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CHAPTER FIFTEEN

SANDRA LAWRENCE was giving
a party. Not the ordinary sort

of Belvedere party, but a very spe-
cial one, with caterers from the city,
flowers from the same place and an
orchestra reputed to have cotoe all
the way from Chicago!

Mrs. Peterman, grumbling below-
stairs about the “goings-on,” was
nevertheless, enjoying herself huge-
ly. bumping into the caterer's men
with their trestle tables and their
white roats. bullying Hetty.

“Whyn’t she have her parties at
the club? That’s what I want to
know!” Hetty complained, polish-
ing silver. “Forty people to sup-
per -it’s fierce, that's what it is.”

The cook immediately took up
the cudgels for her employer.

“Hasn’t the young lady a right
to do as she pleases in her own
house? What’s it to you, anyway?
You’ll have your afternoon off,
same as always. You've got no kick
coming.”

“Me answering the bell in that
gray outfit and tending to the
ladies’ things,” whined Hetty,
“when I oughta be off having a
good time for myself. She's just a
pain—that's what she is, giving
herself airs like nobody in town.”

“You get along upstairs in plenty
of time to make yourself neat, miss,”
warned Mrs. Peterman, inflamed
by the reference to the new uni-
form of taffeta, with a musical
comedy apron and frilled cap.

“Who's all coming?” Hetty want-
ed to know', interrupting.

“The cream of the place,” said
the older woman with relish. “Judge
Martindale’s two, and the Blairs, the
Simmonses and Watermans and
Olivers—and the Cardigans, of
course. And ten young folks front
the city, coming by the 6 o'clock.
James’d better not forget to meet
them.”

“Mister Cardigan, I’ll bet, Is in-
vited,” Hetty opined, giving a vi-
cious rub to a fruit bowl encrusted
with ornamentation.

“Os course. And his sister, Muss
Geraldine. That new Mr. Eus-
tace—”

“You saw the list,” Hetty broke
In. eyes glittering with a true gos-
sip's relish. “How about that pret-
ty O'Dare girl?”

all manner of flowering trees, roses
in tubs, and the like. The draw-
ing room and the library beyond had
been cleared for action. Rugs had
been rolled up, highly polished
floors given an extra gleam, furni-
ture pushed back.

In the dining room, which had
an oval glassed in breakfast room
beyond, the caterer’s men were
madly busy. A hum of activity,
“eligible as the whir of bees, per-
vaded everything.

Sandra Lawrence, fresh and trim
in white linen riding things, now
camo briskly down the stairs, sur-
veying the scene.

"Everything's going well,” she
■:aid, with a nod to her retinue.
“James, you'll bring those people
up from the 6 o'clock. Then, Mrs.
Peterman, they'll change—the rooms
look very nice—and we go on to the
olub for dinner. We ll be back by
'):30.

•‘I don't expect any one until 10.
really, for the dancing, but it's Just
as well to be safe. I’ve borrowed
Mr. Eustace's man. Kong, to do the
cocktails. Show him where every-
thing is. He'll be here before 7—”
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AND she was gone, leaving be-
hind her a faint, delicate

scent. Everything Sandra did was
well done. She was cool, com-
petent, correct. At 22, she had the
poise of a matron twice her age.

She loved this sort of thing—the
whir and scurry of a big party. It
was the very breath of life to her.
Ever since her return from Europe
the last time, she had complained
bitterly to her father of the dull-
ness—in fact the lack of social life
—in Belvedere.

Now, in mid-July, she prepared
to bring a little gayety to the som-
nolent town. She would give “a
smart” party, the sort of affair a
Gotham debutante might give at
the Ritz. Everything would be per-
fect-cold food, drinks, things in
aspic, music—everything!

As she went out the side door
into the terraced and landscaped
garden with the special pool her
father • had been goaded into hav-
ing built for her the year before,
her eye took in the scene approv-
ingly.

Sondberg, the gnarled handyman,
was at work on the flagged paths,
trimming away the ragged grass.
The- roses were in full burst. There
was a misty blue background of del-
phinium. It might, Sandra re-
flected, be a true English garden,
with at least ten generations of cul-
ture behind it.

At the stables, she found James,
who had slipped around the back
way as she went out the front. He
was running a cloth lightly over the
hood, adding unnecessary polish to
the already glimmering chromium
goddess who sprang, in full flight,
from the nose of the engine.

She gave him a dazzling smile.
“Thanks—James. You’re sure I’ve
plenty of gas? I’ve gto to get back
in good order this afternoon.”

“Yes, ma’am, Miss Sandra, It’s
o. k.” .

*

She did wish Americans servants
were more formal. Perhaps she
could teach James, sometimes, not
to say “o. k.” But he was a stun-
ning-looking boy, no doubt about
that. A dash of the Gary Cooper
flavor about him. His uniform fit-
ted him perfectly.

MRS. Peterman shook her head.
"Not her. This is for real

swells, didn’t I tell you? The
O’Dares are nice enough, but poor
as church mice.”

“Her ladyship had her ’round the
house plenty all last winter,” Hetty
said coldly. “If you ask me, she’s
bettor than the lot of them. She
knows a person when you meet her
on the street. She ain’t afraid to
say ’good morning’ like a Christian
when you see her.”

Mrs. Peterman’s manner became
slightly unctuous. On all matters
of social precedence in Belvedere,
she, having been general of the
Lawrence household affairs for
many years, felt herself eminently
qualified to speak.

“Nice enough, as I said, but her
station in life is quite different
from the rest of these people. My
mother always said to me, ‘Nannie,’
she said, ‘always keep to your own
station in life.' And I did. It’s
better so.”

Hetty sniffed. “This is A free
country,” she contributed negligent-
ly. Then she wheeled, flushing
deeply, as a masculine voice called
her name.

“Jimmie, I didn’t expect you back
so soon!”

The big, grinning young man in
chauffeur's uniform lounged in the
doorway.

“Thought I’d keep my eye on you
girls, so's you wouldn't get into mis-
chief. How’s things going?”

Hetty said virtuously, “We’ve been
working like slaves all day. Be glad
When this is over.”

“Gonna be swell music,” the
young chauffeur said, jerking his
head in the direction of the sun
porch, whither the grand piano had
already been conveyed.

This room, too, was banked with
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SHE slid into the driver’s seat,
slapping her pockets, boy fash-

ion. Sandra was an unconscious
actress. When she wore riding
clothes she adopted a gently mas-
culine air, James sprang to atten-
tion.

"Match, miss?’*
“Yes, thanks very much." She

flipped a cigaret from her pigskin
case and stuck it into a corner of
her mouth. The young man came
close, holding the flame for her,
cupping it with infinite care with
one brown hand.

Sandra felt his nearness—a little
tingle went down her spine. She
inhaled deeply. This wouldn’t do.
She would have to show James his
place. Just because they had pic-
nicked together, quite informally, on
Summit Hill, that day the distrib-
utor acted up, just because she’d
been—well, friendly and democratic
to the boy—he needn't misunder-
stand.

That was the trouble with ser-
vants in this couutry. Give them
an inch and they’d take a yard.

As the engine rioted, leaping to
be off, she gave the chauffeur a cool
glance.

"Don’t forget the 6 o’clock,” she
sang, making a turn.

Yes, he must be reminded that he
was, after all, only her servant. She
was the great lady. Why had she
been so foolish, that day on Sum-
mit Hill?

It had been spring—he had re-
minded her, in his bigness and lean-
ness, of Dan Cardigan. Was that
it? Anyhow, for the fraction of an
instant she had let him hold her
in his arms.

It had been the veriest accident.
fa had tripped, stumbling over a
tree stump. He had caught her. She
had lain there for an instant longer
than necessary. Oh. she had been
mad, mad! That was all—but it
had been encouragement enough.

The man in olive green stared
after her curiously as the dust hid
the ear from view.

"She’s a cool one and that’s the
truth,” he muttered to himself.

A girl in maid's uniform, watch-
ing from the pantry window,
caught her lip within her teeth.

"If she don't leave him alone,”
she threatened to no one at all, “I’ll
—I'll—!” She did not finish her
menacing sentence.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

MONNIE heard Kay's voice and
looked up. It was Sunday

morning—ll o’clock, to be exact—-
and Monnie was enjoying the sweet
freedom of her "day off.” celebrat-
ing it by the weekly washing of
her burnished bronze hair.

Sitting out under the apple tree in
a shabby old basket chair, looking
extraordinarily childish in the
white smock she wore, she an-
swered her younger sister.

"Yes? What is it?”
(To Be Continued)
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BY BRUCE CAITON

Arthur fowler neil, for-
mer superintendent of the

criminal investigation department
of England's famous Scotland Yard,
believes that he knows who that
fabulous criminal. Jack the Ripper,
really was. He tells about it in his
new book. “Man Hunters of Scot-
land Yard.”

Jack the Ripper, according to
‘ Neil's theory, was one Severino
Kloskovski. alias George Chapman,

who wrs hanged in England in 1903
for poisoning a number of women.

Kloskovski. Neil points out,
reached England in 1887; the ter-
rible Jack the Ripper crimes began
then, arid ceased late in 1888. when

Kloskovski went to America—when
New York immediately had an epi-
demic of them.

In 1892, he returned to England;
America had no more Ripper crimes,
and Kloskovski evidently changed
his tactics and became a poisoner,
finally being caught and executed.

Os course, the identity was never
proved. But Neil says that he is
morally certain that his theory is
correct.

This is just one of the tales that
fill his book; and those who are
fond of murder and detective stories
ought to find a good deal of good
reading in it.

Published by Doubleday, Doran
Cos., it sells for $2.50.
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“The Turcoman chief, half-civilized himself,"
said Olga to Roger, “seemed filled with supersti-
tious awe at this uncanny addition to his tribe, and
so my life was spared. I was given food and
drink.

“I became another human drop in the moving
tide of life seeking the green steppes ahead. I was
not treated unkindly nor given much notice as
days went on. With recovering strength, my spir-
its also revived.

“Love of life was strong within me, even though
it was filled now with toil and monotony. The
youths and maidens of the tribe became my com-
panions and time, lost track of, meant nothing
to me.

“Though I lived each day not knowing what
the night would bring, courage and hope never
failed me until my fortune dropped to eten lower
depths." The girl paused before continuing her
story, as if the thought of those past days was
painful to her.

i

—By Williams

—By Blosser
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