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“And you mean to say, Peter —”

Sheila began bewildered, and
stopped. Peter, at twenty-one, wai

only a little boy after all, a little
boy who would be delighted to stop
his difficult law studies and be off to
a strange city and a new job. She
laughed suddenly, mirthlessly.

“This seems very funny to me!"
she said.

“Sheila, dear,” Mrs. Me Cann
said, in remonstrance and distress,
“you mustn’t think we’re trying to
corner you, dear, or to trap you!
Judge Me Cann and I talked this
over all day yesterday, almost all
night last night. We want to do
what’s fair to you. This seemed to
us the fairest thing, the thing you’d
want to do! Surely—surely if you
and Peter are fond enough of each
other to have remembered each oth-
er all these months, to have made
an engagement with each other only
a few days before he was to have
been married, surely then it was
natural that we should think that
this plan would please you both.”

“And admit that we were lying!”
Sheila exclaimed, angrily.

“Aw, Sheila, pull yourself togeth-
er!” Joe said, unsympathetically.

“Dear child, we were only think-
ing of you,” Mrs. Me Cann protest-
ed, in a hurt voice.

“1 thank you all!” Sheila said,
in a loud, hard voice. “But it Isn’t
necessary to —to sacrifice your son
on my account!”

Suddenly she was shaking with
rage such as she had not known
since very small, schoolgirl days.
She walked out of the room, with
her head up, and out of the house.
No one attempted to stop her; or,
if anyone did, she was too blind,
too deaf, to know it.

Down the brownstone steps, that
were being gently powdered with
snow, she went quickly. The cool,
pure air of the silent holiday noon-
time smote her hot cheeks refresh-
ingly. Timid little flakes fell all
about her, her footsteps were soft-
ened in the thin covering of the
snow.

At the corner she turned back,
looked at the street. She was not
being followed, there was not a hu-
man being in sight.
. Instinctively she had turned to-

ward the subway, and home. But
on the way she passed, on Lexing-
ton Avenue, a shabby, sign-cluttered

doorway. Almost every obscure ac-
tivity known to the business world
was housed in this old building; a
passport photographer, a stuffer of
dead animals, a dressmaker whose
ambitious sign of “Modes” had been
crossed by a humbler notice, “Chil-
dren's school uniforms at cost.” A
dancing teacher had the top floor;

a mender of broken china was some-

where upstairs. The second floor was
given over to “Mrs. O’Connor’s Fa-
mous Employment Bureau.”

And against her particular sign

Mrs. O’Connor had tucked cards.
“Four box-workers wanted. Girls,
good money!” and “Child’s nurse
wanted, lovely family right near
city.”

Sheila stood reading these cards,

her breast smoldering. They were
all against her, the Me Canns, and
Joe, and Ma. Everyone. Even
Frank had smiled as he handed her
over to Peter—to Peter, who had
departed from Sheila’s dreams for-
ever, who was less $o her now than
that casual clerk “fr’m the office,”
who had been waiting for "Misther
Frank,” in the Me Canns’ hallway.

“It wouldn't be open on a holi-
day.” Sheila reflected, looking up
the dank, uninviting stairway that
lurched toward "Mrs. O’Connor’s
.Famous Employment Bureau."

“Here’s what'U decide it,” she

said afoud. “If it’s open. I’ll try

it! And if I don’t want to do it, I
can back out. And anyway. I’d
have to go home for my clothes, and
probably Ma and Joe’d be home,

and they’d not let me go. But if I
get away this time, it’s for good!”

She mounted the crazy stairway
and laid her hand on the knob of
the glass-paneled doorway that indi-
cated O’Connor’s. The knob turned,
the door opened, and Sheila found
herself alone in a shabby, spacious
office, with a kindly looking woman
of fifty, whose face instantly told
her that if this was not Mrs. O’Con-
nor, at least it might be.

“I want a job!” Sheila said, go-
ing in.

Mrs. O’Connor proved to be an af-
fectionate and encouraging person.

“Now, I’ll tell you, dear," she
said to Sheila. “What did you say
your name was?”

“Mary Moore.”
“I’lltell you, Mary. I don’t often

keep open on holidays, but I’ve a
rush order I couldn’t do nothing
with yesterday, and I’ve had to put
it into today. There’s a federation
of business clubs meeting at Atlan-
tic City this week, and every place
down there is full. You’ve got a
reference, dearie, from someone
that knows you, your teacher, or
the parish priest?”

“I can get it.”
“Well, Mary, take the four-o’clock

to Atlantic City—you’ll get your fare
and your lunch money back. Go
to the Pendergast Inn. It’s not on
the boardwalk, it’s a block back,
but it’s finer than many of the wa-
terfront places. Go there and ask
for Mrs. Kearney; she’s the house-
keeper. She’s a lovely woman. I’ve
sent her help these twenty years.

“It’s only fourteen dollars,” Mrs.
O’Connor continued hardily. “What
of it? It’s something, these times,
isn’t it, with everything found. Ev-
erything found. Everything found,
think of it. Now you owe me six
dollars . .

. pay me when you like.
Some of the girls pay half this week
and half the next. There’s another
convention going down soon. She
told me there was a month in it,
surely. And then it’ll be almost
May, what do you know about that?
You could easy stay on, right into
the season. The season's getting
earlier every year.”

She was making entries with a fat
soft hand, in a big book. Sheila
said she would pay half.

“That’s entirely satisfactory to
me,” Mrs. O'Connor told her, ami-
ably. “They want nice, quiet-looking
girls, and they’ll like you. I sup-
pose you haven’t a sister or a cousin
who’d like to go with you? It’s quite
a lark, the girls say.”

“No, I haven’t,” Sheila said. And
to herself she added, when she was
in the quiet, snowy street again,
“I very likely won’t go myself!”

She went home, and found the
three dreary rooms of the Bronx
apartment empty and dark. An-
gela had gone away with Neely and
Lizzie. The sight of the place re-
minded Sheila of the day’s desolat-
ing adventures, of Ma’s unkindness,
of Joe’s doubts, of the Me Cann
family, who were so ready to be-
lieve that she would run away with
their precious son and be married
by a justice of the peace!

Joe had an old imitation leather
suitcase. Sheila dragged it out from
under the big bed and began to pack
it, crying hard as she did so. She
prayed that they would come in and
find her at it; they would be a long
time persuading her not to go!

To be sure, she had given Mrs.
O’Connor three dollars, but then
what were three dollars in a crisis
like this? The thought of the money
reminded Sheila of her precious fifty
dollars, and she took it out of the
drawer of the kitchen table, to
look at it lovingly. She put two bills
back again, crying harder than ever.
Ma should have them, Ma hadn’t
had forty dollars very often in her
life.

Less thaa an hour later, turning
into their street, and supporting his
emotionally exhausted mother with
a firm arm, Joe Carscadden said
suddenly:

“Did you see that girl across the
street, Ma?”

“I saw nobody.”
“I guess I’m seeing Sheila every-

where!” Joe said. “It looked like
her.”

“Now I tell you,” said his mother,
“they have that child all wrong,
them Me Canns.”

Joe all but stopped short in his
slow pacing, to give his mother an
astounded glance.

“Bv*t Ma. you didn’t take her
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part then!”
“I blame meself that I didn’t,

then,” Mrs. Carscadden said, walk-
ing on.

•

"You have to hand it to her for
this,” Joe said. “His having money

didn’t matter two cents to her! She
didn’t want him, and that was all
there was to it.”

“It spakes well for her. it does
so,” said her mother.

"I thought it did!”
“There’s few ger’rls wouldn’t

jump at a lad that has all he has.
“I’lltell the world there are!”
“But you’d not get Sheila to in-

thrigue for ’um, just because he was
a rich man’s son.”

“I’llswear I felt sorry for her!”
Joe said suddenly, as they entered
the dark, odorous doorway of home.
“She seemed so alone, poor kid,
there in that big room, with every
one of us riding her.”

“They had me so twisted about,
Joe,” Mrs. Carscadden said confi-
dentially, arresting him on the long
stairs, “I didn't know what they
were after. Did they want her to
marry ’um, or didn’t they?”

“I think they thought Peter had
got her into something, and the only
decent thing for him to do was stand
by her.”

“But you don’t think so, Joe?” his
mother asked seriously.

“No.” He hesitated. “Os course,
at first I thought she and- Peter
were just stringing us,” he con-
fessed, “and then all of a sudden
while we were there it came over
me that she was telling the truth.”

“Ihope she's not mad at us,” Mrs.
Carscadden murmured fearfully at
the door.

“Sheila? Oh, she never stays

mad,” he said comfortably.

“I’llmake her a batch of muffins
for supper; she likes them!” the
woman decided. “It scalds me that
she told me yesterda’, Joe,” she
added, “that she'd been cookin’ a
pot-roast, an’ I never said anny-
thing to her about it!”

“You certainly rode her!” Joe
said, stooping to grope for the door-
knob in the dark.

“Not anny more than the rest of
you,” the mother protested uncom-
fortably. “Look how Lizzie done!”

“Yes, but Sheila only minded it
from you, Ma.”

“Oh, Joe,” Mrs. Carscadden said,
pathetically, “don’t say that,
dear’r!”

“Why, you know darned well how
Sheila feels when she thinks you’re

off her, Ma. It’s locked; she's not
home!” Joe said blankly, of the
door.

“Joe, she must be home!”
“She’s not. She couldn’t luck her-

self in, could she?” Joe asked, pro-
ducing the key from its usual hid-
ing-place on the top of the door
jamb.

“Oh, God forgive us, Joe, where
would she be!”

“Maybe she went to Marg’ret’s.”
“She’d not do that, Joe. She was

droppin' with the fatigue that was
on her!”

“She’ll be back,” Joe said, anx-
iously.

His mother made no answer. Joe
heard her whispering prayers as
they went into the dark, empty
rooms together.
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FOR SALE!
Hay, Soda, Fertilizers, Peas,

Soy Beans, Velvet Beans
A. G. KEMP—ZEBULON, N. C.

IDEAL LAUNDRY

Wendell, N. C.

Thrif-T Wash sc lb.

We call for and deliver

Mondays and Thursdays

? Jt Fee Old Fashioned +

I*
X

HOME COOKING X
Try X

| JIFFY GRILL |
X Zebalea’s Newest +

X Grade A Cefe +

The World’s News Seen Through
The Christian Science Monitor

An International Daily Newspaper
is Truthful—Cotutructivs—Unbiased—Frss from Sensational-
ism Editorials Are Timely and Instructive and Its Daily
Features, Together with the Weekly Magazine Section, Make
the Monitor an Ideal Newspaper for the Home.

The Christian Science Publishing Society
One, Norway Street, Boston, Massachusetts
Price |12.00 Yearly, or #I.OO a Month.

Saturday Issue, including Magazine Section, #2.60 a Year.
Introductory Offer, 6 Issues 25 Cents.

Name

Address .

SAMPLE COPY ON REQUEST

IRBY D. GILL
Attorney & Counselor at Law

Phone 2281
Zebulon, North Carolina

Dr. L. M. Massey
Dentist

Phone 2021
Hours 9a.m.tos p. m.

Office in Zebulon Drug Bldg.

DR. CHAS. E. FLOWERS
Physician and Surgeon

Office Hours
8:30 -10 a.m. l-3 p.m.

Phone Off. 2881—Res. 2981

Dr. J. F. Ccltrane
Dentist

Office Hrs. 9-12:30—1:30-5

610. BFBITB BARBU
Phyddsa and Snrgera

Zcbolen, N. C.

Office Bern: Td—h—¦:
•toIOA. M. Reddraee STM

4 to I P. M. Office WU

Little River Ice Co.

Quality and Service

Phone 2871

THE ELITE BEAUTY SALON
NO 1 and NO. t
ZEBULON WENDELL

Phone J721 Phone 271«

We give to the world the beet
we have And the beet cornea
back to ua.

+ EXTREMELY LOW* ROUND ™P
+FArST ++++++

£ Buy round trip coach tickets on sale daily between local

5 stations and save 10c on each dollar.
% Also low rate excu-sion fares to Norfolk and Virginia
$ Beach every day. |
<t*

Special Week End Excursions to Baltimore and Washing- i
-I- ton by steamer from Norfolk. I
-j- Travel by Train for 1 l-2c A Mile

NORFOLK SOUTHERN RAILROAD
|H. E. Mann, Agent Zebulon, N. C. Phone 5221 -
+ The railroad is the dependable highway serving your community <
4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4. 4.4.4. 4.4. 4.4,4.4.4. 4. -{-4-4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4,4. +,

8 TEXACO SERVICE STATION |
H CLAUDE ARNOLD, Owner 2

BGAS OILS WASHING —GREASING B
ACCESSORIES U

YA CANDIES SMOKES DRINKS '|

0 COURTEOUS SERVICE 0
Zebulon

“THE SUPER SERVICE STATION”

PURE OIL PEP GASOLINE
Cold Drinks Smokes Sandwiches Candy

Circle Service Station No. 2
Raleigh Phone 9413 Newberne Ave. Road

Business Cards Professional Cards
JOHNSON BROS.

JEWELERS

Watch Makers Jewelry
Zebulon, N. C.

J. M. Chevrolet Co.

Chevrolet* Oldsmobiles
New and Used Cara

Factory Trained Mechanica

Carolina Power and
Light Company

NOW —Electricity is Cheap
Phone 2511

J. A. KEMP & SON
Groceries Dry Goods

FUNERAL DIRECTORS
Phone 2171

PLUMBING AND
ELECTRICAL SERVICE

BILLSTRICKLAND
Anywhere Any Tins
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