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The only man 
who could talk to the Superintendent
FO R  several years, he was just like a score 

of other men in the plant— a good, honest, 
fairly capable worker, but only that. There  
was nothing distinctive about him or his ability 
— nothing to make him stand out from the 
crowd— no reason, as a matter of fact, why he 
should ever receive a raise in salary.

Then one fortunate day he decided that the 
reason he wasn’t getting anywhere was because 
he lacked special training. H e searched around 
a bit— asked a great many questions— and then 
enrolled for a home-study course with the 
International Correspondence Schools.

“ Soon after I began studying,” he wrote to 
us the other day, “ we had a change in man­
agement at our plant. T h e new superintendent 
said that only men who had really studied their 
work were in line for positions as foremen.

“ I certainly was glad then that I had decided 
to study in my spare time. For, thanks to my 
I. C . S. course, I was the only man in the 
organization who could talk to the super­
intendent in his own language. A s a result, I 
was promoted over men who had been here 
from ten to twenty years. M y  salary has been 
increased 9 0 %  in the last ten months.”

women telling of promotions and increases in salary 
due directly to spare-time study.

What are you doing with the hours after supper? 
Can you afford to let them slip by unimproved 
when you can easily make them mean so much?

One hour a day, spent with the I. C. S. in the 
quiet of your own home, will prepare you for suc­
cess in the work you like best. Yes, it will! Put 
it up to us to prove it. Mail this coupon to-day.

IN T E R N A T IO N A L  C O RRESPO N D EN CE  SC H 00L8
“ The Universal University”

Bex 2057-C , Scranton, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your book­

let, “Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about the subject 
before which I  have marked X in the list below;

T E C H N IC A L  AN D  IN D U S T R IA L  CO URSES
□ Electrical Engineering
□ Electric Lighting
□ Mechanical Engineer
□ Mechanical Draftsman
□ Machine Shop Practice
□ Railroad Positions
□ Has Engine Operating
□ Civil Engineer DCoal Mining
□ Surveying and Mapping
□ Plumbing and Heating
□ Steam Engineering

B Architect
Architects’ Blueprints 

□  Contractor and Builder

B Architectural Draftsman 
Structural Draftsman 
□  Concrete Builder 

□  Structural Engineer 
□  Chemistry □  Pharmacy 
□  Automobile Work 
□  Aviation Engines 
□  Agriculture □  Navigation 
□  Mathematics □  Radio

B U S IN E S S  T R A IN IN G  CO URSES
□ Business Management □  Salesmanship
□ industrial Management
□ Personnel Management
□ Traffic Management
□ Accounting and C. P. A.

Coaching
□  Cost Accounting
□  Bookkeeping
□  Secretarial Work
□  Spanish □  French

□  Advertising 
□Business Correspondence
□  Show Card and Sign Lettering
□  Stenography and Typing
□  English □  Civil Service
□  Railway Mail Clerk 
□Grade School Subjects
□  High School Subjects
□  illustrating □  Cartooning

Name...............

Street Address.

TH AT’S a true story of what just one I. C. S.
student has done. There are thousands of 

others. Every mail brings letters from men and

City.................................... ...................... State...............................................

Occupation.......................... ............................................................... ............-
Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Interna­
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian. Limited, Montreal, Canada



a d v e r t i s i n g  s e c t i o n

W e w e r e  talking about his beard when 
he stepped into the room. I’m afraid 

he overheard us. Anyway an awkward 
silence followed.” This, briefly, was the 
story told us by a young woman a few days 
ago. The yarn intrigued us, so we decided 
to re-enact the scene before the camera 
and present it to our audience. But it was 
a really harrowing experience. Just try 
and get a good photograph of an embar­
rassed silence! So we decided to show you 
the picture in the making —and here it is,

TH E GILLETTE BLUE S U P E R -B L A D E
The $2 Kroman DeLuxe blade has been withdrawn 
from production and replaced with the sensational 
Blue Super-Blade—far superior to the Kroman. You 
pay only a few cents more for the Blue Blade than 
for the regular blade and get unmatched shaving 
comfort. T h e  II5ue B la d e  is  o f ex tra o rd i­
n a ry  q u ality  — p o sitiv ely  the fin est  
b la tle  e v e r  p ro d u c e d . Colored blue for easy 
identification—it is contained in a blue package, 
cellophane wrapped, and is made by a distinctly 
different process. Distribution is not yet complete— 
so if your dealer hasn’t the Blue Blade, ask him to 
get it for you, which he can, quickly.

Forgive us if this- way of presenting our 
product seems informal. Life is largely seri­
ous and if we can get fun out of a difficult 
task, we feel sure you’ll overlook it.

The fact is, we’re amazingly serious about 
the present Gillette blades. Einphati- 
cally , am i without reservation , these  
a re  the sh arp est, sm oothest-shaving  
blades e v e r  prod uced . They make easy 
and comfortable the important duty of 

’i  keeping clean shaven at all times. Use one 
or two blades. Then if you haven't changed 
your entire conception of shaving ease, 
return the package to your dealer and get 
your money back.

G I L L E T T E  S A F E T Y  R A Z O R  C O .  
BOSTON, MASS.

G i l l e t t e
RAZORS BLADES

L S -1 E  Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Popular Copyrights Are Abandoned
900,000 Books 
left to sell at 20 B O O K S  for S1

1> Story of Nietzsche'S P h i' 
L sophy. I>ti ra nt 

Rhyming Dictionary 
:;9 stoiy of Aristotle’ 3 Phi­

losophy. Durant 
tj Origin of Human Race 

injects ami Men; Instinct 
Vs, Reason. Clarence 
D arrow-

56 Dictionary of XT. S. Slang 
74 Physiology of Sex Life 
S’* C-rntmon Faults in Writing 

Knell sh
85 Evolution of Marriage 
91 Manhood: Facts of Life 
08 How to Love. Clement Wood 

149 Facts You Should Know
About Classics. McCabe 

119 nistory of World War 
110 Queer Facts About L03t 

Civilizations 
! 72 Evolution of Sex 
17.1 A Hindu Book of Love.

(Kama Sutra*
175 Four Essays on Sex.

Havelock Ellis.
192 Book of Synonymg 
217 Puzzle of Personality. 

Fielding.
228 Plain Talks with Husbands 

and Wives. Ellis 
235 Prostitution in the Ancient 

World
2!*7 Do We Need Religion?

McCabe
3 35 How to Write Short Stories. 

Finger
564 How to Argue Logically 
567 How to improve Your 

Conversation
.07r> Love Story of an Old Maid 
585 Prostitution in the U S. 
4'):’. Facts You Should Know 

About Music
411 Facts About Phrenology 
414 Art of Being Happy 
459 My 12 Years in a Monas­

tery. McCabe 
4.12 Dictionary of Scientific 

Terms
167 Facta of Evolution Made 

Plain
475 Lives of Chorus Girls 
47." How to Develop Sense of 

Humor
479 How N. Y. Working Girls 

Live
491 Psychology for Beginners 
~")l How to Tie All Kinds of Knot3
MS How to Make Candy 
5‘.*> What Women Beyond 49 

Should Know 
555 Hints on Etiquette 
629 Handbook of Legal Form* 
629 4,000 Most Essential Eng­

lish Words
644 Women Who Have Lived

for Love
645 Confidential Chats with

Wives
648 Facts About Sexual 

Rejuvenation
653 What Every Boy Should

Know
654 What Young Men Should

Know
655 What Young Women Should

Know
616 What Married Men Should

Know
617 What Married Women

Should Know
658 Toasts for All Occasions 
661 Neurotic America and tha 

Sex Impulse
679 Chemistry for Beginners
681 Spelling Self Taught
682 Grammar Self Taught 
6.8:5 Punctuation Self Taught 
687 TT. s. Constitution
689 Woman's Sexual Life
690 Man's Sexual Life
696 Hmv to Pronounce Proper

Names
697 4.900 Words Often Mispro­

nounced

T A K E  your pick o f the books listed on this page 
at the rate of 20 books for $1. Every one 

guaranteed a popular copyright unobtainable else­
where. Exorbitant royalties and tees forced us 
to stop printing these. 900,000 hooks left; must Is- 
s o ld ! (M i o o s e yours i  j j  1 l  i  r  .

Add lc  per book for postagen o w :  L a s t  chance!
Urd- r today ! Same-day 
service!
795 Physiology Self Taught 
701 Facts to Know About 

Palmistry
73 5 Auction Bridge for 

Beginners
717 Modern Sexual Morality
726 Facts About Venereal

Diseases
727 Psychology of the Affec­

tion
730 M?stresses of Today 
751 Mental Differences of Men 

and Women
734 Book of Useful Phrases 
759 How to Conquer Stupidity 
773 Good Habits and How to 

Form Them
781 Catholicism and Sex 
732 Psycho-Analysis: Mind 

and Body
309 Sex in Psycho-Analysis 
804 Freud on Sleep and Sexual 

Dreams
815 Dictionary of Familiar

Quotations
816 Popular Shakespearean

Quotations
817 Her Burning Secret
819 Book o f Strange Murder*
820 Jokes About Married Life
821 How to Improve Your

Vocabulary
822 Rhetoric Self Taught
823 English Composition Self

Taught
83,1 Handbook of T’ seftil Tablei
845 Facts to Know About

Fortune Telling
846 Womanhood: Facts of Life
847 How to Play Card Games 
850 Bad Hah its and How to

Break Them
855 How to Write Letters
856 Arithmetic Self Taught. 1 
8.17 Arithmetic Self Taught. 2 
862 German Self Taught
872 Parliamentary Law 
876 Curiosities of Mathematic* 
889 Jokes About. Kissing 
891 Your Talent and How to 

Develop It 
893 500 Riddles
895 Astronomy for Beginners
896 Wages of Sin
903 All About Syphilis 
964 How to Be Happy Though 

Married
972 Book of Popular Jokes 
975 Cleopatra and Her Love* 
984 Harmony Self Taught
986 How to Talk and Debate
987 Art of Kissing
988 The Art of Courtship 
995 How to Play the Piano 
999 Latin Self Taught

1003 How to Think Logically
1004 How to Save Money
1009 Typewriting Self Taught
1010 Amateur Magic Tricks
1011 French-English Dictionary 
1018 Humorous Limericks
1020 Why I am an Infidel.

•Luther Burbank
1021 Italian Self Taught 
1030 World’ s Great Religion* 
1049 How to Sing
1065 Lives of XL S. Presidents
1069 Conquest of Fear
1070 How to Fight Nervous

Troubles
1071 Handbook of Commercial

Law
1084 Did Jesus Ever Live? 

McCabe

Single copies 25 cents
3089 Common Sense of Sex 
1092 Simple Beauty Hints 
1097 Memory: How to Use It 
1163 Puzzles and Brain Teasers 
1105 Spanish-English Dictionary 
1109 Spanish Self Taught 
1111 Prostitution in the Me­

dieval World
1122 Degradation of Women. 

McCabe
1126 Eating for Health 
1135 Prostitution in the 
,  Modern World
11,>9 Photography Self Taught 
1148 Sexual Crimes in XT. S.
U64 Unlovely Sin. Ben Hecht 
116< Sinister Sex. etc. llecht 
1174 How to Write Business 

Letters
1176 A Mad Love. Frank 

Harris
1204 Dictionary of Musical 

Terms
1207 French Self Taught
1209 Charming Hostess:

Entertainment Guide
1210 Mathematical Oddities 
1216 Italian-English Dictionary 
1221 Facts About W ill Power 
1225 How to Avoid Marital

Discord
1238 Beginning Married Life

Right
1239 Party Game* for

Grown-ups
1241 Outline of TT. S. History
1242 Caro of Skin and Hair 
1247 Psychology of Lovo and

Hate
1249 Best Jokes About Lovers
1250 Companionate Marriage 
1278 Ventriloquism Self Taught 
1285 Gamblers' Crooked Tricks

Exposed
1292 Best Short Stories of 1928 
1311 Real Aims of Catholicism 
1318 Case For and Against 

Sexual Sterilization 
1322 Confessions of a Modern 

Woman
1329 Facing Life Fearlessly. 

Clarence Darrow

1339 Fact* About Digestion 
1339 Crooked Financial Schemes 

Exposed
1349 How to Get a Job
1341 Ihiusual Menus
1342 Typical Love Problem* 
1351 How to Get Ahead 
155 4 Book of Similes
1357 What You Should Know 

About Law
1559 Is Birth Control a Sin?
1361 Who Killed Jesus?
1362 Law for Women
1365 Build Your Vocabulary 
1379 President Harding’ s

Illegitimate Daughter 
1382 Is Our Civilization Over­

sexed ?
1389 Tobacco Habit 
1392 Confession* of a Gold 

Digger
1421 How to Get a Divorce 
1428 Unusual Love Affairs 
1459 Shorthand Self Taught 
1434 How to Tiiink Clearly 
1439 Intelligence: How to Test 

It
1449 Can Man Know God?
1445 Wild Women of Broadway 
1448 Character Reading from
1471 How to Become Mentally 

Superior
1475 Best Jokes o? 1928
1476 What You Should Know

About Your Sensations
1477 How Glands Affect

Personality
1484 Why Preachers Go Wrong 
1491 Power of Women
1495 Wine. Women and Song
1496 Sexual Factor in Divorce
1500 Why I Am an Agnostic.

Clarence Darrow
1501 Mussolini and the Pope

How to Order:
Just list title* desired fry number. 
Order at least 20 books and en­
close money order, check or 
currency at rate o? 20 books 
for $1— minimum order '$1. Add 
lc  per book for carriage charges. 
I f  you order less than 20 books 
remit at rate of 25c per book. 
5c offer applies only when re­
mittance accompanies order. 
Save real money fry sending 
cash with order. (No C. O. D. 
orders,! Canada or foreign coun­
tries must, remit by international 
postal money order at rate of 
7c, postpaid.

Halderrtan-Julius Publications
Dept. X -7 0 0  Girard, Kansas

Use This Simple Order Form 
for Popular Copyrights

H A L D E M A N -J U L IU S  P U B L IC A T IO N S ,
Dept X - 700, Girard, Kansas.
Enclosed please find $-------------------------- wMoh i* payment at the
rate of 29 books for $1 for the following popular copyrights 
which I have listed by number on the lines below. (Add lc 
per book for postage. Add 10c to personal check*. If order is 
less than $1 remit at rate of 2,1c per book.)

Name ..............................................................
Address ................................................................................................ ..

City ............ .......................................................... State .......................
If you want every book on this page (197 books) remit $11.82 
(Canada and foreign $13.79j and make X mark here..................

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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ADVERTISING SECTION

THEY TASTE 
AND LOOK
LIKE READY-MADES

Classified
Advertising

H elp W anted— Instructions
WANTED IMMEDIATELY, Men— Women, Age 18—50. qualify 

for Government jobs, $105—$250 month. Steady employment. 
Common education. Thousands needed yearly. Write, Instruction 
Bureau, 6do, St. Louis, Mo., quickly.PEOPLE will think you’re smok­

ing ready-mades. T h a t’s how 
perfect the cigarettes are that you 
make with the Target Roller.

But even if you roll by hand, you’ll 
have cigarettes that taste like ready­
mades. Target is the same blend of 
tobaccos that the ready-mades use. 
The result is that you can enjoy the 
taste you’ve always enjoyed in ciga­
rettes, and still save as much as fifty 
cents a week on your smokes.

A  10ff pack of Target makes 30 or 
more cigarettes.

AND GET THIS — The government tax you
pay on 20 ready-made cigarettes is 6 cents. The 
tax on 20 cigarettes you roll fromTarget is only 
about 1 cent.That’s onereasonwhy Target issuch 
a big value. And you are protected by our money- 
back guarantee. I f  you're not fully satisfied, re­
turn the half-used package to your store, and get 
your dime back.

Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp., Louisville, K y,

Please mention this magazine

MEN, 18—SO. Steady. $158.00 month. Railway Postal Clerks. 
Sample coaching free. Writ© today. Franklin Institute, Dept. 1*2, Rochester, N. Y.

Agents

START SMALL BARGAIN STORE. Home or Auto. We fur­
nish everything. Big profits. Wholesalers, Dept. 245, 429 Superior, 
Chicago.

Patents and Lawyers

PATENTS. Send sketch or model. Booklet free. Highest, ref­
erences. Best results. Promptness assured. Watson E. Coleman, 
Patent Lawyer, 724 Ninth St., Washington, D. C.

Songwriters
SONGWRITERS— Instructive Booklet sent free. Write today, 

enclosing best sung-poem. S. Newcomer Associates, 1674 Broad­
way, New York.

D etectives W anted— Instructions
BE A DETECTIVE. Travel. Earn. Learn. No experience. 

Write. United Detective System. TXfii Walton St., Chicago.

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Great demand. Excellent- 
opportunity. Experience unnecessary. Particulars free, Mrite, 
George Wagner. 2100 Broadway, New York.

A strology
ASTROLOGY GUIDES YOUR SUCCESS. Learn when to 

marry, invest, travel, make changes. ‘Lucky Day’ chart for dime. 
National Publishing, Desk A, Hunter, New York,

READ AND LEARN your own future. Free catalogs. Macoy’ s 
Astrological Book Shop, Arcade Bldg., New York.

when answering advertisements

JIM-M1N-IE! Christy's Polish ing Cloth works like magic. Easy 
to demonstrate. Everybody buys. Big Profits. Write for free 
sample. Christy, 6680 Lake way, Newark, New York.

NEW KIND HEAT BOILS water instantly. Make $25 daily. 
Pocket-size. Minute demonstration. Pays to $1.95 profit. Free 
offer. Dept. I. Luxeo, Elkhart, Indiana.

FORTUNES BEING MADE FROM SONGS through talking 
pictures, radio, phonograph, music, publishers. "H it"  writers re­
vise, arrange, compose music to your lyrics. We submit to studios 
and publishers. Free reading. Booklet free. Universal Song 
Service, 642 Meyer Bldg., Hollywood, Calif.

Salesmen W anted

WANTED: Man with car to demonstrate and do service work for 
large Ohio manufacturer. Earnings $5cl to $75 weekly. Fyr-Fyter 
Co., I)ept. 5, Dayton, Ohio.

PATENT YOUR INVENTION: Send for Free Book, "How to 
Obtain a Patent" and free "Record of Invention" Blank. Con­
sult us about how to protect your ideas. Victor J. Evans Co., 612E 
Victor Bldg., Washington, D. C-

School Courses
USED CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL COURSES and educational 

books sold, rented and exchanged. Money-back guarantee. Catalog 
free, (Courses bought.) Lee Mountain, Pisgah, Alabama.



ADVERTISING SECTION

Are You Out of a Job ?
If You Need 

Money Send Me 
Your Name and I ’ll 
Show You How I 

Have Started Many 
Men and Women 

Making up to

*15a day Sr Chain 8tore'»Se 1«
Are you out of work or afraid of losing your job? Has your salary been cut?
Are you wondering where the money is coming from to pay your bills? Are you 
dissatisfied with being hard pressed for cash every time there’s a slack season?

T HEN you’re the man or 
woman I ’m looking for. I ’ve 

got a good opening for you right 
now—a wonderful proposition 
that offers a chance to start right 
in making up to $15 a day—full 
time or spare time—in pleasant, 
dignified work that will be a 
revelation to you. There are no 
slack seasons in my business. I ’ll 
never lay you off or fire you. 
With my proposition I ’ll guar­
antee you steady year-round 
work.

$110 a Week!
Just send me your name so I 
can lay bona fide PROOF before 
you. That’s all I ask. I ’ll show
you how Sol. Korenblit, ________
of New York, took hold 
of my proposition and 
made $110 in a single 
'week! H. L. Lennon 
writes, “After leaving 
my ok' job, I went out 
Friday morning and 
made $39.63 in TVi 
hours.”  Mrs. Eva Mc- 
Cutchen, of Oklahoma, quit a 
$10-a-week office job and made 
$26.55 profit the very first day. 
Mrs. Jewel Hackett, of Ohio, 
cleared $33 in 7 hours. I have

FRFF NEW FORD I TUD{)R SEDA)j
NOT a contest. 1 
offer a brand-new 
car free to producers 
as an extra reward 
or bonus— in addi­
tion to their large 
cash profile. Mail 
coupon for particu­
lars.

hundreds of letters like this in 
my office. These big earnings, of 
a few of my Representatives 
show the wonderful possibilities. 
And right now I ’m ready to offer 
you a proposition even better 
than the one I gave these people 1

30 Calls—$15 a Day
You may wonder at m a k i n g  
such big money as this even in 
the face of hard times. But my 
plan of operation, the Home 
“Chain Store” System is proving 
a sensation. Housewives are 
"wild” about it, because it’s just 
like bringing two “chain stores” 
right into the home. Saves time, 
trouble and money. You simply 

________ call on regular custom­
ers once e v e r y  two 
weeks , on appointment,

ALBERT MILLS
E m p lo y m en t M a n a g e r  

247 Monmouth Avenue 
Cincinnati, Ohio

Bet up my Drug “Chain Store”  and 
my Grocery “ Chain Store,”  write 
down the order, handle the money 
and deliver the goods. You get 
a big part of every dollar we take 
in as your pay. And with an es­
tablished Home Chain System, re­
quiring only 30 calls a day, your 
pay can easily be $15 a day, regu­
lar and steady.
Don’t Send Any Money!
I don’t want your money. All I 
want is a chance to lay the facts 
before you so you can decide for 
yourself. If you xvant a sure, 
steady chance to make $15 a day 
— with an old, reliable, million- 
dollar manufacturing company— 
then mail the coupon and see how 
easy it is to start on my Horae 
“ Chain Store” System. You in­
vest no money. Earnings start at 
once. Don’t miss this chance. It 
doesn’t cost a penny to investigate. 
You can’t lose by mailing the cou­
pon, so do it today— right now— be­
fore some neighbor gets in ahead 
of you !

MAIL THIS
l Albert Mills, Employment Manager, |
| 247 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. |
| I ’ m tired of short pay and long layoffs. ■ 
, Tell me about your "Chain Store”  plan 
* that ofTers a sure, steady chance to make » 
l $15 a day—starting at once. Also ex- I 
I plain your FREE Ford Offer.

1 Name ......................................................... *
l I
I Address ...................................................... v. |
k |
! © Z, P. Co. (Print or Write Plainly) J

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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10 day S A L E H S
Solid gold effect RR Watch—guaranteed 20 years. Rich 

and handsome. For R R men, profes 
sional and business men. Absolutely 
ACCURATE. Price smashed by Factory.

SEND
NO

MONEY

OKI f l R U M T r m  fey 100 Vr- old Million Dollar F a o  
U U n i l f U l  I  t > L U  torj’. Your money back if y o u  can 
match its beauty and accuracy in stores for $10-$20.

Send NO Money £3552S**£
rival. Genuine W a ld e m a r  Chain and Knife to 
matoh FREE. Only one order to a customer. None to 
dealers. Order-today. Money back if not delighted.

.SEND COUPON o r  POSTCARD,
B R A D LE Y *  H 5 1 0 , NEW TO N * M A S S ,

Send guaranteed watch. I  risk nothing.

Nam# ................................
Address ., — ................................ .

W h y
Pay
$10

S!I!ll!!!l{l!!!ll!!lli!!!!!l!iii!!!!i!!!!!!lli!lii!l!l!l!H!!lll!!lll!lli!ll!!lll!!!lllllllllll!!ll!!l!!!IM̂

I PICTURE PLAY I
selling at the new price of

lO c
per copy is now the circu­
lation leader of the movie 

magazine field

Get your copy to-day— l O c  per copy
IIIIIIIIIIIHIIlBillll HI. W i l l i III lll'IHIIllllliBHIlfflll

Getting Up
Nights Lowers Vitality

Thousands of men and women past 40, and many 
far younger, who feel run-down and suffer from 
Getting Up Nights, Backache, Stiffness, Beg Pains, 
Nervousness, Acidity or Burning, caused by poorly 
functioning Kidneys or Bladder, should use Cystex 
(pronounced Siss-tex) specially prepared for these 
troubles. Works fast, Starts circulating thru sys­
tem in 15 Minutes. Only 75c at druggists. Guaran­
teed to satisfy completely or return empty package 
and get your money back.

E A R N  M O N E Y
^  AT H O M E

YOU can make $15 to $50 weekly, in spare 1 
©r full time at home coloring photographs. 
No experience needed. No canvassing. We 
instruct you by our new simple Photo-Color 
process and supply you with work. Write 
for particulars and Free Book to-day .

The IRVING-VANCE COMPANY Ltd.
364 Hart Building, Toronto, Can.
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AMAZING
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ihough: 
Transference 

Unusual Power

Read these testimonial letters from Telepathy users;
•'Getting results in business, .Business good.” — S t  Joseph, Mich. 
•‘Secured position.” — Houston., "Used It to get money.” —Momeneo, HI, 
^Collected a debt owed me for two years,” — Portage. Pa._____________

Son in bad company. After 1 sent my thoughts to him he said ha 
had no pleasure away from home,” — New Orleans, La.

” 7he man of whom we bought home changed his mind about teredos* 
ing. He hardly Knows why, but w« d o ."— New Baltimore. Mich.

tN yE S /lG A T E  TELEPATHY! Send for a FREE amazing booklet that is causing a sensation among men and women. Due to its unusual OOtt* 
tents, the stir it is creating has surpassed all expectations. This booklet will be sent Is SOU FREE of charge or obligation. Send for it todayl
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Every 
Good

Boy
Deserves

Fun

LOOK !
Easy as A *BrC 

to learn music this way
J U ST  see how easy it is ! The lines 

are always E-G-B-D-F. Memor­
ize the sentence. "Every Good 

Boy Do serves Fun"— and there you 
are ! Whenever a note appears on 
the first line, you know it is r. 
Whenever a note appears on the 
second line, you know it is g.

And the spaces— just as easy to 
remember. The four spaces are al­
ways F-A-C-E. That spells "face” 
— simple enough to remember, isn’t 
it? Thus whenever a note appears 
in the first space, it is /. When­
ever a note appears in the second 
space, it is a,

You have learned something al­
ready! Isn’t it fun? You’ll just 
love learning music this fascinating 
w ay! No long hours of tedious 
practice. No dull and uninteresting 
scales. No "tricks’ ’ or "secrets"—  
no theories— you learn to play real 
music from real notes.

You don’t need a private teacher 
this pleasant way. In your own 
home, alone, without interruption 
or embarrassment, you study this 
fascinating, easy method of playing. 
Practice as much or as little as 
you like, to suit your 
own convenience, and 
enjoy every minute 
of it.
You learn from the 

start —Previous 
training un­

necessary
So clear and simple are 

these fascinating "music 
lessons" that even a ehild 
can understand them. You 
do not lose a minute with 
unnecessary details—only the 
most essential principles are 
taught. Clear, concise, in­
teresting and attractive—  
that is how each lesson is 
presented to you. And at an 
average cost of only a few 
pennies a day!

Choose Your Course
PianoOrgan
Ukulele
Cornet
Trombone
Piccolo
Guitar

Voice and Speech Culture 
Piano Accordion 

Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
Harmony and 
Composition 

Sight Singing 
Drums and Traps 

Automatic Finger Control 
Italian and German 

Accordion 
Banjo (Plectrum, 

5-String or Tenor) 
Juniors’ Piano Course

Th^ surest way to popularity
Don’ t be just “ another one of the 

guests’’ at the next party you goto. 
Be the center of attraction! The 
most popular one at a party is al­
ways the person who can entertain 
—and there is no finer and more 
enjoyable kind of entertainment 
than music.

Never before have you had such 
a chance to become a good player 
—quickly— without a teacher. And 
this method does not mean that vou 
will be able merelv to read notes 
and play a simple tune or two— but 
it means you will become a capable 

and efficient player. 
Many of our pupils 
no v̂ have positions 
with p r o f e s s i o n a l  
bands and orchestras.

No alibis now for not 
learning to play 

your favorite 
instrument

Take having a phan-

Violin
Clarinet
Flute
Saxophone
Harp
Mandolin
’Cello

tom teacher at your 
side every minute, en­
couraging you, teach­
ing you, smoothing the 
way so that it be­
comes so much easier, 
so much quicker for

you to master your favorite musi­
cal instrument.

You simply cannot go wrong. 
First you are told how a thing is 
done, then by graphic illustrations 
and diagrams you are shown how, 
and when you play— you hear it.

Don’t be afraid to begin your les­
sons at once. Over''(>00,000 people 
learned to play this modern way—  
and found it as easy as A-B-C. For­
get that old-fashioned idea that 
you need special "talent." Just 
read the list of instruments in the 
panel, decide which one you want 
to play, and the U. S. School trill 
do the rest.

Send for our free book and 
demonstration lesson

Our wonderful illustrated Free Book and 
our Free Demonstration Lesson explain all 
about this remarkable method. They prove 
just how anyone can learn to play his 
favorite instrujne.nl by note in almost no 
time ami for just a fraction of what, old, 
slow methods cost. The booklet will also 
tell you all a.bout the amazing new Auto­
matic Finger Control.

Art NOW. Clin and mail this roupon 
today, and the fascinating Free Book and 
Free Demonstration Lesson will be sent 
to you at once. No obligation. Instru­
ments supplied when needed, cash or credit. 
TT. S. School of Music, 3594 Brunswick 
Bldg., Neiv York City.

Thirty-fourth Year (Established J898 )

U. S. School of Music,
3594 Brunswick Birig., New York City

Please send mo ;,our free book, "How You 
Can M:.cier Music- in Your Own Home." with 
insrijviiuj message hy Dr, Frank Crane, 
Free Demonstration Lesson and particulars 
of your easy payment plan, I am interested 
in the following couise:

...................................H a v e  you Instr. ? ...........

Name .................................

Address ......................... ................ ..

City .......................................... State
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"Don’t ever invite him again"
HO PE was a good looking fellow, full o f  

vitality and charm. He counted himself 
pretty lucky to  be invited to  the Duane’s as a 
fourth for bridge. After all, Duane was an in­
fluential man; could do things for younger men 
if  he liked them. And Hope knew that Duane 
had shown interest in his record with the Duane 
competitors.

And yet when he left the table, Duane whis­
pered to  his wife, “ D on 't ever invite him again!”  
And Mrs. Duane agreed.

Instant Deodorizing
There are one or two things no man or woman 
can get away with socially. One o f  them is hali­
tosis (unpleasant breath). The other is the pres­
ence o f  body odors o f  any sort.

O f the two, halitosis is the most common. Few 
escape it  for the obvious reason that ninety per 
cent o f  halitosis is caused by  the fermentation o f 
tiny bits o f  food in the mouth. The insidious 
thing about this humiliating condition is that you 
yourself never know when you  have it. And even 
your best friend won’t tell you.

The one way to make sure that your breath is

beyond reproach is to  gargle with Listerine. Every 
morning. Every night. And if you  wish to  be 
doubly sure, immediately before any social en­
gagement.

Listerine instantly halts fermentation, the 
cause o f  mouth odors, and then overcomes the 
odors themselves. Am ong antiseptics it is the 
swiftest o f  deodorants. Tests show that Listerine 
promptly overcomes odors that ordinary anti­
septics cannot hide in twelve hours.

Checks Body Odors
Body odors or perspiration odors are the result 
o f  a complex chemical action. M ere soap and 
water will not remove them.

The same marvelous deodorant effect that 
makes Listerine the only remedy for halitosis is 
o f  value in checking body odors. After your bath, 
douse it on the guilty areas, and i f  the condition 
persists, see your physician.

Let us send you  our free Book o f  Etiquette. 
It tells the proper thing to  do and say under all 
conditions. Address Dept. A. F. 5, Lambert Phar- 
macal Company, St. Louis, M o.

LISTERINE ends HALITOSIS checks BODY ODORS
Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



CANNOT sing how beautiful you are; 
Words are such helpless and such futile 

things
Wherewith to catch the white light of a

star
Or hold the glimmering of flashing wings.

Therefore, in silent worshiping I kneel 
Before the beauty of your form and face, 

The beauty that reveals your soul, and feel 
That I at last have found my altar-place.



The Star’s Understudy
By Lorna Wentworth

T HE girl out on the vine- 
screened veranda of the 
strange house hidden among 

the hills, saw the car as it turned 
into the gate under the trees. She 
was immediately interested. In 
spite of the miracle of her new job, 
Lisa Bond had already come to feel 
lonesome on the secluded farm be­
hind the barrier of the Palisades. 
It was so near New York, and yet 
so far, she thought whimsically.

Behind her, the low, rambling 
house looked as if it had fallen 
asleep in the eight-o’clock dusk. The

shutters had been closed at every 
window so that none of the brilliant 
light she had left inside would be 
seen or suspected from the outside. 
It was a still unexplained precau­
tion. Even the rising moon, round 
and glowing, shed merely a sparse 
and checkered light through the 
crowded leaves.

Its headlights dimmed, the car 
came up the rough driveway and 
stopped in front of the veranda 
steps. A young man sprang out 
from behind the wheel. Catching 
sight of her white figure at the top
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of the steps, he rushed impetuously 
forward and clasped Lisa in his 
strong arms before she could utter 
any cry of surprise or warning. Yet 
in the dim light, she was little more 
than a vague shadow of waiting 
beauty.

“ Oh, you lovely thing!”  he cried, 
as he crushed her to him. “ You did 
want to see me; you were waiting 
for me! This is the first time that 
ever happened, Marilyn! So it pays 
to stay away from you three weeks 
— but right here is where I get my 
reward for it!”

A storm of kisses fell on Lisa’s 
hair, her cheeks, her closed eyes, and 
then on her lips.

Held very tightly, Lisa Bond 
could even feel his heart beating 
hard against hers. His kisses filled 
her with a strange ecstasy, until she 
suddenly realized that her own lips 
were weakly and unintentionally re­
sponding to his. Horrors! She 
pulled partly away from him, twist­
ing her head with an hysterical lit­
tle laugh.

“ Please!”  she gasped. “ Oh, stop, 
Mr. Huntington! You’ve got the 
wrong girl. I ’m not Marilyn Mount- 
fort. You— you caught me so
quickly, I  couldn’t stop you!”

“ What?”  he ejaculated, trying to 
stare at her in the faint light, al­
though he still kept his arms around 
her. “ And who are you? Why, I ’d 
have sworn you were Marilyn. I ’d 
almost believe it now, if------- ”

“ If you weren’t still holding me 
only an inch away, you mean?” 
asked Lisa with flushed cheeks and 
bright eyes. “ I ’d have thought that 
at least you might have told by the 
taste,”  she said wickedly, as he let 
her go. “ Though we’re quite alike, 
our lipsticks are different.”

“ Well, if you’re not Marilyn,”  he 
demanded, “ who are you? And how 
is it I  never saw or heard of you

before? And how do you happen to 
know me in the dark, right off the 
bat? Don’t tell me you knew me by 
the taste!”  he grinned.

“ Certainly not,”  Lisa assured him. 
“ You were expected, weren’t you? 
Just the same, you might remember 
seeing me, even if it was only once. 
For a few seconds I almost thought 
you’d overremembered me.”

“ Was I drunk or blind or both 
when I saw you? I ’m ashamed to 
say that I can’t seem to place you.”  

“ You were in love, I think,”  said 
Lisa gravely. “And no wonder you 
couldn’t see me! Don’t you remem­
ber being with Marilyn Mountfort 
three weeks ago when she was pick­
ing out some gowns at Cyr’s on 
Fifth Avenue? You’re her Mr. 
Huntington, aren’t you?”

“ Kent Huntington. And you—
why, you’re the model who-------”

“ Who showed the gowns,”  Lisa 
interposed. “ But don’t you want to 
go in and see Bliss Mountfort?” 

“ One girl, one thing at a time, 
please,” smiled Kent Huntington. 
“ Since it was you who came outside
to welcome me------ ”

“ She sent me,”  said Lisa simply. 
“ Oh! Then she must have wanted 

me to become acquainted with you. 
But how do you happen to be here, 
anyway? I thought her idea in pick­
ing this place was absolute seclu­
sion. Are you helping her hide away 
from people?”

Lisa drew a deep breath.
“ Isn’t she perfectly wonderful?”  

she demanded. “ What do you think? 
She picked me, as well as a lot of 
clothes at Madame Cyr’s, just on 
account of my looks!”

“ Yes, you do look like her,”  
nodded Kent, “ though I didn’t no­
tice it so much at the time as Mari­
lyn seemed to.”

“ That’s because since then she’s 
been teaching me to act and move
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and be like her, besides making me 
up to match her. Why, I may even 
be her understudy sometime! She 
says she can fix it so I can get a 
job in Hollywood. Just think of it 
— a famous movie star like Marilyn 
Mountfort picking me-—nothing but 
a model in a gown shop— because of 
my looks!”

“ Because you look like her,” 
frowned Kent Huntington, with a 
feeling of faint uneasiness, wonder­
ing what Marilyn’s idea was.

“ But to take me in, pay me for 
playing secretary when there isn’t a 
thing to do, plan a wonderiul career 
for me! Don’t you think she’s the 
dearest, sweetest, most generous per­
son in the world?” Lisa’s voice was 
husky with tenderness and grati­
tude.

“ I ’ve heard her say that she’s been 
looking for a double for some time,” 
said Kent with strange reluctance. 
“ I hope it doesn’t mean that there’ll 
be any dangerous stunts in her next 
picture— if there is to be a next one,” 
he added a little grimly.

“ I ’d jump out of a plane for her,” 
said Lisa enthusiastically.

“ Well,” he shrugged, “ if Marilyn 
was after a double, she got one. 
Look how you fooled me! I refuse 
to offer you even the shadow of an 
apology.”

Lisa crimsoned and bit her lip.
“ You’d better go in to see her. 

She’s expecting you, you know. 
Please tell her I ’m staying outside 
for a few minutes more.”

Kent parted his lips to speak, then 
closed them and opened the door.

Left alone out in the moonlight, 
Lisa considered a second miracle, 
while Kent Huntington’s kisses, 
which really belonged to Marilyn 
Mountfort, slowly cooled upon her 
lips.

Yet it was all one miracle, Lisa 
mused.

Three weeks before, Lisa Bond, 
model for Madame Cyr, New York’s 
most exclusive and expensive mo­
diste, had been moving in a slow 
peacock parade before a new and 
promising customer. From under 
her lowered lashes, Lisa had seen 
the other girl lying languidly back 
in a chair. Beside her had been a 
handsome, well-groomed voung 
man, nervously twirling his cane.

Suddenly raising her glittering 
golden head, the customer stared 
hard at Lisa herself, rather than at 
the gorgeous gown she was exhibit­
ing. Then she turned and whis­
pered something to her escort, who 
gazed, grinned, and seemed to agree.

Lisa ventured to stare at the cus­
tomer a moment herself, and her 
heart almost stopped beating. She 
recognized the customer as Marilyn 
Mountfort, a screen star of the first 
magnitude. Lisa had seen and ad­
mired and envied her countless 
times on the silver sheet, and here 
was her idol in the flesh!

Unconsciously, Lisa changed her 
walk and held her head a little dif­
ferently, in perfect imitation of the 
pose and poise she had so often 
studied in Marilyn Mountfort’s pic­
tures.

“ Well, wouldn’t that knock you 
for a row of ninepins!” exclaimed 
the Hollywood queen. “ Darling, do 
you see what I see?”

“ You bet I do! And what is it we 
see?” inquired the young man war­
ily.

“ Don’t be dumb!” said Miss 
Mountfort scornfully. “ Wouldn’t 
you say that girl was Marilyn 
Mountfort, if you saw her from a 
bum projector?”

“ Mistake anybody else for you, 
dear? Absolutely impossible!”

Nevertheless, he seemed to regard 
Lisa with increased interest.

“Well, of course,” Miss Mount-
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fort shrugged, “ she hasn’t my style, 
and she’s a little dumpy about the 
hips. But I ’ll bet I could make her 
up so you couldn’t tell the differ­
ence after the first few drinks, 
darling. Maybe I could use her,” 
she had added, narrowing her lovely 
eyes. “ Model, come here!”

Lisa, trembling with excitement 
at having been spoken to by the 
great Marilyn Mountfort, obeyed 
the order.

“ What’s your name, girl?”  drawled 
the star.

“ Lisa Bond.”
“ Know who I am?”
“ Of course,”  trembled Lisa. “ Who 

wouldn’t know Marilyn Mountfort? 
Everybody knows you!”

“ She’s got brains as well as 
beauty, Kent Huntington,” Mari­
lyn nodded, her red lips curving with 
satisfaction. “ She’s the first person 
in this town who’s recognized me to­
day! Listen, Lisa Bond; how would 
you like to break into pictures?” 

“ M e?” gasped Lisa. “ What girl 
wouldn’t, if she had the chance?” 

“ And the face, and the figure, and 
the glad rags,” answered the star 
dryly. “ And even at that, they most 
of them flop, unless they’re some­
body like me, or somebody I can 
give a hand to.”

“ Are you offering to— to help 
me?” the astounded Lisa asked.

“ That depends,”  said the screen 
star, looking hard at her. “ If you’d 
do just what you’re told, I might. 
Want to come around and see me 
to-morrow morning?”

“ Yes— of course— and thank you!” 
Lisa felt dizzy with the casual swift­
ness of it all.

“ At twelve then— Llotel Royal,”  
said Marilyn Mountfort. “ I ’ll be 
having breakfast in bed, and they’ll 
send you up. Only don’t ask for 
me,”  she had frowned. “ Ask for 
Mrs. Rayleigh, from Florida. That’s

the name I ’m registered under. I ’m 
here incognito. Understand?”

Lisa nodded. Marilyn Mount­
fort rose.

“ You can tell madame to send the 
clothes I picked to the same name,” 
she said carelessly. “ What you’ve 
got on and the others you showed. 
But keep quiet about me,” she 
warned Lisa darkly. “ I ’m supposed 
to be abroad.”

And then Marilyn Mountfort, 
taking the pleasing Kent Hunting- 
ton in tow, sailed out of Madame 
Cyr’s, leaving the most, elated and 
flabbergasted girl in New York.

Lisa had kept the appointment 
the next day. She had found Mari­
lyn Mountfort eating breakfast in 
bed surrounded by a dozen inane, 
long-legged silk dolls.

“ I ’ve got it all figured out,”  
beamed the star. “ Want to take a 
chance?”

“ I ’ll do anything for you, Miss 
Mountfort!” Lisa exclaimed.

“ It ’s a good thing you will,”  an­
nounced Marilyn. “ We’re going to 
bury ourselves in the country wilds, 
all right. I mean,” she added hast­
ily, “ that I ’m taking a sort of nerve 
cure, just keeping away from every­
body.”

“ I understand,”  nodded Lisa, 
wide-eyed.

Of course! These popular screen 
stars simply had to get away by 
themselves sometimes. The fans 
never gave them a moment’s peace 
otherwise.

“ I ’ve rented a place across the 
river in what they call Rockland 
County,”  explained Miss Mountfort 
sullenly, “ up in the hills somewhere 
back of Stony Point. And I ’ll say 
a country churchyard is a high-class 
night club beside it!”

“Rockland County?”  ventured 
Lisa. “ Why, that’s where my peo­
ple come from!”
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“ What?” snapped Marilyn, sitting 
up. “ They told me that whole sec­
tion was completely off the map!
That’s why I------ ”

“ Don’t worry,” Lisa soothed her. 
“ Up in the hills where you’re talk­
ing about, there are nothing but lit­
tle abandoned farms like ours. No­
body’s been on ours since I was eight 
years old. It's lonely enough up 
there.”

“ I'll say!” mocked Marilyn. “ But 
it can't be helped yet. And as for 
you, darling, I ’ll train you till you're 
me, right down to the last raise of 
the eyebrow. Dolled up in my kind

of clothes, with the right kind of 
make-up and a fewr of my little 
tricks, you'll be able to double for 
me in pretty nearly anything but a 
close-up; see?”

Lisa saw. It wars like seeing into 
heaven. At last all her girlhood 
dreams were coming true.

“ You can call yourself my secre­
tary or anything you like,”  said 
Marilyn, “ and I'll pay you for it. 
I guess we'll beat it over to that 
rural retreat right now. I was a 
fool to come into this town at all— 
I might be recognized any minute! 
Don’t w’orry about clothes. I ’ve got
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Lisa hurled herself at Kent. “ Shoot!” she cried. “ You’ll have to kill 
me first, and then you won’t get a cent!”

trunk loads that will fit you better 
than your own. Let’s go!”

They had gone. And here was 
Lisa, waiting out on the veranda, 
because she suddenly couldn’t bear 
to see Kent Huntington giving 
Marilyn Mountfort the kind of 
kisses he had given her.

That second encounter with him 
had affected Lisa curiously. She

was astonished to find how clear a 
picture of him had remained in her 
mind when if it had not been for 
the screen star’s occasional refer­
ences to him, she would have 
thought she had forgotten him en­
tirely. Even before he had taken 
her in his arms, mistaking her for 
Marilyn, her heart had quickened as 
she recognized him. And when he
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had kissed her, his kisses had 
seemed lo bring out every look and 
line of him in an etching on her 
heart, just as heat makes sharp and 
clear the invisible acid of secret 
writing.

But he belonged to Marilyn 
Mountfort. Marilyn had made it 
plain enough even back at Madame
C y < V

Lisa was startled by a call from 
within the house.

“ Lisa! Come in!”
In the brightly lighted but closely 

shuttered living room, Lisa found 
Marilyn and Kent.

“ We’re going to get out of this 
place in a hurry,” explained Mari­
lyn shortly and nervously. “ As I ’ve 
been telling Kent, it isn’t safe.” 

The screen star moved stealthily 
toward the door to listen. Then she 
opened it swiftly and closed it again. 
Lisa stared at her, wide-eyed.

“ What’s the matter?”  she whis­
pered. “ What’s wrong?”

Kent shook his head.
“ Marilyn seems to think,”  he said 

slowly, “ that she’s in danger from 
something or somebody.”

“ I don’t think; I know,” said 
Marilyn desperately.

“ And she won’t tell me what it’s 
about or let me call in the police.” 

“ The police!” Marilyn snapped. 
“ If I could go to the police, don’t 
you suppose I ’d have gone long ago? 
This is raw stuff. It ’s a plot to ruin 
me, to fix me so I can never sign
another contract, to------ ”

“ Oh!”  cried Lisa. “ Somebody’s 
frightfully jealous of you, and I 
wouldn’t wonder! Do you mean 
they’d even capture you and hold 
you until it was too late to sign 
one?”

Marilyn stared at her.
“ I wouldn’t put anything past 

them,”  she said somberly, almost 
contemptuously.

“ Listen!”  urged Lisa excitedly. 
“ After all you’ve done for me and 
all you’re going to do, shouldn’t I 
do something for you? Tell me; are 
you afraid they’ll try to get you 
here? Well, then, why don’t you 
just slip out quietly with Mr. Hunt­
ington in his car, and leave me here 
— to double for you? You’ve said 
yourself that only a few people could 
tell the difference between us.”

“ No!” said Kent impulsively. 
“ Marilyn wouldn’t throw you to the 
wolves while she made her escape. 
I wouldn’t— I mean she wouldn’t 
stand for it!”

Marilyn flung him a lightning, 
murderous glance.

“ Kent’s right,”  she said stiffly. “ I 
wouldn’t think of it. Anyway, this 
place is being watched, and if I tried 
to leave, they’d grab me.”

Lisa laughed.
“ All right, then. I ’ll go with him 

and let them follow me, if they think 
I ’m you! His car looks as if it could 
do eighty. The plan will work if 
you’re sure that they’d be fooled, 
whoever they are, and that you’d 
be all right staying here. What’s 
the use of being a double if you 
don’t double?”

Kent started to protest again, but 
Lisa stopped him.

“ Listen, boy friend,”  she smiled, 
“ somebody’s got to do something. 
It ’s either go or stay, and you take 
your choice. If Marilyn’s right 
about their watching and waiting, 
then------ ”

“ How about it?” Kent frowned at 
the movie star. “ Do you really 
know what you’re talking about, 
Marilyn? It sounds crazy to me!”

“ Think I ’m doping out a gangster 
scenario?”  Marilyn snapped. “ I ’ve 
got too many easier things to do! 
I know mighty well what I ’m talk­
ing about, and believe me, I wish I 
didn’t! Why do you suppose I ever
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hid myself in this hole and tried to 
pull it in after me?”  said Marilyn 
bitterly. “ Living with three serv­
ants and a useless secretary when 
I ’m used to twenty and better out 
in California! And they planted one 
on me, at that! I caught my own 
maid at the phone the other day; 
that’s why I wrote to you, Kent. 
And to-night, just before you came, 
I got some more dope. She even 
knew you were on your way, head­
ing through Jersey, and she was 
passing it on. The only good thing 
is that the big shot won’t be here 
for another day or so, and till then, 
thev’ll let the house alone.”

Wild as the story sounded, it was 
impossible to discredit the movie 
actress. Her terror was too evident 
and too genuine.

“ Then if we drew them off, you 
could slip out yourself all right to­
morrow?”  Lisa asked tensely.

“ As you, yes,” answered Marilyn, 
narrowing her eyes. “ That is, if 
they chased you, thinking you were 
I. And you might get away from 
them, at that.”

“ It wouldn’t really matter,” 
grinned Lisa, “ because when they 
found out who I really was, what 
could they do? And what an ad­
venture it would be! Why, it would 
be like being in the movies already!”

“ I don’t like it!” growled Kent, 
looking from one girl to the other.

“ But what you going to do about 
it?”  asked Lisa demurely. “ Do you 
object to taking me back to New 
York, or do we all wait here for the 
big shot? Is he some big rival to 
your crowd, Marilyn?”

Marilyn nodded, hardly hesitating 
at all.

“ Let’s go!” said Lisa, jumping up. 
“ I ’ll take your hat and coat, Mari­
lyn, just for luck, and you go and 
turn yourself into an innocent little 
dumb-bell of an ex-model.”

Crossing over to Marilyn, she put 
her arms around her and kissed her.

“ You don’t know how glad I am 
to be able to do even one little thing 
for you, you beautiful thing! I ’ve 
always admired you so! And you’ve 
been so good to me!”

Marilyn muttered a conventionally 
proper response. A moment later, 
Lisa pushed Kent ahead of her out 
on the dark veranda.

“ Get that starter working,”  she 
whispered, “ and then step on it! 
We’ll give them a run for their 
money, if they happen to have a car 
down the road.”

For an instant, they stood alone in 
the darkness as they heard Marilyn 
shut and bolt the heavy door be­
hind them. Then Kent suddenly 
snatched Lisa to him and kissed her 
three times, hard.

“ That’s for courage and loyalty 
and— and love,” he said hoarsely. 
“ Marilyn owes you something, and 
I only hope she understands how 
much! If she ever forgets it------ ”

Two minutes later, the car purred 
down the driveway, turned through 
the gate, and opened up with a roar 
for the open road.

“ In half an hour, we’ll be across 
the State line and in a bunch of 
Jersey towns as close together as 
hens on a roost,” said Kent a short 
time afterward. “ And we haven’t 
seen a thing behind us all the way!”

He had just time to jam his brakes 
on and turn the wheel before crash­
ing into a red-lighted obstruction in 
the road ahead. As the big car 
jarred to a stop and he and Lisa re­
covered their balance and their 
breath, two dark figures appeared to 
right and left.

“ Hands up and out you come, 
guy,”  ordered one of them, empha­
sizing the order with an automatic 
that glinted in the moonlight.

“ And you, too, baby,”  snapped
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the man on Lisa’s side of the car. 
“ No stalling.”

Kent groaned in futile fury. Lisa, 
taking advantage of her sex, was 
bolder.

“ Don’t you dare touch me!” she 
cried angrily, nevertheless stepping 
out of the car without delay. “ What 
do you think you’re doing, holding 
up people on the road this way!”

Her man chuckled.
“ This is no holdup, kid— at least, 

not the watch-and-pocketbook kind. 
It ’s going to cost you a bank and a 
jewelry store before you’re through 
with it, if you get through with it! 
What will we do with the big guy, 
Sam— croak him and leave him in 
the carp No call for him, is there?”

Lisa’s heart seemed to stop for an 
instant. She could see Kent across 
the machine, his captor’s gun shoved 
between his shoulder blades.

“ Not so far as I know,” growled 
the other man reluctantly, “ but 
maybe we’d better take him along, 
too, and let the boss decide. Run 
that car into the ditch and clear the 
road. Chuck this couple into the 
big box, boys, and get going.”

From behind the barrier appeared 
another man and suddenly the lights 
of a big limousine. Barrier and red 
light were disposed of, and Kent’s 
car was rolled into a deep ditch. 
Then Kent and Lisa were hustled 
into the limousine, two men follow­
ing them. The third climbed in be­
side the driver, and the car began 
to move.

Kent ventured a plea which he 
knew would be perfectly useless.

“ If you men will let this girl go, 
I ’ll guarantee to get you five thou­
sand dollars, and you can keep me 
until 1 do.”

“ Don’t make me laugh!”  snarled 
one of the two men facing him. 
“ Maybe you can buy your own skin 
for five grand; you can fight that

out with the higher-ups. But as for 
this crooked, double-crossing little 
movie skirt, five grand won’t be a 
nickel to what she’s going to cost 
herself, according to what I hear. 
So don’t bother your head, brother.”

“ But you’re making a terrible mis­
take!” Kent said recklessly. “ She 
isn’t------ ”

A little fist jabbed him in fhe ribs 
in the darkness, and his own com­
mon sense, plus his painfully divided 
loyalty, checked him.

The limousine, curtains down, 
was running fast, apparently back 
over the road by which they had 
just come. But suddenly it wheeled 
sharply to the left, and Kent lost all 
sense of direction after a few more 
turns. He couldn’t see much more 
than the glint of light through the 
front window that fell on the two 
guns constantly pointed at him and 
Lisa. But the darkness of the back 
seat had its advantage. He gripped 
as comfortingly as he could, a little 
hand that lay quite concealed in his.

“ Are you all right, Lisa?” he 
whispered.

“ Shut up!”  snapped one of the sil­
houetted captors.

Kent shut up.
Three quarters of an hour later, 

the road began to get very rough 
and narrow, judging by the bounc­
ing and twisting of the big car. And 
when it finally came to a stop, the 
moon was down, so that only deeper 
shadows were visible against the 
night. The door was opened, and 
they were ordered out into the feeble 
light of a small lantern. Grasped by 
the arms, the man and the girl were 
led across a stretch of grass to a 
black block that showed in the 
flicker of the lantern as a building. 
They were led inside and roughly 
shown down some steps into a damp 
depth. Then, a trapdoor was 
slammed and bolted above them.
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Kent stared at her, horror in his eyes, “ Do you mean to say, Marilyn, 
that you won’t even make an effort to save the life of that girl who— 

whose little ffnger is worth your whole self?"

Kent took two steps in the black­
ness and fell over a barrel.

“ Oh, don’t leave me!”  Lisa cried 
out. “ Please hold onto me!”

He felt for her, and drew her into 
the circle of his arm. Then he felt 
his way forward until he struck a 
wall and stepped on straw.

“ This must be a cellar of some 
sort, and we’d better camp here, 
dear, until we get some light— if 
we’re ever going to.”

He sat down carefully in the 
straw, drawing Lisa down beside 
him. She crept as closely as she 
could into his arms, trembling.
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“ Be brave, darling,” he whispered. 
" I t ’l! come out all right, somehow. 
Remember, you’re not Marilyn. It 
was Marilyn they were after.”

“ I ’m n-not afraid,”  chattered Lisa. 
“ It’s only because I ’m c-cold. We 
must be high up in the hills again. 
I could feel we were climbing. 
Nights are cold in the hills, even in 
summer.”

Kent wrapped his coat tightly 
around her, then drew her to him 
again. Lisa laid her head back on 
his shoulder with a little sigh.

“ You said they were after Mari­
lyn,” offered Lisa presently. “ Do 
you believe, Kent, that when they 
find out who I am, they’ll let us 
go? Wouldn’t they be afraid to?” 

Kent stiffened.
“ Perhaps it would be better if you 

let them, think you were Marilyn 
for as long as possible,” he said care­
fully; “ It ’s apparently big money 
that they want from her. She’s got 
it, of course.”

“ But I haven’t.”
“ That wouldn’t make any differ­

ence, if we coidd get word to her,” 
he said. “ She’d pay the sum they 
asked, if necessary. Marilyn’s a fine 
person,” he said stubbornly, “ even if 
she is a little— unusual at times. 
You needn’t be afraid, poor baby, 
that she wouldn’t pay anything they 
asked for you if she had to.”

“ Oh, yes,” said Lisa wearily. “ But 
what about you ?”

“ I ’ll get myself out of this hole, 
if I can,”  answered Kent in a harder 
voice. “ I wouldn’t let a woman buy 
my life for me.”

“ You’d expect me to go free and 
leave you here, Kent?” she de­
manded indignantly. “ Guess again! 
We go or stay together— or die to­
gether!”

Kent held her close.
“ Listen, Kent,”  said Lisa, in a 

strained voice after a moment’s si­

lence. “ I want to tell you some­
thing. It ’s easier to do it in the 
dark w>hen you can’t see me at all, 
I might be too ashamed if it were 
light. I just want to tell you that 
I love you,” she whispered. “ I love 
you! I loved you when I first saw 
you with Marilyn at Madame Cyr’s. 
I didn’t know it then, but I knew it 
last night when you kissed me. Oh, 
I know you thought you wrere kiss­
ing Marilyn. I know you love her, 
and that’s perfectly all right with 
me. Only it was I you kissed last 
night!” she said passionately. “ Even 
if I stole it, I got that much!”

W aves of fire and ice flowed 
through Kent Huntington. In his 
arms, he held love such as he had 
never known or understood till now. 
Everything else— all the past— all 
women, even Marilyn— seemed 
small and mean to him beside the 
girl he held in his arms.

For a long moment, Kent’s hu­
miliation and self-contempt kept 
him from any demonstration of his 
emotion; then desire and love and 
grief at last compelled him, and he 
bent forward to kiss Lisa. But she 
pushed him gently away.

“ No,” she said steadfastly. 
“ Marilyn!”

Day disclosed itself by a slight 
diffusion of light through the small 
window, clearly near the ground out­
side, but ten feet above the cellar 
floor, Kent began to see dimly that 
they were confined in a deep cel­
lar littered with trash and ancient 
farm implements w’hich were falling 
to pieces from disuse and age. But 
he couldn’t rise to investigate more 
closely, for Lisa was sound asleep in 
his arms.

He had forgotten to wind his 
watch. It had stopped at twenty 
minutes past seven, presumably in 
the morning. He judged it must be
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noon, when there was a creak of 
rusty iron above and the bulkhead 
was lifted. Down the stairs came 
three men, the first of them dressed 
like a newly rich millionaire, with a 
quantity of diamond rings glittering 
on his hands. The other men held 
revolvers. Kent awoke Lisa as 
gently as he could and stood up.

“ Well, well, here we are!”  grinned 
the gangster chief, showing a row of 
gold teeth that glittered almost as 
brightly as his diamonds. “ And I 
had to come all the way from Cali­
fornia to find you, Marilyn. Travel­
ing is expensive, you know.”

Lisa stared at him without wink­
ing an eyelash.

“ How much?” she asked in an icy 
voice.

“ How much did it cost me?”  He 
laughed aloud. “ Oh, nothing at all 
compared to what it’s going to cost 
you to get back there, baby!”

“ How much?”  repeated Lisa tone- 
lessly.

The gangster’s eyes hardened to 
black marble, and the muscles of his 
face tightened.

“ How much? Well, we’ll see. 
You made a million dollars last year, 
but you spent it like water. Maybe 
you’ve got a couple of hundred 
grand left. And then”— his voice 
got colder and colder— “ you went in 
with that dope business from 
Mexico at a nice profit, and you 
ran away with the whole shipment 
of goods you took to be distributed 
in Hollywood. A hundred grand, 
in the least, at fair prices! That is 
then three hundred grand! W e’ll 
say it will cost you three hundred 
and fifty thousand to get out of 
here.”

“ Three hundred and fifty thou­
sand dollars!”  said Lisa, trying to 
keep terror out of her voice. “ But 
that’s impossible. Nobody could 
raise that much money!”

“ I, James Polliti, will show you 
how,”  he said cynically. “ It ’s easy 
if you do it right. You’ve got fifty 
thousand in the bank, and you can 
make over to me those four big 
apartment houses you have in Los 
Angeles.”

Lisa knew no more of Marilyn 
Mount fort’s affairs than she did of 
Mr. James Polliti’s, and she stood 
mute and staggered. She glanced 
at Kent, who looked pale and 
drawn. Mr. Polliti frowned blackly.

“ It’s hard to control my men after 
you double-crossed them. Lip here 
on this old abandoned farm, nobodv 
would ever find you— or him!”  He 
threw a flaming glance at Kent.

Lisa started.
“ But how— how can I do it?” she 

asked shakily. “ I ’ll have to go my­
self, and it would take weeks------ ”

“ It would take a day or two,”  
said Mr. Polliti. “ I ’d go with you 
myself. If you forgot what banks 
your money was in, I could show 
you. I know!”

“ Hey, chief, this guy is getting 
nervous,” interrupted one of the 
gangsters. “ Why don’t we give it 
to him right here?”

Mr. Polliti shrugged.
“ Why not? Maybe it will help 

Marilyn to make up her mind. 
Anyway, we can’t let him go.”

The two revolvers were raised in 
an instant. Lisa hurled herself at 
Kent and flung her arms about his 
neck.

“ Shoot!”  she cried. “ You’ll have 
to kill me first, and then you won’t 
get a cent!” Despite Kent’s almost 
brutal efforts to push her away, she 
clung to him.

“ Don’t shoot!” snapped Mr. Pol­
liti, frowning.

“ I ’ll send for the money if you 
promise not to kill him,”  gasped 
Lisa. “ D o you want it or don’t 
you?”
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Mr. Polliti waved a hand, and the 
automatics disappeared.

“ Send? I said I ’d go with you.” 
Lisa laughed.
“ If you did, they’d throw you in 

jail and send me to an insane asy­
lum, and you know it,” she said 
scornfully. “ Marilyn Mountfort 
isn’t any better known than James 
Pilloti, the gangster!”

“ That’s right,” admitted Mr. Pol­
liti, a trace of pride in his tone. 
“ Put what will we do? I ’d rather 
lose the money than let you go, 
sweetheart. To tell you the truth, 
I ’d rather kill you, anyway. You’ve 
double-crossed James Polliti!”

“ Why not send him?” Lisa 
nodded toward Kent. “ I— I love 
him, and he’ll come back to me. I ’d 
risk my life on it! I ’ll give him 
letters to the banks.”

“  ‘Risk your life on it,’ is right,” 
nodded Mr. Polliti after a sharp look 
at Kent. “ He can go, and if he 
doesn’t come back, or if he comes 
without the money, he knows what 
will happen. We can use a gun on 
you, you know, just as we have on 
a lot of other people. But first,” 
he added significantly, “ you’ll make 
love even better than you do on the 
screen!”

Li sa flung herself at Kent again. 
“ Just one more kiss!” she whis­

pered. “ Afterward— all your kisses 
will be Marilyn’s!”

The gangsters tore her away from 
him. His arms were bound and his 
eyes bandaged; then he was led to 
the car.

“ Take him where he wants to go,”  
Polliti ordered his men, “ but don’t 
let him know the way he’s taken. 
Then bring him back— if he comes 
back to you!”

Lisa hurled herself at Kent for 
one final whisper.

“ Don’t come back! If you love 
me, don’t come back!”

“ Throw her back in the cellar!”  
commanded Mr. Polliti coldly.

And Lisa was returned to her 
prison.

“ Three hundred and fifty thou­
sand dollars!” cried Marilyn in 
stunned amazement. “ You’re ab­
solutely crazy, Kent Huntington! 
If it had been something reason­
able— say, a thousand, or even three 
— I might have handed it over for 
her, but no girl on earth is worth 
that much. What do you care, any­
way, darling? You’re safe out of it, 
aren’t you?”

Kent stared at her, horror in his
eyes.

“ Do you mean to say, Marilyn, 
that you won’t even make an effort 
to save the life of that girl who—  
whose little finger is worth your 
whole self?”

“ That’s the way you feel, is it?” 
she flamed back at him. “ No; I 
wouldn’t waste another nickel on 
her! If you want to know, she took 
a chance and got well paid for it! 
It was understood between us from 
the beginning, that she was to be my 
double for any sort of stunt! And I 
gave her fifty dollars a week— more 
than she’d ever earned in all her life 
before— besides food and lodging 
and a flock of clothes! If she had 
an accident, she’s out of luck; that’s 
all. I f  's none of my affair. This is 
just what I hired her for.”

“ You’re the most cold-blooded 
fiend I ever heard of!” he cried, his 
face white with horror and con­
tempt. “ Has it occurred to you that 
I might report what I learned about 
your dope running to the Federal 
government?”

Marilyn Mountfort shrieked with 
laughter.

“ Go ahead, you poor dumb-bell! 
And has it occurred to you that you 
haven't got a thing on me, outside
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“I want to marry you to-morrow,” said Kent. “ I  can’t do without you 
ever again, my darling!”

of some nasty cracks made by a 
gangster and a gunman? Believe 
me, everything’s planted where even 
James Poliiti couldn’t find it in a 
thousand years, and as for him— I 
snap my fingers at him! I ’m safe 
here in New York, and I ’m going to 
sail for— wouldn’t you like to know 
where— in just two days. So give 
my regards to Mr. James Poliiti, and 
that’s all he’ll ever get from me. I ’m 
through with him and you and the 
screen and everybody!”

Kent left the room, his face grim 
with fear.

Soon afterward, he was back at 
the place he had agreed to meet 
Mr. Polliti’s gangsters. If he had 
had any idea how to get back to the 
desolate farm in the mountains 
where lie had left Lisa, he would 
have knocked them unconscious and 
gone on himself. As it was, they 
searched him before binding his arms 
and blindfolding him, mockingly de­
priving him of a gun.
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When they arrived, he was led to 
the trapdoor and pushed down the 
steps. Poiliti was absent on some 
minor business.

To his amazement, Lisa flung her 
arms around his neck and broke into 
tearful, incoherent laughter.

“ Oh, Kent darling, were saved!” 
she sobbed. “ We can escape! Oh, 
where do you think we are?”

“ Dearest, don’t get so excited,” 
he said, trying to calm her.

“No, no, there’s a way out,”  she 
insisted, “ if I can find it in the dark! 
Kent, where do you think we are? 
This is my old home!”

The gangsters hadn’t been thor­
ough; they had left him some 
matches. He struck one, really to 
look at her. Lisa grabbed the box 
and dragged him over to a corner.

“ Down here!” she whispered. 
“ It’s under those boxes; I know it’s 
there, but I couldn’t lift them. Look, 
Kent! Look!”

Kent lifted the boxes. In the cor­
ner of the brick floor was a hole, 
more than half filled with the debris 
of the years.

“ It goes through to the house,”  
Lisa whispered. “ Don’t you under­
stand, ray darling? This is where I 
used to live, my first home, where 
all my people were! They all left 
when I was a little girl only eight 
years old. But, Kent, this opening 
goes right up into the house from 
our old cellar, the place where we 
are! I found it once because the 
cat used it, and I dug it out and 
made it bigger and often used it my­
self.”

He pulled out the rubbish that 
filled the little tunnel’s crumbled 
mouth.

“ Just where does it lead to, Lisa?”
“ Into the back shed of the house. 

I ’ll go first.”
Propping up the boxes so that 

they would fall and cover the hole

again and thus delay possible pur­
suit, Kent followed her. When he 
emerged in the dilapidated shed of 
the house, he found Lisa peering 
through a broken door.

“ One of the men is in the kitchen,”  
she whispered. “ Oh, be careful!”

Looking about for a weapon, Kent 
found a wagon spoke.

“ You stay here,”  he commanded, 
“ and slip back into the tunnel if 
you hear any trouble.”

Then he gently eased the door 
open and crept forward. The un­
suspicious gangster, who was read­
ing a newspaper, raised his head 
only in time to met the descending 
spoke, and then slipped quietly to 
the floor. Kent heard a gasp be­
hind him, and turned to see Lisa.

“ I told you to stay back there!”  
he said recklessly.

Lisa shook her head.
“ If anything happens it— it’s got 

to happen to both of us,” she stam­
mered, “ until we get back to—  
Marilyn, of course.”

“ Marilyn? There isn’t any Mari­
lyn! I know now I never loved her, 
Lisa.”

Lisa looked at him with all her 
heart in her eyes. Kent dropped 
the wagon spoke and took her in his 
arms.

“ Yes, you're mine, mine, mine for­
ever, beloved, whether it’s five min­
utes or fifty years!”

From the kitchen, they went di­
rectly into a front room. The 
broken windows looked out upon a 
stretch of grass upon which stood 
the gangsters’ car. Between it and 
the house stood three other gang­
sters, suddenly interested in the 
house. But across a window sill 
was propped a machine gun, ready 
for use.

As they sawT the man and the 
girl through the window, one of the 
men uttered a shout, and three au-
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tomatics began to pour bullets into 
the face of the building. Kent 
threw Lisa to the floor and took his 
place at the machine gun, which 
sprayed bullets in a deadly hail. The 
three men scattered, then fell 
sprawling on the lawn.

Kent snatched Lisa into his arms 
and leaped through the window, 
praying that the gasoline tank of 
the car wasn’t empty. Mercifully, 
the starter responded. At any mo­
ment, one of the gang might revive 
enough to place a fatal shot, or 
worst of all, James Polliti might ap­
pear.

Kent shifted into first, and the 
big car rushed down the bumpy dirt 
road. An hour later, he had the car 
on a traveled highway in New Jer­
sey, where he could slow down 
safely to forty. Lisa nestled close 
beside him.

“ Tell me about Marilyn,” she 
said in a low voice.

Kent told her. Lisa drew a long 
shuddering breath. Then she sur­
prised him.

“ But if you hadn’t thought you 
cared for her, darling, I ’d never have 
seen you, so I can forgive her every­
thing.”

“ Lisa! Dear, brave, sweet Lisa!”
Kent had to stop the car for 

lights, and Lisa drew closer as his 
arms went around lier.

“ Darling, 1 want those thrills all 
over again—those kisses you gave 
me night before last on the veranda. 
It isn’t true that stolen fruit tastes 
best; I  don’t believe it! Anyway, I 
want to see whether it does or not. 
Let me try again and see.”

Kent kissed her again and again.

“ It ’s not true that stolen fruit is 
sweeter,” said Lisa, five minutes 
later, drawing a long breath as the 
car sped down the road. “ Oh, Kent, 
how I love you!”

“ I want to marry you to-morrow,”  
said Kent peremptorily. “ I can’t 
do without you ever again, my 
darling!”

“ Did you think you were going 
to be allowed to?” asked Lisa. “ I ’ve 
lost my job, and I ’ve got to  be taken 
care of, haven’t IP”

“ Maybe we can get married to­
day,” he suggested.

“ It won’t do any harm to try,” 
agreed Lisa meekly, and her eyes 
met his for an instant in a look of 
shining happiness.

At breakfast on the morning after 
the wedding, Kent picked up the 
newspaper. Headlines stared him 
in the face:

F A M O U S  SCREEN ACTRESS FOUND SL A IN !
M A R IL Y N  M O U N TFO R T STABBED TO  DEATH

K N IFE  DRIVEN THROUGH A  PAPER M A R K E D  
W IT H  A  DOUBLE CROSS

JA M E S  P O L L IT I, GANGSTER CH IEF F R O M  THE 
P A C IFIC  CO AST, HELD FOR M URDER

Lisa looked up with blissful eyes 
from the occupation of pouring her 
husband’s second cup of coffee.

“ Does it say anything about the 
biggest thing that ever happened in 
the world, darling— our marriage?”

“ Not a word!” answered Kent, 
crumpling up the paper and throw­
ing it behind him.

“ Well, who cares?”  asked Lisa, 
tossing her golden head. “ Have you 
kissed me good morning yet, darling? 
I don’t seem to remember it.”

L .S -2 E



One Kiss
By Gerry Ann Hale

ALL during the interval in which 
she heard the terrifying 
sounds of a key being turned 

in the lock and the ominous foot­
steps that came immediately after, 
Joan huddled in the bed, too scared 
to breathe. Why hadn’t she done 
as Harper had told her to do? If 
she cad taken a room in a hotel, this 
couldn't have happened.

But no; she had insisted on be­
ing different and hiring a kitchenette 
apartment for her two-weeks shop­
ping trip.

The rosy bedside lamp shone se­
renely on the white-faced, dark-eved 
girl who crouched against two fat 
pillows. The bedroom door stood 
open, a square of darkness beyond. 
The horrible footsteps were out there 
in the tiny hall.

It seemed years to Joan before 
the footsteps stopped at the door. 
Her throat was so dry that she 
couldn’t scream. Her hands shook 
so under the covers that she couldn’t 
even lift them toward the telephone.

If only she could close her star-
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irxg eyes! If only she didn’t have 
to face whoever was out there! If 
only she had strength enough to slip 
down under the covers and hide!

And then suddenly he was there, 
looming in the open doorway like a 
handsome avenging god. At least 
that was the way Joan thought of 
him afterward. Just at that mo­
ment, of course, he seemed a tower­
ing, dark-faced brute who menaced 
her fearfully and growled something 
under his breath as he came in.

“ Where is he?” he demanded 
roughly, peering around the bare lit­
tle room. “ Bob'.” he called out then. 
He listened for a reply, while he 
dragged off his heavy, dark-blue 
overcoat and flung it with his hat 
across the chair. “ Isn’t he here?” 
He turned swiftly to Joan, staring 
at her with distinctly unfriendly 
eyes. “ Where is Bob?”

Joan swallowed and clutched the 
bedclothes tighter under her chin.

“ Who— what— whom do you 
want?” she gasped, wondering des­
perately if this could possibly be a 
nightmare. If only it were!

The man swung on his heel after 
a singularly unpleasant glare at her, 
and began to open doors. He 
opened the closet first. Just her few 
modest dresses were hanging on the 
rod. He paused there longest of all, 
pushing aside the dresses. Then he 
turned to glare at Joan again.

“ He’s pretty careful not to leave 
anything of his here,” he muttered. 
He looked out the window at the 
fire escape, and then switched on the 
hall light and peered into the kitch­
enette. “ Hm-m-m, he isn’t here,” he 
said finally, coming back into the 
bedroom.

While he was out of the room 
Joan had gathered enough strength 
together to reach for the phone. 
The minute she put in a call down­
stairs to the superintendent her

safety would be in a measure as­
sured.

“ Put that down!” The man 
strode over and snatched the phone 
from her hands, slammed it hard on 
the table. “ It ’s a lucky thing for 
both of you that he isn’t here.”

“ But— please— who— what do you 
want?” Desperately Joan tried to 
gather words. Somehow they just 
wouldn’t come right. They strung 
along in a dazed sort of babble that 
the man didn’t even heed.

Grimly he was making himself at 
home, taking off his coat, unbutton­
ing his vest, rumpling his hair.

Surreptitiously Joan pinched her 
arm. It hurt, proving that she was 
awake. She began to tremble.

The man took out a watch and 
frowned. He turned once to look 
uneasily at the outer door, and then 
faced Joan. For the first time she 
saw his eyes. They were deep-blue, 
fringed with the longest lashes, only 
now the blue was an icy blue-green, 
and his mouth was tightened into a 
cruel line.

“ I ’m advising you to keep quiet,” 
he said coldly, pulling forward the 
upholstered boudoir chair. “ One 
word out of you and I ’ll choke you!”

Joan shivered farther down in the 
bed. She could feel little waves of 
fear go down her spine. Too fright­
ened to scream, she crouched there, 
watching him with unblinking eyes.

Again the man pulled out his 
watch and then dropped into the 
chair, his eyes seeking Joan. For 
the first time he took note of her— 
of her tumbled brown hair, pushed 
back carelessly from a broad, white 
brow, eyes almost too large for her 
pointed little face, lips quivering 
childishly.

Even in her terror, Joan sawr the 
puzzled look grow in the man’s eyes, 
to be banished almost as quickly as 
it had appeared. His head turned
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automatically; some one was at the 
outer door.

Almost fiercely he faced Joan, 
leaning forward tensely.

“ Remember, not a word!” he whis­
pered, his eyes boring down into 
hers.

But he did not warn her soon 
enough, for Joan’s lips were already 
opening to cry out. Her breath was 
coming back. If some one were out­
side in the hall, she would call him. 
He would save her from this mad­
man!

“ You will, will you!”  The man 
sprang forward just as the outer 
door opened softly; just as the first 
faint sound issued from Joan’s lips. 
His hand circled her throat, one arm 
sliding about her shoulders, holding 
her so tightly against him that she 
couldn’t breathe. And then, while 
soft footsteps came toward the door, 
he bent his head and kissed her.

It was a hard, ruthless kiss, calcu­
lated to still her cries; a kiss that 
hurt dreadfully, that left Joan a 
limp rag hanging in the man's steely 
arms.

And as his lips burned on hers, 
Joan heard a woman’s heartbroken, 
panicky cry.

“ Bob! Oh, I didn’t believe it!”
Then, and then only, did the man 

lift his head. Slowly, his eyes seek­
ing Joan’s warningly, his hand sug­
gestively caressing her throat, he 
turned to face the woman in the 
doorway.

“ Oh!” she cried again, more 
faintly now, a bewildered look chas­
ing the dread from her face. “ Hugh! 
What are you------  Oh!” She fal­
tered into silence. She was a pretty 
young woman with childish blue 
eyes, Joan noted dazedly. “ I 
thought------ ”

The man named Hugh frowned, 
seemed to color with embarrass­
ment.

“ What on earth are you doing 
here, Martha?” His voice was 
softer than it had been. “ Do you 
think this is nice, butting into a 
man’s private business? Being my 
honored sister-in-law doesn’t quite 
give you this privilege.”

Martha squirmed visibly, her face 
coloring. “ I ’m awfully sorry, Hugh, 
but I— I guess I made a mistake.”  

Joan breathed heavily. She felt 
faint, as if just one more unexpected 
happening would send her far off 
into a dark world alone. From a 
distance she heard the man and 
the woman talking. She was aware 
finally that the man left her to walk 
to the door with the woman.

“ Just see that it doesn’t happen 
again,” he was saying coolly. “ I ’m 
not crazy about having my indis­
cretions known.”

Martha nodded. “ I ’m awfully 
sorry, Hugh; honestly I am.”  She 
lifted shamed eyes to his. “ I might 
as well tell you that I thought Bob 
was here.”

“ Bob?”  Hugh made a good job 
of his amazement. “ M y brother 
Bob?” he repeated incredulously.

“ Yes; wasn’t I silly?” Martha 
sighed with relief. “ Anyway, I 
promise not to tell anybody a word 
of this if”— she looked at him be­
seechingly— “ if you’ll promise not to 
tell Bob what I thought.”

Hugh laughed shortly. “ It’s a 
bargain.” He pushed her gently to­
ward the door. “ Now hurry home. 
I ’ll bet Bob is there waiting for 
you.”

Joan knew when he came back 
into the room and donned his coat. 
Through the half daze that envel­
oped her she knewT when he picked 
up his overcoat and then came to 
stand over her.

“ From now on you may as well 
get used to being without Bob,” he 
said grimly, his eyes raking her
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white, pitiful face. “ He won’t be 
coming back here. Do you under­
stand?”

His footsteps receded; a door 
slammed.

Joan awoke, blinking her eyes 
heavily against the morning sun 
that defied the curtains to keep it 
out. For long moments she lay there 
without thought, staring up at the 
slightly dingy ceiling. Then gradu­
ally things seeped into her mind.

She had come to New York on a 
two-weeks shopping trip to select 
her trousseau. She was in the apart­
ment she had taken in a huge build­
ing downtown, near enough to the 
stores.

Suddenly she sat up as if a spring 
had snapped within her. Horror 
came back with a rush to her heart. 
Trembling, she looked slowly around 
the room. Had it been real, or just 
a singularly clear nightmare?

The rosy bed lamp glowed feebly 
on the little table. On the floor lay 
the shopper’s guide she had been 
looking through, just where she had 
dropped it when she had nestled 
down under the covers before going 
to sleep.

Holding her breath, Joan’s eyes 
sought and found the chair where 
he had flung his coat and hat. A 
small pool of ivory silk lay under the 
chair. With stiff knees she got out 
of bed and went to the chair. Her 
cold fingers dragged out his scarf.

Then it hadn’t been a nightmare! 
A real man had been in her room. 
A real man who had kissed her so 
brutally.

Bending over to face the mirror, 
Joan saw her white face and heavy- 
lidded eyes. He had kissed those 
red lips of hers. His fingers had 
rested on her smooth neck.

She sank down limply in a chair, 
her mind a turmoil of racing

thoughts. What w'ould Harper say 
if he knew? He would probably 
want to break their engagement. 
He had never made any bones about 
his puritanical convictions. His 
sweetheart, his fiancee, his wife 
v on Id have to be free from all taint 
of gossip, wildness, inclination to 
run around.

Back home in Newburg that was 
perfectly all right. There was no 
place to run and nothing much to 
tempt one into a questionable situ­
ation.

Crouching in her chair, Joan knew 
that Harper had been right when he 
had said she should go to a nice quiet 
women’s hotel. But he had yielded 
a bit stiffly when Joan had pleaded 
to be allowed to take a furnished 
apartment. It would be cheaper, 
she had told him— the one sure way 
of gaining his consent— to have a 
place where she could cook her own 
meals.

And look what had happened the 
very first night!

Considering it all, Joan knew that 
there had been a big mistake some­
where. Either Hugh had gotten into 
the wrong apartment, or else the 
woman who had had it before her 
had left suddenly.

On impulse, Joan called the super­
intendent.

“ Who was the tenant who just 
left this apartment?” she asked the 
superintendent.

“ A Miss Trent. She left yester­
day afternoon just about an hour 
before you came,” the man told her.

So that was it! Miss Trent had 
been the woman who stood between 
Martha and Bob. Slowly Joan 
dressed, shivering each time she 
looked at the ivory-colored silk 
scarf. Hugh might come back for 
it. Just thinking of that caused hot 
and cold chills to chase down her 
spine.
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She couldn’t bear seeing him 
again. He was utterly ruthless.

She’d give up the apartment right 
away, without waiting for the end 
of the term of the agreement. It 
would be better to lose the money 
involved than to stay there and run 
the risk of having Hugh rush in 
again. It would be a thousand times 
better to go without some pretty 
gown and use the money for a hotel 
room than chance encountering an­
other such kiss!

It was while Joan was repacking 
her suitcase that the telegram came 
from Harper.

DRIVING DOW N TO CITY W IT H
FRIEND STOP SEE YOU AT EIGHT 

HARPER

Joan sighed a bit wistfully. Trust 
Harper not to add “ love”  for fear 
it would cost an extra nickel or two!

She caught her breath as a new 
thought struck her. Nov/ she’d have 
to stay in the apartment until Har­
per came. She couldn’t leave yet. 
He would be frightfully suspicious if 
he came there for her and the super­
intendent told him she had gene. 
He w'ould ask questions and tell her 
she was wastefully extravagant. 
She should have done her shopping 
in Newburg, rather than waste 
money going to New York.

And it would go on and on in­
definitely until Joan would wish for 
ear muffs or a ticket to the farthest 
end of the world.

Aside from conservatism, Harper 
was a fine fellow, steady-going, the 
type mothers adore pushing in front 
of daughter’s eyes and lauding to the 
heavens. He was good-looking, and 
the best catch in the city. Maybe 
that was why Joan had thought she 
cared for him.

“ Thought she cared!”  The words 
leaping unbidden to her mind star­

tled her. “ Thought she cared for 
Harper?”  Had it been only imagi­
nation?

Unwillingly her mind slid back to 
last night, to the memory of a man’s

deep-blue gaze, dark lashes, hard 
lips, firm arms. What would it be 
like to have them all for one’s own, 
with love there instead of hate?

Shaking away the thought, Joan 
put on her coat and hat and went 
out. Somehow she couldn’t bear the 
little apartment now. It was 
haunted by a blue-eyed man with 
firm, sweet lips. Joan blushed 
fiercely as she walked down the 
street. Sweet lips!
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“ I ’m the man who left the scarf here 
last night by mistake," Hugh said. 
“ And I ’m the man who’s going to 
demand an apology from you to this 

young lady."

Aimlessly she wandered through 
the stores, not buying, hardly look­
ing at the loaded counters. It made 
no difference suddenly that sales 
were on and that everything was a 
great deal cheaper. The interest 
that had brought her down from 
Newburg had suddenly gone, disap­
pearing into the limbo of forgotten 
things.

Once she stopped aghast at sight 
of a familiar dark-blue overcoat

topped with a gray felt hat. Her 
heart thumped madly. But it 
wasn’t Hugh. It was just some or­
dinary man walking along.

Shaking herself angrily, Joan hur­
ried on. What a little fool she was 
to think about a man who had 
frightened her half to death and then 
nearly choked her— and kissed her!

Eating a sketchy lunch in a sand­
wich shop, Joan wondered with 
quick panic if Hugh would come
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back for his scarf while Harper was 
there!

The thought was so horrible, so 
devastating, that Joan gasped and 
turned pale. If he did, Harper 
would know all about it. He 
wouldn't understand, either. He 
would make it his business to mis­
understand.

Joan didn’t finish her lunch. She 
scurried out into the street and 
started for the apartment. There 
was no one there when she reached 
it, tired and scared. And no one 
had been there. The ivory silk 
scarf still lay in a heap on the chair 
vrhere Joan had dropped it.

What should she do with it? 
Leave it with the superintendent? 
But would Hugh ask him first? He 
might.

Hastily Joan wrapped it up into 
a small, neat parcel, using the while 
paper and string that had come 
around the box of candy Harper had 
given her. Then she took it down 
to the superintendent.

“ A— gentleman left this,”  Joan 
stammered under his casual gaze.

“"Want me to give it to him?” the 
man drawled.

Joan nodded, face aflame, and 
hurried back upstairs. That was 
that. If only he stopped down there 
first!

But, after all, he didn’t. For not 
half an hour later some one knocked 
on the door. Joan glanced instinc­
tively at the clock. It was only five, 
too early for Harper. Then she was 
at the door, opening it, looking up 
into Hugh’s dark face.

“ May I come in?” he asked 
gravely, an entirely different man 
from the one he had been the previ­
ous night. “ I have an apology to 
make.”

He was almost humble then, and 
Joan felt her heart quicken excit­
edly. Without a word— she couldn’t

have spoken if her life had hung on 
it— she stood aside and let him pass 
into the tiny living room. She closed 
the door carefully, hoping he 
couldn’t hear her heart beat.

Then at last she faced him, try­
ing to keep her eyes steady on his 
face.

“ What must you think of me?” 
he asked simply, standing there, tow­
ering over her. “ I wouldn’t have 
blamed you if you’d refused to listen 
or to let me in just now,” he went 
on, tcvisting his hat in his hands.

Joan didn’t speak. She just stood 
there, a trifle breathless, suddenly 
warm, facing this man. Her hands 
got cold, so she held them tight to­
gether behind her, looking to the 
man more than ever like a child. 
He was remembering suddenly the 
wray she had looked last night, all 
tumbled hair and wide eyes. A 
frightened child! And he had been 
the cause.

He evaded his conscience and 
then resolutely came back to it.

“ I was terrible,” he told her
thickly. “ I should be flogged------ ”
He stopped, aware that Joan was 

faintly smiling.
“ And I should be the one to do 

it,” she said gravely, tilting her chin 
the shade of an inch. “ I hope you 
enjoyed it.”

He winced. “ I deserved that,” 
he muttered, turning to pace the 
floor quickly. “ But if you knew, if 
you could possibly see my side of 
it, you might realize. It was a hor­
rible mistake!”

Suddenly he was pleading, com­
ing closer to bend down and look 
into her eyes.

“ I thought you were------ ”
“ Miss Trent?” Joan put in qui­

etly, and saw him start.
“ You know her?” he demanded 

quickly.
“ I merely rented the apartment
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I:c v.waled.” Juan was so cool that 
she surprised even herself.

"Then that’s why it all hap­
pened!" He was eager now. “ Can’t 
you see how it happened? I came, 
thinking you were this Trent woman, 
though how I ever made such a mis­
take------ ” His voice died away
while he stared with deep concen­
tration into her eyes.

Joan steeled herself against that 
gaze. If she melted one bit, some­
thing would happen. She knew sud­
denly, definitely, that something ter­
rible would happen. She had only 
to let herself go.

“ Well, it’s over, and that’s that, 
isn’t it?’’ Very coolly she moved 
out of his reach, out of the steady 
pull of his blue eyes.

“ Yes, of course.” He pulled him­
self together, bit his lip. How sensi­
tive they were, those finely modeled 
lips that last night had been so stern, 
so thin! Catching herself in time, 
Joan turned her eyes away from his 
face.

"Y ou ’ll accept my ^polagies, I 
hope,” he urged.

“ Yes,” she sairl with seeming care­
lessness, fumbling a bit with her 
hair. Anything to keep from reach­
ing out to him, telling him to stay! 
“ It ’s quite all right. Mistakes will 
happen.”

She was so cool he was uneasy, 
so nonchalant he was puzzled, so 
serene he grew cold. There was 
no use remembering the softness of 
her lips under his, or the feel of her 
satiny shoulders under his hands.

Hugh squared his shoulders and 
bowed shortly.

“ Then that is all,” he said.
And that was that.
Joan stood leaning against the 

door after he had gone, her eyes wet. 
A pain in her heart grew worse un­
til it seemed to spread through her 
whole being.

“ Oil, you fool, you fool!” die told 
herself desolately, sobbing aloud. 
“ Crying over a man you saw only 
twice; a man who kissed you hor­
ribly, brutally! And now you’re 
liking it!”

That was wdiat hurt, her memory 
of that kiss. Guiltily she realized 
that she remembered it clearly, even 
to the fascinating roughness of his 
cheek as it rubbed hers.

“ I could shake you, Joan!”  she 
berated herself. “ A’ ou’re old enough 
to know' better! You’re engaged to 
Harper. You love him; you know 
you do!” But the final words were 
sc. weak that they died away in a 
whisper while Joan went to stare 
into a mirror. “ Joan, look at me.” 
She stared truthfully at herself. 
“ You don’t love Harper; you know’ 
it.” Her image nodded slowly. “ You 
love that brute, Hugh!”

She sat down abruptly and wiped 
her eyes. Well, it was better to 
know the truth. There was no use 
lying to herself.

And then Harper came. Joan 
heard him outside the door and has­
tily rubbed some powder over her 
tear-stained face. She’d have to 
keep the lights low, or he would 
surely want to know why she had 
been crying.

He stalked in, curiously chilly.
“ How are you, Joan?” He held 

her off, looking searchingly into her 
face.

“ Why, I ’m fine.” She smiled 
valiantly. “ I ’m so glad to see you.”

“ Miss me very much?” Still he 
held her off, measuring her with cool 
eyes.

“ Of course.” Joan tried to speak 
lightly. Inwardly she was saying: 
“ Shall I tell him now I don’t love 
him, or wait until later?”  Out­
wardly she smiled and made small 
talk. “ I went window shopping to­
day.”
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“ What did you do last night?” 
Harper’s voice was suddenly grim, 
purposeful, and his fingers bit down 
hard on her shoulders. “ What did 
you do last night?”

Color fled from Joan’s face, and 
then flooded up again in a riotous 
wave. Her eyes faltered.

“ Why, I just stayed in,”  she stam­
mered, knowing he suspected some­
thing. “ I went to bed early.” 

Harper let her go so suddenly that 
she swayed and had to cling to a 
chair to gain her balance. His face 
was stern, granitelike in its coldness.

“ Then probably you entertained 
the owner of this”— lie flung out his 
hand suddenly, and in it was the 
ivory silk scarf— “ before you went
to bed. Or------ ”  He raised his
brows.

Joan whitened, drew a deep 
breath.

“ You dare say such a thing to 
me!”  Cold rage rose within her. 
“ You dare suggest such a thing!” 

“ I dare anything when you lie to 
me and then I find this, left at the 
office for the gentleman who called 
last night!”  Furiously Harper flung 
the words at her. He twisted the 
silk scarf into a knot and flung that, 
too. It lay limply between them on 
the floor.

“ It was all a mistake,” Joan tried 
to say calmly, knowing she should 
feel that Harper was justified in 
adopting this attitude. The scarf 
was rather incriminating. Still, she 
was his fiancee. He loved her. He 
should believe in her. “ If you’ll lis­
ten without going off the handle,” 
she added, “ I ’ll explain.”

“ Oh, I go off the handle, do I?” 
he sneered, his good-looking face 
twisting into ugly lines. “ I suppose 
I should grin and forgive you and 
say it doesn’t matter! I suppose I 
should laugh gayly and say I ’ll still 
marry you! Well”— he breathed

deeply— “ I won’t. So far as I ’m 
concerned, you’re all washed up. 
I ’m through, completely through.”

Joan just stood there listening, a 
vast sense of release and peace flood­
ing her soul. Suddenly it didn’t 
matter that Harper was furious, 
rightly so, perhaps, depending on 
the way you looked at it. All that 
mattered was the fact that she was 
free to love Hugh, even if she never 
saw him again.

“ That’s right, stand there smil­
ing!” Harper raved on, suddenly 
half mad with anger. “ Go on, grin, 
laugh at me, the poor fool who let 
himself be kidded into thinking you 
were his girl!”

Joan gasped and then was very 
still. For a new voice had broken 
into Harper’s tirade, a voice that 
Joan knew well.

“ Just a minute, there.”  Hugh 
came into the room, his face white, 
his lips twitching. “ I ’ve been stand­
ing out there, wondering whether to 
come in and knock you down now 
or wait until you get outside.”

Harper grew red with fury.
“ Who are you?” he shouted, ad­

vancing threateningly. “ You’re the 
man who-------”

Hugh’s fist successfully stopped 
Harper’s remarks for the time being.

“ I ’m the man who left the scarf 
here last night by mistake.” Hugh 
stood over him, a grim look in his 
eyes. “ And I ’m the man who’s go­
ing to demand an apology from you 
to this young lady.”

Joan trembled. She was leaning 
against the wall, her hands clasped 
so tightly that they hurt. Her heart 
was in her eyes as she watched 
Hugh.

Harper was sitting up, resentfully 
feeling his jaw.

“ I want to warn you,”  Hugh went 
on clearly, “ that I once held the 
wrestling championship at Prince-
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ten, with a bit of fighting thrown in. 
So don’t try any funny tricks.”
• Harper grunted and got to his 

feet.
“ Now7 apologize to the lady.”  

Hugh prodded him. “ And make it 
a good one.

Harper turned to Joan. “ I'm 
sorry I made a mistake in— in think­
ing things.” He fairly snarled the 
words. “ Though you couldn't blame 
me------

Hugh stepped over lightly and 
grabbed his wrist in a steellike grip.

“ I said apologize,” he hinted 
softly.

And Harper did, sullenly, but at 
least civilly. Then Hugh let him go.

Joan's knees began to weaken. It 
was queer how7 fright or excitement 
went to her knees. She wanted to 
stand erect and thank Hugh, but 
somehow she couldn’t. Her knees 
just slid out from under her and let 
her down flat on the floor.

And there she sat, hands going 
swiftly to cover her face, while the 
tears came pouring out between her 
fingers. In a moment she heard 
Hugh move, felt him kneeling down 
beside her. The first gentle touch 
of his hand on her shoulder unnerved 
her completely.

“ Joan tell me”—it was hard to stay apart when they were so close- 
“ did you—did you remember last night, when I  kissed you?”
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“ Child, don’t!” His voice, soft, 
pleading, came through the sound 
of her own sobs. “ Please! I ’m 
sorry if I did wrong.”

His arm went around her shoul­
ders lightly, almost as if he were 
afraid.

“ Don’t cry so. It hurts.”  His 
voice was muffled a bit.

That sent Joan’s head up. He 
looked so miserable kneeling there, 
his blue eyes dejected, his lips droop­
ing at the corners.

“ Do you want me to get him 
back?” hopelessly Hugh asked her. 
“ I can rush out. He can’t have 
gone very far.”

Joan shook her head, unable to 
stop the tears.

“ Don’t you dare!” she sobbed. “ I 
hate him—I despise him!”

A queer heady light began to glow 
far behind the man’s eyes.

“ What did you say?” he asked 
with forced politeness. “ Did you 
say you hated him?”

Joan nodded violently.
“ And not me?” He was bending 

nearer. Heavens; he was actually 
sitting down on the floor, too! “ You 
don’t hate me?”

Joan shook her head. “ No,”  she 
whispered between lessening sobs.

The man sighed and relaxed, his 
back against the wall. Very care­
fully he withdrew his arm, and sat 
there holding his hands loosely.

“ I want to tell you a story,” he 
said softly, throwing his head back, 
staring at the patch of light over 
the one small lighted lamp. “ Will 
you listen?”

Joan wiped her eyes and mur­
mured a timid “ Yes.”

“ Once upon a time there was a 
man who had a brother who loved 
to flirt. And this brother vrho loved 
to flirt married a very sweet girl who 
undoubtedly deserved better atten­
tion than she got. So the man tried

hard to set the flirtatious brother’s 
feet in the path he should go. And 
when it seemed that one special in­
discretion was bound to be found 
out by the wife, the man rushed, over 
to save the wife’s happiness. But 
he found out afterward”—Hugh 
drew a deep breath— “ that the 
brother had already come to his 
senses and was through with his in­
discretion. And the man also found 
out that he couldn’t quite forget a 
girl whom he had insulted.”

Joan gasped and whispered a 
faint “ No!”

“ Her sweet eyes haunted him all 
night. Her”— Hugh cast one swift 
glance down at Joan’s lips and then 
turned quickly away— “ her sweet­
ness held him. He couldn’t forget 
her, so he came back.”

There was a silence, falling softly 
between them. Joan felt her heart 
lifting magically.

“ Joan”— he met her gaze then, 
smiling at her start of surprise— “ I 
asked the superintendent for your 
name. That’s how I happened to 
hear about the scarf. I sort of im­
agined it would be in the package 
you left. When the superintendent 
said he had given it to another man, 
I hurried right up. Something told 
me you needed me.”

There was no use fighting against 
his eyes, his magnetic voice.

“ I did need you awfully,” she 
said, tilting her head back against 
the wall.

He was awfully7 quiet, his eyes 
searching hers, his hands not daring 
to reach out.

“ Joan, tell me”— it was hard to 
stay/ apart when they were so close 
— “ did yTou— did you remember last 
night, when I kissed you?”

Her eyes closed, her hands went 
up swiftly to him.

“ Oh, Hugh, if you only knew how 
I remembered!”
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Then his arms reached out for her 
end gathered her to him, held her 
so close she could feel his heart re­
verberating through her. His rough 
cheek slid down hers with the most 
fascinating feeling in the world, and 
then the world stood still. He 
kissed her.

Now his lips were no longer bru­
tal, but soft, sweet, warm. They 
touched her cheek, her ears, her 
neck, and then sought her lips again 
and again, until neither had much 
breath left.

“ Darling, you believe that I love 
you, even if I haven’t known you 
for years?” he held her off one mo­
ment to ask.

“ I know, because I love you, too,” 
Joan told him dreamily. “ Love

doesn’t take years. It took just 
twenty-four hours for me.”

Hugh sighed and drew her back 
into his arms.

“ And I nearly let you go,” over 
and over he marveled. “ Suppose 
we’d never met again? All my life 
I would have been sorry.”

Against his heart, Joan sighed, 
too.

“ M y love would have found you,” 
she said confidently, “ no matter 
where you were, across the world or 
right on the same street.”

So Hugh forgot to sigh for what 
had almost happened, and began to 
make up for all the time he had lost 
—kissing sweet lips, feeling warm 
arms around his neck, a mist of hair 
in his face— Joan, his love!

' y ^ H A T  do you do Thursday nights? Or 
don’t you do anything but sit around 

the house and fret because Tom broke his 
date with you or because you couldn’t go to 
Mary Jane’s party? W hy don’t you tune in 
on the Love Story Radio Hour and treat 
yourself to half an hour of real, honest-to- 
goodness pleasure? Try it some time— re­
member, 9:30, Eastern time, every Thursday 

night.



Dan Cupid Announcing
By Doris Falbron

SUDDENLY, Lae] had a wild de­
sire to throw her violin to the 
floor with a crash loud enough 

to shatter the sound-proof walls, 
then to rush from the broadcasting 
room, slamming the unslammable 
door behind her.

She had been tucking the inno­
cent violin under her firm, small chin 
when suddenly she noticed the won­
dering half-awed expression in Ken 
Nickerson’s gray eyes as he looked 
at Persis Parker, the waiting singer.

Ken was most decidedly Lael’s fa­
vorite person, had been for so long 
she couldn’t exactly remember when 
it had all started. And Persis was 
the exquisite blond studio singer who 
had fascinated Ken with her lovely 
violet eyes and gorgeous, rich voice, 
the girl who made Lael want to cry, 
and break things, and run until she 
was exhausted.

Lael just couldn’t give Ken up to 
anybody! She swallowed the aching 
lump in her throat, clasped her vio­
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lin a little more tightly, and nodded 
her dark curly head toward the big 
clock.

“ Half a minute to go, Ken,”  she 
reminded him, trying to speak casu­
ally, but he blinked, then smiled a 
trifle ruefully. Lael knew that he 
had just remembered where he was, 
and she watched him anxiously un­
til he took his place before the 
microphone, just as the wall light 
flashed red. They were on the air!

“ This is Station K X R T  of Rose 
City, California,” came that deep, 
dear voice, which even yet could 
tremble occasionally from “ mike”  
fright, so new was it to the air. 
“ Your announcer is Kenneth Nicker­
son, who now presents Persis Parker 
in the Home Folks’ Hour.” He 
paused. Lael knew that he wanted 
those two names to sail forth in 
splendid isolation. Then he went 
on: “ Lael Dimond will accompany 
on the violin, with Miss Rachel 
Doone at the studio piano. I pre­
sent Persis Parker!”

Even that vast, unseen audience 
must have known how Ken felt 
about Persis. His voice lingered 
over her name as if it were some­
thing infinitely precious.

Lacks eyes were stormy as she 
took her place near the mike. She 
didn’t realize how lovely she looked 
in her white skirt, orange sweater, 
and beret— like a gay California 
poppy, swaying in the soft, sweet 
breeze, or like a golden autumn leaf, 
sparkling in a bright patch of sun­
light. She was thinking only of Ken 
—the way he looked at Persis, the 
way he spoke her name. Piano and 
violin plunged into the opening 
measures of the first number, and 
then the rich sweet tones of Persis 
Parker took up the song.

Persis had a glorious voice; Lael 
admitted that, in all honesty. Two 
of the larger stations, which had re­

fused her at first, were cautiously 
tempting her now. Well, let them! 
K X R T  needed good talent, but the 
blond singer couldn’t leave any too 
soon to suit Lael.

It would be a blow to Ken if 
Persis left, but— confound it!— he 
didn’t have to stand there with that 
lovesick expression on his face! Or 
if he had to be like that, Lael’s 
thoughts plunged on, why couldn’t 
he choose a less public place than 
the main broadcasting room, with 
the gaping audience— especially that 
plump middle-aged woman watching 
them so intently—just beyond the 
thick glass that separated them 
from the lobby! Lael blinked her 
eyes hard. She wouldn’t shed a sin­
gle tear over Ken, the poor fish! 
He probably thought he was in an 
aquarium!

During the next song, she moved a 
little nearer to the piano. Persis 
stepped back to follow her. What 
a ridiculous thing to do!— Lael 
thought quickly. And why was 
Persis looking at her wide-eyed with 
accusing dismay, just as if Lael were 
doing something wrong?

Very gently, Ken touched Persis’s 
arm, pushed her back into position 
before the microphone, but Lael had 
seen her nervousness, caught the 
slight tremble in her voice. Persis 
was worried about something, 
seemed to be trying to convey a mes­
sage. All at once Lael nodded and 
smiled. She understood. Of course, 
Persis was right. Lael’s keen mu­
sician’s ear had detected the mo­
notony of voice, piano, and violin 
all carrying the melody.

She could remedy that. At the 
start of the second verse of the song, 
Lael dropped into a minor obbligato 
to build up the accompaniment. It 
was much better that way, really 
lovely.

And then suddenly Persis faltered
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in her singing! Straight toward Lael 
she gazed, and her violet eyes were 
almost black with pent-up rage and 
accusation. Lael flushed and tried 
to look away. What in the world 
was the matter? She remembered 
now that Persis had asked her al­
ways to carry the melody, but 
surely, when the piano was carrying 
it, too, it was all right for Lael to 
vary a bit. What in the world did 
Persis want, anyhow?— Lael won­
dered bewiideredly.

Was Persis crazy, letting her 
senseless irritation affect her singing 
that way? Her voice was horrible 
now, flatting on the high notes, never 
quite true. Nervousness always did 
that to Persis, and she would allow 
herself to get upset over nothing at 
all. Lael could see the clenched 
hands, the taut cords on the singer’s 
neck.

Then Lael glanced over at Iven, 
and his worried, tense face caught 
at her heart. Didn’t he know she 
was doing her best? But she under­
stood Ken. Right now he was im­
agining the great group of listeners 
he had interested in the Home Folks’ 
Hour, the one time of the day that 
the studio had turned over to him 
for his own, to build up, to cherish. 
Lael saw the pain and worry in his
grav eves. He didn’t know \vhatthe
mattet  was, but it was his habit to
turn to Lael when things went
wron e;. She had to do something
quick!y. She must put Persis right
a cam! 

Lae1 stepped very close to the di S-
trade d singer, and at the start of
the h st verse of the song, caught
up the melody. Clear and loud and 
true she carried it. Persis caught 
her steadiness, and the song ended 
on a sustained, sure note.

Ken made his brief announce­
ment, and the m l light blinked out. 
From the small room behind them,

Roger Dunlee, chief broadcaster, 
made his station announcement, and 
then from the organ studio across 
the hall, another program went on.

Suddenly some one clutched Lael’s 
arm, held it fiercely. She turned to 
see Persis Parker close beside her, 
her face white with fury.

“ You did that on purpose!”  she 
accused, and Lael wondered how so 
sweet a singer could speak so rasp- 
inglv. “ You dropped— you deliber­
ately upset me— trying to ruin my 
singing!”

“ Don’t, Persis!”  Lael begged. “ I 
thought that was what you wanted. 
It sounded awful, all three of us on 
one tune.”

“ I ’d told you what to do! You 
had no business to change!” Persis 
cried wildly. “ You— you-------”

“ Listen, Persis, you’re just ex­
cited,”  Ken began, and Lael winced 
at the gentleness of his voice. 
“ Whatever Lael did, she didn’t mean 
to hurt vou. And no one noticed it 
at all.” ‘

“ Oh, you don’t know!” Persis 
wailed, turning to him in tearv ap­
peal. “ You don’t understand, Ken. 
She knows that any sort of change 
upsets me. I— I can’t stand it!”

“ Really, Lael”— Ken looked at 
her, his gray eyes hurt, bewildered 
— “ I wish vou’d try to help Persis 
more. She’s so high-strung and 
nervous; all artists are like that, I 
guess. You’ll have to be a little 
more thoughtful, Lael, even if it is 
hard for you to understand a tem­
perament like hers.”

Lael looked away. She had to 
hide the hurt in her eyes, the dull 
ache that made her heart a heavy 
lump. She wanted to get far away 
where she would never again see 
these two together, where she 
wouldn’t have to listen to Ken 
blame her for Persis’s mistakes. Si­
lently, holding her violin tightly in
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her hands, she moved toward the 
door.

But Persis was not to be stilled. 
She was weeping softly now, and 
Persis was lovelier than ever when 
she wept.

“ If you ever let me down again, 
Lael Dimond,”  she sobbed, “ I won’t 
let you play for me any more! You 
knew the other stations listen in to 
check up on my work! And you 
deliberately------ ”

“ Listen, both of you!” Lael held 
her small curly head very high, and 
her eyes were flaming darkly in her 
little heart-shaped face. “ If you 
don’t like my playing, why— that’s 
that. I ’m through. And now I ’m 
going to get out of here. This room 
may be sound-proof, but they can 
see out there.”  Lael shrugged to­
ward the outside lobby, tucked her 
instrument under her arm, and 
pushed open the heavy door into the 
inner hall. She had to go, for the 
treacherous tears were already blur­
ring her eyes.

“ Just a minute, Lael!”  somebody 
called. She stood still, waiting for 
Roger Dunlee, the chief announcer, 
as he slipped out of the little room 
and followed her. “ Come into the 
office, child. There’s some one there 
to meet you.”

She was grateful for the kindly 
consideration of this gray-haired 
man, who always made everything 
easy for her. It helped to have 
some one think of her.

Then they were in the office, and 
he was introducing her to the plump 
middle-aged woman who had been 
watching them so intently through 
the heavy windows.

“ Madame d’Arvil, this is our little 
violinist. The other stations have 
been trying to take her away, but 
she’s loyal to us.”

He smiled quizzically at Lael, 
who flushed at his gentle teasing. 

LS—3E

She knew he had guessed why she 
stayed on at K X R T , where Ken was 
working so hard to make his Home 
Folks’ Hour popular.

And then suddenly she compre­
hended the other woman’s identity. 
Her eyes grew wide with awed win­
der. Madame d’Arvil was actually 
here in this small studio, and Lael 
was being introduced to her! 
Madame d’Arvil, singer of grand- 
opera roles without peer, the great­
est voice in all the wide world!

“ I ’m— I ’m so proud!”  Lael gasped, 
and hugged her violin to her in 
childish fashion. “ I— why, I saw 
you in ‘Aida’ last week, but I didn’t 
recognize you here at first.”

“ Of course not!”  returned the 
older woman with prompt kindness. 
“ One looks so different without the 
make-up. But you play beautifully, 
child. I have heard you over the 
air, and to-day I come here to see 
you for sure.”

Lael felt like a gawky little girl 
as she stammered her thanks.

“ To-morrow night we have the 
program for the poor unemployed,”  
went on madame. “ M y own accom­
panist, he have gone East, but per­
haps you will play for me— yes?”

Lael’s brown eyes opened wide, 
and she caught her breath. The 
artist program to-morrow night was 
to be given over the double net­
work, nation-wide, world-wide! The 
greatest talent in the world woidd 
go on the air for one solid hour of 
beauty. From Los Angeles, Madame 
d’Arvil would sing, with a famous 
actor introducing her. And now, 
unknown little Lael Dimond had 
been asked to accompany the great 
singer, while the whole world lis­
tened!

“ You’ll be at the other station, 
anyway, Lael,”  said Roger Dunlee, 
knowing she was too confused to 
speak, “ In the half hour before the
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big hook-up, K TCK  has asked each Ken Nickerson to announce for us. 
smaller studio to send talent. Persis It will give the youngster a chance 
Parker will go from here to sing, and to advertise his Home Folks’ Hour.”

Lael turned to see Persis Parker close beside her, her face white with 
fury. “ You did that on purpose!” she accused. “ You deliberately upset 

me—trying to ruin my singing!”
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“ You have a good technique, and 
are very, very sympathetic and wise 
as an accompanist. Since I first 
heard, I have admired your sensi­
tive music,” Madame d’Arvil went 
on. “ And so you will be my little 
violinist for the three songs?”

“ Oh, I ’m so happy!”  cried Lacl, 
her eyes shining with soft, radiant 
joy. “ I— I never dreamed of so 
much honor and happiness!”

Madame patted her shoulder 
gently.

“ Youth, it is so enthusiastic,”  she 
sighed. “ But to play for me, per­
haps it will help you. We shall take 
special pains to have your name said 
clearly. And now here is the music. 
You will practice before to-morrow, 
yes? And to-morrow afternoon at 
four you will meet me at KTCK, 
and we will go over them together.” 

Lael never really knew how she 
thanked Madame d ’Arvil or said 
good-by when the older woman left. 
Dazedly, she gathered up the music 
and went out. She wasn’t on the 
air again for almost two hours. She 
would go into a vacant room and re­
hearse.

“ Oh, Lael!” Ken’s voice was jubi­
lant. Had he heard her wonderful 
news? “ Isn’t it great? Aren’t we 
proud?” He caught her arm.

“ I ’m thrilled to death, Ken,”  she 
smiled, and she forgot the pain and 
bewilderment of half an hour before. 
If Ken was so happy over the big 
chance that had come to her, he 
must care a little. Nothing else 
mattered. Ken was here, rejoicing 
with her, proud of her!

“ To think”— his gray eyes held a 
dreamy, far-away look— “ of their 
asking Persis to sing just before the 
big broadcast at KCTK! People 
will tune in ahead of time just to 
be sure of not missing any of the 
big program, and they’ll hear Persis! 
It ’s a marvelous opportunity for her

— for you, too, Lael,”  he added, as 
an afterthought. “ It ’ll be a good 
thing for you to be announced as 
her accompanist.”

There was a moment of tense si­
lence. Lael wondered if her breath 
would ever be even again, if the 
loud thrumming of her heart would 
ever cease. Then she heard herself 
saying as if from a great distance: 

“ But I ’m not Persis’s accompanist 
any more. Never any more!”

“ Oh, you didn’t mean that, Lael! 
You aren’t really peeved at Persis, 
honey. You can’t be! Why, I told 
her you’d play; she’s been awfully 
upset about it. You’ve never been 
mean, Lael. You’ve always under­
stood. And Persis was so nervous. 
She’s high-strung, you know, and 
awfully temperamental. You know 
how real artists are, Lael.”

Lael couldn’t answer. She was 
fighting back the maddening tears. 
Others called her an artist— every 
one but Ken— yet, no one expected 
her to be temperamental.

“ You will play for her, won’t you, 
Lael? She’s set her heart on it. 
And she has such a marvelous voice, 
a golden voice!”  He said the last 
words slowly, as if he loved the 
sound of them.

“ Yes, Persis has a wonderful 
voice,” Lael answered, “ but I seem 
to make her nervous. And she 
doesn’t really need the violin. Miss 
Doone does well enough, and I think 
it’s best for me not to risk upset­
ting her any more.”

“ But you can’t do that, Lael! 
It would spoil it all— not having you 
there on my Home Folks’ Hour! 
Why, we’ve built it up together— 
you used to play solos before we 
found Persis— and it’s your program 
as much as mine! W e’ve always
talked it over. Why, you------ ” He
stopped, confused, then went on 
pleadingly: “ You said once, Lael,

85
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that you’d do anything to help, and 
I want you to help now. Won’t you 
please play for Persis— because I ask 
it?”

She hesitated a moment, thought 
how it would hurt her to see Ken 
and Persis in the broadcasting room 
every night, herself left out. And 
Ken depended upon her so.

“ Please, Lael!” he asked again.
“ Oh, all right,”  she said at last in 

a tired little voice. “ I ’ll try once 
more, Ken, and I ’ll do my best, but 
if I do keep on upsetting her------ ”

“ You won’t,” he said confidently, 
catching her hand and pulling her 
down the hall to the door of the 
concert studio, now off the air.

“ Persis and Miss Donne are in 
there now, waiting for you to come 
in and practice the songs for to­
morrow night,”  he said. “ And 
thanks a lot, Lael. Now go on in 
and be a good girl!”

“ But------ ” Then Lael stopped.
She was already familiar with two 
of Madame d’Arvil’s songs. It 
wouldn’t take long to get them all 
in shape. There would be time to 
practice to-morrow morning. Roger 
Dunlee would arrange to use phono­
graph records on those two unim­
portant, in-between quarter hours, 
and let her have the morning to 
herself.

“ All right,”  she finished.
Persis made no mention of their 

recent disagreement. For almost an 
hour, Lael patiently went over again 
and again the phrases she knew were 
too difficult for Persis’s half-trained 
voice. Ken came in later, his face, 
too, wore a worried expression.

“Listen, Persis,” Lael suggested 
gently, when they stopped to rest a 
moment. “Why work so hard over 
this? Why don’t you choose some­
thing that you know well, something 
simpler, that you won’t feel so nerv­
ous about?”

“Yes, Persis, why take on these 
new ones when you do the others 
so beautifully?” Ken agreed.

Persis’s blue eyes were dark pools 
of anger as she turned upon Lael.

“ What do you know about it?” 
she flared. “ I suppose you don’t 
want me to attract too much atten­
tion! You’d like to have me fail! 
After what I was going to do for 
you, too!”

“ And what was that?”  asked Lael 
wonderingly.

“ I was going to take you with 
me when I went to a bigger station!” 
Persis snapped. “ I was going to 
make them take you as my official 
accompanist! It would have been 
a. step upward for you, if you had 
sense enough to know it!”

“ And why should I want to go to 
a bigger station?” asked Lael, push­
ing her orange beret back on her 
dark head, as she bent loŵ er over 
the task of tightening a string.

“ Why —  why —  because —  any­
body wants to get up in the world!”

Lael caught the bewildered look 
on Ken’s face. Didn’t Persis mind 
hurting him? Poor old Ken! Hadn’t 
it ever occurred to him that the 
blond singer might be taken by one 
of the larger stations?

“ But, Persis,” he said helplessly, 
“ I thought you liked it here, would 
stay and work up with Lael and 
me. I know K X R T  is a small sta­
tion, but it’s new. Later on we may 
be as great as the others! We— 
why, Lael has stayed! She could 
have gone to K N X  last January, or 
she could have gone to KHJ only a 
month ago, but she stayed!”

“I don’t believe it!” snapped Per­
sis, then at the shocked expression 
on Ken’s face, she laughed apolo­
getically. “Or if she stayed, it was 
because she wanted to be near you. 
Oh, you ought to know it, Ken 
Nickerson! Lael’s crazy about you!”
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He said pleadingly: “ You said once, Lael, that you’d do anything
to help, and I want you to help now.”

“ Persis!”  cried Lael.
“ Well, it’s true,”  Persis laughed 

cruelly. “ You ’re in love with Ken. 
That’s why you put up with so much 
from him. That’s why you stay on, 
mooning around him like-------”

“ Stop it!”  Lael had laid down 
her precious violin, and now she 
stood facing Persis, her small, cap­
able violinist’s fingers curled tightly 
into her firm little palms. Her 
brown eyes were blazing, bright with
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the angry, mortified tears she was 
holding back.

“ Don’t talk that way, Persis,”  
Ken begged, his face crimson. “ Lael 
and I are just friends, have been for 
years.”

“ Sometimes I think you’re half in
love with her yourself------ ” Persis
beganj’ithen she stopped, as if half- 
frightened at what she had said. 
“ Oh, Ken!” she laughed self-con­
sciously. “ You must forgive me! I 
didn’t mean that. Of course, Lac! 
is just a friend. Every singer is 
nervous before an important appear­
ance, easily upset by little, annoying 
disturbances.”

“ Since I seem always to be the 
one who gets on your nerves, there’s 
no use for me to try any more!” 
Lael cried. “ You can get another 
accompanist. I ’m through— this 
time I mean for good!” And pick­
ing up her violin, she fled from the 
room, her head held proudly high, 
but her heart throbbing achingly.

She never wanted to see any of 
them again— not poor, startled 
Rachel Doone, whose thin, elderly 
hands had trembled with embarrass­
ment to hear love spoken of so 
openly; not Persis Parker, with her 
scarlet, mocking mouth and her 
beautiful, cruel eyes; most assuredly 
not Ken Nickerson, whose face had 
flushed darker and darker, as he 
realized what Persis had said.

Going down the hall, Lael passed 
the glass wall of the studio she had 
just left. She didn’t want to look, 
but something overpowering drew 
her unwilling gaze to the scene 
within— Persis, alone with Ken, close 
to him, her two white arms steal­
ing up around his neck.

All the next morning, Lael prac­
ticed, but her heart was a heavy, 
hurting thing. She should be radi­
antly happy, she told herself; she

was going to play for Madame d’Ar- 
vil to-night.

But she could think only of Persis 
and Ken at the station, working to­
gether without her. Through all the 
nights of the world to come, the 
Home Folks’ Flour would be sent 
on the air, and Lael' Dimond, who 
had played on its first presentation, 
would not be there. Persis would 
sing, and Ken would stand by, 
watching her tenderly, proudly. 
Perhaps he would miss Lael for a 
little while, but then he would for­
get entirely. Working with them 
had been agony, but what a long- 
drawjj torture working without Ken 
would be!

If only Lael had been away from 
the studio that day, three months 
before, when Persis Parker had been 
given her audition! If it hadn’t been 
for Lael, probably the blond singer 
would never have come to K X R T  
to sing.

“ A wonderful voice,”  Roger Dun- 
lee had judged with a puzzled 
frown on his face, “ but it doesn’t 
seem sure of itself, somehow.”

“ The piano lacks something.” 
Persis Parker had stood before them, 
nervously twisting her handkerchief. 
“ If I could have the violinist— I 
heard her playing for that man a 
while ago— and try again, I know 
I ’d be better.”

K X R T , so young itself, was 
friendly to all beginners.

“ Certainly!” said Roger Dunlee, 
pushing Lael toward her. “ Lael’s 
the studio stand-by. She’ll be glad 
to play for you.”

So Persis had sung again, that 
time steadily and truly, and she had 
been given a chance on Ken’s Home 
Folks’ Hour. And out of the ac­
quaintance had sprung Ken’s love 
for the golden-haired, golden-voiced 
singer.

At three o’clock, Lael received a
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telephone message from Madame 
d’Arvil’s secretary. “ I ’m Miss 
Terry, madame’s secretary. She has 
been detained and cannot practice 
with you this afternoon. She and 
her pianist will meet you at K CTK  
at seven thirty.”

Seven thirty! That would be just 
half an hour before the big program, 
with no chance to practice again, if 
anything were wrong. But nothing 
would be wrong! Lae! had the music 
splendidly now, knew that she could 
play all the songs well. She would 
be almost perfect when she had fol­
lowed rnadame and her experienced 
pianist through them once.

And she would be too busy to hear 
Persis sing and Ken announce on 
the preceding all-station program.

She was at the big station at seven 
o ’clock that night, so that not a 
single moment should be lost after 
madame was ready for her. And 
once there in the big, busy place, 
Lael found herself thrilled as she 
had never been before, not even on 
the night when K X R T  had opened 
up! In the tense, excited atmosphere 
preceding the big program, she al­
most forgot her heartache for a little 
while. That is, until she saw Ken.

“ Lael, I ’m so glad you came,” he 
said, relieved. “ That kid we found 
to play for Persis isn’t doing a bit 
well. You came to play for her, 
didn’t you?”

She shook her head mutely, and 
finally managed to speak. “ I ’m on 
the program. You haven’t heard?”

“ No,” he said vaguely, his face 
troubled. “ Persis has kept me so 
busy all day. Say, Lael, have you 
an extra E string? That kid showed 
up without a spare, and, of course, 
the first thing he’d do was to break 
one! I ’m on my way downstairs 
for one now, but they’re in a hurry.”

“ But, Ken,” Lael objected, “ I 
can’t be without my spare. M y own

E string is frayed, and I meant to 
change it as soon as I got into the
practice room. I ’m afraid-------”

“ Oh, be a good scout, honey!”  Ken 
pleaded. “ I ’ll take it in to him, 
then slip down and get you another. 
It ’ll save time for us, and every 
minute is precious!”

The look in his eyes was too plead­
ing, too appealing. Impulsively, 
Lael opened her case and handed 
the E string to him.

“ You won’t forget, Ken?” she 
asked anxiously. “ It ’s terribly im­
portant!”

“ Do I ever forget?”  Ken coun­
tered reproachfully.

He passed through the door 
marked “ No Admittance.”  Lael 
turned to the woman who had 
slipped into the chair next to hers, 
and who had touched her elbow.

“ This is Miss Dimond?” the 
woman smiled. “ I ’m Miss Terry, 
Madame d’Arvil’s secretary. She 
will be here shortly. She was afraid 
you’d see in the papers that her own 
violinist has returned, and feel dis­
appointed. She wants you to play 
for her, anyway.”

Persis was practicing in the studio 
next to the lobby, and although she 
could hear nothing, Lael could see 
everything that went on. The 
young violinist was putting on the 
borrowed string with shaking fingers. 
Then he began to play, and Persis 
to sing. But the boy was nervous; 
Lael could see that. Persis was 
nervous, too. And each seemed to 
be making the other worse.

Lael saw* Persis whirl upon Ken, 
her face flaming with passionate dis­
appointment. Was the girl forget­
ting that all this was visible, if not 
audible, from the public lobby? 
Ken, his eyes worried, placated Per­
sis. The boy’s chin was stubbornly 
set. With an air of finality, he put 
his violin back in its case.
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Lael saw Ken leave the studio, 
disappearing for a second in the 
hall before he came through the 
main door. He looked anxiously 
around, then came toward her. He 
seemed relieved, as if he knew she 
could help him out of his difficulty. 
And Lael was sure of what he was 
going to ask even before he began 
to speak.

“ Won’t you play, Lael?” he begged 
in a low voice. “ She can’t do with­
out you! And her success means so 
much to the Home Folks’ Hour— 
and our own station! Pcrsis relies 
on you, understands you,” he went 
on, “ and she’ll do the old numbers 
you all know by heart.”

The next half hour was to be her 
practice time with Madame d ’Arvil. 
If she gave it up, she gave up her 
one big opportunity to make a name 
for herself. But there was big, lov­
able Iven, with his beseeching eyes, 
his troubled face. Of course, 
Madame d ’Arvil didn't really need 
her, but it was Lael’s one big 
chance. She must say no to Ken! 
He would understand.

“ Please, honey!” he murmured 
again. “ It ’s almost time, and it’s 
part of our Home Folks’ Hour. Less 
than a minute to go, Lael!”

“ All right,”  she answered, her 
voice catching on a little sob, and 
she turned swiftly to Miss Terry.

“ Tell Madame d ’Arvil— oh, please 
explain!” she whispered huskily. 
“ I ’m needed. It ’s my own station, 
and madame has her own violinist 
now.”

Then Lael swiftly followed Ken. 
As she hastened, she remembered 
that he had not gone down for the 
E string, nor even brought her own 
back! The old one would have to 
do!

A moment later, they were wait­
ing breathlessly, soundlessly in the 
studio, all eyes on the little wall

light that would flash red when their 
program went on the air.

“ You’ll follow the melody— prom­
ise me! You won’t change?” Per­
sist hands clutched at Lael’s slim 
shoulders. “ So much depends! 
You won’t let me down, Lael?”

“ No, I won’t let you down,” re­
turned Lael tonelessly. Through 
the thick windows, she was watch­
ing the arrival of Madame d’Arvil. 
She saw Miss Terry explaining, and 
then the opera singer swept on into 
the inner office, plainly disturbed.

Would the change upset her, as 
little things did Persis? Persis now 
sat beside Lael, frantically twisting 
the fragile wisp that was her hand­
kerchief. With sudden sympathy, 
Lael put a quieting, encouraging 
hand over the blond singer’s nerv­
ous ones.

Then the red light flashed on. An 
orchestra from KFW B opened; a 
group of hill-billies from K M T R  fol­
lowed. There was a talk, more 
music, and suddenly it was their 
turn!

Ken, his voice a little husky with 
tenseness, made the brief announce­
ment. Rachel Doone struck into 
the opening chords, Lael caught up 
the melody, and then the glorious 
voice of Persis Parker began the 
words, sweet and clear and steady.

It was at the beginning of the 
last number that the frayed E string 
snapped. It must have been writ­
ten in her book of fate, Lael thought, 
that this night of her life was to be 
a failure.

As LaeL stopped, Persis faltered, 
turned toward her. With a rueful, 
trembling smile of helplessness, Lael 
held up the fiddle with its dangling 
string. Miss Doone had come in 
strongly on the piano, yet into the 
tense, white face of Persis Parker, 
there came a world of fear, hesita­
tion, desperate pleading. She half
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Then they were in each other’s arms, laughing, crying, and he was kissing 
her. “ M y little girl, my sweet, lovable Lael! I ’ve been the blindest

iool!’’ he said.

turned toward Lael, and her voice 
began its pitiable, awful searching. 
It fumbled like a toddling child, 
whose tiny hand has lost its mother’s 
leading grasp, going through a dark, 
deep night.

And suddenly Lael understood the 
compelling reason for Persis’s insis­
tent demand for the violin and its 
sustaining melody!

She stepped close to the singer. 
She could carry it through on the
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A string. She must! She caught 
at the melody again, firmly, surely. 
She leaned close to Persis, poured 
all her sureness and faith into the 
music. And she prayed that Persis 
could be steadied enough to go on 
unfalteringly, because Heaven had 
given her a wonderful golden voice, 
and its gift must not be shamed. 
She prayed that all might be well 
for Ken’s sake. His Home Folks’ 
Hour, the thing he had so cherished, 
must not be lowered by any piti­
ful, ridiculous happening that the 
world could never understand!

And then Persis turned relieved, 
grateful eyes toward Lael, eyes a 
little ashamed, and misted with 
tears. She sang again, true and 
steady and clear. It had all oc­
curred so quickly that few in that 
great mysterious audience outside 
would ever remember that there had 
been the slightest faltering.

The red light blinked off, and the 
other talent gathered about the 
K X R T  group, congratulating, prais­
ing. Persis had only a moment in 
which to give Lael’s hand a squeeze. 
Her eyes held a plea for forgive­
ness. An instant later, Ken took 
Lael’s firm fingers in his two great 
hands.

“ I don’t know what you did, 
dear,”  he whispered gently, “ but I 
know it was something wonderful!”

A messenger, coming in hurriedly, 
interrupted them. “ Madame d’Arvil 
wants to see Miss Dimond at once 
in the little piano room. She says 
please hurry!”

Lael followed the guide to the lit­
tle studio where the singer and her 
pianist awaited her.

“ Come, child, we have just time to 
go through all three of the songs,”  
madame said. “ And my violinist 
sends this, with his compliments for 
a fine performance!”  She handed 
Lael a small package. “ We saw,

from the lobby, that yours broke 
while you were playing.”

“ But— but------”  began Lael, tak­
ing the precious string from its en­
velope, “ your violinist is here— and 
I— I had to disappoint you!”

“ Never will I be disappointed to 
see an artist so lovely, so loyal. 
Your first duty was to your own 
little station. And now we must get 
busy! M y songs have been changed 
to the end of the program to give 
us this time together. And my first, 
it goes at this tempo-------”

Lagl’s fingers thrilled with the joy 
of painting with her music a back­
ground for the hauntingly lovely 
crystal jewel that was the voice of 
the great D ’Arvil. She didn’t un­
derstand yet what had given her her 
chance, in spite of everything; she 
knew only that in a few minutes 
now, she was to stand before the 
microphone, putting all her young 
heart into the music that would soar 
forth with this heavenly singing to 
the listening ears of the world!

“ You’re an artist!”  commended 
madame, as they started for the 
main room where the big program 
was being broadcast. “ And to think 
of your so kindly hiding another’s 
weakness, without the jealousy one 
artist too often feels for another!”

“ Then you knew?”  breathed Lael.
“ That she was tone-deaf? Of 

course! I  saw that the first time 
I watched you, last night. Persis 
Parker has a gorgeous voice, but 
she can’t carry a tune herself! Too 
bad! Always must she follow the 
violin!”

Again Lael was on the air! She 
was playing for Madame d’Arvil, 
and beyond the thick windows that 
separated them from the lobby, she 
could see Ken and Persis and kindly 
Roger Dunlee, and sweet, elderly 
Rachel Doone— even the boy violin­
ist who had tried, and who now
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stayed to watch. Lael was playing 
for Madame d ’Arvil, for the listen­
ing world out there, and for Ken—  
mostly for Ken!

They finished the last song on a 
long, rich, full note, and then the 
red light blinked out. Across the 
hall, another program was already 
starting.

“ Child, you were wonderful!” and 
the famous singer impulsively 
gathered Lael into her arms. And 
Lael clung for a moment, loving this 
great, kind-hearted artist who had 
given her her chance.

Then they were out in the lobby; 
others were pressing around, offer­
ing congratulations, chattering hap­
pily. All but Ken! He hovered in 
the background, saying nothing.

With a heavy, sinking heart, Lael 
began putting her violin away in its 
worn case. Madame d’Arvil and her 
friends left; she was alone with Ken. 
He was coming toward her hesi­
tantly, as if nerving himself to a 
hated task. She shrank back, afraid.

“ Lael!” he half whispered, and 
again: “ Lael!” There was a world 
of pathos, of pleading in his voice. 
She stood, gazing at him in wonder, 
even while she longed to rush to his

side, to cradle his dear face in her 
arms, to kiss the lines of worry from 
around his mouth.

“ I didn’t know,” he said. “ Lael, 
I ’ve been a terrible fool! Why 
couldn’t I have realized, without 
waiting for Persis to tell me, that I 
loved you— after it was too late!” 

“ Too late!” She stood looking at 
him as he slowly came nearer. “ Too 
late!”

And then they were in each other’s 
arms, laughing, crying, and he was 
kissing her eyes, her cheeks, her lips, 
murmuring sweet words to her.

“ M y little girl, my sweet, lovable 
Lael! How could I think Persis the 
attraction of the Home Folks’ Hour, 
when you were in it, too? I ’ve been 
the blindest fool!”

“ Hush!” she whispered, placing 
her small, firm hand over his pro­
testing lips. “ I won’t allow any­
body to talk that way about you! 
You’re the man I ’m going to be lov­
ing the rest of my life!”

“ Station LOVE!” he smiled. “ Dan 
Cupid, your announcer. Introduc­
ing the Home Folks’ Hour!” And 
his hungry lips found hers in a kiss 
of love and trust and understand­
ing— and more love!



Jim Fraser’s Choice
By Mark Price

T HE day after Jim Fraser won 
the six-gun events of the 
Rerinville Rodeo he met 

young Willie Todd in town. Willie 
wore a shiny new gun; he growled 
in answer to Jim’s friendly greeting, 
swelled his chest and blustered.

When Jim understood what the 
other was driving at, he laughed.

“ Are you tryin’ to wrangle me into 
gun play, Willie? Why, you locoed 
infant!”

“ You’ll speak to me as ‘Bill,’ with 
no more callin’ of names,”  rejoined 
Willie stiffly. “ And if you don’t go 
for your gun you’re yellow!” Willie 
had grasped his gun butt.

Jim was tired of such foolishness. 
He pinned Willie’s arms, took the 
gun and unloaded it, handling 
Willie as he would a child. “ Run 
along now,”  he growled. He boxed 
Willie’s ears and sent him on his 
way.

The crowd roared with laughter, 
“ Young pup must have et loco

weed! What are kids cornin’ to 
nowadays?” remarked a horse wran­
gler. They all approved of Jim’s 
self-restraint; most of them were the 
tall rancher’s friends. The few who 
were not said nothing. They had 
all seen Jim do the double roll the 
day before, and it was unhealthy to 
crowd a man who could shoot like 
that. So Jim had a drink and rode 
for his pint-sized mountain ranch.

That evening, when he came down 
to the Square 89 ranch house as 
usual, he found the aftermath. 
Helen Randolph was vexed and 
angry— his Helen, who was every­
thing in the world to Jim.

“ I ’m ashamed of you, Jim— let­
ting Willie make a fool of you!” she 
stormed. Her china-blue eyes were 
clouded, her small perfect features 
set.

“ Willie made a fool of himself, 
honey,” drawled Jim. “ Great snakes, 
I couldn’t gun the boy; it’d be like 
poppin’ songbirds! Just because I
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won the shootin’ prize the hare­
brained idiot wants to try me out, 
cover himself with glory ’cordin’ to 
his kid notions. Shucks, I ’ve known 
him all my life, punched cows for 
his dad. I can’t drill him just ’cause 
he gets a little fresh!”

“ That’s not all; there’s jealousy, 
too. Willie’s crazy about me,” said 
Helen complacently. “ And if you 
really loved me you’d be willing to 
fight for me! There was a time 
when men fought for their sweet­
hearts.”

“ So you’ve got kid notions, too—  
want me and Willie to shoot over 
you!” Jim laughed. “ Be yore age, 
honey— you been readin’ fairy tales! 
This is the twentieth century. Fer- 
get that, and give us a smile!”  Six 
feet three and built in proportion, he 
towered over the slender girl as he 
put a hand under her chin.

But Helen flushed angrily and 
pulled away. She drew a ring with 
a tiny diamond from her finger and 
thrust it at him. “ Here, Jim. I 
can’t be engaged to a man who 
won’t defend his self-respect.”  Her 
voice was cold, shrill. “ And Willie’s 
coming to take me out to-night, so 
you needn’t linger.”

“ Don’t take on, honey. Listen to 
reason.”

There wras a knock, and Willie 
Todd came in. He stiffened at the 
sight of his giant rival, glared, and 
asked: “ Ready, Helen?”

Jim glanced from one to the other 
and shrugged. “  ’Lo, Willie,” he 
said without anger. “ All slicked up, 
I see.” He picked up his hat, whis­
tling, and sauntered from the living 
room out to the kitchen.

“ Hello, Jim,”  said the cook.
“  ’Lo, Lucy. Well, we’ve busted 

up again.”
“ Yes, I couldn’t help hearing it. 

This makes about the seventh time, 
doesn’t it?”

“ About. Every time I peeve 
Helen she hands my ring back and 
gives me the air, and goes around 
with some other hombre till she cools 
off again. It ’ll blow over.”  He 
hung up his gun belt, sat down at 
the kitchen table, grinned, and sug­
gested: “ Any pie layin’ around
loose?”

Lucy assumed an air of mock 
haughtiness. “ First let me ask you 
— would you fight for a lady?”

Jim shrugged. “ Why, if necessary, 
shore. To suit her fool ideas of 
romance, no!”

She relaxed and laughed. “ I was 
catty, Jim. Here’s your pie.” 

“ Thanks. I ’ll take a couple of 
lumps of sugar along for Blackie.” 

“ You spoil Blackie, treating him 
as if he were the only horse in the 
world,”  she said. “ Other punchers 
have a whole string.”

“ That’s right. I ’ve got a sort of 
one-track mind— one bronc, one 
girl.”  He chewed reflectively. 
“ Reckon I spoil Helen, too. Well, 
we’ll make up. We always do.” 

She looked at his rugged face, his 
level gray eyes, and shook her head. 
“ You’re almost too good to be true.” 

“ You didn’t think so the first 
time you saw me,” Jim laughed.

Lucy had come to Rennville a 
stranger, three months before. As 
she waited at the station uncer­
tainly, Jim had come by and offered 
to drive her out to her new job. She 
had refused coldly. So Jim had got­
ten the local judge to introduce him, 
had persuaded the girl that he was 
respectable and safe, and had driven 
her to the Square 89.

Lucy smiled at the recollection. 
“I ’d lived in a city slum so long that 
I ’d forgotten there were men like 
you.”

She was putting dishes away, 
moving about the kitchen with a 
light, sure step. She had a tall, well-
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Tounded figure, queenly in bearing. But now Lucy was a revelation
Her mouth was a shade too wide, 
her nose a bit too short for perfec­
tion, but her features were strong 
and fine, her brown eyes wide and 
deep. Jim looked at her and said: 
“ Lucy, I ought to give Helen some 
of her own medicine. She’s usin’ 
Willie, goin’ with him to make me 
jealous. Now if you’d------ ”

Suddenly realizing how crude it 
would sound, he flushed and bit his 
lip. But Lucy finished for him. 
“ You mean you’d like to use me to 
make her jealous, by going with me 
and just pretending?”

Jim nodded.
Lucy laughed merrily. “ Don’t 

look so embarrassed, Jim. Of course 
I ’ll do it. You can come over every 
night, and I ’ll see that there’s al­
ways pie here.”

The next night Helen met Jim 
with icy blue eyes and curt words. 
“ What do you want here? I ’m busy 
to-night!”

It was a delight to Jim to reply 
casually: “ Oh, I won’t be botherin’
you, Helen. I came to see Lucy,” 
and to see the expression on her face 
as he passed on to the kitchen.

The trick certainly brought re­
sults. It shook Helen’s cool self- 
assurance, made her bewildered and 
angry. She took out her spite on 
every one around her; Lucy would 
have been discharged, but for old 
Randolph’s support. Helen held out 
stubbornly against reconciliation.

Things were growing complicated 
for Jim. He had never looked at 
any girl but Helen. Consequently 
he had thought all women were 
vain, headstrong, undependable, un­
fair, inclined to use a man’s affection 
to make a doormat of him. That 
was simply their nature, he thought, 
to be excused for their lovableness 
and charm.

to him. She had a dark loveliness 
no less than Helen’s, a voice of low 
music, an even temper and genial 
charm that never varied, and all 
those other qualities of • mind and 
character which Jim had thought ex­
isted only in a man.

“ In lots of things, yo ’re like a 
man, Lucy,” he said one night. It 
was the highest compliment he could 
P»y.

“ Or like a woman,”  she replied. 
“ I ’m afraid you don’t know much 
about women, Jim.”

“ Right,” he admitted. “ The only 
female critters I savvy are cows.”

A companionship begun only for 
strategy developed into something 
more. Jim saw that Lucy was wor­
ried. She never spoke of her past. 
Her name was Smith. She had 
grown up on a ranch and later lived 
in a city slum. She could cook re­
markably well; that was all any one 
knew about her. She seemed to hide 
from something which she dreaded. 
She rarely left the ranch, and seemed 
under constant tension. At times 
some trifle— a noise, a passing car, 
a stranger— snapped her nerves and 
left her distraught for hours.

She subscribed to a city news­
paper, and one evening Jim chanced 
to pick up a copy in the ki^hen.

“ I see that Conrad gang put an­
other man on the spot,”  he re­
marked. “ It must take a pretty low 
coyote to shoot a man in the back 
in cold blood. You used to live in 
the city, Lucy; know anything 
about these gangsters?”

“ I was in their neighborhood,” she 
said in a muffled voice.

Jim turned. She was white to 
the lips, breathing quickly. He 
caught her quivering hands in his. 
“ Tell me about it, Lucy,”  he said.

“ It ’s nothing.” She forced a 
smile, tried to change the subject
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“ I think your scheme’s working out, 
Jim. Helen will weaken and take 
you back any time now.”

Jim would not be evaded. “ You’ve 
got to tell me, Lucy. What’s 
wrong?”

Then it came out. Lucy’s real 
name was Rice. Her father, crippled 
by a fall, had left ranching and in­
vested his savings in a store in the 
city. LTnknowing, he and Lucy had 
moved into a bad district, dominated 
by the powerful Conrad gang. 
Abruptly a war between rival gangs 
flared about them.

One night two men were put on 
the spot outside Rice’s store. The 
killers rolled up in a powerful car, 
unmasked a mounted machine gun, 
and sprayed their victims with a 
hail of hundreds of bullets. They 
were after their enemies; it was noth­
ing to them that the death volley 
also shattered the store front in the 
line of fire, and snuffed out the old 
ex-rancher’s life.

Lucy at an upstairs window had 
seen it all. Although she had been 
numb with horror, the faces of the 
execution squad were engraved on 
her mind. The killers were arrested 
and indicted largely on her identi­
fication and testimony. Among 
them was Conrad himself, lord of 
the city underworld.

“ They tried to bribe me and 
threaten me. Once I was shot at,” 
said Lucy. “ Then the district at­
torney told me to go away and hide 
till the trial, so I came here. I'm 
the star witness. If I don’t testify 
the case falls through and the killers 
go free. The trial’s in two weeks—  
and I ’m afraid. I know' they’re not 
through with me!”

“ You mean they’d really kill a 
woman?”

“ Of course; that means nothing to 
them. They’re the sort of killers 
you’ve never met out here, Jim.

And they’ve got me afraid of my 
own shadow. But I ’m going through 
with it— they’ll pay for killing dad!” 
She pointed to a photograph on the 
front page, a massive head with a 
cruel mouth and heavy-lidded mock­
ing eyes. “ That’s Conrad.”

Jim folded up the newspaper and 
tossed it aside. “ Forget it, Lucy. 
Nothin’ can happen to you out here. 
This is cow country, not gangland. 
Let’s see you smile!”

Gradually the lines of worry 
faded from her face, her lovely dark 
eyes lighted. “ Nerves again; excuse 
it. Let’s go for a ride, Jim.”

“ Right.”  They went out together.

On Saturday evenings the ranch 
wras alw'ays deserted. As soon as 
supper w'as over, the crowd went 
their various ways. Willie called for 
Helen and took her out; the young 
buckaroos started for the weekly 
dance at the schoolhouse; Randolph 
and the older hands rode to town 
for poker and redeye. Only Lucy 
remained, to finish her day’s w’ork.

The phone rang, and Lucy an­
swered. A gruff voice asked for 
Randolph. She answered that he 
was out.

“ Let me talk to the foreman then, 
one of the hands.”

“ There’s no one here at all except 
me; they’ve all gone. Is there any 
message?”

The receiver clicked.
It w'as a commonplace call; yet, 

after Lucy hung up, things seemed 
different, strange. The loneliness 
was oppressive. The ranch house, 
usually alive with activity, had 
never seemed so deserted. The long 
empty hallway echoed hollowly un­
der her tread. She stood still, 
strained her ears— anything to 
break this blank dead silence!

Then, wrhen a dry board creaked 
somewhere, her heart leaped. An
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image of Conrad’s ominous face 
flashed unbidden through her mind. 
Nerves again! She tried to laugh 
at herself, to pull herself together. 
She went back to the kitchen, where 
the wall clock ticked with an end­
less, tiny, hammer beat. Outside it 
was twilight. Lucy turned on the 
light.

same instinctive uneasiness gripped 
him that roused him from deep 
sleep at night on trail herd when 
a storm was blowing up and the 
cattle restless. It was the plains­
man’s sixth sense, an inner danger 
signal. Now, looking about him, he 
was glad to find his fears ground­
less. “ All alone, Lucy?”

Hoofbeats sounded. They drew 
nearer, followed by footsteps ap­
proaching the kitchen door. It 
couldn’t be Jim yet; he wasn’t due 
till eight thirty to take her to the 
dance after her work was done. She 
called: “ Who’s there?”

Nevertheless it was Jim. Lucy 
stifled a sigh of relief. “ But you’re 
early, Jim!” Fear had gone.

“ Yeah, I couldn’t sit still any 
longer.”  He did not tell her that the

She told him of the call. Think­
ing it might have been a cattle buyer 
in town, Jim went to the phone and 
found the wire dead. “ That’s 
funny. Any idea who it was, 
Lucy?”

“ I never heard the voice before,” 
Lucy replied.

There was a faint, far-off droning. 
Lucy listened.

“ Just an auto cornin’ along the 
road. I saw it from the hill trail

LS — 3E
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"You mean you’d like to use me to make Helen jealous, by going with 
me and just pretending? Of course I'll do it, Jim. You can come

over every night.”

on my way down,”  said Jim. “ Better 
get ready, Lucy.”

“ Soon as I put these things away.” 
She took off her apron, peered out 
through the gathering dusk toward 
the road.

A long touring car turned into the 
ranch driveway and pulled up be­
side the kitchen door. The driver 

LS — 4E

got out and knocked at the screen 
door. “ M y radiator’s nearly dry, 
lady. How about some water?” 

“ Certainly. Come in,”  said Lucy, 
and the stranger entered. He was 
small and sallow, and his little black 
eyes gleamed like shoe buttons. He 
stood blinking in the light, looking 
at Lucy intently, while a satisfied
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grin dawned on his hard face. Then 
he caught sight of Jim at the side 
of the room, and his lips contorted 
to a soundless snarl.

Lucy noticed nothing. “ There’s 
a pail, and the pump’s outside to 
the right,”  she said. “ I ’ll go and 
get ready now, Jim.” She started 
toward the inner door. An icy fin­
ger seemed to touch Jim’s spine as 
he rose from his chair. The sallow 
stranger did not pick up the pail; 
instead he stepped back toward the 
screen door and held up two fingers. 
At that three men got out of the 
car.

Jim saw it all like a flash of light 
—their coming at the most suitable 
time, the phone call to see that the 
coast was clear. Lucy was supposed 
to be here alone, but the presence 
of a single cow-puncher would not 
matter much, and now the gangland 
killers had come to make sure that 
the State’s star witness would never 
testify against their chief. They had 
come to kill her! As the last touch 
of certainty, the third man got out 
of the car and stood framed in the 
light from the doorway. Jim recog­
nized that heavy evil face— Conrad, 
the underworld boss.

Jim’s racing brain was cold and 
clear, every muscle in his body tense. 
His face did not change, he moved 
with casual sureness. He watched 
the hall door close behind Lucy, then 
moved to place the beady-eyed man 
between himself and the approach­
ing three.

The man, swung about, and 
looked into- gray eyes of flame. 
“ Don’t move,” warned Jim softly. 
The other growled something and 
reached toward his armpit. Jim drew 
his right-hand gun and shot him 
twice. As he fell Jim leaped for the 
wall and switched off the light.

For a second the three outside 
paused while the air of the room

vibrated with suspense and the 
shadow of death; then they swarmed 
through the doorway together with 
blazing guns. Although it was al­
most complete night, enough light 
remained to shoot by at that range. 
Jim had both guns out, his back 
against the hallway door, firing into 
the human mass in the outer door­
way. Their first volley went wide, 
and Jim shot one of them through 
the head. Blinded and maddened 
by his death wound, the gangster 
ran screaming straight toward his 
slayer, shielding his companions and 
stopping three more of the puncher’s 
bullets before he died. In that split 
second’s delay, the remaining two 
poured a stream of lead at Jim. Bul­
lets thudded on both sides of him, 
smashed a wrist, struck one holster 
a glancing hammer blow; then a bul­
let struck him and he went down.

Conrad sprang forward with a 
snarl. “ Got him! Now for the 
girl!”

But “ Dopey Joe,”  though mor­
phine-crazed, hung back and mut­
tered: “ Make sure of him first.”
He whipped out a flashlight, turned 
it on Jim’s prostrate form, then lev­
eled his pistol at the cowboy’s heart.

The next instant he was hurled 
backward as the hall door flew open 
and a desperate form plunged 
against his.

The flashlight went crashing; 
Dopey seized a slender wrist and 
shouted: “ It ’s her, boss!” As Con­
rad came at the girl from the other 
side, Lucy struck at him with all 
her force. He pushed her back and 
swung his gun toward her, but jerk­
ing free from Dopey, she clutched 
Conrad’s gun hand with both hands 
and turned it aside. “ Jim! Jim!” 
she screamed.

Jim was sinking through a gray 
fog down into bottomless depths. A 
voice checked his descent. He hung
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suspended between consciousness 
and blackness. To his dazed mind 
rest seemed sweet. He wanted to 
sink on through the fog, but some 
one far away was calling him; there 
was something he must do. He 
moaned and stirred.

Lucy’s desperate strength was 
spent, and she could not prevail 
against two men. Conrad was curs­
ing Dopey, who floundered in the 
darkness with a wildly flourished 
gun. “ Don’t shoot, you fool! Get 
her clear first!” She clung to Con­
rad with all her strength, but with 
a growl he broke her hold and flung 
her toward the opposite wall. Again 
she screamed. She had fought her 
best for Jim, and now it was done. 
In a moment they would both die, 
she and Jim. All the agony of her 
soul burst from her lips. “ Jim! 
Jim!”  Then she struck the wall 
with breath-taking force and fell in 
a helpless heap near the screen door.

“ Now!”  roared Conrad. But 
Lucy’s final cry had pierced through 
the fog in Jim’s brain like a knife, 
stabbed him wide awake. He shook 
his head, sat up with a gun in one 
wavering hand. There was Lucy on 
the floor, the two gangsters crouched 
above her ready to fire. Jim’s hand 
steadied as though changed to stone 
as he pulled the trigger.

The next day press photographers 
and reporters swarmed about the 
Square 89, clamoring for pictures 
and news of the new hero. “ He did 
what all the cops and gangs couldn’t 
do— he got Conrad!”  exclaimed one 
of them. “ He’ll be on every front 
page in the country! Where is he?”

But Jim Fraser was not to be 
found there, nor in Rennville, nor 
at his small mountain ranch. After 
his wounds had been dressed at the 
doctor’s, he had shakily mounted 
Blackie and disappeared in the hills.

Not till evening, after the news­
papermen had gone, did he return 
to the Randolph ranch house.

They greeted him royally. Willie 
Todd was there, his immature face 
stamped with hero worship, the old 
grudge forgotten. Helen took pos­
session of Jim, leading him into the 
living room.

Lucy rose from the couch, pale 
and hollow-eyed. “ How are you to­
day, Jim?”

“ Nothin’ much, ’cept my arm. 
And you, Lucy?”

"Oh, I got out of it with only a 
few bruises. Just shaken up.”  She 
and Jim did not take their eyes off 
each other.

Helen looked on, vexed, then she 
cut in: “ Jim, you silly boy, why
have you been hiding? They want 
your pictures and your story. You’re 
a hero now, you know, and you must 
act like one!”

“ That sort of thing doesn’t in­
terest me,”  said Jim.

“ Now, Jim!”  Helen was smiling 
at him with her old possessive air.

Lucy rose. “ Well, I ’ll leave you 
two alone together,”  she said.

Jim shook his head. “ Don’t go, 
Lucy.”

“ But, Jim, hadn’t she better?”  
Helen protested. “ I mean— we’ve 
something to say in private.”

Jim stared. “ What?”
Helen bit her lip. “ You’re so 

stupid to-day!” She spoke with 
forced sweetness. “ WTe quarreled 
because you wouldn’t fight for my 
sake, but now— after yesterday— all 
that’s wiped out.” She patted his 
cheek. “ W e’ll start all over again!”

He had almost forgotten. Jim 
looked into Helen’s shallow blue 
eyes. Once— how long past it 
seemed!— he had loved this girl, laid 
his devoted heart at her feet. Now 
he saw her coldly, clearly— a lovely 
doll, a pretty surface which masked
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an inner emptiness. How could he 
have expected love from her? How 
could she have faced the crisis last 
night? There was one woman for 
him, yes— but not this one!

He looked past Helen to Lucy, 
saw her beauty heightened by a radi­
ance that seemed to come from 
within, saw the fine, steadfast soul 
that shone in her dark eyes. There 
was the one woman for him!

“ I ’m ready to take your ring 
back, Jim,”  said Helen.

Jim said gently: “ I ’m sorry,
Helen. I ’ve given the ring to Lucy.” 

Helen looked from one to the 
other. She tossed her head and 
flounced out of the room.

“ Fibber!” laughed Lucy softly, a 
tender look in her eyes as they rested 
on Jim’s face.

“ I had to say something,” said 
Jim with a smile. Then, deeply seri­
ous, he looked at her and groped 
for words. “ I meant that, Lucy, if 
— if you want it.”  He held the little 
solitaire out to her.

“ You might ask me, Jim.”  She 
raised her lips, her dark eyes misty. 
“ But you might kiss me first!”

She was in his arms and he was 
kissing her again and again. And 
suddenly Jim Fraser knew that he 
had made the only possible choice 
— the choice of the girl he really 
loved.

W H EN Mercy picked up the dirty, 
hungry-looking pup on the street 

corner, saved him from the dog catcher, and 
took him home with her, the fact that he was 
going to bring her love and happiness seemed 
almost impossible. But that’s just what hap­
pened. Don’t miss “Closed Doors,” by Yvonne 
Yves, in the next issue of Love Story Maga­
zine. A  story of a girl who was an artist, 
and of a lost pup and a good-looking young 
aviator.



JUST YOU
B y  C ora Sm it h  G ould

HOW true, that underneath a smile 
A heart can grieve and ache the while! 

All lovely things my senses woo,
But life lacks luster without you.

Alive am I to Nature’s charms,
And when I seek her kindly arms 
She breathes a prayer, as if she knew 
That I  am dreaming, Love, of you.

I worship trees, adore the sky,
Where fleecy clouds go drifting by 
Across the deep entrancing blue,
When heaven seems near with thought of 

you.-

The little waves play on the sand 
And sing to me—-I understand!
They play upon my heartstrings, too,
And whisper tender things of you.

The wizard moon takes keen delight 
T o open floodgates in the night,
When memories crowd and surge anew 
Along a stream that leads to you.

This world is like a fair rainbow
In sweethearts’ eyes, who view it so: —  
T o me its prism has lost a hue,
The vivid one that meant just you.



Yes Girl
cA Serial

Part III.

CHAPTER V.

GRACIA stared down 
at the p a p e r  her 
father had thrust in­

to her hand. At first her 
startled eyes refused to take 
in any of the details of the 
picture-dotted page that 
she held.

Gradually the figures be­
gan to take shape— a di­
vorcee with crossed legs 
smiled out at the world from her 
new freedom; a dog that had rescued 
a child from drowning, a baby that 
was lost and then------

By Vivian Grey

T H E  S T O R Y  SO F A R : Gracia and Stacia 
Fane are twins. Stacia, selfish, wild, leads 

the man who loves her, Ken W orthing, a mad 
chase, while Gracia, the quieter one, looks on, 
loving Ken herself, but helpless to stop his 
ruination at the hands o f her sister. Stacia has 
a mysterious need for  a great deal o f  money. 
One evening a taxi brings Stacia home and the 
driver lifts her out. Ken is at the house and 
believes that she has been hurt. Gracia puts her 
to bed and does not tell Ken that Stacia had 
been drinking too much. The next morning Mr. 
Fane asks Gracia where she was the day before 
and, thrusting a newspaper into her hand, de­
mands an explanation o f the story printed under 
her picture.

Gracia felt as if her heart had 
stopped beating. She seemed to 
stand through countless years look­
ing at her own face in the paper.
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“ W e ll ,  w h a t d o  y o u  k n o w  a b ou t  
i t ? ”  she heard h er fa th er askin g .

Sh e looked  at it again — her ow n  
p h o to g ra p h  ta k e n  at her c o m in g -o u t  
p a r ty , th e  gow n  th a t she h ad  loved  
so m u ch  w ith  its q u a in t n eck  and b e ­
low  it in a sm aller p ictu re th e figure  
of a girl b ein g  low ered b y  a rope  
over the side o f an ocean  liner! A  
little  grou p  o f m e n  in th e tu g  below  
w ere reach in g  u p  to  grasp  th e figure  
o f th e girl as it  ca m e w ith in  their  
reach .

“ G ra c ia , I 'v e  asked y o u  a q u es­
t io n !”

“ I — I  d o n ’ t k n ow  a n y th in g  ab ou t  
i t .”  Sh e m a n a g e d  to  say  fin ally  in 
a qu eer, stifled v oice .

“ B u t  th a t is y o u r  p ic tu re !”
“ Y e s , m y  p ictu re— th e  one tak en  

at m y  d e b u t— th e one th e papers  
u sed th e n .”

“ B u t  th is isn ’t y o u ? ”  F a n e  
p o in ted  to  th e figure o f th e  girl b ein g  
low ered o ver th e side o f th e liner.

“ N o ,  it  isn ’t . ”
F a n e  look ed  a t  h er a m o m e n t in ­

te n tly .
“ I ’v e  n ever k n o w n  y o u  t o  d eceive  

m e , G ra c ia . I  b e liev e  y o u .”
“ T h e n — th en  w h a t are y o u  goin g  

to  d o  a b o u t  i t ? ”  G ra c ia  a sk ed , still 
in th a t  sm a ll, frigh ten ed  v o ice .

“ T h e r e ’s o n ly  one p o ssib ility  le ft . 
I t  m u st be S ta cia . D o  y o u  k n o w  
w h a t she w as d o in g  y e s te r d a y ? ”

“ N o .”  T h e  sy lla b le  w as b arely  
au d ib le  as it  c a m e  fro m  G r a c ia ’s lip s.

Sh e k n ew  th a t she sh ou ld  tell her  
fa th er h ow  S ta c ia  ca m e  h o m e , th a t  
in k eep in g  th a t  fr o m  h im  she w as  
o n ly  m a k in g  h erself p a rty  to  w h a t­
ev er h ad  h ap p en ed  t o  her sister. B u t  
she fe lt  th a t 's h e  c o u ld n ’t  te ll h im .

T h in g s  w ere b a d  en o u g h — perh aps  
he w o u ld n ’t  need to  k n o w  th a t  
S ta c ia  h ad  been drin kin g. T h a t  a 
sto ry  like th a t  h a d  g o tte n  in to  th e  
pap ers ab ou t S ta c ia  w as b a d  en o u g h . 
H e r  fa th e r  w ou ld  find it all to o  h ard

to  fo rgiv e  th a t  w ith o u t k n o w in g  th e  
rest.

“ W h e r e  is y o u r  sister?”  F a n e  
ask ed .

“ S h e ’s still sleep in g ,”  G ra cia  m u r­
m u red , h o p in g  to  d ela y  th e ord eal 
u n til his te m p e r  h ad  cooled  a little .

“ W a k e  h er. T e ll  her to  co m e  
here at o n c e .”

“ B u t ---------”
“ I  to ld  y o u  w h a t I  w a n te d ,”  her  

fa th er cu t her off sh o rtly .
“ B u t , I  w as ju s t  g o in g  to  ask  y o u  

h ow  v ou  h ap p en ed  to  see th a t , 
daddy".”

“ A n  a n o n y m o u s call ca m e fro m  
N e w  Y o r k  th is m o rn in g .”

G ra c ia  stared  in  a m a ze m e n t.
“ H o w  terrib le !”  she b rea th ed .
“ C all y o u r  s iste r,”  F a n e  said , n o t  

an sw erin g  G ra cia .
G racia  loo k ed  a t  h er a u n t  a p p ea l­

in g ly  and  seem ed to  read  in h er eyes  
a m u te  resign ation  to  th e  c o n d itio n .

Sh e p a u sed  at S ta c ia ’s ro o m . I t  
w a s h ard  to  ta k e  her d o w n  to  face  
w h a t she w o u ld  h a v e  to .

S ta c ia  loo k ed  u p  fr o m  her fr iv o ­
lo u sly  d ra p ed  b ed .

“ W e l l? ”  she ask ed .
“ D a d d y  w a n ts to  see y o u .”
S ta c ia  stared  a  m o m e n t.
“ O h , he d oes? W h a t  a b o u t?  H a v e  

y o u  beem--------- ”
“ N o , I  h a v e n ’t  b een  a n y th in g ,”  

G ra c ia  p u t  in  q u ic k ly . “ B u t  he  
k n o ’ws so m e th in g  a b o u t y e ste rd a y —  
i t  g o t  in to  th e  p a p er. I  o n ly  saw  
th e p ictu re . I  d id n ’t h a v e  tim e  to  
read  th e  s to ry . A n d  i t ’s m y  p ictu re  
t h e y ’ve  u sed— m in e !”

S ta c ia  lau g h ed .
“ T h a t ’ s d o in g  y o u  a  g oo d  tu rn , 

darlin g ! I f  th e y  g e t th e  id ea  th a t  
y o u ’ve g o t  a little  p ep  y o u  m a y  get  
a h o t date  on ce in a  w h ile !”

G ra c ia  stared  a t  her sister for a  
startled  m o m e n t. Sh e co u ld  jo k e  
ev en  w hen she k n ew  th a t  her fa th er  
w as w a itin g  fo r  her d ow n stairs—
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w a itin g  to  go  in to  th e  d etails o f one  
o f her stu n ts .

“ O h , S t a c y ,”  she su d d en ly  w a n ted  
to  p ro te c t her fro m  th e anger th a t  
w a ited  her d o w n stairs , “ d o n ’ t be  
th a t w a y ! I f  y o u ’re sorry and  say  
y o u  w o n ’t d o  it a n y  m o re , d a d d v ’11 
fo rgiv e  y o u  and  o verlo ok  it! Y o u —  
o h , y o u  ju s t  c a n ’t g o  on the w a y  
y o u  are— brea k in g  e v e r y b o d y ’s h ea rt  
an d  y o u ’ll b reak  y o u r  o w n , t o o !”

“ D o n ’t  b e  s illy .”  S ta c ia  w as g e t­
tin g  in to  e x o tic  p a ja m a s  an d  th en  
c o m b in g  o u t th e  tan g led  m ass o f her  
cu rlin g  h air. “ W h y  sh ou ld  I  say  I ’m  
so rry , w hen I ’m  n o t?  W h y  sh ou ld  
I  p ro m ise  n o t to  d o  a th in g  again , 
w h en  I  k n ow  th a t  I  will if I  w an t to ?  
M y  life ’s m y  owm. I ’m  liv in g  it as 
I  w a n t to ! I f  d a d d y  d o esn ’ t like it  
— w ell, w h y  sh ou ld  th a t cra m p  m y  
s ty le ? ”

G ra c ia  stared  a t  her sister in u n ­
b elief.

“ Y o u  n eed n ’t  w a it,”  S ta cia  a d d ed . 
“ I ’ll be d o w n .”

A n d  so G racia  wren t d ow n  a lon e.
“ S h e ’ s c o m in g ,”  she said to  her  

fa th e r , an d  th en  wrould  h a v e  le ft the  
r o o m  b u t her fa th e r ’ s voice  sta y e d  
h er:

“ Y o u  m ig h t as well s ta y  here and  
know? w h a t is said . W e  h a v e n ’t an y  
secrets in th is fa m ily .”

G ra c ia  stared  w hen her sister  
sw aggered  in to  th e ro o m , her lo v e ly  
fa ce , ca refu lly  m a d e -u p , h a d  lost all 
signs o f th e p a rty  o f th e n igh t before . 
She w as p o ised , a lm o st in so len t.

Sh e stoo d  on th e th resh o ld  and  
look ed  th e three o f th e m  o ver w ith  
c o o lly  sm ilin g  ey es.

“ L o o k s  like a fa m ily  co n feren ce !”  
she said Sightly, as she en tered  th e  
ro o m  an d  san k  in to  a b ig  chair.

“ I t  is. I t ’s m ore th a n  th a t . W h a t  
can  y o u  tell m e  a b o u t th is ? ”  her  
fa th er  a sk ed , p u ttin g  th e p a p er in to  
h er h a n d s. “ W h a t  h a v e  y o u  t c  say  
a b o u t i t ? ”

S ta c ia  loo k ed  a t th e p a p er, co o lly  
and th e n , a sligh t sm ile on her lo v e ly  
fa ce , said :

“ W e ll ,  an actress wrould  ce rta in ly  
h a v e  p aid  a p r e tty  p en n y  fo r  it and  
t h e y ’re h a n d in g  it t o  m e— t h a t ’ s one  
th in g  to  sa y  a b o u t  i t .”

“ D o n ’t  be flip p a n t, S ta c ia ! T h is  
is n o  tim e  fo r  flip p a n c y !”

“ I ’m  n ot! I ’m  in  d ea d ly  earn est. 
I t ’ s q u ite  true th a t  an actress w ou ld  
h a v e  h ad  to  h a n d  out a nice little  
ch eck  for th a t sort o f th in g  and here 
I  get it free !”

“ S ta cia , I ’m  n o t fo o lin g  a b o u t  
th is ! I ’v e  k n ow n  th a t y o u  liked a 
g oo d  tim e  and  I ’ve  o ften  fe lt th a t  
y o u  w en t to o  fa r , b u t I ’v e  n ev er fe lt  
th a t  y o u  w'ould fo rg e t y o u r  fa m ily  
en tire ly , th a t y o u  w ou ld  ex p ose  th e m  
to  such disgrace as p u b lic ity  o f th is  
sort! D o  y o u  realize th a t y o u r  sis­
te r ’s p h o to g ra p h  h as been used and  
th a t th is sto ry  sa ys th a t  y o u  sm u g ­
gled  y o u rse lf on b oard  ship and  h ad  
to  be p u t off on  a tu g  b y  a rop e tied  
arou n d y o u r  b o d y ?  D o  y o u  k n ow  
th a t th is sto ry  in sin u ates th a t y o u  
were so  in terested  in a  p a rty  on  
b o ard  th a t y o u  d id n ’t know' w'hat 
wras h ap p en in g — th a t  th e  ship wTas 
sa ilin g? I t  in sin u ates th a t y ou  
m ig h t h a v e  been  d rin k in g  to o  
m u c h !”

“ I  d o n ’t h a v e  to  read  th a t  p a p er  
to  k n o w  all o f t h a t !”

“ T h e n  it is tr u e !”  F a n e  look ed  
for a  m o m e n t as if h e  h a d  been  
slap p ed .

G ra c ia  k n ew  th en  how' m u ch  her  
fa th er h a d  been  h o p in g  all a lo n g  
th a t S ta cia  w'ould b e  ab le  to  d en y  
th e  sto ry .

“ O f course i t ’s tru e , an d  w h at o f  
i t ? ”

“ Y o u  ask m e  that? A n d  y o u ’re 
m y  d a u g h te r?”  th e  m a n  excla im ed  
in startled  a m a ze m e n t.

“ C e rta in ly , a n d  I ’ll ask  y o u  so m e ­
th in g  else , since y o u ’re so  sh o c k e d !”
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“ S ta e ia !”  G r a c ia ’s cry  in ter­
ru p ted  w h a t th e o th er  girl w ou ld  
h a v e  said.

“ Y o u  m ean  to  say  th a t you  w ent  
on hoard th at ship to  see m en y o u  
scarcely  k n o w ? Y o u  w ent on board  
lor a p a rty  w ith people we k n ow  
n o th in g  a b o u t and  so  fo rgo t y ou rself  
th a t you  were carried out to  sea and  
h ad to  be sent b a ck  in that u n d ig ­
nified m a n n e r ? "

‘•‘ Y e s ,  I m ean  it! A n d  I inten d  to  
go  on just th at w a y — g o in g  to  all 
th e p arties I 'm  asked to ! A n d , if 
y o u ’d feel a n y  b etter  a b ou t k n ow in g  
it , I w as dru n k when th ey  p u t m e  
off that 1 m a t . I )  runk when I got  
h om e here last n ig h t. W h a t are you  
g o in g  to d o  ab ou t t h a t ? ”

She was on her feet, her sm a ll, 
slim  figure draw n up to  its full 
h eig h t, her lo v e ly  fa ce  m ask ed  w ith  
insolence.

F a n e  w h itened  w ith  anger and  
tu rn ed  sw iftly  to  K a t t y .

“ A on k n ew  a b o u t th is , th en ? Y o u  
k n ew  th at she ca m e  h om e d r u n k ? "  
he d em an d ed .

“ N o — n o, T d id n ’t ! ”
“ A n d  I th o u g h t I  pu t m y  d a u g h ­

ters in y o u r c a r e !”
"D a d d y ,  d o n ’t ! ” G ra c ia 's  y o u n g  

voice  broke in. " K a t t y  d id n 't k n o w . 
I  pu t Staeia  to  b e d !”

" Y o u  did ! Y o u ’re ly in g ! Y o u  
c o u ld n ’ t h a v e  g o tte n  her u p sta irs !”  

G racia  h esita ted . She d id n ’t want 
to  say  th at K e n  W o r th in g  had car­
ried S ta eia  u p . S o m eh o w  she d id n ’t 
w an t his n am e e v e n  m en tion ed  in  
con n ection  w ith  such a  th in g .

A n d  th en  she heard her sister ’s 
h ard , brillian t little  lau gh  ripplin g  
th rou gh  the lo v e ly  old roo m .

“ T h e  pu re A ir . W o r th in g  carried  
m e  to  m y  b e d !”

“ K e n  W o r th in g ? ”  F a n e  a sk ed . “ I  
th o u g h t he w a s d e c e n t.”

“ S o  he is— to o  d e c e n t !”  S ta c ia ’ s 
w o rd s, tin g ed  d e lica te ly  w ith  sar­

ca sm  stilled  th e e x p la n a tio n  th a t  
G ra c ia  w ou ld  h a v e  m a d e .

“ S o  th is is th e w a y  m y  d au gh ters  
carry o n !”  T h e r e  w as m ore th an  
anger in F a n e ’s v o ice , a sort o f  
broken  n ote th at w ent stra igh t to  
G ra c ia 's  h ea rt, and  h u rt.

Silence filled th e ro o m  fo r  a w hile . 
It  w as F a n e 's  v o ice , still w ith  th at  
o d d ly  b rok en  n ote  th a t  fin ally  
sp ok e:

“ I w ish th at I cou ld  order y o u  
fro m  m y  h ou se, S ta e ia , an d  be done  
w ith the th in g  th a t w a y . B u t  th a t ’s 
to o  sim ple and lo o  m u c h  like sh irk ­
ing. Y o u 'r e  m y  d a u g h ter , y o u ’re a  
F a n e  and I ’m goin g  to  m a k e  y ou  a 
resp ectab le  m e m b e r  of so ciety  if I  
h av e to  k eep  you  locked  in you r  
room  until y o u r  spirit is b ro k en . 
K a t t y ,  will you  tak e her to  her room  
and see to  it th a t  she s ta y s  there  
u n til she has d ecided  to  live  a m ore  
n orm al life ?”

“ Y o u  ca n 't  d o  t h a t !”  S ta eia  w as  
b la zin g .

“ O h , yes I can and I  will d o  t h a t .”
“ I  w o n 't  s ta y ! T h ere  isn ’t a  lock  

or a b o lt  th at will keep  m e! Y o u  
can  d o  w h a t y ou  w a n t to , b u t I  
w o n ’t s t a y ! "

“ Y o u ’ll s ta y , and I ’ll b reak  y o u r  
spirit if I h av e  to  p u t y o u  in 
c h a in s !”  F a n e ’s face h ard en ed . H e  
p a u sed  on ly  a m o m e n t and  th en  
w en t o n , a stran g e , chill pu rp ose in  
his v o ice : “ T h a t ’s been don e before
to  a F a n e — I ’ve g o t th e  ch a in s in th e  
b arn . K a t t y ,  send th e m a n  for th e m  
w hile I  ta k e  this w ild  person  to  her  
r o o m .”

K a t t y  F a n e 's  h an d  grip p ed  th e  
a rm s o f her ch air so  h ard th a t her 
k n u ck les w h iten ed .

“ N o , I  w o n ’t g e t th e m !”  she said  
fiercely  and  G ra c ia  stared  at her in  
a m a ze m e n t. S h e h ad  n ever seen  
K a t t y  op p ose her fa th er  before . “ I  
w o n ’t . I w ore th ose  th in g s. They 
were m a d e  fo r  me! The girls might
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as well know it now. I lived in them 
for a solid year. I know what they 
did to me! They broke my spirit, 
all right. I never wanted to look 
at a man after that, but they filled 
me with hatred, too. And I won't 
have that happen to Stacia! She’s 
a Fane— I know it. She’s wild and

unmanageable, but I won’ t have 
what h ap p en ed  to m e happening to 
her! S h e's  got to have her chance, 
Tom Fane! You had it! B ecau se  
you were a boy your wildness was 
endured until— love and life tamed 
you. Well, Stacia’s got to have that 
same chance that you had. I won’t
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h a v e  her fin a lly  grow  in to  an e m p t y -  “ Y o u  h eard  m y  ord er, K a t t y !”  
h a n d ed , e m p ty -h e a r te d , b itte r  ca m e stern ly  fr o m  F a n e . “ G e t  th ose  
w o m a n !”  iro n s !”
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“ I  w o n ’ t !”
“ T h is  is m y  h ou se! Y o u ’re liv in g  

in  it . G e t th ose  iro n s !”
“ I ’ve lea ve  y o u r  h ou se first!”  
“ K a t t y ,  h ow  d are y o u  d e fy  m e !”  
K a t t y  F a n e  w o u ld  h a v e  sp ok en  

a ga in , b u t S ta c ia ’ s v o ice , ed ged  w ith  
a slight sneer, in terru p ted :

“ G o  a h e ad , get th e m , K a t t y .  I  
d o n ’t m in d . T h a t  w ill be ju st  one  
m o re  experien ce fo r  m e . A n d  if h e ”  
— h er ey es b la zed  to w a rd  her fa th er  
fo r  a m o m e n t— “ th in k s he can  h old  
m e  w ith  th o se , he d o e sn ’t k n ow  his 
o w n  b lo o d !”

F a n e  stared  a t  h is d a u g h ter  and  
G ra c ia  th o u g h t she saw  so m eth in g  
b ea ten  an d  b rok en  creep in g  in to  his  
ey es. S h e  k n ew  in stin c tiv e ly  th a t it  
h u rt h im  b e y o n d  w ords to  be h arsh  
w ith  his d a u g h ter .

“ Y o u ---------”  F a n e  stop p ed  sp ea k ­
in g  an d  look ed  to w a rd  th e d o or o f  
th e  roo m .

K e n  W o r th in g  sto o d  th ere . N o  
one spoke for a m o m e n t. T h e n :

“ I  h op e I ’m  n o t  in tru d in g . I  
ca m e  to  ask  a b o u t S ta c ia .”  I t  was  
K e n ’s v o ice , and  G ra c ia , n o t  darin g  
to  look  at h im , fe lt  her h ea rt tr e m ­
b lin g  ju s t  a t soun d o f h is v o ice .

“ S o  y o u  ca m e  to  ask  h ow  she is! 
Y o u ’re th e person  w h o  b ro u g h t her
h o m e  la st  n ig h t. Y o u --------- ”

“ I  w as here w a itin g  fo r  h er , M r .  
F a n e , a n d  carried  her in to  th e  
h o u se ,”  W o r th in g  corrected  h im . 

“ T h e n  y o u  w eren ’t  w ith  h e r ?”  
“ N o .”
“ I  m ig h t  h a v e  k n o w n .”
“ B u t , since y o u  k n o w  a b o u t  it , I  

d o  th in k  y o u ’d o u g h t to  p ro te c t y o u r  
girls a  little  m ore— so m e one h a d  
g iv e n  S ta c ia  m o re  th a n  she sh ou ld  
h a v e  h a d  to  d rin k  la st  n ig h t.
I --------”

“ P r o te c t  h e r !”  in terru p ted  F a n e .  
“ P r o te c t  t h a t  w ild  fe m a le ! D o  it , 
i f  y o u  ca n . A n d  if  y o u  d o  y o u ’ll b e  
a  b e tte r  m a n  th a n  I  a m ! I ’v e  been

tr y in g  to  d o  t h a t  a ll m y  life , an d  I ’m  
ju s t  b eg in n in g  t o  realize w h a t a p o or  
jo b  I ’v e  m a d e  o f it! A n y  m a n  w h o  
h as t o  b rin g  u p  a  m o d ern  girl h as  
m y  h ea rtfe lt  s y m p a th y .”

“ I  d o n ’t  u n d e rsta n d ,”  W o r th in g  
said s low ly .

“ H e r e , read th a t , th en  perh ap s  
y o u  w ill!”  F a n e  tossed  th e  p a p er  
to w a rd  W o r th in g .

T h e  y o u th  to o k  th e  sh eet, stared  
a t th e  p ictu res an d  th en  read th e  
sto ry  te llin g  th a t  one o f th e F a n e  
tw in s , b ea u tifu l d a u g h ter  o f one o f  
N e w  Y o r k ’s w ealth iest m e n , h ad  b e ­
co m e  so en grossed  in a p a r ty  on  
b o ard  sh ip  t h a t  she h ad  been  ca r­
ried o u t t o  sea and  w as in such  
co n d itio n  th a t  she h ad  to  be low ered  
o v er  th e  side w ith  a  rop e tie d  arou n d  
h er b o d y .

W o r th in g ’s fa ce  w as w h ite  w hen  
he fin ish ed .

“ W h a t  are y o u  g o in g  t o  d o  a b o u t  
th is ? ”  he asked  ten se ly .

“ D o ? ”  d em a n d ed  F a n e . “ W h a t  
ca n  y o u  d o  w h en  y o u ’v e  g o t a  
d a u g h ter  w h o  ow ns u p  to  all o f i t ? ”

“ I  d o n ’t  b elieve  i t !”
N o  one spoke fo r  a  m o m e n t. 

E v e n  S ta cia  seem ed  a  little  a ffected  
b y  th e  y o u th ’s su b lim e fa ith  in h er. 
T h e n :

“ W e ll ,  y o u  m ig h t as w ell— becau se  
i t ’s tr u e .”  Sh e sp o k e q u ie tly .

“ S ta c ia !”
“ I t  is— ev ery  w ord o f i t .”
W o r th in g  sto o d  lo o k in g  a t h er, 

a n d  G ra c ia  saw  in h is  ey es again  t h a t  
m u te  a d ora tio n  th a t  she h ad  seen  
for th e  m o m e n t  th a t  he b e n t o v er  
S ta c ia  th e  n ig h t before  w h en  he h ad  
la id  her o n  her b ed . G r a c ia  fe lt  as  
i f  she co u ld n ’t  en du re lo o k in g  a t  i t ,  
b u t  she h a d  t o ; it  fa scin ated  her.

A n d  th e n  she saw  h im  g o  to w a rd  
S ta c ia , h is h a n d s o u t in  a  little  g es­
tu re  o f a p p e a l, a s i f  fo rg e tfu l o f  th e  
o th ers in  th e  ro o m .

“ S ta c ia , it  isn ’t  tru e ! N o t  o f  th e
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real y o u ! The real you that I love 
d id n ’t  d o  th a t . It’s ju st  the rest­
lessness of the age, this period  that 
y o u  w ere b o rn  in . I t ’ s con fu sed  y o u  
an d  m a d e  y o u  think y o u  w a n t things 
th a t  y o u  d o n ’t . S ta e ia , I  lov e  y o u , 
I w a n t y o u . M a r r y  m e n o w , let me 
ta k e  care o f y o u ; g ive  m e th e right 
to  be w ith  y o u  a lw a y s , to  p ro te ct  
y ou  fr o m  th is m o d ern  m a d n ess. I ’ ll 
m a k e y o u  h a p p y . A s  m y  w ife—  
w h y , d arlin g , I ’ ll be on m y  knees to  
y o u  a lw a y s ! I ’ll spen d  th e rest of 
m y  life try in g  to  m a k e  y o u  h a p p y , 
g iv in g  you  e v e r y th in g  y ou  w a n t !”

H e  p aused  a m o m e n t and  S ta c ia ’s 
lig h t, b rillian t, cruel lau gh  echoed  in  
th e silen t ro o m .

“ Y o u  c o u ld n ’t  sell m e m arriage if 
th e y  were g iv in g  gold  bricks a w a y  
w ith  it as p rem iu m s! I  w a n t to  liv e , 
an d  th ere ’ s no surer w a y  to  o b liv io n  
for a girl th an  th e sh ackles of m a t ­
r im o n y ! I  w a n t t o  k n ow  ev ery  th rill 
life h o ld s before  I  k ick  off. I  w a n t  
to  try  e v e ry th in g  once. T h a t ’ s w h y  
I ’m  a y es girl. I ’ll say  ‘y e s ’ to  a n y ­
th in g  once— a n y th in g  b u t m a r ­
r ia g e !”

“ S ta e ia !”  Iven  W o r th in g  seem ed  
stu n n ed  and  G r a c ia ’s h eart ached  
for h im .

Sh e w a n ted  to  g o  to  h im  and  tak e  
his h an d s in  h ers, to  c o m fo rt h im , 
to  tell h im  th a t  he w a sn ’t m issin g  
a n y th in g , th a t S ta e ia  w a sn ’t th e k in d  
o f a girl w h o  cou ld  e v e r  m a k e  a n y  
m a n  h a p p y . A n d  y e t  G ra c ia  k n ew  
th a t th e  tou ch  o f h er h a n d s , th e c o m ­
fo rt  o f her w ord s, were th e last  
th in g s in th e  w orld  th a t he w a n ted .

“ S ta eia , y o u  d o n ’t m ean  t h a t !”
“ I  sure do— and h o w !”
Her flippancy in answer to the 

strained, passionate words of the 
youth was a sacrilege.

Fane seemed to sense it. He 
looked at Gracia and then, as if in 
answer to something that he saw in 
her eyes, he rose and went out of the

room, Katty following. Finally, 
Gracia also went.

I t  d id n ’t  m a tte r  t o  her a b o u t  
S ta eia , b u t she c o u ld n ’t en du re lo o k ­
in g  on th e  g ift th a t W o r th in g  w as  
la y in g  a t her sister ’s fe e t, and  seeing  
th e  pain  in  his eyes a t  her spu rn in g.

G racia  w ou ld  h a v e  g iv en  a n y th in g  
to  h a v e  sa ved  h im  th a t.

She h ad  an im p u lse  t o  ru sh  b a ck  
in to  th e ro o m  and b e g  h im  to  see 
th a t Staeia  w a sn ’t w o rth y  of th e  
gifts  he b ro u g h t h er, b u t  she forced  
herself to  go  on out in to  th e gard en s.

She w as still there w h en , a little  
later, W o r th in g  w as w alk in g  th ro u gh  
th e m  tow ard  his u n cle ’s p lace .

H e  stop p ed  a m o m e n t and loo k ed  
at G ra c ia , so m eth in g  as if seeing h er  
for th e first tim e .

“ Y o u ’re like S ta e ia , aren ’t y o u ? ”  
I t  w as as if h e ’d n ev er really  n oted  
it  before.

“ W e  look  a lik e ,”  m u rm u red  G r a ­
cia , and  th e  m e m o ry  o f  his lips on  
hers in th a t im p a ssio n ed  k iss th a t  
h ad been m ean t for S ta e ia  ca m e  
b a ck  to  her w ith  p a in fu l c la rity .

H e  w ent on and  G ra c ia  look ed  
a fter h im , a p ecu liar em p tin ess  p o s­
sessing her.

C H A P T E R  V I .

S ta eia  h ad  a co o lly  tr iu m p h a n t  
sm ile  on her b rillia n tly  rou ged  lips  
w hen G ra c ia  saw  her th a t ev en in g .

I t  w as as if she w a n ted  to  sa y  to  
G ra c ia : “ Y o u  see, I  can  get a w a y
w ith  a n y th in g !”  G ra cia  tu rn ed  a w a y  
fro m  h er, h eartsick .

She k n ew  th a t W o r th in g  w ou ld  
co m e over th a t ev en in g  and  ta k e  
S ta eia  o u t som ew h ere— and he d id .

Nothing seemed to shake his faith 
in her, thought Gracia bitterly. It 
wasn’t that she would have taken 
anything from Staeia; it was just 
that life seemed to be passing her 
b y . The things that she would have
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g iv en  h er v e ry  soul fo r  w ere b e in g  
sh ow ered  on  oth ers an d  w a sted .

G r a c ia  w as s ittin g  q u ie tly  w ith  her  
fa th e r  fo r  a little  w hile before  
J o h n n y  F arrel ca m e to  ta k e  her o u t.

“ I  p resu m e y o u  th in k  I ’m  w eak —  
th a t  I  w as w eak  a b o u t S ta c ia  th is  
a fte r n o o n ,”  he said .

“ N o ,”  was G r a c ia ’ s q u ie t re p ly .
“ W e ll ,  I ’m  d o in g  w h a t I ’m  d o in g  

becau se I  h op e  th a t  k id ’s lo v e  for  
S ta c ia  w ill m a k e  so m e im pression  on  
h e r .”  H e  w as sp eak in g  slow ly  and  
e a rn e stly . “ I  k n o w  th e  F a n e  b lo o d . 
I t ’s w ild , little  G ra c ia . B e  g la d  th a t  
it m issed  y o u  so m eh o w . B u t  w h en  
it  lo v es— it  lo v es . Iv a tty  co u ld  tell  
y o u  w h a t it  d id  t o  h er. A n d  I  can  
te ll y o u  w h a t it  d id  to  m e — it b rok e  
h er an d  m a d e  m e . I f  y o u r  m o th e r  
h a d  b een  a n y  o th er k in d  o f a  girl—  
y o u ’re like h er, G ra c ia — I  h a te  to  
th in k  o f w h a t m y  en d  m ig h t  h a v e  
b een . T h e r e ’s w ild  b lo o d  in  th e  
F a n e s , G ra c ia , an d  t h a t ’s w h y  I ’ve  
b een  p a tie n t an d  tried  to  u n d ersta n d  
y o u r  sister. T h a t ’s w h y  I ’m  le ttin g  
th in g s go  n o w , in  th e  h op e  th a t th e  
b e a u ty  o f th a t  b o y ’ s lo v e  w ill so m e ­
h o w  g e t  o v er  w ith  her an d  do  so m e­
th in g  fo r  h er .”

“ f  k n o w .”  G r a c ia ’ s v o ice  w as n o t  
q u ite  s te a d y . “ I  h op e  so , t o o .”  B u t  
th e w ord s seem ed  to  b e  d ragged  
fr o m  h er, d ragged  o v er  h er ach in g  
h ea rt.

S h e d id  h o p e  th a t  th in g s w ou ld  
tu rn  o u t  w ell fo r  S ta cia , th a t so m e ­
h o w  o u t o f  her w a rp ed , tw iste d  p h il­
o so p h y  th e  c a lm  sw eet h ap p in ess of 
p erfect peace w ou ld  co m e to  h er, b u t  
it w as h ard  to  echo ju st  her fa th e r ’s 
w ish , w hen her ow n  h eart yearn ed  
so  fo r  W o r th in g .

S h e  w as g la d  w hen J o h n n y  a p ­
p eared  at th e steps and  called  to  her. 
H e r  eyes ligh ted  a little  an d  J o h n n y  
n o ticed  it.

“ G ra c ia , b e a u tifu l, y o u  lo o k  a l­
m o st  g lad  to  see m e !”

“ O h , I  th in k  I  a m  to -n ig h t ,  
J o h n n y !”  H e r  voice  tre m b le d  a lit ­
tle  as sh e sp o k e , and  her h an d s w ent  
o u t to  h im  in a help less little  ges­
tu re .

J o h n n y  to o k  th e m  a n d  stood  lo o k ­
in g  in te n tly  in to  h er ey es.

“ Y o u ’ve  b een  d riv en  to  m e t o ­
n ig h t ,”  he sa id . “ I  can  see it in y o u r  
ey es. P r o b a b ly  so m e m ore o f S ta -  
c ia ’s d o in g . Y o u ’d let m e kiss y o u  
n o w , y o u  m ig h t let m e ta k e  y o u  in  
m y  arm s— y o u  m ig h t sa y  ‘y e s ’ to  
th in g s I ’d like to  a sk  y o u . I t ’s a  
terrific te m p ta tio n , G ra c ia , b u t I  
w o n ’t .  I  d o n ’t  w a n t y o u  th a t  w a y .”

Sh e let h im  help  her in to  his car  
an d  seem ed to  sink a g a in st h im  
w h en  he slip p ed  un der th e  w h eel. H e  
h a lf tu rn ed  to  her as h e started  th e  
m o to r .

“ Y o u ’re a  te m p ta tio n  th e  w a y  
y o u  are to -n ig h t , G ra c ia . A n d  I  
d o n ’t k n o w  h ow  stron g  I  a m .”

“ I  d o n ’t k n ow  h o w  stro n g  I  w a n t  
y o u  to  b e , J o h n n y !”

H is  h a n d  le ft th e w h eel an d  
tou ch e d  hers.

“ I  care to o  m u c h  to  ta k e  y o u  th is  
w a y , h o n e y . W h e n  y o u  co m e to  m e , 
if y o u  ev er d o , I  w a n t it  to  be b e ­
cau se y o u  rea lly  lo v e  m e . N o t  b e ­
cau se y o u ’v e  been  h u rt so  m u c h  
t h a t  y o u ’re seekin g sh elter. N o t  
th a t m y  arm s d o n ’ t ache to  g iv e  y o u  
th a t  sh elter, d ear. T h e y  d o . B u t  I  
w a n t y o u r  h ap p in ess m ore th a n  I  
w a n t m y  o w n , an d  a fter  th is w as  
o v e r , y o u ’d  b e  sorry  if y o u ’d m a d e  
m e  a n y  p rom ises, g iv en  m e  a n y th in g . 
I  w an t y o u  n ever to  b e  sorry a b o u t  
a n y th in g — a b o u t m e . I f  I  spen d  m y  
life tr y in g  to  m a k e  y o u  h a p p y ; if I  
g iv e  m y  life in d o in g  ju st som e little  
th in g  for y o u , t h a t  will b e  all th a t I 
a s k .”

“ J o h n n y !”  T h e re  w as fear in  
G r a c ia ’s v o ice . “ D o n ’t ta lk  like  
th a t . Y o u  frigh ten  m e! I  feel as if 
— so m e th in g  m ig h t  h a p p e n .”
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J o h n n y  lau gh ed  so ftly .
“ D o n 't  b e  frigh ten ed , little  g ir l!”  

he said e a sily . “ I  m e a n t w h at I  said  
h u t n o th in g  is goin g  to  h ap p en  to

>5m e.
“ I  c a n 't  be so  su re !”  T h e re  w as  

still a trace o f a g ita tio n  in  her v o ice .
“ In  a m in u te  y o u ’ll h a v e  m e  

th in k in g  y o u  care w h at h ap p en s to  
m e !”  H e  spoke g en tly  and there  
w as a w h im sica l sm ile on his fine  
y o u n g  face as he g lan ced  at her a 
m o m e n t.

“ I d o , J o h n n y . I  d o  care. O n ly  
n ot the w a y  you  w an t m e to . I  
w ish I  cou ld ! I  w ish I  d id n ’t k n ow  
w h a t love  w as an d  th a t I cou ld  let 
th e lik in g  th a t I  h a v e  for y o u  m a s­
qu erad e as lo v e . I  w ish I  dared  
ch ea t y o u  th a t m u c h ! B u t  I  c a n ’t! 
I ’m  m a d  a b o u t som e one else— m a d  
a b o u t so m e one w h o d o esn ’t ev en  
k n ow  I ’m  liv in g , J o h n n y !”

T h e r e  w as a  d esperate n o te  in her  
voice .

J o h n n y ’s y o u n g  face w h itened  
s lig h tly  an d  his teeth  seem ed  to  g rit.

“ I  d o n ’t see h ow  a n y  one cou ld  be  
th a t  w a y — n o t see y o u , I  m e a n .”

“ I t ’s— -S ta c ia . H e  c a n ’t see a n y  
one b u t h er!”

J o h n n y  w as silen t fo r  a  m o m e n t, 
th en  th e w ords seem ed  to  b e  d ragged  
fro m  h im  a g a in st his w ish . I t  w as  
as if he h ad  to  k n ow .

“ I t ’s W o r th in g , th en , isn ’t  i t ? ”  
A n d  w hen G ra c ia  d id n ’ t answ er, he  
a d d ed : “ Y o u  n eed n ’t  tell m e— I
k n o w . E v e r y  one k n ow s th a t h e ’s 
fa llen  fo r  S ta c ia  and fa llen  h ard . 
A n d  he isn ’t  her k in d . H e ’s m a d e  a  
m ista k e  som ew h ere. H e ’ll p ro b a b ly  
w ake u p  too  la te .”

“ Y e s ! Y e s — i t ’s K e n  W o r th in g !”  
A n d  th en  G ra c ia  fo u n d  her-self 
fra n k ly  cry in g  in J o h n n y ’s a rm s. 
C r y in g  o v er  on e  m a n  in th e a rm s o f  
a n o th er  w h o lov ed  her.

“ O h , J o h n n y , I ’m  so a sh a m e d ,”  
she said b ro k e n ly , b rea th lessly .

J o h n n y  w ho h ad  stop p ed  his car  
and p ark ed  in th e  k in d  sh ad o w  o f  
som e ta ll trees d rew  her closer.

“ D o n ’t b e . I  u n d e rsta n d .”
W h e n  G racia  fin ally  look ed  u p , 

her so b b in g  ce ased , she asked  in a  
p itifu l little  v o ice :

“ Is  it a lw ay s like th is— w a n tin g  
som e one y o u  c a n ’t  h a v e ?  I s  th a t  
th e w a y  we were m e a n t to  g o  o n ? ”

J o h n n y  p e tte d  her ten d erly .
“ I t ’s life ,”  he said  so ftly . “ I  w a n t  

y o u  w ith  all m y  h ea rt, and  y o u  w a n t  
K e n  W o r th in g  w ith  all of y o u r s .”

G racia  w as a little  b it g la d  w hen  
her fa th er said th a t th e y  w ou ld  re­
tu rn  to  th eir c ity  h ou se. She lov ed  
the co u n try . She h ad  a lw ay s been  
tw ice as h a p p y  in th e g reat old r a m ­
b lin g  fa rm  h o m estea d  th a t look ed  
o u t o ver th e lo v e ly  H u d so n  as she  
h ad  been in  th e c ity  h ou se, b u t she  
w as g la d  to  lea ve  it . Sh e fe lt  th a t  
th e  c ity  m ig h t m e a n  seein g  less of 
W o r th in g . T h a t  w ou ld  m a k e  life a  
little  easier.

O n e o f th e  first in v ita tio n s  th e y  
rece ived  a fte r  settlin g  in th eir  c ity  
p lace  w as for a  te a  th e  J aim es girls  
w ere g iv in g .

“ W ill  y o u  g o ? ”  G r a c ia  a sk ed , lo o k ­
in g  up fro m  th e in v ita tio n  th a t  S ta ­
cia  h a d  p u t  in to  her h an d  w ith  a  
little  lau gh .

“ G o ?  C e rta in ly , since I  h a v e  
n o th in g  b e tte r  to  d o !”

“ B u t , w o u ld n ’t  y o u  ra th er  h ate  
to --------- ”  G ra c ia  h esita ted .

“ T o  m e e t th e  o ld  b o y ?  N o t  m e ! 
D o n ’t  be a b su rd , sw eet ch ild ! W h a t ’s 
a little  p e ttin g  p a r ty  m ore or less  
in a  g irl’s life ?”

A n d  so  th e y  set o u t, S ta cia  at th e  
w heel o f th e  car, an d  arrived a t the  
J aim es to w n  h ou se a scen ted  flu t­
ter o f sm art fall fe m in in ity . T h e ir  
lon g  sk irts o f so ft , co stly  fa b ric  
sw irlin g a b o u t th eir s lim  a n k les; 
t in y  h a ts  fr o m  w h ich  p eep ed  c o -
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quettish b its  o f ostrich  co n trasted  
with the b ro n zed  curls b en ea th  th eir  
b rim s.

T h e  J a im es girls loo k ed  at th e m  
in b reath less a d m ira tio n  as th e y  led

th e m  in to  th e liv in g  ro o m . T h e y  
were p lain  in co n tra st. T h eir  
m o th e r , a w o m a n  o f excep tion al  
stren gth  o f will and  p erso n a lity , b e ­
lieved  in a sim p lic ity  to  th e p o in t

“ You couldn't sell me marriage if they were giving gold bricks 
away with it as premiums!"

LS — 4E
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o f  p lain n ess an d  a lm o st d isfigu rin g  
barrenn ess.

Sh e h ad  m a rk ed  th e  lives o f b o th  
o f her d a u g h ters an d  o f her h u sb an d  
w ith  her stern beliefs.

“ O il, y o u ’re a lw a y s  so g o rg eo u s!”  
brea th ed  E lise  J a im es. “ I  cou ld  ju s t  
die ad m irin g  y o u r  cloth es! I  w ish  
m a m m a  w ou ld  let us h av e  th in g s like  
y o u r s !”

“ I ’ll w ill it to  y o u  w h en  I  d ie !”  
ca m e  lig h tly  fro m  S ta cia  w hile G r a ­
cia  sm iled  a t  E lise  an d  p itied  her  
ju s t  a little .

T h ere  w as a little  stir in th e  roo m  
as th e girls en tered . I t  w as a lw ay s  
th a t w a y — tw o  o f th e m  so  n early  
alike a n d  so  b e a u tifu lly  dressed .

A n d  th e n  th e ch a tte r  w as resu m ed  
a ga in . Y o u n g  v oices echoed th e  
little  h igh  cries an d  th e  lig h t, fr iv o ­
lou s lau g h te r  o f th e  m o m e n t. T h ere  
w as th e c lin k in g  o f cry sta l and  the  
tin k lin g  c la tter  o f silver on ch in a .

T h e  so ft , sh a d o w y  lig h t of six 
o ’clock  c a m e . C a rs  were w h irlin g  up  
th e  A v e n u e  w ith  h o m e -b o u n d  speed .

A n d  th e n  th e  lig h t fem in in e  noise  
o f th e p a r ty  so ften ed  a b it and  E lise  
J aim es loo k ed  u p  to  w elcom e her  
fa th er .

B u t  J a im es w a sn ’t  sm ilin g . I n ­
stea d  he w as lo o k in g  straigh t across  
th e  ro o m . G ra c ia  tried to  tell h er­
self th a t  she w as o n ly  im a g in in g  th a t  
his eyes rested  on her sister w ith  th a t  
m a lig n a n t expression . A n d  th en  she 
h eard  h im  sp eak :

“ E lise , I  th o u g h t I  to ld  y o u --------- ”
B u t  E lise , fo llo w in g  th e d irection  

o f his g la n ce , m u s t  h a v e  ca u gh t his  
m e an in g  e v e n  before  he finished the  
sen ten ce.

“ D a d d y , I  ju s t  c o u ld n ’ t h e lp  it! I  
k n o w  w h a t y o u  sa id , b u t I  d id n ’t  
th in k  y o u  rea lly  m e a n t  it! I  ju s t  
c o u ld n ’t  h a v e  a  p a r ty  w ith o u t a sk in g  
all th e girls. I  c o u ld n ’t ! ”

“ W h e n  I  g iv e  an order, I  ex p ect to  
be o b e y e d , E lis e !”

L S —5 E

A  slig h t sh ock , a  th in g  th a t  w as  
a lm o st ta n g ib le  ran  th ro u gh  th e  lit ­
tle  grou p  of girls. I t  w as as if  each  
girl th ere w as th in k in g  th a t n o  one  
b u t th e p a ren ts o f th e  tw o  J aim es  
girls w ou ld  a tte m p t to  get a w a y  w ith  
such d o m in a n ce  in th e  tw en tieth  
ce n tu ry . T h a t  sort o f th in g  ju st  
w a sn ’t  clone a n y  m ore. Y o u  cou ld  
feel th e  sen tim en t ex u d in g  fro m  th e  
refined g ath erin g .

“ B u t , d a d d y , I  ju st  c o u ld n ’t lea ve  
o u t one o f th e girls. I  c o u ld n ’t ! ”

A n d  th en  G racia  fe lt a sense o f  
a p p reh en sion . I t  w as as if so m e ­
th in g  d irectly  a ssociated  w ith  her  
w as a b o u t to  be to u c h e d  u p o n . She  
fe lt , rath er th a n  saw , S ta cia  rise to  
h er fu ll, sm a rtly  b la ck -c la d  h eigh t—  
ta ll and slim  an d  lo v e ly .

“ I  im agin e y o u ’re referrin g  to  m e , 
M r . J a im e s ,”  she said , w ith  a p e ­
cu liar em p h a sis on th e  la st. “ W e  
m ig h t as w ell p u t  th e  rest o f th e  
girls at ease. T h e y ’re a ll w orriedly  
w on d erin g  w h a t i t ’s all a b o u t and  if 
it m ean s th e m .”

G ra c ia , to o , w as on h er fe et, her  
h an d  m o v e d  in  a little  sta y in g  m o ­
tio n , as if she w ou ld  h a v e  b egged  
S ta cia  to  b e  still.

“ Y e s ,”  J a im es said , “ I  d o  refer t o  
y o u , and y o u ’ll save m e a  lot o f  
trou b le  b y  le a v in g  an d  n o t co m in g  
in to  m y  h o m e  again . I  w ish  y o u ’d 
regard  th a t as an order. I  a sk ed  m y  
d a u g h ter  n o t to  in v ite  y o u  here. I  
w a n t y o u  to  k eep  a w a y  fro m  m y  
girls and  ou t o f m y  h o m e !”

A  little  g asp  rose fro m  th e grou p  
o f girls, and  G ra c ia  w as con sciou s of 
th e  fa c t th a t th e y  w ere all on th eir  
fe et as if in  p ro test a g a in st J a im e s ’s 
co n d u ct.

B u t  S ta c ia  w as sta n d in g  p erfe ctly  
p o ised , loo k in g  at th e  m a n , a slight  
sm ile on her face .

“ Y o u  dare d o  th is t o -d a y ,”  she  
said ea sily  to  J a im es, “ becau se y o u r  
w ife is ou t o f to w n — y o u  k n ow  she
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c a n ’t  co m e  in on it and  see it . B u t  
y o u  h a d n ’t  co u n ted  on m y  n ot ca r­
in g . Y o u  th o u g h t y o u ’d h u m iliate  
m e and I ’d slink o u t and the g a m e  
w ou ld  b e  y o u rs . W e l l ,  I ’m  n o t p la y ­
in g  in to  y o u r  h an d  th a t w a y !”  

“ L e a v e  th is h ou se before I  call 
y o u r  fa th er  and  ask  h im  to  co m e and  
g e t  y o u !”  J aim es ex cla im ed . “ I  re­
fu se  to  let m y  d a u g h ters  associate  
w ith  such as y o u — y o u r  v e ry  p res­
e n ce  is a  co n ta m in a tio n  to  th ese  
o th e r  d ecen t g ir ls !”

“ Y e s ,  I ’ ll le a v e . I  w a s rea d y  to  
g o , a n y w a y . I  h a v e  an oth er a p ­
p o in tm e n t . B u t  first— y o u ’re goin g  
to  p a y  fo r  th is . Y o u ’ve  started  
so m e th in g  th a t y o u  c a n ’t fin ish ! I ’m  
g o in g  to  finish it fo r  y o u ! A n d  th ese  
girls y o u  w an t to  p ro te c t  so  m u ch  
are goin g  t o  k n o w  h o w  far y o u ’ll g o  
w h en  y o u  th in k  n o  one k n ow s it. 
T h e  o n ly  th in g  t h a t ’s h u rtin g  y o u  
n o w  is t h a t  y o u ’re b e in g  m a d e  to  
p a y !”

“ Y o u  h a v e  no p ro of of t h a t !”  ca m e  
te n se ly  fro m  th e m a n , w h ile  th e  girls 
loo k ed  o n , w h ite -fa ce d .

S ta c ia  lau gh ed  easily .
“ I  h ad  th e ch eck  y o u  g a v e  m e th a t  

n ig h t we p a rk ed  on A lla p a r tu s  R o a d  
p h o to g ra p h ed  before I  cashed it! 
W o u ld  y o u  like to  see th e p ictu re  of 
it?  Sh all I  p a ss i t  a ro u n d ?”

“ Y o u  d id n ’ t !”
S ta c ia  ch u ck led  in a p leased  w a y . 
“ O h , y e s , I  d id . Y o u  co u n ted  on  

m y  b ein g  stu pid  a b o u t th a t . A n d  
y o u  co u n ted  on m y  b ein g  a fraid  and  
ea g e r  t o  g et a w a y  an d  keep  th in gs  
q u ie t th is a ftern oo n . W e l l ,  y o u ’re 
n o t d ea lin g  w ith  th e w o m en  in y o u r  
ow n  fa m ily  n ow . I ’m  cast fro m  a 
differen t m o ld !”

" I f  y ou  h ad  any sh a m e---------”
“ B u t  I  h a v e n ’t ! ”  S tacia  in ter­

ru p ted  h o tly . “ N o t  a n y  m ore th a n  
y o u  h a v e ! Y o u  th o u g h t th is w as a  
g a m e  th a t y o u  cou ld  p la y  a lon e, b e ­
ca u se  y o u  w ere a m a n . W e ll , th o se

d a y s  are g on e  fo rev er . T h e  m a n  
p a y s  n ow — and p a y s  an d  p a y s !”

S ta c ia ’s ligh t lau gh ter h u n g  for a  
m o m e n t over th e ro o m  w h ich  w as  
oth erw ise  d e a th ly  still.

“ A n d  n ow , if w e ’ve fin ished th is  
litt le  scene, I ’ ll be g oin g  on to  m y  
n ext p a r ty !”

“ Y o u ’ll hear fro m  th is !”  J aim es  
said  h o tly .

“ O h , p r o b a b ly !”  S ta cia  replied  as  
she m o v e d  g ra c efu lly  o u t o f th e  
r o o m , G ra cia  fo llo w in g  h er.

T h e y  g o t  in to  th e  car. G ra c ia  fe lt  
th a t she c o u ld n ’t ev en  loo k  at th e  
line o f sm a rtly  dressed girls t h a t  
w ere co m in g  fr o m  J a im e s ’ s h ou se, 
b u t S ta c ia  look ed  o u t an d  retu rn ed  
th eir g o o d -b y s .

“ S p o rtin g  o f y o u , S ta c y ,”  said  on e , 
c o m in g  to  th e side of th e  car. “ I  
w o u ld n ’t  h a v e  dared  d o  a th in g  like  
th a t . I ’d h a v e  cru m p led . I  k n o w  
w h a t y o u  m e a n . H e ’s a lw a y s c o m ­
ing  to  th e c lu b  d ances w ith o u t his  
w ife an d  try in g  to  p o a c h !”

S ta c ia  lau g h ed .
“ W e ll ,  once he p aid  m ore th a n  

th e  p o sted  fin e !”
“ G o o d  for y o u !”
“ B u lly  o f y o u , S ta c ia ,”  ca m e fro m  

an o th er girl. “ W is h  I  h ad  th e  n erve  
to  pu ll so m eth in g  like th a t w hen one  
o f th e old p a p a s tries to  tak e  a so - 
called  fa th e r ly  k iss! T h e y  o u g h t to  
p a y  th e p iper once in a w h ile !”

A n d  w ith  her ligh t lau g h te r  tra il­
in g  in a fine h igh  line fro m  the sm a rt  
little  car she d ro v e , S ta cia  pu lled  
a w a y  fro m  th e cu rb , w a v ed  a  
sm a r tly -g lo v e d  h an d  an d  w as ou t in  
th e traffic o f th e A v e n u e .

I t  w as lon g  before either o f th e  
girls spoke.

“ Y o u  d o n ’t rea lly  m e a n  th a t  
a b o u t th e c h e c k ?”  G ra c ia  asked  
fin ally  in an aw ed v o ice . “ Y o u  
d id n ’t rea lly  ta k e  m o n e y  fr o m  
J a im e s?”

“ O f cou rse I  d id ,”  S ta c ia  rep lied ,
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w ith  th a t  ea sy  la u g h . “ A  m a n  like  
th a t  sh ou ld  be m a d e  t o  p a y  fo r  th e  
th in g s he w a n ts . A  girl w ou ld  be a  
fo o l to  co n trib u te  a n y th in g  to  his  
h a p p in ess , unless she w as cra zy  
a b o u t h im , w hich  w ou ld  be a co n d i­
tio n  h ard  to  im a g in e . O n ly  m o st  
m e n  are w illin g  to  p a y  for priv ileges  
— fa v o rs  fro m  y o u n g  w o m e n . Jaim es  
is a q u itte r . H e  tried  to  sq u irm  o u t  
o f it th a t n ig h t on  A lla p a r tu s  R o a d  
— w ou ld  h a v e , if w e h a d n ’t been  
p a rk ed  righ t th ere in fro n t o f th a t  
h ou se b e lo n gin g  to  his w ife ’s b e st  
fr ien d . I ’d  h a v e  scream ed m y  lu ngs  
o u t w h en  he tried  to  kiss m e  if he  
h a d n ’t  co m e across h a n d so m e ly ! 
G o sh , he w as fr ig h te n e d !”

“ B u t ” — G r a c ia ’s v o ice  h eld  an  
a w ed , frigh ten ed  n o te — “ w h a t are 
y o u  d o in g  w ith  all of th e m o n e y , 
S ta c y ?  I t  fr igh ten s m e  w h en  I  th in k  
o f h ow  m u c h  m o n e y  y o u ’re h a n ­
d lin g .”

“ D o n ’t th in k  o f it! A  girl n eeds  
m o n e y  th ese d a y s !”

“ B u t  a ren ’t y o u  a fraid ? I t  m ig h t  
m a k e  h im  an e n e m y — it m ig h t m a k e  
h im  w ish  y o u  w ere---------”  B u t  G r a ­
cia d id n ’t finish th e sen ten ce. She  
c o u ld n ’t . T h e  th o u g h t th a t ca m e  
t o  her w as to o  d ark  and  h orrible .

“ O h , h e ’s done his w orst n o w ! H e  
w as th e  o n ly  one w h o called  d a d d y  
a b ou t th a t silly  stu ff in  th e pap er—  
I 'm  sure o f th a t . I t  w as a n o th er  
w a y  th a t he th o u g h t h e ’d frigh ten  
m e  in to — b ein g  a fraid  o f h im .”  T h e  
last ca m e in a low er ton e th a t tu rn ed  
G r a c ia ’s ey es to w a rd  h er sister w ith  
a startled  and horrified expression  in  
th e m .

“ S ta c y , y o u ’re n o t— y o u  h a v e n ’t 
— he isn ’t still g iv in g  y o u  m o n e y ? ”  
she a sk ed , u n b e lie v in g ly .

B u t  S ta cia  lau gh ed  lig h tly  and  
a sk ed  fo r  a cig arette  in stea d  of re­
p ly in g . G ra cia  lit it  for her and  
g a v e  it to  her an d  th en  lit one for  
h erself an d  th e y  d ro ve  on  in silence.

“ O h , h e c k !”  G ra c ia  loo k ed  u p  a t  
h er sister ’s e x c la m a tio n  an d  saw  th e  
cau se o f it . “ I  h op ed  h e ’d be la te—  
h e ’s w orse th an  a fly  arou n d  a 
h o n e y  p o t !”

K e n  W o r th in g ’s car w as in  fro n t  
o f th eir  h ou se and  G ra c ia  k n ew  th a t  
in side she w o u ld  fin d K e n  w a itin g , 
as u su al, fo r  S ta cia . H e  h a d  p r o b ­
a b ly  co m e straigh t fr o m  his office  
t o  her.

G r a c ia ’s h eart ach ed . I f  o n ly  he  
w ou ld  d o  such a th in g  fo r  h er. I f  
o n ly  h e 'd  be th a t an xiou s to  see  
her!

T h e  two* girls w en t in to  th e  b ig  
brick  h ou se , an d  in th e  liv in g  ro o m  
ta lk in g  q u ie tly  w ith  T o m  F a n e  w a s  
W o r th in g .

“ H e llo , e v e r y b o d y !”  G r a c ia  w o n ­
dered th a t  S ta cia  cou ld  be so  lig h tly  
sure o f h erself a fter  th e  sh ak in g  ex ­
perience she h a d  ju st  been  th ro u g h .

W o r th in g  w as on his fe e t im m e ­
d ia te ly , an d  w ith  th a t  fine y o u n g  
eagern ess th a t tore at G r a c ia ’ s h ea rt, 
he hurried to  S ta c y , ta k in g  her c o a t  
and g lo v es as she laid  th e m  off.

“ A w fu lly  so rry , K e n , o ld  th in g ,”  
she w as sa y in g  ea sily , “ b u t I  fo r g o t, 
w h en  I  to ld  y o u  y o u  co u ld  co m e , th a t  
I  h a d  an oth er en g a g e m e n t fo r  th is  
ev en in g . G o t  t o  rush u p  n ow  and  
slide in to  so m e g lad  rags for it ! W h y  
d o n ’t y ou  sit th e  e v en in g  ou t w ith  
G ra  eie? S h e ’d b e  o n ly  to o  g lad  to  
h a v e  a h a n d so m e m a le  d ra p in g  h im ­
self arou n d her liv in g  r o o m !”

A n d  S ta cia  w as off on  ligh t feet, 
u p th e stairs,

K e n  look ed  at G ra cia .
“ I f  y o u  h a v e n ’t  a d a te  for t o ­

n ig h t I  m ig h t w a it  here w ith  y o u  
u n til S tacia  co m e s b a c k . T h e re  are  
th in g s— w ell, I ’v e  g o t to  see her t o ­
n ig h t .”

G ra c ia  sm iled , o ver th e  ach e in  her  
h ea rt,

“ I ’m  afraid  y o u r  w a it w o u ld  be an  
a w fu lly  lo n g  on e . Y o u  k n o w  h o w
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th e y  k eep  h er o u t w h en  th e y  get  
h er .”  A n d  she tried to  h a te  h im  in  
th a t  m o m e n t fo r  th e h u rt look  in  his  
ey e s .

“ I  k n ow  b u t  I  w o u ld n ’t m in d , if  
y o u  w o u ld n ’t . ”

“ W h y ,  c e rta in ly .”  I t  w as F a n e ’s 
w a rm  v oice . “ S ta y , if y o u  like , K e n .  
H a v e  dinner here w ith  u s .”

A n d  so  it w as settled  th a t he  
w ou ld  s ta y , and  G ra c ia , w h o  h ad  n o  
reason  for dressing  m ore th an  the  
sim p le  b la ck  a ftern oon  gow n  th at  
she w ore, to o k  off her w raps and  
th en  returned to  th e liv in g  ro o m .

She look ed  up as S tacia  ca m e  
d ow n  in sh im m erin g  green , cu t  
sta rtlin g ly  low  at th e  b a c k , h u gg in g  
h er slim  h ips an d  flarin g  in to  a lo v e ly  
lo n g  skirt at her k n ees.

H e r  heart started  a ch in g ly  as K e n  
W o r th in g  ca m e to  his fe e t , his face  
a lig h t, seem in g  to  be d rin k in g  in the  
fresh , lo v e ly  b e a u ty  of her sister.

I t  w as as if in  th a t m o m e n t o f  
h er su p rem e b e a u ty , he fo rga v e  her 
e v e ry th in g , all o f th e  n eglect and  in ­
sults an d  w as a t her fe e t, w orsh ip ­
in g , ad orin g .

“ W e ll ,  to o -le -o o !”  ca m e  lig h tly  
fro m  S ta cia .

B u t  ju st  as she started  tow ard  th e  
fro n t d oor its bell ran g  fiercely . 
T h e re  w as a sort o f a g ita tio n  in th e  
sound th a t aw ok e appreh en sion  in 
G r a c ia ’s h ea rt. She chilled  and  fe lt  
so m eh o w  held to  th e sp o t.

S h e w as still s ta n d in g  so , s tu n n ed , 
w h en  J aim es w as ushered in to  the  
liv in g  ro o m .

“ O h . y e s , M r . J a im e s !”  G ra c ia  
h eard  her fa th e r ’s vo ice  in frien d ly  
greetin g  and  realized  th a t  as he had  
co m e in to  th e ro o m  a qu ick  m o v e ­
m e n t h ad  tak en  S ta cia  out o f sigh t  
to w a rd  th e rear o f th e h ou se . She  
h eard th e fa in t sou n d  o f a door c lo s­
in g  an d  k n ew  th a t S ta cia  h ad  p ro b ­
ab le  gon e ou t th e  b a c k  w a y . W h e n  
a  car zo o m e d  a w a y  fro m  th e curb

sh e k n e w  for a  c e rta in ty  th a t  S ta cia  
w as g o n e , an d  w as a  little  b it g la d .

Sh e w ou ld  h a v e  been sorry  t o  h a v e  
h ad S ta cia  face  w h a t she k n e w  w as  
co m in g . F o r  stra n g e ly , in sp ite  o f  
th e fa c t  th a t her sister seem ed  so  
self-sufficient and  u tte r ly  lack in g  in  
a n y  need for s y m p a th y  or u n der­
stan d in g , G ra cia  so m eh o w  p itied  h er.

S h e scoffed at h erself fo r  it . 
N e v e rth e le ss , she p itied  her.

“ Y e s !”  th e w ord  ca m e  w ith  a sort 
o f b reath less force fro m  J a im es. 
“ I ’v e  co m e on a m o st u n p le asa n t  
m ission ! I ’d  rath er h a v e  h a d  a n y ­
th in g  h ap p en  th a n  h a v e  h a d  to  
co m e to  you  w ith  th is !”

G r a c ia  saw  h er fa th er ten se as i f  
he h a lf k n ew  w h a t m ig h t b e  c o m in g . 
Sh e m o v ed  across th e ro o m  to  h im  
as if  to  be th ere to  be a s ta y  for  
h im .

“ I t ’s a b ou t y o u r  d a u g h ter , M r .  
F a n e — S ta cia , I  m e a n .”

“ W h a t  a b o u t S ta c ia ?”  asked  F a n e , 
and G ra cia  h eard  th e  terrific strain  
in his voice .

A n d  th en  ca m e th e sto ry  o f th a t  
h ou r on A lla p a rtu s  R o a d , th e  story  
th a t  G racia  a lrea d y  k n ew , o n ly  it 
w as colored as if S ta cia  h a d  been  the  
te m p te r .

“ Y o u  k n ow  y o u ’re o n ly  te llin g  a 
part tr u th , M r . J a im e s !”  G racia  said  
h o tly . “ Y o u  k n o w  th a t y o u  c a n ’t  
keep  y o u r  h an d s off y o u n g  girls and  
th a t y o u  m u st h a v e  b egged  S tacia  to  
tak e  th a t  ride w ith  y o u — ju st as 
y o u ’ve asked o th er  girls to  p ark  w ith  
y o u !”

Jaim es stared  a t G ra c ia , b re a th ­
less fo r  a m o m e n t. T h e n  he sp ok e:

“ S o  y o u ’re a n o th er one o f th e  sam e  
k in d , are y o u ? ”  he asked  v ic io u sly .

“ D o n ’t sa y  t h a t !”  T h e  w ords  
ca m e  h o t ly  fr o m  K e n  W o r th in g  and  
G racia  started  at th e  sou n d  o f th em . 
“ D o n ’ t dare sa y  th a t! I f  y o u ’ ll let 
m e , M r . F a n e , I ’ll tak e  care o f th is !”

H o t  w ords flew  b a ck  an d  fo rth  b e -



Yes Girl 69

It was as if in that moment of her supreme beauty, Ken forgave 
her everything, all the neglect and insults, and was at her feet, 

worshiping, adoring.

tw ee n  th e  th ree  m e n , w hile G ra c ia  d efense fr o m  W o r th in g — th o u g h  he  
sto o d  tre m b lin g  an d  w on d erin g . I t  in sta n tly  tu rn ed  his a tte n tio n  to  S ta -  
h a d  b een  th e  in su lt flu n g  a t h er  b y  c ia ’s case . B u t  she held  th e  th o u g h t  
J aim es th a t  h a d  b ro u g h t th a t q u ick  th a t  he h a d  c o m e  to  h er d efense
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close t o  h er  heart a s if  it  h a d  been  
a real th in g , close to  h er h ea rt w ith  
th e  m e m o ry  o f a k iss and  an  e m ­
brace.

Sh e seem ed  t o  h ear n on e o f th e  
rest o f th e  qu arrel e x ce p t K e n ’s 
v o ice , an d  th en  k n ew  th a t  J aim es  
w as le a v in g  b ea te n , w ith  th e  a tt i ­
tu d e  o f a  m a n  w h o  h a d  sh am ed  h im ­
self.

T h e y  h a d  e v id e n tly  to ld  h im , b o th  
h er fa th e r  and  K e n , w h a t d ecen t  
m e n  th o u g h t o f oth er m en  w h o  tried  
to  ta k e  liberties w ith  girls y o u n g  
en ou gh  to  be th eir d a u g h ters .

F a n e  look ed  u p  w earily , h ow ev er, 
w h en  th e  d oor h a d  closed  beh in d  
J a im es,

“ B u t , n o  m a tte r  w h a t I  said  to  
h im , n o  m a tte r  h ow  I  d efen d e d  S ta -  
cia  to  h im , I ’m  a fraid  for h er ,”  he  
said in a voice  th a t soun ded  tired  
an d  w orn . “ I ’m  afraid  for h er. S h e ’s 
g o in g  to o  fa r . S h e ’s d o in g  th in g s  
th a t  le a v e  a  m a rk , an d  I ’m  h elp less. 
I f  I  a n ta g on ize  her w ith  correction , 
I ’ll lose  her en tire ly . Sh e h a sn ’t  a n y  
fear. S h e ’d run a w a y  on th e slig h t­
e st p ro v o c a tio n . W h a t  shall I  d o ? ”

H e  h a d  asked a q u estio n  b u t he  
d id n ’t  seem  to  ex p ect a n y  an sw er to  
it  fr o m  a n y  one.

Y o u n g  W o r th in g  sto o d  starin g  at  
G ra c ia  an d  G ra c ia  w on dered  if there  
w as so m eth in g  in  his eyes th a t  she 
h ad n ever seen th ere before— so m e­
th in g  th a t  h ad  n ev er b een  in  his  
eyes w h en  h e loo k ed  at h er. Y e t  
w hen he spoke h e said :

“ I  lo v e  S ta cia , M r . F a n e . G iv e  
m e  th e  righ t to  d o  w h a t I  can — w h a t  
sh e ’ll le t m e  to  save her, to  help  
h er .”

“ A n y th in g , a n y th in g , b o y . S h e ’ s 
b e y o n d  m e . I  n ever su p p osed  th a t  
m y  ow n d a u g h ter  w ou ld  h a v e  m e  
b e a te n .”  A n d  th en  he look ed  up a t  
th e  b o y  w ith  h ag g ard  eyes. “ B u t  
a fter  th is— a fter w h at y o u ’v e  h eard , 
w o u ld  y o u  still w a n t her? W ’ ould

y o u  w a n t h er fo r  y o u r  w ife a fte r  
w h a t y o u  k n o w ? ”

“ N o th in g  co u ld  m a k e  a n y  d iffer­
en ce to  m e .”

A n d  G ra c ia , listen in g , fe lt as i f  
h er ow n h ea rt w as b reak in g .

Sh e fe lt  as if she w a s  stiflin g  w h en  
K e n  W o r th in g  ca m e to w a rd  her, 
to o k  her h an d s an d  loo k ed  d e e p ly  
in to  her ey es:

“ T e ll  m e w here she is to -n ig h t ,”  
h e said . “ I  k n o w  th a t  y o u  k n o w , or 
h a v e  som e id ea . T e ll  m e . I ’m  g o ­
in g  th ere— y o u ’ll go  w ith  m e . W e ’ll 
b rin g  h er b a c k — y ou  an d  I . ”

G ra c ia  d id n ’t answ er im m e d ia te ly .
“ T e ll  m e ,”  W o r th in g  in sisted . “ I  

k n o w  th a t y o u  k n o w — th a t  y o u  h a v e  
so m e id e a .”

G ra c ia  th o u g h t sw iftly . N o th in g  
w orse cou ld  h ap p en  thaft a lread y  
h a d . P erh a p s, b y  som e stran ge tw ist  
of fa te , S ta cia  m ig h t b e  to u c h e d . 
S o m e th in g  th a t  W o r th in g  m ig h t sa y , 
so m e th in g  h e m ig h t d o , perh ap s th a t  
h u rt look  in h is ey es w ou ld  to u c h  
S ta cia , get th ro u gh  t o  h er h e a rt, and  
ch a n ge h er.

“ Y e s , I  h a v e  an id ea  o f w here she  
is— o n ly  th a t , ju st  an idea  o f w here  
she m ig h t  b e .”

“ T h e n  w e ’ll go— y o u  and  I ! ”  H e  
to o k  her h an d  as if to  h u rry  her.

B u t  G racia  drew  b a ck .
“ W h y  sh ou ld  I  g o ? ”  she ask ed , 

h er v oice  n ot q u ite  s te a d y . I t  w as  
a lm o st to o  m u c h , th is  b e in g  asked  
to  g o  and h elp  b rin g  S ta c ia  b a ck  to  
the m a n  th a t  she— G ra c ia — lo v e d ! 
T h a t  w as a sk in g  so m e th in g  a lm o st  
su p erh u m an  o f her!

“ B e c a u se ” — W o r th in g  p a u sed  a  
m o m e n t as if  he h a d n ’t con sidered  
h is reason  fo r  a sk in g  her h im self, 
and th en — “ b ecau se I  need y o u !”

“ B u t y o u  d o n ’t! Y o u  co u ld  d o  
b e tte r  a lon e. I t  m ig h t o n ly  m a k e  
her an g ry  to  see m e co m in g  w ith  
y o u . Sh e m ig h t ju s t  th in k  th a t  I  
w as sp y in g  on h er .”
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“ Y o u ’v e  g o t  t o  co m e w ith  m e . I  
c a n ’t g o  w ith o u t y o u .”  A n d  there  
w as a pecu liar need o f h er in his  
voice  th a t G ra c ia  tried  to  steel her  
h ea rt again st.

Sh e le t W o r th in g  lead  her ou t to  
th e  car an d  h elp  her in.

“ W h ic h  w a y ? ”  W o r th in g  asked as 
th e y  sat for a  w ordless m o m e n t in  
his car, his eyes on G r a c ia ’s face  
w ith  a stran ge, in ten se loo k .

“ T h e r e ’s a little  restau ran t d o w n ­
to w n  w here S ta cia  likes t o  e a t . She  
m a y  be th ere . Y o u ’ll h a v e  to  h u rry  
to  g e t there before  th e dinn er h ou r  
is over an d  sh e ’s g o n e .”

“ I ’ll h u rry .”
G ra c ia  g a v e  h im  th e  direction s  

and W o r th in g  tu rn ed  th e car tow ard  
th e  V illa g e  an d  b ro u g h t u p  in fro n t  
o f a q u ie t-lo o k in g  h ou se.

In sid e , th e p lace w as a lm o st d e ­
serted . T h e y  w ent to  th e  b a se m e n t  
and th ere in a d im  corn er, G ra c ia  
saw  th e  fa m ilia r  p a le -green  dress and  
th e  b a c k  o f a  m a n ’s suit.

Sh e recogn ized  th e  figures im m e ­
d ia te ly  and  stoo d  still, d irectin g  
W o r th in g ’s g a ze  to w a rd  th e m  w ith  a 
little  m o tio n  o f h er h a n d .

“ T h ere  th e y  are. I ’ll g o  n o w .”  
Sh e w o u ld  h a v e  tu rn ed  b u t W o r t h ­
in g ’s h a n d  sta y e d  her.

“ W a it ,  d o n ’t  g o !”
“ B u t  w h y  d o  y o u  w a n t m e h ere?”  

G racia  d e m a n d e d , her voice  tr e m ­
b lin g  w ith  feelin g .

K e n  stared  at h er a  m o m e n t as if  
n o t q u ite  k n o w in g  th e  answ er h im ­
self. T h e n :

“ B eca u se  I  n eed  y o u ,”  th e  w ords  
ca m e again .

H e  n eed ed  her t o  h elp  h im  get 
S ta cia ! I t  w as like cru cify in g  her! 
I t  w as slow  tortu re !

She drew  h er h an d  a w a y  fr o m  th e  
to u c h  o f h is. Sh e co u ld n ’t endu re  
it! H is  h an d  to u c h in g  hers w h en  it  
m e a n t n o th in g  t o  h im  an d  her w h ole  
b ein g  q u iv ered  a t  th e  co n ta c t!

“ W e ll , lo o k  w h o ’s h e re !”  I t  w a s  
S ta c ia ’s v o ice . Sh e h ad  b e c o m e  
aw are o f th e m . “ K e n  all fe sto o n e d  
w ith  th e  siste r !”  A n d  th en  in  m o c k  
con cern : “ Y o u  tw o  sw eet children
aren ’t o u t on a b en d er, I  h o p e ?”

“ W e  ca m e for y o u , S ta c ia .”  K e n  
w ent d irectly  to  th e p o in t.

“ D id  I  u n d ersta n d  y o u  tw o  d im  
b u lb s co rrectly — y o u  ca m e fo r  m e ? ”

“ E x a c t ly .”
G ra c ia  m a rv ele d  a t th e  n ew  firm ­

ness in W o r th in g ’s v o ice . S o m e ­
th in g  o f the ten d er  p lea d in g  th a t  she  
h a d  a lw a y s  h eard  in it  w h en  he  
spoke to  S ta cia  w as gon e and  in  its  
p lace  w as so m eth in g  th a t w as a lm o st  
ch ill.

“ W e ll , if  y o u  d o n ’t  g e t the a sb es­
to s -lin e d  ear m u ffs , fo r  pu re n erve , 
if y o u  k n o w  w h a t I  m e a n ! W h y ,  I  
n ever h eard of su ch  a  th in g ! I  
really  h a v e n ’t ! ”

“ A r e  y o u  c o m in g  w ith  u s, S ta c ia ?”  
K e n  a sk ed , a  little  to o  c a lm ly , fo r  
h im , it  seem ed  to  G ra c ia .

“ A m  I  c o m in g  w ith  y o u — and  
w h a t a b o u t m y  h a n d so m e tim e  
k iller?”  She tu rn ed  to  B o b  L a n g e ly .  
“ D o e s n ’t  he get an  in v ita tio n  t o  th e  
p a r ty , t o o ? ”  S ard on ic  lau g h ter  filled  
her eyes.

“ I t  d o e sn ’t h ap p e n  t o  be a p a r ty ,  
S ta c ia ,”  K e n  said firm ly . “ A n d  I  
th in k  L a n g e ly  h a d  b e tte r  n ot be in ­
clu d ed . I  th in k  y o u ’d rath er n o t  
h a v e  h im .”

“ W e ll ! Y o u  seem  to  k n o w  all th e  
an sw ers, d o n ’t  y o u ?  B u t  y o u  m issed  
it  on  th a t  la st  one, b o y . B o b  an d  I  
h a v e  a h e a v y  d a te  fo r  to -n ig h t . A n d  
y o u  and  th e lo v e ly  sister h ad  b e tte r  
sc ra m .”

“ S ta c ia --------- ”  K e n  started  to
sp eak , b u t  th e  girl in terru p ted .

“ G e t  th e  ch eck , B o b !”  she said  
sh arp ly . “ W e ’re on  our w a y . I ’ve  
listen ed  to  en ou gh  o f th is d r iv e l!”

“ S ta c ia !”  T h e re  w as so m eth in g  o f  
th e  o ld  ten sen ess in  h is v o ice .
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“ Y o u ’re n o t g o in g  w ith  L a n g e ly ! 
D o n ’t  y o u  k n o w  th a t y o u  ca n ’ t do  
th in g s like th a t  an d  k eep  g ettin g  
a w a y  w ith  it?  L a n g e ly  is m arried —  
he b e lo n gs to  so m e one else an d  y o u  
— y o u  b e lo n g  to  m e ! Y o u ’re m in e , 
S ta c ia , and  y o u  c a n ’t  g o  w ith  h im ! 
Y o u ’re c o m in g  h o m e  w ith  m e  n ow ! 
P lea se , d e a r .”

A ll  o f th e o ld  ten dern ess an d  p anic  
w as in his v o ice  a ga in , and  G ra c e , 
at the soun d o f i t , fe lt as if her h eart  
w as brea k in g .

S ta c ia  loo k ed  at W o r th in g  co o lly , 
a lm o st d isd a in fu lly , w hile h er sister  
w on d ered  h o w  she cou ld  d o  so , and  
th en  said  in th a t  ch ill, su perior lit ­
tle  vo ice  o f h ers:

“ I ’m  g o in g  o u t w ith  B o b  and  
y o u ’re g oin g  to  m o v e  o ver and  let 
m e  p a ss .”  H e r  h a n d  m o v e d  in  a 
clearin g  gestu re .

“ Y o u  c a n ’t ,  S ta c ia !”
“ C a n ’t ! ”  she rep ea ted , sn eerin gly . 

“ Y o u  w o u ld n ’t dare m a k e  a scene—  
eith er o f y o u ! C o m e  on , B o b ! M u s t  
I  h a v e  cou rage for y o u , t o o ? ”  
L a n g e ly  seem ed  to  be h o ld in g  b a ck , 
as if n ot q u ite  sure th a t he w an ted  
t o  go  on w ith  his d a te  w ith  S ta cia .

“ S ta c ia !”  ca m e p ro te stin g ly  fro m  
W o r th in g  as he m a d e  a m o v e  to ­
w ard the girl.

S ta cia , her ey es g ro w in g  a little  
w ilder, p icked  u p  one o f th e  h e a v y  
glasses fr o m  w h ich  th e y  h a d  been  
d rin k in g : “ C o m e  a n y  n earer, try
to  stop  m e , and y o u ’ll stop  th is !”

“ Y o u  w o u ld n ’t d a re !”  W o r th in g  
ex cla im ed , as he started  to w a rd  her, 
an d  th en  S ta c ia ’s h an d  rose w ith  the  
glass. T h e re  w as a queer stifled cry  
in th e  d im ly  lig h ted  little  ro o m  and a 
so u n d  o f sp lin terin g  g lass.

W o r th in g  tu rn ed  sh arp ly .
“ Y o u ’v e  been  h u r t !”  T h e re  w as  

a n x iety  in th e to n e . “ I t  stru ck  y o u !”
“ I t ’s— i t ’s n o th in g !”  B u t  G ra c ia  

w a s sw a y in g  slig h tly  fro m  th e  b low  
o f th e  g lass on  h er fo reh ea d , and  a

slig h t b u m p  w as risin g, a lrea d y  a  b it  
discolored .

A n d  in th e  c o n fu sio n , she h eard  
S ta c ia ’s voice  in a h igh  little  cry  o f  
tr iu m p h . H e a rd  hurried step s ru sh ­
in g  out o f th e stu ffy  little  ro o m  and  
k n ew  th a t th e y  h a d  g o n e , w hile  
W o r th in g  w as g iv in g  a tte n tio n  to  th e  
bruise th a t th e g lass S ta c ia  h ad  
th ro w n  h ad  m a d e  on  h er h ead .

“ T h e y ’ve  g on e! W e ’d b e tte r  go  
t o !”  G racia  ex cla im ed .

“ W e ’ll fo llo w  t h e m !”
“ N o ! N o ,  I  c a n ’t ! ”  she said , fe e l­

in g  th a t she c o u ld n ’t endu re h earin g  
K e n  p lea d  a n y  m ore w ith  her sister.

“ W e ’v e  g ot to ! I  c a n ’t let her go  
like th a t— w ith  h im . A n y th in g  
m ig h t h ap p e n  to  h er. She d o e sn ’t  
k n o w  w h a t sh e ’s d o in g !”

“ She k n o w s w h a t sh e ’ s d o in g !”  
T h e  w ords ca m e a lm o st b itte r ly  
fr o m  G ra c ia . B u t  W o r th in g  seem ed  
n ot ev en  to  h a v e  h eard .

H e  w as d ra gg in g  h er out o f th e  
place to w a rd  th e cu rb  w here his car  
w a ite d . T h e y  were in it an d  K e n  
w as startin g  it as L a n g e ly  w h irled  
a w a y  w ith S ta cia  in her car.

M a d ly  he started  in  p u rsu it, th e  
car sw ervin g  arou n d corners on tw o  
w heels and  careen in g b rea th lessly  up  
th e street.

T h e y  ca m e to  a  su dden  sto p  ju st  
b eh in d  S ta c ia ’ s car in fro n t o f a 
sm a rt a p a rtm e n t h ou se on F ifth  
A v e n u e .

S ta cia  vras o u t o f th e  car im m e ­
d ia te ly  and  h u rry in g  L a n g e ly . G r a ­
cia  and  W o r th in g  w ere im m e d ia te ly  
beh in d  th e m .

T h e y  reach ed  th e  e lev a to r  t o ­
gether an d  all g ot in , S ta c ia ’ s ey es  
b la zed  w ith  an ger, b u t her lips w ere  
forced  to  silence b y  th e  presence of 
th e e lev ato r  b o y .

W h e n  th e  car stop p ed  at th e  floor  
th e y  w a n te d , she w as in sta n tly  off 
an d  tearin g  dowm th e h all.

Sh e h ad  g o tte n  th e  k e y  fro m
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Stacia looked at Worthing coolly, almost disdainfully, then said in a chill 
superior voice: “ I ’m going out with Bob and you’re going to move

over and let me pass,”

L a n g e ly , w hile th e y  rode up w ith  th e  
im p a tie n t w ords:

“ B e tte r  g ive  it to  m e — y o u ’re 
slow er th a n  m o lasses in J a n u a ry  t o ­

n ig h t. I ’ve  n ever seen  y o u  so! 
W h a t  on earth  ails y o u ?

“ H u r r y ! H u r r y ! T h e y  m u s tn ’t  
get in .”  Sh e called  t o  L a n g e ly , w h o
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seem ed , ev en  w h ile  he w alked  fa st, 
to  be laggin g .

B u t  W o r th in g  w as n o t lag g in g . 
H e  reach ed th e d o or before L a n g e ly  
did  and  pu sh ed  p a st S ta cia , in to  th e  
ro o m — a d im ly  lig h ted  lu xu riou s a f ­
fair.

“ W e ll ,  and n ow  w h at are y o u  go ­
in g  to  d o  a b o u t i t ? ”  S ta cia  asked  
sa rca stica lly , as all fo u r o f th e m  
stood  in  th e so ftly  ligh ted  ro o m .

“ W h o s e  a p a rtm e n t is th is?”  
W o r th in g  a sk ed .

“ W h a t  difference does th a t m a k e?  
Y o u ’re n o t g oin g  t o  s ta y  in  i t .”

“ I ’ll s ta y  as lon g  as y ou  d o . W h e n  
I  g o , S ta cia , y o u  g o  w ith  m e !”

“ Y o u ’re ta lk in g  all o u t o f you r  
tu rn , b o y . Y o u ’re goin g  to  go— if 
y o u  d o n ’t , B o b ’ll p u t y o u  o u t !”

W o r th in g  look ed  across th e ro o m  
at B o b , and a  qu eer sm ile ligh ted  his  
fe atu res, as if at th e idea o f L a n g e ly , 
so ft and  fla b b y  fro m  c ity  life , p u t ­
tin g  h im , recen tly  his u n iv e rs ity ’s 
star  a th le te , o u t.

S ta cia  seem ed to  g e t th e  th o u g h t.
“ W e ll ,  he can  d o  i t !”  A n d  th en  

as if su d d en ly  angered at th e sm ile  
on W o r th in g ’s fa ce , she a d d ed : 
“ W ’h y  d o n 't  y o u  g o? I  d o n ’t  w an t  
y o u  here! G o , and  ta k e  G racia  w ith  
y o u . Y o u ’re a  cou p le  o f d im  b u lb s  
to g e th e r !”

“ I ’ll g o , b u t w h en  y o u  d o ! Y o u ’re 
n o t g o in g  to  s ta y  here in  th is a p a rt­
m e n t a lon e w ith  th is  m a n !”  A n d  
th en  on a su d d en ly  ten d er n o te , he  
w en t o n : “ S ta cia , d o n ’t  y o u  see
w h at y o u ’re d o in g ? D o n ’t y o u  see 
th a t y o u ’re th ro w in g  a w a y  so m e ­
th in g  v ery  precious to  m e  w h en  y o u  
let m e n  like th is tak e y o u  to  th eir  
a p a rtm e n ts?  M e n  w h o h a v e  w ives  
w h o  bear their n a m es and t o  w h o m  
t h e y ’v e  g iven  ev e ry th in g  h on orable  
th e y  ca n ? S ta cia , d o esn ’t  m y  lov e  
m e a n  a n y th in g  to  y o u ?  I  can  give

y o u  e v e r y th in g  th a t  h e ca n , all o f th e  
ten dern ess and  a ffectio n , and  it  
w ou ld  be clean . I t  w o u ld n ’t soil 
y o u , S ta cia  dear, w ith  ju s t  th e  tou ch  
o f it. Y o u ’re to o  lo v e ly  for th is—  
to o  lo v e ly  to  th ro w  y o u rse lf a w a y  
th is w a y . S ta cia , co m e to  m e , le t  
m e tak e  y o u  b a ck , m a rry  m e to ­
n ig h t, let m e tr y  to  m a k e  y o u  h a p p y ,  
try  to  fill y o u r life w ith  th in g s  th a t  
g oo d  w o m e n  w a n t .”

“ G o o d  w o m e n ! I ’m  n ot g oo d ! I  
d o n ’t  w a n t to  b e ! G o o d  w o m en  are  
stu p id ! T h e y ’re like G ra c ia ! T h e y  
o n ly  h a lf liv e ! I  w an t to  live  c o m ­
p le te ly ! I  w an t t o  k n ow  ev ery  th rill 
life h old s! I  w a n t to  h a v e  lived  
ev ery  experience th ere is in life .”

“ S ta c ia !”  W o r th in g  h a d  crossed  
to  her and  held  her firm ly  so  th a t  
she w as forced  to  look  in to  h is fa ce . 
“ S ta c ia ” — his voice  w as su d d en ly  
m o re ten d er— “ there is one exp eri­
en ce, th e greatest one th a t can  co m e  
t o  a w o m a n , th a t b rin gs h ap p in ess  
to  o n ly  good  w o m en  w hen it co m es  
w ith  m arriage and  a  h o m e and  a 
h u sb a n d 's  lov e  and  ten d ern ess. I  
m e a n , S ta cia ---------”

G racia  fe lt su d d en ly  as if she m u st  
run a w a y , as if she c o u ld n ’t  listen  
longer to  K e n  W o r th in g ’ s voice w ith  
th a t ex cessive ly  ten d er n ote  p le a d ­
in g  w ith S fa c ia  to  tak e  what* G ra c ia  
w ould h a v e  g iv en  her life for. A n d  
th en  she heard his w ords in terru p ted  
b y  S ta e ia ’ s h igh  lau g h , th a t  stran ge  
h igh  laugh o f hers w ith  a cruel edge  
in it.

“ I  k n o w  w h a t y o u  m e an ! B u t  
t h e y ’re th e last th in g s in the w orld  
th a t I w a n t— m arriage and  m o th e r ­
h o o d ! I ’ ll ta k e  th e m , if I  h a v e  to  
w hen e v e ry th in g  else h as fa iled ! 
C o m e  and  ta lk  to  m e then a b o u t it , 
b ig  b o y !” '

K e n  W ’o rth in g ’s fine face  
w h iten ed .

TO BE CONTINUED.



Shopping For Love
By Mona Morrow

W I T H  lips t ig h tly  set, B la n ch e  
N o rd e n  g azed  o u t o f th e  
w in d ow  o f th e  train  th a t  

w as ta k in g  her to F lo r id a . B esid e  
her sat her m o th e r , a w ell-p reserved  
w o m a n  o f fi fty , w ith  k een  and  ca l­
c u la tin g  eyes.

“ W h y  so seriou s?”  M r s . N o rd e n  
a sk ed . “ Y o u  o u g h t to  be h a p p y .  
Y o u ’re g o in g  to  a b e a u tifu l p lace  
w here y o u ’ll b a sk  in th e su n shin e, 
h a v e  lots o f fu n , and  m e e t nice m e n .”  

“ R ic h  m e n ,”  B la n c h e  w as a lm o st  
te m p te d  to  correct h er.

Sh e k n ew  her m o th e r ’s th o u g h ts . 
Sh e k n ew  th e  reason  for th is tr ip . 
A n d  she k n ew  w h a t w a s ex p ected  
o f h er. F o r  th e  p a st th ree y e a rs , 
since B la n ch e  w as sev en teen , her  
m o th e r  h a d  been  p lan n in g  and  
sch em in g  to  h a v e  her m a rry  a rich  
m a n . Sh e h a d  been  ta k in g  her fro m  
place to  p la c e , d isp la y in g  her to  th e  
ey es o f m e n , h o p in g  fo r  a rich b id ­
der.

B la n ch e  w ish ed  her fa th e r  w ere  
a liv e . H e  w o u ld  n ot h a v e  to lera ted  
such a th in g . B u t  since he w as g o n e ,



76 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

she w as a t th e m e rc y  of her m o th er . 
W h e n  she argu ed  or p lea d ed , her  
m o th e r  w ou ld  c ry . A n d  th e sigh t  
of th o se  tears s trea m in g  d o w n  her  
m o th e r ’s ch eek s a lw a y s so ften ed  
B la n c h e ’s h ea rt. Sh e w ou ld  b eg  her 
m o th e r ’s fo rgiv en ess and  p rom ise to  
be nicer to  th e m en  she m e t.

L ife  loo k ed  b lea k  and  d eso late  to  
B la n c h e . T h o u g h ts  of real lo v e  and  
rom a n c e  w ere ban ish ed  fro m  her 
m in d . T h o se  th in g s, she fe lt , w ou ld  
n ever be fo r  her. Sh e m u st m a rry  
a  rich m a n  to  p lease her m o th e r , to  
insure for her fu tu re  c o m fo rt  and  
lu x u ry . A n d  th e rich m en she h ad  
m e t so far h ad  been  d istin ctly  d is­
ta ste fu l to  B la n c h e . M a n y  o f th e m  
w ere tw ice  her age. I t  seem ed im ­
p ossib le  to  like th e m , A n d  it o ften  
m a d e  her w on der w h at w ou ld  be th e  
end o f it a ll.

T w o  d a y s  later B la n ch e and her 
m o th e r  w ere settled  in one o f th e  
least exp en sive ro o m s o f an ex p en ­
sive h o te l. F o r  th e sam e m o n ey  
th e y  cou ld  h a v e  h ad  b etter  a c c o m ­
m odation ;', in a m ore m o d e st h otel, 
b u t M r s . X o r d e n  w an ted  to  be  
a m o n g  th e rich , w here she cou ld  
m eet p eop le  w h o  w ou ld  fit in w ith  
her a m b itio u s p la n s . A n d  she w as  
p articu la rly  anxiou s n ow  because  
she w as reach in g th e end of th e in ­
surance m o n e y  le ft her b y  her h u s­
b a n d .

“ I t ’s a b ea u tifu l d a y , m y  d e a r ,”  
she said  to  B la n c h e . “ W h y  d o n ’t  
y o u  g et in to  y o u r b a th in g  su it and  
e n jo y  th e su n shin e? I t  w ill do  y ou  
good  to  lou n ge  on th e b e a c h .”

W ’ ith an u tte r  lack  o f e n th u sia sm , 
B la n ch e  to o k  o u t th e oran ge b a th ­
in g  suit w h ich  her m o th er  h a d  p u r­
ch ased  for h er. Sh e k n ew  th a t  it 
w ou ld  be useless to  argu e. H e r  
m o th e r  w ou ld  p ersist an d  persist  
u n til she o b e y e d  her.

Sh e also k n ew  w h y  her m o th er  
w as so  an xiou s to  g e t her on  th e

b ea ch . S h e w a n ted  her to sh ow  off 
her p h ysica l a ttra ctio n s . B la n c h e  
w as a v e ry  p r e tty  girl w ith  ch e stn u t  
h air and  b lu ish -g ra y  e y e s . H e r  little  
n ose tu rn ed  u p  th e  lea st b it , g iv in g  
her a p iq u a n t look  th a t  arrested  a t ­
te n tio n . B e n e a th  it w as a fu ll, g en ­
erous m o u th , b e a u tifu lly  sh ap e d , 
sw eet and  p ro v o k in g .

H e r  skin w as p in k -tin te d  and  
sm o o th  as a  rose p eta l. In  a b a th in g  
su it, she loo k ed  her lo v e lie st, and her 
m o th e r  w as w ell aw are o f th a t  fa c t .

H o w e v e r , in stead  o f sta y in g  on  
th e  b each  in fro n t o f th e  h otel as her 
m o th e r  w ou ld  h a v e  w ish ed , B la n ch e  
w an dered  off w ith  no p articu lar d es­
tin a tio n  in m in d . She w a n ted  to  
th in k . W a s n 't  th ere so m e w a y  ou t  
o f th is?  M u s t  she sell herself in 
m arriage?

W h e n  she tired o f w a lk in g , she  
saw  a h u ge je t t y  reach in g  into  th e  
w ater. A n x io u s  to  be alone to  w rest 
w ith  her p ro b le m , she w alked  a lon g  
th e  w ooden  pillars. N e a r  th e end  
w as an iron p ro je c tio n , sh aped  so m e ­
w h a t like an a n v il, b u t w ith  p oin ted  
en d s. S m a ll b o a ts  o ften  used it to  
tie their p a in ters. B la n ch e  sat dow n  
on th e iron to  rest.

“ W o u ld  y o u  m in d  g e ttin g  up for  
a m o m e n t? ”  a p lea san t voice  su d ­
d en ly  tore her fro m  her th o u g h ts .

T h e  voice  ca m e fro m  b eh in d  her, 
and B la n ch e  tu rn ed  her h ea d . Sh e  
saw  a v e ry  g o o d -lo o k in g  y o u n g  m a n  
w ith  sp rig h tly  b ro w n  eyes and b lon d  
hair th a t w as a bit b leach ed  b y  the  
su n .

H e  w as sta n d in g  u p  in his b o a t, 
a little  m o to r  lau n ch  w hich  w ou ld  
h a v e  been  g re a tly  im p ro v e d  w ith  a 
co a t o f fresh  p a in t. H e  h u n g  o n to  
th e je t t y  w ith  his finger tip s , k e e p ­
in g  th e  b o a t  fro m  d riftin g .

“ I ’d like to  tie u p , if y o u  d o n ’t  
m in d ,”  h e sa id , a sligh t flush  c o m ­
in g  to  his fa ce  a t  th e  u n exp ected  
p rettin ess of th e  girl.
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“ O h , I ’m  so rr y ,”  B la n c h e  sa id , as  
she rose fro m  th e  iron  seat.

A  sou n d  escap ed  h is lips like a 
su d d en  in ta k e  o f b re a th . H e r  b e a u ty  
an d  her lov elin ess a p p earin g  before  
h im  so su d d e n ly  ju s t  b o w led  h im  
o v e r . H e  stared  a t her w ith  a d m ir ­
in g  ey es, his lips fo r m in g  in an in ­
fe ctio u s sm ile .

A n d  as he p u t  th e  p a in ter  over  
th e  iron , h is ey es n ev er le ft  h er. 
“ I ’d  sure lik e  to  k n o w  y o u ,”  h e said  
h o n e stly  a n d  fra n k ly , v o ic in g  th e  
th o u g h t th a t  w as u p p e rm o st in  his  
m in d .

B la n c h e  sm iled . T h e re  w as so m e ­
th in g  in  th e  w a y  he said  it th a t  
th rilled  h er. I t  w as so gen uin e and  
rea l. I t  so u n d ed  b o y ish , to o , e v en  
th o u g h  she ju d g e d  h im  to  b e  a b o u t  
tw e n ty -s ix  y ears o ld .

W it h  th e  a g ility  o f an  a th le te , he  
ju m p e d  u p  on  th e  je t t y  a n d  faced  
h er. H e  w ore a  dark  b a th in g  shirt 
a n d  a pair o f o ld  k h a k i trou sers. O n  
his fe e t  were w h ite  sn eakers.

H e  w as lea n  a n d  m u sc u la r , fu lly  a  
h ea d  ta ller  th a n  B la n c h e . I t  m a d e  
h er seem  fra gile  a n d  d a in ty  in  c o m ­
p a riso n .

“ O f cou rse n a m es d o n ’t  m e a n  
m u c h ,”  he sa id , “ b u t  m in e  h ap p en s  
to  b e  L eo n a rd  D u n w a y , in  case y o u ’d  
lik e  to  k n o w . C o u ld  w e sit here and  
ta lk  fo r  a  little  w h ile ?”

O n ly  fo r  a  fra ctio n  o f a  secon d  
d id  B la n c h e  h e sita te . “ W h y ,  y e s ,”  
she sa id . “ M y  n a m e h a p p e n s t o  be  
B la n c h e  N o r d e n , in  case y o u ’d  like  
to  k n o w .”

“ I ’m  v e r y  g la d  to  k n o w  y o u r  
n a m e ,”  he sa id , “ a n d  I ’d  like to  k n o w  
a  g re at m a n y  m o re  th in g s a b o u t y o u . 
W h e r e  are y o u  s ta y in g ?  H o w  lon g  
are y o u  g o in g  to  be h ere? A n d  
w h ere did  y o u  g e t th o se  b ea u tifu l  
ey e s?

B la n c h e  e y e d  h im  sh a rp ly . “ I ’m  
a fraid  y o u r  line is a little  to o  fa st  
fo r  m e .”  E v e n  th o u g h  she w as

fa v o r a b ly  im p ressed  b y  h is good  
loo k s, she w as a fraid  th a t  h e m ig h t  
b e  an  atrociou s flirt.

She m a d e  a m o tio n  to  le a v e . H e  
h eld  o u t his h an d  to  sto p  h er, b u t  
did n o t to u c h  h er.

“ P le a se ,”  he said , “ I ’m  so rry . I  
w o n ’ t  ask  a n y  p erson al q u estio n s. 
W o n ’t  y o u  sit d o w n ?”

T h e re  w as a  p lea d in g  loo k  in  his 
eyes w h ich  she cou ld  n o t resist. 
T h ere  w as so m eth in g  a b o u t h im  th a t  
stirred h er, th a t  m a d e  her pu lses  
q u ick en . Sh e cou ld  h a rd ly  u n d er­
sta n d  h erself. H e ld  b y  th e  in ten se ­
ness o f h is g aze , she sat d o w n  on  th e  
iron  sea t. H e  d ro p p ed  d o w n  o p ­
p o site  h er , crossin g  his legs in  fro n t  
o f h im .

H e  tried  to  k eep  th e  co n versa tio n  
im p erso n a l, b u t  it w as im p o ssib le . 
H e  cou ld  n o t con ceal h is in terest in  
h er. A n d  B la n c h e  soon  fo u n d  h er­
self fe e lin g  th e  sa m e w a y  a b o u t h im .

“ W o u ld  y o u  care to  ta k e  a  little  
ride in  m y  b o a t? ”  h e ask ed . “ I ’d  
lo v e  to  see y o u  sta n d in g  on th e  deck  
w ith  th e  w ind b lo w in g  th ro u g h  y o u r  
h a ir .”

B la n c h e  g azed  o u t a t  th e  sea w ist­
fu lly . I t  loo k ed  p ea cefu l an d  q u ie t. 
T h e n  h er eyes tu rn ed  to  L e o n a rd . 
H e  w as a w fu lly  swTe e t. H e  m a d e  her  
fo rg e t w h y  she h a d  c o m e  to  F lo rid a . 
H e  m a d e  her th in k  o n ly  o f th e  p res­
e n t  m o m e n t.

“ A l l  r ig h t,”  she said  im p u ls iv e ly . 
“ L e t ’s g o . I  th in k  I ’d  lo v e  it m y ­
se lf !”

Sh e h a d  to  sm ile  a t  th e  eagern ess  
w ith  w h ich  h e ju m p e d  u p . H e  g o t  
in to  th e  b o a t , th e n  h elp ed  h er in . 
H e  u n tied  th e  p a in ter  a n d  p u sh ed  
off.

B la n c h e  experien ced  an  e x h ila ra t­
in g  fee lin g  o f fre e d o m  as th e  b o a t  
w e n t fa rth e r and  fa rth er fr o m  shore. 
She sto o d  on th e  d eck  fo r  a  w h ile , 
th en  w e n t b a c k  to  w here he sa t at 
th e  w h eel. T h e  idea o f th eir  b ein g
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alon e on  th e  v a s t  ocean  sen t a  
stran ge q u iv er  th ro u g h  h er. A n d  
for th e first tim e  in her life , she fe lt  
g en u in ely  h a p p y .

“ W h a t  d o  y o u  d o  besides ru n n in g  
th is b o a t ? ”  she ask ed .

F o r  a split secon d his eyes n ar­
row ed . T h e n  he loo k ed  stra igh t a t  
her as he an sw ered : “ I  w ork in a
b a n k . I ’m  on a m o n th ’s v a c a tio n  
n o w . A  frien d  o f m in e len t m e  th is  
b o a t .”

“ T h a t  w as v e r y  nice o f h im ,”  she 
an sw ered . “ Y o u  seem  to  e n jo y  it  a 
lo t .”

In  her h eart th ere w as a sinkin g  
fee lin g . O h , w h y  c o u ld n ’t  he h a v e  
been  w e a lth y ?  I t  w ou ld  be so ea sy  
to  fa ll in lo v e  w ith  h im . E a c h  m o ­
m e n t th a t  she spen t w ith  h im  m a d e  
her fo n d er o f h im . H e  represented  
her id eal, th e  ty p e  o f m a n  she h ad  
d rea m ed  o f b efore  she h ad  b an ish ed  
all ro m a n tic  th o u g h ts  fro m  her m in d .

B u t  life w ou ld  be th a t  w a y , she 
reflected . T h e  desirable m a n  w as  
a lw a y s p o or and  th e  u n desirable one  
w as a lw a y s rich.

H e  tu rn ed  th e b o a t  to w a rd  shore.
“ W h e r e  are y o u  g o in g ?”  she  

ask ed .
“ I  w a n t y o u  to  see th e b u n ga low  

I ’m  liv in g  in ,”  he said . “ T h e n  I ’ll 
ta k e  y o u  b a ck . A ll  r ig h t?”

“ Y e s ,  b u t I  h a v e n ’t  v e ry  m u c h  
tim e . M y  m o th er  m u st be w o rryin g  
w h a t b ec a m e of m e .”

I t  w as a tin y  b u n g a lo w  in w h ich  
he liv ed — tw o  roo m s and  a  k itc h ­
e n e tte . T h in g s  w ere th ro w n  arou n d  
ca relessly , sh ow in g  q u ite  p la in ly  
th a t  he did his ow n h ou sek eep in g .

“ S it d ow n  in th e  a rm ch a ir ,”  he 
sa id . “ I ’m  g oin g  to  m a k e  y o u  a cu p  
of te a .”

“ P lease d o n ’t  b o th e r .”
B u t  he w o u ld n ’t  listen  to  her. Pie 

m a d e  th e  tea  and  served her as if  
she w ere a qu een . L o n g in g ly  and  
a d m irin g ly  his ey es rested  on her.

“ Y o u ’re th e  first girl w h o ’s ever  
been  in h ere ,”  he said .

“ Y o u  m a k e  v e ry  g oo d  te a ,”  she  
said , ch a n g in g  th e  su b je c t. She w as  
afraid  th a t h e m ig h t m a k e  lo v e  to  
h er, and  if th a t  h ap p en ed  she d id n ’t  
k n ow  wrh at she w o u ld  d o . I t  w ou ld  
be b etter  to  get o u t o f here q u ic k ly , 
b e tte r  to  g et a w a y  fro m  his spell. 
S h e ’d feel m u c h  safer o u td o o rs.

Sh e p laced  th e  cu p  on th e  ta b le  
and w a lk ed  to  th e  d o or. “ W i ll  y o u  
ta k e  m e b a c k , p le a se ?”

“ O f co u rse ,”  he an sw ered . “ I ’m  
sorry  y o u  c a n ’t s ta y  a w hile lon ger. 
P erh ap s y o u  w ill so m e oth er t im e .”

“ P e r h a p s ,”  she an sw ered , a lth o u g h  
in  her h eart she fe lt  th a t it w ou ld  
be b est for her n ever to  see h im  
a ga in . She dared  n o t fa ll in lo v e  
w ith  a b a n k  clerk .

She sat b eside h im  in th e  b o a t  
g oin g  b a c k . In ste a d  o f sk im m in g  
th e  w ater a t a  rap id  p a ce , L eo n a rd  
m a n eu v ered  th e  b o a t s lo w ly . H e  
wTas try in g  to  p ro lo n g  th e  trip  as 
m u c h  as p ossib le .

S oon  her h otel w as in view7.
“ C o u ld n ’t  we go d a n c in g  so m e ­

w here to -n ig h t? ”  L eo n a rd  a sk ed . 
“ I ’ll brin g  y o u  h o m e  a t w h a teve r  
tim e  y o u r m o th e r  s a y s .”

B la n ch e  h e sita te d . I t  w ou ld  be  
w o n d erfu l to  dan ce w ith  h im , to  feel 
his a rm  arou n d her. Sh e w a n ted  to  
b e w ith  h im . W h y  c o u ld n ’t she h av e  
one d a y  o f p leasu re? T o -m o r r o w  
she w ou ld  d o  as her m o th er  w ish ed. 
B u t  th a t one d a y  w o u ld  be hers, 
so m eth in g  to  loo k  b a ck  u p o n .

“ I  th in k  I  can  m a n a g e  i t ,”  she. 
said . “ C all for m e a t th e  h otel at 
n in e .”

H e  drew  up to  th e p ier. She  
clim b e d  o u t, w a v ed  g o o d -b y  to  h im , 
an d  w alk ed  tow ard  th e  b each .

“ B la n c h e !”  she h eard  her m o th er  
callin g .

Sh e loo k ed  arou n d an d  saw  her  
m o th e r  sta n d in g  b eside a co rp u len t
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m a n  in w h ite  flan n els, a b lu e  serge “ M y  d e a r ,”  M r s . N o r d e n  said  
co a t w ith  brass b u tto n s , and  a w h ite  w h en  B la n ch e  reach ed  th e m , “ I  w a n t  
y a c h tin g  ca p . A s  she ca m e closer, y o u  to  m eet M r . A lfr e d  F e n to n , 
she n oticed  th e  little  pu ffs u n d er th e  T h is  is m y  d a u g h te r , B la n c h e , M r .  
m a n ’s du ll ey es , a se lf-c o n v ic tin g  F e n to n .”
sign o f d issip a tio n . H e  w as a m a n  A lfre d  F e n to n  h eld  o u t a h a n d  
o f th ir ty -e ig h t  or fo r ty , w h o  h a d  w h ich  B la n ch e  cou ld  n o t ign ore. H e  
lived  w ell b u t  n o t w ise ly . sq u eezed  her h a n d  th e  least b it ,

“ You’re after big game, big money. You came to Florida to get a mar.. 
You’re shopping for love! You’re going to sell yourself to the highest 

bidder!” he said bitterly.
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sw ep t her w ith  a  g lan ce fr o m  h ea d  
to  fo o t , an d  sa id : “ I ’m  c h a rm ed ,
M is s  N o r d e n .”

H is  ey es o n  h er sen t little  sh ivers  
dow n  her spine. T h e y  w ere so d if­
feren t fr o m  L e o n a r d ’s e y e s  w h en  he  
h a d  loo k ed  a t  h er.

“ I ’m  so rry ,’ ’ B la n c h e  sa id . “ Y o u ’ll 
h a v e  to  excu se m e . I  feel a b it  
ch illed . I  m u st go in  an d  d ress .”

Sh e w as g lad  to  g e t a w a y  fro m  
h im . H is  presen ce m a d e  her feel 
u n c o m fo rta b le . Sh e w on d ered  h o w  
her m o th e r  h ad  m e t  h im . M r s . N o r ­
den  h a d  p r o b a b ly  p reten d ed  to  th in k  
th a t  she h ad  m e t  h im  so m ew h ere , 
an d  in  th a t  w a y  stru ck  u p  an  a c ­
q u a in ta n c e . B la n c h e  d isap p ro ve d  
of her m o th e r ’s ta c tic s , b u t  her 
m o th er  a lw a y s p lea d ed  th a t  th e  m is ­
ta k e  w as n ot in ten tio n a l.

B la n c h e  w as ju s t  g e ttin g  ou t of 
th e  tu b  w h en  her m o th e r  ca m e  in to  
th e  roo m .

“ W h e r e  were y o u  all d a y ? ”  her  
m o th e r  d e m a n d e d . “ D o  y o u  th in k  
i t ’s fa ir to  lea ve  m e alone th a t  w a y ? ”

“ I ’m  so rry , m o th e r . I  m e t a  
y o u n g  m a n  an d  th e  tim e  flew  b y  so  
q u ic k ly  I  d id n ’t  realize it w as g e t-  
t in s  la te .”

“ W h o  is h e ? ”
“ N o t  m u c h , ju st  a  g o o d -lo o k in g  

and a w fu lly  nice b a n k  c le rk .”
“ I  th o u g h t so, ju d g in g  b y  th e  d is­

rep u ta b le  b o a t y o u  ca m e in  o n .”
B la n c h e  did n o t care to  argu e th e  

m a tte r . Sh e ru b b ed  h erself v ig o r ­
o u sly  an d  sta rted  to  dress.

A t  th e  dinner ta b le  she w on dered  
h ow  she co u ld  te ll her m o th e r  a b o u t  
her d a te  for th e  e v en in g . R e a liz in g  
th a t th ere w o u ld  be so m e o b je ctio n , 
she decid ed  to  w a it u n til d in n er w as  
o ver.

A n d  th e n , in ord er to  a v o id  a 
scen e, “ L e t ’ s g o  u p sta irs fo r  a 
w h ile ,”  she su g g ested .

M r s . N o rd e n  ea gerly  w elcom ed  
th e  su gg estion , fo r  th ere w as so m e ­

th in g  on her m in d , to o . T h e  m o ­
m e n t th e y  w ere a lon e she v o ice d  it .

“ I ’v e  g o t  a  g re at surprise fo r  y o u ,  
m y  d ear,”  she sa id . “ W e ’v e  been  
in v ite d  to  a p a r ty  on  M r .  F e n to n ’s 
y a c h t  th is e v en in g . I t ’ s a  w o n d erfu l  
o p p o rtu n ity  fo r  u s . W e ’ll m e e t  
e v e ry  one w h o ’s w o rth  w h ile .”  

B la n ch e  tu rn ed  p a le . “ I  c a n ’t  g o , 
m o th e r . I  p ro m ise d  t o  go  o u t w ith  
L e o n a rd . W e  are g oin g  d a n c in g  
so m ew h ere .”

“ W h o  is L e o n a rd ?  T h e  b a n k  
clerk ?”

“ Y e s .”
“ W e ll ,  i t ’s to o  b a d ,”  M r s . N o rd e n  

said  c o ld ly . “ Y o u ’ll h a v e  to  b reak  
th e  d a te . I t ’s m u c h  m ore im p o rta n t  
th a t  w e g o  to  M r . F e n to n ’s p a r ty .”  

“ B u t , m o th e r , I  c a n 't  go  b a c k  on  
m y  w ord  th a t "way. P lease  let m e  
k eep  th e  d a te  to -n ig h t . L e t  m e  h a v e  
ju s t  th is one d a y . I ’ll d o  a n y th in g  
y o u  sa y  a fter  th is . I ’ ll go  w h erever  
y o u  w a n t m e  to . P le a se , m o th e r ! I t  
m ean s a lo t  to  m e .”

B u t  M r s . N o rd e n  w as d ea f t o  her  
d a u g h ter ’s p leas. A ssu m in g  an  air 
o f in ju ry , she d ro p p ed  in to  a ch air  
an d  started  to  cry . I t  w as a m a zin g  
h ow  th e  tea rs  trick led  d ow n  th e  
w o m a n ’s ch eek s. H e r  sobs w ere p a ­
th etic . O n e  w o u ld  h a v e  th o u g h t a 
g reat c a ta stro p h e  h a d  h ap p e n e d .

“ V e r y  w e ll,”  M r s .  N o rd e n  so b b ed . 
“ G o  ah ead  a n d  do  as y o u  p lease . O f  
course a m o th e r ’s feelin gs d o n ’t  
co u n t for a n y th in g . I  p ro m ise d  M r .  
F e n to n  th a t  w e ’d  co m e  to  his p a r ty . 
N o w  I ’ll h a v e  to  h ide e v e ry  tim e  I  
see h im . H e l l  te ll a ll h is frien ds o f  
w h a t v a lu e  m y  w ord  is. I ’ ll be  
a sh a m e d  to  fa ce  p eo p le . I ’ ll be  
ostracized — all b ecau se y o u  w a n t to  
go  o u t d a n cin g  w ith  a b a n k  c le rk !”  

B la n ch e  fe lt  a sick en in g  feelin g  
c o m in g  o v er  h er. H e r  m o th e r ’s 
tears a lw a y s  a ffected  h er th a t  w a y . 
T h e y  m a d e  her feel as if she w ere  
th e  m o st  u n g ra te fu l p erson  in  th e
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w o rld . T h e y  u p set her te rrib ly . 
E a c h  sob w e n t th ro u g h  her like a  
k n ife  th ru st.

Sh e w a lk ed  o v er  an d  tou ch e d  her  
m o th e r ’s sh ou ld er.

“ P lease , m o th e r , d o n ’t . ”
In ste a d  o f su b sid in g , M r s . N o rd e n  

cried m ore b itte r ly .
“ G o  a h e a d ,”  she said . “ D o  as 

y o u  p lease. G o  w ith  y o u r b a n k  
clerk . I  d o n ’t  c o u n t. I ’m  o n ly  y o u r  
m o th e r . W h e n  y o u  w ere sm all and  
d e a th ly  sick , I  s ta y ed  up n igh t a fter  
n igh t w ith  y o u . A n d  th is is th e p a y ­
m en t I  receive . W e ll , m o th ers m u st  
a lw a y s suffer. W e  c a n 't  ex p ect our  
ch ildren  to  be g ra te fu l.”

“ P lease , m o th e r ,”  B la n ch e  said , no  
lon ger able to  endu re it. “ I ’ll do  as 
y o u  w ish . I 'l l  break  th e d a te .”

U n fo r tu n a te ly  th ere w as n o  te le ­
ph on e in L e o n a r d ’s b u n ga low  and  it  
w as im p o ssib le  for her to  stop  h im  
fro m  co m in g . T h e  o n ly  th in g  she 
cou ld  do  w as lea ve  a n ote  for h im . 
I t  w as a cruel th in g  to  d o , b u t there  
w as no oth er w a y  o u t.

O n  th e h otel s ta tio n e ry  sh e scrib ­
bled  a n ote :

D e a r  L e o n a r d : Please forgive me. It
cou ldn 't be helped. M y m other m ade a 
previous appointm ent for me which I  had 
to  keep. 1 expect to  be very busy in the 
near future, and it will lie im possible for 
m e to see you  again. Thanks for a very 
lovely  day. G ood -by . B lan ch e .

A s  she sealed it in an en v elo p e , 
tears ca m e in to  her e y e s . S h e w as  
sen d in g  h im  o u t of her life forever, 
an d  th e v e ry  th o u g h t h u rt h er. B u t  
it w as th e o n ly  th in g  to  d o . I t  
w ou ld  do  n o  g oo d  to  see h im  again . 
H e  w as p o o r , and  a p oor m a n  w as  
n o t for h er. She m u st m a rry  a. rich  
m a n  so she cou ld  ta k e  care o f her 
m o th er  an d  p a y  th e  d e b ts  o f w hich  
her m o th e r  a lw a y s k e p t rem in d in g  
her.

I t  w as th e  m e a n est th in g  she h ad  
ev er don e in her life , an d  o f a ll th e  
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p eo p le  in th e  w o rld , she h a d  h a d  to  
d o  it  to  th e  m a n  she lo v e d .

Sh e w e n t d o w n  to  th e  lo b b y  w ith  
her m o th e r  an d  g a v e  th e  n o te  to  th e  
d esk  clerk  to  g iv e  to  L e o n a rd  w h en  
he ca lled .

“ D o  y o u  see th a t  girl s ittin g  near  
th e  p a lm s w ith  th a t n ice -lo o k in g  
m a n ? ”  M r s . N o r d e n  a sk ed .

B la n ch e  loo k ed  o ver an d  saw  a 
v e r y  p r e tty  girl n ot m ore th a n  n in e­
teen  years o ld , dressed e x q u isite ly  in  
an exp en sive  gow n  and  an  erm in e - 
tr im m e d  w rap . T h e  h e a v y -fa c e d  
m a n  beside her loo k ed  old  en ou gh  to  
b e her fa th er .

“ T h e y ’re n e w ly w e d s ,”  A irs . N o r ­
d en  ex p la in ed . “ H e r  n a m e is A la ria n  
H a r tw e ll. Sh e w as a v e r y  poor girl, 
b u t n o w  she h as th e b est o f e v e r y ­
th in g . I  sp ok e  to  her m q th er th is  
a ftern o o n . S h e 's  v ery  h a p p y .”

I t  d id n ’t seem  so to  B la n c h e . E v e n  
th o u g h  th e girl h ad  a sw eet sm ile on  
her fa ce , th ere w as an u n h a p p y , 
fr igh ten ed  loo k  in her e y e s . B la n ch e  
w on dered  if she herself w o u ld  be in  
th a t sa m e p o sition  som e d a y .

A lfr e d  F e n to n ’s y a c h t  w as th e  
kind  o f p la y th in g  o n ly  a m illionaire  
cou ld  afford . T h e  d eck  w as sn ow - 
w h ite , w ith  sh in ing brass rails. B e ­
lo w  deck  th e  qu arters w ere fu rn ish ed  
la v ish ly  an d  lu xu rio u sly .

A ir s . N o rd e n  d ro p p ed  in to  an  
e a sy -c h a ir  on th e  d eck  w ith  a co n ­
te n te d  sigh , w hile A lfr e d  to o k  
B la n c h e  th ro u gh  th e  b o a t , sh ow in g  
her e v e r y th in g  w h ich  h e b elieve d  
w ou ld  m a k e  an  im p ression  on h er. 
H e  h eld  her a rm , and  ev en  th o u g h  
she disliked  it , she to lera ted  it. 
W h e n  he su gg ested  s ta y in g  in his  
ca b in  for a w h ile , she sh oo k  her h ead  
an d  to ld  h im  she preferred th e  open  
air o f th e  d eck .

A n  o rch estra  fu rn ish ed  m u sic  for  
th e  d an cers. W a ite r s  w e n t to  and  
fro  serv in g  re fresh m en ts . A lfre d  
to o k  B la n c h e  to  a corner o f th e  d eck
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w here th e y  fo u n d  tw o  u n occu p ied  
ch airs.

I t  w as a h a p p y  p a r ty , b u t  B la n ch e  
co u ld  n o t get in to  th e  spirit o f it. 
Sh e w as th in k in g  o f L e o n a rd . W h a t  
a sh ock  it w ou ld  be to  h im  w hen  
he read th e  n o te ! H is  fee lin g  for  
her w o u ld  im m e d ia te ly  tu rn  to  h a te .

A lfr e d  w as te llin g  her h ow  p r e tty  
she w as, b u t  his c o m p lim e n ts  m e a n t  
n o th in g  to  h er. B esid e s his w e a lth , 
th ere w as n o th in g  a b o u t h im  w h ich  
she co u ld  a d m ire .

H e  d a n ced  w ith  h er , h o ld in g  her  
m u c h  m o re  c lo se ly  th a n  w as n eces­
sa ry . Sh e suffered in silence. W h a t  
w as th e u se o f p ro te stin g ?  S ince she 
c o u ld n ’t  h a v e  th e  m a n  she w a n te d , 
since she w a sn ’t  d estin ed  to  m a rry  
fo r  lo v e , w h a t d id  it  m a tte r  w h o m  
she m a rried ?

“ I t  w as g lo rio u s,”  h er m o th e r  said  
w h en  th e y  wrere b a c k  in th eir  ro o m  
in th e  h o te l. “ I  n ev er fe lt  h ap p ier  
th a n  w h en  I  sat on  t h a t  d eck ! A  
fe w  m o n th s  o f th a t  w o u ld  d o  m e  a  
w orld  o f g o o d . I t  w o u ld  b u ild  u p  
m y  h e a lth .”

B la n c h e ’s lips tig h ten ed  as she  
slipped  o u t o f her ch iffon  e v en in g  
g ow n .

“ M r . F e n to n  seem ed  rath er fo n d  
o f y o u ,”  M r s . N o rd e n  co n tin u ed . “ I  
n o ticed  th a t  he k ep t y o u  all t o  h im ­
self, as if y o u  w ere his girl. I  do  
h op e y o u  w o n ’t  be d isagreeable . 
H e ’s a n  e x tre m e ly  w e a lth y  m a n .”

“ I  u n d ersta n d , m o th e r ,”  B la n ch e  
an sw ered . “ I  w o n ’t  be d isagree­
a b le .”

O n  th e  b ea ch  th e  n ex t d a y , 
B la n ch e  sa t w ith  her kn ees draw n  
u p , her h an d s c la sp ed  arou n d her  
legs, g a z in g  o u t at th e  ocean  w ith  
sad  e y e s . I f  o n ly  she co u ld  liv e  her  
ow n  life ; if o n ly  th ere w ere n o  such  
th in g  as m o n e y  in th e  w orld ! T h e n  
she w ou ld  h a v e  h a d  a  ch an ce for  
h ap p in ess.

S o m e  one d ro p p ed  dow n  b eside  
h er. Sh e tu rn ed  her h e a d . “ L e o n ­
a r d !”  she cried  o u t , a  g lo w in g  lig h t  
a p p ea rin g  in  her ey es.

“ W e l l ,”  he sm ile d , “ th a t  d o esn ’t  
sou n d  as if y o u  h a te d  m e . I ’v e  been  
b a ttlin g  w ith  m y se lf all n ig h t an d  
all m o rn in g , w o n d erin g  if I  o u g h t to  
co m e  over and  see y o u . I  fe lt  p r e tty  
b a d  a b o u t th a t  n o te  y o u  le ft  m e . I  
cou ld  excu se th a t  p a rt a b o u t a n ­
o th er a p p o in tm e n t. I t  sou n d ed  
p la u sib le . B u t  w h y  th e  g o o d -b y ? ”

“ O h , p lease d o n ’t  a sk  m e . I ’d  
rath er n o t ex p la in . L e t ’ s m a k e  b e ­
liev e  w e n ever m e t . I ’ll fo rg e t y o u  
and y o u ’ll fo rg e t m e .”

“ B u t  w diy?”  he in sisted . “ I t  
seem ed  to  m e  th a t  w e h it it  off n icely  
to g e th e r .”

A lfre d  F e n to n  su d d en ly  ap p eared  
before  th e m  in his y a c h tin g  c lo th e s.

“ H o w  do y o u  d o , M is s  N o r d e n .”
L eo n a rd  rose to  his fe e t  an d  ey ed  

F e n to n  sh arp ly .
“ W e ’re g o in g  on  a cruise th is  

a fte rn o o n ,”  A lfr e d  sa id . “ I ’d like to  
h a v e  y o u  co m e  a lo n g  w ith  y o u r  
m o th e r . C a n  y o u  be r e a d y  a t tw o  
o ’c lo c k ?”

“ Y e s ,”  B la n c h e  an sw ered  s low ly . 
“ W e ’ll be r e a d y .”

A lfr e d  to u c h e d  his ca p  an d  w a lk ed  
a w a y . L e o n a r d ’s ey es fo llo w ed  h im . 
H e  fe lt a m a d  desire to  ru n  a fter  
A lfr e d  and  fig h t w ith  h im . T h e n  he  
slo w ly  tu rn ed  his h ea d  a n d  look ed  
d ow n  at B la n ch e . In  his eyes th ere  
w as h u rt an d  d isillu sio n m en t.

“ Is  th a t w h y  y o u  b ro k e  y o u r  d a te  
w ith  m e y e s te r d a y ? ”  he a sk ed .

Sh e n od d e d  her h ead .
“ A n d  I  su p p ose t h a t ’s w h y  y o u  

d o n ’t w a n t to  see m e  a n y  m o r e ?”
Sh e fe lt a sh a m e d  of h erself. Sh e  

k n ew  w h a t he m u st be th in k in g  o f  
her. S till, she h a te d  to  te ll h im  th e  
tru th — th a t she w as b e in g  forced  
in to  it b y  her m o th e r . H e  w ou ld  
n ev er u n d ersta n d .



Shopping For Love 83

“ I  see n o w ,”  he said  b itte r ly , “ w h y  
y o u  asked  m e w h a t I  d id . I  su p ­
p ose if I  were rich I ’d  be in te re st­
in g , b u t  as I  a m  a  b a n k  clerk , y o u  
d id n ’t  th in k  it  w o rth  w a stin g  tim e  
on m e . Y o u ’re a fter  b ig  g a m e , b ig  
m o n e y . Y o u  ca m e to  F lorid a  to  
g e t a m a n . Y o u ’re sh op p in g  for  
lo v e ! Y o u ’re g o in g  to  sell y o u rse lf  
to  th e  h ig h est b id d e r !”

Sh e ju m p e d  to  her fe e t . H is  
w ords c u t her like a w h ip .

“ K e e p  q u ie t !”  she said  a n g rily . “ I  
ca n  d o  w h a tev e r  I  p lease w ith  m y  
li fe !”

“ Y e s ,  I  su p p ose y o u  c a n ,”  h e said  
s lo w ly . “ G o  ah ead  an d  g et h im . I  
w o n ’t in terfere . N o w  th a t I  k n ow  
y o u r  ty p e , I ’m  n o t in terested  a t  all. 
G o o d -b y , M is s  N o r d e n .”

Sh e w as te m p te d  to  call h im  b a c k , 
to  ex p la in  to  h im . Sh e d id n ’t  w a n t  
h im  to  g o  a w a y  w ith  th a t  terrible  
op in ion  o f h er. B u t  she b it  her lips  
a n d  k e p t h erself fr o m  ca llin g  his 
n a m e .

F iv e  d a y s  later  A lfr e d  F e n to n  p ro ­
p osed  an d  B la n c h e  accep ted  h im . 
H e r  m o th e r  w as tr e m e n d o u sly  
h a p p y . Sh e h u gg ed  B la n c h e  an d  
kissed  her several tim e s .

“ Y o u  lu c k y  g ir l,”  she said . “ E v e r y  
one will e n v y  y o u . H e ’ll d eck  y o u  
o u t in d ia m o n d s an d  sables. Y o u ’ll 
h a v e  y o u r  ow n  car, e v e ry th in g  y o u r  
h eart d esires.”

“ E v e r y th in g  b u t  lo v e ,”  B la n ch e  
sa id , th in k in g  o f L eo n a rd .

H o w e v e r , she fe lt  a certa in  
a m o u n t o f sa tisfa ction  in th e  fa c t  
th a t  her m o th er  w as h a p p y . T h e r e ’d 
b e  n o  m ore tears n o w , n o  m ore w a il­
in g  co m p la in ts  a b o u t her in g ra ti­
tu d e . Sh e w as p a y in g  b a ck  h er d eb t  
to  her m o th e r .

A lfre d  presen ted  her w ith  a  b e a u ­
tifu l d ia m o n d  en g a g em en t ring. 
T h e n  he to o k  her in his a rm s and  
kissed  her. B la n c h e  fe lt  a  chill ru n ­

n in g  d o w n  her spine w h en  his lips  
to u c h e d  h ers, b u t  since her m o th er  
w as p resen t, she w as carefu l n o t to  
register her dislike.

T h e  w e d d in g  w as set for tw o  
w eeks later. A lfr e d  w a n ted  to  settle  
his affairs so he cou ld  go  a w a y  on  
h is h o n e y m o o n  w ith  a q u ie t m in d .

B la n ch e  th o u g h t o f M a r ia n  H a r t ­
w ell, th e  girl her m o th e r  h a d  p o in ted  
o u t in th e h o te l lo b b y . B la n c h e  w as  
in th e  sam e class w ith  her n ow . Sh e  
w as goin g  to  m a rry  a  m a n  w h o w as  
tw e n ty  y ears older th a n  h erself, a  
m a n  w h o w o u ld  dress h er u p  as 
M a r ia n ’s h u sb an d  dressed h er. S h e, 
to o , w ou ld  b e  sm ilin g  soon  an d  h a v e  
th a t  sam e sad expression  in  her ey e s .

T o  A lfre d  th e  e n g a g e m e n t period  
m e a n t a period  o f p riv ile ge . H e  fe lt  
th a t  he cou ld  k iss B la n c h e  w h en ­
ever he p lea sed . B la n c h e  w as fr ig h t­
en ed . A ll  her finer feelin gs re v o lte d . 
Sh e c o u ld n ’t  b ear his tou ch  an d  
e v e ry  tim e  he ca m e n ear h er she w as  
te m p te d  to  scream  o u t. E v e n tu a lly  
she reach ed a  stage w here she  
w a n ted  to  run a w a y .

Sh e rose ea rly  one m o rn in g  and  
le ft  th e h o te l. In  her m in d  a p lan  
h ad  fo rm e d , and she w en t in  to  to w n  
to  see if it  co u ld  be ex ecu ted . T h ere  
w ere a n u m b er o f fine sh op s in  to w n , 
an d  she p lan n ed  to  go  fro m  one to  
th e o th er seek in g  e m p lo y m e n t.

N e ith e r  th e  m o rn in g  nor th e ea rly  
a ftern oo n  b ro u g h t resu lts . Sh e b e ­
ca m e  d ish ea rten ed . A ll  th e  sh op  
ow ners w ere p o lite , b u t , th e y  were  
e q u a lly  firm  in te llin g  her th a t  th e y  
requ ired  no h elp .

A b o u t  fo u r o ’c lock  she w alk ed  
in to  a v e ry  fa sh io n ab le  m illin ery  
sh op . A  su av e  g e n tlem a n  w ith  a 
w axed  m u sta ch e  ca m e u p  to  her.

“ I ’m  lo o k in g  for a  p o sitio n ,”  
B la n ch e  said .

T h e  m a n  e y e d  her critica lly . 
“ H a v e  y o u  ever so ld  m illin ery  b e ­
fo r e ? ”  he a sk ed .
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“ N o ,  b u t  I ’m  sure I  ca n . Y o u  
see, I  n eed  th e  p o sitio n  and I ’d tr y  
v e r y  h a r d ,”  she said  e a rn e stly .

H e  stared  a t h er fo r  a  m o m e n t. 
“ T u r n  y o u r  h e a d ,”  he sa id . “ I  w a n t  
to  see y o u r  p ro file .”  T h e n  his eyes  
stu d ied  h er figure fr o m  h ea d  to  fo o t .

“ I  ca n  offer y o u  n o th in g  h e re ,”  he  
sa id , “ b u t  if  y o u  w o u ld  care to  pose  
fo r  fa sh io n  p h o to g ra p h s , I  co u ld

send y o u  o v er  to  m y  b ro th er . H e  
h a s a v e r y  large stu d io , an d  I  th in k  
h e ca n  use y o u r  ty p e .”

“ I ’d  be g la d  to  d o  i t ,”  B la n c h e  
said , “ and  I ’d  b e  v e r y  th a n k fu l to  
y o u .”

H e  w rote  th e  address on  th e  b a c k  
o f one o f h is cards a n d  g av e  it to  
B la n c h e . W i t h  a h a p p y  h ea rt she  
w a lk ed  to  th e  stu d io .
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M r . de M e r ja n , th e o w n er, a  ta ll, 
slim  m a n  in an  a rtis t ’s sm o ck , 
stu d ied  her a p p ra isin g ly . “ N ic e  
n o se ,”  h e c o m m e n te d . “ B e a u tifu l  
e y e s . R a ise  y o u r  ch in . F in e ! 
S tre tch  o u t y o u r  a rm s. A h ! A  
b e a u tifu l figure! P u t  on th a t  co a t  
w ith  th e  w h ite  co llar. N o w  place  
y o u r  h an d  on y o u r  h ip  like th is . 
T u r n  y o u r  h ea d  to  the rig h t a little . 
T h a t 's  it . S ta n d  th a t w a y . F in e ! 
T a k e  off th e c o a t .”

H e  to o k  her in to  his office, w rote  
d ow n  her n a m e a n d  address and  all 
th e  sta tistic s  regard in g  th e sizes she  
w ore in c lo th e s, sh oes, g lo v es and  
oth er a p p arel.

Sh e left th e  stu d io  in a h a p p y  
fra m e  o f m in d . M r . de M e r ja n  h ad  
to ld  her she cou ld  co m e to  w ork  on  
M o n d a y  an d  her sa lary  w ou ld  be  
th ir ty  d ollars a w eek .

A ll th e w a y  to  th e  h otel B la n ch e  
rehearsed w h at she w ou ld  sa y  to  her 
m o th e r . M a r r ia g e  to  A lfr e d  F e n to n  
w as im p o ssib le . S h e ’d rath er be  
d ead  th a n  su b m it to  a n y  m ore of 
his caresses. S h e h a d  tried to  like  
h im , b u t it w a s im p o ssib le . Sh e  
c o u ld n ’t go th ro u g h  w ith  it.

O f  course her m o th e r  w ou ld  cre­
ate  a scene an d  b u rst in to  tears. B u t  
th a t tim e  B la n ch e  w ou ld  n ot p erm it  
h erself to  be sw a y ed  b y  tears. She  
w o u ld  ex p la in  to  her m o th e r  th a t  she 
h a d  secured a p o sition  and  th a t she 
w o u ld  g iv e  her m o th er  ev e ry  p en n y  
she earn ed  to  spen d as she p leased . 
In  tim e  she w o u ld  ea rn  m ore m o n e y  
and be a b le  to  g iv e  her m o th e r  m ore  
c o m fo r ts . B u t  she m u st n ot be  
forced  in to  a loveless m a rria g e . She  
c o u ld n ’t  go  th ro u g h  w ith  it.

T h e  h o te l w as stran g ely  silen t  
w h en  B la n ch e  reach ed  it. In  th e  
lo b b y  th ere w as th e  d ea th lik e  hush  
w h ich  u su ally  fo llow s a tra g e d y  in  
a p lace o f g a y e ty . B la n ch e  cou ld  
n ot u n d ersta n d  it . Sh e w en t to  th e  
e le v a to r  and  rode u p  to  her floor.

T h e  d oor o f her ro o m  w as slig h tly  
a jar an d  her m o th e r  sa t in a chair  
n ear th e  w in d o w . S h e ju m p e d  u p  
w h en  B la n c h e  ca m e in , gath ered  her  
in  her a rm s, and  k issed  her te n d e r ly .

“ M y  little  b a b y !”  she said  a ffec­
t io n a te ly . “ I ’m  so g la d  to  see y o u . 
I ’v e  b een  terrib ly  w orried  a b o u t  
y o u .”

B la n ch e  fe lt  a  ch o k in g  feelin g  in 
her th ro a t. I t  w as a lo n g  tim e  since  
her m o th e r  h ad  called  her her “ little  
b a b y .”  I t  b ro u g h t b a ck  fon d  m e m ­
ories o f d a y s  w hen her fa th er w as  
a liv e , d a y s  th a t w ere filled w ith  h a p ­
piness.

Sh e h ad  w orsh ip ed  her m o th er  
th e n . M r s . N o rd e n  h ad  been  th e  
sw eetest an d  m o st  a ffe ctio n ate  p er­
so n . I t  w as o n ly  a fte r  M r . N o rd e n  
died th a t she h ad  ch a n g ed . Sh e w as  
obsessed  b y  a terrib le  fear th a t  she  
w o u ld  en d  her d a y s  in  p o v e r ty .

Sh e to o k  B la n c h e ’s a rm  and  led  
her to  a ch air.

“ I  w a n t to  ta lk  to  y o u ,”  she said  
w ith  a ca tch  in her v oice . “ I  
h a v e n ’t  been  th e b est k in d  o f m o th e r  
to  y o u . I ’v e  been  m e a n , selfish , 
g ra sp in g . I ’v e  th o u g h t o f m y se lf, 
n o t  o f y o u . I ’m  d re a d fu lly  a sh a m e d . 
I  h op e y o u ’ll b elieve m e .”

Sh e to o k  B la n c h e ’s h an d  an d  held  
it  b etw een  her o w n , p a ttin g  it v e r y  
g e n tly . “ T e ll  m e th e  tr u th ,”  she  
sa id . “ I  m u st h a v e  th e  h on est tr u th . 
D o  y o u  care fo r  A lfr e d  F e n to n ? ”

“ N o , m o th e r , I  d o n ’t , ”  B la n c h e  
answ ered .

“ T h e n  y ou  m u st n ot m a rry  h im . 
W e ’ll retu rn  his rin g . I  m u st h a v e  
b een  a b so lu te ly  h eartless to  force  
y o u  in to  a m arriage w ith  a  m a n  
tw ice  y o u r  age. I  w a sn ’t  m y se lf, 
d ear. P lease  fo rgiv e  m e . I  sh a n ’t  
tr y  to  rule y o u r  life a n y  m o re . Y o u  
m a y  d o  as y o u  p lease an d  ch oose  
w h a tev e r  frien ds y o u  p lea se . W h e n  
y o u  do  m a r r y , I  w a n t y o u  to m a rry  
fo r  lo v e . A n d  p lea se , d ear, tr y  to
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fo r g e t  th e  la st  th ree y ea rs . L e t ’s 
sta rt  o ver a ga in . B e  m y  little  b a b y  
a g a in !”

T h e re  w ere tears o f gen uin e regret  
iff M r s . N o r d e n ’s ey es. N o  one  
co u ld  d o u b t her sin cerity . B la n ch e  
fe lt sorry  fo r  h er, a n d  a t  th e  sa m e  
tim e  exp erien ced  a fe e lin g  o f g la d ­
n ess u p on  seeing th is w on d erfu l 
ch a n ge in her m o th e r ’s ch aracter. 
S h e h a d  a lw a y s lo v e d  her m o th e r , 
b u t  she h ad  lo v e d  her b est before  
M r s . N o r d e n  h a d  set o u t to  m a rry  
h er off.

B la n c h e  p u t  her a rm s arou n d  h er  
m o th e r  an d  kissed  h er. “ Y o u ’re a  
d a rlin g ,”  she said . “ W e ’ll be t o ­
g eth e r  a lw a y s . A n d  w e ’ll be h a p p y ,  
to o . Y o u  ju s t  w a it .”

“ I  d o n ’t  d eserve a n y  cred it for  
th e  ch a n g e ,”  M r s . N o rd e n  sa id . “ I ’ll 
te ll y o u  w h a t w oke m e  u p , open ed  
m y  eyes to  th e  tr u th . Y o u  r e m e m ­
b er th a t  girl I  p o in ted  o u t to  y o u  
in  th e  lo b b y — M a r ia n  H a r tw e ll, th e  
one w h o m arried  a m a n  o ld  en o u g h  
to  b e  her fa th e r?  W e l l ,  she ju st  
tried  to  ta k e  her life w ith  p o iso n . 
S h e ’s in th e  h o sp ita l n ow  and  th e re ’s 
a  ch an ce th a t  she m a y  reco v er. H e r  
m a rria g e  w a sn ’t  as h a p p y  as it  a p ­
p ea red  to  b e . Sh e preferred  d eath  
t o  liv in g  w ith  her h u sb a n d .

“ T h a t  g a v e  m e  an  a w fu l sh ock . 
I  realized  th a t  I  m ig h t b e  d riv in g  
y o u  to  th e  sa m e  th in g . A n d  y o u r  
b ein g  a w a y  all d a y  th re w  m e  in  a  
p a n ic . I  ju s t  sat h ere, p a ra ly ze d , 
p ra y in g  th a t  y o u  w o u ld n ’t  d o  a n y ­
th in g  d esp era te . T h a t ’s w h y  I  w as  
so g la d  to  see y o u  w h en  y o u  ca m e  
in .”

“ I  was th in k in g  o f a  w a y  o u t , m y ­
se lf,”  B la n c h e  a d m itte d . “ A n d  I  
th in k  I ’v e  fo u n d  i t .”

Sh e to ld  her m o th e r  a b o u t th e  
p o sitio n  M r . de M e r ja n  h a d  offered  
h er. “ W e ’ll m o v e  to  an in ex p en siv e  
p la c e ,”  she sa id . “ I ’ll w ork  an d  
w e ’ll be h a p p y .”

T w o  w eeks p a ssed . P o sin g  in  ex ­
p en siv e  sh oes, h a ts , an d  gow n s, 
B la n ch e  fo u n d  h er p o sitio n  to  b e  
v e r y  in terestin g . I t  o ccu p ied  her  
tim e  fro m  ten  to  fo u r e v e ry  d a y . 
T h e  rem a in in g  h ou rs she sp en t w ith  
her m o th er .

I t  w as q u ite  n a tu ra l th a t  she 
sh ou ld  th in k  o f L e o n a r d . E v e r  since  
th e  first m o m e n t she h a d  m e t h im , 
h e h a d  a lw a y s b een  in  her th o u g h ts . 
B u t  since th e d a y  he h a d  d en ou n ced  
her on th e  b ea ch , she h ad  n ev er laid  
eyes on h im  a g a in . H e  h a d  w alk ed  
o u t o f her life c o m p le te ly .

Sh e k n ew  w here his b u n g a lo w  w as  
an d  she w as te m p te d  to  lo o k  h im  
u p . H e r  h eart y earn ed  for h im . Sh e  
cou ld  n ot fo rg e t his eagern ess, his  
b o y ish  sp irit, a n d  th e  sh in in g  lo o k  
in his ey es. Sh e fe lt  th a t  he h a d  
fa llen  in  lo v e  w ith  her ju s t  as she  
h a d  fa llen  in lo v e  w ith  h im — a t  first  
sigh t.

H o w e v e r , she h e s ita te d . Sh e w as  
afraid  th a t  she h a d  tu rn ed  h is lo v e  
to  p erm a n en t h a te . A n d  ev en  if 
th a t  w eren ’t  th e  ca se , e v e n  if  he still 
cared  for h er, he w o u ld  b e lieve  th a t  
she ca m e to  h im  b ecau se  A lfr e d  h ad  
th ro w n  her o ver.

O n e  S u n d a y  m o rn in g , w h ile  her  
m o th e r  slep t la te , B la n c h e  w e n t o u t  
for a w a lk . A t  first she w e n t a lon g  
a im le ssly ; th e n , fin d in g  h erself n ot  
v e r y  far fro m  L e o n a r d ’s b u n g a lo w , 
she m a d e  a su d d en  d ecision . She  
le ft th e  street a n d  h ea d ed  fo r  th e  
b each .

P r e se n tly  she w as at h is d o or. She  
ta p p ed  t im id ly  o n  th e  fr a m e . L e o n ­
ard o p en ed  th e  d oor a n d  stared  a t  
her w ith  in cred u lou s e y e s .

“ B la n c h e !”  he e x c la im e d . “ W h a t  
are y o u  d o in g  h e re ?”

“ M a y  I  co m e in ? ”  she a sk ed , her  
ch eeks flu sh in g  as he loo k ed  at h er.

H e  step p ed  aside and  p e rm itte d  
her to  en ter . T h e  b e a t o f h is h ea rt  
q u ick en ed , b u t  he loo k ed  a t  her w ith
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co ld , p en e tra tin g  ey e s . H e  d id n ’t  
sa y  a. w ord , m a d e  no m o v e  to  sh ow  
her to  a ch air . B la n c h e  fe lt  v e r y  
u n c o m fo rta b le . Sh e h a d  h op e d  for  
m ore th a n  th a t .

F in a lly  he sp o k e . “ W h y  did y o u  
co m e h e re ?”  he a sk ed .

T h e r e  w as a sin k in g fee lin g  in her  
h e a rt. She h ad  k illed  w h a tev e r  lo v e

he h a d  h ad  for her. Sh e w as n o t  
ev en  as w elcom e as a  stran ger.

“ I 'm  so rry ,”  she sa id . “ I  sh o u ld n ’t  
h a v e  c o m e .”

H e  step p ed  to  th e  door and  
b lo ck ed  her w a y .

“ B u t  y o u  d id ,”  he said . “ W h y ? ”
“ O h , I  ju s t  h a p p e n e d  to  b e  p a ss­

in g  b y ,”  she an sw ered  q u ic k ly .
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“ T h a t  d o esn ’t  so u n d  p la u sib le .”  
T h e n  he loo k ed  stra ig h t in to  her  
ey e s , an d  in te n t u p o n  h u rtin g  her as 
she h ad  h u rt h im , he sa id : “ T e ll  m e  
i f  I  gu ess r ig h t. D id  th e  y a c h tsm a n  
ru n  o u t on  y o u ? ”

Sh e fe lt she d eserv ed  th a t, b u t  
still it  an gered  h er. “ N o ,”  she a n ­
sw ered . “ I  ran  o u t on  h im .”  

“ W h y ? ”
“ B eca u se  I  d id n ’t lo v e  h im ,”  she 

sa id . “ I  su p p ose y o u  w o n ’t  b elieve  
th a t . B u t  I  d o n ’t  care w h a t y o u  
b elieve  n ow . P lease  le t  m e  g o !”

She w as v e r y  close to  h im . T h e  
c h a rm , th e  sw eetn ess, an d  th e  lo v e ­
liness o f her w e n t to  h is h ea d . D e e p  
d ow n  in his h ea rt h e lo v e d  h er. She  
h a d  fa sc in a te d  h im  fr o m  th e  sta rt. 
A n d  n o w  th e  nearn ess o f h er, se ttin g  
his b lo o d  afire, ro b b ed  h im  o f his  
sen ses. I t  w as b e y o n d  his p o w er to  
resist th a t m a d , c o n su m in g  im p u lse .

H e  cru sh ed  her in  his arm s and  
pressed  his lips t o  hers in  a bu rn in g  
k iss. B la n c h e  fe lt  as if she w ere  
d ro w n in g  in a sea o f e c sta sy . T h e  
w orld  sto p p ed  fo r  her in th a t  m o ­
m e n t. E v e r y  fiber o f her b e in g  q u iv ­
ered  w ith  a  h ith erto  u n k n o w n  jo y .  
S h e h ad  no stren gth  to  resist h im . 
H e r  w h ole h ea rt surrendered  to  
h im .

H e  d ro p p ed  his h an d s and  stared  
a t her w hile his b rea th  q u ick en ed  
a n d  he lon g ed  to  h o ld  h er close once  
again .

“ Y o u ’re w o n d erfu lly  sw e e t,”  he  
sa id . T h e n  he tu rn ed  his h ea d . 
“ O h , if o n ly  y o u  w ere d ifferen t!”

H e  w a lk ed  a w a y  fr o m  th e  d oor, 
w ent o ver to  one o f th e  side w in ­
d o w s, an d  stared  o u t w ith  u n seein g  
ey es. B la n c h e  w a tch ed  h im . In  her  
h ea rt th ere wras a  tu m u lt . Sh e k n ew  
now th a t he w as th e  o n ly  m a n  she 
co u ld  ev er  lo v e . L ife  w a sn ’t  w orth  
liv in g  w ith o u t h im .

She w e n t o v er  and  to u c h e d  his 
a rm  tim id ly

“ I  a m  d ifferen t, L e o n a r d ,”  she  
sa id . “ I  n ev er rea lly  w as th e  girl 
I  seem ed  to  b e .”

Sh e to ld  h im  a b o u t h er m o th e r , 
b u t she sp ok e o f her w ith  k in d n ess, 
lo v e  an d  u n d ersta n d in g , so th a t  in ­
stea d  o f d islik in g  h er, he fe lt sorry  
fo r  th e w o m a n  w h o h ad  been  o b ­
sessed b y  th a t  terrib le  fe a r  o f e n d ­
in g  her d a y s  in p o v e r ty .

“ B u t  I  d o n ’t  care for m o n e y .”  she  
said . “ I ’m  n o t lo o k in g  fo r  a rich  
m a n .”  T h e n  she b ared  her h ea rt an d  
sou l as she a d d e d : “ I ’d m a rry  a
b a n k  clerk  if h e lo v e d  m e .”

H e  look ed  deep  in to  her ey es and  
recogn ized  th e  tr u th  o f her w ords. 
“ I  d o  lo v e  y o u ,”  he sa id . “ I ’v e  
lo v e d  y o u  fr o m  th e  first m o m e n t I  
laid  eyes on y o u .”

H a p p ily  a n d  co n te n te d ly  she  
rested  in his a rm s, retu rn in g  k iss for  
k iss. T h e n  she le t her fe e t  to u c h  
ea rth  again .

“ O f  cou rse w e ’ll h a v e  to  ta k e  care  
o f m o th e r ,”  she sa id . “ B u t  y o u  
n eed n ’t  w orry  a b o u t th a t . I ’m  g o ­
in g  to  h elp . I ’v e  g o t  a g o o d  jo b  an d  
I  g e t th ir ty  d ollars a w eek . W e ’ll 
p o ol our salaries and  g e t a lo n g  sp len ­
d id ly .”

A n  a m u sed  sm ile  ap p eared  on his  
fa ce . “ I ’m  afraid  t h a t ’s o u t ,”  he  
said . “ I  w o u ld n ’t  th in k  o f h a v in g  
m y  w ife  w o rk .”

Sh e loo k ed  d ish ea rten ed . “ P lease , 
d ea rest, le t ’s n o t q u arrel. L o ts  o f  
w iv es w ork  n o w a d a y s . I  o n ly  w an t  
to  h elp  u n til y o u  get b e tte r  e sta b ­
lish ed . I  d o n ’t  w a n t y o u  to  feel 
th a t  m y  m o th e r ’s a b u rd e n .”

“ Y o u r  m o th e r  will n ever b e  a b u r­
den  to  m e ,”  h e sa id . “ I ’m  n o t a 
b a n k  clerk , d arlin g . I ’m  v ery  
w e a lth y . M y  fo lk s le ft  m e  m ore  
m o n e y  th a n  I  cou ld  p o ssib ly  spen d  
in  a life tim e , so it w ou ld  be silly  for  
y o u  to  w ork . B esid e s , I  d o n ’t  th in k  
I  cou ld  ever b ear to  h a v e  y o u  a w a y  
for m o re  th a n  an  h o u r .”
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Sh e stared  a t  h im  w ith  surprised  
a n d  p u zzled  e y e s . “ B u t  y o u  to ld  
m e --------- ”

“ I  k n o w  I  d id ,”  h e  in terru p ted . 
“ Y o u  see, I ’m  an  in cu rab le  r o m a n ­
tic . L ik e  y o u r  m o th e r , I  h a v e  h ad  
an  o b session . I ’v e  a lw a y s w orried  
th a t  th e  girl w h o  m arried  m e  w ou ld

lo v e  m e  fo r  m y  m o n e y  o n ly . T h a t ’s 
w h y  I  liv e d  s im p ly  a n d  p reten d ed  
t o  b e  p o o r .”

“ A n d  do  y o u  b e liev e  th a t  I  r e a lly  
lo v e  y o u ? ”  she a sk ed , her ey es sh in ­
in g  w ith  h ap p in ess .

“ I ’d  stak e  m y  life  o n  i t !”  h e a n ­
sw ered as he k issed  h er a ga in .

Listed below are the stations over which the
Love Story hour comes to you every 

night.
Thursday

IF Y O U L IV E  IN
Akron tune in on W A D C at 9:30 ES
Baltimore W C A O 9:30 ES
Boston W N A C 9:30 ES
Buffalo W K B W 9:30 ES
Chicago W G N 8:30 CS
Cincinnati W K R C 9:30 ES
Cleveland W H K 9:30 ES
D etroit W X Y  Z 9:30 ES
Fort W ayne W O W O 8:30 CS
H artford, Connecticut W D R C 9:30 ES
Kansas City K M B C 8:30 CS
New Y ork  City W A B C 9:30 ES
Philadelphia W C A U 9:30 ES
Pittsburgh W JA S 9:30 ES
Providence W E A N 9:30 ES
St. Louis K M O X 8:30 CS
Syracuse W F B L 9:30 ES
T oledo W S P D 9:30 ES
W ashington W M A L 9:30 ES

ES—Eastern Standard Time 
CS— Central Standard Time



CO N N I E  tip to e d  h er w a y  n oise­
lessly  dow n  th e  staircase of 
E lv e r so n  N o r th r u p ’s L o n g  

Is la n d  h o u se . I f  a n y  artist h ad  
glim p se d  h er as she d escen d ed  th e  
c u rv in g , o rn a te  step s, he w o u ld  h a v e  
g on e in to  ecstasies a n d  b eg g ed  for  
th e  o p p o rtu n ity  to  im m o rta lize  her  
in  oils.

H e r  so ft , w a v y  red -g o ld  h air t u m ­
b le d  and  rip p led  on her c re a m -  
sm o o th  sh ou ld ers, fra m in g  her g irl­
ish ly  p iq u a n t  featu res w ith  an au­

b u rn  aureole. H e r  slen der, p lia n t  
y o u n g  figure seem ed  to  flo a t in  a 
m isty  sea o f b a b y -b lu e  lace and  silk  
as she drew  her negligee closer a b o u t  
h er. H e r  d a in ty , h ig h -a rch ed  little  
fe e t tro d  so ft ly  in  feath ered  m u les .

B u t  o f course n o  a rtist saw  h er. 
A r tis ts  d o n ’t  g o  arou n d  p a in tin g  
p ictu res at tw o  o ’c lo ck  in  th e  m o rn ­
in g . A n d  th a t w as th e tim e  it w as  
as C on n ie  ca m e  d o w n  fro m  an  u p ­
stairs guest ro o m  in q u est o f a  glass  
of m ilk .
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A t  th e fo o t o f th e stairs she su d ­
d e n ly  h a lted . H e r  h an d  w en t to  her  
h ea rt and  her pu lses sk ip p ed  a b e a t. 
S o m e  one w as in th e lib ra ry !

T h ro u g h  th e g lo o m  o f th e v a st  
h a ll, C on n ie  saw  a flickering b e a m  
of lig h t th a t d a n ced  a lm o st im p er­
c e p tib ly  fr o m  th e d arkness th a t  
m a rk ed  E lv e rso n  N o r th r u p ’s stu d y . 
She h eard  a  fa in t , c lick in g  noise.

C a u tio u s ly , she tip to e d  tow ard  
th e  door o f th e  c o m b in ed  s tu d y  and  
lib ra ry , w h ich  w as p a rtia lly  open . 
A s  E lv e rso n  N o r th r u p ’s p riv a te  sec­
retary , C on n ie  B r y a n t  had a leg iti­
m a te  cu riosity  a b o u t flickering  ligh ts  
in her e m p lo y e r ’s h ou se a t tw o  
o ’c lo ck  in  th e  m o rn in g .

S ca rce ly  b rea th in g , she peered  
in to  th e lib ra ry . T h e n  she stifled a 
su dden  desire to  cry  o u t.

In  th e tin y  u n w in k in g  glare o f a 
sm a ll fla sh lig h t, a m a n  w as k n eelin g  
before E lv e rso n  N o r th r u p ’s p riv a te  
safe  and  m a n ip u la tin g  th e  dial w ith  
lon g , ta p erin g  fingers.

W id e -e y e d , C on n ie  stared at the  
in tru d er. T h r o u g h  th e g lo o m  she  
discerned an a m a zin g  fa c t ; th e b u r­
glar w as clad  in a correct, w e ll-fittin g  
T u x e d o . But. his face  w as co m p le te ly  
obscu red  beh in d  a m a sk  th a t co n ­
cealed his ey es, h is n ose , and  his 
m o u th . H e  w as engrossed in his en ­
terprise, lean in g  o ver th e safe w ith  
ra p t a tte n tio n .

C on n ie  tu rn ed  and  ran silen tly  up  
th e stairs. A t  first she th o u g h t o f  
arou sin g  th e  h ou seh o ld ; th en  she  
realized th a t the noise m ig h t frigh ten  
a w a y  th e bu rglar before a n y  one  
cou ld  get dow n stairs to  h ead h im  
off. Sh e m a d e  her decision  w ith  the  
p ro m p tn ess  w hich  m a d e her so  v a l­
u ab le  in E lv e rso n  N o r th r u p ’s office. 
S w ift ly  she w ent in to  her ow n  ro o m ; 
fr o m  her b a g  she e x tra c te d  a sm all 
b u t  b u sin esslike a u to m a tic . T h e n  
she d escend ed  th e  staircase a ga in , as 
q u ie t as a  w raith .

Sh e reach ed the lib ra ry  d oor ju s t  
in tim e  to  see th e m a sk ed  m a n  g ive  
th e  safe k n o b  a final tw irl. H e  
p u lled , and  th e  d oor o f th e  safe  
sw u n g  open w ith  a fa in t w h isper o f  
h inges in need o f oil.

C on n ie  raised  her a u to m a tic  in an  
u n w a v erin g  h a n d . x\nd th en  she  
sm o th ered  an  in v o lu n ta ry  g asp . T h e  
bu rglar reach ed  in to  his c o a t p o ck et  
and ex tra cted  an  o b lo n g , w h ite , fla t  
o b je c t . H e  th ru st it in to  th e safe! 
In ste a d  o f stea lin g  so m eth in g  fro m  
th e  little  v a u lt , he w as p u ttin g  so m e ­
th in g  in!

W it h  a little  sigh , th e m a sk ed  m a n  
sw u n g  the safe d oor clo sed , and  
tw irled  the dial to  lock  it . H e  
straigh ten ed  u p .

“ D o n ’t m o v e !”  C on n ie  B r y a n t  
spoke fro m  th e  d ark n ess.

T h e  b u rgla r  stiffen ed .
“ P u t  up y o u r  h a n d s !”
H e  c o m p lied .
C on n ie  step p ed  in to  th e  lib ra ry , 

fu ll in to  th e w h ite  pen cil o f lig h t  
th ro w n  b y  th e flash ligh t on  th e ta b le . 
T h e  bu rglar tu rn ed  and  fa ced  her.

U n d e r  his m a sk , C on n ie  cou ld  see 
his m o u th  tw itc h  in to  a startled  
sm ile . “ I  n ever k n ew  th e y  h ad  a n ­
gels on th e d etec tiv e  fo rce !”  h e said  
in a su b d u ed , w h im sica l v o ice  
scarcely  m ore th an  a w hisper.

C on n ie  b lu sh ed  and  g lan ced  d ow n  
in v o lu n ta r ily  a t  her v e ry  fem in in e  
n egligee. “ I ’m  n ot on th e  d etectiv e  
fo rc e ,”  she resp on d ed  g rim ly , “ b u t  
p r e tty  soon I ’ll h a v e  so m e b o d y  here  
w h o  is !”  She m o v e d  tow ard  th e  
te lep h on e, still co v erin g  th e  bu rglar  
w ith  her w eap o n .

“ O h , say  n ow , c a n ’t w e discu ss  
th is m a tte r  before  b rin gin g  in th e  
p o lic e ?”  he reproach ed  her.

“ T h e r e ’s n o th in g  to  d iscu ss. I  
find y o u  here in m y  e m p lo y e r ’s 
h o m e , op en in g  his safe. Y o u  w ear a  
m a sk . O b v io u s ly , I  sh all call th e  
p o lic e .”
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“ O h ! S o  th is is y o u r  e m p lo y e r ’s 
h o m e , th en ? A r e  y o u  b y  a n y  ch an ce  
th e parlor m a id ?  I f  y o u  are, let m e  
eonara tu late  y o u r  e m p lo y e r  on his  
choice o f h ou seh o ld  h e lp .”

C on n ie  H ushed in d ig n a n tly . “ P a r ­
lor m a id ?  H o w  dare y o u ?  I  a m  
M r . N o r th r u p ’s p riv a te  secretary . 
H e  in v ited  m e d ow n  here on a w eek ­
end p a rty  becau se he h ad  som e d ic ­
ta tio n  to  g iv e  m e .”  Sh e su d d en ly  
b it her ch erry -red  low er lip . “ B e ­
sides, t h a t ’s none o f y o u r  bu sin ess. 
S ta n d  o u t o f th e  w a y — I ’m  goin g to  
p h on e for th e p o lice .”

T h e  bu rglar b o w ed . “ G o  a h e a d ,”  
he in v ited  m o c k in g ly . “ M e a n w h ile , 
I  sh all fe a st m y  e y e s  on th e m o st in ­
tr ig u in g  p riv a te  secretary  I  ev er  saw . 
Y o u ’re rea lly  ch a rm in g , y ou  k n o w .”  

“ B e  s t ill !”  C on n ie  flared , and  
reach ed for th e  te lep h on e.

I t  w as a d isastrou s m o v e . F o r  an  
in sta n t she to o k  her ev es fr o m  th e  
m a sk e d  m a n . A n d  in th a t  in sta n t  
he leaped forw a rd . O n e stron g  h an d  
w e n t over h er m o u th , cu ttin g  off her  
p ro te stin g  c r y ; th e o th er  tw isted  th e  
a u to m a tic  fr o m  her slender fingers  
w ith  a c a lm , u n hu rried  g en tlen ess. 
T h e n  he released her.

C o n n ie ’s b lu e  ey es b la ze d . “ Y o u  
— y o u  c a d !”  A n d  y e t  so m eh o w  th e  
sen sa tio n  o f h is h ard  a rm s arou n d  
her in th a t brief, fleetin g  in sta n t h ad  
sen t a p ecu liar th rill th rou gh  her 
vein s.

H e  b o w ed  again  an d  p o ck eted  th e  
a u to m a tic . “ B u t  y o u  c a n ’t really  
b la m e  m e fo r  try in g  to  save  m y se lf, 
can  y o u ? ”  he p ro te ste d .

“ I ’m  g oin g  to  scream  for h e lp !”  
C on n ie  sto rm ed .

“ A re  y o u ?  H o w  in terestin g ! A n d  
b y  th e  tim e  h elp  arrives, I  shall h av e  
m a d e  m y  escap e. T h e y ’ll open th e  
safe and d isco v er  th a t I  to o k  n o th ­
in g . Y o u  w o n ’t ev en  h a v e  y ou r a u ­
to m a tic  to  b a c k  y o u r  c la im  th a t y ou  
h a d  a b u rgla r  ca p tu red . T h e y ’ll

th in k  y o u  h a d  a n ig h tm a re  and  
lau gh  a t y o u . O r  e lse ,”  he a d d ed , 
“ th e y ’ll c o n d em n  y o u  for n o t y e llin g  
fo r  h elp  before y o u  tried  t o  ca p tu re  
m e  sin g le -h a n d e d .”

C on n ie  glared and  said n o th in g . 
She k n ew  he w as rig h t.

H e  ca m e closer t o  h er, an d  once  
m o re  th a t qu eer, sen sation al th rill 
tin gled  in her v e in s. T h e  m a g n e tism  
o f his nearness seem ed  to  h y p n o tize  
her in to  silence.

A u d a c io u sly , h e slipped  one a rm  
arou n d  her slender w aist an d  cu p p ed  
h er lo v e ly  d im p led  ch in  w ith  his 
oth er h a n d . T h e n  he t ilte d  her face  
u p w ard  v e ry  g e n tly , an d  even  
th ou g h  she stru g g led  to  release h er­
self, he succeeded in  p la n tin g  a firm , 
d eterm in ed  kiss on  her w a rm  lips. 
T h e n  h e step p ed  b a ck .

“ T h a t ’s the p e n a lty  fo r  th e  fr ig h t  
y o u  g a v e  m e !”  h e grin n ed  b en ea th  
th e silk m a sk . H e  tu rn ed  to  th e  
w in d ow . “ G o o d  n ig h t, b ea u tifu l  
la d y .”  T h e n  he lea p ed  lig h tly , a th ­
le tic a lly , th ro u g h  th e  c a se m e n t and  
w as g on e .

C o n n ie , th e  fire o f  h is k iss still 
tin g lin g  on her red  lip s, stared  d a z ­
e d ly  a fter  h im . S o m e th in g  h ad  h a p ­
p en ed  to  her, so m e th in g  th a t h ad  
n ever occurred before . A  delicious  
sh iver w en t ca sca d in g  d o w n  her  
spin e, an d  a fee lin g  she cou ld  n ot  
a n a lyze  p erv a d ed  h er h ea rt o f  
h earts.

W h e n  she h a d  regath ered  her c o m ­
p o su re , she realized  th a t it w as n ow  
to o  late  to  raise an a la rm . B y  that  
tim e  th e  m a n  in  th e  m a sk  w as fa r  
a w a y . S u d d e n ly  she k n ew  th a t  she 
m u st n o t  m en tion  th is  odd  m id n ig h t  
a d v en tu re  to  a n y  on e ; it d a w n ed  on  
her th a t her ow n  a ctio n s h ad  been  
in ex p lic a b ly  ab su rd . H o w  cou ld  she 
ever h o p e  to  exp lain  th e escap e  of 
th e  b u rglar? W o u ld  her e m p lo y er , 
E l v erson  N o r th r u p , b elieve such a 
w eird accou n t o f th e  affair? O n  the
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c o n tr a r y , he m ig h t  e v e n  d isch arge  
h er fo r  le ttin g  th e  m a n  get a w a y .

S till t in g lin g  fro m  th e m a sk ed  
k iss, she tip to ed  b a ck  u p stairs to  her  
r o o m . T h e  g lass o f m ilk  she h ad  
o rig in a lly  gon e  d ow n stairs to  g e t  w as  
fo rg o tte n .

A s  she craw led  b etw een  th e  so ft, 
cool linen sheets o f th e b ig  fo u r -  
p o ster  b ed , she co n tra sted  in her  
m in d  th is stu d ied  lu xu riou sness w ith  
th e  S p a rta n  s im p lic ity  o f the little  
u p to w n  flat w h ich  she shared w ith  
her y ou n ger b ro th er Jerry , w h o also  
w orked  for th e N o rth r u p  C o n stru c ­
tion  C o m p a n y . Jerry w as in  th e  
a u d itin g  d e p a rtm e n t. C on n ie  cu d ­
d led  her p illo w , and  a tin y  sm ile  
b ro u g h t the g h o st  o f a d im p le  to  her 
sm o o th  ch eek . She id ly  w on dered  if 
she w ou ld  ev er be th e m istress o f a  
L o n g  Is la n d  e sta te  like K !verson  
N o r t  l im p ’s. P erh ap s som e d a y  
P rin ce C h a rm in g  w ould  co m e alon g  
a n d  lift her fr o m  th e h u m d ru m  w orld  
of sten ograp h ers and  p riv a te  secre­
taries in to  a p aradise o f lo v e  and  
lu xu ry .

L o v e ! Sh e th o u g h t o f the bu rglar  
w h o  h ad  kissed h er. T h e n , an grily , 
she scru bbed  at her red lips w ith  a 
tin y  square o f lace th a t did d u ty  as 
a h an d k erch ief. P rin ce C h a rm in g  
n ever arrived in the guise of a 
m a sk ed  h ou seb reak er, she to ld  h er­
self firm ly . A n d  as she ru b b ed  a w a y  
th e  last rem em b ra n ce  o f th e  b u r­
g la r 's  au d aciou s k iss, she tried to  
erase th e bu rglar h im self fro m  her 
th o u g h ts . N e v e rth e le ss , w hen a t  
last she fell asleep , it w as o n ly  to  
d rea m  o f a m a sk ed  m a n  w h ose kisses  
w ere electric.

In  th e m o rn in g  b efore  b rea k fa st, 
E lv e i ’son N o rth r u p  su m m o n ed  C o n ­
nie in to  his s tu d y . A s  she en tered , 
h e su rvey ed  her w ith  eyes th a t b e ­
spoke d istin ct a p p ro v a l. “ Y o u  look  
v e ry  ch a rm in g  th is m o rn in g , M is s  

t B r y a n t ,”  he said . T h e n , as C on n ie

colored, he smiled. “I suppose you’re 
wondering w h y  I  asked  you to come 
down here on th is w eek -en d  party?” 

C on n ie  sm iled , to o . “You w an ted  
to  give m e  som e le tters , didn’t y o u ? ”  

“ F r a n k ly , n o . T h e  jo b  I  h a v e  for  
you is en tirely  d ifferen t. M a y b e  
y o u ’v e  w on d ered  w h y  y o u  w eren ’t 
in trod u ced  as m y  secretary— w h y  
y o u ’ve  been  treated  ex a c tly  as an y  
oth er g u e st. W e ll , I ’ ll tell y o u . I  
w an t p eop le  to  th in k  y o u ’re ju s t  a 
g u e st; n o th in g  m o re . E sp e c ia lly  do  
I  w an t th at im p ression  le ft  w ith  
C h a m b erlin  I v e s .”

“ C h a m b erlin  Iv e s , o f Iv e s  & M a c -  
M a n u s , our c o m p e tito rs?”  C on n ie  
asked in surprise. “ Is  he h ere?”  

“ Y e s . I ’v e  a lw a y s been  frien d ly  
w ith h im  in spite o f our bu sin ess  
c o m p e titio n .”  N o r tlir u p ’s teeth  
show ed in a w olf grin . “ B u t  I  n ever  
le t frien dsh ip  interfere w ith  bu sin ess. 
U p  to  n ow , y o u n g  Iv e s  h a sn ’ t b o th ­
ered m e m u c h , b u t n ow  h e ’s b eg in ­
n in g  to  reach o u t, and I ’v e  got to  
clip  his w in gs. S p ecifica lly , h e ’s en ­
terin g  a b id  on th e S to n y  P o in t  
bridge p ro je c t. I  h ap p en  to  k n ow  
th a t  his firm  is in b ad  shape fin an ­
cia lly , an d  it w ou ld  tak e  a b ig  co n ­
tra c t  like th e S to n y  P o in t jo b  to  pull 
h im  o u t o f dan ger. B u t  I  h ap p e n  to  
w a n t th a t co n tract m y s e lf !”

C o n n ie ’s eyes n arrow ed . N e v e r  
once d u rin g  her tw o  y e a rs ’ service  
w ith  h im  h ad  she seen h im  d isp la y  
such a ru th less sp irit. “ A n d  so ?”  she 
p ro m p ted .

“ A n d  so  I ’m  goin g  to  escort y o u  
to  b reak fast and in trod u ce you  to  
y o u n g  Iv e s . A t  th e m o m e n t h e ’s 
rath er sm itten  w ith  th a t b lon d  D a l-  
zell w id o w , b u t y o u ’re p re tty  en o u g h  
to  lure h im  a w a y  fro m  ten  o f her 
ty p e . I  w a n t y o u  to  v a m p  Iv e s ,  
m a k e h im  fa ll for y o u  h ard . A n d  
th en  I  w a n t y o u  to  m a k e  h im  tell 
you th e figure o f his bid  on th e S to n y  
Point jo b .”
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C o n n ie  flu sh ed ; w ith  an e ffo rt she  
su p p ressed  h er in d ign a tio n . “ B u t ,  
M r .--------- ”

N o r th r u p  silen ced h er. “ T h e  
sea led  b id s m u st b e  su b m itte d  b y  
n o o n  to -m o rro w — M o n d a y . I  h a v e  
m y  figure p rep a red , b u t  th ere ’ s a  
b a re  ch an ce th a t Iv e s  h a s u n d erbid  
m e . I ’v e  g o t  to  k n o w  w h a t his b id  
is ; if i t ’s b e lo w  m in e , I ’ ll revise m y  
figu re and  cu t u n d er h im . T h e r e ’ s 
a  th o u sa n d -d o lla r  b o n u s fo r  y o u  if  
y o u  get th a t in fo rm a tio n  o u t o f  
h im .”

C o n n ie ’s red lips curled  sco rn fu lly . 
S h e fa ced  h er e m p lo y e r , seeing h im  
in  his tru e  lig h t fo r  th e  first t im e . 
“ I — I  w o n ’t  d o  a n y th in g  so  u n fa ir , 
so u n scru p u lo u s !”  she cried . “ Y o u ’v e  
a d m itte d  th a t  if  M r .  Iv e s  d o e sn ’t  
g e t  th e  co n tra c t his firm  w ill fa il. 
Y o u r  o w n  c o m p a n y  h as as m u c h  
w o rk  as it  c a n  h a n d le . I — I  w o n ’t  
d o  i t !”  Sh e tu rn ed  an d  ran  ou t o f  
th e  s tu d y , u p  to  h er ro o m .

I n  a  fe w  m in u tes th ere ca m e a  
d iscreet k n o c k  at her d oor. She  
o p en ed  it . A n  im p a ssiv e  fo o tm a n  
h a n d e d  h er a  n o te  a n d  w en t a w a y .

C on n ie  tore  o p en  th e  en v elo p e . 
T h e  n ote  w as fr o m  E lv e r so n  N o r t h ­
ru p , and  as she read it , her face w en t  
w h ite  and  h er lips tre m b le d .

D ear M iss Bryant: I appreciate your 
unwillingness to do anything dishonest or 
unethical. But we never know where dis­
honesty might crop up, do we? For in­
stance, you probably don’t know that your 
brother Jerry, in my accounting department, 
is several thousand dollars short in his ac­
counts. If I  prosecute, it means the peni­
tentiary for him. But if you get that in­
formation from Ives, I  won’t prosecute. 
Let me know.

E l v e r s o n  N o r t h r u p .

C on n ie  sa n k , bew ild ered , in to  a 
ch a ir . H e r  b ro th er a th ie f! T h e  
b lo w  stu n n ed  h er. Sh e v ision ed  
Jerry  b eh in d  steel b a rs. Sh e fe lt like  
a  tra p p e d  a n im a l as she su d d en ly  
b e g a n  to  p a ce  th e  floor o f the p in k -

a n d -g o ld  b e d ro o m . In  a ll her b rief  
tw e n ty -fo u r  years she h ad  n ever  
b een  fa ce  to  fa ce  w ith  a decision  like  
th is . S h o u ld  she sacrifice her b ro th er  
to  save her ow n  sense o f h on o r and  
e th ic s?  O r  sh ou ld  she tak e  th e  easier  
w a y , d o  w h at N o r th r u p  d e m a n d e d , 
and k eep  th e  s tig m a  of prison  fro m  
her b ro th e r ’s n a m e?

S u d d e n ly  she squ ared  h er stra igh t  
little  sh ou ld ers. B lo o d  w as th ick er  
th a n  w a ter ; n o  m a tte r  w h a t he h ad  
d on e , she co u ld  n ot le t Jerry  go  to  
prison ! Sh e w e n t d ow n stairs to  
N o r th r u p ’s s tu d y .

N o rth r u p  w as w a itin g  for her. H e  
look ed  a t  her c r a ftily . “ W e l l ? ”

“ I ’ll d o  it— if I  c a n ,”  C on n ie  
w h ispered .

“ F in e ! C o m e  w ith  m e .”
A  m o m e n t la ter  C on n ie  B r y a n t  

fo u n d  h erself fa ce  to  fa ce  w ith  a ta ll, 
a th le tic -lo o k in g  y o u n g  m a n  w hose  
p lea san t g ra y  ey es seem ed  to  bore  
in to  hers w ith  a  w a rm  fire. N o r t h ­
ru p  sp ok e . “ M is s  B r y a n t , m a y  I  
p resen t M r . C h a m b e rlin  Iv e s ?  M r .  
Iv e s , th is is M is s  B r y a n t , w h o  is also  
one o f our g u e sts .”

Iv e s  sm iled  an d  to o k  C o n n ie ’ s 
little  h an d  in  his stron g  on e . A n  
electric  th rill w en t th ro u g h  C o n n ie ’s 
finger tip s  a t  h is to u c h , an d  q u ite  
su d d e n ly , a ll reco llection  o f last  
n ig h t ’s b u rgla r  v a n ish e d . Iv e s  spoke  
in  a  lo w , m a scu lin e  b a rito n e . “ I ’ve  
w a ited  all m y  life fo r  th is  m o m e n t !”  

A s  she w ith d rew  her h a n d  fro m  
his, C on n ie  flu sh ed  fu rio u sly . She  
w as o d d ly , in e x p lic a b ly  co n fu sed . 
H e r  h eart sk ip p ed  a b e a t  a t the  
soun d o f h is v o ice , an d  fo r  a m in u te  
she fo rg e t her p o sitio n , th e  nefariou s  
reason  b eh in d  her in tro d u c tio n  to  
th is sm ilin g , h a n d so m e  m a n , e v e r y ­
th in g  e x ce p t th a t here a t  last w as  
P rin ce  C h a rm in g !

S h e d im p le d . “ H o w  did  y o u  k n o w  
th e  m o m e n t w as c o m in g ? ”

H e  grin n ed . “ B e ca u se  a cry sta l
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“ Go ahead; phone for the p o l i c e t h e  burglar invited 
mockingly. "Meanwhile, I  shall feast my eyes on the 
most intriguing private secretary I ever saw. You’re 

really charming, you know.”

g azer on ce to ld  m e  I ’d  
fa ll in  lo v e  w ith  th e  
m o st b e a u tifu l girl in  
th e w o rld , an d  I ’v e  
been  w a i t i n g  ever  
sin ce.”

“ D o  y o u  b elieve  in  
cry sta l g a z e rs?”

“ I ’d b eg u n  to  lose  
h o p e , b u t  n ow  I ’m  a  
c o m p l e t e  co n v e rt .
T h e y  k n o w  t h e i r  
stu ff.”  H e  loo k ed  at 
her w ith  fran k  a d m ira ­
tio n , d rin k in g  in th e  
soft p iq u a n c y  o f her  
fe atu res, th e  girlish  
cu rv es o f her slender  
figure, th e  so ft  red - 
gold  o f her hair.

C o n n i e  lau g h ed .
O u tsid e , for th e  first 
tim e she h eard  th e  
tw itte r  o f b ird s, b e ­
ca m e  aw are o f th e  g en ­
tle  sp rin g  breeze th a t  
w a fte d  th e  p erfu m e of 
n e w l y  o p en ed  b lo s ­
so m s. I n  one brief, 
m a g ic a l in sta n t th e  e n ­
tire w orld  h a d  been  
ch a n ged  fro m  c o m m o n  
m e ta l to  pure go ld !

Sh e loo k ed  a t C h a m ­
berlin  I v e s . H is  ta ll 
fo r m  w as as stra igh t  
an d  m ilita r y  as a field  
m a rsh a l’s; h i s co rn - 
c o l o r e d  h air w as  
bru sh ed  s m o o t h l y  
b a c k  fro m  a h ig h , u n ­
lined fo reh ea d . H is  
g ra y  ey es tw in k le d , 
and his w id e, m a sc u ­
line m o u th  held  a hint o f h id d en  
lau g h ter. In  a w o rd , he w as P rince  
C h a rm in g !

She started  to  sp eak . A n d  ju s t  
th e n , a  sh ad o w  fell b etw een  th e m . 
A  w h ite , fem in in e  h a n d  fell p osses­

s iv e ly  on I v e s ’ s stron g  right a rm ; a 
so ft , lan gu orou s v oice  draw led m u si­
c a lly : “ C h a m b e rlin  Iv e s , h ow  dare
y o u  desert m e like th is? Y o u  p ro m ­
ised  to  escort m e to  b re a k fa st, y o u  
b a d  b o y !”
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Iv e s  co lored  an d  tu rn ed  to  th e  
b lo n d , ex otic  N a d in e  D a lz e ll. " N a ­
d ine, th is is M is s  B r y a n t . M is s  B r y ­
a n t , M r s . D a lz e ll .”

C on n ie  a ck n ow led ged  th e  in tro ­
du ction  a b se n tly . A b r u p tly  th e  
bird s h ad  ceased to  tw itte r , th e  
breeze to  b lo w . M a g ic  and  w izard ry  
fa d e d ; she su d d en ly  realized  her  
p o sitio n , realized  th a t she had n o  
righ t to  im a gin e  ro m a n tic  th in gs  
a b ou t C h a m b erlin  I v e s . H e  w as in 
lo v e  w ith  N a d in e  D a lz e ll , w hile she, 
C on n ie , w as ju st  a  sp y , a sneak!

Sh e w a tch ed  Iv e s  and th e b lon d  
girl stroll in to  th e b rea k fa st ro o m , 
an d  her heart w as v e ry  h e a v y  as she 
th o u g h t o f th e d ista ste fu l ta sk  b e ­
fo re  her. A n d  th en , as her th o u g h ts  
w e n t to  her b ro th er Jerry , she  
steeled  herself. Sh e h ad  a p a rt to  
p la y ; she m u st p la y  it  th ro u g h ! She  
w en t in to  b re a k fa st w ith  her h ead  
h ig h .

A s  she sat- d ow n  at th e  g leam in g , 
flo w er-d eck ed  ta b le , a fo o tm a n  u n o s­
te n ta tio u s ly  h an d ed  her a n o te . F u r ­
tiv e ly  she open ed  and  read it . I t  
w as fro m  N o r th  rup an d  w as brief 
and to  th e  p o in t.

I ’m having Mrs. Dalzell called to the 
telephone. Make use of your opportunity.

A lm o st  a t th e  sa m e tim e , th e fo o t ­
m a n  leaned  o v er  an d  spoke in to  N a ­
dine D a lz e ll ’s ear. T h e  b lon d  girl 
tu rn ed  t o  C h a m b erlin  Iv e s  and  w h is­
p ered  an  a p o lo g y . H e  n od d ed  an d  
arose p o lite ly , d ra w in g  b a ck  N a ­
d in e ’s ch air. Sh e w alked  regally  
fro m  th e ro o m .

C on n ie  loo k ed  across at Iv e s  and  
forced  herself to  sm ile p ro v o c a tiv e ly . 
H e  retu rn ed  th e  loo k  w ith  in terest, 
and leaned across th e  ta b le . ‘ ‘H o w  
a b o u t a dip in th e p ool w ith  m e a fter  
b r e a k fa st?”

C o n n ie ’s pu lses lea p ed , in spite  
o f her effort to  co n tro l her e m o tio n s . 
H e r  blue eyes spark led . “ I ’d love

i t !”  she answ ered . “ B u t  w h a t a b o u t  
M r s . D a lz e ll? ”

H e  loo k ed  at her o d d ly , and  d id n ’ t  
an sw er. T h e  m eal o ver, he to o k  her  
rou n d ed  arm  and  w alked w ith  her 
in to  the c o n serv a to ry . “ W h a t  m ak es  
y o u  th in k  M r s . D a lz e ll h as an y  
claim  on m e ? ”  he asked  w h im sica lly .

C on n ie  b lu sh ed . “ D id  I  ju m p  at  
th e  w ron g  co n clu sio n ?”

H e  pressed her e lb ow  close to  his  
side, an d  p a tte d  her h a n d . “ Y o u  
d id !”  he replied e m p h a tic a lly . “ L e t ’ s 
get in to  b a th in g  suits and h a v e  th a t  
d ip !”

C on n ie  su ppressed  th e  in v o lu n ­
ta r y , delicious little  sh iver en g en ­
dered b y  his n earn ess. Sh e sm iled . 
“ I ’ll g o  righ t u p stairs an d  c h a n g e ,”  
she p rom ised .

B u t  once in her ro o m , h er heart 
grew  h e a v y  again  as she realized  th e  
co n te m p tib le  p a rt she w as p la y in g . 
T h e  e n o rm ity  o f it ap p alled  h er; n o t  
o n ly  w as she ta k in g  C h a m b e rlin  Iv e s  
a w a y  fro m  N a d in e  D a lz e ll , w h o m  
he e v id e n tly  cared  fo r , b u t she w as  
goin g  to  w h eedle in form ation  fro m  
h im  th a t  w ou ld  resu lt in th e  ruin  o f  
h is firm ! F o r  a  m in u te , C o n n ie  sank  
in to  a ch air and  g a v e  w a y  to  b itter  
th o u g h ts . T w o  tears w elled  in to  her  
p o o l-b lu e  eyes a n d  tre m b le d  at the  
v erge o f her lash es. T h e n , w ith  a 
resign ed , se lf-c o n te m p tu o u s sh rug, 
she g o t up and  don n ed  the p ert, a b ­
b rev ia ted  little  sw im m in g  su it she 
h ad  b ro u g h t w ith  her.

C h a m b erla in  Iv e s  w as w a itin g  for  
her a t  th e  edge o f th e  sw im m in g  pool 
beh in d  th e v a s t  h ou se. T h e  place  
w as oth erw ise deserted . W h e n  he 
saw  C o n n ie , his ey es lig h ted  and his 
p lea san t m o u th  w idened in a sm ile  
of w elcom e.

“ S o  y o u  g ot here first, M r .  I v e s ,”  
C on n ie  greeted h im .

“ Y e s . B u t  I  w ish y o u ’d  ca ll m e  
‘ C h a m .’ A ll  m y  frien ds d o .”

“ B u t — h a v e  w e k n ow n  ea ch  other
L S -6E
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lo n g  en o u g h  fo r  y o u  to  th in k  o f m e  
as y o u r  fr ie n d ?”

“ I ’d like to  th in k  o f y o u  as— m ore  
th a n  t h a t ,”  h e answ ered  ea rn e stly .

C o n n ie  b lu sh ed  as she p oised  on  
th e  edge o f th e  sp rin g b o ard . T o  
cover h er co n fu sio n , she d o v e  lig h tly  
in to  th e  p o o l. H e r  lith e y o u n g  fo rm  
en tered  th e  w ater w ith  scarcely  a 
rip p le , an d  she stru ck  o u t for th e far  
side o f th e  p o o l w ith  sw ift , sure 
strok es.

H a lfw a y  to  th e  o th er sid e , an  idea  
c a m e  t o  h er. I t  w as a lrea d y  th e  
m id d le  o f th e  m o rn in g ; she h a d  v ery  
little  t im e  fo r  h er  ca m p a ig n  to  w o rm  
her w a y  in to  I v e s ’ s u n su sp ectin g  
con fid en ce. T h e r e  w as n o  tim e  to  be  
lo st . U n e x p e c te d ly  she th re w  her 
h a n d s  u p  o u t o f th e  w a ter , ch u rn ed  
w ith  h er fe e t, an d  san k  d o w n  to  th e  
b o tto m  o f th e  p o o l.

T h e r e  w a s a  tre m e n d o u s sp lash  as  
Iv e s  lea p ed  fa r  o u t in to  th e  p o ol. 
C o n n ie  fe lt  h is stro n g  h a n d s arou n d  
h er w a ist, b u o y in g  h er. Sh e closed  
h er ey es and  w e n t lim p . H e  h ad  her  
on th e su rface n ow . H e  w as strik in g  
o u t  fiercely , d e term in ed ly  to w a rd  th e  
fa r  en d  o f th e  p o o l. S h e fe lt  h im  
reach  th e  g o a l, g ra b  th e  h an d  rail, 
an d  lift  her b o d y  o u t  o f th e  w ater. 
G e n tly  he laid  h er on th e  gro u n d . 
“ C on n ie ! C o n n ie !”  he w h ispered  
h o a rse ly  as h e ch a fed  h er w rists.

F e e lin g  like a  ra n k  h y p o c rite , she  
flu ttered  her lo n g  lash es. “ C h -  
C h a m !”  she said  fa in t ly , as th ou g h  
recoverin g  fr o m  a b a d  d rea m .

T e n d e r ly  his a rm  w en t arou n d  her  
w a ist, liftin g  h er  to w a rd  h im . Sh e  
w a s like so m e d a m p  a n d  b ea u tifu l  
w o o d  n y m p h , h er w e t red  h air clin g ­
in g  t o  her sh ou ld ers. F o r  a  fleetin g , 
h e a v e n ly  m o m e n t, C on n ie  fo rg o t her  
m issio n . S h e k n e w  o n ly  t h a t  th e  
th rill o f b ein g  in  h is a rm s w as like  
n o th in g  she h a d  ev er  experien ced b e ­
fo re  in  her life . S im p ly , u n a ffected ly , 
she loo k ed  in to  h is ey es.
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H e  lea n ed  o v er  an d  b ru sh ed  h er  
lips w ith  his o w n . “ C on n ie— d arlin g  
C o n n ie !”  h e  w h isp ered . A  thrill 
w e n t co u rsin g  th ro u g h  her a t  th e  
to u c h  o f his lips.

“ C on n ie— tell m e  t h a t  y o u ’re all 
r ig h t !”  h e  p lea d ed .

Sh e o p en ed  her ey es a ga in . “ I — I  
th in k  I  a m ,”  she said  in  a tre m b lin g  
voice  th a t n eed ed  n o  artifice to  m a k e  
it soun d sh ak en  a n d  d istu rb ed .

H e  lean ed  close to  her fa ce .
A  h arsh  v o ice  sp o k e . “ S o  here  

y o u  a re !”
Iv e s  ju m p e d , sta rtled . C on n ie  

flu sh ed  to  th e  ro o ts  o f h er red -g o ld  
h air. I t  w as M r s . D a lz e ll .

Iv e s  reco v ered  h is co m p osu re  
first. “ O h , h e llo , N a d in e . I — M is s  
B r y a n t  ju s t  ca m e  n ear d ro w n in g . I  
p u lled  h er o u t .”

T h e  b lo n d  girl sm iled  fr ig id ly . 
“ I  see y o u r  first-a id  tech n iq u e  is 
q u ite  e ffe c tiv e !”  sh e said  in  a  to n e  as 
b rittle  as ice . “ I ’ ll lea v e  y o u  to  c o n ­
tin u e  th e  tr e a tm e n t!”  A n d  she 
stalk ed  off.

C o n n ie  sto o d  u p , co n fu sed  and  
em b arra ssed . “ I ’m  afraid  y o u ’ve  
m a d e  h er a n g ry , a n d  i t ’ s a ll m y  
fa u lt .”

H e  to o k  h er tw o  h an d s in  h is . 
“ D o  y o u  th in k  I  care? T h e  anger  
o f a th o u sa n d  N a d in e s  w o u ld n ’t  
m a tte r  to  m e , as lo n g  as I  h a d  one  
C on n ie  B r y a n t !”

C on n ie  d rew  a w a y . S h e w eigh ed  
a n d  m easu red  her w ord s. “ Y o u —  
y o u  r e a lly  care fo r  m e  a  lit t le ? ”  she  
w h isp ered , m a k in g  her v o ice  so ft  
an d  p lea d in g .

“ O h , C o n n ie  d a rlin g , I ’v e  lo v e d  
y o u  since I  first saw  y o u !”

C on n ie  fo rced  a  g a y  little  sm ile . 
“ B u t  I  d o n ’t  k n o w  a  th in g  a b o u t  
y o u ! Y o u  h a v e n ’t  to ld  m e  w h a t  
y o u  are , w h ere y o u  w o rk , w h a t  y o u  
d o .”

H e  grin n ed  b a c k  a t  h er. “ I  h a p ­
p en  t o  b e  p resid en t o f  th e  I v e s  &
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M a c M a n u s  C o n tr a c tin g  C o m p a n y ,  
a n d  I  ca n  fu rn ish  th e  b est o f refer­
en ces, m a ’a m , if  y o u ’ll con sid er m e  
for th e jo b .”

C on n ie  p reten d ed  surprise. “ P re s­
id e n t?  O f a co n tra c tin g  c o m p a n y ?  
O h , h ow  w o n d erfu l! T e ll  m e— w h a t  
k in d  o f co n tra c tin g  d o  y o u  d o ? ”  she 
a sk ed  in n o ce n tly .

H e  sm iled . “ W e ll ,  w e b u ild  b u ild ­
in g s and  b rid g es .”

“ B rid g es? I  lo v e  b rid ges! W o u ld  
y o u  b u ild  o n e  fo r  m e ? ”  .

H e  lo o k ed  a t  h er o d d ly . “ I ’m  b id ­
d in g  on one n o w . I f  I  g e t  th e  c o n ­
tr a c t , I ’ ll d ed ica te  th e  b rid ge to

y°u-”
C on n ie  c la p p ed  h er h an d s in  s im ­

u lated  d e lig h t. “ O h , h o w  w on d erfu l! 
A n d  w h ere is  th e b rid ge to  be  
e rec te d ?”

“ A t  S to n y  P o in t .”  T h e re  w a s an  
u n u su a l q u a lity  in  his v o ice .

C on n ie  w as silen t a  m o m e n t. 
T h e n , as th o u g h  th in k in g  a lo u d , she  
m u rm u re d : “ I ’v e  a lw a y s w on dered
h o w  m u c h  a b ig  b rid ge w ou ld  co st. 
I  w on d er h o w  m u c h  m o n e y  i t  w ou ld  
ta k e  to  b u ild  one a t  S to n y  P o in t? ”

I v e s  lo o k ed  sq u are ly  a t h er, his 
g ra y  ey es e n ig m a tic  and  ve iled . “ I f  
I  w ere to  te ll y o u  h o w  m u c h  m y  firm  
estim a te s  in its  sealed  b id , d arlin g, 
I ’d  v io la te  a n  u n w ritten  law  o f th e  
c o n tra c tin g  b u sin ess. S u p p o se  y ou  
h a p p e n e d  t o  tell y o u r— er— h o st, 
M r . N o r th r u p , w h o  is o u r c o m p e ti­
to r?  H e  co u ld  ch an ge h is b id , cu t  
u n d er our p rice , an d  ta k e  th e  jo b  
a w a y  fro m  u s .”

C on n ie  c o m p elled  h erself to  loo k  
h u rt an d  a g g riev ed . “ W h a t  reason  
w o u ld  I  h a v e  to  te ll  h im ?  H e ’s 
n o th in g  to  m e !”

C h a m  sm iled  g e n tly . “ I t  w as  
ru de o f m e  t o  say  t h a t , w a sn ’t i t ? ”  
he a p olo gize d . “ W e ll ,  ju s t  to  sh ow  
m y  tru st in  y o u , I ’ ll te ll y o u  our  
b id . I v e s  & M a c M a n u s  h a v e  o f­
fered  to  co n stru c t th e  b rid ge  fo r  one

m illio n  fiv e  h u n d red  th o u sa n d  d o l­
la rs .”

C on n ie  B r y a n t ’ s pu lses lea p ed . 
H e  h a d  to ld  her! H e  cared  en o u g h  
fo r  her t o  tell h er! H e r  h ea rt san k  
as she realized  h er ow n  d u p lic ity , 
realized  th a t  in  tru stin g  h er , he h ad  
d o o m ed  h is firm  t o  b a n k ru p tc y . She  
forced  herself to  b e  in d ifferen t. 
“ H o w  in te re stin g !”  she rem ark ed  
a b se n tly .

H e  arose. “ S h all we go  b a c k  to  
the h o u se ?”

C o n n ie  n o d d e d , w on d erin g  a t h is  
su dden  cooln ess.

A t  th e  d oor he excu sed  h im self. 
“ I  m u st g et dressed  an d  p a c k — I ’v e  
g o t  to  g et b a c k  t o  to w n  th is  a fter ­
n o o n ,”  he said . T h e n  h e tu rn ed  and  
left h er.

C on n ie  w e n t t o  h er ro o m  an d  
dressed , d esp isin g  h erself. She  
fo u g h t a  desp erate  b a tt le  w ith  h er  
con scien ce as she d escen d ed  th e  or­
n a te  staircase . I f  she w ere t o  rep ea t  
to  E lv e r so n  N o r th r u p  th e  secret fig ­
ure C h a m b e rlin  Iv e s  h a d  to ld  her  
in th e  con fiden ce o f h is  lo v e , she  
co u ld  n ev er fa ce  th e  w orld  again , 
co u ld  n ev er loo k  a n y  h on est p erson  
in th e  e y e . A n d  y e t , she sh u ddered  
at th e th o u g h t o f her b ro th e r  Jerry  
in  prison .

E lv e r so n  N o r th r u p  w as a t  th e  fo o t  
o f th e  stairs. H e  saw  h er d escen d ­
in g , an d  to o k  h er b y  th e  a rm . H e  
led her in to  th e  s tu d y , h is fa ce  a n x ­
iou s an d  d istu rb ed .

“ Y o u n g  Iv e s  ju s t  le ft  in  a h u rry , 
m a d e  an excu se a b o u t  h a v in g  to  g e t  
b a c k  t o  th e  c ity . T e ll  m e— did  y ou  
scare h im  o ff?”

C on n ie  sh oo k  h er h ea d  w earily . 
“ D id — d id n ’t  h e  e v e n  lea v e  a n y  
w ord fo r  m e ? ”

“ C e rta in ly  n o t . W h y  sh ou ld  h e ?”  
N o r th r u p  replied  in  an a n n o yed  
v o ice . H e  g rasp ed  her a rm  in a 
grip  th a t  w as p a in fu l. “ D id  y o u  g e t  
th a t  figure fr o m  h im ? ”
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C o n n ie  w ent w h ite  and  jerk ed  
loo se . “ I — I  ca n 't  te ll y o u !”  she 
g a sp ed . T h e r e  w ere tears in her  
e y e s . “ I  c a n 't ! Y o u  m u s tn ’t ask  
m e !”

N o rth ru p  sneered. “ M u s t n ’t I ?  
T h e n  y o u  w a n t m e  to  send y o u r  
preciou s b ro th er  to  ja i l? ”

C o n n ie ’s k n ees seem ed to  turn to 
w ater. Sh e s lu m p ed  in to  a ch air . 
She w as d efea ted . A s  th ou g h  p ro ­
n o u n cin g  her ow n  d o o m , she said in  
a d ry , expression less v o ice : ‘ ‘Iv e s  &
M u c M a n u s  h a v e  p laced  a b id  fo r  th e  
S to n y  P o in t b rid ge jo b  for one m il­
lion  liv e  h u n d red  th o u sa n d  d o lla rs .”

“ Oh, Cham! Cham! Don’t ever leave me again!”  she cried. And as 
he gathered her into his arms, there was a look in his eyes that said

he never would.
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N o r th r u p  leap ed  t o  h is fe et ex ­
c ite d ly . “ Y o u  got i t !”  he ex u lted . 
“ Oh, fine, fine! N o w  I ’v e  g ot Iv e s  
w here I  w a n t h im ! I ’ll cu t his b id  
b y  a h u n d red  th o u sa n d  d ollars. H e ’s 
th ro u g h , I  te ll y o u ! T h r o u g h !”  H e  
fa ced  C on n ie , rested  his h an d s on  
h er sh ou lders. “ Y o u ’v e  certa in ly  
earned th a t  th o u sa n d  d ollar b o n u s !”  

“ I  d o n ’t  w a n t it— i t ’ s b lood  
m o n e y !”  she answ ered  w earily . “ A ll  
I  w a n t is y o u r  assuran ce th a t  y o u  
w o n ’t  do a n y th in g  to  J erry .”

E lv e r so n  N o r th r u p  th rew  b a c k  his  
h ea d  and  lau g h ed . “ Jerry? D o n ’t  
be ab su rd , ch ild ! Jerry h a sn ’t  
stolen  a n y  m o n e y ! I  to ld  y o u  th a t  
ju s t  t o  fr igh ten  y o u  in to  d o in g  w h a t  
I  w a n te d !”

T h e  b lo o d  d rain ed  su d d en ly  fro m  
C o n n ie ’s p a le  ch eek s. Sh e leaped to  
h er fe e t . “ Y o u — y o u ’v e  trick ed  m e !”  

“ A l l ’ s fa ir in  bu sin ess w a rfa re !”  
N o r th r u p  ch u ck led .

C o n n ie ’s eyes b la zed . “ Y o u  des­
p ica b le  ca d ! I  h a te  y o u — I  despise  
y o u ! I ’m  g o in g  to  get o u t o f here! 
I ’m  g o in g  t o  find C h a m  Iv e s  and  
w arn h im  to  revise his b id , to  cu t  
u n der y o u ! I ’m  th ro u g h  w ith  y o u —  
u n d ersta n d ? T h r o u g h !”  A n d  she 
ran fr o m  th e  ro o m .

I n  h er b e d ro o m  she th rew  her  
c lo th e s in to  a b a g , flu n g  h erself in to  
her c o a t, ja m m e d  h er little  fe lt h a t  
o v er  her d a m p  red h air. T h ere  w as  
a sob in her th ro a t. Sh e m u st h u rry , 
m u st find I v e s , con fess th a t  she h a d  
d iv u lg e d  his b id  to  N o r th r u p , w arn  
h im  to  revise h is  figures!

Sh e ran  d ow n  th e  stairs an d  o u t  
o f th e  h ou se. T h e  roa d  th ro u gh  the  
g rou n d s seem ed  en d less. A t  last she 
w as on  th e  h ig h w a y  lea d in g  tow ard  
th e railroad sta tio n . T h e re  w as n o  
tax i in  sigh t. Sh e set fo rth  a t  a  des­
perate  little  tr o t .

H e r  b rea th  ca m e in co n v u lsiv e , 
sh o rt, p a in fu l g asp s. H e r  fe et, in  
th eir  r id icu lo u s h ig h -h eeled  p u m p s ,

ach ed  w ith  th e u n a c cu sto m e d  p a ce . 
She fo u g h t b a ck  th e  tears th a t filled  
her agon ized  h ea rt.

A  h e a v y  sedan drew  u p  alon gsid e  
o f h er. T h e  d a rk -fa ce d  stran ger a t  
th e  w h eel loo k ed  at h er, an d  sm iled  
p le a sa n tly . “ Y o u  seem  t o  be in  a 
h u rry . C a n  I  g iv e  y o u  a lift  to  the  
sta tio n ?”

“ O h , i f  y o u  w ill! T h a n k  y o u !”  
C on n ie  gasp ed .

H e  o p en ed  th e  cu rta in ed  rear door. 
C on n ie  step p ed  in to  th e m a ch in e . 
T h e  d o or sla m m ed  and  th e  car  
lurch ed  fo rw a rd . C on n ie  scream ed . 
T w o  pairs of rou g h , ru de m a scu lin e  
h an d s g ra b b e d  at h er, g a g g ed  her, 
th ru st her u n cerem o n io u sly  in to  th e  
seat an d  tied  her th ere . Sh e w as b e ­
in g  k id n a p ed !

D e sp e r a te ly , w ith  fu tile  stren g th , 
she b a tt le d  her ca p to rs . A  h arsh  
voice sn arled  in  h er ear. “ B e  q u ie t, 
sister, an d  w e w o n ’t  h u rt y o u . W e ’re 
ju st  g o in g  to  k eep  y o u  safe u n til 
a fter  tw e lv e  o ’c lo ck  n o o n  to -m o r ­
ro w .”

N o o n  to -m o rr o w ! C o n n ie ’ s h e a rt  
sank lea d en ly . T h e n  it w as E lv e r -  
son N o rth r u p  w h o  h a d  arran ged  th e  
k id n a p in g . H e  w a n ted  to  k eep  her  
a w a y  fro m  C h a m b e rlin  Iv e s  u n til it  
w as to o  late  t o  w arn  h im . T h e  dead  
line for th e  sealed b id s  w as n o o n  to ­
m orrow !

C on n ie  m a d e  one m ore desp airin g  
effort to  escap e, b u t it w as fru itless. 
She w as tra p p e d .

T h e  car w h ined  a lo n g  th e  h ig h w a y  
at b reak n eck  sp eed . T h e y  w ere g e t­
tin g  in to  th e  c ity  n o w . T h e  d eserted  
S u n d a y  streets b ec a m e a sp eed w ay  
fo r  th e  careen in g , ro ck etin g  sed an . 
S u d d en ly  th e car slid to  a screa m ­
in g , tire -d e stro y in g  h a lt . C on n ie  
fe lt h erself b ein g  lifted  u p , carried  
o u t o f th e car, sh ov ed  ro u g h ly  into  
th e  d o o rw a y  o f a grim  b ro w n ston e  
h ou se. T h e  d o or s la m m ed  beh in d  
her. O n e  ca p to r  rem a in ed  a t  h er
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side. H e  c o n d u cte d  her u p  a flight 
o f r ic k e ty , an cien t stairs an d  pu sh ed  
h er in to  a b e d ro o m . Sh e h eard  a  
k e y  tu rn ed  in  th e  lock . Sh e w as a  
prison er.

C on n ie  san k  d o w n  on  th e  s la t­
te rn ly  b e d  a n d  g a v e  w a y  to  tea rs .

S o m e h o w , th e  h ou rs p a ssed  like  
g rim , s lo w -m o v in g  sen tin els. I t  w as  
d a rk . Sh e slept fit fu lly . D a w n  
b ro k e . C on n ie  ra ttle d  a t  th e  d oor, 
tried  to  force it  open . I t s  o ld -fa sh ­
ion ed  stou tn ess resisted  h er e ffo rts .

L a te r  in  th e  m o rn in g  she loo k ed  
at h er w rist w a tc h . E le v e n  th ir ty ! 
A s  th o u g h  in  a d a ze , she tried  to  tell  
h erself th a t  in  th ir ty  m in u tes it  
w ou ld  be to o  la te , t h a t  in  th ir ty  m in ­
u tes her ow n  treach ery  w o u ld  ru in  
C h a m b e rlin  I v e s , th e  m a n  she k n ew  
she lo v ed !

D e sp e r a te ly , C on n ie  ran  t o  th e  
r o o m ’s single w in d ow . I t  w as a n a r­
row , d in g y  p a n e , o v erlo o k in g  an u n ­
kem pt- a re aw ay  an d  side y a r d . A ll  
a ro u n d , g r a y -w h ite  w ash  h u n g  on  
la u n d ry  lin es. Sh e w as on th e  th ird  
floor, an d  th e  grou n d  w as sick en - 
in g ly  fa r  a w a y .

S u d d e n ly  a  d esp erate  id ea  en tered  
h er w h irlin g  b ra in . Sh e ran  to  th e  
b e d , strip p ed  i t  o f its  d in g y  sheets  
a n d  sleazy  b la n k e ts . W i t h  tr e m ­
b lin g , a g ita te d  fingers she w h ip p ed  
th e  sh eets in to  tw isted  rop es, k n o t­
te d  th e m  to g e th e r , p ieced  th e  len gth  
b y  a d d in g  b la n k e ts  an d  th e  flim sy  
co u n te rp a n e . S h e k n o tte d  one end  
o f th e  im p ro v ise d  rope aro u n d  th e  
b e d p o st a n d  p u sh ed  th e  b ed stea d  
close  to  th e  w in d ow . H a s t i ly , she  
tested  th e  k n o ts . T h e y  seem ed  to  
h o ld .

C a u tio u s ly , n oise lessly , she open ed  
th e  w in d ow  a n d  d ro p p ed  th e  line  
o u t. T h e n , w ith  a  fa in tly  b rea th e d  
p ra y e r , she h u n g  her b a g  o v e r  h er  
a rm  a n d  c lim b e d  o u t.

D o w n — d o w n — d o w n ! S h e fe lt
th e  cru d e k n o ts  slip  as h er  w eigh t

tre m b le d  e a rth w a rd . H e r  h ea rt  
lea p ed . S h e seem ed  to  b e  fa llin g .

M ir a c u lo u s ly , she w as at th e  end  
o f th e  rop e . Sh e loo k ed  d o w n . 
T h ere  w ere ten  fe et to  g o , an d  h ard  
con crete  w a itin g  at th e  en d! W it h  
a g a sp , she loosed  h er grip  and  
d ro p p ed .

T h e  p a v e m e n t s tu n g  th e soles o f  
her little  feet as th e  force o f her fa ll  
lan d ed  h er in a co llap sed  h e a p . U n ­
m in d fu l o f pain  an d  sh ock , she stoo d  
u p  on tre m b lin g  legs an d  ran .

Sh e w as o u t  o f th e  y a rd . Sh e wTas 
in  th e  a lle y . Sh e w as o u t in  th e  
open — on  th e  street! A  s tra y  tax i  
p a sse d , e m p ty . C on n ie  w a v ed  an d  
cried  o u t.

T h e  c a b  sto p p ed  an d  b a ck ed  up  
to  h er. “ Q u ic k — oh , h u rry ! T o  th e  
n ea rest c ity  d ire ctory ! F in d  o u t th e  
address o f Iv e s  & M a c M a n u s , th e  
co n tra c tin g  firm ; th e n  ta k e  m e  
th ere! H u r r y !”  she p lea d ed .

“ Iv e s  & M a c M a n u s ?  I  k n o w  
w here th e y  are, m a ’a m . M y  b ro th er  
w orks fo r  t h e m !”  T h e  tax i driver  
g rin n ed . H e  clash ed  his gears.

C o n n ie  loo k ed  a t  her w a tc h . I t  
w as te n  m in u tes to  tw e lv e ! T h e  
M o n d a y  traffic w as th ic k en in g ; th e  
c a b ’s p a ce  slow er. H o u r s  seem ed  to  
p a ss w ith  e v e ry  tic k  o f th e  secon d  
h a n d  on  h er w a tch .

S u d d e n ly  th e  ca b  jerk ed  t o  a  h a lt . 
C on n ie  h a d  a lrea d y  o p en ed  h er b a g  
an d  e x tra c te d  th e  fa re . S h e  th ru st  
th e  m o n e y  to w a rd  th e  ch au ffeu r. H e  
p o in te d . “ I n  th a t  b u ild in g , m a ’a m .”

C o n n ie  ran . T h e  e le v a to r  seem ed  
to  creep  u p w a rd . A t  la st it  le t  her  
o u t a t  th e  p roper flo or. Sh e b u rst  
in to  th e  office o f I v e s  & M a c M a n u s  
an d  h a lte d , frozen .

C h a m b e rlin  Iv e s  an d  th e  b lo n d , 
ex otic  N a d in e  D a lz e ll  were sta n d in g  
th ere , d eep  in  co n v e rsa tio n . A n d  th e  
clock  on th e  w all p o in ted  t o  one  
m in u te  a fter  tw e lv e .

C o n n ie  to tte re d  fo rw a rd . “ C h a m
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— th e b id ! H u r r y — ch an ge it!
N o r th r u p  is c u ttin g  u n der y o u !”

Iv e s  loo k ed  a t  her co ld ly . 
“ R e a lly ? ”  H e  g lan ced  at the clock . 
“ Y o u  to o k  good  care to  b rin g  y o u r  
w a rn in g  too  la te , d id n ’t y o u ? ”

She m e t his ey es, her face  w hite  
and d raw n . “ Y o u  m ean  y o u  c a n ’t 
ch an ge y o u r b id ?  Y o u — y o u ’ll lose  
th e c o n tr a c t?”

C a lm ly  h e sh ook  his h ea d . “ I  
d o n ’t th in k  I ’ll lose th e c o n tra c t. In  
fa c t , I  th in k  I ’ll g e t  i t , in  sp ite of 
y o u r  efforts to  sell m e  o u t to  y ou r  
e m p lo y e r , M r .  E lv e rso n  N o r th r u p .”  

C o n n ie ’s sh ou lders s lu m p e d . H e r  
h a n d  flu ttered  to  h er th ro a t . “ T h e n  
— y o u  k n o w ? ”

“ I  k n ew  a ll a lo n g !”  h e flu n g  o u t  
b itte r ly . “ T h e  m o m e n t y o u  tried  to  
p u m p  m e  a b o u t m y  b id , I  realized  
th a t y o u  w ere d o u b le -cro ssin g  m e ! 
W h e n  y o u  c la im ed  to  h a v e  n o  co n ­
n ection  w ith  N o r th r u p , I  k n ew  y ou  
lied , so  I  g a v e  y o u  a fa lse figure—  
a figure tw o  h u n d red  th ou sa n d  to o  
h ig h ! I f  N o rth r u p  based  h is revised  
bid  on  th a t  figure, h e ’ s du e for a 
su rprise. H e ’ll b e  a w a y  a b o v e  m y  
tru e b id .”

C o n n ie  stared  at h im . “ Y o u —  
y o u  k n ew  I  w as his secretary  all th e  
t im e ? ”

“ Y e s .”
“ B u t— b u t h o w ? ”
H e  grinned sa rd o n ica lly . “ B e ­

cau se y o u  to ld  m e  so  y ou rself th a t  
n ig h t in  th e lib ra ry , th e  n ig h t y ou  
fo u n d  m e o p en in g  N o r th r u p ’s sa fe .”  

C o n n ie ’s ey es w id en ed . She  
g a sp ed . “ Y o u — y o u  w ere th e  b u r­
g la r ?”  she w h isp ered , d u m fo u n d e d .

H e  sm iled  as he n o d d e d . “ N o t  
e x a c tly  a b u rg la r ,”  h e corrected  her. 
“ I t  h ap p en s th a t  m y  fo rm er p a r t­
n er, M a c M a n u s , w ith  w h o m  I  h a v e  
d isso lv ed  p a rtn ersh ip , h a d  u n eth ica l 
id eas. H e  stole N o r th r u p ’s b id  fro m  
th e  safe th a t n ig h t. I  h ap p en ed  to  
c a tc h  h im  at it , and  to o k  th e u n ­

open ed  en v elo p e  a w a y  fro m  h im . 
A fte r  I  k ick ed  h im  o u t, I  retu rn ed  
th e en v elo p e  to  th e  sa fe , still u n ­
open ed . T h a t ’s w h a t I  w as d oin g  
w h en  y o u  fo u n d  m e . T h a t ’ s w h en  
y o u  to ld  m e  y o u  w ere N o r th r u p ’s 
secretary . A n d  th e  n ex t m o rn in g , 
w h en  w e were in tro d u c e d , I  k n ew  
y o u , a lth o u g h  y o u  d id n ’t  recogn ize  
m e . S o  y o u  see, y o u  w eren ’ t so 
sm a rt a fter  a ll. A n d  n ow , if  y o u  
p lease , M r s . D a lz e ll  and  I  w o u ld  like  
to  be a lo n e .”

In  a d a ze , b e a te n , h er h ea rt dead  
w ith in  h er, C on n ie  tu rn ed  and  le ft  
th e  office.

D im ly  she th read ed  h er w a y  
th ro u g h  th e  lu n ch eon  cro w d s. Sh e  
w a n ted  to  b e  a lon e w ith  her m isery . 
S h e w a n ted  to  g o  h o m e to  th e  little  
u p to w n  a p a r tm e n t, t o  curl in to  a lit ­
tle , g rief-strick en  b a ll and  g iv e  w a y  
to  b itte r , d isillusioned  tea rs.

Sh e b o a rd ed  a. street ca r  and  
reach ed fo r  her b a g  to  p a y  her fare . 
A n d  th e n  she flu sh ed  w ith  e m b a r ­
ra ssm en t. H e r  b a g  w as gon e! Sh e  
realized  t h a t  she m u s t  h a v e  le ft it  
in th e  ta x ic a b .

T h e  co n d u cto r  grin n ed . “ I t ’ s h a p ­
p en ed  b efore , la d y . I ’ll let y o u  ride. 
Y o u  can  p a y  m e th e  n ext t im e .”

A t  th e little  a p a r tm e n t, she flu n g  
n erself fu ll-le n g th  on th e  b e d , rack ed  
w ith  h ea rtb ro k en  so b s. H e r  w orld  
w as in  a ch a os; e v e r y th in g  w as gon e! 
S h e w as jo b le ss , frien dless, and  
C h a m  Iv e s  th o u g h t h er a tra ito r , a 
d o u b le -crosser! C h a m  Iv e s  h a d  
gon e b a c k  to  N a d in e  D a lz e ll!

She grew  ten se . T h e re  wras a 
fren zied  k n o c k in g  at th e fron t d oor. 
W e a r y , w o rn -o u t, C on n ie  d ragged  
h erself to  th e  h a llw a y  an d  open ed  
th e  door.

“ C on n ie ! C o n n ie , m y  d a r lin g !”
“ C h a m !”  C on n ie  ch o k ed .
“ C o n n ie ! S o on  a fter  y o u ’d gon e, 

a ta x i driver ca m e  to  m y  office. H e  
h ad  a  b a g . H e  said a la d y  h ad  le ft
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it  in  h is  c a b — a la d y  w h o h ad  
w an ted  h im  to  d rive  her to  Iv e s  & 
M a c M a n u s ’s offices— so  w h en  he 
fo u n d  th e  b a g  h e b ro u g h t it to  m e , 
th in k in g  y o u  m ig h t still be in m y  
office.”

H e  h e sita te d . “ O h , C o n n ie , can  
y o u  e v e r  fo rg iv e  m e  fo r  d o u b tin g  
y o u ?  I — I  to o k  th e b a g . I t  fell 
op en  and  a le tte r  ca m e o u t. I — I  
read th e  letter . I t  w as fro m  N o r th -  
r u p .”

C h a m b e rlin  Iv e s  ex ten d ed  th e  
n o te  in  w hich  N o r th r u p  h ad  th re a t­
ened to  ja il C o n n ie ’s b ro th er unless  
she g o t th e  b id  figure fr o m  Iv e s . 
M e c h a n ic a lly , C on n ie  to o k  the  
p a p er and  tore it  in to  b its . “ T h a n k  
y o u ,”  she said  w o o d e n ly . “ A n d  
n ow — y o u  can  g o  b a ck  to  N a d in e .”

“ B u t , C o n n ie , she m ean s n o th in g  
to  m e ! She w as ju s t  u p  th ere to  
discuss a h ou se she w a n ts b u ilt . 
P lease  b elieve  m e , C on n ie ! O h , I  
k n o w  I ’m  n o t  w o rth y  o f y o u , b u t—  
oh , m y  d arlin g , I  lo v e  y o u  so !”

“ Y o u — y o u  d id n ’t  tru st  m e . 
P lease  g o .”

H is  sh ou lders slu m p ed . H e  
tu rn ed  his stricken  face to  th e  d o or. 
H e  step p ed  o u t in to  th e  h all. T h e  
d oor sta rted  to  close a fter  h im .

C o n n ie ’ s arm s w e n t o u t. H e r  
v oice  rose to  a fr igh ten ed  little  w ail. 
“ O h , C h a m ! C h a m ! D o n ’t— d o n ’t  
go! D o n ’t  ev er  lea ve  m e  a ga in ! O h ,  
m y  d ear, d o n ’t ! ”

A s  he retu rn ed  an d  gath ered  her  
in to  h is a rm s, th ere w as a lo o k  in  
his ey es th a t said  he n ev er w o u ld .

TH E  MOON IS FU LL T O -N IG H T!

C T A R L I G H T  and sh a d o w s, and  th e  g reat fu ll m o o n , 
A n d , sw e eth ea rt, y o u  an d  I  th ere , side b y  side—  

L itt le  w e d rea m ed  th e  tra il w o u ld  soon  d iv id e ,
W h a t  w in ds o f ch an ge and  ch an ce co u ld  e ’er b e tid e ;

J o y o u s  a n d  ea ger, a n d  a lo v e rs ’ tu n e ;
W e  h u m m e d  it lo w , to g eth er , y o u  and  I ,
B e n e a th  th a t  m o o n  an d  th e  d eep -sa p p h ire  sk y ,
W i t h  starligh t an d  th e  sh ad o w s w h isp ’rin g , “ G o o d -b y ” ;

T im e -s p e n t  and  w a itin g , an d  d o u b t  in terstrew n —
S till, m a g ic  th in g s do  h ap p e n  n ow  and  th e n :
T r a ils  cross an d  qu eer w in d s gu id e th e  fo o tste p s  w hen  
T h e  g re at fu ll m o o n  is sh in in g  once again !

Peter A. Lea.



A Fiance To Order
By Georgia Brooks

U T H  M A Y N A R D  reach ed for  
h er b a g  and  o p en ed  it , to o k  a 
p eek  in to  th e m irror inside, 

a fter  m a k in g  sure t h a t  th e girls ta lk ­
in g  to g eth er  over a t th e w in d ow  
w ere not o b servin g  her.

A  frow n  o f d issatisfa ctio n  creased  
h er b ro w , and she sigh ed .

R u th  h ad  lo n g  ago been aw are  
th a t b e a u ty  h a d  not been one o f the  
g ifts  bestow ed  on her b y  D a m e  F o r ­
tu n e , b u t it w as not th a t w hich m a d e  
her sigh . I t  w as th e k n ow led ge  th a t  
in tw o  w e ek s’ tim e  she w ou ld  be  
tw e n ty -fiv e , and an old m a id .

Sh e h ad  w orked  fo r  th e  firm  w here  
she w as e m p lo y e d  fo r  ten  years—

first as a ty p is t , then  g ra d u a lly  ris­
in g  to  m ore im p o rta n t p o sition s  
u n til she b ecam e p riv a te  secretary  to  
S tep h en  T r a v e rs , th e  ju n io r  partn er.

D u r in g  th ose years m a n y  girls h ad  
co m e  and gon e in th e b ig  office; 
m o st o f th em  h ad  left to  get m a r ­
ried , b u t rom an ce n ever seem ed to  
co m e  R u th  A la y n a r d ’s w a y , and  n ow  
she seem ed part o f the firm , a sort 
o f in stitu tio n , and th e k n ow led ge  
arou sed  her resen tm en t.

I t  w as a lm o st five o ’c lo ck , and  
th ere w as v e r y  little  w ork  bein g  
done in th e offices o f T r a v e r s , J en ­
n in gs & C o m p a n y ; th e  girls were p u t­
tin g  th eir w ork  a w a y  and  d iscu ssin g
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w h a t th e y  m e a n t to  d o  w ith  th e a p ­
p ro ach in g  w e ek -en d .

R u t h  rose an d  w e n t in to  the  
sm aller office, p u sh in g  th e  door b e ­
h in d  h er.

I t  d id  n ot q u ite  sh u t, an d  as she 
p a u sed  on th e o th er side, she h eard  
M a isie  D r e w  rem a rk :

“ M u s t n ’t  i t  be a w fu l to  be like  
p o or M is s  M a y n a r d ?  Sh e n ever h as  
a b o y  fr ien d .”

“ H u s h !”  so m e b o d y  else ex cla im ed . 
“ She w ill h ear y o u .”

R u th  su d d en ly  fe lt  she cou ld  bear  
n o  m o re . T o  b e  p itied  b y  e igh teen - 
y e a r -o ld  M a is ie  D r e w ! F o r  a m o ­
m e n t she sto o d  deep  in  th o u g h t; 
th e n , her h e a rt b ea tin g  u n u su a lly  
fa st , she retu rn ed  to  th e  ou ter office.

Sh e w as still b ein g  d iscu ssed , for  
th e girls started  rath er g u iltily , and  
to  co v e r  th eir  co n fu sio n , one o f th e m  
a sk ed :

“ W h a t  are y o u  d o in g  w ith  y o u r ­
self th is  w e e k -e n d , M is s  M a y n a r d ? ”

J u st fo r  a  secon d , R u th  h esita ted . 
T h e n , w ith  a  ca lm n ess th a t  sent a  
secret th rill o f  a m a ze m e n t th ro u gh  
her w h ole  b e in g , she replied :

“ I ’m  g oin g  t o  b e  rath er b u sy — a 
frien d  o f m in e h as ju s t  retu rn ed  fro m  
a b ro a d . I ’m  m e e tin g  h im  th is e v e ­
n in g ,”  she a d d ed  ca su a lly , “ so I  
w a n t to  g e t a w a y  as soon as p o ssi­
b le .”

A s  she tu rn ed  a w a y  an  a lm o st  
au d ib le  g asp  o f a sto n ish m e n t es­
cap ed  th e o th e r , and  R u t h  w as co n ­
scious o f ex u lta tio n . T h e y  cou ld  n o t  
p ity  her n ow !

R u th  w as b ein g  carried  ra p id ly  on  
her w a y  h o m e. Sh e h a d  a  ro o m  in  
an a p a r tm e n t o n  R iv e rsid e  D r iv e ,  
fo r  th o u g h  she w as earn in g  good  
m o n e y , she sh ran k fro m  th e  lon eli­
ness o f an  a p a r tm e n t o f h er ow n .

A s  th e  b u s hu rried  o n , she look ed  
w istfu lly  a b o u t h er. H o w  lo v e ly  i t  
w o u ld  be if it  w ere tru e , if she rea lly

w ere g o in g  to  m e et so m e one and  
th e y  w ere g oin g  to  one o f th ose  cu te  
little  restau ra n ts  she k n ew  to  be h id ­
den a w a y  in  th e  side streets!

A s  she loo k ed  b a c k  on th e im p u lse  
w h ich  h ad  co m e t o  h er a t th e  office, 
and h er su d d en  y ie ld in g  to  it , she 
fe lt rath er b rea th less. B u t  it was 
don e n ow , an d  she h a d  to  ca rry  th e  
d ecep tio n  th ro u g h . A n d  w h y  n o t?  
I t  w o u ld  b e  rath er fu n — p erh ap s, 
a fter  a ll, it  w as b e tte r  t o  h a v e  a 
m a k e -b e lie v e  b o y  frien d  th a n  none  
a t all.

W h e n  she reach ed h o m e  she sh u t  
h erself in her r o o m , a n d  ta k in g  fro m  
her tru n k  a little  case w h ich  co n ­
tain ed  th e fe w  pieces o f jew elry  her  
m o th e r  h a d  le ft  her, she u n locked  
and ex a m in e d  th e  c o n te n ts .

T h e re  w ere tw o  rings, one an  o ld - 
fash ion ed  c a m e o , th e  o th er cu riou sly  
set w ith  a d o u b le  row  o f sm a ll sa p ­
p h ires. H e r  b rea th  c a m e  rath er  
q u ic k ly  as she slipped th e la tte r  o n to  
th e th ird  finger o f h er le ft  h a n d , 
sta n d in g  fo r  a m o m e n t, an odd  
g le a m  in  her ey es, one o f g reat lo n g ­
ing.

W h e n  R u t h  sa t d ow n  at her desk  
th e  fo llo w in g  m o rn in g , w earin g an  
en g a g e m e n t r in g , she cou ld  n o t  h a v e  
fe lt  m o re  se lf-con scio u s if it  h a d  been  
a gen uin e sy m b o l— her rin g ed  finger  
seem ed  to  g e t in  th e  w a y  e v e r y  sec­
o n d , an d  th e d o u b le  row  o f sapphires  
to  a ssu m e en o rm o u s p ro p ortio n s.

M a is ie  D r e w ’s q u ick  ey es spied  
th e rin g  a t  o n ce , an d  b y  tw elv e  
o ’clock  th e  n ew s th a t  M is s  M a y n a r d  
w as en gaged  h a d  spread  th ro u g h  th e  
office.

W h e n  th e y  w ere dressing  to  go  
o u t t o  lu n ch , th e  girls gath ered  
arou n d R u t h , co n g ra tu la tin g  her, 
and ex cited ly  ex a m in in g  h er rin g .

T h e y  w ere o b v io u sly  g en u in ely  
p lea sed , and her con scien ce pricked  
h er. N e v e r th e le ss , th ere  w as a w arm  
little  g lo w  a t  her h ea rt, fo r , a fter
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all, she w as d o in g  n o b o d y  a n y  h a rm  
b y  her in n o c e n t d ecep tio n .

S tep h en  T r a v e r s , her b o ss , h ad  
been  a w a y  in  th e  c o u n try  fo r  a c o u ­
p le  o f d a y s , a n d  th ere h a d  b een  n o  
sign or m essag e  fr o m  h im  in  th e  
m o rn in g  w h en  R u th  h ad  startled  th e  
office w ith  her e n g a g em en t r in g , b u t  
w hen she retu rn ed  fro m  lu n ch  she 
w a s m e t  on th e th resh o ld  b y  one of 
th e  sten og rap h ers, w h o  in fo rm ed  her  
th a t  M r .  S tep h en  h a d  been  ask in g  
fo r  her.

A s  she to o k  off h er g lo v es and  
h u n g  u p  her h a t  an d  c o a t , she w as  
on ce again  u n c o m fo r ta b ly  aw are of 
th e  sap p h ires g le a m in g  o n  h er le ft  
h a n d . S h e w o u ld  h a v e  g iv en  a g oo d  
d eal to  b e  able t o  slip off th e  rin g , 
a n d  w a s on th e  p o in t o f d o in g  so  
w h en  th e  d oor lea d in g  to  S tep h en  
T r a v e r s ’s office o p en ed  an d  his p le a s­
a n t v oice  sa id :

“ A h , M is s  M a y n a r d , th ere y o u  
are. W i l l  y o u  b rin g  y o u r  b o o k  in , 
p le a se ?”

T h e re  w as an  a d d ed  co lor  in  
R u t h ’s ch eek s as she en tered  his o f­
fice , sa t  d o w n  an d  p repared  t o  b e ­
g in  w o rk . S h e  h a d  n o t  h a d  tim e  for  
h er u su al p e rfu n cto ry  g lan ce iir th e  
m irror, so  th e  c u sto m a ry  rigid n e a t­
n ess o f h er  h air w as s lig h tly  ru ffled ; 
a t one side a p iece h a d  escap ed  a lto ­
g eth er, a n d  w as cu rlin g  a g a in st her  
ch eek .

N o th in g  a b o u t her a p p earan ce, 
fr o m  th e  co lor  in  h er ch eek s to  th e  
rin g  o n  h er fin ger, escap ed  th e  n otice  
o f her e m p lo y e r , a n d  th ere w as a 
stran g e  expression  in  h is g ra y  ey es  
as th e y  rested  on  her— so m eth in g  
w h ich  rath er resem b led  th e w istfu l­
n ess th a t h ad  been  in  her ow n  w hen  
sh e h a d  en v isa ged  th e  co m p a n io n  
w ith  w h o m  she w o u ld  h a v e  lik ed  to  
be d in in g  th e  e v en in g  before .

W h ile  she w a ite d , p en cil p o ised , 
he m a d e  n o  a tte m p t  to  s ta rt  d ic ta t­
in g , u n til a t  le n g th , fin d in g  th e  si­

len ce irk so m e , she loo k ed  u p  and  
fo u n d  his ey es still fixed  u p o n  her.

T h e  flu sh  w h ich  deep en ed  in  her  
ch eeks w as su d d en ly  d a rk ly  reflected  
in his.

“ E h — y es— let m e  see ,”  he b egan  
h u rried ly . “ I  w as con sid erin g  w h a t  
to  sa y  to  th ese  p e o p le .”

H e  glan ced  a t  so m e p ap ers before  
h im  an d  b eg a n  t o  d icta te .

H a lf  a d o zen  letters wTere d icta te d  
d u rin g  th e  fo llo w in g  h a lf h ou r, b u t  
if R u th  h a d  n o t fe lt so  stran g ely  u n ­
c o m fo r ta b le  h erself an d  fo u n d  such  
d ifficu lty  in  c o n cen tra tin g  on  her  
w o rk , she m ig h t  h a v e  fe lt  th a t  her  
e m p lo y e r , to o , w as fa r  fro m  b ein g  a t  
ease.

H o ld in g  h er b o o k , she m a n a g ed  t o  
k eep  th e  te llta le  rin g  h id d e n , b u t  
all th e  t im e  sh e co u ld  fee l i t  on her  
fin ger, an d  h er em b a rra ssm e n t in ­
creased— it w as one th in g  to  fo o l th e  
office sta ff, b u t  q u ite  an o th er to  h a v e  
to  lie t o  S tep h en  T r a v e r s , an d  she  
h op e d  w ith  a ll h er h ea rt th a t  she  
m ig h t n o t h a v e  to  d o  so.

Sh e w as th a n k fu l w h en  th e  la st  
le tter  w as d ic ta te d , an d  rose wdth 
a la crity  to  le a v e  th e  r o o m , b u t  she  
w as n o t  to  escap e so  ea sily .

S tep h en  T r a v e r s  w a n te d  to  look  
at a co n tra c t w h ich  h a d  recen tly  
been  sign ed , a n d  she w as obliged  to  
g e t i t  fr o m  th e  file in  th e  corn er o f  
th e  r o o m . W h e n  she laid  it  on his  
desk  h e  th an k ed  h er rath er a b se n tly , 
a n d  once a g a in  she prep ared  to  d e ­
p a r t, an d  h ad  a lm o st reach ed  th e  
d oor w h en  h e o b serv e d :

“ B y  th e  w a y , M is s  M a y n a r d ---------”
“ Y e s ,  M r . T r a v e r s ? ”  Sh e tu rn ed .
“ Is  it— er— tru e  th a t  y o u  are to  

be c o n g r a tu la te d ?”
Sh e fe lt  h erself b ec o m e scarlet and  

th en  su d d en ly  p a le .
“ T h a n k — y o u -------- ”  she s ta m ­

m e re d , h o p in g  h e w o u ld  a ttr ib u te  
her aw k w a rd n ess to  sh yn ess.

“ I  su ppose th is  m e a n s w e shall be
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losin g  y o u  so o n ?”  h e sa id , still in ten t  
on  p u ttin g  in  ord er a p e rfe c tly  t id y  
desk .

“ O h , n o !”  she an sw ered  q u ic k ly .
“ N o t  a t  all--------- ”  an d  b e c o m in g
aw are o f h is rath er surprised regard , 
a d d ed : “ Y o u  see, I  sh ou ld  n o t like  
to  g iv e  u p  m y  w o rk .”

“ D o  y o u  m e a n  th a t y o u  p rop ose  
to  g o  on  w o rk in g  a fter  y o u  are m a r ­
r ie d ?”  T h e re  w a s an  o d d , strain ed  
in to n a tio n  in  his v o ice .

F lu sh in g  a g a in , sh e sh ook  her  
h ead .

“ N o , n o t e x a c tly . Y o u  see” — she 
h ad  a su d d en  in sp iration — “ m y  
fiance w ill b e  re tu rn in g  ab oa rd  in  a 
few  w e ek s’ t im e , a n d  w e are n o t  
th in k in g  o f g e ttin g  m arried  for  
a g es .”

“ I  see ,”  he said  q u ie tly . “ T h a t  is 
all to  th e  firm ’s a d v a n ta g e , th ou g h  
n ot a lto g eth er , I  a m  a fra id , to  
y o u r s .”

“ I  like m y  w o r k ,”  she assured h im , 
b u t as she w e n t o u t , S tep h en  T r a v ­
ers th o u g h t t h a t  h ow ev er  tru e  th a t  
m ig h t be, she w o u ld  m o s t  assu red ly  
h a v e  preferred t h a t  th e  fiance w h o  
w as retu rn in g  a b roa d  in  a  fe w  weeks* 
tim e  sh ou ld  n o t g o  a lon e and  leave  
h er b eh in d .

A s  th e  d o or clo sed , he lean ed  b a c k  
in  his ch air an d  rem a in ed  g a z in g  b e ­
fore h im , an  expression  o f pain  on  
h is fa ce .

“ G a th e r  y e  rose b u d s wrhile y e  
m a y ,”  he m u rm u re d . “ V e r y  soun d  
a d v ice , for if y o u  d o n ’t  y o u  g en erally  
fin d  th a t  so m e o n e  else h a s g ath ered  
th e one on  w h ich  y o u  h ad  set y o u r  
h e a rt .”

R u t h  w as th a n k fu l t o  rem e m b er  
th a t  S tep h en  T ra v e rs  n ev er  ca m e  
d o w n  to  th e  office on S a tu rd a y s  as 
she g o t on th e  b u s  th e  fo llo w in g  d a y . 
S h e  h a d  h a rd ly  slep t a ll n ig h t, and  
th e  fa ce  th e m irror p resen ted  to  her  
w as ce rta in ly  n o t  like th a t o f a  
n ew ly  and  h a p p ily  en g ag ed  girl.

S h e u su ally  w ork ed  in h er e m ­
p lo y e r ’s ro o m  on  S a tu rd a y  m o rn in g , 
clearin g  u p  his corresp on d en ce for  
the w e e k , so a t lea st she w o u ld  be  
free  o f th e  in q u isitive  g lan ces o f the 
oth ers.

W h e n  sh e arrived  a t th e  office, she 
ex ch a n g ed  a g oo d  m o rn in g  w ith  the  
girls, and  g o in g  stra ig h t in  S tep h en  
T r a v e r s ’s office, to o k  off h er h a t  and  
co a t.

A s  she p repared  to  b eg in  the  
m o rn in g ’s m a il, she ca u g h t her 
b rea th  and  sat starin g  a t  th e  n ote  
w ed ged  inside a corn er o f th e  b lo t ­
ter , w here i t  co u ld  n o t  fa il to  ca tch  
her ey e , an d  addressed  t o  h erself in  
th e firm  h a n d w ritin g  o f S tep h en  
T r a v e rs . I t  w as silly  th a t  th e  sight 
o f th e  en v elo p e  sh ou ld  affect h er so, 
fo r  h e h a d  o fte n  le ft  her la st-m in u te  
in stru ctio n s, b u t  her h a n d  w as n o t  
q u ite  ste a d y  as she to o k  u p  th e  n ote  
a n d  tore  it  open .

H e r  h ea rt w as b e a tin g  u n e v e n ly  as 
she read :

Dear M iss M aynard: I trust that you
will not be offended at the suggestion I am 
about to make you.

You have been a valued employee of the 
firm for many years, and anything we could 
do to further your happiness would give us 
the greatest pleasure. Forgive me if I  am 
mistaken, but I can only think that what 
you told me about your fiance going abroad 
again and leaving you behind can only be 
for one reason— that he does not feel able 
to offer you the sort of home you deserve.

Now, if there is one thing in the world 
which I  think is most unfair to a girl, it 
is a long engagement. Would it not be 
possible if you had a certain amount of 
capital of your own for you to marry at 
once and begin your new life without any 
fear for the future? I am a rich man and 
one who, believe me, has your welfare very 
closely at heart. Let me help you by of­
fering as a bonus for your faithful service 
and a wedding present from the firm the 
sum of five thousand dollars. I am ar­
ranging to have this paid into an account 
in your name at our bank and I shall be 
very hurt if you refuse it.

Also I want you to consider your obliga­
tions to the office at an end from this date.
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I f  only she could return the love he felt for her, assure him of the 
happiness for which he longed! "M y dear, I love you. Don’t 

keep me in suspense,’’ he pleaded.

You will find plenty to occupy these next 
few weeks without dull business cares! 

Believe me at all times, your well-wisher, 
Stephen T ravers.

A  c ry  escaped  R u th  as th e le tte r  
fe ll fro m  her h a n d .

Sh e loo k ed  arou n d th e office, and  
k n ew  h ow  b la n k  her life w ou ld  be  
w ith o u t it— d a y  a fte r  d a y  w ith ou t  
th e sig h t o f S tep h en  T r a v e rs , th e  
so u n d  o f th e voice  w h ich  a t  last she 
h ad  th e  cou rage to  ack n ow led ge
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m e a n t th e w hole w orld to  her. H ere  
and here o n ly  w as th e rom an ce of 
her life— -and she h ad  th row n  it 
a w a y ! She w as d ism issed  w ith  the  
gift o f five th o u sa n d  d ollars, to  
w h ich  she h ad  n o t th e  sligh test r ig h t, 
and w h ich , if it h ad  been  fifty  th o u ­
san d , w ou ld  n o t h a v e  co m p en sa ted  
her.

She h ad  been  c o n te n t to  give  
years o f her life to  th is one firm , and  
n ow  she k n ew  w h y — it w as becau se  
she h ad  g iv en  th e m  to  S tep h en  
T ra v e rs .

W h y  sh ou ld  th e  m a n  w h o  filled her 
th o u g h ts  w a n t t o  g e t rid o f her so  
q u ic k ly ?  T h ere  w as so m e th in g  b e ­
h in d  th e letter , she fe lt sure. C o u ld  
it be th a t  he h ad  a lw a y s look ed  on  
her as so  m u c h  a  p a rt and  parcel of 
th e office th a t he did  n o t like the  
th o u g h t o f sh arin g  her w ith  a n y  one  
else?

B u t  she cou ld  n o t p au se to  th in k  
of th a t n ow . Sh e m u st get in tou ch  
w ith  h im  at on ce. N o  m a tte r  how  
m u c h  it h u m ilia ted  h er, she m u st  
tell h im  th e  tru th .

Sh e drew  th e  te lep h on e tow ard  
h er, an d  liftin g  th e  receiver, asked  
for his h om e n u m b er . In  a m in u te  
she w as ta lk in g  to  th e  h ou sekeeper, 
w ho in form ed  her th a t M r . T ra v e rs  
h ad  gon e o u t o f to w n  th a t m orn in g , 
an d  she cou ld  n o t  say  w h en  he w as  
retu rn in g ; he h ad  been  u n certain  in  
his p lan s. C o u ld  she ta k e  a m e s­
sage?

“ N o , th a n k  y o u . G o o d -b y ,”  R u th  
m u rm u re d , and  ra n g  o ff, g azin g  
a b o u t her d esp airin gly .

B u t  business h ad  to  be a tten d ed  
to , and  since it  w a s im p o ssib le  to  
get in tou ch  w ith  S tep h en  T r a v e rs , 
she forced  h erself to  go  on  w ith  her 
w ork.

W h e n  she le ft  th e  office, a lth o u g h  
it w as lo n g  p a st her u su al lunch  
h ou r, th e v e ry  th o u g h t o f fo o d  n a u ­
seated  her, b u t  she k n ew  th a t  she

sh ou ld  h a v e  so m eth in g  to  ea t, so  she 
w en t in to  a n e a r-b y  restau ra n t.

I t  w as w h en  she ca m e ou t again  
in to  th e gold en  a ftern oo n  th a t  she  
su d d en ly  fe lt th a t  she cou ld  n ot go  
b a ck  to  th e office n or to  her ro o m . 
She m u st try  to  get a w a y  fro m  h er­
se lf— su rely  on  th is w on d erfu l d a y  
there w as som ew h ere w here she 
cou ld  find peace and  fo rg e tfu ln ess .

T h e re  ca m e in to  h er m in d  th e  
m e m o ry  o f a p lace in  th e  c o u n try  
w here w h ite v io le ts  grew . She  
look ed  in  her b a g  and fo u n d  th a t  
she h ad  p le n ty  o f m o n e y  wdth h er, 
and a lm o st before  she k n ew  w h a t  
she rea lly  in te n d e d , she h a d  hailed  
a tax i an d  to ld  th e m a n  to  d rive her  
to  th e P e n n sy lv a n ia  S ta tio n .

M o r e  th a n  tw o  h ou rs later  R u th  
em erged  fr o m  a v e ry  slow  tra in  
w hich h a d  carried her to  th e  sm all 
co u n try  s ta tio n , and  p au sed  to  in ­
qu ire w h a t tim e the la st tra in  left  
for N ew 7 Y o r k .

She w as to ld  seven  o ’c lo ck . I t  
w as now7 n early  fo u r , b u t she fe lt she  
w ou ld  h a v e  all th e  tim e  she w7a n ted , 
and w ith o u t n eed in g  t o  ask th e  w a y , 
she le ft  th e  sta tio n  an d  stru ck  off 
a lon g  a co u n try  p a th  th a t w7as little  
m ore th an  a cart tra c k .

T h e  air w as soft an d  w o n d erfu lly  
w a rm  for t h a t  tim e  o f th e  y e a r , and  
th e peace an d  b e a u ty  o f her sur­
rou n d in gs seem ed t o  sink in to  her  
v e ry  soul.

L o n g  b efore  she w as tired  she h ad  
fo u n d  h er b a n k  o f w7h ite  v io le ts , and  
k n elt to  g reet th e  fra il, d a in ty  flow7-  
ers.

C o n su ltin g  her w a tc h , she fo u n d  
she h a d  p le n ty  o f t im e , and  she  
w alk ed  on in  search o f a place wffiere 
she cou ld  g e t so m eth in g  to  e a t . T h e  
road  w o u n d  u p h ill, an d  b y  th e  tim e  
she reach ed  th e  to p  o f it  she w7as 
out o f b rea th .

In  th e  n ear d istan ce she co u ld  see
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a tin y  h a m le t— a fe w  c o tta g e s , an  
old  ch u rch , and  th e p a in ted  sign  of 
an  inn — w here she fe lt sure she 
w o u ld  be a b le  to  h a v e  tea .

She p a u sed  to  regain  her b rea th , 
lean in g  a ga in st a w h ite g a te , and  
p resen tly  h er w an d erin g  gaze ca u gh t  
sigh t o f a h ou se a m o n g  th e trees. 
Sh e w as n o t u su a lly  g iv en  to  cu ri­
o s ity , and  she n ev er q u ite  k n ew  w h a t  
in d u ced  her to  pu sh  open th e  gate  
an d  en ter. A  m o m e n t later  she w as  
fa c in g  th e h ou se.

I t  w as o n ly  a v e ry  large c o tta g e , 
a low , w h ite  b u ild in g  set in a p er­
fe c t  g ard en , w here a lrea d y  th e roses  
were b lo o m in g , and  it w as o b v io u sly  
u n te n a n te d .

Sh e a p p roa ch ed  nearer and  look ed  
in a t  th e  w in d ow s. T h e  roo m s were  
e m p ty  o f fu rn itu re , and  a  su dden  
desire t o  see th e p lace inside sent 
her to  th e  fr o n t d oor. Sh e did n ot  
ex p ect it  t o  b e  op en , and  it w as w ith  
a  th rill o f surprise th a t  she fe lt  it 
y ie ld  u n der her h an d .

A t  first she th o u g h t there m u st  
b e so m e b o d y  in sid e, an d  p a u sed  in  
th e h all, listen in g . T h e re  w as n o t a 
so u n d , h o w ev er ; a n d , e m b o ld en ed , 
she sta rted  on  a v o y a g e  o f d isc o v ­
ery .

T h e  p lace  w as p erfe ct, and  h ow  
ea sy  it  w as to  see h ow  m ore th an  
p erfe ct it  cou ld  be m a d e . S ta n d in g  
in th e  m id d le  o f one o f th e b e d ­
ro o m s, lo o k in g  ou t a t th e  v iew  b e ­
y o n d  th e g ard en , R u th  fo u n d  herself 
w ish in g  th a t th e  s to ry  o f her fo r th ­
c o m in g  m a rriage h a d  b een  tru e , and  
th a t  th is w as to  b e  h er h o m e.

A t  th a t m o m e n t she h eard  a step  
in th e  h all b elo w .

W h o  co u ld  it  b e?
A  ca reta k er, she h o p e d , b u t w h o ­

ever i t  w a s, she h ad  b etter  g o  o u t  
a n d  m e e t h im  rath er th an  h a v e  
h im  find her th ere . Sh e w e n t o u t  
o n to  th e lan d in g , and  lean in g over  
th e  b a lu stra d e , loo k ed  d o w n  in to  th e

squ are h all b e lo w , right in to  th e  eyes  
o f th e  m a n  w h o sto o d  lo o k in g  u p  at 
h er. I t  w as S tep h en  T ra v e rs !

“ R u th ! W h a t  are y o u  d oin g  
h ere?”

In  h er co n fu sio n , she h a rd ly  n o ­
ticed  th a t he h a d  u sed her C h ristia n  
n a m e.

“ M r . T r a v e r s !”  she e x c la im ed . " I  
— I  w as p a ssin g , an d  I  th o u g h t I  
w ou ld  like t o  loo k  at th is  h o u se .”

“ I  see .”  H e  h e sita te d . “ Y o u r  
fiance is w ith  y o u ? ”

“ N o ,”  she answ ered  in a lo w  v oice . 
“ I  a m  a lo n e .”

“ A lo n e !”  H e  loo k ed  a t her in  
a m a ze m e n t.

“ Y e s ,”  she an sw ered , b eg in n in g  to  
descen d . “ I  th o u g h t I ’d  spend a 
few  h ou rs in th e  c o u n try . I  w as so  
tired o f N e w  Y o r k  and  m y  ow n  c o m ­
p a n y .”

“ W h a t  d o  y o u  m e a n ? ”  T h e y  w ere  
fa c in g  each  o th er n ow . “ M y  dear  
girl, w h a t has h a p p e n e d ? Y o u  
h a v e n ’t— y o u  c a n ’t  h a v e --------- ”

Sh e in terru p ted  h im  w ith  th e cou r­
age o f d esp eration .

“ N o , I  h a v e  n o t  q u arreled  w ith  
m y  fian ce, b ecau se  I  n ever h ad  one. 
I —-o h ! I  read y o u r  letter . I  tried  
to  get in  tou ch  w ith  y o u , tried  to  
ex p la in .”

“ B u t  I  d o n ’t  u n d e rsta n d .”
H e  h ad  ta k en  her h a n d , an d  drew  

her in  th ro u g h  th e  open  d oor o f the  
sittin g  ro o m , w h ere an o ak  w in d ow  
sea t in v ite d  rest.

Sh e sank  d ow n  o n  it , th e  color  
co m in g  and g o in g  in  her ch eek s; and  
th e n , in a few  b lu n t w ord s, she to ld  
h im  th e  sto ry  o f her “ e n g a g e m e n t.”

H e  listen ed  in silence, an d  in si­
len ce con tin u ed  to  loo k  at h er w hen  
she h ad  fin ish ed .

“ O f cou rse , I  c a n ’t  ex p ect y o u  to  
u n d ersta n d . H o w  co u ld  a n y  m a n ? ”  
she ex cla im ed  b itte r ly . “ B u t  I  w as  
so tired  o f fee lin g  th a t  a ll th e  others  
k n ew  n o  one w a s te d  m e , and  p itied
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m e  fo r  it . I  did  n o t  realize th a t  I  
w ou ld  h a v e  to  k eep  th e  th in g  u p  
w here y o u  w ere co n cern ed . O h ! 
w h a t m u s t  y o u  th in k  o f m e ? ”

“ I  d o n ’t  k n o w  w h a t to  th in k ,”  
said  S tep h en  T r a v e rs , an d  th ere w as  
a su d d en  g la d , b o y ish  rin g  in  his  
v o ice . “ W h a t  y o u  h a v e  to ld  m e  
m a k es m e  so w o n d erfu lly  h a p p y  
t h a t ---------”

“ W h a t  d o  y o u  m e a n ? ”  she a sk ed , 
a sto n ish ed .

H e  c a u g h t her h a n d s in  h is , d ra w ­
in g  her to  her fe e t.

“ M y  d ear, y o u  ta lk  o f n o  one  
w a n tin g  y o u . W h y ,  d o n ’t  y o u  k n o w  
th a t I  h a v e  w a n ted  y o u ?— I  dread  
t o  th in k  fo r  h ow  lon g ! R u t h , I  h a v e  
been  b lin d . I  h a v e  lo v e d  y o u  a l­
w a y s , b u t I  k n ew  t h a t  I  co u ld  n o t  
m a rry  in  m y  fa th e r ’s life tim e , and  
y o u  k n o w  w h a t I  said  to  y o u  a b o u t  
lo n g  e n g a g e m e n ts  in th e  letter . I  
th o u g h t it u n fa ir  t o  b in d  y o u . B u t  
I  h ad  been  p la n n in g . I  h a d  seen  
th is  p lace an d  th o u g h t w h a t an ideal 
h o m e  it w o u ld  m a k e ! I  w a n ted  to  
b rin g  y o u  here an d  sh ow  it  to  y o u , 
an d  th e n  ask  y o u  to  share it  w ith  
m e .”

H e  loo k ed  a t  h er a n x io u sly , a t h er  
fa c e , w h ich  w ore an  a lm o st stu n n ed  
expression , as if  she d o u b te d  th a t  
she h eard  rig h t. A  co ld  fear sm o te  
his h e a rt. W h a t  if h is h op es h a d  
b een  arou sed o n ly  t o  b e  k illed  again ?

H is  fa ce  tu rn ed  p a le  a t th e  
th o u g h t . H e  cou ld  n o t bear it! L in ­
g erin g ly  his eyes rested  on th e  swTeet  
profile , n o tin g  th e  u p w ard  cu rl o f  
th e  th ic k  lash es, th e  fu g itiv e  rose- 
p in k  tin tin g  h er ch eek s, th e  crim son  
b o w  o f her m o u th .

I f  o n ly  she co u ld  retu rn  th e  lo v e  
h e  fe lt  fo r  h er, assure h im  o f th e  
h ap p in ess fo r  w h ich  he lon g ed !

“ M y  d ear, I  lo v e  y o u . D o n ’t  
k eep  m e  in su sp en se ,”  he p lea d ed .

S till R u th  w as silen t, an d  her eyes  
g azed  th ro u gh  th e w in d ow  o u t o n to  
th e law n .

H e  h ad  b o u g h t th is h ou se for her! 
W h e n  she h ad  th ou g h t lo v e  w as  
p a ssin g  her b y , th is m a n  h a d  lo v ed  
h er, h a d  p la n n ed  th eir h ap p in ess t o ­
g eth er. A n d  he w as th e  m a n  of her  
d rea m s, th e  one she h ad  cared for  
in  secret, n ev er d arin g  to  h o p e  th a t  
her lo v e  w ou ld  b e  retu rn ed , th a t  
he cou ld  p o ss ib ly  lo v e  an d  w an t to  
m a rry  her.

Sh e gazed  u p  at h im  in cred u lo u sly .
“ I  d o n ’t— I  d a re n ’t  b elieve i t ,”  she  

to ld  h im . “ I t  is ju s t  becau se y o u  
p ity  m e .”

F o r  answ er h e drew  her in to  his  
arm s.

“ L o o k  a t  m e ! C a n  y o u  learn  to  
lo v e  m e — or fr o m  th e  p o in t o f v iew  
o f ro m a n ce , a m  I  im p o ss ib le ?”

“ I  h a v e  a lw a y s lo v e d  y o u ,”  she  
w h isp ered , a n d  th ere w as n o  ch an ce  
to  sa y  a n y  m ore ju s t  th en .

P r e se n tly  she ask ed :
“ S te p h e n , if y o u  ca red , h ow  cou ld  

y o u  w a n t to  m a rry  m e off so  q u ic k ly  
to  som e one else an d  g iv e  m e  a  
d o w ry  as w e ll?”

“ P a r t ly ,”  h e  an sw ered , “ becau se I  
h o n e stly  w a n te d  y o u r h ap p in ess , an d  
p a rtly  becau se I  ju s t  cou ld  n o t bear  
to  see y ou  e v e ry  d a y , k n o w in g  y o u  
belon ged  to  so m e b o d y  else. Y o u  
see, I  h a d  grow n  to  th in k  o f y o u  as  
m in e . O h , m y  d a rlin g ” — he drew  
h er closer— “ ca n  y o u  ev er  fo rgiv e  m e  
fo r  w a stin g  th e  years w h en  I  co u ld  
h a v e  m a d e  y o u  h a p p y ? ”

B u t  R u t h  k n e w  t h a t  th e  years  
w ere still b e fore  th e m — years o f  
w h ich  she w o u ld  k n o w  th e  jo y  o f  
tru e  lo v e .
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So Many Miles
By
Ruby M, Ayres

“ Canst thou be true across so 
many miles—

So many miles that keep us still 
apart?”

C H A P T E R  X I .

SO N D R A  sto o p e d  and  
p i c k e d  u p  a lon g  
stran d  o f b ro w n  sea ­

w eed  th a t  a w a v e  h a d  w a sh ed  in .
“ I  su p p ose y o u  m u st go  b a c k  to  

N e w  Y o r k  to -n ig h t? ”  she m u rm u re d . 
“ I ’m  afraid  so .”

TH E  S T O R Y  SO F A R : Sondra Kent, living 
with her married sister Flora, allows John 

Anderson, married but separated from  his w ife, 
to give her g ifts o f  money. Sondra secrtly mar­
ries Mark Merriman before he goes abroad, 
where he has a position  working fo r  Anderson. 
Flora leaves her husband, and Sondra’s brother- 
in-law turns Sondra out. Sondra iŝ  looking for 
a cheap room  when she meets Stephen Cassidy, 
a friend o f Anderson’s. He tells her that Ander­
son’s w ife is dead. Anderson com es to see 
Sondra and asks her to marry him. She then 
tells him o f  her marriage to Mark, and adds that 
it was all a mistake. At John’s suggestion 
Sondra goes to spend a few  days at the seashore.

A n d e rso n  sto o d  still an d  loo k ed  
o u t o v er  th e  sea . H e  w ore n o  h a t  
a n d  th e  so ft  breeze h a d  ruffled his  
h air, g iv in g  h im  a su rp risin g  lo o k  o f
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y o u th . S o n d ra  lau g h ed  as she 
loo k ed  at h im .

“ D o  y o u  k n o w  I ’v e  n ever seen  
y o u  look  so th o ro u g h ly  m u ssed  u p ,”  
she sa id . “ O r so ” — so h a p p y , she 
h a d  been  g o in g  to  a d d , b u t  sto p p ed .

A n d e rso n  la u g h ed , to o , and  
bru sh ed  a h a n d  across his hair.

“ Y o u  lo o k  rath er m e ssy  y o u rse lf, 
y o u n g  la d y ,”  he to ld  her w ith  p re ­
ten d ed  se v e r ity , h is e y e s  w an d erin g  
o v er  her slender figure. S o n d ra  w as  
w earin g  a  w h ite  sp orts dress, s leev e­
less an d  c u t lo w  a t  th e  n e ck , and  
sh e h a d  ta k e n  off her shoes an d  
stock in g s a n d  slu n g  th e m  carelessly  
o v er  h er a rm .

I t  w as a gloriou s ev en in g , w ith  a 
b lu e  c lou d less sk y , fa in tly  tin g ed  
w itl) th e  first g lo w  o f a riotou s su n ­
set.

F o r  fo u r d a y s S o n d ra  h a d  been  
at th e q u a in t little  ston e c o tta g e  th a t  
stoo d  b a c k  in  a sh eltered  corner of 
th e  cliff h ig h  a b o v e  th eir h ead s, and  
a lrea d y  she fe lt  like a differen t crea­
tu re .

“ I  n ev er th o u g h t I  cou ld  e n jo y  
a  v a c a tio n  like th is ,”  she said  w ith  
a little  g rim a ce . “ O ld  c lo th e s, n o th ­
in g  to  do  b u t  w a lk  and  sw im  and  
sleep .”

“ A n d  e a t ,”  h e su p p lem en ted  c o m ­
ica lly . “ I ’v e  n ever seen a n y  one  
w ith  such an  en o rm ou s a p p etite  as 
y o u  h a v e  d e v e lo p e d .”

She la u g h e d . “ I  d o n ’t  see h ow  
y o u  can  k n o w . Y o u  d o n ’t h a v e  
m eals w ith  m e  e x ce p t d in n er.”

Sh e h a d  been  u p  each  n ig h t to  
dine at th e  h o te l w here A n d erso n  
w as sta y in g .

She g a v e  a  q u ick  little  sigh . “ I t  
w ill be a w fu l w h en  y o u ’v e  g o n e .”

“ Y o u ’ll soon  find so m e one to  ta k e  
m y  p lace , ’ he assured her. “ A n d
ev en  if y o u  d o n ’t --------- ”  H e  b ro k e  off,
to  go on  a fter  a  m o m e n t m ore  
b risk ly . “ I ’v e  b e h a v e d  d isgrace­
fu lly  as it is— b rea k in g  en g a g em en ts  
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in  to w n  at th e la st m o m e n t. P eo p le  
w ill b e  w o n d erin g  w h a t th e  a ttr a c ­
tion  is .”

“ I  e x p e ct t h e y ’ll k n o w  i t ’s m e ,”  
S o n d ra  said u n th in k in g ly , th en  she  
a d d ed  w ith  h a ste : “ B esid e s , all th e
b est p eop le  are o u t o f to w n  n ow , 
J o h n .”

T h e y  strolled  o n , close to  th e edge  
o f th e w ater.

“ H o w  lo n g  do  y o u  th in k  I  h ad  
b e tte r  s ta y  h e r e ?”  she a sk ed .

“ A s  lo n g  as y o u  lik e .”  A n d erso n  
w as b u sily  e n g a g ed  lig h tin g  his p ip e . 
“ O r u n til y o u  h a v e  to  co m e  b a c k .”  

“ W h a t  d o  y o u  m e a n  b y  th a t? ”  
“ O n ly  th a t  w e m a y  hear soon  

w h en  M e r r im a n  is e x p e c te d .”
“ O h .”
A  sh ad o w  crossed her rad ia n t fa ce ; 

d u rin g  th e la st fe w  d a y s S o n d ra  h a d  
fo rg o tte n  all a b o u t M a r k .

Sh e sh iv ered , and  Joh n  asked  
q u ic k ly : “ Y o u ’re n o t c o ld ? ”

“ N o , b u t I  th in k  so m e one w a lk ed  
o ver m y  g ra v e .”

“ I  th in k  y o u  h a d  b e tte r  p u t  on  
y o u r  shoes an d  sto c k in g s. T h e  su n ’s 
g o in g  d o w n .”

Sh e flash ed  h im  a q u ick  g lan ce. 
“ H o w  lo n g  h a v e  y o u  been  m y  

k e e p e r ?”  she ask ed .
A n d e rso n  m a d e  no an sw er, and  

she sa id , a fter  a m o m e n t, “ I  th in k  
y ou  m ig h t s ta y  u n til a fter  din n er, a t  
a n y  r a te .”

“ I ’m  afraid  I  c a n ’t . I  w a n t to  be  
in  to w n  ea rly  to -m o r r o w .”

“ D o  y o u  h a v e  to  be th ere e a r ly ? ”  
“ Y e s , I ’v e  g o t  a lu n ch eon  en g a g e ­

m e n t .”
“ W h o  w ith ?”
H e  to ld  her u n h e sita tin g ly .
“ W i t h  th e  S y m o n se s .”
S o n d ra ’s fa ce  ch a n g ed . “ O h —  

is n ’t  th ere a red -h aired  d a u g h te r ?”  
A n  a m u sed  sm ile  flickered th ro u gh  

his e y e s .
“ Y o u  k n o w  q u ite  w ell th ere is ,”  

he replied  c a lm ly .
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T h e y  h a d  reach ed  a ru gged  b r e a k ­
w a ter  w h ich  ran fa r  o u t in to  th e  sea, 
an d  S on d ra  sat d o w n  on  a b ro k en  
p ile , a n d  b eg a n  p u ttin g  on her  
sto c k in g s, A n d e rso n  w a tch ed  her  
silen tly .

“ I  sh ou ld  h a v e  th o u g h t ,”  she said , 
her eyes in te n t on her ta sk , “ th a t  it  
is far nicer d o w n  h ere, th a n  u p  in  
tow n  h a v in g  a stu ffy  lu n c h .”

“ I t  p r o b a b ly  is ,”  h e a greed , “ b u t  
th is is a lo n g -sta n d in g  e n g a g e m e n t.”

“ A n d  th erefore  ca n n o t be b r o k e n ,”  
she a d d ed  w ith  sa rca sm .

“ I  o n ly  in ten d ed  to  s ta y  one d a y  
w hen I  b ro u g h t y o u  d o w n ,”  he re­
m in d ed  her.

“ Y o u  co u ld  h a v e  gon e b a c k  
soon er if y o u ’d c h o se n ,”  she retorted  
ch ild ish ly .

Sh e p au sed  for a  m o m e n t in  her  
ta sk  and  loo k ed  o u t o v e r  th e  sea; 
so m e p eo p le  were b a th in g  a little  
d ista n ce  fro m  th e sh ore, an d  their  
la u g h te r  an d  v oices ca m e clea rly  
th ro u g h  th e  q u ie t e v en in g .

S o n d ra  said  su d d e n ly , “ I ’v e  a 
g reat m in d  to  run b a c k  fo r  m y  su it  
a n d  h a v e  a sw im  before d in n er. I ’v e  
g o t p le n ty  o f t im e .”

“ Y o u  w o n ’t d o  a n y th in g  o f th e  
so rt ,”  A n d erso n  retorted  c a lm ly . 
“ Y o u ’v e  been  in tw ice  to -d a y  a l­
r e a d y , an d  i t ’ s g e ttin g  la te .”

“ W h a t  tim e  is i t ? ”
“ N e a r ly  se v e n .”
S o n d ra  loo k ed  reb elliou s. “ I  d o n ’t  

see w h y  I  sh o u ld n ’t , ”  she m u rm u re d .
A n d e rso n  la u g h e d . “ B u t  th en  

y o u  n ev er see w h y  y o u  sh o u ld n ’t  do  
a th in g  y o u  w a n t to  d o ,”  he re­
to rte d  c a lm ly . “ T h re e  tim es in  one  
d a y  is to o  o fte n  to  b a th e ; y o u ’d  
p r o b a b ly  g e t c ra m p s, an d  I  sh ou ld  
h a v e  to  go  in  an d  sa v e  y o u  and  
sp oil th e  o n ly  su it I ’ve  g o t  w ith  
m e .”

Sh e flash ed  h im  a  q u ick  g la n ce . 
“ I t  m ig h t p a y  y o u  b e tte r  to  le t m e  
d ro w n .”

A n d e rso n  sa t  d o w n  a little  d is­
ta n c e  fr o m  her and b eg a n  la z ily  
th ro w in g  p eb b le s  in to  th e  sea.

“ I  ca ll th a t  p lain  fish in g  for c o m ­
p lim e n ts ,”  he sa id .

S o n d ra  fro w n ed  and  lean ed  her  
ch in  in her h a n d .

L a te ly  she h a d  n o t q u ite  k n ow n  
w h a t to  m a k e  o f A n d e rso n . H e  w as  
n o t th e  m a n  to  w h o m  she h a d  grow n  
so a ccu sto m e d  in  th e  o ld  d a y s , 
n eith er w as he th e  m a n  w h o h a d  so  
su rp risin gly  ta k e n  her in his arm s  
an d  to ld  her th a t  he lo v e d  h er. H e  
seem ed  in. a q u ie t w a y  to  h a v e  e sta b ­
lish ed  an e n tire ly  n ew  b asis o f  
frien d sh ip  b etw een  th e m , m a k in g  
h im se lf an  im p a rtia l g u a rd ia n —  
frien d — she cou ld  fin d n o  w ord  th a t  
r e a lly  ex p la in ed  th e  re lation sh ip , 
b u t  a lw a y s  she h a d  th e  fee lin g  th a t  
she w as b e in g  k e p t a t a r m ’s le n g th , 
an d  she an g rily  resen ted  it . Sh e h ad  
been  h a p p y  d u rin g  th ese  few  d a y s  
b y  th e  sea . A n d e rso n  h a d  sp en t  
m o st  o f th e  tim e  w ith  h er, d riv in g  
arou n d  th e  c o u n tr y , or w a lk in g  
a lo n g  th e  lo n g  gold en  san d s.

T h e y  h a d  ta lk ed  o f all sorts o f  
th in g s , b u t  n ev er o f a n y  serious m a t ­
ters , a n d  M a r k ’s n a m e h a d  n o t been  
m e n tio n e d  u n til a m o m e n t a go , an d  
S o n d ra  th o u g h t th a t  th en  it  w as as 
if J o h n  d e lib era te ly  b ro u g h t her  
m in d  b a c k  to  th e  fu tu re , d e fy in g  her  
to  fo rg e t her resp o n sib ilities.

I t  w as as if so m e one h ad  draw n  
a  clou d  across th e  face o f th e  su n , 
as if a stern h a n d  h ad  been  laid  on  
th e  lig h t-h e a rte d  irresp o n sib ility  to  
w h ich  she h ad  en tire ly  g iv en  h er­
se lf, re m in d in g  her th a t it m u st en d . 
Sh e lo o k ed  a ga in  a t th e  sea w here  
n ow  o n ly  a so lita ry  sw im m er w as  
sp lash in g  in  th e  su n lig h t. H e  
loo k ed  lo n e ly , she th o u g h t, lo n e ly  as  
A n d e rso n  h a d  su d d en ly  m a d e  her  
feel.

S h e sa id , a  h ard n o te  in  h er v oice : 
“ I  c a n ’t  r e m e m b e r  t h a t  y o u  h a v e
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ev er p a id  m e a  c o m p lim e n t in all “  ‘W h y  gild th e lily ’ ?”  he q u o te d  
y o u r  life .”  lig h tly . “ B esid e s, I  h a v e n ’t  k n o w n

H e  loo k ed  a t her and  sm iled . y o u  all m y  life .”

Lately Sondra had not quite known what to make of Anderson. 
She had the feeling that she was being kept at arm’s length, and she 

angrily resented it.
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Sh e look ed  at h im  fro m  u n d er her  
d ark  lash es.

“ A r e  y o u  ever seriou s?”  she asked  
ex a sp e ra ted ly .

“ I t  h as b een  k n o w n ,”  he a n ­
sw ered.

She stoo d  u p  w ith  a sh ru g  of her  
sh ou lders.

“ W e ll ,  I  su ppose w e m a y  as w ell
go  h o m e . Y o u  seem  to ---------”  She
b roke off, tu rn in g  her face  to w a rd  
th e  sea , sh ad in g  her eyes again st th e  
b rillian t ligh t o f th e  se ttin g  sun. 
“ L o o k ” — she p o in te d  to w a rd  th e  
so lita ry  b a th e r . T h e re  w as a n ote  
o f ex cite m e n t in  her v o ice . “ Is  
th ere so m e th in g  w ro n g?— O h !”

A  su d d en  rin gin g  cry  fo r  help  
ca m e sh rilly  to  th e m  across the  
w ater.

A n d e rso n  sta rted  to  his fe et.
“ H e lp ! H e lp !”
S o n d ra  screa m ed . “ H e ’s d ro w n ­

ing— J o h n !”  B u t  Joh n  h a d  gon e a l­
r e a d y , a n d  S o n d ra  saw  h im  sp lash ­
in g  th ro u g h  th e  w ater, w a d in g  u n til 
he w as o u t o f h is d e p th , and  th en  
sw im m in g  fa st.

T o  S o n d ra ’s agon ized  ey es it w as  
a n ig h tm a re  o f u n re a lity — th e  
sm o o th  sea, h a rd ly  b rok en  b y  a r ip ­
p le , th e  ra d ia n t lig h t o f th e  settin g  
su n , an d  th a t  lo n ely  stru g g lin g  fig ­
u re, so fa r  b e y o n d  h u m a n  reach or 
h elp , it  seem ed .

Sh e look ed  arou n d  d esp era te ly  for  
h elp , b u t  th e  g o ld en  san d s w ere d e ­
serted , and  b eh in d  her th e  ru gged  
cliffs tow ered  fo rb id d in g  an d  e m p ty .

H a r d ly  k n o w in g  w h at she d id , she  
w ad ed  in to  th e  sea, an d  as if sen s­
ing  her in te n tio n , A n d e rso n  tu rn ed  
his h ea d  an d  sh ou ted  to  her to  go  
b a c k . T h e re  w as a h e a v y  grou n d  
sw ell in  sp ite  o f th e u n b rok en  su r­
fa ce , an d  S o n d ra ’s skirt h am p ered  
h er, m a k in g  it  d ifficu lt to  keep  her  
fe e t as th e  w ater ru shed  u p o n  the  
sa n d , an d  sw irled  g id d ily  b a ck  
again .

T h e  d a zzlin g  su n ligh t h a lf b lin d ed  
her as she stru ggled  fo rw a rd ; the  
golden  g lo ry  o f th e  e v en in g  m a d e  th e  
su dden  trag ic  h a p p e n in g  m ore h o r­
rib le th a n  it w ou ld  h a v e  b een  in  
w orse w e ath er; th ere w as so m eth in g  
a p p allin g  in th e  k n ow led ge  th a t  p e r ­
h ap s a life  w as b e in g  lost so n eed ­
lessly  w hen th e  su rrou n d in g  w orld  
w as so b e a u tifu l.

S o n d ra  fe lt  th a t  she w ou ld  go m a d  
w ith  a sense o f her ow n  im p o te n c e ; 
su b co n sciou sly  she cou ld  hear an  
a gon ized  voice  cry in g  o u t A n d e r so n ’s 
n a m e , “ Joh n — J o h n ,”  n o t realizin g  
th a t  it w as h er ow n .

T h e n  as su d d en ly  as th e  tra g e d y  
h a d  co m e a b o u t it e n d e d , an d  A n ­
derson  w as b a ck  on  th e  sands beside  
her w ith  th e  h a lf-d ro w n e d , terrified  
b o y  ch o k in g  and  sp lu tterin g  a t his  
fe e t.

A n d e rso n  g a v e  one g lan ce a t S o n -  
d ra ’s w h ite , a go n ized  fa ce .

“ I t ’s all r ig h t ,”  he said  b riefly . 
“ T h e  b o y  co u ld  h a v e  g o t b a ck  q u ite  
easily  if  he h a d n ’t  lo st his n e r v e .”  
H e  sto o p ed  o ver th e  b o y  a t his fe et. 
“ A ll rig h t n ow , s o n n y ? ”

H e  w a ite d  till th e  b o y  w as on his  
fe e t a ga in , tre m b lin g  an d  w h ite , b u t  
try in g  to  sm ile .

“ W h e r e  d o  y o u  l iv e ? ”
T h e  b o y  p o in ted  to  th e  cliff.
“ A t  th e  to p , sir.”  H is  teeth  were  

ch a tterin g .
“ W e ll ,  w e go th a t  w a y , to o ; w e ’ll 

g o  a lo n g  to g e th e r .”
H e  to o k  th e  b o y ’s a rm  in a k in d ly  

g rasp  to  h elp  h im  a lo n g , an d  S on d ra  
silen tly  fo llo w ed .

H e r  k n ees w ere tre m b lin g  an d  she 
cou ld  h a rd ly  see; th ere w as o n ly  one  
th o u g h t in  h er m in d : “ S u p p o sin g
J oh n  h a d  b een  d ro w n e d .”

She loo k ed  at h im  w ith  tragic  
e y e s . T h e  w ater w as d rip p in g  off 
h im , le a v in g  little  p ools on th e  d ry  
sa n d , b u t  h e w as q u ite  c a lm  and  
u n m o v e d , q u ie tly  ta lk in g  to  th e  b o y .
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“ Y o u  sh o u ld n ’t  go o u t so far if 
y o u ’re n o t a good  sw im m er. T h e r e ’s 
a lw a y s a stron g  cu rren t arou n d th ese  
p a rts . Y o u ’ll k n o w  b etter  anoth er  
tim e , w o n ’ t y o u ? ”

I t  seem ed  an en dless w a y  u p  the  
steep  cliff p a th , b u t  h a lfw a y  u p  th e  
b o y  s to p p e d . “ I  go  th is w a y , sir.”

“ V e r y  w ell. D o  y o u  feel all 
rig h t?”

“ Y e s , sir .”
T h e y  w a tch ed  h im  scu ttle  a w a y  

out o f sigh t like a  scared r a b b it , too  
frigh ten ed  e v e n  to  rem e m b er  to  say  
“ T h a n k  y o u .”

A n d e rso n  g lan ced  d o w n  at his so d ­
den c lo th e s.

“ W e ll , I ’ve  ruined m y  su it a fter  
a ll,”  h e said co m ic a lly .

S o n d ra  m a d e  n o  re p ly ; she w as  
b itin g  h er lip  to  k eep  it fr o m  tre m ­
b lin g . Sh e fe lt  as if so m eth in g  
w ith in  her h ea rt w as b rea k in g , as if 
p resen tly  she w o u ld  h a v e  to  g ive  
w a y  to  th e  tears th a t  were ch ok in g  
her.

A n d e rso n  saw  th e  w h iten ess o f  
her fa ce .

“ I ’m  sorry  if y o u  were sca red ,”  he 
said  rath er stiffly . “ T h e re  w as n ever  
a n y  real dan ger. I  w as h a rd ly  ou t  
o f m y  d ep th  an d  th e  b o y  h a d  the  
g oo d  sense n ot to  stru g g le .”

T h e y  reach ed  th e  little  co tta g e  
tu ck ed  a w a y  in a sh eltered  corner; 
th e  d oor stoo d  w ide op en  a n d  th ere  
seem ed  to  be n o b o d y  a b o u t.

“ I ’ll ju s t  h u n t arou n d for som e  
d ry  c lo th e s ,”  A n d e rso n  said . “ I  
th in k  I  m u st h a v e  le ft  so m e here  
w hen I  w as d o w n  last su m m e r .”

H e  d isap p eared  u p sta irs , an d  S o n ­
dra w ent in to  th e  s ittin g  roo m .

Sh e sat d o w n  in a low  ch air and  
lean ed  her h ead  b a ck  a g a in st the  
cu sh ion s.

“ I f  J oh n  h a d  been  d ro w n e d .”  She  
cou ld  n o t d rive  th e  th o u g h t fro m  
her m in d . Sh e fe lt  th a t  she cou ld  
n ev er b ear to  look  at th e sea again .

Sh e did  n o t m o v e  till she h ea rd  
h im  c o m in g  d ow n  th e stairs, th e n , 
w ith  an e ffo rt, she o p en ed  her eyes  
an d  sa t u p .

H e  c a m e  in to  th e  ro o m  sm ilin g  
and ch eerfu l in an o ld  flan nel co a t  
and trousers th a t  b a d ly  n eeded  
pressin g .

“ T h e y ’re all I  cou ld  fin d ,”  he a p o l­
o gized . “ W h e n  E lle n  co m es b a c k  
sh e ’ll soon g e t m y  oth er th in g s d ry . 
N o t  e x a c tly  sm a rt, are th e y ? ”

S o n d ra  tried  to  an sw er, b u t  no  
w ord s w o u ld  co m e  an d  Joh n  loo k ed  
a t her in surprise.

“ W h a t ’s th e m a tte r , S o n d r a ?”
Sh e b eg a n  to  sob b ro k e n -h e a rte d ly .
“ Y o u  m ig h t h a v e  been  d ro w n ed . 

Y o u  m ig h t h a v e  been  d ro w n e d .”
H e  sto o d  s ilen tly  lo o k in g  a t  h er, 

a stran g e  expression  in his e y e s , th e n  
he la u g h ed . “ N o n se n se , th ere w a sn ’t  
th e least d a n g er. I ’m  sorry  if y o u  
were frigh ten ed . S o n d ra ! I  th o u g h t  
y o u  h ad  m o re  cou rage th a n  th is .”

Sh e h ad  bro k en  d o w n  u tte r ly  an d  
it  w as so m e m in u tes before  she co u ld  
co n tro l h erself. A n d e rso n  w a lk ed  
a w a y  and  sto o d  w ith  his b a c k  tu rn ed  
loo k in g  o u t o f th e  w in d o w ; th ere  
w as a qu eer loo k  o f pain  in his ey es, 
and his m o u th  w as set in a h ard  lin e.

I t  seem ed  a lo n g  tim e  before  e ith er  
o f th e m  sp o k e , th en  S o n d ra  said  in  
a stifled v oice :

“ I ’m  so rry . I  su p p ose  y o u  th in k  
I ’m  a fo o l, b u t  i t  w as h orrib le s ta n d ­
in g  th ere— n o t b ein g  ab le  to  h e lp , 
ex p ectin g  y o u  to  b e  d ro w n e d .”

H e  tu rn ed  th en .
“ W e ll , y o u  seem  to  h a v e  g o t th o r ­

o u g h ly  w e t in  th e  a tte m p t  a n y w a y .  
R u n  and  ch an ge th a t  dress a t  o n ce. 
W h y  h a v e n ’t  y o u  don e it  a lrea d y ?  
D o  y o u  w a n t to  ca tch  y o u r  d ea th  o f  
c o ld ? ”

Sh e d isregarded  h is w ord s; she  
w e n t on  so b b in g ly .

“ I ’m  c o m in g  b a ck  to  to w n  w ith  
y o u  w hen y o u  g o . I  c a n ’t  s ta y  here
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a n y  m o re . I  sh all a lw a y s h ate  th e  
sea n o w . I t  loo k s so b e a u tifu l, b u t  
i t ’s h orrib le , rea lly — h orrib le  and  
c ru e l.”

H e  ca m e a little  n earer to her.
“ M y  dear, y o u  k n ow  y o u ’re ta lk ­

in g  u tter  n o n se n se ,”  he said v e r y  
g e n tly . “ Y o u ’v e  h a d  a good  scare, 
b u t  y o u ’ll soon  fo rg e t i t . G o  and  
ch a n g e  th a t  w et dress, an d  I ’ll see 
if I  can  m a k e  a cu p  o f te a . Y o u ’ll 
feel all th e  b e tte r  for o n e .”

Sh e sh ook  her h ea d . “ I — sh a n ’t. 
I  w a n t to  c o m e  b a ck  w ith  y o u .”

“ I  th o u g h t y o u  w ere so h a p p y  
h ere; o n ly  th is  e v e n in g  y o u  said  
th a t--------- ”

“ I t  w o n ’t  be th e  sa m e w h en  y o u ’ve  
g o n e ,”  she b ro k e  in .

T h e y  loo k ed  a t each  o th er silen tly , 
an d  it w as A n d e rso n  w h o tu rn ed  
a w a y .

“ G o  an d  ch a n g e  th a t  d ress ,”  he  
said  in a m a tte r -o f -fa c t  v o ice .

S o n d ra  loo k ed  at h im , her m o u th  
q u iv erin g , th e  tears still in her eyes, 
th e n , b efore  he co u ld  reach  th e d oor, 
she slio p ed  b etw een  it an d  h im . 
“ J o h n .”

H e  laid  his h an d s on  her shoulders  
in  a grip  th a t  m a d e  her w in ce.

“ G o  and  ch a n ge th a t  d ress,”  he 
said  again .

T h e n  he p u t her g e n tly  aside and  
w a lk ed  p a st  her o u t o f th e  roo m . 
S o n d ra  w e n t s lo w ly  u p sta irs , c lin g ­
in g  to  th e rail as she w e n t, trem b lin g  
in ev ery  lim b .

“ I f  John h ad  b een  d ro w n e d .”  T h e  
w ords seem ed  circling  a ll a b o u t h er, 
refu sin g  to  b e  silen ced.

Sh e ch a n ged  her w et clo th es m e ­
ch a n ic a lly  an d  c o m b e d  her h air.

T h e  little  w in d ow  o v erlo o k ed  th e  
sea , an d  she sh ivered  as h er eyes fell 
u p on  it .

T h e  sun h a d  n ea rly  d isap p eared  
b elo w  th e h orizo n , and  th e  chill g ra y ­
ness o f n ig h t w as creep in g  u p  over  
th e  w o rld .

D o w n sta irs  she co u ld  h ear A n d e r ­
son w h istlin g  ch eerily  as he h u n ted  
a b o u t in th e k itc h e n  for th e  tea  
th in g s.

Sh e sm iled  tre m u lo u sly , c o n tr a st­
in g  h im  w ith  th e m a n  as she had  
k n ow n  h im  in N e w  Y o r k . E v e n  
C ass w ou ld  be a m u sed  if he cou ld  
see h im  n ow  in th a t  o ld  flan nel co a t  
an d  trou sers.

P re se n tly  she h eard  h im  callin g  
to  her. “ H u r r y  u p , th e k e tt le ’s b o il­
in g .”

Sh e m a d e  n o  re p ly , and  p resen tly  
he ca lled  again :

“ S o n d r a .”
Sh e w ent o u t o n to  th e  sta irs ; A n ­

derson w as sta n d in g  a t th e  fo o t of 
th e m  lo o k in g  u p .

“ Y o u ’v e  ta k e n  lon ger to  ch an ge  
th a n  I  d id ,”  he said .

“ Y e s .”  Sh e tried  to  sm ile , b u t  
her lips tre m b le d .

She fo llow ed  h im  in to  th e little  
sittin g  r o o m ; he h a d  p u t  th e tea  
th in g s on a  tr a y  a n d  filled  th e  te a ­
p o t.

“ I ’m  afraid  I  h a v e n ’t  m a d e  m u ch  
o f a  jo b  o f i t ,”  he said ru efu lly .

S o n d ra  w as sta n d in g  close beside  
h im , b u t  she said  n o th in g , an d  he 
tu rn ed  to  loo k  a t her an d  his face  
ch an ged .

“ W h a t ’ s th e m a tte r , m y  d e a r ?”  he 
asked  v e r y  g e n tly .

Sh e raised  h er e y e s , in fin ite ly  p a ­
th etic  th e y  w ere, and an grily  
a sh a m e d , as she said s low ly :

“ D o  y o u  re m e m b e r , w h en  y ou  
ca m e to  see m e th e  oth er n ig h t, y o u  
said— y o u  said t h a t  y o u ’d sta y ed  
a w a y  becau se y o u  w a n ted  m e  to  find  
o u t if it— if it w as— y o u  I w a n te d —  
or— or som e oth er m a n ? ”  She  
w a ited  a m o m e n t, b u t  h e said  n o th ­
in g , an d  su d d en ly  she h id  her face  
in  her h a n d s. “ W e l l ,  it  w as y o u  I  
w a n te d , J o h n ,”  she w h ispered  d eso ­
la te ly .

T h e n  a  lo n g  silence fo llo w ed ,
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b ro k en  o n ly  b y  th e  m o u rn fu l cry  o f  
th e  g u lls  o u tsid e  an d  th e  d ista n t  
v oices o f so m e p eo p le  c lim b in g  th e
stiff’ cliff p a th .

T h e n  A n d e rso n  said v e r y  q u ie tly :
“ Y o u  d o n ’t  m e a n  th a t , S o n d ra . 

Y o u  m u st not m e a n  it . Y o u  m u s tn ’t  
m a k e  i t  to o  d ifficu lt fo r  m e . Y o u  
see, m y  dear--------- ”

H e  b ro k e  off sh a rp ly , tu rn in g  his  
h e a d  to w a rd  th e  op en  d oor as som e  
one on  th e  th resh o ld  g a v e  a little  
a m a ze d  lau g h .

“ M a y  w e c o m e  in ? W e ’re s im p ly  
w orn  o u t. W e ’v e  h a d  a m o st  fr ig h t­
fu l jo b  fin d in g  y o u , S o n d ra .”  I t  w as  
B e a tr ic e  T a y lo r .

I t  w as to o  la te  fo r  S o n d ra  to  h ide  
h er tea rs ; she k n ew  th a t  B eatrice  
T a y lo r ’s sh arp  e y e s  h a d  seen th e m , 
seen also  th a t  she a n d  J o h n  A n d e r ­
so n  h a d  b een  sta n d in g  v e r y  near to  
ea ch  oth er.

“ I  h op e  w e d o n ’t in tr u d e ,”  B e a ­
trice  sa id . Sh e lo o k ed  a t  A n d e rso n  
c o y ly . “ I  h eard  y o u  w ere b o th  
d ow n  h ere, so w e th o u g h t w e s im p ly  
m u st find y o u  if w e h a d  to  w a lk  a  
h u n d red  m ile s . A n d  w e ’re sim p ly  
d y in g  fo r  t e a !”

S o n d ra  seized u p o n  th e  o p p or­
tu n ity  t o  esc a p e .

“ I ’ll m a k e  so m e fresh — it  w o n ’t  b e  
a  m in u te .”  S h e  fled  in to  th e  
k itc h e n , fu riou s w ith  h erself.

B e a trice  sp ok e b eh in d  h er.
“ C a n ’t  I  h e lp ?  I ’v e  le ft  th e  b o y s  

to  ta lk  to  M r .  A n d e rso n . Y o u  m ig h t  
h a v e  w a ited  to  b e  in tro d u c e d , S o n -  
dra.”

S o n d ra  h a d  h a r d ly  rea lized  B e a ­
trice  h a d  n o t  b een  a lo n e ; she h ad  
h a r d ly  realized  a n y th in g  e x c e p t th e  
fa c t  t h a t  she h a d  b een  ca u g h t u n ­
aw ares a t  w h a t w as p erh ap s th e  
m o st  trag ic  m o m e n t  o f h er life.

B e a trice  sea ted  h erself on  th e  
k itc h e n  ta b le , a n d  lit  a  cig arette .

“ I  d o  h op e  w e h a v e n ’t  b u tte d  in  
a t  th e  w ro n g  m o m e n t ,”  she said .

“ W e r e  y o u  h a v in g  a lo v e rs ’ q u arrel, 
d a rlin g ?”

“ H o w  a b su rd . O f  course n o t .”  
B e a tr ic e  la u g h ed . “ N o ?  W e l l ,  it  

lo o k ed  like i t ,”  she said  fr a n k ly . 
“ P o o r  M r .  A n d e rso n ! W e l l ,  one  
c a n ’t  sa y  he h a sn ’t  b een  fa ith fu l to  
y o u .”

“ I  d o n ’t  k n o w  w h a t y o u  m e a n ,”  
S o n d ra  p ro te ste d . Sh e h a d  re c o v ­
ered h erself n ow . “ H e  le n t m e  th is  
c o tta g e , a n d  he c a m e  d o w n  fo r  th e  
w e e k -e n d . H e ’s sta y in g  u p  a t  th e  
h o te l.”

B e a trice  g ig g led . “ D a r lin g , y o u  
d o n ’t  su p p ose I  th o u g h t  he w as  
sta y in g  h ere, d o  y o u ? ”  she a sk ed . 
“ A n d  d o  te ll m e — w h y  on  earth  
d o n ’t  y o u  m a rry  h im  n ow  h e ’ s fre e ?”  

“ P erh a p s b ecau se  I  d o n ’t  w a n t to ,  
an d  th e  k e tt le ’s b o ilin g . Y o u ’ll find  
so m e m o re  cu p s on  th e  d resser.”

I t  w as an  im m e n se  relief to  S o n d ra  
w h en  B e a trice  co llected  her “ b o y s ”  
as she ca lled  th e  tw o  rath er v a p id  
y o u th s  she h a d  b ro u g h t w ith  h er, 
an d  said  “ G o o d -b y .”

“ I  do  h op e  w e h a v e n ’t  b u tte d  in ,”  
she said  fo r  th e  th ird  tim e  to  A n d e r ­
son , as th e y  p a rte d  a t th e  g a te . 
“ B u t  I  w as d y in g  to  see S o n d r a .”  

A n d e rso n  m a d e  so m e ca su al rep ly  
an d  w e n t b a c k  to  th e  co tta g e .

S o n d ra  fo llo w ed  h im , a n d  fo r  a  
m o m e n t th ere  w a s u n b ro k en  silen ce, 
th en  h e said  b r isk ly : “ W e l l ,  I  m u s t  
b e o ff. I t ’s g e ttin g  la te . I  w o n ’t  
w a it to  h a v e  m y  c lo th e s dried— n o ­
b o d y  w ill n otice  th is  su it as I  sh all 
b e d r iv in g .”

S o n d ra  w a s a im le ssly  p ick in g  u p  
th e  te a  th in g s.

“ W h e n  w ill y o u  co m e  d ow n  
a g a in ?”  she ask ed .

H e  h e s ita te d . “ I  w ill le t  y o u  
k n o w ,”  h e said  a t la st .

Sh e raised  d efia n t ey e s . “ T h a t  
m e a n s y o u  d o n ’t  in ten d  to  co m e  a n y  
m o re , I  su p p o se .”

H e  loo k ed  a t her g ra v e ly .



120 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

“ D o n ’t  y o u  th in k  it w ill be b e tte r  su p p ose , is th a t  it?  W e l l ,  I ’m  n ot  
i f  I  d o n ’t ? ”  a fra id . I ’v e  m a d e  one m u d d le  in

Sh e b rok e  o u t sto rm ily . “ B e -  m y  life b y  b e in g  a fraid — b y  h id in g  
cau se y o u ’re a fraid  o f th e  tr u th , I  th in g s— one g h a stly  m u d d le , b u t th is



So Many Mile. 121

tim e  i t ’s g o in g  to  b e  d ifferen t. T h is
tim e  I ---------”  Sh e b ro k e  off, an d  he
asked  q u ie tly :

“ W h a t  do  y o u  w a n t m e  to  d o ,
S a n d r a ?”

H e r  ey es fe ll. “ I  d o n ’t  k n o w .”
H e  la u g h ed , b u t  rath er w earily .

“ N e ith e r  d o  I .  Y o u ’re a married 
w o m a n , an d  y o u r  h u sb a n d  is on his 
w a y  h o m e , b e liev in g  th a t  y o u  w ill b e  
g la d  to  see h im , S a n d ra . Y o u  m a r ­
ried h im  o f y o u r  ow n  free w ill, and 
so I  d o n ’t  th in k  e ith er o f us ca n  do  
a n y th in g  excep t sa y  g o o d -b y .”

She looked at him with tragic eyes. He was quite calm and unmoved, quietly 
he hud rescued.
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“ I  th o u g h t  y o u  lov ed  m e .”
“ Y o u  k n o w  I  lo v e  y o u .”
“ A n d  y e t  y o u ’re co n ten t n ever to  

see m e a g a in .”
“ N o t — c o n te n t.”
Sh e la u g h ed . “ Y o u  d o n ’t  seem  to  

b e v e ry  d istressed  a b o u t it  a n y w a y  
— c a lm ly  te llin g  m e  th a t  w e m u st  
sa y  g o o d -b y . P e rh a p s  i t ’s w h a t y ou  
w a n te d — th a t  I  sh ou ld  be th e  one to  
su ffer.”

A n d e rso n  m o v e d , crossin g  to  
w here she sto o d , an d  loo k ed  d ow n  
a t her w ith  eyes th a t w ere rath er  
p a th e tic .

“ I t ’s n o t for m e  to  p re a c h ,”  he  
said h oa rse ly . “ I ’m  m a n y  m iles  
fr o m  b ein g  p erfe ct m y se lf , b u t it 
seem s b r u ta lly  u n fa ir , S o n d ra , th a t  
y o u  sh ou ld  sp eak  to  m e  like th is , 
a fter— a fter  d e c eiv in g  m e as y o u  
h a v e  d o n e . D o  y o u  th in k  I  sh ou ld  
e v er  h a v e  to ld  y o u  I  lo v ed  y o u  h ad  
I  k n ow n  a b o u t M e r r im a n ?  I ’m  n ot  
fo n d  o f— of h a v in g  m y  h ea rt torn  
o u t a n d — an d  th ro w n  b a ck  a t m e .”  

“ I t  w as a m ista k e , I ’v e  to ld  y o u . 
I  d o n ’t  k n o w  w h a t m a d e  m e d o  i t .”  

“ A n d  so isn ’t  it  p ro b a b ly  th a t  this, 
— th is fee lin g  y o u  h a v e  for m e m a y  
b e a m ista k e , to o ?  T h a t  p erh ap s—  
w h en  y o u  see M e r r im a n  a g a in , y ou  
m a y  be th a n k fu l th a t  I — I  h a v e n ’t  
ta k e n  y o u  at y o u r  w ord  n o w ?”

Sh e tu rn ed  her fa ce  a w a y . “ I  w ish  
I  cou ld  b elieve  t h a t ,”  she said  
fiercely . “ I ’d  g iv e  a n y th in g  in the  
w orld  to  fin d a fter  a ll th a t y o u
w eren ’t  a n y th in g  to  m e , an d  he--------- ”

“ S tran g er th in g s h a v e  h a p p e n e d , 
S o n d r a ,”  Joh n  b ro k e  in .

Sh e g a v e  a fierce little  cry . 
“ Y o u ’re so  c o ld -b lo o d e d , so se lf-c o n ­
tro lled . D o  y o u  th in k  if I  w ere in  
y o u r  p lace I  co u ld  stan d  th ere and  
c a lm ly  h an d  o ver th e  w o m a n  I  lo v e d  
to  an o th er m a n ? ”

“ A  w o m a n  a lrea d y  ‘h an d ed  o v e r ,’ 
as y o u  call it , to  a n o th er  m a n !”  H e  
lau g h ed  c y n ic a lly . “ W h a t  do  y o u

w a n t m e  to  d o ? M a k e  a scene or 
ju m p  off th e  cliff?  I ’m  afraid  I ’m  
n o t m a d e  th a t w a y .”

A  b itter  little  sm ile cu rv ed  her  
p r e tty  m o u th .

“ T h e n  we need argue n o  lo n g er ,”  
she said c o ld ly .

“ T h a t  is precisely  w h a t I  h a v e  
been  try in g  to  m a k e  y o u  see ,”  A n ­
derson an sw ered . l i e  b ro k e  o ff. “ I  
th in k  th a t  is E lle n .”

H e  w a lk ed  o u t o f th e  ro o m , an d  
S o n d ra  sto o d  lean in g  aga in st th e  
ta b le  starin g  b efore  her w ith  b la n k  
ev es.

W a s  th is indeed  th e  en d  o f e v e r y ­
th in g ? Sh e k n ew  h e in ten d ed  it to  
be. T h ere  w as a d read fu l co ld n ess  
arou n d  her h ea rt.

“ A m  I  m a d , or ju s t  u tte r ly  b ad  
and fick le ?”  she w on dered  h o p e ­
le ss ly . “ O n ly  a little  w hile ago  I  
fe lt like th is w h en  M a r k  w e n t a w a y . 
N o — n ot like th is— it  w a sn ’t  a n y ­
th in g  like th is . I  w as so rry , b u t  it 
d id n ’t feel like th e  en d  o f th e  w orld  
— as th is d o e s .”

A n d  A n d e rso n  b e lieve d  th a t  w hen  
she saw  M a r k  again  all w ou ld  be  
w ell. I t  m a d e  her w a n t to  lau g h , 
an d  it  m a d e  her lon g  to  w eep .

Sh e cou ld  hear h im  ta lk in g  to  
E lle n , hear h im  la u g h in g , an d  p res­
e n tly  h e ca m e back  to  her.

“ G o o d -b y , S o n d r a .”
Sh e raised her ey es to  his fa c e . 

“ G o o d -b y ,”  she said  flip p a n tly . H e r  
h an d s w ere restin g  on th e  ta b le  b e ­
h in d  her an d  she did  n o t offer to  
m o v e  th e m .

A  little  q u iv er o f e m o tio n  crossed  
his fa ce .

“ I  w a n t y o u  to  be h a p p y — t h a t ’s 
all th a t m a tte r s ,”  he said .

“ T h a n k  y o u ,”  she la u g h ed . I t  
seem ed  so stran g e  th a t  he sh ou ld  
w ish her h ap p in ess w hen he w as t a k ­
in g  it fro m  her.

“ W o n ’t y o u  sh ake h an d s w ith  m e , 
S o n d r a ?”
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Sh e drew  a h ard  b re a th . “ N o !”  
she said .

H e  squ ared  his sh ou lders as if  to  
rid th e m  of so m e h e a v y  b u rd en .

“ G o o d -b y  th e n . I f  e v er  I  can  do  
a n y th in g  fo r  y o u ---------”

“ T h ere  is o n ly  one th in g  y o u  can  
d o ,”  she b rok e in h arsh ly .

“ W h a t  is t h a t ? ”  he ask ed .
H e r  u n h a p p y  eyes m e t his w ith  a 

d efia n t ch allen ge.
“ L o v e  m e ,”  she said .
“ I  shall a lw a y s  d o  t h a t ,”  he a n ­

sw ered .
H e r  lips q u iv ered  w ith  b itte r  je a l­

o u sy .
“ Y o u  sa y  th a t , an d  y o u ’ll still go  

a b o u t w ith — w ith  th e  S y m o n s  girl, 
and let p eo p le  th in k  y o u  are g oin g  
to  m a rry  h er .”

“ W h a t  p eop le  th in k  does n ot  
tro u b le  m e , a n d  I  ca n n o t liv e  th e life  
o f a h erm it ju s t  becau se y o u ---------”

“ B eca u se  I  offered m y se lf  to  y o u  
an d  y o u  tu rn ed  m e  d o w n ,”  she in ter­
ru p ted .

“ I  a m  n o t stea lin g  a n oth er m a n ’s 
w ife .”

“ O h , y o u  sa in t, y o u  sa in t !”  she  
m o c k e d  h im , th en  su d d en ly  th e  tears  
w ere ru n n in g  d o w n  h er fa ce . “ I  
su ppose ev en  y o u  h a v e  m a d e  m is ­
ta k es in  y o u r  life ? ”  she so b b e d .

“ M y  d ear, I ’v e  m a d e  m o re  th a n  I  
ca n  re m e m b e r , b u t  I ’v e  h ad  to  stan d  
b y  th e m . N o t  th a t  i t ’s b een  e a s y .”

“ I ’m  n o t  m a d e  th a t wTa y . I  h a te  
h a v in g  to  su ffer. I  c a n ’t  see a n y  
sense in it . L i fe ’s so sh o r t .”

Lie drew  a q u ic k , h arsh  b rea th .
“ S o n d ra , if o n ly  y o u ’d  to ld  m e th is  

soon er— if o n ly  y o u ’d b een  h on est  
w ith  m e .”

“ I ’m  h o n est n ow , b u t  i t ’s n o  u se .”  
T h e n , w ith  su d d en , p a ssio n ate  im ­
p u lse , she ca u g h t his h a n d . “ D o n lt  
g o , J o h n . D o n ’t  g o .”

H e  passed  a h a n d  across his ey es.
“ A n d  if I  w ere to  s ta y , perh aps  

so m e d a y  y o u  w o u ld  gro w  tired o f

m e , an d  b la m e  m e  for ta k in g  y o u , 
m y  d e a r .”

H e r  fingers tig h ten ed  a b o u t his 
w rist.

F o r  a m o m e n t sh e th o u g h t he  
w a v ered , th en  a lm o st r o u g h ly  he  
d ragged  his h a n d  free.

“ G o o d -b y , S o n d ra .”
H e  w a ited  a m o m e n t, b u t  she 

m a d e  n o  re p ly , an d  so h e le ft  her.

C H A P T E R  X I I .

H o w  it  rain ed ! S o n d ra  stoo d  on  
th e  pier starin g  o u t o v er  th e  w ater  
w h ich  seem ed  to  m e e t th e  g ra y  sk y  
in u n b rok en  dreariness.

T h e  few  p eo p le  w h o  h a d  co m e  
d ow n  to  m e e t th e  b o a t  w ere h u d ­
dled  to g eth er , sh iverin g .

A  little  d ista n ce  a w a y  Joh n  A n ­
derson  an d  M a r k ’s m o th e r  stoo d  
ta lk in g  to g eth er . S o n d ra  h a d  w a n ­
dered restlessly  a w a y  fr o m  th e m ,  
fin d in g  it a lm o st im p o ssib le  to  listen  
a n y  m ore to  M r s . M e r r im a n ’s eter­
n al q u estio n in g .

“ W h a t  tim e  is it  n o w ? D o  y o u  
th in k  th e  b o a t  w ill b e  la te ? ”

Sh e w as a sm a ll, spare w o m a n , as 
m u c h  u n like M a r k  as it is p ossib le  
for m o th er  an d  son  to  be.

S h e k n e w  all a b o u t S o n d ra ’s m a r ­
riage— e v e r y b o d y  k n ew . T o  S o n d ra  
it  h a d  been  like w ritin g  “ T h e  E n d ”  
on th e  la st  p a ge  o f a  sto ry  o f w h ich  
she h a d  o n ly  ju s t  d isco vered  w h a t  
th e en d in g  w as to  b e .

Sh e h a d  n o t seen A n d e rso n  since  
th e e v en in g  he le ft  her a t  th e  c o t ­
ta g e  till th is m o rn in g  w h en  he h ad  
driven  h er d o w n to w n  w ith  M a r k ’s 
m o th e r  to  m e e t th e  b o a t.

I t  h ad  seem ed  a qu eer sort o f ride  
— th e  th ree o f th e m  u n ited  b y  such  
stran ge ties— d iv id ed  b y  e m o tio n s  
ev en  m o re  stran ge.

S o n d ra  k n e w  th a t  M r s . M e r r im a n  
disliked  h er a n d  d isa p p ro v e d  o f h er, 
k n ew  th a t  she resen ted  her presen ce,
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“ You’re so cold­
blooded, so self- 
controlled," s h e  
s a i d ,  “ Do you 
think if I  were in 
your place I  could 
s t a n d  there and 
calmly hand over 
the woman I  loved 
to another man?"

b u t  it  d id  n o t seem  t o  m a tte r ; n o th ­
in g  m a tte r e d .

E v e n  th e  fa c t  o f A n d e r so n ’s p res­
en ce h a d  h a rd ly  h u rt h er . H e  
seem ed  so m eh o w  so fa r  r e m o v e d .

H e  w a s k in d , a tte n tiv e , co u rteou s, 
b u t  th ere  w as so m e th in g  g on e fr o m

h is m a n n e r ; she h a d  fe lt  a ll th e  tim e  
as if he w ere stretch in g  o u t an arm  
to  k eep  h er a w a y  fr o m  h im .

P re se n tly  he c a m e  across to  her.
“ T h e  b o a t  w o n ’t  b e  in  fo r  h a lf an  

h ou r y e t , S o n d ra , a n d  th e n  it  w ill 
b e  so m e little  t im e  b efore  w e ca n  g o
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on b o a rd . W e ’ll g o  to  th e  h o te l and  
g e t so m e th in g  to  e a t . Y o u  m u st be  
h u n g r y .”

“ I ’m  n o t h u n g r y ,”  S o n d ra  said  in  
answ er to  A n d e r so n ’s su gg estion . 
“ B u t  w e w ill go  if y o u  lik e .”

T h e  h o te l w as filled  w ith  p eo p le  
w h o , like th e m se lv e s , w ere w a itin g  
fo r  th e  b o a t ; th e y  a ll seem ed  h a p p y  
a n d  ex cited .

S o n d ra  d ra n k  so m e coffee b u t  she 
co u ld  n o t ea t.

She sa t a lm o st silen t, listen in g  to  
M r s . M e r r im a n ’s ceaseless q u e stio n -  
in g .

“ D o  y o u  th in k  M a r k  will b e  v e r y  
ill?  O u g h tn ’t  w e to  h a v e  b ro u g h t a 
d o cto r?  H o w  sh all w e g e t h im  
h o m e ?  O h , m y  p o o r  b o y !”

A n d e rso n  h a d  a lrea d y  assured her  
a d ozen  tim e s  t h a t  all a rran gem en ts  
h a d  b een  m a d e , b u t  she still seem ed  
in  d o u b t. I t  w as a  relief w h en  she  
le ft  th e m  an d  w a n d ered  o u tsid e.

“ Y o u  h a v e n ’t  ea ten  a n y th in g , 
S o n d r a ,”  A n d e rso n  said .

“ I ’m  n o t  h u n g r y .”
Sh e loo k ed  a t h im  w ith  indifferent  

e y e s ; he w a s so c a lm  an d  u n d is­
tu rb e d , an d  y e t  if  he lo v e d  her he  
m u s t su rely  b e  su fferin g.

Sh e sa id , w ith  su d d en  irrelevan ce:
“ I  w o n d er w h a t ’s b ec o m e o f  

F lo r a ?  I t  seem s fu n n y  she h as  
n ev er w ritte n  to  m e .”

“ W h a t  m a d e  y o u  su d d e n ly  th in k  
o f h e r?”

S h e sh ru gged  her sh ou ld ers. “ P e r ­
h a p s b ecau se  I  w a n t to  d o  w h a t she  
d id — run a w a y  fr o m  a  m a n  I  d o  n o t  
lo v e .”

H e  m a d e  n o  an sw er, a n d  she asked  
p resen tly :

“ I  w on d er w h a t y o u  are th in k in g  
a b o u t? ”

H e  sm iled  a litt le . “ I  dare sa y  m y  
th o u g h ts  are v e r y  m u c h  th e  sa m e as 
y o u rs , S o n d ra . P e rh a p s  I  a m  w o n ­
derin g  w h y  w e h a v e  m a d e  su ch  a 
m ess o f ou r liv e s ,”

“ Y o u  h a v e n ’t  m a d e  a m ess o f  
y o u rs . Y o u ’v e  g o t e v e ry th in g  y o u  
can  p o ssib ly  w a n t .”

H e  le t th a t  p a ss , and  a fter  a m o ­
m e n t she b rok e  o u t again .

“ I  d o n ’t  k n o w  w h y  y o u  b o th e r  
a b o u t us a t  a ll. W e ’re n o t y o u r  
r e sp o n sib ility .”

“ I  n a tu ra lly  feel an in terest in  
M e r r im a n , seein g  th a t  I  sen t h im  
a b ro a d . I  w a n t to  d o  th e  b est I  
ca n  fo r  h im .”

H e r  m o u th  q u iv e re d , b u t  she a n ­
sw ered b itte r ly : “ I ’m  sure I  a m
v e r y  g ra te fu l to  y o u , on  h is b e h a lf, 
a t  le a st, J o h n .”

H e  lean ed  his a rm s on th e  ta b le , 
lo o k in g  across a t  her w ith  ste a d y  
ey e s .

“ S o n d ra , w h y  w ill y o u  p ersist in  
h u rtin g  m e  so ? C a n ’t  y o u — c a n ’t  
w e b o th  th in k  a  little  o f th e  p o or  
fe llo w  w h o is co u n tin g  th e  m o m e n ts  
till h e  sees y o u  a ga in ? D o n ’t  le t ’s 
b e c o w a r d ly .”

H e r  eyes flash ed  a n g rily . “ I  d o n ’t  
k n o w  w h y  y o u  sa y  ‘ w e .’ I t  h as  
n o th in g  to  d o  w ith  y o u . I  d o n ’t  
w a n t y o u  to  ca rry  m y  tro u b le s , an d  
a n y w a y , I  a m  a  co w a rd ! I t ’s th e  
w a y  I ’v e  b een  b r o u g h t u p , I  su p ­
p o se . I t ’s a ll v e r y  w ell for y o u  to  
ta lk . Y o u ’re free , b u t  I  w on d er h ow  
y o u  w o u ld  lik e  to  b e  m e — tie d  h a n d  
an d  fo o t  to  so m e one y o u  d o n ’t  care  
fo r ? ”

“ D o n ’t y o u  th in k  I ’v e  experien ced  
it?  B u t  I  a lw a y s  tried  n o t to  fo rg e t  
th a t  it w as m y  ow n  fa u lt .”

“ I  d o n ’t  see h o w  th a t  h e lp s ,”  she  
said  a lm o st su lle n ly ; she p u sh ed  b a c k  
her ch air a n d  rose as M r s . M e r r i­
m a n  ca m e  h u rry in g  b a c k  to  th e m .  
“ I f  she asks a n y  m o re  q u estio n s I  
sh all screa m ,”  S o n d ra  said  h a lf h y s ­
teric a lly .

M r s . M e r r im a n  w as flu sh ed  an d  
e x cite d ; th e  b o a t  w as c o m in g  u p  th e  
river she said to  A n d e rso n  in  a  tr e m ­
b lin g  v o ice . S h e ign ored  S o n d ra .
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Sondra knew that Mrs. Merriman disliked her and disapproved of her, 
but it did not seem to matter; nothing mattered. She drank some coffee 

but she could not eat.

S h e sped  a w a y , a  p a th e tic , an xiou s  
figu re, an d  S o n d ra  a n d  A n d e rso n  
lo o k e d  a t  o n e  a n o th er sile n tly .

“ H o w  she h a te s  m e ,”  S o n d ra  said  
'W e ll , I  d o n ’t  ca re .”

S h e  p ick ed  u p  her c o a t . “ I  sup-
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p o se  w e m u s t  g o .”  B u t  w h en  he  
w o u ld  h a v e  m o v e d , she sp ok e his  
n a m e : “ J o h n !”

“ Y e s .”
“ I f  I  c a n ’t  b ea r it— if I  h a v e n ’t

g o t  th e  cou rage--------- ”
“ Y o u  w ill h a v e , S o n d ra ,”  h e  b rok e  

in .
Sh e la u g h ed  m ise ra b ly . “ Y o u  sa y  

th a t  b ecau se  y o u  d o n ’t  w a n t m e  a n y

m o re , I  su p p o se , I  su p p ose y o u ’ll 
m a r r y  so m e b o d y  else a n d  fo rg e t all 
a b o u t m e .”

A n d e rso n  said  n o th in g , b u t  his  
fa ce  tw iste d  in to  lin es o f p a in  an d  
grew  d e a th ly  p a le .

S h e m a d e  a  h a lf m o v e m e n t  
to w a r d  h im , th e n  ch eck ed  h erself, 
a n d  to g e th e r  th e y  w e n t o u t again  
in to  th e  rain .

TO BE CONCLUDED.

C O N T E N T

p E A C E ,  an d  th e  q u ie t tw ilig h t, 
F lo w ers on  th e  w in d o w  sill,

S o ft  lig h ts  th a t  w a rd  th e  sh ad ow s  
A n d  w h isper th e  h ea rt, “ B e  s t ill !”

F in gers t h a t  tw in e  to g e th e r ,
L ip s  th a t  so ft ly  m e e t ,

A n d  p a r t  b u t  to  m e e t an d  linger  
A g a in  in  kisses sw eet.

F a ith , a n d  a n  u n d ersta n d in g  
T h a t  h as n o  n eed  fo r  sp eech ;

H e a r ts  t h a t  h o ld  c o m m u n io n  
I n  silen ce, each  to  ea ch .

P e a ce , an d  a  strain  o f m u sic ,
T h e  n ig h t o ’  th e  d a y  fo r  rest,

D r e a m s  as th e  sh ad o w s g ath er,
A n d  lo v e  a t  th e  e n d  o f th e  q u e st.

A .  L e s l i e .



The Bracelet
By J. U. Giesy

IT  g lin ted  on L illia n ’s w rist th a t  
m o rn in g  as she le ft th e en tran ce  
o f th e  w a lk -u p  a p a r tm e n t she  

sh ared  w ith  her sister an d  her sis­
te r ’s h u sb a n d — ju s t  a  b it  o f co s ­
tu m e  je w e lr y , a circle o f w h ite  gold  
set w ith  ston es w h ich  loo k ed  like  
sapphires a n d  d ia m o n d s, b u t
w eren ’t .

Sh e ey ed  it w ith  a su d d en  feelin g  
o f d ista ste  as she hu rried  to w a rd  th e  
su b w a y .

B o b  h a d  g iv en  it  to  her on her  
b ir th d a y . S h e rem e m b ered  h ow

a d o rin g ly  he h a d  loo k ed  at her w h en  
she open ed  th e  b o x , recalled  his  
w ord s:

“ I  h op e y o u  like it , sw e eth ea rt. 
I t ’s rath er n ice, I  th in k . O f  course  
th ose  a re n 't  real d ia m o n d s an d  sa p ­
ph ires, b u t m a y b e  th e y  w ill be som e  
d a y . I ’m  g o in g  to  w ork  h a rd . A fte r  
w e ’re m arried  y o u ’ll h a v e  lots of 
je w e lr y .”

M a r rie d ! D ia m o n d s  an d  sa p ­
ph ires! A n  o d d  sm ile  tw isted  L il ­
lia n ’s so ft  lip s. I t  w as as th o u g h  she 
w ere silen tly  la u g h in g  a t B o b , w h o

L S-8E
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w as o n ly  a  sh ip p in g  clerk  in  th e  im ­
p o rtin g  h ou se w here she w as e m ­
p lo y e d  as sten og rap h er. T h e r e  w as  
sm a ll ch a n ce  th a t  she w o u ld  ever  
w ear d ia m o n d s an d  sapphires as 
B o b  V in c e n t ’s w ife .

H e r  ey es, like liv in g  sap p h ires, 
d ark en ed . H e r  sm ile  th in n e d . M a r ­
riage? S h e h a d  seen  q u ite  a little  of 
m a rriage since she h a d  b eg u n  to  live  
w ith  M a e  an d  Joe.

O f cou rse , Joe w a s n ice. A n d , of 
cou rse , i t  w a sn ’t  h is fa u lt  t h a t  he  
h a d  b een  sick , an d  lo st his jo b , and  
b een  u n ab le  to  fin d  a n o th er. M a r ­
riage as an  in stitu tio n  w as a ll r ig h t, 
L illia n  a greed . T h e  tro u b le  w as th e  
w a y  it  so m etim es  w ork ed  o u t.

O n e e x p ected  to  b e  so  h a p p y . M a e  
h a d  e x p ected  it . A n d  th e n  h a d  co m e  
sickn ess, th e  loss o f a jo b , a n x ie ty , 
w o rry . T h a t  m o rn in g  th ere h ad  
b een  n o  m ilk  for th e  b a b y , n o  crea m  
fo r  L illia n ’s co ffee , b ecau se th e  m ilk  
b ill h a d  b een  so lo n g  u n p a id . She  
h a d  g iv e n  M a e  te n  d ollars. I t  w as  
a  g oo d  th in g  she h a d  been  a b le  to  
d o  so , a g o o d  th in g  she still h a d  her  
jo b .

M a e  p u zz le d  her a t  tim e s . L o v e  
w as all r ig h t. A n d  M a e  lo v e d  Joe, 
h a d  b een  cra zy  a b o u t h im  ev er since  
she h a d  first m e t h im . B u t  a fter  all, 
it  w as a m a n ’s p lace  to  su p p ort his  
w ife an d  ch ild . M a e  w as a lw ay s  
fin d in g  excuses fo r  Joe in  his failu re  
to  do  so , a lw a y s p o in tin g  o u t th a t  
he tried . L illia n  k n ew  th a t  he h a d , 
b u t th a t  w a sn ’t  e x a c tly  th e p o in t.

W h a t  she w as a c tu a lly  co n sid er­
in g  n o w  w as a  th in g  su gg ested  b y  
th e  w h ite -a n d -h lu e  lig h ts o f her 
b ra ce let. I t  w a s rath er h ard  t o  p u t  
in to  w o rd s. B u t  ro u g h ly , it  w as  
th a t  m a rria g e  m ig h t co m e  to  be v e ry  
m u c h  like th e  irridescen t settin g s b y  
w h ich  th ose  lig h ts w ere g iv en  off—  
a  sort o f  c o m p ro m ise  in  w h ich  a  
m a n , n o  m a tte r  h o w  sincere his 
h op es a n d  e n d ea v o rs, m ig h t b e  c o m -  
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p elled  to  g iv e  to  a  lo v e d  one n o t  
th e  fu ll m e asu re  o f h is p ride or h is  
a m b itio n , b u t  so m e lesser th in g , 
so m e im ita tio n . M a r r ia g e  itse lf  
m ig h t b e c o m e  n o t th e  fu lfillm en t o f  
h op es and  d rea m s, b u t  a th in g  th a t  
fe ll sh ort o f th e m , an im ita tio n .

S u d d e n ly  h er sm ile  b e c a m e  a  
b rittle  la u g h . S h e h a d  b e e n  m e a n ­
in g  to  sp en d  th e  te n  d ollars she h a d  
g iv en  M a e  fo r  g lo v es  a n d  a  p a ir  o f  
sh oes. S h e d id n ’t  r e a lly  need  th e m ,  
b u t she h a d  w a n ted  to  w ear th e m  to  
d in n er an d  th e  th ea ter  w ith  B o b  t o ­
m o rro w  n ig h t, an d  so en h an ce her  
p in k -a n d -w h ite  a ttra ctiv e n e ss  in  his  
ey es. H e r  h ard  little  sm ile  re­
tu rn e d . H o w  u tte r ly  silly  it w as fo r  
a  girl to  seek  to  en h an ce her ch a rm  
in  th e  ey es o f  a n y  m a n , un less h e  
w ere in  a p o sitio n  t o  g iv e  h er real 
d ia m o n d s a n d  sap p h ires in ste a d  o f  
im ita tio n s !

O f cou rse B o b  w a s a  d arlin g , 
th e  n icest m a n  she h a d  ever m e t .  
A lm o s t  u n co n sc io u sly  she q u ick en ed  
her step . H e  w o u ld  b e  w a itin g  fo r  
h er. H e  w a ite d  e v e ry  m o rn in g  to  
ride d o w n to w n  w ith  her to  w o rk . 
T h a t  h a d  b een  goin g  on  fo r  m o n th s .

H e r  eyes p ick ed  o u t h is sta lw a rt  
y o u n g  figure at th e  s u b w a y  en tran ce , 
m a rk e d  th e  w e lc o m in g  sm ile  o n  h is  
fa c e  as she a p p roa ch ed .

“ H e llo , L illik in s !”  he said , d ro p ­
p in g  tw o  n ick els in to  th e  tu rn stile .

“ H e llo ,”  she retu rn ed . E v e n  in  
her ow n  ears, th e  w ord  so u n d ed  
stran g ely  fla t. “ L illik in s”  w as B o b ’s 
p e t n a m e  fo r  h er, a n d  u n til th a t  
m o rn in g  she h a d  lo v e d  it . Y e t  n o w  
it  g a v e  her an  in d efin ab le  fee lin g  o f  
o ffen se . T h e r e  w as an  assuran ce  
a b o u t it, a  h in t o f p o ssessiven ess  
w h ich  she recogn ized  an d  in  a  v a g u e , 
u n p le a sa n t w a y  resen ted .

“ W h a t ’s th e  m a tte r ? ”  B o b  wras  
q u ick  to  n o te  her m o o d .

“ W h y ,  n o th in g .”  S h e  m o v e d  a  b it  
closer to  th e  ed g e  o f th e  p la tfo r m .
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“ Y o u  a ren ’t  sick , are y o u ? ”  he  
q u e stio n e d . “ Y o u ’ll be all set to ­
m o rro w  n ig h t? ”

T o -m o r r o w  n ig h t! T h e  w ords  
stirred a fresh  spirit o f perversen ess  
in  h er. H e  m e a n t th e  dinn er and  
th e a te r , o f cou rse , fo r  w h ich  she h a d  
m e a n t to  b u y  th e  g lo v es a n d  sh oes. 
T h e y  h a d  b een  p lan n in g  it  for d a y s . 
B u t  n ow  e v e ry th in g  w as u p set. Sh e  
h ad  g iv en  M a e  th e  ten  d ollars. A n d  
girls w ere a lw a y s  m a k in g  fo o ls  of 
th e m se lv e s  o v er  m e n  w h o  g a v e  th e m  
n o th in g  b u t  lo v e .

“ O h , I ’m  all r ig h t ,”  she said  as 
th e  tra in  roared  in . “ B u t  w e m ig h t  
as w ell call th a t  d a te  off, I  g u e ss .”  

“ C a ll it o ff? ”  B o b ’s v o ice  w as fu ll 
o f d ism a y . H is  fa ce  w as b o th  p u z ­
zle d  a n d  tro u b le d , w h en  th e y  h ad  
fo u g h t  th eir w a y  in to  th e  tra in . 
“ See h ere, L illik in s , w h a t is th e  
m a tte r ?  D id  y o u  g e t o u t o f bed  
o n  th e  w ron g  side th is m o rn in g ?  
Y o u ’v e  b een  c ra zy  to  see th a t  sh ow , 
a n d — — ”

“ O h , d o n ’t  b e  tire so m e , B o b .”  
S h e  sh ru g g ed . Sh e k n e w  she h ad  
h u rt h im , a n d  in  so m e v a g u e , u n ­
h a p p y  w a y  she wTas g la d . “ I ’ve  
s im p ly  ch a n ged  m y  m in d . W o m e n  
are like th a t , y o u  k n o w . Y o u  can  
ex ch a n g e th e  tic k e ts , c a n ’t y o u ?  
O r ” - —she p a u se d , and  th en  urged b y  
th e  im p s o f d issatisfa ctio n  w ith in  
h er , a d d ed — “ ta k e  so m e b o d y  e lse .”  

“ L i l ly !”  B o b ’s v o ice  w as startled , 
sh o c k ed . I t  occurred to  her th a t  he  
m ig h t h a v e  sp o k en  her n a m e in the  
sa m e m a n n er  if she h a d  stru ck  h im
in  th e  fa ce . “ L illik in s, w h a t---------”

“ O h , n o th in g !”  she cu t h im  off. 
H is  expression  m a d e  her h a lf regret 
h er w ord s. Sh e drew' a deep  b rea th . 
“ I t ’ s ju s t  th a t  I ’v e  b een  th in k in g  
a b o u t  M a e  an d  Joe a n d  p eop le  like  
us. Y o u  k n o w  h o w  th in g s h a v e  been  
w ith  th e m  since Joe w7as s ick .”

B o b  d id . H e  h a d  ca lled  at th e  
a p a r tm e n t several tim e s .

L illia n  w a ited  u n til he n o d d e d . 
T h e n  she w e n t o n : “ A n d  i t ’s all
wTron g , B o b . I t ’s a m ista k e  for a 
cou ple to  sta rt o u t w ith  n o th in g  to  
fa ll b a c k  o n , th e  w a y  th e y  d id . I ’m  
n o t b la m in g  J o e , e x a c tly , b u t  if he 
d o esn ’t  find  so m e th in g  soon , M a e  
w ill h a v e  to  go  o u t and  g et a jo b  
a n d ” — her lip s tw iste d  w r y ly — “ let  
h im  sta y  h o m e a n d  ta k e  care o f the  
b a b y . T h a t ’s a ll r ig h t, to o , I  su p ­
p o se , ex cep t th a t  if t h a t ’s m a rriage, 
I ’m  n o t h a v in g  a n y , th a n k  y o u . A n d  
th e  sa m e th in g  m ig h t  h a p p e n  to  us. 
W i t h  w h a t w e h a v e  to  sta rt w ith , 
w here w o u ld  wTe .b e  if a n y th in g  
sh ou ld  h ap p en  to  u p se t th e  b u d g e t? ”

“ W e ’d h a v e  each  oth er and  lo v e .”  
B o b ’s v o ice  w as as so ft  as a  caress. 
“ W e ’d h a v e  th a t , L illik in s, w h eth er  
w e h a d  a n y th in g  else or n o t .”

“ L o v e ? ”  she rep ea ted , and  
lau g h ed . “ O h , o f cou rse. I  m ig h t  
h a v e  k n o w n  y o u ’d sa y  th a t . B u t  
lo v e  isn ’t  en ou gh  th ese  d a y s , B o b .  
M a e  a n d  Joe h a d  lo v e . B u t  I  like  
to  e a t . I ’m  fu n n y  th a t  w a y . A n d  
I ’m  n o t w illin g  to  ta k e  th e  ch an ce. 
I ’ve no in ten tio n  o f m a rry in g , u n ­
less---------”  A b r u p t ly  she b rok e off.

“ U n less  w h a t? ”  B o b ’s g ra y  ey es  
held  h er, ch allen ged  her.

“ U n le ss  I  m a rry  so m e b o d y  w ith  
m o re th a n  a sh ip p in g  c lerk ’s jo b  b e ­
h in d  h im ,”  she d eclared  w ith  a su d ­
d en , p a ssio n ate  force .

“ I  see ,”  B o b  sa id , and  w as silen t  
w hile th e  train  p o u n d ed  on b etw een  
ech oin g  w alls. H is  face  w as w h ite  
an d  d ra w n . I t s  strain ed  lines 
tu g g e d  at L illia n ’s h ea rt. A fte r  all, 
he w as nice and  she did like h im . 
B u t , th e n , M a e  h ad  fe lt  th e sam e  
w a y  a b o u t Joe, did y e t . L illia n  
fo u n d  h erself w ish in g , th o u g h , th a t  
she h a d  n o t said w h a t she h a d  a b o u t  
m a rry in g  so m e b o d y  else. Sh e w ished  
su d d en ly  th a t  she h ad  n o t h u rt h im  
q u ite  so m u c h  as she a p p a ren tly  h a d .

T h e  tra in  grou n d to  a sto p  at
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th eir sta tio n . S ile n tly  th e y  c lim b e d  
th e  sta irw a y  to  the street.

“ I  h o p e d  y o u ’d  u n d e rsta n d ,”  she  
said  a t la st.

“ O h , I  u n d ersta n d , I  g u e ss ,”  B o b  
assured her in  a  m a n n er  th a t  h in ted  
o f th in g s im a g in e d  rath er th a n  
p ro v e d .

A n d , w o m a n lik e , she cou ld  n o t  
lea v e  it th a t  w a y . “ W h a t  do  y o u  
m e a n ? ”  she a sk ed .

“ M e a n ? ”  H e  g a v e  her a  q u ick  
g lan ce as th e y  w a lk ed . “ W h y ,  n o th ­
in g , I  g u ess, e x ce p t th a t  y o u ’re 
a fraid  th a t y o u  d o n ’t  care e n o u g h .”

T h a t  w as th e m a n ’s p o in t o f v iew . 
M e n  n ever seem ed  to  realize th a t  a 
girl risked m ore in m arriage th a n  a 
m a n  becau se it filled her life  c o m ­
p le te ly . B u t  c o m in g  fr o m  B o b , th e  
rem a rk  m o v e d  h er, n ev erth eless. 
L ik e  one in pain  she set her lips  
a ga in st reto rt. T h e y  w e n t on  in 
silence, w here as a rule th e y  c h a tte d  
an d  lau g h ed .

“ O r m a y b e ,”  h e said  ju s t  before  
th e y  reach ed  th eir d estin a tio n , 
“ th ere ’s so m e b o d y  w h o isn ’t  ju s t  a 
sh ip p in g  clerk . I s  th a t  i t ? ”

“ N o !”  Sh e ca u g h t h er b rea th  in  
a d ry  so b , so th a t  she le ft  h im  sta r ­
in g  as she tu rn ed  a w a y  to w a rd  her  
office. S h e w as fu riou s w ith  h im , 
fu riou s w ith  h er o w n  rebelliou s  
h e a rt, as sh e settled  h erself a t her  
d esk .

A n d  p erh ap s th a t  w as w h y  she 
sm iled  a t R e g in a ld  M a r n le y  w h en  he  
p a u sed  b esid e her d e sk  an  h ou r  
la ter .

O f cou rse she h a d  sm iled  w hen  
he h ad  addressed  her on fo rm er o c­
casion s. O n e did th a t  w ith  a ju n ior  
m e m b e r  o f th e firm , w h o  w as b o th  
d a rk ly  h a n d so m e  an d  rich . B u t  she  
h ad  n ev er sm iled  in q u ite  th e  sam e  
w a y  as th a t  m o rn in g . Sh e h a d  read  
an in terest b e y o n d  a n y  q u estio n  o f  
bu sin ess d eta il in his m a n n er to w a rd  
h er o f la te .

A n d  th o u g h  she h ad  n ev er once  
th o u g h t o f M a r n le y  d u rin g  her ta lk  
w ith  B o b , she flu sh ed  a trifle n ow  
b en ea th  th e  sm ilin g ly  d irect g lan ce  
of his con fid en t b ro w n  ey es.

“ G o o d  m o rn in g , M r .  M a r n le y ,”  
she said .

“ G o o d  m o rn in g , M is s  M o r r is .  
H o w  w ou ld  y o u  like to  ch a n ge y o u r  
jo b ? ”

H e r  h ea rt fa ltered , flu ttered , b e ­
gan  to  race . F o r  an in sta n t she  
th o u g h t o f d ism issa l. A n d  th en  she  
co n tro lled  th e  su d d en  p a n ic  th e  
th o u g h t ex cited . “ J u st h ow  do y o u  
m e a n ? ”  she a sk ed .

“ I  m e a n  a b e tte r  o n e ,”  M a r n le y  
replied . “ I t ’s like th is . I ’v e  a lo t  
o f special w ork  and  t h e y ’re g iv in g  
m e a p riv a te  sten og rap h er to  h elp  
m e o u t . T h e  jo b ’s y o u rs if  y o u  w a n t  
to  tr y  it . I t  m ean s m o re  p a y , o f  
c o u rse .”

“ Y o u  th in k  I  can h an d le  i t ? ”  
L illia n  te m p o rize d . T h e  su gg ested  
ch a n ge w as th e last th in g  she h a d  
been  ex p ectin g .

M a r n le y  n o d d e d . “ O f cou rse . 
I ’v e  been  w a tch in g  y o u r  w o rk .”

“ T h e n  I ’d like to  tr y  i t ,”  L illia n  
decid ed .

“ A ll  r ig h t. P ic k  u p  y o u r  p o w d er  
p u ff an d  eraser, finish y o u r  w o rk , 
and co m e in to  m y  office.”  M r .  
M a r n le y  w a lk ed  off.

In  a d a ze , L illia n  fo llow ed  his  
direction s. C o m p le tin g  th e  p age in  
her m a ch in e , she filed it w ith  th e  
oth ers she h ad  ty p e d  th a t  m o rn in g , 
th en  w alk ed  in to  M a r n le y ’s office.

“ F in e !”  he greeted  h er, an d  w a v ed  
his h an d  a t a ty p ew riter  an d  a d esk . 
“ N o w  le t ’s fly  a t i t . I ’m  u p  to  m y  
n eck  in w o r k .”

A n  h ou r o f d icta tio n  fo llo w e d , an  
h ou r w h en  L illia n ’s fin gers flickered  
a b o v e  the k e y s . W h e n  she h ad  fin ­
ish ed , M a r n le y , g la n cin g  o v er  th e  
pile  o f le tters , ca u g h t her h a n d  to  
spread  it o u t on his o w n , p a lm  u p .
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“ C le v e r  little  fin g ers!”  he said , sm il­
in g . “ T im e  to  feed  th e m . C o m e  
on . L e t ’s ta k e  th e m  to  lu n c h .”

L illia n  flu sh ed . Sh e drew  her  
h an d  a w a y . In s t in c t  w h ispered  to  
h er th a t th e  m a n  sh ou ld  be rep u lsed , 
b u t b efore  she cou ld  fra m e a su itable  
refu sa l, he grin n ed  a t  her d isarm ­
in g ly .

“ N o w , n o w , rem e m b er th a t  
H e a v e n  p ro te cts  the w ork in g  girl, 
and le t H e a v e n  a tte n d  to  its jo b .  
W h y  do y o u  su p p ose I  p ick ed  y o u  
ou t as m y  special sten o g ra p h er?”

“ W h y ,  becau se y o u  n eeded  o n e ,”  
L illia n  sta m m e re d . T h e  m o m e n t  
th e w ords le ft  her lips she k n ew  th ey  
sou n d ed  silly .

“ O h , p o s it iv e ly .”  R e g in a ld  M a r n -  
ley  la u g h ed . “ B u t  m a in ly  becau se  
y o u ’re a d istu rb in g ly  a ttra c tiv e  girl, 
an d  I ’v e  a d m ired  y o u  fr o m  afar for  
m o n th s .”

A p p a r e n tly  he m e a n t ex a c tly  
w h a t h e sa id . H e  p ro v ed  it  as tim e  
w e n t o n . F a te  seem ed  to  h a v e  
ta k en  her a t her w o rd , p laced  her in  
a p o sition  to  do  th e  v e ry  th in g  she 
h a d  to ld  B o b  V in c e n t she m ig h t do  
— m a rry  so m e b o d y  w ith  m ore th an  
a sh ip p in g  c lerk ’s jo b  beh in d  h im .

W h e th e r  th e y  lu n ch ed  or dined or 
d a n ced  or rode in M a r n le y ’ s h ig h - 
pow ered  roa d ster , he a lw ay s treated  
her w ith  resp ect. A n d  w h en  a m a n  
o f his ty p e  a d o p te d  th a t  a ttitu d e  
to w a rd  a girl in her p o sitio n , th ere  
w a s, she fe lt , o n ly  one reason  
w o rth y  o f co n sid era tio n . She m ig h t  
be his p la y g ir l n o w , b u t  later  he w as  
g oin g  to  p ro p ose , un less all in d ica ­
tion s w ere at fa u lt.

A s  for B o b , she h a d  seen n oth in g  
m ore o f h im  th a t  first d a y  w hen  
she h a d  ch a n ged  her p o sition . H e  
h a d n ’t  b een  w a itin g  for her at th e  
su b w a y  th e n ext m o rn in g . B u t  th a t  
n ig h t he h a d  ca lled  a t th e  a p a rt­
m e n t , and  th e  call h a d  n o t been  a  
su ccess. T h e  m o m e n t he open ed  th e

d o or, she realized  th a t h e w as d if­
feren t. H e  ev en  loo k ed  a t her d if­
fe re n tly , she th o u g h t.

“ I  hear M a r n le y ’s ta k e n  y o u  in to  
his office,”  he said a fter  a tim e , in  
a ca su al m a n n er th a t  w as all to o  
p la in ly  forced .

“ O h , y e s .”  Sh e n o d d e d . A ll  at  
once she fe lt  g u ilty , as th o u g h  in  
so m e v a g u e  w a y  her a cce p tan ce  o f  
her n ew  p o sition  w as u n fa ir  to  B o b .

F o r  a m o m e n t he m a d e  no fu r ­
th er c o m m e n t. T h e n  he said : “ See  
h ere, L illik in s. D id  y o u  m e a n  w h a t  
y o u  said  th e  o th er m o rn in g  a b o u t  
m a rry in g  for m o n e y ? ”

S h e w as on  th e  d efen siv e  at on ce. 
“ A n d  if  I  d id ?”  she d em a n d ed .

“ W e ll , M a r n le y ’ s g o t m o n e y , all 
r ig h t.”  B o b  sh ru gged .

H is  w ord s filled L illia n  w ith  h o t  
resen tm en t. Im p u ls iv e ly , she b e ­
gan  to  tu g  a t her w rist. Sh e drew  
off th e  b racelet w ith  a jerk .

“ I ’v e  n o  in ten tio n  o f m a rry in g  
a n y  one a t p resen t. B u t  y o u  can  
h a v e  th is b a c k !”  she flared , an d  
th ru st it  inco his h a n d . T h e n  she  
ran  to  her ow n  ro o m , an d  flu n g h er­
self face  d o w n w a rd  on th e  b ed .

A fte r  th a t  she saw  n o th in g  o f  
B o b  for w eek s. H e  k e p t o u t o f her 
w a y . She a ccep ted  th e  fa c t  w ith  a 
certa in  p ride, b u t n o t w ith  a h a p p y  
h ea rt. F o r , a lth o u g h  M a r n le y ’s in ­
terest in her m a d e  life  p lea san t  
en o u g h , she did n ot lo v e  h im . She  
ask ed  h erself over  an d  o ver h ow  she 
w o u ld  answ er th e  q u estio n  she fe lt  
m ore an d  m o re  co n v in ced  he w ou ld  
so m e d a y  p u t  to  her. O v e r  and o ver  
she to ld  h erself th a t  she w o u ld  b e  a 
fo o l to  refu se h im , th a t in  h im  w as  
her ch an ce o f w in nin g all she h ad  
d rea m ed  she m ig h t som e d a y  p o s ­
sess.

Y e t  in  sp ite  o f M a r n le y ’s p o lite , 
con sid erate  tr e a tm e n t o f h er, there  
w ere th in g s a b o u t th e  m a n  w hich  
she did  n o t lik e . F o r  one th in g , he
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"B ob!” she whim­
pered, unmindful of 
t h o s e  about her, 
“ Oh, Bob darling, 
s p e a k  t o  me  —  

please! Can’t you 
hear me? It’s Lil­
lian, and—she loves 

you!”

carried  a flask . H e  a lw a y s lau gh ed  
w h en  she p ro te ste d  aga in st it at 
n ig h t clu b s or a t restau ra n ts w here  
th e y  h a d  dinn er d u rin g  th e  course  
o f a d rive .

O n e  S u n d a y  he d ro ve  fa r  o u t in  
th e  c o u n tr y , and  a sk ed  th e q u estio n  
she h a d  b o th  e x p ected  an d  feared . 
T h e n , su d d en ly  reach in g  th e  d eci­
sion  she h a d  been  so lo n g  u n ab le  to  
m a k e , she h eard herself sa y in g :

“ O h , b u t , R e g g ie , I  ca n ’t  m a rry  
y o u ! I  like y o u  a  lo t , rea lly , b u t it 
isn ’t  en o u g h . I t ’s ju s t  lik in g , R e g ­
gie . I t  isn ’t lo v e .”

H e  g a v e  her a search in g  g la n ce , 
an d  th e n  la u g h ed  sn eerin gly . “ W h y ,  
y o u  little  gold  d igger, y o u ! D o n ’t  
p reten d  y o u  h a v e n ’t  k n o w n  th is w as  
c o m in g  all a lo n g . Y o u  m u st h a v e  
k n o w n  fr o m  th e w a y  I ’v e  treated  
y o u  fr o m  th e  first. Y o u ’re cleverer
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th a n  I  th o u g h t , a ren ’t  y o u ?  Y o u ’ve  
ju s t  been  lea d in g  m e o n !”

“ I  h a v e n ’t ! ”  she cried , h a lf so b ­
b in g . “ A n d  I ’m  n o t a gold  d igger, 
R e g g ie . O f cou rse I ’v e  k n ow n  y o u  
w ere seriou s. A n d  I ’v e  b een  try in g  
to  m a k e  u p  m y  m in d .”

“ Y o u ’re sure y o u ’v e  m a d e  it  u p ? ”
“ Y e s . I  c a n ’t  m a rry  y o u , R e g g ie . 

I  d o n ’t  lo v e  y o u , an d  I  w o n ’t  
c h e a t .”

“ N o ? ”  M a r n le y  p ro d u ced  his 
flask  an d  u n screw ed th e  ca p . “ P o o r  
b u t  h o n est, e h ?  A  girl like th a t . 
W e ll ,  H e a v e n  p ro te cts  ’e m , as I  
th in k  I ’v e  to ld  y o u .”  H e  lifted  th e  
flask  an d  d ra n k .

“ R e g g ie !”  L illia n  p ro te ste d . 
“ P lease  d o n ’t ! ”

“ W h y  n o t? ”  H e  ey ed  her. “ I ’m  
d ro w n in g  m y  sorrow , y o u  k n o w .”  
H e  d rain ed  th e  flask  an d  th ru st it 
in to  his p o c k e t. “ A l l  r ig h t. L e t ’s 
g o .”

H e  started  th e  car a n d  tu rn ed  it  
sa v a g e ly  aro u n d , h ead ed  for tow n  
a t a p ace th a t  sen t her h ea rt in to  
her th ro a t. H e  d ro ve  in  a scow lin g  
silen ce. L illia n  h erself h ad  n o th in g  
to  sa y . A t  le n g th  he flu n g  her a 
ch a lle n g in g  q u estio n :

“ S c a r e d ?”
“ O f course n o t ,”  she d en ied . She  

w as a fraid  th a t  if she a d m itte d  her 
a ctu a l terror, th e  m a n  a t th e w heel 
m ig h t be te m p te d  to  tr y  so m eth in g  
w orse.

“ L itt le  fib b e r !”  h e  reto rted , grin ­
n in g . “ B u t  th ere ’ s n o  need  to  be  
scared . I  th in k  to o  m u c h  o f y o u  
to  h u rt y o u . I  k n o w  h o w  to  d rive , 
flask  or no fla sk .”

A p p a r e n tly  h e d id . H e  k e p t th e  
car a t a reckless speed w ith ou t d a m ­
a ge , b u t  once in h ea vier  traffic , he 
slow ed to  a saner sp eed .

T h e n  th e  a p a rtm e n t b u ild in g  w as  
in  s ig h t. L illia n  scream ed  as M a r n ­
le y  su d d en ly  steered th e  car w ild ly  
t o  one side w ith  a shriek o f b ra k es.

H e  w as to o  la te . T h e r e  w as a 
sicken in g th u d , a soun d o f voices  
sh ou tin g , an d  th en  th e roa d ster  w as  
tilte d  at a  cra zy  angle w ith  one  
w h eel over th e  cu rb .

M e n  w ere ru n n in g  to w a rd  th e  
b o d y  o f a m a n  u p o n  th e p a v e m e n t, 
th e  fo rm  o f a little  ch ild .

M a r n le y  w as s ittin g  stu p id ly  a t  
th e  w h eel, starin g  at th e m .

L illia n  w ren ched  th e  d oor open  
and sp ra n g  o u t.

T h e  m a n ’s lim p  fo r m  w as b ein g  
carried  to  th e  sid ew a lk . S o m e  one  
ca u g h t u p  th e  ch ild . Sh e w as b e ­
g in n in g  to  c ry . L illia n  h a d  a h e a rt-  
arrestin g  g lim p se  o f her little  fa ce . 
I t  w as M a e ’s b a b y !

“ M a r g y !”  she cried , an d  ran  
to w a rd  her. T h e n  she sto p p ed  w ith  
a little  m o a n in g  w h im p er in  her  
th ro a t. Sh e h a d  seen th e w h ite  face  
of th e  m a n  b ein g  b orn e to  sa fe ty . 
F o r  a  single d izzy in g  in sta n t she 
th o u g h t her h ea rt w as g oin g  to  sto p .

I t  wTas B o b ! B o b  w as th e  m a n  
M a r n le y ’s car h a d  stru ck ! B o b  w as  
th e m a n  w h o h a d  sa ved  h er sister ’s 
b a b y  fro m  d ea th  b en ea th  th e  w heels  
of a car in  w h ich  she rode w ith  a 
m a n  w h o w as m o re  th a n  h a lf d ru n k . 
T h e  th o u g h t flash ed  th ro u g h  L il­
lia n ’s m in d  like a searing k n ife .

A n d  all a t o n ce , w ith  n o  con sciou s  
w eigh in g  o f v a lu e s , as p la in ly  as one  
k n ow s p a in  or in stin c tiv e  fear or  
h u n ger, sh e k n ew  th e answ er to  all 
th e  rest o f her life . Sh e k n e w  th e  
m e a n in g  o f lo v e — th a t  fo rev er and  
fo rev er th is m a n  w as hers and  she  
w as h is. N o th in g  else m a tte re d .

“ Is  he a liv e ?”  she g a sp ed , an d  
th ru st her w a y  t o  his side.

“ C a n ’t  sa y  y e t ,”  so m e b o d y  a n ­
sw ered .

Sh e stared  a t  th e  speaker w ith  
du ll ey e s . “ P u t  h im  d o w n  th en  and  
— g et a d o c to r ,”  she d irected . T o  
her it  seem ed  t h a t  if B o b  V in c e n t  
w ere d e a d , she m u st die h erself.
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“ H e re ! L a y  h im  d o w n  an d  let m e  
h old  h im ! C a ll— an a m b u la n c e !”  

A s  she sp ok e, she w en t d ow n  on  
her k n ees. T h e n  she drew  B o b ’s 
h ead in to  th e circle o f her a rm s.

“ B o b !”  she w h im p ered , u n m in d ­
fu l o f th ose  a b o u t her. “ O h , B o b  
d arlin g, sp eak  to  m e — p lease! C a n ’t 
y o u  hear m e ? I t ’s L illia n , and—  
she lov es y o u ! B o b  d ear, open y ou r  
e y e s .”

B u t  B o b  V in c e n t n eith er spoke  
nor m o v e d . L illia n  b ec a m e aw are of 
M a e  beside her w ith  M a r g y  in  her  
a rm s, o f Joe, and  a p o lice m a n , and  
R e g g ie  M a r n le y , w h ite and  shaken  
and sobered b y  th e  accid en t.

“ l i e  ran righ t in fro n t o f m e ,”  she 
h eard M a r n le y  sa y . “ H e  w as a fter  
th e  k id , o f cou rse. She ran in to  th e  
street. I  tried  to  m iss h er, b u t th ere  
w a sn ’t tim e . G e t  h im  in to  m y  car. 
D o n ’t  w a it fo r  an  a m b u la n c e . I ’ll 
ta k e  h im  to  th e  h o sp ita l m y s e lf .”  

“ Y o u ’ll ta k e  n o b o d y  n ow h ere ,”  
th e  p o lice m a n  g ro w led . “ Y o u ’re 
d ru n k  an d  y o u ’re un der a rrest.”  

“ See here, officer, th is m a n  he ran  
o ver is a friend o f o u rs ,”  Joe p ro ­
te ste d . “ C a n ’t  w e tak e  h im  inside  
til! the d o cto r  c o m e s?”

“ S u re ,”  th e officer a ssen ted . “ Y o u  
sh ow  us w here an d  w e ’ll ca rry  h im  
up.”

A s  L illia n  w a tch ed  h im , B o b ’s 
fo reh ea d  su d d en ly  w rin k led . H is  
ey es o p en ed , th en  closed  again . H e  
scow led . L ik e  a fighter n u m b ed  b y  
a stu n n in g  b lo w , he open ed  his eyes  
once m ore and stared  u p  in to  the  
face  of th e girl b en t a b o v e  h im .

"H e l l o !”  h e  m u rm u red  v a g u e ly . 
“ D id  I— g et th e k id ? ”

“ Y e s , d e a r ,”  she to ld  h im . “ Y o u  
saved  h er. S h e ’s all r ig h t. W e ’re 
goin g  to  tak e  y o u  u p sta irs .”

A n  hour later  in her ow n  roo m , 
w here she h ad  in sisted  th a t he be  
ta k e n , she h overed  over h im , p u ttin g  
cold  p a ck s on his h e a d . T h e  d o cto r

h ad  co m e an d  g on e , and  she h a d  h im  
all to  h erself.

T h e n  as she b en t to  ch an ge a 
com p ress on his fo reh ea d , he ca u g h t  
her h an d  an a  held  it . H is  g ra y  eyes  
searched her fa ce .

“ See h ere, L illik in s, d id  M a r n le y  
k n ock  m e  en tire ly  cu ck oo , or were  
y o u  rea lly  h o ld in g  m e in y o u r  arm s  
d ow n  th ere in th e s tr e e t?”

She m e re ly  n o d d e d . H e r  h ea rt w as  
so fu ll she cou ld  n o t tru st h erself to  
sp eak . O n ce  m ore she w as liv in g  
o v er  th a t  d read fu l m o m e n t a fter  she  
h ad  g o tten  o u t of M a r n le y ’s car and  
seen B o b  V in c e n t ’s w h ite face .

A n d  th en  she asked  a rath er su r­
prisin g  q u estio n :

“ B o b , m a y  I  h a v e  m y  b ra celet—
b a c k ? ”

“ L illik in s !”  H is  eyes ligh ted  
sw iftly . “ L illik in s, do  y ou  m e a n  
i t ? ”

L illia n  M o r ris  did  n o t h esita te . 
“ Y e s , B o b ,”  she said , all her n e w ­
fo u n d  k n ow led ge  o f lo v e  sh in ing in  
her fa ce . “ B eca u se— o h , B o b  dear, 
after w h a t h ap p en ed  th is a ftern oo n , 
n o th in g  else m a tte rs  b u t  y o u . I —  
I  k n o w  th a t n ow . I  realized  it th e  
m in u te  I  k n ew  y o u  w ere th e m a n  we  
h ad h it. Y o u  see, w h ile  w e w ere  
d riv in g , R e g g ie  asked  m e  to  m a rry  
h im , an d  I  refu sed . H e ’d been  
drin k in g  and  d riv in g  like a m a d m a n . 
A n d  th en  it— it h a p p e n e d , an d  I  
kn ew  th a t if y o u  were-— dead  an d  I  
c o u ld n ’t be y o u rs , I  d id n ’t care w h a t  
h ap p en ed  to  m e a n y  m ore all m y  
life. A n d — and-------- ”

“ D a r lin g !”  B o b  V in c e n t sa t u p . 
H is  a rm s w en t h u n g rily  a b o u t her 
an d  drew  her close. “ T h a t ’s fu n n y ,”  
he said . “ Y o u  d o n ’t  k n o w  h ow  I  
h ap p en ed  to  be here th is a ftern oo n , 
do y o u ?  O r— h av e th e y  to ld  y o u ? ”

A g a in st  his sh ou ld er, she sh ook  
her h ead .

“ I  h ad  tw o  reasons for c o m in g ,”  
he w en t o n . “ O n e o f th e m  w as th a t
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I ’v e  fo u n d  Joe a jo b . A n d  th e  oth er  
w as th a t  I ’v e  been  g iv en  a p r e tty  
so ft  sp o t m y se lf. T h e y ’re g oin g  to  
p u t  m e  in  ch arge o f th e  w h ole d e ­
p a r tm e n t . I ’ll be rig h t u n d er th e  
su p erin ten d en t h im self. A n d  I  
w a n ted  to  see y o u  an d  tell y o u , ju st  
in  case it  w o u ld  m a k e  a n y  differen ce. 
I  th o u g h t  m a y b e —

“ O h , B o b , d o n ’t ! ”  she in terru p ted . 
A ll  a t on ce she w as w o n d erfu lly  glad  
o f his lo v e , o f his g oo d  fo rtu n e , b u t  
a b o v e  a ll, g la d  th a t  before  she h ad  
k n o w n  o f his n ew  jo b , she h ad  m a d e  
h er ch oice . “ O f cou rse i t ’s p e rfe ctly  
sp len d id  to  th in k  y o u ’v e  b een  p ro ­
m o te d , an d  h a v e  fo u n d  Joe a jo b .  
B u t  I  d o n ’t  care so  v e ry  m u c h  a b o u t  
a n y th in g  else rig h t n ow  ex cep t—  
ju s t  u s. B o b  d ear, w h en  ca n  I  h a v e  
m y  b ra c e le t?”

“ R ig h t  n o w !”  H e  h eld  her v e ry  
close  fo r  a m o m e n t . “ T h a t ’s w h y  
I  said  it  w as fu n n y , w h en  y o u  asked  
m e  fo r  it . I t ’ s in  m y  p o c k e t. T 
b ro u g h t it  w ith  m e  th is a ftern oo n , 
in  case y o u ’d  b e  w illin g  to  ta k e  it  
b a c k . A n d  th e n  w h en  th e y  said  y o u  
w ere o u t w ith  M a r n le y , I  decided  
to  w a it. I  to o k  M a r g y  o u t for a

w alk  to  kill t im e , and  th e  first th in g  
I  k n ew  she h ad  run in to  th e  street  
in fro n t o f th e  car. S o  if y o u  w a n t  
it , sw e eth ea rt, d ig  in to  m y  p o ck e t  
an d  g et i t .”  H e  grin n ed . “ W lia t -  
e v e r ’s in  it w ill b e  y o u rs fro m  n ow  
o n , a n y w a y , I  gu ess. O f  course it  
isn ’t  d ia m o n d s and  sap p h ires. B u t  
th e re ’ll b e  a rin g  n ow — a real one—  
and if I  k eep  o n , I ’ ll b e  able to  g iv e  
y o u  a lo t  a fte r  w e ’re m a rrie d .”

“ O h , B o b  d a rlin g , d o n 't !”  L illia n  
b eg g ed . Sh e fo u n d  th e  b racelet in  
th e  p o ck e t o f his c o a t and  slip p ed  it  
b a ck  on  her w rist. I t  g lin ted  w ith  
b lu e -a n d -w h ite  fires. H e r  b lu e eyes  
so ften ed  to  a m ist o f u n sh ed  tea rs . 
N o w  she k n e w  th a t  its  m a teria l  
v a lu e  did  n o t m a tte r . I t  w as th e  
gen u in en ess n o t o f itse lf b u t  o f th e  
lo v e  b eh in d  it  th a t  m a d e  it m o re  
precious th a n  a n y  d ia m o n d  she  
m ig h t oth erw ise  p ossess. A n d  su d ­
d e n ly  she b e n t h er  h ead  a n d  k issed  
i t .

“ H e r e , h e re !”  B o b  p ro te ste d . 
“ W h a t  a b o u t g iv in g  m e  so m e of  
th ose  k isse s?”

W i t h  a so ft , u n ste a d y  la u g h , she  
su rrendered her lip s to  his.

&r

SONG FO R YOU
' " T H E R E  is g la m o u r in  y o u r  ey es—  

S o ft  th e  so u th  w in d  sighs,
P a le  th e  lo n ely  stars a b o v e ,
W h ile  th e  n ig h t d rea m s o f lo v e .

T h e r e  is ro m a n c e  in  y o u r  sm ile—  
W a it  for m e a little  w h ile ;
L e t  m e p ro ve  th a t  lo v e  is tru e ,
A ll  m y  h e a rt ’s sa v e d  fo r  y o u !

D onald B ayne H obart.
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This is a week when the spirit will run 
rampant. There are planetary influences 
for travel, intermingling of people, activity 
of people, trade, markets stimulated; ex­
citement, new ideas, revolutionary changes, 
spiritual perception, sacrifice, pleasure, ami 
ingenious and new methods of living and 
doing business. All that seems like a large 
order, but the above is an accurate descrip­
tion of the general trend of the planetary 
positions for the week. By this time you 
know that a general transition has taken 
place— the current week continues, the 
changes and individualistic ideas for per­
sonal betterment will be paramount. This 
is a time for leadership, fixed ideas, and 
inspirational planning. The regular cus­
tomers will recall that Kai struck the key­
note of rebirth at Christmas time. Many 
transitions, changes, and upheavals have 
transpired during the past three months, 
and if you have been following this depart­
ment regularly you know that you have 
had the undercurrent explained to you. 
It is almost impossible to interpret for you 
the exact changes that will take place in 
your individual lives, but you may be as­
sured that the trend will be different from 
that which has existed before. Remember 
that a fixed  plan is essential, that while 
there is life there is hope, and when one 
has hope lie has the very seed of existence. 
Do not forget to be tolerant and kind, but 
always keep in mind that we are in an

advancing era. Plodding is necessary at 
this time, but vision is most important.

D A Y  B Y  D A Y
Hours mentioned are Eastern 

standard time
Saturday, To-day has an undercurrent
May of lack of concentration. A
7th spirit of adventure will per-

U  vade the hours. This is an 
excellent d a y for writing, 
commercial endeavor, finan­
cial consideration, intelligent 
procedure, and unusual expe­
riences. Until six thirty-five 
p. m. it would be wise to pro­
ceed very carefully, guard the 
speech and action, and main­
tain personal poise. It is safe 
to follow unusual paths to­
day, if you are sure you have 
yourself under control and 
can handle the unexpected. 
The evening hours are very 
pleasant and expansive and 
most favorable. Some of you 
must remember that you are 
not under favorable aspects at 
this time and must be cau­
tious in anything that you do. 
Consult the “Bom  Between” 
section; those of you who are 
under favorable influences 
will find to-day mixed and ex­
citing, but the developments
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will have an important bear­
ing upon the future months.

To-day is friendly, active, 
p l e a s a n t ,  and profitable.
Friendly contact, pleasures, 
mental pursuits and occupa­
tions will be to the fore. You  
may write, create, visit, study, 
follow recreational and amus­
ing activities, and improve 
your personal outlook and 
mode of thinking. The en­
tire day is favorable after ten 
thirty in the morning. Thursday,

May
The entire day, but particu- 12th 
larly the morning hours, are /V
v e r y  favorable for dealing 
with the opposite sex. The 
general keynote of the day is 
expansiveness. Emotions will 
be uppermost, and we will 
find ourselves infused with a 
spirit of confidence. The su­
perficial aspects will be pleas­
ant and satisfactory until 
noon. From midday until 
two thirty there is a slightly 
unfavorable aspect which will 
produce delays and unsatis­
factory business results. The 
remainder of the day is light 
in tone and very intense, with 
unexpected emotional reac­
tions. It would be wise to 
keep your feelings under con­
trol, act with confidence, but 
keep business formula as a 
keynote of your activity.

This is a very emotional day 
with an undercurrent of nerv­
ousness and fear, and feelings 
will be stimulated and unre- Friday, 
liable. After nine thirty in May 
the evening, be very careful 13th 
of your actions. There is (j)
danger of quarrels and acci­
dents and uncontrolled speech.
If you deliberately allow your­
self to become a party to dis­
putes and angry thoughts, 
you may expect the conse­
quences. This latter aspect is 
particularly active around 
eleven p. m. and midnight.

Until three p. m. to-day there 
is an unfavorable Mars aspect 
which dictates caution to the 
utmost degree, especially just

before the noon hour and in 
the middle of the afternoon—  
E. S. T. The remainder of 
the day until nine thirty p. m. 
is exciting, changeable, and 
tinged with the unexpected, 
although the main planetary 
influences a r e  favorable. 
Around midnight there are 
pleasant, and sociable influ­
ences caused by the planet 
Venus. After that, rest and 
relaxation is the program

This is a very peculiar and 
mixed day. There will be the 
need to sacrifice yourself per­
sonally, especially in domestic 
and emotional matters. Un­
til eight p. m. most activities 
will fluctuate between restric­
tion and hopefulness. The 
afternoon will carry a note of 
levity and joviality, but with­
in w'e will feel serious and 
practical. It would be a very 
good idea to keep all matters 
on a practical and commer­
cial basis to-day, and remem­
ber that you are following a 
set schedule materially and 
personally. The e v e n i n g  
hours are very favorable, and 
this is the best period of the 
day. You will find yourself 
meeting with circumstances 
unexpectedly which will give 
you pleasure. Amusements, 
recreation, dealing with the 
oposite sex, and domestic fe­
licity will be the keynote 
throughout the entire evening 
until six a. m. to-morrow.

Until shortly after ten a. m., 
the morning hours will be un­
satisfactory, delayed, and lim­
ited as to activity. The un­
derlying note will be intense 
and erratic. Excepting this, 
we have an excellent day for 
business from eleven in the 
morning until midnight. You  
can make the results of the 
day beneficial to yourself; 
everything depends u p o n  
your own efforts. After mid­
night the hours are very dan­
gerous, and nothing should be 
done which is not thought out 
beforehand. Do not believe 
all you hear during the late
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evening hours to-day. The 
influences over the week-end 
are very quiet and slow.

IF  Y O U  W E R E  B O R N  B E T W E E N -------

M arch 21st and April 20th 
(Aries c p )

— critical influences are operating for the 
Aries people born between April - 8th and 
14th. These influences will be felt most 
forcibly in the mental attitude of this 
group of Aries people because of compli­
cations in connection with legal affairs, 
difficulties with relatives-in-law, and a criti­
cal state of affairs at a distance. You may 
expect to be greatly disturbed at this time. 
Be careful of accident, do not do anything 
without forethought, and expect your out­
look upon life to undergo a radical change. 
Favorable influences are operating for the 
group born between April 3rd and 7th. The 
aspects will manifest themselves through 
expansive feelings relating to love inter­
est, pleasure, social contacts; there is also 
an indication of favorable results in rela­
tion to religious, scientific, and legal mat­
ters. Those of you who have birthdays 
between March 22nd and 27th, -with spe­
cial emphasis on March 26th birthdays, are 
under mixed influences. Stabilization is 
indicated for this latter group in relations 
with partners, domestic matters, friends, 
hopes, and relatives-in-law. The current 
week will be unsatisfactory emotionally in 
connection with domestic and home affairs, 
but any disturbance of the feelings is tem­
porary.

A pril 20th and M ay 21st
(Taurus y  )

— Taureans born between M ay 8th and 
15th are under favorable directions from 
the planets, and you may expect activity, 
changes, and mental stimulation in rela­
tion to affairs which are hidden from the 
public; in legal matters, personal outlook, 
and in connection with credit and business 
standing your influences are favorable. 
Taureans who were born between M ay 2nd 
and 7th will experience financial difficulty 
at this period in connection with the home, 
property, credit, employment, and emo­
tional distress because of personal limita­
tion economically. If born between April 
21st and 28th, you are under mixed plan­
etary influences. There will be emotional, 
domestic, and partnership difficulties and 
dissatisfaction, with responsibility and hard 
work in connection with business, but there 
will be an undercurrent of pleasantry and

social contact and an increased intuition, 
wit h pleasant developments of love affairs 
and visionary planning in connection with 
income and finances. You should use this 
period for laying thj foundation for future 
advantages and increased financial benefit.

M ay 21st and June 21st
(Gemini )

— the Gemini folks born around June 11th 
are due for changes, creative instincts and 
ability, travel, activity, and general im­
provement in every department of their 
lives; this applies to you who have birth­
days between June 9th and 14th. The ef­
fects of these influences will be felt in mak­
ing contacts, in long-distance travel, in sci­
entific knowledge and developments, in legal 
developments and radio activity. This is 
an excellent time for business and commer­
cial pursuits. The influences are favorable, 
also, for you who were born between June 
3rd and 7th. You may expect your men­
tality to soften and expand, and your re­
lations with other people to be very pleas­
ant; this is a good time to travel, but the 
most significant phase of your personal 
aspects is the accumulation of experience 
and the acquisition of knowledge which 
can be converted into practical channels 
later in the year. Those of you with birth­
days around M ay 26th, and who were born 
between M ay 22nd and 26 th, have mixed 
influences. The favorable quality of the 
planets’ positions for you is a stabilization 
in business, the help of friends and those 
interested in your welfare, and more prac­
tical personal viewpoint, adjustments along 
most lines, but particularly in connection 
with partnerships and associations. Your 
home and domestic situation will be un­
satisfactory and confused, with a definite 
cause for -worry and distress. Keep your 
ideas and activities practical, and do not 
wander into untried paths for the fulfill­
ment of your expectations. It is quite 
possible at this time that you will allow 
yourself to become involved financially 
through friendships and expectations, and 
it would be wise to consider all phases of 
any matter carefully before obligating your­
self.

June 21st and July 21st
(Cancer erg)

— the Cancerians born near July 12th, or 
between July 10th and 17th, are due for 
perplexities and complications in their pri­
vate lives, in connection -with affairs at a 
distance, in business, and in connection 
with institutions. Be very cautious that 
you do not act in such a way at this time
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that your freedom will be jeopardized and 
your status of employment injured through 
reckless acts. This is a restless and dan­
gerous period for you, and you will have 
to act very cautiously. It is a most inop­
portune time for you to make decisions 
of a permanent nature. Those of you with 
birthdays between July 3rd and 8th. espe­
cially if you were born near the Gth, are 
under more favorable and expansive aspects 
than you have been for some time in the 
past. You may take advantage of new 
channels of activity which will improve 
your personal welfare and your opportu­
nities to make money. If born between 
June 22nd and 30th, the current week is 
pleasant and socially satisfactory, with emo­
tional stimulation; but difficulties are in­
dicated in financial conditions of partners.

July 21st and August 22nd
(L e o  VL )

— the planets are placed most favorably 
for the Leo people who were born near 
August oth, between August 10th and 
16th, and especially those with birthdays 
on or near August 12th. There is expan­
sion, changes, travel, opportunities to ad­
vance and increase the income, good con­
ditions for long-distance journeys, science, 
radio, and legal affairs, and special devel­
opments of a personal nature which will 
be satisfying. Now is the time to do 
everything that will improve your environ­
ment and your possibilities for a higher 
mode of existence. The planetary condi­
tions are favorable for those of you born 
between July 24th and 31st, in connection 
with plans and organization of your capa­
bilities for improving your income; but 
partnership and marital affairs will not be 
satisfactory or settled, and there will be a 
definite limitation and critical state of 
affairs in connection with marriage part­
ners.

August 22nd and September 23rd 
(V irg o  p i^ )

— Virgo people with birthdays near August 
20th are under aspects which will produce 
mental confusion and complicated condi­
tions. These people should not allow fear 
to influence their lives or their judgment, 
and should use practical application and 
judgment in all matters, especially in han­
dling anything that affects them person­
ally. I f  you were born between August 
24th and 31st, expect limitation and un­
satisfactory conditions in health, working 
conditions, and financial matters related to 
partnership affairs. Virgo folks born near

September 7th are under favorable condi­
tions from the planets and should use this 
period for creating circumstances which 
may bring definite monetary results in the 
near future.

September 23rd and O ctober 22nd
(L ib ra  -r\-)

— Librans who were born between October 
11th and 18th, and especially near the 13th, 
are due for critical and painful adjust­
ments and complications in relation to legal 
matters, marriage and business partner­
ships, and for mental and spiritual up­
heaval. If born between October 4th and 
11th, new contacts may be made, new 
ideas formed, and new methods put into 
application which will benefit you person­
ally. If this latter group takes advantage 
of this period of expansiveness, 1933 will be 
a very satisfactory year for them. Those 
of you who were born between Septem­
ber 24th and 30th are under difficult emo­
tional aspects during the current week, and 
will find love affairs unsatisfactory; but 
your basic influences are stimulating, intui­
tive, and stable, and this is an excellent 
time for establishing yourself in a business 
■way and for adjusting complications in 
love affairs and in marital conditions, in 
spite of any current indications and de­
velopments which may be annoying.

O ctober 22nd and N ovem ber 21st 
(Scorpio TTL)

— the Scorpio people born near November 
7th will find business dealings and relations 
with employers emotionally and financially 
upsetting at this time, and unfavorable 
conditions surrounding credit and reputa­
tions. Property, real estate, and domestic 
conditions will be unsatisfactory, also, and 
if you can avoid making a sacrifice or ne­
gotiating on important matters during this 
temporary period, you should do so. There 
will be annoyances, changes, quarrels, and 
disputes at this time if born near Novem­
ber 12th, in relation to law, contracts, 
property, and employment. If born be­
tween October 24th and 31st, especially 
near the 29th, land and property consid­
erations will he a source of annoyance just 
now, and personal conditions in the home 
will be upsetting and limited; you have 
other favorable influences at this time, 
however, for building for the future by 
making proper contacts, acting upon your 
“ hunches,” and planning your affairs with 
an eye to money developments in the 
future.
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November 21st and December 20th
(Sagittarius . /  )

— most favorable and advantageous plan- 
etry influences are in force for the Sagit- 
tarians born on or near December 10th 
and December 7th. You should make any 
changes, removals, plans, and personal sac­
rifice which will be beneficial to you com­
mercially and financially. The aspects for 
love affairs and emotional developments arc 
stimulating and good. The current week 
is annoying, unsettled, and dangerous emo­
tionally if born between November 23rd 
and 30th. Be very cautious in making a 
move which will lead to scandal or which 
will injure your economic stability in con­
nection with your credit and your job.

December 20th and January 19th
(Capricorn ] ^ )

— C.apricornians born near January 10th 
will have to control all activities at this 
time, especially the desire to act erratically 
in legal matters, home affairs, property 
dealings, domestic entanglements, and em­
ployment considerations. Delay all impor­
tant decisions until a later date, if possi­
ble. You will be under more favorable 
planetary conditions later in the year, and 
if you will just be patient, you can adjust 
all these complications to your advantage. 
There will be health difficulties, unsatis­
factory working conditions, and restricted 
conditions in connection with the financial 
status of partners, if born the first week in 
January. Better business influences and 
planetary conditions for adjusting all com­
plications are operating for the Capricorn- 
ians born between December 23rd and 80th. 
although the current week is unsatisfac­
tory for dealing with the opposite sex.

January 19th and February 19th
(Aquarius % ?)

— the Aquarians born on or near Febru­
ary 9th are under fundamental influences 
of a favorable nature and should make 
changes and removals gracefully. Take ad­
vantage of new ideas, ingenious methods, 
inventive instincts, a fresh outlook, and 
create living conditions which will be on a 
different plane, but which will improve 
your personal condition. Those of you 
who were born near February 3rd are 
under highly stimulated and emotional in­
fluences, and will find marriage and part­
nership matters trying and very difficult to 
handle. Try to make logical decisions in­
stead of predicating them on your personal 
reactions. If your birthday is between 
January 21st and 29th, the current week

is unhappy and upsetting, and there will 
be confusion and worry in relation to the 
financial affairs of partners. The personal 
aspects of this latter group are restrictive 
at this time, and any activity which will 
test your physical and mental capacity 
should be met cheerfully and patiently.

February I9th and March 21st
(Pisces )

— favorable influences are operating for the 
Pisceans born on or near March lis t . This 
is a good time to adjust your personal con­
ditions so that you can capitalize finan­
cially, increase your efficiency and income, 
and adjust matters which relate to finan­
cial conditions dealing with marriage and 
business associations. Those of you who 
were born between February 20th and 27th 
are under stable conditions fundamentally, 
but you will have to eliminate undesirable 
and worry-producing factors in your life 
and try to think and act logically in solv­
ing problems dealing with marriage and 
business associations. If born around 
March 4th and 5th, you will find working 
conditions, your health, partner’s financial 
affairs, and personal reactions annoying 
and unsatisfactory at this period.

i t ' k ' k - k - k ' k ' k - k - k ' k ' k ' k ' k - k

*  T H E  S T A R  Q U E S T IO N  B O X  *
*  *
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M r. W . L. B., born March 13, 1913, 
Texas, nine thirty a. m.: Yes, music is
your natural forte. If you take dancing, 
I would suggest that you go into a phase 
of this work that incorporates the unusual, 
such as eccentric dancing. Even if you 
go into dramatic work later, training in 
dancing will be valuable to you. I  cannot 
see your voice conditions in your chart as 
being wholly dependable, although your 
voice could be used as an adjunct in help­
ing you to entertain. If you do anything 
in the music line, try the banjo or a wind 
instrument. With application and effort, 
I do not see any reason why you cannot 
succeed in this work. The years 1935, 1936, 
and 1937 are good periods for you.

Miss N . C., born July 29, 1912, four 
thirty a. m.: The latter part of June or
the first two weeks in July is a favorable 
time for you and your fiance to consum­
mate your matrimonial intentions. Your 
charts are well matched.
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Mrs. Ann G., born April 9, 1910, two 
a. m .: Your husband is under better
planetary influences than you are, Mrs. G., 
although a change is indicated. It would 
be better if you allowed him to make the 
decisions at this time, because your judg­
ment is erratic. I  doubt if you will be 
able to continue your grocery business ill 
its present set-up. D o not be alarmed at 
the necessity for change, but you must 
make current changes coincide with your 
environment and possibilities. Later in the 
spring you will be under more favorable 
conditions personally. Try not to be dis­
turbed. After you have used moderation 
and a fair degree of caution, you have 
done everything that you can do. I think 
you will find the results of this adjustment 
more favorable than you anticipate.

What is all this business about marriage? 
Most of my letters this week were apropos 
of marital relationship. No, J. P. K ., I do 
not see how the complications can adjust 
themselves satisfactorily for your marriage 
to R . U. B., born January 6, 1908. Y'ou 
can take my word for it— or not, as you 
please— that your two charts are not a 
successful marriage combination, especially 
in 1932. Your best personal influences for 
marriage are in 1936.

Miss A. S., born M ay 8, 1903, in Sweden; 
man born February' 11, 1903: I do not
advise your marriage, but I am not able 
to judge completely without more definite 
birth data. I would say that the best time 
for you to marry would be in 1937, if you 
are looking for favorable influences for both 
of you. It is almost impossible for me to 
give an astrological judgment on charts, 
where marriage is concerned, without full 
and complete birth data.

Bee, born October 13. 1901, Arkansas, 
nine thirty a. m,: No one realizes more
than the astrologer the difficulties, disap­
pointments, restraint, and restrictions, you 
October people have suffered during the 
past three years. If you will watch the 
“ Born Between” department in this maga­
zine, y'ou will be able to judge fairly well 
the general conditions under which you are 
operating. It is not a question of luck 
— planetary conditions have been putting 
y'ou to the test throughout this period, and 
all the prognosticators of the planetary in­
fluences are aware that the four cardinal 
signs of the Zodiac— Aries, Cancer, Libra, 
and Capricorn— have undergone the test of 
tests. There is a decided improvement in 
your economic status in the spring and sum­

mer of 1933, some minor improvement in
1932, and definite developments in 1934. 
Keep your spirit and courage alive.

Mrs. H. A. B., born December 10, 1900, 
hour unknown, Massachusetts: Glad yTou
liked my article about looking ahead in­
stead of bewailing what might have been. 
As a regular reader you are well acquainted 
with the fact that anything which appears 
in this department is written from a con­
structive and helpful angle— for you, my 
customers. I am very sorry you did not 
include more definite information in your 
letter concerning the time of birth. Your 
chart indicates a change for the better, 
sudden opportunities, and material returns 
throughout the coming spring months and 
in June and July. Most of this will be as 
a result of your own efforts, although your 
husband’s chart reveals changing condi­
tions, too. If you wish to go into business, 
I see no reason why you may not do so. 
Everything ahead for you looks O. K . 
to me.

E. Y ., born February 23, 1908, time un­
known: The general conditions in your
chart are unfavorable for this marriage. 
The date of the man you are interested in 
shows a chart w'hich will be under pres­
sure during the first three months of this 
year and again in September, October, and 
November. If I  were you, I would not 
jump into this matrimonial deal if there 
are complications present of any nature. 
Y'our influences in 1932 are such that you 
are apt to visualize conditions which are 
not present and which will not materialize. 
Judge all factors in the case impersonally 
and look the future squarely in the face 
before you make a move. In marriage one 
should always know the things one is let­
ting oneself in for, if there is any idea of 
permanence in a future life together.

Sorry, Dollie, but I could not possibly 
answer your question concerning a movie 
or stage career without your birth data, in­
cluding the time of birth. I  suspect your 
failing to include this information was an 
oversight. Write me again.

Mrs. A. D . Z., born January 8, 1889, 
New York, eleven p. m .: I  think this
going-back-to-the-farm idea is excellent, 
especially from the standpoint of your hus­
band’s chart. Your personal aspects are 
splendid this fall and in the early part of
1933. As you say, your planetary condi­
tions have been disappointing and frustrat­
ing in the past, but I am personally sold
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on the future possibilities of land values. 
You can make this move any time in the 
early spring that is most convenient for 
you, as your husband’s favorable influences 
are quite O. K ,, especially in June, July, 
and August.

R E A SO N S W H Y  L E T T E R S  A R E  
N O T  A N S W E R E D

M rs . E . A . Z ., S ou th  D a k o ta : Y o u  d id
n o t  send  m e  y o u r  b irth  data.

Mrs. 0 .  C., Pugh, 1891, five a. m.: You
did not send me complete birth data.

Mrs. It. R ., January 12, ?; husband born 
April 18, 1898: You forgot to send me the 
year of your birth.

Mrs. T . M . C., July 10, 1901: You
did not send me the birth data of the 
man in question.

The following have asked for complete 
horoscope readings, which I do not give;

Mrs. W . B., February 28, 1909.
Mrs. L. H ., September 11, 1889.
Mrs. M . M cC., August 11, 1882.
Miss M . G., April 3, 1899.
Mrs. V . R ., January 20, 1899.

E ditor ’s N ote : Questions for  this department are answered only through
Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine. Each reader is allowed to ask one question. 
Be sure to give the fo llow in g  data in your letter: date, month, year, and place o f
birth, the hour o f the day or night, i f  possible, and sex. Address your letters to 
K A I, care o f this magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y .

Statement o f  the Ownership, Manage­
ment, etc., required by the A ct of 
Congress o f  August 24, 1912, of 
Street & Smith’s Love Story M aga­
zine, published weekly, at New 
York, N. Y., for  April 1, 1932.

State of New York, County of New York (a«.)
Before me, a Notary Public, in and for the 

State and county aforesaid, personally appeared 
George C. Smith, Jr., who, having been duly 
sworn according to law, deposes and says that 
he is Vice President of the Street & Smith Pub­
lications, Inc,, publishers of Street & Smith’s 
Love Story Magazine, and that the following is, 
to the hi'St of his knowledge and belief, a true 
statement of the ownership, management, etc., 
of the aforesaid publication for the date shown 
in the above caption, required by the act of 
August 24, 1012, embodied in section 411, Postal 
Laws and Regulations, to w it :

1. That the names and addresses of the pub­
lisher, editor, managing editor, and business 
managers are: Publishers, Street & Smith Pub­
lications, Inc., 79*80 Seventh Avenue, New York, 
N. Y. ; editor, Daisy S. Bacon, 79 Seventh Ave­
nue, New York, N. Y .; managing editors, Street 
& Smith Publications, Inc., 79-89 Seventh Ave­
nue, Now York, N. Y. ; business managers, 
Street & Smith Publications, Inc., 79-89 Sev­
enth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

2. That the owners are: Street & Smith
Publications, Inc., 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New 
York, N. Y .; a corporation composed of Ormond 
G Smith, 89 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y .;

George C. Smith, 89 Seventh Avenue, New York,
N. Y .: George C. Smith, Jr., 89 Seventh Avenue, 
New York, N. Y. ; Cora A. Gould, 89 Seventh 
Avenue, New York, N. Y .; Ormond V. Gould, 89 
Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.

3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees,
and other security holders owning or holding 1 
per cent or more of total amount of bonds, mort­
gages or other securities are: None.

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giv­
ing the names of the owners, stockholders, and 
security holders, if any, contain not only the 
list of stockholders and security holders as they 
appear upon the books of the company, but also, 
in cases where the stockholder or security holder 
appears upon the books of the company as 
trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the 
name of the person or corporation for whom such 
trustee is acting, is given ; also that the said 
two paragraphs contain statements embracing 
affiant’s full knowledge and belief as to the cir­
cumstances and conditions under which stock­
holders and security holders who do not appear 
upon the books of the company as trustees, hold 
stock and securities in a capacity other than 
that of a bona fide owner ; and this affiant has 
no reason to believe that any other person, as­
sociation, or corporation has any interest direct 
or indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other 
securities than as so stated by him.

GEORGE C. SMITH, Jr., Vice President,
Of Street & Smith Publications, Inc., publishers.

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 1st 
day of April, 1932. De Witt C. Van Valken- 
burgh, Notary Public No. 32, New York County. 
(My commission expires March 30, 1934.)



Miss M ary M orris, who conducts this department, w ill see to it that you w ill be 
able to make friends with other readers, though thousands o f miles may separate you. 
It must be understood that Miss M orris w ill undertake to exchange letters only be­
tween men and men, boys and boys, women and women, girls and girls. A ll reason­
able care w ill be exercised in the introduction o f correspondents. I f  any unsatisfac­
tory  letters are received by our readers, the publishers w ould appreciate their being 
sent to them. Please sign your name and address when writing. Be sure to inclose 
forwarding postage when sending letters through The Friendliest Corner, so that 
mail can be forwarded.

Address M iss Mary M orris, Street & Smith’s L ove Story M agazine, 79 Seventh 
Avenue, New York, N. Y.

W H O  d o esn ’t  lo v e  a  g ra n d ­
m o th e r?  H e r e ’s a sw eet old  
la d y  o f s ix ty -th re e  w ith  a ll 

th e  s y m p a th y  and  u n d ersta n d in g  
a n d  gen u in en ess y o u  co u ld  ask . 
G r a n d m a  lives her q u ie t, p ea cefu l  
life  a m o n g  her flow ers, as co n ten te d  
as o n ly  an  o ld -fa sh io n ed  p erson  can  
b e. S o m e h o w  she b rin gs b a ck  th e  
d a y s  o f h o m e m a d e  g in ger cook ies, 
h an d -c ro ch e te d  a fg h a n s , en orm ou s  
h o lid a y  d inners— th o se  ch ild h ood  
d a y s  w e all rem e m b er  an d  like to  
th in k  a b o u t . Sit d o w n  fo r  a g o ssip y  
c h a t w ith  G r a n d m a , w h a tev e r  you r  
age. H e r  w a rm -h e a rte d  sw eetness  
h as a m essage for y o u  all!

Dear M iss M orris: M a y  a gra n d m oth er 
jo in  y o u r  F rien d liest C orn er?  F ill s ix ty - 
th ree years o ld , and as I  ca n 't  leave  the 
h ouse to  m a k e n ew  friends, I ’m  v ery  lon e ly . 
S ixteen  years  a g o , I  su ffered a fa ll w h ich  
has le ft m e v ery  lam e. I  w an t som e friends 
w ith  w h om  I  can  exch an ge  flow er seeds, re­
c ip es, gossip , a n d  in terestin g  le tters . I ’d 
esp ecia lly  lik e  to hear from  w om en  of my

own age, but will be only too glad to hear 
from  any one. Grandma.

L e t  a  F lo rid ia n  tell a b o u t his  
fa m o u s S ta te .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  a y o u n g  m an ,
tw e n ty -o n e  years  o f  age, a g o o d  sport, b u t 
a w fu lly  lon e ly . C o u ld  y o u  en ter m y  S O S  
fo r  P en  P als? I ’m  an on ly  ch ild , b u t n o t 
sp o iled , and  can  tell all a b o u t F lor id a , th e 
lan d  o f  sunshine an d  h ealth , as I ’m  a F lo ­
rid ian  b y  b irth . Healthy Cecil.

C o n su lt  her on  y o u r  su m m er  
w ard rob e.

D ear M iss M orris: I  w on d er if I  co u ld  
en ter y o u r  C orn er. I ’m  a T ex a s  girl, 
tw e n ty -o n e  years o ld , w ith  b row n  hair an d  
eyes. I ’m  esp ecia lly  in terested  in  girls l iv ­
in g  in  L o s  A n geles  or  su rrou n d in g  cities. 
M y  m ain  in terests are k eep in g  up w ith  the 
dress sty les  o f  to -d a y , co lle c t in g  songs, an d  
tin tin g  p ictu res .

Belle of Amarillo.

P u t  y o u r p o e tr y  in her b o o k .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  a w id ow  o f
tw e n ty -f iv e , a n d  h a v e  a little  girl fou r  and
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on e  h a lf yea rs  o ld . I  lo st m y  h u sb a n d  
six m on th s  a g o , a n d  a m  v e ry  lon esom e. 
I ’m  a b ru n ette , fo n d  o f  p o e try . S en d  m e 
y o u r  orig ina l poem s, P a ls, a n d  I ’ll keep  
th em  all in  a b o o k . I ’m  a tten d in g  business 
co lleg e , and  p rom ise  t o  answ er e v e ry b o d y .

E. L, G.

A  ta n g  o f cy n ic ism , a d ash  o f  
d ream in ess!

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  a  m arried
w om a n , tw e n ty -e ig h t years  o ld , a n d  h av e  
b row n  hair an d  eyes. I  lo v e  to  dan ce, 
w rite  letters, and  am  fo n d  o f  th e  w ater. I  
like h orseb a ck  rid ing, h ik in g , readin g , a n d  
I ’m  cy n ica l a n d  d rea m y  a t th e sam e tim e. 
P a ls, b ig  a n d  little , m arried  a n d  single, 
w rite  t o  m e. V irginia R ider.

A  b ir d ’s -e y e  v iew  o f th e  leg al p ro ­
fession .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  a Jersey  girl,
like  sports  o f  all k in ds, as w ell as readin g , 
d a n cin g , tra v e lin g  b y  p lan e, a n d  a h ost o f  
o th er  th in gs m ost girls e n jo y . I ’m  em ­
p lo y e d  in a la w  o ffice , a n d  like  m y  w ork  
v ery  m u ch . W rite  t o  m e, P a ls— I ’ll be 
true to  y ou . Pattie.

R a ilro a d  m e n , tell h im  a b o u t  y o u r
job.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  lon e ly  som e­
tim es, and I  w on d er if y o u  co u ld  find  som e 
P a ls  fo r  m e, esp ecia lly  th ose  liv in g  in  O k la ­
h om a . I ’m  a  C an ad ian  m an , and  w ou ld  
b e  m ig h ty  g lad  to  hear from  ra ilroad  m en , 
a v ia tors , m ech a n ics , or  a n y  on e  in terested . 
W rite , a n d  I ’ ll te ll y o u  a b o u t on e  o f  th e 
p re ttiest P ro v in ce s  in  C a n a d a .

T he Cinder K id.

M o th e r s , te ll her a b o u t y o u r  ch il­
dren .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  a m arried
w om a n  in  m y  th irties, a n d  h av e  tw o  d ar­
lin g  ch ildren . A s b o th  are in  sch ool, I  
h a v e  p len ty  o f  t im e fo r  P en  P als. I  lov e  
d a n cin g , sw im m in g , card s, sew ing, a n d  all 
k in ds o f  fa n cy w o rk  a n d  h ou sew ork . P als 
o f  a n y  age, I  p rom ise  in terestin g  letters.

Peppy Peggy.

D o n ’t m iss her im pression s o f  
m o v ie la n d .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  a y o u n g  m a r­
ried  w om a n  from  C a lifo rn ia , lo ok in g  fo r
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P en  P a ls . I ’v e  lig h t-b ro w n  h air a n d  b lu e  
eyes , am  ra th er ta ll, a n d  con sid ered  a g ood  
sp ort. I  like  sw im m in g , h ik ing, cam p in g , 
a n d  th e  m ov ies , a n d  h a v e  seen several 
stars. G irls, p lease d ro p  a line to

A  California Pal.

D a n c e  cra zy ?  H e r e ’s a k ind red  
spirit.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  ju st an oth er
lon esom e girl lo ok in g  fo r  P a ls. I ’m  a b lu e ­
e y e d  b lon d e , n ineteen  years  o ld . I ’m  sim ­
p ly  c ra zy  a b o u t d a n cin g  a n d  read in g . I  
w ork  du rin g  th e d a y , b u t I  h av e  p le n ty  
o f  t im e  t o  w rite le tters . T h e re ’s n o  age 
lim it, so  co m e  on , e v e ry  one.

Bridgeport Blonde.

T h e  p ro u d , fr ien d ly  m o th e r  o f a 
b o y  p ro d ig y .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’d  lo v e  to  h ave
P en  P als. I ’m  a m a rr ied  w om a n , a n d  h ave 
a  little  b o y , ten  years  o ld , wdio is th e  c o m ­
in g  ca rtoon is t o f  T ex a s . I  spra in ed  m y  
ankle an d  w ill b e  shut in  fo r  a w hile . P a ls, 
let m e  te ll y o u  th e  in terestin g  th in gs a b ou t 
m y  S ta te . Texas Faith.

L o o k  forw a rd  to  h er w o rth -w h ile  
letters.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’ d  lo v e  t o  h av e
P en  P a ls ! I ’m  a  girl o f  tw e n ty -o n e , w ith  
b row n  w a v y  hair a n d  gray  eyes, a n d  I ’m  
an in va lid . I  h a v en ’ t w a lk ed  fo r  e igh t 
years , so  w ou ld  lo v e  to  hear from  girls a n y ­
w h ere a n d  a n y  age. I  am  n o te d  fo r  w r it ­
in g  lon g , in terestin g  letters.

M iss M innesota.

C h o o se  a P a l w h o ’s seen th e  w orld .

D ear M iss M orris: I  h ad  som e P als
b e fo re , b u t  due to  m u ch  tra v e l a n d  sorrow  
I  h ad  t o  lose  to u ch  w ith  th em  all. W o n ’ t 
y o u  girls w rite  t o  m e?  I ’v e  tra v e led  far 
a n d  w ide, and  w ill m a k e an in teresting  
and  h e lp fu l P a l. I ’m  a girl, tw e n ty -tw o  
years  o ld , a n d  h a v e  b la ck  cu r ly  hair and 
d ark  eyes . K ismet.

T h e  g a y  co llege years are lo n ely  
for h im .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  a lo n e ly  c o l ­
lege b o y  in  a  T ex as  co lleg e . I  wTan t co rre ­
sp on d en ts  from  far a n d  w ide. I  n ev er  w as 
so  lo n e ly  in  all m y  life . I ’m  m a jo r in g  in 
ch em istry , lo v e  t o  d a b b le  w ith  p a in ts , and
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lik e  sports . I ’ll send y o u  a q u ick  rep ly , so  
fill m y  m ail b ox , b o y s .

T exas Soph.

A  m o th e r  w ith  th e  w a n d erlu st.

Dear M iss M orris: I ’m  a  m oth er  o f
th ree ch ild ren , an d  w ou ld  like t o  h av e  P als 
from  ev ery w h ere , e sp ecia lly  th ose far  a w a y , 
as I  h av e  a lw ays w a n ted  t o  trav e l. I ’m  
a  tw en ty -s ix -y ea r-o ld  m oth er , a n d  p rom ise 
t o  m a k e m y  letters in teresting .

Blue for Y ou.

S h e ’ll te ll a ll th e  d eta ils  o f a  
n u rse ’s life .

Dear M iss M orris: A lth ou g h  I ’m  n ot
lon esom e, I  w ou ld  like t o  h a v e  loa d s  o f 
P en  P als. I ’m  eigh teen  years  o ld , h ave 
been  in  tra in in g  fo r  a  nurse, a n d  am  go in g  
b a ck  in  th e  sprin g. I ’ d  like  to  hear from  
girls all o v e r  th e w orld , an d  prom ise  an 
answ er t o  e v e ry  on e. D u m m i e .

A n o th e r  girl fo llow s th e  gasoline  
trail.

D ear M iss M orris: I  w ou ld  a p p recia te  
fr ien d s from  across th e  ocea n  an d  from  
e v e ry  S ta te  in  th e U n ion .

I ’m  a girl, tw e n ty -tw o  years  o ld , and 
lo v e  all o u td o o r  sp orts  a n d  m ov ies . I  h av e  
m y  ow n  sp ort co u p e , trav e l q u ite  a b it, 
and  w ill exch an ge  snaps and  v iew s. C om e  
on , all y o u  girls, esp ecia lly  th ose  from  w ay  
o u t W est! K a t i i r e n a .

H e ’ll g iv e  y o u r  bu sin ess a scientific  
an a lysis .

Dear M iss M orris: I ’m  a y o u n g  m an ,
th ir ty -on e  yea rs  o ld , a  grad u ate  o f  th e 
sch oo l o f  business a d m in istra tion  o f  a large 
A m erica n  u n ivers ity . I ’m  estab lish ed  in 
business, b u t  am  q u ite  lon esom e. I ’d  like 
t o  m eet o th er  y o u n g  m en  b etw een  tw en ty - 
e igh t an d  th ir ty -fiv e  years  w h o h av e  som e­
th in g  in  co m m o n  w ith  m e, esp ecia lly  th ose 
in  A rkan sas or M issou ri. I ’m  fo n d  o f  m o v ­
ies a n d  ev ery th in g  con n ected  w ith  th em .

Business M an.

Get your glimpse of society’s most 
exclusive club.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  m a k in g  a p lea
fo r  P en  P als, h ig h -sch oo l and  co lleg e  girls 
from  ev ery w h ere , as I ’m  co lle c t in g  sch ool 
s tickers. W h o ’ll b e  th e first to  w rite? I ’m

a girl o f  n ineteen  an d  a  J u n ior L ea g u e  
m em b er. S o  com e  on , girls, a n d  pep  it u p .

Junior Leaguer.

A  little  verse  w riter m a k e s  her  
p lea .

D ear M iss M orris:
I ’m  a sm a ll-tow n  girl, ju st pa st seven teen . 
I  w an t t o  w rite  to  girls I ’ v e  n ever seen. 
A n  east T ex a s  to w n  is th e  p la ce  w here I  

live ,
A n d  m y  fr ien d sh ip  I ’m  re a d y  to  g ive  and  

g ive . _
N o  m a tter in  w h at far  p la ce  y o u  m a y  be, 
Y’ ou r n o te  w ill b e  answ ered— ju st w rite  

and  see!
H o p in g  to  m eet lo ts  o f  n ew  friends b y  m ail, 
I  n ow  co n c lu d e  th is  lon g , w ea ry  ta le.

Betty of New Boston.

W iv e s , h ere ’ s som e one w h o ’ll u n ­
d ersta n d .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m  a  b ru n ette ,
tw en ty -tw o  years o f  age, h a p p ily  m arried , 
a n d  th e m oth er  o f  tw o  a d ora b le  little  b oy s . 
Su rely  there are m a n y  m a rried  girls w h o  
get lon esom e, as I  d o , o r  w h o  ju st like t o  
w rite , as fits m y  case, a lso. C o m e  on , y o u  
m arried  ones; le t ’s exch an ge  n otes  on  h us­
ban d s or  ch ildren !

M ichigan M other.

B o y s , e n jo y  h is D ix ie  h u m o r.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a V irg in ian
an d  live on  a farm . In  th e even in g , a fter  
ch ores  are don e , I  get lon esom e. M a y b e  
y o u r  P a ls  w ill c o op era te  and w rite to  m e. 
I ’m  a b o y , tw e n ty -f iv e  yea rs  o ld , an d  h av e  
b row n  hair, b row n  eyes, a n d  a great b ig  
sense o f  h u m or. Farmer Buddy.

D r iv e  lon esom en ess fr o m  anoth er  
lo n e ly  fa rm .

D ear M iss M orris: T h is  is a plea  to
all y o u  w om en  o f  m y  ow n  age— from  fo r ty -  
fo u r  to  fifty . I 'm  a w id ow , liv in g  all a lone 
on  a  fifteen -a cre  farm . I  h a v e  m y  rad io , 
b u t it sure gets lon esom e ju st the sam e. 
M y  tw o  ch ild ren  a rc  b o th  m arried  and  
liv in g  in  C h ica g o . L etters  from  Pals, 
y o u n g  or  o ld , w ou ld  certa in ly  he a p p re ­
c ia ted . Letter S e e k e r .

Another girl who loves the stage.
D ear M iss M orris: I , a lso, w ou ld  like 

som e  P en  P als. I ’m  a girl, tw e n ty  years 
o ld , an d  h av e  dark  hair, b row n  eyes, and
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an olive complexion. Most people think 
I ’m Spanish, but I ’m really of German par­
entage. I ’m interested in dramatic work, 
and would love to hear from other stage 
and sport enthusiasts.

D rama Lover.

A  tru e m o th e r  a n d  a  tru e  P a l.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m twenty-three,
have dark curly hair and brown eyes, and 
am interested in music, dancing, travel, and 
all sports. I ’m the mother of four lovely 
children, who are a great joy to us. I ’ll 
make a faithful and interesting Pal to all 
of you. Happy of M aine.

H e  co u ld  p u t  m o re  p ep  in to  th e  
p ep p iest ja z z  orch estra .

Dear M iss M orris: I ’m a young fel­
low, twenty-two years of age, with dark 
wavy hair and brown eyes. I  live in the 
eastern part of New York State, and want 
some real friends from all over the world. 
I ’m very much interested in music, danc­
ing, and flowers, and I play the piano and 
xylophone. 0 .  K ., young men; I ’ll be wait­
ing for a letter! Just Walt.

A  sports w in ner on  e v e r y  co u n t.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a girl of fif­
teen, a junior in high school, very popular. 
I love all kinds of sports, and am a sport 
myself. I ’ve won a few medals for swim­
ming and ice skating, and some lovely cups 
for ballroom dancing in the latest steps. 
Write to me, girls; I  could tell you a lot 
of interesting things. Buffalo Boots.

M o th e r s , she n eeds y o u r  a d vice .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a married
woman of twenty-eight, and, as I have no 
children of my own, I  am thinking of 
adopting one. So won’t you foster mothers 
who have already done so please write to 
me and try to help me decide? I wrant 
you all for my friends. M rs. G.

H e r  life is sprin kled  w ith  a d v e n ­
tu re  and  th rills.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a girl of sev­
enteen, and have brown wavy hair, gray- 
blue eyes, and nlenty of pep, which I like 
to use on dancing, swimming, and hiking. 
I ’m now living in Indiana, but I was born 
in Salt Lake City. I ’ve lived a life of 
travel and adventures, and now I ’m anx­

iously waiting for a correspondence part­
ner and friend. True Helen.

L o n e so m e  in th e  lan d  o f p a lm s  
a n d  m illionaires.

D ear M iss M orris: Who’ll write to a
lonely Yankee way down in Miami? I ’m 
a girl of eighteen, with brown hair, gray 
eyes, and a complexion tanned by the 
Florida sun. I  love pretty clothes and out­
door sports. I ’m out of school and have 
worked, although I ’m not employed at 
present. Girls, I ’d love to tell you about 
New York, Pennsylvania, and dear old 
Florida. Florida Y ankee.

A  lov er o f life in  its finer asp ects.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a single and
unhappy colored boy of twenty-four, try­
ing to get through college. M y  main inter­
est is music, but I ’m fond of movies, trav­
eling, and almost everything else. I ’d be 
glad to exchange concert programs and let­
ters with other boys all over the world. I  
can sing in French, German, Italian, and 
Latin. Who wants me for a friend?

Serious Jim m ie .

T h e r e ’s ro m a n c e  in  th e B ro n x . 
L e t  h er tell a b o u t it.

D ear M iss M orris: T wo years ago I
came to the Bronx from Michigan, and in 
that time have made some friends, but not 
quite enough. I ’d like Pals in Hawaii, 
Cuba, or any of those romantic places—  
our own country as well. I ’m a girl, twen­
ty-one years old, and have red hair and 
blue eyes. Girls, won’t you let me tell you 
about the romance in New' York?

N ew Y ork R ed.

A m b itio u s  to  do  a m a n ’s w ork  in  
th e w orld .

D ear M iss M orris: And then there is
I, from Detroit, Michigan. I ’m a high- 
school girl about to enter the university. 
I ’m only sixteen, but I ’m planning to study 
medicine, and in my spare time learn avia­
tion from the ground up. Girls, write and 
tell me what they do to freshmen, and 
sympathize with me, because I ’m

Sorta Scared.

Sh e h as th e blessed k n a c k  o f e n ­
jo y in g  th in g s.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a widow, aged 
thirty-two, look twenty-five, and am a
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brunette. Four months ago I came several 
hundred miles to the Evangeline country 
of Louisiana to take a position as office 
manager, and, being a total stranger here, 
I find it rather lonesome. I ’ve traveled a 
lot, and enjoy anything from cutting out 
paper dolls to politics. Pals, send me a let­
ter, please! Eula M ae.

W a t c h  y o u r  d iet w ith  a  S t . L o u is  
w ife.

D ear M iss M orris: Won’t all stout,
married girls between the ages of twenty 
and thirty-five write to me? I ’m a married 
girl, twenty-two years old, living in St. 
Louis. I ’m stout, but don’t let that scare 
you off, girls. I ’d especially like to hear 
from St. Louis Pals, but every one who 
wants a real friend is welcome to write 
to me. Plump and Jolly.

S h e ’ll b rin g  y o u  th e c h a rm  o f old  
C a p e  C o d .

D ear M iss M orris: I want Pen Pals; 
loads of them. I ’m seventeen, a girl who 
likes dancing, jazz, and anything that sug­
gests excitement. I promise to answer all 
letters that I receive, and will tell you all 
about the quaint town I live in. I live 
on Cape Cod, so please write if you’re in­
terested. Provincetown M illy.

W h o ’s been  lo o k in g  fo r  a co u n try  
P a l?

D ear M i s s  M orris: I ’m a young mar­
ried woman, and live in the country. I ’d 
love to have some Pen Pals, and promise 
to write interesting letters. I  am very 
fond of baking, reading, and fancy work; 
would surely appreciate hearing from mar­
ried women everywhere. Goldilocks.

S h e ’s a fter life ’s th rills.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m just another
blue-eyed blond girl, seventeen years old, 
a scrap-book enthusiast who is longing for 
the friendship of a Pen Pal. Excitement 
and adventure have always been two of 
my most desired wishes, but I ’ve never got­
ten so far as peeking around the corner at 
them. Girls, won’t you write to me?

Scrap-book Jo.

S o m e  one in terestin g — w h o w a n ts  
h er fo r  a p a l?

D ear M iss M orris: May a mysterious
girl enter your circle? By mysterious I

mean that I love to dream and think. I ’m 
called snobbish, but I ’m not. People find 
that out when they take the trouble to 
understand me. I ’m interested in the stage 
and intend to make it my life work. I ’m 
tall and blond, and as a closing word, I  
might say I adore dogs and horses.

D ifferent.

F ish erm en , w rite to  a kindred  
soul.

D ear M iss M orris: I'm  just a hard­
working man— out of work at present—  
forty years old. I have a pleasant disposi­
tion, and am very fond of fishing, although 
there isn’t much fishing to be done here in 
Kansas. I have a mighty sweet little girl, 
seven years old, a car, and a canary bird. 
I want to hear from every one, especially 
Westerners, as I ’ve never been farther West 
than Kansas. Fond Father.

P u t  so m e real frien d s on her cor­
resp on d en ce list.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a lonesome girl
who adores Writing letters, but I get tired 
of writing to uncles and aunts and cousins. 
W on’t you girls be my friends? I ’m a 
sports lover, like to draw and read, can 
tell about fishing and deer hunting, and 
hope to become a writer. Girls, let me be 
loyal to you. T omboy M arie.

T w in  P a ls  fro m  o ld  K e n tu c k y .

D ear M iss M orris: We are twins, a
boy and a girl, fun loving and very fond 
of finding new Pals, Won’t you readers 
of this friend-seeking corner write to us? 
We can tell about our native State, Ken­
tucky, and would especially like to hear 
from boys and girls in California, but every 
one will get a big welcome. T he T wins.

G e t off t o  a fly in g  sta rt w ith  “ F ly ­
in g  E m .”

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m going to fly
into your Corner with a crash and seek 
some true Pen Pals. I ’m a girl of twenty- 
one, very fond of winter and summer sports, 
but my hobby is flying. Any one inter­
ested in aviation please write to me. I ’m 
very fond of writing, and am always prompt 
in answering letters. Flying E m .

A n  in terestin g  jo b  and  an in ter­
estin g  P a l.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a young elec­
trical engineer thirty years of age, and have
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traveled extensively. I ’ve had many in­
teresting and humorous experiences, and 
1 n sure I can brighten many dull hours 
for you Pals. I exercise enough to keep 
in excellent health, and love the outdoors. 
Pals, let’s get happy and stay that way 
with letters. Electrical Gene.

Y o u th fu l , b u b b lin g  frien dship  for  
th e askin g .

D ear M iss M orris: Here’s Mrs. Some-
one’s-little-girl-Something asking for Pals. 
You’ve heard about letter men in athletics 
— well, how would you like to hear from 
a letter coed? I ’m a girl of seventeen, a 
senior in high school, and will tell more 
about myself in my next letter. I  want 
to hear from girls in every State, especially 
you wild cowgirls of the West.

Irene of P. H . S.

A r tis ts , h ear her sto ry  of success.

D ear M iss M orris: Twenty, tall, slen­
der, with brown hair and green eyes, inter­
ested in art and interior decoration— I ’ll 
call myself “ The Artist.” I ’ve done illus­
trating for a number of magazines, and to 
the first half dozen girls who write me I  
will send pen sketches. Art, story writing, 
books, music, religion, travel— I ’m a girl 
who’s fond of anything and everything. 
Write soon, girls, please! I ’ll be waiting.

T he Artist.

L e t h im  p ro ve  h is lo y a lty .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a young man
twenty-one years old, have blond, wavy 
hair and gray eyes. M y hobbies are mov­
ies, music, and true friends, even though 
they’re hard to find. I ’m a woman-hater, 
but I can be very loyal to those who are 
loyal to me. Boys, won’t you write?

Loyal W ally.

D o n 't  you  lo v e  ch ildren ? W h y  
not hear ab ou t hers?

D ear M iss M orris; I ’m a young mar­
ried woman of twenty-three with two little 
girls. They keep me pretty busy, but still 
have time to be lonesome. So won’t you 
Pals, either married or single, take pity 
on me? P ine-tree L illian.

A  prize w in n in g  seam stress and  
d an cer all in one.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a seventeen-
year-old redhead with blue eyes. I love to

dance, and once won a prize dancing a 
waltz. I also go to a sewing academy, and 
love it. Pals all over the world, let’s be 
friends. N ew Y’ ork Ann .

G e t  close to  th e th rillin g  W e s t ,  
girls.

Dear M iss M orris:. I ’m a girl who’s 
lived most of her life on a ranch, and I ’ll 
be glad to tell about my experiences to any 
one who is interested. I ’m fond of danc­
ing, horseback riding, and— well, just every­
thing in general. Pen Pals, come on and 
write to a dizzy blonde. Suce.

S h o w  a G re e k  w h a t real frien d sh ip  
m e a n s.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a Greek girl,
fifteen years old, with blond hair and blue- 
gray eyes. I don’t go to school, so I have 
plenty of time to write to Pals. I ’d love 
to hear from girls near Hollywood, and I ’m 
a sport enthusiast. I ’ve never had any real 
friends, and hope the Corner will give them 
to me now. Bessie of Nashua.

In te re ste d  in e v e r y b o d y — in clu d ­
in g  y o u !

D ear M iss M orris: Have you room for 
a very lonesome girl in your Corner? I ’m 
twenty-four years old, slender, with light- 
brown hair and large blue eyes. I ’m inter­
ested in everything and everybody, but 
have just moved to Dallas, Texas, so I ’m 
very lonesome. Come on, girls; please
write to me! Sally J o .

S h e ’s sev en teen  and  frien d ly .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a girl of seven­
teen working as a bookkeeper. M y  hobbies 
are dancing, skating, and reading. I love 
to write letters, and promise a speedy reply 
to every girl who writes. W on’t you try 
me out, Pals? M assachusetts Ginger.

A n  A - l  a th lete  sends in his p lea .

D ear M iss .Morris: I ’d like very much
to enter your Friendliest Corner. I ’m a 
young man, eighteen years old, five feet 
seven inches tall, and have blown eyes and 
hair. I ’ve traveled from Pennsylvania to 
Colorado, and am an amateur athlete. I ’ll 
appreciate all letters. H uaipty.

A  h ard  w orker and  a tru e P a l.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a regular chat­
terbox through the mail, and hope you girls
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will give me a chance to write. I ’m a girl 
with dark-brown hair, and eyes so dark 
that they’re sometimes referred to as black. 
I  work all day, attend business college at 
night, and love animals, horseback riding, 
and travel. W on’t somebody please write?

R enzella.

L e a rn  h er recipe fo r  m arried  h a p ­
piness.

D ear M iss M orris: I  wonder how
many Pals I can get? W on’t you all help 
me find out? I ’m a married woman, 
twenty-four years old, with two darling 
youngsters and a wonderful husband. I 
live in the northeastern part of New Jer­
sey, near New York City, and promise you 
all an answer pronto! T hat’s M e.

S h e ’ll te ll a b o u t h er golden W e s t .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m just one more
girl who wants Pals. I ’m thirteen years 
old, look much older, and love reading, 
short-story writing, and dancing. I ’ve trav­
eled in California, and was once in Ari­
zona for my health. Pals, send a letter my 
way. Audrey Lorraine.

B o y s , see life b e y o n d  y o u r  ow n  
jo b .

D ear M iss M orris: Can you spare me
a few lines in your Corner? I ’m a boy of 
twenty-one, a sprayer in a factory, and 
also a good garage man. Would anybody 
like to hear about these jobs? Come on, 
Pals; let’s exchange ideas, since two heads 
are better than one. Lucky.

F o llo w  th e  m o v ie s  w ith  a  fr ien d ly  
m arried  girl.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m just another
letter fiend, and hope your Corner will do 
something to relieve my disappointment 
when the postman leaves my box empty. 
I ’m a married girl, twenty-four, with a 
little boy three and one half years old who 
is an imp and a human question box. I  
see practically ail the movies, adore base­
ball, and couldn’t live without my radio 
and books. Who wants a nice fat letter 
from  m e? T o r sy .

Pals, who shares her ambition?
D e a r  M i s s  M o r r i s : I ’m a girl, sixteen

years old. M y  favorite pastimes are danc­
ing, swimming, and movies. I ’m interested 
in newspaper writing, am a reporter on

our school paper, and write editorials and 
poetry. I ’m also a good typist, and hope 
to hear from all of you interested in the 
same things. Journalist R uth.

F o llo w  the trail w ith  a  rea l h iker.

D ear M iss M orris: I'd love to hear
from girls who are interested in outdoor 
sports and hiking. The more wanderlust 
my Pals have in them, the better. I ’m a 
girl of twenty, and love dancing and horse­
back riding. Please write to me, girls. I ’m 
sure we could have loads of fun.

H iker M arge.

L o o k  a t th e  stars wdth an a stro l­
oger.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a married
woman, thirty-seven years old, and get very 
lonesome. I ’m very much interested in 
astrology, and would enjoy hearing from 
married women who are also interested in 
that science. Pals, write to me!

Dane of Brooklyn.

W h o ’ll help  a sm a ll-to w n  b o y  get  
a h ead ?

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a man, thirty
years old and single, crazy about stage 
work. I ’ve been in a great many home- 
talent shows and am considered a good 
singer, but can’t get ahead in a small 
town. I ’d certainly like to find some one 
through your column who’d take an inter­
est in me and advise me. Fellows, please 
write to Home T alent.

A n o th e r  little  A m e rica n  lo v e r  o f  
sp orts.

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m a girl in my
early teens, have blond hair and blue eyes, 
and am tall and slim. I love football, base­
ball, basket ball, and hiking. Won’t you 
all be my friends, girls?

Miss Beloit.

Here’s one Pal y o u  m u s tn ’t disap­
point.

D e a r  M i s s  M o r r i s : Many different
kinds of people have come to you for Pals, 
and now I ’m trying my luck. I ’m a girl 
of eighteen and have been blind since I 
was seven years old. I ’ve traveled to many 
places to see if the doctors could help me 
regain my eyesight, but so far they haven't. 
A member of ray family writes the letters 
I  dictate, and I play the piano, sing, dance,
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and swim, so, you see, I ’m not altogether 
helpless. I ’m hoping I get a great many 
letters. M argaret M ay .

A  tru e little  con scien ce-fearin g  
d a u g h ter  o f D ix ie .

D ear M iss M orris: Here’s a call for
Pals from a little Southern girl who was 
born in South Carolina, lived for fifteen 
years in beloved Georgia, visited romantic 
Florida many times, and now lives in his­
toric Virginia. I adore dancing, hope to 
become a writer of note, am always ready 
for good, clean fun, and live by the dic­
tates of my conscience. I ’m eighteen and 
blond, and I want heaps of letters!

Southern Lady.

T h e  tw o  m o d ern  w on ders o f th e  
air are his h ob b ies .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m hoping for
some real Pals, and I know’ you’ll help me 
find them. Being very much interested in 
aeronautics, I ’d certainly like to write to 
Pals of the air. I ’m a twenty-year-old boy, 
now studying radio television. Let’s go, 
buddies! Air-minded Eddie.

G e t  a sa m p le  o f th a t  g o o d -lo o k in g  
sta tio n e ry .

D ear M iss M orris: I ’m just one of the
many’ thousand girls who attend high school 
and get lonesome once in a while. I like 
to exchange gossip, and my hobby' is col­
lecting good-looking stationery’ . I ’d like to 
be able to write to all y’ou interesting Pals. 
I'm seventeen, a senior, and like anything 
that has to do with the outdoors.

B elle of Cincy.

Y o u ’ll w a n t to  hear her ta les of 
river life.

D ear M iss M orris: I’m a married
woman, tw’enty-four years old, have a lit­
tle girl three years old and a stepson nine 
years old. I ’m interested in sewing, love 
to paint and w'rite letters, have traveled, 
and can tell of life on the Willamette and 
Columbia Rivers. Who wants a true Pal?

M aly of the R iver.

A  line fr o m  y ou  w ill b rig h ten  her  
w orld .

D ear M iss M orris: Please, all you Pen
Pals, w’rite to me. I ’m a married woman 
and live in the country. I ’m asking all of 
you to give a little human aid to one who 
is lonesome. Empty M ail Box.

A  m u sica l w ife w ith  tim e  for  
e v e ry th in g .

D ear M iss M orris: i  am a young mar­
ried woman, twenty-eight years old, play 
in my husband’s dance band, and have 
some spare time in which to welcome Pen 
Pals. Come on, you young married women, 
and I ’ll tell you all about our musical 
career. I  play piano and pipe organ. My7 
main ambition is music, but I ’m also a 
great home lover and have three darling 
children. Girls, I ’ll give you interesting 
letters. M usical M illie.

G iv e  her a  h elp in g  h a n d , P a ls .

D ear M iss M orris: Please find me
some one to write to. I ’m a married 
woman in my fifties, but full of life. I ’d 
love to have a Pal who’d understand a 
lonely heart and be a true friend. I live 
in St. Louis, and will be glad of any let­
ter that comes to me. M . L. S.

H e ’ll g iv e  y o u  a  ta ste  o f life in  
th e service.

Dear M iss M orris: I ’m a lonesome
coast guardsman stationed in New Jersey. 
I haven’t been in this branch of the serv­
ice very long, and I sure am lonesome. I  
was in the navy four years, and spent my 
time in China. I ’m twenty-three y’ears 
old, and letters would mean a lot to me.

Coast Guard Ferris.

A  n ew  h o b b y  enters th e C orn er.

D ear M iss M orris: i ’tn a girl of
twenty, have been married four years to 
a Filipino, and am very happy. I like to 
dance and read, and my hobby is collect­
ing menus. Girls, don’t make me watch 
for a letter in vain. Bettie Jack.
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GA N  a n y  w o m a n  w in th e  lo v e  
o f a m a n ? H a s  a  w o m a n  u n ­
su ccessfu l in  lo v e  n o  a libi b u t  

h erself?
A  fa m o u s  m o tio n -p ic tu re  star elu ­

cid a tes th is :
“ A n y  w o m a n , e v e n  one to  w h o m  

n atu re h as n o t b een  so generous  
w hen b e a u ty  w as b ein g  passed  
aro u n d , can  soon er or later  w in th e  
lo v e  o f a  m a n . H e  m a y  n o t be an  
A d o n is— th e j gen erally  are n ot  
w orth  w in n in g— and he m a y  n ot be  
w e a lth y ; b u t a n y  w o m a n  can  a t ­
tra c t a t  least one m a n  who, h as  
en ou gh  o f th e  m a n  a b ou t h im  to  be  
a su ccess— at h o m e  and  in  th e  
w orld .

“ I f  a w o m a n  ca n n o t h old  th a t  
m a n , if she ca n n o t m a k e  so m eth in g  
o u t o f h im  and  his lo v e , th e reason  
for fa ilu re  m a y  b e  a ttr ib u te d  on ly  
to  h erself. W o m e n  can  h old  their  
m e n  if th e y  w ill use th eir h ead s. 
G e tt in g  and  k eep in g  a m a n  ou gh t  
to  be a w o m a n ’ s g reatest career, 
w h ich  begin s on her w e d d in g  d a y . 
M o s t  w o m e n  h a v e  th e  m ista k e n  idea  
th a t  th a t  d a y  is th e  co m p le tio n  of 
th eir c o n q u est— th e fin ish . I t  g en ­

era lly  is, w h en  a w o m a n  h as such  
an  id ea .

“ I  m ig h t a d d  th a t  i t  is th e  w o m a n  
w h o picks her m a n — w h o  is en d ow ed  
w ith  th e w eap on s to  fa scin ate  h im .”  

T h is , in p a r t, th ro w s so m e lig h t  
on P o p p y ’s letter .

D ear M rs. Brown: I  won’t ask that
worn-out question, what is this tiling 
called love? What concerns me most is 
whether or not it is possible for any girl, 
or woman, to win love, make some mail 
consider her attractive and desirable.

I ’m twenty-eight, not just a silly young­
ster suffering from a crush, but it does 
seem as though love has passed me by. 
Do you think it lias?

I'm just an average girl; went through 
high school, and, because it was necessary, 
studied stenography and found a job. Al­
though I have, and always have had, 
friends, young men as well as girls, so far 
not one man has fallen in love with me.

Perhaps it is my fault; but, if so, I  
wonder what’s wrong. I  dress neatly, and, 
although I ’m not beautiful, I  do take care 
of my skin, hair, and teeth, and wouldn’t 
have to be pushed through a crowd to pass, 
as they say.

I ’m told I ’m a ‘‘nice girl,” and I ’ve often 
been told by men I ’ll make a darn good 
wife for some mail some day. That day 
seems almost too far off to ever get here. 
I ’m ready to join the old maids’ club out
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of sheer desperation, unless you or your 
readers give me some hope and think 
there’s a chance.

Has any one ever found love at my age?
Poppy.

I  k n o w  th ose  w h o h a v e  read P o p ­
p y ’s le tter  w ill n o t h esita te  to  send  
her a fe w  c o m fo r tin g  w ord s, b u t  I ’d
lik e to  sa y  th is :

N o  one h as e v er  b een  able to  find  
o u t h ow  an d  w h en ce first springs  
th e a ttra c tio n  ca lled  lo v e  b etw een  
a m a n  a n d  a w o m a n . I t  ju st  h a p ­
p en s, an d  to  so m e soon er th a n  to  
oth ers. B u t  ev en  a t  tw e n ty -e ig h t, 
d ear, y o u  n eed n ’t feel as th o u g h  y o u  
w ill n ever fin d  lo v e . M a n y  w o m en  
in  h isto ry  h a v e  lo v e d  an d  been  lov ed  
w h en  th e y  were a lm o st tw ice  y o u r  
age.

T h e r e ’s m o re  in th e  a d v ice  to  be  
a “ g oo d  listen er”  th a n  m e e ts  th e  
e y e . N e x t  tim e  y o u  are in a grou p  
o f y o u n g  p eo p le , select th e  b o y  w h o  
seem s m o st q u iet an d  e x ten d  a s y m ­
p a th e tic  ear. H e  w ill p r o b a b ly  
loosen  u p  a n d  ta lk  a b o u t h im self. 
S h o w  h im  y o u  are in terested , and  
before  y o u  k n o w  it h e ’ll b e  seekin g  
your c o m p a n y .

B u t  b y  n o  m e a n s drap e y o u r  
a sp iration s a n d  h op es in  m o u rn in g . 
W h o  ca n  te ll b u t  th a t  th is y e a r , or  
n e x t, or th e  y ea r  a fter , lo v e  will 
co m e  to  y o u  w ith  a ru sh  a n d  crow n  
y o u r  life w ith  h a p p in ess?

Joe B e ll ’s letter co n tain s a d v ice  
to  th e u n p op u lar  girl, an d  y o u  m a y  
fin d  so m e o f his su gg estion s u sefu l.

D ear M rs. Brown: A  letter signed
Marianne, which appeared in a current, 
issue of Love Story Magazine, attracted my 
attention, and it sure deserves a quick- 
fire answer.

Marianne says she is twenty-six, pos­
sesses a good education, holds an executive 
position, wears good clothes, and her con­
versation is not confined to one or two 
grooves. Yet no marriageable young man 
has ever plotted to get her alone in the 
moonlight. She is not the only one in that

“ boat,” as she so quaintly expresses her 
situation. However, let her check up once 
again on herself and find out what she for­
got the last time she took inventory.

How about that irresistible it  we hear 
so much about? That spontaneous per­
sonality? Does she swim? Play golf? Ten­
nis? Athletics? She doesn’t have to be a 
fanatic on athletics, et cetera, but she 
should have a first-hand knowledge of some 
of the games; then she could meet more 
marriageable young men, and one might 
propose.

Men do not feci so inferior that they 
are afraid of the really intelligent girl. 
After all, many of the really intelligent 
girls broadcast their intelligence either by 
talking too darn much or by their supe­
rior airs. And, as an afterthought, since 
when do really intelligent girls pin roses 
on themselves by making statements such 
as, “ Is it because we are too intelligent, 
make good salaries, and are able to take 
care of ourselves without male assistance?” 
N o one in this wide world is too intelli­
gent. As for good salaries, it sure is a 
joke. No one’s salary is safe, especially 
during this so-called depression.

And the men propose to the beautiful 
but dumb type like her roommate. How 
does Marianne know that they propose? 
A  lot of women say that Jim or John pro­
posed last night. But did Jim or John 
propose? Proposals do not mean marriages. 
I  know quite a few boys who propose to 
every new girl they meet, but are still 
unattached. Very often they have been 
accepted, but have broken off.

Now' for the summary: Be pleasant,
polite, and act like a human being. Don’t 
put on airs, and don’t— I cannot empha­
size this too greatly— ever show your supe­
riority. Let boys think that you are just 
a plain, educated, bashful young lady. 
You’ll land a gcod one yet.

Joe Bell.

W h a t  d o  y o u  girls th in k  o f J o e ’s 
h e lp fu l h in ts?

D ear M rs. Brown: I  have traveled in
forty-six States, worked and courted in 
most of them, held a chief clerk’s job in a 
plant hiring thirty thousand men, and was 
a corporal in the headquarters of a ma­
chine-gun battalion. I  have lived thirty- 
five years of single bliss, and to-day look 
young enough to have many younger girl 
friends.
_ From my study and personal observa­

tion of men, I  believe I am qualified to 
tell Marianne that she is really too Intel­
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ligent for most of the young men with 
■whom she is acquainted.

Furthermore, Marianne has been too in 
terested in her position and her worh to 
have made a study of men, or she has 
been just a little ahead of them, instead 
of keeping just a little behind them. Men 
love to be dominating. They love to do 
ail the love-making.

Marianne, you’ve been friendly all right, 
but my guess is that you have been a lit­
tle too anxious. Men are like women; they 
want the things that are hard to get, and 
most of them like to be independent.

Be independent, too, but in the right 
way and at the right time. Don’t rush a 
date or be too anxious about filling one.

Whatever you do, avoid talking about 
your position and your salary. Sometimes 
you will make a fellow feel very inferior. 
He will hear soon enough of your position, 
and most men will want you more if they 
are the kind who think of the future. 
Avoid talking about the dumb good-look­
ing girls. Never show any jealousy toward 
them.

Dress very neatly, but not richly, for 
some men will think you are too high for 
them and avoid you on that account.

Men love flattery and a pleasant, smil­
ing, friendly personality. M ost men love 
the girl who will listen to the things they 
have to say. That is why they choose the 
dumb kind, and the girls who let the men 
feel so superior are the girls men find inter­
esting.

Men want to feel they have a girl nearly 
in their power, yet the average man doesn't 
really try to take advantage of a girl. It ’s 
all a case of how a girl leads them on. But 
most girls know that the less they let a 
man pet, the more he wants to pet, and 
she soon learns that if there is not a lit­
tle petting after a few weeks of acquaint­
ance, she will soon lose her man, if he is 
the wrong kind.

Make every man wait, take your time, 
keep him at a safe distance always, and 
allow' very little petting.

Probably Marianne’s trouble is getting 
them started. She may have shown too 
much independence, and they figure she 
has been a back number.

Men to-day are looking for a good time. 
Every one can have a good time and be 
careful, too.

Of course, they pick the beautiful but 
dumb, yet not so dumb, because some girls 
lead men to believe they are devils, and 
then wisely keep them at a distance. After 
all, men like the modern girl who doesn’t 
go too far.

Don’t be too frosty, but act as though 
you were not too anxious. After making 
love to a man with your eyes, while he 
does all the talking, see how quickly he 
will scheme to get you out in the moon­
light. Bob.

W h a t  do  y o u  th in k  o f B o b ’s a d ­
v ic e , g irls? A n y  c o m m e n ts?

D ear M rs, Brown: M ay another mod­
ern girl say a few things to your readers?

I have been a reader of your column 
for some time, but have never written be­
fore. However, T can no longer restrain 
myself.

Mrs. Brown, 1 liked the w'ay Brown­
eyed Sue and Frances From Texas punched 
away at Outdoor Girl; they spoke my 
mind exactly.

“A  flapper holds a man by mean, catty 
tricks,” said Outdoor Girl. Just how does 
she get that way? I have been going with 
a fellow for two years, and if I  have held 
him by mean, catty tricks, I  must have 
been unconscious. W e are going to be 
married next month.

I am eighteen years old, good-looking, 
and I am a modern girl, but not a flapper.

I also w'ant to say a few words to those 
who think smoking is so terrible. I  smoke. 
I am not bragging, but I am not ashamed 
of it, either.

I don’t drink, because I  don’t approve 
of it. I  think a girl who drinks is the 
most revolting sight there is; but what 
boy doesn’t prefer her company to one 
who doesn’t dance and looks bored all 
evening, with her hands folded in her lap?

How many of you boys will agree with 
me?

I also want to stick up for some of the 
henpecked boy friends. Three fourths of 
the time, when a girl is insulted, it merely 
means that she has led the boy on. Then 
she goes crying home to mother.

Well, boj'S and girls, will you tell me 
where I am wrong in my viewpoints?

Thank you, Mrs. Brown, and good luck.
M ay I write again?

Auld Lang Syne.

Y e s ,  d o  w rite again . A s  to  th e  
q u estio n  o f sm o k in g , ta k e  a slan t at 
A r g u s ’ s a rg u m en t.

D ear M rs. Brown: As you invite the
comments of readers, I  want to say a few 
words to Silver Hope, Glorious Gay, and 
those who write in defense of girls who 
smoke, drink, and pet.
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I am a member of a social club in which 
the membership is made up of over a 
thousand boys and young men. While 
most of the members do not publicly con­
demn girls who smoke, all of them are 
emphatic in declaring that smoking de­
tracts from a girl’s charm, and, if carried 
to excess, affects her health and personal 
appearance.

Most of the members do not like the 
idea of their mothers, wives, sisters, and 
sweethearts smoking; but if women do 
smoke, they keep silent on the subject 
rather than be accused of interfering with 
personal liberty. Notwithstanding this si­
lence, we do abhor that ash-tray breath 
which all smokers acquire and which noth­
ing seems to overcome.

It may be that the opposition to girls 
smoking is due to the fact that it. is mod­
ern. Nevertheless, girls who smoke lose 
some of that quality of femininity which 
so sharply contrasts them with men. The 
more a girl apes men, the less feminine 
she appears. A  mannish girl or woman is 
even more ridiculous than an effeminate 
man.

W e think that it would be better for 
girls to accept the views of their parents 
in this matter, if for no other reason than 
to have peace in the home. Anyhow, by 
abstaining from smoking, girls will cultivate 
self-control, which is always a great asset. 
Smoking on the part of girls breaks down 
that wall of modesty with which nature 
endows them.

Concessions made in the matter of smok­
ing open the w'ay to drinking, and when 
women indulge ir. drinking they are in 
danger of serious trouble. If there is one 
thing which we ought to strive for in this 
age of toppling standards, it is that women 
remain women, and leave men to their own 
tastes. Women are the molders of char­
acter. The moral status of a nation will 
be largely determined by the morality of 
its women.

Girls complain that if they do not smoke 
and drink they are considered poor sports. 
It must be remembered that devotion to 
high ideals nearly always mean a curtail­
ment of liberty. But it is better to be true 
to ideals than to be a slave to fashion.

As for petting, it is merely a pretty 
name for something else. It is a sad, but 
true, commentary on the fickleness of hu­
man nature that those very girls who in­
dulge in promiscuous petting in order to 
become popular with men often end by 
losing their popularity with all men.

Finally, please remember that “every­
body is doing it” is not a safe rule to fol­

low. Everybody may be wrong. One of 
our greatest philosophers said: “Right is
right if nobody is right, and wrong is wrong 
if everybody is wrong.” That may prick 
the vanity of many who fall in with the 
way of the crowd, or with some self-elected 
group which thinks it should lead the rest. 
But the truth remains, irrespective of per­
sonal experience or personal views.

Argus.

A n d  all th is  is th e u n va rn ish ed  
op in ion  o f th e  c o m m itte e  o f one  
th o u sa n d . I s  it  b etter  to  b e  true to  
h igh  ideals th a n  a slav e  to  th e  ty r ­
a n n y  o f fa sh io n ?

S in ce th e  b o y s  are s ittin g  u p  to  
ta k e  n otice  o f y o u r  le tters , girls, w e  
m ig h t ju s t  as w ell g iv e  M r .  X -p e r i -  
ence a h earin g .

D ear M rs. Brown: When girls like
Glorious Gay start that line about being 
a dare-devil, and in the same voice tell 
about winning six cups in a beauty con­
test, I  understand that saying, “ Beautiful 
but dumb.”

Listen to this, Glorious Gay, from a boy 
of nineteen who has dealt with flappers 
before. You know as w'ell as I  do that 
you don’t have to drink and smoke to keep 
your precious popularity. If you have a 
pleasing personality, can dance fairly well, 
and are pleasant without making a fool 
of yourself, w'e fellow's will manage to come 
around now and then.

I  can understand how a girl feels when 
she is called a wet blanket, but take a 
glance outside of that whirlwind crowd of 
yours, and see all the really smart girls 
who have won lrsting popularity through 
charm and graciousness. N o doubt, you 
could do it, too, if you had enough real 
sense.

Now I ’ll tell you why I ’m so sure of 
what 1 am talking about. Here are my 
qualifications to discuss your beloved flap­
pers: I have been everything from a soda
jerkcr to an assistant to a professor in a 
girls’ school, and for your especial benefit 
I will add that I had four years of expe­
rience spelled with a capital “X .”

I admit this Penny Boy you were berat­
ing must have been of a peculiar species, 
from the wTay so many have written about 
him; but, as for your own darling self, 
Glorious, please don’t get into too deep 
water, because the uselessness of these so- 
called flapper doings w'ill hit you, and you 
may drown.
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On second thought, I  think you might 
be a girl who likes to talk fire water and 
drinks milk. And if you are, Glorious, I 
am on my knees in humble apology. But 
if you aren’t, some day you’ll be sorry.

Well, here’s lookihg at you, Gay. Come 
to my house some time and see rny pretty 
row of dolls; they have paste heads, but 
they're good-looking, too!

M r. X -perience.

C o u n t ten  a n d  ta k e  fo u r  deep  
b rea th s b efore  y o u  dip  y o u r  p en  in  
th e  o ld  in k w ell an d  s a y , “ G o !”  
W h o ’s first?

D ear M rs. Brown: I  am writing to
you again. This time it is not to ask for 
your wonderful advice, but to thank you 
for what you did for me, although I don’t 
think you will remember me.

I  asked you for advice four years ago. 
I  was just sixteen at the time. I thought 
I  was in love with a married man con­
siderably older than I. He was in love 
with me, and was trying to get a divorce 
from his wife.

Your advice was neither to see nor com­
municate with him in any way until he 
was free. I  followed your suggestion, and, 
thanks to you, I am now happily married.

Here’s what I did: I  left my home,
went to another State, and found work. 
While I was working there I met many 
men. Some were rich and some were poor, 
but not one seemed to be the right one.

Five months ago I met the man who 
has made a wonderful husband. W e were 
married two months after we met, and we 
are wonderfully happy.

The other man never got his divorce, 
which proved that he never loved me. And 
I know I never loved him.

I love my husband so much that when 
he is away during the day it seems like a 
year, although lie’s away only eight hours 
out of the whole twenty-four.

I have you to thank for all my happi­
ness. Dear, Mrs. Brown, I ’m sure if it 
had not been for your advice I would not 
be so happy as I am to-day.

So again I  thank you from the bottom 
of my heart. I  only hope other girls will 
take your wonderful advice, as I  have 
done, so that they may find the happiness 
I  have found. Vi.

N o w , w o u ld n ’t  a le tte r  like th a t  
ju s t  w a rm  th e  cock les o f y o u r  
h ea rt?  L e tte r s  o f a p p reciation  are 
n o t as rare as lie n ’s te e th , b u t  th e y

ce rta in ly  m a k e  m e  feel g o o d . G o o d  
lu c k  to  y o u , V i ,  a n d  w rite again  
so m e tim e .

D ear M rs. Brown: M y recent experi­
ence has left me wondering just what to 
do. Will you please help me?

Three months ago I met a very nice 
fellow. He was on a ten-day furlough, vis­
iting his relatives in my own town. His 
sister, an intimate friend of mine, intro­
duced us, and r e  just naturally fell in love.

This man, after his furlough, returned 
to the army. He is about to be discharged 
after three years of very good service. He 
is an honor to the army, and his superiors 
want him to reenlist, but he refuses for a 
special reason. In the fall he plans to 
enter an electrical college; his ambition is 
to become an electrical engineer. He al­
ready has bad general experience, but 
wants to better himself.

His father and mother separated when 
their children were only tots, leaving them 
to get along as best they could. This 
young man, at a very early age, earned his 
own living. Hardships taught him to be 
gentle and courageous. One of his sisters 
—my friend, was adopted by her aunt and 
uncle, who are prominent people; but his 
other sisters and brothers, all younger, 
have very bad reputations. Rumor has 
it that they are doing exactly as their 
father and mother did.

Please advise me, Mrs. Brown. Is it pos­
sible that the man I love has inherited 
the sins of his father and mother? He is 
their oldest child. So far, he has proved 
to be a gentleman. M y  folks warn me 
against him, not because be has done any­
thing wicked, but because they at one time 
had unfortunate dealings with his parents.

I  come from a very good family, and I  
would not want to disgrace them by mar­
rying this man. He has already proposed 
to me. I  have great confidence in him, 
and I am positive he is different from his 
family.

He is ambitious, and I know he will be 
successful in his enterprises. He is twenty- 
six years old, and I am twenty-two. He 
would give the last drop of his fighting 
blood to make me happy and to show the 
world that he can be what he is aiming 
for. You probably will think I am old 
enough to decide for the best, but good 
advice never hurts any one. I  will be 
waiting in anticipation for your answer.

D oubtful Eve.
S u p p o se  y o u  h a d  been  in  th is  

y o u n g  m a n ’s shoes w h en  his p a ren ts
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sep arated  an d  le ft  th e  ch ildren  to  
sh ift fo r  th e m se lv e s , and  y o u  h a d  
w orked  a n d  d rea m ed , a ch ieved  a 
fa ir  m easu re o f su ccess, h u n g  o n to  
an a m b itio n  to  m a k e  g o o d , an d  h ad  
grow n  u p  to  b e  a p erson  w h o did  
n ot need to  be a sh a m e d  o f h im self; 
w o u ld n ’t  th is p ro ve  th a t  y o u  h ad  
m o re cou rage th a n  th e oth er ch il­
d ren , a n d , h a v in g  m a d e  g o o d , w ou ld  
n ot be lik e ly  t o  ta k e  th e  w ron g  
p a th ?

I  th in k  y o u r  fears are foo lish , 
d ear. I f  h e h as p ro v e d  h im self a  
real m a n  so fa r , h e  is n o t  lik e ly  to  
tu m b le  d o w n . I f  y o u  lo v e  each  
o th er, and  he h as a fu tu re  and  is 
w illin g  to w ork  h ard  ju s t  to  m a k e  
y o u  h a p p y , w h y  h old  b a ck ?  W e a k ­
n ess of ch a racter  h as been  k n ow n  to  
exist e v e n  in  th e  b est o f fa m ilies ; 
b u t , fro m  all y o u  sa y , I  th in k  this  
m a n  h as sh ow n  y o u  he is m a d e  of 
sterner stu ff. M a r r y  h im  an d  be  
h a p p y , an d  d o n ’t  h o ld  th e  m isfo r ­
tu n es o f his fa m ily  again st h im .

D ear M rs. Brown: I ’m just another
one of your readers of Love Story Maga­
zine, and, since I am blue, I  thought I 
might be able to unload my heart by tell­
ing you my story.

About a year ago I met a fellow in a 
public ballroom, and, although it wasn’t 
love at first sight, I know I thought a 
great deal of him. He was unemployed 
and couldn’t afford to take me out, but I 
was satisfied just seeing him in the ball­
room.

I  was working at the time, and on two 
occasions gave him money— not much; only 
a dollar each time, as he wouldn’t accept 
any more. About two months later he 
left and went to another State, where he 
thought he might be able to get work.

W e wrote to each other regularly, and 
about a month later I received a letter 
from him asking me for a few dollars as 
a loan, and promising to pay it back as 
soon as he found work. I  would gladly 
have sent him some money had I thought 
he was really sincere and wasn’t using me 
merely as a means of getting money when 
he was broke. I didn’t send him the money 
or answer his letter.

Two weeks later I received another letter, 
staling he was terribly sorry he had ever 
asked me for money, but had thought he 
knew me well enough to know I wouldn’t 
be hurt at his request, since he honestly 
intended to pay it back shortly. He added 
that he was ill at the time and dead broke, 
and said that be didn’t blame me a bit if 
I just dropped him and forgot all about 
him, since everybody was rubbing it in 
that he would never amount to anything'. 
Two weeks later I met him at the ball­
room again.

He had quite a 1 it of money, and was 
willing to get me anything that night. 
He took me home in a cab and made a 
date for the following evening.

’lire night of our date I found that he 
was again broke, and I wanted to know 
what he had done with all the money he 
had had. He told me that he had quite a 
board bill and had had to pay it. I didn’t 
believe him, and lost my temper. I told 
him I was through.

I met him again after that and told him 
I was sorry for what I said. He forgave 
me, but a few days later he called me up 
and told me to forget him, as he was going 
away, and said I could never be happy 
with him, as he was always roaming. That 
sure was a jolt to me, but I think he was 
only paying me back for the way I acted 
toward him.

I have seen him since that night, but 
he won’t talk to me, and my pride won’t 
let me talk to him. If I had been the one 
to blame for our parting, I would gladly 
have spoken first; but he is of the stub­
born type, and won’t give in. A  couple of 
his friends told me that he was crazy 
about me, but I don’t believe he could 
treat me this way if he cared about me.

With sincere wishes, I am
Unhappy.

D o e s  a real m a n  ever a cce p t, or 
ask  a girl fo r , a lo a n ? W h a t ’s y o u r  
reaction  on th is , ch ildren?

D o n ’t  y o u  th in k  y o u ’d b e  b etter  
off if y o u  ju s t  tried  to  fo rge t h im , 
U n h a p p y ?  I f  he is seen a t th e b a ll­
ro o m  y o u  fre q u e n t, w h y  go th ere?  
T h is  b o y ’s b e h a v io r  w as indeed  
stran g e , and  I  th in k  he w as ju s t  
h a n d in g  o u t a s y m p a th y  g a g  w hen  
h e b orrow ed  fro m  y o u . I f  y o u  h a d  
co n tin u ed  t o  len d h im  m o n e y , th ere  
m ig h t h a v e  b een  n o  en d  o f it .

T a k e  an in terest in o th er b o y s
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a n d  sto p  th in k in g  a b o u t h im . H is  
frien d s are n o  d o u b t p r o m p te d  b y  
h im  to  k id  y o u  a lo n g . I f  he rea lly  
lo v e d  y o u , h e  w o u ld n ’t  h a v e  b e ­
h a v e d  th is w a y .

D ear M rs. Brown: Y ou have helped
so many, won’t you please help me? My 
mother has been dead for three years, and 
my dad does not understand the situation, 
because he is so old-fashioned. I need 
your advice very badly, and you are about 
the only one I can go to.

I  was married at the age of eighteen, 
three years ago. We went to live with my 
husband's mother, as it was up to him to 
support her. His mother and I got along 
very well, but it seemed my husband and 
I  could not make a go of things.

We had been married about a year 
when he met a girl and kept company with 
her. He had been going out with her 
about four or flve months before I found 
it out. He agreed with me that I  should 
get a divorce. The divorce was granted, 
and I went back home to live; but while 
the divorce suit was going on he took me 
to and from work, invited me to shews 
and different places, and I learned to love 
him again.

W e decided to go back together again, 
so we had the divorce annulled. We 
rented an apartment and were happy for 
about a month. Then I found that he 
was still going out with this girl, although 
she lived out of town.

W e quarreled, and an argument with 
his mother about coming home to live with 
her made him decide to leave me. I  went 
home again to my dad. M y husband and 
I  lived apart for almost a year. During 
that year he came to see me and went 
around with this girl, too. We always 
quarreled about his going to see her. For 
a time I didn’t see him, but he always 
was the first to come and make up.

Finally, we came to an agreement that 
if I  would come back to his mother’s house 
to live, he would stop seeing this girl. He 
has been true to his agreement, but there 
is a barrier between us.

It seems, the worse he treats me the 
more I love him. I  love children, but lie 
doesn't want an;' for a while. His sisters, 
brothers, and relatives have been on my 
side during the trouble.

Please tell mo bow I can win him back, 
and advise me wind to do. Eleanor.

Since y o u r h u sb a n d  h ad  such a 
difficu lt t im e  try in g  to m a k e  u p  his

m in d  regard in g  h is m a rita l resp o n si­
b ilities, w h y  n o t stretch  y o u r  p a ­
tien ce still fu rth er and  w a it a little  
lon g er? M a k e  y o u rse lf as p lea sin g  
an d  a ttr a c tiv e  as y o u  ca n ; t r y  to  be  
ch eerful and  fr ie n d ly , and  m a k e  b e ­
lieve n o th in g  u n fo rtu n a te  h as ever  
h a p p e n e d  b etw een  y o u . T h is  w o n ’t  
be e a sy  to  d o ; b u t, if  y o u  w a n t to  
w in  h im  b a c k , I  d o n ’t  th in k  in d if­
feren ce will d o  th e tr ic k . B y  th is  
I  d o n ’t  m ean  y o u ’v e  g o t  to  a ct th e  
p a rt o f  a clin gin g  v in e , b u t  be so ­
c ia b le , ask  his a d v ice  an d  opin ion s  
on  sm a ll th in g s , and  tr y  to  d irect  
his a tte n tio n  to  y o u rse lf as m u c h  as 
p ossib le  w ith o u t a c tu a lly  o verd o in g  
it . I f  he cares a t a ll, he w o n ’t re ­
m a in  a lo o f.

D ear M rs. Brown; Five years ago I 
came to you for advice. I  followed it to 
the last word, and it has worked out one 
hundred per cent, so here I am again.

I ’m terribly in love with a boy two 
years my junior. Here’s my trouble: M y
folks object to the match very much.

When my parents were married they 
didn’t have anything. In fact, they were 
in debt. They worked hard, and my dad 
got ahead, and now he is head of a mil- 
lion-dollar concern.

I drive a car of my own. W e live in a 
beautiful home, and I ’ve always had every­
thing I ’ve wanted. I have never known 
what want is. So much for my side of the 
story.

Don’s parents started out very much 
like mine did, but his dad is still in the 
same old rut. They have their own home, 
but that’s all. They haven’t even a car. 
Two years ago his parents were divorced.

I ’m twenty-two, have a jolly disposition, 
and am rather old in my way's. Don is 
twenty. His mother has babied and pam­
pered him, so he is naturally spoiled. At 
times he is so kiddish. At present he is 
out of work.

Now, here is what I want to know: 
Would you advise us to marry? As far as 
a job goes, my dad could give him one. 
W e could start off very nicely', as my 
mother owns a six-room house which she 
has promised to the first one in the fam­
ily who marries. I have five thousand 
dollars in stocks which I could <fflh in 
and buy furniture with: but here, again,
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it seems like a one-sided affair. What do 
you think?

In spite of all this, I ’m still madly in 
love with him.

Don does not want to get married until 
he has a job; but, as I  said, I  think I 
could get my dad to give him one.

What do you say? H . M . S.

I  sa y  th a t  if D o n  is a n x iou s for  
a jo b , w h y  n o t arran ge to  h a v e  y o u r  
fa th er  h elp  h im  rig h t n ow ? T h e  tw o  
y ea rs difference in y o u r  age need  
n o t w o rry  y o u ; b u t , as th is  b o y  is 
o n ly  tw e n ty  n o w , it  m a y  n o t be a  
b a d  idea  to  w a it a  y e a r  or tw o . I  
th in k  i t  d etra cts  fr o m  a  m a n ’s se lf- 
con fiden ce if th e w ife uses her ow n  
m o n e y  t o  b u y  m o re  th a n  th e linen  
for th e  h o m e . I t  m a k e s  h im  feel 
in effectu al a n d  n o t  q u ite  rig h t. 
A fte r  h e ’s w orked  for a y e a r , sa ved  
so m e o f h is in c o m e , an d  grow n  u p  a  
b it m o re , th in g s w ill n o  d o u b t a p ­
p ear in a b e tte r  lig h t to  b o th  o f y o u .

M o s t  m e n  like to  feel th e y  are the  
m a n a g ers and  bosses o f th eir  h om es  
and fa m ilie s , and  w ise are th e  w om en  
w h o le t  th e m  th in k  so .

D ear M rs. Brown: I  love to read
your letters in Love Story Magazine. Here 
is what I have to say about young mar­
riages:

I was married at the age of seventeen. 
M y  husband never even asked me if I 
would marry him. He just came in one 
morning and asked my mother if he could 
get the marriage license. Of course, mother 
said yes, but I certainly felt funny. I had 
never gone out with a boy or had a sweet­
heart before.

M y husband, however, had been disap­
pointed in love four years before I met him.

W e have been married eighteen years 
now, have been very happy, and have nine 
beautiful children, of whom we are very 
proud— five girls and four boys. They 
range from fifteen down to two years and 
are all well and strong.

M y  husband and I are still good old 
sweethearts. Of course, we have our lit­
tle quarrels like every one else, but when 
one is on the rampage the other just keeps 
still till the worst blows over; then we make 
up again and everything is lovely. M y  
husband is now forty-four.

So, even if some marry young and face 
hardships, they can be happy. I  would 
not trade places with the richest woman 
on earth, as I am very happy with my 
children and my dear husband.

A True Loving W ife.

Y e s ,  so m e y o u n g  m a rriages tu rn  
o u t  a ll r ig h t. T h e  fa te s  h a v e  b een  
k in d  t o  y o u , d ear, an d  I ’m  h a p p y  to  
h a v e  y o u r  le tter . N o  m a tte r  h o w  
w e loo k  a t it , or h o w  m u c h  w e th in k  
w e k n o w  a b o u t it , m a rriage is ju s t  
like a g a m e  of card s; w e n ever ca n  
te ll w h a t ’ s a h e ad , w h o ’s g o in g  to  
w in , or w h o will b e  th e  one to  lose . 
L e t ’s h ear fr o m  y o u  again .

D ear M rs. Brown: I ’m a constant 
reader of your department, and I  think 
you give every one who writes in to you 
sensible advice. I ’d like very much to say 
a few words to Just Plain Mary. I  was 
very interested in her letter, as the mar­
ried man she’s in love with is something 
like my own husband. I ’d like to tell her 
a wife’s side of the story.

Dear Mary, you are only a year older 
than I am, and you seem to be a nice girl. 
I ’d like to tell you a bit about my life.

M y husband is twenty-seven and old 
enough to settle down, but he never will. 
H e’s had his chance. We have been mar­
ried three years and have two lovely chil­
dren, a girl and a boy.

I like good, clean fun, such as movies, 
card parties, and sports, am careful, and 
keep my home and babies spotless. I ’ve 
been true, and have done everything I pos­
sibly could to make our marriage a suc­
cess; but I ’m afraid there will be an end 
soon, and I can truthfully say it’s all his 
fault.

Ever since we’ve been married he’s been 
going out nights until two or three a. m., 
and has stayed away week-ends. Believe 
me, Mary, I ’ve been a blue and lonely 
wife. Lots of times I ’ve found rings and 
letters, compacts, and even beads around 
the house.

When my little girl was nine months old, 
I went home to my mother and dad. 
They were wonderful to us. After two 
months, my husband asked me for another 
chance, and, like a fool, I  went against 
my parents’ advice. I ’m paying for it 
now. I ’ve had nothing but more unhap­
piness since I came back, but I ’ve stuck 
because I thought I loved him.

He has a car, but he never offers to take
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the children or me out. We never go any­
where. He won’t even let my folks come 
to see me. He spends money on gas and 
oil to get around, but if I  want any money 
there’s a row.

He talks to me of getting a divorce, 
Mary, but he hasn’t a thing in the world 
to get one on, and if any one gets one, it 
will be I. Every time he sees me he tells 
me to take the children and get out. I 
would if I  could, but it would be hard with 
two babies.

I shall go, though, the first chance that 
comes my way. I  adore my children; they 
are both as sweet and pretty as can be. 
I  can truthfully say I am through with 
him. H e’s not only broken all the trust 
I had in him, but he’s killed my love as 
well, and Heaven pity the next girl he 
gets, for he won’t treat her right, either.

So, Just Plain Mary, this is my side of 
the story. I  don’t believe the married 
man you say you love is as sincere as you 
think he is. M other of T w o .

T h e r e  are tw o  sides t o  a s to r y  a l­
w a y s . D o u b tle s s  y o u r  h u sb a n d  also  
goes in  fo r  th e  “ m isu n d e rsto o d ”  ta le  
o f w o e , an d  so m e foo lish  girl sw a l­
low s e v e r y  w ord  o f it . C o n c e n tr a t­
in g  on  a  m arried  m a n , girls, is a b o u t  
as tra n q u il an  affair as a T e x a s  c y ­
clon e— so m e th in g  is b o u n d  to  be  
b ro k en  or lo st  in  th e  en d . A n y w a y ,  
th ere are en o u g h  single m e n  to  go  
arou n d .

T r y  n o t to  b e  so d iscou raged , 
M o th e r  o f T w o . W e  n ev er k n o w  
w h a t is a h ead  o f u s, d ear, an d  y o u  
m a y  y e t  find h ap p in ess , e v e n  th o u g h  
th e  presen t lo o k s  d iscou ragin g .

D ear M rs. Brown: Having read some
of the advice you have given others, I ’ve 
decided to ask for your advice, also. 1 
hope you will tell me what is the best thing 
to do.

I ’m nineteen and very much in love with 
a fellow twenty-two. M y  father objected 
to him at first; but, not having succeeded 
in turning me against him, he decided to 
leave me alone. M y  sweetheart is sick in 
a hospital, and I  am the only one who 
goes to see him. His mother has been 
very mean to him, although he has done

a lot for her. He has no home to go to 
when he leaves the hospital. M y  parents 
said he could board with us; but he thinks 
it would cause too much scandal, and tells 
me the only way he could stay at my 
home would be if he were my husband.

I told my parents, and they said: “ W hy
not marry him?” They know he is not 
working, and said that if we were mar­
ried they could do more for us than now.

Will you please tell me what to do in a 
case like this? M y  mind is in a whirl. 
Thank you for your much-needed advice.

D oubtful.

W h e n  a  m a n  h as little  or n o th in g  
to  fa ll b a e k  o n , esp ecia lly  w h en  his  
h e a lth  is p o or a n d  he h a p p e n s to  
h a v e  n o  jo b , i t ’s a r isk y  affair t o  le t  
his in -la w s d o  th in g s fo r  h im , as it  
m a y  lea d  to  so m e p h ase  w h ich  w ill 
n o t be agreeable to  h im .

Y o u r  p a ren ts m ig h t th in k  n o w  
th a t  i t  w o u ld  w o rk  o u t , an d  th a t  
th e y  co u ld  d o  m o re  fo r  h im  if he  
w ere th eir  so n -in -la w ; b u t  I  see n o  
reason  w h y  h e sh ou ld  n o t s ta y  in  
y o u r  h o m e  w ith o u t m a rry in g  y o u  
ju st  y e t , as lon g  as y o u r  p a ren ts  are  
th ere to  lo o k  a fter h im  and  c h a p ­
ero n  y o u .

D o n ’t y o u  th in k  it  w ill be tim e  
en o u g h  to  th in k  o f m arriage w h en  he  
h as regain ed  his h e a lth  a n d  h as  
fo u n d  a jo b ?  P erh ap s y o u r  fa th er  
cou ld  h elp  h im  o b ta in  w ork . B o th  
y o u  an d  th e  y o u n g  m a n  are y o u n g , 
a n d  can  w ell afford  to  w ait a y ear  
or so.

O f cou rse , y o u  can  ta k e  y o u r  p a r­
e n ts ’ a d vice  a n d  m a rry  h im  n o w ; b u t  
I  w o u ld  su gg est w a itin g  a fe w  
m o n th s .

O d d ity , w o n ’t y o u  w rite again  
an d  send m e y o u r  fu ll n a m e an d  
ad d ress? I 'm  sorry n o t to  b e  ab le  
to  prin t y o u r  le tter ; b u t  I  sh all be  
h a p p y  to  a d vise  y o u , and  I  w a n t  
y o u  to  k n o w  I  d o  u n d ersta n d .

LS-10E



from him!”
“Lock me up so I cannot escape—beat 
me if you like— and I will tell you all I 
know. But while HE is my master I will not 
betray HIM!”

Terrified, trembling, she crouched there—
an exotic vision from tho Orient— pleading with tho 
stem-faced detective to save her from the fiend she 
called “ Master!”

Who was this girl—whoso raro loveliness stood out 
so richly against its setting o f murder and deviltry?

Who was this Yellow Monster who plucked men 
from life and left no clue behind?

What were tho strango bonds that made 
her his slave?
I f  you  would Join London’s great­
est detectives in unwindingthis and 
many other equally baffling Ori­
ental Mysteries— if you  would 
match your wits against the 
most diabolical Oriental cun­
ning ever conceived— then 
by allmeans send at once 
for Your Free Exam­
ination Set o f

s, v .. “   ifyouwould enjoy exciting and unbeliev­
able adventures asyou plunge front the brightworld 

of the Went into the dubious under world o f the E ast—send 
for your free examination set while this offer is still oyenl

Masterpieces of O riental Mystery
11 Volumes of Matchless Thrills by SAX ROHMER

NO ORDINARY m ystery  stories are these, bat 
the hidden secrets, m ysteriesand intrigues 

of the Orient itself!
Before your very eyes spreads a swiftly moving pano­
rama that takes you breathless from the high places 
of society—from homes of refinement and luxury to 
sinister underworlds of London and the Far East—from 
Piccadilly and Broadway to incredible scenes behind 
idol temples in far-off China—through the jungles of 
Malay along strange paths to the very seat of 
Hindu sorcery.

Here you meet the mysterious and mighty Dr. Fu 
Manchu; the crafty Sin-Sin-Wa, with liis one-eyed 
raven; or Kazmah, the dream reader; and scores of 
other amazing and picturesque personalities.

Be the first in your community to own these*>he 
most wonderful Oriental Mystery stories ever pub­
lished—books that have sold by the hundred thousand 
at much higher prices—books you will enjoy reading 
over and over again. Handsomely bound in substantial

£5 PREMIUM-YOURS <or, C ‘ !
This famous Gurkha Kukri of solid brass, 6 ^ "  long, is an

cloth covers, a proud adornment for your table or shelf.
THE GREATEST MINDS OF OUR TIME 
REVEL IN GOOD MYSTERY STORIES.

These are the sort o f stories that famous statesmen. 
financiers and other great men read to help them relax— 
to forget their burdens. To read these absorbing tales 
of the mysterious East is to cast your worries into 
oblivion—to increase your efficiency.

PRICED FOR QUICK SALE
Cutting royalties to the bone and printing these vol­
umes by the hundred thousand when paper was cheap 
make this low price possible. But the number is lim­
ited ; so mail your coupon to-day! / l

COMPLETE SETS FREE ON APPROVAL. Dept.
163
5-32You needn’t send a cent. Simply mail the 

coupon and this amazing set will go to 
you immediately, all charges prepaid. If
it fails to delight you, return it in ten MnrKcwy.F __

days at our expense, H4E.i6St.,N.Y. I

+  M c K IN L A Y , _  
▼ S T O N E  &  ■  

M A C K E N Z IE  .

and you owe us 
nothing.

exact replica of that used by the Hindu soldiers in the World 
War and so graphically described by Kipling in his stirring story 
“ The Drums of the Fore and Aft.”  Exquisitely wrought on both
sides in an ancient symbolical desigru A rare curio to have and 
useful as a letter-opener, a paper-weight or a protection on 
occasion. A limited quan­
tity on hand will be given 
without added cost as a 
premium for promptness 

. —but you must act today!

Send me for free
-O examination,charges ■

^  prepaid, your set of | 
4*. Masterpieces of Oriental — 

Mystery, in 11 handsome ■  
^  cloth volumes. If after 10 

A  days, I am delighted, I will ■  
&  send you SI.00 promptly and ■  

4 r  s i.00 a month for only 14 ■  
1 , months; when you receive my first ■
7 payment you are to send me the Gur- —

kha Kukri without extra cost. Other- |  
wise.l will return the set in 10 days at your 

expense, the examination to cost me nothing gj

THf
:v‘ !C!Ot!S
DR.pt/

SFTUJOi
DR.FO

th«
haho or

F U  DOPE
THE

YELLOW
CLAWManchu Manchu Man c h u  — 11Isi

V.U Ycl.Z Voi.4 J VolS 1

McKinlay,Stone&Mackenzie,

City

Occupation,

Dept. 163. 114 E. 16 St. J T  A se:O ver21? ...........^  iMew York City, M. Y. U m Wt m FOR CASH DEDUCT 5%



III stand

' v
” 1*11 stand by tobacco . . . 

in good times, in hard times . . . 
all kind of times . . .  it helps a whole lot!

I  grew up with tobacco. And I never 
got anything but g o o d  from it! But 
that goes for every smoker I ever 
heard about.

"W hy, I remember as a boy, way 
back, how the old folks in the 
fall used to pick and cure to­
bacco from a little patch they’d 
raised, and save out the best 
for their own smoking.

"They’d certainly appreciate 
what we get today, though.
These Chesterfields now. Fine 
tobaccos from  all over the 
world, and cured and blended

t
•  NOTE. In the sections where tobacco grows 
and where people know tobacco, Chester­
field is usually the largest-selling cigarette.

just so; there isn’t anything purer or 
milder.* Cleanest factories you ever 
saw, too — everything up to date.

"But what I started out to say was, 
you can alw ays depend on tobacco.

No matter how things are going. 
It means so mueh to so many 
people,and costs so little!...Yes, 
sir— I’ll stand up for tobacco as
long as I can strike a match!”

• • •
" M U S IC  TH A T S A T IS F IE S "

«
Mondays and Thursdays, Boswell 
Sisters. Tuesdays and Fridays, 
Alex G ray . W ednesdays and 
Saturdays, Ruth Etting. Shilkret’s 
Orchestra, every night except Sun­
day. Columbia Network.
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