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OME of the caddies were poor as sin and lived in one-

: room houses with a neurasthenic cow in the front
h_J vard, but Dexter Green’s father owned the second best

: grocery store in Dillard—the best one was  The Hub,”

mized by the wealthy people from Lake Erminie—and

er caddied only for pocket-money.

the fall when the days became crisp and grey and the
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] don’t know

what’s the matter

with me. Last night

I thought I was in love

with a man and to-night

I think I’'m in love with
you—""

long Minnesota winter shut down like the white
lid of a box, Dexter’s skis moved over the snow
that hid the fairways of the golf course. At these
times the country gave him a feeling of profound melancholy
—it offended him that the links should lie in enforced gallow-
ness, haunted by ragged sparrows for the long season. It
was dreary, too, that on the tees where the gay colors fluttered
in summer there were now only the desolate sand-boxes knee-
deep in crusted ice. When he crossed the hills the wind blew
cold as misery, and if the sun was out he tramped with his
eyes squinted up against the hard dimensionless glare.
In April the winter ceased abruptly. The snow ran down
into Lake Erminie scarcely tarrying for the early golfers to
brave the season with red and black balls. Without elation,
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December

appear he peopled the soft deep su
room and the sun porch that o
from it with the men who had alre
loved Judy Jones. He knew the so
of men they were—the men who whi
he first went to college had ente
from the great prep-schools with grace-
ful clothes and the deep tan of healthy

summer, who did nothing or anything
with the same debonaire ease. e

Dexter had seen that, in one sense.
he was better than these men. He was
newer and stronger. Yet in acknowl-
edging to himself that he wished his =
children to be like them he was admit-
ting that he was but the rough, strong
stuff from which this graceful aristoc-
racy eternally sprang.

When, a year before, the time had
come when he could wear good clothes,
he had known who were the best tailors
in America, and the best tailor in
America had made him the suit he wore
this evening. He had acquired that
particular reserve peculiar to his uni-
versity, that set it off from other uni-
versities. He recognized the value to
him of such a mannerism and he had
adopted it; he knew that to be careless
in dress and manner required more
confidence than to be careful. But
carelessness was for his children. His
mother’s name had been Krimslich. She
was a Bohemian of the peasant class
and she had talked broken English to
the end of her days. Her son must
keep to the set patterns.

HE waited for Judy Jones in her

house, and he saw these other
young men around him. It excited him
that many men had loved her. It in-
creased her value in his eyes.

At a little after seven Judy Jones
came downstairs. She wore a blue silk
afternoon dress. He was disappointed
at first that she had not put on some-
thing more elaborate, and this feeling
was accentuated when, after a brief
greeting, she went to the door of a
butler’s pantry and pushing it open
called: “You can have dinner,
Martha.” He had rather expected that
a butler would announce dinner, that
there would be a cocktail perhaps. It
even offended him that she should know
the maid’s name. :

Then he put these thoughts behind
him as they sat down together on a
chintz-covered lounge. ¢

“ Father and mother won’t be here,”
she said.

“Qught I to be sorry?”

“They’'re really quite nice,” she con-
fessed, as if it had just occurred to
her. “I think my father’s the best
looking man of his age I've ever seen.
And mother looks about thirty.”

He remembered the last time he had
seen her father, and found he was glad
the parents were not to be here tonight.
They would wonder who he was. He
had been born in Keeble, a Minnesota
village fifty miles farther north and he
always gave Keeble as his home instead
of Dillard. Country towns were well
enough to come from if they weren’t
inconveniently in sight and wused as
foot-stools by fashionable lakes.

Before dinner he found the conver-
sation unsatisfactory. The beautiful
Judy seemed faintly irritable—as much
so as it was possible to be with a com-
parative stranger. They discussed
Lake Erminie and its golf course, the
surf-board riding of the night before
and the cold she had caught, which
made her voice more husky and charm-
ing than ever. They talked of his uni-
versity which she had visited frequently
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~ Judy Jones had rather solidified his
© “position. :
~tions and rather despised the dancing
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mornings when she was fresh as a
dream and almost shy at meeting him
in the clarity of the rising day. There
was all the ecstasy of an engagement
about it, sharpened by his realization
that there was no engagement. It was
during those three days that, for the
first time, he had asked her to marry
him. She said “ maybe some day,” she
said “kiss me,” she said “I'd like to
marry you,” she said “I love you,”—she
said—nothing.

The three days were interrupted by
the arrival of a New York man who
visited the Jones’ for half September.
To Dexter’s agony, rumor engaged
them. The man was the son of the
president of a great trust company.
But at the end of a month it was re-
ported that Judy was yawning. At a
dance one night she sat all evening in
a motor boat with an old beau, while
the New Yorker searched the club for
ker frantically. She told the old beau
that she was bored with her visitor and
two days later he left. She was seen
with him at the station and it was re-
ported that he looked very mournful in-
deed. :

ON this note the summer ended. Dex-

ter was twenty-four and he found
himself increasingly.in a position to do
as he wished. He joined two elubs in the
city and lived at one of them. Though
he was'“by no means an integral part
of the stag-lines at these clubs he man-
aged to be on hand at dances where
Judy Jones was likely to appear. He

.r,- could have gone out socially as much as

he liked—he was an eligible young man,
now, and. popular with downtown
His confessed devotion to

But he had no social aspira-

men who were always on tap for the
Thursday or Saturday parties and who
filled in at dinners with the younger
married set. Already he was playing
with the idea of going East to New
York. He wanted to take Judy Jones
with him. No disillusion as to the
world in which she had grown up could
cure his illusion as to her desirability.

Remember that—for only in the light
of it can what he did for her be under-
stood.

Eighteen months after he first met
Judy Jones he became engaged to an-
other girl. Her name was Irene
Scheerer and her father was one of the
men who had always believed in Dex-
ter. Irene was light haired and sweet
and honorable and a little stout and she
had two beaus whom she pleasantly re-
linquished when Dexter formally asked
her to marry him. £

Summer, fall, winter, spring, an-
other summer, another fall—so much

(Continued on page 104)

Where To Find
A Husband For
The New Girl

(Continued from page 40)

flapper qualities, that she is frank or

intelligent, foolish or dissolute, for
within that broad designation, ¢ society
girl,” you will find the girl who greets
you with so masculine a line of slang
that you ecannot match it, the girl who

is just as reactionary as her great-

grand-mother, the girl who refuses to
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come out and is taking up a career in
medicine and the girl who has broken
away from her family and is living in
Greenwich Village.

The society girl group, as an entity,
is being slowly destroyed, and what is
true of her is also true all along the
line. The girl is changing, but some
girls are changing more rapidly than
others, so that the American young
woman has become so variegated a crea-
ture that to discuss any one character-
istic of any one group, or even to find
a group, is impossible. One thing, how-
ever, is true from Vermont to San
Francisco. Women are becoming more
alive to themselves, as well as more in-
terested in the affairs of the world at
large. They are becoming articulate;
they are talking about themselves;
people are talking about them. They
are taking life into their own hands and
the problems arising from this fact are
the same all over the country.

This is true, I am sure, in spite of
the fact that one of the deans of a large
women’s college recently told me that
while a certain group of girls among
the undergraduates was dangerously
independent, the large majority was as
conservative as ever. I agree with her
that they may be conservative, but
that it is because they have decided
themselves that they want to be con-
servative, and not because their mothers
told them to be so.

Breakfasting one morning, not long
ago, with a clergyman in a sleepy little
town in Vermont, I listened to his ac-
count of his problems relating to the
girls of the parish, and if you could
have heard the conversation, I am sure
you would have agreed with me that so
far as the problems were concerned, his
pastorate might have been located in a
crowded section of New York City.

We may discuss now this new self-
determination of women. For the most
part, at present writing, she has kept
the characteristics of both the old and
the new régime. Said an attractive
member of the Junior League, the other
day, “ You'll find us very independent
in office hours, but after five o’clock,
when we go home, we’re just the same
as we ever were in our attitude toward
men, at tea in our mother’s house or at
a dance.” Perhaps this is true when
they have a home, but the girl who is
completely on her own seeks the com-
panionship of men in much the same
way as she seeks the companionship of
other women, and this new basis of

Decemb

camaraderie is, in the main,
to both sexes. The girl arr:
parties, she invites the men s
sometimes she buys the theatre
sometimes she pays for the

as time goes on she will doubtl
this more and more. ;

The question is, is it from
ticular type of companion that thi
selects his wife? Isn’t there, perh
a subconscious resentment that
no longer the pursuing cave-man?
seems self-conscious of the fact that
line of superiority, the only thing k
ing him definitely masculine in the
ern world, is slowly disappearing.

When a man pays for a girl’s lune
he is indulging in a custom whic
put him at ease for centuries. It i
egotistical gesture. Mentally the
bows and submits. They both feel it is
as it should be. But when she pays
the Iunch—bhere we ha:i\lre a clash of
egos, one being rapi built
other refusing to bey brokenupéo
This struggle presents fascinating pro
lems. Like any fight, it is interestin
However, like any fight, one doesn’t li
to have it around the house. i

Considering this, look around you.
What sort of wife is the young business
man choosing? The intellectual, the
writer or the artist, is perhaps taking
the chance of a struggle with the inde-
pendent woman. But the young busi-
ness man, who wants his home to be an
easeful place after the strenuosities of
the day, goes a long way to find a wife
who at least approximates what a wife
once was.

What then happens to the girls of
his set who have changed their way of
thinking and living? They must look
around for husbands of a different type,
or they must educate their men up to
themselves. Perhaps they may even
have gone so far as to insist on a single
standard of morality and to indulge in
thoughts and speculations on “trial
marriage,” but it will be a long time
before the average man thinks of mar-
riage in these terms.

If the independent woman is de-
termined to preserve and develop this
new ego of hers, her search for a hus-
band is likely to be difficult and peril-
ous, if not futile. However, she has
proved herself to be so clever in busi-
ness and in politics, and her wile has
not been undeveloped through the ages,
that doubtless she will speedily find a
way to reduce the male ego to a proper
state of servitude.

The New Girl and Her Future
: Husband

What Do YOU Think About Mr. Farrar s
Ideas on this Subject

ANNOUNCEMENT

For the best letter of not more than 500 words we offer these prizes:
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Winter Dreams

(Continued from page 102)

he had given of his active life to the
curved lips of Judy Jones. She had
treated him with interest, with encour-
agement, with malice, with indifference,
with contempt. She had inflicted on
him the innumerable little slights and
indignities possible in such a case—as
if in revenge for having ever cared for
him at all. She had beckoned him and
yawned at him and beckoned him again
and he had responded often with bitter-
ness and narrowed eyes. She had
brought him ecstatic happiness and in-
tolerable agony of spirit. She had
caused him untold inconvenience and
not a little trouble. She had insulted
him and she had ridden over him and
she had played his interest in her
against his interest in his work—for
fun. She had done everything to him
except to criticise him—this she had
not done—it seemed to him only be-
cause it might have sullied the utter
indifference she manifested and sin-
cerely felt toward him.

When autumn had come and gone
again it occurred to him that he could
not have Judy Jones. He had to beat
this into his mind but he convinced him-
self at last. He lay awake at night for
a while and argued it over. He told
himself the trouble and the pain she
had caused him, he enumerated her
glaring deficiencies as a wife. Then he
said to himself that he loved her and
after a while he fell asleep. For a
week, lest he imagine her husky voice
over the telephone or her eyes opposite
him at lunch, he worked hard and late
and at night he went to his office and
plotted out his years.

T the end of a week he went to a

dance and cut in on her once. For
almost the first time since they had met
he did not ask her to sit out with him
or tell her that she was lovely. It
hurt him that she did not miss these
things—that was all. He was not jeal-
ous when he saw that there was a new
man tonight. He had been hardened
against jealousy long before.

He stayed late at the dance. He sat
for an hour with Irene Scheerer and
talked about books and about music.
He knew very little about either. But
he was beginning to be master of his
own time now *and he had a rather
priggish notion that he—the young and
already fabulously successful Dexter
Green—should know more about such
things.

That was in October when he was
twenty-five. In January Dexter and
Irene became engaged. It was to be
announced in June and they were to be
married three months later.

The Minnesota winter prolonged it-
self interminably and it was almost
May when the winds came soft and the
snow ran down into Lake Erminie at
last. For the first time in over a year
Dexter was enjoying a certain tran-
quility of spirit. Judy Jones had been
in Florida and afterwards in Hot
Springs and somewhere she had been
engaged and somewhere she had
broken it off. At first, when Dexter
had definitely given her up, it had
made him sad that people ‘still linked
them together and asked for news of
her, but when he began to be placed at
dinner next to Irene Scheerer people
didn’t ask him about her any more—
they told him about her. He ceased to
be an authority on her.
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“I don’t think we can.”

“1 suppose not. ... I hear you're
giving Irene Scheerer a violent rush.”

There was not the faintest emphasis
on the name, yet Dexter was suddenly
ashamed,

“ Oh, take me home,” cried Judy sud-
denly, “ I don’t want to go back to that
idiotic dance—with those children.”

Then, as he turned up the street that
led to the residence district, Judy be-
gan to cry quietly to herself. He had
never seen her ery before.

The dark street lightened, the dwell-
ings of the rich loomed wup around
them, he stopped his coupé in front of
the great white bulk of the Mortimer
Jones’” house, somnolent, gorgeous,
drenched with the splendor of the damp
moonlight. Its solidity startled him.
The strong walls, the fine steel of the
girders, the breadih and beam and
pomp of it were there only to bring out
the contrast with the young beauty be-
side him. It was sturdy to accentuate
her slightness—as if to show wtat a
breeze could be generated by a butter-
fly’s wing.

He sat perfectly quiet, his nerves in
wild ‘clamor, afraid that if he moved
he would find her irresistibly in his
arms. Two tears had rolled down her
wet face and trembled on her upper lip.

“I'm more beautiful than anybody
else,” she said brokenly, “why can’t I
be happy?” Her moist eyes tore at his
stability —mouth turned slowly down-
ward with an exquisite sadness, “I’d
like to marry you if you’ll have me,
Dexter.
worth having but I’ll be so beautiful for
you, Dexter.”

A million phrases of anger, of pride,
of passion, of hatred, of tenderness
fought on his lips. Then a perfect
wave of émotion washed over him, car-
rying off with it a sediment of wisdom,
of convention; of doubt, of honor. This
was his girl who was speaking, his own,
his beautiful, his pride.

“Won’t you come in?” he heard her
draw in her breath sharply.

Waiting.

“ All right,” his voice was trembling,
“T’ll come in.”

T seems strange to say that neither

when it was over nor a long time
afterward ditl he regret that =ight.
Looking at it from the perspective of
ten years, the fact that Judy’s flare for
him endured just one month seemed of
little importance. Nor did it matter
that by his yielding he subjected himself
to a deeper agony in the end and gave
serious hurt to Irene Scheerer and to
Irene’s parents who had befriended him.
There was nothing sufficiently pictorial
about Irene’s grief to stamp itself on
his mind.

Dexter was at bottom hard-minded.
The attitude of the city,on his action
was of no importance to him, not be-
cause he was going to leave the city,
but because any outside attitude on the
situation seemed superficial. He was
completely indifferent to popular opin-
ion. Nor, when he had seen that it
was no use, that he did not possess in
himself the power to move fundamen-
tally or to hold Judy Jones, did he bear
any malice toward her. He loved her
and he would love her until the day
he was too old for loving—but he could
not have her. So he tasted the deep
pain that is reserved only for the
strong, just as he had tasted for a little
while the deep happiness.

Even the ultimate falsity of the

I suppose you think I’m not’

grounds upon which Judy t
the engagement—that she did n

volt him. He was beyond any re
or any amusement. 1

He went east in February with
intention of selling out his laun
and settling in New York—but the
came to America in March and cha
his plans. He returned to the
handed over the management of
business to his partner and went i
the first officers’ training camp in I:
April. He was one of those youn:
thousands who greeted the war with
certain amount of relief, welcoming
liberation from webs of tangled emo
tion. -

THIS story is not his biography, re-
member, although things creep
into it which have nothing to do with
those dreams he had when he was
yceung. We are almost done with them
and with him now. There is only one
more incident to be related here and it
happens seven years farther on.

It took place in New York, where he
had done well—so well that there were
no barriers too high for him now. He
was thirty-two years old, and, except
for one flying trip immediately after
the war, he had not been west in seven
years. A man named Devlin from De-
troit came into his office to see him in
a business way, and then and there this
incident occurred, and closed out, so to
speak, this particular side of his life.

“So you're from the middle west,”
said the man Devlin with careless curi-
osity. “ That’s funny—I thought men
like you were probably born and raised
on Wall Street. You know—wife of
one of my best friends in Detroit came
from your city. I was an usher at the
wedding.”

Dexter waited with no apprehension
of what was coming. There was a
magic that his city would never lose
for him. Just as Judy’s house had al-
ways seemed to him more mysterious
and gay than other houses, so his dream
of the city itself, now that he had gone
from it, was pervaded with a melan-
choly beauty.

“Judy Simms,” said Devlin with no
particular interest, “Judy Jones she
was once.”

“Yes, I knew her.” A dull impa-
tience spread over him. He had heard,
of course, that she was married,—per-
haps deliberately he had heard no
more.

“ Awfully nice gixl,” brooded Devlin,
mear’linglessly, “I’'m sort of sorry for

er.”

“Why?” Something in Dexter was
alert, receptive, at once.
- “Oh, Joe Simms has gone to pieces
in a way. I don’t mean he beats her,
you understand, or anything like that.
But he drinks and runs around 2

“ Doesn’t she run around?”

5 No.” Stays at home with her kids.”

“

h.

“ She’s a little too old for him,” said
Devlin.

“Too old!” cried Dexter,
man, she’s only twenty-seven.”

He was possessed with a wild notion
of rushing out into the streets and tak-
ing a train to Detroit. He rose to his
feet, spasmodically, involuntarily.

“1 guess you're busy,” Devlin apol-
ogized quickly. “1I didn’t realize 2

“No, I'm not busy,” said Dexter,
steadying his voice, “ I'm not busy at
all. Not busy at all. Did you say she

“ why









