you. You shouldn’t.” 

The man shrugged. “Don’t be ridiculous, my dear 
‘Rose. A few cocktails. A glass of wine. Does that 
mean I expect to get drunk and try to climb the palms in 
the Cocoanut Grove?” 

. “You — you shouldn’t let her drink at all, Max. 
She'll do anything you say. And — Dotty isn’t a half 
way person in anything. That’s her nature. ‘But — 
sometimes I think she suits you better when she’s had a 
few drinks.” 3 

“Bah! All you old maids are a bit off. You must 
not be melodramatic, Rose. Now go and tell Dotty I want 
to see her.” 

The dark girl went slowly upstairs. Her feet 
dragged. 

Half an hour later Dotty Vicente slid down the 
banisters. 

In the shaded light her face showed none of the 
ravages that had startled Rose in the noonday sunshine. 

Joy had brought a rose to her cheeks, 
But it was her eyes that gave her beauty now, as 

they gave it to her on the screen. The rest of her was 
not unusual. A small mouth that curled at the corners 
from much laughing. A pile of brown hair with lights 
in it. 

Her eyes were like the eyes of no one else on earth. 
Long and wide open and as deep and dark as the 

most glorious sealskin. Enormous eyes that held you, 
with their merriment and their tragedy. You could look 
down into them and drown in the essence of every emo- 
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tion womankind has ever known. 

About them, the long, curly lashes, coal-black a- 

gainst the white lids and tipped with a feathery gold. 

He kissed her. And she pushed him into a big 

chair and perched on his knee. A maid came in with a 

tray. 
“Another little drink wouldn’t do us any harm,” 

said Dotty gravely. “I need it.” 
“Go get dressed, my jazz baby. There’s a party 

‘up at Jack Medford’s I want to take you to.” 

“T — let’s stay home, Max. You haven’t stayed 

home with me , 
“Don’t be a goof. If I wanted to sit around with 

my slippers on I wouldn’t come here. What’d we do, 

look at each other? Or sing?” 

“lm awfully tired. If we go out, I shall get cock- 

eyed again.” . oe | 

Her eyes, seeking desperately, fell on the volume 

of Masefield. She took it up, opened the pages, began to 

read: 

Quinquireme of Ninevah, from distant Ophir, 

Rowing home to haven in sunny Palestine— 

With a cargo of ivories and apes and peaeocks, 

Sandalwood, cedarwood, and sweet white wine. 

Stately Spanish galleon, sailing from the Isthmus, 

Dipping ‘through the waters by the palm-green 

| shores, | 

With a cargo of diamonds, emeralds, amethysts, 

Topaz and cinnamon and gold midores. 

The words hung in thé room like splendid banners. 

In Dorothy’s eyes were visions. 
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For a moment the man seemed caught in the spell 
of the poetry and her voice. His eyes grew dark. His 
shoulders settled. 

“Ah — Max — if life could only give us things 
like that! Things that are good and yet make you happy. 
If we could only get a kick out of fine, splendid things 
like that. 

“They make me want to get away from — parties 
and people that don’t mean anything. I’ve been making 
motion pictures in this place for ten years and I’m get- 
ting so the sight of a camera gives me the screaming 
mimis.” 

He rose swiftly. 
“You've got ’em now, I guess. Stop this fooling 

around with bum poetry.. Go get on something snappy 

and come out with the gang. You need cheering up.” 

He took her in his arms. 
Dorothy Vicente looked up at him as a woman 

looks who has given away her soul. 
A half hypnotized thing. 
But the visions had gone from her eyes and the 

glory from her lips. 

Oddly enough, it was the very next day that Mrs. 

Max Franklin filed a divorce suit from her husband and 

a $250,000 suit for alienation of aeons against Doro- 

thy Vicente. 
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Chapter 151 

THE DIVORCE TRIAL 

- HE DINGY Little Court-room was packed 

| to the very last inch of space. Outside the 

rain poured down and splashed endlessly 

from a drain against the window ledge, like 

a drum of fate. 

The jury came in one by one and took 

their seats in the worn, creaking chairs and 

Dorothy Vicente looked at them and won- 

dered what they could possibly know or un- 

derstand about her and her life. 

They seemed as far removed from it as though 

they belonged on another planet. 

The bailiff, a slight, nervous young man, rapped 

on the table with his hammer. 

The defense counsel said impressively, “Miss 

Vicente, take the stand, please.” | 

A murmur like an approaching thunder-storm 

swept the row of staring people and rumbled even out in- 

to the corridors. 

This was the moment for which they had waited, 

upon which they had even gambled. Courthouse at- 

taches were giving odds that Miss Vicente would never 

take the stand in her own defense. 

Dorothy Vicente got up from her chair and stood, 

evidently bewildered. 
: 

The platinum fox about her shoulders shook with 

her shuddering. 
: 

But her eyes were like pools of hot steel. 

The clerk motioned her to the witness chair, with 
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its leather pads worn deep and ragged by the shoulders 
of criminals. 

The men and women of the jury saw a small, al- 
most painfully thin girl, with enormous brown eyes and 
a bare, long throat. She had taken off her hat and her 
head rested against the back of the seat. 

Her pallor was terrific, but there was fight in ev- 
ery line of her jaw and in the curve of her hands that 
clenched over the thumbs. 

There are some women who are surrounded by an 
' almost irresistible charm. It has nothing to do with 
beauty and almost nothing to do with sex, in its more 
obvious meanings. 

In their faces is a strange and unexplainable 
mingling of the spiritual and the womanly. 

They awaken, all unconsciously, an instant res- 
ponse in every heart. This charm pervades them like the 
fragrance of a flower. Both men and women love them 
greatly, whether they be worthy or not. , 

Dorothy Vicente was one of these women. 
The clock ticked. Hour after hour. 
At the end of three hours they saw her still in that 

chair. Beaten. Utterly beaten. It was like seeing a 
beautiful flag trailed in the dust. | 

Tears had washed the beauty from her face, yet 
it shone with a pale light of suffering. For her lawyer, 
who had known so well how to count upon her charm 
with the jury, had not known well enough to count upon - 
the fact that Dotty Vicente would not lie. 

She had never lied. She would not lie now. Ham- 
mered into admission after admission. Into answer after 
answer. 

They might condemn her for the things those ad- 
missions revealed, but the man or woman in that court- 
room who felt no pity for her had never tasted the salt 



of tears. 
The opposing counsel was suavely kind. Helpful. 

He made everyone feel that he hated to torture this crea- 

ture as much as they hated to see her tortured. But that 

- after all what she had done was her own fault. The ques- 

tions must be asked. 
“Now, Miss Vicente, when you first met Mr. 

Franklin ten yecrs ago did you know he was married?” 

Dorothy Vicente faced him squarely, but not even 

once had she glanced toward the silent, well groomed 

self-possession of the woman who accused her. 

“No,” she said. “I never knew until it was too 

late.” 
“You expect me to believe, then——” 

It was too much. Dorothy Vicente leaned for-. 

ward and the flash of her sudden rage dried the tears on 

her cheeks. | 

“Believe!’ she cried. “I don’t care what you be- 

lieve !”” 
She swept him aside with her eyes, and across 

the few feet that divided them she spoke to the woman 

who accused her. é 

It was perhaps the supreme compliment to her 

great dramatic art that no one in that whole court-room 

moved while she spoke. | 
Those things happen now and then, even in a 

court-room. | 

“Know? I didn’t know anything. Do you know 

how old I was? I was fifteen. Fifteen. I didn’t know 

what life was. 
“Do you know what I came from?. I came from 

—blue mud. I was pretty near raised in the gutter. I 

was beaten and kicked. I knew what it was to lie awake 

all night and whimper because I was too hungry to sleep. 

Continued in next number 




