


THIS frank, outspoken novel by Cornelius 
Vanderbilt, Jr., will startle those who are 
unacquainted with the intimate behavior 

of the loose-living, divorce colony at Reno. 
It will also provoke sensation among the social 
smart set whose light consideration of marriage 
has brought into greater popularity that famous 
"divorce mill." 

Dick Stuyvesant and Felicia Brett were both 
in Reno for the same purpose-divorce. Arriv
ing with their faith in marriage shattered their 
short acquaintance soon blossomed into love. 

The arrival of Felicia's husband and his 
abduction of their child brings a new force 
into her struggle for freedom. Then the tempta
tions of Reno life and divorce lure Felicia, who 
finds herself compromised in her new lover's 
eyes after a wild party in the divorce colony. 

Despite their disillusionment, Dick and 
Felicia find that they cannot live without each 
other and so plan to rebuild their happiness . . 
m a new umon. 

Drawn from life, the characters in Reno 
live with all the foibles and raciness of human 
nature. Well-known society folk move through 
its pages and about the whole novel there is 
that distinctive air of sophistication and modern 
frankness. 
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To my friends in Reno, who keep the hearth
fires of gentleness, peace and beauty bttrning 
in the midst of the ugly wreckage that sur
rounds them; who take into their hearts and 
homes those world-weary pilgrims who are both 
heart-sick and homeless; to them--who have 
taught me to love the real Reno--1 dedicate 
this, my first novel. 
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RENO 
CHAPTER ONE 

SINGLE STEP 

THE Overland Limited was two days out of Chi
cago, and even the least friendly of its passengers 

were beginning to smile and nod to one another 
when they passed in the aisles, or met in the dining 

or observation cars. The easy comradeship of the 

West had begun. 
Perhaps the pretty girl who stayed by herself 

in Compartment A did not know that. Certainly 
the grave young man in Compartment B, who 

spent most of his time playing solitaire, paid no 
attention to it. 

The remainder of the travelers, even the famous 

Movie Queen on her way to Hollywood, had be
come a Family. Everyone knew that the frail little 

woman in brown was going to join her husband in 
Japan, that the girl with the red hair was to be 
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8 RENO 

married out in Seattle, and that t'he pale boy with 
his mother was going to seek health in the dry 
desert country. They knew many facts of one an
other's lives, and they resented, quite openly, the 
exclusiveness of the two who held themselves aloof 
and alone. 

The girl, blonde, slender and fashionably dressed, 
moved as t'hough an invisible veil protected her 
from contact with the world. They guessed her to 
be an Austrian countess-perhaps even a princess 
-traveling incognito. But guessing was all they 
could do. Something in her manner discouraged 
even ordinary friendliness. 

The young man was equally puzzling. He was 

the sort who commands feminine interest-rug
gedly good-looking, with broad shoulders and 
slender hands, the strength-and-tenderness sort of 
thing. But he certainly was unresponsive. The red
haired girl declared he was either a fugitive from 

justice or a broken-hearted Pierrot, going to the 
Far East to drink himself to death in approved ro
mantic fashion. 

"Traveling to the Orient?" she asked him one 
afternoon when he sought a breath of air on the 
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observation platform. And, provocatively, when he 
shook his head. «I thought perhaps you were a 

missionary-going to the Heathens!" 
A strange look came into his eyes. «Perhaps I 

am going to the Heathens!" he said, and turned 

away. 
He moved through the cars, deep in thought, 

opened a compartment door and absently entered. 

A girl sitting at the window looked up. Her 
startled eyes flashed a question . 

.. Oh, I'm sorry!" he apologized, ui thought it 
was my compartment ..• the doors look so all 
alike .... I .•. " 

The girl smiled-a shy smile, with something in 
it of amusement at his blunder, and something else, 

-a sort of eagerness that he felt rather than saw. 
Lord! She was pretty . 

.. I did the same thing yesterday," she told him, 
.. only you weren't there to see me." And then, sud
denly, as though loneliness forced the words from 
her, .. Won't you sit down?" Her voice trembled 

slightly. For all her poise, she impressed him as a 
little girl trying to be brave in a bewildering sit

uation. 
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He sat tensely upon the seat opposite her. He 
hadn't the right to make friends. This girl, he 
thought, obviously had led a very sheltered life, 

a life protected from the slightest taint of ugliness 
or notoriety. 

Just a nice kid-that's what she was. While he
a prospective Reno-ite! Front page material! When 
the Richard Beldens are divorced, it is news-sen
sationalism. A loser in the game of marriage, he 
could be on equality for a time at least-three ugly 
months-only with fellow divorce seekers. 

Her voice broke in upon the awkward silence: 
.. I noticed your steamer and hotel labels • . • 

and things. We've stayed at so many of those 
places." 

He picked up the cue she gave him and gradually 
they became at ease. They talked impersonally of 
places both had visited, of books, of plays. Yet 
there was an undercurrent of excitement, a sense of 
drawing together. 

Her name, she told him, was Felicia Br-ett. She 
was going to San Francisco to join her father, 
where they might make t'heir home. 

At the end of an hour, Dick rose. His spirits, 
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which had unaccountably lightened, fell as he said, 
"I'll tell you good-by now, for I probably won't 
see you again. I'm getting off soon--" 

"How soon?" she demanded almost sharply. 
Dick flushed. "Why-ah--Sacramento," he 

stammered. He was not a good liar. 
Back in his compartment, he basked in the mem

ory of the meeting. The quick changes in her face, 
the bright beauty of her smile! There was a girl! 

Dick wondered why Felicia-charming name!-· 
had not suggested dining together. He wondered, 
-but he was glad she hadn't, for it was necessary 
that he dine early, ·before the train pulled into Reno, 
and he did not wish to register haste lest she sus
pect his purpose. Having bribed the porter to sneak 
his baggage to the front of the forward coach, he 
did not again return to his compartment but 
hopped from the train before it had stopped, and 
hurrying to a lone taxi was off and away before any 
of his fellow passengers could possibly have seen 
him. 

Furthermore he was off and away before he was 

observed by the inevitable gallery that gathered to 

meet each of the transcontinental trains arriving 
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daily from the East. It is not only in hick towns 
that the villagers find excitement at the Railway 
Station; the semi-metropolitans of Reno are quite 
as alertly on the qui vive to meet incoming strang
ers. Who knows what great celebrity is likely to 
debark without advance notice? 

Nor is it only the yokelry hoping to gaze upon 
the great and famous--or the notorious !-who are 
present. The newspaper reporters are there. Also 
the usual gang of private detectives in the employ 
of the back-East end of domestic dramas. But by 
far the most sinister Committeemen of Welcome 
are the vultures of blackmail, espionage and graft 
who are inevitably found at every focal point 
where the rich foregather. Felicia was not the only 
danger Dick avoided by his strategic debarkation. 

Once inside the taxi the young man leaned back 
in relieved relaxation. So at last he was in Reno!
Reno, which he had pictured as a frontier desert 
city, with a few good hotels no doubt, but for the 
most part like the "location" of a cheap movie 
"Western." But as he sped over the smooth wide 
pavement he noticed to his surprise that the City 
of Broken Vows was entirely modern; there were 
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gayly lighted shops, smartly dressed people, and a 

metropolitan air not unlike one of the fashionable 

suburbs of New York. 

Quickly arriving at the Hotel Liberty-he won

dered if the name was intentionally significant

he paid the taxi driver and hurried to the desk. 

"Yes, Mr. Belden," announced the handsome 

'Arrow Collar' clerk, «we received your reserva

tion, but a friend of yours stopping here, Mr. John 

Berkeley, heard of your coming and insists that you 

share his suite with him. He went to the train to 

meet you. No doubt he'll be back in a moment 

when he sees that he has missed you." 

Dick was temporarily stunned. What was John 
Berkeley-good old J. B.!-doing here in Reno? 

Bachelor and sport, dilettante and cynic-what the 

older generation called a libertine-surely Reno of

fered nothing he could want! 

Dick had known J. B. since he was a boy, when 
the older man's bachelor parties in the log cabin 

across the lake from the Belden manor had scandal

ized the community. Known him and, as he grew 

older, despised much about him, yet loved him for 

an honest consistency in his behavior. He recalled a 
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witty answer J. B. had given him to a question of 

how he could always look so immaculate and 

snappy living the life he did. "It's due to the regu

larity of my habits." smiled J. B. "It don't matter 
a damn what a man's habits are, so long as he's 

regular." 

Such were the recollections and thoughts run
ning through Dick's head as he stood foolishly be

side the desk waiting for his friend to return. Sud

denly he realized that he was the subject of intense 

curiosity and gossip on the part of what he was 

pleased to call the corridor-setters, not knowing at 

this time that the great indoor sport of Reno's lead

ing hotels is betting on the identity and life story 

of obviously distinguished new arrivals. Just as at 

the station, all incoming trains bring forth their 

special galleries. 

In a moment, however, other of his fellow pas

sengers began to arrive, and he noted with amuse

ment that most of them, too, had lied about their 

destination. He also noted, to his relief, that the 

interested corridor-setters had shifted to newer and 

in several cases, livelier, betting. 

Then, suddenly he saw a tall, grinning :figure 
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hurrying through the incoming throng toward 

him. It was J. B., in hair-striped suit and batik 

neckscarf-the sort no man buys. for himself!-the 
sort to which J. B.'s perpetual philandering had sen

tenced him for life. 

"Well! So little Dicky is making the high dive at 

last!" exploded the older man as he grasped the 

younger's hand. ((Welcome to our snappy little 

city!" 

"May I ask what you are doing here?" countered 

Dick, trying to appear flippant, "I didn't even get 

your wedding announcement.'' 

"No, Dickyboy, but you never can tell! I am 

here for the Adventure Magnificent. You know 

what a comfort I am to the ladies! And, oh, . the 

beautiful ladies who need comforting in dear old 

Reno! Jiirgen would have purred in Reno! But 

come--you're living with me! Here boy-those 

bags! Bring them to my room!" And Dick allowed 

himself to be swept into the elevator as though he 

had no choice in the matter. 

Within half a minute Dick was led into what for 

some time was to be his new home. Instantly he felt 

at horne, for they were like J. B.'s rooms had always 



16 RENO 

been--cocktail shaker and glasses, photographs of 
pretty women-.. To dear old J. B.," .. To my heav

iest sugar," .. To John Gilbert Berkeley,"-all the 
props of Manhattan's Supreme Philanderer, even to 
a lace-trimmed handkerchief and a small pair of 
gloves upon the table. 

Silently mixing drinks with the meticulous care 
of the alcoholic epicure, the smiling host turned 
with a :final flamboyant shake, and as he poured the 
contents into two thin-stemmed glasses, he beamed 
upon his young guest . 

.. Dicky, here's to Reno!-Where women are free 
(Or soon will be!) and the only bonds (After that 

happy circumstance!) are those that bear coupons!" 
"You, John Berkeley, out here to grab off a ruin? 

What of ancestral pride?" 

"And you about to moralize?" interrupted the 
older man. "Remember, Dicky, I haven't flopped 

in the old-fashioned game as you apparently have 

done. Remember also that I'm not rotten rich as 
you are. In fact, what slender fortunes I have are 
becoming sketchier and sketchier." 

He paused a moment, drained his glass, and put 

it down. 
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"Of course," he continued, "one wouldn't marry 
a lady simply for her money-that would be vul
gar. But if the lady were truly charming, and at 
the same time happened to have money, it wouldn't 
be chivalrous to permit that fact to handicap her, 
would it?-Reno's full of just such ladies. And do 
you know, Dicky, I have a feeling that as a hus
band I'd make a rather sensational success. Re
formed rake-and all that sort of stuff." 

Dick was trying to smile. 

"But, here I am prattling on about myself," he 
continued, .. when you have a snappy story inside 
of you that's crying for utterance. Tell it to me. 
What happened?" 

"Oh, nothing exciting," Dick answered, assum
ing a casual manner. ••That is-there's no public 
scandal. She didn't throw dishes at me, and I didn't 
beat up •the other man' in the market-place. We 
just reached the point where it was better that I 
come out here." 

"Do you still love Constance?" asked J. B. seri
ously. 

Dick smiled wanly. He was not given to self
pity, nor did he invite pity. Furthermore, J. B. was 
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the last person in the world to whom he would con
fess the intimacies of his marriage. 

«If you don't mind, J. B.," he replied smilingly, 
.. I'd rather not discuss Constance. The fact that I 
am here for a divorce is evidence enough of our 
failure. Let's talk about the birds and the flowers!" 

uy ou're quite right, Dicky. Pardon my snooping. 

However, this is no time for brooding and intro

spection. You missed one car, but there are others 
coming. This town's full of them. Tomorrow I'll 
show you things that will start the blood singing 

through your veins like a giant jew's-harp! Why 
-" his tone was exultant-.. there are eight women 

to every man here! Every man is his own King Sol
omon! Tomorrow we'll go out and collect you a 
harem of comfortless ladies who will fall for a 
Belden-even if you weren't a Ronald Coleman
like a ton of terra cotta! But let's turn in now; you 
must be tired." 

Dick was tired, but wakeful; lying in bed lis

tening to the noise of the parties in the nearby 
rooms, he wondered if, after all, J. B.'s flippant 
philosophy might not be right. Perhaps he expected 
too much of life. Perhaps he was too damned Puri-
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tanically serious. Perhaps he was just another bro
midic flop. Constance was, to the world, everything 
that a wife should be. If he had failed with her 
surely it was his own fault. But if indeed Constance 
was the .. perf~ct wife," what of the others? Mater

ialistic-minded parasites,-all! 
Sex? Bah, that was always possible, and it was 

foolish to attempt to establish a relationship with 

women on anything but a material basis. If it didn't 
last, all right, swing on to the next experience. And 

the next. And the next. There were all sorts of wo
men. Suddenly he thought of the girl in the train. 
She was different-he was sure of it. And as long 

as he could remember that there were good women 
in the worlq, like her, clear-eyed, honest, and nor

mal, he would cling to his ideals. J. B. and his cyni
cism were not for him. 

He fell asleep at last under the soothing influence 
of a cooling breeze which, fortunately, could not 
tell him it had just fanned Felicia, lying troubled 
and wakeful, not in the train on the way to San 
Francisco, but in the house of a friend not half a 
m.i:le away in this self-same city of divorce. 



CHAPTER TWO 

ADVANCE TO CENTER 

DICK and J. B. arose late. They had an .. eye· 
opener," then sauntered down to the dining room 

for breakfast. As they passed through the lobby, 
a pretty, fair-haired girl, with dancing eyes set off 

by a dress of firecracker-red chiffon, caught J. B.'s 
arm . 

.. Hello, there, J. B. How ah you' all?" A sweet 

drawling voice, heavy with the accent of the Far 
South ... We'ah th'owin' a pahty tonight, J. B.

Lola Penny's graduating!" Dick did not know that 
graduating meant legal freedom, freedom of mar
riage, an event invincibly celebrated in Reno. 

J.B. acknowledged the greeting with a careless 
.. Hello, Sweetness," and good-naturedly responded 
to the girl's obvious desire for an introduction to 
Dick . 

.. Mrs. Rita Rogers, of Savannah, Georgia, recent
ly arrived.'~ 

uy ou heah fo' the Cuah, too?" she asked flip

pantly. 
20 
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Dick was torn between irritation and amusement, 

it was none of her business why he was here! But 

this was Reno. It would be silly to pretend, so he 

nodded. 

"You'all must be suah an' come to the pahty!" 

her smile was for Dick, alone. "Don' you fo'get, 

Big ~oy!" 

But a "party" was about the last thing Dick cared 

to contemplate. His career had been punctuated by 

parties, both at college and in the subsequent life 

in which it had pleased his god to place him. Parties! 

No! Sleep had restored to him his normal, healthy 

outlook upon life, and besides he was beginning to 

feel the tang of the clear crispy and bracing Nevada 

all'. 

He was in Reno on business-serious business, 

that had had its roots in parties. Now he wanted to 

get away from everything even suggesting the life 

that had wrecked his romance and left him, thirty 

years of age, a spiritual failure. 

"J.B.," he said, as he returned from the rack with 

his cap. "Jackasses have one peculiar trait not shown 

by horses. If a jackass stops on the trail for the 
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night, his first thought is for his orientation, while 
the horse starts right to eating, he sets out to get an 
eyeful of the country." 

.. What has all this to do with anything in par
ticular?" asked J. B. quizzically. 

«Well, in this respect-and perhaps others, I am 
like a jackass. If I am surrounded by the dangers 
you recounted last night, and the one I've just seen 

looming up, I'd like to get my bearings. In other 

words, I'd like to see Reno." 
uy ou couldn't have .chosen a more intelligent 

rubberneck guide than your Uncle John," replied 
J.B. reaching for his hat ... Come along, there's a 
lot that will surprise you." 

And surprise there was, for pr~onceptives are 
usually mental-habit fulfillments and Dick had pic

tured Reno, until his first glimpse last night, as a 
blazing, sunburnt, railroad town, set down in the 

immensity of the Nevada desert. In fact, having 
traveled across fifteen hundred miles of beautiful 
but dreadful Inferno, he had landed in Reno, not 
knowing he had reached the end of the bleached
bone trail, and that the city lay piled almost under 
the shadow of the High Sierras that piled pre
cipitously up toward the West. 
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"I feel like Wrigley when he first approached 

Catalina Island for which he had paid three million 
dollars," said Dick. 

"My God!" he exclaimed, uies a mountain! I 
thought it was flat!" 

"And those mountains are from ten to fourteen 

thousand feet high," added J.B. "Reno itself is 
more than forty-five hundred feet above sea level." 

It was not the mountains to the West, nor the 
desert toward the East, however, that challenged 
Dick's interest as he strolled about the town. First 
of all, it was the people, swank Easterners who 

might have been right off Fifth A venue, rubbing 
elbows with silent taciturn men from the moun

tains and the garrulous, gregarious •rats' from the 

desert. 
Another feature Dick noted was that the town 

was bisected by Virginia Street, running North and 
South, and by the Truckee River, running from 

West to East. And running was the proper word, 
for it was a roaring, turbulent river of pure moun
tain water tumbling right through the city's heart . 

.. That's what I heard last night," said Dick. «J 

thought it was all imaginary noise like that in a 
sea shell." 
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"Just as the Ganges is supposed to wash away 
Hindu sins," observed J.B. as they stood on one of 
the concrete bridges spanning the swirling waters, 

"so the Truckee is supposed to wash out one's mar
ital past. The moment a divorcee is granted her 
final decree of freedom, she hurries to the river with 

her friends-and often the man she is to marry on 
the morrow-and standing upon the bank, and 

with some sort of prayer beginning: 'Here goes 
nothing,' she throws the wedding ring into the 
enveloping waters.-They say there is more gold 

now in the river's bed than was taken out by all 
the placer miners of the early days." 

Virginia Street, too, was ·a surprise. The broad 

pavement upon which were diagonally parked myr
iads of cars-not Fords and Chevrolets, as one 

might expect, but high-priced cars, many of for

eign make-was flanked by substantial brick stores. 

In fact, Reno was a city of brick and concrete. 
In only one thing did Virginia Street suggest the 

West. Business places, with that typically Ameri
can expression of local pride of homesickness, bore 

such signs as: "The Denver Market," "The St. 

Paul Cleaners," "The Texas Toy Shop,"-names 
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which make of every Western city a cosmopolis. 
Furthermore, as a means of relieving the nostal

gia of the divorce colony, there were branch stores 
of all the great metropolitan emporiums of trade-
Hughes', Brooks' Bros., Knox, Spalding, Dobbs, etc. 

But the one store that removed Reno far from 
the ranks of the wild and woolly west was .. The 

Betty Bloom Chocolate Shoppe," no cowboy or 
desert rat would stand for a .. shoppe." 

"In one way this is a hick town!" exclaimed Dick 

as he noted the swarms of people entering the post 
office ... Hasn't Reno any delivery service?" 

"Oh yes," laughed J.B. «for the local population, 
but the hard-boiled •Renoite' prefers general de
livery. You see it's not pleasant to have your address 

known, if your husband back East is a snoopy gen
tleman who wishes to have you watched. Most of 

the ladies choose to keep their hide-outs a secret." 
"Then General Delivery holds much charm for 

masculine inquisitiver," continued J.B ... It is true 

one may not learn the lady's favorite flower or tele
phone number by hanging 'round, but he may learn 

her name, and sometime her real address. I learned 

something there one day that was delightfully ex-
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citing for a week, but it cost me my watch and two 
perfectly good cuff-links." And J.B. sighed remin
iscently. 

Then suddenly they came upon the famous court 
house that has been the scene of many of America's 
greatest dramas-and comedies. 

"There's another bit of color, Dick, peculiar to 
this little city," and J.B. led the newly arrived 
searcher for happiness up the steps to where he 
stood beside one of the high white columns of the 
court-house fa~ade. 

"You see this smudge of pink just head-high?" 
smiled J.B. "Rouge!" he added cryptically. Then 
in answer to Dick's questioning eyes he went on to 

explain. 
"The Blarney Stone is a joke compared to this. 

For it is one of the fixed customs of Reno that when 
a lady gets her final decree and starts for the river 
to throw her wedding ring in, she first stops here 
and kisses the dear old court-house that gave her 
her freedom. They wash it occasionally, but the 
pink persists!" 

Thus, thought Dick, do customs develop into 

folkways. 



CHAPTER THREE 

GRAND-RIGHT-AND-LEFT 

THEY had seen the town-that is, as much of it 
as a middle-aged exquisite, unused to walking, could 
show an eager young man in two hours. 

After lunch in .. The Minneapolis Grill" they 
piled into J.B.'s roadster and started out to see the 
surrounding country. Noiselessly gliding out over 
the smooth concrete roads, flanked by green hedges 
of a thriving desert brush that seemed to like its 
domestication, they were soon among the giant :firs 
that rose like a forbidding wall against the sheer 
cliffs of the High Sierras. 

"California, and-oh, boy!-Lake Tahoe is just 
over the top t" exploded J .B. 

"How far's the line?" quizzed Dick with unmis
takable interest. 

"Too far for you, Dicky," grinned the older 
man, .. your residence for the next three months 

~right here in W ashee County, Nevada. And you'll 
have to stay damned close." 

ucan't I even cross the line?'' 
uSun:, But you've got to report back here at the 

27 
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end of each twenty-four hours. It's the law, and 
there's not a chance to cheat." 

«However," he continued confidentially, uafter 

you've been here a while you won't want to go. 

Even Hollywood hasn't got anything on Reno!" 
Suddenly the car came to an abrupt stop at the 

edge of a great field a mile across and as level as a 

billiard table. As it did so an immense silver dragon
fly swooped down from the azure sky and, zooming 

over their heads less than fifty feet away, landed 
upon the ground and was lost in a cloud of dust. 

«Well what do you know about that?" exploded 
Dick, excitedly, uGosh, what a field! Why, it's 

twice as big as our airport over in Long Island. You 

know that's my business now, J.B. I'm cashing in 
on my war experience. The family raised hell, but 

I went in with Jimmy Hobart and we've built one 

of the finest airports in New York State. Not much 
in it but expense, but we're young yet. We've got 
the agency for a couple of French and one English 
Moth Plane--" 

The dust .had now cleared away. 
uFor the love of mike look at the size of those 

hangars! And the number of planes! What's it all 
mean?" 
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uWhy, Dicky, this is one of the largest trans
continental bases in the country-The Boeing Air 

Express. Scores of passengers and tons of mail pass 
through here daily. Will Rogers changed planes here 
yesterday and his only remark to the newspapers 
was: "Don't let Mrs. Rogers know I landed in Reno, 
boys. She might not understand!" 

"Does the divorce colony use it?" asked Dick. 
"Well, just between us, a lot of • em do, though 

they are not supposed to go out of the state. How
ever, they can fly to 'Frisco and meet their sweeties 
-if any-and be back here in time for dinner. 
That's better than fourteen hours of the choo-choo 

cars, even if they could take them, which they 
can't." 

Rolling along by illimitable fields, that held 

within their apparently fragile fences great herds 
of cattle, J.B. began to rattle off figures that fairly 
staggered Dick with their immensity. Then through 
a mile-long blur of white-slotted fence Dick saw 

other herds-the stock yards. And branding pens! 
Yes, J.B. explained, cattle out here still run the 

open range, and every ranch must put its mark of 
identification upon his own property if he ever 
wishes to see it again. ((Some of the West may be 
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dead," he said, .. but cattle stealing is still a lively 
out-door sport in these parts." 

Tall, stately poplar trees now lined the road as 
the little car swung to the left and wound out 

onto a road that apparently ended in the infinitudes . 
.. There's a legend about those trees, Dicky, that 

seems especially significant to this many-wifed 
country. It seems that in the early days of Mor
monism, Brigham Young gave to every one of his 
co-religionists a poplar tree for each of his wives. 
Thus in stage-coaching through the country one 

could tell in an instant how many wives a man 
possessed by the number of poplar trees that sur
rounded his house. Migratory birds, or the desert 
winds have brought the seeds five hundred miles 
across the waste-lands until they found root in the 
peaceful, irrigated, Washoe valley, from which 

Reno later grew." 
Dick laughed out loud ... Well, I'm glad to have 

the popular poplar population explained to me." 

Swinging back out of the desert from the East, 
Dick was suddenly conscious of the startling con

trasts in the environment of Reno. It seemed to be 
a sort of beautiful Purgatory standing between 
Heaven and Hell, with a much firmer grip in 
Heaven. 
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Driving back through the city he was further 
impressed with another contrast-that of the green 
lawns and huge shade trees-of the suburbs,. a dis

tinctly small-town atmosphere, and the metropoli
tan air of the large hotels and gaudy apartment 
houses. He noted the same contrast in the people. 

A scattering of big-city fashionables but with the 

larger part of the population going about its affairs 
apparently as unaware of the presence of these out

landers as the Versailles clams are of their barnacles. 
Evidently there were two Renos-one, a city of 

quiet homes, bright-eyed school children and con-· 

tented parents; the other a group of hotel and 
apartment house inmates merely stalling around 
until their short tenure should have passed, or 

gregariously "throwing parties" in a sad and tragic 

effort to forget their troubles. The latter group was, 
however, a social entity as distinct from the real 
Reno as "Hollywood" is from the immense social 
life of Los Angeles. 

It was after eight o'clock when Dick and J.B. 
refreshed by the day's sight-seeing, made their way 
into the gaudy and bizarre dining-room of the 

Hotel Liberty. 



CHAPTER FOUR 

MAZURKA 

uNow we're back in New York, Newport, New 
Rochelle and Piping Rock!" said J.B. as they sat 
down at their table in the far corner of the New
Woolworth dining room. uPipe the comic valentine 
on your left, Dicky. It's not Queen Mary, even 
with that hat. And the one next to her-a study in 
purple pessimism, but richer than .creosote, as the 
college boys say. And that beautiful frigate in the 
red brocade--or is it taffeta? I'm not up on fem
inine duds. I'm interested only in what's inside 
'em." 

Dick scarcely listened as the genial cynic rattled 
on. Finally-"to think they were all young and ro
mantic and full of noble vows of constancy," sighed 

J.B. 
Dick smiled sourly, while his eyes continued to 

circle the room. 

If one could only look at it all as a play, a spec
tacle! But individuals stood out-a girl in gray, 

32 
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her eyes dark with a tragedy above her blatantly 
rouged lips; a gentle, middle-aged woman who was 
frankly crying; a tired shabby mother with two 
fretful children. Women both too young and too 

·old to bear the disillusion which had come to th~, 
the bitterness. . . . 

"Hey, what's up?" J.B. demanded, suddenly. 
Dick's face had grown white, and then, abruptly, 

a dull red that might have been anger, or embar
rassment, or shame. It was in fact, a mixture of all 
three. 

A few tables away sat Felicia Brett with another 
girl and two young men. Evidently, a very con

genial, jolly party. Dick could not know that the 
other girl was Peg Hodge, a very congenial girl, 
daughter of Dr. and Mrs. Tom Hodge, old friends 
of Felicia, whom she was visiting; nor that the boys 
were Peg's fellow students at the University of Ne
vada. Dick's only thought was of Felicia's deceit. 

On her way to San Francisco, she had said. And 
he had believed her. Had thought her innocent and 
honest. Bah! She was no better than anyone else
quieter, but no better, probably, than the little 

Rogers person with the inviting eyes! In Reno! 
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Felicia, the girl who was keeping up his faith in 

women! And already she had found herself a man. 
Probably any man would do! All day long he had 

been thinking of her-thinking of her as the one 
girl he had met who was transparently :fine and 
womanly. But there she was, with, no doubt, her 

· own kind! 

Dick snapped out a word-not what one would 

call a nice word. 

"What the hell-?" J.B. demanded. 
Dick laughed bitterly. rrwhat the hell!" he re

peated, but with a far different inflection. All right, 

he was through trying to be decent! J.B. had the 
right idea! He looked away from Felicia, from the 

warm curve of gold hair sweeping her cheek, the 
line of rounded chin and young throat ... Let's hunt 

up that Rogers kid and buy her a drink!" he said . 
.. 1 feel like action!" 

* * * * 
Action ..•• 
Well-he'd certainly get it, he mused, as he stood 

up unsteadily in what he hoped was Rita Roger's 

room, looking for the bottle of Scotch she had sent 

him to get from her bureau. Through an open door 
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across the hall, he could see empty cases of gin bot
tles piled beside a bed; a corner littered with an 
overflow of dirty glasses, empty syphons and gin
ger-ale bottles. This was a party! 

The entire fourth floor of the Liberty Hotel was 
given over to Lola P_enny's merrymakers. A jazz 
orchestra blared from a small ballroom, and di
sheveled couples danced in and out of rooms, along 
the corridor--everywhere but down the elevator 

shaft-and sometimes mysteriously disappeared-to 

return or not; no one cared. 
One room was dedicated for the evening to the 

cinematographic art, and a few thousand feet of 
film, produced in Cuba-where apparently, men 
were men and women were monstrously glad of it 

-was run over and over before a delighted audi-

ence. 
Down one side of the ballroom an elaborate table 

had been erected. It had served to hold the buffet 

supper, but now it resembled more than anything 

else the Mississippi Basin after the flood. Wreck age 

and chaos. Sandwiches mashed and crushed, cham
pagne soaked cakes, broken glasses, countless cigar

ette stubs and crushed match-boxes littered its sur-
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face and spilled over on the floor. A miniature rail

road track encircled the entire table and the little 
engine, hauling its tiny flat cars with their cargo of 

mints, salted nuts and cigarettes, was still whizzing 

about madly. No one remembered to turn off the 
switch. 

Lola Penny, the hostess, sat limp and alone in a 

chair, her hand over her eyes, apparently out of 

tune with her frenzied guests, not caring that they 

paid no attention to her. Beyond her in a far comer 
of the hall, the colored porter especially engaged for 
the evening to take charge of guests .. suddenly 

taken drunk," as Lola phrased it, was crooning, 

.. Swing low, sweet char-i-ot, a'r's a-comin' fo' to 

carry you ho-o-ome." 

Dick leaned heavily against the wall and lis

tened. 

The orchestra had ~bruptly abandoned jazz and 

swung full into the music of an old-fashioned square 

dance. Volatile rhythm, now sprightly, now slow 

-hectic and funereal-merry-gracious-mili

tary-

Life, thought Dick, was a dance! And he medi
tated, with that sense of profundity which an ade-
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quate number of drinks can inspire, upon his aph
orism. A dance where one kept time to some indi

vidual rhythm, a waltz, a gavotte, a march. . . . 
"Take your partners!" boomed a voice ... Take 

your partners for the strangle-hold reel!" 
He shook his head vaguely. What was he doing 

here! 
"Honey-chile, I thought you'd passed out!" 

Rita Rogers, a little unsteady but quite happy, 
slipped her arm about his neck and pressed her 
cheek against his. 

Dick smiled, vaguely. 
"Swing your partners!" The music had shifted 

to waltz rhythm, and the command of the caller
off lodged somewhere in Dick's fogged brain. 

Not 'Take your partners," after all but-swing 
your partners-any partner within reach! 

He discovered the Scotch, poured out a drink 
and sat down on the edge of the bed, kicking a door 
shut as he passed it, Beside him, Rita pursed her 
red lips-whether for a drink or a kiss he didn't 
know nor care. Gravely he gave her both. 

"To you, Beautiful One!" he toasted her, and 
gulped down the rest of the whisky. 
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Dick laughed at nothing, at ever~thing. Once, 

long ago, it seemed, there had been a girl-but she 

was forgotten. Rita was pretty; she had a flair; 

she was intelligent, too-knew a lot, Rita did. He 

tossed the glass across the room and put his arms 
around her ..•. 

"Good God, what's that?" 

They started to their feet, their muscles respond

ing even before their minds, to the mad cry that 

rose outside. Dick flung open the door. 

Lola Penny, her face ashen but her eyes bril

liant with a strange, mad excitement, was standing 

on the ballroom table screaming for her guests. 

From all sides they stumbled toward her. From 

bedrooms and sitting-rooms, hall corners, stairway 

nooks, they straggled out. Through the window 

behind Lola, faint, dismal, dawn glowed in the sky. 

Rita hung heavily on Dick's arm. 

"I want to propose a toast!" came Lola's voice, 

high and shrill. She lifted an empty cocktail glass 

and then, swiftly, poured into it the contents of a 

small, ominous bottle. "A toast to Reno--and to 

death!" she cried. And before anyone could move, 

she had drained the glass. 
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Frozen in their places, her guests stared at her. 

And suddenly, as the poison seared her lips, her 

tongue, she clawed frantically at her mouth, at her 

throat. Then, with a long sobbing cry, she crum

pled down amid the wreckage of the littered table, 

swayed, plunged to the floor and lay still. 

Lola Penny had taken poison, yet her guests con

tinued to stand, rooted, frozen to inaction by the 

incredible horror of the moment. Someone raised 

her head and shoulders, supported her. There was a 

certain curious dignity about her even as she lay 

before them, a living personification of the stark 

tragedy underlying Reno's mad search for sensa

tions. 

"Yesterday," she whispered, "I got my decree

and I've just realized that I love my husband, that 

I'll never love anyone else! This life I've been liv

ing-this gayety, this frenzy-has been a farce. 

It's been like being drunk! Now I'm sober ..•• 

And I've thrown away his love, his respect. God! 

What a ghastly mistake .... "She slumped down. 

The spell was broken--everyone was moving, 

now. Women's voices rose hysterically; men 

shouted orders-telephones-the doctor arrived. 



CHAPTER FIVE 

GIVE A THOUGHT TO THE FIDDLER 

AcRoss the continent, in New York City, Alexan
der W. Brett, retired diplomat and yachtsman, sat 
in the living room of his spacious Park Avenue 
Apartment, facing Felicia's mother. His white hair 
flowed back from a massive brow, his piercing 
black eyes gleamed with a harshness that the years 

had not been able to dim. His fingers, long, thin 
and cruel, gripped the edge of the huge carved 
chair as he watched the woman facing him, lithe 
and graceful as a panther. 

"You are her mother!" he said, fiercely, accus
ingly. "You must have known something of her 
plans!" 

Adrienne Henly-Martin whirled, a silhouette of 
fury against the magnificent tapestry which cov
ered the broad wall behind her. He was many years 
her senior, yet he flinched before the sudden flame 
in her eyes. 
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.. Well," he growled, .. didn't she tell you any

thing?" 

«Of course she didn't!" She flung her words at 
him. «If she had-" Brilliant, cold and hard as 

the chain of diamonds about her surprisingly 
youthful throat, she glared at her son-in-law. Then 

she shuddered. "Reno!" she said, incredulously. 
rrReno!" 

Brett did not shudder; thirty-five years in the 
diplomatic service teaches one to remain calm-· 

even in the face of a divorce scandal. But his eyes 
blazed into the tapestry, as though they must burn 
it through. Reno! It was inconceivable! How could 

Felicia have done this thing? Deserted him-bim, 
Alexander W. Brett! There could he no excuse for 

such conduct, none! Newspaper headlines dis

grace. . . . His fingers tightened their grip on 

the chair. Well, he ·had always ruled her; he would 
rule her now-more steel than ever .... 

His voice was harsh. "She shall never go through 

with it! I won't permit it!" Felicia's mother, watch
ing Felicia's husband, sensed for the first time an 

inherent cruelty, even brutality, in the man. 

"She's probably gone to the Hodges," she said'. 
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.. And of course Ann and Tom will pet her and en
courage her to do anything she likes!" 

Her brows drew together in a frown. She 
wished, now, that she had not been so democratic 
as to permit this friendship with the Hodges, be
gun twenty years before, when Felicia, a tiny and 
rather neglected child, had found in the farmhouse 
of the Doctor and his wife--young then-all the 
pleasures her own imposing home lacked. Homely 
pleasures-cows to follow home across the meadow 
at sunset with collie dogs barking ab~ut their legs, 
lilac clumps, homemade bread, sweet, old-fashioned 
flowers .... 

((Extraordinary that Felicia should have kept up 
that friendship," gritted Brett. 

Adrienne Henly-Martin nodded. It was extra
ordinary, for the girl had been only nineteen when 
the Hodges moved to Nevada, and-

uAdrienne!" Brett's voice cut like a knife 
through her thoughts. ((There must be no reserve 
between us, now! Is there--do you think there is a 
man involved in this?" 

Her anger had died down, but now it flared 
a gam. 
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"Alex, you're an old fool!" she flung at him. 
The man stiffened in his chair. «You think that!" 

He sprang up, hands clenched. "You think I've 
had no eyes?" He towered before her, threaten
ingly. 

rry ou married Felicia to me!" he accused her. "It 
was your plan, your ideas, from the first. She was 
a child! I know well, as you do that she never loved 
me! And now you expect me to believe that she 
has been faithful!" 

Felicia's mother laughed scornfully. "An old 
fool!" She repeated her words, watching him wince. 
"And now, · when you can't hold her, you try to 
shift the blame for your marriage to me! And you 
talk of other men! Look at yourself in a mirror, 
Alex!" 

"I've always suspected her!" The barriers were 
down; Alexander W. Brett was at last giving vent 
to long-unspoken words. "In Cairo, where men 
hung about her like flies! In Paris! In London! Here 
in New York! There was a young attache in Wash
ington-" Accusations rushed from his lips in an 
angry torrent, and Adrienne Henly-Martin stood 
aghast. 
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.. You know that's not true!" finally she had 
forced her voice above his own ... Felicia is as inno
cent as a baby! She--" 

.. How do I know she's innocent?" Brett had lost 
all control. Old fool, indeed! He caught Adrienne's 
wrist in a grip of steel. uThere's going to b~ no scan
dal dragging my name through the papers, d'you 
hear me?" he told her, fiercely. 

His fury had added ten years to his age, Adrienne 
realized he was an old man . 

.. Pull yourself together, Alex!" she commanded, 

sharply. ..I don't want a scandal any more than 
you do!" 

Trembling, Brett crossed the room and poured 
himself a glass of brandy. Felicia's mother watched 

him speculatively. No, life with this man would be 
no bed of roses-'but what was life? Her eyes nar
rowed. Felicia was twenty-six, old enough to appre

ciate the advantages of being Mrs. Alexander W. 
Brett, old enough to adjust herself to her situa
tion. And-Adrienne's calm eyes, hard now, did 
not flicker-Brett wouldn't live forever! Far better 

for Felicia to wait. . . . 
The brandy steadied him. ui shall put an end to 

this nonsense at once!" he said. 
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Mrs. Henly-Martin raised her eyebrows. ushall 

you go out there? To Reno?" 

He nodded. ui will bring her back with me." 

For an instant they were silent. Then, as though 

for the first time considering the possibility, Ad
rienne spoke: 

"Suppose she refuses to return?" 

Brett smiled grimly. 

"She will not refuse!" he said. 

His voice, as well as his smile, had become ugly. 

Felicia's mother looked at him in sudden alarm. 

After all, Felicia had been treated rather badly in 
this marriage. 

"What makes you so sure?" she asked, apprehen

sively. "What will you do?" For the first time since 

her success in getting this man into her family, 

seven years before, fear for her daughter found a 

place in her heart. 

Brett was again himself, suave, gracious, con

tained. Watching him with troubled eyes, waiting 

for him to speak, Felicia's mother could see no traces 

of the trembling, furious old man of a moment 

before . 
.. 1 am sure that it will not be necesary for me 

to do anything harsh, my dear," he assured her. 
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Mrs. Henly-Martin bit her lip. Anything harsh! 
What did he mean? What was in his mind? For the 
seven years of her daughter's marriage, Adrienne 

Henly-Martin had admired her son-in-law for his 
ability and liked him for his perfect manners; now, 
for the :first time, she felt misgivings, felt, at last, 

that she might not have been right when she made 

this match. 
"Felicia will return with me and there will be 

no gossip, no breath of scandal," said Brett, posi
tively. 



CHAPTER SIX 

CIRCLE AROUND 

THAT Park Avenue mansion-of unhappy memo
ries! Felicia had once thought it magnificent. That 
was when on the threshold of life, she had believed 

in the infallible wisdom of her mother, and under 
her hypnotic influence had permitted herself to be 
led to the altar by the rich and aristocratic Alex

ander W. Brett. The wedding! How she had thrilled 
to the extravagant publicity it occupied on the 
society pages of the papers. Yes, as she left the 

church, she almost believed she loved her hand
some, though elderly, husband-a princess whirled 
off in a golden chariot to her palace. 

But now in the perspective of seven years and 
the three thousand miles of country she looked 
upon her New York home with a sense of horror 
-a dragon's den in which she had been held pris
oner. These fleeting memories of a dead past were 
emphasized by the glorious sense of freedom in her 
new environment. 

Standing on the wide porch of the Hodge home 
47 
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in the early morning Felicia flung her arms out 

toward the distant mountains over which the sun 

was just rising. Through the poplars of the neigh

boring homes she could catch glimpses of the 

magic desert about her, as it sloped off toward the 

distant--oh, so distant-East. The pungent odor 

of sage that came wafting across the illimitable 

wastes caused her to breathe deeply, as though try

ing to inhale the grandeur of the world about her. 

•Tm so happy!" she cried, turning her shining 

eyes upon Ann Hodge's sympathetic face ... I feel 

so free! I'm never going back-never! never!! 

never!!!" 

How gray and drab the East seemed by com

parison with the beauty of the desert. Such colors! 

-rose, flame and yellow! It seemed as though God 

had recklessly spilled all the pigments of his palette 

upon the world, and then, feeling that perhaps the 

result was too crude, had softened it all by spread

ing upon the canvas a pearly opalescence. 

· .. How can nature be so beautiful-and people so 
ugly?" she demanded, passionately ... How can 

Reno's ugliness exist, next to all this?" 
.. Yes, it's strange," Dr. Tom agreed soberly ... I 
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see it every day. These poor devils of colonists-as 
we call people in the divorce colony-rich and 
poor, serious and frivolous, have a way of falling ill 
and sending for me, usually it's a priest they need 
-not a doctor. I listen to their stories and give 
them advice more often than I do medicine. Some
times Reno's divorce colony seems to me like a 
great, immoral ogre, from which no one can es
cape! They try to be decent-but three months 
amid such temptations is too long. One by one, I 
watch them succumb to dissipation or despair." 

Felicia was staring at him fascinated. 
"Heavens, Tom, you shouldn't paint such a pic

ture for the poor girl!" exclaimed Ann Hodge, 
shaking her head at her husband. She slipped her 
arms about Felicia's shoulders. "That part of Reno 
isn't going to touch you, darling,-we won't let 
it! Besides all divorces are not ugly. Some of the 
world's best are among them-quiet, well-bred 
people. It's the vulgarians who give Reno such 
notoriety, but they are not ·all-not even the ma
jority." 

But for all her assurance, Ann's heart was 
troubled. "Ugly," she had called the fast life of 
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Reno, but gilded ugliness must have an opiate of 
charm of some kind. Adventure! Excitement! 

Playing with fire! There must be allurement in 

them. Especially to youth-and Felicia had had no 
youth. An ambitious mother had hurled her from 
the perpetual policing of a Puritanical old gov

erness into marriage. She had never known those 
frivolous, butterfly years that every girl should have 

-those years that Ann's own daughter, Peg, was 

dancing through so riotously. Perhaps her father 
might have helped her had he lived, but he had 

died when Felicia was a 'baby. So from being the 
docile daughter of a worldly ambitious mother, 

Felicia had become the girl-wife of a cold, posses
sive, suspicious old man. She must have endured 

much in the past seven years. With freedom in 

sight, would she keep her poise? Billy Blair, one of 
Peg's college friends, was obviously attracted to 
Felicia. And college boys, Ann reflected, with a 

sigh, were not always so innocuous as they appeared. 

As little boys will burn themselves with cigarettes 
just to enjoy the sensation of pain, Felicia, in her 

new freedom, was hungry for sensation, yes, even 
though it be painful. 

They were dining that evening at the home of 
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Judge Cooper, Reno's best beloved jurist, who di
vorced as many as thirty couples a day, yet re
mained gentle and sympathetic. 

In a white chiffon evening gown, Felicia seemed 
more than ever a mere girl. She was grateful for 
the opportunity to meet Judge Cooper. Divorce 
proceedings could not be so hard as she had thought, 
with such an understanding person to direct them. 
How silly she had been to lie to that nice young Mr. 
Belden in the train. She hoped she would see him 
again some time. He, too, looked "understanding." 

As if in answer to her thought, Dick with J. B. 

entered, the room. 
The nice young Mr. Belden in .Reno! How 

strange! He had said he was going to Sacramento. 
Perhaps he was visiting the older man. 

When Judge Cooper introduced them, Dick, 
ever so faintly, stressed the Mrs., the token of her 
life, in repeating her name. Felicia flushed. 

"Mr. Belden, came out on the train with me," 
she told the Judge, a slight huskiness in her clear 
voice. "But I didn't know--" 

"I knew you were here," Dick said ... I saw you 
dining at the hotel last evening." 

"With those funny little college boys of Peg's?" 
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Felicia laughed lightly ... Why didn't you speak to 
me?" 

ul-1-" Dick was •saved by the bell'-that is 
the tinkle of glasses. 

Whatever Judge Cooper's personal feelings in 
the matter, he obeyed the law, and so the cocktails 
that were served were utterly innocent of alcohol. 
But not for J. B. Prepared for such «damned Puri

tanism" he quietly brought forth his flask and sur
reptitiously offered to add the necessary kick to the 
drinks of his little group. Felicia hesitated-then 
shook her head. Strange as it might seem to the 
•tower levels' of society who picture the rich as 

congenial addicts, Alexander Brett had an almost 
insane antipathy for drink, and Felicia had been 
educated to the idea that all alcohol was nothing 
more nor less than a deadening narcotic. 

Dick, however, looked skeptically at her shaking 
head. More playing of roles-Oh, such innocence! 
She doesn't drink! 

Then suddenly he hated himself for his suspi
cions: The color that came and went in her cheeks 
couldn't have been cheated. Good God, he was 
becoming as cynical as old J. B. himself! 
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"In England," observed the grinning philan

derer, as he sauntered towards Dick, .. mere pres
ence under the same roof constitutes acquaintance
ship. But this is America, and I demand a formal 
introduction to this young lady." And he smiled at 

Dick. He was the self-appointed guardian of the 

young man and it was his duty to inspect all sus
pects. 

Dick pronounced the formula.. 

"A recent arrival, too, I gather,'' smiled J. B. 
uw ell, you two young people are in for three 
months of talk, talk, talk about divorce. You'll 

hear it everywhere and on all occasions. But you'll 
never hear it discussed more interestingly than here 
at Judge Cooper's. You see the Judge has become a 
sort of modern Solomon regarding that-to some 
people!-painful subject, and there are always a 

few young intellectuals from the university prowl
ing about who have found the perfect solution for 
the whole exciting mess." 

And sure enough, no sooner were they all seated 
at dinner than a young professor from the Univer
sity of Nevada, apparently bursting with his thesis, 

broke forth. His voice, full and resonant, tinged 
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with the accent of the West, cut through the gen
eral murmur of conversation. 

"I've been compiling some statistics for my class 
in Domestic Relations," he said, uand I have been 
surprised to learn that nearly eighty percent of 
the divorces in Reno are secured by people between 
the ages of thirty and forty. Judge, what signifi
cance do you attach to that fact?" 

"It's just the old •stormy Forties'!" exploded 

J. B. 
"It's more than that," smiled the genial old 

Judge. "That exceptionally high percentage is due 
to the war-and its fruits!" 

Everybody looked to him for further elucida
tion, and seeing what was expected of him the 
Judge went on. 

"These are practically all post-war marriages, 
and the Great War was responsible for the great
est spiritual upheaval the world has ever seen. Its 

very immensity caused a feeling of reckless despair. 
Those millions of boys at the front genuinely felt 
that civilization was headed for chaos, and throw
ing all their old restraining standards to the winds 
they exclaimed: •Let's eat, drink and carouse, for 
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tomorrow we die.' The boys of the continent felt 
this even more strongly than our boys did. What 
was the result? Thousands of our soldiers, who had 
never had a drink in their lives, returned with a 
genuine appetite for liquor. A less number, who had 
few, if any, sex experiences, returned "soiled", as 
our forefathers would say. 

"They had one and all broken away from their 
old moorings, and having tasted freedom and 
license, they returned and entered marriage with 

the standards of the spiritually-wrecked and defi
ant continent.'' 

"But how about the girls who remained at home? 

How do you account for their collapse?" It was 
Professor Morton who put the question. 

"Liquor!" announced the Judge abruptly. "Full 

of the spirit of freedom and license the boys re
turned, only to run up against the rigid prohibi
tory laws that had been passed as war measures in 
their absence. They immediately became rebellious 

and refused to abide. Youth is naturally rebellious. 
A child will play happily in his yard all day until 
you tell him he can't go out; then he can't wait to 

get over the fence. The rebellion of the boys now 
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communicates itself to the girls and we had that 

extraordinary phenomenon known as 'The Flaming 

Youth' period, during which parents stood by and 

watched their sons and daughters defiantly break
ing all ten commandments. 'Thou shalt not' was 

a challenge to the whole post-war generation. Mar

riages born of such conditions were bound to suffer 
the severest tests." 

"But don't you think they pretended to be worse 

than they were," protested Ann Hodge. "Seems to 

me a great many of them were merely acting.'' 

"Doubtless!" the Judge agreed. 

"Then how do you account for the terrific 

charges that they bring against one another in the 

divorce courts?" asked Professor Morton. "If those 

charges are true, then there was no acting." 

"But they aren't!" replied the Judge. "There are 

no better grounds for divorce than simple incom

patibility; a marriage of hatred is the most im
moral of all, from my point of view, but unfor

tunately the law requires what it regards as more 

serious reasons. Consequently, feeling that their 

cases may be thrown out of court, they bring in 
charges, which are unfought, and in thousands of 
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cases are untrue. I have granted over thirty thou
sand divorces and you may be sure I have some 
basis for my belief when I tell you that the greater 
percent of the vicious charges brought against one 
party or the other are untrue." 

"Is that the reason it is so easy to get a divorce 
in Nevada?" asked Dick, rather timidly, "because 
of the way you feel about mere compatibility?" 

"My feelings are not the law," replied the Judge. 
"And I must tell you that divorce is not easy in 
Nevada. One fourth of the cases that come before 
me are thrown out of court. Furthermore, Nevada 
has not rightfully earned the name of the Great 
Divorce Mecca. Illinois, for instance, is infinitely 
easier. That proud state last year granted sixty 

thousand divorces to Nevada's twenty-four hun
dred. Divorce is less than one third the business of 
our courts--cattle, mining, water; they are our 
real legal problems." 

"Then why do so many people come to Reno?" 

asked Felicia. 

"Because Nevada protects them against sensa
tional publicity. Not the slightest mention of one's 
divorce is permitted until the case comes into court. 
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-Then another reason is the short legal residence. 
But that does not mean they'll be granted their 
divorce in that time. It takes three months in which 

to file, but the trial! Well, that's a different matter. 
And you'd be surprised at the number of people 
who come here and wait, and wait, and wait,-and 

then fail!" 
"Oh, John, let's talk about something else!" ex

claimed Mrs. Cooper. "We don't want these young 
people"-indicating Dick and Felicia-"to think 
there is nothing in Reno but divorce. Why--" 

The conversation now swung into other chan
nels. And in a few moments the guests rose, some 
to play bridge, and some to listen to the radio
the music coming over the mountains from the 
Fairmont ballroom in San Francisco. 

By some strange kind of mutual gravitation 
Dick and Felicia drew apart from the rest, and 
seeing an empty porch seat they soon found them

selves sitting face to face in the rising moonlight. 

Somehow the conversation at the dinner table had 
clarified the air for them and with the opportunity 
to be away from the others there returned that 
electric sense of nearness they had experienced on 
the train. 
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Half an hour later Ann Hodge, sensing a slight 
alarm for her young guest, ventured out upon the 
porch. Dick was gazing upon Felicia with some
thing dangerously more than mere admiration in 
his eyes. His hand, reaching for his cigarettes, 

brushed hers, and she looked up quickly, wonder
ingly-almost eagerly-into his eyes. 

Ann felt a sudden surge of terror for the girl. 
Was it coming so soon-the complication she had 
dreaded? Belden must be in town to secure a 

divorce. Did they know the danger? Even simple 
friendliness may be disastrous in Reno. 

Dick and Felicia rose and came toward her. 
"Mrs. Brett and I thought we might leave now 

and take a short drive in the moonlight before you 
reach home," said Dick lightly ... This is a new 
adventure for us-that is, Reno by moonlight!" 
and he laughed gayly. 

"Why~r, yes. I suppose it will be all right," 
agreed .Ann with hesitation ... But perhaps it would 
be well not to drive where many people will see 

you." 
.. I wonder what she is afraid of?" asked Felicia 

as she went inside to make her adieus to her hosts • 
.. Gosh, I dunno!" exclaimed Dick boyishly. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 

TAKE YOUR PARTNERS 

FELICIA drew the collar of her evening wrap about 

her throat--even in summer, Reno's nights are bit
terly cold-and leaned back in the front seat of 

the roadster beside Dick Belden. The moon, a full 

luminous globe, was still rising, and in its pale 
light Felicia looked like some lady from Elizabeth's 

court, a pleated taffeta collar framing her oval 
face like a ruff. 

Her eyes gleamed with excitement. She was off 
on Adventure-its unknown possibilities, thrilling 

her, exquisitely. This, she told herself, was the sort 

of thing of which Alexander Brett had always 

suspected her! 
"Why did we lie to each other, on the train?" 

she asked abruptly. 
Dick smiled at her. "Why did you?" he coun

tered . 
.. I suppose," she admitted, "I was ashamed. Di

vorce-it's an ugly word, isn't it?" 
6o 
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He nodded. "I think I've been almost afraid of 

Reno," he said. "The cheapening of things that 

are real, the mockery and the cynicism of disillu
sioned people . . ." 

For a moment she was silent ... Sometimes I won
der-! haven't had much in life that's real!" she 

said, faintly. 
"Nor I," he murmured. And now a long silence 

fell. 
The city lay behind, and they headed straight 

into the night, with a smooth road beneath them 
and the great star-dusted vault of the sky above. 

Dick was intensely conscious of the girl beside 

him. Young and lovely, struggling like himself to 
believe in things that were fine, striving to find 

truth! 
He thought of Rita Rogers, yet he wasn't 

ashamed of last night's party: that sort of thing 
made one appreciate all the more, beauty such as 

this. So long as one could continue to believe in 
the existence of beauty, ugliness couldn't hurt ...• 

"What are you thinking?" she asked him. 
He tried to tell her. It was good to talk to some

one who did not feel the necessity to be smart, to 
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say .. And how!" or .. You would!" You're just the 

type!" or .. Why bring that up" at measured inter
vals. His thoughts shot back to Constance, Con

stance, his wife and her maddening bromide, 
.. Really, Dick, you're so naive!" Conversation, to 
her, was a give-and-take of comment on other 
people's affairs. Abstract ideas and beliefs she 

regarded as juvenile . 
.. J. B.," said Dick, .. thinks that life is meant 

merely to be enjoyed. Take things as they 
come-'' 

ult's an easy philosophy," Felicia commented, 
.. but it doesn't seem to me that one gets anything 
worth while that way. Things that come cheaply 
are apt to be cheap!" She bent forward, the dash
light illuminating the edges of her blonde hair so 
that her head seemed to be surounded by a misty 
halo of fine gold as she peered at her watch. ((Good
ness, it's after one o'clock!" she cried . 

.. I'll take you home," he said, .. but I don't want 
to!" 

He swung the car to the edge of the road, pre
paratory to turning, and in the moonlight he saw 
her eyes, starry and alive, questioning his last re-
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mark. Something in their depths held him. He did 
not complete the turn. 

For a full minute they sat perfectly still looking 

out over the mysterious desert bathed in silvery 
moonlight-two young people who knew abso
lutely nothing of the facts of each other's lives, ·but 

each aware that the other's heart had been cut 

deeply. 
Were their hearts scarred beyond mending? Even 

that tragic question, however, could not challenge 
interest at this moment. When people come to 

Reno they leave their pasts behind. And it was 

well-let the dead bury the dead. 
Besides, Dick and Felicia in the Almanac of Life, 

were youthful, and youth ever is the embodiment . 
of hope. True they had suffe_red pain, and pain is 
born in the womb of chaos. But with chaos left 

behind the residue was sorrow--and only · God 
could have invented sorrow, for while pain scars, 

sorrow softens and soothes. Furthermore, in mutual 

sorrow there is a drawing together, for sorrow is 

rooted in lonesomeness and lonesomeness cries out 
for companionship and sympathy. The drawing 

together of these two young hearts was as inev-
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itable as two derelicts meeting upon a raft in the 

aftermath of a storm at sea. 
No, there was no need of words, but as Dick 

timidly and tenderly reached over and took Feli
cia's hand her fingers tightened upon his and she 

looked up into his face with wistful hunger-and 

perfect understanding. Then, throwing all false 
reserve to the winds, he drew her, unresisting, into 

his arms. 
Thus these two young people, old in sorrow, but 

still young and hopeful in their hearts clung to 

each other. Bending over to kiss those full, trem

bling lips, Dick sensed the sacred responsiveness of 

Felicia's beautiful body. No pretended shyness, no 

teasing 'technic'-her heart and soul were in her 
kisses. They were kisses of a starved spirit rather 

than of a sensually stirred body. 

"Oh, Dick!--" she cried faintly and wistfully, 

as with tear-stained eyes of utter trustfulness she 
looked up into his face. "I knew you'd come,

that day in the train!" 

She spoke as though inexorable Fate had brought 

them together. 

"Felicia!" he responded simply, but the word 
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proclaimed the birth of a new and overwhelming 

love. 
They drove home in silence. Neither of them 

was free of the world's bondage, but their hearts 
had found release. There was only one thing to do 
-rid themselves of the bonds! 

J. B. was waiting for Dick at the hotel. 

.. Well, what luck, Don Juan?" he asked with a 
yawn ... Did the Great Necker of Newport bite 

the fair lady's ~ar off and toss it to the jack rab
bits?" 

.. Don't, J. B.-please," responded Dick. 
J. B. instantly recognized his blunder ... Sorry, 

Dick," he replied ... I wish •them harsh words were 
back inside me'. But listen, lad, maybe it isn't what 

you think. Remember that ladies in distress are 
hungry for comfort and sympathy-also gentle

men. Sometimes sentiment rooted in sympathy is 
a fragile flower. When the need of sympathy is 
gone the flower dies. Furthermore, you don't know 

a thing about the lady. She may be--" 
•Td rather not talk about it, J. B.," said Dick 

as he undressed. 

The older man looked at his young companion 
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with amused eyes. But his amusement was not un

mixed with pity. He had been young once himself. 

As Felicia sat dreamily before her dressing table 

preparatory to undressing, her happy reveries were 

interrupted by the quiet entrance of Ann Hodge in 
wrapper and bedroom slippers. 

"My dear," said the older woman, .. your going 

out driving tonight was very indiscreet-! couldn't 

tell you that before the young man, but--" 

· The girl flushed ... You mean Dick Belden! You 

mean-why, I told him I'd go for a drive with him 

tomorrow!" 
Mrs. Hodge shook her head ... I think you'd bet

ter telephone him that you've changed your mind." 

Felicia sprang to her feet. "I won't!" she cried 

out ... Ann, for seven years I've been ordered about 

like a child! Now I'm through! I'm going to do 

exactly what I please!" 

"And in doing," said Ann firmly, .. exactly what 

you please, you may just as well make up your 

mind that if Brett protests your being given cus

tody of the boy you will never see your child 

again!" 

Felicia stared at her. Then her eyes blazed with 
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resolution ... I'm going straight back to New York 
and get him!" she announced. 

Ann Hodge bit her lip ... Are you sure that Brett 
will let you take him?" 

Felicia, still flushed from Dick Belden's kiss, 
radiant with youth and confidence, laughed con
temptuously. UHe can't stop me!" she said. urn 
get my boy-if I have to kidnap him!" 



CHAPTER EIGHT 

DOWN THE CENTER 

DtcK and Felicia, with the top of the roadster 
folded back, were again driving-but driving now, 
through a bright heat of a late Nevada afternoon. 
Far to the right, a flock of sheep-thousands of 
sheep-looked in the distance like a great patch 
of sagebrush; the frightened bleating of hundreds 
of baby lambs sounded persistently in the silence. 

Baby lambs, strayed from their mothers! Felicia 
sighed. She would wait until they reached some 
shady spot before she told Dick of her resolution 
to return to New York and get her boy . 

.. Dr. Hodge says that people either love the West 
passionately-the mountains and deserts and silence 

-or else hate it intensely. He says there's no mid
dle ground." She sighed once more ... It was love at 
first sight, for me!" 

.. There is such a thing, Felicia!" Dick told her, 
softly. "But I never knew it until-oh, just a few 
days ago!" 

Her mouth curved into a startled smile ... Please. 
Dick,-this is daytime." 

68 
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uoh, I won't!" His two hands clasped the wheel 

firmly, as though it took physical effort to keep 
them there, while Felicia's hands, absurdly small 
and white, rested quietly on her lap. He looked 
straight before him. "I won't say anything, Felicia 
-now. But some day--" 

Some day! Now, they were both silent. 
Love, the cry of mate to mate-was a thing 

Felicia had never known before, wife and mother 
though she was; and she was bewildered, almost 
frightened, by this feeling she had for Dick Belden. 
She looked at him, from beneath her lashes. 

They had pulled off the road onto a little knoll 
partly shaded by a cluster of giant junipers. 

"Dick," said Felicia as she settled back thought

fully into her seat, "we've known each other for 
but three days. Don't you think it best that we 
told, at least, the essentials of our lives-who, what, 
why-you first!" 

Dick flushed. "I hardly know how to begin," he 
said. "It chokes me to talk disparagingly about my 
wife-for Constance is still my wife, but-well, 
all I can say is that we have been miserably un
happy-different standards-entirely. 

"As the world sees me," he went on, "I was born 
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to the purple, and according to the ethics of my 
class I was supposed to be just a rich young waster. 

But somewhere in my background I must have had 

a hard-working grandsire for loafiing is the worst 

thing I do. In fact, I have worked from the day I 
left college. At present--" 

.. Yes, I know all about that," interrupted Felicia • 
.. In fact I know much more about your worldly 

affairs than you do of mine. Your public life has 

been pretty well publicized. It's your private affairs 
that are a closed book to me, and I admire your 

chivalry in not wishing to discuss them in detail. 
But if it isn't becoming for a gentleman to discuss 

a lady, a lady may discuss a gentleman--especially 
if the gentleman's gentility is a mere protective 

coloration. And so I am going to tell you about 

myself. It's only fair that you should know . 
.. Besides," she went on dully, .. the fierce heat of 

the desert seems a proper and propitious atmos
phere in which to lay before you the cold facts of 
my life." 

.. Maybe the heat will melt them," Dick observed 

with a sympathetic smile . 
.. Maybe-maybe not! Remember, last night was 
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moonlight-this is sunlight. Things look differently 
in the day. Last night you saw me as a romantic 
young girl, swept off her feet by poetry, passion

and a Prince Charming. This morning the Prince 
eees me as a •Renoite', engaged in the ugly business 
of obtaining a divorce. I came out to tell and learn 

the truth. I've learned the truth-a most pleasant 
truth!-about you, from the things you haven't 
said. Now you must learn the truth about me from 

the things I am about to tell." 
Then for fifteen minutes or more Felic1a poured 

forth the story of her childhood, and how, at the 

threshold of her womanhood, she had literally been 
•sold down the River' by an acquisitive mother, to 
the rich, and elderly Alexander W. Brett. Next she 

recounted her seven years of misery and starved 
romanticism, and of her ultimate rebellion just at 
the point where her resistance was about to break. 
"- and in all that time, unlike many of my 

unhappily married friends, I did not cheat. Not 
because of a Puritanical conscience, but simply 
because my romantic yearnings had become com
pletely atrophied.-And I had Alex!" 

"Alex?" asked Dick quizzically. 
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«Not Alexander, my husband, but Alex Junior, 
my little boy-now six years old." 

Dick looked his surprise. Felicia with a son six 

years old! Incredible. She appeared not over 
twenty-two herself! 

«Yes, I thought you'd be surprised-and 
shocked!" she remarked wistfully as she patted 
Dick's hand. «And there's another thing I wished 
to tell you this morning"--she looked at him with 
a brave effort to smile-«good-by!" 

«Good-by?" Dick exploded, his eyes plainly 
showing his shocked surprise. 

Felicia was quick to grasp his interest. Evidently 
her confession had not poisoned his love! 

«Yes, I'm going back to New York to get little 
Alex.-But I shall return immediately." 

A look of ecstatic relief suffused Dick's face and 

he grinned boyishly. 
Felicia then told him what Ann Hodge had 

said the night before regarding the custody of her 
boy • 

.. yes, she's right," agreed Dick, as excitedly as 
though the problem were his own.-.. Possession is 

nine points in the law. But, gee, how I hate to have 
vnn vn_ FP.lic.ia. Wh::a.t urill hec.nm.e nf m.e~" 
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She laughed, .. Oh, you will probably find some
one to comfort you. Besides, when I return with a 

six year old boy you'll say to yourself, •why, who 
is that young mother with the child? Seems to me 
I have met her somewhere!' Yes, you will. These 
things are happening every day in Reno,-so Ann 

tells me." 
He caught her hands ... Felicia, I could never for

get you-never!" 
She shook her head ... Dick, you mustn't say such 

things. And remember this; when I return you 
mustn't come to see me. Ann tells me I am likely 

to be watched every minute and if I am seen with 
any man I may forfeit my chances of keeping 
Alex." 

.. Gosh!" was all Dick could reply. 

Peg Hodge was standing on the steps of the house 
when they returned, just at dusk. 

uTelegram for you, Felicia!" she called. 
Felicia looked at Dick nervously, and her :fingers 

trembled as she tore open the envelope. Telegrams, 
these days, might mean so many frightful things. 

She read: 
"Alex leaving for Reno tomorrow. Much love. 

Mother." 
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Adrienne Henly-Martin, warning her daughter! 
Felicia stared at the message. What was she going 

to do now? If Brett arrived and found her gone--? 

He could accuse her of anything, then-might 
even make a court believe him. Mutely she handed 
the slip of yellow paper to Dick. Peg watched them 

with interested young eyes. 
"That's bad!" 

The three of them went into the house, where 

Ann Hodge greeted Dick with a mingling of 
friendliness and disapproval. She liked him, but if 

he was going to bring trouble to her beloved Felicia, 
she wished him anywhere in the world but in Reno. 

"Felicia!" It was Peg, suddenly bubbling with 
excitement. "Listen! Take a plane--you can get to 
New York and be back here with little Alex before 
your husband arrives by train! We can call up the 

:field--" 

Felicia's eyes danced with excitement. •'I'm going 
to do it!" she cried, laughing exultantly. "Dick, 

you call up and see what you can get! Ann, will 
you help me pack? I can take a dressing case in 

the plane, can't I? I'll run up and change my 
clothes--" 
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In half an hour Felicia, in Dick's car, was headed 
for the airport, now a blaze of lights. A giant bea
con was flashing its warning rays across the moun
tain and the desert. In ten minutes a passenger mail 
plane was leaving the field. 

Dick watched her excitement with a sinking 
heart. "Felicia, I've never gone in much for prayers, 
but believe me I'm going to pray hard until you're 
safely back again!" he told her. 

It must have been the excitement: .. You~re a 
darling!" Felicia cried, and kissed him. 

He stood watching, as she climbed into the one 
empty seat in the cabin. The mechanic twirled the 
propeller. The plane taxied across the field, rose 
steadily out of the glare of lights, and swiftly 
became a part of the desert night. Dick watched 
until it was quite out of sight, then went back to 
his car. It had all happened so suddenly. The boy 
was utterly bewildered. Nor was he in any mood 
to listen to J. B. at that moment. So, instead of 
going back to the hotel, he drove steadily on, down 
the broad road that leads to Carson City, unmind
ful of time or direction until the growing chill 
warned him to go back. 



CHAPTER NINE 

UP THE SIDES 

WHEN Dick awakened, late the next morning, 

J. B. was still sleeping the sleep of the innoc~nt
perhaps undeserved, and Dick threw on a dressing 

gown and ordered breakfast sent up to his room. 

His first day without Felicia! Resolved to spend 

his time well, while she was away, he opened the 

case of his portable typewriter and with a deter
mined air attacked a pile of unanswered mail. The 

keys were clicking busily when a knock sounded OD 

the door-the valet, for his suit, no doubt. 
"Come in," he called, without turning his head. 

ttThe gray suit on the chair-and there's a button 

off." 
"Really? I wish I'd brought my work-basket

!' d adore sewing it on for you!" 
Dick jumped-and stood up to face a smiling 

young woman, with soft red hair and provocative, 

almond-shaped green eyes. She had closed the door 

behind her and stood, leaning against it rather 
76 
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languidly, a filmy green negligee fluttering over an 

even flimsier orchid-tinted nightgown. 

"I heard your typewriter," she explained~ 

sweetly, "and I wondered if you'd lend me a 

sheet of carbon paper?" 
Dick looked at her. He had seen her several times 

about the hotel, usually alone. 

"Certainly," he said, stiffiy, and added, "I always 
get mine by calling the desk." 

"Do you really?" She came into the room, picked. 

up a book from the table and opened it. "My 
name's Edith Feeley, but by the way-Mrs. Feeley. 

If you weren't so unsociable, you'd know that I 
have the room next door!" 

Dick held out the sheet of carbon paper, l>ut she 

waved it away. 
••I haven't gone yet!" Her green eyes traveled. 

over him in amused insolence. "What pretty paja-. 

mas! Aren't you going to ask me to sit down?" 
Dick ignored the suggestion. "Will one sheet be 

enough?" he asked, still offering the carbon. 

"One sheet! Really-" Mrs. Feeley smiled. Then, 
"Oh, you mean carbon paper!" She shrugged her 

shoulders. "You here getting a divorce?" 
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«That's my business," said Dick, and looked 

pointedly at the door. 
uDear me!" his visitor sighed. «What an un

friendly little boy you are! I saw you yesterday, 

driving up Virginia Street with a girl, and you were 
a lot more clubby! Gentlemen prefer blondes! Who 
is she, anyway?" 

Of course, reflected Dick, he could telephone the 
desk and have this impertinent young female forc
ibly removed! Or he could pick her up and carry 
her to the hall. But he had no desire to touch her; 
his initial dislike for Mrs. Feeley was becoming 

worse. 
«Well-well! If it isn't a pajama party!" J. B., 

sheepishly grinning, appeared in the doorway of 
the adjoining bedroom. uno I intrude?" 

Dick dropped the carbon paper on the table. 
«There it is,-I'm going back to work," he said 
shortly. 

J. B. approached Edith Feeley with a knowing 
grin. ..Is there anything I can do to help a lady in 
apparent distress?" he asked. uy ou know red hair 

always stirs me to •deeds of derring-do',-whatever 
they are!" 
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"Well, I'll bet they are not something to eat!" 
laughed Mrs. Feeley. "But how about your snooty 

little boy-friend here? Is . he a Y.M.C.A. wowser, 
or something? I heard he was the rich heir, heir 

to--" 

"Yes, the Frigid-air to a lot of queer Plymouth 
Rock morals," joked J. B. "But let's talk about me. 

Can't I escort you to your room and put in the 
carbons-or something?" 

Mrs. Feeley smiled back at him, and turning 
around she left the room, followed by J.B., who 
kiddingly took the DO NOT DISTURB card from 
the doorknob as he passed out into the corridor. 

Dick got up and walked disgustedly to the win
dow. Lord, he was no moralist, yet the incident 
left a bad taste in his mouth! He lighted a ciga
rette, thoughts of work vanquished by thoughts of 

Reno. 
But no!-this wasn't the only Reno, this divorce 

gang with its cheap sordidness. That court-house 
below in the sunlight-he recalled Judge Cooper's 
remark-had other business than divorce. And 

those people down there going about their affairs; 

they were not all messy immoralists. But there cer-
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tainly was an insidious something permeating the 
city, a moral slackening, a general let-down. J. B. 
and Mrs. Feeley were typical--. 

Nor was Dick's disgust peculiar to himself. It 

was reflected, intensified, a few evenings later, in 
the expression of an elderly gentleman who stepped 

from a west-bound train, and found himself 
plumped into the midst of a very noisy and alco
holic party of well-dressed merrymakers who had, 

evidently, come to the station to bid adieu to some
body or other. 

Dignified and arrogant, this gentleman surveyed 
the disgraceful scene and heard the ribald remarks, 
with an inwardly grim satisfaction that his most 
fantastic opinions of Reno were confirmed the 
moment he set foot in the place. 

To such a stinking hole, Alexander W. Brett 
told himself, had Felicia dragged him! Well-she 
could settle for that later! 

For a moment he could make no progress. He 
must wait, apparently until the train pulled out, 
for the platform was as crowded as the Times 
Square Subway Station during the rush hours. A 
milling crowd of noisy, vulgar people, wearing 
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idiotic paper hats and armed with wooden rattles 
and tin horns, hurried back and forth beside the 

train, shouting and hooting with laughter. The "It 
Won't Be Long Now" club, the club of Reno's di
vorce colonists-was assembled in all its glory. 

Drunken voices were raised in songs of dubious 
benediction to speed on their way a honeymoon 
couple, the former Mrs. Mitty Fowler of Wichita, 

Kansas, and her fourth matrimonial partner, the 
soft-shoe artist, Jack Fielding, both graduate 
members, divorced and remarried the same day. 

In his deep detestation of alcohol, Brett won

dered why it was that the race to which he be
longed seemed utterly unable to relax into good 
humored fun without loading up with drink. The 

Latins could; they could achieve a real carnival 
spirit without intoxication. No--the Anglo Saxon 
was a sot. He was ashamed of his countrymen. 

Seeing a slight break in the crowd' he began to 
press his way through. 

uHello, Handsome!" A flushed, over-warm 

young thing in a yellow evening dress ripped 
from one shoulder by a too ardent admirer, patted 

his cheek affectionately with a moist hand. Her 
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breath was heavy with the fumes of many drinks. 
The diplomat-without diplomacy-removed 

her hand as though it had been a spider . 
.. Well, what the hell?" The young woman looked 

at him angrily. Then she flung back her head and 
laughed, loudly ... My mistake, grandpop!" she told 
him ... Go get a monkey gland and c'mon back!" 

Brett brushed her ~ide, white with fury. 
,Adrienne Henly-Martin's taunt, .. Look in a mir
ror, Alex!" came hack in all its bitterness. Savagely, 
he plunged through the crowd, looking about for 

a porter~ 
There was no porter-someone else had grabbed 

the only one Reno boasts--and there was no taxi. 
Finally, installed in a dilapidated bus that looked 
like a discarded hearse, he was joggled to the hotel, 
where, still trembling with humiliation and rage, 
he seized the telephone and called the Hodge home • 

.. Mrs. Brett is out!" came the guarded reply 

from the other end. It was Ann Hodge's voice, 
.. Who is this, who shall I say called?" 

No reply. 
So Felicia was out, was she? In the city of drunk

enness and revelry! Perhaps she was with those vul-
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garians at the station. What if she had been? What 
a meeting that would have been! 

He went to his room, but instead of unpacking 
he paced the floor. At twelve he phoned again. 
Ann was still up and replied that Mrs. Brett had 
not yet returned. Brett undressed and went to bed. 

But he could not sleep. At two o'clock he 
'phoned again. If she was not at home by two in 
the morning he'd know--! 

uNo, she hasn't returned," answered a sleepy 

voice. Ann was bewildered to be awakened from a 
sound sleep and her mind was muddled. ..Who is 

~Dick? --Oh, of course not .•• " 
Alexander Brett flung the telephone to the floor. 

So there was a Dick, was there? At five, he threw 

himself, exhausted, on the bed and slept, but eight 
o'clock found him out on the street, moving briskly 
toward the detective agency which the hotel man
ager had recommended. He'd find out about this 

Dick! 
He believed in being thorough. In confidence the 

manager had given him the name of a very clever 
woman .. in case Mr. Brett should wish any services 

of an especially private nature." He glanced at the 
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slip of paper in his hand. Mrs. Edith Freeley
Room 342-Liberty Hotel. For an instant, he hesi

tated. No, he would go to the Hodges' first and 

see Felicia for himself. He hailed a cab and gave 

the address. 

As he sped down Virginia Street toward the resi
dential section, another cab, at the other end of 
town, started up the thoroughfare from the flying 
field ... Aren't we nearly there, Mummy?" asked 

Alex Brett, Junior, as he snuggled his blonde head 
against Felicia's ·shoulder. 



CHAPTER TEN 

WALTZ YOUR LADY 

"HERE we are!" Felicia's young voice, jubilantly 
happy, sounded in the hallway, and Ann and Peg 
Hodge came hurrying down the stairs to greet her. 

"Here's the infant Lindbergh!" 
Little Alex, slightly bored, but well schooled in 

his manners, shook hands gravely with them, but 
his round blue eyes traveled past the women to the 
window ... Are there Indians in those hills out 
there?" 

Peg was on her knees before him. ..Oh, lots of 
Indians, lamb." 

"Can I shoot them?" 
Felicia, smiling down at him, casually followed 

his gaze to the window and turned pale. Without 
a word she picked up her son and plunged head
long up the stairs. 

On the other side of the door, Alexander Brett 
pressed a manicured £nger-nail upon the doorbell. 

Ten minutes later Felicia met her husband in the 
Hodge's living-room. 

ss 
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Still boiling over Felicia's .. all night brawl," 

Brett was bursting with invectives he was pre
pared to load upon her head. But as she stood be
fore him his suspicions collapsed. No rings under 

her eyes, no odor of liquor, no evidence of any 
kind to sustain him. On the contrary he fdt that 
he had never seen his wife look so young or so 
pretty. The anger in his eyes changed to grudging 
admiration and a proud sparkle of possession. She 
was his, this slender, bronzed girl who stood before 

him! 
He sensed an indefinable change in her; a poise 

that made her all the more desirable. Though he 
could not know, it was love that had transformed 

her. From the diffident young wife of an arrogant 
old man, she had become a glowing woman, 

vibrantly alive, alluring as she had never been 
before! 

uy ou're a very silly little thing, aren't you?" 

he addressed her, masking his real fedings with a 
patronizing, sticky sort of voice ... Come over here 

and give your husband a kiss!" 
Felicia looked at him contemptuously. ..Alex, 

don't you understand yet, that I'm through?" she 

asked calmly. 
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"Oh, you're through, are you? You are through, 

here, you mean." The bantering tone had disap
peared. The voice was sharp, commanding. "Feli
cia, you will drop this ridiculous divorce action at 
once and return with me to New York!" 

"I will do nothing of the sort!" Felicia protested, 
and faced him defiantly. 

"I say you will!" His words came rapidly, with 
the force of blows. "You are my wife." 

Felicia nodded slowly. "I am your wife, Alex
but I will cease being so at the first possible mo
ment." Suddenly she laughed, a clear, girlish laugh. 
"It's so perfectly ridiculous!" she cried, half hys
terical. "Can't you see, Alex? I'm not suited to 
you. I'm too young." 

She retreated, frightened, before Brett's sudden 
advance upon her. He seized her wrists, tightened 
his fingers about them. 

"So that's it!" he snarled, his face close to hers. 
"That's what you're driving at! Where . were you 

when I called you last night? At two o'clock in the 
morning? Out with a younger man-in his arm?" 

"Alex, I--,, 
rrBe still! I'm too old for you, am I?" She had 

said the one thing that could hurt him most, and 
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any gentleness he might have had was consumed . 
.. Younger man!" he cried, almost in anguish ... As 

though you haven't had them! As though you 
haven't been having them, right and left, ever 
since I married you! As though--" 

.. You know that's a lie!" Furious, shamed by 

the words which poured from his lips, Felicia 
struck at him. 

He laughed at her, pinioning het: arms to her 
sides ... So you'd like to hit me for speaking the 

truth!" She was lovely in her anger, her blue eyes 
dilated, her Jips parted. "Well, I won't divorce 
you!" he told her ... I don't want a .scandal. You 
will return to my home. Have your affairs if you 
must, but conduct yourself at least with discretion. 
I don't expect any more than that from a woman 

like you!" 
.. I won't go back with you!" she cried. •crd kill 

myself, :first! You can't make me go. There's noth

ing you can do! I've talked with lawyers and I 
know. There's no way you can stop me. Even if 
you hide and refuse to be served, I can get the 
divorce by default. I tell you I'm through." 

Brett played his trump card. ..And how about 
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your son?" he demanded. ..Have you thought of 

him?" 

"Of course I've thought of him! He's mine! 

Any court in the world would give him to me!" 

She laughed at the thought of her boy, talking of 

Indians upstairs with Peg Hodge ... He needs me

he needs love and understanding and youth!" 

Youth again! Brett glared at her, hatred in his 

eyes. 

"I will never give him up," he snapped, .. no 

matter what any court orders. Unless you do what 

I say, you will never see him again! My fortune 

can outweigh any court order you can produce! 

There's all Europe-all the world to hide him in! 

Possession is nine points in the law!" 

Felicia, burning with shame for the accusations 

he had made against her, could not resist the temp

tation to crush this man. What if young Peg, 

upstairs with little Alex, had heard? What if little 

Alex himself had listened, not understanding, yet 

frightened by his father's tirade? 

She smiled confidently. 

"I've heard that," she told him. ..And that is 

just why I went to New York and got my boy! 
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That's where I was when you 'phoned-in an air
plane bringing him here. Alex is upstairs." 

As though by signal, the sound of the boy's 

laughter rang out, and was instantly silenced. 

Brett had been angry before, now, swaying be
fore the storm of his invective, Felicia decided the 

man was insane. She closed her eyes, tried not to 
listen. 

uy ou-you-" He paused at last, panting, 

searching for some word he had not already used 
to paint the vileness he accused her of . 

.. No court in the world would award you your 
child!" he snarled ... No jury would find you fit! 
Do you expect me to believe you have no lover 
here?" 

Felicia stared at him, suddenly terrified. Dick

Dick Belden. 

As though he had read her mind, he flung out 
the name, .. Dick! Who is Dick?" he demanded . 

.. Ann Hodge mistook me for him last night when 

I telephoned! There's Dick-and I suppose there's 

Tom and Harry as well! Oh, you may think you've 

been very clever, Felicia, but I tell you I know! 
I know and I can prove it!" 
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Felicia swallowed hard. "Alex-" she began, 
choked speechless with terror. 

Through the open window came the blare of a 
lamilUr hom, the shm of an automobile door. 
Eager, youthful steps hurried up the walk, across 
the porch. Dick Belden bounded into the room. 

ccGosh, Felicia, how I've missed you!" 
Alexander W. Brett's laughter rang out, sneer

ing and triumphant. 
Felicia tried to carry off the moment as best she 

could. Her voice steady, only her eyes starkly 
frightened, she introduced the two men. Brett 
ignored Dick's proffered hand, seemed not to deign 
to notice his existence. Only as he turned to go, 
his final words, spoken to his wife, were for the 
younger man's benefit. 

eel£ you persist in this action, Felicia," he threat
ened her, .. just remember this-no other man but 
me shall ever have you." 

Dick watched Brett's departure with a curious, 
speculative look. Felicia sank into a chair and 
buried her face in her hands. 

ccoh, Dick," she moaned, .. what am I to do?" 
Instantly he was at her side ... He can't hurt you, 
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honey-that's just talk! He's trying to frighten 
you." 

Her eyes clung to his face ... He says he'll prove 
I'm unfit to have my boy!,. 

Dick laughed scornfully ... He can't do that!" 
There was not a shred of uncertainty in his tone. 
Once-years ago, it seemed-he might have 
doubted this girl, but no longer ... Don't worry, 
dear!" 

She found comfort in his own steady confidence. 
"Oh, Dick!" Slowly she smiled. 

He patted her head as though she were a child. 
"That's the girl!" He leaned over and kissed her. 
She brightened as they talked of her trip. "Honey," 
Dick said at last, .. J. B. wants to have a party 

tonight at the Pines-that's a dance place a couple 
of miles beyond town. Will you go?" 

uoh, anywhere, anything to get this horrible 
thing out of my mind!" 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 

BOW TO THE LADIES 

BY night Dick had almost forgotten about Brett. 

He had a satisfactory talk with his lawyer over his 
own affairs that afternoon and was whistling hap

pily as he got into evening clothes. J. B. had gone 
ahead; Dick was to bring Felicia to the roadhouse 

in his own car. 
The telephone rang. 
"Mr. Belden, this is Edith Feeley-is J. B. there?'~ 

Soft exclamations of dismay-almost too soft to be 
convincing. "But he told me he was having a party 
at The Pines and I'm all dressed to go! What shall 

I do?" 

Secretly cursing J. B., Dick had to invite Mrs. 
Feeley to drive out with Felicia and himself. He 

cancelled the point that she was not a good actress& 
In the front seat of the roadster beside Felicia, she 
showed no trace of the impudent, even vulgar 

woman who had come into his room at the hotet 
Edith Feeley was playing the part of a lady! 

J. B.'s face was startled when he saw them. 
93 
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.. Why in hell did you bring Feeley?" he de

manded at the :first opportunity. When Dick, 

equally startled, explained, he shook his head . 
.. Maybe she's fallen for your Greek proportion, 

J. B.! You have--er--encouraged her a bit!" 
.. Fallen for your grandmother!" retorted J. B • 

.. That woman's like a cat-all four feet on the 

ground and whiskers to measure by!" He scratched 
his head ... Now just what is she up to?" he de

manded of the air about him. 
The air at The Pines was too :filled with noise 

to have heard even if the question could have been 
answered. Felicia at Dick's side looked about her 

curiously . 
.. Nevada-Byzantine at its best!" J.B. com

mented, caustically. 

The main room was long and ornately decorated 
-a tortuous, swirling ceiling of red and gold, and 
walls a startling shade of blue. Opening from it was 
a series of alcoves, each large enough for .a table and 

chairs, and into one of these J.B. led his guests. 
A jazz orchestra was playing feverishly; on the dais 

beside it, a huge plaster cat yawned sardonically. 
Felicia laughed at it. 
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"Hush!" J.B. warned her. ({That kitty'll cost you 
money, Mrs. Brett! The only mice she'll touch are 

made of gold and stamped by the U. S. Treasury! 
Her life work is to collect tips for the musicians." 

One of the players had abandoned the orchestra 
and was strutting about the floor, loosing a cater
waul of nasal song, gesturing like a monkey. ({Get 

hot! Get hot!" he told the dancers. 

An attentive waiter hovered about them. 
"Ginger-ale," Felicia absently answered J.B.'s 

question of what she wanted to drink. Like an ex
cited child she watched the scene before her. Ex
pensively dressed women. Flash of jewels and gold 

and platinum that would have done credit to a 
Fifth Avenue jeweler's window. Ranchers in dusty 

boots. Men who looked more like gunmen than 
night-club habitues. 

J.B. with a sidelong wink at Dick, bore Edith 
Freeley to the dance floor. 

"Don't you ever drink, Felicia?" 

The drinks had arrived; four glasses identical in 

size and shape, though one contained ginger-ale, 
one a clover club cocktail, the other two, highballs. 

Felicia shook her head. "Hardly ever. I might 
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if I could find anything I liked the taste of," 

she said. 

The music changed to a tap-dance and all the 

lights were suddenly dimmed. Somehow the scene 
repelled Dick-the slow, sticky sensualism of the 
dance. Not that he could say much for the old 

formal minuet of the manner of his grandsires, nor 
yet the quadrille and the old fashioned waltz and 

two-step of his fathers' generation. He was of a 

jazz age, yet the wild barbarism of the first jazz 
steps seemed of late to have degenerated into the 

pathways of the honky-tonks, rather than the jun
gle. Couple after couple slithered slowly by, their 
bodies glued together from cheek to knee. No 
laughter, no conversation, nothing of the carnival 

spirit, just-well he was glad Felicia was not out 

there dancing with anybody, not even with good 

old J.B. He looked upon her admiringly, and for a 
long time they sat silent . 

.. Let's look the joint over," J.B. suggested, when 

he and Mrs. Feeley returned. Dick and Felicia fol

lowed. 

In a small, square room illuminated by hidden 
lights, a man at a piano was singing. rrHe Jazzes 
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Anything," boasted a sign on the blue wall. At the 
moment he was jazzing "Nearer My God to Thee," 
and the words, syncopated, broken, fell grotesquely 
upon their ears. Someone demanded "Frankie, and 

Johnny," and as they crossed the floor to the gam
ing-room, the melody followed them plaintively
"He was her man-but he do-o-one her 
wr-ro-ong." 

Rows of bottles were arrayed behind the bar in 

a room where slot machines for gambling stood 
against the walls. J.B. led them through another 
lloor. Four tables-roulette, faro, dice and "twenty
one." A group of ranchers, broad hats pushed back 
on their heads, were "Shooting Craps," their West
ern voices drawling profane endearment to the 
dice. But the roulette table was the most popular. 

As they approached it, they felt at once ari elec
trified atmosphere. Every chair was taken; men and 
women crowded forward their faces intent upon 
the play. Only the croupier remained indifferent, 

expressionless, while the pile of gold pieces before 
one player chinked higher and higher after every 
turn of the wheel. 

"They have a higher bank than at Monte Carlo," 
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J.B. explained to Felicia ... I know a fellow out here 

who says he wins or loses an average of a quarter 

of a million a year at that table!" 

Felicia's eyes were on the man who was winning. 

Suave, low voiced, he seemed unconscious of the 
tensity of the moment. At last, still winning, he 

shrugged. 
«The drinks are on me," he said, mildly. «I'm 

through for tonight." 

His winnings were too large to be paid by the 

croupier, he bore a slip of paper across to a closet 

of a room where a cashier behind a grill paid out 

to him thirty one-thousand dollar bills-the first 

paper money Felicia had seen in Nevada. A group 

followed him into the bar .... 

It was long after midnight when Dick, glancing 

at Felicia realized that she was tired. To J.B. and 

Mrs. Feeley it was just the top of the evening, so 

Dick and Felicia started back without them. 

«There's the man who won so much money," 

Felicia said, as a black car shot out from the others 

and headed up the Reno road ... He has a nice face, 

Dick-I wonder who he is?" 
Dick didn't know. As though she were a fragile 
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invalid, he was still fussing about Felicia, making 

her comfortable. The Nevada temperature had 

taken its customary drop with the coming of night. 

Sometimes, Hodge had told them, there was as 

great a drop as 40 degrees in a few hours after 

sunset. 

They swung slowly out from the parking space 

and turned toward the city. Felicia leaned back, 

looking up at the stars which cascaded, like a foun

tain, from the axis of the heavens to the very· rim 

of the horizon. Suddenly the brakes shrieked and 

the car swerved to the left. She sat up, startled, as 

Dick wrenched on the emergency and leaped out. 

The black car was skewed across the road just 

ahead of them. In the glare of their own headlights, 

the face of the man whose luck had accompanied 

him to The Pines-and left him-gleamed starkly 

white-white except for a streak of blood that was 

trickling from a gash on his forehead. 

Felicia scrambled from the car after Dick. 

"Is he dead, Dick?" Her voice was faint, and she 

was shivering. 

Dick's fingers found the man's pulse. He shook 

his head. "Just blackjacked. He'll be all right. Good 
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God, Felicia, the men who did this, couldn't have 
been gone more than a minute!" He looked at her 
anxiously, at the string of small but unquestion
ably genuine pearls about her throat. 

Felicia wiped blood from the stranger's face with 

an absurdly little handkerchief. 

"The cut isn't very deep," she said, examining 
the wound. "Can I help you carry him?" 

He laughed at her indulgently. "Goose." 

She stood back, watching, adoringly as he lifted 
the limp body and bore it to the roadster. 

"If you'll sit here and support him, Felicia--" 
The cold air, whipping into the car, revived the 

man, he opened his eyes only to close them again, 
as though the effort had been too great. 

They took him to the hospital, then drove to the 

police station and made their report. Old stuff, gam
bling places are roots for vultures. 

"You must be half dead!" Nearly home at last, 
Dick put his arm about Felicia and drew her close, 
and with a little sigh of content, she rested her head 
against his shoulder. 

"Dear Dick!" she murmured, sleepily. It would 
soon be dawn. 
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Dick Belden smiled into the darkness. Not since 

that first evening after Judge Cooper's party had 
he really kissed Felicia-kissed her as he longed, 

sometimes almost unendurably to do. And he was 
glad. Passion was still there, alive in them both, yet 
from this new tenderness and mounting faith in 
one another was growing a love that was very real, 

deep and enduring. 

I 



CHAPTER TWELVE 

BOW TO THE GENTS 

STOPPING in front of the Hodge's home a great 
calm descended upon Dick and Felicia. It had been 
a hectic night of noise, tumult, elemental passion 
and finally stark tragedy. But in this quiet resi
dential part of Reno, where three o'clock is indeed 
the zero hour, they could almost hear their own 
heart-beats. 

"It would be wonderful to sit here forever, 
sweetheart," crooned Dick. "But you need rest
and then there are the Hodges, your generous and 
patient hosts. You must run along." 

On the steps Dick held her again for a moment 
in a gentle, almost boyish embrace. "Good-night, 
dear child. Sleep peacefully. Everything is for the 
best, in this very best of worlds." 

Gaining the seat of his roadster Dick was just 
about to step on the starter, when the stillness was 
broken by a startling sound-a shriek from within 
the house. 

"Dick!-Dick!" 
102 
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The boy was up the steps in three bounds, only 
to meet Felicia at the door, her face pale and her 
big blue eyes filled with terror. "Come," she said, 
"-quickly!" And she led him into the living-room. 

There sitting starkly upright in a heavy armchair 

was Dr. Tom Hodge, bound hand and foot and 
securely gagged-apparently the work of experts! 

It was evident, however, the Doctor had not 

reached this state of helplessness without a struggle, 
for his face was bruised and his clothes torn. But 
even while Dick was releasing the bonds he could 
see that the agony in the Doctor's kind, gray eyes 
was not for himself, nor his misfortune. 

As soon as the gag was removed he managed to 
gulp one word: "The boy!" 

Like a flash Felicia darted up the stairs. 

"Ann! Peg!" her voice cried shrilly. 
No reply. 
Then rushing to her own bedroom door, behind 

which she had left her little boy peacefully sleep
ing, she found it locked. 

"Baby! Alex!" she cried hysterically. 

There was no wund but the dull thud of her own 

soft :fists pounding upon the door-panels. 
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At that moment the outer door of the house 
opened and Peg the seventeen year old daughter of 
the old-fashioned Hodges, entered slippers in hand, 
and tiptoed across the hall. Peg was of the new 
flapper generation, who, having adopted the ways 
of her father rather than of her mother, was try
ing the immortal gag of sneaking into her home at 
three A.M. 

But there was no chance of secrecy in this dra
matic morning. Seeing the light and hearing the 
noise in the library, she hurried in, and dropping 
her shoes foolishly, gasped: 

.. Dad, for God's sake what's happened?" 
Dick, just removing the last of the ropes that had 

held the prisoner was too busy to answer. Slowly 
gaining his feet the doctor spoke thickly: 

"Ann was upstairs with the boy-he had cried 
out in his sleep-when the doorbell rang. I an
swered it. Two men grabbed me-had me gagged 
before I could give any warning." 

In a flash Dick and Peg bounded up the stairs, 
followed more slowly by the Doctor. There they 
found Felicia beating hysterically against the closed 
door, her knuckles red and broken. 
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uno you know who they were, Dad?" 
Peg was clinging to her father's arms, leaning on 

him and supporting him, by turns. 
uNever saw them before. They--" 
uFor God's sake, get an axe!" 
Peg flew to the cellar while Dick quieted Felicia, 

holding her frantic, bleeding hands away from the 

door. 
((Darling, don't! It'll be all right-somehow. 

Please don't." 
In the meantime Dr. Tom had gone to the up

stairs phone, and was calling the police. 

Peg panting, came back with an axe, and Dick 
swung at the door. Boards splintered; he swung 
again. Once more, and the opening was big enough 
for him to squeeze through. 

uwhere are the lights?" he demanded. Felicia, 

crowding after him, touched the switch. 
Her room was in perfect order. Filmy nightgown 

on the bed, little pink slippers side by side on the 
blue rug. In a flat tray on the dressing table, jew

elry arranged neatly-undisturbed. 
Then they saw Ann, gagged and bound, like her 

husband. She was painfully conscious; tears welled 
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into her tragic eyes and ran in glistening lines over 
her cheeks. 

Dick and Peg rushed to release her, but Felicia's 

anguished gaze was :fixed on the empty cot in the 

corner of the room. Blankets hurriedly torn 
back . . . and on the sheet, the impression of a 

little body, on the pillow the dent made by a little 
head .... 

"They took him!" Ann gasped, as the gag was 

removed from her swollen mouth. "They carried 
him out the window, across the roof! They locked 
the hall door from this side .... He didn't even 

wake up!" She collapsed in a storm of weeping. 
Still Felicia could not seem to move her eyes from 

that small bed-a Teddy bear sprawled on the floor 
beside it, and a toy gun just visible beneath the 

pillow-in case Indians should come. 
"Felicia-" Dick touched her arm, timid in the 

face of her emotion. 
She looked at him with strange eyes that did not 

seem to recognize him. Then she walked unstead

ily across the room and flung herself down upon the 

cot, crushing the little pillow to her breast. 
"Oh, my baby, my baby!" she cried. "Oh, why 
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did I ever bring him here? Why did I ever come to 
this place? Why did I leave him tonight?-know-
. " mg--

She stood up, swaying facing them. Then, with
out warning, she crumpled into a still heap on the 
floor, the little pillow still clutched in her arms. 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

ALL CHANGE HANDS 

THROUGH the darkened streets of Reno, a closed 
car with curtains drawn, sped out over the wide 
paver road to Carson City. 

About seventeen miles from the town, it swerved 

abruptly into that steep and difficult stretch of 

mountain road known as Jumbo Grade. No one saw 
it turn, but the sudden bumping of balloon tires 

over the rough rocks awakened a child from his 
slumbers on the rear seat. 

Alex Brett, junior, stirred and stretched out his 
arms sleepily. It was dark, and for a moment he 
was not conscious of any motion. Then, blinking, 
he sat up abruptly. 

«Mummy!" 

The squat man beside him dropped a hand to the 
curly head, not unkindly. 

«your rna ain't here, kid. We're taking a little 
buggy ride." 

The child looked up, unafraid, into the strange 
face. 

I08 
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Motors, trains, airplanes-Alex, junior, had done 

quite a bit of traveling in the past week! 

"This is a hell of a road," growled the younger 

man at the wheel. 

At times barely a foot wider than the car, the 

old donkey trail to Virginia City was blasted in 

many places through solid rock. Sage-brush and 

stunted pines scratched the sides of the car. Loose 

stones rolled beneath the wheels. 

"I wanna drink of water!" said the child. 

"Aw, shut him up-he makes me nervous!" In 

the flash of a match, as he lighted a cigarette, the 

driver's face glowed in the darkness, sullen with 

the cruelty of experience. 
"Whatcha hopped up about? We're jake now!" 

spoke the man in the rear. 
"Yeah! We'll be a damned sight more jake when 

we get the berries in our pocket and the kid off 

our hands! Hell!" He slammed on the brakes as 
they rounded a hairpin curve, then released them 

suddenly and jammed down the accelerator as the 

road before them mounted starkly upward. 

Mules, laden with ore, had done better on this 

road, back in the days when gold and silver flowed 
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in a steady stream from Virginia City. Today the 

route was taken only by youngsters who wanted 
the distinction of boasting: 

"Well, I made the Jumbo Grade,"-youngsters 

and men such as these two, whom Alexander Brett 
had employed to "bring my son to me-nicely if 
you can, but bring him!" 

"I'm cold," said the child. 
"Say, will you bean that brat, or do I have to 

stop the bus an' do it?" the driver demanded. 
The man in the back seat didn't answer, but he 

pulled a dirty robe from the floor and tucked it 
about the youngster. 

"Better go to sleep, kid," he advised. 
"I wanna drink of water!" 

Brakes screamed again. This time the car came 

to a full stop. Mouthing curses, the driver stepped 
to the running board and edged his way along the 
sheer wall of rock that rose beside them toward the 
front of the machine. 

Even the man in the back seat was stirred to in
terest. "What's eatin' you?" he barked. 

"Eatin' me? Look at this!" 

Dislodged from the mountainside, a great boul-



ALL CHANGE HANDS 111 

der had rolled down the slope and lay before them, 
a hulking impassable mass of rock. 

"Now what in hell are we gonna do?" 
The child snuggled sleepily in the foul blanket 

while the two men surveyed the obstacle before 
them. To the left the mountainside rose uncom
promisingly; to the right it fell abruptly. The 
stars which had studded the black sky were dim
ming; faintly in the East came the :first glow of 
dawn. 

'Buck,' the man who had driven, put his shoul
der to the rock, heaved for a moment, then stood 
up. "Can't budge it," he announced. 

"If we throw a rope around it and hitch it to 
the car, we can drag it out o' the way," began the 
man who had been with the child. 

"Yeah? And where you gonna get the rope? 
You're a smart egg you are!" 

"Why in hell--" 

Their voices rose angrily, loud in this stillness, 
echoing against the mountainside. 

Ghosts of the pioneers who had hewed this trail 
from solid rock must have chortled as they watched 
these two, whose horseless carriage had carried 
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them some twenty miles in less than an hour, but 

who were so suddenly balked by what a horse could 

have walked around. 

uw ell, we'll have to go hack and get a rope," the 

man from the rear seat said . 

.. Yeah-an' tell the cops that we're takin' our 

little boy out for his morning ride?" 
uw ell,-I'll stay here with the kid; you beat it 

• 
back for rope-er somethin'. Leave me enough cig-

arettes." 

Fifteen minutes of blackguarding argument be
fore a decision was reached. Daylight was coming 

on . 

.. Here, kid, c'mon out, we're goin' to picnic here 

a while," spoke the squat man. 

Alex, now wide awake, stepped out onto the 

running board and stared at the two men with 

unblinking eyes . 
.. I want my Mummy!" 

The squat man lifted him from the car • 
.. We're takin' you to your Pa, kid," he said, al

most gently. 

It was the wrong comfort ... I don't wanna go to 

him! 1 won't! I won't!-Y ou take me right back 
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to my Mummy, or I'll-" defiance died, and the 
child begun to sob, loudly. 

"Shut the mutt up!" snapped Buck, .. You could 
hear him a mile at a time like this." 

"Forget the kid; you beat it back. I'll put him 
to sleep here, and I'll go out on them rocks an' 
watch the sunrise an' smoke myself to death. Now 
go on-an' make it snappy-It's colder'n 'ell here." 

Five minutes later the blue sedan had backed 
down, turned around, and was headed back to 
Reno, while Alex wrapped in the dirty robe and an 
old sweater the man had found in the car trunk, 
was lying among the rocks on the side of the an
cient road, crying. 

The squat man walked back and forth in order 

to keep warm. 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

DO--S I-DO 

WITH the dawn Felicia had become ominously 
calm. Against the transparent pallor of her face, 
drained of color, her eyes were like dark holes . 

.. Ann, we must find Alex-he-did this." Fe

licia's voice was hollow . 
.. The hotel clerk says he checked out last eve

ning-returning East." 
.. Where's Dick?" asked the girl dully ... Every

body's deserted me." 

.. Dick and J .B. are scouting •below the line' 
looking for clues of the kidnappers. Tom is down
stairs talking to two detectives from police head
quarters. You must be brave, little girl, everything 
is being done-and we'll have little Alex back yet. 
Won't you lie down?" 

Felicia shook her head. She was spiritually dead 
and the dead are already resting. 

It was now bright morning and, the golden sun
light pouring through the window was in utter 
contrast to the clouds that lurked within the house. 

114 



DO-S I-DO 115 

Nature is impersonal; little birds sing in ceme
teries, and the gentle rains fall equally upon the 
just and the unjust. 

Suddenly the happy voice of a child across the 
street, rang out. Felicia screamed. Relief brightened 
Ann's face as the girl gave way to hysterics. It was 
better thus-better that Felicia relieve her emo
tions in tears rather than allow them to burn her 
up in repression. Like a nurse attending a helpless 
baby Ann undressed her and tucked her into bed. 

An hour later Dick and J.B. returned. Hearing 
their voices Felicia jumped from her bed, seized her 
dressing gown and hurried downstairs, her eyes 

beseeching news. 
Dick smiled bravely, .. Well," he said, .. little Alex 

is still in Nevada. I wired East and had the Limited 
searched at Winnemucca. All subsequent trains are 
to be closely watched, and we have men watching 
the highways. There isn't a chance to get out of the 
state." 

"That sirnpli:6.es matters," said Dr. Tom, his 
bruised face still showing signs of the battle he had 
put up against the kidnappers ... But this is a pretty 
big state to hide in. They might--" 
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"How about Mr. Nevada; do you suppose we 
could enlist his help?" asked J. B. wonderingly. 

"It would be splendid if we could," replied Dr. 
Tom thoughtfully. "His millions against Brett's! 
This is practically his state. He knows every foot 
of it and everybody in it, and if he could be induced 
to interest himself--" 

"Where can he be found?" Dick asked excitedly. 
"He can't be reached by phone, and he might be 

anywhere in the state, his mines, resorts and other 
businesses are scattered all over the map. When he•s 
here he puts up at the Arlington, but--" 

Like a flash Dick had reached his car and was off. 
"Who is this Mr. Nevada?" asked Felicia. 
"He•s Nevada•s wealthiest and most powerful 

citizen. He has another name, but he is universally 
and lovingly known as Mr. Nevada," answered Dr. 
Tom. 

"However, he is more of a legend than a real 
person, for he is rarely seen and very hard to find:• 

Felicia looked at the others with dulled eyes. J.B. 
had thought of her as merely another of the shallow 
women who had messed up marriage, but now he 
realized the depths of her love for her boy and her 
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intense capacity for suffering. His latent chivalry 

was challenged on the spot and he was henceforth 

her champion. He didn't know Brett, but from 

now on he shared Dick's desire to sink his fingers 
into his flabby throat. 

The telephone rang. 
"I've found Mr. Nevada~" said Dick, and rang 

off. 

"Yes •Mr. Nevada,' is staying here," said the 
clerk of the hotel, .. but he can't be disturbed at 
this hour, he'll be up at eight however, that's less 

than an hour." 
But an hour was an eternity to Dick at this 

moment. Noting the bulletin behind the clerk with 

the room numbers and the names of the guests in
scribed on little strips of cardboard, he saw that 
Mr. Nevada was occupying 215. 

"Gimme a room," said Dick, .. Three hundred 

and fifteen, if you have it. That's my lucky 
number." 

"We get all sorts of superstitions over this coun
ter," smiled the clerk, .. but this is a new one on me. 

Fortunately for your peculiar Fate three hundred 
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and :fifteen is available. No luggage? Well, I guess 
I'll have to ask you to pay in advance." 

Dick had guessed right, the fire escape was right 

outside his window and in less than a minute he 
had descended, entered room 215 and was sitting 
beside the bed of the sleeping Mr. Nevada. Smiling, 
he touched the sleeper on the shoulder . 

.. Well! Who-" exploded Nevada's most distin

guished citizen. 
In one long sentence, said in a full breath, Dick 

rattled off the story, ending:-.. and you've simply 

got to help. It means--" 
.. I know what it means," smiled Mr. Nevada, 

with a twinkle in his eyes ... You love the lady!" 

Dick blushed and stammered his happy guilt . 
.. Well, son, if the little boy is still in Nevada 

you'll have him back. Kindly rap on that door/' 
Dick jumped to obey and in response to his 

knock it opened instantly and there stood framed in 
the casement a tall, squarely shouldered man of 
magnificent physical proportion and strong, clear

cut features. He was half dressed-evidently slept 
that way, Mr. Nevada's watch-dog, probably . 

.. Lanier, this romantic young lad is out jousting 
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for his lady-love whose son has been kidnapped by 
her husband's ruffians. Do what you can for him. 
He'll give you the details. Good luck to you both, 
and clear out so that I can finish my sleep." 

All the time Lanier was dressing Dick was tell
ing him such details as he knew, which were meager. 

Apparently though they were enough for Lanier. 
"Come," he said, as he strapped on his iron. ul 

think we'll do a bit of scouting. Ever been up in 
a plane?" 

"Oh, once or twice!" smiled the owner of a uDis
tinguished Service Medal." 

Five minutes later Dick was standing on the very 
spot from which Felicia had vanished into the night 
on her flight to New York only six days before. 

"Which plane?" asked an attendant of the night 
shift as he came up. 

"The light Waco," replied Lanier familiarly. Evi

dently Mr. Nevada had his own fleet! 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

.. RING-AROUND-A-ROSIE" 

THE sun was now well up on the distant hills, and 
the squat man enjoying its warmth was perched far 

out in a point of rocks where he could look for a 
mile down the Jumbo trail. Smoking innumerable 
cigarettes to stave off his growing hunger he won

dered what was delaying his side kick in Reno's 
well-paid crime. Suddenly he saw something blue 
moving slowly up the trail. He yawned expansively; 
the kid was asleep; Buck was on his way with help, 
and everything was jake. 

In his comfort he did not notice an old man with 
a long beard and streaming white hair slowly com
ing up onto the Jumbo from a narrow cattle trail 
that fed into it. Ragged and dirty though he was, 
intelligence gleamed in the old man's eyes, and 
through the blur of his white beard a sensitive 
well-formed mouth was faintly visible. He was, 
undoubtedly a "desert rat," one of the many half
mad or brokenhearted denizens. of the waste-lands. 

As the old man reached the Jumbo trail, a faint 
120 
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unfamiliar sound arrested his attention. My God, a 
child! A crying child! And then he discovered little 

Alex in his soiled and greasy robe. 
The desert rat had seen many strange things be

tween the dawns and sunsets that had tolled the 
passing of his life, yet there was wonder in his face 
as he lifted the child in his arms and unbound the 
handkerchief that stilled the trembling lips. He 
did not see many children and he gazed upon this 
boy as though he were a curiosity. 

uwhere did you come from?" he asked. 
Little Alex quietly sobbed out his terror against 

the thin shoulder. He did not wish the squat man to 
hear. Whoever this old man might be, his voice was 
gentle and his hands were kind. 

Interrupted by gulps and choked sobbing, the 
child told his story as best he could. 

uAnd what's your name sonny?" 
.. Alex." 

.. Alex? Alex what? What's your daddy's name?" 

.. My father's Alexander Brett." 

With a sudden relaxation of his sinewy arms the 
rat let Alex slide none too gently to the ground. 
A look of hatred distorted the sun-browned fea-
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tures ... Good God, it can't bel" he muttered ... This 

boy's too young! Alexander Brett must be seventy!" 

The child whimpered, then was silent. The sound 

of a falling stone clattered dangerously close. 
A dark face appeared over the ledge of rock and 

the Desert Rat looked up into the glittering muzzle 
of an automatic. 

With one leap the Desert Rat knocked over his 
assailant, and the squat dark body of what was 
probably the most surprised bad man in all Neva
da went rolling down the rocky slope, his gun 
clanking after him. 

The Rat scrambled back and smiled at the boy. 
That smile worked miracles. Wide-eyed, the child 
had watched the attack, had craned forward to fol
low with his gaze the precipitous descent of their 
attacker. The six year old mind had been grappling 
with far more than it could understand, but here 
was something it knew. 

Little Alex grinned ... Goody," he said, and re
garded his companion with admiration. 

The Rat nodded. ..But he'll be back for more, 

sonny. We'd better be moving." 

Trustingly, the warm little fingers gripped the 
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old hand and the two climbed swiftly higher into 
the mountain. 

A grotesque pair, the straggler from the desert 

and the tow-headed boy in pajamas striped like 
peppermint candy . 

.. Aren't we 'most there?" the child demanded. 
He was getting out of breath and the Rat was 

panting, his wrinkled face flushed and perspiring. 

The Rat was right. The squat man was returning 
for more, but this time he had company. Scram
bling back up onto the Jumbo Trail he arrived there 

just as his side-kick pulled up behind the rock that 
had stopped their progress earlier in the morning . 

.. Well, we don't need no rope for this pertickler 

thing," said the squat man as he wiped the blood 
from his cheek and forehead ... But it ought to be 

useful for other purposes." 

In a few blasphemous sentences he told of his 
adventure, and then spurred on by the huge fee 
that they saw slipping through their :fingers, the 
two men hurried up the trail. 

Old as he was, the Rat remained well ahead, for 

though the denizens 'below the line' were long in 

cunning, they were short on wind, compared to one 
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who had spent forty years walking the desert and 

climbing the mountains. 
"Better take a shot at the old skunk," growled 

Buck out of breath. 
"Naw, we might hit the kid, and he's our meal

ticket for next year." 
Two hundred yards up the trail the old man and 

the little boy in striped pajamas trudged on. "Most 
there?" again asked Alex wistfully. 

The Rat looked down at the child and his heart 
was touched to its depths. "Almost," he replied 
jauntily. "Want to ride piggy-back." 

Did he? Well nothing could be greater fun. 
"Giddap," shouted Alex as he was lifted aboard the 
broad but bent shoulders of the old man. And then, 
though it encroached dangerously upon his re
serve strength, the Rat actually ran a bit up the 

trail. 
Suddenly the roar of an aeroplane was heard, and 

as it sailed overhead, four specks on the Jumbo 
Trail glanced up and then away again. After all 
it was just a plane flying somewhere or other. Thus 

it is that one of the greatest triumphs of the human 
mind has become commonplace within a generation. 
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But if the plane held but a passing interest to 
the four specks, the four specks were uncommonly 

important to the two men flying so high above 
them. 

"It's the kidnappers," exploded Dick, looking 
down through his binoculars, to the man at the 
control ahead of him. 

"I knew it," replied Lanier. "This is exactly 

where I expected to find them. They are headed 

for the abandoned mines of Virginia City down 
there. That's where they all hide out. But we've 
got to get 'em before they move in or we're sunk. 
I'll tell you why when the talkin's easier." 

"But can we land?" 
"Sure. Us flyin' folk have got Iandin' spots picked 

out all over the State. There's a dry lake, see it? 

Just over the ridge? We can land there and they'll 

never see us." 
Swinging gently over the top of the low moun

tain the plane disappeared from the view of the 

four specks and coming up into the wind glided 
down and landed upon the hard surfaced lake bed, 

as gracefully as a bird. 

Dick was out in an instant and while Lanier was 
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.running down his engine and figuring out his take
off, he had hurried over the ridge and dropped down 
upon the Jumbo Trail not £fty feet behind the 
trailing kidnappers. 

Suddenly the two men heard a noise behind 
them-but too late! As they turned, they were 
looking down the barrel of a small but wicked auto
matic . 

.. Stick 'ern up, boys!" grinned Dick, in the man

per of an underworld movie; and just like the 
movies, the men stuck 'ern up . 

.. Well, why don't. you frisk us fer our irons," 
asked Buck sullenly as Dick sat on a rock . 

.. Just a minute, Little One," replied Dick ... All 

in good time." He was waiting for Lanier. 
At least £ve minutes elapsed before Nevada's 

famous flying detective appeared on the scene. He 
had come over the ridge farther down the trail . 

.. We'll have to move if we are to ketch the kid 
before they get him into the mines,'' said Lanier as 
he carne trotting up ... Guess we'll have to leave you 
boys here for a while." And without further ado 

he relieved them of their weapons, and placing 
them back to back against a tall jagged rock, he 
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handcuffed the right hand of each to the left hand 

of the other. "Now play ring-around-a-rosie until 

we come back," he said. "But don't pull the rock 

over; we didn't bring no blotters along to wipe you 

up with." 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

uPOSSUM -IN -THE-HOLE, 

BuT to catCh up with the mysterious old man and 

the boy proved a much more difficult task. 
Half an hour of breath-taking climbing brought 

them to the top of a ridge, below which lay the 

mournful ruins of Virginia City. Mountains, which 
in one year had yielded seven hundred million dol

lars worth of gold and silver stood now abandoned 
by man, their sides caved in upon his handiwork. 

The silence of the West had closed again where once 
had been the most terrific activity. 

uWhat's that?, Dick was pointing straight be
fore him . 

.. Old mine entrance," Lanier answered ... God 
help us if they've gone in there!, 

They stood, a dejected ,Pair, at the mouth of the 
shaft. In the dry dust before the opening were the 
tracks they had hoped they would not find, scu1Be 

of shoes and the fresh imprint of a small bare foot . 
.. Well?" said Dick. He stepped forward. 

128 
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Lanier pulled him back. ..Like looking for so
called honor among thieves," he told him soberly. 
"I played in those mines when I was a kid and I 

know what I'm talkin' about. This shaft runs in 
and joins others that form a regular honeycomb, 
stretchin' out in all directions. We haven't even got 
a light." 

Dick cupped his hands over his mouth. uAlex," 
he shouted down the shaft ... Alex." A weird echo, 

then silence, impenetrable, mysterious. • • • 
"Well, let's beat it into town," said Lanier, as 

they looked down at the ruined city where a mere 
handful of the former thousands of inhabitants still 
lingered ... Maybe we can learn somethin'. Anyway 
we know where the kid is, and he's got to come out 

sometime." 
Dick was torn between relief and despair . 
.. Yes, buddie," went on Lanier, lightening Dick's 

spirits by reciting the sensational facts of Virginia 
City, .. these tunnels run for miles and miles, at dif

ferent levels, and in all directions. Old Chinatown 
in San Francisco was a child's puzzle by compari-
son. 

uAnd perhaps you didn't know that Virginia 
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City was the Godmother of the Civil War. Seven 

hundred million dollars came out of it between 

Sixty-one and Sixty-four. Yes, and they'd still be 

taking it out but fer the heat. At five thousand feet 

the shafts became downright Infernos. Funny old 
world we're standin' on." 

They were drawing into the suburbs. Dick ex

pressed his amazement at the size of the place . 

.. It was no mere minin' camp," went on Lanier • 

.. In those days Virginia City had a larger popula

tion than the whole State of Nevada has now. So

cial life, too. Why General Grant, Clarence Mackay, 

Mark Twain, Senator Hearst, Willie's father, Vir

ginia F aire, Helen Flood • • • all danced in the 

old Comstock House." 

They were now entering the most famous de

serted city in America. As they made their way 

through the weed-grown street, flanked on both 

sides by white stone mansions, which sagged gro

tesquely on crumbling foundations, the whole 

flamboyant story of this modern Aladdin's cave 

came back to Dick. He knew everything Lanier 

had been telling him. It had been told in countless 
stories of the West. 
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urhat boy is worth more to his mother than all 
the gold that ever came out of here," he said. 

usure he is," replied Lanier, HThe kids are the 
blue chips of Reno. They are the innocent cause 

of the greatest dramas. Divorce--kids; why divorce 
would be a simple problem without the kids." 

ulsn't there any way of getting word back 

that we've at least located Alex?" asked Dick ner

vously. 
"Sure, the old Comstock house is still runnin' 

here." 

For two hours Felicia had lain in a stupor. 
No word from Dick or the plainclothes men Dr. 

Tom had secured to work on the case. The silence 
was heavy and sickening. 

Suddenly the phone rang. 
Felicia was up from the couch like a shot. Grab

bing the receiver, her eyes blazed with crazed ex
citement. 

"Felicia, this is Dick. We've located Alex! 
They've got him hid here in the abandoned mines 
of Virginia City. I saw him from a distance and he's 
all right. We don't know just when we'll get him, 

) 
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but don't worry, dearest, you'll have him .••• 
Good God, there he is now!" For through the dusty 
window Dick had just noted, coming down the de

serted street, the strange pair he had seen through 
his binoculars. 

"Wait," he called, and dropped the receiver. 
Dashing out, Dick and Lanier hurried toward 

what appeared to be Rip-Van-Winkle, his garments 
fluttering like a scarecrow's, and, laughing up into 

his face, a little boy in pajamas, with dirty bare feet 
treading the path where ladies in velvet and bus
tles once walked proudly; where Grant once com
manded an army against the Indians. . • • 

"Alex!" 

The boy looked up at Dick without recognizing 
him, but the old man smiled,-a smile of exhaustion 
and relief. 

"You know this boy?" overtaxed by his flight 
with the boy on his back, the Desert Rat swayed 
dizzily. 

Dick supported him, guided him to the dilapi
dated hotel of this lost community. 

Alex rode proudly behind on Sam Lanier's broad 
shoulders. 
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The receiver was still hanging limp beside the 
telephone. Dick held Alex up and told him to speak 

to his mother. 
"Hello, Mummy! Mummy, I've been in a mine! 

There was lots of Indians here once and they 

killed lots of people. There was a battle. Mummy!. 
Mummy!" 

At the other end of the wire, Felicia, choked 

with emotion, was unable to utter a sound. 
While Dick and Alex and the Desert Rat were 

being warmed and satisfied by an appetizing break

fast, Lanier 'phoned to town to send out a car for 

the party and an arresting officer, for the two men 
handcuffed to the rock. Yes, he would wait there 
for them; lead them to the captives, and then fly 

back to town in Mr. Nevada's plane. 

During the enactment of these hectic adventures 

in the Ghost City of Bygone Wealth, Alexander 
Brett was pacing the veranda of a luxurious hotel 

at Lake Tahoe, just across the California line in the 

High Sierras. Since daylight he had been expecting 

the arrival of news that his son would soon be 

delivered to him. At nine o'clock a car drove up and 
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a fat man, purple and perspiring, emerged. Brett 
moved eagerly to meet him. 

uw ell, I just 'phoned Peters that the whole damn 

plan has flopped!" announced the detective. Then, 

as Brett alternately gulped and swore, the man told 
him the details of the miserable mess . 

.. Perhaps it's just as well," finally snorted Brett. 

.. Let my wife think I've been frightened out of the 
country." His eyes glittered. ..You're to report 

every move she makes, understand? And watch 
this young pup, Belden. Get the goods on them, 

even if you have to frame them." 
uoh we can do that easy enough, but it may take 

time," smiled the detective. 

He was wondering how much money he could 
bleed this rich •sucker' for . 

.. By the way"-asked Brett, .. how did this old 

Desert Rat cut in on this game? And who is he?" 

uoh he's just an old nut who stumbled upon the 

kid when he was asleep on the trail. He's a well
known character in those parts. Pierce is his name. 

-Stephen Pierce. Was a broker in New York in his 
early days. Went booglie over a woman or some
thin' and tried to bury himself in the desert. It's 
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the same old gag. Most of the rats have a story 

inside of 'em somewhere-Why?" 

The detective turned and looked into the sinister 
eyes of his employer ... Stephen Pierce!" he was mut

tering. Then, as if pulling himself out of a daze, 
he exploded. ..Well I can see this is to be a busy 

week. We've more than one score to settle before I 
return East." 



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

«BACK TO PLACE" 

AFTER the first hysterical greetings between the 
young mother and son, a curious reaction arose in 
Felicia's spirit. Notwithstanding she could hear lit
tle Alex's happy voice shouting in Peg's old play
room upstairs; that Stephen Pierce had been taken 

into the family as a combination nursemaid and 
bodyguard to the little fellow, and that she had as 
spiritual counselor the one man in the world she 
had ever loved, yet the terrible experience had 
caused something inside of her to snap. She was at 

one moment morose, and at the very next, very 
exuberant. Maybe it was the horrible shadow of 
Alexander Brett that still cast itself across her life. 
She knew of his sinister vengefulness and his unlim
ited resources . 

.. Cigarette, Felicia?" asked J.B., as he ·and Dick 
sat beside her on the porch a few days later. For
malities had ceased between Felicia and J.B. during 

vhose agonizing hours while Dick was searching 
for Alex. 
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uum-m-m!" She smiled lazily at him. uwhy 

shouldn't I? It's time I learned to smoke." 
Dick frowned slightly as the girl's fingers steadied 

J.B.'s hand, holding the match for her. He sensed 
some strange new quality in Felicia, a devil-may
care attitude born of the wave of relief that had 
surged over her. It showed again later in the eve
ning. When she lifted her face to kiss him good

night, there was almost an abandonment in her 
surrender to him. It was as though the tension she 
had been under-the guard against hysteria-when 
suddenly swept away, had swept with it other re
serves, other guards. 

Days passed peacefully, with no word of Brett
days in which Dick saw much of Sam Lanier, who 

had confided to his young friend certain aviation 
plans he had been secretly nursing for a long time. 
It was a case of friendship at first sight. 

uHave you heard from-your husband? Is he 
in New York?" Dick asked Felicia one day as she 
sat in the car beside him. 

ul don't know, and I don't care," she answered 
with hollow resignation. urm hoping to forget 

there is such a person as Alexander Brett! For seven 
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years he cheated me out of youth-everything. I 
hope he's dead! Oh Dick-Dick!-" 

Her cheek brushed his, and her lips found his 
mouth . 

.. I don't care about anything!" 
Strange, new Felicia! Lovely and fascinating, 

but--. Metaphorically, Dick kicked himself. 
What was he complaining about? Wasn't she the 

loveliest, sweetest human being that ever lived? He 
kissed her, fervently-as fervently as one can kiss 
and keep an eye on the roadway ahead. 

They were on their way back to the Hodge home; 
Judge and Mrs. Cooper were to dine with them, 
and they were already late. Felicia hurried upstairs 
to change her frock; when she came down, Mrs. 
Cooper had followed Ann into the dining room, 
and the three men, the Judge, tthe Doctor and Dick 
were deep in discussion. They rose, three pairs of 
eyes glowing with admiration for the slender girl 
in mauve and silver who smiled upon them . 

.. We're talking about Reno." Judge Cooper told 
her. "As usual!" He smiled at her, a cherubic little 
man with apple-red cheeks and a bald head fringed 
by a halo of pure white hair. 
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"Well, there's lots to say," Felicia replied, sit
ting down beside him, "They're the craziest people 

I ever saw!" 
"They're masqueraders," said the Judge. "I was 

just saying that same thing to Dick here. Most of 
the people you see doing the wildest things are 

pretending, trying to hide their real misery-or, 

if not misery, uneasiness. They're blowing off 

steam!" 

"Some of those people at-oh, places like The 
Pines,-give a pretty good imitation of being wild," 
said Felicia. "If they're pretending, they're certainly 
good actors." 

Judge Cooper shook his bald head. ..Child, I've 
lived in Reno for forty years, and I've sat on the 

bench for twenty-five. Not a day has passed that I 
haven't run up against sheer, undiluted tragedy 

being disguised by frenzied gayety. They will drink 

and sing and cut up at night and the next day 
they will break down, perhaps right in the street, 

and have to be taken to their hotels in hysteria. No, 

the carousing of those poor people doesn't mean 
that they are necessarily vicious. They pretend they 

are happy but many of them are heartbroken and 
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their drinking is merely an anodyne for despair. 
True, most of them want their divorces, but there 
is always a hidden tragedy, usually it's the chil
dren. Poor little ones. The saddest sight in Reno is 
vhe school they all attend." 

Dick leaned toward the older man, earnestly . 
.. How do you feel about the divorces you've 
granted justified or not?" 

.. Do you suppose I haven't wondered about that? 
I've granted about thirty thousand decrees. A news
paper man once wrote an article that pictured me 
as sort of a great, grinning ogre perched up-top the 
heaped up fragments of sixty thousand loves. He 
didn't understand. What I really have done is to 
send sixty thousand individuals away from here, 
free. Free to return to sane useful and constructive 
lives. Free to be able to try it again . 

.. And most of them do,-I think I have married 
a good five thousand of them myself.'' 

Felicia was interested ... And these remarried ones, 
do they come back?" 

The Judge shook his head . .. 1 don't believe I've 
dissolved eighteen of these 5econd ~arriages in 
twenty-five years. No, they've learned their lesson. 
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They've acquired tolerance. They've learned that a 
few words spoken over them by minister or magis
trate aren't black magic that can make each in
stantly ready to conform to the other's ideas in 
every blessed detail of living. Those who stay here 
to help us build Nevada make our :finest citizens 
-honest, decent and clean-minded!" 

Ann and Mrs. Cooper came in, smiling . 
.. At it again!" Mrs. Cooper murmured ... Heav

ens, you'd think there was nothing in Reno but 
divorce, to hear my husband talk!" 

ttHow do they act,-the majority of them
when they get their decrees?" Felicia persisted. 

To Judge Cooper it was a familiar question. 
((That is where the keynote of each one's character 

is revealed," he retorted, ttso watch out, my girl. 
Of course it's been the custom for years to send the 
erstwhile mate a congratulatory telegram, wishing 
him or her 'better luck next time.' Some even send 
them collect!" His eyes twinkled. ((Then they 

either do what I believe you youngsters call 'throw 
a party,' and get thoroughly drunk, or they retire 
to their own quarters and take this disruption of 
their marital estate in the dignified manner in 
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which the court granted it. Sometimes women faint 
-once in a while one even goes so far as to kiss 
me!" 

"Oh it's very hard, this being a Judge's wife!" 
Mrs. Cooper murmured, and they laughed. 

"What do you think about it?" Felicia asked 
abruptly, turning to the fragile little old lady. 

"Divorce?" Mrs. Cooper smiled. "Land's sake, 
child, it's the only decent thing for people to do 

when they can't get along! Especially if they have 
children. Wrangling parents only bring up chil
dren who'll go out <and wrangle in their ownl 
homes!" 

"She's entirely right-as usual!" cried the 

Judge, and his wife flushed. 
I 

Felicia's eyes were dreamy. "Masqueraders," she 
repeated, more to herself than to anyone else. "City 
of Masquerade." The Judge was looking at her, and 
she smiled. "You know I've never seen anything like 
that!" she told him. "I've traveled and all that, but 
I've never-never been anywhere, never taken 
part in things." 

Again that premonition of alarm fluttered with
in Dick's heart. Somehow he felt afraid for her. 
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How pretty she was in her evening frock! How 
desirable! 

"Well, there are a good many places here not to 
go!" the Judge commented, rather dryly. "I had 
a client the other day who made an amusing anal
ogy. He cited tales of men sent to the South Seas 
who drank heavily, made love to native girlS, and, 
as the saying goes, •went native.' And he said •that's 
what happens to decent, cultured Americans in 
Reno'; that they came out here, restless and un
happy-and •go native.' Better watch out, Mrs. 
Brett.'' 

"Well," Felicia retorted, shrugging a bare shoul
der rather saucily at him, "it's hot enough here to 
•go native' if one could carry it through to one's 
costume!" 

She was merely responding to Judge Cooper's 
badinage, yet Dick felt a cold chill run along his 
spine. What if Felicia were caught by this reckless, 
immoral atmosphere? It was fantastic, impossible! 

But he wished that he did not have to leave her at 
such a time. 



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

uSTEP TO THE MUSIC" 

SINCE the day Dick had shocked his good old 
Bostonian family by giving up the Law and align
ing himself with a reckless army aviator friend of 
his war days, he. could think of nothing but avia
tion. True, the Eagle Airport just outside Boston 
had eaten a large hole in his personal fortunes, yet 

he was gambling on the future when his conserva
tive New England neighbors would become air
minded. 

On top of these losses came his break with Con
stance. Piqued by his withdrawal from the fashion
able young set in which they had been leaders, she 
plunged into the shallow and alcoholic-quarter 

of a jazz-mad society, that inevitably broke up 
their home. And in both failures he had the censure 
of his Back Bay, conservative family. 

But now a new hope had taken possession of him. 
He had found real love at last and he had met 
Lanier, Nevada's flying policeman. Between Lind
bergh's stimulating generalization regarding the 

144 
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future of aviation and Lanier's definite plans he was 

stirred to a new ambition. 

Yes, Lanier had plans. His flying duties had 

familiarized him with that great Empire lying East 

of the Sierras and his vision was as great as the 
terrain he knew so well. 

"Dick," he said one day as he rolled down a map 

at Police Headquarters, "this is going to be one of 

the greatest flying territories in the country. East 

to Salt Lake City and from t~e Oregon line to the 

Grand Canyon! When Boulder Dam-why, it's 

about the only way to get into a lot of that terri

tory. If we're real smart we'll get options on all 

the best possible airports up and down. this East 

slope. I know them all--" 
Dick had made arrangements to go on a scouting 

expedition with his new partner, and he could see 

no adequate excuse for cancelling his plan. In fact 

it would be absurd to do so. Of course he trusted 

Felicia-yet, the truth was, he felt uneasy. 

Dick stopped in front of the Hodge home to say 

good-by to Felicia. They shook hands gravely. 

Wise applicants for divorce do not kiss publicly in 
Reno! 
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.. Oh, Dick, why do you go?" She looked at him 
imploringly • 

.. Why, it's business, dear girl, Sam and I--." 

.. Dick, you don't love me!" 

.. Nonsense, Felicia, I love you better-." 

.. Oh I feel so helpless! I'm--" 

.. There, there, darling!" Dick replied, patting 

her hand. urn be back in a few days-four at the 

most. There's nothing to worry about." 

With a look filled with love-not unmixed with 

apprehension-he was gone. 

Four days at the most! Even that seemed un

endurable to Felicia. Ann was out, and she went 

upstairs in search of her son. But he too, was off 

somewhere, playing exciting games or listening 
eagerly to the thrilling tales related by Stephen 

Pierce. 

As she sat, disinterestedly turning the pages of 

a magazine in the living-room, she thought of the 

hundreds of other women who came to this city in 

search of divorce. Women, unlike herself, who were 

without friends, without protection. Small wonder 

that they acted as they did, she thought. She re

called a sound she had heard that afternoon, 
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through an open window of an apartment-the 
dry sobbing of a woman. . . • 

The solitude was getting on her nerves; she rose 
irritably, seized her hat and got out of her car,

the car she had used so little, since Dick had his. 
Out on the Mount Rose road, winding through the 
rolling desert, where sage-brush pungent to her nos
trils, moving in the breeze looked like lazy sheep; 
abruptly she came upon a flock of real sheep, great 
thousands of them, and for more than an hour she 
drove through miles of the bleating herd before she 
turned back. 

A quiet evening at home-Peg was out with 
friends from the University. Ann yawned; then 
Dr. Tom. 

"Please don't sit up with me," Felicia begged 
them. "I think I'll read for a while. . . . . " 

She must have fallen asleep over her book; she 
awakened with a start and looked 'UP to see Peg 
peering at her from the threshold, a self-conscious 
little grin on her brown young face. 

"Hello." Felicia greeted her, and glanced across 
the room at the clock. 

Half past three I She had slept. . • . 
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••Howz a girl?" Peg inquired. 

Felicia stared at her. "Peg Hodge, you've been 

drinking!" she accused. 

Peg giggled. "What if I have?" 

"Oh Peggy!" Felicia looked at her helplessly. 

"What would your mother say?" 

"Probably plenty." The alliteration amused her. 

"P-probably p-plenty!" she repeated. Then her 

smile faded. "I don't see where you get off, though, 

criticizin' me!" 

"What do you mean, Peg?" 

Peg shrugged, yanked the scarlet tam from her 

bobbed head and tossed it across the room. 

"Well,-you're about to become a divorcee, 

aren't you?" 

Felicia drew herself up, trying to take advantage 

of her seven years seniority. "Really, Peg, you're 

rather silly, don't you think?" 

rry ou're silly!" Peg retorted. "Course. I've got to 

hand it to you that you picked the handsomest man 

in Reno and wrote your initials on him-but then, 

why pull this morality stuff? It doesn't smoke, and 

it doesn't drink, and it doesn't go to those naughty 

road-houses!" She made a face at the older girl. 
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.. Don't expect me to believe that yellow roadster 
hasn't seen some pretty hot pettin', Felicia!" 

Felicia flushed angrily. "Peg you're disgusting!" 
she told her. 

Peg yawned. "And how!" she murmured, un
perturbed. "Only trouble with you, Felicia, is 
you're an old-fashioned hypocrite." 

Felicia was furious. Old fashioned! Hypocrite! 
The words she had flung at Brett! 

Curiooity vanquished her anger. Did Peg look 
on her as an old woman? Well--as a middle-aged 
one? She thought of Dick, of the flame of his 
kisses • 

.. You and your little college boys," she said, 
contemptuously. 

uy eah?" Peg continued to smile. .,Don't kid 
yourself, F'licia. They're not so damp!" 

((You'd ha~e to prove that!" They were quar
reling, like two girls. 

Peg nodded her head. "I can prove it! Fact Billy 
Blair-the sheik we had lunch with the day after 
you got here-is just pining to prove it! C'mon and 
step out with us tomorrow afternoon." Her eyes 
danced. "Gosh they talk about the speed of the 
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colony! They're slow freight compared to the Uni
versity gang!" 

They climbed the stairs together, shoes in hand, 
so that they might not rouse the elder Hodges. Fe~ 
licia felt like a youngster again. Not again! She had 
never been a youngster, really never done any of 
these wild crazy things that nineteen-year-old Peg 
took so calmly for granted. 

She leaned over and kissed little Alex, as he slept, 
but her thoughts were not of him. As she flung open 
her window, the distant mountains rose, starkly sil
houetted against the night sky. Dick Belden was 
beyond these mountains-but at that moment Feli
cia was not even thinking of Dick. 

She looked out at the stars and faughed softly to 

herself. She had never had youth, never had gayety. 
From a serious childhood she had stepped into the 
even more serious role of being Mrs. Alexander 
Brett! But this was Reno, this town over which the 
stars hung so low and so bright! Reno, and she was 

here for her freedom! She might .. step out" just a 
little. She would with Peg. Just once to see what it 
was like. 

When Peg came home from University the next 
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day Felicia was ready. She was exquisitely dressed 
in a yellow linen frock that looked like nothing 

at all at first glance, but had an air that only Paris 

can give. Drawn up to the curb, where Dick's 

roadster had so often parked, was a red roadster, 
a boy at the wheel and a boy in the rumble seat. 

"We're on our way!" Peg announced gayly. 

"Thought we'd go out to Galena Creek and see if 

it's still there." 

Felicia was pulling a little violet hat down over 

her fair hair; its deep color made her blue eyes 

shaded, mysterious. 

"Is that hat a wow? Baby!" Billy Blair in the 

rumble seat eyed Felicia admiringly. "Gonna sit 

back here with an old man?"' 

Felicia smiled at him. "I'll risk it," she said. 

They sped through the town, out over the high

way. 

Billy Blair was not one to waste time. He put a 
firm arm about Felicia and drew her closer to him. 

"How about the least little touch of liquid re

freshment?" he suggested. 

Felicia, not knowing exactly what else to do, 



152 RENO 

smiled again and Billy pulled from his pocket a 
shiny flask, which he offered to her with a mock
gallant gest1,1re. 

She took it in her hands and looked at it thought
fully for a moment. "What is it?" she asked. 

uRye." 

Rye? That was whisky, Felicia knew. But what it 
tasted like .••• She hesitated .... This was 
wrong, wicked • • • oh, well. • • • She raised the 

flask ..•• 
.. Hey!" Billy Blair's voice was anguished. "Hey 

sweetness. Save some for Poppa." 
A faint, rather surprised smile hovered about 

Felicia's mouth. She had done it! She'd drunk as 
deeply from Billy Blair's flask as though she had 
liked its contents! 

She leaned back against the boy's shoulder, pleas
antly conscious of the admiration in his eyes, won
dering what would happen next . 

.. Where have you been all my life, anyway?" 
J3illy was demanding. 

She laughed. He wasn't more than three years her 
junior, a lanky, restless boy with hazel eyes and 
wiry red hair. 
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"lve been under a spell," she told him, .. In a castle 
with a moat and an enormous dragon!" 

"Hmm!" He eyed her thoughtfully ... Something 
tells me I'm not the one and original knight-in
armor!" 

"I think I'd rather have a regiment," said Feli
cia. "One knight might get to be a bore." 

He snorted. ..Well-give me a commission in 

your army?" 
"M-aybe." She didn't know what they were talk

ing about, and she doubted that he did, but in any 
case, it sounded rather naughty. 

In the front seat, oblivious to the bright after
noon sunlight, ~eg and Joe Clark were occupying 
about a quarter of the allotted space . 

.. 'Nother nip?" Billy offered her the flask. 

It didn't, reflected Felicia, taste so badly if one 
drank it quickly, and once consumed, there was a 
pleasant inner glow that made her regret the ab
stemious years when she had limited her drinking 
to the light wines of conventional dinner tables. 
The sun was hot, and she felt languid, and, for no 
particular reason, carefree and happy. 

"Gosh, it's warm!" With a jerk, she pulled off 
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the violet hat and the wind caught in her fair 
hair, blowing it in disorder about her flushed face. 

Joe was drawing the car to the side of the road. 
uwell, can you tie that?" Peg demanded, turning 

her head toward the two in the rumble seat and 
pointing to a parked machine ahead. ((There's 
Charley Bradley's car! Wonder who's with him?" 

They got out and wandered off the road, toward 
the creek, arms linked. Felicia stumbled. 

((Funny," she said vaguely, .. I feel sort of dizzy!" 
.. Funny!" Billy Blair echoed. ..Baby I think 

you're doing noble to be able to walk at all! You 
certainly didn't care what you did to that flask!" 

.. Why,-Felicia!" Peg's eyes danced as she looked 

at her guest ... F'licia, are you .tight?" 
.. Of course I'm not! I just-" Her arm linked 

through Billy's, was heavy. 
uAnd after the line you pulled on me last night." 
Felicia made one last attempt to appear digni

fied and gave it up. She grabbed Peg's arm . 
.. Honest, Peggy, I think I'd better sit down some

where. I feel all right-I'm not-you know, tight 
-but my head's going around and my legs are sort 

of--" 
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Peg shouted with laughter ... She's not tight, but 
her head's spinning, and her feet won't track!" 
She looked at the older girl with an amused, ex· 
perienced smile. ..Listen, you boys, run ahead and 
find Charley-F'licia and I want to talk, or powder 
our noses, or what-have-you. We'll turn up." 

Felicia sat down on the ground and looked up 
with bewildered eyes • 

.. Really, Peg, I'm not in the least affected by 
that stuff. My mind's perfectly clear. But--" 

Peg stood above her, shaking with laughter. 
••F'licia, I've offered a standing prize of a bunch of 

wrought-iron orchids to any girl who'll admit that 
liquor affects her! It's just their feet, or their 
tongue or their right ear! Me, I know when I'm 
drunk!" 

Felicia shook her head. Was her mind, in the 
least bit, whirling round with her head~ 

.. It's funny," she said dreamily • 

.. What's funny?" 

.. Oh, I don't know. I used to think it was awful 
for people to-you know, drink and everything. 
But somehow, I've changed. I don't know why." 

•ewell, don't lose any sleep over that! So long as 
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you have snapped out of it." Peg shrugged ... Take a 
good, deep breath of this mountain air, lamb
you'll feel better before you feel worse." 

Felicia breathed deeply, her head went back . 
.. I'm for everything that makes life gayer!" Peg 

stated. ..Gosh there's enough beefing and tearing 
of hair in this world. You've had your share of it 

with that old buzzard you married-come on and 
act your age, now, like a regular fellow!" 

Felicia nodded. It sounded reasonable. In fact it 
sounded darn reasonable . 

.. No girl ever gets anywhere being a stick," said 
Peg ... And here in Reno, where there are about eight 

times as many women as men, you darn well have 
to have something! You should worry! Billy says 
you've got more sex-apple than Greta Garbo!" 

Felicia blushed. That boy said that! How did he 

dare! Yet when they rejoined the boys, she watched 
him with a new interest. 

Two other couples were with them, more stu
dents from the University, moving like the animals 
of the Ark, in pairs . 

.. My girl friend here," Peg introduced Felicia, 
.. has just emerged from the dark ages! She was mar-
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ried from the cradle to an old mummy who's kept 
her under lock and key. Why not have a drinkt 
to F'licia? It's as good an excuse as any!" 

They sat about on the ground, chattering and 
laughing and passing flasks from hand to hand. 

"0-whisky is the life of man-" began Billy 
Blair, in a deep baritone. 

"Oh-whisky! Johnny!" sang the others. 
"I'll drink whisky when I can., 

"0-whisky for my Johnny!" 
Felicia leaned dreamily back against Billy's arm, 

listening to their song. For a long time they sang. 
Young voices rising lustily-The Oregon Trail, 
The Cowboy's Lament, The Ozark Traii., innumer

able verses of the old favorite, Frankie and Johnny. 

Charley Bradley bent over the little dark-eyed 
girl beside him and kissed her lingeringly; scrambled 
to his feet, dragging her with him. 

"Too many people around here, Dolly," he told 
her. "C'mon with Poppa." 

Felicia watched them disappear around a clump 
of firs, and her heart thumped excitedly! This 
younger generation was certainly frank and casual 
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about its love-making. Joe was too lazy to move; 
his head on Peg's shoulder, he would turn his face 
from time to time, straining upward until his lips 
met hers. Peg kissed him mechanically, with no par
ticular enthusiasm. 

«We've got to get back," Peg said, abruptly, 

absently stroking Joe's rumpled hair ... F'licia can 
you face the family?" 

Felicia nodded. Face them! She was grown up, 
wasn't she? She could do what she liked! Yet she 
felt strangely immature ·before these wise young 
people. 

The red roadster devoured the road, spraying a 
cloud of dust into the faces of Charley Bradley's 
party, trying unsuccessfully to pass them. 

«Well, baby?" Billy Blair demanded. He had 

taken Felicia's chin between his thumb and fore
finger and tilted her face up inquiringly. 

«Well," said Felicia. Confused as she had been, 

she had skillfully avoided this boy's kiss. After all, 
one didn't go about indiscriminately making love 
-at least she didn't! 

His eyes held laughter; close to hers they were 
gay, daring. 
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"Well?" he repeated. 

Felicia's lashes fluttered, then descended swiftly 
over her eyes .... Old-fashioned, was she? ... 
Well. •.. He eliminated the two inches that sep

arated their lips. 
In those delicious moments of half-sleep just be

fore waking Felicia lay dreamily contemplating the 
excitement of the night before. Well, she thought, 

I've sown my first wild oat and it wasn't so bad! 
In fact, it was rather fun. The adventure--the 
danger, the playing with :fire! And drink-she 
couldn't say that she liked the taste--but the effect 
was gorgeous. To think she had never done this 
before. She certainly had been missing a lot of thrills 
in her seven years' imprisonment! Dick? Oh, yes 

she still loved Dick. Besides she hadn't •crossed the 

Rubicon.' Alexander? Ugh! Horrible! Horrible! 
And Dick-Dick loved his old flying better than 
he did her. Sure she'd go with Peg again. Tom and 
Ann don't know they're alive. The Rubicon? No, 

she could take care of herself. But it's wonderful to 
sit on the bank and wonder what's on the other 
side! 



CHAPTER NINETEEN 

"LADIES TO THE R.IGHT" 

SoME eighteen miles south of Reno, silhouetted 

against the night sky, stands a darkened granite 
house, emblem of the days when gold and silver 

poured from the Virginia City mines, and the hot 

springs cl~e by, were fashionable for bathing. 
In a dark clump of shrubbery, Felicia slipped off 

her last garment, and stood for a moment like a 

little statuette in the starlight . 
.. Where's that bathing-suit, Peg?" she demanded, 

giggling. 
Peg, pulling on her own suit, laughed at her. "For 

a plugged nickel, Felicia, I'd take your clothes and 

run! Then what would you do? September Morn 

on an August night!" 
"Felicia!" Billy Blair's voice, impatient, danger

ously near • 
.. Wait!" Felicia called out, in panic. "Peg, where 

did you p-q.t it? Peg Hodge-" She was on the verge 

of tears. 
160 
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"Billy, y'oughta see your girl friend!" Peg 
shouted. "The poor child can't find her bathing
suit! She--" 

On the other side of the bushes his voice sounded: 
"I'll help you look for it. 1--" 

"Bill, if you move another inch, I'm going 
home!" cried Felicia. "Peg, if you don't give me my 
suit-" She sneezed, and Billy's laughter rang out: 
"Go home? Yes, you will-wearing a smile, I sup
pose!" 

"Here y'are." Laughing, Peg handed Felicia 
the suit, a diminutive scrap of blue jersey, and 
Felicia pulled it on as the boy appeared around the 
bushes. 

"Oh, you found it!" he said, dismally! 
"You bet I found it!" Felicia made a face at him . 

.. And if these springs are as warm as you all say they 
are, lead me to 'em. I'm shivering." 

Figures darted about over the short grass, only 
vaguely outlined in the discreetly dim light of bob
bing Japanese lanterns suspended from trees. 
Youthful laughter hung in the air. 

Men and women from the divorce colony wan
dered here, sometimes, but it was an especial ren-
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dezvous for the younger university crowd. Across 

the grass, someone had started a phonograph

ncan't help lovin' that man of mi-un ••• " 
Billy slipped his arm about Felicia's slim waist 

and, barefooted, they danced across the lawn. 
"Felicia!" He had stopped abruptly, not releasing 

her, and his voice trembled a little. "I think you're 

awful wonderful!" The sophisticated young man of 

the flask vanished before a blundering boy, confused 

by his own emotion. 

"Why, Billy!" She moved lightly away from him. 

"Thank you." She danced on tiptoes down toward 
the pool, murmuring a snatch of song. 

This was the youth of which she had been 

cheated, the gayety which marriage with Brett had 

denied her! 

"Oo-o-h" With a little sigh of ecstasy she slipped 

into the tepid water. "Oh, this is heavenly!" She 
splashed about lazily, still humming to herself. 

"It's like bathing in warm milk!" 

Finally she moved to the edge of the sand and lay 

on her side, cheek resting upon one wet, bare arm, 

with the warm water protecting her body from the 

cool air as though it had been a blanket. Billy 
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Blair moved up beside her, his worshipful eyes on 
her face. 

uy ou look like a mermaid, Felicia!" 
.. I feel like one!" She moved her hand lazily in 

the water, sending little ripples toward him ... What 
are you-a merman or a shipwrecked sailor?" 

.. Whatever you want me to be," he told her, and 

meant it. 
Her laughter was low. Billy was frankly crazy 

about her,-and what fun, to have a man watch 
you, with his eyes on fire! 

((You're the loveliest thing I ever saw!" he told 

her, intensely and boyishly. 
She smiled. It was impossible to be serious. The 

night was enchanted-the great black arc above 
their heads, glittering with stars. • • • 

.. And that inverted bowl they call the Sky ••• 

where-under, crawling cooped, we live and die 
••. " she quoted softly. 

Beneath the water, his hand grasped hers. •• •Yes

terday this day's madness did prepare ••. tomor
row's silence, triumph, or despair ••• Drink! for 

you know not whence you came, nor why. Drink! 
for you know not why you go nor where!'" He 
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was silent as he :finished the quotation. "We've been 
studying that this week. Old Omar--d'you think 
he was right, Felicia?" 

"I wonder." She pondered lazily upon the phil
osophy of the ancient tentmaker. 

"The boy certainly enjoyed his liquor," Billy 
commented. " •Drink! for you know not-' How 
about a little drink, Felicia?" 

She shrugged, and warm water rippled deliciously 

about her shoulders. "I suppose we'll be just plain 
parboiled if we don't get out of this water soon!" 

Lazily she kicked her white feet. "Oh, well!" She 
rose, like a modern Venus, from the waves--a 
twentieth-century Venus in a one-piece bathing 
suit. "I'll run back and get dressed." 

There was no sign of Peg, and in the shelter of 

the bushes Felicia dried herself leisurely. Dick 

would be back tomorrow-or next day. Dick! It 
seemed as though he had been gone a year. So many 
things had happened; she had changed so. What 
had made her change? She paused, drawing on a 
sheer silk stocking, and tried to think. 

She loved Dick, didn't she? Of course she did! 
And yet-
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uReady, Felicia?" It was Billy. 
"Almost," shivering, she dropped her dress over 

her rumpled hair, wriggled into it. Her hairpins 
were scattered and she had no mirror. Oh, well, 

what was the difference? 
She emerged from the shadows, her light-brown 

hair tumbled about her shoulders. 
"I think I have a sweater in the car," she said. 

"You know, it's cold!" 
Billy held out the flask ... Much warmer'n any 

5weater ever made," he assured her, and Felicia 

drank. 
"Let's run!" Felicia suggested. uGet your dr· 

culation up!" 
Hand in hand they tore across the grass, heading 

for the woods that made mysterious shadows be
hind the old mansion. As they passed by a window, 
they heard a girl's voice from within, murmuring, 
laughing softly. Clean smell of pines, needles brittle 
beneath their feet • • • 

Beneath a tree a hoy and a girl were locked in one 
another~s arm. Felicia looked away, embarrassed at 
having intruded, inwardly disturbed by the absorp

tion of the two. 
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"Honestly, Peg dear ••• " Joe's voice, pleading. 
Felicia stopped short. This wood was no place to 

walk; there were as many lovers as there were trees. 

Maintaining an even balance, her embarrassment 
and her excitement heightened . 

.. Let's go back to the beach," she said, a little 

breathlessly, .. I love the warmth of the Rubicon." 

He did not know what she meant, but followed, 
wherever she led. Back on the white sand, they sat 

down and when he took her in his arms, she did not 
resist-not even when he lay back and drew her 

down beside him. The night throbbed with love
love and youth and starlight. Recklessly she re

turned his kisses; she could not think; she did not 
want to think. 

"Felicia!" 

Her eyes had closed; she drew ever so slightly 

away from him at the command in his voice, so she 
might look into his face • 

.. Felicia • • • ?" 

The hazel orbs burned with a question, and, as 
she read it, her breath caught. 

"What?" she whispered, not moving. 
Would he put into words the vibrant, living 
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question that stared from his eyes? And if he did, 
could she muster the courage to answer him as she 
suddenly knew she wanted to answer? 

"Oh, excuse me!" Peg's voice, low and teasing, 
beside the couple lying on the sand, was like a dash 

of cold water. 
Felicia and the boy sprang apart, Felicia's cheeks 

crimson in the moonlight. Well, she thought defi
antly, Peg couldn't say anything! What about her, 

with Joe, out there under the trees? 
"It's three o'clock," the voice of reason spoke 

from Peg's laughing lips. ..Are you two going to 

stay here all night or are yol.l coming home with the 
rest of us?" 

The difference between Felicia, sober, and 

Felicia, not so sober~ was amazing! 
But Felicia was not drunk-not, in any case, 

drunk with liquor. Intoxicated by the stars and the 
bracing mountain air, bewildered at being flung 
suddenly, at the age of twenty-six, into this crowd 
of reckless youngsters, Peg did not know it, nor 
did Felicia herself realize it, but the older girl was 
by far the least experienced of them all in this sort 

of thing. She had been married, she was the mother 
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of a child-yet she was as innocent as that child 
himself of this frantic seeking for pleasure, for 
new thrills. 

"Let's all go out to the Gold Rush tomorrow 
night!" Billy Blair suggested as they drove back to 
Reno. "Felicia's never been there!" 

Peg shrugged. "Might's well keep it up while we 
still have our youth." 



CHAPTER TWENTY 

GENTS TO . THE LEFI' 

THE Gold Rush entertains a heterogeneous crowd, 
ranchers, miners, gamblers, men from Below the 
Line, tourists, divorcees and the younger set of per
manent residents. Some forty miles beyond Reno, 
it lies on the California-Nevada state-line, a painted 
band bisecting the dance-floor permits one to be 
conscious that one foot is in Nevada while the other 
dances gayly in California. 

After midnight, colonists establishing their 
Nevada. residence have to take care where they 
tread, and more than once a criminal, sought by 
the Nevada police, has stepped six inches to the 
right and grinned in the helpless face of the law. 

The raucous laughter of dancers and the clamor 
of the .. red ho.t" orchestra were exciting. Sipping 
her high-ball as nonchalantly as though she had 
been drinking all her life, Felicia sat watching a 
group of colonists making merry. There was a bit
terness about their gayety; their laughter seemed 
oddly forced. 
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Felicia turned back to her own crowd, the uni
versity bunch. They were not pretending.::_mas
querading, as Judge Cooper had said. Their amuse

ment was spontaneous-they were young. 

Billy Blair was going about his drinking in a 
thoroughly efficient manner, and he seemed intent 

on Felicia's doing likewise. Always there seemed to 
be two glasses at her place, the one she was finishing 
and the one awaiting her consumption. Her cheeks 
were flushed. 

Perhaps it was the example of the older people; 

perhaps it was because they were confined beneath 
a roof, but all of them were drinking more-much 
more-than usual. Peg was becoming silly, giggling 
at nothing at all . 
. Billy slipped unobserved from the table; when 

he returned a little unsteady on his feet, he swung 
/ 

Felicia out to the dance floor. The music stopped; 
they were near a door and he led her through it. 

She looked at him questioningly. 
"Want to talk to you, important as hell," he 

muttered. "Can't talk to you down here!" 

A stairway rose before them. Felicia stopped 
short. 
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.. No, Billy-not up there. You must talk to me 

down here." 
.. Aw, y'don't understand, F'lisha, I wanna 

snuggle up an' tell you how much I love ya!" 
uy ou can do that down here, Billy." 

A sudden revulsion for the whole messy business 
had come over Felicia. The Rubicon no longer 
beckoned here. 

Perhaps it was Billy's drooling condition; per
haps it was her returning self-respect. Perhaps it 

was something psychic. 
They walked back to their party. 

Dick Belden and Sam Lanier, hurrying up from 
Tonopah, had landed at the Reno airport only to 
learn that Mr. Horace Thurman, whom they were 

seeking, had motored out to the Gold Rush for a 
late supper. 

What was. :fifty miles of mountains? Only two 

hours! 
But unfortunately Thurman and his party had 

returned to Reno. Passed on the road, no doubt. 
Well, they'd have a little snack and watch the ani

mals cavort. 
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observed Dick as he gazed upon the alcoholic car
nival. 

.. Expensive cheap-skates!" sneered Sam . 

.. I wonder why it is so much more shocking to 
see a woman drunk than a man," said Dick as his 
eyes wandered over to a table in the comer where: 
a group of young boys and girls were becoming 
ribald. 

"Brann, the Iconoclast, said it," replied Sam. "He 
said: •Black paint doesn't harm an iron Hercules, 
but it ruins a marble Venus.' " 

Then thoughtfully the younger man added: 
"That's why we want them to stay up on their 
pedestals. Well I'm glad there are a few of them 
left up there. I'd hate to think •.• " 

Suddenly everybody's eyes were directed to the 
corner. One of the youths who had been pawing 
the blonde girl beside him rose unsteadily to his feet 
and apparently attempted to pick the young lady 
up and carry her away, but tripping on the chair, 
he fell to the floor with his pretty burden, amid 
gales of laughter from the others . 

.. Good God, there~s Peg Hodge!" exclaimed Dick 
rising. \Vhat would her family think if they knew 
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their child was in such a place, at such an hour

and drunk? What would Felicia think? Risking the 

chances of being unwelcome, Dick walked across 

the dance floor to where the youngsters had gath

ered around the prostrate pair on the floor. 

Forcing his way through the milling circle he 

looked down upon a scene that stirred him into 

indignant and profane action. Lying flat on her 

back was a young girl struggling to free herself 

from the amorous grasp of a drunken college boy 

who, to the vast amusement of the crowd, was 

showering her with drooling kisses. 

"Here cut this stuff, you damned loafers!" he 

cried as he reached down and grasped the boy's 

collar, dragging him violently to his feet. 

"S'all right, Mr. Bouncer, we jus' fell down, thass 

all! Now you better help the lady up-She's lit 

too!" And the boy started to push the others back 

to their seats. "Sit down, funny-faces, can't you 

see the bouncer'll throw us all out if ya don't?" 

Dick turned to help the young girl to her feet 

and as he did so his heart stopped beating. 

"Felicia!" he gasped. 

With his knees almost giving way beneath him 
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he bent over and, taking her by the shoulders, 

helped her to her feet. White as a sheet and trem
bling all over, she permitted him to lead her weakly 
across the floor and out into the night air. 

uSam," asked Dick as he joined the older man, 
.. can you get back? I'll take Felicia in my car." 

uSure," replied Sam, with a pat on Dick's shoul
der. «But wait until I get her wraps." 

Dick and Felicia stood by the car for fully five 

minutes. 
"Well, I broke up that party," explained Sam, 

as he emerged. uone of our plainclothes men will 
take the Hodge kid home. The fifty mile ride will 
sober her up. I'm ketchin' a lift back with Kelly, 
of headquarters." 

During the long, cold drive back to Reno, neither 
Dick nor Felicia spoke a word. Slumped on the 
farthest corner of the car, her coat wrapped 
securely about her torn and rumpled dress, Felicia 
was a picture of utter despair. 

Why, oh why, had she gone on this third and last 
party with Peg? She really hadn't wanted to, but 
she had promised. True, she had wanted to see the 
famous-or infamous-Gold Rush of which she 
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had heard so much. But after the novelty of the 
excitement had passed she was sorry she had gone. 

And Billy, yes, he had seemed fun enough before • 
.but tonight he was disgusting, loathsome. Fifty 
times she had thought: What if Dick should see me 
in such a place! Dear old Dick, so clean and up
standing! And then to have him find her as he had! 
Of course he couldn't have known that she. was 
ashamed and heartsick over the whole miserable 
affair. No, he probably thought she liked, it-that 
she was simply another of Reno colony's cheap 
wantons. Nor could she explain, in fact the more 
she pondered the situation, the fewer excuses could 
she :find for herself. 

And those were exactly the thoughts racing 

through Dick's head. Maybe Alexander Brett had 
his side to the story-a story of the young wife 
married to an old conservative and running wild as 
the result of sheer ennui. Now Venus was black 
with mud! 

As they came to the city, Felicia began to cry, 
soundlessly, but if Dick was aware of her tears, he 
made no sign. He drew up the car at the curb and 
sat, without speaking, the engine running. 



176 RENO 

.. Thank you." Felicia's voice was barely audible . 

.. Don't mention it," he replied. 

She got out of the car, stood hesitating on the 

sidewalk . 
.. Good-night, Dicky." 
.. Good-night." 

She turned, blinded by her tears, and stumbled 
into the house. What had she done? She had spoiled 

the one thing that had any meaning in her life, 
wrecked her one chance for happiness! 



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

"JOIN HANDS" 

Dicit, returning to the hotel, was in the depths. He 

was glad J.B. was out of town fo~ a few days as he 
wanted to be alone. To his surprise and distress he 
had no more than entered the lobby when he was 

followed in by Sam Lanier. 
"Stopped in at Headquarters, Dick. J.B. had 

just phoned over for the police to come up to your 
room. The chief told me to hop over." 

"That's queer," replied Dick, with only faint 
interest, uJ.B. was not supposed to return until 

Monday. Well, I suppose he's in one of his petticoat 

jams. Let's go up." 
A strange tableau greeted the two men as they 

entered the apartment. Slouched in a chair, J.B. 
sat idly turning an automatic over in his big hands, 
while across from him on the divan Edith Feeley, 
dressed in street clothes, wept tears of anger into 
her handkerchief. 

"At it again, eh, Edie?" grinned Sam knowingly. 
ul saw your boy-friend, Pinkie, out at the Gold 
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Rush tonight, keepin' tabs on the girl. You're a 
great little team, Edie." 

.. What does this mean?" asked Dick dully, for 
even a situation such as this had little interest for 
him at present . 

.. She was apparently going through your papers," 
answered Sam glancing toward the disorderly desk . 

.. Dirt-digging!" chimed in J.B . 

.. How do you happen to be here, J.B.-I thought 
you were in Frisco?" asked the boy dismally . 

.. So did the little lady," replied J.B. with a grin . 
.. But something told me that there was 'dirty work 
at the crossroads,' and I thought I'd better stick 
around." 

Mrs. Feeley sniffied ... This is a fine way to treat 
a lady after wha.t I have done for' you!" she 
exploded, looking at J.B. in virtuous condem
nation . 

.. A modest wage for your sin, madam!" he re
plied loftily . 

.. The wages of your particular sin may not be 
death,'' he went on, .. but they ought to be about 
ten years in the penitentiary--eh, what, Sam?" 

.. Easy, that!" replied Lanier, "we've been waitin' 
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to get the goods on you, Edie, and I guess they're 
here. What'll we do with her, Dick?" 

.. She's nothing to me," answered Dick ... I don't 
know what she's up to." 

.. I guessed it from the day she came in your 
room-after that •carbon paper,'" smiled J.B., .. so 

I thought I'd better play along with her. She may 
be nothing to you, Dick, but she's a whole lot to 
Felicia. She's in Brett's employ, trying to get the 
dirt on you and his still undivorced wife." 

.. Well, all I ask is that you get rid of her with as 
little publicity as possible." 

.. In that case, Edie," said Sam slowly, ui think 

you had better beat it away from here while the 
beatin's good: There's a train for the East in the 
morning. Now run along; I'll be down there to see 

you off." 
Mrs. Feeley, smothering her anger, rose and 

walked to the door . 
.. Don't forget this," said J.B. politely. 

He picked up her handbag and followed her into 

the corridor. 

•Til get everi with you-you trouble-maker," 
sneered the blackmailer and badger-lady, as she 
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grabbed the handbag and opened it to see if her 

purse was safe. "Remember this-your boy-friend 

hasn't got his divorce yet!" And with this parting 

shot she opened the adjoining door of her apart

ment and, hurrying in, slammed it defiantly. 

Still dangerous, thought J.B., as he turned back 

into his own room. 

Sam Lanier and J.B. were both at the train to see 

Mrs. Feeley off. 

"To lighten your jom::ney!" said Sam as he pre

sented her with a hook-"My Life in Prison," by 

Donald Lowrie. 

"Sweets to the Sweet!" exclaimed J.B. more 

chivalrously as he handed her a box of candy. 

Edith Feeley shot at her two escorts a look of 
hatred that was ominous. 

"She'll never come back!" said Sam, as the train 

pulled out. 
"Nc:r-but-!" added J.B. thoughtfully. 

That evening J.B. left on his delayed visit to 

S;t.p. Francisco. 
Dick did not see Felicia for a week. Then again 

at the Cooper's, he was placed beside her at the 

dinner-table. She looked thin, almost haggard. 
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"What have you been doing?" he asked, in spite 

of his resolution to say nothing personal. 

"Not much, making acquaintance with my son, 

mostly; we haven't been together so much in years." 

"Any word from your husband?" 

"No, I think he has ·gone. God knows I hope so. 

I can't wait for these three interminable months to 

pass!" 

They were both relieved when the dinner was 

over. 

* * * * 
Dick, too, had .. interminable" time to kill, and 

now that his house of cards had collapsed he killed 

it by plunging more deeply than ever into Sam's 

aviation schemes. 

One day they were in the flying policeman's 

office at Headquarters looking at a map. 

"Sam, your scheme for a chain of airports up and 
down the East slope of the Sierras is fine, but I · 
think I've got a plan that's better-a tourist stunt! 

Down in Los Angeles, I understand, they have 

these automobile round-trips through the orange 

country that are enormously successful. How about 

this: •see Our National Parks by Plane! Round-trip 
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in so many days for so much.' You will notice that 
Reno is the beginning of a circle that takes in all 
the Parks-Yosemite, Grand Canyon, Yellowstone, 
Glacier, Mesa Verde, and a whole bunch of smaller 
ones." 

"Dam'£ it ain't!" exclaimed·Sam looking at the 

map. 
"The government will-or can be induced to 

provide flying fields in every park, and then by get
ting options on a string of airports in between, you 
could promote one of the biggest flying companies 
in America." 

"Say, Dick, the idea is-gosh all fishhooks!" 
.. Well, it's yours, Sam, to do what you want with 

it." 
.. What do you mean-yours?" exclaimed Sam, 

turning to look at his young friend . 
.. Why, I'm going East just as soon as-" Sam did 

not let him finish. 
"Now look here, Dick, I know what's eatin' 

you!-Sit down, I want to talk to you like a Dutch 
Uncle!" And pushing Dick into a chair he opened 
up • 

.. Far be it from me to butt into your affairs, but 
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it has been my professional job to know something 
about people, and I want to tell you right in the 
kick off you and the girl are a pair of damn fools. 
The girl for going to those kid parties of the Hodge 
youngster, and you for gettin' all hopped up over 
that one the other night without knowin' anything 

about it. 
"But I know," he went on pointing a long finger 

at the wistful-eyed young man before him. "It's 
the same old Reno gag. These hothouse flowers all 

have to go hay-wire at least once or twice. And who 
are you--or any man, to get excited about it. Kelly 

told me Felicia was tryin' to ditch that bunch of 

woozy kids all evenin', and that last jam-well, you 
saw it. It looked bad, but it was jest one of those 
things-nothin' to it." 

Dick sat speechless and silent. 

"Here !-I'll get her on the wire!" Sam exploded 
again. "Then go right out and make up. She's as 
shot about this thing as you are. • • • Here she . ,, 
IS. 

"Yes, of course, I'll take a ride with you," came 
a meek, hesitating voice from the other end. "I'd 
love to!" 



184 RENO 

.. There, what did I tell you?" exclaimed the 
grinning policeman . 

.. I've wanted so to--to try to explain," Felicia 

said earnestly, sitting there in her old place beside 
him, in the roadster. uoh, I'm not going to excuse 

myself! But,-if you'll listen, Dick-" 
He listened stolidly. But the sound of her voice 

was sweet to his ears, and the feeling of her near

ness made him tremble. 
He stopped the car abruptly. 
uoh, damn it all, Felicia, what difference does it 

make? I love you!" His voice shook with emotion, 

and suddenly she was in his arms, close against his 
breast, and he was kissing her lips, her eyes, her hair, 

straining her against him. 
She was crying softly. ui'm so sorry-so 

ashamed! Oh Dick darling ••• " 
"Hush!" He stroked her hair from her forehead . 

.. It's in the air-restlessness, excitement, general 

looseness." 
"And yet, it doesn't seem to touch the people 

who live here-people like Ann and Tom," Felicia 
puzzled. 
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"It's because we haven't enough to do, we 
others," said Dick. "No matter how much we want 

divorce, there's an inescapable emotional reaction 
against it. A reaction we feel we must fight. And in 
fighting it we also somehow undermine our other 
moral reactions. From that, the rest is easy. But you 
and I, Felicia-we have something that's real and 
fine, and we must cherish it-and each other." 

"I promise, Dick!" Her eyes met his steadily. 
And suddenly they felt safe, at peace--definitely 
out of reach of the dangerous side of Reno. They 
had each had a taste of it; Dick with Rita Rogers, 
at that ghastly hotel party, Felicia with her college 

boy. But it could not touch them again. They knew 
-instinctively. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

«HEEL AND TOE" 

IF DicK, and Felicia, having burned their fingers 
on the reckless altars of Reno's divorce colony, now 
felt themselves immunized, no such scarification 
had as yet come to Alexander Brett. Seated in dis
dainful dignity on the hotel lawn just above Lake 
Tahoe, he was far from immune to the miasmic 
moral atmosphere that floated like poisoned per
fume to all the nearby resorts of Ren~ • . 

Smug in his virtue he was thinking over the re
ports he had received from Edith Feeley when sud
denly he heard voices behind him . 

.. Darling!" 

.. Oh, Phillip!" 

Then silence. Should he leave, and obviously let 
them know that he had heard? No; besides, some

thing stirred within him, by his mere proximity to 
their smothered and gasping love-making. 

The woman's voice was liquid, melting, but sud
denly its note changed ... Oh, Phillip, do you know 

186 
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what it means to feel young again! After seven 
years with that old man--?" 

Brett sat up stifily. 
"Old men are awful!" the liquid voice went on. 

"Nasty! He'd-I suppose he'd kill me, if he knew 
I loved you! He pretends to think that love is un
necessary, that one can get on without it!" Her 
voice rose. 

"Hypocrite!" she cried. "Just because he's incap
able of either feeling or inspiring such feelings him
self, he preaches against them!" 

Brett winced, was this the way Felicia talked to 
Dick? Was it-could it possibly have in it a grain 
of truth? Was he, too, incapable of inspiring emo
tion? And was it because of that-because he feared 
to let her find out how completely incompetent he 
was at this game of love-making that he tried to 
hold her as his wife, deny the mating cry of youth 
to youth in her heart? He sat very still, his head 
whirling with the idea. 

Unlike Felicia, Miss Zelda O'Day, a dark-eyed 
girl staying at the hotel by Lake Tahoe, seemed to 
think Brett interesting. She had seen the diplomat 

I 
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several times in New York, and had reminded him 
of the fact when they met in the lobby. 

She was young and pretty, and as the chamber

maid confided to the elevator-boy, a fifteen-minute 
egg. 

Brett, returning from his enforced spying on the 
lawn, strode angrily up the verandah steps, and 
Miss, O'Day, who happened along at that moment, 

called out a languid good-evening . 
.. Good-evening," said Brett curtly, as he took 

another step and paused. Why not test the idea? 

Why not find out the truth, find out if his att.itude 
on love-making was hypocrisy? .. Good-evening, my 

dear!" 
Miss O'Day's plucked eyebrows ascended a pos

sible sixteenth of an inch . 

.. So lovely a woman as you shouldn't be alone!" 

he told her, gallantly. 
ui'm not,-now," said Miss O'Day smiling. 
Brett was pleased. This business seemed to go off 

rather well, at that ... So you're not, my dear--so 
you're not!" 

He sat down beside her. Too old, was he, for this 
sort of thing? 
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"I wonder-" he glanced at his watch, and she 
'f.Tatched him closely. "Would you join me in hav
ing a little wine? We could have it brought out 
here." 

"That would be lovely!" Miss O'Day rewarded 
him with a soft flash of black eyes. New York
Italian-Irish, one year in the chorus of a Broadway 
revue . . . Zelda O'Day could have told him, then 
and there, everything he would say and do in the 
next twenty-four hours-and the order of his say
ing and doing it! 

"To you, my dear!" He lifted his glass, fingering 
the long stem a little nervously. 

"Thank you." 
They talked idly. 
"-when I was with Ziegfeld-" Miss O'Day 

slipped in, carelessly, and Brett's eyes glistened. 
"Oh, were you in the Follies?" 
She nodded. "He told me--" her voice went on, 

soothingly. 
It was midnight when Brett suggested a stroll by 

the lake. Leaning back against a tree-trunk, her 
black lace gown mysteriously meltin~ into the 
night, Miss O'Day sang softly. 
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.. Lovely!" said Brett ... Won't you sing something 

for me?" 

Her dark eyes flashed; her throat was a curve of 
white, descending to the soft black of her gown. 

Then she sang: 

"We're all alone--no chaperone can get our number, 
The world's in slumber-Let's misbehave! 

There's something wild about you, child, 
That's so contagious-Let's be outrageous! 

Let's misbehave!" 

She paused, smiling. 
Brett cleared his throat ... Delightful," he paused . 

.. Any more?" 

For answer, her voice, coaxing, vibrant, took up 
the strain, 

"When Adam won Eve's hand, he wouldn't stand for teasin'
He didn't care about those apples out of season! 

They say that spring means just one thing to little love
birds, 

We're not above birds-let's misbehave! Let's misbehave!"* 

Dark eyes daring his, throbbing voice sounding 
near him ... she crooned another line: 

"While we're still active--let's misbehave!" 

Brett started. Had she done that on purpose? 
His voice trembled. uy ou little devil!" he said. 

• Reproduced by permission or the copyright owners, Hnrms, Inc. 
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"It's just the song, Mr. Brett!" 
"Won't you call me Alex?" 
"Um-m-m," said Miss O'Day. "I must go back 

to the hotel. It's getting late-Alex!" 
He followed her excitedly. Was this really Alex

ander Brett? 
"Good-n:ight," she told him, firmly, putting a 

soft white hand into his. "Thank you so much for 

such a pleasant evening." 

"Let's have more of them!" he begged. "Could 

you dine with me tomorrow night?" 
"Why-ye-e-es, I guess so. Good-night!" She 

smiled as . she ascended in the elevator. "Why the 

poor old wash-out!" she said to herself, and the 
dark eyes were shining more brightly than ever as 

she closed herself in her room. 
Brett didn't feel a day over twenty-one the next 

night, as he escorted Zelda O'Day into the dining 

room of a roadhouse on Donner Lake-and what 
was better, Miss O'Day didn't seem to find him any 

older. She laughed and chattered and listened in
tently when he spoke. "How mar-r-velous!" her 

soft voice would say, and "Really Alex? Isn't that 
interesting?" 
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Five miles before they reached the hotel on the 
return trip, he stopped his car. Her eyes were ques
tioning, challenging. 

"You lovely thing!" he said, fervor doing duty 
for technique. 

"Why Alex!" 
"Sing that song again-the one you sang last 

night!" 
Miss O'Day drew her brows together. "What 

song was that?" she asked him. 
Brett flushed. "Oh, I don't know what it was 

called, something about misbehaving." 
· "Oh, that!" Her laughter rang out, clear. "Why, 

you naughty boy, you seem to like that song!" 

Naughty boy! Brett's heart turned clear over. 
"Sing just one verse!" 

She became contrary, delightfully feminine. ul 
don't feel like singing!" 

He was leaning close to her, breathing, in short 
little gasps. "Perhaps-perhaps you feel like-like 
misbehaving?" he whispered. 

"Why, Alexander! But--" 
Her lips were soft to his kiss. 

Old! Alexander Brett could have laughed in any 
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young man's face. Old-when he held this lovely, 
desirable, youngish woman in his arms, this Follies 

girl, who knew a thing or two! 
A young man, wise in these things, however, 

would have known better than to park his machine 
on the outside of a curve. As Brett embraced Miss 

O'Day, an auto swept suddenly up and over the 

rise behind their car and powerful headlights 
poured down upon them. 

They sprang apart, Miss O'Day with the com
posure of one accustomed to bright lights, Brett 
cursing beneath his breath, waiting for the in
truders to pass. 

But the car did not go on. It stopped, abruptly, 
just back of them, and the misbehaviorists turned 
to see what had happened . 

.. I should say," murmured Zelda O'Day, calmly, 

.. that it was the whole damned family! Do they 

belong to you?" 
Brett was silent, stunned. 

In the machine behind were Felicia and Dick, 

Adrienne-Henly-Martin, the Desert Rat and Alex, 

Junior .••• 



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

.. BUCK AND WING" 

SLOWLY, Brett climbed out of his own car and 
crossed the road. Five pairs of eyes, with expressions 
varying from amusement to complete disinterest, 
were upon him. Adrienne-Henly-Martin looked 
scornful, but the eyes of the Desert Rat held blaz
ing hatred. 

Felicia surveyed her husband coldly • 
.. Mother's just come West, and we were driving 

out to Tahoe, to see you," she said ... I'd heard you 
were there and thought I'd ask you if you'd decided 
to be decent about my suit." She looked at him 
contemptuously ... I brought Alex with me because 

I've found it advisable to keep guard over him!" 
Memory of the agonies she had gone through made 
her tremble ... Oh, you beast!" she cried • 

.. Felicia--" 

.. What can you_possibly have to say that I want 
to hear?" she interrupted him, fiercely4 .. 1 was 

crazy to come here at,all! You're not even honest in 
your meanness!" Her eyes fJ..i<:kered over Zelda 
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O'Day, who was smoking a cigaret in complete un
concern. 

"I see you have your lover with you!" Brett flung 
back at her. 

Dick started to his feet, but Felicia pulled him 
back . 

.. No, Dick, remember he is older than you." 
Brett was fuming. There it was again-old 

man! 
.. I thought your quarrel wouldn't last long," he 

sneered ... Lovers' disagreements-" Felicia's eyes 
widened, and he laughed unpleasantly. uy ou see I 
know everything about you and your Mr. Belden!" 
he told her. rrEverything." 

Her eyes did not falter. "You know nothing 
that can do me any harm, Alex," she told him 
steadily. 

uBut maybe I know something that can gum 
his game a little," a languid voice remarked, and 
Felicia and Brett turned to look into the smiling 
eyes of Zelda O'Day. Evidently Brett wasn't so in
teresting, after all. ((Mayn't I join this family 
party? I was getting lonely over there, all by my
self!" 
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Brett looked at her in rage. tty ou keep out of 

this, you--'' 
Miss O'Day yawned. ttHow changeable he is!" 

she commented, socially to Felicia. <tA few minutes 

ago he was telling me-" 

Brett covered the girl's mouth with his hand. 

"I think I'll take a walk with little Alex," whis

pered Mrs. Henly-Martin. And taking the boy by 

the .hand, she got out of the car and sauntered up 

the road. 
Stephen had been leaning forward, his eyes on 

Brett's face, his body tense, and Dick watched him 

closely. 
"Don't you let this bully scare you!" Miss O'Day 

advised Felicia. "I think I'll walk home-it won't 

be the first time!" And impudently waving her 

hand at Brett, she started up the road, too. 

"Alexander Brett-always the cad!" It was 

Stephen straining toward the retired diplomat, 

quivering like a leashed animal. 

Brett looked at him insolently ... Hello, Pierce!" 

he said ... Good many years since I've seen you!" 

.. It's thirty years." Stephen's voice was low, preg

nant with meaning. "Thirty years since you used to 

come to my house, as a friend." 
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Felicia turned, startled, and looked at the old 
man. The voice, deadly now, went on: 

"Thirty years since you made love to my wife-
got her to run away to Europe!" 

Brett laughed shortly. 
"You've changed, Pierce!" 

"Changed!" Stephen's thin face glowed with 
passion. He trembled. "Yes, I've changed! My life 
bound up in her-wrecked when you took her 
away. I didn't care. Business-friends-but I didn't 

care. I came out here. Nearly thirty years in the 
desert." 

Then he faltered, uy es, I've changed, Brett. 

Maybe you'll find that out!" He rose suddenly, 
but Dick pulled him back to his seat. 

"And how you snatched at the chance to get 
even!" Brett sneered. "You think you're very 
clever, I presume, with your knowledge of paths 
through abandoned mines!" 

Felicia gasped. So Brett had learned that, too! 
Dick's hand closed warmly over her trembling 
fingers. 

In the black distance, a coyote howled; another 
took up the cry. It was dramatic, unreal-this 
black Nevada night, the evergreens, the mountain, 
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the eerie echoes of their words. Hatred passion
human emotions stripped naked. • • • 

Brett turned on Felicia . 
.. You think you can beat me-you!'' he taunted 

her. uy ou think that because I'm old, you can get 

rid of me and marry this young bounder!" He 
jerked his head at Dick. 

Felicia's eyes darkened ... There's no thinking 

about it! I'm doing it. I could divorce you, anyway, 

after tonight-what I've seen-we've all seen. 
There is no possibility of doubt!" 

Brett laughed. He pointed a :finger of scorn at 
Stephen Pierce ... Look at him, Felicia! Look at that 

wreck of what was once a man!" 
Heeding Dick's cool counsel, Stephen sat quietly 

now, listening . 
.. Because-years before I met you, my dear-his 

wife happened to take a fancy-a passing fancy, at 
that-to me, he thought he could hurt me! He tried 
to make trouble, tried to ruin my career! Now you 

dare defy me. I warn you. I'll wreck your life as I 
did his, if you don't obey me. Take warning from 

what I did to him. Look at him now-look at him, 
Felicia!" 
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Felicia looked at Stephen and smiled, her eyes 
warm with tenderness. «I've loved him ever since 

he saved Alex from you and I saw how much my 
boy loved him," she told her husband. «And now
since I've heard what you did-I love him all the 
more. He's two things that you will never be, Alex 
-a man and a gentleman!" 

Brett glared ... You'll pay for that, Felicia! You'll 
came back to me on your knees, begging me to take 
you in!" 

Felicia turned to Dick ... Go and :find Mother," 
she said. ..There's no sense in staying here any 

longer. We'll go back to Reno." Dick obeyed 
her. 

Quivering. with rage, Brett stared at the two 

people whom he hated most in the world, the two 
people he had most deeply wronged. And he gave 
way to an unreasoning desire to hurt the man whose 
rescue of his son had taken from him his strongest 
weapon in his £ght against his wife. 

"She was a pretty little thing-that wife of 
yours," he said. "What was her name, anyway?" 

Stephen Pierce made a strangled sound. Felicia, 

in the front seat of the car, turned in time to see 
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the knife flash in the reflected light of the car lamps 

as "Pierce leaped for Brett's throat. 
It was purely instinctive, Felicia told herself 

afterward, that quick gesture in which she wrung 
the knife from the old man's hand . 

.. Stephen!" she commanded, her arms about the 
old man's trembling body ... Dear Stephen, you 
mustn't! You can't do that!" 

Brett had started back, cowed by the blazing 
ferocity in his enemy's face. Dick returned with 
Adrienne, and the child . 

.. Please go, Alex!" Felicia said quietly to her hus
band, and Brett, ashen and trembling, entered his 
car and drove away. 

Felicia and her friends turned back toward Reno, 
Felicia's head resting on Dick's shoulder, and little 
Alex asleep on Adrienne's lap, between his grand
mother and Stephen Pierce . 

.. Dick, I've got to get away from all this, or I'll 
go crazy!" Felicia whispered, desperately ... I've got 

t~ live where life is normal and decent and not a 
perpetual movie-thriller!" 

Normal and decent! Was that it? 



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

uLET THE TOE TAP!" 

WHEN old Jake Rankin, one of Nevada's early 
cattle kings, built the huge ranch house at the 
mouth of Horntoad Canon, he never dreamed of 
the dilettante uses which this great structure was 

destined to serve. Reigning in the days when kings 
were kings, Jake had, through squatters' rights, 

purchase and lease, become overlord of a veritable 
empire of some three hundred square miles of the 

finest cattle country in the great state of Nevada. 
Notwithstanding the fact that he had many ranch 
houses scattered here and there among the canons 
that let into the desert, the great mansion at Horn
toad was the actual capitol of his empire. 

But another generation had come upon the scene, 
and though Pete Rankin had inherited much of his 
father's pioneer spirit, and had added modern 
equipment to the ranch, he had also been induced 
to accommodate the avid hunger of Easterners to 
experience real western life, and so he converted 
the great mansion into a sort of clubhouse, build-
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ing innumerable cabins, equipped with every physi

cal comfort. He had his headquarters at what is 
now generally known as a "Dude Ranch." 

This did not mean that Pete had gone out of the 
cattle business. Far from it. The rodeos at R-X 
were famous throughout the State, and Peter's in
come from his cattle business alone was probably a 
hundred thousand dollars a year. 

Nor was the transformation brought about 

through any deliberate purpose. Pete had for years 
played host to a long procession of distinguished 
visitors who came out to ride ·his horses, eat his 
"Chuck," and at night sit around the huge log fire 
in the great living room while he recounted adven

tures suggested by the trophies that hung upon the 
walls. 

Then, because of a peculiar bit of so-called 
"freak" legislation,· there came the Reno divorce 
colony, and Pete began receiving requests from 
many of his former guests that he had put up
for pay, friends of theirs who were "fed up" on the 
artificialities of Reno hotel and apartment-house 

life. Why not? It wouldn't interfere .with the cattle 
business; would, in fact, furnish an immediate mar-
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ket for the surplus food products he grew, for 

ranch consumption, and provide a little social di

version to relieve the loneso111eness of the 'range. 
Thus it was that a little party of Easterners, 

wishing to get away from the madness of the 

divorce colony and seek a life that was decent and 

normal, motored forty miles into the desert to the 

R-X Ranch. 
«Gosh, this is something like it!" exploded Dick 

as they piled out of their car, and mounting to the 

wide, sprawling piazza, turned to get an eyeful of 

their surroundings. 

«Jihe thing that g~ips me about this country," 

he went on, «is its magnificent distances." 
«y es-I suppose it is good for one's ego," ob

served Mrs. Henly-Martin. «But fussing around 

in the big open spaces makes one feel very i~

consequential-and that's personally hPmiliating to 

me." 

.. The trouble is," added Felicia solemnly, «the 

real has become unreal to us. We are like tame 

canaries suddenly freed, in the woods. We simply 

can't survive outside of civilization's cages." 

.. Heavens, Felicia," spoke up her mother, .. you 
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talk like an old woman. We came out here for a 
good time-not to philosophize." 

Pete Rankin 'had been standing by, hat in hand. 

"They all feel that way at :first," he said as he 
broke in upon the little group. "The desert scares 
'em at first. But aft~r you'ye rode around it a bit 
you'll get to like it a heap. I'll bet you dollars 
t'doughnuts you'll be wantin' to buy m'god'am 
ranch before you leave. All you city folks do." 

"You're right," replied Adrienne. "I'm beginning 
to want to buy your •god'am ranch' already." And 
her eyes twinkled. 

As far as Pete Rankin was concerned Adrienne 
Henly-Martin owned the R-X Ranch from that 

moment. 
But it was after dinner in the great dining hall, 

when the little party gathered about the burning 
logs in the large stone fireplace that they all began 

to sense a feeling of remoteness from Reno. It was 

not only the miles that separated them from the 
.. colony": it was the atmosphere, and the character 
of their fellow guests, true, they recognized some 

of them as divorcees, but they were the quiet, well
bred kind; those who had also fled from the forced 
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and artificial excitements of the "It won't be 
1ong-ers." 

Later on they strolled out onto the wide, sweep
mg porch and as they looked off through the canon 

to the star-lit desert beyond, and heard the twang 
of banjos and the melancholy melody of voices. 
that came floating up from the bunk-house they 
felt that they had found a new world. 

"Well, it's certainly gripping!" said Felicia's. 
mother, "but after all, I've got to get my beauty 

sleep, so I think I'll go to my cabin." Alex accom
panied his grandmother. Stephen said good-night,. 
and Dick and Felicia were once more alone. 

"I'd like to live here in the Nevada desert, for
ever," spoke Felicia as she wrapped her coat tightly 
about her and settled back into the porch swing. 

"We're going to!" exclaimed Dick brighteningL . 
uThat is-if my business plans work out. It all 
depends--" 

She did not break in upon the reverie into which 
he fell, but silently she joined him in it. 

There was something in the hushed mystery of 
this night that wooed and won them irretrievably 
to their new world. 
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If the older people were expanding in the atmos
phere of the well-known spaces, little Alex was 
simply bursting. Once upon a time he had wanted 

to be a clown in a circus; next he had seriously 

considered the role of a motorman; but on the 
morning following his arrival at the R-X Ranch, 

when he saw the men riding off to their chores, 
there was nothing to it-he was determined to be a 
cowboy!-a miniature Tom Mix, riding a small 

but omnipotent Tony! Yes, the little milk-fed city 
boy even developed a taste for blood; he would 
.hunt buffaloes and kill redskins! 

Nor was he alone in his ambitions. The cowboys 
one and all so encouraged him in his hopes that 
Grandma Henley-Martin was compelled to send in 

to Reno for a complete Sears-Roebuck outfit which 
arrived post-haste the very next day. There was, 
however, something of the .. taking the child to the 

circus" psychology wrapped up in her generosity, 
for it,gave her an excuse to order a complete riding 

outfit for herself, not, however, from Sears-Roe

buck, but from Rigaud, the fashionable costumier 

of Reno. True, the result did not meet the rough 
requirements of desert service, but no one could 
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deny that it set off the handsome matron's splendid 

figure. 
Within a week the metamorphosis from city to 

ranch life was complete. Alex and Stephen had 
been accepted into full membership at the bunk
house. Mrs. Henley-Martin had found genial com
panions among the older guests, and Dick and 
Felicia-when Dick was not off on some mysterious 
flight with Sam Lanier-took daily rides off into 
the desert or up into the burnt-out but colorful 
mountains to the north. 

Thus the days passed and their miserable experi
ences of the first few weeks in Reno receded farther 
and farther into perspective. 

«It all seems too remote and far away," observed 
Felicia to Dick one night down by the lake. "I'm 
beginning to think of those awful years as though 
they had been lived by some other person, not by 
me. Since coming here the curtain seems to have 
risen on a new and beautiful life." 

«Yes, darling," replied Dick. "God's greatest in
vention was Time. 

«Time softens the severest pains. Only the pleas
ant memories of my dead past come to me now-
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the pleasantest, the day I met you!" His arms drew 

tighter about her. 

As they snuggled back into the cushions a great 

calm swept over them. The polished surface of the 

lake reflected myriad stars of their new and glorious 
heaven. The cool night breeze smelling of sage

brush, caressed them with the sweet perfume of 
perfect peace. 

Silently Dick bent over and kissed the parted lips 

of the happy, oh so happy, girl. 
.. Felicia!" The cry came from somewhere back 

toward the ranch house. It was her mother's voice 
seemingly coming from another world . 

.. Felicia! Felicia!" 

Felicia looking into Dick's eyes, made no sound. 
Hfelicia! Where are you?" 

.. We're down here by the shore," Dick called. 
uAnything the matter?" He got up and walked 

through the darkness toward the approaching 
figure . 

.. Good heavens, I've been calling and calling!" 
Adrienne Henly-Martin scolded. ..Dick, you 

mustn't disappear with Felicia like this! Some 
people have just arrived at the ranch-bouse and 
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Stephen has recognized one of them as a detec
tive." 

Felicia gasped . 
.. Heavens!" said Dick . 
.. I'm sorry to come chasing out after you, as if 

you were a pair of infants!" Adrienne patted Dick's 
hand. ..But Alexander Brett is dangerous and I 

don't want Felicia to take any chances. He can 
niake things awfully unpleasant for her." 

And so the dread shadow found its way into 

Heaven. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY -FIVE 

.. GOOSE IN THE BAG" 

MAKING things unpleasant for Felicia was now 
Alexander Brett's sole purpose in life. Her re
nunciation of him was bad enough, but the thought 
that Pierce, his ancient enemy, had become her 

friend and was blocking his way to possession of 
his own son, was unbearable. 

He realized being discovered on the road, in the 
arms of Zelda O'Day, that Felicia would never 
return to him, even if he could prevent the grant
ing of her divorce, unless-unless. 

The boy was his only chance. He saw that clearly. 
Only by gaining possession of little Alex and deny

ing Felicia a sight of her own son except at his side, 
as his wife, could he force her to bend to his will. 
He knew she hated him. In a way, he hated her, yet 
he wanted her back-she was his rightful property. 
She had wounded his pride. And a yearning for 
revenge surged in his heart, blotting out all other 
feelings, even caution. 

She should pay for her conduct, for her defiance! 
His room telephone rang. 
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.. Mr. Swasey to see you, sir." 

.. Send him up." 

Brett paced the floor impatiently, awaiting the 
appearance of his chief detective. 

Detectives flourish in Reno, second only to black
mailers and adventurers. Swasey, reflected Brett, 
must be an addict to American moving-pictures; 

his flat feet, his dead cigar, his unremoved hat, the 
solemn expression which bespoke recollections of 

sinister happenings on moonless nights, were all true 
to form. He looked so much like a detective that 
one would almost doubt he was one. 

Disdainfully, Brett offered him a cigar, which 

Swasey chewed, rather than smoked . 
.. Your wife's at the R-X Ranch-with her 

mother, the boy, Pierce and Belden," the detective 

told him. 
Brett received this information calmly . 
.. And Mrs. Brett and Belden-?" He let the 

question hang fire delicately . 
.. Can't get a thing on them!" Swasey admitted, 

gloomily ... They work in gangs-picnics, riding 

parties, all that sort of bunk. Either they're damned 
clever, or-"• 

He, too, left his sentence suspended. 
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"What about the Feeley woman-did she get 
anything on them?" 

"Nothin'! The damn mutt beat it without so 
much as reportin'." 

"Hum!" said Brett. He was smiling grimly to 
himself-planning, planning. "Swasey, I am that 

boy's father, and I've every right to have him." 
"Sure," said the detective, equable, chewing at 

his cigar. He would have agreed as composedly to 
anything. 

"Those men you got for me-before-made a 
mess of things!" 

Swasey shrugged. "They weren't playin' in luck, 
that's all," he said. 

"They were a couple of fools!" Brett retorted. 
"I hope they rot in jail!" His eyes narrowed. "I 
think I'll pick my own men-next time," he said, 

slowly. 
"Suit yourself." 
Brett nodded, deep m thought. "This part of 

Reno they call Below the Line, Swasey,-what is 
. ">" It. 

The detective spat into the waste-basket. "You 
better lay off," he advised. 
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.. I wasn't asking for your opinion-! pay you 

for information!" 

Swasey's face was bland. "You're the doctor. 

You don't get no police protection below the line. 

If you're lookin' for thugs, you can stop the first 

guy you meet-or the second or the twentieth! 

Don't make no difference." 

"It's really dangerous?" Brett inquired, sharply. 

"Is dynamite explosive?" retorted Swasey. "You 

couldn't pay me to go down there!" 

Brett raised his eyebrows. There was, then, some

thing Swasey would not do for pay? 

"I can find you a coupla guys-just give me a 

line on what you want and I'll fit the picture." 

Brett shook his head. "There's too much at stake 

to risk any more bungling. I wonder-" He stood, 

lost in thought. "That's all," he dismissed the de

tective, shortly. "I'll call you when I need you 

again. Continue to keep an eye on things--espe

cially on Mrs. Brett and Belden." He turned his 

back to the departing agent and walked to the 

window. 

There was too much at stake! This time, there 

must be no bungling. He must get the boy-dis-
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appear with him to Europe. Then, with little Alex 
safely hidden away in a school-perhaps, even un

der another name-he could return and make 

Felicia dance! 

His lips twitched. Damn it, the boy was his son! 
Alexander Brett, junior .... 

He banged his fist on the palm of his hand. He 

was through with clumsy hired men! He would do 

this job himself-and have it done properly. 

Taking a key from his pocket, he unlocked his 
trunk; his thin fingers explored the tray, lifted a 

revolver. He loaded it slowly, thrust it into his 

pocket. Then he went to the telephone. 

«Have my car brought around. I'm going for a 

drive." 

Swiftly he packed his things, strapped his bags. 

He could send ·back for them, later. 

«The car is here, Mr. Brett." 

He grunted, cast a last glance about the room, 

and locked the door behind him. A grim old man 

with lips pressed tightly together, a slight bulge

which might have been a flask-at his hip, he 

turned the machine toward the R-X Ranch. 



CHAPTER TWENTY -SIX 

"RED-EAR -OF-CORN" 

IN A cottage of the R-X Ranch, Alexander Brett, 

Jr., was sleeping, one browned arm flung across the 
pillow. Dawn stirred behind the dark curtain of the 

eastern sky; in the corral beyond the windows of 
the boy's room, a horse stamped, whinnied. Alex 
sat up in bed, and from his pillow on the other cot, 

Stephen Pierce opened one eye and looked at him. 
"Go on back to sleep, sonny-nobody's up yet!" 
The little boy sighed as he snuggled back beneath 

the bedclothes. Soon people would be rising, the 
cowboys would come ·out of the .quiet bunk-house, 
and there would be all sorts of excitement about 
the ranch. Slim Sopery, the tall cowboy who told 
such thrilling stories of bad-men, and train-rob

beries, and who was "working his way through" 
Reno's divorce mill, was going to let him help feed 
the horses. He didn't want to miss a second of these 
glorious days. 

The sun was just over the horizon when his bare 
feet swung swiftly to the floor. Soundlessly, he 
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dressed himself-khaki knickers and khaki shirt, 
with a red handkerchief tied carelessly about his 
throat. Big boots, a soft hat that was his pride . 

.. Goin' out, son?" Stephen sat up in bed, smiling 

at him. "You just wait for me!" 
Quivering with impatience, Alex pressed his nose 

against the window, watching the closed doors of 
the bunk-house . 

.. Oh, they're coming! They're coming out!" he 

cried. 
He was to have breakfast with the men-the 

other men! 
.. All right, all right." Stephen was dressed. Smil

ing at the child's enthusiasm, he swung him to his 
shoulder, stepped into the crisp morning air. 

Pierce was fully conscious of the dangers that 
might touch this child-kicking horses or steers, 

swift-moving rattlers, and more deadly than any of 
these, Alexander W. Brett! Pierce was taking no 

chances. He followed the boy about like a shadow, 
his blue eyes tender and watchful. 

.. Say, there's a car parked out yonder-'way 
out," one of the cowboys said ... Know anythin' 

about it?" 
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No one knew, and a hurried inspection of the 
car gave no clue. Nevada license plates, and no 
papers of any sort in the pockets. 

"Probably belongs to some dude," Slim yawned. 
"They don't care what they do with their prop

erty.'' 
Stephen Pierce was silent, his eyes on his charge. 
"You promised I could shoot jack-rabbits to

day!" Alex reminded him, after breakfast. 
Stephen nodded. He had promised-and there 

was no reason to let a mysterious car get on his 
nerves. Undoubtedly it belonged to one of the 
ranch guests. So he started with the boy for the 
desert. Once on the flat, they dismounted. Stephen 
showed the boy some tracks in the dry dirt-rabbit 

tracks. 
"D' you know why they call 'em jack-rabbits, 

son?" he asked. "Ever noticed their ears?" 
The boy nodded, looking up adoringly into the 

gentle face. Was there anything this strange com
panion of his didn't know? 

"It's because their ears are long and pointed like 
the ears of a jackass. They--" 

Stephen's hand dropped to his hip, and he swore 
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softly. He had forgotten his revolver, and his rifle 
hung in the saddle scabbard. 

Alexander Brett, smiling suavely, was before 

them! 
The boy edged sideways, close to Stephen, and 

felt for his hand, looking up at his father sus

piciously . 
.. I'll take the boy, Pierce," Brett said, rather 

pleasantly. 
The old man glared ... No you won't!" 
Brett was in high good humor. The nearest cow

boy was a mile away; around them was only desert 

-desert and an occasional jack-rabbit. His car was 

within reach . 
.. Pierce, you'll never learn!" he said, shaking his 

head ... Can't you see it's useless to defy me?" 

Alex was tugging at Stephen's hand. "Let's go 

back!" he whispered. 
His father looked at him. "Come with me, Alex

ander," he said ... We'll go for a ride, I'll take you 

in to Reno and buy you anything you say! What 
would you like?" 

.. Nothin'," the child hung close to his friend. 
"Oh, you must want something!" Brett's tone 
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was bantering, condescending. ..Think hard, my 
boy! A soldier suit-would you like an electric 

train?" 
Alex shook his head. 
Brett looked at the two and laughed ... So you've 

come to this, Pierce, in your old age! A nursemaid! 
Do you have Thursday afternoons off?" 

Pierce turned ... Come on, Alex, we'll be getting 

back to the ranch." 
rrstop!" The easy, good-humored tone was gone 

from Brett's voice ... Don't be a bigger fool than 
God made you, Pierce! D' you think I'm going 
away from here without my son?" He advanced 
toward them, threateningly, and the boy cried out 
in fear ... Alexander, come here to me!" 

Alex Brett Jr. looked up at Stephen's face; then 
he squared his little shoulders . 

.. 1 don't have to do what you say!" he defied his 
father. ..1 won't go with you." The little face 
blazed with fury; the small fists were clenched. 

Brett's face paled. 
Pierce smiled. ..Well, Alexander?" he said. 
Brett swore ... I'll wipe that smile off your face!" 

he shouted, and he whipped his gun from his pocket. 
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"You start walking back where you came from, 
Pierce, or I'll shoot you full of holes!" 

Again, as on the day he scorned the danger in 
the muzzle of the kidnapper's gun, Pierce once 
more the Desert Rat, sprang forward. The shot 
from Brett's revolver went skyward as the Rat's 

fingers twisted the white wrist. The gun fell to the 
ground. 

The boy stood, staring, as the two men grappled. 
The Rat was older than Brett; thin, white-haired, 
he appeared the more fragile. Faces set ·grimly, 

muscles swelling, the two old men fought on the 
Nevada desert beneath the hot sun-and with the 
dust of the battle rose a cloud of hate, long-nursed, 
bitter. 

Suddenly the child began to scream. Blood was 
streaming down the Rat's face from a cut on his 
temple; his blue eyes gleamed wildly through the 
red. 

Like a fury the boy rushed toward the strug
gling men, kicking desperately at his father's legs, 
pommeling him with his small fists. 

Brett's foot, in a heavy boot, swung out and 
knocked the child backward, sent him tumbling 
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into a clump of sage-brush, where he sat, his cries 

rising higher and higher with every breath. 

From the ranch-house, where someone, attracted 
by the shot, had seen the fight, men were flinging 
themselves on horses, racing madly out across the 

flat stretch. 
"Damn you!" The Rat screamed. His wiry arm 

was suddenly freed; smashed downward, and the 
fist caught Brett squarely. He lost his balance, fell, 
pulling the Rat with him. 

Writhing in the baked alkali, thrashing against 
tense clumps of sage-brush, the two men battled to 

reach Brett's gun, still lying in the dirt. Two claw
ing hands stretched toward it, grappled, strained. 
Fingers touched it. Were torn away by the other 
fighting hand-returned-clutching for it. 

Wrenching for possession of the weapon, the 
znen struggled to their knees, weaved upright. • . . 

The gun flashed high, held by two yanking hands, 
dropped between the fighters. • . • 

Across the desert 'three cow-hands raced their 
horses toward the distant drama, while behind them~ 
following more slowly, in the dust of the leaders, 

rode a young man and a young woman. None of 
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the five knew what they were riding to but the 
latter two figures silently dreaded the worst. 

Nor did little Alex, his mouth opened in fright, 
his eyes round with terror, note the approach of the 

horsemen. 
A shot rang out. Then the hot smell of powder 

in the desert air, and sudden stillness, as the two old 
men staggered apart. 

' When the three horsemen of the R-X Ranch 

pulled up in a cloud of dust before the lifeless body 
of Alexander Brett the Desert Rat instantly read 
warning in the eyes of the foreman, Slim. 

«Well, I guess I'd better be moving," he sighed, 
slowly wiping the blood from his face. He smiled 
at the boy wistfully. 

«Don't go away! Stephen don't go!" The child 
held him, and tears, which had not come when 
Slim solemnly said, «He's dead," now welled in his 
eyes. 

«Maybe some day I'll come back. I won't forget 

you, Alex. Be a good boy, sonny." 
The group of cowboy~ waited silently as the old 

man and the child clung together. No one moved; 
the story of Brett's persecution of his wife was 
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public property by now, and not one of those men 
could find it in his heart to blame the Rat, to want 
to hold him for the law. 

There was no sound except the little boy~s sob
bing as Pierce turned, a battered :figure, thin white 
hair blowing about his bruised head, and started 
into the desert. Silently the cowboys watched him 
go, and eyes were suddenly filmed. Dust to dust sort 
of thing! 

Alex wailed, and Slim picking him up in his 
arms, rode slowly back to meet the two excited 
:figures that had followed . 

.. Well, at least the kid is all right," he said as 

he passed Alex over to Dick who in turn held him 
up for his mother to embrace . 

.. Dead!" pronounced Felicia wonderingly. For a 

a full minute the two men waited upon the girl's 
purpose. Then quietly and silently she rode on to 
where the other cowboys were standing beside the 
body of Alexander Brett. Yes, he was dead. The 
men assured her of that . 

.. God, it's awful!" Felicia said after a long pause . 
.. The poor old fellow-! suppose I should feel 
sorry for him, but, somehow, I can't. He brought 
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it upon himself. My pity is for Stephen-why 
where is he?" She asked dazedly as she glanced 
about. 

((He's gone-" answered Slim slowly, uback to 

the desert." Looking far off they saw the figure of 
The Rat, a mere speck in the distance-a speck 
that might have been a clump of sage-brush, a little 

higher than the rest . 
.. No, no, he mustn't go!" exclaimed Felicia ex

citedly. Reining up her horse she was about to use 
her quirt. 

((It's better," quietly observed Slim holding a 
restraining hand. 

((But it must have been self-defense. They can't 
possibly do anything-" 

uy ou can't tell, Mrs. Brett," said Slim. uw e don't 

know anythin' about him, and the District At
torney has a way of digging up past records. Desert 
Rats all have them." 

.. Slim is right, darling," said Dick, patting 
Felicia's hand ... He's better back in the desert that 

he loves. He'll be all right; none of us saw the 
tragedy." 

.. And us boys don't know nothin'," smiled Slim. 
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uNow run along. We'll look after-that!" and 

Slim pointed to a dark spot crumpled on the al
kali desert • 

.. Better have Mrs. Henley take that kid up to 
Tahoe for a spell," said Sam Lanier when Dick 
phoned him the circumstances. ..Give me time to 

get out before you phone the sheriff's office. I'd 

-like to talk to the boys." 

Though two deputy sheriffs spent several days, 

accompanied by Sam Lanier, interviewing and 

questioning everybody on the ranch, they learned 
nothing upon which a coroner's jury could render 

a verdict. Thus the records of Washoe County bore 
the immemorial sentence: .. --came to his death at 
the hands of a person or persons unknown to the 
jury." 



CHAPTER TWENTY -SEVEN 

uHAYFOOT! STRAWFOOT!" 

AFTER the excitement of her husband's funeral, 
small and private though it was, another curious 
reaction set in upon the torn spirit of Alexander 
Brett's young widow. They were back at the R-X 
Ranch seated upon the broad porch. 

"Dick, I've got to go back to New York," said 
Felicia. ..-business, estate business," she added 

dully . 
.. I only wish I could go with you, sweetheart," 

the young man replied, holding her hand. "But 
you know the law-" 

.. Oh, I know," interrupted Felicia irritably. ttl'm 

free, but you are still a prisoner in this terrible 
place." 

.. Why what do you mean, dearest? I thought 
you'd fallen as in love with this country as I have." 

.. Oh, I had until-until that awful thing hap
pened out here at the ranch; now everything seems 
the same-the curse of divorce over all. Of course 
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I'll come back, to be with you until you are free, 
but we'll leave the next day, won't we?" 

"I had hoped to stay," Dick answered sadly. 
"That is, if my schemes with Sam worked out. Of 
course, if that flopped, I'd have to leave anyway, 
for I've got to work." 

"Of course I want you to work and go on with 
your flying plans, but that doesn't mean that we 
have to live in Reno, does it? Oh, darling, you must 

take me away!" And Felicia threw, in despair, her 
arms around him. Her eyes pleading for flight; her 
hands reaching out, begging for protection, chal
lenged Dick to what he sensed was his greatest 
battle for happiness, both for himself and for the 
girl he loved. He must make her see and understand 
that the protection she begged him to provide 

against the sordid things of life must be reared in 
her own soul by her own efforts. 

((Darling," he chided, seizing her shoulders, "you 
mustn't let things like that upset you; we can't 
hope to shut out the ugly things all the time-we 
can see them, know them-and, at the same time, 
escape them. For, after all, dear, everything in life 

is only what we make it. Beauty or ugliness, love 
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or hate, they're all born and they all grow in the 

same place-in your own mind. Keep your mind 

clean and healthy and happy and you can look out 

on all the world and :find it good." 
.. Not in Reno!" 

.. Yes, in Reno! The place, the environment 

doesn't matter. It's your own thoughts that matter. 

Wherever you go, you can always :find sordid things 

-if you look for them. And you can always find 

loveliness, too-it's all a case of what you're look

ing for, because that's always what you :find . 

.. And Reno isn't any worse than any other city. 

All the outside world sees is the sensational side of 

Reno, the mad antics of a small group of its di

vorce colony. It doesn't realize that what it sees is 
but a coarse, unnatural growth. The real city-the 

good, energetic, constructive city-lies beneath it, 

paying about as much attention to it as a cow does 
to a fly on her back. There's a world of honest 

goodness and beauty in that little city, and it's easy 

to see, if you're looking for the cleaner side of life . 
.. Do you know, darling, that Reno has a larger 

proportion of church goers than any city of its 

size in the west; that there is practically no divorce 
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among the natives?" Felicia smiled, heartsick as she 
was of Reno, she admired Dick's boyish en

thusiasm. 
"Why Dick, you talk like a Los Angeles 

'Realtor'!" 
He laughed. "I'm not trying to sell you real 

estate, dearest. I'm trying to sell you happiness, real 

happiness, the only kind that counts-the kind you 
build yourself in your own heart." He paused. 
Then: "I love you. And you love me. That's true 

isn't it?" 

She did not look at him. "I suppose so.'' 

Dick laughed. "You suppose so! Felicia-look 

at me!" 
Before the faith, the force of love which she 

saw reflected in his eyes, her breath caught. "Oh, 
Dick--do you really love me so? Will you love me 

always?" 
"Forever!" he told her. "You know that, dar-

ling.'' 

"Yes!" she whispered. "But-" 

"The world can't be wholly bad, Felicia!" 
"N -no-o.'' 

His face sobered. "But I do feel as though our 
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happiness depended on your understanding. We 
have everything, Felicia-love such as few people 
ever know-and I want us to be-well, darn near 
perfect!" · 

Her fingers touched his hair, gently. uy ou ~re, 
Dicky Boy-darned near perfect!" 

.. Well-so's Reno!" he blurted, boyishly en
thusiastic. ..Darn it all, Felicia, I love the place!" 

She laughed. ..Darling, if you've decided that 

we're to settle here, I suppose we will!" she told 
him. Then she added «you needn't worry, anyway, 

for Mother's hunting a place to buy. Sam's driving 
up today. He's on the track of a place for her
some people who are going away. They'll leave their 
whole organization--servants, cowboys, every
thing." 

.. Gosh!" was all Dick could say as he beamed 
upon •the prettiest girl in all the world.' 

.. Well, now that that's settled I certainly would 

like to see J. B. before I go on to New York," 
said Felicia with a new light in her eye ... What has 

he been doing, and what has become of the old 
rascal?" 

.. Haven't the faintest idea," replied Dick ... But 
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I've given up the idea of trying to keep tabs on that 
hop-toad. Hope he hasn't been knifed in China
town." 

.. Or stolen by a Hollywood Vamp!" laughed 
Felicia. 

uy ou beautiful little optimist! How could you 

think of anything so cheerful?" exclaimed Dick, as 
he took her in his arms. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 

«CIRCLE ALL!" 

THREE weeks iti New York was enough for Mrs. 
Alexander Brett and quite too much for Mrs. 
Henley-Martin. Messing around in law courts and 
attorney's offices during a miserable rainy spell 
made Nevada's sunshine seem like a beautiful dis

tant heaven at the rainbow's end. And so when 
everything had been settled and the mother and 
daughter boarded the train for the long overland 
trip it was with a feeling of finality to all their 

troubles. 
This feeling of finality was also shared by an 

energetic young man in Reno who was up to his 
ears in aviation plans that preempted all thoughts 
of the miserable drama he had passed through. 
Only one more remained and that a short perfunc
tory one before Judge Cooper. 

Before her leaving for the East, Dick had in
duced Felicia to leave little Alex at the ranch with 

him. Why drag the youngster down there? Better 
by far that he stay with his new-found gods, the 

232 



"CIRCLE ALL!" 233 

cowboys, who had come to love the little f~llow. 
Besides, as Dick had told Felicia, he wished to keep 
him as a kind of hostage against her sure and speedy 

return. 
Thus it was a happy reunion that took place 

when finally the scattered cast of the little play 
found themselves seated around the great fireplace 

in the big ranch house on the bosom of the high 

Sierras. 
"My case has been called for Friday," said Dick, 

when the welcoming guests had all departed. "Then 
I'll be free!" 

"And then-?" asked Felicia with a happy light 
in her eyes. 

"Right away!" answered Dick happily. 
"I only wish J. B. were here," Dick added a 

little morosely as they drove into Reno early Fri
day morning. "Mr. Felton tells me that my appear
ance is a mere formality, but somehow I'd like to 

hold the old rascal's hand while I'm in there. Got 
a letter from him the other day. He went East on 
business." 

"Why, I'll hold your hand Dick-" retorted 

Felicia with possessive jealousy. 
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"No, my dear, Mr. Felton thinks it best for you 

not to appear." 

"Why, Dick dear, I-" 

"No, Felicia. We'd better abide by his advice. We 

don't want anything to happen at the last minute." 

"Of course not," agreed Felicia sadly, but there 

was an impish disobeying twinkle in her eye. 

No one could have been more appreciative of the 

pseudo anti-publicity law of Nevada than Dick. 

Not a word of his coming trial had appeared in the 

papers, and as an added precaution, lest suspicion 

attach to his appearances with Mr. Fekon, his 

middl~-aged attorney, they approached the wide 
steps leading to the court-house from the side. But 

if the papers carried no news of his impending trial 

he had forgotten that the court calendar was ope~ 

to everybody. 

"Just a moment, Mr. Belden!" And turning his 
head Dick looked into the smiling faces of five 

cameramen who seemed S'\lddenly to step from be

hind the huge pillars. 

"Oh, boys, lay off. I'm not a movie actol!" he 

pleaded genially. 

"No, but the Beldens of Boston are front page 
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stuff!" grinned the fellow from a big news service. 
Evidently the newspapers were going to make up 

for the law's handicap. 
"Well, 'shoot if you must this old grey head,' 

'But spare my family's pride, he said.'" Dick smiled 
at his paraphrase. 

"We'll gladly do that for a gentleman," spoke up 
the apparent leader of the group. "So I'd suggest 

that you do not smile. A sad expression would be 
better publicity under the circumstances.'' 

Dick posed as suggested and instantly made five 
staunch friends. 

As the young plaintiff and his attorney entered 
the courtroom Reno's famous divorce-mill was 
grinding away with regular precision. The place 
was crowded. Tragic faces and happy pnes, faces 
curious and faces coldly indifferent-the usual gal
lery of those who find entertainment in the tragedy 
of others. 

A pale-faced woman was on the stand as they 
made their way to the table within the rail, a look 
of sad hope in her eyes as she gazed wistfully at 
the judge. 

"Verdict for the plaintiff!" 
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The woman gasped and then slumped into a 
faint. Friends and attendants rushed to her and 
carried her from the room. Dick now understood 
what had brought all these people here. 

«Rogers versus Rogers!" 

It was the voice of Judge Cooper reading from a 
paper he had just unfolded. 

Dick looked about dazed. Rogers? Rogers? Yes, 
it was Rita Rogers, sitting just beyond him, Rita 

Rogers, whom he had once held in his arms and 
kissed passionately; Poor kid, thought Dick, as he 
noted her drawn face so out of key with her gay 
little fr.ock and saucy hat pulled down over her 
fair hair. 

«That's her husband; just arrived this morning!" 

Dick heard one of the wise gallery-goddesses whis

per, and turning he noted a lean young man bend

ing forward, his eyes never wavering . from the 
figure before him. But not once did she turn to so 

much as glance at him. 

Reporters-a battery of them from the West 
Coast cities-sat bored and inattentive. They had 
not come to report the Rogers trial. 

A few mumbled words from the judge, the 
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lawyer and the Clerk of Court, and Rita Rogers 
was on the witness stand. 

The thin young man leaned forward. He caught 
Rita's eye. She flushed. 

Her testimony was unconvincing. She was turned 
over to the defendant's counsel for cross-examina

tion. 
Mr. Rogers was cruel? Yes, Mr. Rogers was cruel. 
He had struck her? No-o-o, he'd never struck 

her. He wasn't that kind. 

He had abused her, called her vile names? 
Well, no-o-o, not that but-. 

He had threatened her, bullied her? No, he 
wouldn't bully anyone. 

He had scolded her, compla~d about her cook
ing? Indeed not. He always said she was a wonder
ful cook! But he had fussed, or seemed to, some
times. 

Felicia, sitting hidden in the back of the court
room listened without expression. Over the tops of 
the spectators' heads she could just glimpse Dick's 
profile. What was he thinking? Was he nervous? 
How she would like to be beside him, holding his 

hand. 
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Mrs. Rogers, has your husband ever been unfaith~ 
ful to you? 

So far as she knew, he had not, but
Has he ever raised his hand against you? 
No-o-o, he had never done that. Still-. 
Judge Cooper was now addressing Mrs. Rita 

Rogers, his face stern. He had the manner of a nice 
old grandfather, admonishing a beloved grand
child. Marriage, he told her, was a serious thing; 
more than that, it was a sacred thing. One did not 
give up a job one had undertaken just because it 
proved difficult. . . . 

Felicia listened, her lips parted. Would Judge 
Cooper say those same words to Dick? Her heart 
was heavy. She knew, really, so little about Con
stance Belden. Neurotic, hypersensitive-oh, she 
had heard all that. But what did it mean? 

She had never thought very much about Dick's 
wife, had never even seen a photograph of her. 
What was she like, this other woman Dick had 
loved and married? 

The Judge was speaking solemnly, and the full 
import of his words sank, like stones, into Felicia's 
consciOusness. 
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Mrs. Rogers was refused a divorce. Her grounds 
were insufficient. 

And suddenly Felicia stared at the young woman. 
Rita had faltered to her feet and stood, swaying 

slightly at the edge of the witness stand. Her eyes 

turned slowly from the Judge until they found the 
face of the lean young man who was her husband. 

"Jimmy!" she cried, and stumbled down the 
steps away from the witness chair, straight into his 
outstretched arms. "Oh, Jimmy, A'm so glad! A'm 

so glad! A'm so glad he wouldn't let me have it! 
A've been crazy. A've nevah loved anyone but you 
-not really! Jimmy, darlin'-" 

Judge Cooper, looked up from an unfolded 
paper. 

"Belden versus Belden!" he called. 



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

SWING YOUR PARTNERS 

A HUSHED buzzing of impending excitement. 
Yawning reporters suddenly sitting up. A hundred 

necks craned and as many pairs of eyes turned 
toward Dick Belden. The young husband's mouth 

went dry. In that instant his whole life with Con
stance Belden passed before him. Now the dramatic 
moment of nightmare had arrived. He clutched the 

table with cold, perspiring hands. In the back of 
the courtroom one heart nearly stopped beating . 

.. Are the plaintiffs ready for trial?" It was dear 
old Judge Cooper, now looking so coldly imper
sonal, who was speaking. 

Mr. Felton rose slowly, in his place and with 
simple dignity spoke. 

uy es, your Honor, this is a default case in which 

no answer has been filed. The charges are extreme 
and mental cruelty-" 

"If it please your Honor!-" 

A tall, cat-like man had arisen from an adjoin
ing table. A sudden tenseness spread throughout the 
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courtroom. What could it mean? Mr. Felton sat 
slowly down, a look of surprised bewilderment 

on his face. 
"If it please your Honor," repeated the tall, 

cat-like man with an ingratiating smile, as he re
moved his nose glasses, "I am the defendant's at
torney in this case. And while it is true no answer 
has been filed, the neglect is due to fraud in the 
service of summons. The defendant has never been 
served, although the plaintiff has procured a false 

affidavit attached to the summons showing service. 

Not having been properly notified I must ask the 
court for a postponement in order to file a counter
complaint against the plaintiff charging dissolute
ness, adultery, and putting his wife aside for an
other woman in Reno!" 

Dick Belden sat frozen in his seat. Dissoluteness! 
Adultery! And, my God, evidently dragging Felicia 
into the case! Thank Heaven, he had forbidden her 
to come to the courtroom. 

Cold perspiration appeared on his brow. He was 

a.bout to rise up and shout his indignant denials of 
the terrible charges, but Mr. Felton restrained him, 

shuflling uneasily. 
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"What have you upon which to base this counter 

complaint?" asked the judge. 
"Certain affidavits, Your Honor-With your 

permission I'll read them." 
Judge Cooper nodded perfunctorily. 
"The first is from a Mrs. Edith Feeley!" spoke 

the lawyer, with a wickedly triumphant glance at 
Dick. "In it she deposes-1'11 not read it all-that 

upon promise of marriage, she had an adjoining 
room with the plaintiff at the Hotel Liberty, that 
she went to road-houses with him at which he be
came drunk and disorderly; and that :finally he put 
her aside for a certain Mrs. --" 

"Can you produce this witness?" interrupted the 
judge. 

"Only by an order from you, your Honor. She 
is a material witness in this case, but has been for
bidden to enter the state by your local police." 

Judge Cooper looked thoughtful and solemn. 

"Have the plaintiffs an answer?" he said finally, 
turning to the aged and shaken Mr. Felton. 

"Your Honor," answered the lawyer dryly, uwe 

have been taken completely by surprise. I am sure 
we can prove that service was made upon the de-
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fendant. And as for those other charges-well, of 
course, we must ask time to prepare an answer." 

So the worst had come! 
Dick knew he could easily refute the out

rageous charges when J. B. returned, but it 
was the horrible thought of a long, public, 
scandalous trial, with its sordid publicity that 

crushed him. And, oh, God, dragging Felicia's name 
into the muddy waters--even putting her on the 

stand! 

••Just a moment, Your Honor!" 
Everybody turned at this new sensation, for the 

voice had come from the back of the courtroom. 
Slowly a tall, well-groomed man in fashionable 
morning attire and grey spats made hi~ way to the 
bar. 

uJ. B.--!" 

Dick jumped to his feet and started eagerly 
toward his old friend. But the old friend paid not 
the slightest attention to him. Instead, he whis

pered a few hurried words to Mr. Felton, and then 
handing him some papers withdrew to the only 
vacant seat at the witness table. 

Mr. Felton read the paper and smiled. 
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ulf it please Your Honor," he said, ur have an 
answer!" 

The court nodded solemnly, but a close observer 

might have noted a slight smile at the corners of 
his mouth. 

"It is in the form of a letter from the Chief of 
Police of Boston," the attorney went on. "It reads: 

This is to inform you that should Kate Grogan, alias, 
Badger Madge, alias Silky Sarah Smith, alias Edith Feeley, be 
called as a witness in the Belden case, there isn't a chance for 
her appearance. The lady, who is one of a gang of well-known 
blackmailers and badgers, at present operating in Reno, is 
now, and will be for the next ten years, the guest of our 
State Prison. Attached you will find Mrs. Grogan's affidavit, 
in which she repudiates her other affidavits as a complete 
tissue of manufactured lies. Mrs. Grogan was turned over to 
us by one Mr. John Berkley of your city, which permitted us, 
upon old charges, to put her where she can no longer menace 
your people nor profane your court. 

Cordially yours, 
PETER B. BuRNs, 

Chief of Police. 

A cheer arose in the courtroom as Mr. Felton 
stepped forward and handed the letter and attached 
affidavit to the judge, who rapped for order. 

Glancing at the papers he turned toward the 
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lawyer from New York slumped in his seat as 
though struck on the head . 

.. Well-" asked Judge Cooper .. -have yo~ any 
other witnesses?" 

The man made no reply but looked about fear
fully. 

With a sharp rap of the gavel the judge's voice 
snapped. 

"The petition for continuance denied. Proceed 
with the case!" 

By this time Dick was so confused in his emo-· 
tions that he had to be told twice to take the stand. 
As the clerk swore him, the boy looked on in an
guish upon the sea of faces before him . 

.. As this is still a default case, Your Honor," 
spoke Mr. Felton, with a look of pity toward his 
client, .. may I ask that it be heard in chambers?" 

.. The plaintiff may step up here," came the 
simple and sympathetic reply . 

.. When there is no defense nobody is entitled to 
hear evidence except the court," said Judge Cooper 
as Dick and his attorney went up to the desk ... So 
you may whisper your charges." 

Five minutes passed during which only a slight 
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murmur of the spectators could be heard. Finally 
Dick was waved to his seat, and the judge looking 

up from writing in a document, spoke brusquely . 
.. Verdict for the plaintiff! Next case?" 

.. Hunter Versus Hunter!" came the voice of the 
clerk. And the mill ground on. 

Nor may one clutter up the millstones when the 

mill is grinding. So it was not until Dick and his 
attorney, followed by the newspaper men, reached 

the vestibule of the courtroom that Dick had a 
chance to throw his arms about dear old J. B. and 
muss up that meticulously groomed gentleman. 

uy ou must give us a statement, Mr. Belden!" 

interrupted the newspaper men. 
uoh, gosh, boys, please don't play that up much!" 

.. Don't worry, Mr. Belden, we know when to 

lay off a sport and a gentleman. But we must have 
a statement. Our papers demand it." 

.. Well just say that I sincerely hope Mrs. Belden 

will find happiness in her new freedom!" 
uy ou couldn't have said anything better!" said 

the press fellows as they hurried smilingly away . 
.. Now J. B., tell me about it. How did you-" 
urn tell you all about it when we've got more 
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time," interrupted J. B. calmly. "But I'll say this 
much now. Constance had nothing to do with it. 
It was all a crooked fra·me-up to nick you for a pile 
of money to call off this phoney cross-complaint. 
They never intended to go through with it. Just 
blackmail." 

At the moment Judge Cooper rendered his. de
cision in the case of Belden versus Belden, Felicia, 
in the back of the courtroom, made a hurried exit, 
and then running down the steps turned and 
walked slowly back, timing her return to synchro
nize with Dick's arrival in the corridor. Affecting 
a happy and eager excitement she now dashed up. 

"Well, did you get it sweetheart?" she asked 
innocently. 

"Just like that!" exploded Dick, snapping his 
fingers and then throwing his arms about he·r. 

"Why, darling, think where we are!" exclaimed 
the girl withdrawing from his embrace. 

"What do I care!" grinned the happy boy ... Be
sides they always do it in the movies!" 

The door behind them opened and the New York 
lawyer emerged surreptitiously, attempting to make 
an unobserved exit from the portico. 
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.. Hey Slim!" came a voice from behind one of 

the huge white pillars. 
The lawyer turned his head . 
.. 1 thought so!" 

It was Sam Lanier stepping out from his hiding 
place ... I never met you, Mr. Soapy Sloman, but 

your picture is very familiar to me." 

This remark was followed by a few apparently 

confidential words between the pair. 
uHey Dick, come here a minute!" called Sam to 

the inquisitive group . 
.. Say Dick," continued Sam with a grim little 

smile, .. this egg is leaving Reno, without even his 

luggage, on Number Eight which will be through 
here in about five minutes. I thought perhaps you'd 

like to go down with me and see him off." And 

Sam winked . 
.. Of course," he added, .. if you say so we can send 

him over the road, as he's one of the gang Chief 
Burns of Boston told about-Oh, I was listening in 

the back of the courtroom-But it would mean 
more publicity for you. Thought it might be more 

to the point if you speeded the parting guest-if 
you get what I mean." 
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Dick got it, and turned to excuse himself for the 
pleasure of a real nice guest-speeding . 

.. J. B.," he said, "we are all dated at the bake
shop for lunch. Mrs. Martin and Little Alex are 
to meet us there. Go along with Felicia and Mr. 
Felton, and we'll join you in ten minutes. I've got 
a little business with Sam to clean up." 

The ceremony of departure was all over within 
five minutes, and as Dick adjusted his ruffled toilet 
on his way to the cafe, Sam took the opportunity 
to tell a very important bit of news . 

.. Well, everythin's set," he began casually. "The 

Interior Department has announced plans for 
Iandin' :fields in all the National Parks. And-And! 
-your little Sammy has got options on all possible 

worth-while airports in between. Had a fine battle 
with that Los Angeles bunch to get the Boulder 
Dam field, but Mr. Nevada fixed that. Tomorrow 
we'll be a goin' concern. Which means--" 

They had now entered the Grotto and Dick was 

too excited to let Sam finish. 
"Whoopee! We're going to stay!" he cried as he 

dashed up to the little party seated at the table. 

"Why, Dick, what has happened? Your hand is 
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bleeding!" cried Felicia jumping up and going to 

him. 
"Oh, I was just showing a fellow how we Reno

ites feel about blackmailers! But, gee, this is no time 

for the milligrubs-Let's eat! Hey, waiter, what's 

the proper food for a Nevada freeman on a glorious 

day like this?" 

J. B. smiled and glancing from Felicia to Dick 

chirped: "Freeman, did you say? For just how 

long?" 
"Only until four o'clock!" observed Felicia to 

Dick, with mock sadness. "At that hour the dear 

old miller returns from his mill to his home where 
he has promised to perform the higher duty of 

matrimony." 

"It's all arranged?" burst out Dick. 

"Sure, it's been arranged for a week!" piped up 

little Alex to the amusement of everybody. 

"Say Sam, move over! I've got to sit next to the 

bride where I can hold hands!" cried Dick. 

"Yes, and tell everybody that comes in. I'm as 
happy about it as Dick is!" added Felicia. 

"Marriage is certainly a funny game!" observed 

Sam solemnly. 
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"Yes, it is a game," added J. B. jauntily placing 
a cigarette in its long holder, .. -that requires a 

deep sense of humor, and mine is not profound 

enough yet." 
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11He. ought to dedicate the following 
editions to Women Who Have Their 
Moments and write about them." 

-THE NEW YORKER 

EX
HUSBAND 

"EX-HUSBAND is a loud, long laugh at those un
strung persons who make the public pay and pay 
and pay for their sex catastrophes." 

-The New Yorker. 
"It is funny. Heavens, it's a scream. And at the 

risk of being set down as a pie-eyed man in the front 
row who always laughs when the villain attempts to 
cut the alabaster throat of the fair Lady Evelyn, I 
am willing to call it a clever and smooth piece of 
heehawing at the modern confessional." 

-Brooklyn Eagle. 
"EX-HUSBAND clarifies the air with its gay and 

often ribald parody. It will make exciting reading 
aloud - provided you know your guests. It will 
make even more exciting reading aloud if you don't 
know them." -Harry Hansen, N. Y. World. 

It is as extravagant, as naughty as EX-WIFE ... 
Every reader who's taken EX-WIFE to his heart, owes 
himself the salutary effect of reading EX-HUSBAND." 

-Walter Yust in the Philadelphia Ledger. 
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