
JOANNA
Beautiful JOANNA MANNERS, a New

York clerk, who was ?tven $1,000,000
by an unknown benefactor, is Jilted by
her fiance. JOHN WILMORE, celebrated
architect, for YVONNE COUTANT. di-
vorcee, with whom she lives at Villa
Amette in France.

While FRANCIS BRANDON, wealthy
nepbew of her banker. ANDREW EG-
GLESTON. inspects the structures be-
ing erected for Joanna's forthcoming fes-
tivity, he confesses he loves her, but
she is unmoved. Yvonne had played for
him in vain.

in Eggleston's library hangs a large
old painting of a girl who resembles
Joanna.LADY BETTY WEYMOUTH asks
Joanna to discourage the attentions of
her brother. LORD DORMINSTER.

When Brandon hears that Joanna and
Kenilworth are going to the clubhouse
cn La Turbte mountain, he follows. Aft-
er a hold-up. Brandon confronts Joanna.

By H. L. Gates
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CHAPTER XXXIII
The Test

HEN the dominoed figure
loomed at her table Joanna

J looked up, curiously. When
she recognized the unmasked face
she started. The relieved greeting
she would have given any one close
to her, who might provide Intimate

I companionship through the rest of
such an exciting adventure, trembled
for an Instant at her tongue. But
something in Brandon’s face numbed
her lips.

She rose to her feet, hand up, over
hear breast, with a faint recoil.

The fear that she had never sha-
ken off, crashed down upon her in
a tumult—the unformed, unutterable

fear that came to her when he first
touched her fingers at the table
across from Eggleston In the bank
when she had written her first check
against her mysterious money.

“You here?’’ she breathed. “I
didn’t know—have you been ?”

“I have only arrived," he said, his
words suave but irritatingly ironic.
"I am happy to find you—alone!"

Joanna knew, from b,a tone and
his manner, that a climax portend-
ed. A climax of some sort; some-
thing associated with the night, with
her, with whatever Brandon had
stood for in his relationship to her
since that day In the bank.

Out on the dance floor, and at the
tables near, she saw men and women
looking at them curiously; at her,
the Golden Girl whom everyone rec-
ognized and for who many eyebrows

had been raised when she came In
with the bedraggled troop that had
been ushered back to club house by
the brigands. Looking at her and
Brandon whom they also knew. Her
chin went up a little, and she braced
herself Inwardly.

“I am alone only by chance,” she
said coolly. ‘ I was here with Kenil-
worth. He has been. .

.

"I know,” he broke In. “Some
mountain bandits have taken charge

of him and returned you here—so
that everyone may know that for
your relaxations you choose a so-

ciety and a surrounding that are to
say the least, daring."

“That of course, is what pleases
you to know. Why have you come?
I feel that you are here—because of
me.”

“I am,” he said, shortly. “I am
hero to tell you, at last, that the
play is over. As you have put your
mask aside for the rest of the night,
so your Interesting little masquerade
must be dropped. You came up hero,
I imagine, to color an amour. In-
stead you are about to discover—
what you’re made of."

She sank back into her chair. Her
face blanched. Her brain ached with
the knowledge of an animal that in
some mysterious fashion it has been
caught In a trap. Before he spoke
again she laughed, a short unmusical
laugh, as if she were amused by the
foolishness of her feeling, the utter-
ly ridiculous about it.

The laugh died abruptly and she
watched the man who still stood
looking down at her unsmiling, un-
gracious, Inconsiderate.

“I have a great deal to say to
you,” Brandon declared. He paused
a moment and then continued:

"There Is a room—a small supper
room, Just off the balcony. If you
do not object, may'we talk—in that
room?”

* •

| "I lIE got to her feet silently

I and > v hen he bowed his
__LJ acknowledgment of herassent,
walked with him to the circular
stairway that led to the mezzanine.
At the door of the private banquet
room he stood aside that she might
enter ahead of him. A waiter met
him at the door.

“We shall not be served, * Bran-
don said to the man, “but, as I shall
leave the door open, perhaps you
will stand near to discourage loiter-
ing on the balcony.”

Joanna faced him when he
stepped across the threshold.

“Don’t spend your wits in skir-
mishing,” she challenged him. “What
Is it?”

He Ignored her challenge for a
moment while he lighted a cigaret,

first offering her his platinum case.
When he had evened his light to his
satisfaction he went to the fireplace
and dropped the burnt, match into it.
For another moment he puffed calm-
ly. Then he turned to face the girl,
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and four-letter words.
HORIZONTAL.

1. To knife.
4. Flightless rat-

Ite bird.
7. Ventilates.

10. Those who re-
gret.

13. Preposition of
place.

15. Those who
fight with the
foil.

j.6. To accom-
plish.

i?. Females.
19. Procreated.
21. Converts into

a brewing
material.

23. Principle.
24. Child’s toy.
25. To mimic.
27. Black.
29. Exclamation

of derision.
30. Compartment

stable.
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31. Cuckoo.
32. Net weight of container.
34. Measure of cloth.
35. French coin.
36. Blinks.
38. Separated a word into its small-

est parts.
40. To glide over ice.
42. Projecting parts of church.
44. Like.
45. To make a serf of.
48. Therefore.
49. Dower outfit.
51. Platform in a lecture room.
52. Cluster of fibres in wool staple.
53. Emperor.

VERTICAL
1. Cabbage salad.
2. Measure of area.
3. Happened.
4. Males.
5. At one time.
6. Devoured.
7. Chemical.
8. Exists.
9. To put on horseshoes.

11. Confined.
12. Gaelic.
14. Hatchets.
16. Explodes.
18. A tropical disease.
20. To take water out of a boat

again.
22. Satiates.
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23. Relates.
24. A night bird.
26. Friend.
28. Nothing.
33. Comes in.
35. To say again.
37. A term in lotto.

To lay a street.
40. Remarked.
41. Otherwise.
43. Acid.
46. Sol.
47. Venomous snake.
49. Seventh note in scale.
50. You and me.

DOLLAR, RUBBER
SAVING SOUGHT

Hoover Would Have Fewer
Auto Tire Sizes.

Bn United Preen
WASHINGTON, Dec. 10.—Secre-

tary of Commerce Hoover’s latest
campaign for a reduction of Indus-
trial waste is to reduce the number
of automobile tire sizes In an effort
to save rubber and dollars.

There are now at least ninety dif-
ferent sizes of automobile tires, and,
according to the tire manufacturers,
these sizes can be reduced at least
75 per cent. Some manufacturers
think eight or nine sizes will be suf-
ficient for all purposes.

The department recently obtained
the views of the tire manufacturers,
the automobile manufacturers, tire
dealers, automobile owners and as-
sociations. There was a surprising
unanimity of opinion In favor of the
reduction.

With this encouragement the de-
partment, through the division of
simplified practices, is now engaged
In an effort to have manufacturers
of cars and tires agree on certain
standards.
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Constipation Wind Colic To Sweeten Stomach
Flatulency Diarrhea Regulate Bowels

Aids in the assimilation of Food, promoting Cheerfulness, Rest, and
Natural Sleep without Opiates *

To avoid Imitations, always look for the signature of
Proven directions on each package. Physicians everywhere recommend it
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THE STORY OF A MODERN GIRL AND
A MILLION DOLLARS

who leaned back against the table
in the center of the room.

“Would you mind,” he asked, soft-
ly, deliberately, “telling me what is
your general Impression of me? Not
an analysis of my character, please,
but an expression of the quality of
your regard for me?”

She replied without hesitation. “I
have always distrusted you, but I
have never been convinced that I
was justified. If I hadn’t /feared you,

I’d have liked you. As it is I am
afraid I despise you, at times, be-
cause I know you are dishonest—dis-
honest with me, and with Yvonne
who loves you. Is that the answer
you want?”

"Not exactly, but it will serve.
Suppose I should ask you to become
my wife?

"You used to tell me that. you
might do that, some day. I’ve al-
ways had an answer ready. I’d
never marry you because I could
never love you. If I could love you
I wouldn't marry you because, by

all the laws of decency, you belong to
Yvonne whom you allowed to love
you before you decided to laugh ai
her for her pretension that she
would be worthy of you."

He examined his cigaret flame,
and then drew In Its smoke.

“That establishes our position
toward each other,” he observed, and
was silent for another Interval. “But
the situation is that you are going to
marry me, never-the-less, because
you will have to.”

She swayed. Her slender white
hand went to her throat again. She
knew he was not talking idly. She
had gone through one sort of battle
—with Kenilworth, now, she sensed,
she was at the beginning of another,
and, ir, some unsuspected way, a more
desperate one. She waited for him
to go on.

He threw the cigaret into the fire-
place and faced her across the table.

“Be pleased to understand the im-
port of what I am about to say,"
he breathed. "You have wondered
where your money came from; you

have wondered why It was given
you. lam about to solve for you, at
least a portion of your mysteries.

“I control the source of your
money, I guard its secret and its
reason and its purpose. I am the
one to whom you have made your

accounting, the accounting you

haven’t known you were making in
every whim, in every spendthrift
mood. In every choice of the paths
you have elected to follow!

“Your acountlng has been fully

made. It Is totalled up by me. I
give you now, the results. I demand
that you marry me.

"I do not say that I love you, for
I do not.

“I do not say, even that I respect
you for I despise you, as you have
professed to despise me. I shudder
before all that you stand for: the
abortive pretenses of you, the sham
of you, the deceit and cheapness of
youl

“Yet I am saying to you that I
want you to be my wife.”

• • •

mOANNA had stood as if trans-
fixed. Her eyes widened. The
brown deepened to black. The

scarlet of her lips became ashen.
Her hands were hot with the scald-
ing riot of her blood. Through her
brain rang the one phrase; “I am
the one!” And in its wake all those
other sentences, sharp and bitter,
that emerged from his lips like the
crashing of cannon on a battlefield,
pierced her with the precision of a
deadly fusillade. She collapsed Into
a chair and threw her hands before
her eyes as if to shut out a vision.

But Brandon, moving over to her,
went on cruelly, relentlessly:

“Os youn enormous gift of money
you have made a farce. You have
used It to enhance—not the world,
not society, but the lure, the sense
appeal, the woman of you. You have
created nothing with your gift, but
love; the kind of love that thrills
but is nothing of nobility. You have
shown what the kind of girl you rep-
resent shall surely become If given
rein.

“But the farce is over, as I said
down stairs. The mystery of your
money Is dispelled—or you may

count it as being dispelled. The
other mystery, which must exist for
a little while, is that despite the
frailty of you, I want you to marry

me. .

“And if you do not, there will be
no more money. All that you have
will be taken from you—even to-
night! Whatever Is yours now

gained by fraud must be surrendered.
You will be—Miss Twenty-Seven of
the silks again, if your old job Is
still open to you!

“Are you, by any chance, still of
the mind not to be my wife?”

The crumpled figure in the chair
straightened a little. It tried to rise
but sank down again. Its hands
fluttered a bit. The girl looked up,
at last.

"But I couldn't marry you! It
could never be. I doh’t love you, I
said. You wouldn’t want me—with-
out! You are playing witl/me.”

“Not playing; very earnest, and
final, and definite,” he assured her.
“As I said, that is the new mystery'
for you to be baffled by. As my
wife you shall keep your money;
more money will be given you per-
haps, and you shall, of course, share
mine.”

Now she gathered strength to
stand. She made a little move as if
to go up to him, but faltered. Her
lips moved as If she were praying
for words—words that would save
her money, save her dreams, save
beauty and luxury and pearls and
diamonds and priceless furs—save
them and, at the same time, save
herself. But whatever her prayers,
she heard no echoes of an answer.
She turned to go out the door. Bran-
don, the torturing smile playing,
now, about his lips, watched her
silently, coolly, unmoved.

At the door she hesitated, stood for
a minute leaning against the cases
ment looking down into the ribald
scene on the dance floor that blurred
Into a whirling black pool with
monsters swimming on the surface.

* * •

UDDENLY the little body stif-
fened, a bit of the brown

i__| came back into the eyes.
Something of the scarlet returned to
the quivering lips. She swung
around slowly and walked firmly
back Into the room until she stood
so close to Brandon that her body
was almost against his.

"I want to keep my money,
Francis,” she said, her voice quaver-
ing but soft and ineffably pleading:
“I couldn't do without it now. But
I ant very much in love with some-
one else. Very much in love,
Francis. And it's the kind of love
you would never understand. I don’t

understand it myself. Nor does he
—the man, I rr ean. that I’m in love
with. You’ll be kind to me, won’t
you? You’ll tell me why the money
was given me? You’ll tell me what
I’ve done that’s wrong, so that I
shall not do it again? I’ll be any-
thing you say, if I may have my
money, the money that has made
life so beautiful—with money and
my love!”

“Anything I say?”
Before his sudden thrusting back

at her those pleading words, she
shrank as if he had struck her.
Dazed again, she heard him say-
ing: “You may have your love,
my dear girl. I would not interfere
with that. It’s you I want, for rea-
sons and purposes of my own; not
your love. I know the one you
mean; I know the man to whom
you’ve given the love that neither
you nor he understands. Give It.
Let him havo It. Take his In re-
turn If you can win it. All of that
shall be the bargain—a bargain of
today!

“The morals of today, you know,
and the conventions, are not what
they were in the yesterday. Ybu
are not the girl of yesterday, nor
your kind of love the sacrament that
It used to be.

“I am asking you to be my wife
—only. To give me yourself only.
You njay give your love where you
want it to be received and take
whatever pleases you in exchange.
Surely you, who have played the
game of lure, will not shrink be-
fore the flame that your very es-
sence kindles!”

Deep colors came and went across
her face. She closed her eyes and
then opened them slowly, to quickly
shut them. For a moment she
seemed about to collapse again, but
instantly she recovered herself.
When she held her eyes open there
was fire in them.

"You mean,” she said, “that I
may marry you, but love someone
else and Invite him to love me?
That If I do that It will be—quite
all right, with you, my husband?
And that if I do all this, why, I
may money?”

"Just that!” he answered shortly,
"your money, and your love!” When
she did not speak, at once, he went
on with a merciless sneer:

“The man you are thinking of
will not hesitate, I imagine, to take
full advantage of such an arrange-
ment. He has shown himself to be
amenable to any kind of conditions.
While we are here, tonight, he Is
kneeling before satin slippers that
were never worn by your feet. You
have not done with him as you
would like to havo done only because
he was afraid to bind himself to you.
Free him from that fear, and offer
him another way; and I fancy, he
will not be so elusive. Perhaps I
might add that by giving me your-
self, as my wife, mind you, you will
not only retain your money, but you
will Rolve the problem of retaining—-
him!”

She stared into his ©yes for a
long time, then dropped into the
chair. “Would you mind,” she asked,
“ordering me something to drink?
My throat Is parched."

Then she buried her head in her
arms.

■Without a word Brandon went to
the door and signalled the waiter,
who had remained on the balcony In
the vicinity of the door. The man
hurried away. Brandon returned to
the chair and stood by the side of
the limp form of the girl. He
touched her body relentlessly. She
put up her hand in mute appeal for
him to be silent. He hesitated, and
then, with a shrug of his shoulders,
went to the fireplace.

When the waiter brought In the
champagne, with glasses arranged
on the tray, brandon signed him to
deposit It on the table, and waved
him out of the room. Joanna stirred
and lifted herself, by bracing
against the table, to her feet.

When she looked across at Bran-
don the quizzical smile that so
many people had never understood
hovered about her Ups.

Brandon went at once to the table
and reached for the champagn to
open it.

Then he sank, noiselessly, to the
floor.

Joanna stood over him and
watched the crlmsont rickle from his
forehead, the broken, jagged neck
of the champagne bottle still
clutched in the deadly grip of her
hand.

(Copyright, 1928, H. L. Gates)
(To Be Continued)
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