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By ARTHUR 
MILLS 

Illustrated by WILLIAM HOOPLE 

A middle-aged bachelorj 
who wanted a safe wife, 

had to be careful 

THE mingled odors of sweat-soaked 
humanity, stewed meat and the 
acrid smoke of black French to
bacco came back from the bows 

where Legionaries of some twenty dif
ferent nationalities sprawled under 
their canvas awning. Aft, underofficers 
sat in their shirt sleeves drinking beer 
and listening to a gramophone. 
Amidships Lucien de Vaumont, 
Captain, First Regiment, stood 
looking through his field glasses at 
the spruce homeward-bound 
steamer which lay aloi 
rusty old French 
transport in Colom' « 
Harbor. 

It was then he .'-.iw 

^'-'•TN 

Marilyan go ashore 
accompanied by Lord 
Lawchester. His field 
glasses gave him as 
near a view as if the 
pair had been upon 
the stage. He per
ceived t h a t Lord 
Lawchester was mid
dle-aged and fat and 
Marilyan extremely 
pretty. In Indo-China he would not find 
many pretty women; he resolved also 
to go ashore. 

Later Lord Lawchester and Marilyan 
were sitting on the terrace of the Mount 
Lavinia Hotel having tea. Lord Law
chester was wondering if he would ask 
Marilyan to marry him. He knew she 
would accept. 

He lit a cigarette; as he did so he 
noticed a young foreign officer hover
ing near. He recognized from the collar 
badge that the officer belonged to the 
Foreign Legion—he would be from the 
French transport that was in port—a 

^ 

Ki 
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She looked him straight in the eyes: 
"Don't you realize women have far 

more self-control than men?" 

handsome young fellow—just the sort 
a girl like Marilyan would like. Would 
she? Lord Lawchester wondered. A 
middle-aged bachelor who wanted a safe 
wife had to be careful. Marilyan's 
conduct on the boat had been irre
proachable, but did it come natural to 
her? He did not want to be led a dance 
at his time of life. They had been talk
ing about women who flirted. 

He said: "I don't know; my experi
ence of you charming ladies is that you 
are all alike: you are angels till the 
devil comes, but when he does you go 
to him at once." 

"What do you mean?" 
"Well, you don't go looking for trou

ble; only the very naughty ones do that. 
You are as good as gold until the first 
really attractive man comes along; then 
you can't help yourselves; you tumble 
straight off your pedestal into his 
arms." 

Marilyan laughed. 
"Aren't you men ridiculous! You 

seem to think women have no control 
over themselves." Over her tea cup she 
looked him very straight in the eyes: 
"Don't you realize women have far 
more self-control than men?" 

As Lord Lawchester looked into those 
frank eyes the first tiny grain of confi

dence took root in his mistrustful heart. 
Possibly she would enjoy living in the 
country and looking after a family. He 
looked away over the harbor and 
thought hard. 

"Besides," continued Marilyan, "as 
I was saying just now, all that sort of 
thing is so cheap. I simply couldn't go 
on like that little red-haired Mrs. 
What's-her-name kissing and cuddling 
on the boat deck with some man I had 
never seen before and most likely would 
never see again." 

lyrARILYAN looked around. She had 
-'•'-'• spoken with considerable emphasis 
and she wondered if she had been over
heard. She did not want to start trouble 
with the little red-haired Mrs. What's-
her-name. As she turned her eyes lit on 
Captain de Vaumont leaning against 
the stone balustrade. Slim, elegant and 
graceful, on his collar lapel the green 
badge of his famous regiment; others 
from the mail steamer had remarked 
the stranger, especially the women. 

Lord Lawchester leaned forward and 
said in an undertone: "That is one of 
the officers of the famous Foreign 
Legion; their transport came in at the 
same time that we did." 

"Did it?" said Marilyan, who was not 

listening, for Captain de Vaumont was 
holding her with his eyes—dark Basque 
eyes in which little red devils danced. 
Those little red devils seemed to be 
mocking her now in a happy way, and 
indeed Captain de Vaumont was well 
pleased, for the first look Marilyan had 
given him had told him much. 

"Yes," continued Lord Lawchester, 
"you can always tell the Foreign Legion 
from the green grenade and number on 
the collar; no other regiment in the 
world that I have ever heard of wears 
a green grenade." 

"The Foreign Legion. How excit
ing." 

De Vaumont moved away. They had 
exchanged their secret; it was up to her 
now to get rid of the old man; all he 
had to do was to wait and make things 
as easy for her as possible. He walked 
along the terrace until he came to the 
hotel veranda; here he sat down. 

Lord Lawchester had seen the young 
officer; the glances he had given Maril
yan had not escaped his shrewd eyes. 
A moment before he had been wondering 
.'. lii'li'i II they were going to get 

II might not be a good plan 
1. Suez, be married in Cairo, 

ihe honeymoon in Egypt. 
' liing was driven from his 

I' a feeling of slightly pa-
1 mess, which in middle age 

so often takes the 
place of red-blooded 
jealousy. He was a 
fine-looking young fel
low, that Frenchman; 
he was obviously in 
hot pursuit of Maril
yan. Was the very 
thing he feared going 
to happen right under 
his eyes? Well, he 
would soon find out; 
no one could deceive 
him. 

"You'd like to dine 
out here, wouldn't 
you? I believe they 
dance?" he said to 
Marilyan. 

"No, I'd rather go 
back to the boat. I've 
got a bit of a head, 
and I think I'll go to 
bed after dinner. In 

fact, I think I'll go along to the cloak
room and see if they have got any sal 
volatile now." 

"Won't you let me—" 
"No, I'd rather go myself. You wait 

for me—here." 
Lord Lawchester stayed as he was 

bidden. He was much comforted. If 
his first suspicions had been right, 
Marilyan would not have wanted to go 
back to the boat. From where he was 
he could watch her progress along the 
terrace; he saw her climb the hotel 
steps, and then—he saw the trim figure 
in drill uniform. Marilyan walked 
straight past into the hotel. The young 
officer stayed where he was for a mo
ment, then got up and also went inside. 
Lord Lawchester's lips droppetl wryly. 

Inside the hotel Marilyan stopped— 
afraid. What madness was this that 
she was doing? Then de Vaumont came 
up to her. As an eager conquerer he 
came. 

"I saw you through my glasses on our 
boat. I went ashore; I asked where you 
had gone. I followed you to here! You 
are wonderful—" 

She tried to draw away the hand that 
he had taken. 

"I am with my friend. . . . I can't 
leave him." (Continued OH page /j.5) 
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The Green Grenade 
Continued from page 15 

"Tomorrow I go to Cochin China for 
three years . . . five. . . . Give me 
memory of an hour with you." 

She hesitated. Never had she seen 
anything more attractive than this 
young officer in his uniform. She was 
certain now that Lord Lawchester was 
going to aslc her to marry him. Once 
she had married she would settle down. 
Her life would be one of luxury and 
some responsibility but she could hardly 
expect it to be very interesting. What 
harm could there be in one tiny frolic 
first? No one need ever know. 

"We are going back to the boat . . . 
we shall have dinner there . . . perhaps 
afterwards I could . . . I don't know 
where—" 

"That will be easy to arrange. After 
dinner you will say good night and go 
to your cabin; your—er—friend—" 

"I'm going to marry him." 
De Vaumont laughed softly: "That 

is droll! Your fiance, then, will not 
stay on deck the whole evening. At 
half past ten come to the gangway. 
There I will be waiting with a launch. 
We can go to the Galle Pace Hotel, 
where there is a dance; if we do not 
wish to dance, we can have supper; in 
any case the evening shall be very gay." 

THE next morning Lord Lawchester 
and Marilyan paced the deck. 
"Sleep well?" he inquired. 
"Very." 
"I thought you had. I just tapped on 

your door as I went down to know if 
you wanted anything, and you didn't 
answer." 

"A thunderstorm wouldn't have waked 
me," said Marilyan firmly. 

"There's that French transport going 
out," Lord Lawchester pointed. 

"So it is." Marilyan strained her 
eyes at the decks lined with troops and 
waved her handkerchief as the trans
port passed. 

"There's their officer—you see, just 
below the bridge. I believe he is waving 
to you." 

"How sweet of him." 
"He was out at Mount Lavinia yes

terday—you remember?" 
Marilyan's brown eyes met his in 

that wonderfully frank, straightfor
ward way she had. She seemed to think 
a minute, then said: "Oh, of course I 
remember. He came out on the terrace 
for a minute while we were busy talk
ing." 

Lord Lawchester opened his cigarette 
case and found it empty. 

Marilyan dived into her bag and 
pulled out her own pretty little plati
num and gold cigarette case. 

Lord Lawchester took the case and 
opened it. On one side he saw a row of 
the rose-tipped cigarettes Marilyan 
liked; on the other, tucked under the 
band, a piece of cloth. He stared very 
hard at the cloth. 

Marilyan looked to see what he was 
looking at. 

To her great credit she did not even 
catch her breath, but she could have 
killed Captain de Vaumont. Fool! he 
must have put it there as a surprise 
for her just before they parted. 

"What's that?" Lord Lawchester 
pointed to the piece of cloth. 

"A regimental badge—a boy gave it 
to me a long time ago—don't know 
why I've kept it all this time," lied 
Marilyan. 

Lord Lawchester took the badge be
tween his finger and thumb. "What 
regiment was he in?" 

Marilyan thought wildly; inspiration 
came, "some Irish regiment—the Royal 
Irish Sudiliers, I think." 

As she spoke Marilyan looked him 
squarely in the eyes and in spite of his 
annoyance Lord Lawchester could not 
help feeling admiration for her. 

He shook his head. "No, it can't have 
been that. Don't you remember I told 
you yesterday there is only one regi
ment in the world that wears a green 
grenade?" 

And that is how it was that no one 
got off the boat at Suez. 

The Make-BeHeve Wife 
Continued from page 20 

just a moment, Bert," she said, leading 
the way into the gloomy, magnificent old 
parlor. She touched a light; there was 
a soft glow in the room. "Bert, about 
my going away," Beatrice began, with
out preamble. 

He put his hands on her shoulders, 
brother-fashion, and looked down at her 
affectionately, concernedly. 

"Surely, dear. Tomorrow!" 
"I cannot stay with him after what 

he said tonight!" Beatrice said, at white 
heat. "I'm going away—I don't know 
where—not to my mother and sister, 
I know that. That would drive me wild. 
Besides, he could find me there, Bert, 
when this has blown over. If I write 
you, will you come see me?" 

His eyes remained on hers steadily 
for a long minute without expression. 

"Bee, I've been an awful fool," he 
said irrelevantly in reply. "But I won't 
do that. Tonight—when he was raging 
at me—right in the midst of it, it came 
over me—what he is to me and what I 
am to him, and I—I—" 

He paused. Beatrice had rested her 
clasped hands on his chest; she was 
studying him with bright, curious eyes. 

"I've got to stand with him," Bert 
said gruffly, and was still. 

There was a moment of silence. Lit
tle silver wheatears outlined the top of 
the blue velvet dress, and Bert saw them 
move with her breath. Her breast was 
full and white; there were tendrils of 
red hair, like little chicken feathers, 
curving about her ears. Her stormy 
eyes looked black in the shadows, rather 
than blue. 

"It—sort of—came to me," Bert said 
awkwardly, as she did not speak, "that 
—if he loved you, as I love you, Bee, 

and if he—he had had you, for his own, 
then—then it's no wonder that he—went 
crazy tonight!" 

"That's not love!" she said, youth
ful and disdainful. 

"It might be. Bee." 
"Oh, no, no, not without trust!" she 

said, tears suddenly in her eyes. 
"It might be, dear," he said again 

timidly. 
She shook her head, her lowered eyes 

averted. 
"Then you can't be my friend?" she 

asked, hurt and proud, looking up. 
Bert smiled down at her. He did not 

answer. 
"But, Bert," she said forlornly, "if 

I don't see you—if I have no way of 
finding out how—how things are—how 
Hugh is—•" 

"That's the real rub, isn't i t?" he 
said, half aloud, watching her, speak
ing as if he spoke to himself. 

"T'VE always told you," Beatrice went 
•*- on, "that I didn't need you—that I 

wouldn't take your friendship, Bert. 
But tonight—tonight it's different. To
night I found out—when Hugh failed 
me—" Her voice broke, and she was 
still. 

"Tonight I found out something too." 
"That you don't really care for me, 

that you don't want to help me!" Bea
trice said angrily and childishly, as he 
paused. 

"No, not that. But that—it isn't a 
thing to fool with, and that I've been 
fooling," Bert answered, feeling for 
words as he thought it out. 

"And what you felt for me was fool
ing—was that i t?" 
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"It costs so little . . . 
this extra comfort and pleasure of 

®ih 2 ir tar Tobacco'' 

WHEN ©lb 2lriar Tobacco cheers you with the 
ripe fragrance of its slow-burning, flavory 

leaf; when you enjoy the mellow aroma, the nat
ural tobacco taste that is so completely satisfying; 
when you notice how cool its smoke is and how 
extra smooth, then you will know why men, every
where, are asking how we can give so much 
extra comfort and pleasure for so little cost. 

Only t h e h ighes t qua l i ty tobaccos , e n t r u s t e d to e x p e r t s 
w i t h y e a r s o f sc ien t i f i cknowledge i n t h e a r t o f m e l l o w i n g 
a n d b l e n d i n g , go i n t o ©llJ SSriat T o b a c c o . A n d quan t i t y 
prodvict ion m a k e s it poss ib le a t such a m o d e r a t e p r i ce . 

UNITED STATES TOBACCO CO., Richmond, Va., U. S. A. 

dUltnar 
Tobacco 'The Best Pipe Smoke Ever Made!" 

A half-hour with a pipeful o/ORl 
?Br(ar Tobacco costs less than one 
penny. Certainly you will spend 
that for genuine pipe pleasure. 

Special Offer 
If you are not already enjoy
ing ©lil Sriar Tobacco, give it 
a thorough trial. A full size 
pouch will be mailed you upon 
receipt of the coupon, below, 
with 10c—coin or stamps— 
to cover postage, mailing ex
pense and tax. 

Tear out and mail with 10c 
— coin or stamps—to United 
States Tobacco Company, 
Richmond, Va., U. S. A. 

25c Package-
two pouches wrapped together. 
Also in SOc, $1 and S2 bandaoiue 1 

Print Name City.. 
C-9-28 

Address. State 

OF ALL THE PLEASURES MAN ENJOYS PIPE SMOKING COSTS THE LEAST 
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