Novelized by Samuel Fleld
From the Successful Play by

SYNOPSIS

Old Cyrua Martin, the head of the Amer-
lcan soap trust, mukes & bet of £30,000 with
& friend, John Clark, & rival scapmaker,
that his (Martin's) son Hodnsy would be
making more monay at the end of & year
than Clark's son Ellery.

Muartin takes Lis pretty secretary, Ma:
Orayson, Into his confdence and enllsts
her co-operation. Rodney has bean a
spandthrift, and the father wants to make
him reform aod g0 te work

Mary mesta Rodney, and the son pro-
pomes marriage (o her. Hodney talls his
father about his proposal, and the old man
rretends great anger. He tells Mary he
will dislnherit Rodney

“What sfrikes you an falr ™ s asked
her.

“I'd eather the proposition eame from
rou," rejolned Mary,

“What do you say to your prosent sal-
ary. and at the end of the rear I will
personally give you m check for 26 per
cent of what he has made?

" That wouldn't inferest me,"
Mary.

“Whnt's your proposition then?' ask-
od Martin, “State your termmn.” L
"My present sainry deubled,” aald the

husiness woman promptly,

“Um—that's pretty steep.”

"You told me what 1'd done already
was worth 0000 to you," retorted
Mary.

“Merely a fgure of speech, my dear,”
wald Martin.  “Let's see, you're gotting '
H0 8 week, and™—

“Fifty doliars, and | want $100."
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Ing s uthe whils, ™ Heo would 5o and
gt that kit bag himself, It was In the
gurret most ey,

He bad speaked up the narrow gar-
ret staircase, the boards creaking now
and then bepeath his tread, just an

they msed to do when he was u child |
7| Under the enves be spled his kit bag,

covered with dust. He' dragged at i,
and & plie of magnsines and odds uad

ends of books fell forward across his] 9P

nrme. One of them was & batteéred
cash hook, or old. dlary, bound with a
black nod white back, and with many
recipes written In g reflned femining
hand on Its Llank pages.

Rodnes remembered this well [t
was a renl helrloom from the Earles,
bia mother's people, who had prided
themselves on “setting a good table
Rodney sat down on his dusty kit
bag and turned over the Fellowing
pages ldly. Some of the recipes were
in an even older hand than his moth-

nunts' probably—nnd pow and then, tn
b's mother's hand agnin, there wounld
be a comment written In the margin,
“Very cholce” or “Fxtrm good” or
“Well worth trring.” The recipea for
these tasty old disbes looked good
Rodney decided to tuek the baok in
with hin own things, a venlal theft,
and put {t by some day for ilmself and
Mnry.

They certalnly Md sonnd good, “0Old
Farrington ment ple,” “FHannnh Barle's
gold nnd sfiver euke,” “Susan Pitcher's |

his grnndmother's, he could not be
sare which, was the quaint margioal
note: “Tlre chenpest soap In the world,
Unilucky for (et  And wo hé had
pltehed the ol ook tnto the bag,
stolen down the attle stairs again and
bounded, dusty kit bag snd all, fmto
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tratn of thought.
was not maod &b
mepel the attack of the
young mas whe pn

and pesred oter the top of hls
“Well, Ambrose Peale.” sald Rodney;

- up.

“That's me absolutely,” sald Mr,
Peale. “The same at your service. Bo
you remember me, s

The slght of Peale’s keen and eager
face took Rodney back two years st a
jump. The two boys had met one
night In the lobby of n Boston theater.

who might disturb his
The

hn-‘::‘a_t.l.o

| atr of fuiatity.

Fuesn it's c0ld,” Peale conelnded.

& little Innpcent think Hke sloping
with wome othér girt™ .

“Why don't you try somebody, slse?”
ruggestad :

“I have! . Kou wWere my last! card
Well, P'im. fred!” sald Penle, with an

It was a stunt that woukd bl'- ket
things golng. he protested, but now—
well, the show was so bad that
woulin't wven go to sée 1t on & pass,

Roduey dld not bellove that an obvious
any good, lie wadd. He'd feel yory un-
comfortable at not betug able to oblige
an old friend otlferwise,

“1 know s advertising.” be mald,
“but”--

“You e W's ad

funny about thelr beanx do-

faked up Ho lke that wonld have done X

"An ascter?

l-h-. lt'mut. I'm &
press apent” .

vertising.” began B !
the Mrtle wiilling rom where Mary Peale, warmiuz up. “What made the| “Helféve! LGE aroind Fou, Bvery-
unt. leading actresses?  Advertising.” thing's dulug 1t,” Geclared Peale.
Deur Mary! “But that sirt of advertising can't be|  *“Do you want to wark for me?*

Aud she bod let bim hug ber—the
first tuste of the bLilss to come. How
sweel and wonderful whe was!

When he woke In the mornlng he
rubbed his oyes n woment 1o bewllder-
ment at his onaveustomed surround-
Ings. And immedintely the memory
of Mary Grayson swept over IJIH.II
again, freah and undimmed, He would
enll up Mary on the telepbone befors |
whe gut Bway to the ofiice. And, by
the wny, be had an ides to tell her too,
He wan polng to make sonp, ke hls
father, The old couk book had glven
him the iden. He left hin coffes u-nm!
Iy tasted and few to m hooth at the
elub,

“Well, Mury,” be shouted through
the recelver, which smelt of clgarettes,
“aid you know 1'd lost my Job?*

“Yen" sanld Mnary's volee at a dis-

|- wmous river

,, lke. Roduey bod not | wns warm and delicate. No faded began axain. | b |
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bawied Mudney mnt his end

rah for the people! I've Liogrd.

“I whall be At the offfcs till 8" sald
Mary.

“T'N drop in.  Vather may be bome

“Waell, Mary, d.d you know I'd lont my
o™

The oceaslon hand been am egg fight,
not between Rodney and Ambrosa
Peale, but between the audience and
the stage. Tt bad been a very lively
and savory affair indeed,. quite eM-
elently earried through by. the college
students seattersd oot o front,

It had been a college play and had
seemed to the student-obstrvors of it
8o lmcking tn verisimilitude that they
bad set up o dounter demonstration in
front to shyw probably what real cole
lege life”

» clrcumutands which was the saviag

pen to remetulmr what 1 did for you?

of real value,” aall Rodney negligently.
#Ob, s¥on're one of those wise guys
whio don't bellere n & . are
Fout" sald Peale, expostulating and ex-
pounding. «“Now, don't get me talking
advertistng.  That's where 1  Hye,
where | bave .my town house and
country esinte, my yachts and motors.
That's my hofe., Maybe you think
love is Important. Piffle! Advertiging,
my bay: the power of suggestion, the
peyrbology of print. Some old glok, a
professor of paychology. showed forty
Vassar girls the other day two sam.
Ples of satin, one blue, one plik, ssme
grude, . pamo  vilus  same - artistic
worth. One be described as » delicate
warm old rose; the other he ealled o
faded blue, o asked them to ch

“Bure! Now™

T |

“Whaty your salam? . asked Rod-

ney, the new
“T've_ been

business man,
getting 500, bet I'm
quickly.

worth $75," sald P

him.

“TU gire you $100" Rodusy told

“What's your hmsiness—o
tOET" usked Peals skeptically.
“No, 1t's"~ .begun Rodney.

“Don't teil

“As loug as it dosen't send me to
prison or the .chalr s an
Could 1 linve ahont

Ary how " -

“Oh, all vight.”
Ing him the money. .
“Joust as uwmﬂmhﬂﬂ'

{

me,” Peale Interropted
et
u‘_'.depnt-
LB

thelr favorite. Girla pleked the old
rose. Why? Becanse they'd boen told |

“You seem to know something about

blils,  “Well.

Fon. WhAL Hosliess

i

now,

'm . working for
Are you 1a?™ be
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