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She looked hastily about to see if they could be
overheard.

“Now, Eric! I told you this foolishness must
stop. Tomorrow, I return to New York, and we shall
probably not see each other again.”

Because he was twenty-one, because he longed to
take this gorgeous creature in his arms, the boy was
pleading with her. Let her give up an elderly husband,
who did not love her; let her abandon her position, the
pomp and circumstance of a New York society woman’s
life—all those millions. What was it all compared to
the love he poured at her feet?

Her laughter was musical, and yet hardly unkind.
She looked at him, and her red tongue passed over her
lips. He was very handsome, and she adored youth—
but to give up the VanVyck millions—well, hardly!

She told him all this, making it perfectly clear.

“But if I could just be near you for one hour each
day,” Eric continued passionately, for in his idle hours,
the boy wrote poetry.

“Opportunity, dear Child, is a wonderful thing,”
Helen smiled at him, “but it must be opportunity without
- risk. Think that over,” and she rose and walked away
from him.

Nor did Eric see her again for some time, for the
next day, the Van Vycks returned to their enormous man-
sion on Fifth Avenue, while Eric went back to his modest
bachelor apartment on West 24th Street. Meanwhile,
he was consumed with desire for her. Once, in 2 moment
of insanity, he telephoned, to be told that Mrs. Van
Vyck did not remember his name! He wrote to her,
pleading to be allowed to see her—to touch merely the
soft ecstacy of one of her little hands—to receive no

reply!
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In December, he read that Helen Van Vyck was
leaving New York for her palace in Florida, and that
same day he received a typed and unsigned letter, with
the three words: “Opportunity’ Without Risk.” Over
these, he puzzled greatly. How attain the rapture of her
company without risk? He knew her husband was al-
ready jealous of him. So did his longing scourge him
through the weeks that followed, when he would re-
member the summer on Long Island, when she had
flirted with the young landscape gardener, but had al-
ways denied to him the paradise of her red mouth, the
touch of her warm, white skin.

One evening in February, Eric attended the opera.
There he saw her in the Van Vyck box. She was beau-
tiful—more beautiful than ever and the sight of her nude
shoulders inflamed him the more. He imagined that she
smiled at him, but she did not bow.

Later, he walked the streets, unable to sleep. On
Park Avenue, a smart town brougham was pulled up
by the curb. From an apartment house emerged a
pretty little girl, who looked as though she had a rich
protector in Wall Street. She smiled and deliberately
flirted with the young and good looking chauffeur, as he
opened the door for her.

There was born in that instant an Idea in Eric’s mind.
So the following morning he sold out some Liberty
Bonds, which his father had given him, and the same
day had an interview with that important person, Hardy,
who acted as butler to the VanVyck establishment.

Now Hardy liked money. Eric had some money,
and a convincing story that he was about to open a small
and exclusive hotel, and, before doing so, wished to
learn how the rich and great are served.

“You could ‘ardly ‘av come to hanyone more fitted
to teach you, young feller,” the magnificent Hardy
summed it up. “Did you say five ‘undred in cash? Be-
cause I ‘ave a sweetheart in Woolorth’s and the five
hundred would buy a nice fur coat.



40 JACK DINSMORE’S

Three evenings later, Helen Van Vyck, bored with
theatres and receptions, lay on a chaise lounge in her
rose and gold boudoir. She was dressed in the flimsiest
of negligees.

Orders arrived downstairs that Mrs. Van Vyck
would have dinner served to her in her boudoir.

A footman—the new footman—in a neatly fitting
green livery, closed the door after him as he entered
his lady’s presnce.

“You!” Helen exclaimed, raising herself on one
white elbow. “Why, you clever, daring boy!”

He knelt beside her, and his arms went around her,
while, for the first time, his lips knew the satin of her
skin, delighted in her red wet mouth.

“In the sweet and vulgar words of the Musical
Comedy” she whispered, as white arms drew down his
head to her, “Love will find a way.”

A RONDEL TO WINNIE

I know what an ass of myself I am making

By putting my passion for you into print;

The Regular Fellows remark with a squint:

“There’s one of them poets, whose heart’s always
breaking.”

Although—that the thirst of my love may have
slaking—

I now and then knock off an amorous stint—

I know what an ass of myself I am making

By putting my passion for you into print.

However, whenever I feel myself quaking,

As some He-man friend of mine slips me a hint,

My mortification is lessened by dint

Of the fact that—although I‘m sincere and not
faking—

I know what an ass of myself I am making.

—J. D.



“Somehow, I have a feeling
- that if Billy Sunday were to
preach a Jeremaid on the awful-
ness of Young Girls chewing
tobacco, every Flapper in the
country would try it at least
once. Such is the Power of the
Pulpit. We sin to please our

Preachers.’’
—Bobby Edwards




.. The Beer Cdn'and the
Can Can have been abol-
ished by the Oil Can.



