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Here is a Telegram from the Author

CERTAINLY GABRIELLE'S STORY 1S5 EVERY
WORD TRUE. I REPORTED THE CASE AND HEARD

LATER EVENTS AND THEY ARE TOO TRAGIC TO

ADELA ROGERS ST. JOHN

I FOLLOWED UP THE

'LOS ANGELES, CAL.

OR twelve years 1 have wanted to write the story
of Gabrielle of the red kimono.
But it is such a bitter story. Each time my heart
has failed me.
And still it goes on demanding to be told—demanding.
1 do not know where Gabrielle is now. Wherever she
is, if she should happen to read this story, perhaps she
will know that every hand was not against her, and that
all women are not like Louise Fontane. There were
many who would have tried to help her—if they had
known in time. If they had known in time.

(Mgs.) ApeLa Rocers St. Jonn,

BE MAXWELL, the little fat jeweler, bald and
perspiring in the heavy heat of mid-after-
noon, pulled out the tray of wedding rings and
placed them carefully on the counter. His'smile was
knowing, ingratiating, a little sentimental—the smile he
always wore when selling wedding rings. Wedding rings
were an important part of his trade, in the little Main
Street jewelry store, and Abe Maxwell had -a sense of
the fitness of things.
The blond young man ignored his advances with a
cold, deliberate eve. In the dimness of the little store—

surely it was unnecessary to burn electricity in mid-
afternoon—his blondness had a remarkable quality of
brightness. The golden shine of his carefully brushed
hair, the red and white of his freshly shaven cheeks, the
glint of his light blue eyes, made for a type of good
looks not unknown to Abe Maxwell.

A prosperous looking young man, as well as a hand-
some one, the jeweler noted with approval. The cut of
his elaborately belted, excessively pleated coat, the rich-
ness and color of his silk tie, the wide stripes of his silk
shirt, spoke of money lavishly spent. A good customer,
surely, though there was something in the hard set of the
lips that warned Mr. Maxwell not to raise the scale of
his price, as—to be entirely truthful—he had been known
to do at the sight of wealthy patrons,

Mr. Maxwell was placing several of his very hest
wedding rings on a small square of purple velvet, wiere
they shone to the best advantage, when a lady came
quietly through the open door. : :

Business was good this afternoon. Mr. Maxwell
began to make beaming and apologetic little bows in her
direction. First, a blond voung man wearing a six
dollar tie, and now a lady in a sealskin coat. He was
torn between the two of them, Elegant sealskin it was,
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too, the best skins, lavishly used, but of an old-fashioned
cut. And the big, flat black muff—expensive also, but
out of date.

Fortunately, she did not seem i’ a hurry. She stood
very calm and still, her strange, long, somber eyes rest-
ing quietly upon Mr. Maxwell’s other customer, who
had slipped a wedding ring on his little finger and was
admiring it. Still, the jeweler caught a glimpse of large
diamond earrings undér the shadow of her dusky hair.
Diamonds were more profitahle than wedding rings.

Just then the lady spoke, quietly, in a rich, expression-
less voice. Omne word escaped her lips—"Howard.

The man turned with incredible swiftness. “You—
he said, and made a slight movement with hjs hand.

The woman never moved, but something tore a.jagged
hole in her sealskin muff, sang through the air and di~-
appeared in the blond young man’s vest just above his
watch fob. The muff dropped and the little black auto-
matic showed in all its ugliness, spitting death—twice
three. four. five, six times. The hand that held it was




“I shot him becsuse he was going to be
married and go on Living on my money."

bare but Mr. Maxwell, frozen.behind his counter with a
nauseous fear, saw—as a man sees trivial and incon-
gruous things upon. his death-hed—the glitter and glint
of diamonds upon it.

Main Street knows shots when it hears them. Less
than twenty yards away, a traffic cop on his corner
heard those six swift reports and moved with great
rapidity.

But there was no hurry. The blond young man,
propped against Mr. Maxwell's counter and ruining his
imitation Persian rug, was beyond anything that a traffic
policeman could do. The woman in sealskin was run-
ning the muzzle of her empty automatic through a tray
of wedding rings. her face still calm beneath an icy
blanket of ‘tears. '

As soon as the policeman appeared, Abe Maxwell
began to gibber. His mind was circling like 2 wounded
pigeon. ing was within his com sion—
ghe had certainly spoiled the sale of a wedding ring for
Abe Maxwell.
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EPARTMENT Seventeen

of the Superior Court of

Los Angeles County was waiting
for the - _

And wat%hgior a murder jur
is the weariest work in the world.

As the twelve men filed out of
the box and into the little room
with the pground glass door,
Gabrielle said to the grizzled
deputy beside her, “Can I stay
here?”’

“Sure, if you want to. But
you'd better go back to the !all.
It’ll take them quite a while.”

Gabrielle looked up at him with
that deep, dimpled smile of hers.

“How long you
think it going to be,
Sefior Auguerre?”

“Can't tell.”

“Come on now,”
said Gabrielle, patting
his open hand on the
big table. “Tell me
how long it was last
timé you have this

. kind of trial here?”

“Three days.”

Gabrielle wilted in
her chair, her full
breast lifting on a

k. long,quivering
‘breath of panic.
“Three — days?
Waiting to know?
1 Oh, they must not—
they must not do that
e to me.” She hcgan
# to tremble.
 “You'll used to
it,” said the old dep-
uty, Spiﬂing tobacco
juice accurately into
the big, shining cus-

r.

“Anyway, it ain't
going to be that long
with you. Don’t you
ﬁt all worked up.

ever knew a jury to
convict a pretty wo-
man yet.” His wrinkled old face, like fine parchment,
smiled down at her.

HIS time it took longer for Gabrielle's smile to
come. But she managed it at last. “Well,” she
said, “I am glad you think so.” _

He went away, bawling at the people who still
lingered about, staring at the round, black figure sitting
alone at the big table. Quite alone. They began to
struggle out, looking back over their shoulders at her.
Th the open windows, the murmur of the crowd
that packed the street for a block each way could he
hieard like the distant murmur of a mighty sea.

The clock above the dirty water cooler said twent
minutes past two. A min came out of the judge’s
chamber, laughing loudly, and in the instant that the
door was swung wide, Gabrielle saw the old judge
within, his fat face red with laughter, his tufts of white
hair standing up in wild disorder. In one corner, the
assistant district attorney—the one who had denounced




her so bitterly in his speech to the jury - stood idly
smoking a cigarette.

Gabrielle’s great eves—strange eves of a deep topaz
that grew wholly black as the pupil dilated—rested on
him, darkening, narrowing. She hated him. He wasn't
fair. To stand up and say things like that about her
when she dared not speak. To attack a woman when
she was down. Gabrielle made a swift little prayer that
he would be eternally dammned. And then her eyes
dropped and she took it back. '

He didn’t understand.

He felt her eves on him and shuffled nervously.

(Gabrielle looked toward the glass door of the jury
room. Her heart stopped beating. A grotesque shadow
had appeared upon it—a distorted arm raised, a gigantic
finger pointing. (abrielle cowered in her chair. What
was in that room? Some demon. Holy Mother, what
were thev doing in there?

Deciding whether she should live—or die. A weary
hitterness descended upon her face. Well, she didn't
want to live. That was sure enough. DBut she did not
want to be hanged—hanged by the neck until dead.

(ne of her dimpled hands went up and touched
her young, firm throat. She buried her head

As they looked . . . the shadow
of a hand fell on the glass of the
door of the jury-room.

for a2 moment in her hands, then Hung i‘t up. She would
not let that man who had called her vile names see her

afraid. Dut she was afraid.

She closed her burning eyes and tried to pray. God
was above all these people. ' God was above that judge.

I.ct God look into her heart.

After she had prayed a long, long time. she Imkﬂi}:t
SNe

the clock. It was half past two. Three days.

could not.

picious, cefiant. Then her quick, soft smile came.

Someone sat down besidie her, and she looked up, sus-

was one of her lawyers, the young one, with 'the nice,
round face. :

smile, “why don't yuuvgo
walling around here, e

“See here,” he said. with his boyish, embarrassed
back to the jail? No good
Il send for you as soon as we

know anything. Those old codgers will*have to talk
and stew jpst 0 long. Mr. Dennpison thinks they'll be
out about two hours.” ! !

He mientioned the name of his chief. the criminal
lawver who had defended her, in an awed voice.

At that very moment, over a green topped bridge table,

three exXquisitely gowned' ladies were loudly admiring

pretty little Mrs, Dennison’s lovely new .rings.
fine, white stones.
Her husband had given them to her.

Such
Mrs. Dennison beamed proudly.
They were

beautiful, weren't they?

“Well,” said Gabrielle, 'l do not"want to go back
alone to that jail. It would be worse.

Please, you let. me stay here? 51 will

be good and quiet ‘amd n&t bother

anyone.’ .

The youn

flushing. =

What nerve! = He wondered

" what he would be do-
ing if that

jury were

settling his

fate And

how beauti-

lawyer nodded,

[ .
Sy

;

 ful she was. He marvelled, as he had marvelled every
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weeks of the trial, at the soft, un-
dulating charm of her dimpled arms and neck, her
lovely figure. The pupils of her eves had contracted
again, and they glowed at him, all golden, soft—pleading.
cozening eyes. Beneath the thick mop of her hair—
and oddly there was no gold in her hair, it was all black,
black and warm—her face was oval and olive-tinted,
with a round, impudent nose, and a firm chin. Her

dav during. the two




upper lip had real beauty, where it curved down and
rested on the full lower one.

He was a very young lawyer, and when Mr. Dennison
had taken the case and had told him baldly who and
what manner of woman Gabrielle was, he had pictured
a plump blonde person in a red kimono, and very high
heeled red slippers. Of course he realized that she
wouldn't wear her kimono in court. That was figurative.

True, she wore her clothes—a plain, dark blue suit
and a still plainer white shirt waist—awkwardly, as
though it were an unaccustomed garb. But there was a
soft, pleading, gentle something about her that he did
not understand.

He looked at the clock. A quarter to three. The
jury couldn’t be long. While Gabrielle was on the wit-
ness stand, under cross examination, the young lawyer
had seen his chief give two or three quick nods of
satisfaction. After that
hhe lost interest in the

“You admit that you shot Howard Blaine?”

“I shot him. I shot him. I say so many times.”

“And you shot him because you found out he was
going to marry another woman, didn’t you?”

“No, that was not the reason.”

ENNISON looked up quickly, under his knit, in-

tent brows. But Gabrielle was not looking at him.,
She was looking straight at the district attorney, and
her eyes were entirely black now and blazing. Once, in
a circus the young lawyer had seen a leopard turn on
its trainer, a tame, obedient leopard it had been, but
when it turned its eyes looked exactly as Gabrielle's
eyes looked now.

“What was the reason?” The district attorney spat
it at her contemptuously. Every intonation of his voice
gave the lie to her words. But Dennison smiled sud-
denly. He would not
have asked that ques-

case.
“She's won her own

ball-game,” he said
crisply. °
During  direct ex-

amination she had been
so quiet, so sad. When
she faced the jury, she

Is Marriage An Aid to Success?
Should a young man make a success before he marries?
Or should he marry and let his wife help him succeed?
Does early marriage help him, or does it hold him back?

tion, had he been the
district attorney.

“I shot him because
he was going to get
married and go on liv-
ing on my money. He
was buying that wed-
ding ring—for her—

dropped her eyes, so What do you think? - with money I earn for
that only the satiny : . him.”
lids showed, but the How are you working out your problem? Are you doing it The courtroom stiff-
tears crept from be- -alone? Or did you marry the only girl in the world s0 you ened to attention.
neath them, one by one, could work your. problems out together? Or did you marry “Look here, my good
and slipped unheeded a butterfly and find her holding you back? - }voman." Gabrielle’s
down her cheeks. Did : ace went a slow, dark
you marry a rich man? Are you happy? Are you S fac the
T ; : Pl s | the first
UT ihe dicteict at- a part of his life or just a fixture in his home?

torney had taken
it into his head to brow-
beat her. What a fool he
was. But of course dis-
trict attorneys were sel-

dom good lawyers. A .

good lawyer couldn’t
afford to be district.at-
torney. This.one had a
particularly unfortun-
ate, aggressive manner
and a nasty temper, not
too well under control.
He résented Gabrielle.

Did you marry a poor man? Are you a part of his life?
Do you help him carry his business womes. Have you
whdpndhimtngetahud? Has the struggle drawn you closer

?

We do not want to\trutthisqua‘tienina‘;encrdny,
but we want you to write us your own opinion and tell us
what your experience has been.

We will publish one story each month by one of our readers
telling what his or her experience has been and what con-
clusion should be drawn from it. These stories are sure to
be interesting. We will pay fifty dollars for each story of
not more than 2,000 words accepted for publication.

time in all those weary
days. ‘“Let’s get at the

.truth about this thing.

I know it’s hard for a
woman like you to tell
the truth.”

The young lawyer
looked sidewise at Den-
nison. Wasn't he going
to protect his client
from that sort of in-
sult?  But Dennison
was smiling a pleased
smile behind his hand.

He resented the strange, What is your opinion?

pathetic sort of impres-

_“As a matter of fact,
didn't you know that
Blaine intended to leave

sion she had made on
people. After all, the :
woman was what she was. Because she happened to be
good looking was no reason for trying to make a Joan
of Arc of the creature.
plainly enough what a decent man thought of that kind
of women. .
“Your name?”’ he snapped at her.

" *“My name is Gabrielle.”

“Well, what's the rest of it?”

“]__1 am not sure, sefior. In New Orleans, they call
me Gabrielle d’Or."”

“Your business?”

For the first time Gabrielle raised her -eves, all the
gold of them on fire. “You know well enough what my
business was, sefior. It has been told often enough in
this courtroom. And anyway, probably vou recognize it
without I tell you."

Her rich, husky voice, with its liquid Spanish note,
was beginning to ring out.

He intended to show them

you? Didn’t you know

that he left New Or-

leans to get rid of you? And isn't it true that jealousy

prompted you to empty every bullet in your gun into
him when you caught him?”

ABRIELLE leaned forward, her face close to his,

a terrible scorn in her eves. “No, that is not true.

Not one word. The truth? I tell you the truth, you man.
He did not intend to leave me. He came to Los Angeles

_to get married so I will not know it. But he was coming

back.”

“What makes you think so0?”

_“If he was not coming back, he would have taken my
diamonds with him.”

“Then, if you were so sure he was coming back, Miss
Gabrielle, why did vou follow him and kill him on sight.
without a word? What difference did it make to you—
in your business—whether he was married or not?”

The answer came low and [Tura to page 102]




Man Are You?

Look Yourself in the Mirror

What Kind of a

- CHARLES ATLAS

Winner of two thousand-dalla
PLOMA sz the WORLD'S 3501?1'““ i

Selentific methods of QUICKLY and PERM
bullding Radiant Health, Strength .and Personaliy.
make young men into Apollos and give old men Yoithful
their lives.

You Cannot be a Weakling and Win

Did you ever see a weakling Jeading a crowd? The weak,
timid man is afrald. he lacks the

the - daring.  He na: polse, no sel . His
NETYEs are unsic and be cannot be relied upon.  There
i3 no need for j to remaln a human cypher when

by a
few weeks® sclentific tralning under my expert guldance
YOUT can change your weakness for strength, your dis-
+ases for Health, your timidness for daufitless courage and

daring.
"Y' Pa s Man-Not & Manikin!

. it wi nd nti nd i for  Health,
Sircisth sind 8 Fesfers Fhysiaue. ook dp with

struetors are.  If you have any vigor and vim and visien
ime, but pet started immediately and de-

RpAE S L e T o e
“SECRETS OF MUSCULAR
POWER AND BEAUTY”

“‘The World’s Most Perfect Man”
96 Fifth Ave., Dept. 501, New York City
— — — — — MAIL THIS NOW! — — — — —

CHARLES ATLAS :
9 Fifth Avenue, Dept. 581, New York City

I enclose 10c 1o and malling charges.

‘This places me no obligation.

[ B S e S e -

RPN . L S e s Ly
(Plesse write or prist PLAINLY) 88-11-34

&
i

' Gabﬁel]e of the Red Kimono

[Continwed from page 34]

quiet, but no one in that courtroom had
ever heard before a voice so loaded with
outrage, with pain, with wild anger, as the
voice that vibrated against the dingy walls,

“Since I am fourteen,” said Qahric!lc,
“and 1 am nineteen now, I have lived for
him. I was willing to go on—but not if
he had a wife. n%on‘t vou see, Don't
vou seet’ The seething tide of her heart
flooded out now, through her throat in a
passion of words, through her eyes in a
torrent of tears. .

“He was something every man spits on.
He was had. I know that. He had done
every bad.

“But I loved him.”

HE wail filled the courtroom., And

suddenly, without knowing why, the
eves of the judge and the jury and even
the hard-boiled reporters at the press
tahle, were wet with tears.

“He was mine. What else had I to
love? And he was good to me. He was
gentle and kind. Back of my—my little
house, there was a garden. A little bit of
a garden. We would sit there, sometimes,
and watch the birds hopping under the
bushes. That doesn’t seem much to you
—mavhe.

“And when I thought—of that other
woman—the one he would marry—and

¢ with—my money—
Vigor and Glorious New Health, adding many years to | that he love her, and o ¥

he make her a little home, and come to me
only with—more dregs, like the others—
I cannot stand it. If he would have left
me alone—but 1 know him. I make too
much money. I am very popular—in New
Orleans. He would not leave me
while—"

She shuddered. firightened, her anger
dving. The district attorney succeeded
at last in breaking into the wild flood of
her words.

“If it wasn't revenge and jealoysy that
prompted you to kill this man—and 1t isn't
the jury's business what kind of a man he
was—why did vou shoot sir times?”

“1 wanted to be sure,” said Gabrielle,
softly, “that he die guick and do not
suffer.” i

With a start, the young lawyer came
back to Gabrielle beside him; her eyes
fixed on him wistfully. “I am getting
very tired,’ she said. “What is it—that
takes them so long? Don't they know
what they think:”

“Sometimes they disagree.”

“What does that mean:"”

“Well, 1f they can't reach a verdict—
they say so, and we try the case over.”

“Oh, no. No. I won't do that. What
do they think I am? [ rather hang quick.
Oh, you won't let them——"

She was silent. He noticed how her
hands were clasped together, as though

for comfort. It must be pretty tough for

a woman to be alone, at a time like that.
He glanced around, suddenly wondering
where Mrs. Fontane was.

THE more exuberant daily journals,

they called Mrs. Fontane the angel of

the county jail. The more prosaic ones
referred to her as a philanthropist.

But Mrs. Fontane didn't like being
called a philanthropist. . .

“It sounds so cold,” she said, with her
radiant smile, blinking her round brown
eves very quickly. “I'm nothing so im-
pressive. I'm—just a wo for
humanity.”

She was a round, plump woman, with
very curly brown hair, and a smile of
miraculous sweetness.

And she had established herself in the
early days of the trial as Gabrielle's pa-
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troness.  She had her picture taken in-
numerable times with Gabrielle. Day after
day, as the trial progressed in all its sor-
did detail, she sat beside Gabrielle, holding
her hand, patting it gently, and smiling.

A rap sounded upon the ground glass
of the door,

Gabrielle’s heart began to beat, not
quickly, hut with an icy, terrible slowtess,
as though it would never reach the next
heat. Drop hy drop, the color drained
from her cheeks, leaving them a pale
yellow,

HE hailiff disappeared into the jury

room, In less than a second, he re-
appeared. Instantly, all was action.  The
crowd swept hack from the corridors.
The district attorney came over from his
office, breathing loudly from his hurried
trip. The judge. ponderous and heavy,
ascended the bench.

The jury filed in, awkwardly, stumbling
over each other. One juror still had on
his derby hat. He took it off hurriedly,

Silence fell. A human life was at
stake. And no matter how old the story,
the gigantic thrill of it tingled through
the air.

“Gentlemen of the jury,” said the judge,
and stopped to Blow his nose with a great
noise, “vou have reached a verdict?’

The foreman rose, a shambling man, his
Adam'’s apple working furiously up and
down. “We have, your honor.”

“What is your verdict, Mr. Foreman—
guilty or not guilty 77

“We find the defendant not guilty.”

Gabrielle got up, swaving. She held out
her arms. She tried to run toward them.
But her legs would not move. “I—oh, I
thank vou, I thank you so,” she cried, in
a husky, trembling voice.

People crowded about her. A reporter
said, “And now that you're iree, Gabrielle,
where are you going? What are you
going to doz”

Gabrielle looked at him. Behind her
eves, he had a glimpse of something, peep-
ing from her thoughts, that was like a
ghost of fear. :

“Well,” said Gabrielle, tossing her head,
“I tell you, I don't know where I'm going
but I'm on my way.”

It had just come to her, with a great
and terrible shock, that Howard Blaine
was dead.

GABRIELI_«}; stood in the center of the
narrow jail cell that had been her
home for months. The slanting afternoon
sun left the palest light on the east win-
dows, and the black bars merged into a
gray pattern. Once Gabrielle glanced out
at the alley below, the endless dirty walls,
the white slab of the Federal building.

Then she looked around at her cell. On
the table was a pot of white hyacinth
someone had sent her.

_Gabrielle stood, trying to calm the
rising panic in her breast.

_ The matron came in, a thin, dried-up
little woman, with quick, blue eyes. In
her hand she carried a worn suitcase.

“Here you are,” she said, laying it on
the cot. “Will you be herc for dinner?
I expect not. You'll want to get out as
quick as ever you can.”

Gabrielle opened the suitcase. Then,
when she thought her voice was fairly
steady, she said, “Mrs. Barker, where am
I “i-l go?"II

“Haven't you got any friends?”

“Not herg" . s ds-

“What about the place you come from—
New Orleans?”

The girl raised her head and looked at

i
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her. “I do not want to go back—there.”

The matron sat down on the cot, tapping
the tips of her fingers together in a ner-
vous way she had. “Well—I suppose not.
Didn’t. you ever do anvthing else?”

“No. But [—I would like to. Only 1—
1 do not know e

“How much money have you gott”’

4T have,” said Gabrielle, and suddenly
she began to laugh, “I guess 1 got about
two dollars.”

The matron frowned.

“Youre a sweet, kind, good-natured
girl, Gabrielle,” she said slowly, *0Of all
the women I've had in here, I never had
one that was less trouble. You've got a
mighty easy-going disposition, [ don't
take much stock in—reformations, but
I've got an idea you told the truth at the
trial when vou said it wasn't ever yvour
own choosing and that you'd like to do
different.”

“Do you think anyone—lives that way
because they—Ilike it?" said Gabrielle. A
violent shuddering seized her.

She was unpacking the suitcase. In her
hands, she held a red kimono, a bedrag-
gled thing, its cheerfulness crumpled and
stale. Her eyes met the matron’s, eves
full of a horrible remembrance.

OLKS talk an awful lot,” the matron

remarked bitterly then, “but we've dis-
covered up here most of them don't do
much. Words are a sight more plentiful
than work. You been getting flowers and
poems and truck. I'd like to see some-
hody step up with a joh”

“What can I do? [ could—cook—may-
he. 1 am very awkward. [f only they
don’'t—know who I am. Nowadays, they
don't put no scarlet letter on you, like one
woman I read about, but they might as
well. They put your picture in the
paper until everybody knows you.”

She went and stood by the window,
overcome with terror. The world ontside
semed very large and strange and terrible
to her, She knew so little of it. she who
knew so much. What would happen to
her out there, without money, without
iriends, with the brand of a murderess
and worse stamped upon her face? .

Oh, she could go back—bask to New
Orleans. She had friends there—such as
they were. She could go back and put
on _her red kimono, and earn more dia-
monds. At the thought, a wave of nausea
hrought a cold sweat to her forehead.
Well, she did not have to go hack.
Howard Blaine was dead.

The doorbell rang, with its harsh, me-
tallic clatter. In the men's tanks, she
heard a negro singing. In the dining room
beyond, the clatter of dishes, and a smell
of food. The matron got up and went
out.  But Gabrielle did not tu.a. There
was something horrible to her that this
cell seemed home—shelter—peace—pro-
tection. She had always been in prison.
She was afraid to go out alone.

Mrs. Fontane's voice broke in upon her
and she started. She did have a friend.
1ife rushed back to her heart, warmth to
her cheek.

N ANOTHER moment, two arms were

around her, and a sweet, enthusiastic
voice said, “My dear child, I am so happy
for vou. What must you think of me that
I wasn’t there to support you in the hour
of your greatest trial? But I was needed
elsewhere.  Unfortunately, there's only
one of me. But you know, there's no
one happier than I am at vour freedom
and your vindication.”

The matron spoke behind her, rather
dryly. “Gabrielle hasn't any place to go,
Mrs. Fontane. And she hasn’t any
money.”

“No place to go?" Mrs. Fontane threw |

New Way to Reduce .
Waist and Hips g

Almost Instantly!

At last! The al “to reduce walst and hips! Just

what you have see No disting! No exercising!

No old fashioned methods, All you do is wear this amar-

I"rlﬁ girdle, The results will speak for themselves. You
| simply be delighted!

- -
Look Slender while Getting
H You'll actuall

Thinner Day by Day! ot
vement the first day you wear this amazing girdle.
o more corsets. This li!d‘{e acts upon the waist and hips
just as would a high priced masseur. The gentle constant
massaging of the waist and hips reduces the flesh: makes
the tissues firm, and gives the form that fashionable slen-
derizing shape that women long for. is no binding
or pressure of any kind, but surely and dly its action

gives such amazing results that you'll hardly believe it,

Ouwr Plan Brings You this Amaz-
ing Girdle at the Remark-
able Low Price of $ 4 98

That is all you pay! We have made the

price within the reach of every woman

just to introduce this remarkable new

reducing girdle. We want Ioumtrr it so that "l rec-
it to all your friends, The reducing girdle ismade

irom pure para rubber covered on outside with mer-

cerized cotton. It has a feature noother girdle of thiskind

A o e 12 tigeowa g the wimite

# an adjustment w W o 1]
0 thltlit will continue to work lﬁl:l.ml.lr.ngt also has
stocking supporters.

MADAME BESS

REDUCING GIRDLE
Absolutely Guaranteed

2;& a]:en:i‘i are we that this “‘ll:?fl.'t
o please that we ma

unqualified gmmﬁ 1f you find that this girdle is not
satisiac in every way, you may return it after exam-
Taation and every penny of your money will be refunded.
Surely with this guarantes there is no reason ‘why you
should not take advantage of our ofier NOW!

faled

W —

i
i
e

Send No Money Now
; s uowo-m -m.}’u

Do not send a penny. Just send us your
Reduce

add d yourmeasurements \
mﬁfted tu‘:ge :ﬁ:t!:b at the left,
Your Bust That is, send measurements at CD
‘This wonderful Jotpesr mddﬁ‘ you want thl: %!:fduca:%i ;
messurements We?
’.ﬂ::"ﬂx 1 i :!:llundmchanmnt you choose

and you pay the muﬂvim The Kind of Fig- -
L Gades PR oy

no s mive

rame snd H 3 Girdla will
luron-l%::lr :"Im Juse price so take ndv&uuu :ni ‘:eh'- Bring ‘.-. :
i i

mnm rubl and the price we
Flk.m;nﬂslﬁllltml s.

anl o
quantityiefeited

h
g your order —‘

MADAME BESS CORSET CO.

CHICAGD

2951 W. Van Buren
Dept. 130 -

it HOW.

The Radiant Will

Project your WILL by Telepathy and
get what you want. Our system o

“MIND TRANSFUSION'' brings sur- RAILWAY POSTALCLERKS]
prising results. Can be mastered in a m:ﬁg to 52300 Year. Men 15ep
week. _Address Constructive Psychology e T e BT ]
League, Dept. 1, 4675 Lake Park Ave., Chicago. : lessons. £ :

withRY G 3¥T. TELESCOP

'aetlmhunm.mh‘:dw-u.-uthw ere clomn, -

*'Could tell colorof §¢

% ~NoM

Read carefully the Advertisements in Smart Set. Buying
advertised goods will simplify your purchasing problem

193:

-




Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on
package or on tablets you are not get-
ting the genuine Bayer Aspirin proved
gafe by milllons and prescribed by
physicians over twenty-three years for

Colds Headache
Toothache Lumbago
Neuritis Rheumatism
Neuralgia Pain, Pain

Accept “Bayer Tablets of Aspirin”
only. Each unbroken package contains
proven directions. Handy boxes of

twelve tablets cost few cents. Drug-
gists also sell bottles of 24 and 100.
Aspirin {8 the trade mark of Bayer
Manufacture of Monoaceticacidester of
Salicylicacid.

oo e
Get my big Book FREE! /=

“] Got Rid of 6 Pounds of Fat in One Day”
You Can Do The Same

Thousands of stout persons have
testified to the wondarful results
ined  from M

ueln
&‘m%:?ﬂ 10-1 pniu'.tl: safe in %
urgl or

e —————
: 4

i

up her fluffy head indignantly. “Of course
she has. She's coming honie with me.”

The matron did not evince any particu-
lar enthusiasm. She was folding up the
things Gabrielle had laid on the bed.
“Maybe,” she permitted herself ‘to say,

comfortable if you got her a little room
somewhere and a job.”

“All that in good time,” said Mrs. Fon-
tane, smiling. “But she must rest first,
after this dreadful experience, and find
some stunshine in life.” :

“She's been resting quite a while,” said
the matron, “and she's pretty anxious not
to go back to—what she's been doing.
Gabrielle’d be a good girl, if she had a
chance.”

“And she shall have her chance,” said
Mrs. Fontane, triumphantly.

At the door, Gabrielle went back, on an
unexplainable impulse.

She put her arms around the dried-
up little matron. “You have seen good to
mc.:: she said. “I thank you. Pray for
me.

And she went out, trembling and not
very brave, into this unknown, strange
world, only hopeful in that broken heart
of hers that now at last she was going to
have a chance to be a good girl.

Because, in her simple, primitive way,
G_a?riellc had always wanted to be a good
girl.

THE Fontane mansion, on one of those
exclusive Places that cut into Wilshire
Boulevard, was marked by an elaborate
stateliness. The sight-seeing  buses
stopped outside, to point it out as the
residence of “Ex-Senator Fontane.” Done
in the style of the French chateau, sur-
rounded by a park of fine old trees, it
had an air of cold and elegant wealth.
The air in the dining room, where Mrs.
Fontane was breakfasting with her hus-
band, was tense this morning, The
butler, when he went out to get the Sen-
ator's eggs, said to the chef, “The old
man's got his dander up this morning.
Someday he'll really land on the madame,
and she'll wonder what struck her.”
The housemaids, sipping coffee in the
alcove, laughed. :
Unaware, apparently, of impending
storm, Mrs. Fontane went on slitting open
letter after letter from the pile at her
plate. Her secretary always brought them
in before Mrs. Fontane came downstairs.
The Senator rattled his paper violently,
set his coffee cup down in its saucer
with unnecessary vehemence, and finally
said: “Look here, Louise, I'm a very
reasonable man, and I dislike to interfere
with your notions of charity. But will
you be kind' enough to tell me what you
are going 'to do with this—this woman
you've brought into our house? Some-
times I think you've lost what little sense
you ever had. Here it is all over the
front pages of the morning paper that
you've brought this—this lady of easy vir-
tte to live in my house. T'll be kidded
to death at the club'* !
Mrs. Fontane finished the letter she was
reading, then she-smiled sweetly at her
husband, “My dear, I'm sure you're too
big a man to let a little ill-bred joking
stand in the way of the reclamation of a
human soul. This girl must be shown
that she is just as good as any other
woman—if she acts accordingly. She
must be taught that there is a place in
the world for all who care to redeem
themselves. That's the first thing to do.”
“] am having a tea for her tomorrow
afternoon,” Mrs. Fontane went on. “I
want her to meet the worthwhile women
—the women who are doing things. And
I want them to meet her, and have a

chance to study thlial spcial sore at close

through narrow lips, “maybe she'd be more

quarters.” She went on reading again.
Senator Fontané was unable to speak
for several minutes. When he did his
language was unprihtable in the extreme.
“What are you goihg to do with her?"’
he said at last.
“She wishes to become a trained nurse.”
“All right. Make her a trained nurse.”
“T ghall—in time,” said his wife, check-
ing a list hefore her with the little gold
pencil hung about her neck. “First, 1
must buy her something fit to wear. In
the meantime, be polite to her. The poor
thing has suffered enough through men
as it 15.”
“I hope I am always polite to women,”
said the Senator. .
“Except, possibly, your wife,” said Mrs,
Fontane, with her famous smile.

RS. FONTANE'S tea for Gabrielle
was well attended.

When it was over, Gabrielle went up to
her bedroom on the third floor and flung
herself on the bed.

Never in her life had she known that
such a thing could happen. Never in her
life—her life of shame—had she felt so
ashamed, so degraded, so vile. Her soul
shuddered within her.

Their questions—their ugly, insinuating,
brutal questions. Their terrible curiosity
—_stirring up the very dregs Gabrielle
was beginning to forget.

What was going to happen to her, in
such a world? There was no one to tell
her, no one to explain, no one to lead her
to the women who in quiet and dignity
battled glorionsly with problems such as
hers.

For an hour she stormed her angry hurt
into the pillow, cried the ache out of her
heart, and prayed at last, in exhaustion,
that she might learn to forgive them.

Then followed days. That was all they
were to Gabrielle. Day after day, day
after day. Nights—night after night,
night after night.

In the daytime, the big house was very
still and cold. Mrs. Fontane was a warm-
blooded woman. She laughed at people
who were cold, in California, even in the
winter, If the furnace was on, she suf-
focated. So the furnace was not often
on. And Gabrielle’s room—a lovely, ex-

quisitely furnished room it was, too, with,

a big cushioned chair, and many, many
pictures—was often chilly. The chill
crept into Gabrielle’s blood,

Gabrielle was afraid to venture out of
her room. Mrs. Fontane had told her to
make herself at home, but then Mrs.
Fontane was gone from early morning
until late at night, and the servants were
not cordial to Gabrielle. And when Mrs.
Fontane was there, she had company.
Gabrielle did not want to meet any more
company.

All day she sat in the big chair, look-
ing out at the cars that drove past, or the
gardeners working among the flowers. If
the Senator did not want her there, per-
haps she had better not go out. It might
shame him.

Sometimes they brought her her lunch
on a tray. Sometimes, though, they forgot.

Mrs. Fontane was presiding over a
convention. She presided better than
anyone else. And she put up a great deal
of the money. Naturally, the glory must
he hers. She came up, almost every day.
kissed Gabrielle affectionately, and said,
“Now, my dear, amuse yourself, and
rest. Don’t try to do anything. And
just as soon as I feel it's time—well see
what is to be done for you.”

NE afternoon, Mrs. Fontane sent her
car back to take Gabrielle for a ride.
Gabrielle had never ridden in just such
a car. The butler sniffed as he opened
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the door for her. He was a dignified soul.

When they had gone a little way, the
chauffeur turned around. His name was
Freddy, and he had a nice, ugly face, with
little twinkling blue eves.

“Wouldn't you like to come up here
with me?" he said.

At the beach, they rode on the roller
coaster, and the merry-go-round, and they
ate hot dogs and drank strawberry soda.
(Gabrielle had never had such a good time
in all her life. :

That part of it hadn't been in Mrs.
Fontane's orders, But Freddy felt sorry
for the kid. She looked so scared and
white, and her big eves held a shadow as
though she expected him to hit her.
Freddy was an unmoral little person, but
he didn't like women to look like that.
After all, she hadn’t done anything,
Freddy knew something about how girls
start that sort of stuff. Some are all
bad, of course, and take the quickest way.
But with most—it just happens. As for
shooting that beggar Howard Blaine, she
ought to have a medal for it. All his
kind ought to be shot.

If Gabrielle had a good time, so did
Freddy. He had blown a lot of dames
to a day at the beach, but never one
who laughed and glowed and thanked
him as did Gabrielle. They got to he
pretty good friends, before the afternoon
was over, She was so awful pretty, with
those big, soft, golden-brown eyes. Freddy
began to think if he had half a chance he
might fall for her—in carnest, too. It
:;:auldn.‘t be fair to do the kid any more
irt.

Besides, she was quick on the trigger.
He chuckled.

FTER that, for a day or two, Ga-

brielle didn’t mind so much. She
had something to remember. And that
afternoon was almost the only thing she
could remember that she wanted to.

And then, one morning, when she had
made her bed carefully, dressed herself
in the blue silk dress Mrs. Fontane had
bought her, and coiled her brown hair as
neatly as she knew how in the back of her
neck, the black-garbed housemaid who
brought up her meals came in with a letter,

Gabrielle winced. There was menace
in every new, strange thing in this house.

“Well,” said the girl—she was not a
pretty girl— “here’s a letter madame left
for you

“A letter?” said Gabrielle, putting her
chin in the air, and looking at the girl
steadily, She wasn't going to be bullied
by a servant. That was too much.

“Yep—she's gone on one of those fa-
mous lecture tours of hers. Fine lectures
she must give!”

“But—what about me?" Gabrielle had
gone very white.

“Did you believe in that stuff she was
handing vou?” said the housemaid, with
a grin. “She’s always starting something,
that one, but I never yet saw her finish
nothing. Take it from me, most of these
rich women are the bunk. Why not?"
And she went out, still grinning.

Gabrielle read the letter. Mrs. Fontane
had been called away suddenly—an im-

erative need at Sacramento—fearfully
important—a law that would come up about
the father's responsibility to his illegiti-
mate children. She was going to make
speeches about it, before a lot of women's
clubs. But she was enclosing a letter to
. the superintendent of the County Hospital.
They would put her to work at once,

ABRIELLE breathed then. She was
glad Mrs. Fontane was gone. Glad.
She had never felt comfortable with her.
Now she would go to work. Work.
She found her hat—a black velvet, with

' Gabrielle was ushered in.

a soft, black quill about its brim.

At the big hospital, Gabrielle presented
her letter. The long bare corridors, the
strange hospital smell, the impersonal
coldness of the great institution over-
whelmed her for a moment, but she
grasped wildly at her courage, Two
nurses passed, in probationers’ uniforms.

The superintendent was still reading
the big, lavender, crested note when
in. He was a small
man, with piercing, regal black eyes, and
a great beaked nose.  He glanced at her,
impersonally, and said, “Sit down, please.
Mrs. Fontane writes that she wants me
to put you on here, in the training school.
Do you want to be a nurse?”

“Yes, sir,’ said Gabrielle, scarcely
breathing.
“H-mm. You look strone. What's

yourr name 2"
Gabrielle gasped.
tald him?

Hadn't Mrs. Fontane
What should she say?

 The superintendent was watching her.

“Take off your hat,” he said sharply.

Gabrielle took it off.

“Aren't you that Gabrielle girl who was
tried here a while ago for murder?”’

Gabrielle nodded, dumb, stricken.

“Good Lord, that Fontane woman is a
fool. She knows I couldn’t put you in
training here. There'd be an awful rum-
pus.  Why didn’t she send you to some
private hospital? You go back and tell
her to take you—mot send you—to her
own doctor, and have him take you to his
hospital and personally recommend you.
Maybe, if the nurses don't kick up a fuss,
they'll take you."”

Gabrielle stumbled out. Her brain,
worn with the weeks of strain, with the
anguish of her trial, the loneliness of these
past days, seemed to have stopped. She
wanted to die, but she could not kill
herself. That was the greatest sin of all.
She did not want to sin any more,

HE walked back to the Fontane man-
sion, her eyes set and strange. '
The butler tried to shut the door at the
sight of her, but she put her hand out
and held it. “Where—is Freddy?"' she

asked. .

“He's gone with Mrs. Fontane, my girl,
and what's more he's a good lad and don’t
you he up to any of your tricks with him.”

At the barred entrance to the jail, she
asked for the matron. The deputy didn’t
recognize her, and she stood outside,
looking in, her heart sick and cold.

Mrs. Barker wasn't there. She had
gone on her vacation. The deputy, a new
one, was harsh, He thought he had
Gabrielle’s number, all right.

In the street below, Gabrielle leaned
against the cobbled wall. She couldn't
stand this.

A man spoke to her. Gabrielle looked
at him blindly. “Can you tell me the way
to the telegraph office?” she said.

Bill Smith, who worked for the South-
ern Pacific, said that evening to his wife:

“Say, Ruth” he called, “what'd you
think. Remember that girl Gabrielle—
you know the one was tried for murder?”

His wife answered from the kitchen.

“Well, I sold her a ticket today to New
Orleans. I recognized her from her pic-
tures the minute she came up to my
window. New Orleans was the place she
came from. And she was going back.
Pretty, you bet your life. But she looked
kind of peeked, like she didn't much care
what happened. I guess they all go back
in the end.”

He sat down at the table. His wife

carried in the dinner, her slight figure

quivering with fatigue.

“Yep,” said Bill Smith, complacently
helping himself to the potatoes, “I guess
they all go back in the end.”
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