It Must be Splendid to Know a Lot.

TUDENTS of American folklore are doubtless familiar
with the quaint old story of Clarence MacFadden.
Clarence MacFadden, it seems, * was wishful to dance,

but his feet wasn’t gaited that way., 8o he sought a pro-
{essor and asked him his price, and said he was willing to
pay. The professor”—the legend goes on—*looked down
with alarm at his feet, and marked their enormous expanse;
and he tacked on a five to his regular price, for teaching
MacFadden to dance.”

[ have often been struck by the close similarity between
Clarence's case and that of Henry Wallace Mills,

One difference alone presents itself. It would seem to
have been mere vanity and ambition that stimulated the
former: whereas the motive power that drove Henry Mills
to defv Nature and attempt dancing was the purer one of
love. He did it to please his wife. Had he never gone to
Ye Bonnie Brier Bush Farm and there met Minnie Hill,
he would no doubt have continued to spend in peaceful

I Think You're Wonderful"'
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reading the hours not
assigned to work at the
bank which employed
him as one of its paying
tellers. For Henry was
a voracious reader. His
idea of a pleasant evening was to get back to his little flat
in Harlem, take off his coat, put on his slippers, light
his pipe, and go on from the point where he had left off the
night before in his perusal of the Bis-CAL volume of the
Encyclop@dia Britannica. He read the Bis-CAL volume
because he had finished the A-AND, the AND-AUS, and the
Aus-BIs.

In Henry's method of study there was something worthy
of praise, and yet perhaps a little gruesome. He went after
learning with the cold and dispassionate relentlessness of a
stoat pursuing a rabbit. The ordinary man who is paying
installments on the Encyclopadia Britannicais all tooapt to
get overexcited and to skip impatiently to Volume Twenty-
eight— VET-ZYM—to see how it all comes out in the end.
Not so Henry. He meant toread the thing through, and he
was not going to spoil his pleasure by peeping ahead.

It would seem to be an inexorable law of Nature that no
man shall shine at both ends. If he has a high forehead
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and a thirst for wisdom he is rarely able to fox trot: while
if he s a good dancer he is nearly alwavs Iu-.t.,-iil‘lr.:-]“fl & e :
ears up. No better examples of this law .;'-“-1]{1' }1--.3,11; t.'.“
f'lleTH'I in New York than Henry Mills and hi:-". ﬁ-II s '[t *ill t.”
Sidney Mercer. Paying tellers, like bears, i “tﬁ t'rl -
and other fauna in captivity, are alwavs ;.,hu; u t:n'h “HT‘
}n pairs, H!‘u] are f:f.mquuent]y l:ll_-]}{:nidel:lt on Lﬂt:'idi;t‘:‘:fz'
ﬁaijzll*pf:r'ltt rtainment and social intercoyrse when business is

II_{*nr:,: Mills and Sidney Mercer simply could not find
subject in common. Sidney knew ngt};h‘qq of ::: ”.!.‘ 1}
t-lm‘m*ntary things as Abana, Aberration :{,1;1 .1;.{‘!], H“ 7
while Henry, on his side, was scareelv ;ﬁmr:‘- that ;{UBH;H
been any developments in the danee since {h,:. 1]‘}:* mil
was a relief to himm when Sidney threw u-;:u his ';[“1} td.' n
the chorus of a musical comedy and was qu' f.;: ; 1” Jt.“f]
man who, though full of limit: i iy
verse intelligently on bowling,

'Surh, then, was Henry Wallace Mills He was in the
middle thirties, temperate, studious a ‘T;“Hh-r- ¢ g mk 3
and—one would have said—a h:u;-l'ur-lnr of th: ;'.—:.?]:.]1. E,-r
armor-plated against Cupid’s well-intentioned |-: t 1.}; I-f.
lete artillery. Sometimes Sidney Mercer's '-;!Hr'-{-,,.,;.,:::,r in }Eﬁ*. l-.
tellers’ cage, a young man of sentiment, w;:ulli i',l;‘,u;.}‘.!' ”“

ations, could at least con-
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topic of Woman and
Marriage. On such
occasions Henry
would look at him in
a manner that was
a blend of scorn,
amusement and in-
dignation; and when
the other urged
Henry to get mar-
ried and learn the
magic of a good
woman’'s love he
would reply with a
single word:

“Me!”

It was the way he
saiditthatimpressed
you.

But Henry had
vet to experience
the unmanning at-
mosphere of a lonely
summer resort. He
had only justreached
a position in the
bank where he was
permitted to take his
annual vacation in
the summer. Hith-
erto he had always
been released from
the cage during the
winter months, and
had spent his ten
days of freedom at
his flat, a book in
his hand and his feet
ontheradiator. But
the summer after
Sidney Mercer's de-
parture they un-
leashed him in the
heat of July.

It was meltingly
warm in the city.
Something in Henry
cried out for the
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“Going to get
married,”” replied
Henry briskly.
“Week to-morrow;
Li'l’ Churech Round
Corner.”

Which stunned
the other so thor-
oughly that he gave
a customer who en-
tered at the moment
fifteen dollars for a
ten-dollar check, and
had to do some ex-
cited telephoning
after office hours.

Henry’s first year
as a married man
was the happiest of
his life. He had
always heard this
period deseribed as
the most perilous of
matrimony. Even
thesentimental teller
had admitted that a
fellow had to wateh
out the first vear.
Henry had braced
himself for clashings
of tastes, painful
adjustments of char-
acter, sudden and
unavoidable guar-
rels. Nothing of the
kind happened.
Minnie merged with
his life as smoothly
as one river joins an-
other., He did not
even have to alter
his habits.

Every morning he
had his breakfast at
eight-fifteen,smoked
a cigarette, and

country. Afterread-
ing much Summer-
Resort literature he decided to go to Ye Bonnie Brier
Bush Farm, because the advertisements spoke so well of it.

Ye Bonnie Brier Bush Farm was a rather battered frame
building many miles from anywhere. Its attractions
included a Lovers’ Leap, a Grotto, a five-hole Golf Links,
where the devotee of the sport found unusual hazards In
the shape of a number of tethered goats, and a silvery lake,
n.nl:,-' portions of which were used as a dumping ground for
tin cans and old sugar boxes. It was all new and strange
to Henry, and caused him an odd exhilaration. Something
of gayety and recklessness began to creep into his veins.
_He had a curious feeling that in these romantic surround-
Ings some adventure ought to happen to him.

_At this juncture Minnie Hill arrived. She was a small,
slim girl, thinner than she should have been, with large
eyes that seemed to Henry pathetic and stirred his chivalry.
He began to think a good deal about Minnie Hill. And
then one evening, on the shores of the silvery lake, he met
}3Pr. He was standing there, slapping at things that looked
like mosquitoes but could not have been, for the advertise-
ments expressly stated that none were ever found in the
vicinity of the farm, when along she came. She walked
slowly, as if she were tired. Her pallor struck Henry, and

;; strange thrill—half pity, half something else— ran through
im.

“Good evening,” he said.

It was the first time he had spoken to her. She never

contributed to the dialogue of the dining room and he had
been too shy to seek her out elsewhere.

She said “Good evening” too tieing the score. And
the {‘UH"«'#{?I‘SHtiDII flagged for a moment.

E.‘.ﬁrmn:nsvratiqn overcame Henry's shyness.

You retluukmg tired,” he said.

::%tt;p:[:l tired.” She paused. “I overdid it in the city.”

“Dancing.”

::gl‘dincing. DI(IH}'UU dance much?”

S; a great deal.

“1 guess you overdid it.”

“Yes."”

“Yesg?”

“Yes.”

A promising, even a dashing start. But how to con-
tinue? For the first time since the volumes had been
delivered at his flat Henry regretted his steady determina-
tion not to read ahead in the Bncyelupmdié. It would
have been pleasant if he could have been in a position to
talk easily of Dancing. Then memory reminded him that,

He Had a Momentary Feeling as if He Were Going Down Niagara Rapids in a Barrel

though he had not yet got up to that, it was only a few
weeks since he had been reading of the Ballet, which was
practically the same thing.

“I don’t dance myself,” he said.

“No?"

“But I am fond of reading about it. Did you know that
the word ballet incorporates three distinet modern words—
ballet, ball and ballad. You see, ballet dancing was origi-
nally accompanied by singing.”

It hit her. It had her weak. She looked at him with awe
in her eyes. One might almost say that she gaped at Henry.

“I hardly know anything,” she said.

“The first descriptive ballet seen in London,” continued
Henry quietly, * was The Tavern Bilkers, which was played
at Drury Lane in—in seventeen-something.”

“Yes?”

“ And the earliest modern ballet on record was that
given by—by some one to celebrate the marriage of the
Duke of Milan in fourteen-eighty-nine.”

There was no doubt or hesitation about the date this
time. He always remembered it because it was his tele-
phone number. He gave it out with a roll, and the girl's
eyes widened.

“What an awful lot you know!"”

“Oh, no! No. Oh, no! Of course I read a great deal.”

“It must be splendid to know a lot,” she said wistfully.
“I've never had time for reading. I've always wanted to.
I think you’re wonderful.” :

Henry’s soul was expanding like a flower and purring
like a well-tickled cat. Never in his life had he been ad-
mired by a woman. The sensation was intoxicating.

Silence fell on them. They started to walk back to the
farm, warned by the distant ringing of a bell that supper
was about to materialize. It was not a musical bell, but
the magic of that unusual moment lent it charm. The sun
was setting. The creatures, unclassified by science, which
might have been mistaken for mosquitoes had their pres-
ence at Ye Bonnie Brier Bush Farm been possible, were
biting harder than ever. But Henry heeded them not.
He did not even slap at them. They drank their fill of his
blood and went off to put their friends onto this good thing;
but for Henry they did not exist. Strange things were
happening to him. And, lying awake that night, he recog-
nized the truth. He was in love.

“You're dead wrong about Love, Mills,” said his senti-
mental fellow teller shortly after Henry's return. “I tell
you there's nothing on earth like the love of a good woman.
Why don’t you get married?”

walked a block to
theSubway. Atfive
he left the bank, and
at six he arrived home, for it was his practice to walk the
first forty blocks of the way, breathing deeply and regu-
larly. Then dinner. Then the quiet evening. Sometimes
the moving pictures, but generally the quiet evening, he
reading the Encyclopadia—aloud now— Minnie darning
his socks, but never ceasing to listen.

Each day brought the same sense of grateful astonish-
ment that he could be so wonderfully happy, so extraordi-
narily peaceful. Life was as perfect as it could be. He had
not a care in the world and Minnie was looking a different
girl. She had lost that drawn look of hers. She was filling
out. She was growing prettier daily.

Sometimes he would suspend his reading for a moment
and look across at her. At first he would see only her soft
hair as she bent over her sewing, Then, wondering at the
silence, she would look up and he would meet her big eyes,
And then Henry would simmer with happiness and demand
of himself silently:

“Can you beat it!"”

And then into the middle of his peace fell the dance
craze, like a shell.

It began on the anniversary of their wedding. They had
celebrated this event in fitting style, with dinner at an
Italian restaurant off Seventh Avenue, where the manage-
ment was so carelessly princely that it threw in a bottle of
red wine free, as if it were a mere nothing: and, as if that
were not enough, practically gave you the dinner. After
this they had gone to a musical comedy. Finally, to
wind up in a burst of splendor, they went to supper at a
glittering restaurant near Longacre Square.

There was something about supper at an expensive
restaurant that had always appealed to Henry’s imagina-
tion. Earnest devourer as he was of the solids of literature,
he had tasted from time to time its lighter fare—those
novels that begin with the hero supping in some glittering
resort and having his attention attracted to a distinguished-
looking elderly man, with a gray imperial, who is entering
with a girl so strikingly beautiful that Well, Henry
had always liked that sort of thing, and here at Geisen-
heimer’s he seemed to be getting it.

They had finished supper and he was smoking a cigar—
his second that day. As he leaned back in his chair, sur-
veying the scene, he felt braced up, adventurous. He had
the feeling, which comes in similar circumstances to all quiet
men who like to sit at home and read, that this was the sort
of atmosphere in which he really belonged. He liked it
all—the brightness of the lights; the music; the movement;
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the hubbub in which the shrill note of the chorus girl call-
ing to her mate blended with the deep-throated gurgle of
the wine agent surprised while drinking soup. All these
things stirred Henry deeply. He would be thirty-six on
his next birthday, but he felt a youngish twenty-one.

As he sat there a voice spoke at his side:

“Henry, by Heck!”

It was a familiar voice.
Sidney Mercer.

The passage of a year, which had turned Henry into a
married man, had converted Sidney Merecer into something
so wondrous that for a moment the spectacle deprived
Henry of breath. Faultless evening dress clung with lov-
ing closeness to Sidney’s lissom form. Gleaming shoes
of perfect patent leather covered his feet. His light hair
was brushed back into a smooth sleekness on which the
electric lights shone like stars on some beautiful pool. His
practically chinless face beamed amiably over a spotless
collar. Henry wore blue serge.

“What are you doing here, Henry, old top?”’ said the
vision. ““I didn’t know you ever came among the bright
lights.”

His eyes wandered off to Minnie. There was admiration
In them, for Minnie was looking her prettiest.

“Wife,” said Henry, recovering speech. And to Minnie:
“Mist’ Merce’. 0Old friend.”

This was not an accurate description of his attitude
toward Sidney. Even in the bank, where he had worn
paper cuff-protectors, he had disliked him; and now, seeing
him all dressed up and very much at his ease in this gay
place, he found himself —for no reason that he could dis-
cover—disliking him more. It was as if Sidney was a
symbol of something menacing to the quiet peace of his
orderly life,

“So you're married? Well, well!
man! How’s the bank?”

“All right. You still on the stage?”

“Me? No, sir! No stage for me! Got a better job
than fooling round at twenty-five per. I'm a professional
dancer at this joint. Rolling in the stuff! Why aren’t
you dancing?”

The words struck a jarring note. Until that moment the
lights and the music had had a subtle psychological effect
on Henry, enabling him somehow to hypnotize himself into
a belief that it was not inability to dance that kept him in
his seat, but he had really had so much of all that sort of
thing that, just for a change, he preferred to sit quietly and
look on. He was now obliged to
face the truth.

He looked round, to perceive

Wish you luck, old

of being old and stodgy came over him. How dull it must
be for poor little Minnie, cooped up night after night with
such an old fogy. Other men took their wives out and gave
them a good time, dancing half the night with them. All
he could do was to sit at home and read Minnie dull stuff
from the Encyclopadia.

What a life for the poor child!

The musicstopped. They came back tothe table— Minnie
with a glow on her face that made her look younger than
ever; Sidney, the insufferable pill, grinning and smirking
and pretending to be about eighteen. An acute envy of
Sidney seized Henry Mills. He caught sight of himself in
a mirror and was surprised to find that his hair was not
white.

Half an hour later, in the cab going home, Minnie, half
asleep, was roused by a sudden snort close to her ear. It
was Henry Wallace Mills resolving that he would learn to

dance.

The mind of man being essentially dramatic, it never
even occurred to Henry to confide his resolution to Minnie.
That would hopelessly rob the thing of its punch. Her
birthday would be coming round in a few weeks, to be
attended with celebrations exactly similar to those of the
wedding anniversary; and not till they were seated once
more in Geisenheimer’s on that distant night did Henry
intend to breathe a word of his plans. He would spring the
completed thing on her abruptly as a wonderful birthday
present.

Natural as this resolve may have been, it was the cause
of complicating life a good deal. He had narrow escapes.
Once, when he was practicing the one-step in the parlor—
he had bought a half-dollar book entitled The A-B-C of
Modern Dancing, by “Tango,” and studied the plates at
the office—she came in from the kitchen to ask if he wanted
the steak rare; and only the statement, in a moment of
inspiration, that he was suffering from a touch of cramp
could appease her curiosity.

And then there was the question of how to fit the lessons
into his day. He had had no difficulty about finding an
instructor. The paperswere full of theiradvertisements. He
selected a Madame Gavarni because she lived at a conven-
ient spot. A Subway express station stood at the end
of her street. The difficulty was that his life until now
had run on such a regular schedule that he could hardly
alter so important an item as the hour of his arrival home
without exciting comment. Only deceit could provide a
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solution. It was not easy to foree himself to practicing
deceit with Minnie; but he did it.

““Min, dear!” he said at breakfast.

“Yes, Henry?”

Henry blushed. He was bracing himself for his first lie
to her.

“I've got an idea that I'm not getting enough exercise.”

“Why, you look so well!”

“1 get a kind of heavy feeling. A sort of—a sort of
heavy feeling. I guess I'll put on another mile or so to my
walk on my way home. So—so I'll be back a little later
from now on.”

“Very well, dear.”

It made him feel like a particularly low type of eriminal;
but by abandoning his daily walk he was now in a position
to devote an hour a day to his lessons and still reach home
in time for dinner, and Madame Gavarni had assured him
that would be ample.

" Leave it to me, Bill,” she had said. She was a breezy
old lady with a military mustache and an unconventional
way of addressing her clientéle. ““You come to me for an
hour a day, and if you haven’t two left feet we’ll make a
pet of Society out of you in a month. I never had a failure
with a pupe yet, except once. And that wasn’t my fault.”

“Had he two left feet?”

“Hadn’t any feet at all. Fell from a roof after the
second lesson and had to have 'em cut off of him. At that,
I could have learned him to tango with wooden legs: but
he got kind of discouraged and quit. Well, see you Mon-
day, Bill. Be good!”

And the kindly old soul, retrieving her chewing gum
from the panel of the door, where she had placed it to
facilitate conversation, dismissed him.

And now began what, looking back in later years, Henry
unhesitatingly considered the most miserable period of his
existence. There are few times when a man who is past
his first youth feels unhappier and more ridiculous than
when taking a course of lessons in the modern dance. It
was not so much the physical anguish of it, though every-
day muscles, the existence of which he had never suspectell
seemed to come into being for the sole purpose of H.L'hinp:
Far worse was the mental suffering. '

This was partly due to the peculiar method of Madame
Gavarni with her pupils and partly to the fact that that
lady was assisted in her tuition by her niece, a strikingly
blond young lady, whose slim waist Henry could never
clasp without feeling like a black-
hearted traitor to his absent Min-

“I don't dance.”

“Fortheloveof Milwe! I thought
evervbody did nowadays. [ het
Mrs. Mills dess. Would you care
to have a turn, Mps, Mills?”

Minnie shook her head.

“No, thank you--really.”

“Do!”

Remorse began to work on Henry.
He felt that he was standing 1in the
way of Minnie’s pleasure. Ol
course she wanted to dance. All
girls did. She was only refusing
because she did not like to leave
him alone. He achieved a sort of
heartiness.

*“Don’t be silly, Min. Go to it!
I shall be all right. I'll sit here and
smoke."”

The next moment Minnie and
her partner had gone, and simulta-
neously Henry had ceased to feel a
youngish twenty-one and was even |
conscious of a fleeting doubt as to
whether he was really only thirty-
five.

Boil the whole question of old age
down and what 1t comes to is that
a man is young as long as he can
dance without getting lumbago;
while if he cannot dance he 1s never
young at all. This was the truth
that foreed itself on Henry as he sat
watching Minnie. Even he could
see that she danced well. He thrilled
at thesight of her gracefulness. For
the first time since his marriage he
becameintrospective. Ithad never |
struck him before how much
younger Minnie was than himself.

When she had signed the paper
at the City Hall, on the occasion of
the purchase of the license, she had
given her age, he remembered now,
as twenty-six. At the time it had
made no impression on him. Now
he saw clearly that between thirty-
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nie. Conscienceracked him. Also
he had the sensation of being ;z;.
strange, jointless creature, with ab-
normally large hands and feet.
Finally, it was Madame Gavarni's
custom while playing the piano to
accompany the music with spirited
comments:

“"More pep! More 5

" Stiek it, Vernun!”pep

“Don’t hold the girl at arms’
length, Bill. Hug her!” And she
had a!tr:ﬂ'ng habit of comparing
Hf.enry S progress with that of a cer-
tain cripple whom she claimed to
have taught at some previous time.
This unfortunate, though—it ap-
peared —entirely deprived of the
use of hls_ lower limbs, had been a
f1ar superior performer to Henry.
She and the niece would have lively
arguments as to whether or not the
cripple had One-stepped in a more
agile manner after his third lesson
tlf_mn HE:I]I‘}F after his fifth. The
niece sald no. As well, perhaps,
hu_t not better. Madame Gavarni
said that the niece was forgetting
the way the cripple had slid his
feet. The niece said yes, that was
S0; maybe she was, Henry said
nothing. .He merely perspired.

He made progress slowly. Tte
blame for this, however, could not
fairly be laid on his instructress.
Madame Gavarni's niece did all
that one woman could to speed him
up. Sometimes she would even
follow him into the street to show
hw_n on the sidewalk a means of
doing away with one of his numer-
Ous errors of technie, the elimina-
tion of which would help to make
h'tm definitely the cripple’s supe-
rior. The misery of embracing her
11:1dl}urs:_, was as nothing to the fur-
tive guilt of clasping her in his arms

five and twenty-six there is a gap
of nine years; and a chill sensation

“More Pep! More Pep! Don't Hold the Girl at Arms' Length, Bill"

on the sidewalk.
(Continued on Page 73)
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(Continued from Page 10)

Nevertheless, having paid for his course
of lessons in advance and being a deter-
mined man, he did make progress. And
one day, to his surprise, he found his feet
going through the motions automatically,
as if they were endowed with an intelligence
of their own. It was the turning point. It
filled him with a pride such as he had not
felt since Minnie, on the shores of the sil-
very lake at Ye Bonnie Brier Bush Farm,
had promised to be his wife. Madame
Gavarni was moved to dignified praise.

“Some speed, kid!” she observed.
“Some speed!”’

Henry blushed modestly. It was the ac-
colade.

1 g r '!
i\ @

He was getting on splendidly now. The |

cripple’s name had dropped out of the
daily conversation altogether. Every day
his skill became more manifest, and every
day, on reaching home, he found occasion
to bless the resolve that had sent him to
Madame Gavarni's; for daily now it be-
came more apparent to him as he watched
Minnie that she was chafing at the mo-
notony of her life. That fatal supper had
wrecked the peace of their little home.
Before that, her contentment had been
obvious. Now it was just as obvious that
she was fretting.

A blight had settled on the flat and from
their relations spontaneity had departed.
Little by little Minnie and he were growing
almost formal toward each other. She had
lost her taste for being read to in the eve-
nings and had developed a habit of pleading
a headache and going early to bed. Some-
times, catching her eye when she was not
expecting it, he surprised in it an enigmatic
look. 1t was a look, however, he was able
to read. It saild as plainly as the spoken
word that she was bored.

It might have been expected that this
state of affairs would have distressed Henry.
It gave him, on the contrary, a pleasurable
thrill. It made him feel that it had been
worth it—going through the torments of
learning to dance. If she had been con-
tented with the life he could offer her as a
nondancer, where would have been thesense
of losing money and weight in order to
learn the steps? The more frigid she was
now, the more completely would she melt
when he revealed himself. The more un-
comfortable their evenings were now, the
more they would appreciate their happiness
later on. For Henry belonged to the school
of thought which holds that thereisa greater
pleasure in being suddenly relieved of tooth-
ache than in never having toothache at all.

He merely chuckled inwardly, therefore,
when, on the morning of her birthday,
having presented her with a purse which he
knew she had long coveted, he found
himself thanked in a perfunctory and me-
chanical way.

“I'm glad you like it,” said Henry.

She looked at the purse without enthu-
siasm. ‘‘It’s just what I wanted,” she said
listlessly.

“Well, I must be going. T’ll get the
tickets for the show when 1’'m downtown.”

She hesitated a moment.

“I don’t believe I want to go to the
theater to-night, Henry.”

“Nonsense! We must have a party on
your birthday. We’ll go to the theater and
then we’ll have supper at Geisenheimer’s
again. I may be working after hours at
the bank to-day, so I guess I won’t come
home. I'll meet you at that Italian place
at six.”

“Very well. You’ll miss your walk,
then?”’

“Yes. It—it doesn’t matter for once.”

“No? You still go on with your walks,
then?”

“Oh, yes! Yes.”

“Three miles every day?”

“Never miss it. It keeps me well.”

IIYES?!!

“Good-by, darling.”

“Good-by."” A

Yes, there was a distinet chill in the
domestic atmosphere; but, reflected Henry,

" it would not last much longer now. He had

rather the feeling of a young knight who
has done perilous deeds for his lady and
" now sees the prospect at hand of cashing

in on them.

Geisenheimer’s was as brilliant and noisy
as it had been before when Henry reached
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CAMERAS & SPEEDEX FILM

HEN the winds of March,

with their touch of spring,
make you feel the tug of the
great outdoors, saunter out with
an Ansco Camera.

The Ansco Vest-Pocket No. 2
1s the smallest camera made to

take 217 x 314 pictures. It 1s
the only vest-pocket camera
which shifts its distance range
quickly to catch the picture as 1t
moves. 1 his is the feature which

makes the anastigmat lens so
efficient.

To make the Ansco Vest-Pocket
No. 2 give you its best, load it
with Ansco Speedex Film and
use Cyko Paper in making
prints—or specify it when order-
ing them. Catalog from your
dealer or us free upon request.
Write us for specimen picture.

Ansco Vest-Pocket
No. 2. Weight,
12Y2 oz. Picture,
2% x 3% inches.
LEauipped with
Maodico Anastigmal
Lens, ¥ 7.5, $17 .50,
with Ansco Anas-
tigmat Lens, F 6.3,
$27.50. Other
Auscos, §2 to $55.

#
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Burrowes Tablesare splendidly made,
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Regis High-Speed Rubber Cushions are
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3 FREE TRIAL

Write for catalog (illustruted),
containing free trial of-
fer, prices, terms, order
blanks, «tc.

» The E.T. Barrowes Co.
822 Center Street, d, Me.

mounted on dining or li- |
its own legs or folding

Whether or Not You Need Money

should the emergency arise. In taking subscriptions for The Saturday Ewvening Post, The
Ladies® Home Journal and The Country Gentleman, thousands of women have found an

occupation that is congenial, profitable and requires only spare time. Many have found that
in time of necessity this spare-time occupation can be expanded into a big paying business.
Write for our booklet A NEW MARKET FOR SPARE HOURS’’

Agency Division, Box 301

Every woman should be
able to support herself

THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY  Independence Square, Philadelphia

The Plug that meets the [
requirements of the modern
motor — it develops all the %
power. $1.00 each, in round K&
metal box. Book * Mosler g
on Spark Plugs'"—sent free.

A.R. MOSLER & CO.,
New York, New York

EVENING POST

it that night, escorting a reluctant Minnie.
She had wished to abandon the idea of
supper and go home, but a squad of police
could not have kept Henry from Geisen-
heimer’s. His hour had come. He had
looked forward to this moment for weeks
and had visualized every detail of his big
scene. They would sit down. There might
be a stage wait of a few minutes. Then,
infallibly, Sidney Mercer would come up
and ask Minnietodance. And then—then—
Henry would rise and, abandoning all con-
cealment, exclaim grandly: “No! 1 am
going to dance with my wife!” Stunned
amazement of Minnie, changing into wild

. joy. Utter rout and discomfiture of that

pinhead, Mercer. And then, when they had
returned to their table, he breathing easily
and regularly, as a trained dancer should
after a little spin, she tottering a trifle with
the sudden rapture of it all, they would sit
with their heads together and start a new
life. That was the scenario which Henry
had drafted.

It worked out as smoothly as ever it had
done in his dreams. They had hardly seated
themselves when Sidney Mercer was beside
the table, bleating greetings. Sidney had
the gift, peculiar to his type, of being able
to see a pretty girl come into a restaurant
even when his back was toward the door.

“Henry!” he cried. ‘“Welcome home!
Our little rounder! Always here!”

“Wife's birthday.”

“Many happy returns of the day, Mrs.
Mills! We’ve just time for one turn before
the waiter comes for your order. Come
along!”

“No!” Henry exclaimed grandly. “Iam
going to dance with my wife!”

He had not overestimated the sensation
the words would cause. Minnie looked at
him with round eyes. Sidney Mercer was
obviously startled.

“I thought you couldn’t dance?”

Henry smiled a tolerant, whimsical smile.

“You never can tell,” he said lightly.
“It looks easy enough. Anyway, I'll try.”
. “Henry!” cried Minnie as he gripped

er.

He had supposed she would say some-
thing like that, but hardly in that tone of
voice. There is a way of saying ‘“ Henry!"”
which conveys surprised admiration and re-
morseful devotion; but she had not said it
in that way. There had been a note almost
of horror in her voice. He could not under-
stand this. They were on the floor now, and
it was beginning to creep on him like a chill
wind that the scenario he had mapped out
was subject to unforeseen alterations.

At first, all had been well. They had been
almost alone on the floor and he had begun
moving his feet along dotted line A-B—as
recommended in The A-B-C of Modern
Dancing—with a smooth confidence. And
then, as if by magie, he was in the midst of
a crowd—a mad, restless crowd that seemed
to have no sense of direction, no ability
whatever to keep out of his way. For a
moment the tuition of weeks stood by him.
Then, a shock, a stifled ery from Minnie,
and the first collision had occurred. And
with that all his painfully acquired knowl-
edge passed from his mind. _ _

This was a situation for which his pacings
and slidings round an empty room had
not prepared him. He felt unnerved and
helpless. Stage fright obsessed him. Some-
body {:hargecf him in the back and asked
querulously where he thought he was going.
Somebody else rammed him on the other
side. The lights grew blurred and dizziness
came on him. He had a momentary fE:ElH}E
as if he were going down Niagara Rapids in
a barrel: and then he was lying on the floor,
with Minnie on top of him. Somebody
kicked him on the head. _

He was aware of Sidney Mercer at his
side, helping him up.

The place seemed full of demon laughter.

ii Min!ll

They were in the parlor of their little flat.
Her baeck was toward him and he could not
see her face. She did not answer. She pre-
served the silence that had lasted since they
left the restaurant.

Henry's bleak misery found vent in a
torrent of words:

“I thought I could doit. Oh, Lord! I've
been taking lessons every day since that
night we first went to that place. I didn’t
tell you because I wanted it to be a surprise
for you on your birthday. I knew how sick
and tired you were getting of being married
to a man who never took you out because
he couldn’t dance. I thought it was up to
me to learn and give you a good time like
other men’s wives have. It's no good!
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I guessit’slike the old womansaid: I'vegot
two left feet and it's no use my trying to
fight against it. I'm sorry, Min. I did my
best, I i

“Henry!”

She had turned, and with dull amaze-
ment he saw that her face was radiant.

“Was that why you went to that house—
to take dancing lessons?’’ He stared at her
without speaking. “So that was why you
pretended you were still doing your walks!
I understand now.”

“You knew!”

“I saw you come out of that house. I
was Just going to the Subway station at the
end of the street one evening and I saw
you. There was a girl with you—a girl with
yellow hair. You hugged her!”

Henry licked his dry lips.
~ ““Min,” he said huskily, “you won’t be-
lieve me, but she was trying to teach me the
Jelly Roll!”

She held him by the lapels of his coat.
~ "Of course I believe you! I understand
it all now. I thought at the time I
can’t tell you what I thought. I almost
hated you! Oh, Henry, why ever didn’t
you tell me what you were doing? I know
you wanted it to be a surprise for my birth-
day, but you must have seen there was
something wrong. You must have seen
that there was something the matter with
me. Surely you've noticed how horrid I've
been these last weeks!"

“1thought it was just that you were find-
ing it dull.”

“Dull! Here! With you!”

Henry choked.

“It was after you danced that night with
Sidney Mercer, Min. I thought the whole
thing out. You're so much younger than
me, Min. It—it didn’t seem right for a
wonderful girl like you to have to be cooped
up for the rest of your life, being read to by
a fellow like me.”

“But I loved it!”

“1 knew you were missing your dancing.
You've got to dance. Every girl has to.
Women can’t do without it.”

She threw her head back, laughing.

“This one can, Henry. Listen! You re-
member how 1ll and worn-out I was when
you first met me at the farm? Do you
know how I came to be like that? It was
because 1 had been slaving away for years
at one of those dance-hall places, where you
go in and pay five cents for a dance with
one of the lady instructresses.

“I was one of the lady instructresses,
Henry. You can’t begin to imagine what I
went through. Day after day a million
heavy men with large feet I tell you,
you are a professional compared with some
of them! They trod on my feet and leaned
their two hundred pounds on me and nearlv
killed me. Now perhaps vou can under-
stand why I'm not crazy about dancing,
though I know I dance well. Believe me,
Henry, the kindest thing you can do to
me is to forbid me ever to dance again!”

You! You ' He gulped. “Do
you really mean that you can stand—that
you can be satisfied with the sort of life
we:'lrf) llﬁlﬁg? You won'treally find it dull?”’

ull!

_i}lle ran to the bookshelf and came back
with a large volume.

“Read to me, Henry, dear. Read me
something now. It seems ages and ages
since you used to. Read me something out
of the Encyclopaedia!”

Henry was lﬂqking at the book in his
hand. In the midst of a joy that almost
overwhelmed him his orderly mind was
conscious of something wrong.

5 E}lt this is the MED-Mum volume, dar-

R s

“Is1t? I didn’t look. Well, that'll do.
Reiad me all about Mum.”

“But we're only in the CAL-CHA!”

He wavered. Then something of reck-
lessness came into his manner. He gave a
careless, happy laugh.

: “All right! I don't care! 1 will, by
George!”

“Sit rlg’ht down here, dear, and I'll sit on
thﬁﬁuc{r: Henry cleared his throat.

*Miliez, or Militsch (d. 1374), Bohe-
mian divine, was the most influential among
those preachers and writers in Moravia and
Bohemia who, during the fourteenth cen-
tury, In a certain sense paved the way for
the reforming activity of Huss.’”

His voice died away. He looked down.
Minnie’s soft hair was resting against his
lf‘nee. He put out a hand and stroked it.
She turned and looked up—and he met her
big eyes.

“Can you beat it!” said Henry silently
to himself,
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