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I YouWanfr
BiggerPay "™

There's a sure ivay to increase your earning
oiver. And heré is such an opportunity.
oolc into it—you may recognize it asyour one

chance to earn the biggest money ofyour life.

RE you ready for a shock?

Then, let me tell you that if you have

average intelligence and can read and write,
there is a quick and easy way for you to earn
enough money to satisfy any average ambition.
And after reading this offer, if you do not quickly
make more money, you have no one to blame but
yourself.

Don't take my word for it. By a simple test
—you can make in the privacy of your home—
you will know that every word | say is true—or
otherwise. The test does not

obligate you or cost you one

penny. But make it!l Then

judge for yourself. It has

proved to be THE opportunity

for thousands. They have

found the way to bigger pay-

are now earning from five to

twenty times as much as for-

merly. And the beauty of it

is they enj'oy every minute in

the day’'s work. Theyare their

own bosses.

The thousands who have made

this test before you, and who

are now making the money you

would like to make, are now salesmen. Ninety-
five per cent once thought they were not “ cutout
for selling” that salesmen were “ born” and not
made. They found itwas a fallacy that had kept
them in the rut. They discovered that anyone
with proper training can sell, and they are mak-
ing from $5,000 to $10,000 a year, because they
had the vision to recognize opportunity.

Thousands Have Proved It!

For instance, Ellis Sumner Cook, 20 E. Jackson
Blvd., Chicago, left a $25 a week job and last
year made $9,000! H. D. Miller, another Chicago
boy, was making $100 a month as a stenographer
in July. 1922. In September, 3 months later, he
he was making $100 a week as a salesman. W.
P. Clenny of Kansas City, Mo., stepped from a
$150 a month clerkship into a selling job at $500
a month. He is making $850 a month now. M.
V. Stephens of Albany, Ky., was making $25 a
week. He took up this training and now makes
5 times that much. J. H. Cash of Atlanta, Ga.,
exchanged his $75 a month job for one which pays
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him $500 a month. 0. H. Malfroot of Boston,
Mass., stepped into a$10,000 position as a SALES
MANAGER—so thorough is this training. All
these successes are due to this easy, fascinating
and rapid way to master certain invincible secrets
of selling.

Simple as A B C

Sounds remarkable, doesn’t it? Yet there is no-

thing remarkable aboutit. There are certain ways

to approach different types of prospects to get

their undivided attention—certain ways to stim-
ulate keen interest—certain
ways to overcome objections,
batter down prejudices, outwit
competition and make the pros-
pectact. If you will learn these
principles there is awaiting you
a brilliant success and more
money than you ever thought
of earning.

As you will see by the affidavit
to the left thousands of repu-
table selling organizations in
America turn to this Associa-
tion for their Salesmen. We
can never take care of all the
demands made on us for this
better type of trained salesmen.

Make This Free Test at Once

Don’t turn this page until you have clipped the
coupon, filled it out, and sent it on its way. The
test is contained in a free book, “ Modem Sales-
manship,” which we will gladly send you without
obligation. After reading the book through you
will ask yourself the questions it brings up. The
answers will prove whether this is your oppor-
tunity or not. So mail the coupon NOW.

NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING ASS’'N.
Dept. 76-B Chicago, II.

National Salesmen’s Training Ass’'n*

Deptv 76-B, Chicago, 111

Please4send me without obligation on my part your free

book, Modern Salesmanship,” which will enable me to test
akility at home,and full information aboutthe N.S. T. A.

System of Salesmanship Training and Employment Service.
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This book came between two men
and separated them forever

HIS is a rather simple little

story with an element of
triumph in it, and an element of
tragedy.

Perhaps when you have read
it you will want to send for
“Forging Ahead in Business”;
perhaps not. The offer is made
without conditions, but only you
can decide.

The story concerns two young
men who owned very modest
homes in a Middle Western city.
Their wives were friends. In the
winter they played bridge to-
gether and tennis in the summer.
One worked in a railroad office,
the other for a manufacturing
concern, and their incomes were
almost the same. On Saturday
afternoons they mowed their
lawns, shouting good naturedly
to each other across the fence.

One day the man who worked
for the railroad inquired about
the work of the Alexander Ham-
ilton Institute. He read the lit-
tle book “Forging Ahead in
Business,” which describes in
detail the plan of the Institute’'s
Modern Business Course and
Service. It left a deep impres-
sion on him; a change took
place in his attitude, a curious
dissatisfaction with himself and
his rather easy-going career. For

AU-xmuler Hamilton

Institute, Limited, C.P.R. Building,

the first time in his life he faced
the fact that an income which
marks a man as a success at
twenty-eight means failure at
thirty-eight. He wondered just
how far along he would be at
thirty-eight; the book stirred his
imagination as it has stirred that
of so many other men. He en-
rolled for the Institute’s Modern
Business Course and Service.

He played less bridge than he
had been playing; he no longer
mowed his own lawn but hired a
laborer to do it, explaining to
his wife that he had found a new
value in the spare hours which
he could not afford to waste. The
friend next door was puzzled,
and he, too, asked the reason.
But he could not quite under-
stand the explanation his neigh-
bor gave, at least he could not
see- why he should do the same;

It came as a shock to him when
his friend was promoted to be
assistant general superintendent
of the railroad. He was full of
congratulations and good
wishes, but he could not quite
conceal his envy. It seemed a
little unfair that good luck
should come to one and not
to both. Why was it that life
could not treat men more
equally in the distribution of
rewards ?

Toronto;

Australian Address, U Hunter Street, Sydney.

Copyright, Alexander Hamilton Institute.
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The man who sent for “Forging
Ahead in Business” became General
Superintendent of the Road, one of
the youngest railroad officials in the
United States. He is now the Vice-
President of a large Coal Mining Com-
pany. His name and his letters and
reports are all on file in the office of
the Alexander Hamilton Institute.
Every step in his progress has been
marked by an intelligent and search-
ing use of the Institute’s facilities
for help.

His friend still lives in the little
house; still wonders. And he probably
will never know that the thing which
first came between them was this
very unusual little hook.

The Alexander Hamilton Institute
offers you the chance to read this
book. If your imagination sees an
opportunity in the offer a coupon is
attached for your convenience. It
will bring “Forging Ahead in Busi-
ness” to you at once by mail, with-
out obligation. There are thousands
of men, like this young executive,
who will tell you that in its pages
there is power.

Alexander Hamilton Institute ]
999Astor Place,NewYorh City
Send me “Forging Ahead in_Busi-

ness" which I may keep without
obligation.

Business
Address ...

Business
Position...
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A t the Cafe des Princesses

<By Charles

Saxby

A moving and powerful story of a young American’s strange adven-
ture in the Constantinople of todaysthe wildest, wickedest city in

all the world,

Mr. Saxby is himself a world-rover, who has worked

and fought in many out-of-the-way corners of Europe and Africa.

r T was the Breskaya, circling between

the tables with an entertainer's im-
1 pudence, who first noticed him. Merely
a slim, brown-faced lad, hesitating in the
doorway, a lad certainly under twenty,
clad in neat blue serge. Being a woman,
it was his eyes at which she first looked,
for they were large, deeply set, and of an
almost luminous gray.

Probably he was English, she thought.
Then she doubted, for he seemed too un-
conscious of himself. She wondered who
he might be and what he might be doing
in that seething post-war Constantinople.
Why he was at the Cafe des Princesses
was probably more easily answered, es-
pecially with the furtive face of Marco,

the Italian tout, peering over his shoulder.
To the alert, the place reeked of answers,
many and strange.

Within the place swam in a fog com-
pounded from cigarette-smoke, hot food,
chatter and perfume. It coiled up about
the unshaded lights, and was beaten into
visible eddies by the clamor of the orches-
tra. But outside, the first north wind of
the winter was shredding the yellowed
sycamore leaves, and sending people to
shelter from its Black Sea chill. Under
her professional pertness, Breskaya's imagi-
nation wandered to that outer darkness.
Frowsy Galata and the tenements of Top
Haneh all about; then the Golden Horn,
its waters a glittering black under the new



At the Cafe des Princesses

bridge; and beyond it Stamboul, stretched
like a vast lizard, jeweled by arc-lights, its
back spiky with minarets.

Constantinople, the new melting-pot for
the scrapped humanity of half Europe,
and this Cafe des Princesses one of its
sullen furnaces. One can pick up any-
thing there, from a desperate refugee noble-
woman, to the latest silly plot against the
Rumanian throne, or the Allied control, or
against something, at least.

The place was filled with what might
have been a cross-section of the Near East.
Levantines and Syrians; Italians from Trip-
oli, Greeks from Asia Minor. Armeni-
ans, professionally hunted; fugitive Rus-
sians, all marked with that Slavic ‘soul,
which is principally the gloom of an in-
flamed egoism. Women's bare shoulders,
uniforms of armies defeated and forgotten.
Red fezzes, frock-coats tagged with the
ribbons of dubious orders; glances of
despairing, would-be seduction; men lean-
ing toward each other to whisper absurd
political secrets.

Slag, all of them, calcined into a useless
compound by the overhot fires of the war
years. Here and there a khakied English-
man, his face glazed by washing, trying
to look as if he had mistaken the place for
its more famous rival, the Cafe Moskva,
up the hill in Pera.

The Cafe des Princesses is frankly down
in Galata. To reach it, you must turn a
comer near the old arch, stumble along a
dark courtyard and then down some steps.
Its prices are cheap and its drinks potent;
its decorations, by starving Russian artists,
are sufficiently weird; so is the music, also
Russian and hungry. But the real attrac-
tion is the corps of entertainers, each one
a guaranteed princess and some of them
even possibly genuine.

Well, what would you? Breskaya swung
her glittering skirts with a grimace of the
odd little face under bobbed black hair.
One might as well be there as out in the
refugee-camps beyond San Stefano, among
the waiting, clawing thousands who, with
nothing to live for, so strangely refuse to
die. She had learned that there were worse
places than the Cafe des Princesses. Three
years of constant flight had stripped Xenie
Breskaya of more than any position she
might ever have had. She glanced at her
reflection in a mirror; it was extraordinary
how much mere flesh could endure and
show so little trace.

The worst wreckage was invisible as yet.
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It would probably show in time, just as
their own particular something showed on
each of the faces about her. Bit by bit
those years had torn from her all that she
had ever been. She could look back and
actually see the particular moment at
which some piece of herself had gone.
Pride had been the first to go. That does
not last long when it becomes an actual
matter of life and death—with pride to be
rent away anyhow, and horribly. Pity
also vanishes in a shrieking struggle for a
moldy crust. And with those gone, the
rest had followed suit, like a house falling
in on dynamited foundations.

And now! And to come—

CHE had forgotten the lad in the door-
*® way. He was being ushered to a table,
and across from him a woman was already
preparing to make advances. A stout
Levantine, with a certain horrible beauty
still lingering on her face. She was the
self-appointed priestess of some occult sect
which was popularly credited with celebrat-
ing the “Black Mass,” whatever that
may be.

Breskaya almost started to intervene,
then shrugged it off. It was no affair of
hers. If he did not already know things,
then let him learn; he would be willing
enough; all men were. They were all alike
within, no matter how they looked with-
out. That perception was one of the bitter
fruits of that tree of strange knowledge
which has so suddenly overshadowed half
Europe. An invisible tree, rooted in rent
minds, dropping leaves of mephitic prop-
agandas.

But she must shrug that off too. The
worst of being a Russian was that it
opened one to strange fancies which inter-
fered with one’s work.

In the entry, Infijian was whispering
with the Italian who had brought the boy
in. Seen against the shadows of outside,
his parchment-colored profile was a mix-
ture of bird and rodent, a vulture beak
above a rat mouth. The faces of the two,
bent toward each other, were curiously
sinister. It was impossible to think of any
good coming from behind them. Glancing
toward Breskaya, Infijian crooked a finger
in summons. Insolently pausing to light a
cigarette, she swung across to him.

“The American,” he said in the bastard
French which was the bubble of that par-
ticular pot. “Go to him; you speak his
tongue.”
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“But it is my turn to sing now,” Bres-
kaya objected.

On Infijian any opposition had an ex-
traordinary effect, provided it came from
inferiors. His parchment face broke; his
hands, like dirty wax, waved about his
ears as he poured forth invective. There
was something unbelievably vicious about
that outburst. It was as if any dealings
with him were an adventure on a thin crust
above depths perpetually seething.

“ Pot-wash— flat-faced piece of Russian
filth— "

Beside him the tout sweated and
trembled, cravenly ready to gain favor by
abetting his employer. Breskaya merely
smoked without even a shrug. It never
amounted to more than words with Infijian,
and she had learned to appreciate the good
fortune of words being the worst.

Pressing his hands to his anatomy, In-
fijian’s fury changed to a screaming whine.

“Oh, my heart—you will kill me yet!
Why do you treat me so? Have | not
done everything for you? Did | not pick
you out from the beastliness of that
steamer in which you fled from Odessa?
Four thousand of you, too tightly packed
even to sit down—and a man two days
dead hanging on your shoulder! And now
—now | ask of you something, and all you
think of is to sing— sing—sing!”

m"THE word went up in a screech that
“m passed invective. To sing, was what he
had engaged her for, but now it seemed
to have become the blackest of sins. The
Italian bared his teeth at her, and Infi-
jian’s fickle fury turned upon him.

“Aha—you make monkey-pig faces in
my cafe? Get out.”

“But | brought the American here; |
must have my—"

A slap was the answer, and the tout
moaned and fled. His anger thus relieved,
Infijian turned to Breskaya again, speak-
ing with a lisp.

“Of course some one else shall sing in
your place. Can you not trust me?” he
appealed. “Go to him; speak his beastly
language; keep him amused and don't let
any of those other women get near him.
He is important; later on | will tell you
more. Go to him—1 must talk with that
carrion again.”

He thrust by her, and out through the
door, his cries of “Marco— Marco— fool-
ish one, return!” coming back in wind-
blown breathlessness.

By Charles Saxby

W ITH a flirt of her tinseled skirt, Bres-
kaya mechanically smiled her way-
back between the tables. So the boy was
important, and at the Cafe des Princesses
importance meant one thing only— money.
He hardly looked it; but then, you could
never tell with these Americans. He was
so young, too—the only genuine youth in
all the place. She wished she could be like
these other women, regarding men as mere
purses. The trouble was that her wreck-
age, though general, was not quite com-
plete. It reminded her of houses that she
had seen, mere blackened shells, but with
perhaps a vase of withered flowers, or a
gilded icon, remaining strangely untouched.
So with herself, she was always coming on
something left intact among the ruins.

The boy’s head, thickly brown, rather
tousled with the wind outside, was bent
over a menu-card. His brows came to-
gether in attempted solution; at her greet-
ing, he looked up in relief.

“Oh, say—you speak English?”

“That is why | am here.”

She spoke in sharp Russian to the
waiter, a perspiring, hectic creature who
looked as if he were fed on swill. He
stammered a sentence.

“Barin, I mek acquaint— Princess Xenie
Breskaya.”

The boy jumped up, bowing in young
awkwardness.

“ Please— wont you sit down?”

“l meant to,” she laughed, with pro-
fessional archness.

He was not really handsome, she de-
cided. It was more that he was different.
The sharp atmosphere of outside still hung
about him like some coolness inherent,in
his own flesh. His gray gaze was quiet
and friendly, and it was a long time since
she had met a gaze like that.

“So I'm really meeting a princess?” he
asked, and she grimaced down at her taw-
dry costume.

“We are all princesses here—from seven
in the evening on. The title was always
cheap enough in Russia; it had nothing
to do with royalty. And now, in Con-
stantinople, it is cheaper still.”

She took the menu-card, guiding him
through its maze of goulashes, marmites,
“bee-steks,” ostricchi. She had dined, she
said; she would take merely a glass of
wine. As she sent the waiter scurrying
toward the kitchen, the boy swept her
again with that glance of friendly, eager
curiosity.
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“So it's all true, what they say about
Constantinople?  Princesses working in
restaurants, and all that! Of course, |'ve
seen a lot today—"

“You have seen my people?” she asked.

“Thousands of them— mostly generals—
and all selling newspapers.”

HERE was a note of disgust in that,

and she caught the picture in his mind.
Bald men, with thick necks and an in-
eradicable habit of stoutness, standing in
ragged uniforms, dazed with this crash of
things which had exposed their inherent
uselessness.

“But you,” he was asking, “how did you
escape?”

“ Escape?”

The gay facade she offered the world
kept unchanged, but behind it came mem-
ory of interminable nights in those cities of
the north. Snow reddened by flames—
women'’s shrieks— footsteps on the stairs—
those were the worst. Her supple shoul-
ders came to her aid, endangering the tin-
seled straps across them.

“Me—1 ran.” And a wave of her ciga-
rette described enormous distances which
she contrived to make humorous. “I1 ran

to Moscow, to Novgorod, to Kars, to
Odessa. | ran and ran, and now | am
here; that is all. But you; tell me of
yourself. You are American, no?”

“Yes; | came from California.”

“Ah, |1 have heard of that. It is not like

this place, eh?”

He laughed,
patriotism.

“1 should say not. This place,”—his
forehead wrinkled in attempted expression,
—*"“1 can’'t quite say it, but it seems so
jull, somehow. Just as if it was all choked
up with things that you can't see.”

“That is the past,” she nodded.
sands of years of it.”

“There’s no past out home,” he said.

Breskaya’'s smile became fixed, and she
smothered a yawn. He was not par-
ticularly interesting; one did not even have
to spar to keep him at a distance. Of
course, in a little while he would begin;
they all of them did, snatching at hectic
moments, not knowing at what instant the
insecure surface of things might crack and
let them all through to whatever was be-
neath it. Meanwhile, he was at least easy
to amuse.

“Where is your home?” she asked, and
his eyes lighted with that strange delight

in a young arrogance of

“Thou-
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of talking amongst alien surroundings of
things long familiar.

“Qut in the San Jacinto Valley. It is
thirty miles wide, with hills all round, and
at one end the mountain goes up twelve
thousand feet, with pines and snow on the
top. At the other side it goes straight
down to the desert. There are places up
there where no one has ever been yet.”

“You have an estate there?”

“We have forty acres of apricots.
There's just my mother and my brother
and myself now.”

Forty acres; a peasant’s holding, she
thought contemptuously. She had a pic-
ture of a wooden hut, from which brutish
men lurched out to scratch the soil with
wooden plows. She looked at his clothes;
at his face, thin, brown, eagerly alight; at
his hands, tanned, but well shaped and
well kept. Her mind became a puzzle.

“And your mother, does she then work
in the fields?”

His blankness
puzzling still more.
if he caught a joke.

“That's a good one.”

“But | meant it; tell me.”

“ Mother looks after the house, of course.
And she has lots of things to do besides.
She is president of the Women'’s Club, and
she ran the Red Cross during the war; and
she’s on the Library Board, and—1 guess
they think a lot of Mother; she’s always
busy.”

answered her, while
Then he laughed as

“But you, you speak well. Have you
been to school?”
“Why, of course | have,” he laughed

again. “l went through high school at
Riverside, and nearly paid my own way,
too. In the summer | help on the ranch,
or pick fruit for the neighbors, or help
them irrigate, or mend their pumps. | put
new electric wiring all through the house
last year.”

Breskaya was listening now, her chin
propped on her hands, the smoke from her
cigarette spiraling upward unheeded. Al-
most she could see him in that valley,
tanned, untroubled, whistling in golden
sunlight under trees heavy with fruit. A
vast mountain all purple against a south-
ern sky. A wide land clean of any past!

A MAN came toward them, still young,

still able to carry his epauleted uni-
form in a way that made it look almost
smart. He was smiling, bowing to one and
another at the tables. He gave the im-
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pression that, had he been alone, he would
have swung a cane and whistled; but at
sight of him, Breskaya's mouth twitched
with fear. Something must have happened
to bring Michael to that place, braving
the insult of ejection awaiting the penni-
less.

He stopped at her side, laughing elab-
orately down at her. With a glance at the
boy, he spoke in the concealment of their
native Russian.

“1 must talk with you at once.”

“1 am busy,” she shrugged. ‘1 have to
hold this boy for Infijian.”

“l must speak a moment;
heard?”

She looked up, her mouth twitching
again. Seen thus closely, his uniform re-
vealed itself as a mass of intricate mend-
ing; a burst shoulder-seam betrayed that
there was nothing beneath it but himself.
There were greenish flickers in his eyes;
his hands shook under restless gesturings.

“What is it?” she breathed.

have you

A CROSS from them the Levantine was

performing strange rites over a saucer
of burning brandy. The orchestra crashed
into something wild, determinedly Slavic.
Under its clamor Michael spoke, smiling
much from the teeth out while his lips
dropped terrible sentences.

“The Allies are going to yield to the
Turks. | had it from a man who knows
the brother of a Kavass at the Chilian Con-
sulate. Kemal is to have Constantinople,
and he is already preparing to leave An-
gora.”

“But—God in heaven!—what
come of us?” she muttered.

“Ah, but that is the joke.”

They all laughed, these refugees of the
better classes, their lips perpetually twisted
into smiles like the grin upon a skull.
Breskaya felt for her rouge to hide the
pallor that swept her cheeks.

“All we refugees are to be shipped back
to Russia—to the Bolsheviki.”

Now that it had come, she knew that
she had been always expecting it. The
terror from which they had fled so long,
had caught up with them. Its skinny hand
squeezed on her heart, sending spurts of
blood, hot and cold, all through her frame.
Hot hopes, undying, that this might be but
another rumor! Each day brought its new
crop. Cold memories of times when those
rumors had become appalling truth.

“We must get away,” Michael said.

will be-

By Charles Saxby

“ Get away,” she echoed drearily. Then
something in his tone caught her ear. “You
mean—you have some plan?”

He bent over her, the careful amusement
in his tone only emphasizing the stress of
his words.

“1 know the captain of a Greek steamer
that is leaving at midnight for Tripoli. He
will take a few of us hidden in the hold—
for payment.”

“But how can we—"

He put the question asside with another
trickle of terrible speech.

“When the Allies leave, there will be
panic—worse than Odessa, for here there
will be no ships to fly to. The Turks will

be free to do with us as they please. And
for those who are left—"
Pictures swept her mind, all fearful.

This man had been—probably still was—
physically brave. But the greenish flickers
in his eyes were stark terror.

“How much would it take?” she man-
aged to ask.
“A hundred English pounds. He would

takes two of us for that—if—"

Michael’'s gaze wandered furtively, meet-
ing everything but her own. Whatever he
might have been within, his outward wreck-
age was less complete than hers. He could
come to a woman for aid, but he hugged
the superiority of being still ashamed of it.

“1f—we—-could only get it."

That sentence really meant: “If you
could only get it!” They both knew that,
for how was a male refugee to glean even a
hundred sous from that city? Or a woman
either, for that matter? Not since the days
of its Byzantine slavery, had human bodies
been so cheap. Her smile was bitter.

“ A hundred English pounds by midnight!
You pay me a compliment.”

“Do you think I meant—" he began, but
it died under her acid gaze.

“What did you mean, then?”

“After all,” he went vaguely on, “it is
your life as well as mine. You would not
have the opportunity of saving it, but for
me. These are things to consider—"

“Ah, tchah!” she cut him short. “Are
we then mouthing Reds, that we must wind
ourselves up in phrases? It is the how to
do it, not the right nor wrong of it, that
we must consider.”

JWTEN were so strange; he talked of death

on the morrow, and yet he took time
to be sullen because she hurt his pride. He
glanced at her companion.
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“Who is this fellow?”

“An American of some Kind.
make him out.”

“ American— blessed son— they all have
money.”

She considered the boy, aloofly attending
to his dinner while she talked with this
newcomer. There must be money there, or
Infijian would never have noticed him.
Her face sharpened as if the jagged angles
of that inner wreckage were showing
through.

“Go now, Michael, or people will suspect
something. But listen: if | can—do any-
thing, where will you be?”

“At the water-steps this end of the Stam-
boul bridge.”

“Well, I will—try.”

“You had better, for your own sake as
well as mine.”

His shoulders sketched a horrid glimpse.
Streets filled with screaming flight—and
strangely enough it was always the oldest,
the most miserable, who were the worst,
tottering along with clawing, impotent
hands. Michael strode away. That jaunty,
parade air of his would not last beyond the
door. Outside, he would become as the
rest, slinking in the shadows from which
his eyes glared wolfishly.

I cannot

TYVER her saucer of blazing spirits the
~  Levantine raised an ebony cross twined
with a serpent of false rubies. Above the
music her voice boomed out like a brazen
bell.

“ Amilchas— Adamas— Gods  of
Sabaoth—"

Faces turned toward her, men licking
their lips in furtive speculation. The boy’s
eyebrows puckered with a half-repelled

Little

curiosity.

“What is it?”

“She does it every night,” Breskaya
shrugged. Then came an impulse. “Don't

look—it's bad.”

“Bad?” His eyebrows climbed higher in
added perplexity. “But why don't they
stop it, then?”

To Breskaya that question was more
staggering than an actual blow. Its sheer
simplicity seemed to tear a gulf between
them. It was like the speech of another
world, that flat suggestion that things
should be stopped merely because they were
not good.

She thought of the things she had seen—
escaped—and not escaped. Russia, writh-
ing in its own venom; Constantinople all
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about them; Michael’'s rumors and the pos-
sible tomorrow? And he talked like this!

His eyes, in their gray clearness, were
like still water under the dawn. She asked
a quick question.

“How old are you?”

He- flushed at that, caught in the guilt
of youth.

“ Seventeen—that is, I'll be eighteen in
five months.”

“What are you doing here?”

“That guide fellow told me it was a good
place to eat.”

“1 mean, here in Constantinople, at all?”

“Oh— that—" he began; but she rose.

“In a minute; the proprietor wants me.”

Infijian and Marco had returned, and ap-
parently in recovered amity. That was
sinister, for rats join only for purposes of
prey. The boy looked toward them.

“What brand of nationality is that pro-
prietor guy?”

“Armenian,” she answered,
seemed to find it a solution.

“Oh—so that's why they are always get-
ting massacred.”

Infijian still hung in the entry, where the
swinging door let in cold drafts from out-
side. He was in high humor now, patting
her bare shoulder as his wax hands drew
her close.

“You have done well—you are friendly
with him; has he drunk much yet?”

“He drinks only coffee.”

“Ah, tchahl” Infijian whistled on his
dirty finger nails. “But no matter, we can
fix. Take him upstairs soon, and we will
send him up a special sherbet.”

“And then?”

“You will be through with him.
will take him away.”

The Italian giggled at that, and the sound
of it was like liquid slime gurgling in the
half-darkness.

“And then?” Breskaya demanded again.

“What is it to you?” came Infijian's
whispering scream. “Do as you are bid, or
be thrown out to starve on the offal-heaps
at San Stefano.”

and he

Marco

HTHE wind hissed through the door-cracks
as if all outside were a vast basket of
snakes waiting to strike. That brought
fresh fear, but a false courage rf despera-
tion came with it. She had Infijian’s meas-
ure of old, and her insolence matched his
threat.
“l am not the kind that starves, my
friend. Besides—” She stopped with a
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grimace of contempt. “But | wont tell
you that.”

It was sheer gesture. In face of this
distraught world, she felt like one of those
little green beetles which rise up and, in
incredible courage, strike with tiny forelegs
at a man ten thousand times their size.
But Infijian cringed; one could never be
sure about this Breskaya. There were
rumors that she had really been somebody;
and she might have found a powerful friend.

She seized instantly on the moment.

“Now—about this boy: what is it?”

Infijian’s whisper came back in a moan-
ing ecstasy of greed.

“He has money—American money.
Marco here has seen it—hundreds on hun-
dreds of their dollars.”

“But he is American,” she objected.
“You would not dare—he is protected.”

“1f he comes here and gets drunk, are
we to blame for what happens to him after
he leaves?”

“But he would go to the Allied control
and tell them where he was.”

Another giggle silenced her—a dual gig-
gle this time, coming from both the men
as if she had touched the spring of some
strange and mutual knowledge between
them. Infijian stroked her arm.

“Have no fear, little one. He will never
tell of what he wakes up to in the later
night. It will be such that he—that any
man— will hide all, accept any loss, rather
than confess it.”

CO that was it, whatever it might be!
K" She should have known that Infijian was
taking no risks. In this backwash of
Galata, filled with the human scum of half
the Levant, there were things of which she
hardly knew. Only whispers had reached
her ears, whispers which she found in-
credible.

American money, hundreds of those all-
potent dollars; out of the whirl which was
her brain, one thought stood up like a rock.

This was her chance. “And what will
my share be?” she heard herself asking.

Her chance, 