'Bernice Bobs Her Hair

by -F. Scott Fitzgerald

After dark on Saturday night one oould stand on the first
tee of the golf-course and see the country-club windows as a
yellow expanse -over a very black and wavy ocean. The waves
of this ocean, so to speak, were the heads of many curious -
caddies; a few of the more ingenious chauffeurs, the golf pro-
fessional’s. deaf sister—and. there were usually several stray,
diffident waves who might have rolled inside had they S0
desired. This was the gallery. -

The balcony was inside. It consisted of the clrcle of wicker

bailroom. At these Saturday-night dances it was largely femi-
hine; a great babble of middle-aged ladies with sharp eyes
and icy hearts behind lorgnettes and large bosoms. The main

grudging admiration, but never approval, for it is well known
among ladies over thlrty five that when the younger set dance
in the summer-time it is with the very worst intentions in the .

couples will dance weird barbaric interludes in' the corners,
and .the more popular, more dangerous girls will sometimes
be kissed in the parked limousines of unsuspecting dowagers.

* But, after all, this critical circle is not close enough to the
stage to see the actors’ faces and catch the subtler byplay. It

deductions from its -set of postulates, such as the one which
states that every young man with a large income leads the life
of a hunted partridge. It never really appreciates the drama
of the shifting, semicrirel world of adolescence. No; boxes,
orchestra-circle, principals, and chorus are represented by the
medley of faces and voices that sway to the plaintive African
rhythm of Dyer’s dance orchestra. -

‘ From sixteen-year-old Otis Ormonde, who has two more
years at Hill School, to G. Reese Stoddard, over whose bu-
reau at home hangs a Harvard law diploma; from little
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chairs that lined the wall of the combination clubroom and .
function- of the balcony was critical. It occasionally showed -

orld, and if they are not bombarded with stony eyes, stray .

can only frown and lean, ask guestions and make satisfactory = -
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“4Why don’t<some:of :you cut in??:cried Otis resentfully::
" She likes iore variety.” « in L epec el i T
- “nr“Why, Otis;?-siggested a-friend,; “you've just barely. g0
used torher e kg 8T b T
- v “Why the two-by-four, Otis?” inquired Warren, smiling.

* . z2%The:two-by-four? Oh,: this?. This.is a club. When shi
*" “comes out Il hit her on the head and koock her in again.” .
. #Warren collapsed on a seitee and howled with glee. .
" “Never-mind; Otis;” . he: articulated finally. “I'm relievin,
 ~you thiS Hme.N. s, o B g S ote o eld
- ™ Otis - simulated :a: sudden; fainting. attack’ and handed th

mdibecame clumsy with her fan. No one- had ever madé
such a remark to her before. ; - ;
3:“Fresh!”—the word had slipped out before she realized it,
and she bit her lip. Too late she decided to be amused, and
offered hini a flustered smile. : ,
Warren was annoyed. Though not accustomed to have that
Temark taken seriously, still it usuajly provoked a laugh or a
 paragraph of sentimental banter. And he hated to be called
fresh; except in a joking way. His charitable impulse died and
e switched the topic. - _
“Fim ‘Strain and Ethel Demorest sitfing out as usual,” he

. stick to Warren. v sl commented. _ . -
.r: “If you need it; old man,” he said hoarsely. = - . ‘+This was morg in Bernice’s line, but 2 faint regret mingled
with her relief as the subject changed. Men did not falk to

" #%No matter. how beautiful or brilliant 2 girl'may be, the rep:
- wtation of not being frequently cut in on makes her posith
;' at a dance unfortunate. Perhaps boys prefer her company
. that of the-butterflies with whom they dance a dozen times 2
% ¢ - evening, but youth:iu this jazz-nourished generation is te
% 3 . peramentally Testless; .and ‘the idea of fox-trotting more than
ope full. fox trot:with the same girl is distasteful, not.to,
“odious.- When- it-comes . to .several . dances and the intermi
sions between she'can bé quite sure that a young inan, once
- . relieved, will never;tréad on her wayward toes again. .. .
“7 Warren -danced-the next full dance with Bernice, and fi
nally,:thankful ‘for the intermission, he led her to a table o
© the: veranda.-There Was a. moment’s- silence while she dic
 unimpressive things with her fan. ~* 7 L
~* “It's’hotter here than in Eau Claire,” she said.~ -~ -
. Warren stifled a sigh and nodded. Tt might be for all b
- knew or. cared.”He ‘wondered idly whether ‘she was a poo
. conyersationalist becaiise she got no attention or got no atten-
* tion'becanse she wds a poor conversationalist. >« - =
- “You'going to. be here much longer?” he asked, and then
- . turned rather fed. Sheé might suspect his réasons for asking.
© ' "“Another week,” she answered,-and stared at him as if to
Iunge at his next Temark When'it left-hisFps.” =~
. Warren fidgeted. Then with a sudden charitable impulse h
.. decided to try. part of his line on her. He turned and looked
' athereyes.” o et T Lo s
“You've got an awfully kissable mouth,” he began quietly.
. This was a remark that he sometimes. made to girls at col
... lege proms when:they were :talking in just such half-dark as
. . this.; Bernice distinctly jumped. She. turned an ungraceful réd

er ‘about kissable mouths, but she knew that they talked in
ome such way to other girls. ) '
Oh, yes,” she said, and Jaughed. “I hear - ‘they’ve been
Jooning round for years without a red penny. Isn’t it silly?”
 Warren’s disgust increased. Jim Strain was-a close friend of
brother’s, and anyway he considered it bad form to sneer
at people for not having money. But Bernice had had no in-
fention of sneering. She was merely nervous. :

v I _
When Marjorie and Bernice reached home at half after
midnight they said good night at the top of the stairs. Though
usins, they were not intimates. As a matter of fact Marjorie -
p0. female intimates—she considered girls stupid. Bernice
~on the contrary all through this parent-arranged visit had
ather. longed to exchange those _confidences flavored with .
gigeles and tears that she considered an indispensable factor
all feminine intercourse. But in this respect she found Mar-
rie tather cold; felt' somehow the same difficulty in talking -
to her that she had in talking to men. Marjorie never giggled,
as. never - frightened, seldom embarrassed, and in fact. had -

ely and blessedly feminine. . .

As Bernice busied herself with toothbrush and paste this
ight she wondered for the hundredth time why she never
ad any attention when she was away from home. That her
family were the. wealthiest in Eau Claire, that her mother en-
ertained tremendously, gave little dinners for her daughter.

ore all dances and bought her a car of her own to drive

ery few of the qualities which Bernice considered appropri- -
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- o round m, Hever occurred to “hér as factors in her home-town
social _success.”Like most girls she-bad béen brought up onr-

the “‘waim’ “poilk’ prepared by “Annie Fellows-Johanston and on

novels “in" which -the” fernale “was beloved because of certain
mysterious’ woma.nly quahtm, always mennoned but never, § 3

dlsplayed.

.Bernice felt a vague pam that she was not at present en-
gaged in being* popular She did not know that had it not
been for Mar]one s campaigning she would have danced the
entire evening with one man; but she knéw that even in Eau

" Claire other’ girls ‘with less position and Iess pulchritude were

given a fuch bigger rush. She attributed this to something

.' - subtly unscrupulouns: in those ‘girls. It had never worried her,
.and if it had her mother would have assured her that the .

other girls cheapéned themselves and that men really respect-
ed girls likeé Bernice. .
i She furned out the lxght in- her bathroom, and on ap.im-

pulse decided to. go in and chat for a moment with her aunt -

Josephme whose light was still on. Her soft shppers bore her

- noiselessly ‘down the carpéted hall, but hearing voices inside

she stopped near the parily opened door. Then she caught her
own name, and ‘without any definite intention of eavesdrop-

. ' ping lingered—and the thread of the conversation going on
- inside pierced her -conscionsness sharply 28 if it had been

drawn through with a needle.

© .. “She’s’ absolutely hope}ess!” If vv;as Marjone s voice. “Oh, I
lmow what “you’re “going to say! So many people have told
~ you how pretty. and swéet ‘she-js, and how ‘she can cook!

What of it? She has a bum time. Men don
“What's a little cheap populanty?”
.. Mrs. Harvey sotmded annoyed RS
C“Its everythmg whén you're exghteen

't h‘ke her

said Marjone em-

- phatlcaﬂy “Pve done my best. I've been polite and I've made
‘men dance ‘with’ ‘het, but they ]ust won’t stand bemg bored. .
When I think. of -that' gorgeous coloring wasted on such a "k

ninny, and ‘think what Martha Carey. could do with 1t——oh!” :
“There’s no courtesy these days.”

-~ Mrs. Harvey’s -voice -implied that modem situations were
- too muich for her. When she was a girl all young ladies WhG

belonged to nice families had. glonous times.
*“Well,” said Morjorie, “no girl can permanently bolster up
a, lame-duck ws:tor, because these days it’s ‘every girl for her-

-s¢if.*Tve_ even tried” to ‘drop her’ hints ‘about clothes and
. things;~and’ shes been funous——grven me the funmest looks

-
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Shes sensitive enough to know she’s not getting away with
much, but I'lt bet she consoles herself by thinking that she’s
very virtuous and that I'm too gay and fickle and will come
to a bad end. ‘All unpopular girls think that way. Sour grapes!
'~ ‘Sarah Hopkins refers to Genevieve and Roberta and me as
i gardenia girls! I'll bet she’d give ten years of her life and her
! Puropean education to be a gardenia g:rl and have three or
*  four men in love with ber and be cut in on every few feet at
* dances.”
" Tt seems to me,” interrupted Mirs. Harvey rather wearily,
“that you ought to be able to do something for Bernice. 1 .

know she’s not very vivacious.”

. Marjorie groated. .
" “Vivacious! Good grief! T've never heard her say. anythmg

- to a boy except that it’s hot or the floors crowded or that
-she’s going to school in New York next year. Sometimes she
. asks them what kind of car they have and tells them the kind
she has. Thrilling!” o
There was 2 short silence, and then Mrs. Harvey took up
"her refrain: “All T know is that other girls not half so sweet
and attractive get partpers. Martha Carey, for instance, is
stout and loud, and her mother is distinctly common. Roberta
" Dillon is so thin this year that she looks as though”Alszna
were the place for her. She’s dancing berself to death. .
‘“But, mother,” objected Masjorie impatiently, “Martha is
" cheerful and awfully witty and. an awfully slick gir, a:ld
Roberta’s 2 marvellous dancer. She’s been popular for ages! .

iz
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5 Mrs. Harvey yawned.

“T think it'’s that crazy Indian blood in ) Bernice,” continued

~ §  Marjorie. “Maybe she’s a reversion to type. Indian women :

i - just sat round and never said anything.”

£ “Go to bed, you silly child,” laughed Mrs. Harvey.

wouldn’t have told, you.that if Id thought you were going to

4 ~ remember it. And T think most of your ideas are PerfeCﬂY id- -

fotic,” she finished sleepily.
There was another silence, ,
‘whether or not convincing her mother was worth the trouble.

.. People over forty can seldom be permanently convinced. of
' anytlbmg At elégeen our convictions are hills from which we

look: at forty-five they are caves in which we hide. -

- Having decided this, Marjorie said good night. When she

" ‘came out into the hall it was quite empty. ,

‘while Mar;one consxdered -
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Whﬂe Mar_lone was- breakfastmg late next day Berhice
came into the room with a rather formal good morning, sat

down opposﬁe, stared mtently over and shghﬂy moistened her
hps
‘What’s on your mmd?” mquired Marjone rather puzzled.
Bernice paused before she threw her hand-grenade. :
“I- heard- what you sald about me to, youx mother last
mght.” -t '«.-_
Marjone was sta:tled, but she showed only a. famﬂy

hexghtened color and her vcnce was qmte even When she . "

spoke s .
_ ‘Where were you?” ‘
" “In the ball. ¥ didn’t mean to hsten——at ﬁrst.

* After an" involuntiry look of contempt Mar]one dropped
- her eyes .and became. very mterested in balancmg a stray g

com-flake on heér finger.""

g _guess Td: better-go- back to Eau CIalre—-Lf I’m such a E

‘puisance.” Bérnice’s lower:lip was trembling violently and she

. continued on a Wavering note: “T've tried to be nice, and— [

and I've been fitst neglected and then msulted. No one ever
- visited me and got such treatme

: Ma.qone was silent. AR

" “But Pm in the way, I see. I’m a drag on you. Your
friends dor’t like me.” She paused, and then remembered an-

- - other one of her grievances. “Of course I was furious last .
week when you tried to hint to me that that dress was unbe~

' .commg. Don’t you think I know how to dress myself?”
“No, murmured Marjone less than ha.lf aloud.
“What?”.

1 didn’t hmt anythmg,- sa.ui Mar]one succmctly “I Sald,

~ as T remember, that it ‘was better to wear a becoming dress
' t]qree times straight than to alternate it with two frights.”
-“D¢ you think that was. 4 'very nice thing to say?”

e | wasn’t trymg to be nice 'I‘hen after a pause: “When do :

' you want to go?”

Bérnice drew i m her breath sharply. _
 “Oh!”’ Tt was 2 litile hatf-cry. - -
* Marjorie looked up in surpnse.

"~ “Didn’t you say you were gomg?”
" “Yes, but
" “Oh, you were only bluﬁing!” :
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" They stzmed at each other across the breakfast-table for a
" moment. Misty waves were passing before Bermces eyes,
" while Marjorie’s face wore that rather hard expression that

- she used when slightly mtomcated undergraduates were mak-
ing love to her. o
_ “Sp you were blufﬁng,” she repeated as if it were what she

might have expected.

" showed beredom.
£~ “You're my cousin,” sabbed Bermce “I’m v-v-vigiting you.

¢ I was to stay a month, and 1f I go bome my mother will
. know and she’l wah-wonder—

‘"~ Marjorie waited until the shower of broken words .col-
lapsed into little sniffles.

£ “Tll give you my month’s allowance,” she said coldly, “and
‘K you can spend this last week anywhere you want. There’s a
- very nice hotel—

Bernice’s sobs tose to a flute note,
she fled from the room.

An hour later, while Marjorie was in the hbrary absorbed
in composing one of those nop-committal, marvellously elu-
sive letters that only a young girl can write, Bernice reap-
peared, very red-eyed and comsciously calm. She cast no
glance at Marjorie but took a book at random from the shelf
and sat down as if to read. Marjorie seemed absorbed in her
letter and continued writing. When the clock showed noon
Bernice closed her book with a snap.

- %I suppose T'd better get my railroad ticket.”

This was not the beginning-of the speech she had rehearsed
up-stairs, but as Marjorie was not getting her cues—wasn’t
L urgmg her to be reasonable;
‘¥ opening she could muster.

= “Just wait till I finish this letter,

and nsmg 'of a sudden

said Mar]orle without
looking round. “I want to get it off in the next mail.”™
... After another minute, during which ber pen scratched’
busily, she turned round and relaxed with an -air of “at your
service.” Again Bernice had to speak.

“Do you want me to go home?”

“Well,” said Marjorie, considering, “I suppose if you're not
having a good time you’d better go. No use being miserable.”
. “Dor’t you think common kindness—"
- “Oh, .please donm’t quote ‘Litfle Women’l” cried Marjorie:
nnpatlently “That’s out of style » :
“You think so?” : :

Bernice admitted it by bursting mto tears Mar]ones eyes

it's all a mlstake-——lt was the best
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g f‘Heavéns;:-' Yg‘! ‘What modern " girl ‘c‘?_lﬂd' live like those-

~ inane females?” == SoE _

: - “Theywere the models for our mothers.” | .
Marjorie -Iaughed. - .- > s

© “Yes, they were—not!

well in their way, but they know very little about their daugh-

ters’ problems.” - - o . ' g

" Bernice drew berself up. -

“Please don’t talk about my mother.”
- Marjorie langhed. © - . .
++“T don’t think I mentioped her.” -~ .. .. '
» Bernice felt that she was being led away from her subject.
~.. “Do you think you've treated me very well?” . o
: _‘th‘l’ve done my best. Youre rather hard material to work
with.?: - - oF - - s . . . _
- “The lids of Bernice’s eyes reddened. -~ - -

“T think you're hard and selfish, and you haven’t a femi-

-mine quality in, you.~ .-

O, my Lord!” ctied Marjosie in desperation. “Yon little

. mut! Girls Tike you are responsible for 2ll the tiresome- color-

less ‘marriages;  all ‘those ghastly inefficiencies that pass as’
 feminine qualities. What a blow it-must be when a man with ]

- imagination mairies the beautiful bundle of clothes that he's

- * ‘whining; cowardly mass of affectations!” .
.- = Bernice’s mouth bad slipped half open. . - ‘

“The womanly. woman!” continued Marjorie. “Her whole :
early life is occupied in whining criticisms of girls like me

- who'really do have a good ime.”-* .-~ .= ..
"% ." Bernice’s jaw descended farther as Marjorie’s voice rose. -

.+ . *There’s some excuse for an ugly girl whining. If I'd been

y in:qtﬁevably ugly T'd never have forgiven by parents for |

. - bringing me into the world. But you’re starting life without .|
- any handicap—" Marjorie’s little fist clenched. “If you expect
. me 1o ‘weep With_you_ you’ll be disappointed. Go or stay, just .

as'you ‘I_ike._” And picking up her letters she left the room.
Bernice “claimed --a” headache "and failed to appear at

* Juncheon. They had 2 matinée date for the afternoon, but the,

" .headache persisting, Marjorie made explanation to a not very

downcast ‘boy. But when she returned late in the afternoon §°
with a strangely sct face waiting for her in- :

“her bedroonm. '

“T’ve d'ec_:,ided:”,bezan Bernice vﬁthout DreIiminaries;"‘that., -
. maybe you're.right about things—possibly- not. But if you'll; :

Besides, our mothers were all very

' . been building ideals around; and finds that she’s just 2 weak, |

=N
.:3

. see if I can do what you want me to.”

. about your personal
. perfectly groomed and dressed she can forget that part of
~her. That’s charm. The more parts of yourself you can -afford

S ttagsn M
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té_ll‘me why your friends ‘aren’t—aren’t interested in me I'l

Marjorie was at the muirror shaking down her hair.

. “Do you mean it?”
“Yes.” _ .
«Without reservations? Will you do exactly what I say?”
“Well, I—” : E . , L
“Well nothing! Will you do exactly as I say ”
“If they're sensible things.” '
“They’re not! You're no case for sensible things.”

. “Are you going to make—to recommend—"
“Yes, everything. If I tell you to take boxing-lessons you'll

_ have to do it. Write home and tell your mother you're going
" to stay another two weeks.” . :

“Tf you'll tell me—"
“Afl right—T1l just give you a few examples now. First,
you have no ease of manner. Why? Because you’re never sure
appearance. When a girl feels that she’s

to forget the more charm you have.”
“Don’t I look all right?” _

" “No; for instance, you never take care of your eyebrows.

They’re black and lustrous, but by leaving them straggly

“they’re a blemish. They’d be beautiful if youw'd take care of

them in one-tenth the time you take doing nothing. You're
going to brush thém so that they’ll grow straight.” ‘
Bernice raised the brows in question. T
“Dio you mean to say that men notice eyebrows?”
“Yes—subconsciously. And when you go home you ‘'ought

. to have your teeth straightened a little. It's almost impercepti-
‘ble, still-—" v ' :

you despised litfle dainty feminine things like that.” ‘
“I hate dainty minds,” answered Marjorie. “But a girl has
to be dainty in person. If she looks like a miltion dollars she

‘can talk about Russia, ping-pong, or the League of Nations

and get away with it.”
“What else?”
“Oh, I'm just beginning! There’s your dancing.”
“Don’t I dance all right?”
“No, you don’t—you Jean on a man; yes, you do-—ever so

. slightly. I noticed it when we were dancing together yester-
- day. And you dance standing up straight instead of bending

“But T thought,” interrupted Bernice in bewilderment, “that - =
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zoverbrhtﬂe. Probably some old- lady on. the side-tine orice
. told -you: that 'you looked so-dignified ‘that way. But except E
- with. a‘very:smali-girl - rt’s much ha.rder on. the man, and he’s . =
-the one-that counts. x4 - simprm i - P g i
-3, “Go-on.”-Bernice’s bram was reelmg
+ “Well,»you've: got: tolearn o’ be .nice/to- men who .are sad
‘birds.*You*look as if . you'd been insulted ‘whenever yow're -
thrown with any except-the most popular boys. Why, Bernice, -
- .T'm cut in on every few feet—and who does most of it? ‘Why, -
S those ‘very “sad - birds.” No- girl "can afford to neglect them. :
. . They’ré the big part.of any crowd. Young boys too shy to E
talk’are. the’ very: beést conversational practice. Clumsy boys :
-are the best dapcing practice. If you can follow them and yet |-
‘look _graceful you can follow ‘a baby tank across a barb-wn’e E
sky-scraper.” '
..~ Bernice sighed profoundly, But Marjone was not through
: “If :you: go'to-a-dance apd really amuse, say, three sad E
birds that dance with you;.if you talk so well to them that §
they: forget ithey're 'stuck with you,  you'veé dome something. &
They’ll:come- back .next -time,  and gradually so. many sad |
" birds will dance. with you that the’attractive boys will see- [
: theres 10, danger of bemg stuck-—-then they’ll dance Wlth_ E
“Y es,” agreed Bermce famﬂy' “T thmk I begm to see.”
*“And ﬁnally,” concluded Marjorie, “po:se and charm will -
just' come. Youw'll wake up some morning knowmg your ve. at--’
tained it, and ] men will know it too.” ?- LR :
- Bermice rose. - - - L
“It’s been’ awfully kind of you——but nobodys ever. talked = o
to me like this before, and I feel sort of startled.” : ;
Marjone made. no answer but gazed penswely at her own .
image -in"the mirror., -
“Yow're 2 peach to help me,” contmued Bernice.. -
.. Still Marjorie did not answer, and Bermce thought she had K 3
seemed too grateful. N
T know you don’t like sentlment,” she sa.ld t1m1dly.
‘. Marjorie turned to her quickly. K
~ - “Ob, I~ wasn’t’ thinking- about that. I- was. cons1dermg -
y whether we hadn’t better bob your hair.” .
- Bernice: collapsed backward upon the bed.

' dance at the country club. When the guests strolled in Ber-
' nice found her placecard with a slight feeling of irritation.
Though at her right sat G. Reece Stoddard, a.most desirable
“and distinguished young bachelor, the all-important left held
- only Chailey Paulson. Charley lacked height, beauty, and so-
* ‘cial shrewdness, and in her new enlightenment Bérnice de--
~ cided that his only qualification to be her partner was that he
-had never been stuck with her. But this feeling of irritation
_ left with the last of the soup-plates, and Marjorie’s specific in-
struction came to her. Swallowing her pride she turned to
- Charley Paulson and plunged.
" *Do you thmk 1 ought to bob my hau‘ Mr Charley Pa.ul-
son?” ' . ‘
Charley looked up in m:rpnse
. “Why?” - - :
““Because I'm cons1dermg it It s such a sure and easy way
- of atiracting attention.” - :
Charley smiled pleasantly.- He could not know this had
" .been rehearsed. He replied that he didn’t know much about
~bobbed hair. But Bernice was there to teil him.
“T want to be a society vampire, you see,” she announced
.coolly, and went on to inform him that bobbed hair was the
. necessary prelude. She added that she wanted to ask his ad-
_ vice, because she had heard he was so critical about girls. -
- Charley, who knew as much about the psychology of
. women as he did of the mental states of Buddhist contempla—
* - "tives, felt vaguely flattered. -
~ “So Ive decided,” she continued, her voice nsmg slightly,
“that early next week Im going down to the Sevier Hotel
barber-shop, sit in the first chair, and get my bair bobbed.”
- She faltered, noticing that the people near her had paused in
_ their conversation and were listening; but after a confused
" second Marjorie’s coaching told, and she finished her.-par-
agraph to the vicinity at large. “Of course I'm charging-ad-
>~ mission, but if youll all come down and encourage me iyl |
issue passes for the inside seats.™ ,
. There was a ripple of appreciative laughter, and urider
“cover of it G. Reece Stoddard leaned over quxckly and said
~ close to her ear: “TH take a box right now.”
-She met his eyes and smiled as if he had said somethmg
. surpassingly brilliant.
- ““Do you believe in bobbed haur"" asked G. Reece in the _
same undertone.
“ ¢ think it’s unmoral,” affirmed Bermce gravely. “But, of

_ ()_nathe:rfol_iowing_'-Wesnesday- ev_ening there was a dinner~
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ine you’re 4 wonderful judge of character.” . "

.. Charley. thrilled famtly——pard her a subtle compl:ment by :
overturmng her water. - h
B Two hours later, while Warren McIntyre was standmg pas-
.. sively in the stag line abstractedly watching the dancers. and

wondering whither and with whom Marjorie had disappeared,

* an unrelated perception began to creep slowly upon him—a
_ perception that Bernice, cousin to Marjorie, had been cut in-
 on several tiroes in the past five minutes, He closed his eyes,
~ opened thein and looked again. Several minutes back she had
) been’dancing with a visiting boy, a .
“for;-a visiting boy would know no.better. But now she was
2 dancing with some-one else;.and there was Charley Paulson
. headed for her-with enthusmstlc detérmination in his eye.
. Funny—Charley seldom - danced w1th more than three grrls

R Warren wae dlstmcﬂy surpnsed when—the exohange hay-

" ing been effected-—the man relieved proved to be none other
- than G.- Reece Stoddard himself. And G. Reece seemed not .
Cat all’ Jubiha:n:t at ‘being relieved. Next time Bernice danced-
" near, Warren regarded het-intently. Yes, she was. pretty, dis-
* fincfly pretty; and to-night hér face seemed really vivacious.

She-had that look that no woman, however histrionically
- proficient, can successfu]ly counterfeit—she looked as if she

were having a good time. He liked the way she had her hair

- arranged ‘wondered if it was brilliantine that made it glisten
. 80 And-that dress was becoming—a dark red that set off her
- shadowy eyes and high coloring. He remembered that he had
" thought her pretty when' she first came to town, before he
 had’realized that she ‘was dull. Too bad she was dull—du]l o
_ gn-Is unbearable—certamly pretty though
- His thoughts zigzagged back to Marjorie. This. d:sappear— :

ance would be like other disappearances. When she reap-

. peared he would demand where she had been—would be told

emphatlca]ly that it was none of his business. What a pity she

was- so sure of hrm! She basked in the knowledge that no

. course, you ve: exther got ‘to-.amuse - people or feed ’em. or.
.., shock ‘em.” . Marjorie had culled this from Oscar Wilde. It-
. owass greeted -with -a ripple of laughter from the men and-a

. series~of ; qmck,rmtent looks .from - the - girls. And then-as "
. .- though she had said nothing of wit or moment Bernice turned
" again to Charley and spoke conﬁdenha]ly in his ear.
.~ “I"want to ask you your opinion of several people. I nnag—

a matter easily accounted
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other.girl in town interested hlm she defied h1m to fall in -
love with Genevieve or Roberta, .

*'Warren sighed. The way to Marjorie’s affections was 4 lab-
- yrinth indeed. He looked up. Bernice was again dancing with
R “the visiting boy. Half unconsciously he took a step out from
B2 the stag line in her direction, and hesitated. Then he said to
- himself that it was charity. He walked toward her—colhded
suddenly with G. Reece Stoddard.

“Pardon me,” said Warren.
¥ - But G. Reece had not stopped to apologlze He had agam
: e‘?-'_ ' cut m on Bernice. - _ :

'Ihat mght at one o’clock Marjorie, w:th one hand on the .
eIectnc-hght switch in the hall, turned to take a last look at
.. Bernice’s sparkling eyes.

- 1“8 it worked?”

- %0Oh, Marjorie, yes!” cried Bermce

" “T saw you were having a gay time.”

-+ “I did! The only trouble was that about mldmght I ran

k2 short of talk. I had to repeat myself—-—thh different men- of

) course. I hope they won’t compare notes.”

- “Men dont” said Marjorie, yawning, “and it wouldw’t

. miatter if they did—they’d think you were even trickier.” o

. She smapped out the light, and as they started up the stairs
" Bernice grasped the banister thankfully. For the first time m

= " her life she had been danced tired.

I o _“You see,” said Marjone at the top of the stairs, “one man
£~ sees another man cut in and he thinks there must be some-

'¥E ' thing there. Well, we’ll fix up some new stuff to-morrow ‘
-§.. Good night.” .

E . “Good night.” ' ' ' i

" As Bernice took down her hair she passed the evening be-

. foré her-in review. She had followed instructions exactly.

& Bven when Charley Paulson cut in for the eighth time she

‘#%" bad simulated delight and had apparently been both inter-
‘B ested and flattered. She had not talked about the weather or

' Eau Claire or automobiles or her school, but had confined.

her conversation to me, you, and us.

.But a few minutes before she fell asleep a rebellious

- ﬂ:ought was churning drowsily in her brain—after all, it was

_ she who had done it. Marjorie, to be sure, had given her her

" conversation, but then Marjorie got much of her conversation

- out of things she read. Bernice had bought the red dress,

- though she had never valued it highly before Marjorie dug it
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out.of her trank-—and her own voice had said the words, her
ownt lips bad smiled, her own feet had danced. Marjorie nice
girl—vain, though—nice evening—nice boys—Ilike Warren—

" Warren—Warren—what’s-his-name—Warren— Lo

. She fell asleep. : ' -

¢To Bernice the next week -was a revelation. With the
feeling that people really-enjoyed looking at her and listening

' 10 her came the foundation of self-confidence. Of course there - 5
were numerous mistakes at first. ‘She did not know, for in- - [
stance, that Draycott Deyo was studying for the minjstry; she |
was unaware that he had cut in on her because he thought

.she ‘was a quiet, reserved girl. Had she known these things
she 'would not. have "treated him to the Hne which began

' “Hello, * Shell " Shock!” and continued with the bathtub.

‘story—*“Tt takes a frightful lot .of energy to fix my hair in the
‘suinmer—there’s so much of it—so I always fix it first and

~ powder my face and put on my-hat; then I get into the bath- 'k

tub, - and -dress’ afterward."Don’t you think that’s the best

plan?’ - =70 0 ) : -
Though’ Draycott Deyo was in the throes of difficulties

concerning baptism by immersion and might possibly have

seen a connection; it must be admitted that he did not. He

considered ' feminine bathing an immoral subject, and gave - |-

her some of his ideas on the depravity of modern society.

" Biit to’ offsét”. that” unfortunate occurrence Bernice  had -

several .signal successes to her credit. Little Otis Ormonde
pleaded off-from a trip East and elected instead to follow. her
- with a_puppylike devotion, to the amusement of his crowd

and 'to the irritation of G. Reece Stoddard, several of whose ...

afterhoon calls Otis completely ruined by the disgusting ten-
‘derness ‘of the glances he bent on Bernice. He even told her
the story of the two-by-four and the dressing-room.to show

her how frightfully mistaken he and every one else had beén . b

in their first judgment of her. Bernice laughed off that in-
- cident with a slight sinking sensation, = L

Oof all Bernice’s conversation perhaps the best known and -
. most mve;sgﬂy_approved was the line about the bobbing of

her batr.:: i oo 0 7 ‘
' “Oh, Bernice, when you goin’ to get the hair bobbed?” -

o . “Day after to-morrow maybe,” she would reply, laughing.

395

Bernice Bobs Her Hair

“Will you come and see me? Because I'm counting on you,
you know.”- - o
- “Will we? You know! But you better hurry up-. o
. Bernice, whose tonpsorial intentions were strictly dishonor-
' -able, would laugh again. o ‘
. “Pretty soon now. You'd be surprised.” o
_But perhaps the most significant symbol of héer success was
" the gray car of the hypercritical Warren Mclatyre, parked
daily in front of the Harvey house. At first the pa:trlor-mmd
was distinctly startled when he asked for Bernice ms.tead of
Marjorie; after a week of it she told the cook that Miss Ber—-
pice had gotta holda Miss Marjorie’s best felta. - -~ )
-And Miss Befnice had. Perhaps it began with Warren’s
desire to rouse jealousy in Marjorie; perhaps it was the famil-

¥+ jar though unrecognized strain of Marjorie in Bernice’s con-

*  versation; perbaps it was both of these and sox_ngthmg_. of
® sincere attraction besides. But somehow the collective mind
.+ of the younger set knew within a week that Marjorie’s m9st
" reliable beau had made an amazing face-about and was giv-
" ing an indisputable rush to Marjorie’s guest. The question of
" fhe moment was how Marjorie would take it. Warren called
: * Bernice on the "phone twice a day, sent her notes,.and they
.. were frequently seen together in his roadster, obv;ous!y en~
> prossed in one of those tense, significant conversations as to
:  whether or not he was sincere. - .

Marjorie on being twitted only laughed. She said she was
mighty glad that Warren had at last found some one who ap-
preciated him. So the younger set laughed, too, and guessed )
% that Marjorie didn’t care and let it go at that. ‘

% . " One afternoon, when there were only three days lfaft of her
visit, Bernice was waiting in the hall for Warren, with whom.
‘'she was. going to a bridge party. She was in rather a blissful
mood, and when Marjorie—also bound for the party—ap-

‘E - peared beside her and began casually to adjust her-hat in the

S mirror, Bernice was utterly unprepared for anything in the
pature of 2 clash. Marjorie did her work very coldly and suc-
cinctly in three sentences. v o .y
“You may as well get Warren out of your head,” she said
‘coldly. ' '
. “What?” Bernice was utterly astounded. :
“You may as well stop making a fool of yourself over
Warren Mclntyre. He doesr’t care a snap of his fingers abouit
ou.” A o _ L
Y For a tense moment they regarded each other—Marjonie
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seornful, aloof Bermce astounded, haif-angry, -half-afraid,
Then two cars drove up in front of the house and there was a - §&
riotous bonking; ' Both. of them gasped fa.mtly, turned, and

side by side: hurried out.’ -

All through the bridge party Bermce strove in vain to mas-
. ter a rising uneasiness. She had offended. Marjorie, the sphinx [

- of sphmxes. With the most wholesome and innocent infen-

tions in-the world she had-stolen Marjorie’s property. She felt
suddenly and horribly guilty. After the bridge game, when
they sat in"an informal circle and.the conversation became .
general, the storm gradua]ly broke Little Otls Ormonde inad-

vertently prec:pltated it. -

“When you gomg back to hndergarten, Otxs?” some one =

had asked. . .
i “Me?. Day Bermce gets her bau' bobbed » :
4. “Then - your ~ education’s over,”  said. Mar}one quickly.

m d.!!

: “'I'hat"e fact?” demanded Ous, g1v1ng Bermce a reproach-

fu glance. = .

Bernice’s ears. burned as she tned to thmk up an eﬁecf.ual
comeback. -In the face of this dlrect attack her imagination
was paralyzed. : -

"~ “There’s a lot of bluﬁs in the world hd contmued Mar;one

qmte pleasanﬂy “I. should think you’d be young enough to

know that, Otis.”"

| “Well,” said Ohs, “maybe 50. But gee! Wlﬂl a Ime hke i

Bermce s—” s -
) “Really?” yawned Marjone. “What’s her Tatest bon mot?” -

-"No one ‘seemed to know. In fact, Bernice, having trifled

w1th her muse’s beau, had said nothing memorable of late.
"> “Was that réally all a line?” asked Roberta curiously,
.Bernice hesitated. "She felt that wit in sorhe form was de-
_ .manded of her, but under her cousin’ s suddenly fngid eyes
she "was completely  incapacitated. -
-=.“T don’t kmow,” she stalled.
: "‘Splush!” said ‘Marjorie. “Admit 11:7"
" Bernice saw that Warren's eves had left a ukulele he had
. been tinkering with and were fixed on her questioningly.
gl “Oh I don’t know"’ she repeated steadily. Her cheeks were
owing.
: “Sp]ush'” remarked Marjorle again.’

- *“Come through, Bermce,” urged Otls “TeIl her Where to-
- -getoffl” .

“That's only. a bluff of hers. I should think you’d have real-
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- away from Warren's eyes.
¥ “I like bobbed hair,” she said hurriedly, as if be had asked
£ bBera question, “and I intend to bob mine.” .
* “When?” demanded Marjorie.
“Any time.”
.. “No time like the present,” suggested Roberta
. Oftis jumped to his feet. '
© .+ “Good stuff!” he cried. “We'll have 2 summer bobbmg
party. Sevier Hotel barber-shop, I think you said.”
. In an iostant all were on their feet. Bermces heart
- throbbed violently. - . .
“What?” she gasped.
* Out of the group came Marjorles voice, very cIear and
contemptious. - .
“Don’t worry—she’ll back out!”
& “Come on, Bernice!” cried Otis, starting toward the door
Four eyes—Warren’s and Matjorie’s—stared -at her, chal-
lenged her, defied her. For another second she Wavered
> wildly, - - ,
: “Aylrl nght she said smftly, “1 don’t care if I do.” :
An eternity of minutes later, riding down-town through the
3 Iate afternoon beside Warren, the others following in-
Roberta’s car close behind, Bernice had all the sensations of
Marie - Antoinette bound for the guillotine in a tumbrel.
E: Vaguely she wondered why she did not ¢ry out that it was all
§° a mistake. It was all she could do to keep from clutching her
. hair with both hands to protect it from the suddenly hostile
"~ world. Yet she did neither. Even the thought of her mother
 was no deterrent now. This was the test supreme of her
- sportsmanship, her right to walk uncha]lenged in the starry
v heaven of popular girls.
- Warren was moodily silent, and when they came to the bo-
- 'tel he drew up-at the curb and nodded to Bernice to precede
him out. Roberta’s car emptied a laughing crowd into the
- shop,” which: presented two bold plate-glass windows to the
street.
E. - Bernice stood on the curb and looked at the Slg]], Sev:er
E Barber-Shop. It was a guillotine indeed, and the hangman
" was the first barber, who, attired in a white coat and smoking
- a cigarette, leaned nonchalantly against the first chair. He
must have héard of her; he must have been waiting ail week,
smoking eternal cigarettes beside that portentous, too-often-
mentioned ﬁrst chair. Would they blindfold her? No, but they

' Bermce looked round again—she seemed umable to get '
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* blood—nonsense—hair—should get on her clothes.
. “All right, Bermce, sald Warren quickly.

* With ber:chin in the air she crossed the sidewalk, pushed
open the swinging screen-door, and giving not a glance to the E
- uproarious, riotous row that occupxed the Waltlﬂg bench went .

-up to the first barber. - -
“J want you to bob my hair.”

- The first barber’s mouth’ shd somewhat open. I'IJS mgarette '

droppedtotheﬂoor. oL
“Huh?” - AR
“My hmr—bob 11l

. Refusing further prehimnanee, Bernice took her seat on |-

- high. A mat in the chair next to her tarned on his side -and

‘gave her a glance, half lather, balf amazement. One barber

started and spmled little Willy Schuneman’s monthly haircut.-

" Mr. O'Reilly in ‘the Tast chair grunted and swore musically in |

ancient- Gaelic a8 a razor bit into his cheek. Two bootblacks

- became wide-eyed and rushed for her feet, No, Bernice didn’t
. care for a shine. = -

.. Outside a passer-by stopped and stared; a couple ]omed '

. 'him; half a dozen small boys’ noses sprang into life, flattened

against the glass; and snatches -of conversation borne on the
.summer breeze drifted in through the screen—door
- “Lookada long hair on 2 kidl” .

 “Where’d yuh get ’at stuff? ’At’s a bearded lady he ]ust ﬁn—'

lshed shavin’,? = -
. But Bermce saw nothmg, heard nothing.. Her only lmng
sense told her that this man in the white coat had removed

" one. tortoise-shell comb and then another;- that his. fingers 'E
were fumbling clumsily with unfamiliar hairpins; that this
hair, this wonderful hair of hers, was going—she would never J-

- again feel its long voluptuous pull as it hung in a dark-brown -

- - glory downber ,back. For a second she was pear breaking
: 'down, and then" the picture before her swam- mechamcally E

. into her vmon———Mar]ones mouth cm'lmg in a faint ironic

- snnile as if to say: “Give up and get down! You tried to buck
. me gnd’ I ‘called yom' biuff. You see you haven’t got a

- prayeér.” :

And some Iast energy rose up in Bermce, for she clenched
her hands under the white cloth, and there was a curious nar-

. rowing of her- eyes that Marjone remarked on to some one - :

long afterward..

‘I‘Wenty mmutes later the barber swung her .round to face

Bernice Bobs Her Hair 399

] the mirror, and she flinched at the full extent of the damage
:  that had been wronght. Her hair was not curly, and pow it
E lay in lank lifeless blocks on both sides of her suddenly pale -
" face, It ‘was ugly as sin—she had known it would be ugly as
* - sin.-Her face’s chief charm had been a Madonna-like simplic-
ity. Now that was gone and she was—well, frightfully medio-
©  cre—not stagy; only ridiculous, like a Greenwich Villager
" who had left her spectacles at home.

As she climbed down from the chair she tned to smile—-—
failed miserably. She saw two of the girls exchange glances;
noticed Marjorie’s mouth curved in attenvated mockery——and

. that Wa.rren s eyes were suddenly very cold. -
. “You see”—her words fell into an awkward paus
F - done it.”

“Yes, you ve—-done 1t,” admitted Warren.

“Do you like it?”

‘There was a half-hearted “Sure” from two or three voices,
another awkward pause, and then Marjorie tumed swdtly
and with serpentlike intensity to Warren.

- “Would you mind running me down to the clea:ners?” she
asked. “P've simply got to get a dress there before suppet. -
_Roberta’s driving right home and she can take the others.”

Warren stared abstractedly at some infinite speck out the
window. Then for an instant his eyes restly coldly on Bernice

before they turned to Marjorie.
- *“Be glad to,” be said slowly.

‘fI’ve
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~ . ‘Bernice did not fulIy realize the outrageous trap that had
been set for her until she met her annt’s amazed glance ]ust :
: - before dinner. -
-+ “Why, Bernice!” :
- -.“I’ve bobbed it, Aunt J'osephme.” -
-+ “Why, childl” .
.. “Do you like jt?” -
. “Why, Ber-nice!l” T
" . I suppose I've shocked you.”
 “No, but whatll Mis. Deyo think to-mofrow mght? Ber-

you should have waited if you wanted to do that.”
“Tt was sudden, Aunt Josephine. Anyway, why does it mat-

: ferto Mrs. Deyo particularly?” -
» “Why, child,” cried Mrs. Hart(ey, “in, her paper on ‘The

" mc.e, you should bave waited until after the Deyos dance—‘ o




“ Foibles of the Younger Generation’ that she read at the last’

meeting;of the Thursday Club she devoted fifteen minutes' to
bobbed:hair.:It's her 3 pace 35

" you and Marjoriel:

-~ %“Oh, ‘_.Bermce,'.‘wha_t’l_l your mother say? She’'ll think I let

you do it.”.» LIRS CHR S A s menl T
“Pm sorry.” | B

- Dinnér- was_anagony. She had made 2 hasty attempt with

a curling-iron;  and’ burped -her fingér and much . hair. She °

~ could see that her aunt was: both worried and grieved, and
- her uncle kept saying; “Well, I'll be darned!” over and over
in a hurt and faintly hostile tone. And Marjorie sat very qui- :

etly, intrenched behind a faint smilg, a faintly mocking smile.

+ & Somehow she.got through the evening. Three boys called;
P Marjorie disappeared with one of them, and Bernice made a ;
listless- unsuccessful attempt.to’ entertain’ the two others—

-+ sighed thankfully: as‘she climbed the stairs to hef room at
. half past ten. Whatadayl ..~ 707~ cooe o0 0 0 T

| *. > When'she had undressed for the night the door opened and

+.. Marjorie came im, <i: <0

. “Bemnice,”:she said; “Fm awfully sorry about the Deyo |

ia;’ncel’ll glvjeyoumy word ‘of honor T'd forgotten all about
N V’S'aﬂ nght,”saxd Bernice sl.ioi;ﬂy._-.Stz;ndihglbefdre ffhé‘mif—
' Tor she passed her comb slowly through het short bair.:
X “ru takg.you down-town to-morrow,” confinued Marjorie,
ina:gotllll’?! Iglalrdro thr&ssg;’ﬂ ﬁt]ti it sg you'll look slick. I didn’t imag-
ough with it. P'm really mighty sorry.” - '
= "Stll /it's -your ‘last night, so I suppose it won’t matter
- : 'Then Bernice winced as Marjorie tossed her.own hair over
1]:;31' shoulders .and began to twist- it slowly into two long
: Hkqu_bragds'gn_ﬁl_ in her cream-colored megligée she looked

e'a’ delicate painting of some Saxon princess. Fascinated,

o | Bernice watched the braids grow. Heavy and luxurious they

- were, ‘moving under the supple fingers like restive snakes—
- and to-Bemce.re_mamed* this relic and the curling-iron and a
_to];mp;-mw,fqg of eyes. She could see G. Reece Stoddard,
who Tiked her, assuming his Harvard manzer and telling his

. ; Ginner partner that Bérnice shouldn’t have been allowed to go

- to” the ‘movies so much; she could 'see Draycott Deyo- ex-

. changingglances: with" his mother and then being’ conscien- .

pet’ abomination.. And the dance is for

' fore the mirror, biting the inside of her cheek.

. o Bemi&e Bobs Her Hair . : :401
iously charitable to her. But then perhaps by to-morrow Mrs.
yo would have.heard the news; would send round an icy

. littie note requesting that she fail to appear—and behind her

ack they would all laugh and know that Marjorie had made
fool of her; that her chance at beauty bad been sacrificed to
the jealous whim of a selfish girl. She sat down. sirddenly be-

“[ like it,” she said with an effort. “I think it'll be be-
coming.” - ‘ I
Marjorie smiled. -

~. “It looks ali-right. For heaven’s sake, don’t let it worry
Jyoul” - _

. “T won’t.”

.. “Good night, Bérnice.”

. But as the door closed something snapped within Bernice.

“She sprang dynamically to her feet, clenching her hands, then
- swiftly and noiselessly crossed over to her bed and from
.underneath it dragged out her suitcase. Into it she tossed toilet
“articles and a change of clothing. Then she turned to her - '
" trunk and quickly dumped in two drawerfuls of lingerie and
- summer dresses. She moved quietly, but with deadly effi-

ciency, and in three-quarters of an hour her trunk was -

_locked and strapped and she was fully dressed in a becoming
‘pew travelling suit that Marjorie had belped ber pick out.

Sitting down at her desk she wrote a short note to Mis,

Harvey, in which she briefly outlined hér reasons for going. - -

She sealed it, addressed it, and laid it on her pillow. She
glanced at her watch. The train left at one, and she knew
that if she walked down to the Marborough Hotel two blocks -
away she could easily get a taxicab. S

Suddenly she drew in her breath sharply and an expression

" flashed into her eyes that a practised character reader might

have connected vaguely with the set look she had worn in the

- barber’s chair—somehow 2 development of it. It was quite 2 -

new look for Bernice—and it carried consequences:

" She went stealthily to the bureau, picked up an article that

Tay there, and turning out all the lights stood quietly until her

breathing of an untroubled conscience asleep. :

- - She was by the bedside now, very deliberate and calm. She
acted swiftly. Bending over she found one of the braids of -
. Marjorie’s hair, followed it up with ber hand to the point

nearest the head, and then holding it a little slack so that the

eyes, became accustomed o the darkness. Softly she pushed - -
open the door to Marjorie’s room. She heard the quiet, even
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sleeper would feel no pull, she reached down with the shears .
and severed it. With the pigtail in her hand she held her
breath. Marjorie had muttered something in her sleep. Ber-
nice defily amputated the other braid, -paused for an instant,
“and then flitted swiftly and silently back to her own room. = .

Down-stairs she opened the big front door, closed it care-
fully behind her, and feeling oddly ‘happy and exuberant
- stepped off the porch into the moonlight, swinging her heavy
grip like a shopping-bag. After a minute’s brisk walk she dis-

. covered that her left hand still held the two blond braids.” She

laughed unexpectedty—had to shut her mouth hard to keep-
from emitting an absolute peal. She was passing Warren’s
house now, and on the impulse she set down her baggage, and
swinging the braids like pieces of rope flung them- at the
wooden porch, where they landed with a slight ¢hud. She
langhed again, no longer restraining herself. -~ - < -
“Huh!” she giggled wildly. “Scalp the selfish thingt” -~ - |
" Then picking up her suitcase she set off at a hatf-run down
the moonlit street. . oo




