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“C’N I h’v a loan’v y’r cherry blossom, 
Kitty?” 
 The above request, transcribed into 
plain language, was simply one chorus girl’s 
way of requesting the busy neighbor on her 
left to pass over the tube of lip salve. 
 Equally lucid and slightly more curt, 
the owner of the coveted cosmetic responded 
with slick terseness: “Nix, Linda. Buy y’r 
own.” And forthwith applied the synthetic 
cherry blossom to her own lips. In four deft 
strokes, she transformed her somewhat 
homely mouth to an arched bow of luring, 
pouting loveliness. Kitty then dropped the lip-
stick into her make-up box, locked it and 
thrust the key where no fingers but her own 
could reach it. 
 “Mean beast! Y’u wait,” hissed the 
disappointed, salveless one. “Y’u gimme back 
that thing I asked y’u t’ keep f’r me. You’ve 
got it in that box.” 
 “You’ll get it after the show’s over, 
not before,” returned Kitty with finality. 
 With a look eloquent of threats so dark 
that her tongue could not adequately express 
them, Linda flounced off her seat and went on 
tiptoe down the long line of girls busily 
beautifying for the evening performance. She 

wasted no more time risking a refusal; but 
spying a tube of the so-desired coloring 
matter, Linda reached over a bare shoulder 
and grabbed it before its proprietress could say 
yea or nay to its departure. There followed a 
sharp, impolite expression of protest, a flurry 
of skirts and a quick rush; but Linda achieved 
her purpose before the lip stick could be 
recovered. She tossed it back with a taunting 
laugh and appeared in no wise humbled by the 
outspoken comments on her persistent 
instincts for shameless cadging and impudent, 
open robbery. 
 “Aw, can th’ chatter, goils,” was her 
jaunty, insouciant advice. “It’s th’ last night of 
th’ show an’ there ain’t no sense in my laying 
out seventy-fi’ cents on that dope. Nex’ week 
I’m goin’ to get a job along with a movie 
bunch, an’ I’ll have t’ buy out a drug-store full 
of pea green an’ yaller.” 
 “Movies? You?” inquired Kitty. “Say, 
that’ll leave you plenty of time.” 
 “F’r what?” asked Linda, incautiously. 
 “For slinging hash.” 
 Following the gurgle of delight that 
rippled along the line at Kitty’s remark, there 
came a period of bated giggling. Linda, in 
addition to her repute as an incorrigible piker, 
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had a name for searing quickness of retort that 
usually left her with the last and best word. 
Six powder puffs, nine eyebrow pencils and 
one rouged finger remained poised and 
waiting for the choicely expressed phrase that 
should extinguish the rash Kitty. 
 No one was prepared for the sudden 
swing of Linda’s hand and the swinging 
smack that left its mark on Kitty’s carefully 
made-up cheek, and no one could say what 
reprisals would have followed had not the 
lights dimmed in signal that the curtain was 
about to go up. 
 The call of duty and routine is as much 
a habit with a drilled chorus as it is with those 
engaged in more serious occupations, and the 
threatened riot was quelled by the necessity of 
applying the final touches of grease paint and 
powder before going down. 
 Kitty in particular had much to repair, 
and although she had suffered the indignity of 
Linda’s assault in restrained silence, there was 
a look in her bright eyes that boded ill for the 
other when eleven o’clock came. 
 During the performance there were 
eight changes, and at six intervals the iron 
stairway leading to the girl’s dressing-room 
resounded to the clatter of eighteen pairs of 
dancing pump heels. The rush of chattering, 
perspiring girls contrasted oddly with the 
languid daintiness of their demeanor on the 
stage. The last two changes before the grand 
finale and assembly of all the performers, 
were confined to the center and end pair of 
girls, and at ten forty-five, Kitty and Linda 
backed into the wings for their last change. No 
word was spoken as the two girls sped up the 
stairway, and there was apparently no time 
wasted in recriminations. Kitty came down 
first, with ten seconds to spare before she was 
due on, and the stage manager motioned her to 
her place of entrance. 
 “What’s up?” he remarked. “You are 
usually the last down.” Then, after a pause, he 
added as he saw that the girl carried her make-

up box. “What have you got that thing with 
you for?” 
 “Private reasons,” said Kitty, as she 
put the box in the property man’s room. 
 The stage manager shrugged his 
shoulders as he turned away, then observing 
that Linda had not yet put in appearance, he 
walked quickly to the foot of the dressing-
room stairway. He had no need to look at his 
watch in order to know that the time for the 
two girls’ entrance cue was approaching 
rapidly. The music warned him that the 
moment was perilously near, and he stuck his 
finger on the push knob of the buzzer. 
 “What in the blazes is the matter with 
her?” he muttered angrily as no sound of 
Linda’s descent reached him. “Say,” he asked, 
speaking over his shoulder, “had she finished 
changing when you came down?” 
 Kitty nodded. “Nearly,” she replied. 
“Shall I go up?” 
 The stage manager came toward the 
wings. 
 “Too late. It’s no good now,” he 
snapped. “They’re grouping for the set piece. 
That dub’ll not be missed, that’s one thing, but 
it’ll cost her five bucks out of her pay 
envelope to-night. I’ll see the treasurer right 
after they come off and make him fine her. 
An’ it won’t be any good her trying to make 
out she was sick, either. She passed me as she 
went up, and I’ll swear she was all right then. 
Must have turned sulky over something or 
other. Can’t make out what’s been the matter 
with her lately, she used to be one of the best. 
She’s slumped during the last few weeks.” 
 Kitty made no comment in reply to the 
stage manager’s remarks; but her unspoken 
thoughts agreed with his judgment. The sting 
of that vicious blow still burned her cheek, 
and she, more than the others, had good 
reason to resent the behavior of Linda. 
 That ill-tempered act of violence had 
no justification. The two girls had been friends 
and Kitty had no self-reproach on her 
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conscience for the change that had been 
gradually coming over Linda. Some outside 
influence or some ill, physical or mental, had 
been at work. 
 Kitty inclined to the belief that the man 
who lurked in the shadow of the stage door 
every night was responsible. Who was he? 
What was he? 
 “No good, I’ll bet,” thought Kitty. “I 
wouldn’t be surprised if he has been making 
Linda hock all her bits of jewelry. She ain’t 
got anything left ’cepting what she gave me to 
keep for her. Guess she was scared he’d want 
that, too, an’ that’s why she asked me to put it 
in my make-up box. I’ll make her wait now 
before I give it up. That’ll teach her not to be 
so cranky.” 
 “Run up, now, and tell Linda I want to 
see her here at once,” said the stage manager 
as the scene shifters took their places for the 
closing drop scene. 
 Kitty hesitated. “Can’t you—” she 
commenced, and a look of relief came over 
her face as the manager beckoned a boy. 
 “All right,” he said amiably, after the 
boy had gone. “I suppose you don’t want to be 
the one to tell her she’s due for a calling 
down, eh? Well, that’s not to be wondered at. 
What? What?” 
 The boy ran up and clutched the stage 
manager’s sleeve and drew him aside. Kitty 
noticed that the boy’s hand trembled, his face 
was white and his voice shook. 
 “She can’t come down. She’s hurt—
awful bad,” Kitty heard the boy say. “She 
wants you to come up. She—” The rest of the 
boy’s words were indistinguishable to Kitty; 
but her eyes widened with dawning surprise 
and terror when she saw the stage manager 
hasten to the dressing-room stairs. The scene 
shifters stared, for, excepting a case of fire, or 
some super-urgent reason, no man’s foot was 
supposed to mount that stairway during the 
performance. 

 One of the scene-shifters shuffled over 
to the boy, and the information he obtained 
was communicated to the others. Close to her 
elbow, Kitty heard a whispered sinister word: 
“Murder!” Her fingers clenched until her nails 
cut into the palms of her hands. Her lips 
quivered pitifully and a sob strangled in her 
throat. Was she, she asked herself, responsible 
by some dreadful trick of fate for the rumored 
tragedy? She stood unheeded and panic 
stricken with horror while the scene shifters 
whispered and muttered around her, and the 
music crashed out front. 
 

II. 
 
 “No, don’t touch me,” moaned Linda 
when the stage manager bent over her. “Send 
that woman away. I will tell you—quick! I—” 
 The girl’s head sank back on the floor, 
and the man motioned to the dresser to retire. 
 “Where are you hurt? How did it 
happen?” he asked, and his startled face grew 
tense when he saw a thin trickle of blood ooze 
from the corner of the girl’s mouth. Her eyes 
closed. The stage manager’s gaze shifted 
rapidly about the dressing-room. There was no 
suggestion of disorder, of a struggle. His eyes 
questioned the dresser standing in the 
doorway at the end of the room. Then as he 
was about to put his question into words, 
Linda’s eyelids fluttered. The dazed look 
cleared from her eyes as the orchestra down 
below beat out the last bar. 
 “It was Kitty Marsden,” she gasped 
faintly. “She stabbed me in th’ back with a hat 
pin. I—ah—they’re comin’. Keep ’em away 
till th’ doctor—” 
 “Look after her, but don’t attempt to 
move her,” cried the stage manager, as he 
sprang toward the iron stairway. “I’ll tell the 
rest to keep out.” 
 Halfway down the stairs the manager 
met the rushing tide of girls. The news had 
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spread and they were hysterical with horror 
and excitement. Down below, the hundred and 
odd members of the cast were gathered in a 
dense throng. Principles and supers were all 
held in the thrall of a desire to learn the truth. 
On the way to the telephone the stage manager 
was joined by the other members of the 
management. He grabbed the treasurer by the 
arm. 
 “Tell them to close the stage door at 
once,” he whispered, “and then look around 
for Kitty Marsden. That poor girl upstairs 
accuses her of attempting to murder. What? 
No, I don’t know anything more than that. 
We’ll get at the truth of the whole thing when 
the police and the doctor arrive. Kitty was 
standing next to me in the wings; she didn’t 
look guilty. Yet—” 
 The fact that Kitty being the first to 
come down, coupled with the inexplicable 
circumstance of bringing her make-up box 
with her, caused the stage manager to pause 
and reserve voicing further opinions until the 
details were cleared up. 
 Within five minutes of his telephone 
calls, the doctor arrived. Close on his heels 
came Detective Sergeant Shelby, accompanied 
by a policeman. Kitty Marsden, her features 
streaked with tears, was conducted through the 
now silent crowd of performers to the general 
manager’s room. The doctor, detective and 
stage manager forced their way through the 
throng gathered on the dressing-room stairs. 
The chorus girls had halted when the stage 
manager had met them, and after pressing 
through the huddled mass, the three men look 
the stairs two at a time. 
 
At the dressing-room door they encountered 
an unexpected check. The door was locked 
and there was no reply to their demand for 
admittance. 
 Detective Shelby wasted no time in 
words. “Out of the way, doc,” he cried, and 
tackled the door with a practiced shoulder. At 

the second lunge, the lock parted, and the 
three men found something more puzzling 
than a locked door. Of a wounded, supposedly 
dying girl, there was no sign. Instead, they 
confronted a bound, gagged and angry-eyed 
woman of advanced years. 
 “The dresser!” gasped the stage 
manager. 
 “H-m,” muttered Shelby. As he 
released the woman from her bonds, he added: 
“You’ve lost your case, doc. This job looks 
like the work of some old timer. Say,” he 
turned to the stage manager. “there’s been a 
fake murder here. Has there by any chance 
been a real robbery? Some of them principals 
of yours pack quite a lot of jewels, don’t 
they?” 
 “Sure, but—” 
 A sudden, startled look chased the 
flush of excitement from the stage manager’s 
cheeks. He fled. 
 “It’s pay night!” he gasped as he 
passed through the broken doorway. 
 A moment later a loud hubbub of 
excited cries came from below. The 
treasurer’s office had been cleaned out during 
his absence and close upon two hundred men 
and women were destined to return to their 
homes that night minus their pay envelopes. 
There was a wailing and gnashing of teeth. 
 “Seven thousand and fifty dollars, eh?” 
commented Shelby, when the stage manager 
returned and gave him the sad news. “A nasty, 
but a neat little bit of slick play. I’ve got most 
of the story from the dresser, but I want to 
browse around a bit and see if I can get a 
sidelight on the past history of the young 
woman who laid on the floor here and hoaxed 
you all off your guard on a fake murder trail. 
First of all, we’ll go and apologize to the 
young lady the cop’s looking after. It’s certain 
sure she’s clear of the charge of attempted 
murder.” 
 Right at this point. Detective Shelby 
ceased voicing his ideas. “But,” he continued 
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to himself, “was she in cahoots with Linda and 
her pal?” 
 For the best part of an hour the 
detective was a very unobtrusive but busy 
man. He asked a lot of questions of all sorts of 
people, and he listened here and there and 
gathered a hotch-potch of gossip that would 
have been utterly useless to a mind untrained 
to sift and analyze. He learned of the attack 
that Linda had made on Kitty prior to the 
performance, and being curious to know what 
it was that Kitty had in her make-up box 
belonging to Linda, he visited the property-
room before the girl and did not ask her for 
the key to her box. All the same, the lock of a 
make-up box does not offer any real 
opposition to the persuasion of a skeleton key, 
and Shelby soon found out what Kitty had, 
belonging to the missing Linda. But beyond 
this, and learning from Kitty herself that she 
had had another quarrel with Linda when the 
two had gone up to the dressing-room for the 
last change, he did not question Kitty with any 
appearance of great interest. 
 It was past midnight when he summed 
up the situation in the general manager’s 
office. 
 “So far as I can make out,” he 
explained to his eager listeners, “the girl Linda 
was in tow, probably infatuated with the crook 
that engineered the whole plant. She playacted 
her part well enough; but no chorus girl would 
have timed the trick for the exact moment 
when everybody was thinking of getting into 
their home-going duds. Who the feller is, I 
don’t know yet, guessing ain’t no good, and 
the dresser was too flummoxed to get an 
eyeful of his build. He had a cloth tied over 
the lower part of his face when he pounced on 
her and trussed her up. He and Linda then beat 
it down the fire escape while the hurry call 
was being sent for me and the doctor. That 
slap Linda handed to her old friend Kitty was 
all part of the game. See? Linda worked up the 

quarrel so that Kitty should go down and leave 
her to make out she’d been stabbed.” 
 “Do you think it possible that Kitty 
knew anything?” asked the manager. 
 The detective smiled. “Not on your 
life. She shoved Linda out of her way when 
she left the dressing-room at ten forty-five and 
when the rumor went round that Linda was 
dying, Kitty thought that Linda had fallen, and 
she’d be held responsible.” 
 “Seven thousand gone to the—” 
 “Unless we can get ’em first.” 
interrupted Selby. 
 That night and for many succeeding 
days, the machinery of the police department 
was set in motion for the capture of Linda and 
her partner; but their plans had been as well 
laid for their getaway as they had been for the 
successful consummation of their robbery. 
 As for the detective-sergeant, he took 
no part in directly endeavoring to trace the 
real culprits. Strangely enough, and almost 
exclusively he devoted his unseen attentions 
to—Kitty. Like Mary’s little lamb, he 
followed her wherever she went. 
 There was one other who also kept 
track of Kitty’s movements. Not in person, but 
by means of a theatrical paper that 
conscientiously records the cross-country trips 
of the touring companies; and when, six 
weeks after the break-up of the town season, 
Kitty came out of the stage door of a Far 
Western city, two shadows converged upon 
her. The leading one, a veiled woman, reached 
her first. The second, a man, shambled into a 
nearby doorway and stayed unseen. 
 At the touch on her arm Kitty turned. 
The veil was lifted for a brief instant. “You!” 
she gasped. “Linda!” 
 “Yeh, it’s me all righty.” The reckless 
voice faltered and took on a pleading note. “I 
ain’t got no excuse to make, Kitty; but I want 
that locket I give you t’ keep f’r me. You had 
it in y’r make-up box th’ night I—I—went 
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away. Think of th’ old times and go get it f’r 
me.” 
 Kitty ran her fingers through a slender 
gold chain that hung around her neck. “It’s 
here,” she said gently. “I thought—I felt sure 
that one day you’d come for it. Are you living 
with—” 
 Linda laughed bitterly. “I ain’t with 
nobody,” she said. “Cotton, the mean, lying 
skunk, quit long ago. He’s in Chicago now. 
Left me near stranded. I’m hidin’ my head an’ 
slingin’ hash for fair now, Kitty. I got all that 
was comin’ t’ me, don’t worry. He led me on 
an’ all that rough stuff I handed you was a 
fake t’ cover him while he sneaked in an’ 
cleaned up the treasurer’s office. He swore he 
loved me an’ we’d settle down somewhere 
after—an’—oh—what’s th’ use—” 
 A bright object glittered in Kitty’s 
fingers. She dropped it into Linda’s palm. 
 “Maybe that’ll bring you luck.” she 
murmured. “Here, stop that and come and 
have supper with me.” 
 Linda choked back a sob, and pressed 
the locket to her breast. A hesitant shadow that 
materialized into Shelby came out of the 
doorway as the two girls moved away. 
 “It ain’t strictly the letter of the law; 
but I guess I’ll have to make my meal off 
Cotton an’ leave the girl alone. There’s some 
good in her or she wouldn’t have carried out 
my hunch and come after Kitty for the picture 
of her old mother.” 
 Possibly it was because Detective 

Shelby had seen the trusting eyes of the 
portrait on the night he had investigated 
Kitty’s make-up box, or probably it was just 
because his experience had taught him that it 
does not always need a judge and jury to 
punish a repentant girl. Whatever his motive 
for mercy, he took a night train to Chicago 
and satisfied everybody by capturing a wad of 
bank-notes amounting to over five thousand 
dollars. 
 The treasurer of the theatrical company 
put one important and summing-up question 
to the detective when the latter reported his 
success. 
 “How,” he asked, “could you know 
that Linda would trail after her old friend, 
Kitty?” 
 “I did not know,” said Shelby, smiling. 
“but as Cotton had a clear start on me and 
could not be traced, I made a win-or-lose-all 
bet with myself on Linda’s sentimental streak. 
I found out that for the sake of that waster, 
Cotton, she had pawned everything but the 
locket containing the portrait of her mother. 
Kitty had it, and I just waited until Linda came 
to collect. Then—” 
 “What then?” 
 “Oh, I lost track of the girl,” said the 
detective quietly, “and went after the money, 
that’s all.” 
 It should be mentioned that the money 
was in Cotton’s pocket, and that the judge 
reckoned him too clever to be let out under 
seven years. 

 


