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' BARBARA

HAWLEY DECIDES SHE PREFERS A CAREER
AS A NEWSPAPER REPORTER TO LOVE
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CHAPTER 1. ¥
ARBARA leaned wearily against the door jamb, her face
resting on her right hand, her left hand limp at her side.

Outside, footsteps creaked down the old wooden steps and
~ clicked on the sidewalk. Then the gate slammed.
j The 8teps were hasty, decisive, with a hint of sharpness.
4 They did not hesitate, but went on down the street until Bar-

. bara heard them no more.
s At last she straightened her shoulders, brushed a hand/

across her forehead and started toward the stairway. As she
rounded the landing, a clock in a distant room struek twelve.

Her mother came out of the shadows ‘of the dining room
and glanced at the closed door. Then she peered up the stair-
way. There were no sounds from above. Mrs. Hawley moved
across the hall, bolted the door, snapped out the lights and

¢limbed the stairs.

Barbara was sitting on the bed when her mother entered.
She was brushing her hair with sharp strokes of a silver-backed

brush, and there was a line between her eyes.
“Would you like a cup of tea, Babs?’’ asked her mother.

“There is cold meat and some cake in the pantry. You didn’t

" eat much dinner.’”’ .

“I'm not hungry, mother,’’ answered Barbara. ‘‘But, per-

haps, the tea—."’

Mrs. Hawley was gone almost before the words were out.
Barbara went on brushing her hair, her face growing more grim

every moment.

Then suddenly she dropped the brush and

melted into a limp little heap on the bed, sobbing. (
When the storm of tears had passed, she sat up again and
wiped her eyes. They were gray-blue eyes, red-rimmed and
‘swimming. She dabbed at them with a hard little ball of wet
handkerchief, and sat up very straight. ?
Then she slipped off the bed, thrust her feet into the satin
mules that lay waiting, and erossed the room to the open fire-

place.

The Hawley house belonged to that era of the past

fn which open hearths were not unusual in bedrooms.
On the rug before the fire, Barbara sat down, hugging her

" knees with both arms.

She stared at the fire, and seeing that

it was about to go out, jabbed at it with a little brass pfolker. ‘
The flames shot up and brightened the room. Barbara was

thankful for the added warmth.

Her body, in the thin silk

lounging robe, was shivering with that sick coldness which
follows emotion in sensitive women.
,She stirred uneasily and glanced over her shoulder. There

was a picture of a young man in a silver frame on her dressing |
She turned her head away from it with |

table across the room.

a jerk. But the eyes seemed to be burning into her back.

Barbara was grateful for the steaming hot tea that her |
mother brought in on an old tray.

again in her cheeks, as she sat on the rug and sipped the fra-

grant liquid.

““Is it all over, Babs?’’ asked her

nodded, but did not speak.

After a long silence, with an impatient movement of her |
head, she spoke. “‘Yes, mother,

mother softly. Barbara

it’s all over. I shall never see

him again—or, at least, never speak to him again. And I'm

~ glad of it.

““He’s a selfish tyrant and it’s lucky for me I discovered it

in time.”’

““But is it really fimal?’’ asked Mrs. Hawley, her thin face

twisted in deep lines of anxiety.
Barbara began to talk rapidly, in a torrent of feeling.

‘“Yes, mother, it’s final.

‘the beginning of everything.

And he knows it, too.
that I don’t ever want to speak of him after tonight.
made a clean break—no hang-overs or regrets.

It’s so final
We’ve
Tomorrow is

‘e was quite irpossible—-spoke his mind about my views

—called me selfish—said I’d never get anywhere in a profession

| —no women did, except sour old maids and monstrosities. Said

a newspaper office was no place for a woman, and all I'd get out
of it was hard knocks and a bad reputation.’’

Barbara stopped, breathless.

her lips quivering.

Her eyes were blazing and

“That’s the old-fashioned tdea,’’ said Mrs. Hawley. ‘‘I’ve
heard your father say the same thing, not only about news-
paper work, but about any kind of public work for women. Men

just don’t like it, Barbara.”’

‘“And why?’’ cried Barbara.

that’s all.

for so long that they can’t bear to let women in.

‘“And the ones that aren’t jealous are just plain selfish.
Take father! He wanted you to have na interest in life but to
aook and sweep and sew for him, and be on hand to bring him
his slippers. And what a life he led you!”’

ARBARA stopped, struck by
B the look of pain in her moth-
er's eyes.
It was a moment before Mrs. Haw-
ley answered. ‘“Yes,” she sald, “it's
 true that my kind of life hasn't
~ brought me much joy, except what
I've found in you. But your father’s
idea and Bruce's idea is the ortho-
dox one, you know. You can’t upset
centuries of custom over night, Bar-
bara.”
“But I can, mother,” retorted Bar-
“I can set rules for my own
' \life, at any rate. Why should Bruce
. try to rule me, and lay out plans for
me to give up my whole life to him?”
*“I don’t think it is so much -that
he wants to rule you, as it is that he

hates the thcught of his wife work- |

. ing for money, Barbara,” replied her
" mother. “It hurts his pride and dig-
nity. A man’' sdignity is his most
precious possession, Barbara. You
 ought to know that"”
 Barbara turnpd on her mother.
| “Do you mean that you wish I
| hadn't broken with him?” she flared.
| Mrs. Hawley shook; her head.
- “No,” she said. “Heaven knows I'm
. not wishing my kind of life for you.
~ I'd have broken away myself, if only
~ 1'd had your talent. If there'd been
anything I could do well enough to
- earn money, I'd never have stuck to
he pots and pans. :
“With you, it's different. I want
- yo gb as far as your gifts will
take you.”
i &rbam threw her "arms_around
" her mother's neck. “I didn't mean
80 cross, mumsy,” she said.
§f you didn’t back me up in
, I don’t know what I'd do, I
: thgught you would sympathize with
;j.‘m'g—-&ou always do.”
| Mrs. Hawley smiled a twisted
: w “I do, Babs,” she said. “I'm
. glad you've done what, you did. For
I can't see you, with yonr talents
g ; ty, tied forever to some
 eink and nursery, with
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never a chance to show what 'you
could have done in the world.

“You're one of the few, Barbara,
that can make a go of it alone;
you've your father’s brains and the
beauty I used to have, and there's
nothing you can't do with the two
of them. Bruce is a nice boy and I
think you must have hurt him con-
siderably, for him to say all those
things to you.

“But I'm glad you've broken with
him. And of course I'll back you.”

Barbara gave her mother a squeeze
and sprang up from the rug. “I'm
catching cold, mumsy,” she said.
““My eyes are red already and if I
don't get some sleep, I shall look
like a boiled owl for the great job
hunt - tomorrow.”

Her mother smiled again, retlect-
ing the shifting mood of her daugh-
ter.

“Hop into bed,” she said, “and
T'll turn out the light and open the
window."”

When her mother was gone, Bar-
bara stretched out between the
sheets luxuriously. The fire was
crackling very low, making only a
dim haze of red light through the
room, picking out a few polished
surfaces to gleam upon.

Barbara saw the light on the silver
frame that stood on the dressing
table, She was glad that she could
not see the face within its ecircle.

She sighed and rolled over on
her face for a final effert to win
sleep. .

She had almost succeeded when
the telephone bell rang. It brought
her out of bed -with a jerk that
dragged the covers to the floor. She
cast a glance over her shoulder at
the picture in the frame and then
hurried out to the hall.

“Hello,” she said. “Oh, yes,
Bruce.” Her voice was tremulous.
“No, I wasn’t asleep.” Then hur-
riedly:

; % X i,\‘:;' ™

She felt the blood rising |

‘“‘Because they’re jealous,
They’'ve had things all their own way in business

. For some time she listened to the
words at the other end of the
wire.

“But Bruce, that doesn’'t change
the facts.” She was struggling for
cool decision,

“No, I don't want you to make

concessions, Tt isn't concessions that
I want. - I just want my rights as
a human being—and I don't want a
man thdt has to be clubbed into
giving them to me!”

She hung up.

LI
HE morning was crisp and
T bright, with a sparkle here
and there of light frost.

Maple leaves tapping against Bar-
bara's window woke her not long
after sunrise, but she lay in bed,
watching the long streak of pale,
early light that crep across the blue
rug.,

‘When the perfuine of coffee drifted
in from downstairs she sat up and
stretched- her arms. She had reso-
lutely shut out thoughts of the night
before, fixing her mind upon the

.coming search for a job.

Her eyes fell upon the picture of
Bruce. With a plunge she was out
of bed and acrossy the room. She
grasped the silver frame and ripped
the picture out of it. Another mo-
tion of her nervous fingers would
have .torn it across.

She hesitated, opened the lower
drawer and slipped the picture be-
neath the paper that lined it. Then
she closed the drawer with a bang
and began to dress,

She found breakfast walting for
her.

Her mothey greeted her brightly:
“Sleep well, Babs?"

“Like a top, mother. Takes a lot
to keep me from eaating, or sleep-

ing, you know, Life’s too short to

lie awake when you might be rest-
ing.”

“I thought I heard the te}ephnnel

ring in the night,” Mrs. Hawley
apoke hesitantly.
“You did, mother,” replied Bar-

bara, with a petulant note in her
voice. ‘It was Bruce again. T told
him there was no use.

“My, what a busy day this is go-
ing to be.” She was obviously
changing a disagreeable subject.
“Do you suppose I'll find a job?"

“Of course, you will, Babs,' but
maybe not the first days. When you
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go into the telegraph office, don't
forget to tell Mr. McDermott you
are Edward Hawley's daughter., He
knew your father.”

Barbara was eating toast and mar-
malede with relish. Her mother,
watching her, nodded her head al-
most imperceptibly.

“Of course, you'll get something,
Barbara, You always come out on
top, you know.”

Barbara nibbled the
and rose from the table.

The Terminal Station was crowded
this morning, chiefly with chatter-
ing boys and girls going into indian-
apolis to school. They were much
like the yvoungsters with whom Bar-
bara had labored for three weary
| yvears of school teaching. As she
looked at them, she¢ was doubly
thankful that that chapter was
closed. ‘ \

A fade® woman across the aisle

last crumb

i looked enviously at Darbara's happy |
|eyes and at the crisply smart blue
suit and the tilted velour turban. |
Barbara was the picture of trium-|
phant youth. |

She had decided to try ]
graph first, because {ts nmna;:lnl::
editor knew something of her‘
father. i

When the elevator stopped and |
she stepped out into the editorial
room, heads went up on every side.
Barbara was consclous of smoke, a |
clatter of telegraph instruments, |
ejaculations and a crowd of people
rushing in and out of doors.

The place was terrifying, but she
went through the gate and asked
lirections of a girl seated at a
switchboard.

When she turned away, Barbara
saw a woman watching her fixedly
across a cluttered desk in a nearby
| corner. The woman might have |
| been six or seven years older than
| Barbara. Here face waa drawn and
her mouth thin and supercilious.
| The city editor looked nup from his
iwork as Barbara approached. “Mr. |
| McDermott does not get down until |
fu little later,” he said in answer to |
her question. “PBut if you are look- |
ing for employment, T may as wpll!
rtell you that the Telegraph is over-:
lstuf!e.l right now."”
| 3arbara caught her breath, Then |
she answered, with her most win- |
ning smile, “I think I'l wait i
him, anyway."” |

the tele-

for |

| looking at a card that Barbara had

‘While she waited she glanced
around the office. Tobacco smoke
curled about the head of every man
in the room.” Shouts and replies
went hurtling ' on every side and
reckless errand boys brushed around
her chair ‘perilously. :

Barbara was surprised to see that
everybody, including the city editor,
was working in his shirt sleeves.

The woman at the corner desk
shot several glances of hostility at
Barbara, and turned away angrily
when Barbara caught her eye. An
extraordinarily homely youth was
dashing in and out of a mysterious
door that gave short glimpses of a
blacker chaos beyond. From this
door came a clatter of metallic
sounds.

The curious glances of the work-

ers at the typewriter desks had al-
most ruined Barbara’s morale, when.
help came in the person of the hcme- |
ly youth, who approached her, andi
with a jerk of his elbow toward a|
tiny enclosed office, announced, "Mr.|
McDermott's in there now.”

HE moment had come. Bar-

bara looked around wildly. |
(o She could see no escape. So.i
with an added bit of swagger, she
crossed the room to the enclosure
indicated.

A gnan who looked to be about 42
raised his head from a pile of proofs.
His face was thin and deeply lined.
His eyes were strinkingly blue

against a branzed skin.
“You are Miss Hawley?"' He was

given the city editor.

“Yes,"” she replied. “Edward Haw-
ley’'s daughter, as my mother re-
minded me to tell you."” She smiled.

McDérmott raised his eyes and|
studied her face. “Your father was |
a brilllant man, Miss Hawley.” Then |
he added, “but not a very success- |
ful man, I think."”

Barbara was taken aback.

She |

:::;:;t ngﬁf-s:l:; r:::rlihpar;:d:tprllmé:;imﬁ ‘nut the ('”mp(’s’"f room.” P puppets in conventional eve-
ward Hawley's erratic temper. . I'll take a chance,” she said. ning black that uniforms
“No,” she said, “I think not.” | She was about to thank him, when | eager and blase men alike, and the
McDermott was evidently pleased |she realized that for McDermott, |Mannequins of their joyous world |
with her candor. “I hear you are|she no longer existed. He had turned |in the peacock resplendence that
looking for a job—or is it a posi-[his back on her and was rattling |levels the cheap and the superb;
tiont"” |away at a dilapidated typewriter, | Plerrots and Columbines, eyes shin-
“A job,” answered Barbara, smil-|with his two index fingers. }!n:: with the thrill of youth that
ing again. “I don't care what it She went out, \r'rnsws every threshold with merry

|
|

is, so long as it lets me into the |
newspaper game."” H

“What makes you think you can
hold a job if I give you one?"’ que-

ried McDermott, looking at her

through lazy, half-shut lids. “What

experience have you had?””
Barbara flushed. ‘“None in the

newspaper line,” she confessed. “But
I can write. And I'm fairly well
educated. I have taught for three
years at the Vilmont Country Day
School.”

“And
think
work?"”

connection do you
has with newspaper

what
that

Barbara answered sharply: “As
least it should help me to write good
English.”

McDermott smiled,
relish of her fire.

with evident

N THE car going back to

Southport Barbara met Wil-

ma Collins, a girl who lived
on her street.

Wilma welcomed her with glee and
began to chatter about the trousseau
she had been buying In town. “I'll
tell you, Babs, T have a grand ldea.
Why don’'t you and Bruce get mar-
ried next month and have a double
wedding with us? I've just been
shopping for linens and things, and
it's such fun.”

Barbara replied crisply, ‘for the
good reason that I'm not going to

marry Bruce or anyone else. I'm
going to be a /reporter on the In-
dianapolls Telegraph. If you like,

I'l give you my madeira luncheon

sot that I bought for my hope chest,

I've outgrown those things now."”
Wilma's mouth an deyes widened,

{“Whq( Babs, what do you mean?

You and Bruce 5

“Just that. We've quit. I'm go-
ing out for Jjournallsm and a
career."”

“As a reporter?’ asked Wilma,
She pronounced the word with a
slightly flat tone, as she might have
spoken of something beyond the so-
clal pale,

“Exactly.” Barbara retreated into
the pages of her \newspaper.

When she reached home, she
found Bruce sitting on the front
steps.

(To Be Continued)

“We have no job -at present,"” he
drawled. Barbara's mouth drooped.
“And of course, to make this true
to type, you ought to be turned
down by about half a dozen editors

| before anybody gives you a glimmer

of encouragement. Never saw a cub
who amounted to a darn, without
that initial ordeal.”

“But there aren't half a dozen edi- |

tors in Indianapolis,” protested Bar-
bara. “There are only Mr. Morledge
of the Press and Mr. Simmons of
the Tribune left, if you refuse me.
And T'd much rather work for the
Telegraph.

“Hm-m,” said McDermott. “Than
it looks as if I would have to make
a job for you, doesn’t it? Now, as
it happens, I am Inclined to do that
very thing. Your father had brains,
you know. What do you say to a

reporter’'s place at $25 a week, start-

ing Monday?”

Barbara did not hesitate.
like it,” she answered.

“r'a

“Don't be too sure you would, In !

the Telegraph office the newest cub
may have to do anything from in-

|terviewing the president to sweep-

JOANNA

Beautiful JOANNA MANNERS, a New
York e¢lerk, who was g'ven $1,000 000
| by an unknown b actor, is Jilted by
i hw‘ finance, JOHUN WILMORE. celebrated
,  al wt, for YVONNE COUNTANT, di-
wreee, with whom ghe lives at Villa

| Awette in France.

While FRANCIS BRANDON. wealthy
nephew of her banker, ANDREW EG
GLESTON, inspects the structures be-

»cted for Joanna's tforthcoming fes-
tivity he proposes to her, but she is
unmoved Yvonne had played for him
in vain

In Bggleston's library hangs a large

o'd painting of a girl who resembles Jo-
nna

ann
LADY BETTY WEYMOUTH asked
Joanne to discourage the attentions of
her brother RD DORMINSTER
When Brandon hears that Joanna and
Roddy Kenilworth are going to the
clubhouse on La Turbie mountain, he
follows, After a Imlxl-uss. Brandon
secks Joanna and informs her that he
controls the source of her money, that
he does not love her, but unless
marries him, the money must be re-
turned.
| With a champagne bottle she knocks
| him tp the floor and escapes Lo Amctle
| to his car, only to overhear John pro
| posing to Yvonne. She turns him down,

By H. L. Gates.
CHAPTER XXXV
The Fete.
UPPETS

she ]

N !
mannequing— |

1speculation—in endless stream they
i(lruv» from every reach of the Riviera
| to the gates of "Villa Amette.

‘ Beyond the gates the gardens and

| terraces, miniature lakes and falry-

';]ikv\ structures in delicately pink
stucco, were bathed in a dull silver
flood of artificial moonlight. On.the
lakes tiny gondolas floated lazily,

through waters rippled by dimly il
faint perfumes.

Hidden somewhere In a bower of
luminated fountains that spouted
orange trees an orchestra played {its
lamentations and its ecstacles of
| summer night passion, Tall palms,
feathery topped, black and fantastic,
made bowers around benches and ta-
bles; great stretches of the lawns had
| been carpeted with erush-blossoms-—
{ purple lilacs, rhododendrons, hya-
cinths and clematis, Now and then,
‘lfmm the branches of pepper or flg
jor pine tree, some fascinated hird of

semi-tropic plumage, too curlous to
| seek its nest, gazed down upon the
scene with gem-bright, inquisitive
| eyes.

During the day the gates had been
|closed to all visitors, Only the work-
| men, caterers, electricians, and the
spluttering, queer-mannered men
"\vhn hearded troops of dancers and

(Turn to Page 12)

ND HER BUDDIES—By Martin

GEE \TS NICE OF YOU TO GO
CRRISTMAS SHOPPIN WITH ME ,

JIMMY . BUT THERE L. BE A AL
LOT OF RUNNIN AROUND TO
D0 - ARE YOUu SURE
XOu WON T MIND ?

SURE ! SHUCKS, . I'M\

FROM PLAYING
FOOTBALL TRIGLL

L1 IN COND\TION

BE A SNAP FoR
ME

ﬂ-,ss-n MUST BE GREAT TBE BIG

N'STRONG LIKE YOU . JIMMY ~ =
LE'S RUN OUER T TH ANNEX Now, [~
\ WANNA LOOK AT
SOME THINGS OVER

e

BO VOUR [
THORSTING | o
9

LES RUN UPSTARS AGAIN,
JIMMY - | ALMOST FORGOY
SOMETHING

WELL -

OUT OUR WAY—By WILLIAMS

1=\=THINK VLL WAIT FOR
YOU DOWN HERE,BOOTS -
1M NOT FEELWN' VERY
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“Almost asleep, though. J :

.‘f‘{.ft‘didp';\wﬂm: mother.

OUR BOARDING HOUSE—By AHERN

g @
/,,// SAN MATOR,«s MGG ¥
; CHURCH 1o GTEAMING LP

A ANOTHER CHRIGTMAS
ENTERTAINMENT, wv BUT
CWNDE AN MACK 9AD
THEV WoULDNT PuT THEIR
TALENTED -THUMBSG 1N T
S0UP TG NEAR, “a GO
THAT JES' LEAVES ME
0 PERFORM !« UNLESS

Nou'D LIKE 10 -TEAM uP
WA Mg, FOR AN ACT

OF GOME KIND 2=

- > 7 4 T_"",‘“ -
RAW,» BUGTER

MINGTREL, T WouULP
SUGGEGT THAT WE PUT
ON A BLACKFACE ACT !l
T WILL-TAKE MV OLD
FAMIL\AR ROLE AS
IWTERLOCUTOR, AND
NOU A% MR. BONES !=

. A coNnecTion A BLS
MILAD, =+ IR MY V2L 4 mior evew [ 0WGHT o
SGTERLING SUPPORT, \7Z WaAp wWrtd A GWE \9, :AE 4
\ MINGTREL “WO0 ORPHANG,
:‘g\;%fﬁfceﬁig\y?«“‘ SUoW, WAS 1N wa THEN'LL
: ¢ SUPPLNING BE ALONE
BN JOVE,w HAVING 1 CORKS BEFORE T
BEEN A FAMOUWS 10 BURN FOR GHoM 2
HALF OVER!

' oNLY I\"’(v\.um’ HE 'ﬁ

Z \\;‘_’5\415 BV NEA GERVICE NC
o - ;:/ .
S JOVE 3%
- MIGTAH BONES ! ==» "

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS—By BLOSSER

WONT 8RN 6 PRESENTS 10 BovS
WHO GRUNBLE ABOUT TAINGS'/
YOU WOULON'T LIKE
TUAT, WOLLD YOU'§

V.

AOW LOOK. UERE ' 1 DONT WANT TO HEAR
YoU GRUMBLE OVER YOUR SCHOOL WORK ANY
MORE = YOU KNOW CHRISTMAS 1S-€NLY

TWO \NEEKS OFF AND 1 KANOW SANTA CLALS

N

-
HOW ARE YoU
THIS MORNING/

|
AND A
E"g
=

!».

ows ) 7 /i/
L? |, 2
. -

'™ FINE,
MR. SCCHRIST
"

g
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