
S T R E E T S  SMITH'S JULY 31,1937IO*

EVERT WEEK I L L U S T R A T E D

ELEANOR ROBERTS
by



WeCha 11 eng eTRKC
Gr e a t  J e w e l r y ALUES/

[_[ERE <hey are! Selected by our experts as the four most outstanding jewelry
• I values in America! Read the descriptions carefully —  study the illustrations 
—  than sand for your choice T O D A Y  on FREE TRIAL! See for yourself why R O Y A L  —  "Am erica 's 
Largest M all Order Credit Jewelers" —  features these four magnificent values with fullest confidence. 
If convinced, pay on R O Y A L ’S Liberal Terms.

( f t a n  I O c  a  t & a u

payable in 10 eosy monthly payments. Send $1.00 deposit N O W  and a few 
personal facts about .yourself —rage, occupation, etc. Your dealings will be STRICTLY 
C O NFIDEN T IAL. N o  red tape — no direct inquiry —  N O  C.O.D. T O  P A Y  on arrival.

IO M O N T H S  TO P A Y /
W e ship promptly for your examination and TEN D AY S  FREE TRIAL. If displeased 
in. any way, return your selection and w e promptly refund your deposit. If fully 
satisfied simply pay only, the small amount stated each month.

[ s a t i s f a c t i o n  g u a r a n t e e d  —  Every ring or watch
' carries R O Y A L ’S  written guarantee backed by 41 /

s of fair and square dealings./

Famous 
B U L O V A

BOTH RINGS 
Only $2c8S a mo,

MA 1 . . . The “ Queen o f Love’ * Bridal Ensemble. 1000 
Lucky Couples will save $7.75. For this Challenge Event 
we offer 1000 of these exquisitely matched Bridal Sets at 
a remarkable saving. The Engagement Ring, is of most 
modern square prong design, beautifully hand engTaved 
and set with a FIERY, GENUINE, BLUE-WHITE 
DIAMOND of exceptional brilliance. The Wedding Ring 
is adorned with FIVE perfectly matched, sparkling, genu­
ine, blue-white diamonds. BOTH rings are offered in 14K 
SOLID WHITE or YELLOW GOLD. (Please specify 
your choice.)

Written Guarantee
Our usual bona-fide Diamond Guarantee is furnished 
with every Ensemble fullv covering VALUE and QUAL­
ITY and provides for exchange within one year at FULL 
PURCHASE PRICE.

10 Days’ Free Trial
Every couple engaged or about to be, should see this 
beautiful Bridal Ensemble. Remember, $1.00 brings it 
for your examination and approval without obligation to 
buy unless you agree it’s the greatest value of its kind 
ever offered. SEND for your bridal duo todav! Only 
$29.75 for  BOTH. $1.00 down —  $2.88 a m onth — 
less than 10c a day.
; ~ " I f  purchased separately;
M A -1 A . . .  Engagement Ring O nly .. $19.75. Only$1.88 a m o. 
M A-1B . . .  Wedding Ring Only . . .  $15.50. Only 51.45 a m o. 

Your choice of 1 4 K  White or Yellow Gold

C A T A L O G  FREE!
Hundreds of Other Great Values

In genuine Blue-White Diamonds. Standard Watcher. Silver- 
• ware and G ifts—  and all offered on our LIB ERA L TEN 

PA YM E N T PLAN. It ’s yours for the asking!

In the charm  
and color of 
Natural Gold

15 Jewels
M  A 2 This season's new BULOVA created to present the greatest 
gent's wristwatch value.ever offered. Streamlined Yellow rolled Gold 
plate case with handsome, new link bracelet. 15 Jewel BULOVA pre­
cision movement; fully guaranteed absolutely accurate timekeeper. , 
A man’s watch for m e n  —an unbeatable value! $24.75. $1.00 d ow n  
—  $2.38 a m o n th  —  (O n ly  8c a d a y ;.

Genuine
Diamond Set Initial 
Ring $1.49 a month

M A 3 . . / A  new and strikingly hand­
some gent's Initial Ring of 10K Solid 

. Yellow Gold. Oval shaped genuine 
Black Onyx top with raised white gold 
initial and one genuine diamond in a 
new, attractive setting. Our Challenge 
Price only $15.95. $1.00 d o w n  —  
$1.49 a m o n t h  —  (O n ly  5 c a d a y ).

First 
Time in 

History!
O n ly

7524
„  17

$2.38 a m o .

USE YOUR CREDIT! 
BUY THE ROYAL WAY

17-Jewel Ladies' BULOVA
MA 4 . . . Here's “ Tops”  in ladies' wristwatch values! A stun­
ning, new BULOVA in the popular oval-baguette style, and 
fitted with a fully guaranteed SEVENTEEN  (17) Jewel BULOVA 
"radio-time” movement. Complete with dainty link bracelet. 
(White Only). $24.75. $1.00 d o w n , $2.38 a m o n t h . (8 c a d a y ).

Send for 
OUR New 1937
“ BOOK OF GEMS”  _____ _____  y0ur t r e e

America's Largest Mail Order Credit Jewelers 
1 T . L J  ■■■■

FREE to grown-ups! Hundreds of marvelous "buys” in fine genuine 
blue-white diamonds, standard watches, exquisite jewelry, silverware, 
toilet sets, etc. 32 pages of feature values in quality items. Everything 
pictured and fully described. Send for your FREE copy today.
M '*  I  ------ —  -  -

Established 1895
U ^ D ept . 52-X

I/O BROADWAY M.Y.C



• ' ADVERTISING SECTION

IT WAS LIGHT IN A WILDERNESS 
OF DARKNESS TO ME ■

“ I WAS STUCK. A  wife and three kiddies —  and the same old pay envelope. 
I  couldn’t see a thing ahead except the same old grind. Then one day I read 
an I. C. S. ad. The coupon fascinated me. A  new idea struck me —  it was 
a light in a wilderness o f darkness to me! Today, because I mailed that 
coupon two years ago, I am a trained man— making a trained man’s pay!”

Does this suggest something to you? Then mail the coupon today!

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S

B O X  4902-J, S C R A N T O N , P E N N A .
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Win* and 
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X :

□  Architect
□  Architectural Draftsman
□  Building Estimating
□  Contractor and Builder
□  Structural Draftsman
□  Structural Engineer
□  Management of Invention*
□  Electrical Engineer
□  Electric Lighting
Q Welding, Electric and Gaa
□  Reading Shop Blueprints
□  Heat Treatment o f Metals

O  Business Management
□  Industrial Management
□  Traffic Management
□  Accountancy
□  Cost Accountant
□  C. P. Accountant

TECHNICAL AND IN D U STRIAL COURSES

□  Home Dressmaking
□  Professional Dressmaking and Designing

□  Sheet Metal Worker
□  Boilermaker
□  Telegraph Engineer
□  Telephone Work □  Radio
□  Mechanical Engineering
□  Mechanical Draftsman
□  Machinist □  Toolmaker
□  Patternmaker 
Q  Diesel Engines
□  Aviation Engines
□  Automobile Mechanic
□  Refrigeration

B U S IN E S S  T R A IN IN G  C OURSES
□  Bookkeeping □  Service Station Salcemansbip
□  Secretarial Work □  First Year College Subjects
□  Spanish □  Business Correspondence
□  French □  Stenography and T y p i n g
O Salesmanship □  Civil Service □  Mail Carrier
□  Advertising □  Railway Mail Clerk

D O M ESTIC SC IEN C E COURSES
□  Advanced Dressmaking □  Millinery

□  Plumbing □  Steam Fitting
□  Heating □  Ventilation
□  Air Conditioning 
G Steam Engineer
□  Steam Electric Engineer
□  Marine Engineer
□  R. R . Locomotives
□  R. R. 8ection Foreman
G Air Brakes □  R. R. Signalmen
□  Highway Engineering
□  Civil Engineering
□  Surveying and Mapping

□  Tea Room and Cafeteria Management, Catering

□  Bridge Engineer
G Bridge and Building Foreman 
O Chemistry
□  Pharmacy
□  Coal Mining
□  Mine Foreman □  Fire Bowes
□  Navigation
□  Cotton Manufaeturirig
□  Woolen Manufacturing
□  Agriculture
□  Fruit Growing
□  Poultry Farming

G Grade School Subjects 
O  H igh  School Su bjects
□  College Preparatory
□  Illustrating
□  Cartooning
O  Lettering Show Cards □  Signs

□  Foods and Cookery

Name....................................................................................... ............................... „..~Address..

City................
/ /  gen resid e

...................................................................................State.........................Present Position...................................................... .
*f» Canada, send  IM* coupon t s  th e  In tern a tiona l C orrespondence 8eh ools Canadian, L im ited . M ontrea l, Canada

LS— IB Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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C O N T E N T S  F O R  J U L Y  31, 1937
CONTINUED NOVELS

Love, Not Marriage . • • Elizabeth Gillespie • 22
In Two Parts—Part One 

The Pretty One • • Jennifer Ames . 95
In Eight Parts—Part Four

COMPLETE STORIES
Kisses to the Stars.................................Ellen Farley 8
Beauty Not Required . Beverly Crane 39
“Dearest Diary” • • Eleanor Roberts . 53
Design For Love , # Ethel M. Lockwood . 60
As Man And Wife . , , Alice Marie Dodge 73
Sentimental Interlude , , Jean Johnson 83
Cinderella—1937 Edition . Peggy Gaddis 116

Love Weathers Every Storm .
POETRY

. . Helen van Dusen . 21
Tryst For Summer . « « Bert Cooksley 52
Give Me Love . . . . , , Marjorie Hunt Pettit . 72
P r o m i s e ................................ • Joseph Rodman Manch 122

DEPARTMENTS
Your Stars And You . . . .  Kai . . . . 123

Leo Article . . . . 129
The Friendliest Corner . • • Mary Morris 133
The Friend In Need « • Laura Alston Brown . 138

Yearly Subscription, $4.00 Six Months, $2.00 Single Copies, 10 Cents
The entire contents of this magazine are protected by copyright, and must not be reprinted without the publishers’ permission.

Publication issued every week by Street & Smith Publications, Inc., 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. Art cm as 
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Secretary: A. Lawrance Holmes, Assistant Secretary. Copyright, 1937, by Street & Smith Publications, Ine., New York. 
Copyright, 1937, by Street & Smith Publications, Inc., Great Britain. Entered as Second-class Matter, April 21, 1921, 
at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. Subscriptions to Cuba, Dona. Republic. 
Haiti, Spain, Central and South American Countries, except The Guianas and British Honduras, $5.00 per year. To all 
other Foreign Countries, including The Guianaa and British Honduras, $7.00 per year.

We do not accept responsibility ter the return of unsolicited manuscripts.
To facilitate handling, the author should inclose a self-addressed envelope with the requisite postage attached.

STREET & SMITH PUBLICATIONS, INC., 79 7th AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y.



ADVERTISING SECTION

bam to Make *30, *50, *75 a Week
f will train you at home for good spare 
time and full time JOBS IK  RADIO

J . E. SMITH, 
President 

National Radio 
Institute ^

EL. Many Radio Expert* Make 
$3 0 , $50. $7 5  a Week

JT) O you want to  make more 
'  m oney? Kadio offers you many 

opportunities fo r  well-paying spare 
time and fu ll time jobs. Broadcast­
ing stations employ engineers, op­
erators, station managers and pay 
up to $5,000 a year. Spare time 
Radio set servicing pays many $200 
to $300 a year— fu il time servicing 
pays many $30, $50, $75 a week. 
Many Radio Experts own full time 
or part time Radio businesses. 
M anufacturers and jobbers employ 
testers, inspectors, foremen, engi­
neers, servicemen, paying up to 
$6,000 a year. Radio operators on 
ships get good pay and see the 
world. Automobile, police, aviation, 
commercial Radio, loud speaker sys­
tems offer good opportunities now 
and fo r  the future. Television 
promises good jobs soon. Men I 
trained have good jobs in all these 
branches o f Radio.

Many Make $5 , $10, $1 5  a Week 
Extra in Their Spare Time 

While Learning
The day you enroll I start sending 
you Extra Money Job Sheets. They 
show you how to do Radio repair 
jo b s ; how to cash in quickly. 
Throughout your training I send 
you plans and ideas that made good 
spare time money— from  $200 to 
$500 a year— for  hundreds of fel­
lows. I  send special equipment 
which gives you practical Radio 
experience— show you how to  con­
duct experiments and build circuits 
which illustrate important princi­
ples used in modern Radio sets. 
My Free Book tells ail about this.

Find Out What Radio Offers You
Mail the coupon now for “ Rich Rewards in 
Radio." It’ s free' to any fellow over 16 
years old. It points out Radio's spare time 
and full time opportunities, also those com­
ing in Television; tells about-toy training in 
Radio and Television; shows 131 actual let­
ters from men I trained, tells what they are 
doing, earning; shows my Money Back 
Agreement. MAIL COUPON in an envelop* 
or paste on penny postcard—NOW1

J. E. SMITH, 
President 

National Radio
Institute, 

Dept. 7GD 
Washington, 

D. C.

rs
■

J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute, Dept. 7GD 
Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send “ Rich Rewards in Radio,"
which points out spare time and full time opportunities in Radio explaining 
your 50-50 method of training men at home in spare time to become Radio 
Experts. (Please write plainly.)

Name...................................................... ................................................... A g e .. . . . . . . .

$  your 50-50 method 
| Experts. (Please ’

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

i -...City............................................................ .. State.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

OkmuiGe*, Okla. 
Hanlten, P«.

Skes sstiirm. Its*
Sioux City, I m

Look
Ment

H e r e ’ s  a  P a r t i a l  L i s t  
o f  S t a t e s ,  C i t i e s  a n t i  
I n s t i t u t i o n s  i n  w h ic h  
© R A B U A T E S  O f  
I .  A .  S .  w e r e  p lac e d  in  
p o s i t i o n s  a s  F i n g e r  

P r i n t  E x p e r t s !

Be A
Secret Service 
MentHtaattea

8Ute of Wash.
State of Michigan 
State of Utah 
State of Ohio 
Duluth, Minn. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Pueblo. Cole.
Idaho Palis, Idaho 
Olden, Utah 
Lorain Co., Ohio 
St. Paul, Minn. 
Pituburgh, Pa. 
Lincoln, Nebr. 
Birmingham, A lt. 
Columbus. Ohio 
Havana, Cuba 
New Haven, Conn. 
Great Falla, Mont. 
Galveston, Texas 
Pensacola, Fla. 
Stillwater. Okla.

Expert
Caltuy, Alta., CttU
Houston, Toxas 
Waterloo, Iowa 
Victoria, B. C. 
Baton House, La. 
Atlantic City. N. I* 
E. Lansing, Mieh. 
Globe, Arizona 
London. Ont., Can. 
Henryetta. Okla. 
Seattle, Wash. 
Ferndale, Mieh. 
MeAlester, Okla. 
Negaunee, Mich. 
Lawton, Okla.
Crown Point, Ind, 
Bay city, Mich. 
Roanoke, Va. 
Glendale, Calif. 
Hawaiian Islands 
Drumright Okla.

Miami, Florida 
Orlando, Florida 
York. Pa.
€1 Paso, Texas 
Everett, Wash. 
Schenectady, N.Y# 
Alhambra, Calif. 
Livingston, Mont. 
8aginaw, Mich.
Fort Collins, Cots. 
Bedford, Ohio 
Huntington, W. Va. 
Salt Lake City. U. 
Taft, California 
Jamestown, N, Y . 
Phoenlxville, Pa. 
Rochester, ft. Y . 
Media, Pa.
Dayton, Ohio 
East Chicago, tod. 
Green Bay, Wls* 
Nocona, Texas 
Neenah, Wis. 
Kingfisher, Oklt. 
Centralfa, Wash. 
Bismarck, N. D. 
Bloomington, lad. 
Cuyahoga Falls, O. 
Rock Island, Hi. 
Philadelphia, Pc. 
Astoria, Oregon 
Pendleton, Ind.
St. Joseph. Mo. 
State of lilinola 
State of Iowa 
Stato of Idaho 
State of Colorado 
Lima, Ohio 
Selma, N. C.

Want a Regular 
Monthly Salary?

Investigate this opportunity to earn a regular monthly salary 
and share in Rewards— the sam e opportunity which appealed 
to those hundreds o f Institute of Applied Science Graduates 
now  holding positions in the partial list o f States, Cities and 
Institutions shown here. And one to fifteen I. A. S. Graduates 
are employed on regular monthly salaries by each bureau 
listed. Be a Finger Print and Secret Service Operator! Write 
for Free details how you can train at home in spare time to 
enter this young, swiftly-growing profession.
V ? 0  WPWP Tft£ Confidential Reports Oper~ 
Mr X l C f C  ator No# 3® Made to  Ms Chief ?
Write or lend coupon for Free Reports end IUnetrmted Finger Print 
Book . , .  the some information requested by hundred* o f  L  A  S. 
gndumteg now earning a monthly salary!

1 In stitu te  o i A p p lied  Science* Dept* 11*277
■ 1920 Snanyside A v e ,f Chicago, 111.
■ Gentlemen: — Without any obligation on my part whatever, tend
■ me the Reporta o f  Operator No. 88, also your illustrated Free Book
■ on Finger Prints and your low prices and Easy Terms Offer, 
g  Literature will bO' scat only to persons stating their age. #

|  N a n i - * . . * — ......................................— ------ --------- ------ . . . . . . . .
® Ad dree*-------------------------------------- ------------— - -  Age^

Who
are

WeakMEN
An enlarged, inflamed or faulty Pros­
tate Gland very often causes Lame- 
back, Frequent Night Rising, Leg Pains,
Pelvic Pains, Lost Vigor, Insomnia, 
etc. Many physicians endorse massage 
as a safe effective treatment. (See 
Reference Book o f the Medical Sci­
ences, Vol. V II, 3rd edition ). Use 
“ PROSAGER,”  a new invention which 
enables any man to massage his Pros­
tate Gland in the privacy o f bis home.
It often brings relief with the first 
treatment and must help o r  it  costs 
you nothing. No Drugs or E lectricity,

F R E E  B O O K L E T  
^  EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS 
MIDWEST P R O D U C T S  C O -  B -3 1 9 . KALAMAZOO* MICH.

CJL W. D. SMITH 
U IV B N T O B .

GIANT

W ould  Tow W E A R  
this All-Wool s m r

If  We Send If WITHOUT C O ST?.
H e r e ’* a s  a m arin e  op p ortu n ity  to g * t  •  gu a ra n teed  l  

a ll-w oo l su it, ta ilored-to -m ew en re  W IT H O U T  C O ST . 1 
No experience—m» m oney necessary. J u st  cell 
eu  *  fe w  fr ie n d s  d o n o r  you r  spare t im e —w e  sh ew  you  
b o w  to g e t  y ou r  Suit q o ick ly , E A S IL Y ! Also h o w  y o u  
can turn spare time Into BIG MONEY. Semples 
sent FREE. W r ite : FAIRBANKS TAILORING CO.,
23X7 Wahansia, Chicago, tu.

F I S T U L A
Anyone suffering from Fistula. Piles or any Rectal trouble is 
urged to write for our FREE Book, describing the McCleary 
Treatment for these treacherous rectal troubles. The McCleary 
Treatment has been successful jg  thousands of cases. Let us send 
you our reference list of former patient* living U  every Stale in 
the Union.
Tha M cCIsary Clinic, 7 1 1  Urns B lvA , E x ce lilsr  Springs, M *.

FllS
COOD MARKET! WE BUY!

Frog legs in big demand. Good prices 
the year round! Easy to ship!
W F  R U V  Sell *  ™ in addition to !?*>  D U  I  other waiting markets! 
Men A Warns* see what others are 
doing. Small pond starts you. Free keck 
e i p l a i n s  u n u s u a l  offer to beginners. 

AMERICAN FR 06 CANNING CO. (Dept. 190-M) New Orleans, La,

Newly Discovered Hormone 
Helps Men Past 40

It'a *  hormone used by many doctors bora and abroad to 
strengthen impaired vigor caused by weakened glands. This 
hormone, together with other beneficial ingredients, fg obtained in 
Zo-ak Tablets (Blue Box for Men— Orange Box for Women) at 
•11 good druggists. Try them uninterruptedly for one nunth. I f  
you do not feel vastly improved your druggist gives you your 
money baek. Don’ t aceept a cheaper substitute. Zo-ak contains 
the genuine eland-stimulating hormone. No harmful drugs. Booklet 
by registered physician free. Zo-ak Co., 50 W» 45th St., N, T .

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
Shea I  x l f i  Inch#* or smaller If d*» 
si rod. Same price for full length or 
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet 
animals, etc., or enlargements of any_  47'
part of group picture. Safe return of ■  ■  
original photo guaranteed. 3  fo r  $ 1 . 0 0

S E N D  N O  M 0 N E Y £ 5 £ & £ S S f f
and within a week you will receive your beautiful
e n la rg em en t, guaran teed  fa d e le s s . Pay p ostm an  47c plus 
p osta g e  — or send  49c w ith  o r d e r  and  w e  pay p o s ta g e . Big 
X 6 x 2 0 - t n c h  e n la r g e m e n t  sen t C .O .D .  78c p ioa  p o s te r s  
o r  send  80c and w e  p ay  p o s ta g e . T ake adva n tage  o f  th is a m az­
ing  o ffe r  n ow . Send yonr ph otos to d a y . S p e c ify  s iz e  w a n ted .
STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 1 0 4  S . Jefferson S t.. Dept. 767-H , Chicago

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Is Your Job Safe?
Just as the gasoline engine 
changed or wiped out the jobs  
of thousands who depended on 
horse-drawn vehicles for their 
liv in g — ju s t  as e le ctric ity - 
changed the entire set-up in the 
fields ©£ light and power— s® 
now the Diesel engine is fast 
invading both the power and 
transportation fields, and 
threatening the present jobs of 
thousands of workers.

To Men Over I t — Under 40:
Tfai3 offer is NOT open to boys 
under 18 or men over 40. But if you 
are WITHIN these age limits, you 
ow eitto yourself to investigate this 
unusual opportunity o f acquainting 
yourself with a NEW field and a

2 D i e s e l L e s s o n s  iiFiree
Diesel— The New, Fast-Growing Power

Can Yo u  Learn Diesel? 4ofwe want to give you the
Diesel engines are replacing steam and gasoline engines in 
power plants, motor trucks and buses* locomotives and ships, 
aircraft, tractors, dredges, pumps, etc.—opening op well- 
paid jobs for Diesel-trained men. You get all the latest Diesel 
developments in our course. Special diagrams for quick 
understanding of this new power. If jobs in your line are 
6teadily growing scarcer, you owe it to yourself to investigate 
this new, progressive, uncrowded line, that in our opinion 
will offer good openings for the next 25 years.

you grasp every point—how definitely you progress step by 
step—so that your knowledge o f Diesel grows constantly. 
This simple trial may be the turning point in your life— m  
unite to us TODAY! State age.

American School, Dept. DB7, Drexel Avenue at 58th Street, Chicago, Illinois
T e s t  Y o u r s e l f  fo r  a G o o d  P a y  J o b — S t e a d y  W o r k

D B A
Traffic Manager

Big Pay—Big Opportunity
Big business needs trained traffic men and pays them 
well. Train in your spare time few this highly profit­
able, growing profession. Low cost; easy terms.

Write now for valuable 64-page book—FREE.
LaSalle Extension University, Deptre-T, Chicago

I WANT MEN
TEA AND COFFEE ROUTES 

PAYING UP TO $ 6 0 .0 0  IN A  WEEK
N ational c o m o a n , needa m ore  m en a t  on ce  
t o  m a k« r egu la r  ca lls  on loca l r ou tes . N o  a x- 
p er ien co  D eeded . O perate on on r  cap ita l. I 
gtva p ro d u c e rs  b r a n d - n e w  F o rd  ca rs  b o ­
nus.Rash nam e o n jx x itca rd  fo r  F R E E  fa c ta . 

A L B E R T  M IL L S
4074 Monmouth Cincinnati, Ohio

BELIEVE IN LUCK?-S
\ Carry a pair o f  G EN U IN E B R AHMA 
| R E D  L IV E  H IG H L Y  M AG NETIC 
fL O D E ST O N E S! Legend reputes, Oc- 
l o u lt  O riental ancients supergtitiously 
F carried tw o  L iv e  Lodestones as H OST 

P O W E R F U L  M AG N E TIC “ LTJCKY" 
CH ARM S, one to  “ a t t r a c t"  Good Luck 
in  M oney,G am es,Love,B usiness, W ork , 

eto ,, the other to  “ p reven t" B ad L u ck , Losses, E v il, Trouble, 
H arm , eto. B elieve in  L u ck t Carry a P a ir  o f  these curious 
Genuine Brahm a R ed  L ive  L odestones! W e  m ake no super­
natural cla im s. $1.97 P ostpaid  fo r  th e  tw o , w ith  a ll in form a­
tion , $1.97 and 15c extra  i f  C .O .D . S atis fa ction  G U A R A N ­
TE E D  or M oney Returned* Order yours N O W t

A 5T R O L  C O „ D ept. 1R57 M ain  P . O .
B o x  7 2 , B R O O K L Y N , N . Y .

N O T IC E ! B ew are o f  im itations! W e  absolutely  G U A R A N ­
TE E  these Genuine Brahm a Lodestones are A L IV E ! W e  
believe they o re  ju st w h at you w ant, the R E A L  THING—  
P O W E R F U L  D R A W IN G , E X T R A  H IG H L Y  M AG N E TIC ! 
S fl^ ^ G u a ra a te cd — Order T O D A Y ! Copyright 1937— A* Co.

The Big Coyne Shops in Chicago have a world-wide 
reputation for training ambitious fellows for their start in 
this big-pay field in only 11 weeks. Then you get life ­
t im e  gradu a te  e m p lo y m e n t  service. By my new plan 
YOU can take advantage o f our wonderful method of 
I earning-by-doing N OW — no need to lose time and money 
while you strive and save to raise the necessary tuition.

“ ARRANGE TO FINANCE 
YOUR TUITION"

f  have a  plan where many get 
tra in in g  first. Then they have 
over a year to  pay for their train­
ing in easy m o n th ly  p a y m en ts  i 
s ta rtin g  5 months f r o m  th e  
d a y  th ey  s ta r t  s ch o o l. I f  you will 
write to  me at once I will send 
you complete details of this sen­
sational new plan, together with 
the B ig  F ree illustrated B ook  
te llin g  all a b o u t  C O Y N E  and 
how m a n y  earn  w h ile  learn ­
i n g  and tra in in g  y o u  ca n  g e t  
therew ithout “
b ook stu d y op  
useless theory^

C O Y N E  E L E C T R I C A L  S C H O O L
BOO g » P»a8tt> S tru t#  p 4 p t»B 7 -45 , C hicago, UUaolf 
1 M R. H . C . LEW IS, President

Dept. B7-45, 500 3 . Paulina ftt., Chleagt, III.

a ilu ng y o u  ca n  g e t

l o f . C ' f o *

j ADDRESS, 
I CITY.......... , STATE.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



:ADVERTISING SECTION

B I G h u s k v  o H ^

AMAZING NEW
3 7  FEATURE
Big Muscle Building Training Course
Too iwoTCT half on thte arnring copm  of pi

j  MaeWne Attachments. Skip R ope. The Great Boxer. C om p le te ly  li lo s tra te d  C ou rse  “ HOW TO 
OCT STRONG". FOODS —EAT AND GROW STRONG. 
Secrets, o f_  Jiu.JHsu. WrastSng Holds. Feats of
-rr- -------- Muscle Gauge. T eet Y e a r  O w e  Stren gth ,
Secrets o f Chest Ex pens ion. stom ach  M uscles. 
Power for Legs *otf Thighs. “ For Men QiUy,'» facta 
reo should know. Stirrup Exercises for Husky Legs. 
BF*“ ai “ 3 0  Day Training Schedule** that telle yea 

whet to do each day sod numerous 
otherjeattxres. A ll T h is—For Only
fires. Sand your nam e and ad­
dress. We’ ll ship everyth tag out 
by return mail, pay postm an 
only 3 2 .0 4  plus postal charges. 
Outside U. S . cash with order*

HERCULES EXERCISES
«  E « t  Z llt  St. Dent, 8-13 

Utm Vsrt, M. V . ©  h  P. O , iM .

Help Kidneys
D on't Take D rastic D rags

Tour Kidneys contain 9 million tiny tubes or filters which may 
be endangered by neglect or drastic, irritating drugs. Be careful. 
If functional Kidney or Bladder disorders make you suffer from 
Getting TJp Night9, Nervousness, Lose of Pep, Leg Pains, Rheu­
matic Pains, Dizziness, Circles Under Eyes, Neuralgia, Acidity, 
Burning, Smarting or Itching, you don't need to take chances. 
All druggists now bare the most modem advanced treatment for 
theae troubles—a Doctor's prescription called Cystex (Sisa-Tet). 
Works fast— safe and sure. In 48 hours it must bring new vitality 
and is guaranteed to make you feel years younger in one week or 
money back on return of empty package. Cystex costs only 3c a 
dose at druggists and the guarantee protects you.

C l a s s i f i e d
A d v e rtis in g

D etectives— Instructions

DETECTIVES EABN BIG MONEY. -Work boms Mr Itrn l. 
DETECTIVE particulars free. Experience unnecessary. Write. 
GEORGE WAGONER, 2C40-A Broadway, New York.

P atents Secured

PATENTS— Reasonable terms. Book and advice free. L. F.
Randolph, Dept. 523, Washington, D. C.

H e lp  W a n te d — In stru ction s

NEW
BENIAMIN AIR PISTOLS
Powerful—Accurate—Economical—Practi­cal—Adjustable Shooting Force—Amazing 
Maximum Velocity—col. 177 ot 22 and BB—■ 
F or  T a rg e t  and Sm all Gam e—the on**» e - f ­
ine Com pressed Air Pistol on 1

A ir  R ifle $ 7 .5 0 - a t  I  
fo r  in d oor  o bc .

FULL DETAILS—TARGETS—FREE—WRITE TODAY.
BENJAMIN A K  RIFLE CO.. 6 6 3  N. BROADWAY. ST. LOUIS.

S T A R T

$12 60  to $2100  Year
G et R e a d y  
Im m e d ia te ly  
M e n —W o m e n  
C o m m o n  
E d u c a t io n

M ail C o u p o n  
t o d a y  eure.

U su a lly  
Buf H elen

f  Frw&Sa Iflsiitnie.Deft E195, Rochester, N.Y.
Sirs: Rush to me without charge (1) 

32-page book with list of U. S. Govern- 
o  aent Big Paid jobs. (2) Tell me im- 

mediately how to get one of these jobs.
<j

/  Name............ ................................. ............... ..

/  Address........ ...........................................................

FOREST JOBS AVAILABLE $225-$275 MONTH. Cabin. Hunt, 
trap, patrol. Qualify immediately. Write Bayson Service C-59. 
Denver, Colo.

Foot Remedy

ATHLETE’ S FOOT CURED QUICKLY. Seed fifty cents for 
complete treatment. Box 313, Highland Park. Illinois.

P hoto Finishing— D evelop ing

AT LAST! All your prints in natural color. Amazingly beautiful. 
Roll developed, 8 natural color prints, 25c. Reprints, 3c. Fast 
serviee. Natural Color Photo, C-95, Janesville, Wis.

BECOME AN EXPERTD G U V I H G  H IT  C A r t n  ■

A c c o u n t a n t
E x e cu tiv e  A ccou n ta n ts  and C . P . A . 's  earn  $3,000 t o  $16,000 a  y e a r .1
— • .. ..................... ified  P u b lic  A cc q p n t-

p a re  t im e f o r  C . P . A .  
P r e v io u s  e x p e r ie n c e

>nsaada o f  Arm s n eed  th em . O n ly  14,000 C ertified  I
_  a in th e  U . S . W e  train  y ou  th oro ly  a t  h om e id  e p a r e t
exam in ation s o r  e x e cu t iv e  a ccou n tin g  position® . P rev iou s  e x p e r ie n c e  
u n n ecessa ry . P erson a l t ra in in g  u n d er  eop erv is ion  o f  a la ff of C .F .A .  a, 
in c lu d in g  m em b ers  o f  th e  A m erica n  Institu te  o f  A c c o unt an ts . W r ite  
for f ie e U o o R . “ A c c o u n ta n c y , th e  P r o fe e e io a  th a t  P a y s .”  m
LaSalle isleaswa Hniwrs'rty, Dept765-H,Chicago

Tfiw TM t H »  Tmtead 1,18 S. P. A.’C

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



'ADVERTISING SECTION

6 0  DAYS
TRIAL

I have thousands of 
satisfied customers 
all over the country 
who could not af­
ford  to pay big  
prices. I nave been 
making dental plates 

for  many years, by mail. I guarantee you satis­
faction or they do not cost you one cent, and I 
take your word. Teeth made especially for  you 
personally can be tried for  sixty days. In one Penn­
sylvania town alone, 91 people are wearing teeth 
made by me. They are satisfied and have saved 
money.

SEND NO MONEY
My plates are very beautiful to look at and are eon* 
structed to give life-long service and satisfaction. You 
can look younger at once. They are made with 
pearly white genuine porcelain teeth. W ell fitting and 
guaranteed unbreakable. Kemember you do not send 
V  F fe  ■**» V K  one cent— just your name and ad- 
K i B r  Hr ’ ja dress, and we send free impression
■  a m  ■■■ material and fu ll detailed direc­
tions. Be sure to write today fo r  my low  prices and 
complete inform ation. Don’t put this off. D o it today.

DR. S. B. HEININCER, D. D. S.
440  W. Huron St., Dept 7S1, Chicago, Illinois

FREE S U IT S
P A N T S
O’COATS

G iven  as B onus 
Besides Large 
C ash P ro fits . 
P re m iu m s  &  Gifts

Sell only (4) suits to set a FREE SUIT. No limit to number 
or FREE garments you may earn. Wholesale prices, J16.95 
and up. Sample line FREE. No experience needed to make 
easy sales. All garments individually cut and tailored to 
measure. Satisfaction or money back guarantee.___________________

!"★ ★ ★  THREE STAR CLOTHES, INC- ★ ★ ★  I
1 330 SOUTH FRANKLIN ST. Dept. X-l ,  CHICAGO. ILL. |

_  F  a a c 1 -
natlng book on Scien­

tifically solved true crime 
cases sent absolutely free to those 

■"over 17. Also tells how to get into 
Scientific Crime Detection. Home Study.

New opportunities. Travel. Steady Employment. 
Experience not necessary. Very easy terms.

SCIENTIFIC CRIME DETECTION INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, INC 
\ 0 Bldg., J. T. Burdette, Pres., Deft, 7G7, Hariagtot, West Yiram

D O N ’T  BE CUT
Until You Try This 

W onderful Treatment
for pile suffering. I f  you have piles in any 
form write for a F R E E  sample o f Page’s 

Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that you 
read this. Write today. E . R . Page Co., 
416-B12 Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

60 POWER TELESCOPE $2.29
VARIABLE EYEPIECE. 2 0 X —4 0 X — 6 0 X

I J r U f f  T h r e e  telesco pes in o n e . 3  d iffe re n t m a g - 
* w ■ nificathons. 20 p ow er  f o r  u ltra -br igh t

im ages w ith  40 and  60 p o w e r  fo r  e x '- '  * -----
r a n ee . G u a ra nteed  to  b r in g  distant 
o b je c t s ,  p e o p le , a porta  e v en ts , |t ,
sh ip s , m o o n , s ta rs , e tc . — M ost D ow er-
"1  tim es as c lo s e . | ful m ade f o r  an yw here

near the m on ey . C an b e  co lla p sed  
t o  less  than a f o o t  in  le n g th . M ultiple 

lens sy stem . 30 m m . o b je c t iv e , in heavy  
oraaa m ount. D ire ct ion s  in c lu d ed  fo r  a s in g a s  a 

com poun d  4 lens m ic ro sc o p e . A m erica n  m a d e . W s pay  th e  p o s ta g e . O n ly  *2.29 . 
B R O W N 9 C O P E  C O ., Dept. S, 2 3 4  Fifth A v * .( New Y o rk . N . Y .

PILES
A  for pile sufferi

^  C O R R E C T *
o " 'c  4  X
FIGURE FAULTS

PERFOLASTIC NOT ONLY CONFINES 
. . . IT REDUCES  U G LY  B U L G E S

Takes away 
ab d om in a l f a t  a nd

"bulge
d e rr ie re "

Reduces
diaphragm,

hips
and

thighs

If you do n o t . . .
• 5 > B f ! b l  i # C  VOUR W A I S T  A N D  H IP S  
f C E i r  3  i n c h e s  in  l O  d a y s

. . .  i t  will cost you nothing!
♦Thousands o f  women today owe their slim youthful 

figures to the quick, safe way to reduce. . .  Perfolastic! 
"Hips 12 inches smaller,” says Miss Richardson. 'Xost 60 
pounds and reduced my waist 9  iaches,”  writes Mrs. Derr, 
why don’t YQU, too, test the Perfolastic Girdle end 
Diaphragm Reducing Brassiere at our expense?

Immediately Appear Inches Slimmer!
■  You do not risk one penny. . .  simply try Perfolastic for 
10 days without cost. You will be thrilled with the results 
. . .  as are a ll Perfolastic wearers! You appear inches smaller 
at once, and yet are so comfortable you can scarcely realize 
that every minute you wear the Perfolastic garments the 
gentle pressure and massage-like action are actually reducing 
hips, waists, thighs and diaphragm . , » the spots where fat 
first accumulates.

No Diet, Drugs or Exercise 2
■  You d o not have to risk your health or change your 
comfortable mode o f living. There is no effort on your part 
—and the perforations and soft, silky lining make Perfolastic 
delightful to wear. Moreover, with loss o f fat will come 
increased pep and energy.
■  See for yourself the wonderful quality o f  the material f 
Read the astonishing experiences o f prominent women 
who have reduced many inches in a few weeks • . « safely! 
You risk nothing. Mail coupon now  l

SUMMER IS THE IDEAL TIME TO REDUCE !
PERFOLASTIC, INC.

Dept. 798. 41 EAST 42nd ST.» NEW YORK, N. Y .
Please send me FREE BOOKLET describing and illustrating the 

new Perfolastic Girdle and Brassiere, also sample of perforated material 
and particulars of your 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER.

Name___________________________________________ _
A ddress.------ -------- ------------------------------ -

Use Coupon or Send Nam e and  Address on Penny Post Card

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



Kisses to the Stars
By Ellen Farley

K IR K  NEALON was at the 
train to meet her, just as she 
had hoped— and feared. 

Dropping tipped-up lashes over 
forlorn brown eyes, Jane tried to 
look at him casually, at his broad 
shoulders, at his proud, dark head. 
She tried to look at him expectantly, 
as any girl would look at a tall man 
like Kirk— just any girl who hadn’t 
grown up with him.

“ He’s just my friend!”  she whis­

pered fiercely, seeing him through 
tears. He was tall and strong-look­
ing, like a tree on a mountainside. 
He stood out from the other people 
on the platform. There was some­
thing about him------

Jane thrust out a small chin and 
blinked her thick lashes fast. “ He’s 
just any good-looking man to me,”  
she breathed. “ I ’m just any girl.”  

Then Kirk saw her with brighten­
ing eyes and strode toward her.



“ Draw us something, Kirk. Draw Jane. W e've often wondered why 
you didn't do her." Jane dosed her eyes. D ry sobs clutched at her 

throat as Kirk lifted a fresh canvas to bis easel and set to work.

And Jane knew, by the way her 
heart leaped to her throat, that she 
could never be just any girl with 
Kirk, no matter if he were engaged 
to a hundred Vivian Jeffcotts.

“ Jane!”  His lean fingers closed 
over hers as he drew her toward the 
light that gleamed from the station 
door. “ Say, it’s nice to see you 
again! Do you know it’s almost 
three months? When Vivian said 
you were coming on this train, I 
couldn’t get here fast enough.”  His 
teeth flashed like paper in Iris dark 
face.

“ ’Lo, Kirk, ol’ man,”  she laughed 
out in her low, husky voice. “ It is 
almost three months, isn’t it? How 
time flies!”

What a liar she was! Time hadn’t

flown for her. With its wings 
broken, it had hopped along on one 
leg.

Her generous lips twisted wryly 
in her lovely face as she pulled her 
hands away and motioned toward 
her bags. But as she started for­
ward, Kirk caught her arms and she 
heard his infectious laugh— the 
laugh she thrilled to even as it an­
gered her with its taking-her-for- 
granted friendliness.

“ Jane! Don’t be so darned dis­
tant! Let me look at you.”

And before she could protest, he 
had swung her slender figure around 
to him and was holding her by her 
rounded arms. Jane fought to keep 
her eyes from betraying her secret. 
He must never suspect that she
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trembled because of Ills nearness. 
He didn’t care how close she was—  
never had cared. That’s what made 
.everything so terribly hard.

“ Let me see if you’re still my 
Jane.”  Kirk’s eyes crinkled whim­
sically. “ Big brown eyes, two of 
them, both of them as unreadable 
as a forest pool. Some day you must 
tell me what you think of behind 
those solemn eyes, Jane.”

As if wild horses could have 
dragged those thoughts from her!

“ One nose, dotted with seventeen 
bronze freckles. Are they still there? 
I can’t see in this light.”

How dear he was! The moments 
sped with twinkling, golden laughter 
when Kirk was near.

“ Still there,” she managed in an­
swering gayety.

“ One mouth, too big for beauty. 
That’s what you told me once. Re­
member?”

“ Yes.”  The word was a faint 
breath.

“ One chin, firm and proud.”  Kirk 
shook her as his laugh echoed jaunt­
ily. “ Why, honey, you’re just the 
same! Just as calm, just as beau­
tiful!”

Beautiful! Was he making fun of 
her? Jane drew back sharply, 
searching for mockery in his laugh­
ing eyes. She found none. She an­
swered, with a catch in her voice:

“ I ’m not beautiful, Kirk. You, 
an artist who paints lovely women, 
can tell me I ’m beautiful?”  She 
made a face at him, choking back 
a sob. “ Me!”  She wasn’t going to 
spoil things for Kirk by going blub- 
bery on him the day before his wed­
ding. “ With my tumbled ol’ mop 
of curls an’ my funny ol’ eyebrows!” 
She traced one where it jumped up, 
at her temples, like a question mark. 
“ I ’m just the kid you used to play 
with, grown up. It ’s Vivian who’s 
beautiful.”

Kirk’s hands relaxed. The light 
in his gray eyes faded from laughter 
to remembrance. Jane saw his 
glance go beyond her perky hat and 
she knew, with a sharp pang, whose 
lovely face he saw against the star- 
flung sky.

“ Yes, you’re right, Jane. Vivian 
is beautiful.”

How many, many times he had 
breathed those words to her! Hun­
dreds of times last summer, after 
their ten-year companionship had 
been shattered by the coming of 
Vivian with her gold-and-silver 
beauty. Hundreds of times, and yet 
the wound in Jane’s heart was just 
like new.

“ So beautiful, Jane, that some­
times I can’t believe I ’m going to 
marry her.” His voice trembled and 
his sensitive artist’s fingers smoothed 
Jane’s arm as if he were imagining 
the velvety perfection of Vivian’s 
golden skin. “ I can’t believe that 
such a woman has promised to be 
mine!”

Jane wanted to laugh shakily. 
Why wouldn’t any girl want to be­
long to Kirk? He was handsome, 
rich, talented. But most of all, he 
was Kirk— Kirk, with whom she had 
played from the time she wore pig­
tails. Her chin quivered. She 
steadied it.

“ And yet she will be yours, to­
morrow.”  Her light voice jerked. 
“ And I ’m here to be one of her 
bridesmaids, because I introduced 
you to her. Isn’t that— isn’t that 
lovely, Kirk?”

They were walking toward his car 
now, Jane taking twTo quick, boy­
ish steps to Kirk’s one.

He smiled down at her affection­
ately. “ Very. And if Vivian hadn’t 
asked you to be a bridesmaid, I ’d 
have asked you to be my best man!”

Jane gritted her teeth. Vividly, 
she saw herself as Kirk must see
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her— a boyish, tousled madcap, the 
kid she had been when they hunted 
hazel nuts together and she could 
scramble to a higher branch than he.

She clenched her hands and 
choked back an angry retort. Some­
times she almost hated Kirk. Some­
times, as now, she wanted to shake 
him fiercely.

“ Best man?”  Her voice was light 
as thistledown. She wasn’t going to 
fight with Kirk, not on the eve of 
his wedding.

“Sure.”  His eyes crinkled at the 
comers as he helped her into his 
long, green roadster. “ That’s what 
you are. M y best man. And let me 
tell you, I ’ve been lonely since you 
left.”

He started the motor and they 
slid away from the country station 
down a narrow, dusty road.

“ Oh, I know you’ve done swell,”  
he continued. “ Vivian told me you 
were already a buyer for hats, or 
something. But just the same, I 
wish you were back. I can paint bet­
ter when you’re around. I ’ve missed 
you.”

The way he’d miss an old hat, 
Jane thought grimly.

“ And you never even wrote me a 
line!”  His eyes gleamed as he 
turned an accusing glance.

“ I was pretty busy,”  she mur­
mured, lifting her face thankfully to 
the cold breeze. “ I did think of 
you, though, often. But let’s not 
talk about me. Tell me about Vivian. 
How is she? What’s she doing? 
Have you painted her? Oh, just 
everything!”

Her nails dug into her palms. 
Maybe if she talked about Vivian 
on this ride to Kirk’s estate, she’d 
become used to the pain and Vivian 
wouldn’t find any misery in her eyes.

She sat with her eyes fixed on the 
road, while half of her mind listened 
to Kirk’s voice and the other half

remembered things she had tried to 
forget— the funny way he had of 
speaking in little bursts of words; 
the dear way his laugh gurgled in 
his throat before it jumped out, 
merry and strong; the way his hair
curled, bold and crisp; the way-------
Oh, why must everything about him 
be funny and dear and heartbreak­
ing to her?

He was talking about Vivian now. 
Jane heard: “ She’s like the moon
and the stars. She’s not real.”

Jane thought: “ She’s real enough 
to select a man with plenty of money 
to buy her jewels to pin in her silver 
hair.”

Aloud, she said softly, pressing her 
feet hard against the floor to keep 
from trembling: “ You’re mad about 
her, aren’t you, Kirk?”

She knew, without turning, that 
he was staring straight ahead. “ Yes, 
I ’m mad about her. There’s some­
thing that gets into my blood. She’s 
a flame, a drug.”

They were silent as the car purred 
through the warm summer evening. 
Jane watched a falling star. She 
didn’t wish, because it wouldn’t be 
any use wishing for a man who was 
going to be married the next day. 
Jane’s throat ached.

Then she heard her voice: “ Are
you happy, Kirk?”

She didn’t know why she asked 
that. It just came out, like a prayer.

He hesitated. She caught the nar­
rowing of his eyes in the light of the 
gateposts as they swung into the 
drive that swept up to the Nealon 
mansion. She tensed, because she 
couldn’t help noticing that his face 
was suddenly grim, tired. She 
thought of the boy she had grown 
up with. He had been happy, al­
ways, whistling, singing, exultant.

He flung out: “ Is any one happy, 
Jane? All the time, I mean. Are

? 9t
.
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She drew in her breath, searching 
his face. Her Kirk, cynical, mock­
ing?

But then he laughed and the old, 
joyous Kirk was beside her again. 
“ But I mustn’t ask you that. Self- 
sufficient, wild, little Jane Tabor.”  
He reached over and put his hand 
over one of hers. “ Why, you’d be 
happy on a desert island with noth­
ing to do but weave baskets out of 
twigs, and shinny up palm trees! 
What’s your secret, Jane? How are 
you able to stand back and watch 
life flow by, while the rest of us 
race around like mad, hunting for 
happiness?”

Jane’s soft lips set with sudden 
anger. So he thought she was de­
void of feelings, of longings. She 
forgot her resolution— that she 
wouldn’t allow herself to get into a 
quarrel with Kirk.

She jerked her hand away and 
shook it up and down right in front 
of his startled nose.

“ Don’t you go telling me I ’d be 
happy shinnying up palm trees, Kirk 
Nealon! Don’t you tell me I ’d like 
weaving baskets out of twigs! What 
do you know about me? You big 
lump of oil paint and greenbacks! 
How do you know whether I ’m 
happy or unhappy? Have you ever 
given a fraction of a second to think­
ing about me? No! And don’t! 
But I ’ll tell you one thing. Maybe 
I ’m happy because I ’m not in love!”

With that she let her hand drop, 
gave him one last furious glare, and 
jumped out of the car as Kirk 
brought it to a stop under the white 
portico.

“ Stop, you little spitfire!”
But Jane paid no attention to his 

amazed, laughing words. She hur­
ried up the steps, Kirk striding be­
hind. Then she was inside the quiet 
hall and Vivian was coming toward 
her— a languorous Vivian with sil­

ver-colored hair piled high on a 
graceful head, her slender, seductive 
figure swathed in an emerald-green 
gown that matched the emerald 
gleam in her eyes.

Jane caught her breath and felt 
awkward, plain and somehow child­
ish in her trim navy-blue dress with 
its neat lace collar encircling her 
white neck.

“ Jane darling!”
“  ’Lo, Viv!”
The two voices were so different 

— Jane’s husky, boyish and casual, 
Vivian’s musical and far from casual! 
Vivian always managed to be 
breath-takingly intimate.

“ So you’re going to be a happy 
bride,” Jane said, too gayly, “ and 
going to be married from this lovely 
old place of Kirk’s!”  She was glad 
that she had suffered all she could 
suffer on that ride alone with Kirk. 
She prayed that Vivian, with her in­
solent green eyes, couldn’t see the 
heartache beneath the trim red but­
tons that marched up the navy-blue 
dress.

“ We’re awfully happy you could 
come, Jane. Kirk and I wanted you 
so much.” The red lips parted in 
a smile that did nothing except show 
a line of perfect teeth. “ You know, 
he’s always talking about you. Al­
ways remembering some silly thing 
you did together when you were 
kids. Half the time, I believe he’s 
in love with you!”

She put a slender hand on Kirk’s 
arm. It was a certain, possessive 
gesture that belied her honeyed 
words.

Jane flushed. Instinctively, her 
eyes sought Kirk’s. She was sur­
prised to find him gazing at her, 
a puzzled look in his gray eyes. She 
glanced away quickly, and laughed 
like a gaminish boy.

“ With me? Say, when 1 was ten, 
he put an eel down my back. Ugh!



Kisses to the Stars 13

I  swatted him so he saw stars. Eels 
and swats don’t fit in with the ten­
derer emotions, do they, Kirk?”

He looked from Jane’s flushed, 
impish face down at the silvery head 
leaning against his shoulder. He 
smiled.

Abruptly, Jane turned away and 
started toward the stairs. “ I'll go 
up now.”

“ Better dress, honey,”  Vivian’s 
soft voice called after her. “ We’ve 
waited dinner for you.”

“ Fine,”  murmured Jane. “ I ’m 
awfully hungry.”  Lips smiling at 
that lie, she skipped up the stairs.

Once in the room assigned to her, 
she sank down on the bed. A long 
sob shivered up from her heart and 
finally came out, a dry, choked 
sound, from the aching tautness of 
her throat.

She shouldn’t have come. She 
hadn’t realized how ghastly it would 
be. It would have been almost easy, 
back in the city, alone. But here, 
with Kirk so near and yet so far— 
with Vivian and her exotic beauty, 
her triumphant, hard eyes-------

Hands clenching, Jane jumped up 
and began to undress. Best man! 
That’s what she’d always be. She 
didn’t pretend there’d ever be any 
one except Kirk. She had given her 
heart to him, forever.

Slipping her checkered brown- 
and-orange taffeta dinner dress over 
her brown curls, she took a grip on 
herself. She must go down there, 
among all those old friends, and 
smile and smile. No one must ever 
know that she felt like running out 
of that old house, where she had 
spent so many careless moments 
with Kirk, and stumbling into the 
darkness so that she might cry her 
heart out.

She couldn’t stop her lips from 
trembling then, but a moment later

as she hurried downstairs, her chin 
was high, her lips parted in a brave 
smile, and her cold hands were 
steady.

She paused in the huge archway 
that led to the brilliantly lighted 
drawing-room. Groups of colorfully 
clad girls and black-garbed young 
men chatted and laughed into each 
other’s eyes over the rims of their 
champagne glasses. Over by the 
grand piano, Vivian waved a tiny, 
gilded fan before her full-lipped 
mouth, while her eyes smiled up into 
Kirk’s.

Smile stiff, Jane looked quickly 
away and into the eyes of Tommy 
Keene, who was striding toward her, 
grinning appreciatively.

“ Jane Tabor, you little minx! 
Why don’t I  get over you?”  He 
was close now, looking down into her 
childish face with undisguised ad­
miration. “ Alone?”

She threw him her quick, impish 
smile, wondering wretchedly why 
she couldn’t have fallen in love with 
Tommy- He was just as rich as 
Kirk and nearly a s . attractive in a 
blond, jubilant way.

“ All alone, ol’ man!”  Her husky, 
boyish voice was doubly enticing, 
combined with the swing-skirted 
gown and the orange flower nestled 
in her soft curls. “ Do you wish to 
share my solitude?”

“ Couldn’t think of anything nicer, 
lovely,”  he whispered with a warm 
laugh. He tucked his finger through 
a dusky curl. “ See the way that 
clings to me! Why don’t you------ ”

Valiantly, Jane tried to play up to 
his gay flirtation, but it was no use. 
She couldn’t stop thinking of those 
two over by the piano, of Kirk’s 
gray eyes looking deep into fringed 
green ones. And, against her will, 
as she breathed in the fragrance of 
Tommy’s carnation and asked him 
why he didn’t wear violets since they
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Jane! Say, it’s nice to see you again.
Let. me look at you." He caught her arms 
and swung her slender figure around to 

him.

were her favorite flower, her un­
happy brown eyes sought Kirk’s 
dark head.

Suddenly Tommy stopped in the 
middle of a sentence.

“ How about paying attention to 
me, Janey? Must you keep staring 
at that northeast corner? Are you 
looking at the piano or at Kirk? I ’m 
the best man at this here shindig, 
but I ’m open to suggestions as to 
when I should be the groom, unless 
you’re going into retirement.”

Jane paled. Was she so obvious 
then? She tried to think of some­
thing careless to say, and couldn’t. 
Her lips were dry.

Tommy must have seen the mis­
ery in the shadows behind her stiff 
black lashes. For he said with swift 
warmth, pressing her cold fingers, 
“ Why, Jane!”

She screwed up her lips. Tears 
ached in a dam behind her eyes. 
No, she mustn’t let on. She couldn’t 
bear any one’s knowing, any one’s 
being sorry for her— not even any 
one as nice as Tommy.

“ Jane Tabor?”
At the words, spoken by a voice 

strange to her, she turned gladly 
away from Tommy’s sympathetic 
eyes and looked into a darkly hand­
some face creased into a careless 
smile. As she nodded, the man said: 
“ I ’m Clive Prentice, an usher at this 
wedding. Viv said I was to take 
you in.”  His pale eyes were expres­
sionless above his smile.

There was something about that 
dark face Jane distrusted, but she 
was glad of any excuse to get away 
from Tommy before he knew what 
he now only suspected.

“ Clive Prentice?”  she murmured 
as they moved toward the dining 
room. “ I don’t recall meeting------ ”

“ You haven’t.”  He held her chair, 
then sat down beside her. “ I just 
arrived. I ’m an old friend of Viv’s.”
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“ Oh!”  How lightly he said that 
— Viv! No one else had ever spoken 
of her so casually.

“ I run a tourist camp in Florida. 
That’s how I met Viv.”  He glanced 
down the long table to the head 
where Vivian sat with her rounded, 
white arms gleaming through the 
slitted sleeves of a black velvet 
gown. “ Can’t imagine why she 
asked me to come.”  He smiled in 
a way that struck Jane as ugly. 
“ Unless she wanted to rub it in.”

Jane breathed, puzzled: “ Rub it
in?”

He laughed shortly, gulping down 
his wine. “ M y income is two thou­
sand a year. This Nealon’s must be 
at least twenty.”

Jane gazed at his narrow face, her 
eyes wide and troubled. She saw 
his bold glance slide down the rows 
of guests toward Bark.

Kirk was handsome, confident, 
and rich. Jane, watching Prentice’s 
face, realized suddenly how some one 
not so handsome and not so rich 
might feel about Kirk, especially if
he loved------  A thought clicked
sinisterly in her brain. But then she 
saw Kirk toss a smile at Vivian, and 
she forgot everything in the ghastly 
pain that contracted her heart.

The evening promised to be long 
for Jane. She managed to keep up 
a smiling conversation with Clive 
Prentice and with Tad Woodring, 
who sat on her left. But an agoniz­
ing desolation was swelling in her 
heart. She saw the flickering can­
dles through a blur of tears. The 
gay chatter sounded far off.

She was thankful when dinner was 
over at last, and the guests straggled 
back to the drawing-room, where 
some one took up the rug and turned 
on the radio.

There were many old friends to 
greet, many questions to smile over

and pretend to answer— about her 
job and why she hadn’t been back 
before; about how lovely she looked 
except that she was a bit pale.

It was ghastly. But Jane con­
gratulated herself, wryly, that at 
least no one suspected how her heart 
was breaking. She was spared that 
last humiliation— pity from old 
friends. She danced around and 
around the polished floor with this 
man, with that one.

Once she danced with Clive Pren­
tice and noticed through her own 
searing pain that there was a hungry 
look in his pale eyes.

“ It’s Vivian,”  she thought to her­
self. “ He’s in love with her.”

And although she disliked some­
thing about the man, her heart soft­
ened for him. She knew what it 
was— seeing some one you loved lov­
ing somebody else.

Tad Woodring cut in just then. 
Jane watched Clive saunter across 
the floor toward Vivian who was sit­
ting alone near a group of sheltering 
palms. She started to look away, 
not wanting to spy on his unhappi­
ness. But then she saw Vivian lift 
her head and smile at Clive. And 
Vivian’s face had lost its lazy cool­
ness. The mouth was soft, the eyes 
inviting. Then, before Jane’s amazed 
eyes, Clive bent over and his fingers 
slid over Vivian’s, surely, posses­
sively.

Jane’s heart thudded madly. Her 
lips were parched. That warmth 
in Vivian’s face! The eagerness of 
that sly handclasp! Vivian was in 
love with Clive! But she was going 
to marry Kirk, who was rich. How 
horribly clear it all was!

Helplessly, Jane sought Kirk’s tall 
form. She located him across the 
room. His wavy brown hair was 
tousled. His ringing laugh came 
faintly to her ears.

He was so boyish, so much in love.



16 Street & Smith's Love Story Magazine

Jane’s heart contracted as she real­
ized how deeply Vivian could hurt 
him.

Then Mae Saunders, another 
bridesmaid, tripped across the floor 
and her baby voice chirped out 
clearly above the blare of the music:

“ Kirk, darling, won’t you show us 
Vivian’s picture now? You prom­
ised, you know, this afternoon. You 
said it was the best you’d ever done, 
that it might land you a prize at the 
exhibition!”

Tommy Keene shut off the radio. 
Some one else cried buoyantly: 
“ Come on, Kirk. Not many men 
are artists when they might be play­
boys. Let’s see the masterpiece.”

“ Right-o!”  laughed Kirk, and led 
the way across the hall and into a 
huge room on the farther side of the 
big house— his studio.

Jane, swept along with the rest, 
tried to keep her face calm. She 
didn’t want to see that picture. She 
knew that it would hurt her more 
than she could bear to be hurt, with 
its revelation of Kirk’s love and 
longing for Vivian.

Kirk swung the picture from the 
wall. There was a gasp as the guests 
stared at the exquisite loveliness 
gazing out from the canvas— Vivian 
in silver-and-blue. A blue dress 
hugged the lovely curves of her body 
as she half reclined on a couch 
thrown over with a silver robe,

Kirk had put his soul into that 
picture—his ideals and his dreams 
— into the painting of a woman who 
was marrying him for his money!

Jane looked away swiftly, her 
heart pounding. She had to get away 
where she could think. Pale and 
trembling, she stumbled forward, 
hunting for a way to leave the 
studio.

But Mae Saunders saw her and 
her gay face brightened with a new 
idea.

“ Kirk,”  she chortled, “ draw us 
something! We’ve never seen you 
at work. Draw Jane. I ’ve often 
pondered why you didn’t do her.”

There was a murmur of assent. 
Kirk’s glance swung to Jane, stand­
ing still and white before him. 
Slowly, his eyes shadowed with the 
puzzled light that had gleamed there 
once before that evening.

With a terriflc effort, Jane tossed 
her head and smiled mockingly. 
“ Have that amateur paint me? Good 
grief! I  can remember when we used 
to steal apples together.”

Kirk paled at the mockery. "Then 
he cried in a strange voice: “ Keep
quiet, brat!” He reached for his 
charcoal and had lifted a fresh can­
vas to his easel before she could 
move. His strong, brown fingers 
blackened the white with swift, sure 
lines and his intent glance held her 
steadily.

Jane closed her eyes. Dry sobs 
clutched at her throat with tight fin­
gers. Her slender form, taut as a 
bowstrings, trembled like a leaf in 
the wind.

She didn’t know how long she 
stood there. But at last she heard 
Kirk’s voice cry: “ Portrait of Jane 
Tabor!”

She opened her eyes and stared 
at the charcoal drawing. It was she, 
beyond a doubt. There were her 
steady, laughing eyes. There were 
her boyish mouth and softly tum­
bled curls. But it was not Jane 
Tabor as she was that night. It was 
a girl who lived in Kirk’s mind.

He had clothed her slim body in 
a boy’s ragged overalls— the kind 
she had worn when they were kids, 
when life was joyous and heartache 
had been just a funny-sounding 
word. Her tiny feet and slim legs 
were bare. In her left hand she car­
ried a fishpole, while her right was 
lifted in a gamin’s careless salute.



She looked like a handsome, carefree 
boy, except for the unfathomable 
something Kirk had drawn into the 
wide, thick-fringed eyes.

Vivian was the first to speak. 
“ Perfect!”  she breathed, and if Jane 
hadn’t been rigid with hurt anger, 
she might have observed that 
Vivian’s voice was harsh with cha­
grin.

“ M y best man!”  Kirk murmured 
the words around a grin that was a 
bit uncertain. His eyes were steady 
upon Jane.

Jane’s lip caught between her 
teeth. He had dared draw her like 
that before all those old friends, 
dared reveal callously, what he 
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thought of her— a ragged, bony brat 
in overalls! White and trembling, 
she took a step forward. She spoke 
slowly:

“ Kirk Nealon, I  hate you! T o  
make me look like that!”  Her brown 
eyes were pools of flame. “ I despise 
you. Do you understand? You’re 
not responsible for hurting people. 
You don’t even know what it means 
to be hurt. You’re a conceited blob 
of indigo.”

Kirk stared at her stormy face 
with widening eyes that were at 
once puzzled, amazed, and hurt.

Some one behind Jane whispered:' 
“ Good heavens! I  believe Jane is 
in love with him!”
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Miraculously, the icy tenseness 
left Jane’s body. Faintness wavered 
in her heart. So they knew at last. 
They knew that she worshiped Kirk. 
And it was his fault! If he hadn’t 
drawn that beastly picture-------

With a strangled sob, Jane swung, 
pushed her way through the crowd, 
raced down the hall, and into the 
warm summer night. Tears made 
the bright moon look like a ragged- 
edged yellow basket as she scurried 
to the summerhouse beyond the rose 
garden.

Here she sank to the floor and put 
her head in her arms, crying out her 
shame and heartbreak. For a long 
time she sobbed there, with the scent 
of roses drifting in the air. Then 
she relaxed, and with a sigh, slept, 
her hand under her tear-stained 
cheek.

When she opened her eyes again, 
she didn’t realize at first where she 
was, didn’t remember the humiliat­
ing scene in the studio. But, at last, 
after she had moved and felt the 
bare floor under her legs, it all came 
rushing shamefully back to her. 
Tears seared her lids as she sat up 
blindly. Then she stiffened and lay 
back.

Some one was sitting on the small 
porch that ran around the summer­
house! She could hear voices— one 
eager and hungry, the other, seduc­
tive and yielding.

“ What’s the difference? I can’t 
bear waiting for you any more. 
Come to-night.”

Jane went rigid. Clive Prentice!
Then Vivian spoke: “ I know,

darling. I ’ve missed you, too. But 
what if he should find out? Then, 
too, it’s sort of raw, the night before 
our wedding!”

“ Don’t go honest, Viv. You don’t 
love him. It ’s his money you’re 
after. But I  don’t mean to be put

off. I  want you to-night. Come at 
three.”

Jane shivered. She must cry out 
her presence. But before she could 
move she heard Vivian’s surrender: 
“ All right, darling. To-night, at 
three.”

Jane pressed her hand against her 
mouth. A  moment later, steps ran 
off the porch. She was alone.

Stunned by what she had over­
heard, she sat up, temples pounding. 
Vivian and Clive were lovers!

For a moment, Jane forgot that 
she hated Kirk as she twisted her 
hands in the darkness. But then 
the blood rushed into her cheeks. 
He had been cruel to her. He had 
made fun of her in his careless, 
laughing way. He had made her 
reveal her secret. She hated Kirk!

Lips twisted wryly, Jane stumbled 
to her feet and then started, as a 
glare of light blinded her eyes. 
Some one with a flashlight stood in 
the door of the summerhouse.

“Jane! You’re here! W e’ve been 
hunting the place for you.”

She recognized Kirk’s deep voice. 
The flash went out. After a moment 
she could see his broad shoulders 
outlined against the sky.

She choked out: “ I don’t want
you to hunt for me, Kirk Nealon!”  
She strode toward him. “ Get out 
of my way. If it weren’t so darned 
late, I'd go back to town.”

“ Jane”— his voice was bewildered 
— “ I don’t understand why you’re 
acting so. Why, Janey, you’re my 
pal!”

She was so near that she could 
see the angles of his handsome young 
face and the gleam of his deep-set 
eyes. If she hadn’t been so heart- 
sore, she might have heard the un­
happiness and uncertainty in his 
voice. As it was, she knew nothing 
except her own pain.

“ Your pal!”  She laughed bro-
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kenly. Then: “ Get out of my
way,”  she cried furiously. Her eyes 
shone like angry jewels in her white 
face, bathed in the warm moonlight.

“Janey!”  Then, with sudden an­
ger: “ You brat! I ’d like to shake
you, making a scene like that and 
running away! I thought you were 
lost—hurt.”  He seized her shoul­
ders and shook her fiercely, just as 
he had when they were kids. “ Why 
should you get so angry because I 
drew you in overalls? Why, honey, 
I  wouldn’t hurt you”— he had 
stopped shaking her and was look­
ing down into her face— “ not for all 
the world.”  He finished in a whis­
per.

Jane stood as if frozen, refusing 
to hear the pleading in his voice. 
She jerked away from him. “ Hurt 
me! You’re always had life break 
for you, Kirk Nealon. But maybe 
some day you’ll suffer, too!”

She raced past him, into the rose- 
scented night. Once inside the big 
house, she hurried to her own room. 
Moved by the fierce anger that still 
flamed in her, she sat down and 
wrote swiftly:

Come to  m y room at three. Im portant.
C liv e  P rentice .

She clenched her teeth. Let him 
know of Vivian’s infidelity. Let him 
be hurt, as he had hurt her, Jane.

Heartlessly, she would smash his 
house of dreams. And then she 
would laugh carelessly, when he 
stared down at the fragments at his 
feet.

She gazed at the note. She was 
sending a forged letter— the lowest 
kind of trick. But then her hurt 
pride and bitter resentment rose and 
fairly stifled her.

Forgetting her hesitation, she hur­
ried from her room, and tiptoeing 
down the hall, slipped the note under 
Kirk’s door.

Once again in her own room, she 
undressed feverishly, and, donning 
her thin silk pajamas, crept into bed, 
to lie there cold and tense, counting 
the seconds as they faltered by.

She stared into the darkness, see­
ing Kirk’s face after he had learned 
the ghastly truth. She tried to tell 
herself that she would be glad when 
his mouth lost that masterful, boy­
ish smile.

But she knew, as the hours crept 
by, that she had fooled herself. What 
was the use of lying? She wanted 
life to be kind to him— wanted him 
to be happy. Why should she hate 
him because he didn’t love her? For 
that was the real reason.

Somehow, she knew she must re­
pair the horrible damage she had 
done. Kirk mustn’t know about 
Vivian. She leaped out of bed and
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quickly snapped on the light. Three 
o'clock!

Without waiting to throw a neg­
ligee over her yellow pajamas, she 
hurried to her door, opened it, and 
caught a glimmer of light under 
Clive’s door. She raced down the 
hall on bare feet.

At the door she put out her fingers 
to turn the knob and then, confused, 
hesitated. Looking toward Kirk’s 
door, she saw a glimmer of light 
widen on the carpet and then fade. 
His door had opened and closed. He 
was coming down the hall.

Without hesitating, she opened 
Clive’s door and slipped in like a 
furtive shadow. A startled gasp 
sounded behind her. She turned 
and stared into Vivian’s angry eyes. 
She was clasped in Clive’s arms.

“ What the devil-------”  began the
man in a furious voice.

“ Go in there!”
With a frenzied gesture, Jane mo­

tioned Vivian toward the closet door. 
Then, as Vivian stood helplessly: 
“ Kirk!”  breathed Jane. “ Do you 
want him to find you here?”

Gasping in fright, Vivian hastened 
into the closet. Jane closed the door 
and raced back to Clive.

“ Take me in your arms,”  she or­
dered fiercely.

A knock sounded on the door. 
Jane reached her arms around 
Clive’s neck and pressed her slender 
body against him. Just as the door 
opened, Clive’s mouth crushed down 
on hers.

“ Jane!”
Kirk’s voice rang out sharply. 

Clive’s arms relaxed and Jane 
swung, to gaze into Kirk’s white face 
and blazing eyes. His glance went 
down her thinly clad figure. She 
flushed.

“ Jane!”  Again just her name 
ground out, unsteadily. She swayed 
weakly. “ What are you doing in

this room at three o ’clock in the 
morning? You get back where you 
belong!”  His voice was stern, an­
gry-

Her hands clenched into small 
fists. “ Who are you to tell me what 
to do, Kirk Nealon! Am I your 
property? Am I------ ”

Kirk moved swiftly, his mouth a 
grim line. She felt herself lifted in 
strong arms, could hear his heart 
beat furiously under her own.

“ You’re leaving, Prentice. I 
don’t expect to see you again!” 
There was stern warning in Kirk’s 
voice. He swung to the doorway 
and went out. Jane just lay in the 
circle of his arms. There was no 
more fight left in her. Her job was 
done. She had saved Vivian for 
Kirk.

At her door, Kirk set her on her 
feet.

“ You little idiot!”  he whispered. 
“ Get to bed! I ’ll see you in the 
morning.”  His voice was strangely 
shaken.

Jane stumbled into her room. She 
began to unfasten her pajamas with 
numb fingers. There was nothing 
else to do now, but to leave.

It was almost dawn when she 
slipped out of the big house and 
started down the road toward the 
station. At half past six she boarded 
the train to town.

She sat back in her seat and 
pulled down the shades, closing her 
eyes and trying to keep from think - 
ing.

At ten o ’clock the train pulled in. 
Jane didn’t see the tall, broad- 
shouldered figure that strod^joward 
her as she got off. She didn rea lize , 
at first, that the deep voice was 
speaking to her.

“ Good morning, sweetheart. Let 
me take your bags?”

Jane stared up into the man’s face.
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“ Kirk!”  She let her bags drop to 
the station floor. “ I left you in Old- 
town. It can’t be you!”

He took her fluttering hands. 
“ There are planes, Jane. I  own 
one.”

She just gazed at him, eyes wide.
His hands came up and gripped 

her arms in the old way. “ Did you 
ever hear the story of the fool, Jane, 
who didn’t realize, until almost too 
late, that he wasn’t  marrying the 
girl he really loved?”

She said nothing. She couldn’t.
“ Oh, Jane,”  he went on, his voice 

trembling, “ I didn’t know until last 
night, when I saw you in his arms.”

Kirk talking like that about her—  
with that fire in his voice, that 
pleading in his eyes? Jane scarcely 
breathed,

“ It was you all the time. Why, 
I  must have fallen in love with those 
brown eyes and freckled nose when 
we were kids!”

“ But Vivian-----she gasped.
“ She eloped with Clive this 

morning,”  he cried jubilantly. “ I

knew, last night, that something was 
wrong. I  went back to his room, 
and------ ”  He paused, then mur­
mured, “ But what do they matter? 
I  had a funny feeling inside me, all 
day yesterday, after you came. I 
think I knew the truth when I drew 
that picture of you. Only, I  wasn’t 
making fun, sweetheart. That’s the 
way you’re drawn on my heart-—a 
cute little tomboy!”

She smiled tremulously. “ Kirk, 
you ol’ boob!”

“ Sw7eet!”  He drew her close, and 
his kiss paid her for all that she had 
suffered. It lifted them both on 
glorious wings and set them down 
in paradise, where a boy and a girl 
climbed the highest trees and threw 
kisses to the stars.

“ M y best man,” Kirk breathed 
unsteadily. And when her soft lips 
pursed to protest, he laughed and 
kissed her again.

And she wasn’t angry. After all, 
there really wrasn’t anything to get 
angry about, w hen he said it so ten­
derly and punctuated it with a kiss!

LOVE WEATHERS EVERY STORM 
y y H Y  should I care for rain or wind 

Or sea that moans and sighs?
I ’m sheltered here so cozily 

Close to your lips and eyes;
Your arms are safe and strong enough 

T o shield me from all harm,
So blow, wind, blow— my love and I 

Have love to keep us warm!
H elen  van  D tjsen.



Love, Not Marriage
By Elizabeth Gillespie

A Two-part Story-Part I.
■

CHAPTER I.

ANN ENGLE cautiously observed 
that Natalie Brant was en­
gaged in a game of bridge, be­

fore slipping unobtrusively from the 
large paneled room to meet Bill,

Natalie’s husband. Bill had told 
Ann several minutes before that he 
would be waiting on the lawn be­
neath the maples. By her tiny, dia­
mond-studded wrist watch, she knew 
that it was only minutes ago, but 
her impatience made it seem hours.
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She turned to leave the room with 
its several card players, when she 
thought she caught Natalie’s lumi­
nous dark eyes upon her. Ann 
turned to be sure, and Natalie 
quickly glanced down at her cards. 
It happened so quickly that Ann 
could not decide whether Natalie 
had been watching her with a hint 
of amusement in her eyes, or whether 
it was merely Ann’s own guilty con­
science. Whatever it was, it gave 
her an uneasy feeling and dimin­
ished a little of the glowing antici­
pation of the meeting.

Because she knew Bill adored her 
in white, Ann to-night wore an eve­
ning gown of white satin. Its gradu­
ated pleat's rippled gracefully about 
her tall slender body and flared 
with each swift step as white satin 
sandals sank into the soft, freshly 
cut grass. Golden hair caught back 
with pearl clips caught glints of 
moonlight, and the interwoven 
strands of pearls about her throat 
were like dewdrops.

Bill Brant emerged from the shad­
ows of the two large maples, into 
that bluish haze of the moonlight, 
and met Ann with both hands ex­
tended. Like the moon which 
flooded the earth with its lustrous 
silver, the presence of Bill Brant in­
fused Ann’s tiresome, insipid world 
with a breath-taking brilliance.

He touched each slender white 
hand with his lips, and the blood in 
Ann’s veins flashed warmly in re­
sponse. Her eyes caressed his brown 
hair, then his shadowed brown eyes 
and his lips.

“ It ’s been hours,” he murmured.
She laughed gayly, a little deeply. 

Just being with Bill vanquished un­
easiness along with all else that was 
unpleasant to remember,

“ Hours! It ’s been centuries.”
Arm in arm, they sauntered to the 

marble bench in the shadows, and

there Ann’s golden head rested con­
tentedly upon Bill’s black-coated 
shoulder, his arms held her close. 
The breeze gently stirred the trees 
into soft whisperings; crickets and 
frogs gave plaintive nocturnal cries. 
Lonely sounds. Lovely sounds.

“ I love you, Ann,”  he breathed 
into her lustrous, fragrant hair, as 
though he hadn’t said it dozens of 
times before.

Ann closed her eyes. Always, 
those words were sweet, but bitterly 
sweet.

“ It’s really too bad, isn’t it?”  she 
murmured softly, choking back a 
sob.

“ Very bad, since Natalie won’t 
give me a divorce.”

Bill’s calmly spoken announce­
ment amazed Ann. Not that she 
didn’t expect it, but she had at least 
hoped Natalie would consent, and 
so had he.

Ann bit her lip, her breath caught, 
threatening to break into sobs, and 
bursting into tears at this moment 
was the last thing she wanted to do. 
Tears weren’t fair weapons.

“ I can’t live without you!”  he 
burst out suddenly and vehemently, 
and as he did, he lifted her face and 
touched his lips to hers. Ann forgot 
everything else for another turbu­
lent moment.

“ It looks as if,”  she choked, 
“ there’s nothing to be done about 
it.”

“ One thing,”  he offered, “ but I 
couldn’t ask that of you.”

“What?”
“ We could go away together, and 

stay forever if Natalie still refused 
to free me. I believe she would, 
though, when she was convinced we 
were really serious.”

“ I wouldn’t dream of doing such 
a thing!”  Ann declared indignantly.

“ I knew you wouldn’t,”  he admit­
ted consolingly. “ In my despera­
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tion, it was the only thing that came 
to my mind. No, if you weren’t the 
only daughter of Anderson Engle, 
and so well-known, it might work 
splendidly. After all,”  he reflected, 
“ we have a right to love. I got mar­
ried, believing it was true love; later, 
I  found it wasn’t and that mistake 
deprives us of each other!”  He 
ended with an unfamiliar note of 
bitterness that sank deep into Ann’s 
heart.

Just why should they be deprived 
of each other? They couldn’t help 
falling in love, any more than they 
could stop the sun from shining. It 
wasn’t fair. Natalie was selfish in 
her claim upon her husband. If it 
had been Ann in her place, she was 
quite certain that her pride would 
not permit her to cling to a man 
when he had made it very plain that 
he no longer loved her. She would 
give him his freedom to save her 
own pride and self-respect, if noth­
ing else. It wasn’t that Natalie was 
dependent upon him financially, for 
she had money of her own. Plenty 
of it.

Natalie sometimes frightened 
Ann. One couldn’t tell what 
thoughts lay behind those somber, 
discerning eyes. Knowing her hus­
band was in love with some one else, 
she went confidently on her way. 
Even seemed vaguely amused by the 
fact. Perhaps she believed that the 
power to hold him lay in her legal 
claim upon him. Maybe, too, she 
couldn’t believe that Bill could be 
in love with some one else.

“ Bill,”  Ann ventured shyly.
“ What is it, sweet?”  He stroked 

the lustrous hair back from her high 
forehead, his face so close that her 
long lashes touched his smooth 
cheek.

“ If we should run away, could we 
— could we leave all this behind us? 
Would Natalie make trouble?”

“ Natalie wouldn’t. She has too 
much dignity.”

“ Wouldn't ghosts crop up, every 
time we thought we were happy?”  

“ Why should they? Can we help 
it if we met and loved, after I was 
married to some one else? And if 
we aren’t to be given our freedom, 
could any one blame us for taking 
what we can of life and love?”  

“ How would we live? On what?”  
“ I  have interests in South Amer­

ica. Not so very much in it, but we 
could live comfortably.”

Ann smiled at him. “ But you’d 
be with me.”

“ Try to keep me away!”  he mur­
mured fervently.

“ I have a little available money 
that I can take.”

“ Ann! Does this mean you’ll go?” 
“ Yes. I ’d be miserable here— 

now.”
“ You won’t be sorry?”
“ Not as long as you love me.”  
Seven little words, and Bill failed 

to give the right answer. He might 
have said he would love her forever.

“ I think I ’m dreaming!”  he ejacu­
lated, instead. “ Would you kiss me 
and make me sure it’s real?”

Everything that happened the 
next two days was a little hazy 
to Ann. She moved about in a fog. 
Bill left in advance via train, the day 
after their decision. He told Natalie 
he was going to Havana on business, 
but he was really going to Mobile 
to wait for Ann, where they would 
board a tramp steamer carrying 
mostly freight and only occasional 
passengers. Mobile, not being a 
regular passenger port, would prob­
ably be overlooked if a search should 
be made for them.

Ann waited the two days. She se­
lected a small amount of baggage, 
made arrangements for passage on 
a plane that would take her directly 
to Mobile.
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“ Please, Bill, leave me alone for a few minutes. I—I  want to think.”  
Bill stared at her, and his smile changed to an expression of consternation.

She decided to leave a note to her 
father just in case he should miss 
her and ask questions, which she 
rather doubted. There were days at 
a time when they did not see each 
other, although they ate and slept in 
the same house. She would start out 
in the evening before he came home 
and would return in the wee hours 
of the morning. Then when her fa­
ther was up in the morning, she 
would be sleeping.

She smiled rather wistfully at the 
thought of her father. He had de­
cided many years ago that he knew 
more about the financial world 
around which his business life re­
volved, than he did about this 
daughter of his. And because it 
made his life less complicated, he let 
her do as she pleased. Nothing she 
did ever surprised him very much, 
and she knew this note, telling him 
she had suddenly decided to visit a
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friend she had known at school, 
would not alarm him.

In the plane, Ann tried not to 
look back. This was good-by to 
everything she had ever known.

Bill had considered it wiser not to 
meet her at the plane. She made a 
hurried trip to the dock, glancing at 
her watch at impatient intervals. 
They must make it in time! And if 
Bill had changed his mind, she would 
die of wretchedness.

He looked the same when he hur­
ried to meet her at the dock, and yet 
there was a difference. She tried to 
smile but was too frightened.

“ I thought you would never get 
here, sweet!”  he greeted her, bend­
ing to kiss her casually. “ The boat 
has been ready to leave for an hour. 
You were late.”

“ Sorry. Bill,”  she beseeched, “ do 
you think we ought to do it?”

He laughed lightly, as if to chase 
away her fears. “ We decided that 
several days ago, discussed it pro 
and con.”

He was practically dragging her 
aboard, gently and most subtly, of 
course.

The evening was sultry and close. 
Ann removed the thin brown coat 
that belonged with the yellow skirt 
and blouse, and carried it over her 
arm. She clutched her brown purse 
firmly. In it and in her clothes was 
all the money she could conveniently 
obtain without having questions 
asked. She could not bear the 
thought of going away with Bill like 
this, and being entirely dependent 
upon him. She needed it to retain 
a degree of independence and se­
curity.

Heavy motors throbbed beneath 
them, the gangplank was taken in, 
the painters tossed aboard to the 
nondescript sailors, and the scarred 
and ancient vessel eased, creaking 
and groaning, away from the dock.

It chugged a short distance up the 
muddy Mobile River, turned, then 
still laboriously plowed downstream, 
bound for Mobile Bay, thence the 
Gulf of Mexico.

Bill excused himself from Ann al­
most immediately to attend to her 
luggage and arrangements.

% She stood alone at the railing and 
welcomed the stir of air. Bananas 
were being unloaded from huge ships 
from South and Central America; 
there were tankers and freighters 
from other foreign ports, ships in 
dry dock, schooners with their sails 
reefed in at the fisheries, and finally 
they passed the drab quarantine sta­
tion.

Ann could then see the translucent 
green of the bay, a sharp contrast 
to this perpetual stream of yellow 
mud that poured into it. She 
breathed deeply of the brackish tang 
of the swelling salt water on beyond.
She frowned. The sun was setting 
behind small clouds drifting together 
threateningly. Dark clouds that an­
noyed Ann. She wasn’t supersti­
tious, yet everything should have 
been bright and gay to-day, as it 
should be on a wedding day.

A wedding day! She swallowed a 
lump in her throat. This wasn’t 
what she wanted of life! Definitely, _—  
it was not!

That thought burst upon her like 
a flaming meteor looming brightly 
before her on a dark night.

It was a lasting love she craved. 
And companionship. She could 
never find true happiness with Bill 
because of Natalie; nor could Bill 
be really happy. Not when it was 
stolen like this!

Besides, if Bill couldn’t be true to 
Natalie, his wife by law, how could 
she, Ann, expect to hold his love? 
Nor could he have much of the right 
kind of love for her when he would 
induce her to run away like this!
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She hadn’t thought about it before, 
so blinded had she been by emotion.

And Bill had to choose that 
moody moment to return to her! 
His arm touched hers as he stood 
companionably beside her and 
leaned on the railing. She shivered.

“ Cold, sweet?”  he asked. She 
shook her head. He continued, 
“ We’re going directly to South 
America, no stops, no other passen­
gers, no------ ”  He broke off. “ Why
the tears?”  he questioned, perplexed.

“ Just s-sentimental, I s-suppose,” 
she managed, through quivering lips.

“ Darling, don’t tell me you’re 
sorry!”

“ M-maybe I ’m just h-homesick,”  
she gulped.

“ I never saw you cry before. 
Don’t, Ann. It isn’t like you.”

“ I— I can’t help it.”
He smiled at her. “ You’ll get 

over it. Just think about where 
we’re going and that we have each 
other. Come, let’s find chairs.”

That smile of his was like strik­
ing tinder. He couldn’t understand 
how she felt; maybe she shouldn’t 
expect that of a man. If he had 
taken her in his arms and let her 
cry, perhaps she would have felt 
some reassurance— but that smile! 
And the trouble was, her thoughts 
were upon where they were going 
and that they had each other!

“ Please, Bill, leave me alone for 
just a few minutes. I— I want to 
think.”

“ Don’t think, dear. How about 
exploring the ship? The captain 
said to roam around wherever we 
want.”

He could talk so disinterestedly of 
what they were doing when it was 
tearing at her heart! All her life she 
had done as she pleased, but this 
was the first time it had pleased her 
to do anything so strictly against 
convention. She had gotten by with

it this far, and they might continue 
getting by as far as the rest of the 
world was concerned, but when it 
came to herself, she would always 
be very much aware of what she had 
done.

“ I want to be alone, Bill,”  she re­
peated evenly, her gaze locking with 
his.

" I ’m not leaving you alone. What 
do you think of that?”

Her chin went up. Her blue eyes 
flashed her anger. Her mouth, usu­
ally resilient and quick to smile, 
pursed ominously for an instant be­
fore she spoke, and then her lips 
formed the words decisively. She 
was ashen beneath the tint of her 
make-up which was just enough to 
enrichen her own natural coloring.

“ Bill! W7ill you leave me alone!”
Bill stared at her and had been 

on the verge of smiling, still confi­
dent that he could coax her into a 
better humor, but at that demand 
his expression changed to suiprise. 
Swiftly it altered to consternation, 
and then to anger that equaled hers. 
His dark eyes blazed with a primi­
tive fire; his mouth was taut and 
obdurate.

For a speechless moment they 
glowered at each other, wills clash­
ing, nerves stretched to hair-trigger 
tension.

Still without a word, Bill whirled 
on his heel and strode awTay from 
her. Ann watched, neither glad nor 
sorry. Rather feelingless.

The boat by now was churning 
the clear greenish water of the bay. 
Only a tiny rim of the sun was visi­
ble. Sunset was brief here and the 
sky was dark with clouds. Only a 
matter of minutes until the last 
traces of day would vanish com­
pletely.

Ann’s gaze automatically turned 
in the direction Bill had gone. Men­
tally she shook her head. She
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couldn’t go on! She didn’t want 
Bill that way! As a matter of fact, 
she was beginning to wonder if she 
had loved him at all— if it weren't 
just the flattery of a married man’s 
attention. If it had been the right 
kind of love with him, he wouldn’t 
have wanted her like this, either.

If she had been any one else but 
the only daughter of Anderson 
Engle, who had almost more money 
than one man's share, she wondered 
if Bill would have left his wife. An­
derson Engle cared too much about 
this unreliable daughter of his to en­
tirely cast her out of his life, no mat­
ter what she did. Bill might even 
be counting on that. Besides, now 
that she thought about it, that plan­
tation in South America—Natalie 
owned one there; might it not be­
long to her?

What could she do? Ann glanced 
up at the pilot house and shrank 
from confiding to the skipper. This 
was a tramp steamer, and the cap­
tain and his crew all looked the part. 
Had she been insane to come with 
Bill? This was vastly different from 
those romantic, stolen moments at 
home.

She strolled aft, following along 
the railing. From her purse she took 
the money that was in bills, pinned 
it to her clothes, slipped her purse 
between life preservers, concealed 
her coat, hat, and slippers in coils 
of ropes. Darkness would shield her. 
Anything would be preferable to go­
ing on as she had started. She 
waited until they neared the next 
channel marker.

Quickly she climbed to the rail­
ing, poised, made a graceful dive 
into the churning water before she 
could think twice about it. Her leap 
was from high, and the water seemed 
bottomless. When she did come up 
to the surface, she did not attempt 
to swim immediately, but tried

merely to keep afloat in the ship's 
wake. No one appeared in sight on 
deck, so she supposed her leap had 
been unobserved.

Slowly she swam to the red-and- 
black channel marker. It was 
against the law to climb one, she 
had heard; but, on the other hand, 
if the coast-guard cutter came along, 
they would have to rescue her. And 
what, she asked herself, would she 
tell them?

One thing she wouldn’t reveal was 
her right name. She would use her 
first name, Ann, because if she didn’t 
she might forget to answer. For her 
last name she would use her moth­
er’s maiden name, Holmes, since it 
would be easier to remember than 
a strange one.

The metal framework of the chan­
nel marker was wretchedly uncom­
fortable, The water had felt warm, 
but up here, dripping wet, she was 
chilled through; there was a breeze 
now that whipped her wet clothes 
against her.

The lights were on in these sta­
tionary markers, which were spaced 
at regular intervals, and farther out 
toward the Gulf she could see a light­
house.

She scanned the water in all di­
rections and could distinguish noth­
ing that resembled the lights of a 
boat. On the western shore, which 
was the Mobile side, lights twinkled 
warmly, reminding her of myriads of 
fireflies on a summer night. The 
lights on the eastern shore were scat­
tered, and she gazed yearningly to­
ward those lights. Every muscle and 
bone in her slim body began to ache. 
To add to her misery, she was hun­
gry. Famished. Being hungry and 
cold were new experiences for her, 
and the sight of those homes just 
out of reach increased the torture.

Her teeth began to chatter. And 
still there was no sign of rescue! The
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" Are you all right?”  a man’s troubled voice questioned. Ann nodded. 
She was beginning to feel a glow from the warmth of bis nearness.

rhythmic, monotonous splash of the 
now choppy water washing against 
the structure dulled her senses. 
Looking down upon the swelling 
water with those incessant waves, 
fascinated her and made her sway 
with it. She could hardly withdraw 
her riveted gaze.

The water looked soft and sooth­
ing, even warm. Darkness here or 
there, it made little difference. Yet 
it terrified her. There could be so 
many kinds of weird monsters mov­
ing about in that now murky water.

Phosphorescent lights dashed against 
the frame, clinging dizzily for a mo­
ment, then washed on beyond with 
the swirling water. Sometimes there 
would be an eerie trail of the faint 
lights as some inhabitant of the 
water cut through it. Under differ­
ent circumstances, she might have 
enjoyed that part o f it. But here, 
and alone, her terror was swiftly 
growing into panic.

She brushed her hand across her 
eves. Verv little feeling was left in 
that touch— only coldness. There
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was a din in her head. She shook 
her head as if trying to shake water 
from her ears, but the din persisted. 
It increased.

It wasn’t in her head! It was a 
motor boat! She saw the light— it 
was coming this way! And it was 
the most magnificent sound she had 
ever heard!

Frantically she waved. She tried 
to scream, but her voice was pathet­
ically faint and ineffective.

The boat whizzed past without 
any indication of slowing down.

The disappointment of it mo­
mentarily paralyzed her. She lost 
her grip and fell through inky space 
into the water, which enveloped her 
gently in warm, soft arms.

A moment later, the motor boat 
made a circle and two strong arms 
tugged at her, lifted her from the 
water.

“ Are you all right?”  a man’s trou­
bled voice questioned.

“ I th-think so,”  she responded, 
choked and coughing.

“ Take over, skipper,”  he told some 
one else in the boat.

Ann turned her head and, accus­
tomed to the darkness, perceived the 
blurred figure of a girl in white slacks 
and shirt.

“ And where do we go?”  the girl 
inquired.

“ To my house,”  her companion 
and Ann’s rescuer responded. He 
removed his shirt and wrapped it 
around Ann, then held her close in 
his arms.

“ But, Curt,”  the girl protested, 
“ your mother won’t like it. Better 
take her to my house.”

“ Mother won’t mind,”  Curt in­
sisted, and from his tone, Ann judged 
he was really trying to convince him­
self rather than any one else. She 
was too exhausted, however, to care 
what happened to her.

Being with people again was like 
a dream she had not dared hope 
would become a reality. Wet, cold, 
and weary, she was getting a new 
perspective on life. Things she had 
always considered necessities would 
now be luxuries; she would know 
how to sympathize with people who 
were cold and hungry. And this 
wasn’t a resolve she would forget to­
morrow when she was warm and 
comfortable. It would stay with her 
always. Never again would she be 
so selfish and inconsiderate of all 
others but Ann Engle.

“ Getting warm?”  the man asked 
her. She liked the richness of his 
voice.

“ Yes.”  The warmth of his arms 
and body was transfused slowly but 
surely to her own.

“ What happened?”
She had to listen intently to hear 

him above the drone of the motor. 
“ I don’t know. I— I just fell over­
board.”

“ People don’t just accidentally fall 
overboard. Did you jump or were 
you thrown?”

“ I wasn’t thrown.”
“ From what ship?”
“ I couldn’t tell you.”
“ Was it leaving Mobile?”
“ What difference does it make?”  
“ Storm warnings are out. No 

boat should be leaving port now.” 
“ Oh!” What kind of cargo must 

the tramp steamer have had, to 
leave in the face of storm warnings? 
Maybe the captain thought he could 
beat the storm and would not have 
to pay wharfage while his boat was 
tied up at the dock.

“ I ’m Curtis Tankersley. The girl 
with me is Gloria Haywood, and this 
is a brand-new boat we are bringing 
from Mobile.”

“ I ’m Ann— Holmes,”  she faltered, 
and snuggled closer to the warm 
shoulders of him. He sat with his
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back to the bow of the boat, cutting 
off the stiff breeze created by the 
moving boat, and she was beginning 
to feel a glow from this new warmth. 
It even made her drowsy. His arms 
tightened about her.

“ Curt,”  Gloria spoke up, her voice 
a little sharp, “ I still think you had 
better take her to my house. Your 
mother doesn’t welcome strays.”

“ M y mother would never turn out 
any one who needed help. Besides,”  
he laughed, “ finders keepers, you 
know.”  To Ann, he explained, “ I 
thought I saw some one waving from 
the marker just before we reached 
it, but decided it was imagination. 
We were past when I heard a 
splash.”

“ I was frozen stiff,”  she said. 
“ And they tell me it doesn’t get cold 
in the nice, balmy South!”

“ The cool evening breeze is one of 
the nice things about it, when you 
aren’t dripping wet,”  he added.

His voice was spontaneous and 
vibrantly alive. Bill’s voice was ah 
ways so composed and studied when 
he spoke. She hadn’t the slightest 
idea how her rescuer looked, so she 
wriggled free enough to look up into 
his face. Very dimly outlined were 
even features. It was too indistinct 
to tell anything about the color of 
his hair or eyes, but she knew he was 
looking down at her, trying to see 
her features in the dark. He didn’t 
seem like a stranger, somehow, and 
she settled back in his arms, feeling 
secure and even wanted, like a child 
cradled in the arms of a grown per­
son when things have gone wrong.

Her eyelids were heavy, and the 
acute chilliness turned into uncom­
fortable warmth. She remembered 
groggily of being lifted from the boat 
and carried down a board wharf.

A  woman’s voice expressed dis­
pleasure at keeping a strange girl in 
her home.

“ What did I tell you?”  Gloria 
spoke up, and Ann knew it was Mrs. 
Tankersley who had made that 
statement.

“ You know there isn’t a hospital 
this side of the bay,”  Curtis re­
sponded calmly.

Mrs. Tankersley capitulated. 
“ Take her to the front guest room,”  
she ordered crisply. “ Gloria, you 
call Doctor Rogers. I ’ll find towels 
and a gown.”

Ann remembered the glorious 
warmth of dry clothes and a soft 
bed, but she shivered one minute 
and radiated heat the next until 
even her eyes seemed scorched. She 
was weak and growing steadily 
weaker, and she could still hear 
those waves beating against the 
channel marker.

She dozed off while people still 
moved about her. She was roused, 
and conscious of fingers profession­
ally feeling her pulse, of a stetho­
scope upon her chest.

CHAPTER n.
There were other lucid, but brief, 

intervals after that. When a steady 
torrent of rain beat against the 
house, the wind bent trees low and 
heavy waves made stealthy ad­
vances far beyond the beach, appar­
ently intent upon reaching the 
house. Flashes of blue light, peals 
of reverberating thunder rent the 
air. Remote voices would sometimes 
drift to her, but too distant for her 
to distinguish what was being said 
or who was in the room.

During later moments, the room 
was bathed in patches of sunlight 
from wide windows. A cool breeze 
with the invigorating tang of salt 
water wafted through the open win­
dows from which dainty curtains 
fluttered lazily. A lulling rumble 
and splash perplexed her at first;
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then she remembered it was the bay, 
tranquil and normal now.

At last her eyes were rested 
enough to remain open and she felt 
much stronger.

Turning her head experimentally, 
she found herself gazing into blue 
eyes which sparkled like an aqua­
marine stone with sunlight glisten­
ing upon its many facets, and they 
were in a vaguely familiar face. The 
man was probably a little older than 
she— she ardently hoped he had 
more sense—and he was bronze 
from the semitropical sun. She 
managed to smile, for she realized 
he was her finder.

“ Feeling better?”  he asked in that 
concerned tone she recalled with 
thrilling pleasure.

“ Very much, thank you.”  She 
glanced around the room. “ Have I 
been here long?”

“ Four days.”
“ It— stormed? I seem to remem­

ber it.”
“ For one day and night.- No casu­

alties, except a tramp steamer bound 
for South America. Their last wire­
less was that their rudder was bro­
ken, and the coast guard have been 
unable to locate her. They believe 
she went down with all on board. 
Couldn’t have been very far out in 
the Gulf because the storm came up 
right after we reached home.”

Ann closed her eyes, bit her lip. 
A tramp steamer bound for South 
America! Lost! All on board! That 
meant Bill. Would have meant her, 
too, if she hadn’t changed her mind. 
What a fitting climax that would 
have been!

“ Ann,”  Curt accused, “ you were 
on that boat.”

She slowly raised her long, golden 
lashes. Her lips moved to ask the 
questions she wanted to know, but 
she said nothing. Had she been 
missed, and did the papers say who

had been aboard? He must have 
read the questions in her eyes.

“ That,”  he assured her, “ is my 
own conclusion. You have your rea­
sons for wanting to keep things to 
yourself, and they aren’t my affair. 
But I do think I should warn you 
that my mother is a little bit exact­
ing about those who come to her 
house. She will ask you questions, 
and the way she regards you in the 
future will depend upon the satis­
faction of those answers. I'm tiring 
you,”  he added ruefully, and he 
stroked her golden hair.

“ You’ve been marvelous,”  she 
murmured gratefully. Then, “ There 
was money in my clothes?”

“ Yes. A young fortune. It ’s in­
tact.”

“Use it for my expenses.”
“ We’ll discuss that later. Better 

go back to sleep because you’ll be 
cross-questioned when mother 
knows you’re conscious and you’ll 
need your strength for it.”

“ I haven’t done anything really 
wrong,”  she murmured. He had to 
believe her! “ But I— I might have 
if— if——  Oh, please believe I 
didn’t!”

“ I do believe it, Ann,”  he breathed 
softly as he leaned forward. His 
lips touched her white forehead.

“ Oh!”  she gasped because it gave 
her such an exquisite sensation of 
belonging to him. He was her finder 
and he had saved her. By both 
rights, she belonged to him, and she 
was in love with the idea.

His lips moved lightly to her 
mouth. The kiss was only a faint 
touch, but everything in the world, 
including her heart, stood still in 
that split second.

“ That isn’t fair, is it?”  he smiled. 
“ But you looked so sweet and help­
less lying there, your eyes so large 
and blue in that too white face of 
yours, that I wanted to do it.”
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She made no oral response, merely 
returned his smile. Then she said, 
“ It ’s rather nice to know I  was res­
cued by you instead of— of any one 
else.”

“ Stop talking. I  hear my mother 
approaching. Play at being asleep. 
After a while, when you’ve rested 
more, there w'ill be time to talk with 
her.”

She didn’t have to play long, be­
cause the conversation with Curt 
had been unbelievably fatiguing.

Ann decided, before the inevitable 
interview, that while there was no 
necessity for concealing her identity, 
there was no reason to reveal the 
reason for her presence here.

One thing would not release its in­
sidious grip upon her. If she hadn’t 
agreed ’ to run away with Bill, he 
would not have been killed. Any 
way she looked at it, she was in­
directly responsible for his death. 
Then there was .^Natalie! Natalie 
would have to know some day, if 
she didn’t already, about Bill. Nata­
lie had undoubtedly loved Bill and 
probably still cared for him. Maybe 
she even trusted him in a blind sort 
of way.

The note Ann had left her father 
had probably spared him all anxiety. 
I f Bill weren’t lost, the truth might 
never have been made public, and 
how Ann dreaded the degradation of 
such publicity!

And so, when Mrs. Tankersley 
came to her, Ann was prepared. She 
gave her right name, requested that 
her father be notified where she was, 
and told that his daughter was all 
right after meeting with a very slight 
accident and that she would write 
soon.

Ann regained her strength rapidly 
and her paleness gave way to gold- 
brown from the healing rays of the 
sun.

L S — 3B

Gloria came to see her daily, and 
before Ann was strong enough to 
shop for herself, Gloria shopped for 
her and had clothes sent out on ap­
proval.

It was a fashion parade. Ann 
would try on the clothes and model 
them before Mrs. Tankersley, Gloria 
and Curt. She adored hearing their 
candid opinions, and it was a lot of 
fun dressing to please Curt, particu­
larly, who was quick to speak his 
approval or dislike. If he hadn’t 
said a word, she would have known 
by the glow of admiration in his 
eyes, or the slight grimace of dis­
dain.

“ Every gown,”  he commented on 
one occasion when Gloria was not 
present and Mrs. Tankersley was 
called to the telephone, “ is a new 
revelation.”

Ann looked at the low-cut icy- 
green satin and blushed.

He laughed. “ I mean, each one 
changes you into a different person. 
You are all sophistication in formal 
colthes—you even frighten me a lit­
tle. In sports clothes you are a 
grand little playmate. In those sim­
ple, dainty dresses, you look so 
lovely and naive I could take you 
in my arms and smother you with 
kisses!”

She was afraid he would and in­
stinctively shrank away from him. 
Again he laughed, that genial, virile 
laugh she loved.

“ Don’t be alarmed. I wouldn’t 
now.”  He nodded, indicating her 
dress. “ I ’d be afraid you’d turn to 
ice in my arms.”

Ice! If he knew the fire that raced 
through her veins when he was near, 
he would know a mere dress couldn’t 
really change her.

“ I want to see that white satin on 
you,”  he told her.

Ann did look alarmed then.
“ No!”  she managed to whisper.
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W h e n  th ey  reached the mainland Curt lifted  her fro m  th e boat and car­
ried  her in to his bou se. H e  didn’t seem  like a stranger, som eh ow , and she  

settled  back in b is arm s, fee lin g  secu re and even  wanted.

“ I— I don’t want the white!”  She “ Are you”— Curt swallowed, loos- 
gave a perceptible shudder. Bill—  ened his collar— “ going to be mar- 
white evening dress— pearls! “ I—  ried?”
I ’ll never even try on a white formal She shook her head. “ Never!”
dress until— until I ’m to be mar- He gave a visible, or audible, sigh,
ried.”  even managed another faint smile.
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Then he frowned. “ Are you mar­
ried?”

“ No.”  Her long, sweeping lashes 
lowered upon her white cheeks, cast­
ing shadows upon them.

“ Had you planned to be married?” 
he further questioned, and that 
brought the vivid color to her cheeks. 
Her lip trembled, and her blue eyes 
were veiled by swimming tears.

Curt had been straddling a 
straight chair, his arms resting on its 
high back. He quickly left it now 
and stood beside her.

“ I ’m sorry, Ann. It ’s none of my 
business,”  he apologized. “ You’re 
provocative and sweet. I can’t help 
wanting to know a little about you 
— the you of your own world. Am 
I forgiven?”  His eyes were blue 
coals of emotion.

The comers of Ann’s mouth 
turned upward just enough to con­
vey that he was.

Curt made a movement to take 
her in his arms, but his mother re­
turned at that moment so he stepped 
back, his half-raised arms dropping 
listlessly to his sides.

“ I ’m anxious to see you in the 
white satin, Ann,”  Mrs. Tankersley 
said.

Ann’s gaze went unconsciously to 
Curt., who explained:

“ Ann has a phobia for white—  
she’d rather not even try it on, 
mom.”

“ Mom!” Mrs. Tankersley scorned.
It wasn’t easy to be casual with 

Curt. Between them had sprung up 
a bond of belonging to each other, 
which Ann feared they didn’t con­
ceal from others. Mrs. Tankersley 
observed with disapproval, and when 
she and Ann were alone one day, she 
made a remark that struck a blow 
between the eyes.

“ Gloria and Curtis have practi­
cally grown up together, and I hope 
they will marry some day,”  Mrs.

Tankersley said. “They have al­
ready discussed it, I  understand; but, 
because they have known each other 
so long, time doesn’t seem to mat­
ter. There is no rush, of course, ex­
cept that I am anxious for my son 
to give up the work he has been fol­
lowing and work with his father. I 
think Gloria will help him change 
his mind.”

Ann had met Mr. Tankersley only 
once because he seldom came across 
the bay to this summer home, ex­
cept over the week-ends. He was a 
very busy attorney about to make 
his debut into politics.

“ You mean you object to Curt 
being an instructor at the military 
academy?”

“ Yes. It’s no place for him and 
it pays a mere pittance.”

“ But he loves it!”
“ He thinks he does. The novelty 

will eventually wear off, I hope, and 
then he’ll change his mind about it. 
I ’m depending upon you”— Mrs. 
Tankersley shot Ann a significant 
look— “ not to influence him against, 
his father’s work. Son has an LL. D. 
degree, you know.”

“ I wouldn’t think of trying to 
change his mind! I ’ve hardly dis­
cussed work with him. Anyway, I  
think I ’m able to leave, now. 
You’ve been very kind to me.” 

“ There is no hurry about your 
leaving.” And that seemed to set­
tle it for Mrs. Tankersley. Ann 
finally admitted her reluctance to 
return home; however, she refrained 
from discussing her reason, which 
was Natalie. Natalie would have to 
know about Bill, and Ann was hop­
ing that her delay might help her 
conceive of a way to tell her so there 
would be as little ado about it as 
possible. And yet, every day that 
passed without telling her made a 
deeper furrow in her conscience.

And each day with Curt made

85
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Ann wish she had told him the truth 
in the beginning. Either he would 
have loved her in spite of it, or it 
would have been the barrier between 
them that would have prevented 
their falling in love. She tried to 
tell him, but invariably postponed 
it, and the longer she waited the 
more difficult it was and the more 
cowardly she felt.

They "were lying on the beach, late 
one afternoon, just the two of them. 
Ann was stretched out on an orange- 
and-blue beach mat, her bare back 
exposed to the sun. Curt was lying 
in the same position, but opposite 
her, so that by resting their chins 
on folded arms they faced each 
other.

“ So you’ve really decided to go!”  
he repeated her announcement. “ I 
suppose I shouldn’t blame you for 
that, but I ’m going to miss you like 
everything!”

“ For a day or two, maybe,”  she 
smiled at him. “ You have all been 
so grand to me, I ’ll always be in­
debted.”

“ I should say that it would have 
been the same with any one. But 
I  can’t. You know that. You are 
not only lovely to look at and lovely 
to be with, but you are also mine 
by right of discovery. I  should keep 
you here forever, but that wouldn’t 
be right. Unless------ ”

“ Don’t say it!”  she broke in. 
“ Don’t say anything you might re­
gret to-morrow. I have enough re­
grets behind me to—to------ ”

“ Why were you in the middle of 
the bay, Ann? I haven’t asked you 
directly before, and it still isn’t any 
business of mine, but I can’t help 
wanting to know. It was a— a man, 
I  suppose?”

Ann’s face, now a rich golden tan, 
reddened. She buried her face on 
her arms so that he saw only the 
glinting crown of her waved hair.

She couldn’t tell him what a despi­
cable thing she had nearly done! She 
couldn’t tell him she was responsi­
ble for that man’s death! Yet, Curt 
was certainly entitled to an explana­
tion, one she should have given 
long ago.

“ I— I didn’t do anything really 
wrong, Curt!” She lifted her face 
and appealed to him. Her expres­
sion was serious and confused. “ No 
matter what you ever hear of me, I 
want you to always remember that! 
Oh, I hate myself for what I did 
do, and I ’d give anything—my life, 
even— if I could make amends for 
what I have done to two other per­
sons, but there’s no way I can 
change it!”

Slowly he withdrew his gaze from 
her tortured face, and the color crept 
into his throat and face. Wearily he 
dropped his forehead to his strong, 
muscular arms.

Ann was suffering. Impulsively, 
she reached out and touched the 
dark-blond hair very lightly. He 
glanced up, grasped her hand, 
quickly pressed it to his lips.

“ I love you, Ann,”  said Curt with 
quiet emphasis. For another split 
second the world stood still for her, 
then her heart proceeded to throb 
in triple tempo. “ But I ’ll never ask 
you to marry me.”  He ended as if 
trying to decide what else to say.

Ann withdrew her hand at which 
he had been gazing, as if he were 
addressing it, and clutched at her 
throat. Her eyes were stricken, but 
he met them without the quiver of 
an eyelash. Curt was inscrutable in 
that painful moment when she 
searched his face for a contradiction 
of his words. Her lashes lowered. 
Slowly she shifted her position, and 
then sat up. Curt remained lying in 
the sand.

A boy about twelve years old 
came rushing up to them and flung
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himself down be­
side Curt, a grin 
on his young, sun­
burned face that 
was a startling 
contrast to Curt’s 
immobility. Then, 
to the boy, Curt 
gave a lazy smile.

“ C a p t a i n  
Tankersley!”  the 
boy e ja cu la te d  
b r e a t h  l e s s l y .  
“ Guess what!” 

“ Couldn’t in a 
thousand years,”  
Curt  responded 
a m i a b l y .  
“ What?”

“ M y  d a d ’ s 
coming!”

Cut sat up, put 
his hands on the 
b o y ’ s shoulders. 
“ Not really!”

The boy nod­
ded vigorous ly .  
“ Yep. He called 
us from Mobile. 
Flew here!”  He 
finished by turn­
ing a somersault 
in the sand.

“ If you’ll be 
still long enough,”  
Curt in formed 
him in that ca­
ressing way he

“ N a t a l i e ! "  A n n  
g a s p e d .  "N a ta l ie  
B r a n t!"  T h e co lor  
le f t  A n n ’s fa ce  as 
she realized this was 
the m om en t she had 
been  dreading. She  
w ould have to con ­
f e s s  e v e r y t h i n g  

n o w !
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had for the boy, “ I ’d like to present 
you to my friend. Miss Engle, Cor­
poral Gerry Wilkinson.”

The cadet, in blue dungarees, ex­
tended his hand and made a grin­
ning apology for his behavior which 
Ann laughed away.

“ You see, the corporal and his dad 
are all there are in his family,”  Curt 
gravely explained. “ During vaca­
tion, the corporal visits his aunt, 
who lives down the beach, and we 
two fellows spend quite a bit of 
time together. He attends our mili­
tary academy.”

Ann beamed at the corporal.
The ding-dong, ding-dong of a 

bell sounded.
“ That’s Aunt Ada’s bell and it 

means she wants me!”  the corporal 
ejaculated. “ I bet that means my 
dad is here! I ’ll bring him around 
and show him to you!”  the corporal 
called over his shoulder.

Ann laughed. “ I know his dad 
will love being shown off by his 
proud young son! Most men do!” 

“ I ’m surprised his father would 
even consider coming here,”  Curt 
mused. “ He pays very little atten­
tion to his son, and the boy wor­
ships him. I ’m fond of the corpo­
ral, and he’s only one of the dozens 
and dozens of my cadets.”  Curt was 
so in earnest that Ann glanced at 
him quickly, for she was recalling 
what his mother had said about 
wanting him to give up that work. 
Curt would never do it, and Ann 
wasn’t sure she blamed him. Not

if there were others like the young 
corporal, for he, alone, was enough 
to make any one enthralled with the 
life.

“ It seems we have a guest,”  Curt 
announced, glancing toward the 
house.

Ann’s eyes followed that direc­
tion. At the gate stood a young 
woman dressed in a summery black- 
and-white suit. Ann blinked unbe­
lievingly. Vaguely she saw the 
woman advance toward them, her 
luminous dark eyes anxious and 
deep set, in a face that was beauti­
ful but now showed signs of weari­
ness and desperation. A small black 
hat was perched over her soft dark 
hair and one dark eyebrow.

“ Natalie!”  Ann gasped. Curt had 
risen to his feet, and Ann forgot him 
in this tense moment. The color 
left Ann’s face. “ Natalie Brant!”  
she enunciated.

“ Where,”  Natalie crisply de­
manded, “ is Bill?”

“You— don’t— know?”  Ann fal­
tered. A movement at her side as 
Curt shifted his weight, and Ann 
realized this was the moment she 
had been dreading all these days. 
No. It was worse than she had an­
ticipated because the task was dou­
bled— she was having to confess 
everything to both at the same time, 
which had not been in her scheme.

“ I know only that he did not go 
to Havana!”  Natalie asserted 
sharply.

TO BE CONCLUDED.



Beauty 
Not Required

By Beverly Crane

CECILE CARSON bent her 
flaming, curly red head lower 
over her dictation pad. She 

prayed that Kent Sheridan’s nar­
rowed blue eyes wouldn’t see that 
her flying pencil was forming, in­
stead of the usual shorthand sym­
bols, an incomprehensible jumble of 
words, half phrases and characters.

“ We will not,”  he was saying, “ re­
lease the details of the new Revolta 
airplane motor design under any 
circumstances. It is constructed to 
government specifications for opera­
tion and-------”

Her pencil flew. But she was 
careful to keep the page well hidden.

If only he wouldn’t dictate in that 
rapid-fire fashion! She didn’t dare 
ask him to repeat. That would give 
her away.

Outwardly, Cecile was the perfect 
secretary, from her trim black slip­
pers straight up the seams of her 
silk-sheathed ankles to the top of 
her capable young head. But in­
wardly, she seethed with conflicting 
emotions.

She was afraid. Her shorthand 
was business-school type, with no 
practical experience. Yet here she 
was, a full-fledged secretary to the 
two heads of the Sheridan Aircraft 
Co.
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She was bold. Her first week of 
work was almost over. So far, at 
least, she’d escaped detection.

“ Don’t tell me,”  she’d said to 
Nancy Hawthorn, her roommate, 
when she told her about the job, 
“ that it doesn’t pay to bluff! I got 
the job twenty other girls would 
have given their eyeteeth to get—  
private secretary to Kent and Mark 
Sheridan.”

“ You didn’t lie about having no 
business experience, did you?” 
Nancy had asked, aghast.

“ No, I just told Mark Sheridan 
I ’d been exposed to everything from 
shorthand to bookkeeping. And 
it*s true!”

Nancy, who was small, brown­
haired and very efficient, didn’t 
have the courage her vivacious, 
Titian-haired roommate had.

“ More power to you if you can 
get away with it,”  she had told 
Cecile, and then added dreamily, 
“ Just think of being able to work for 
Mark Sheridan! His picture is al­
ways in the papers. Is he really as 
handsome as he looks?”

Cecile had scowled. “ I ’m not in­
terested in romance,”  she’d an­
swered. “ All I want is three square 
meals a day. And believe me, I ’m 
going to hang onto this job, now 
that I ’ve got it!”

Her mind snapped back to the 
present. Kent Sheridan was saying, 
“ That will be all, Miss Carson. 
End it the usual way.”

Cecile permitted her full red lips 
to relax in a smile as she struggled 
to pin down the last fleeting sen­
tences. Her dark-blue eyes under 
their long, curling lashes lost some 
of the strained, frightened expres­
sion that had been in them for the 
past half hour.

She was awed by Kent’s brusque, 
rapid-fire manner. He was the en­
gineer of the partnership— a homely,

tall, square-shouldered man with 
straight black hair tumbled about 
his forehead. Mark Sheridan, on 
the other hand, was handsome and 
charming, with a magnetic person­
ality that made him an ideal sales­
man for the firm. It was he who 
had hired Cecile with the remark:

“ We can use a pretty girl around 
this place.”

She hadn’t told Nancy about 
that.

Now she closed her dictation pad 
with a self-confident flip and stood 
up. She told herself, “Afterward, 
I ’ll patch this letter up. He won’t 
ever suspect------ ”

His voice stopped her at the door.
“ Oh, Miss Carson, will you read 

that letter back to me?”
A thin trickle of ice vrater went 

down her spine.
“ W-what?”
His blue eyes lanced her startled 

face. He said, “ Will you read it 
over to me? I want to make a few 
corrections.”

She clutched the pad to her wnldly 
beating heart. He mustn’t find out!

She stammered, “ I— I ’ll type it 
first thing in the morning.”

He shook his head. “ It ’ll have to 
go out on the airmail for Washing­
ton to-night.”

Cecile sat down again, numbly. 
She began to read. Ordinarily, her 
memory would have helped her to 
piece the letter together, but now 
with those keen blue eyes on her 
flushed face, she was lost.

“ Here,”  Kent said finally, extend­
ing a hand. “ Let me see your 
notes.”

It was out— her whole miserable, 
desperate scheme to get work at an^ 
cost! Dejectedly, she handed him 
the pad. He took one glance at it 
and tossed it aside.

“ I thought so.”
She stood there, a slim, forlorn
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figure, while tears of disappointment 
welled in her dark-blue eyes.

“ Well,”  she asked with a kind of 
defiance, “ what are you going to do 
about it?”

He didn’t answer at first. He 
simply sat there at his cluttered 
desk, staring out into the growing 
dusk. His face, she saw, was hag­
gard. She knew he had been work­
ing for weeks on this new Revolta 
motor.

“ What?”  he asked, jerking his at­
tention back to her. “ Oh, you’re 
fired, of course. What’s worrying 
me is how I ’ll get these new specifi­
cations down to Washington to­
night. There isn’t time to dictate 
that all over again to another girl, 
and besides it’s after hours. They’ve 
all gone home.”

A wave of remorse swept over 
Cecile. He looked so tired, so de­
jected.

“ I ’m sorry,”  she whispered.
He shot a quick glance at her 

then, and his voice was harsh as he 
said, “ You’ve messed things up all 
right. Please get your hat and go 
home!”

But Cecile didn’t move. A slow, 
crimson flush was mounting from 
her white throat, spreading into her 
cheeks. Her deep-blue eyes grew 
smoky and her lips tensed. She 
wouldn’t be dismissed with a snap 
of the fingers!

She cried, “ Of course, I ’ll go. 
But if you’d only have a little pa­
tience I could do this letter cor­
rectly. I haven’t made any mis­
takes all day!”

He said grimly, “ One mistake in 
that letter you just took might cost 
us the government contract for five 
hundred Revoltas! Now do you see 
why I can’t let you practice taking 
dictation from me?”

Cecile flared, “ If you’d walked 
the streets for two months, trying to

get work, wouldn't you try to bluff, 
too?”

She paused, eyes flashing, red lips 
parted.

Kent Sheridan looked up at her 
wonderingly. For the first time he 
seemed to be aware of the slim, de­
fiant girl standing before him. 
Something in his eyes seemed to 
soften and then, abruptly, his lips 
hardened and his voice was strained.

“Please,”  he said, avoiding her 
eyes, “ can’t you see it’s nothing per­
sonal? But get your experience 
somewhere else, not here.”

He turned back to his blue prints 
with finality. Cecile stamped a 
dainty black slipper angrily.

“ But how am I going to get ex­
perience unless I first get a job?”  she 
cried. “ I ’ve had all sorts of business 
school training. I ’m like every 
other girl who wants—who needs to 
get a job!”  Still he didn’t answer. 
Cecile finished tearfully, “ It’s men 
like you who won’t give a girl a 
chance at a job.”

A voice, jovial and warm, in­
quired behind her, “ Who won’t give 
you a job, honey?”

She whirled, startled, to see Mark 
Sheridan smiling down at her from 
his six-foot-two as he leaned casually 
against the door jamb. He carried 
an expensive camel’s hair topcoat 
thrown carelessly across one arm. 
He winked at her encouragingly.

“ Come on, tell Mark all about 
it.”

Quite suddenly, Cecile was aware 
that her cheeks were flushed and 
stained with tears. Her flaming red 
hair was disheveled. It curled in 
tiny damp ringlets at her smooth 
white temples. Her lower lip 
quivered. “ I ’m fired,”  she said 
flatly.

“ No!”  Mark whistled softly, eyes 
twinkling.

Cecile looked at Kent Sheridan’s
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stubbornly averted face. She could 
see his jaw was set. Mark saun­
tered into the room, and she was all 
at once aware of the great difference 
between the two brothers.

Kent was serious and hard-work­
ing. His lean, hawklike face was 
burned to a dull-red by sun and 
wind. Only that afternoon Cecile 
had seen him wheeling a ship about 
the field, giving the new Revolta its 
final tests. He was practical, hard- 
headed and brusque where Mark 
was handsome, spoiled and able to 
win any one to his side by his charm­
ing personality.

Now he said, “ No go, Kent. You 
can’t fire this girl.”

“ Oh, can’t IP”
Cecile stood there uncomfortably 

while they measured each other with 
their eyes. Mark was the first to 
shrug and turn away.

“ No, because it’s part of the 
agreement that I ’m to hire the 
help.”

Kent slammed a hand down upon 
the blue prints. “ All right, but get 
me a girl who’s dependable, not just 
a pretty stenographer! Put an ad 
in the paper, ‘experience wanted.’ ”

Cecile felt her cheeks flaming. So 
they both thought that a girl, be­
cause she was pretty, didn’t have a 
brain in her head!

“ Give me a half hour,”  she said, 
“ and I ’ll type that letter correctly. 
If you can find any mistakes in it, 
you can fire me!”

Kent hesitated. Mark smiled at 
her, then asked, “ How about it, 
Kent? Give her a chance!”

She taunted the silent, thin-lipped 
man behind the desk, “ That offer 
ought to appeal to your sporting in­
stinct!”

Kent raised his narrowed, blue­
eyed gaze to Cecile’s flushed face. 
She looked like a Celtic princess as 
she stood before him, straight and

slim, her mass of Titian hair in star­
tling contrast to her alabaster skin. 
Her blue eyes flamed at him.

“ All right,”  he said brusquely. 
“ But don’t think I won’t keep you 
to that bargain!”

There was something in the look 
he gave her as he turned back to his 
blue prints that puzzled Cecile.

Two hours later, she faced Mark 
Sheridan across the snowy damask 
of a table in the Madagascar’s 
murky, rhumba-filled interior. Be­
tween them were the remains of 
their late supper— chicken sand­
wiches, a salad, dessert and coffee.

“ Glad you came with me?”  
Mark’s smile was filled with easy 
good humor. He was nodding to 
people at distant tables, smiling up 
at the dancers in the floor show. 
Every one knew Mark Sheridan, it 
seemed.

“ I was starved,”  she admitted 
with a rueful laugh. “ But I did de­
serve to stay late. At that, w»e got 
the letter off to Washington, didn’t 
we?”

His hand captured hers. “ With­
out any mistakes.”

Cecile was too happy to notice 
the look in his eyes. She laughed 
gayly. “ Don’t ever tell him I told 
you that dad was an aviator, or that 
I was raised on engine talk. He 
probably thinks it was fool luck that 
helped me get that letter right, 
down to the last period.”

Mark lowered his voice. He said, 
“ You shouldn’t know anything 
about mechanics and airplane 
motors. Not a girl with lips like 
yours, not a girl with red hair------ ”

Cecile smiled. “ At least you’ve 
noticed I ’m red-headed.”

He questioned slyly, “ Meaning 
that Kent never sees you? You 
can’t expect that brother of mine to 
see anything but blue prints!”
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Her
unsteadi ly .  She 
was thinking o f 
Kent’s bronzed ,  
hawklike face bent 
over those papers 
back in the office.
She said, “ A girl 
likes to feel she’s 
human.”

M a r k  leaned 
closer across the 
table.

“ Then why not 
melt a little for 
me to-night? I ’m 
supposed to be fairly attractive. Be­
sides, you ought to give me a break 
for not letting Kent fire you, even 
after you’d finished that letter.”

“ I made a bargain to stick,”  she 
told him. “ I ’ll try to do that. But 
I  am grateful to you.”

He chuckled. “ You did seem to 
get under his skin. I never saw 
Kent so positively riled as he was 
to-night.

T h e y  l e f t  t h e  
B o o r ,p eo p le lo o k ­
ing after  them . 
M a rk  S h e r i d a n  
w as easily  the 
handsom est man 
there. C ec ile  w on ­
dered  w h y  she  
couldn’t  thrill to  
the touch o f  his 
hand on her e l­

bow .

She wondered what was behind 
Kent Sheridan’s animosity. Why 
did he dislike her so?

Mark was still holding her hand 
when he said, “ Don’t worry, I won’t 
let him fire you. We need more 
beauty and less brains around that 
office, anyway.”

Cecile chilled. Slowly, she with­
drew her hand. He did not notice 
her sudden, hurt silence because he
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was smiiing to an acquaintance 
across the floor.

So Mark shared his brother’s 
opinion that a pretty girl didn’t 
have a brain in her head! Or did 
he think she’d be willing to trade on 
her beauty to keep her job?

They danced, but she was a cool, 
impersonal being who drifted 
through the pulsing rhumba without 
warming to its heady throb. Her 
coolness both amused and baffled 
him. She was aware that his eager­
ness grew as the evening lengthened. 
But, again perversely, she wasn’t ex­
cited by her conquest.

Her thoughts persisted on return­
ing to that darkened office where she 
had last seen Kent’s dark head bent 
over a pool of murky light.

“ Tired?”  Mark asked a moment 
later. “ I ’ll call a taxi.”

“ Thank you.”
They left the floor, people looking 

after them. Ceeile’s flaming head 
bobbed at his expensively tailored 
gray shoulder. Mark Sheridan was 
easily the handsomest man at the 
Madagascar. She wondered why 
she couldn’t thrill to the touch of 
his hand on her elbow.

What was the matter with her? 
Why couldn’t she forget that tired, 
bronzed young face back there at 
the plant?

Mark handed the check girl their 
stubs, and the head waiter came up 
behind them with, “ Leaving so soon, 
Mr. Sheridan? Ah, and Madame 
Fell------ ”

He broke off. He stood staring in 
confusion at the sight of Cecile’s 
flaming mass of tumbled hair behind 
Mark Sheridan’s broad back.

“ Next time”— Mark laughed 
easily— “ keep your eyes open, 
Pierre!” He slipped a bill into the 
man’s hand.

They were waiting under the 
marquee for their taxi when a gay

group alighted and came toward 
them. One woman, in an expensive 
gold evening wrap, saw Mark and 
gave a gasp of surprise.

“ Mark!” she cried. “ You here? 
So sorry to have missed you earlier 
this evening. D o drop in later to­
night!”

She was a slender, dark-haired 
woman, exotic-looking. Her black 
hair wras parted in the exact center, 
dark as a raven’s wing. Her car­
mine lips curved in a petulant moue.

“ Don’t fail me, will you?”
And then, with a single penetrat­

ing glance in Ceeile’s direction, she 
was gone. Mark coughed uncom­
fortably.

“ Friend of mine— Madame Felisse 
— charming woman.”

Cecile knew now that she was the 
woman the head waiter had mis­
taken her for. Evidently, Mark 
Sheridan and Madame Felisse were 
often seen together at the Mada­
gascar.

Sudden, mirthless laughter rose in 
her. She didn’t know7, either, why 
she felt so close to tears.

It wasn’t until they were inside 
the taxi and riding through the park 
that he tried to kiss her. She knew 
what was coming, so she was pre­
pared.

“ You’re like a flaming, scarlet 
poppy,”  he whispered, his lips brush­
ing her ear. “ Won’t you thaw a 
little of the ice away from those 
lips?”

“ Please!”  Cecile thrust her young 
strength against his tightening arms.

He pretended to release her. 
“ Well, if you insist------ ”

But almost at once, he tightened 
his arms and Cecile, caught un­
aware, felt his lips commanding hers. 
She went limp, enduring his kisses. 
And soon, as she had known he 
would, he released her. Men like
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Mark Sheridan wanted combat, not 
passive resistance.

“ You’re a funny little devil,”  he 
chuckled. “ First, you look as if 
you’d melt a Buddha. And then, all 
at once you’re as remote as Mont 
Blanc.”

Cecile smiled wryly. “ That 
would make me a pretty well 
traveled young woman.”

He helped her to the sidewalk in 
front of the brownstone house where 
she roomed with Nancy. He held 
her hand a moment.

“ If I didn’t have important busi­
ness to-night,”  he told her, “ I ’d bet 
on Buddha. Well, good night, and 
don’t let that hard-boiled brother of 
mine rile you. He’s harmless.”

Nancy was still up when Cecile 
came in, tossing her hat dejectedly 
upon the sofa.

“ What’s the matter?”  she cried. 
“ Did you lose your job?”

Cecile said, “ No, they didn’t fire 
me.”  She told Nancy about the 
day, omitting certain details.

Nancy sighed. “ Gee, you’re 
lucky! Mark won’t let a pretty girl 
lose her job!”

Cecile flared. “ Can’t you under­
stand that I might want a job so 
that I can be independent? Or so 
that I won’t have to go on asking 
my family for money? I can hold 
down that job!”

“ Sure!” Nancy winked. “ But 
why not have a good time on the 
side?”

“ Because that takes just a pretty 
face,”  Cecile told her. “ And I ’m 
going to prove to Kent Sheridan I 
have plain normal intelligence!”

She handed Nancy a magazine, 
picked up a pencil and pad.

“ What’s the idea?”
Cecile said, “ You’re going to read 

while I take dictation. I may have 
been bluffing when I got that job,

but I wasn’t bluffing when I  told 
Kent I ’d keep it!”

Nancy pouted. “ I don’t see why 
you’re so anxious to impress him 
one way or the other.”

Cecile didn’t answer that.

At ten o ’clock the next morning, 
Kent’s buzzer sounded for dictation. 
He did not glance up as Cecile came 
through the door, or he would have 
seen that she was dressed in a soft 
yellow sweater above her trim 
brown skirt. She was slim and 
lovely, and high color flamed in her 
cheeks.

“ Take a letter to Vincent Rich­
ards, of Skiline Limited,”  he said 
abruptly. His eyes were bloodshot, 
and his face was haggard from lack 
of sleep.

“ Yes, sir.”
He went on in a tense, harsh 

voice, “ This is to inform you that 
under no circumstances will the 
plans for the new Revolta motor be 
sold. We consider that the new 
engine, with its greatly increased 
speed, is worthy of government use 
only in the newest type fighter. 
Therefore-------”

Her pencil flew. There was a 
nervous, disturbed tension in him 
that she couldn’t fathom. A grow­
ing rebellion seethed within her. 
He needn’t dictate so fast!

He finished the letter, stopped his 
nervous pacing. His blue eyes 
lanced her.

“ Did you get that?”
Cecile flushed. “ Yes. Is that 

all?”
He shook his head. “ No,”  he said 

slowly, “ it isn’t!” He came around 
the desk to face her as she rose to 
her feet. His eyes were mere slits 
of hostile blue.

“ This is off the record,”  he told 
her, “ but were you out with my 
brother last night?”

45
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Twin spots of color flamed in her 
cheeks. “Yes.”

“Then maybe you can tell me 
where I can locate him,” he shot at 
her. “There’s a big government 
contract coming up and he’s miss­
ing. We can’t afford to antangonize 
this South American firm, either, 
with a representative coming into 
town.”

She said, “All I know is that he 
said he had important business to 
attend to after he left me. We went 
to the Madagascar and I got home 
at eleven o’clock.”

He looked at her a moment. 
Bright, hot, angry tears stood in her 
eyes. The sight of them seemed to 
make his face grow more bleak and 
cold.

“That will be all,” he dismissed 
her curtly.

She turned and left the room. A 
moment later she saw his rangy 
figure disappear through the door to 
the flying field. She didn’t know 
why she watched him climbing into 
the cockpit of a plane, or why she 
stood there with her heart in her 
throat while he stunted the plane 
over the field and finally brought it 
dowp in a power dive from a height 
of ten thousand feet.

A voice brought her around, eyes 
widening. She realized she was 
weak and limp.

“Pardon, but is Mark Sheridan 
here?”

She recognized the thin, dark man 
as the South American representa­
tive. And so, while Kent stunted 
the plane over the field and each 
new dive brought her heart to her 
throat, she tried everything in her 
power to keep the impatient visitor 
from leaving angrily and canceling 
his contract.

She was waiting when Kent came 
back to the office an hour later, his

face streaked with grease, and a 
fierce flame burning in his blue eyes.

“Sehor Peralda was here,” she 
told him, going into his office while 
he strode ahead, tugging the helmet 
from his head. “I tried to make him 
wait until you came in, but he had 
to catch a plane for the West. I 
promised him you’d deliver the hun­
dred motors ten days later than the 
original date. He finally agreed to 
it, in your brother’s absence.”

His lean, bronzed face was turned 
toward her. Through suspicious 
eyes he looked at her.

“W'hy did you do that?” he asked 
finally. There was a queer, husky 
note in his voice she couldn’t quite 
understand.

“WTiy?” she echoed in a dazed 
helplessness. “What else could I 
do? I’d do the same for any em­
ployer.”

His face had softened, but now it 
hardened again. “All right,” he 
said. “Just so long as you’re aware 
that you violated every rule of the 
company.” And he turned his back 
on her as she left the room.

Ceeile shut the door behind her 
softly. She was thinking, “He isn’t 
even human! He might have 
thanked me for saving a quarter-of- 
a-million-dollar contract! Why do 
I go on working here when he hates 
me?”

Then she saw Mark Sheridan. 
He was hastily thumbing through 
the correspondence on her desk. 
When he saw her he straightened 
guiltily. He carried a topcoat, hat 
and traveling bag.

“Oh, hello, honey! I was just 
looking over the morning’s mail.” 
She wondered what he had been 
searching for. There was nothing 
on her desk except correspondence 
concerning the new Revolta motor 
specifications.

He laughed uneasily. “I suppose
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the raging lion is 
waiting  for my 
6calp.”

Cecile d idn ’ t 
smile. “ Just a mo­
ment,”  she sug­
gested, “ b e f o r e
you go into his office. He might 
read a double meaning into this.”

She reached up and dusted white 
powder off his lapel. Mark laughed, 
flushing, and looked down at her. 
He put a finger under her chin,

M a rk  sto o p ed  to k iss C ecile . She  
drew  back, startled, as the d o or  to  
the inner ofhce opened . K e n t  sto o d  
th ere, his e y e s  taking in the scen e.

tilted her head.
“ After this we’ll 

have to be more 
careful, eh?”  he 
asked.

He stooped to 
kiss her. B u t  

Cecile drew back, startled, as the 
door to the inner office opened. 
Kent stood there, his eyes taking in 
the scene. Finally he said:

“ When you’ve finished, Mark, I ’d 
like to have a word with you.”
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With a last look at Cecile, he 
turned and went back inside. Mark 
followed him a second later.

Cecile stood there, her heart 
pounding unsteadily in her throat. 
She wasn’t thinking about the pow­
der on Mark Sheridan’s lapel, nor 
was she wondering about his mys­
terious actions.

Instead, she was puzzled by the 
look that she had seen on Kent 
Sheridan’s bronzed, hawklike face. 
There was something in those dis­
illusioned blue eyes that left Cecile 
weak and shaken in spite of herself.

She thought, “ I don’t care what 
he thinks of me! Why should I?”

But she knew in her heart that 
she did.

It was nearly nine o ’clock when 
she returned to her room, and saw 
a light burning in the window. 
Nancy had planned to spend the 
week-end out of the city, but this 
meant she had come back.

Cecile ran swiftly up the stairs, 
placed the key in the lock, then re­
membered that Nancy frequently 
forgot to spring the catch. She 
pushed open the dctor and stepped 
inside.

She stopped still on the threshold 
in frozen amazement.

All the lights were on in the room. 
In the center of the rug, the contents 
of every drawer had been dumped. 
And now, in the center of this mess 
she saw Kent Sheridan!

“ Hello,”  he said calmly. “ You’re 
hojne earlier than I expected you.”

She cried, “ What are you doing 
here? Have you gone mad?”

He took out a cigarette, lit it 
slowly. He shook out the match 
while he studied her coldly.

“ I ’d like to find out what’s be­
come of the specifications on the new 
Revolta. They’re missing.”

She demanded, “ I  suppose you 
think I stole them?”— furiously.

He said, “ You’ll have to admit 
you’ve been dead set on working in 
our office. You even bluffed your 
way to get into our employ. As it 
happens, there are at least two 
dozen governments and twice as 
many private manufacturers who’d 
pay any amount to get those plans 
for a faster fighting plane motor.” 

Her eyes flashed. “ So you accuse 
me of stealing your specifications? 
Isn’t it a pretty cheap trick to try 
and get rid of me this way?” 

“ They’re missing. You’re the 
newest employee. All the rest are 
old employees of proven honesty.”  

“ But I tell you, I didn’t take 
them!”

He looked at her, and she read the 
despair in his eyes. His face was 
gray, haggard from lack of sleep un­
der its bronzed skin. In spite of 
herself, she felt a surge of pity for 
the man who stood before her.

“ I suppose it is hopeless.”  He 
shrugged. “ They’re gone, And
Washington was to have them to­
morrow! You’ve covered up
cleverly, if you are guilty.”

It was absurd, insane, impossible! 
She had merely tried to keep a job, 
and now she was charged with steal­
ing the plans of a motor valuable to 
the government!

He laughed crisply. “ I might 
have been warned— red-headed
women are always mixed up in 
something like this!”

She choked back her fury. “ WTiy 
not any woman? WTiy pick on me 
because I ’m red-headed and know 
what I want?”

She stopped, suddenly, because 
her own words had given her an 
idea. Suppose— suppose a woman 
actually was guilty? Madame 
Felisse!
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But she was Mark’s friend. And 
he couldn’t sell out Kent, his own 
brother, his own company.

Now Kent crossed the room in 
two swift strides. His fingers bit 
into her shoulders. He said harshly, 
“ You’re going to tell me everything 
you know. Where are the plans?”

His eyes were burning, desperate 
slits in a chalk-white face.

“ No, I won’t. Let me go!”
He shook her, so that her loosened 

hair fell in a flaming glory about her 
shoulders.

“ Now, will you tell me?”
His voice was husky, his lips 

parched as he bent over her smooth 
white throat. Cecile’s blue eyes 
were wet with tears— tears of anger 
and defiance. There was a desper­
ate madness in them both-—a battle 
between them that was more ageless 
and real than this quarrel over a set 
of blue prints.

“ I won’t!”  she repeated huskily, 
softly.

Their nearness fired both of them 
so that suddenly, he crushed her to 
him. Her lithe body melted against 
his, and his lips seared hers in a long, 
delirious moment of desire. For a 
moment she fought him with all her 
splendid, wild young strength, then 
she was still, passive.

She felt the steellike pressure of 
his arms, realized that her heart was 
pounding with a fierce, wild exulta­
tion. His kisses first burned her lips 
in mad abandon, then softened un­
til he was kissing her tenderly.

He released her. “ Cecile,”  he be­
gan hoarsely, “ I------ ”

Her palm, small and firm, struck 
his cheek with a stinging report. 
His surprise made him release her 
suddenly, so that she fell back 
against the sofa, her two hands sup­
porting her. She was panting, and 
her hair was a cloud about her 
shoulders.

LS—4B

She heard his laugh, low and won­
dering. She shivered.

“ Whatever happens,”  he said, 
“ I ’m not sorry for what I did just 
now,”

And then he was gone. Cecile 
stood there, not moving. She knew 
only one thing clearly: Kent had 
kissed her, and she had discovered 
that she loved him!

But close on the heels of that 
thought came another. Quite 
obviously, Mark was mixed up in an 
intrigue with Madame Felisse. How 
much she had to do with the dis­
appearance of the specifications was 
not clear. But she must find out, 
go to Mark’s separate bachelor es­
tablishment if necessary. She must 
try and save Kent!

She didn’t hesitate. She loved 
Kent hopelessly, miserably. Now 
she knew that she could never go on 
working for him, in sight of that 
lean, bronzed face, within sound of 
his voice.

She found Mark Sheridan’s apart­
ment on the top floor of an exclusive 
apartment building. The elevator 
man who took her up said, “ There’s 
been a lot of people in and out— a 
party, likely.”

The door was open. Cecile 
stepped inside the vacant foyer. 
She saw another door ajar and went 
softly inside, wondering where the 
servants could be. And then she 
heard the sound of voices beyond 
the little darkened room.

“ You can’t fail us now, Mark!”  
It was Madame Felisse’s voice! 
“ Can’t you see what it would 
mean?”

And then Mark Sheridan’s voice, 
pleading, “ I  tell you, I  can’t bring 
the specifications here. They’re 
locked up in the office. Kent thinks 
they’re in the safe. He won’t know 
they’re missing until to-morrow 
morning. You can have somebody
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else steal them, I  won’t! They’re 
in the-------”

Cecile heard only a murmur of 
voices after that. She stepped back 
in the darkness, whirled to flee. At 
that instant her elbow brushed a 
vase. It crashed to the floor in a 
thousand pieces. Cecile turned and 
ran.

With shaking fingers, Cecile un­
rolled the specifications. She had 
taken a taxi to the plant, used her 
pass key to gain the suite of offices 
occupied by Mark and his brother. 
She knew the combination of the 
safe. Fortunately, the time lock 
was not on.

But the specifications weren’t 
there! It wasn’t until she had 
searched frantically.through Mark’s 
desk and office that her eye lit on 
the golf bag hanging on the hatrack. 
The umbrella strapped to its side 
contained the missing blue prints 
and specifications.

Now she had time to slip them 
into the safe, set the time lock 
twenty-four hours ahead------

She whirled, a cry in her throat, 
just as a shaft of light nailed her 
slender figure to the wall.

“ Cecile!”
Mark Sheridan stood there in the 

doorway. Instinctively, she whirled 
and ran toward the safe. But he 
was quicker. His hand closed over 
her arm, swung her about.

“ You can’t have them!”  she cried. 
“ They belong to Kent!”

But he didn’t hear her. He spun 
her away roughly from the safe and 
seized the papers.

“ Give them to me,” he said 
huskily. “ Don’t you realize they’ll 
kill Carlita and me if they don’t get 
them?”

Cecile cried, “ It would be better 
than to have this happen to Kent!”

He stopped. He stared at the

sight of her, her hair tumbled abou*n 
her shoulders, her blue eyes defiant.

“ You love him!”  the handsome 
man said slowly. “ You love Kent.”  

“ Yes!”  she whispered in the semi­
darkness. “ Yes, I do!”

A noise in the outer office brought 
them both about in startled surprise. 
They stared at a distant pateh of 
brilliance. Mark gasped, “ It ’s Kent, 
coming here. He can’t find us!”

But Cecile was quicker this time.^ 
She seized the specifications and 
thrust them into the safe. She spuj 
the knob. The time lock was on!

“ Don’t forget,” she warned the 
man beside her, “ we came together.”  

And then Kent stood there, look­
ing at the flushed, disheveled girl 
who stood at the safe. He didn” 
send a second glance at Mark. 7 
the watchman and two plain-clotl 
men behind him, Kent said:

“ That’ll be all. You can go no. 
Cecile explained, “ After the fus 

you made about the Revolta spec 
fications, I  thought I ’d better get 
Mark and come down to see that 
they were put away in the safe. 
You’ll find them all right, though I 
did happen to put on the time lock 
for twenty-four hours.”

Mark Sheridan muttered, mop­
ping his neck, “ You won’t need me 
any longer. I ’ll go now.”

They let him go. When they were 
alone, Kent came over and took her 
gently by both arms. His eyes were 
tender now, and understanding.

“ Look here,”  he said, “ won’t you 
ever make a real mistake so that I 
can fire you?”

A flame of defiance still burned 
within her. “ You’d like that, 
wouldn’t you?”  she asked bitterly.

He turned, picked up the um­
brella and hung it on the rack again. 
“ Some one else almost made a re­
grettable mistake to-night, but for­
tunately the government men who
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April 22nd.
Dearest Diary:

George and I quarreled last night. 
And actually broke our engagement! 

All because of you!
I happened to mention, very 

casually, that I was keeping a diary. 
I told him I bought you three 
months ago, shortly after meeting 
him at Mary Rice’s birthday party. 
And I wish you could have seen his 
face when he heard the word, 
“ diary.”  It was livid.

He couldn’t have been any more 
horrified if I ’d told him we had

“Dearest
Diary"

By
Eleanor Roberts

leprosy in the family, or that my 
grandfather had fits!

He told me I must get rid of you 
immediately! He said men simply 
abhor girls who keep diaries. And 
that as an up-and-coming young 
lawyer, he had been in enough 
courtrooms to know what he was 
talking about.

In fact, he said an awful lot. Most 
of it was very uncomplimentary to
you.

You know, George has ambitions. 
He wants to be a State’s attorney, or 
something, some day.

He said he didn’t care to have any 
details of his love life recorded in a 
green leather volume, and tucked 
away, along with a little bundle of 
sachet, and a lot of pink undies, in 
the bottom drawer of my bureau.

He looked very mad when he said 
it. And as for me, I was simply 
boiling with righteous wrath and in­
dignation.

So I told him that if it gave me 
a little pleasure to write down cer­
tain romantic happenings, along 
with my thoughts and emotions re­
garding them, I certainly intended 
to keep right on doing so. Then in 
time, W'faen I became an old mar­
ried woman, and my husband
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neglected me, I  could refresh my 
memory along those lines.

And that, inasmuch as my emo­
tions had never gotten me into 
trouble so far, I  didn’t see any par­
ticular harm in recording them!

George became very angry at that.
“ You little idiot!”  he cried. “ Of 

course you don’t think at the time 
you write it, that any one will ever 
read your diary, but you never can 
tell when an accident, or a scandal, 
or some peculiar twist of fate will 
land you in the public eye. Look at 
that prominent movie actress, who, 
when excerpts from her diary were 
read aloud in front of a judge and 
jury, caused a scandal that shook 
the very foundations of Hollywood, 
quite as much as if there’d been an 
earthquake. And all because this 
foolish woman didn’t know any 
more than to write indiscreet hap­
penings down on paper------ ”

I drew my breath in sharply as I 
listened to him.

“ So you think I  may have some 
indiscreet happenings to record in 
my diary?”  I demanded, feeling my 
temper rise with every word I ut­
tered.

“ Whether you have, or not,” 
George said, getting up from the 
davenport, where we had been sit­
ting before the storm broke, and 
eying me with great dignity, “ you 
can either give up writing in that 
absurd diary, or you can stop see­
ing me.”

Well, dearest diary, I have a little 
pride. And I am not going to let 
any man, not even a fiance, dictate 
to me in such a high-handed fashion.

So I watched him pick up his hat 
from the table, and let him go home, 
without saying one word to stop 
him. Although I will admit that I 
cried a little when he had gone.

Oh, dearest diary, I  am so miser­
able. I  don’t know what to do. I

never knew before that George was 
such an opinionated, obstinate, 
unreasonable creature. I merely 
thought it was conservatism. Or 
anaemia, or something.

Well, I am learning about life and 
men. I know that if I give in to 
George now on a simple issue like 
this, married life with him will be 
unendurable.

April 25th.
Dearest Diary:

Three days have passed. And I 
haven’t heard a word from George. 
I  guess he really meant it when he 
said he wouldn’t be back until I  sent 
word to him I had actually burned 
you.

Why in the world should I  burn 
you? What terrible deed could you 
be guilty of? I don’t see why he 
should be afraid of a harmless, green 
leather volume. For all he knows, 
I could be filling you full of weather 
reports or cooking recipes, or some 
other equally exciting data.

But he feels that a few careless 
sentences written in a diary when 
the writer is in a sentimental or im­
pulsive mood, can do a great deal of 
harm if placed in the wrong hands.

Can you imagine! I always 
thought George was a brave person, 
who would stand up for me, no mat­
ter what I did. And it turns out 
that he is only a coward, after all. 
Afraid of a pen in the feeble hands 
of a woman. He says a diary is a 
foolish risk that might blast his hap­
piness and success in life in the twin­
kling of an eye. Did you ever hear 
of anything quite so ridiculous?

Dearest diary, I ’m so unhappy. 
Should I take you down cellar, and 
put you in the furnace, offering you 
as a burnt sacrifice on the altar of 
our love, and then call George up, 
and explain to him at great length 
that he was right, and I was wrong?
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No, no, a thousand times, no! 
Mr. George Perkins is not only a 
very unromantic and unehivalrous 
male. He is also very silly. If he 
had an ounce of common sense in 
his head, he’d know that when a girl 
is in love she always feels a trifle 
poetic. And since it is very hard to 
compose good verses to express her 
feelipgs, she' writes in a diary, in­
stead.

April 27th.
Dearest Diary:

I ’m so blue I could die. I  sent 
George back his ring, special de­
livery, to-day. And I haven’t had 
a single, solitary word from him.

Just by purchasing a tiny, green 
leather diary I made him think I am 
no longer nice, or decorous enough 
to become the wife of a future State’s 
attorney,

April 28th.
Dearest Diary:

I called up the office of Doctor 
Richard Craig this morning, and 
made an appointment through his 
secretary, to see 'the doctor to-mor­
row afternoon at two thirty. He’s 
that new psychologist, who’s all the 
rage these days. Every one is talk­
ing about him. Going to his lec­
tures. And reading the books he 
writes.

All the debbies I know are rushing 
to him to be psychoanalyzed. You 
know, he’s a mind doctor. He asks 
you a lot of questions about your 
past. And from your answers he 
figures out what’s wrong with you. 
And what you should do in order to 
put yourself right with the universe.

Mary Rice has been to see him. 
She says he’s frightfully good-look­
ing. He’s supposed to be able to 
solve all kinds of matrimonial and 
emotional problems. So I ’m going 
to see him, and tell him about you,

and George and myself. And ask 
him what I should do.

April 29th.
Dearest Diary:

Well, I ’ve met him. And is he 
handsome? Tall, and dark, and 
distinguished-looking, with broad 
shoulders like a football player. 
And the nicest brown eyes you ever 
saw in any one. He looks to be in 
his early thirties. A nice, interest­
ing age for a man.

He isn’t married. I  know. I 
made some discreet inquiries.

I think he likes me a little. He 
says my problem interests him 
greatly. But that he will have to 
devote a lot of time and thought to 
it, and it will undoubtedly be neces­
sary for us to have any number of 
consultations before we finally reach 
a satisfactory solution.

Oh, dearest diary, I ’m so thrilled! 
He doesn’t think it’s silly of me to 
keep a diary. He says most normal 
women need a “ confessional”  of 
some kind. And that’s what 
psychoanalyists are for,-

He told me to go right on writing 
in you. Because he says it would be 
wrong for me to smother my instinct 
toward self-expression, merely be­
cause of some false apprehensions of 
George’s. He says there is no need 
for me to repress my emotions, 
either, when I am writing. He says 
it’s been when people start to repress 
any vital, primitive emotion that the 
trouble starts. He says George 
sounds like a case of “ arrested de­
velopment”  to him.

It is certainly nice meeting some 
one who understands the situation 
so thoroughly.

M ay 2nd.
Dearest Diary:

Doctor Richard Craig took me to 
dinner this evening. He wants me
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I  w atched him pick up his hat fro m  the table, and le t him g o , w ithout 
saying on e w ord  to s to p  him. A lth ough  I  w ill adm it that I  cried  a 

little  when he had gon e.

to drop the formality of “ Doctor We discussed you, a little. And 
Craig,”  and call him “ Dick.”  the fact that I haven’t heard a word

He dances astonishingly well for a from George for over a week. Dick 
psychologist. I  was surprised. says he wishes he could see what is
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inside my diary that is causing all 
this trouble.

On the way home in the taxi he 
held my hand. At first I thought 
he was just trying to comfort me. 
But when he kissed me I found out 
differently.

“ Kissing you like that makes me 
want you so that nothing else mat­
ters,”  he said huskily.

I admit it was a wonderful kiss. 
He held me so tightly that I could 
hear his heart throbbing above my 
own. And, oh, diary, was I thrilled!

I certainly could love a man like 
Dick, even if he did talk occasionally 
about neuroses, and psychoses, and 
I had to pretend I understood what 
he was saying.

May 5th.
Dearest Diary:

George called me up. He has 
been out of town on business he 
said. He seemed surprised when I 
didn’t say I had missed him. He 
wanted to see me. And take me to 
dinner. But I told him I couldn’t 
make a date with him. Because I 
had one already. Then I hung up. 
Before he had a chance to ask me 
anything about you.

May 7th.
Dearest Diary:

Dick and I went for a long ride in 
the country being that it was Satur­
day, and he didn’t have any ap­
pointments with patients in the 
afternoon.

It was wonderful in the country. 
Blue sky. Sunshine. And fruit 
trees in blossom.

I wore my new gray-blue tweed 
suit. The one that makes my eyes 
look bluer, and my hair more golden. 
With a blue felt hat I bought yester­
day and charged to father. Will he 
rave when he gets the bill? But, 
after all, I figure when a girl is out

husband hunting she is entitled to a 
few luxuries, in order to bolster up 
her spirits.

Dick and I had dinner at a lovely 
place Dick knew high up in the hills, 
where we could look down on the 
lights here in town. It was lovely. 
The place was practically deserted, 
we got there so late. We turned on 
the radio, and danced outside in the 
dusk, on a big enclosed porch.

Oh, diary, I am so happy. I think 
Dick Craig is falling in love with me 
a little! And it is quite the nicest 
thing that ever happened to me.

For all of a sudden, while we were 
dancing around the porch, daneing 
very close, the way two people who 
like each other a great deal always 
do, he said:

“ How in the world did you ever 
come to think of keeping a diary, 
anyway?”

I was so surprised I didn’t have 
time to think up any really startling 
answer, so I told the truth, instead.

I merely said I thought that if I 
wrote down my emotional reactions 
where George was concerned, maybe 
in time I would come to understand 
him a little better.

Dick said that when twro people 
were really in love such a procedure 
generally wasn’t necessary!

He said it sounded to him as if 
George was a little too conservative, 
and perhaps a trifle too cold, for a 
girl with my deep sensibilities and 
highly emotional nature.

It almost sounded as if he were 
jealous of George!

I wonder!

May 10th.
Dearest Diary:

Dick Craig came to the house to 
see me. So did George. They met 
in the living room. I introduced 
them. They mostly stood glaring at

57
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A f t e r  reading w hat I  had w ritten  about falling in lo v e  with him , D ick  
too k  m e in his arms and sa id : “ D arling, I  lo v e  y o u . I  want to  m arry  
you . F u rth erm ore, I  want yo u  to p rom ise m e that yo u  w ill always 

w rite  dow n everyth in g  yo u  do in this diary.’’
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each other. And not saying much. 
It was most embarrassing.

But I am the sort of woman who 
knows how to handle such a situa­
tion. I made it very clear to them 
both that I hadn’t expected to see 
George. That my date was with 
Dick.

So George left. Rather sullenly. 
Looking at me as though I were the 
sort of woman a man couldn’t trust.

Dick says he is more and more 
convinced that I did the right thing 
in coming to him, and that George 
would not be the proper husband for 
me, at all.

George is a little too “ mulish,”  I 
admit. Though 1 think “ dogi/ atic”  
is the proper word for it. It ’s 
quite all right, dearest diary, for a 
woman to let her husband think he 
is bossing her. But quite another 
thing, if he actually does it.

Dick and I were all alone, after 
George left, my father and mother 
having gone out for the evening to 
play cards at the Wilmsteads.

Dick insisted that I show him my 
diary.

I did. I  asked him not to read the 
last few pages, but he disregarded 
my request. He read that part a 
little ways back, where I wrote 
about his making love to me in the 
taxi. Then he laid you down on the 
table, and taking me in his arms, he 
said:

“ Darling, you’re the most ador­
able patient a psychoanalyist ever 
had. I love you. I want to marry 
you. Furthermore, I want you to 
promise me that you will always 
write down everything you do in this 
five-year diary.”

I promised, of course. But later 
on, between kisses, I asked him why 
he asked me to?

He told me that if a diary really 
included “ everything”  the way I

meant it to, it would serve as a kind 
of absent chaperon, or an extra con­
science, where I was concerned.

Can you imagine yourself, dearest 
diary, in the role of a guardian 
angel?

He said I probably wouldn’t want 
to go on gay parties, or stay out late 
nights with strange men, or any­
thing, if I knew I was duty bound 
to record all such happenings in the 
pages of my diary.

So you can plainly see how much 
more intelligent Dick’s attitude to­
ward a diary is, than that of 
George. 1 certainly wouldn’t want 
to marry a man who couldn’t see 
both sides of a question. George is 
too narrow-minded. That is his 
biggest trouble.

Dick says a man only starts dic­
tating to a woman when he is 
jealous, and afraid of losing her. He 
says most girls confess their 
thoughts and emotions in a diary, 
until they have a real husband to 
confide in.

Dearest diary, I think he’s right. 
There are some emotions too sacred 
to be put in writing. But after all, 
you are only a green leather book, 
and you will never know what they 
are. So you’ll simply have to take 
my word for it!

Dick is the most marvelous lover 
in the world! I am mad about him. 
He wants to marry me right away. 
He doesn’t believe in long engage­
ments. And neither do I. Not since 
meeting him. The quicker I have 
him for a husband the better pleased 
I ’ll be.

Just think, dearest diary, if it 
hadn’t been for you, he might never 
have known how much I really love 
him. At least, it would have taken 
him longer to find out!

George said a diary is the bunk. 
But I think you’re grand!



Design For Love
By Ethel M. Lockwood

LOLITA moved languorously 
j  across the thick, black velvet 

carpet to the rugged-looking 
young man near the cellophane- 
draped shop door.

‘Felice tells me” -she flung a

quick glance at a black-satin-clad 
girl with dead-white skin and a wide, 
red mouth— “ that you have a com­
plaint to make, and you want to see 
me personally. What is it?”

For a long moment, he surveyed
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her coolly. Lolita was not accus­
tomed to cool stares from men. Her 
eyes, an odd greenish-gray, lit up 
with indignation, and her platinum- 
blond head tilted arrogantly.

“ Are you the proprietor?”  he 
asked, with a quick reddening of his 
face. “ You look so young.”

“ M y age could not possibly in­
terest you!”  Lolita’s trim figure 
stiffened.

Again the quick flush on the 
young man’s face, this time accom­
panied by a grim smile. “ I ’m sorry, 
but it does. I  thought you were a 
despicable, mercenary old woman. 
But I ’m going to give you the works, 
just the same.

“ M y sister is June Lathrop. She 
took the money her grandfather left 
her, and came to Hollywood to crash 
the movies. She hasn’t crashed 
anything yet, except the bank roll. 
And I understand a great deal of it 
went for clothes, purchased in this 
shop. Her latest idiocy, I  have just 
learned, is opening a charge account 
here, with the idea that she can pay 
her bill when she’s a star. June 
won’t be a star, and I  don’t want to 
have to pay her bills.”

“ Your sister is of age, isn’t  she?”  
Lolita hated herself for answering so 
brusquely, but she couldn’t seem to 
help it.

“ Yes.”  The young man shrugged 
broad, tweed-clad shoulders.

“ Then you should worry.”  She 
turned away. “ It isn’t up to you to 
pay June’s bills!”

He strode after her and caught her 
wrist, his face almost as red as his 
hair. “ Naturally, I ’ll pay them!” 
he said fiercely. “ It would hurt my 
conscience not to.”

“ How quaint!”  She jerked free, 
stung by a desire to slap his face. 
Of all the crude, ill-bred persons she 
had ever met!

And she had met plenty. Lolita 
hadn’t always owned a gown shop in 
Beverly Hills. She hadn’t always 
been known as Lolita, exclusive 
style expert.

Back in Medford, Iowa, they had 
known her as Lola, the Barnes kid. 
Her mother had been dead ever 
since she could remember, and her 
father had run a restaurant down 
near the depot. She had a flair for 
making gingham dresses that set off 
her slim figure to perfection. She 
had waited on table for her father, 
cajoling ten dollars a week out of 
him, which she carefully saved until 
she had enough money to attend a 
dress designing school in Chicago.

Life had been bitterly hard those 
first two years in Chicago. She had 
been cold, hungry and lonesome. 
Then she had been graduated as a 
full-fledged dress designer, and Paul 
Stoermer, who owned the school, fell 
in love with her and loaned her the 
money to come to Beverly Hills.

Although Paul wanted to make 
love to her, he recognized her talent 
for what it was, and bided his time. 
He was still biding it when Bill 
Lathrop barged into the swanky 
yellow-and-white shop.

“ Five thousand dollars,”  he went 
on, “ is a lot of money in any lan­
guage, and I happen to know that’s 
what June has poured into this 
place the past six months. She’s 
pretty, but there’s nothing outstand­
ing about her talent. Now,
you------” He stopped with a jerk,
reddening a shade deeper than he 
had previously. “ If you went into 
the movies, you’d make a hit. 
You’ve got something.”

For a long, awful moment, Lolita 
felt as if she were sinking through 
the carpet, and that it was tighten­
ing around her throat, choking her. 
“ Well, I  never-------”  she gasped.

He swooped down with his long
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arms, and caught her hands. It was 
an awkward, boyish gesture that 
fitted in with what Lolita, in her 
mounting anger, thought of as his 
“ uncouth appearance.”

“ You can’t help it because June’s 
gone haywire over clothes, but won’t 
you just sort of discourage her in 
the future? You know, a woman 
can’t dazzle her way into a moving 
picture contract— not with clothes, 
anyway.”

Lolita freed her hands with one 
angry movement. “ A woman can 
do anything with clothes if she 
knows how,”  she said, as she fought 
to master the most terrifying emo­
tion that had ever swept over her. 
“ She can win position, fame, love! 
Oh, I have never been so insulted!” 

“ Yes, you have.”  Bill’s glance 
measured her from head to foot. 
“ Some day we’ll be friends, and 
you’ll be sorry you flew at me like 
a she-tiger. Because”—his well­
shaped mouth widened in an 
amiable grin— “ I like you.”

Lolita fumbled for a two-edged 
answer. But before she found it, he 
was gone. Her hands and feet went 
cold, and there was a crazy flutter­
ing in her throat.

“ Felice!”  she called loudly.
Felice popped out from between 

the yellow velvet curtains that sepa­
rated the showroom from the fitting 
section. “ Yes, mod-dom!”

“ Change the show window!”
“ I changed it yesterday, mod- 

dom.”  Felice’s mouth hung open 
like a round, red doughnut.

“ Oh, all right.”  Lolita charged to­
ward the rear of the shop, and sat 
down at her dainty, white-enameled 
desk. In front of her lay a pep talk 
she had been drafting for Felice. 
“ Clothes may not make the man, 
but they do make the woman. To 
win a man, you must wear the right 
kind of clothes-------”

The words blurred. She caught 
up the sheet of paper and wadded 
it into a little ball. “ Of all the 
idiotic, unnecessary experiences,”  
she muttered, as she flung the ball 
on the floor.

Lolita had practically finished her 
business day— a particularly profit­
able one— when June Lathrop burst 
in, in a tantrum.

“ Bill told me what he said to you! 
Oh, I could kill him if he weren’t so 
swell! You’ve been so grand to me, 
and you’ve taught me so much 
about clothes and poise, and every­
thing, that it would just break my 
heart if you got peeved at me.” 

Lolita regarded the girl with sud­
denly quickened vision. She was a 
slim little thing, and her neatly set 
permanent was as glossy and un­
interesting as a seal’s back. Her 
eyes were blue and prettily fringed, 
and she had a nice mouth. But to 
imagine she might be moving-pic­
ture-star material was straining the 
imagination pretty thin. Odd, she 
hadn’t thought of that before.

She smiled at the dewy-eyed girl, 
and patted her sun-tanned arm. 
“ I ’m not the least bit peeved. I  
can’t agree with you that your 
brother is swell, but you’re not to 
blame for what he is or isn’t.” 

“ Then you’ll come up to the 
apartment to-night, won’t you?”  
June brightened with suspicious 
quickness.

“ Apartment?”  Lolita blinked. 
“ Yes. Bill said it would be all 

right with him, and I was having 
some other friends in, anyway.”

“ I don’t believe you were as dis­
tressed as you appeared to be when 
you came in here, just now.”  
Lolita’s face was suddenly frozen.

“ Well, no.”  June grinned. “ But 
I thought it would be a good way to 
get you to listen to me.”

“ Humph!” Lolita snorted. And
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to herself, she said, “ And I  was on 
the point of agreeing with that 
odious brother of hers about her 
lack of acting ability!”

“ Please!”  June’s eyes filled with 
tears. “ Don’t be angry, and do 
promise me you’ll come to-night!”

“ I can’t! I ’m sorry,”  Tinkling 
ice would have sounded soft and 
warm, alongside Lolita’s voice.

“ Well”— June turned slowly to­
ward the door— “ I ’m not going to 
take that £no’ definitely for an an­
swer. If you change your mind, re­
member I live in Apartment 16, at 
the Holton Arms on Sunset.”  

“ Thanks,”  Lolita said stiffly.

At half past eight that night, a 
taxi drew up to the entrance of the 
Holton Arms, and a young woman 
got out. She wore an informal, 
ankle-length dinner dress of silver- 
shot blue lame, with a tiny hat and 
tuxedo-cut coat to match.

“ Miss Lolita Barnes,”  she told the 
Filipino house boy, who opened the 
door of Apartment 16.

Lolita felt as if she were walking 
on air, about to strike an air pocket. 
“ I ’ll show him!”  had been her 
thought in attiring herself to the hilt 
and setting out for the Lathrops’ . 
However, she wasn’t so sure about 
showing him. She had never met a 
man exactly like Bill, and she 
wouldn’t want to risk betting any­
thing on his reactions.

But whatever they were, she 
wanted more of them. She had 
never been so stimulated by any one.

She had made a good guess when 
she visualized him in a street suit. 
Some of the other young men in the 
long, pleasant room wore tuxedos or 
white mess jackets, but Bill had on 
an ordinary blue lounge suit, and 
looked perfectly at home in it.

June greeted her with squeals of 
delight, introduced her to every one,

and wound up with Bill. '“You 
know each other, and I ’m glad, be­
cause you’re both such swell guys.”

“ Glad to see you.”  Bill wrapped 
his long, brown fingers around 
Lolita’s and gave her a vigorous 
handshake. “ I told you you’d be 
sorry, some day, for kicking me out 
of your shop.”

“ But I ’m not!”  Lolita freed her­
self and glared at him. “ That is, I 
didn’t come here to apologize, if 
that’s what you mean. After all, 
I ’m a business woman, and it’s no 
crime to make money.”  The ex­
planation sounded silly, but it was 
the best she could do.

“ Well, anyway, you’re here.”  He 
grinned. “ I have an idea you do a 
lot of bluffing in that shop of yours. 
You’re not half as blase as you pre­
tend to be.”

Lolita’s heart thumped in sudden 
alarm. It had taken her a long time 
to acquire the veneer she flaunted as 
Lolita, fashion expert. It had been 
a long time after she left Medford, 
before she could convince herself 
that the well-known knight on a 
milk-white charger would not ride 
up and carry her of? to eternal bliss, 
some day.

“ Aren’t you being rather 
juvenile?” she drawled, to hide the 
fear his cool, level look set up in her.

“ So you won’t talk, eh?” He 
chuckled, his brown eyes twinkling. 
“ Suppose we just admit that I ’m not 
your type of man and you’re not my 
type of girl, and be friends any­
way?”

“ Let’s.”  She shrugged, and lay 
back in the big, cretonne-up­
holstered chair he had pulled over 
to the wide window for her.

“ Like the view?”  he asked, as his 
glance followed hers out over the 
light-studded landscape.

“ Yes.”  Her voice was suddenly 
soft and wistful.
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“ I  guess it’s all right.”  He draped 
his long frame over a portion of the 
wide window seat. “ But I like my 
outdoors practically on me. I guess 
you knew that from the way I 
look.”

“ Yes, I knew it.”
June had turned the radio in on 

a dance program, and the room was 
suddenly filled with whirling 
couples.

“ Dance?”  Bill asked.
“ Why, yes.”  Lolita drew her 

veneer around her, and arose with a 
leisurely, languid air.

“ You won’t find me very good,”  
Bill warned. “ But I ’ll try not to 
step on your toes.”

Lolita slithered into his arms with 
all the allure she possessed. His 
dancing wasn’t bad, but it was 
scarcely good enough to arouse all 
the exhilaration that crept over her. 
She closed her eyes, and let her 
senses play tricks with her. His 
coat lapel smelled faintly of fragrant 
pipe tobacco, coupled with a clean, 
woody odor she couldn’t define. It 
made her wish she could climb a 
high hill, with her hand in his.

The dance came to an end, and 
her fleeting dream with it. Another 
young man claimed her. He wore a 
white mess jacket, and had a jaded 
look.

“ I say”—his heavy-lidded brown 
eyes burned into hers— “ you’re the 
sleekest-looking proposition I ’ve 
seen since I came to California. 
Most of the girls out here are so— 
er— gauche, don’t you think?”

Lola Barnes wanted to snap back 
at him, but Lolita, modiste, held the 
reins now. “ Possibly,” she drawled.

He held her close, his liquor- 
scented breath on the back”* of her 
neck. “ June tells me you have a 
swanky gown shop down on the 
boulevard, and that you make more 
money than a lot of the film stars.”

“ I ’m afraid June exaggerates.”
“ Anyway, I must drop around 

and see you sometime.”  His laugh 
was thin and brittle.

“ Yes, do,”  she answered indif­
ferently.

Prom then on, the evening went 
into a rapid decline for Lolita. And 
at eleven thirty, when she left, Bill 
was nowhere to be seen.

“ He had to go out unexpectedly,”  
June explained, as she caught 
Lolita’s roving glance. “ A tele­
phone call or something.”

“ I wasn’t looking for your 
brother!”  Lolita warmed with sud­
den anger. “ I came to see you.”

“ Oh,”  June said.
A half hour later, Lolita hung the 

blue lame on a hanger and got ready 
for bed. “ Walked out on me!”  she 
told herself grimly. “ Well, it serves 
me right. Somewhere I read about 
vengeance not being any of our busi­
ness.”

The following morning, when she 
came down to work at ten o ’clock, 
Paul Stoermer was waiting for her. 
“ What happened to our theater date 
last night?”  he demanded. He fixed 
his pale-blue eyes on her, and 
stiffened his square jaw. “ You were 
going to meet me down at my office 
at eight o ’clock.”

Lolita felt a funny, drained-out 
sensation at the pit of her stomach. 
She had had a date with Paul, and 
she had forgotten all about it!

“ Now listen, Lolita,”  he went on, 
“ I ’ve hung around for three years. 
I  bought this shop and, according to 
our contract, if your volume of busi­
ness comes up to the mark we set 
for it by the first of October, I  have 
to give you half interest in it. I ’m 
crazy about you, just as I ’ve always 
been. Up to now, you’ve been a 
square-shooter. But a girl doesn’t
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stand up a friend the way you did 
me, last night, unless there’s another 
man in the picture. I  hope you 
won’t make it necessary for me to 
say any more. Will you have lunch 
with me?”

“ Of course.”  Lolita warmed with 
sudden friendliness. Here was a 
man she understood. He was at

least ten years older than she, and 
there were times when she was 
positive he had touched up the thin 
spot on the top of his head. But he 
was frank, wholesomely so. And she 
was not in a mood to wrestle with 
riddles.

The lunch was a pleasant relief 
from her regular shop routine, and

S ittin g  on th e edge o f  th e  pool, L olita  w as practically lo st  in the 
screech in g  and splashing o f  her com panions. N o t  fo r  a m om en t was 

she le ft  alone w ith  B ill,
LS—5B
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afterward, she showed Paul the shop 
books.

“ Keen!”  he told her. “ I used to 
get jittery about giving up my 
school and sinking so much money 
in the dress shop racket, even if we 
are pulling a good income out of it. 
But it sure looks good to me now— 
a darn sight better than my real 
estate business. You're one level­
headed girl, Lolita. Hold it.”

Lolita thought of that conversa­
tion many time during the weeks 
that followed. Business dropped off, 
which was normal for late summer, 
and she began to wonder if she 
would reach her quota by October. 
She hoped so. It would give her a 
feeling of independence she could 
never have, so long as she was 
operating entirely on Paul’s money.

He had been increasingly per­
sistent in his attentions after the for­
gotten date, and Lolita, involun­
tarily, had been thinking a lot about
B ill.

She had seen him four times since 
that first night at the apartment, 
each time through some arrange­
ment of June’s. Bill remained an­
noyingly cool. Not that she cared, 
Lolita told herself. But she had 
used up practically all her summer 
profit outfitting herself in expensive 
clothes, and it would have been only 
decent of him to have come through 
with a, “ Nice dress you’re wearing,” 
occasionally.

She had allowed June to run up a 
bill of six hundred dollars. June had 
been tearful and determined.

“ Listen,”  she had told Lolita. 
“ Sim Staley’s practically promised 
me a part in the next Greta Know- 
land picture. He says I ’m just the 
type.”

So June had gotten the clothes, 
and Lolita was uneasy.

The second week in September,

Bill sauntered into the shop and 
asked her for a date. “ June and her 
gang are going to drive out to Palm 
Springs on Sunday. I thought 
maybe you’d like to go along with 
me— in my car, of course.”

Lolita suddenly felt as if she were 
running a temperature. “ Why, yes, 
I guess so,”  she said. “ Do you live 
there?”

“ Part of the time. Well, s’long. 
See you Sunday.”

So he lived at Palm Springs part 
of the time! Maybe that was why 
she hadn’t seen him oftener!

She hadn’t been one to play 
with romance, experimentally. She 
wasn’t in love with Paul, and most 
Hollywood love affairs burned out 
so quickly.

But maybe there was something 
to the old dreams of love and kisses 
— if you could get them from the 
right person. She could visualize 
Bill’s strong mouth, with the mis­
chievous, upward quirks at the cor­
ners. He would kiss strongly, as if 
he meant it. The region of her 
heart became a great aching void, 
and her eyes filled with tears.

“ Bill, you big oaf,”  she whispered, 
“ I ’m in love with you!”

She selected a gay, yellow silk 
sports dress for the trip to Palm 
Springs, and took along a flowered 
print play suit, consisting of a sleeve­
less blouse and a pair of shorts. As 
accessories, she chose a big, floppy 
blue linen hat and a pair of bright- 
blue sandals. For the two outfits, 
she had to charge sixty-nine dollars 
and fifty cents against her personal 
account at the shop. The act left 
her with a slight chill. If Paul were 
to have another impulse to look over 
the shop books, he’d probably want 
to have her committed to an insane 
asylum. The last time he had said:

“ Where are you doing business
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now, Lolita, in the shop or in your 
hotel room? You must have as 
many clothes in one place as in the 
other.”

Then Bill phoned her that they’d 
probably go in swimming, so she 
went out and spent ten dollars more 
for a coral-and-white bathing suit.

“ Positively the last nickel I ’ll blow 
to dazzle you, Bill Lathrop!”  she 
said with grimly tightening lips.

The ride to Palm Springs could 
scarcely be called an event of major 
importance. Bill’s white flannel suit 
was a bit shabby, and he was wear­
ing tennis shoes. “ I like to be com­
fortable,”  he had explained, as his 
glance took in Lolita’s chic yellow 
silk. “ I thought you might ride out 
in your bathing suit. Some of the 
other girls are going to.”

“ Where do we swim?”  Lolita 
asked, to keep from saying what she 
thought about girls who rode around 
in automobiles half naked.

“ Oh, I ’ve got a little pool out at 
the ranch.”

Just inside the city limits of the 
sw’anky desert town, June and her 
noisy crowd, packed into half a 
dozen cars, overtook Bill and Lolita. 
They went by, shouting lustily, and 
twenty minutes later they wound up 
at a sprawling ranch house, as white 
as the desert sunshine, with a red 
tile roof and a tile swimming pool.

“ We bought this ranch, originally, 
for grandfather,”  Bill explained as 
he helped her out of the car. “ We 
thought a milder climate might 
benefit his health. Then, when June 
went crazy, I thought it would be a 
good place for me to stay and sort 
of keep an eye on her. As soon as 
she comes to her senses, I ’ll take her 
back to Illinois and return to my 
job in my father’s stove factory.”

Lolita found herself caught up in 
the whirlpool of girls who swirled up 
the wide veranda and into the house.

By the time she had shed the yellow 
silk and pulled on the scanty new 
bathing suit, she had recovered her 
composure.

Bill was in the pool by the time 
she came out of the house, and she 
was practically lost in the screech­
ing and splashing of her companions.

It went on like that all day. Not 
for a moment was she left alone with 
him.

On the way home, an incred­
ulously big moon rode a balloonlike 
white cloud, and romance wrapped 
her in ever tightening arms. But 
Bill kept aloof— that is, at first. 
After they had passed through Palm 
Springs, and were on the desert road 
to the main highway, he said:

“ Most girls expect a fellow to put 
an arm around ’em on nights like 
this.”

Lolita wanted to answer sharply, 
but her longing for him was too 
great. “ Well,”  she drawled, “ why 
don’t you?”

His arm encircled her waist with 
surprising quickness, and she 
snuggled against him with a sigh. 
“ Want a kiss?” he asked.

“ Certainly not!” She stiffened.
“ You don’t sound very convinc­

ing.”  He pulled the coupe to the 
side of the road. “ Let’s have one, 
anyway.”

Lolita’s desire to give him a sting­
ing slap in the face got off on a bad 
start as her pulses leaped in answer 
to the emotion that possessed her. 
She felt as if she would just die if 
Bill didn’t kiss her!

His firm lips pressed hers with a 
strange, palpitating warmth. She 
lowered what feeble defenses she 
had left, and let her lips talk back 
to him in their own language.

He kissed her twice. “ Well, we’d 
better ramble, don’t you think?”  he 
said matter-of-factly, as he raised 
his head.
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So that’s all her kisses meant to 
him! Lolita’s eyes filled with angry 
tears. “ As you like,”  she answered 
haughtily.

After he had the motor started 
and the car back in the road, he at­
tempted to slip his arm in place 
around her.

“ I think I  can struggle along 
without that now,”  she said airily.

“ You mean, you didn’t like the 
kisses?”  Did she imagine it, or was 
there a catch in his voice?

“ Oh, they were all right—a bit 
amateurish, perhaps, but show 
promise.”  Her cool tone belied the 
grim line of her mouth.

“ Oh,”  he said, and stepped on the 
gas.

Paul dropped into the shop the 
following morning. “ I thought I ’d 
take a run out to the desert next 
Sunday.”  His voice was suspiciously 
oily. “ Can you come along?”

Lolita jerked up. Her glance shot 
past Paul to the office door. Felice 
stood there, a tight smile on her full, 
wide lips. “ That gown for Corinne 
Garford,”  she said, with an apolo­
getic cough. “ Will it be ready in 
the morning?”

“ Yes.”  Lolita frowned. “ I told 
you that yesterday, if you remem­
ber.”  Felice disappeared, and Lolita 
eyed Paul with new interest. “ Are 
you, by any chance, having Felice 
watch me?”

“ Certainly not.”  He gave her a 
one-sided smile. “ Are you doing 
anything that calls for watching?”

She burned with anger. He could 
always turn her questions back on 
her, to her own detriment.

“ You don’t happen to have a date 
for Sunday already, do you?”  Lolita 
had a feeling he was measuring her 
to the last inch of air she breathed.

“ No,”  she snapped. “ I ’ll go with 
you.”

He had scarcely left the shop 
when the telephone rang. June 
Lathrop was calling. “ I got that 
job with Sim Staley— a contract—  
two hundred dollars a week to start! 
I ’m simply out of my head, Lolita, 
with excitement. Bill’s burned up 
— he’s going back home!”

“ I see.”  Lolita sat down at the 
desk and leaned weakly on one el­
bow. Then, when she could break 
in on June’s excited chatter, “ Sorry, 
I  have a customer. Good-by.”

It was a busy week, and Lolita 
was glad of it. You can’t be too 
lovesick when you have to stand on 
your feet practically all day, purring 
and crooning to the ladies of the 
film capital. But it paid, hand­
somely.

On Sunday morning, when Paul 
called for her at her hotel, he seemed 
to be vastly pleased with her. 
“ Sometimes I wonder how you do it. 
I  don’t believe you ever miss mak­
ing a sale.”

“ Oh, yes, I do.”  And she thought, 
“ I haven’t been able to sell myself 
to Bill Lathrop.”

Paul had a limousine waiting at 
the hotel entrance. At the wheel sat 
a thuglike individual with shifty 
eyes and a thick, hairy neck.

“ What’s the idea?”  Lolita asked 
sharply. “ Isn’t your own car good 
enough for you any more? And do 
you have to have some one drive 
for you?”

“ This is a very special occasion. 
Didn’t I tell you?”  She thought she 
detected a note of menace in his 
voice.

She was dressed in white silk 
crepe, a coat suit with a red chiffon 
blouse and a tiny red hat. It was 
one of the smartest outfits she 
owned. She didn’t know why she 
had put it on. Certainly it wasn’t 
the right kind of day for it.



Design For Love 69

“ Y e s , I  am in  lo v e  w ith y o u ,”  she shrieked, tears starting afresh, "N o w  
g o  ahead and laugh if  yo u  think it's so  fu n n y !”

The sky was an ugly, muddy 
gray. Gusts of wind caught up bits 
of gravel along the roadside, and 
flung them at the speeding limou­
sine. Off to the southwest the 
mountains were wrapped in a man­
tle of gray, with a black rock jutting 
out here and there.

They had gone through Banning, 
on the highway that led past the 
Palm Springs road, and on into the 
Imperial Valley, when Lolita, tin­
gling with growing rebellion, de­
manded to know where Paul was 
taking her.

“ To Mexico, angel!”  He reached 
out with a sudden hungry gesture, 
and snatched her into his arms. 
“ We’re going to Mexico to be mar­
ried. No use screaming.” His 
glance followed hers to the hard- 
faced chauffeur. “ Chuck is deaf 
and dumb.”

Lolita’s startled eyes caught the 
driver’s reflection in the rear view 
mirror. He was grinning.

Raw, devastating anger seized 
her. She pounded at Paul with 
clenched fists. “ You would think up 
a melodramatic plot like this! And
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if you and your gangster friend do 
succeed in forcing me into a mar­
riage ceremony, what then? You 
can’t keep me tied up in a feudal 
tower. Sooner or later I ’ll escape, 
and the law will take care of you. 
Don’t be juvenile!”

His face went an ugly, mottled 
red. “ So what?”  he snarled.

“ So you’d better take me back, 
and confine yourself to more civil­
ized ways of winning a woman.” 

“ Civilized ways?”  He bent over 
her, lips twisted into an ugly leer. 
“ I ’ve tried everything I know. Now 
you’ve gone nuts over that Lathrop 
guy, and you’re gradually giving me 
the air.”

“ You have been talking to 
Felice?”  Lolita, crouching in her cor­
ner of the luxurious seat, glared up 
at him.

“ And if I  have? Is it any more 
than I have a right to do? It’s my 
money you’re using to make a name 
for yourself. You wouldn’t have a 
rag to wear if it weren’t for me!” 

“ How would you like to have the 
business, free of me and all my 
claims— free for you and Felice?”  
It  was a random shot, that last one, 
but it struck home.

“ Don’t get the idea that Felice 
has been trying to oust you, or that 
I have been playing around with 
her.” He jerked at his necktie 
nervously.

“ I don’t care about you or Felice 
or the shop!”  Hysteria half choked 
her. “ Just stop the car and let me 
out. I ’ll find some way to get back 
to Beverly Hills!”

Paul pulled a folded sheet of paper 
out of his pocket. “ Will you sign 
away your claim on the shop now?” 

“ Had it ready, didn’t you?”  she 
sneered.

He whitened to the lips, and the 
fountain pen he held out to her 
trembled.

“ I ’d think you would shake,”  she 
said tensely, as she scratched her 
name on the bottom of the page. 
“ Now let me out!”

“ Sure you want to get out?” 
Paul’s glance was mocking. “ Sure 
your desert lover will be glad to see 
you when you manage to hook a 
ride over to his ranch?”

So he knew about the ranch, too? 
“ Of course I ’m sure,”  she retorted 
venomously.

“ In that case, you shall arrive in 
style. Turn around, Chuck, and 
drive to the Lathrop ranch. You’ll 
find it down the road a few miles, 
past Palm Springs.”

Oh, why hadn’t she told him to 
take her home? Lolita went sick at 
the thought of the trap she had laid 
for herself. Suppose Bill treated her 
coolly— suppose he humiliated her 
in front of Paul?

The Lathrop ranch house looked 
bleak and uninviting. Could it 
really be the same place she had 
visited the sunny Sunday before? 
Lolita, tense, excited, got out of the 
limousine.

“ Get going, now!”  she com­
manded Paul through white, set lips. 
“ And keep out of my way in the 
future, or I ’ll tell some lawyer how 
you tricked me out of my share of 
the shop!”

The heavy tires squeaked on the 
loose gravel, as the driver made a 
quick turn and the car sped down 
the road. An old Mexican man 
came out to meet her.

“ Senor Lathrop?”  she asked 
huskily. “ Where is he?”

The old man threw up his hands 
expressively. “ Gone,”  he said, “ to 
the house of his father in Illinois. 
To-day, he go.”

“ I see.”  For a moment, refief 
flooded her. “ I wonder if you could 
drive me over to the highway, so 
that I could catch a bus to the city?”
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The old man shook his head. caught her up and tore at her, along 
“ Maria and I are here alone,”  he f ;  with the howling wind. In despera- 
said. “ We have no car.”  |j;tion, she took off her pumps and

“ I see.”  She saw only too well.ff! dropped them in the sand. In a few 
There were several sand-filled miles % moments, the sand had cut through
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between her and Palm Springs, an- ® 
other long stretch of road between 
Palm Springs and the highway. The 
hotels wouldn’t be open yet, but she 
could find some means of trans­
portation.

“ You weel remain here until 
your friends return?”  the Mexican 
asked.

“ No. They will not return. I 
will walk to Palm Springs.”

“ Do not do that, senorita!”  He 
shook his grizzled head. “ The wind 
is treacherous. You do not under­
stand.”

“ Oh, yes, I  do.”  She nodded 
cheerfully, and strode down the 
sandy road.

Yes, she understood— understood 
she had been an utter fool. Why 
hadn’t she been honest with herself 
and Paul, and asked him to take her 
home to Beverly Hills?

She had gone only a short dis­
tance when she began to feel the tug 
of the wind at her thin skirts. Then, 
almost immediately, there was a 
great whirlpool of sand bearing down 
on her. She tried to sidestep it, but 
it was too wide. The current of air 
whirled her around and around. 
Then it lifted, and she dropped 
weakly to the sand beneath her.

She got up and trudged on. Sud­
denly, she remembered stories she 
had read, of desert sand storms that 
came up without a moment’s warn­
ing. Her hat blew off. Her high- 
heeled pumps sank into the sandy 
road, and pulled at her legs until 
they throbbed and ached. Sand 
whipped up into her face, and made 
her eyes water.

She turned back toward the ranch 
house, but it was lost to view. Pear

her chiffon hose, and her feet were 
bare.

It was close and hot. She took off 
her coat and carried it. But it 
flapped and slapped at her until she 
threw it away. The wind blew with 
increasing viciousness. Her blouse 
twisted this way and that. She felt 
it give way at the shoulder and, a 
moment later, one sleeve was loose, 
waving like a banner.

She screamed in terror, and cried 
in long, choking sobs. Half-blinded 
by the hurricane, she did not see the 
automobile until it was practically 
upon her.

Then some one held her in strong 
arms— a man— and without a word, 
he lifted her into the car. When she 
looked again, she saw Bill Lathrop 
sitting beside her.

“ You!”  she shouted wildly. “ Why 
didn’t you stay home, so I wouldn’t 
have had this terrible experience? I 
hate you!”

“ I ’m sorry you hate me.”  Bill 
started the car, and it leaped down 
the road. “ I'd  gone into town to say 
good-by to you before I started for 
Illinois. At your hotel, they said 
they thought you’d gone out to the 
desert. So I came back.”

Lolita subsided. Weary, heart­
sick, tear-stained, she let Bill lead 
her into the living room of the ranch.

He pulled a bell cord, and a 
bright-eyed old Mexican woman ap­
peared. Her eyes bulged as Bill 
motioned to her.

“ M y friend has met with an acci­
dent, Maria. See if you can find 
some clothes for her, and run a warm 
bath.”

“ Si, senor.”  Maria smiled, and 
departed.
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“ What were you doing here?”  Bill 
asked abruptly.

Lolita told him about Paul and 
the shop. “ Like a fool, I let him 
drive me over here, instead of into 
town. You see,”  she explained, “ he 
accused me of being crazy about 
you, and I let him think I was.”  

“ Well, aren’t you?”  Bill grinned. 
Lolita stamped her bare foot on 

the polished floor. “ Yes, I  am,”  she 
shrieked, tears starting afresh. “ And 
it makes me so mad, I could shoot 
myself! Well, go ahead and laugh 
if you think it’s so funny!”

Bill swept her into his arms. “ I 
don’t think it’s funny, darling, be­
cause love is never funny, and I ’m 
in love with you. Oh, Lolita!”  His 
eyes were adoring. “ You’re the 
loveliest thing I ’ve ever seen!”

“ Lovely?”  Lolita swallowed her 
sobs, and stood looking up at him in 
sheer awe.

“ Absolutely adorable!”  he said in 
a husky whisper. “ I knew you’d be 
like this, if I  could ever get down 
under those high-powered clothes to 
the real girl! You’ll marry me, 
sweetheart?”

“ Uh-huh,”  Lolita gulped.
“ Senor!”  Maria’s voice brought 

them out of the dreaming ecstasy of 
a kiss. “ I have here the trousers of 
my cousin, Herando, and a blue 
shirt. But they are clean.”  She 
held up the garments for their in­
spection.

Bill looked dubious. But Lolita, 
from the heaven of his arms, smiled 
radiantly. “ They’re lovely, Maria, 
I ’ll adore wearing them.”

GIVE ME LOVE
1VE me a compass 
By which to steer 

M y life; through tempest, 
Through fog and mist.

I am so weary 
Of waiting here—
Lonely— unloved—

And unkissed.

Give me a beacon,
Or just a star—
One of the legion 

That gleams above. 
Something to guide me 
T o where you are—
Show me— the way—

Give me love.
M arjorie H unt Pettit,



As Man And Wife
By Alice Marie Dodge

O good is gonna come of this 
fool trip,”  old Kate Davis 
grumbled to the lovely young 

girl who sat beside her at the wheel 
of the smart green roadster flying 
along the lonely road.

There was excitement in the gay 
laugh that came from Nedda Al­
ston’s red lips. “ I know it sounds 
crazy, Kate. But it’s a challenge I 
simply can’t overlook. Read that 
letter again, will you, please?”

“ You’ve had me read it about ten 
times already,”  Kate returned, tak­
ing a large square envelope out of 
her bag. Slowly, she read:
“ D e ar  N edda  A l s t o n :

“ I will not be on earth when you read 
this, for I  am a sick man and m y days 
on this sphere are numbered.

“ When you hear from m y lawyers, I  
want you to  go to m y house at Ocean- 
crest and stay there a week. Take a maid 
with you. You will find plenty of food 
awaiting you. At the end of the week
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some one from the law firm will come and 
read my will to you, if you are still there.

“ D o  this for one who never ceased to love 
your mother even though she belonged to 
another,

“ Sincerely yours,
“ B a y n e  A d a m s .”

“I f  I ’m still there!”  trilled Nedda. 
“ I ’d like to see any one keep me 
away!”

Kate snorted. She had been house­
keeper in the Alston home for 
twenty years and considered herself 
a privileged character. She had 
stayed on to take care of Nedda 
after Mr. and Mrs. Alston were 
killed in an automobile accident.

“ That Bayne Adams,”  she mused, 
“ always was kinda queer. That’s 
why your mother wouldn’t marry 
him. I ’ll bet he’s up to no good now 
even if he is dead. M y advice to 
you is to turn this car right around 
and hit for home.”

“ Katie! Katie!”  Nedda laughed. 
“ Haven’t you any sense of adven­
ture?”

“ When you have gray hair and 
fallen arches you prefer your own 
fireside to lookin’ for adventure.”

“ To think,”  Nedda said, growing 
pensive, “ that Mr. Adams was in 
love with mother all those years!”

“ I heard he thought a lot of that 
young Morgan chap you were en­
gaged to,”  Kate observed, and gave 
Nedda a quick look.

A flush spread over the girl’s 
smooth young cheeks and her blue 
eyes snapped under the ounce and 
a half of felt and feather that was 
her hat. “ If I thought Kent M or­
gan was mixed up in this, I ’d turn 
around so fast it would make your 
head swim.”

“ Now you’re talkin’ sense!”  ap­
plauded Kate. “ There’s a storm 
cornin’ up, sure’s you’re alive. Listen 
to that wind.”

Nedda set her lips grimly. “ On

second thought, I ’ve decided to keep 
on. Kent Morgan can’t scare me 
away.”

“ You seem to hate him now as 
much as you once loved him.”

“ And then some!”
Nedda thought back to the quar­

rel that had separated her and Kent. 
It had all started when he scolded 
her for driving her car recklessly.

“ You act as if you’re trying to 
keep up with the wind,”  he had said 
hotly.

“ I won’t be dictated to!”  she 
stormed.

“ That’s right! Keep on being a 
spoiled brat all your life!”  he flung 
back at her.

“ Blah!”  was her retort to that.
One angry word brought on an­

other until they broke their engage­
ment. Now Nedda was engaged to 
Geoffry Marchand, a young lawyer 
she’d met shortly after her break 
with Kent. Geoff’s passionate love- 
making had swept her off her feet. 
Nothing else seemed to count now 
except a future as Mrs. Geoffry 
Marchand.

The car was climbing a hill to­
ward Bayne Adams’s home. It was 
a rambling old house set on a high 
bluff that jutted over the rocks and 
water. A more weird place couldn’t 
be imagined. There wasn’t a sign 
of life about it, A hard wind was 
driving in from the Pacific, howling 
and moaning. The gale was joined 
by faint echoes of the sea dashing 
below.

At the rear of the house was a 
large building that looked as if it 
once had been a carriage shed. In 
this, Nedda parked her car. The 
wall on one side of the building was 
open, revealing a dark passageway 
that looked like a gaping mouth 
ready to swallow them.

“ Just like Bayne Adams to have 
some crazy thing like that!”  scoffed
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Kate. “ If we get outta this place 
alive we’ll be lucky.”

Nedda laughed. She wouldn’t 
have missed this adventure for any­
thing. Perhaps Bayne Adams had 
remembered her in his will. Funny 
way he had of letting her know it, 
though.

“ I ’m sure glad I brought along a 
gun,”  Kate remarked as they went 
into the house.

“ A gun! Where in the world did 
you get it?”  Nedda asked.

“ Borrowed it from my brother. 
He was a night watchman once and 
had permission to carry it.”

When darkness fell, Nedda was 
glad that Kate had brought the gun. 
The isolation and weirdness of 
the place would have daunted a 
more valiant soul than Nedda Al­
ston. Rain was pouring down now, 
lashing viciously against the win­
dows, and the wind was rattling 
loose boards, pouring its chill 
bneath in through the cracks.

Nedda asked Kate to occupy the 
twin bed beside her in one of the 
spacious bedrooms. The pistol, an 
evil-looking, snub-nosed weapon, lay 
on a table between them, beside a 
flashlight the cautious Kate had 
also brought.

Around midnight, Nedda was 
awakened out of a sound sleep by a 
noise that was not made by the ele­
ments. A man was coming into the 
room through the window. Still 
dazed with sleep, she snatched the 
gun and fired blindly. The man 
slumped against the wall.

“ I ’m not a burglar,”  he groaned.
( t j ______ y y

“ Kent Morgan!”  Nedda cried. She 
leaped out of bed and threw a frivo­
lous negligee of satin and lace about 
her slender young form. Then she 
switched on the light.

“ You shot me in the arm,”  he said

shakily. He was dripping wet. Rain 
ran down his hat and glistened on 
his cheeks.

“ I only meant to scare you, not 
shoot you,”  she faltered.

“ I ’m not so sure of that,”  was his 
curt reply. “ You always did have a 
devil’s temper!”

“ Really!”  Her voice was charged 
with sarcasm, but her lips were 
quivering from the sight of blood 
on his right coat sleeve.

“This is no time to fight!”  Kate 
flashed, climbing out of bed.

“ That’s right,”  agreed Nedda. 
“ Take off your coat, Kent, and I ’ll 
do something for your arm.”

They found it was only a flesh 
wound, but an ugly one that made 
his arm almost useless for the time.

“ Why did you come here?”  Nedda 
asked while she was dressing the 
wound.

“ I ’ve been wondering the same 
thing about you,”  he replied. “ I 
came because Mr. Adams requested 
me in a letter to come and stay a 
week.”

Revelation flashed like lightning 
through Nedda’s mind. Bayne 
Adams hoped to patch up the en­
gagement between her and Kent by 
throwing them together for a week! 
Well, he had started off on the 
wrong foot as far as she was con­
cerned. She had begun a new life 
with Geoff.

“ Mr. Adams didn’t request you 
to break in a window at midnight, 
did he?” she inquired tartly.

“ Of course not! M y car was 
stalled about fifteen miles from here. 
Couldn’t get it fixed till to-morrow, 
so I thumbed a ride as far as I 
could and walked the rest of the 
way. I rang the front doorbell, but 
it seems to be out of order.”

“ If you ask me, I think there’s 
somethin’ out of order about the 
whole place!”  Kate interposed.
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“ I didn’t know it was your win­
dow that I------ ”  Kent began.

“ Oh, skip it,”  Nedda cut in.
In another hour the occupants of 

the strange old house were in bed, 
Kent in a room next to that of 
Nedda and the housekeeper.

Morning came with a faint breeze 
and a slight drizzle of rain. But the 
skies looked very black, as if a new 
storm were on the way. Nedda ate 
breakfast in her room so that she 
would not have to share the in­
timacy of the breakfast table with 
Kent. At lunch time she decided to 
do the same.

In mid-afternoon, clad only in a 
wisp of a silk slip, she was sitting 
before the mirror, combing her hair 
when Kent spoke outside her door.

“ Nedda, I want to talk to you,”  he 
said.

“ You and T have nothing to say 
to each other!”  she retorted.

“ If you don’t come out here, I ’m 
coming in there!”

“ Oh, a cave man!” she taunted.
The next moment the door was 

jerked open and he plunged into the 
room, tall, straight, and as hand­
some as a young god in his anger. 
There was a bulge under his right 
coat sleeve where his arm was 
bandaged. Nedda leaped to her 
feet. He strode to her and grasped 
her wrist with his left hand.

Something passed through her like 
an electric current. Her heart beat 
faster and seemed to thud in her 
ears. She felt utterly confused by 
the emotion and resented it with her 
whole being. Kent Morgan could 
never stir her again, she told herself. 
She was in love with Geoff.

“ Haven’t you any decency, barg­
ing in here like this?”  She jerked 
away from him and reached for her 
negligee.

“ I ’m not interested in you enough 
to know whether you’re dressed or 
not,”  he replied coldly.

She gasped audibly.
“ I told you we have nothing to 

say to each other,”  she snapped 
when she recovered from her sur­
prise.

“ We have plenty to say to each 
other. You have probably guessed, 
as I have, that Mr. Adams hoped to 
bring about a reconciliation between 
us.”

“ So what?” she demanded.
“ We’ve got to find a way out of it 

— out of a reconciliation, I mean.” 
There was a sternness in his manner 
that she had never seen before.

“ Suits me,” she said coldly.
“ This situation,”  he went on, “ is 

no more pleasant to me than it is to 
you. I am going to be married in 
the spring.”

Nedda gasped again. She had 
heard nothing about his attentions 
to another girl. “ Do I know her?”  
she blurted out, and wished she 
could recall the words the moment 
they had left her lips.

“ No,”  he said curtly and added, 
“ I hope we can come to some agree­
ment about dividing whatever Mr. 
Adams has left us rather than------ ”

“ Don’t worry,”  she interrupted 
swiftly, “ I ’ll not hold you to any 
clause that might be in the will 
about us sharing it as husband and 
wife.”

He bowed stiffly. “ Then the only 
thing we can do is to stick it out for 
the week specified in his letters to 
us.”

Kate announced from the hall, 
“ Car cornin’ ! I think it’s that young 
Mr. Marchand.”

“ I ’m sure Mr. Adams wouldn’t 
like that!” Kent ejaculated.

“ I don’t care what he’d like,”  
Nedda cut in. “ I told Geoff to come 
out to see me.”  She could have
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added that she didn’t expect him so 
soon,though.

“ You would do something to gum 
up the works,”  Kent retorted. 
“ You’ll probably lose out for not fol­
lowing Mr. Adams’s instructions.”

“Please get out!” she said im­
periously.

“ With pleasure!”  He strode 
swiftly from the room.

Nedda put on a warm brown jer­
sey dress that clung to every outline 
of her beautifully rounded form,

then went to the living room where 
Geoffry awaited her.

“ Nedda!” His caressing voice 
seemed to reach out and claim her 
before he drew her into his arms. 
He kissed her, gently at first, then 
with an intensity that sent liquid 
fire blazing through her veins.

She heard some one coming along 
the hall with a firm tread. Reluc­
tantly, she withdrew from Geoffry’s 
arms. Her breath was fluttering, and 
ecstasy was flowing through her. And
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yet, somehow, Geoffry’s love-mak­
ing, was not quite enough. He stirred 
her deeply, but something she could 
not put a name to was lacking.

In another moment Kent entered 
the living room. He gave Geofiry 
a quick, sharp glance.

“Aren’t you a member of the law 
firm that drew up Bayne Adams’s 
will?”  he shot at the young attorney 
before Nedda could introduce them.

Geoffry changed color, but he 
spoke casually. “ I believe our senior 
member handled Mr. Adams’s af­
fairs. I know nothing about them.”

“ But you are interested in the way 
the will pertains to Nedda,”  Kent 
said bluntly.

“ Kent! You are insulting my 
guest!”  Nedda’s blue eyes were bril­
liant with anger.

Kent laughed, but there was no 
mirth in his laughter. He started 
to speak, then evidently changed his 
mind. A heavy silence fell upon 
the room.

Nervous reaction took Nedda to 
a window. Kent followed her.

“ Something tells me you made a 
big mistake in inviting that fellow 
here,”  he said in a low tone.

“ Nothing I ’d ever do would be 
right in your eyes!”  She whirled 
and walked away from him. Yet she 
became aware of a strange, stirring 
sensation such as she had experi­
enced in her encounter with him a 
short time before.

Geoffry, she noticed, was stand­
ing where she’d left him, his lower 
lip caught between his white teeth. 
She started toward him, but stopped 
dead still when the window at which 
Kent was standing was shattered by 
a bullet from outside. It passed 
very close to Kent’s face and was 
embedded in a davenport.

Events happened with startling 
rapidity after that. Kate screamed 
wildly in the kitchen. Before any

of the trio in the living room could 
go to her, two evil-looking men mar­
shaled the housekeeper into the liv­
ing room with drawn guns.

“ Stick ’em up!”  the fellow who 
seemed to be the leader ordered 
harshly.

They had no recourse but to obey 
the command.

Nedda heard Kent groan and 
knew he was thinking of the arm she 
had disabled. Oh, what a fool she’d 
been to fire that gun so recklessly! 
But, she reflected on second thought, 
there was Geoffry to protect them. 
Funny, she’d forgotten him.

“ You come with me!”  the leader 
said to Kent, jerking at his injured 
arm so hard that an involuntary 
ejaculation of pain escaped the 
young man.

“ Winged, huh?”  the outlaw jeered. 
“ Well, you won’t give us much 
trouble. Get goin’ !”  He pressed the 
pistol against Kent’s ribs.

“ Where— where are you taking 
him?”  Nedda demanded wildly, run­
ning to Kent’s side.

“ Get back and shut yer trap!”  the 
outlaw ordered gruffly.

All at once the world was swim­
ming around Nedda Alston. Like 
the crash of cymbals, the realization 
burst upon her that she’d never 
stopped loving Kent. Her heart was 
going out to him now in passionate 
yearning. She threw her arms about 
him as if to shield him from the 
brutal men. One of them tore her 
away.

Turning desperate eyes to Geoff, 
she cried, “ Can’t you do some­
thing?”

“ What can I do?” he asked and 
pointed to the man who had leveled 
his gun at him.

“ Can the chatter!”  the other man 
commanded, and took Kent out.

“ WTiere is he taking him?”  she 
sobbed hysterically.
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“ Mebbe,”  sneered the fellow who 
had remained to keep guard, “ we’re 
gonna let him stew in his own juice. 
Now shut up!”

Nedda burst into tears. But they 
were tears of rage, not surrender. 
Through a window she caught a 
glimpse of Kent being taken into the 
carriage house. A kind of wild 
anguish broke in her. The thought 
that Kent’s wounded arm made him 
unable to defend himself kept strik­
ing into her mind like a sharp stil­
etto.

She tried to talk to Geoffry in 
whispers, but their watchful keeper 
ordered them in no uncertain lan­
guage to sit on opposite sides of the 
room.

His companion returned within 
the hour and commanded Kate to 
prepare some food. He kept watch 
over her in the kitchen while she 
cooked.

Oh, what had he done to Kent?—  
Nedda wondered frantically. She 
tortured herself with unanswerable 
questions. Had the outlaw shot 
Kent, thrown him into the sea, or 
made him prisoner in that mysteri­
ous tunnel leading from the carriage 
house?

Kent’s arm! Kent’s kisses! Would 
she ever feel their rapture again?

Then she remembered that he’d 
told her he was going to be mar­
ried in the spring. Even if they 
escaped from those terrible men, he 
would be lost to her.

A new storm broke. Wind rushed 
past the house and rain pelted 
against the windowpanes. Surely, 
Nedda thought, this was some hor­
rible dream. But a glance at the 
outlaws, who didn’t miss a move 
any of their prisoners made, told her 
it was only too real. What did they 
want?— she wondered. They hadn’t 
said a word about money.

At nine thirty the leader said, 
“You people go to bed. But no 
monkey business, mind you! I ’m 
gonna be on watch, and I ’ve got 
eyes in the back of my head.”

“ You two dames sleep in the same 
room,”  the other added. “ And you 
won’t find yer gun there. I ’m keep- 
in’ that.”

“ What are they holding us for?”  
Nedda managed to whisper to 
Geoffry as they left the living room.

“ Ransom, I suppose,”  he whis­
pered back.

“ But what have they done with 
Kent?”  she asked.

“ Stop that!”  the outlaw leader 
rasped.

The moment the door of their 
room closed behind Nedda and 
Kate, a key grated in the rock- 
Nedda went to the window and 
looked out into the blackness of the 
night. The sound of the raging gale 
and dashing waves below came to 
her ears.

“ I told you no good was gonna 
come of this trip,”  Kate reminded 
her, and lay on the bed without re­
moving her clothes.

Nedda said nothing. Her heart 
sank another degree nearer hope­
lessness. She sat on the edge of her 
bed, staring into space. She had to 
get out of this house somehow. She 
had to get to Kent.

Soon, Kate was snoring lustily. 
Stealthy footsteps sounded outside 
the door. Cold chills chased up and 
down Nedda’s spine. She held her 
breath in sheer terror when the steps 
paused.

Kate’s snores filled the room 
louder than ever. Then the steps 
died away. Nedda sighed in relief. 
She tiptoed to the door and put her 
ear to the crack.

“ Sound asleep,”  one of the out­
laws said. “ Some break for us, this
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“ W h e r e  are y o u  taking h im ?”  N edda dem anded w ildly, run­
ning to  K e n t 's  side. S h e th rew  her arm s about him as i f  to  

shield him  fro m  the gunm en.

“ Y o u  c e r - 
tainly bungled 
your chance to 
g e t  M o r g a n  
when he was 
standing by the 
window t h i s

storm. They couldn’t get a block 
away in it.”

“ They never even suspected you,”  
she heard the leader remark with a 
chuckle, and she wondered what he 
meant.

m o r n i n g ,  
G eo f f r y  M a r -  

chand’s unmistakable voice re­
plied. Nedda gasped with surprise.

“ Don’t worry,”  the leader said 
cheerfully, “ The high tide will 
finish him around midnight if it 
hasn’t already.”
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“ But we got to be sure that he 
-------’ ’ Geoffry began.

“ It ’ll get him all right,”  the out­
law interrupted. “ Highest tide of 
the whole year to-night.”

Nedda stood there, stunned and 
stricken. They had confined Kent 
in a spot where he would be 
drowned! Geoffry March and wanted 
him out of the way. And she was 
the cause of it all. She had placed 
Kent in Geoffry's power by inviting 
Geoffry here.

The situation moved her to des­
perate action. It was but the work 
of a moment to throw on her coat 
and pick up the flashlight which the 
outlaw evidently hadn’t thought 
worthy of confiscation, She was go­
ing to try to save Kent, no matter 
what the consequences to herself 
might be.

Almost noiselessly, she raised the 
window and slipped outside. A 
break for her, too, this storm. The 
outlaws wouldn’t dream she’d ven­
ture into it. Hurrying through the 
driving rain and piercing wind, she 
made her way to the carriage house, 
uttering silent prayers that she 
wasn’t too late.

Inside, she switched on the flash­
light so that she could see the yawn­
ing hole in the wall. Gingerly, she 
stepped into the tunnel and called 
Kent’s name in a low tone. No an­
swer came to her.

She moved forward slowly in the 
dimness. Groping through that un­
familiar, dank passageway, she had 
the sensation of going through a 
dense jungle with crawling, poison­
ous things all about, ready at any 
moment to dart out at her.

“ Kent!”  she called softly. Still 
no answer came.

She could hear the waves dashing 
in madly from the sea. Perhaps, she 
thought despairingly, Kent was al­
ready dead. The mere suggestion
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seemed to have claws that tore at 
her. Soon she found herself tread­
ing in water that grew deeper as she 
proceeded.

“ Kent! Oh, Kent!”  she sobbed.
Suddenly, his voice came to her 

from around a turn in the tunnel. 
In her great relief it seemed that all 
her veins warmed, melted. She flew 
lo him and found him tied, hand and 
foot, to the wall of the passageway. 
The water was above his knees and 
his teeth chattered with cold.

He held the flashlight with diffi­
culty in one of his shackled hands 
while she worked at the heavy ropes 
that bound him. It was painful for 
her slender, white fingers to undo the 
cruel knots, but her desperation and 
love for him gave her strength.

“ Kent,”  she said as she worked, 
“ if I ever get out of this mess alive, 
I— well, I feel I ’ve learned things. 
I realize now that I have been a 
spoiled brat.”

“ No time to discuss that now,”  he 
returned crisply.

She had his hands free by this 
time, and he untied the ropes around 
his feet and legs himself.

“ We’ll take your car out of the 
shed by hand to the top of the hill, 
and it will roll down without any 
noise,” he said as they hurried out 
of the tunnel.

“ We can’t leave Kate.”
“ WTiat about your boy friend?”
“ He’s— he’s in with those crooks.”
“ I thought so,”  Kent said grimly. 

“ You stay here. I ’ll go after 
Kate.”

Nedda waited beside the roadster 
in the carriage shed while he went 
to the house. Minutes passed. But 
he did not return. Fear mounted in 
her. Something had gone wrong. 
She must see what had happened.

She stepped out into the rain and 
stopped dead still when a wave of 
yellow light played upon her.
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“ Just a minute, sister!”  the outlaw 
leader commanded, coming toward 
her from the house with a flashlight 
in one hand and his gun in the other.

He took her into the living room. 
Kate was there, but the other outlaw 
and Kent were not present. Geoffry 
ran from his bedroom, pretending 
alarm and surprise at the new hap­
penings.

“ You are in with these crooks!”  
Nedda fired at him in an angry, tear- 
choked voice.

“ Why, Nedda! You must be
crazy! I------ ”  he began, and was
interrupted by a volley of shots out­
side.

Nedda went cold all over. The 
outlaw had shot Kent, she thought, 
and plunged frenziedly toward the 
kitchen door, disregarding the sharp 
commands of the leader.

In the kitchen, she almost col­
lided with a man wearing a police­
man’s badge. He stopped her mad 
flight, demanding to know where she 
was going.

“ Kent!”  was all she could say. 
“ m e r e ’s Kent?”

“ Right here!”  Kent entered, fol­
lowed by three more officers who 
had the outlaw in tow.

Swiftly and expertly, the police­
men snapped handcuffs on the 
crooks, including Geoffry Mar- 
chand.

“ It’s lucky for yc&i people,”  one 
of the officers said, “ that this 
Marchand bird’s firm got wise to 
him. He was here to bump off some 
man and grab a girl for himself.”

“ Yeah,”  another of the policemen 
took up the story. “ Seems, accord­
ing to the will, that if either the man 
or girl outstayed each other, the one 
remaining would get the money,

but if they both stayed the required 
time they’d share it equally.”

At last, Nedda and Kent were in 
dry clothes, facing each other in the 
living room.

“ I want to talk to you,” he said 
quietly.

“ I guess we have plenty to say to 
each other,”  she returned.

“ We’ll stay until the end of the 
week and share the money equally.”  
He was regarding her searchingly.

“ Then”— her voice broke, and all 
she felt for him was in her eyes, 
sweet and shameless— “ then you can 
marry that— that girl.”

“ You adorable idiot!”
Her breath caught. He had called 

her that in the old days. To know 
his love again, to feel his arms, his 
kisses! A wild yearning filled her.

“ Nedda”— his face was close to 
hers, and there was a glow in his eyes 
that made her quiver with rapture—  
“ Kate advised me to invent that girl 
because she felt sure you’d only 
imagined you didn’t love me any 
more.”  His warm, sinewy hands 
grasped hers. “ Was she right, 
Nedda?”

“ I ’ll say she was! Kent, I ’ve been 
a fool.”

“ Oh, yeah!”  he mocked with 
tender scorn. “A fool who risked 
her life to save mine! Oh, my dar­
ling!” He caught her into his 
hungry arms and spoke huskily 
against her trembling mouth, “ From 
now on, we’re going to share every­
thing as man and wife! We’re going 
to be married the minute our week 
here is up, so that you can never get 
away from me again.”

“ As if I ’d want to!” She lifted 
her face and gave him her lips.



SentiiII ental Interlude
By Jean Johnson

FIVE minutes before her after­
noon broadcast, a call boy 
announced, “ A Mr. Reed on 

the phone, Miss Daley. Will you 
speak to him?”

A slight pucker between her vio- 
let-blue eyes, Emily replied, “ Yes, I  
believe I have time,”  in the warm 
Southern voice which had won her 
the name of “ Carolina Songbird.” 

This very hour a week ago, a call 
from Leon Reed, informing her that 
he’d come on an earlier plane than

she’d expected, had lifted her into 
rainbow-hued clouds. But the dis­
appointing events of that night 
which she’d dreamed would be one 
of joyous reunion had changed 
everything. Those long months on 
the road, away from her, must have 
broken the sweet, intimate current 
that once had flowed between them. 
He was no longer the same Leon 
she’d promised to marry back in 
Norville, their home town, and wept 
over on a station platform.
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There was a taut note in her 
query, “ Yes, Leon?”  as she picked 
up the receiver. After listening to 
his breezy suggestion that she jump 
into a taxi after her broadcast and 
meet him at a certain cocktail bar, 
her pretty, heart-shaped face clouded 
and she shook her short, black curls 
impatiently.

“ Oh, Leon, I thought you were 
going to meet me here and come 
home with me for a few quiet hours. 
I ’m so tired of rushing around!”

“But, honey,”  he argued, “ you 
don’t want to miss the Arcadian 
Room. Veddy, veddy swank, I hear. 
‘Famous murals.”

Funny how Leon in his newly ac­
quired man-about-town role could 
make her feel like a visiting school- 
marm from the sticks. You’d think 
that she hadn’t been a New Yorker 
for a whole year now. After all, he 
was the new arrival.

“ Right now my eyes are much too 
scratchy to do more than blink at 
pictures,”  she replied, and did sound 
a bit schoolmarmish, she had to 
admit. “ I simply must have a short 
rest before our evening tear!”

“ O. K., sleepyhead”— an edge to 
his voice. “ I ’ll pick you up at your 
place around seven then.”

But he didn’t. At eight thirty 
Emily was moving restlessly about 
her tastefully furnished two-room 
apartment, hating everything in it. 
What a sentimental fool she’d been 
to think that the homy charm of her 
living room, the deep-cushioned, 
comfortable chairs, the dinners she’d 
planned to cook for Leon would ap­
peal to him after tiring months of 
dismal hotel rooms in small towns. 
It didn’t seem possible that the man 
she’d been going places with this past 
week had written:

I  sure am fed up with this existence. At 
least one of us is enjoying a sane, ordered

life! Sometimes, though. I ’m not so sure 
I  was a bright lad to spare you the lot of 
being a traveling salesman’s part-time 
widow. Hope I  can soon find a way to 
get back to you.

That opportunity had come when 
an uncle of Leon’s died and left him 
fifteen thousand dollars. As a result, 
he immediately threw up his job 
with the Kruger Tire Co. and wired 
from California:

GET READY TO DO SOM E STEPPING 
HONEY CHILE STOP YOUR FAVORITE 
BOY IS PLANING EAST TO CARVE W A Y  
TO FAM E AND FORTUNE STOP

Breathlessly, she’d counted the 
hours before she would see him. She 
bought a crepe gown of periwinkle- 
blue because Leon once said that 
that shade gave her eyes the depth 
of purple pansies, and had her hair 
dressed a smart new way. Then she 
bought glistening blue cellophane 
drapes for the windows, and filled 
vases with daffodils and gay tulips.

But when she ushered him into 
her apartment and asked excitedly, 
“ Isn’t this a lot better than the old 
days when we had to meet on street 
corners, or in parlors that were al­
ways full of our relatives?”  his lack 
of enthusiasm had sent her heart 
plunging downward. He’d given the 
mellow-toned room little more than 
a cursory glance before suggesting 
that they have a drink and start out 
for an evening of celebration. So, 
of course, she made no mention of 
her own plans for a home-cooked 
dinner, and hours of being alone to­
gether.

At the time she’d thought he 
would quiet down when the thrill of 
being able to take her to smart res­
taurants and night clubs had worn 
off. But apparently, Leon was still 
going strong.

By nine o’clock angry red spots 
were burning over her cheek bones,
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and the hollow feeling in the pit of
her stomach expanded with every 
ticking second. It was two hours 
past her regular dinner time, and she 
was hungry. How dared he keep her 
waiting all this time?

Childishly, she snatched up the 
silver-framed photograph of an at­
tractive, lean-faced young man and 
shook it. But the next moment her 
eyes were wistful, and her finger was 
tracing the curve of a flexible mouth 
that used to kiss so thrillingly.

She was gloomily munching soda 
crackers when the young man in 
question finally turned up at nine 
twenty in a high mood. A soft gray 
felt tilted rakishly over his dancing 
brown eyes before he whipped it off 
and spun it across the room. A curl­
ing lock of chestnut-brown hair 
tumbled boyishly over his wide fore­
head. And the teasing, audacious 
smile which had won her heart in 
their school days, twitched his lips.

But Emily did not return that 
winning smile. Tired and irritable 
from her long wait, she fought back 
the urge to shake some common 
sense into this youth who seemed to 
think he had the world by the tail.

“ Did you enjoy the murals?”  she 
inquired in a taut voice.

Leon blew a kiss to the ceiling. 
“ Lovely! Gorgeous nymphs skip­
ping ropes of posies in a kind of 
woodland strip-tease act. Yards 
and yards of seductive pulchritude 
flitting all around the room.” He 
squinted twinkling eyes at her. 
“ Jealous, darling?”

The lightly spoken “ darling”  made 
her heart ache dully. But she said 
quickly, “ Jealous of some cheap bar­
room paintings? Don’t be stupid, 
Leon!”

The twinkle died in brown eyes 
that were regarding her with a new 
alertness. “ Your beauty sleep hasn’t

sweetened your disposition, home 
girl,”  he drawled.

Emily faced him resentfully. 
There’d been a time, not so long ago, 
when he wouldn’t have called her 
“ home girl”  with that biting inflec­
tion.

“ I couldn’t sleep,”  she told him. 
“ And I ’ve been expecting you since 
seven.”

He cocked his head on one side and 
observed, “ M y, but she’s mad! And 
all because I ’ve had a good time she 
was too contrary to share. Snap out 
of the glump, cross patch!”  He pro­
duced the square box he’d been 
carrying under his arm. “ See, I 
brought you a peace offering.”

Biting her lip to keep back tears 
of exasperation, she opened the box 
and turned the waxed green paper. 
The blithe assurance of men! They 
did things that twisted your heart, 
then gave you flowers to make you 
smile again. The fresh perfume of 
the violets teased her nostrils, but 
still she did not lift them to her face. 
She was recalling how, the night of 
his arrival, he’d led her into a florist’s 
shop and said, “ Sky’s the limit! 
What’s it to be, honey— orchids?”  
And when she’d laughed and pro­
tested that she wasn’t the orchid 
type, he had agreed readily that 
maybe she was right, and that violets 
would be more suitable.

She put the box on the table. 
“ Possibly T am in a glump,”  she said, 
a catch in her voice. “ You mightn’t 
be so full of sparkle yourself if after 
turning in at three a. m. night after 
night, you had to answer an alarm 
and be in voice for a nine o’clock 
broadcast.”

“ Do people really listen to old- 
time melodies at such an infernal 
hour?”  Leon threw his slim length 
into a chair and scowled at the toes 
of his shoes. “ You’ve sure turned 
into a kill-joy, Emily! And you



86 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

needn’t be so hoity-toity about your 
important contract. Landed a job 
myself to-day. That was the special 
reason I wanted you to meet me this 
afternoon. As it was, I lifted a glass 
or two with your friend, Benny 
Weston. And when a girl he knew 
joined us, it wasn’t so easy to duck 
away.”

A showgirl, probably, she sur­
mised, with deepening apprehension. 
Chorines were bound to flock around 
a live-wire press agent like Benny 
Weston. She shouldn’t have gone 
out of her way to introduce Leon to 
Benny that night they’d run into 
him at a night club. She might have 
known they’d be good drinking com­
panions.

“ Remember the beauty’s name?” 
She tried to sound casual.

“ Magdeline Doe. Says she’s re­
hearsing for a new revue.”

“ I ’ve seen pictures of the face and 
figure,”  she reflected. “ Those legs of 
hers are insured for fifty thousand 
dollars. Like them?”

Leon’s eyebrows arched. “ Say, is 
this a third degree? The beautiful 
creature was swathed in a mink coat, 
so what chance had I of examining 
the legs?”

Emily laughed nervously. “ Benny 
should have tipped you off that the 
lady in mink posed for most of those 
aforementioned seductive nymphs.”

The young man whistled. “ Well, 
what do you know? So you’ve al­
ready seen the murals!”  he teased.

“ I haven’t. But I read the pa­
pers.”  She made a swift gesture in­
tended to dispel the provoking image 
of Magdeline Doe, her precious legs 
and flaming tresses. “ Leon, tell me 
more about this new job! Is it in 
New York?”

He nodded. “ Yours truly will 
move into a brokerage office in Wall 
Street,”  he told her importantly. 
“ Stocks and bonds on a commission

basis. And now that I  have some 
spare cash on hand, I may do a little 
speculating on the side.”

“ Oh!”  An exclamation that ex­
pressed her disappointment. “ I did 
hope you’d found something less de­
pendent upon luck and chance. A 
job with a regular salary.”

His pleasant features darkened. 
“ There you go turning on the cold 
shower again! I  shouldn’t think 
you’d sneer at the chance element. 
Seems to me you came to New York 
to spend a few days with a girl 
friend just about the time she’d de­
cided to marry an out-of-towner and 
go off the air. So after she arranged 
an audition for you, didn’t you slide 
into a sweet contract to warble on a 
morning and afternoon program? 
Didn’t that have the earmarks of a 
lucky break?”

“But, Leon, market speculation is 
different! It ’s so terribly risky.”  

“ Now you’re talking as if I ’d said 
I was going to spin a roulette wheel! 
Forget I said anything! You’ve got 
me all depressed.”

Emily shrugged helplessly. It was 
useless to reason with him while he 
was in this defensive state.

“ I ’m sorry I cramp your style,”  
she said shakily, and hoped he’d 
make some gallant, loverlike denial 
that she did anything of the kind.

But he didn’t. He ground out his 
cigarette and stood up. “ Gosh, I 
was feeling swell a few hours ago, 
and now the old gloom clouds are 
getting thicker every minute. Come 
on, let’s get going before I break 
down and weep!” And when the 
only move she made was to pick up 
the violets and start peeling off the 
green tin foil, “ What are you doing 
that for? The stems will stain your 
dress.”

“ I ’m not going to wear them, 
Leon.”  A gathering thickness in her 
throat made it difficult for her to



Sentimental Interlude m
speak firmly. “ They’ll last longer 
in water. I ’ve decided not to go out 
to-night.”

Hands thrust belligerently in his 
pockets, he stared hard at her de­
termined face. “ What’s the idea, 
Emily? Be yourself!”

“ I am being myself,”  she insisted. 
“ I ’m pretty much the same girl you 
were fond of back in Norville. And 
I may be more of a gambler than you 
are. You may recall that I was will­
ing to marry you when things looked 
pretty black over a year ago, just 
before you went on the road and I 
came to New York. Then you were 
the one who held out for the solid 
rock foundation------ ”

“ And now that everything is rosy 
with me,”  he broke in bitterly, “ you 
aren’t so keen to marry me. You’ve 
been holding me at arm’s length for 
days, as if I were a stranger.”

“ You’ve been behaving like one,”  
she accused. “ You were different 
that first night you came back. You 
— you frightened me. I  never 
dreamed a few thousand dollars 
would go to your head like this! We 
just don’t care for the same things 
any more. You’ve gone Broadway! 
I hate the hot, noisy dives and blar­
ing music you seem to crave. I  guess 
you need a peppier playmate. Mag- 
deline Doe ought to suit you fine.”  
As she turned away quickly, the vio­
lets swam in a purple blur. She 
trembled when he came up behind 
her and caught her arms at the 
elbows.

“ Honey, we don’t want to crack 
up like this! Can’t you understand
why------ ” He broke off abruptly
and released her. “ Oh, what’s the 
use? Maybe you’ve got the right 
angle on us. We’re not tuned in on 
the same wave length any more. 
Somehow or other, you make me feel 
in the wrong all the time lately, and 
no man likes that!”

“ Then we’d better say good night, 
Leon.” And though she was stiff 
with fear, she did not turn around. 
Surely he wouldn’t take her at her 
word and walk out that door, out of 
her life! It was unthinkable! Why 
did he expect her to be the tolerant 
one always? Long ago, she’d spoiled 
him by making the conciliatory 
moves after their childish quarrels. 
But they weren’t children any longer. 
She was twenty, he twenty-three. 
Wasn’t it his turn to make allow­
ances for the fact that ragged nerves 
caused by hunger and fatigue had 
put hasty words into her mouth? 
If only he’d take her in his arms and 
melt her resistance with some tender 
word!

The brusque closing of the door 
struck her eardrums like a blow. 
Leon had walked out on her! It was 
over then. Weakly, she dropped into 
a chair, the damp violets clutched in 
her hands.

Emily awoke the next morning 
with a heaviness of heart that could 
only have been treated by the ring­
ing of the telephone and Leon’s 
cheery assurance that their quarrel 
of the night before was already a 
thing of the past. But he did not 
telephone. How, she wondered mis­
erably, was she to get through a day 
that held no promise of a meeting 
with him at the end of it?

She had her first news of him 
through Benny Weston late that aft­
ernoon. The press agent hailed her 
in the elevator as she was leaving 
the broadcasting studio. Upon 
reaching the street, he fell into step 
with her.

“ Mind if I interrupt your medita­
tions, little songbird?”

She raised troubled eyes to his 
thin, sardonic face. “ You’re wel­
come, Benny,”  she said. “ I ’m not 
exactly bubbling over with sweetness
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and light to-day.”  She found it easy 
to chat with this wiry, red-headed 
man. And she sensed that he liked 
her because she’d never asked any 
favors of him.

“ Pardon a personal question,”  
Benny Weston was saying, “ but have 
you fired the home-town sweet­
heart?”

“ Why do you ask that?” Agita­
tion made her voice low and breath­
less.

“ Oh, because I happened to run 
into him and Magdeline Doe in the 
wee sma’ hours. Your friend was in 
the act of buying one of those park- 
cruising one-horse shays. If the lad 
has tucked away any greenbacks for
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a rainy day, you’d better warn him 
away from little Magdeline!”

Jealous fear tore through Emily. 
She said stiffly, “ Leon is old enough 
to look after his own interests. Any­
way, we’re washed up.”  It made her 
feel faint to think of them driving 
through the park with the fresh 
scents of a springtime world conspir­
ing to create a romantic mood. She 
could visualize Titian hair against 
his shoulder, provocative scarlet lips 
lazily smiling an invitation.

When her companion suggested 
that they stop for a drink she said 
hurriedly, “ I— I ’d rather go home.” 
In her present shaky state she might 
burst into tears in some public place.

“ Then may I tag along?”  he 
wanted to know.

The prospect of taut hours sitting 
alone, waiting for the telephone or 
doorbell to ring made her consent 
gratefully and add, “ I think I have 
some ingredients for cocktails, if you 
don’t mind mixing them. Leon usu­
ally------ ”  She broke off, a lump in
her throat.

“To be on the safe side, we’ll stop 
in at a liquor store,”  Benny said with 
the air of one taking charge of a sit­
uation.

Later, with one of his potent con­
coctions melting the aching tension 
that bound her, Emily rested her 
dark head against the back of a chair 
and closed her eyes.

“ Cozy little nest you have here,” 
Benny remarked. “ Why haven’t I 
been asked up before?”

Because of Leon, she might have 
said. Instead, she answered, “ It 
didn’t occur to me that you’d be 
interested in my private life. You 
know so many really clever people.”

He stretched out his legs and con­
tentedly blew smoke rings.

“ You’re an incredibly unspoiled 
child! And this is one swell chair. 
This is the first time I ’ve relaxed in

days. Wish we didn’t have to go 
out to dinner.”

“ We needn’t,” she said. “ I could 
phone the market at the corner. It 
hasn’t closed yet.”

“ Do that,”  he prompted with en­
thusiasm.

But as she phoned the order, she 
could not fight down the feeling that 
something was very wrong with this 
domestic picture. Why couldn’t that 
be Leon sitting in the chair she’d 
bought for his comfort? Benny was 
the only outsider she’d ever asked 
into her apartment, and his being 
here made her a trifle nervous.

With her head spinning from the 
cocktails, it was a wonder the meal 
she prepared was so edible. Cer­
tainly Benny found no fault with 
anything. Sipping her coffee, Emily 
was struck by the irony of his ap­
preciating the very things she’d 
wanted Leon to like. He remarked 
upon the good taste she’d shown in 
her furnishings. He said she was 
very lovely and appealing sitting 
there across the table, but much too 
far away!

She laughed self-consciously. 
“ Now, Benny, you know I ’m not 
your type of glamour girl!”

He smiled crookedly. “ Glamour 
girls are part of my business. Be­
lieve me, Emily, you’re a refreshing 
change. You’re real. Come, let’s be 
comfortable.” He got up, took her 
hand and led her over to the divan. 
And when they were seated, “ I could 
fall hard for you, if you gave me 
half a chance. You like me a little, 
don’t you?”

Her heart was beating rapidly. 
The strange, burning look in Benny’s 
gray eyes disturbed her. And aware­
ness of his arm across the back of the 
divan filled her with an uneasiness 
that was mixed with excitement. 
Had Leon felt this tug of another’s
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physical drawing power when he’d 
been driving with Magdeline Doe?

Thrusting back that thought, she 
answered impulsively, “ Of course I 
like you, Benny. You’ve always been 
very kind to me.”

His hand slid down until it 
touched her shoulder. The warmth 
of it through the thin silk dress sent 
a tingle along her nerves.

He said thickly, “ I could be more 
than kind if you’d break down and 
try to love me a little. That pos­
sible?”

“ I—-I don’t know,”  she faltered, 
confused. Oh, why hadn’t Leon tele­
phoned?

Then, without warning, Benny 
forcefully lifted her into his arms, 
swept tumbled black curls from her 
puckered brow and set his lips on 
hers in a cautious, experimental kiss 
designed to test her resistance. She 
did not shrink away, though the 
shock of his touch numbed her for a 
moment. Then, determined to get 
past the barrier her love for Leon 
had set up against other men, she 
relaxed and freely offered Benny 
warm, clinging lips in desperate 
abandon.

Her unexpected yielding was flame 
to Benny’s mounting emotion. 
Crushing her against him, he drank 
the sweetness of her young lips in 
slow, practiced kisses that roused her 
sleeping senses until gradually, fear­
fully, she became vibrant and re­
sponsive beneath his caresses. But 
even with this new, wild fever surg­
ing through her, she found herself 
longing for Leon’s embraces, his 
teasing kisses that had hinted of rap­
tures to come.

When Benny whispered hoarsely, 
“ You’re sweet! You wouldn’t fool 
me, would you?”  she knew that while 
she’d been momentarily swept away, 
she did not love this man.

Tears on her cheeks, she pulled 
free of him, murmuring, “ Sorry, 
Benny. I ’m not used to drinking so 
much.”

His face somber, he lit a ciga­
rette, and drawing fiercely on it, said 
with gruff kindliness, “ Go on and 
have a good cry. Here’s a nice large 
hanky.”  And later, “ Now powder 
the nose, my girl, and put on your 
snappiest gowm. The sentimental 
interlude is over. We’re going 
places.”

In the course of the next few 
hours, Emily felt as if she were being 
blown along by a strong wind. In 
and out of glittering bars and night 
clubs, a dazzle of colored lights shift­
ing before her eyes, music throbbing 
in her ears, restfulness in her blood, 
and a dull, insistent aching in her 
heart.

Around two o ’clock Benny said 
in her ear, “ There’s your man!”

Looking in the direction indicated, 
she saw Leon’s shining brown head 
in profile at a table, and her heart 
bounded. He was alone, thank 
Heaven! '

“ Benny, is this why------ ”
“ Sure,”  he cut in crisply. “ I 

called his hotel room a while back. 
No answer. But I figured he’d turn 
up somewhere.”  He got up and 
stood over her, pulled her to her feet. 
“ We’ll dance past his table. The rest 
of the reconciliation act is up to 
you.”

But Leon was no longer alone by 
the time they reached the dance 
floor. A stunning, red-haired girl 
who wore a lavish spray of white 
orchids on the shoulder of a reveal­
ing black lace gown had joined him. 
And Emily noted with sick dismay 
that the table had been set for two.

For only an electric moment, as 
Benny capably guided her near that 
table, did her hurt blue eyes hold
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Leon’s widened brown ones. A 
muscle twitched in his lean cheek 
and he started to rise, but Emily 
checked him with a meaningful 
glance at Magdeline Doe. Then she 
looked up into her partner’s inscrut­
able countenance. No use trying to 
read Benny’s motives. He was too 
smart for her.

“ Leon’s been aching to buy orchids 
for some one,” she forlornly voiced 
her thought. “ Now he ought to be 
satisfied.”

“ Well, Magdeline’s the gal for him 
then.”  And when the orchestra 
ceased playing, Benny Weston 
asked, “ Ready to go?”

Emily had set her chin stubbornly. 
“ Not yet. I won’t have Leon think­
ing I can’t stand seeing him with an­
other girl.”  She added recklessly, 
“ I ’m thirsty, Benny. Buy me an­
other drink.”

“ Better go easy, baby,”  he cau­
tioned. “ Remember what you said 
about not being used to heavy 
drinking!”

“ But what’s the sense of being so 
darn careful?”  she cried on a ragged 
note. “ Anyway I feel safe with 
you.”

He ordered drinks, and when the 
waiter had gone, eyed her quizzi­
cally. “ I ’m safe enough as long as I 
know where I stand,”  he told her. 
“ But there are limits. I mightn’t be­
have the next time we’re alone.”

Embarrassed, she avoided meeting 
his sharp, questioning gaze. There 
was Leon dancing with Magdeline 
Doe! Oh, maybe this jealous tor­
ment would lessen if she definitely 
put another man in Leon’s place. 
Why not Benny? Frantically, she 
groped for his hand. Bending walls 
and swimming lights weren’t so terri­
fying if you held onto some one.

“ Please don’t leave me, Benny!”
He pulled his chair nearer. “ I ’m 

nuts about you, kid. You could

write your own ticket where I ’m con­
cerned.”  Then, “ Time to go,”  he 
whispered.

“All right, Benny.”  And still hold­
ing fast to his hand, she left the room 
without a backward glance.

At the door of the cloakroom he 
said, “ Be back in a few minutes. 
Don’t you run out on me!”

“ I won’t.”  But her voice shook.
When Benny returned there was 

an odd smile on his lips, and a hard, 
concentrated look in his eyes that 
frightened her. Chill struck her 
heart with the realization that she 
knew practically nothing of the 
workings of this man’s mind. And 
yet this stranger, in the span of a 
possessing kiss, might soon crash 
through the last of her defenses and 
take command of her life.

Holding her arm tightly, he did 
not speak again until they reached 
the street. As he headed toward a 
taxi, his fingers pressed hers so hard 
that she winced.

He said rapidly, “ Emily, I ’ve 
wanted you badly enough to play 
villain to get you. But now that 
Magdeline’s turned on the old allure, 
as prescribed by me, I find I can’t 
let her get away with her act any 
more than I can take advantage of 
you when you’re all muddled.”  With 
that, he opened the taxi door and 
lifted her in.

Before she could say anything, he 
had vanished. And when she tried 
to follow him, she found strong, hard 
arms about her. A hand stifled the 
scream that rose in her throat. The 
cab started and swerved around a 
corner, tilting her head so that she 
stared up into her captor’s face, fit­
fully illumined by street lamps. 
Then she recognized that strained 
white face as Leon’s, curiously older, 
wiser, and the fight drained out of 
her. Leon! She’d had a bad dream,
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but it was over, and now she was 
where she wanted most to be.

'When he freed her mouth she 
gasped, “ How did you get here?”

He was holding her securely close, 
as if she were a little girl who, 
through heedlessness, had hurt her­
self and needed comforting before 
she was scolded. There was a grim 
line about his mouth, but his eyes 
were understanding, tender.

“ Benny Weston tipped me off that 
you needed looking after. Say, 
what’s the idea of going on a drink­
ing bat when you’re not with me? Is 
this the way you carry on when I ’m 
not around?”  His tone was rough 
with emotion that was not altogether 
anger.

“ It ’s the first time,”  she sobbed 
against his chest. “ You shouldn’t 
have left Miss Doe!”

“ Oh, Weston said he’d take the 
beautiful menace off my hands.” 

“ Menace? You liked her well 
enough to rush back to her after you 
left me last night, and drive her 
around the park until morning!”

His jaw hardened. “ Stop pulling 
away from me!”  And when her not 
very vigorous struggles had ceased, 
he explained, “ I didn’t run back to 
her. I  practically fell over her in my 
hotel lobby. Some friends she’d ex­
pected to meet hadn’t shown up, she 
said. So as I had time on my hands, 
I  took her out. Later, she got tight, 
or pretended to, and asked me to 
take her for a drive in the open air.” 

“ And I suppose you’ll say you 
didn’t get a thrill out of kissing 
her?”  Then, recalling her own sur­
prising reaction to Benny’s kisses, 
she added quickly, contritely, “ Well, 
what if you did?”

He was smiling wryly. “ It was 
just a brief— very brief—sentimental 
interlude. I didn’t like the scent of 
her face powder, or the taste of her

lipstick. I kept on thinking of how 
soft and. clean your lips were. Any­
way,”  he caught himself up sharply, 
“ I was on to Magdeline’s game by 
the time I left her on her doorstep. 
She’s up to her neck in debt and 
probably figured I was the kind of 
fool who’d pull out a check book 
if I lost my head over her. But I ’m 
not quite the sap I ’ve been acting 
lately!”

This was the old, sincere Leon who 
used to tell her everything about 
himself. Thankful to hhve found 
him again, she pressed closer— so 
close that she could hear the throb 
of his heart.

“ Before you ask,”  his voice rum­
bled on above her bent head, “ I ’ll 
tell you why I went out with her 
again to-night. She telephoned me 
to-day to remind me that I ’d asked 
her to dinner. I hadn’t, but when I 
got to thinking that maybe you 
really wanted a vacation from me, I 
let the date stand. Before Magde- 
line hung up, she hinted that orchids 
were her favorite blooms, and would 
I drop into her apartment for cock­
tails?” He paused, shook his head. 
“ One glance at that joint of hers, 
and my gift of orchids was a ‘hail 
and farewell’ gesture as far as I was 
concerned. Clothes and junk thrown 
all over a room that hadn’t been 
cleaned in weeks! I guess you’ve 
spoiled me, honey. Your place is so 
swell and homy.”

Surprised, she lifted her head and 
looked at him. “But, Leon, you 
never once told me you liked a thing 
about my apartment. And that hurt 
me!”

The cab had stopped. Searching 
in his pocket for change, Leon said, 
“ I ’ll answer that one when we’re up­
stairs.”

And though she insisted she was 
quite capable of walking, he carried 
her up. Arms tightly clasped about
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Though she in sisted  sh e w as quite capable o f  w alking, he carried her 
up the stairs. A rm s tig h tly  clasped about his neck, she clung to  him , 

thrilled b y  his stren gth  and sudden m a stery  o v er  her.

his neck, she clung to him, thrilled Inside her charming living room, 
by his strength and sudden mastery he directed, “ Look at this place! 
over her. Can’t you imagine what I thought
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when I  saw it? I ’d wanted to give 
you a nice home myself, but you’d 
gone and spiked my guns! Do you 
think I was wild with joy when I 
heard about your radio engagement? 
Was I  supposed to like the idea that 
you made more money than I did?”

“ Oh, Leon, I never thought------ ”
“ Well, I  did a lot of thinking on 

the way East. And when I saw how 
smart-looking you were that first 
night you brought me here, I  was 
scared. I  thought you’d gone be­
yond me. So I took you to a few 
ritzy places you hadn’t seen before. 
Then I did try to be a man-about- 
town, as you said. I  guess all this 
nonsense comes of our not having 
had any money to spend for so long. 
Lately, I ’ve been wishing we were 
back in Norville, broke but in love. 
I ’ve never wanted any girl but you, 
and I ’ve scared you off. Sweetheart, 
can’t we get back?”

“ It ’s all right again, Leon,”  she 
whispered, putting her hands to his 
face, pulling his head down. “ I ’ve 
been stupid not to understand you 
better. But I do love you! Oh, 
Leon!”

He answered the pent-up longing 
of her cry by straining her tightly, 
joyously, to him. He answered the 
quiver of her eager lips by claiming 
them with a long kiss that held all 
the rapture she’d ever dreamed of. 
No dark undercurrent of doubt 
dimmed the glory of their mutual 
surrender. And as Emily gave him 
back his hungry kiss there mounted 
a clean flame of ardor that burned 
away even the memory of heartache.

Leon’s hands shook when he care­
fully set her down on her bed in the 
smaller room, and took off her 
slippers.

“ You must get some sleep, dearest, 
if you expect to answer that morning 
alarm.”  His voice was rough with 
feeling. “ I know I ’ve been a sore­
head about your job, but I do realize 
that a contract isn’t to be disre­
garded. And I hope you’ll bear that 
in mind when you say T do’ later 
on in the day. Afterward, we’ll go 
out of town and look for some real 
violets. Now, hurry and get ready 
for bed.”

Shortly after, when she was cozily 
tucked in, the bridegroom-to-be 
dropped down beside her bed and 
tenderly laid his cheek against her 
hand.

“I ’ve made a lot of boners, darling, 
but I ’ll come through as a husband, 
I promise you. I ’m not taking that 
job in Wall Street. Found another 
opening in an automobile agency 
here— one with a regular salary that 
will pay the rent of this place, I 
guess. As for your radio career—  
well, that’s up to you.”

“ I don’t want a career, and I won’t 
sign another contract. Won’t sign 
anything,”  she murmured drowsily, 
“ but our marriage certificate. Leon, 
I ’m so wonderfully happy! It ’s going 
to be more thrilling than I imagined, 
being your wife. Do you know, you 
never really kissed me until a few 
minutes ago?”

There was tender restraint in his 
good-night kiss. “ Gosh honey, I  love 
you! Tell you what, I ’m going to 
park myself on that divan in the 
other room. Then you’ll be so 
thoroughly compromised that you’ll 
have to go through with marrying 
me, in case you change your mind by 
morning.”

“ Not a chance,”  she breathed, and 
her kiss proved it.



The Pretty One
By Jennifer Ames

A SERIAL-Part IV.

CHAPTER VHI.

SO you walked out on the job, 
eh?”  Mr. Riekardson said 
grimly. “ Did you let them 

know at the store what you were go­
ing to do?”

Jacqueline shook her head. “ Oh, 
no, I came right here. I— I knew 
this was my place— with you and 
mother.”

“ Do you realize you’ve probably 
made your sister lose her job?”  he 
commented and went on before she 
had time to reply: “ You took the
job. But you hadn’t the backbone 
to carry it on. I knew you wouldn’t 
have. When you heard I ’d arrived 
and thought I might be offended, 
you rushed right here. You didn’t

even go to the store and tell them 
you weren’t coming. Am I right?”

“ I— I could phone them from 
here.”  Her hesitant, frightened 
voice showed her bewilderment. 
What was he driving at? She had 
thought at first he was angry with 
her for having left his roof, for not 
having been content with all he was 
doing for her. Now he seemed an­
gry with her for having given up the 
job. A job she loathed already. 
She loathed everything about it. 
The endless standing. The custom­
ers. The other girls she had to work 
with.

“ I ’ve had my lesson. I want to 
come back, Mr. Riekardson,”  she 
pleaded.

Mr, Riekardson brought his fist
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crashing down onto the table. He 
brought it down with such force 
that all the silver and glassware 
shivered and his coffee cup jumped 
at least two inches.,

“ Then you’re darned well not 
coming back!”  he shouted. “ You 
wanted a change. Well, you’re go­
ing to get it. Do you hear me? 
You thought you’d like to earn your 
living. Very well, you’re going to! 
You’re not going to play at earning 
it either. You’re going to earn it in 
grim earnest. I  don’t approve of 
people taking on a thing they can’t 
carry through. If you take my ad­
vice, you’ll get back to that store as 
fast as you can, make some reason­
able excuse and get to work quickly. 
You’ll need both the job and the 
money before you’re through.”

“ But, Mr. Richardson,”  she 
pleaded, her eyes full of frightened 
tears, “ I don’t want to go back!”

“ And here’s something else for you 
to bear in mind,”  he went on as 
though she hadn’t interrupted. 
“ You’re not going to get another 
cent out rtf me. You’ve had plenty! 
You’ve been sponging on me ever 
since you grew up. I don’t like 
young girls who are lazy and idle. 
I am going to tell your mother and 
sister that if they give you a cent, 
I ’ll wash my hands of the whole 
family. You wanted to work, well, 
you shall work. But this time, my 
girl, you’re going to work in ear­
nest.

“ Now get out,”  he finished. “ I 
want to eat my breakfast in peace. 
And by the way,”  he added as she 
was about to melt through the door­
way, “ there are some flowers for you 
in the hall. I  see you are still keep­
ing in touch with your fortune- 
hunter friend.”

“ Howard has sent me flowers?” 
she cried. For the moment every­
thing else was forgotten. Mr. Rick-

ardson’s threat to cut off her allow­
ance and force her to go back to 
that terrible job, the way he had 
insulted her, everything but the 
fact that Howard had sent her flow­
ers.

She ran into the hallway and 
there they were, the tissue paper 
falling over the chair like a cascade 
of frozen water, the faint, fragrant 
scent of the flowers filling the air.

“ Oh”— she fell on her knees be­
fore them— “ how absolutely lovely!”

She picked up Howard’s card and 
fingered it.

“ He cares enough to send these,” 
she thought. “ Perhaps he’s sorry 
for what he .said to me. Perhaps he 
didn’t mean it to be so final, after 
all. Perhaps I was a fool to run 
away as I did in the middle of 
lunch.”

“ For the red-haired princess whose 
eyes are hazel instead of green and 
who, luckily, has no snakes for guar­
dians,”  she read upon turning over 
the card.

She stared at the words. How­
ard’s writing, but the words didn’t 
make sense. “ For the red-haired 
princess whose eyes are hazel instead 
of green,” she repeated the words 
aloud in bewilderment. Then she 
picked up the box and looked at the 
name on the cover.

“ Miss Jill Wilson,”  she read.
Her blue eyes widened and dark­

ened angrily to violet. Her color 
receded, leaving her face absolutely 
white. “ Miss Jill Wilson,” she re­
peated. And, suddenly, she was 
running up the stairs, her small 
hands clenched, her lips set grimly.

Jill had only awakened. She was 
sitting up in bed, sipping hot choco­
late and eating toast. She was feel­
ing marvelous. What joy it was to 
be able to have a delicious break­
fast brought to her bed, to know she 
could lie here as long as she wished
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and then have a lovely warm bath. 
To know there was no hurry or 
bustle, no busses to catch, no cus­
tomers, no Ma Perkins to placate.

Jacqueline literally burst into the 
room.

“ Jacqueline!”  Jill cried and stared 
at her, knowing at once that some­
thing was very wrong by her white, 
strained face, her blazing eyes. 
“ What’s the matter,
J a cq u e lin e?”  she 
cried again. “ Have 
you”— she thought 
of the worst thing 
she could think of 
— “ have you been 
fired?”

“ Been fired!”  Jac­
queline cried scorn­
fully. “ I haven’t 
been there to be 
fired. I haven’t been 
near your precious 
store to-day!”

“ But— but why?”
Jill gasped. “ Are 
you ill? Did you 
let them know you 
weren’t coming in?”

“ I didn’t,”  Jac­
quel ine  snapped 
b a c k  at h e r .  “ I 
didn’t think I ’d ever 
have to go back.
But it seems”— her 
lips tightened grimly—“ I am go­
ing back. What a snake in the 
grass you’ve proved to be, Jill! I 
wish I ’d never met you again! Had 
you all this trickery in mind when 
you persuaded me to take your mis­
erable Job while you came here to 
enjoy what is mine by right? Mine! 
Do you hear me— mine!”  she re­
peated the word hoarsely.

“ And not content with turning 
my stepfather against me, telling 
him some fool story about how I 
wanted to work,”  she went on be-
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fore Jill had a chance to reply or 
even to defend herself, “ you have 
to go and vamp Howard, when you 
swore to me you wouldn’t even 
speak to him! What have you to 
say to that?” Her voice rose hys­
terically.

Jill’s bewilderment gave way to a 
sense of horror. Could it be Jacque­
line standing here accusing her of 

all these things? 
Things which were 
n o t  on ly  untrue. 
They were fantastic!

She sprang out of 
bed. She ran over 
to the elder girl and 
shook her by the 
shoulders.

“ W hat  do you  
mean by saying that 
I ’ ve t u r n e d  M r. 
Rickardson against 
you? What do you 
mean by saying I ’ve 
tried to vamp How­
ard?”

“ Oh, so you call 
him Howard!” Jac­
queline said. Her 
lips curled scorn­
fully. She pushed 
Jill away from her 
as t h o u g h  sh e  
couldn’t bear to be 
touched by her.

“ Oh, for Heaven’s sake calm down 
and talk sense, Jacqueline!” Jill 
cried. “ What do you mean by 
rushing in here and accusing me of 
things I haven’t done? I haven’t 
tried to vamp Howard. I saw him 
the other night. He called to see 
you. I happened to be here. I  told 
him just what I thought of him for 
having treated you as he had.”

“ I ’m likely to believe that,”  the 
elder girl muttered, “ when down­
stairs is the box of flowers he’s sent 
you with one of his cards. He’s

Th e  s t o r y  so f a r : jm
.W ilson , salesgirl, who has 

not seen her m other or sister  
since she was a tiny girl, reads 
in the paper that her m other 
has recently married a m illion­
aire. Jacqueline, J ill’s sister, 
attends a fashion show  in the 
store where Jill w orks and be­
com es ill, J ill, recognizing her, 
takes her to her apartm ent. 
Jacqueline is disillusioned be­
cause o f  her broken engage­
m ent to H ow ard  A itkin , society  
sportsm an. Unhappy and bored, 
she suggests that she and Jill 
change places. Jacqueline goes  
to  the store and Jill goes to  
her m other’s apartm ent, to  
await the older w om an’s arrival 
from  Paris. H ow ard calls to  
see Jacqueline and m eets Jill 
instead. J ill ’s stepfather, A r ­
thur Rickardson, in poor health, 
decides upon a sudden trip  
abroad. R eading that he is in 
tow n Jacqueline com es back to  

the apartm ent.
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written on the back something 
about a red-haired princess whose 
eyes are hazel instead of green. A 
likely tale that you merely stood up 
for me! Obviously you used all the 
tricks you knew to get him for your­
self. And you seem to have suc­
ceeded!”  She laughed bitterly.

“ A box of flowers for me from 
Howard Aitkin!”  Jill whispered. 
“ But how— how do you know?” 

Jacqueline tossed her head. 
“ They were open. I suppose that 

old fool opened them. He’s always 
poking his nose into things that 
don’t concern him. He thought 
Howard had sent them to me. I 
think that’s one reason he was so 
mad and said he’d stop my allow­
ance. If you’re a good sport, you’ll 
go down and tell him the flowers 
were intended for you. You’ll tell 
him, too, that this whole thing, this 
ridiculous idea of changing places, 
was your idea.”

“ But it wasn’t,”  Jill said slowly. 
“ It was your idea, Jacqueline.”

“ I  wasn’t myself when I made the 
suggestion,”  Jacqueline said stonily. 
“ You knew I was overwrought.”

Jill could scarcely believe she had 
heard her right.

“ But you were enthusiastic about 
it,”  she stammered. “ You told me
you wanted to try earning your liv-• _ 99 mg.

“ Well, I ’ve tried it and I don’t 
like it,”  Jacqueline said shortly. 
“ The first day wasn’t so bad. But 
yesterday I nearly died. And if you 
think I ’m going on, day in, day out, 
week in, week out, wearing myself 
to the bone, while you luxuriate here 
on my allowance, you’ve got another 
thought coming!”

“ But I don’t want you to go on 
if you don’t like it,”  Jill said 
quietly. “ I ’m prepared to go back.” 

“ But I can’t come back here. 
That’s the point!”

Jill straightened and stared at 
her.

“ What’s to prevent you?”
“ Old Rickardson. I don’t know 

what you’ve said to him. Anyhow, 
he’s in a vile temper. He caught me 
coming in and told me I could get 
out as quick as I ’d come in. He told 
me to go back to my job, that I 
wasn’t going to have any more 
money of his. And if mother or you 
gave me any, there’d be a row.”

Jill subsided onto the bed. “ He 
told you that?”

The elder girl grimaced. “ And 
what’s more, he meant it. He makes 
extravagant threats and insists upon 
sticking to them. He always has 
been like that.”

Jill sprang to her feet. “ I ’ll go 
down and see him. If I make out 
it was all my fault, that should 
make a difference. I ’ll tell him, too, 
that Howard sent the flowers to 
me.”

Jacqueline was looking slightly 
more pacified, but at the mention 
of Howard, she flared up again.

“ What’s the real meaning of this, 
Jill? Are you going to go on seeing 
him?”  And when Jill hesitated, she 
came toward her and grasped her 
arm.

“ You’ve got to leave him alone,”  
she said hoarsely. “ Do you hear 
me? I— I won’t stand for your play­
ing around with him!”

“ I ’ve no intention of playing 
around with him,”  Jill said quietly. 
“ Nevertheless, I ’m not going to 
have you dictating to me. You had 
your chance with Howard and you 
lost it.”

“ You mean you’re going out de­
liberately to get him?” Jacqueline 
demanded and went on quickly: “ If 
you did, I ’d kill you or I ’d kill my­
self!”  She had become quite hys­
terical. “ I tell you, I ’d kill you!”

Jill was remembering that How-
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“ What a snake in the grass you’ve proved to b e!" Jacqueline cried, as she 
burst into Jill’s room. "N ot content with turning my stepfather against 
me, you have to go and vamp Howard, when you swore to me you 

wouldn’t even speak to him! What have you to say to that?’’
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ard had said: “ I don’t like hysteri­
cal women.”  And suddenly, watch­
ing Jacqueline in her tantrums, she 
found she had a very real sympathy 
for him. She didn’t like hysterical 
people either, she decided.

“ Do pull yourself together!”  she 
begged. “ I haven’t any intention of 
vamping Howard. You forget about 
Johnny. You know I— I’m very 
fond of Johnny.”

“ You mean you’re in love with 
him?” Jacqueline demanded.

“ I don’t know,”  Jill said slowly. 
“ I only know I ’d hate to have him 
hurt. I ’d never forgive the person 
who hurt him either.”

She looked so intent and fierce 
that Jacqueline felt a little shiver 
go through her. No, she decided, 
Jill would never forgive any woman 
who hurt the man of whom she was 
fond.

CHAPTER IX .

Even Jill’s persuasive powers 
weren’t able to make Mr. Rickard- 
son see reason. Or, rather, he imag­
ined he had seen reason, perhaps for 
the first time in his life with regard 
to Jacqueline.

“ I admire your loyalty to your 
sister, my dear,”  he said. “ But, be­
lieve me, she isn’t worth such loy­
alty. You’ll find that out if you 
don’t know it already. I can under­
stand that she wants to come back 
here, that she’s fed up with the job. 
That’s what I expected. And you 
were fool enough to think she’d ever 
stick to it! I knew it was just an­
other of her stunts. She is always 
rushing off in a state of hysteria and 
doing some mad thing.

“ Let her stick to this job. Let her 
do a bit of honest work for a change. 
If she makes a go of it, a real go of 
it, I  might be induced to change my 
mind. And as for you”— his voice

sharpened— “ I want you to stay 
here. Understand that? I want 
you here near me. You’re the first 
alive thing I ’ve seen for many a 
long day. And to think you’re ac­
tually my own stepdaughter! When 
do we start out on this sight-seeing 
expedition, eh?”

Apparently he had dismissed 
Jacqueline from his mind. But Jill 
couldn’t let it rest at that.

“ I  used to get eighteen dollars a 
week at Handle’s,”  she pointed out. 
“ I had to make that do for every­
thing—food, clothes, rent, any little 
pleasures I had. Jacqueline’s been 
used to spending that much for a 
day’s amusement. Don’t you see 
how miserable she’ll be? She 
couldn’t possibly make ends meet.”

“ I see your point,”  he said slowly. 
“ Yes,”  he chuckled, “ it might be a 
bit hard for Jacqueline to have to 
live on eighteen dollars a week! I ’ll 
tell you what I ’ll do, I ’ll double her 
salary for her, so long as she’s work­
ing. That’s a fair proposition, eh?”

Jill had to agree with him. What 
would she not have given in her long 
struggle if some one had offered to 
double her salary!

“ She should be able to live on 
that,”  she agreed.

“ She’ll darned well have to,”  he 
boomed. “ And I ’m going to make 
one provision. You’ll have to swear 
to me that you won’t give her a 
cent of the allowance I am going to 
give you.”

“ All right, I  won’t give her any 
of my own allowance,”  Jill prom­
ised, after a slight pause in which 
she was weighing him up to see if 
there was any use in her continuing 
the argument. She decided there 
wasn’t.

She turned and went upstairs to 
tell Jacqueline what she had done. 
She hadn’t expected Jacqueline to 
be pleased; but she certainly hadn’t
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expected her to fly into another of 
her rages, even a worse rage than 
she had been in before.

“ Eighteen dollars extra a week!” 
she cried. “ It ’s very kind of him. 
Very kind of you both to arrange 
it! Is that what you suggested, an 
eighteen-dollar allowance? I might 
have expected it! What’s the use of 
eighteen dollars extra a week to 
me?”

“ It’ll certainly help with your sal­
ary,”  Jill said quietly. “ Please, 
Jacqueline, don’t be so upset about 
it. Please don’t think it’s my fault. 
Maybe you’ll like working better 
once you are used to it.”

“ Did you like it better, even when 
you were used to it? Used to it for 
years?”  the other girl demanded.

“ I don’t suppose I did,”  Jill mur­
mured.

“ You see!”  Jacqueline said tri­
umphantly.

“ You ought to do something 
about letting Miss Perkins know 
you’re not coming in this morning,” 
Jill suggested presently.

“ I ’m going back there now,” 
Jacqueline said. Her red lips tight­
ened. “ I ’ve got to go. You’ve seen 
to that, Jill!”  With that she stalked 
out of the room, slamming the door 
after her.

Jill stalled after her, then sat 
down on the bed again. Suddenly 
all the pleasure in this new life was 
gone. Jacqueline was thinking 
dreadful things of her.

Jacqueline, her own sister, whom 
she had longed for so often during 
the past ten years! For one won­
derful afternoon and evening they 
had found each other. Now all the 
joy was gone.

Slowly, the tears ran down her 
cheeks. She was sitting there, rub­
bing her eyes with a handkerchief 
when there was a soft knock on the 
door. It opened. Mr. Rickardson

stood watching her for several mo­
ments.

“ Well, well, my dear,”  he said and 
she could scarcely believe it was his 
voice, it was so gentle, “ don’t take 
it to heart so. I know Jacqueline. 
I know her mother. They don’t 
like being crossed in things.”

He came toward her and rather 
clumsily patted her shoulder. The 
gesture was foreign to him and a 
few moments later he felt heartily 
ashamed of himself. Jill was still 
weeping. She felt overwrought and 
unhappy. Impulsively, she rested 
her head against his shoulder.

“ You’re awfully kind,”  she mut- 
tered.

“ Kind!” he exclaimed. “ Kind—  
me— kind?”  It seemed a new idea 
to him and one which he half wel­
comed and half resented.

“ Of course,”  she said. She blew 
her nose. “ Hasn’t any one told you 
that before?”

“ Can’t say they have,’* he said 
and added with a poor attempt at 
his former blustering manner: “ Of
course I ’m not kind! Sheer non­
sense. You ask my wife.”

Jill smiled through her tears. “ I 
don’t have to ask her.”

To use Mr. Rickardson’s own 
phraseology, they “ Did the town up 
swell.”  They visited, in one day, the 
Tower of London, the Houses of 
Parliament, the British Museum, 
ICew Gardens and Hampton Court. 
Jill discovered that he had the same 
zest for sight-seeing as he had for 
business. He never wasted a mo­
ment. He was all for hurrying from 
one point to the next. Afterward, 
they dined together in the grillroom 
of an expensive hotel.

It was a new and enthralling ex­
perience for her. She had often 
seen the outside of that swanky 
hotel, never in her wildest dreams
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had she pictured herself dining 
there.

Mr. Richardson shouted at the 
waiters, but they didn’t seem both­
ered. He didn’t shout so much, 
Jill noticed, as he had when she first 
met him. Perhaps he felt happier. 
Perhaps he had found in this little 
girl from another world a sympathy 
he had never found in the whole of 
his lonely life. Hitherto, he had 
rather resented doing things for 
women, spending money upon them. 
He had come to regard them as a 
lot of parasites.

But he found he didn’t mind 
spending money on Jill. He wanted 
to spend more and more money on 
her. He wanted to be her self-ap­
pointed guide in this new fairy 
world of wealth she had stepped 
into.

“ We’ll go out again to-morrow, 
my dear,”  he said as he patted her 
hand affectionately. “ We’ll have a 
great time.”

Jill slept badly. She was still 
worried about Jacqueline. If only 
Jacqueline would understand it 
hadn’t been her fault! If only 
she would appreciate that Jill had 
done everything she could. But 
there was the evidence of the flow­
ers. She felt that she herself might 
have misunderstood.

Howard Aitkin telephoned her 
the next morning.

“ I thought nicely brought-up 
little girls wrote a note of thanks 
to gentlemen when they sent them 
flowers!” he reproved her.

“ Maybe,”  she said shortly. “ But 
I ’m not a nicely brought-up little 
girl. Any bringing up I did myself.”

“ Good for you,”  he said, “ and to 
be quite candid, I think you’ve 
made a darn good job of it.”

“ You needn’t say the obvious,” 
she retorted coldly.

“ Not even if the obvious happens 
to be true?”

She had no answer to that. She 
merely said stiffly:

“Thank you for the flowers.”  
“ Did you like them? Are they in 

your bedroom?”  he demanded auda­
ciously.

“ They are in the drawing-room,”  
she said. “ But if you say anything 
further they will soon be in the 
kitchen sink!”

He laughed. “ You’re a bit diffi­
cult this morning. What’s the mat­
ter? Had a bad night?”

She had had, but she wasn’t going 
to tell him so.

“ What have you been doing?” 
“ Mr. Rickardson is here. I ’ve 

been taking him around town.”
“ No wonder you’re in such a bad 

temper!”
“ It has nothing to do with him. 

I like him.”
“ No!”  he ejaculated. “ Well, I  

didn’t dislike the old boy myself, 
not even when he refused Jacqueline 
an allowance if we married.”

Jill felt she should say “ good-by”  
and replace the receiver. But, curi­
ously, she didn’t want to say good- 
by or to replace the receiver. She 
wanted to go on talking to him, 
even though it meant fighting with 
him. Was it merely because to fight 
with him stimulated her? She could 
feel her heart beating more rapidly, 
her pulses throbbing unevenly.

“ When are you going to see me?”  
he demanded.

“ I ’m not going to see you.”
“ Of course you’re going to see 

me,”  he said shortly. “ And quite 
soon. When?”

“ I ’ve told you I ’m not.”
“ Is it because of Jacqueline that 

you’re not going to see me?”
She said “ Yes,”  before she real­

ized what she was saying.
“ I ’m glad to know that.”  She
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heard him give a faint chuckle. 
“ Then most certainly you are going 
to see me.”

She said angrily: “ Good-by, Mr.
Aitkin.”

“ Listen very carefully,”  he said. 
“ This is my number—Park 0007. 
When you want to see me, you’ll 
phone me. Do you understand? 
I ’ll be waiting.”

She heard him replace the re­
ceiver.

She was furious with him. She 
determined that nothing would in­
duce her to call him up. But she 
felt a little wistful as she walked 
away from the telephone. For she 
knew in her heart that had it not 
been for Jacqueline she would have 
called him.

That morning Mr. Rickardson in­
sisted upon taking her to the Lon­
don branch of his New York bank 
and making arrangements that an 
allowance should be paid to her 
monthly. It was a far more gen­
erous allowance than she had ever 
dreamed of.

“ But you shouldn’t,”  she pro­
tested breathlessly. “ You can’t give 
me all that money for— for doing 
nothing. I— I wouldn’t feel I had 
any right to it!”

He laughed, a hearty laugh that 
almost shook the entire bank build­
ing. When he recovered, he said: 
“ Imagine a woman telling a man he 
is giving her too much money. M y 
experience of ’em is, they’re always 
telling you you’re not giving them 
enough!”

They left the bank and stepped 
out together into the sunshine— the 
huge fat man with the very red face, 
the small, beady eyes, and the slim, 
lovely young girl with the bright- 
red hair. People looked at them be­
cause both, in a way, were striking 
to look at.

“ Gosh!”  Arthur Rickardson ex­
claimed as he stood in the middle 
of Trafalgar Square, fanning himself 
with his large-brimmed hat. “ I 
don’t think London is such a bad 
place after all!”

That night he didn’t feel so well.
“ Must have been overdoing a 

bit,”  he grumbled. “ Maybe those 
darned old doctors aren’t such fools 
as they seem. Think I ’ll take it 
quiet to-night, my dear. Have 
something to eat in bed, then I ’ll 
feel fine again for the morning.”

Jill agreed that that course might 
be wisest. She went down into the 
kitchen herself and ordered his sup­
per. Then she fell to wondering 
what she should do with herself. 
Oh, if only Jacqueline hadn’t be­
haved as she had! If only she could 
have gone and seen her. Maybe if 
she did, everything would be all 
right.

Her breath came quicker at the 
thought. Why not go see Jacque­
line, take the bull by the horns, as 
it were? Jacqueline could snub her 
if she chose, but Jill had taken more 
than one snub in her life.

She had promised Mr. Rickardson 
not to give Jacqueline any money, 
but suddenly an idea came to her 
that made her laugh out loud. Not 
money— food! She would raid the 
pantry, take all the choicest food 
she could find.

Hastily, she packed as much as 
she could into a suitcase. Tread- 
lightly was upstairs. His wife, hav­
ing no dinner to cook, had retired 
to her room.

She took a taxi. She figured she 
would arrive around seven, just in 
time to stop Jacqueline getting a 
meal. Qh, surely Jacqueline 
wouldn’t still be angry!

Looking up, she saw the light in 
the room. She struggled up the 
stairs with the heavy case. She
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J ill's  s lig h t b o d y  s lu m p e d  h e a v ily  aga in st th e  d o o r w a y . “ O h , J o h n n y !”  
s h e  w h isp e r e d . S h e  p u t  a sh a k in g  hand o v e r  h e r  e y e s .  " Y o u  h a v e n ’ t

any iaith in m e?"

knocked on the door and waited 
for the invitation to come in.

But there was no invitation. In­
stead the door was flung open and

Johnny stood there. Johnny in his 
shirt sleeves, obviously in the act of 
beginning to cook supper.

“ Why, Johnny!”  she cried, her
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small face breaking into a smile, liei 
hazel eyes shining brightly. “ Oh, 
Johnny!”

But there was no answering smile 
on his good-looking face. He stood 
looking her up and down with angry 
condemnation in his eyes.

“ What have you come back for?”  
he demanded harshly at last.

She fell back a step.
“ But, Johnny, why shouldn’t I  

come back? I— I’ve come to see 
Jacqueline. I ’ve brought all sorts 
of things for supper. Oh, marvelous
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food I took out of the larder while 
old Treadlightly was upstairs.”

A small laugh came from the op­
posite side of the room.

“I’ve heard of conscience money,” 
Jacqueline’s voice said coldly, “but 
I’ve never heard of conscience food 
before. That’s a new one on me!” 

Jill was too taken aback to do any­
thing but stammer:

“I don’t understand. What do 
you mean, conscience food?”

Jacqueline had appeared now. 
She stood tall and straight beside 
Johnny in the doorway.

“You can take your old food 
back,” she said. “We don’t want 
it, do we, Johnny? I like your 
nerve!” Her small face whitened 
furiously. “Cheating me of my al­
lowance, cheating me of my rightful 
place in my mother’s house, and 
coming along here with food, imag­
ining I would accept it gratefully 
and forgive and forget. Well, I’m 
not forgiving and it will take me a 
pretty long while to forget. I don’t 
want your paltry offerings to right 
yourself with your conscience.” 

“But it wasn’t that! It wasn’t 
that at all,” Jill cried, hoarsely. 
“Jacqueline, don’t be such a fool. 
Try to understand. I don’t want 
your allowance. But Mr. Rickard- 
son insisted upon giving it to me. 
What can I do?”

“You needn’t have lied about me 
in the first plaee,” Jacqueline re­
turned curtly. "Oh, I know you 
lied. You must have, to put him in 
the state he was in. Well, you’re 
welcome to all I’ve had, all the 
clothes, all the luxuries. But don’t 
come around here trying to make 
up with us!”

“Us!” Jill gasped. She looked 
from her sister to Johnny. “Us!” 
she repeated. Suddenly her eyes 
were agonized. She was trembling

all over. “Johnny,” she whispered, 
“you don’t think------”

“I don’t know what to think,” 
Johnny put in bitterly. “Things 
look pretty black against you, Jill.”

“But, Johnny, you must under­
stand,” she pleaded again. “You 
know me. You know I couldn’t do 
the things Jacqueline has been ac­
cusing me of.”

She waited breathlessly. Her eyes 
were upon him, pleading with him. 
He would know she hadn’t lied. He 
would know she wasn’t capable of 
deceit. He had known her for years. 
He knew all her plans. He knew all 
the secret hopes and dreams in her 
heart. He loved her. Hadn’t he 
told her so often?

She waited. So much hung in 
the balance. She felt sick with fear 
and an awful dread.

“Johnny, you don’t think-----
she began again when the pause had 
become unbearable.

“I don’t know what to think,” he 
repeated. “At least, I don’t know 
what to think about Jacqueline and 
the allowance. But I do know 
you’ve been playing around with 
that Aitkin fellow, the one that let 
Jacqueline down. She told me he’d 
sent you flowers. She saw them. 
And he’d written a lot of nonsense 
about your being a princess. If that 
doesn’t mean you’ve been playing 
around with him, what else does it 
mean?”

Jill’s slight body slumped heavily 
against the doorway.

“Oh, Johnny!” she whispered. She 
put a shaking hand over her eyes. 
“You haven’t any faith in me?”

Something in her voice tore at his 
heart. He didn’t want not to be­
lieve her. He wanted to believe in 
her more than anything in the 
world.

He took a step toward her, when 
Jacqueline intervened.
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"D on 't be a fool, Johnny,”  she 
said through tightly set teeth. 
"She’ll deceive you just as she’s de­
ceived me. She’ll lie to you, say 
anything that comes into her head 
to get her own way. I tell you, she 
admitted liking Howard. She 
wouldn’t promise me not to go out 
with him either. Of course, if that’s 
the sort of girl you want, you’re 
welcome to her!”

Jill didn’t wait to hear any more. 
She left both of them and ran down 
the stairs. She ran blindly as 
though something horrible and ter­
rifying were pursuing her. Lost 
dreams were pursuing her, broken 
faith, a love that had failed at the 
very first test. She felt she only 
wanted to get away, to get away 
from Jacqueline’s white, scornful 
face and Johnny’s miserable indeci­
sion. She ran down the five flights 
of stairs as fast as she could, afraid 
of pursuit, and yet as she reached 
the front door, she stopped.

She stood poised, hesitant, hoping 
against hope to hear a man’s foot­
steps following her. But no foot­
steps followed her! And, after a few 
minutes, she went out.

She must have been mad, quite 
mad! Afterward, she never knew 
what prompted her to do it. But 
she walked straight to the corner 
and went into the nearest phone 
booth. She searched in the tele­
phone directory with fumbling fin­
gers, saw through a haze of tears 
the name "Howard Aitkin.”

When she heard his voice at first, 
casual and faintly impatient, say­
ing: “ Hello, who is it? Please speak 
louder,”  it cost her an awful effort 
to say, ungrammatically:

"It is me, Jill.”
His reply came low and soft and 

not at all surprised: “ Jill— Jill Wil­
son. Well!”

“ You needn’t be superior about 
it,”  she said sharply. Though he 
hadn’t been superior and she hoped 
he hadn’t noticed the tears in her 
voice.

"Oh, I ’m not superior,” he said. 
“ I ’m grateful.”

“ You’re not grateful,”  she re­
torted. “ You’re crowing over me in 
a mean, superior way. You’re say­
ing: T  told you so.’ At least, T
told her she’d call me.’ Well, I ’ve 
called you, so there!”

“ What is all this about, Jill?”  His 
voice sounded grave and concerned.

Her anger had subsided some­
what. It was stupid to have phoned 
him, and then been furious with him 
because she had!

“ I don’t know,” she said weakly. 
“ I— I was just feeling a bit blue. It 
was silly to have called you. Good-
b y ”

“ Hey, don’t go, Jill!”  His voice 
was sharp, insistent. "You mustn’t 
go yet. I ’ve a feeling you need me 
and I ’m not being vain or conceited 
or anything foolish. I ’m not even 
being a man. I ’m just being a de­
cent sort of human being who is try­
ing to understand. Let’s forget 
we’re man and girl. Let’s just be 
two human beings. You’re upset 
about something and I ’d like to talk 
to you. Can I come to the apart­
ment, or will you come to mine?”

She didn’t want him to come to 
the apartment, because of Mr. Rick- 
ardson. He might hear about it 
and it might send his blood pressure 
up again.

She heard herself say, to her own 
amazement: “ I ’ll come to your
apartment.”  And before she could 
contradict herself, he had hung up.

All the way in the taxi, Jill kept 
asking herself what on earth had 
made her do it.

" I  won’t go in when I get there,”  
she told herself. “ The whole thing
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is absurd and I ’ve never been to a 
man’s apartment before.”

Still girls did that nowadays, 
quite nice girls, and no one thought 
any the less of them for it. They 
dropped in on their men friends for 
a drink and a cigarette and that was 
that. She’d read about it; she’d seen 
it in the movies. All the same, it is 
a very different thing seeing and 
reading about it, and doing it your­
self!

But when the taxi finally drew up 
before the apartment house, it 
seemed foolish to have nerves about 
going in. Besides, what a little idiot 
he would think her if she didn’t turn 
up! And it would be nice to talk to 
him, or have him talk to her. It 
would be nice to sit in an armchair 
and have some one to keep one from 
thinking, from thinking of a young 
man’s unhappy face, from hearing a 
young man’s voice say: “ I don’t
know what to think. Things look 
pretty black against you, Jill.”  It 
would be nice to escape just for a 
brief while from the knowledge that 
the man she loved had failed her. 
He might apologize, she might for­
give him, but she knew in her heart 
that something was gone which she 
could never recapture.

Howard was in full evening dress. 
She stood in the doorway and said: 
“ You were going out? Why didn’t 
you tell me?”

“ I needn’t go out for over an 
hour,”  he said and smiled. “ I ’m not 
expected until eleven. Come in.”

He held out his hand to her. She 
didn’t take his hand, but she fol­
lowed him into the apartment. It 
was a nice apartment, pleasant and 
restful, essentially a man’s apart­
ment. There were deep armchairs 
with low tables beside them. There 
were plain, beige curtains and a 
thick beige carpet. There was a 
cocktail cabinet at one side of the

room with a glittering array of 
glasses and bottles. There was a 
square-shaped couch and odd­
shaped bookshelves. There was a 
case of silver trophies, which she 
guessed he had won racing cars or 
yachts or playing polo.

His brown eyes twinkled as he 
saw her looking around.

“ The modern Bluebeard's den. 
Aren't you afraid to step inside? 
You know what worldly-wise men 
like myself do with innocent little 
ladies like you?”

He was making fun of her but 
she didn’t mind. She laughed and 
felt grateful that she could laugh.

“ Do I look as innocent as all 
that?”  she asked.

“ You don’t look in the least inno­
cent,”  he told her. “ No girl with 
your shade of hair ever does look 
innocent.”  He wanned to the sub­
ject as he poured her a glass of 
sherry.

“ Blondes look innocent and know 
everything there is to be known. 
Black-haired girls look like vamps 
and usually sit up all night nursing 
their sisters’ sick babies when they
have croup. Red-haired girls-------”
He paused and in the pause she 
looked expectantly toward him.

“ Yes?”
He smiled. “ They are a bit of an 

enigma. They may know nothing 
and they may know as much as the 
mummies in the Egyptian tombs.”  
He broke off as he handed her the 
sherry.

“ I ’m giving you sherry. Cock­
tails are too blatant. Besides, 
sherry is the best appetizer. I don’t 
believe you’ve dined.”

She shook her head. “ I haven’t. 
How did you know?”

He smiled. “ One doesn’t think 
of food when one is living intensely.” 
He nodded his head wisely and



1 0 9The Pretty One

added: “ You look as though you’d 
been living pretty intensely for the 
past hour or so. What’s happened? 
Has the great ogre of a stepfather 
thrown Cinderella out of the fairy 
palace?”

She shook her head. “ Oh, no! I 
told you I  liked him. We’re great 
friends.”

“ Then what------ ”  His eyes nar­
rowed slightly. “ Jacqueline?”

Her small face whitened, then col­
ored. She nodded.

“ Yes.”
“ Not so pleased with the changed 

circumstances, eh? Wants to come 
back home again?”  He added 
quickly: “ Don’t think I ’m merely
curious. I ’m interested in her and 
in you.”  He might have added, 
“ especially in you,”  but he thought 
it wiser not to.

“ She wants to come back, but 
Mr. Rickardson won’t let her,”  she 
told him bluntly.

He grimaced. “ That must be a 
bitter pill for her! I didn’t imagine 
she’d enjoy earning her own living.”

“ She shouldn’t have said she 
would then,”  Jill protested. “ If she 
hadn’t, none of this muddle would 
ever have started.”

He asked: “ Why, is it such a
muddle for you, Jill? I  had hoped 
it wasn’t.”

She didn’t reply at once. Instead, 
she walked away from him and sat 
down on the arm of a chair. She 
didn’t know quite how to answer 
him. She had enjoyed these past 
few days. She had loved going out 
with Mr. Rickardson, feeling free 
from work, feeling she had money to 
spend, feeling she could go out and
buy lovely clothes. But------- There
was Johnny’s face to-night, his 
words to her, the feeling that she 
had lost something, something beau­
tiful she could never find again.

“ What happened to-night?”  he 
prompted gently. “ Or don’t you 
want to tell me?”

“ I —I suppose it was rather stu­
pid,” she said and told him how she 
had packed a suitcase with food and 
taken it to Jacqueline’s place.

He came toward her when she fin­
ished. He was smiling, but it wasn’t 
a smile that could possibly hurt any 
one.

“ I think it was charming,”  he 
said. “ And instead of your lovely, 
impromptu feast, like a midnight 
supper at boarding school, what 
happened?”

She said lamely: “ They didn’t
want it or me.”

“ They?”  he caught her up 
sharply.

She hadn’t wanted to tell him 
about Johnny. Suddenly she felt 
resentful because he had asked.

“ Oh, a young man was there. I—  
I used to know him.”

He didn’t question her further, 
but her tone of voice told him a lot. 
He thought: “ Poor kid!” and won­
dered if there was any experience 
more tragic than to play lady boun­
tiful and have your generosity 
thrown back in your face.

He felt the young man had been 
more to her than merely a young 
man she used +e--know. Her eyes 
told him so. Her sad, disillusioned 
hazel eyes.- He was conscious of a 
strong sense of resentment against 
this young man, whoever he was. 
He was amazed he should feel it so 
strongly. For, after all, he had just 
met this girl.

“ Look here,”  he said, “ have an­
other drink and let’s talk of some­
thing more cheerful. Let’s plan 
what we are going to do in the fu­
ture. All sorts of gay things are 
happening now, parties, dances and 
the like. I  can take you to any 
number of them.”



110 Street & Smith's Love Story Magazine

She was up in arms immediately,
“ But I couldn’t possibly go with 

you!”
“ Don’t be a little idiot,”  There 

was a note of affection in his 
voice. “ Of course you can. If 
you hadn’t in your heart every in­
tention of coming with me, you 
wouldn’t be here. I liked you 
when we met. You liked me. In 
nine cases out of ten, that sort 
of thing is mutual. You think 
you shouldn’t go 
with me because 
of Jacqueline.
A n d  y e t  t h e  
other night you 
told me yourself 
that you exoner- 
a t e d  me. A t

least, you said you didn’t think I  
should have married her.”

Howard felt that Johnny had been more to Jill than merely a young man 
she used to know, Her eyes told him so. Her sad, disillusioned hazel 
eyes. H e was conscious of a strong sense of resentment against Johnny.
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“ No, I  don’t,”  she agreed slowly.
“ Well, then”— on an impulse he 

held out both his hands to her— 
“ let’s be playmates, Jill. Do you 
remember what I said on the phone? 
Human beings, not a man and a 
girl?”

“ You’re sure------ ”  she began un­
certainly.

He laughed outright, such a 
merry laugh that she joined in.

“ Of course I ’m not sure. You’re 
far too lovely for me to guarantee 
anything. I only said we’d try it 
that way and see how it worked 
out. But honestly”— his lean, at­
tractive face grew serious— “ there’s 
a lot of nonsense talked about the 
difference in sexes. As though, when 
a man and girl are together, they 
are ever conscious of it. Let’s be 
friends, playmates. Don’t let’s ob­
serve all the old stupid conventions. 
If you want to call me up, call me 
up. Don’t think you’re making 
yourself cheap. You can’t, if we’re 
merely friends.

“ If you want me to take you out, 
ask me to. I ’ll tell you if I ’m other­
wise engaged. I ’ll even put you off 
at the last moment just as I  would 
a man friend. Though”— he slanted 
a grin at her— “ I don’t think you 
need worry greatly on that score! 
Don’t you think that’s a very 
sensible way of behaving?”

“ Yes, I  do,”  she agreed.
He stood before her, his hands 

in his pockets.
“ Then it’s a bargain?”
A sense of recklessness swept over 

Jill. Jacqueline had been horrid to 
her. Johnny had failed her when 
she had needed his trust. Why 
shouldn’t she be friends with How­
ard Aitkin? Why shouldn’t she 
take the good time he offered her? 
It wouldn’t be more than a good 
time. She sprang to her feet, the

old Jill reasserting herself, eouraVge- 
ous, undaunted.

“ Yes, that will be fun,”  she said. 
“ And now I must leave you to go 
to your dance.”

“ I wish you were coming with 
me,” he said. “ But other nights, 
Jill, plenty of other nights.”

“ Plenty of other nights,”  she 
echoed after him quickly.

And that was how she determined 
it should be as she rode back to 
the apartment. All fun! She needed 
fun.

She let herself into the apartment 
with her key and went straight up 
to her room. She had got into bed 
and had picked up her book when 
there was a soft tap on the door. 
It opened cautiously and the gigan­
tic form of Mr. Rickardson ap­
peared.

He was wearing a scarlet bath 
robe that made him look more enor­
mous than ever. He came in on tip­
toe, his finger to his lips. He looked 
like a ponderous elephant doing a 
circus trick.

Jill started up.
“ What is it, Mr. Rickardson?”
“ It ’s your mother,”  he whispered 

hoarsely, and sank down onto the 
bed. “ She’s come back from Paris. 
She arrived to-night.”

Jill almost sprang out of bed.
“ Mother’s here!” she gasped. 

“ Here in the apartment?”
“ I ’ll say she is!”  he groaned, run­

ning a hand through his thick gray 
hair. “She arrived around eight 
thirty or nine with more baggage 
than I ’ve ever seen in my life. She’s 
been having a fit ever since.”

“ What— what about?”  Jill fal­
tered. Was her mother furious be­
cause she had come?

“ Oh, about everything,”  he said. 
“ She began by upbraiding me for 
not having let her know I was com­
ing. How inconvenient it was and
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all that. Then she had a fit when 
she heard about Jacqueline. She 
couldn’t have been more upset had 
I  told her the girl had been put in 
prison!”  he chuckled glumly. “ She 
accused me of cruelty and heartless­
ness. She said any judge in America 
would give her a divorce on that 
score alone. I  said, ‘Go and get 
one.’ ”  His lips twisted ironically. 
“ That seemed to take the wind out 
of her sails a bit.”

“ But me!”  Jill insisted. She 
couldn’t keep back the question. 
“ What did she say about me?”

“ Oh, she was curious about you,”  
he told her. "Wanted to know what 
you were like. Wanted to see you 
at once. It threw her into another 
rage when she found you weren’t 
in.”

“ I ’m glad she— she wasn’t an­
noyed about my being here,”  Jill 
said quietly.

“ No, she wasn’t annoyed. She 
was too curious to be annoyed. 
And, darn it all”— his voice rose— 
“ she should be curious. Her own 
daughter, after all these years.”  

“ When am I  to see her?”  Jill 
asked. Her throat was dry.

“ In the morning,”  he said. “ She’s 
inclined to be hysterical, like Jac­
queline, you know. When the scene 
was over and she’d quieted down 
she said she’d take a sleeping pow­
der and get some rest.”

“ Thank heavens!”  Jill gasped. It 
would have been almost too much 
to see her mother that night after 
all that had happened.

He winked at her. “ I thought 
you’d feel like that. As a matter 
of fact, I  arranged it. I  said you 
mightn’t be back until early in the 
morning. I  made up some fool 
story about your having gone to a 
dance.”

He heaved another sigh and got 
his enormous body off the low bed.

“ Well, my dear,”  he said, “ I ’ll be 
getting back to bed. I thought I ’d 
better creep in and tell you.”

The word “ creep”  was so funny, 
Jill almost laughed. But he was a 
dear. Impulsively, she stretched 
out her hand and touched his arm.

“ Thank you so much for coming 
in.”

He took her hand. “ I almost 
wish she hadn’t come; we were hav­
ing a great time together. Bless me, 
if I  wasn’t beginning to feel young 
again. And I was almost on the 
point of telling every one in my 
New York office to go to the devil.”

“ We’ll still have fun together,”  
she insisted quickly.

He sighed: “ It won’t be the
same. You don’t know her as I 
do!”

The sunlight had barely touched 
Jill’s red head on the pillow, bur­
nishing it to a deep-copper color, 
when she was instantly awake. She 
awoke with the sense that some­
thing was pending. In the first mo­
ment of wakening she couldn’t de­
cide whether it was a good thing or 
a bad thing. Then she remembered 
that she was to see her mother again 
after more than ten years.

She was so excited she couldn’t 
stay in bed. She was dressed before 
eight and there followed an eternity 
of waiting until finally, when it was 
near ten o ’clock, her mother sum­
moned her to her bedroom.

Jill knocked and her mother’s 
voice said: “ Come in, Jill.”

It was the same voice, so much 
the same that suddenly she felt like 
a little girl again; a little girl with a 
white, freckled face and short red 
hair, and she was going in to see her 
mother, Faith Wilson, who was her 
father’s partner in vaudeville.

But the illusion vanished after 
she opened the door. But for a mo­
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ment it had been so strong that she 
had half expected to step into some 
back bedroom in a cheap hotel, a 
bedroom with a battered chest of 
drawers, a cheap washstand, a moth- 
eaten carpet, and stockings and un­
dies hanging out to dry on a line 
stretched across the room.

Faith Riekardson’s bedroom was 
an entirely different affair. Deco­
rated in pale gold, almost the exact 
shade of gold as her hair. The 
palest green curtains, the palest 
green sheets.

A lovely room! Funny she should 
notice the room first. Her extreme 
nervousness kept her attention off 
the woman who sat up in bed.

“ Why, Jill, my dear child, come 
and kiss me!”  Faith cried. She held 
out her arms. With a half laugh, 
half sob, Jill ran into them.

For a few moments everything 
was blurred. But presently, when 
she had dried her eyes somewhat 
ashamedly on a corner of the sheet 
and Faith had dried her eyes, too— 
quickly because she knew how detri­
mental tears were to one’s com­
plexion— Jill saw that her mother 
was still beautiful. Yet her beauty 
was beginning to show signs of 
wear. Tiny crow’s feet were dis­
cernible under her eyes; the comers 
of her lips drooped petulantly as 
though, despite her wealth and the 
ease in which she lived, life had 
proved on the whole a disappoint­
ing affair.

Her skin was like parchment, her 
hair still that pale silver-gold. But, 
looking at her, Jill had suddenly a 
horrible feeling that at any moment 
it might go and leave her suddenly 
old.

“ Just to think of you a grown 
girl, Jill!”  her mother kept saying. 
“ And I  remember that morning I 
went away, you were a thin, scraggy 
kid. You weren’t even pretty.”

LS—8B

“ I know,”  Jill nodded, “ I—I  re­
member hearing you say that Jac­
queline was the pretty one.”  She 
laughed as she said it. She laughed 
louder, because the hurt was still 
there.

“ Jacqueline is pretty but”— the 
elder woman drew a deep breath—  
“ you’re lovely, Jill.”

•Jill’s vivid face flamed. That 
was a wonderful thing to hear from 
her mother after she had carried 
that hurt about with her for years.

“ Your father was right,”  the 
elder woman went on. “ He said 
you would be like the ugly duckling. 
And, tell me, do you think I ’ve 
changed? Do you think I look any 
older?” Her voice had sharpened, 
almost as though she defied Jill to 
say she did look any older.

“ You are very beautiful,”  Jill told 
her quietly.

Faith sighed and relaxed against 
the soft white pillows.

“ Yes, it is amazing how I ’ve kept 
my beauty,”  she mused. “ Mr. Rav- 
monde, a— er— a friend of mine, was 
only saying the other day that I 
looked as young as a girl of twenty. 
It ’s all sheer nonsense about women 
losing their looks as they grow 
older! If they do, they deserve to 
lose them. They haven’t taken suf­
ficient care.”

“ But can’t one take too much 
care?” Jill asked and wished a mo­
ment later she hadn’t said it.

Faith turned and stared at her.
“ How do you mean, take too much

?>>

“ Oh, I don’t know,”  the girl stam­
mered. “ I just thought that if one 
thought too much about one’s looks 
— — ” She broke off in acute em­
barrassment, not knowing how to 
finish her sentence.

But Faith knew what she had 
meant to say. She east a sharp, an­
gry glance at the girl.
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“ You’re talking like a very young 
girl,”  she said with a brittle laugh. 
“ And a rather stupid one, too. One 
can’t take too much care of one’s 
looks. A woman’s looks are her 
chief, almost her only asset.”

Faith made Jill walk about the 
room, turn this way and that way. 
She looked at her from every angle. 
Jill felt like crying: “ But there’s
more to me than mere looks, 
mother! Don’t you want to know 
about me, the real me inside?”  But 
apparently it was Jill’s looks which 
interested Faith.

“ You are really attractive,”  was 
her considered comment. “ Of 
course you’ll need the rough comers 
smoothed out. But I shouldn’t be 
surprised if I didn’t do something 
quite brilliant with you. I mean, 
in the marriage line.”

“ But, mother,”  Jill protested, “ I 
don’t want to get married. Be­
sides------ ”  She paused abruptly.
She had almost said: “ Besides,
there’s Johnny.”  But was there 
Johnny? And after last night, did 
she even want to see him again?

“ Nonsense,”  Faith said. “ All girls 
want to marry. They want to 
marry well. It’s the best career 
open to them.”

“ Then you’ve still faith in mar­
riage?”  Jill heard herself ask.

Faith opened her large blue eyes 
and stared at her daughter.

“ Of course I have,”  she said 
sharply. “ I ’ll admit my marriage 
to your father wasn’t very success­
ful. He had no money. But Chris 
did very well with his musical shows. 
And, as you know, Arthur is ex­
tremely wealthy. I have everything 
I want. What other career could 
have given me so much so easily?”

“ I didn’t mean the money side 
of marriage,”  the girl said slowly. 
“ I  meant------ ”  Again she paused.

Faith threw back her head and

again Jill heard that shrill, brittle 
laugh.

“ Oh, I know what you mean, 
child. Your head is full of romantic 
notions. But marriage isn’t a mat­
ter of romance. At least it shouldn’t 
be. It should be a matter of hard 
logic. We women have so much to 
gain, everything to lose. If you 
want to indulge yourself by falling 
in love, do so, by all means, but 
don’t let it interfere with your even­
tual marriage.”

Jill said nothing. She disagreed 
entirely with everything her mother 
had said, but what was the use of 
arguing?

“ We must buy you clothes,”  Faith 
went on. “ Clothes,”  she sighed, 
“ are such a job. They take up 
three quarters of one’s life!”

“ They’ve taken up a good deal of 
mine,”  Jill commented grimly. She 
was thinking of the inexpensive 
gown department at Handle’s. She 
added by way of explanation: “ I
used to work in a department 
store.”

Faith frowned and nibbled her 
lower lip. “ Ah, that reminds me. 
Poor Jacqueline! Isn’t she working 
in some dreadful shop now? Arthur 
told me something about it last 
night. Of course, the way he treated 
that poor child is inhuman. Per­
sonally, I think he’s a little jealous 
of her. Jealous of her claim on my 
affections, I mean. That to me is 
the only explanation. Imagine 
turning the poor child out of the 
house!”

“ But Jacqueline said she wanted 
to work for her living,”  Jill pro­
tested.

“ I know, I know,”  her mother 
said impatiently. “ That’s typical 
of her. She’s always rushing off in 
a tantrum, doing some mad thing 
and feeling sorry about it immedi­
ately afterward. The only thing she
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ever stuck to in her life was her 
engagement to Howard.”  She sighed 
again. “ And that didn’t get her 
anywhere in the end.”

“ Mother”— Jill came toward the 
bed slowly— “ did you like Howard 
Aitkin?”

“ Like him?”  A slight frown ap­
peared on her smooth brow. “ Well, 
he was charming and I thought he’d 
make a most spectacular son-in-law. 
Every one in New York was mad 
about him. He’s always in the 
newspapers and gets just the right 
kind of publicity. I really think 
Arthur might have afforded him as 
a son-in-law. But apparently he 
didn’t want to. I was sorry for Jac­
queline. She had set her heart on 
the man and behaved, after it had 
been broken off, in a most unreason­
able way. Perhaps it won’t hurt 
her so much if she has to earn her 
living for a while. And now”— she 
smiled at Jill in a friendly way as 
though she had put all thought of 
Jacqueline for the moment out of 
her mind— “ I ’ll get dressed and we’ll 
go shopping,”

“ But I was going to show Mr. 
Riekardson around the Temple this 
morning,”  Jill cried.

“ Nonsense!”  Faith said shortly. 
“ Arthur hasn’t any interest in such 
things. He’s interested in nothing 
but business.”

“ I think you’re wrong,”  Jill said 
quietly. “ I took him out yesterday 
and he was very interested in every­
thing I showed him.”

Faith was staring at her. A slow 
color had mounted to her cheeks.

“ You have the impudence to con­
tradict me about my own hus­
band?”  she said. “ Don’t be a fool, 
child. Get along now and be ready 
to accompany me shopping in an 
hour’s time.”

There was a pause. A sense of 
antagonism had crept into the at­
mosphere. Jill knew it was madness 
to defy her mother on this, their 
very first, meeting. But she had 
promised Mr. Riekardson and there 
was something about him that made 
her feel she’d hate to break a prom­
ise to him.

“ I ’m sorry, mother,”  she said. 
“ I ’d love to come with you shopping 
any other time. But I have prom­
ised to go out with Mr. Riekardson 
this morning.”

“ You can get out of it,”  her 
mother said sharply.

“ I don’t want to,”  Jill replied 
firmly.

There was another pause. Faith’s 
dark-blue eyes narrowed. What 
was all this? She couldn’t believe 
that Jill actually wanted to go out 
with that old bore she had married. 
Herself, she never wanted to be out 
with him more than five minutes. 
Was the girl playing some subtle 
game? She was her own daughter, 
but what did she know about her?

“ You will come with me, Jill,”  she 
rapped out shortly.

“ I ’m sorry,”  Jill retorted, “ but 
when I make a promise, I  try to 
keep it, mother.”  She turned and 
walked out of the room, shutting 
the door behind her.

TO BE CONTINUED.



Cinderella—
1937 Edition

SALLY sat demurely at her desk 
and her fingers sped busily over 
the typewriter keys. But her 

attention was centered on the office 
door through which, in a little while 
now, Gary would come swinging, his 
eyes searching her out. His very 
look a caress that would bring the 
hot color stinging into her cheeks 
and a look of such joy in her eyes

By Peggy Gaddis

that Gary had told her it was all he 
could do to keep from scooping her 
up into his arms and kissing her 
there before the entire office force.

And what a sensation that would 
have created! Because Gary was 
the only son and heir of old “ Fire- 
eater” Cole, who owned the vast 
works of the Cole Manufacturing 
Plant and several million dollars
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worth of real estate besides, And 
Sally was merely a stenographer in 
the offices of the huge plant. An 
orphan, earning her own living since 
she was sixteen and had “ grad­
uated”  from the orphanage, Sally 
was scarcely the girl the old man 
would have chosen as his daughter- 
in-law. Not by a darned sight! 
But it happened that Gary was the 
sort of man who chose his own wife 
and the heck with anybody who dis­
agreed with his choice!

The night before in the dimly 
lighted vestibule of her rooming 
house, Gary had taken her into his 
arms and held her close against him 
and his mouth had sought her own 
in a kiss as different from the light, 
gay kisses he had occasionally 
snatched from her as a warm, vel­
vety, rose-fragrant June day is dif­
ferent from a cool autumn night. 
And Gary had said, his lips against 
her ear:

“ Darling, you’re so little and so 
sweet and so valiant. I ’m crazy 
about you, darling! Wbat are you 
going to do about it?”

And Sally, her voice shaken, her 
eyes wide and soft and starry as she 
clung to him and gave him back his 
kisses, whispered, “ What can I do, 
darling?”

“ Well, you can marry me,”  an­
swered Gary promptly. “ It’s being 
done, you know, all the time. People 
who are in love with each other. 
You do love me, don’t you, sweet?” 
His voice was a plea and a shout of 
triumph and a lover’s declaration of 
faith in his beloved, all rolled into 
one sound that was like the chiming 
of golden bells deep in Sally’s 
ecstatic young heart.

“ I adore you,”  she told him with 
a beautiful simplicity and crept a 
little closer in his arms. A long time 
afterward she said, shaken, “ Oh, 
but, darling, your father?”

“ What about him?”
“ He’ll have seventeen different 

kinds of fits!”  Sally pointed out, 
appalled at the bare idea.

“ Afraid he’ll have to, then. On 
account of I ’m marrying you regard­
less of anybody or anything except 
you and me!”  said Gary firmly and 
to prove he meant it, he kissed her 
again. “ Don’t you worry your little 
head, lamb! From now on I ’m do­
ing the worrying for this family!”  he 
added tenderly.

When at last he tore himself re­
luctantly away, he assured her that 
he was going to break the news to 
his father the following day and 
that evening they would set the 
date. Small wonder, then, that as 
Sally sat demurely behind her desk, 
her notebook open before her, her 
fingers flying over the keys of the 
typewriter, she was turning out 
copy that looked something like 
this: “ amskfog or bu ns jd jf g9m$.”

Gary came at last. His eyes 
searching for her, finding her, caress­
ing her. It seemed to her that 
everybody in the office must know 
their secret. Must hear the loud 
beating of her heart. Gary hesitated 
a moment at her desk, smiling down 
at her and there was a particularly 
caressing quality in his voice as he 
said briskly, “ Good morning!” and 
then under his breath, “ Sweetheart.”

She could not answer him. She 
could only look at him, her heart in 
her eyes and after a moment Gary 
went on into his father’s office and 
the door closed behind him. Sally 
trembled a little for him. For like 
practically the entire force of his em­
ployees, Sally was desperately afraid 
of the old man. He had a truculent 
temper over which he maintained 
practically no control at all. He 
had been known to send three 
stenographers weeping to the rest 
room in a morning’s dictation and
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his tongue was one that he used as a 
whiplash. She knew that he would 
all but howl with rage at the 
thought of his son wanting to marry 
a stenographer in his office. Not, 
Sally had to admit honestly with a 
little wince, even a very good 
stenographer!

An hour passed. And then sud­
denly the buzzer on Sally’s desk 
barked at her. So unexpectedly 
that Sally jumped and gave a gasp 
as she stared at the thing as though 
it had been a rattlesnake singing its 
deadly song. Doris Morgan, at the 
next desk, looked up and said com- 
miseratingly:

“ Poor gal! I ’ll have your hat and 
coat ready when you come back.”

But Sally couldn’t muster up 
enough courage to answer. The 
buzzer spoke again and it was as 
though her employer himself had 
opened the door and barked at her.

“ Better take it on the lam, sister. 
The longer you make him wait, the 
tougher the old boy gets,”  Doris 
warned her.

Scarlet, Sally caught up a note­
book and some pencils, drew a long 
breath, braced herself and dis­
appeared into the private office. 
Her employer sat behind his desk. 
A big man, ruddy-faced, heavy. 
Obviously a man who was fond of 
the good things of life and did not 
stint himself at the table. He was 
glaring at her, his eyes cold and 
shrewd and angry, between the folds 
of his ruddy cheeks and bushy black 
eyebrows.

“ Good morning, Miss— Evans, is 
it?”  he barked at her and waved to­
ward a chair. “ Sit down. You and 
I  are going to have a little chat.”

Sally was grateful for the chair, 
for her knees were shaking so that it 
would have been difficult for her to 
stand. She tried to look composed 
though her agitation shook red flags

of color into her cheeks and her eyes 
were frightened.

He leaned toward her and the 
morning sunlight glinted on the fat 
diamond in his neck. He was of 
the type that loves jewels and wears 
them, defiant of public opinion or 
such small things as good taste. 
Sometimes it surprised Sally that he 
could have been Gary’s father.

“ Miss Evans,”  he began sternly, 
“ we needn’t beat about the bush. 
What do you want? Don’t set your 
figure too high and I ’ll write you a 
check.”

Sally stared at him, wide-eyed.
“ I don’t understand, Mr. Cole,”  

she gasped, and so nearly called him 
“ Fire-eater”  that she was cold with 
horror.

He made an impatient gesture 
with a pudgy hand whose nails were 
glossily manicured,

“ What’s it worth to you, in dollars 
and cents, to let my son alone?”  he 
barked. “ Is that clear enough?”

A cold rage slid over Sally, stiffen­
ing her shaking knees, cooling the 
hot color in her cheeks.

“ A great deal more than you’ve 
got, Mr. Cole,”  she told him evenly. 
“ I love Gary and he loves me. And 
against that, you haven’t enough 
money to offer one single argument 
that would even faintly touch me.”

The older man looked at her 
grimly, his lip curling with disgust.

“ Gary hasn’t a dime in the world 
except what I give him,”  he stated 
coldly. “ And I don’t mind telling 
you that if Gary marries you, 
neither of you will ever see one cent 
of my money.”

Sally laughed at him. Clearly. 
Frankly, her eyes openly derisive for 
now, suddenly, she wasn’t afraid of 
him any more.

“ Are you trying to scare me? I ’m 
not afraid of being poor! Why 
should I be? I ’ve never been any-
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" Gary hasn’t a dime in the world except what I  give him,” Mr. Cole 
stated grimly. "And I  don’t mind telling you that ii Gary marries you, 

neither of you will ever see one cent of m y money.”

thing else in my life, yet I ’ve man­
aged to have a lot of fun,”  she 
pointed out coolly.

“ Sure, you’ve been poor, but what 
about Gary? He’s been rich ever 
since he was born. He’s had every­
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thing in the world he wanted. Be­
ing poor will kind of go against the 
grain, don’t you think?”

Sally said defiantly, “ W e’re in 
love, Mr. Cole, and we’re not 
afraid.”

“ You ’re not, maybe. Oh, I don’t 
suppose Gary, the young fool, would 
be, either, now, to talk about it. 
But living in a dingy furnished 
room, living off the small salary that 
his wife could earn—that’s what 
Gary will have to do, you know, for 
he couldn’t earn a dime to save his 
life! He’s never been trained to 
work.”

There was frank satisfaction in 
the man’s voice and Sally went a 
little cold. He was right, of course. 
Gary would hate being poor. Gary 
knew nothing about poverty. He 
would miss his smart roadster, his 
beautifully tailored clothes, his 
generous allowance, all the luxurious 
things to which he had been ac­
customed all his life. And she knew 
it was equally true that there was 
very slim chance that Gary would 
be able to earn a living for himself, 
let alone for the two of them. To 
get through life, with Gary fighting 
helplessly and hopelessly for them 
both, against the world of labor 
where there was work only for the
skilled------  It made her a little sick
to think of it. Her employer, watch­
ing her expression, chuckled in 
triumphant satisfaction.

Sally looked straight at him.
“ You’re pretty proud of the way 

you’ve brought Gary up, aren’t you, 
Mr. Cole?” she asked evenly.

“ Sure! He’s had the best of 
everything. College. Trips abroad. 
He’s had all the things I never had, 
and he’s missed all the tough spots 
I went through to get where I am 
to-day. That’s why this crazy mar­
riage with you is out of the question. 
I  tell you, Gary was never trained

to be self-supporting,”  Fire-eater 
was saying, when suddenly Sally 
found herself on her feet, leaning 
across the desk, her indignant young 
face with its accusing blue eyes very 
close to his.

“ Then you ought to be ashamed 
of yourself!”  she accused him hotly. 
“ You owe Gary a profound apology! 
You’ve done him the greatest in­
justice a man can do his son. In­
stead of boasting about what 
you’ve done to Gary, you ought to 
be down on your knees in shame 
and remorse!”

Gary’s father was so completely 
taken by surprise that he could only 
stare at her, his mouth opening and 
shutting as he fought for speech.

“ Why, you—-you----- ”  he gasped
and half arose.

Sally laid forceful hands on his 
wide shoulders and shoved him back 
into his chair.

“ Sit down!” she snapped sharply. 
“ And mind your blood pressure. 
Here— take this!”

She had often seen his secretary 
push a tiny box of tablets un­
obtrusively toward him when he was 
in one of his rages, and now she 
thrust the box toward him and 
poured a glass of water from the jug 
on his desk. Too amazed, too 
utterly dumfounded for speech, he 
obeyed her. And almost strangled 
on the tablet when he realized he 
had obeyed her.

“ Young woman, you’re fired!”  he 
roared when he had swallowed the 
tablet.

“ Oh, no, I ’m not. I ’ve quit,”  
snapped Sally, her eyes blazing. 
“ But before I go, there are a few 
other things I think I might as well 
tell you. Maybe I won’t get an­
other chance. You’ve injured Gary 
almost irreparably by depriving him 
of the chance to be independent, to 
earn his own living— —”



Cinderella—1937 Edition 121

“ I ’ve plenty of money for Gary, 
as long as he behaves himself. 
There’s no necessity of his being self- 
supporting------ ”

“ How do you know there isn’t? 
How do you know you’ll always be 
rich? What’s to keep you from get­
ting in a jam and losing everything? 
Other men as good—yes, and some 
of them a darned sight better than 
you, have. How did you know 
Gary might not have to get out and 
shift for himself?”  blazed Sally. 
“ You call yourself a good father, 
don’t you?”

“ I certainly do! Why, you------ ”
“ Sit down!”  snapped Sally and 

thrust him back into his chair again, 
“ Wrell, I  think fathers like you ought 
to be locked up somewhere until 
their sons are safely trained to look 
after themselves. You’d have been 
arrested if you had crippled Gary 
physically. But you’ve crippled 
him in a way that the law can’t 
punish you for, but you ought never 
to have another peaceful night’s 
sleep until you make amends to 
him.”

A little gust of tears shook her. 
She fought it down. But with it 
went the courage of her anger that 
had made her bold and hurl such 
terrible truths into the ruddy, as­
tounded face of the old man who 
was feared and cordially hated by at 
least ninety per cent of his em­
ployees.

For a stunned moment she stood 
staring down at him while the anger 
ran out of her like water from a 
smashed glass. She grew wide-eyed, 
pallid, and terror laid its hand upon 
her. What had she done? Oh, what 
had she done? She had insulted and 
outraged Gary’s father. She had 
ruined forever, any chance that she 
might once have had to be Gary’s 
wife. His father would never for­
give her now. Gary ’would hate her,

too, when he heard what she had 
done.

She turned suddenly and ran 
across the room. As she fumbled 
with the knob, Fire-eater called out 
to her savagely.

“ Here, you— come back here!”
But Sally had the door open and 

wras gone. Straight across the outer 
office and to the locker room where 
she snatched up her coat and hat. 
Struggling into them, she fairly 
ran down the corridor and into an 
elevator. She was fighting so to 
down her tears that she was not 
conscious of any one about her. She 
hurried home and in her own room 
she flung herself down across the bed 
and wept tumultuously. She had 
lost her head and it had cost her 
heart. For of course, Fire-eater 
would tell Gary what she had said; 
and Gary would be angry with her. 
He would find it hard to forgive her. 
Oh, what could she have been think­
ing of?

The landlady knocked on her door 
a little later and announced that 
there was a gentleman downstairs to 
see her. She clambered off the bed, 
dashed cold water into her face, 
powdered her nose and brushed her 
hair. She couldn’t remove the 
traces of her tears but the parlor was 
dimly lighted and anyway, nothing 
seemed to matter a whole lot any 
more.

As she opened the door and en­
tered the room, Gary came swiftly 
to her and caught her in his arms. 
He kissed her swollen eyes before he 
said, a hint of laughter in his voice, 
“ Darling, what on earth did you say 
to dad?”

“ Oh, Gary,”  she sobbed wildly, 
hiding her face against his shoulder, 
her voice muffled, “ I don’t know 
what got into me. I— I must have 
lost my head. I know you must 
hate me. Can you forgive me?”
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‘Tf he doesn’t, I ’ll give him a 
larruping myself,”  said another 
voice, and Sally gasped and whirled 
about, to face old Fire-eater himself, 
standing in the doorway, regarding 
her with a look she had never seen 
in his face before.

“ Oh,”  she whispered, stricken, and 
tried to shrink out of sight. “ I ’m—  
I ’m— sorry, Mr. Cole------ ”

“ If you apologize, young woman, 
111 spank you, too, while I ’m giving 
Gary his going-over,”  snapped Fire- 
eater, and his shrewd eyes were sud­
denly very kind, very warm, almost 
a little affectionate. “ I don’t know 
when anything has given me the 
kick that your explosion did. It 
seemed to— well, to sort of blow the 
dust off a lot of things in my mind 
and let in the sunlight. Because, my 
dear, I  realize you were entirely 
right.”

“ Wh-h-at?”  gasped Sally, quite 
sure that she had suddenly gone 
mad.

“ You are the only person who has 
had the courage to tell me the truth, 
my dear,”  said Fire-eater in that 
gentle voice that sounded a little 
rusty as though he never used it

very much. “ It wasn’t a very 
palatable dose, but an old doctor I 
used to know once said that it’s the 
bitter pills and the unpleasant doses 
that do you the most good. Maybe 
he was right. Anyway, you were, 
about the injustice I ’ve done Gary. 
So I hope that you will marry Gary, 
with my hearty approval and my 
blessing, for whatever it’s worth. 
And then maybe, between us, we can 
make amends to Gary for what I ’ve 
done to him.”

“ You’re both talking in riddles,”  
protested Gary, who was obviously 
considerably in the dark about what 
had happened in the office. “ The 
only thing that makes sense is that 
part about your marrying me. Will 
you, darling?”

“ May I, really?”  Sally asked old 
Fire-eater, who didn’t look at all like 
his nickname now, somehow.

“ Please do, my dear,”  said old 
Fire-eater in that strangely gentle 
voice and bent forward to touch his 
lips to her cheek. And then he went 
out and left them alone, in the 
heavenly perfection of their love 
from which every shadow had now 
lifted.

m m m
PROMISE

^ /E A V E  a magic spell about me;
Weave a spell of sheer delight. 

Tell me you will never flout me— 
And we shall never rue this night.

Take me in your arms and hold me;
Take me gently to your breast.

Tell me you will never scold me—
And we shall count this moment blest.

Promise you will never leave me;
Sacred pledge you’ll not forget.

Tell me you will not deceive me—
And we shall never know regret.

J o s e p h  R o d m a n  M anch.



Y O U R  W E E K

The major influences during the week axe 
not m any. There will be a tendency to  
extravagance in money matters, and in 
matters involving property you m ay be 
inclined to ignore its real value. I t  will 
be well, therefore, to postpone unnecessary 
business transactions not of a  routine na­
ture, until your judgment in such matters 
will be better. I t  is not a good week to  
transact unnecessary business with near 
relatives. Y ou  should avoid unnecessary 
traveling. Social life is apt to  prove dis­
appointing this week; it is apt to  cause 
unexpected expense; you m ay m eet the 
wrong kind of people, to your annoyance. 
In  employment matters, your judgment 
m ay not be as good as usual, so be careful 
of your speech and actions and attend  
strictly to business. Some employment 
benefits m ay come through the voluntary  
actions of employers. In love affairs, you 
should avoid activities that might lead to  
embarrassing situations, especially toward 
the latter part of the week. Avoid plac­
ing yourself in a position where your free­
dom of action is restricted by others who 
are not concerned with your welfare. Avoid  
ill-considered, hasty marriages; if married, 
guard against sudden flare-ups that might 
result in separation. I t  will be just as well 
for married couples not to  unnecessarily 
discuss domestic finances during the week. 
B y being conservative in. financial matters 
during the week, they m ay remove a pos­
ab le  source of misunderstanding and dis­
agreement.

D A Y  B Y  D A Y
H ou rs m entioned are E astern standard  

tim e. I f  not using that tim e, m ake cor­
rection to  the tim e you  are using.

Saturday, July 31st

T?
During the early-morning hours, the un­

expected may happen in money matters, 
probably with mixed results. Love, mar­
riage, and employment benefits may be 
received. Avoid unconventionaiity. Be­
tween 11:00  a. m. and noon, mark time 
in money matters. Watch your speech care­
fully. Between noon and 1:00 p. m., busi­
ness and financial benefits may be received. 
The later afternoon hours will be quiet. 
Between 9:00 p. m. and 10:00  p. m., finan­
cial benefits may be received. Near rela­
tives will do you favors. Between 10:00 
p, m. and midnight, mark time in love 
affairs and avoid courtship. Avoid extrava­
gance in money matters.

Sunday, August 1st
©

During the early-morning hours, mark 
time in employment matters. Be careful 
of your speech. Avoid misunderstandings 
with near relatives. Financial benefits may 
be received. The later-morning hours will 
be quiet. Between noon and 2 :0 0  p. m., 
near relatives may do you favors. Avoid 
extravagance in money matters. Curtail 
social activities. Between 5:30 p. m, and 
7:00 p. m., mark time in love and court­
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ship. Avoid misunderstandings with near 
relatives. Between 7:30 p. m. and 9:00 
p. m., love and marriage interests can be 
advanced. Near relatives will do you fa­
vors. Between 9:00 p. m. and 11:00 p. m., 
business and financial benefits may be 
received.

M onday, A ugu st 2nd

D  . ,
During the early-morning hours, unex­

pected financial benefits may be received. 
Mark time in employment matters. Avoid 
unnecessary business dealings with near 
relatives. Do not write love letters; do not 
make social plans. The later-morning hours, 
the afternoon hours and the early-evening 
hours will be quiet. Between 10:00 p. m. 
and midnight, avoid extravagance. Do not 
travel unnecessarily. Mark time in love 
and marriage matters. If possible, end the 
day’s activities before midnight—better by 
9:30 p. m., if that can be done.

T uesday, A ugust 3rd

<?
During the early-morning hours, you may 

be put to unexpected financial expense. 
Avoid misunderstandings with near rela­
tives. Do not plan social activities. Mark 
time in love and courtship. The later-morn­
ing hours will be quiet. Between 1:00  p. m. 
and 2:15 p. m., employment benefits may 
be received. Between 2:15 p. m, and 3:30 
p. m., mark time in home affairs. Watch 
your "speech carefully. Avoid misunder­
standings. Curtail social activities. Mark 
time in love and courtship. Avoid extrava­
gance. Between 4:00 p. m. and 5:00 p. m., 
near relatives may do you favors. Home 
benefits will be received. Between 9:00 
p. m. and midnight, your judgment may 
be poor in employment matters and busi­
ness transactions. Some employment bene­
fits may be received, if you do not miss your 
opportunity by ill-advised speech or ac­
tions. Your love interests may be ad­
vanced through some peculiar incident, 
seemingly trivial in itself but which may 
later develop into something of importance.

W ed n esday, A ugu st 4th

sDuring the early-morning hours, unex­
pected financial benefits may come to you. 
Some home benefits may be received; avoid 
misunderstandings in home life, especially 
over love affairs. Mark time in love and 
courtship. Between 11:00  a. m. and 12:30 
p. m., employment and home benefits may 
be received. Between 3:00 p. m. and 4:15

p. m., avoid extravagance in money mat­
ters. Mark time in home affairs. It is not 
a good time to transact unnecessary busi­
ness not of a routine nature. Between  
4:15 p. m. and 6:30 p. m., watch your 
speech carefully. Mark time in employ­
ment and home matters. Avoid misunder­
standings. The evening hours will be quiet.

Thursday, August 5th
%

During the early-morning hours, love and 
marriage interests can be advanced. Home 
benefits will be received. Between 9:30 
a. m. and 11:00  a. m., love interests can 
be advanced. Financial and home benefits 
may be received. Between noon and 1:30 
p. m., mark time in employment matters. 
Do not permit social activities t>r visiting 
to interfere with employment duties. Be­
tween 2:00 p. m. and 3:30 p. m., you 
may be put to unexpected financial expense. 
Curtail social activities. Between 4:00 
p. m. and 5:30 p. m., love and marriage in­
terests can be advanced. Business benefits 
may be received. Between 9:00 p. m, and 
10:30 p. m., love and employment benefits 
may be received. It is a good time to catch 
up on your social correspondence; also to 
write letters of application for employment.

Friday. August 6th
$

This is a day to be extra cautious. Dur­
ing the morning hours, mark time in love 
and courtship. Avoid impulsive actions, as 
they are very apt to be later regretted. 
Avoid unconventionality. Curtail social ac­
tivities. You may be put to unexpected 
financial expense. Those having the care 
of children should take extra precautions to 
watch over them at this time. Railroad 
men should not forget safety practices or 
accidents may happen. Those driving au­
tomobiles, should drive with the care they 
would exercise if they expected to meet a 
fool at every intersection and two on every 
curve. Between 1:00 p. m. and 3:00 p. m,, 
mark time in home affairs. Curtail social 
activities. Employment benefits may be 
received. Between 5:30 p. m. and 7:00 
p. m,, watch your speech carefully; do not 
become sarcastic; mark time in love and 
courtship. The evening hours after 7:00 
p. m., are apt to be quiet.

The influences affecting the particular 
zodiacal group to which you belong are
given in the “ Bora Between------” section
of this article, which you should also consult.
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IF YOU WERE BORN BETWEEN 

March 21st and April 20th 
(Aries cyo)

—Aries people bom between March 21st 
and 26th should avoid falls and possible 
head injuries this week. Mark time in 
home affairs. Be alert in employment mat­
ters. Best days for you this week are Sun­
day and Thursday. Mark time on Tuesday. 
If born between March 27th and 31st, avoid 
falls and possible head injuries, Mark time 
in home affairs. Be alert in employment 
matters. Love interests can be advanced. 
Best days for you this week are Sunday 
and Thursday. Mark time on Tuesday. 
If bom between April 1st and 5th, love in­
terests can be advanced. Unexpected finan­
cial benefits may be received. Best days 
for you this week are Sunday, Monday, 
and Friday. Mark time on Wednesday. 
If born between April Cth and 10th, be 
alert in employment matters. It is not a 
good time to transact unnecessary business 
not of a routine nature. Avoid extrava­
gance in money matters. Best days for you 
this week are Monday and Friday. Mark 
time on Wednesday. If bom between 
April 11th and 15th, avoid the transaction 
of unnecessary business not of a routine 
nature. Curtail social activities. Best days 
for you this week are Monday and Friday. 
If born between April 16th and 20th, mark 
time in love and courtship. Near relatives 
will do you favors. Avoid misunderstand­
ings in home life. Best days for you this 
week are Monday and Tuesday. Mark time 
on Thursday.

April 20th and May 21st 
(Taurus y  )

—Taureans bom between April 20th and 
26th will find this an excellent, week in 
which to advance love and marriage inter­
ests. Home benefits will be received. Em­
ployment interests can be advanced by 
alert thinking. Financial benefits may come 
to you. Best day for you this week is 
Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday. If 
born between April 27th and May 1st, love 
and marriage matters will be under mixed 
influences; some benefits may be received; 
some obstacles may be encountered. Busi­
ness, financial and employment benefits may 
be received. Best day for you this week is 
Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday. If 
born between May 2nd and 6th, the un­
expected will happen in money matters, 
probably to your detriment. Mark time in 
love and marriage matters. Avoid uncon­
ventionality. Curtail social activities. Best

day for you this week vs Wednesday. Mark 
time on Friday. If bom between May 7th 
and 11th, business, financial and employ­
ment benefits may be received. You will 
find it an excellent week in which to ad­
vance love and marriage interests. Best 
days for you this week are Saturday and 
Wednesday. Mark time on Friday. If bom 
between May 12th and 16th, business and 
financial benefits may be received. Love 
and marriage interests can be advanced. 
Best days for you this week are Saturday 
and Wednesday. Mark time on Friday. 
If born between May 17th and 21st, mark 
time in love and courtship. Be careful 
around too energetic lovers. Also be care­
ful around fire, sharp instruments, hot wa­
ter, and steam, and do not unnecessarily 
expose yourself to disease. Best day for 
you this week is Thursday. Be eareful on 
Saturday and Sunday.

May 21st and June 21st 
(Gemini )

—Geminians born between May 21st and 
26th should mark time in employment mat­
ters this week. Be careful of your speech. 
Avoid misunderstandings with near rela­
tives. Business and home benefits may be 
received. Best day for you this week is 
Thursday, If bom between May 27th and 
31st, mark time in employment matters. 
Avoid misunderstandings. Love and mar­
riage benefits may be received. Best day 
for you this week is Thursday. If bom 
between June 1st and Cth, unexpected finan­
cial benefits may be received. Love and 
marriage interests can be advanced. Best 
days for you this week are Sunday, Mon­
day, and Friday. If born between June 
7th and 11th, mark time in employment 
matters. Business benefits may be received. 
Best days for you this week are Monday 
and Friday. If born between June 12th 
and 16th, business and financial benefits 
may be received. Near relatives will do 
you favors. You may profit in connection 
with a journey. Best days for you this 
week are Monday and Friday. If bom 
between June 17th and 21st, mark time in 
love and courtship. Social interests can 
be advanced. Home benefits may be re­
ceived. Best day for you this week is 
Thursday.

June 21st and July 23rd 
(Cancer 0 5 )

—Cancerians bom between June 21st and 
27th should avoid falls and possible bodily 
injuries this week. Watch your speech care­
fully. Avoid misunderstandings in home
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life. Employment benefits may come to 
you through alert thinking. Best days for 
you this week are Sunday and Thursday. 
If bom between June 28th and July 2nd, 
avoid falls and possible bodily injuries. 
Watch your speech carefully. Mark time 
in home affairs. Employment benefits may 
be received. Social interests can be ad­
vanced. Best days for you this week are 
Sunday and Thursday. If bom between 
July 3rd and 7th, unexpected financial and 
home benefits will come to you. Love and 
marriage interests can be advanced. Best 
day for you this week is Wednesday. If 
born between July 8th and 12th, employ­
ment benefits may be received. Avoid ex­
travagance in money matters and home life 
affairs. Curtail social activities as they 
may prove disappointing. Best day for you 
this week is Saturday. If bom between 
July 13th and 18th, avoid the transaction 
of unnecessary business not of a routine 
nature. Best day for you this week is 
Saturday. If born between July 19th and 
23rd, love and marriage interests can be 
advanced. Near relatives will do you fa­
vors. Home benefits will be received. Best 
days for you this week are Saturday, Sun­
day, and Thursday.

July 23rd and August 23rd 
(Leo d)

-—Leo natives born between July 23rd and 
28th will find this an excellent week in 
which to advance love and marriage in­
terests. Business, financial, employment, 
and home benefits may be received. Best 
days for you this week are Sunday and 
Thursday. If bom between July 29th and 
August 2nd, you will find it an excellent 
week in which to advance love and mar­
riage interests. Business, financial, and em­
ployment benefits may be received. Best 
days for you this week are Sunday and 
Thursday. If bom between August 3rd and 
7th, you may be put to unexpected finan­
cial expense. Love and marriage matters 
will be under mixed influences; some bene­
fits may be received; some unexpected an­
noyances may arise. Best days for you 
this week are Sunday and Monday. If bom 
between August 8th and 13th, business and 
employment benefits may be received. Love 
interests can be advanced. Best days for 
you this week are Monday and Friday. 
Mark time on Saturday. If bom between 
August 14th and 18th, business and finan­
cial benefits may be received. Love in­
terests can be advanced. Best days for 
you this week are Monday and Friday. 
Mark time on Saturday. If born between

August 19th and 23rd, mark time in love 
and courtship. Be careful around too ener­
getic suitors. Also be careful around fire, 
sharp instruments, hot water, steam; do 
not unnecessarily expose yourself to con­
tagious or other diseases. Near relatives 
will do you favors. Home benefits may be 
received. Best days for you this week are 
Monday and Tuesday. Mark time on Sat­
urday and Sunday,

August 23rd and September 23rd 
(Virgo rrp)

—Virgo natives bom between August 23rd 
and 28th will receive home benefits this 
week. Be alert in employment matters. 
Best day for you this week is Tuesday. 
Mark time on Sunday. If born between 
August 29th and September 2nd, be alert 
in employment matters. Love and mar­
riage matters will be under mixed influences; 
some benefits may be received; delay may 
occur in some of your plans. Best day for 
you this week is Tuesday. Mark time on 
Sunday. If bom between September 3rd and 
7th, unexpected financial and employment 
benefits will be-received. Pleasant surprises 
will be received in love and marriage mat­
ters. Best day for you this week is Wednes­
day. Mark time on Sunday and Monday. 
If bom between September 8th and 13th, 
be alert in employment matters. Employ­
ment and business benefits may be received. 
You may profit in connection with reai 
estate. Best days for you this week are 
Saturday and Wednesday. Mark time on 
Monday. If born between September 14th 
and 18th, business, financial, and employ­
ment benefits may be received. Love and 
marriage interests can be advanced. Best 
days for you this week are Saturday and 
Wednesday. Mark time on Monday. If 
bom between September 19th and 23rd, 
love affairs will be under mixed influences; 
some benefits may be received; and opposi­
tion may be encountered. Avoid misunder­
standings with near relatives. Do not travel 
unnecessarily. Employment benefits may 
be received. More harmony will prevail in 
home life. Best days for you this week are 
Saturday, Sunday, and Thursday. Mark 
time on Monday and Tuesday.

September 23rd and October 23rd 
(Libra - a . )

—Librans bom between September 23rd 
and 28th should avoid falls and possible 
bodily injuries this week. Mark time in 
love and marriage matters. Employment 
benefits may come to you as a result of
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mental alertness on your part. Best days 
for you this week are Sunday and Thurs­
day. Mark time on Tuesday. If bom 
between September 29th and October 3rd, 
avoid falls and possible bodily injuries. 
Employment benefits may come to you as a 
result of clear thinking. Love and marriage 
matters will be under mixed influences; 
some benefits may be received, but delay 
may be encountered or obstacles may have 
to be overcome. Best days for you this 
week are Sunday and Thursday. Mark 
time on Tuesday. If bom between Oc­
tober 4th and 8th, the unexpected will 
happen in money matters, probably with 
mixed results. Love and marriage inter­
ests can be advanced in some respects. 
Avoid unconventionality. Best days for 
you this week are Sunday, Monday, and 
Friday. Mark time on Wednesday, If 
born between October 9th and 13th, em­
ployment benefits may be received. Avoid 
the transaction of unnecessary' business not 
of a routine nature. Curtail social activi­
ties. Best days for you this week are Mon­
day and Friday. Mark time on Wednes­
day. If bom between October 14th and 
18th, avoid the transaction of unnecessary 
business not of a routine nature. Be con­
servative of your money. Avoid extrava­
gance in marital affairs. Best days for you 
this week are Monday and Friday. Mark 
time on Wednesday. If born between Oc­
tober 19th and 23rd, you will find it an 
excellent time to advance love and marriage 
interests. Avoid misunderstandings in home 
life. Best days for you this week are Mon­
day and Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday.

October 23rd and November 22nd 
(Scorpio Til >

—Scorpio people bom between October 23rd 
and 28th will receive employment and home 
benefits this week. Mark time in love and 
courtship. Best day for you this week is 
Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday, If 
born between October 29th and Novem­
ber 2nd, mark time in love and marriage 
matters. Employment benefits may be re­
ceived. Best day for you this week is Tues­
day. Mark time on Thursday. If bom be­
tween November 3rd and 7th, mark time 
in love and marriage matters. Avoid un- 
conventionality. You may be put to un­
expected financial expense. Best day for 
you this week is Wednesday. Mark time 
on Friday. If born between November 8th 
and 12th, you will find it an excellent week 
in which to advance love and marriage in­
terests. Business, financial, and employ­
ment benefits may be received. Best day

for you this week is Wednesday. Mark 
time on Saturday and Friday. If bom be­
tween November 13th and 17th, business 
and financial benefits may be received. You 
may profit in connection with a journey. 
Love interests can be advanced. Best day 
for you this week is Wednesday. Mark time 
on Saturday and Friday. If bora between 
November 18th and 22nd, mark time in 
love and courtship. Be careful around too 
energetic lovers. Also be careful around 
fire, sharp instruments, hot water and 
steam. Avoid unnecessary exposure to dis­
ease. Home benefits may be received. Best 
day for you this week is Thursday. Mark 
time on Saturday and Sunday.

November 22nd and .December 22nd 
(Sagittarius f  )

—Sagittarians bom between November 
22nd and 27th will receive business bene­
fits this week. Your judgment will be poor 
in employment matters. Watch your speech 
carefully. Home benefits may be received. 
Best day for you this week is Thursday. 
Mark time on Sunday. If born between 
November 28th and December 2nd, your 
judgment will be poor in business and em­
ployment matters. Be careful of your 
speech. Avoid misunderstandings. Love 
and marriage interests can be advanced. 
Best day for you this week is Thursday. 
Mark time on Sunday. If bom between 
December 3rd and 7th, the unexpected will 
happen in money matters, probably with 
mixed results. Love interests will be under 
mixed influences. Some benefits may be re­
ceived; avoid impulsive actions and hasty 
marriages. Best day for you this week is 
Friday. Mark time on Sunday and Mon­
day. If bom between December 8th and 
12th, mark time in employment matters. 
Business benefits may be received. You 
may benefit in some manner connected with 
a journey. Social interests can be advanced. 
Best day for you this week is Friday. Mark 
time on Monday, If born between Decem­
ber 18th and 17th, business and financial 
benefits may be received. Social interests 
can be advanced. Best day for you this 
week is Friday. Mark time on Monday. 
If bom between December 18th and 22nd, 
love interests will be under mixed influ­
ences. Some benefits may be received; 
some opposition may be encountered. Do 
not write love letters. Be alert to take 
advantage of favorable opportunities. So­
cial interests can be advanced. Home bene­
fits may be received. Mark time on Mon­
day and Tuesday.



128 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

December 22nd and January 20th 
(Capricorn

—Capricomians bom between December 
22nd and 26th should be careful to avoid 
falls and possible bodily injuries this week. 
It is not a good time to deal in real estate. 
Mark time in home affairs. Employment 
benefits may be received. Mark time on 
Tuesday. If bom between December 27th 
and 31st, avoid falls and possible bodily in­
juries. It is not a good time to unneces­
sarily deal in real estate. Love interests 
will be under mixed influences. Some bene­
fits may be received, but delay and ob­
stacles may be encountered in some manner. 
Employment benefits may be received. 
Mark time on Tuesday. If bom between 
January 1st and 6th, unexpected financial 
and business benefits will be received. Love 
and marriage interests can be advanced. 
Mark time on Wednesday. If bom between 
January 6th and 10th, business, financial, 
and employment benefits may be received. 
Love and marriage interests can be ad­
vanced. Best day for you this week is 
Saturday. Mark time on Wednesday. If 
born between January 11th and 15th, busi­
ness and financial benefits may be re­
ceived. Love and marriage interests can 
be advanced. You may profit in connec­
tion with a journey—your own or that of 
some one else to your advantage. Best 
day for you this week is Saturday. Mark 
time on Wednesday. If born between 
January 16th and 20th, love interests can 
be advanced. Near relatives will do you 
favors. Mark time- in home affairs. Best 
days for you this week are Saturday and 
Sunday. Mark time on Thursday.

January 20th and February 19th 
(Aquarius «*)

—Aquarians born between January 20th 
and 25th will find tills an excellent week 
in which to advance love and marriage in­
terests. Friends will do you favors. Home 
benefits may be received. Employment in­
terests may be advanced by alert thinking. 
Best day for you this week is Sunday. 
Mark time on Thursday. If born between 
January 26th and 30th, love and marriage 
matters will be under mixed influences. 
Some benefits may be received. Avoid ex­
travagance. Curtail social activities. Em­
ployment interests may be advanced by 
clear thinking. Best day for you this week 
is Sunday. Mark time on Thursday. If 
bom between January 31st and February 
4th, mark time in love and marriage mat­
ters. You will be put to unexpected finan­

cial expense. People will ask to borrow 
money and things from you. Avoid un­
conventionality. Best days for you this 
week are Sunday and Monday. Mark time 
on Friday. If born between February 5th 
and 9th, be alert in employment matters. 
Business benefits will come to you. Friends 
will do you favors. Best day for you this 
week is Monday. Mark time on Saturday 
and Friday. If bom between February 10th 
and 14th, business, financial, and social 
benefits may be received. You may profit 
in connection with a journey. Best day for 
you this week is Monday. Mark time on 
Saturday and Friday. If born between 
February 15th and 19th, mark time in love 
and courtship. Near relatives will do you 
favors. Curtail social activities. Best days 
for you this week are Monday and Tues- 

' day. Mark time on Saturday and Sunday.

February 19th and March 21st
(Pisces )

—Pisceans bom between February 19th and 
24th will find this an excellent week in 
which to advance love and marriage inter­
ests. Mark time in employment matters. 
Be careful of your speech. Avoid misun­
derstandings. Home benefits will be re­
ceived. Best day for you this week is Tues­
day. Mark time on Sunday. If born be­
tween February 25th and March 1st, love 
and marriage interests can be advanced. 
Mark time in employment matters. Be 
careful of your speech. Avoid misunder­
standings. Best day for you this week is 
Tuesday. Mark time on Sunday. If born 
between March 2nd and 6th, unexpected 
financial benefits may be received. Love 
and marriage interests can be advanced. 
Pleasant surprises may come to you. Best 
day for you this week is Wednesday. Mark 
time on Sunday and Monday. If born 
between March 7th and 11th, mark time 
in employment matters. Business and finan­
cial benefits may be received. Social in­
terests can be advanced. Best day for you 
this week is Wednesday. Mark time on 
Monday. If bora between March 12th and 
16th, business, financial, and environmental 
benefits may be received. Love and mar­
riage interests can be advanced. You may 
benefit in connection with a journey. Best 
days for you this week are Saturday and 
Wednesday. Mark time on Monday. If 
bom between March 17th and 21st, love 
interests will be under mixed influences. 
Some benefits may be received, but oppo­
sition may be encountered. Avoid misun­
derstandings with near relatives. Home
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benefits will be received. Best days for 
you this week are Saturday, Sunday, and 
Thursday. M ark  time on M onday and 
Tuesday.

N ote  for “ Born Between--------”  readers:
The week referred to begins with Satur­
day, July 31st, and ends with Friday, 
August 6th. Compare with information 
given in “Your Week” and “ Day by Day” 
to see what the general influences are.

J'
MORE ABOUT LEG PEOPLE

If you were born between August 8th 
and 13th, you are fortunate in having 
friends who bring opportunities to your at­
tention, usually with beneficial results to 
yourself. You are sympathetic and gener­
ous, usually successful in marriage and 
happy in home life, with well-trained, 
courteous, and respectful children. You are 
cheerful, artistic, intuitive, imaginative, and 
versatile. You have the ability to adapt 
yourself to changing conditions. You are 
inclined to be too tense and should set 
aside a portion of your time to relax; get 
by yourself for a few minutes each day, try 
to stop thinking, and let the tension go 
out of your muscles. When you sleep, don’t 
carry the day’s activities to bed with you 
but train yourself to completely relax, men­
tally and physically. You like to be busy 
at all times and have much determination, 
which you use to good account in gaining 
success. Sometimes success is deferred but 
usually it comes in time. Should you en­
ter the medical profession, you should give 
special attention to the practice involving 
children and matters incidental thereto. So 
far as possible, you should follow work 
for which you are best fitted, rather than 
to adhere to a determination to succeed 
in something for which you may not be 
entirely fitted. If you can find that you are 
not working to the best advantage, do not 
hesitate to remedy the situation by doing 
something else at which you can meet with 
greater success. You may travel exten­
sively, possibly in foreign lands, probably 
in the line of your work. You should 
avoid overeating.

If you were born between August 14th 
and 18th, you value your word highly. 
You are honest, trustworthy, interested in 
the welfare of others as well as your own, 
and you may take an active part in fur­
thering the interests of the common weal. 
Should you become a lawyer, you may at-

LS— 9B

tract considerable attention by the fluency 
of your speech and the clearness of your 
thought. You may become prominent in 
politics through unselfish civic service. You 
have the respect of people generally. You 
may travel extensively, either in the line of 
business or in search of pleasure or excite­
ment, or possibly combining the two in 
some exploratory way. You have good 
executive ability. You may succeed in gov­
ernmental work. You are frank and gener­
ous. You like to read and to think, and if 
you can do so in some natural spot, so 
much the better. You find happiness in 
serving others, not as their servants, but 
in making life more worth living for them. 
Your memory is good, your mind well- 
trained, you are quick of perception and 
your intuition is well-developed. You un­
derstand human nature quite well and are 
tactful in dealing with others. You are 
peace-loving and harmoniously inclined, 
sympathetic and discreet.

If you were born between August 19th 
and 23rd, you are adventurous and like to 
travel. You may visit foreign countries. 
You are generous, sympathetic, good-na­
turedly argumentative, patient, modest, and 
friendly. You have much determination 
and may meet with material success as a 
result of it. Should you become a lawyer, 
you may gain prominence as a result of 
your able showing in the courtroom. You 
have good executive ability, which stands 
you in good stead in any official position 
which you may occupy. You have the 
ability to take advantage of opportunities. 
You may engage in some line of work re­
quiring the use of mathematics; may be­
come a mining engineer, in the development 
of gold properties or other mineral pros­
pects, or if you are not trained in such 
field, you may still be connected with its 
activities in some lesser capacity, working 
under some one who is. You are socially 
popular. You may become active in move­
ments for the promotion of the common 
good in some practical-manner, such as the 
organization of welfare associations, the es­
tablishment of playgrounds or centers of 
recreation, et cetera. Your material ac­
tions are tempered by your spiritual out­
look on life. You have a practical 
philosophy, according to which you suc­
cessfully live. You may become wealthy. 
Marriage usually brings you happiness, 
largely because you make a very good mar­
riage partner. Your friends are numerous.

(Leo article to be continued next week.)
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★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★

*  THE STAR QUESTION BOX *
★  ★
★  ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★  ★  .★  ★  ★  ★  ★

X a i  does n ot send answers b y  mail

M. E . W., female, born June 18, 1919. 
between midnight and 1:00  a. m., North 
Carolina: You have recently been under
influences that should have enabled you 
to beneficially advance your love and mar­
riage interests. You will again come un­
der influences that will affect love and 
marriage matters, at about the following 
times: Latter part of September and first 
three weeks of October, 1937, good; latter 
part of November, and December, 1937. 
and first part of January, 1938, be careful: 
July and first half of August, 1938, your 
judgment will be poor in love and court­
ship; unfavorably romantic; last part of 
January and first part of February, 1939, 
be careful; middle part of February, 1939. 
excellent. To get the full benefit of the 
excellent influences that will come into 
operation about the middle of February. 
1939, be careful that for several weeks pre­
ceding, you keep your impulses restrained 
and your emotions held in check.

M rs. L, S. A., bom August 28. 1916. 
8 :0 0  a. m., Texas: Your question is one
that it is against the policy of this de­
partment to answer. I ’m sorry. If you 
have not already done so, I suggest that 
you and your husband consult your phy­
sician.

Miss E. M. R,, born April 9, 1921, 12:30 
p. m., Indiana: Y ou  will come under in­
fluences conducive to a happy marriage 
about the first half of November, 1938.

F. L., female, born December 31, 1898, 
6:00  p. m., New York: You have just
passed through a time when the urge to 
impulsively marry may have come upon 
you. The influence may not have been 
strong enough to bring marriage about. At 
approximately the following times, you will 
come under very strong influences that may- 
result in marriage at about one of the 
times mentioned: Middle of March, 1939,
probably unsatisfactory'; first half of June, 
1939, good; middle of September, 1939, ex­
cellent; middle of January, 1940, good; mid­
dle of October, 1941, good.

Miss L. P., born August 17, 1918, be­
tween 8:00  a. m. and 8:30 a. m., Illinois: 
At about the following times, you will come 
under influences conducive to  your mar­
riage: Latter part of December, 1937, and 
fore part of January, 1938, a good time for 
planning and using your mental faculties 
to bring about marriage; latter part of 
May and first part of June, 1938, the emo­
tions will be stirred and marriage may come 
about through emotional urge; last half of 
April, 1939, excellent; middle of February, 
1940, probably' a romantic attachment that 
may result in marriage.

M r s . W . E. W., born June 21, 1882, early 
morning, Ohio: I cannot sayr how soon y'ou
will sell your home. However, about Sep­
tember or October, 1938, you will come 
under excellent beneficial influences that 
will affect money and real estate. If you 
do not sell your borne prior to that time, 
it is probable that you can dispose of it 
at about that time, should you then desire 
to do so.

A. C. S., born December 8 , 1915, between 
7:00 a. m. and 8 :0 0  a. m.: You failed to
state where you were born. Should you 
write again, please refer to file No. L-815.

M . A. N ., female, born October 18, 1917, 
6:30 a. m., New York: You asked whether 
or not yTou should marry' the man that you 
now love, but you did not send me his 
birth data, so I have no way' of forming 
an opinion as to how you would agree in 
marriage. Should you write me again, 
please refer to file No, J-1817.

C. T. B., female, born November 24, 
1918, 7:00 p. m., Wisconsin: You did
not ask a question.

Miss G. E., born March 18, 1907, about 
5:00 p. m., Georgia: You will come under
very good influences during January and 
the first part of February, 1938, that should 
assist you in getting employment, if you 
do not succeed in getting a job before then. 
Should you secure work in the meantime, 
you may be able to get a better job at 
that time.

P, H., female, born September 1, 1920, 
Indiana: You did not tell me what time
of day yrou were born, so I cannot give 
you the approximate months when you may 
have opportunity to marry. However, dur­
ing the next two years, from time to time 
you will have excellent opportunities to
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bring about marriage and by being mentally 
alert to them, you can probably contract 
a satisfactory marriage. There is some 
prospect of your forming a hasty marriage, 
which, if you do, will probably result un­
satisfactorily. You should, therefore, guard 
against ill-advised impulses. Most of the 
influences in your nativity conducive to 
marriage during the next two years will 
be good, but don’t act hastily or you will 
probably be doing it under the urge of ad­
verse influences.

R it a , born March 30, 1916, 6:00  a . m ., 
South Dakota: If you love writing, as you
say, and feel that you will be useless other­
wise than as a writer, by all means make 
a business of it. You wouldn’t expect to 
become a lawyer or a doctor or even a first- 
class stenographer, without spending con­
siderable time qualifying yourself; and you 
must not expect to succeed as a writer 
without at least an equivalent amount of 
hard work. I think you can commercialize 
your writing ability, if you will write and 
keep writing; but you must get over that 
“ blue mood,” which you say possesses you 
after the rejection of a manuscript. Take 
rejections as a matter of course. There are 
lots of reasons why a manuscript may be re­
jected other than on its merits. How long 
it will take you to succeed, will be largely 
a matter of how hard you work and how 
persistently you send out manuscripts. I 
am inclined to think that you have done a 
great deal of reading and have uncon­
sciously absorbed a style that is not your 
own. Quit thinking in terms of the other 
writer’s language. Think for yourself and 
crystallize a style of your own. You use 
too many words, for one thing, in my esti­
mation. Print paper costs money and edi­
tors like to make every inch of it count. 
Use simple language—it won’t fill up the 
page so quickly but will tell the story just 
as well and tell it in a way that readers 
of meager education can understand. Suc­
cess to you.

Miss 0. P. IC, born April 23, 1919, 10:00 
a, m,, New York: You ask if you should
wait two years for the boy you love; but 
you did not send me his birth data, so I 
have no way of forming an opinion as to 
the harmonies and discords between you. 
You will come under excellent influences 
conducive to happy marriage about the 
latter part of January and first part of 
February, 1938. About March, 1939, you 
will come under influences that may result 
in a love disappointment, or if marriage

takes place at that time, it is likely to prove 
unhappy.

M rs. D. T., bom April 7, 1919, about 
8 :0 0  a. m., Oklahoma: Your question is
one that it is against the policy of this de­
partment to answer. I ’m sorry. I  suggest 
that you and your husband consult your 
family physician, if you have not already 
done so.

Mas, P. D., bom April 5, 1013, New 
York: You state that you have a young
son whom you adore with all the love that 
you have in your heart and soul. If that 
is true, then you should consider what ef­
fect your proposed action will have upon 
him. I think that his welfare should take 
precedence over your desires. You had 
your chance at the man you loved but 
forced out of your life through unwar­
ranted jealousy, and it seems to me rather 
poor sportsmanship to now abandon your 
husband, who loves you and has been good 
to you, merely because this other man, after 
seven years, has reappeared upon the scene. 
From what you tell me of his character, I 
doubt if he will have anything to do with 
you, even if you do leave your husband. I 
doubt if you will find happiness anywhere, 
if you break your child’s heart by sepa­
rating him from liis father.

E. M. o f  C h ic a g o , born January 19, 
1915, between 6:00 p. m. and 7:00 p. m., 
Utah: If my memory of places serves me
rightly, you were bom in a town that has 
but one street—and a narrow one at that. 
About the first half of October, 1937, you 
will come under influences that should prove 
beneficial in getting a satisfactory job, if 
you have not already obtained one by 
that time.

M rs. T. R. M., born February 28, 1909, 
about 9:00 p. m., Pennsylvania: There is
some indication that you may take a long 
journey about the first half of September, 
1937. '

M. L. S., female, bom February 5, 1886, 
about 7:00 a. m., Wisconsin: You will
come under beneficial influences that 
should assist you in gaining employment 
at about the following times: Middle o£
December, 1937; latter part of May and 
first part of June, 1938.

G. I. M., female, born February 7, 1902, 
about 3:00 p. m., State of Washington: 
You will come under beneficial influences
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that should assist you in gaining employ­
ment, at about the following times: First 
half of September, last half of October, 
and first half of November, 1937.

Miss C. R. J., bom June 22, 1919, 2:25 
p. m., California: You ask me to describe 
the man you will marry and the approxi­
mate date of the marriage. The type of 
person that one marries frequently de­
pends on the time in life when the marriage 
takes place, as sometimes several types 
are attractive and one’s views change with 
passing years. In your case, there is apt 
to be more than one marriage during the 
course of your life. The types of men most 
likely to strongly attract you are: (1) fiery 
nature, inclined to jealousy, somewhat quar­
relsome; (2) lover of ease, pleasure, and 
beautiful things; (3) headstrong, explosive, 
unmanageable; (4) mixed types that may 
have temporary fascination for you. About 
March, 1939, you are apt to be attracted 
toward type (1). Should this not result 
in marriage, about October, 1939, you may 
become attracted to a home-loving, mag­
nanimous individual, possibly given some­
what to display. You may meet with ob­
stacles to your marriage, or may not be 
entirely satisfied after marriage, should you 
marry at that time. If still single, about 
the latter part of June and first part of 
July, 1940, you may have opportunity to 
marry a quiet, reserved, steady individual, 
not given to emotional display, averse to 
much social activity—a worthwhile char­
acter, in many respects, but who will re­
strict your activities within channels of his 
own approval; probably will make you an 
excellent husband, should you marry such 
a person, but his good qualities you might 
overlook under the restraint that marriage 
to him would bring about. If you get past 
this last-mentioned time without marrying, 
other influences affecting marriage wilt 
come at about the following times: First 
half of July, 1942, probably type (2 ): 
may be employment obstacles; last part 
of June and first part of July, 1943, prob­
ably obstacles; first half of September, 1944, 
excellent; last part of March and first part

of April, 1945, excellent; middle part of 
April, 1945, good; probably type (3); last 
part o f December, 1946 and first part of 
January, 1947, m ay be obstacles; August, 
1947, excellent.

R. V. P., born August 3, 1917, 4:00 a. m., 
M ichigan: You have recently passed
through beneficial influences conducive to  
a happy marriage. I f  marriage has not al­
ready taken place, or does not come about 
in the near future, you will again come 
under influences conducive to marriage at 
about the following times: M iddle of D e ­
cember, 1939, probably obstacles; middle 
of April, 1942, excellent.

A. M., female, born March 9, 1918, be­
tween 11:00 a. m. and 12:30 p. in., Ala­
bama: About the first" half of September,
1937, you will come under excellent influ­
ences conducive to a happy marriage.

L. C. L., female, born December 23, 1915, 
6 :0 0  a. m ., M issouri: You will come un­
der influences conducive to marriage at 
about the following times: M iddle of
August, last few days of August and first 
few days of September, 1937, good; last 
half of April, 1938, excellent; last half of 
July, 1939, excellent; first half of Septem­
ber, 1939, m ay be obstacles.

Miss C., born November 29, 1916, be­
tween 5:00 p. m. and 5:30 p. m., Missouri: 
You have recently been under influences 
conducive to marriage. If these influences 
have not resulted in marriage, or do not 
soon do so, you will again come under in­
fluences that will affect marriage matters, 
at about the following times: Middle of
May, 1938, probably unsatisfactory; middle 
of June, 1938, may be obstacles; last half 
of April, 1939, good; middle of August, 
1939, good; last part of December, 1939, 
and first part of January, 1940, good; first 
half of May, 1940, probably unsatisfactory; 
first half of April, 1941, probably unsat­
isfactory; last half of October, 1941, prob­
ably marriage at this time, if not married 
sooner; last part of June and first part of 
July, 1942, good.

Editor’s Note: Questions are answered only through Street & Smith’s
Love Story Magazine. Each reader is allowed to ask one question. Be sure 
to give the following data in your letter: date, month, year, and place of 
birth, the hour of the day or night, if possible, and sex. Address your letters 
to KAI, care of this magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.



Do not mail letters to these Pen Pals after August 6th.

T RIN ID AD , a country where 
bamboo and hibiscus trees run 
riot and add an exotic touch 

to the countryside; where vegetation 
varies from sugar-cane fields to coco­
nut groves, and where a great as­
phalt lake still remains a marvel to 
those who see it. Jean Gloria lives 
in Port-of-Spain and will tell you 
countless interesting stories about 
her part of the world. Pen Pals 
everywhere, get busy and write to 
her to-day!

D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : M a y  I  enter your
Corner? I ’m a girl eighteen years of age, 
live in Port-of-Spain, Trinidad, and feel 
sure I  can make m y letters colorful and 
interesting. I  like parties, dancing, out­
door sports, making friends, and writing 
and receiving letters. I  hope to hear from  
Pen Pals all over the world, so hurry, girls, 
let me hear from you. J e a n  G l o r ia .

A short-storv wrriter from the 
West.

D ear  M iss  M o r r is : Despite the fact
that I like dancing, music, making friends, 
and enjoy good times in general, I  am a 
lonely young woman of twenty-four. I ’m 
a short-story writer, live in M ontana, and 
have lots of interesting things to tell about 
the W est. Girls, write and tell me all about 
yourselves, your hobbies, and interests. 
Y o u ’ll find m e a true-blue, sincere friend.

M onta.

This lonesome widow will appre­
ciate your letters.

D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : W o n ’t you help
me find some Pen Pals? I ’m a  young 
widow of twenty-four, have four small chil­
dren, considered good-natured, friendly, 
and would very much like to hear from  
married Pals and widows all over the coun­
try. Please, every one, give me a chance to  
be your friend. I  have plenty of time to  
answer letters. L o n e s o m e  D i x i e .

Niki wants to hear from high- 
school Pals.

D e a r  M iss  M o r r is : W h o wants to hear 
from a New Yorker? I ’m a girl o f sixteen, 
With black hair and eyes, and very anxious 
to correspond with high-school girls in this 
country and abroad. I ’ll exchange snap­
shots and promise prompt replies. I  enjoy 
dancing, outdoor sports, and am also in­
terested in dramatics. N i k i .

This girl really needs your cheer.
D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : I ’m so lonesome I

don’t know how to pass the time. I ’m  a 
girl of nineteen, keen about sports and 
aviation, but at present I  am staying in a  
sanitarium because of poor health and, be­
lieve me, Pals, it is very lonely here for a 
girl who likes to keep busy. So won’t you  
all send your letters m y way?

Y vette  T .

A tomboy from Texas.
D e a r  M is s  M o r r is : One more lively

sixteen-year-old-girl looking for Pen Pals.
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• I’m often referred to as a tomboy, but it 
doesn’t worry me. I ’m keen about sports, 
and enjoy anything that can be put under 
the heading of fun. Girls, won’t you sling 
some ink my way? I have oodles of inter­
esting things to write about.

T e x a s  T o m b o y .

Boys, help him pass the time.
D ea r  M is s  M o r r is : May I enter your

Comer? I ’m a young man of twenty-six, 
live in a small Southern town, and get lone­
some. I would appreciate hearing from 
Pals all over the world, especially from 
South America. I enjoy sports, music, the 
theater, making friends, and like to write 
letters. O j.iv e r ,

Barbie has lived abroad.
D e a r  M is s  M o r r is : Pen Pals every-

'where, how about taking me for your 
friend? I ’m a peppy teen-age girl who 
loves fun and sports. I’ve lived abroad for 
seven years, and will gladly tell you all 
about it, and more about myself in my first 
letters. All Pals between fifteen and eight­
een are welcome, and I promise to answer 
every letter I get. B a r b ie .

She’s ready and waiting.
D e a r  M is s  M o r r is : I ’m a Greek girl of 

twenty living in New York City, and 
would love to hear from Greek girls in 
California, Florida, and Chicago, although 
every one is welcome. I am working as 
waitress, like plenty of good, clean fun, and 
intend to do a lot of traveling first chance 
I get. Maybe I ’ll meet some of you per­
sonally. , G r e e k  G ir l .

Who wants to hear all about 
Maine?

D e a r  M is s  M o r r is : I s there room in
your Corner for another lonesome girl? I 
have brown hair and eyes, live in Maine, 
am interested in every one and everything, 
and hope to hear from girls of any age. 
I  promise to answer all letters and be a 
true-blue Pen Pal. Girls, give me a chance 
to write to you. C a r o i.en e  C.

Every one between seventeen and 
thirty-five is eligible.

D e a r  M is s  M o r r is : I ’m a stenographer 
of twenty-six, married, and very' anxious 
to hear from single and married Pen Pals 
all over the world. Every one between sev­

enteen and thirty-five will be more than 
welcome. I live in Iowa, and feel sure I 
can make my replies lively and interesting.

M o in e s e t t e .

She loves to skate and dance.
D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : Girls of sixteen or 

over, how about dropping me a line? I ’m 
a girl with dark eyes and light hair, very 
fond of skating and dancing, and a con­
firmed letter writer. I live in Ohio, like to 
meet people, make friends, and will answer 
all letters. Why not take me for your Pen 
Pal? M e d a .

Akron Vi wants older Pals.
D ea r  M is s  M o r r is : Won’t you help a

widow of forty find some one to correspond 
with? I have one child, and get very lone­
some. Don’t let my age frighten you 
away. Pals. I enjoy' dancing, riding, love a 
nice home, and am fond of keeping house. 
I make friends easily, and will answer every 
letter I  get. A k r o n  V i .

He gets a lot of fun out of life.
D e a r  M iss  M o r r is : I ’d like some Pen

Pals, too. I ’m a young American-Polish 
man of twenty-one, with blond hair, blue 
eyes, have traveled all over the United 
States, and have lots of very interest­
ing things to write about. At present I am 
living in Pennsylvania, and get rather lone­
some. I usually get lots of fun out of life 
in general, am considered friendly', easy­
going, and enjoy meeting people.

Z y g m u n t .

Girls, you’ll surely like Adelle,
D e a r  M iss  M o r r is : Please print my

plea in your Corner. I ’m a blue-eyed 
young woman with dark hair, tall, slim, 
enjoy sports, dancing, bridge, traveling, and 
collect books and stamps. I want to hear 
from Pals between twenty-five and forty. 
I am now living close to New York City, 
and will answer all letters received.

A d e l l e .

Fifteen-year-olds, send a letter to 
this Pal.

D ea r  M is s  M o r r is : I ’m very' anxious
to correspond with girls of my' age, fifteen. 
I am fond of outdoor sports, have many 
interesting hobbies, and will gladly ex­
change snapshots with any one who writes 
to me. How about it, Pals? I ’m eager to 
hear from every one of you.

L it t l e  A u d r e y ,
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Girls, lend Jinny a hand.
D e ar  M iss  M o r r is : I ’ve never had a

Pen Pal and would love to write letters to 
lonesome girls all over the country. I ’m a 
teen-age girl with gray eyes, brown hair, a 
cheerful disposition, and will try hard to 
make my replies peppy and interesting. 
Pals, give me a chance to write to you. 
I ’m sure we can be friends. J in n y .

Bonnie M .’s work is very interest­
ing.

D e a r  M is s  M o r r is : No one can be
more anxious for Pen Pals than I, so here’s 
hoping every one will answer my plea. I ’m 
a young woman of twenty-seven, live in 
North Dakota, have been married and di­
vorced, like to dance, enjoy outdoor sports, 
and my work is decorating novelties. I 
also collect match covers, and hope to hear 
from at least one Pal in every State in the 
Union. B o n n ie  M .

Exchange post cards and snap­
shots with her.

D ear  M iss  M o r r is : After reading your
Corner, I ’ve decided to ask you to find 
room for me. I ’m a good-natured girl nine­
teen years of age, have brown hair and 
eyes, enjoy sports, and will exchange snap­
shots and picture post cards with any one 
who answers my plea. Come on, girls, let’s 
get acquainted! C e c e l ia .

New Yorkers, here’s a future visi­
tor.

D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : I ’m a young Jew­
ish man twenty-four years of age, live in 
Canada, and hope to hear from Pen Pals 
in New York as I ’m thinking of visiting 
that city before long. Of course, every­
body is welcome, and I promise to answer 
all letters that come my way. Let’s go, 
boys! O t t a w a  J a c k .

You can write to her either in 
English or Swedish.

D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : This is a plea from 
a middle-aged woman who has been a 
shut-in for several years. I have a good 
education, am considered friendly, good- 
natured, and you can write to me either 
in English or Swedish. I like to read, 
crochet, and do all kinds of fancy work. 
Please, Pals, whatever your age, drop me 
a  line . A l m a  M a r ie .

Two Pals at a throw.
D ear  M iss  M o r r is : We are two y ou n g

girls fifteen and fourteen years of age, in­
terested in sports, making friends, writing 
letters, and promise prompt replies. We 
want to correspond with Pals of any age, 
regardless of where they hail from. Won’t 
all you girls please hurry and answer this 
plea? We live in Pennsylvania.

M a r e y  a n d  J e a n .

Time hangs heavy on her hands.
D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : May another lone­

some girl enter your Friendliest Corner? 
I ’m twenty-one, fond of reading, Inking, 
listening to the radio and writing letters. 
I live in a small town in New York State 
and get very lonesome. So please, girls, re­
gardless of age, don’t hesitate to write to 
me. G r a y -e y e d  M a r g e .

Two lonesome Pals from Missouri.
D ear  M iss  M o r r is : We are two very 

lonely girls from Missouri, eager to corre­
spond with Pen Pals all over the country. 
W'e have oodles of interesting things to 
talk about, and promise faithfully to an­
swer all letters. How about it, Pals, won’t 
you sling a little ink our way? We’ll be 
waiting. B l o x d ie  a n d  R e d h e a d .

She’s anxious to hear from Pals 
far and near.

D e a r  M iss  M o r r is : I ’m especially
anxious to correspond with girls from for­
eign countries, but every one is welcome. 
I ’m a New York girl of twenty-two, have 
blond hair, brown eyes, interested in every 
one and everything, and promise prompt 
replies. Who’ll be the first to write to me?

V il l a g e  Q u e e n .

Another New York Pal.
D ear  M iss  M o r r is : This is an S O S

from a golden-haired girl of sixteen. I live 
in Brooklyn, New York, and my chief 
hobby is collecting handkerchiefs. I ’d love 
to exchange snapshots and handkerchiefs 
with girls all over the world. I ’m inter­
ested in sports, and adore writing long, 
newsy letters. A r l e t t e .

Two lively girls from Oklahoma.
D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : Pals, how about 

giving two lonesome girls a hand? We are 
in our teens, can tell you all about life in
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the West, enjoy outdoor sports, horseback 
riding, will exchange snapshots, and prom­
ise speedy replies. Let’s go, girls!

O k l a h o m a  K id s ,

Give her a chance, Pals.
D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : It would make me

very happy to hear from Pals who really 
appreciate sincere friendship. I’m a girl of 
seventeen, live in Iowa, enjoy dancing, 
movies, horseback riding, and will gladly 
exchange snapshots with all who write to 
me. Pals, give me a chance to show you 
what a good friend I can be.

H a p p y  S a l l ie .

Here’s the Pal you’ve been wait­
ing for, girls.

D ea r  M is s  M o r r is : This is my first
plea for Pen Pals, and I’m hoping to hear 
from every one who reads my plea. I ’m a 
girl twenty-five years of age, interested in 
art, collecting stamps, poetry, reading, 
most outdoor sports, and anything else that 
keeps me busy and happy. I adore danc­
ing, too. Girls, if you want a faithful cor­
respondent, be sure to give me a break.

W a it in g  M a r ia n e .

A Nebraska high-school girl.
D e ar  M iss  M o r r is : Calling all Pen

Pals! I’m a high-school girl, fond of outdoor 
sports, live in Nebraska, will gladly ex­
change snapshots, and would especially 
love to hear from Pals in Hawaii, the 
Philippine Islands, England, and Canada. 
Please, girls, don’t pass me by.

Leta L.

She collects autographs of movie 
stars.

D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : Please fin d  me
some Pen Pals, I ’m a girl of sixteen, live 
in Canada, collect autographs of movie 
stars, and can tell lots of interesting stories 
about this part of the world. Come on. 
girls, let’s be friends. I ’ll answer all let­
ters that come my way. O n t a r io  J e a n .

She can play the piano.
D ea r  M is s  M o r r is : Have you room in 

your Corner for a sixteen-year-old Colorado 
girl? I live in the city of Denver, and fee) 
sure I can make my letters really interest­
ing. I ’m fond of outdoor sports, collect 
pictures of movie stars, and can play the 
piano. Pen Pals everywhere, please give 
m e  a  chance. G e a n e t t e .

Lenn knows about life behind the 
footlights.

D ea r  M iss  M o r r is : I’m a  young man
in my early twenties, have appeared pro­
fessionally on the stage, interested in art, 
singing, dancing, and can play the piano 
and organ. I also write stories, plays, and 
enjoy making friends. All letters are wel­
come, and prompt replies are guaranteed.

L e n n .

A lovely souvenir to the first Pal 
, who writes.

D e a r  M iss  M o r r is : I ’m a young mar­
ried woman of twenty-five, live in Chicago, 
and would love to correspond with single 
and married Pals of my age. I’ll send a 
lovely souvenir to the very first Pen Pal, 
and promise to answer all letters received. 
I have a son two years of age, but manage 
to find time for the things I like to do, and 
writing letters is my pet hobby.

M atsele.

She longs for Western Pen Pals.
D ea r  M is s  M o r r is : D o  you think

some of the Western Pen Pals would care 
to write to me? I ’m a young girl with 
brown hair and eyes, fond of swimming, 
dancing, writing letters, and am simply 
crazy about the West, especially Utah, 
Oregon, Arizona, Colorado, and Texas. I 
will answer letters promptly.

C h r is t in e  W.

This lonely bachelor enjoys mak­
ing friends.

D e a r  M is s  M o r r is : One of the real
joys in life. I think, is being able to make 
friends. I ’m a lonely bachelor of forty, 
live in Canada, and would appreciate hear­
ing from Fen Pals of any age, regardless of 
where they hail from. I hope you will find 
room in your Comer to print my plea, be­
cause I ’m really anxious to hear from a few 
sincere correspondents. J a m e s  F.

She writes poetry and short sto­
ries.

D e a r  M i s s  M o r r i s : I ’m a lively, am­
bitious young girl with brown hair and 
eyes, and want to hear from girls every­
where. I enjoy outdoor sports, collect 
stamps, write poetry and short stories, and 
planning to become a journalist some day. 
Please, girls, let’s get together. I live in
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Missouri, and would love to have you tell 
me all about your hobbies and interests.

Sugar Creek Dee.
Wouldn’t you like to hear all 

about cowboys and ranch life?
D ea r  M is s  M o r r is : Here’s hoping

you’ll print my plea. I ’m a married woman 
twenty-one years of age, have traveled in 
the West, can tell lots of interesting sto­
ries about cowboys, ranch life, and also 
about my home State, Texas. I enjoy 
dancing, hunting, fishing, making friends, 
and writing letters. P ec o s  L o u .

She’s especially fond of dancing.
D e a r  M iss  M o r r is : This is another

S 0  S for Pen Pals who like to write let­
ters. I ’m a friendly young girl fond of out­
door sports, especially dancing, live in Win­
nipeg, and hope to hear from Pen Pals all 
over the world. Please, girls, don’t hesi­
tate to drop me a few lines. I ’ll tell you 
more about myself later. M e r l e  W.

Pals, send a letter to Alabama 
Boys.

D e a r  M is s  M o r r is : We are two very
lonesome young fellows in our teens, like 
outdoor sports, including horseback riding, 
bail games and boxing. We’ll exchange 
snapshots with any one, and hope to hear 
from at least two Pals in every State in the 
Union. Boys, hurry and write to

A l a b a m a  B o y s .

Are you her birthday twin?
D e a r  M is s  M o r r is : I ’v e  m a d e  a  n u m ­

b e r  o f  fr ien d s th rou g h  y o u r  C orn er , bu t 
n ow  I  h a v e  tim e fo r  m ore  letters, an d  w ou ld  
like t o  hear from  girls w h ose b ir th d a y  falls

on April 12th. My hobbies are collecting, 
stamps, picture post cards, and I hope to 
be a singer some day. I enjoy sports, and 
promise prompt and lively replies to all let­
ters. Girls, please write to

April’s Child.

Western life fascinates her.
D e a r  M iss  M o r r is : Won’t some one

take me for a Pen Pal? I ’m a teen-age 
girl, considered good-looking, fond of sports, 
and would love to be a cowgirl because 
Western life simply fascinates me. How­
ever, the nearest I ’ll probably ever get to 
it will be in letters—if some of you Western 
Pals will take pity on a lonesome Ohio girl 
and drop me a line. Who’ll be the first?

C u r l y  o f  O h io .

Discuss outdoor sports with him.
D e a r  M iss  M o r r is : Who wants a Pen

Pal from Oklahoma? I ’m a young fellow 
in my late teens, like horseback riding, 
dancing and outdoor sports. I'll exchange 
snapshots, and will answer letters promptly. 
Fellows everywhere, write and let’s discuss 
outdoor sports. I can tell you much that 
is interesting about life in the West.

Davis.

She’s especially interested in in­
terior decorating.

D e ar  M is s  M o r r is : I want to hear
from high-school girls of any age. I ’m a 
peppy Arkansas girl, go to high school, en­
joy skating, hiking, outdoor sports, making 
friends, and best of all, writing long, 
chummy letters. I ’m especially interested 
in interior decorating. Please, Pals, write 
to me. I ’ll exchange snapshots.

E thelyn.

Miss Mary Morris will see to it that you will be able to make friends 
with other readers, though thousands of miles may separate you. It must be 
understood that Miss Morris will undertake to exchange letters only between 
men and men, boys and boys, women and women, girls and girls. All reason­
able care will be exercised in the introduction of correspondents. I f any 
unsatisfactory letters are received by our readers, the publishers would 
appreciate their being sent to them. Please sign your name and address when 
writing. Be sure to inclose forwarding postage when sending letters, so that 
mail can be forwarded. We are not responsible for money (coins) sent 
through the mail.

Address Miss Mary Morris, Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine, 
79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.



THE FRIEND IN NEED
Conducted by

Laura Alston Brown
Well-known Authority on Love and Marriage

HAS the modem girl less charm 
than the girls of another gen­
eration? Beryl claims that 

never before have women had to 
scheme and plan as they now do in 
order to attract the attention of 
men. What is it that has changed 
man from the pursuing cavalier to 
the elusive male? The answer is—  
the same force that has changed 
women from helpless, clinging-vine 
creatures to independent, self-suffi­
cient individuals. That force is mod­
ern economic conditions. Men and 
women are on a par, both work side 
by side, and very often it is the 
woman who gets the larger pay 
check. No wonder there is a dearth 
of big he-men in this modem age. 
No wonder men are not especially 
keen on marriage. They resent the 
weaker sex’s independence, and 
women’s equality with men, if not 
superiority, discourages the Galahad 
type of love-making.

However, read with me Beryl’s 
letter and see if you agree with her.

D ear M rs. Brown; I have often no- 
tieeii letters from girls who moan about 
how hard a time they are having finding

men and getting married. I ’m a business 
girl of twenty-two and, I suppose, have 
the same trouble, although at this time 
it doesn’t really worry me because I have 
a wonderful position and marriage is not 
in my present scheme of tilings.

It seems to me, however, that one of 
the reasons why modem girls have such a 
hard time getting their men is because 
they don’t know how to cultivate charm 
and are not as appealing as were the girls 
of years ago. For instance, my grand­
mother is certainly an old lady but she 
has far more charm than any young girl 
I know. For some mysterious reason, 
when boys come to see me and she hap­
pens to be in the room, they act as if they 
would just as soon spend the evening with 
her. The same goes for my mother; every­
body adores her.

Then, too, so many girls to-day are in 
the business field that men have become 
used to them, know all their little tricks, 
and when they go out with a girl there 
is nothing especially exciting or marvelous 
about the date, except if they happen to 
be extremely in love or engaged to be 
married.

Another thing that is all wrong is that 
men are spoiled and far too much catered 
to. Most girls don’t hesitate to telephone 
a man. Did girls do that twenty or more 
years ago? My mother thinks that al­
though there were fewer girl college gradu­
ates in her day, almost every girl had 
more than one beau trailing her. When 
men break dates they are eagerly for­
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given, and the so-called romance goes on 
and on. I know three girls who have been 
engaged for at least three years and are 
still in the dark as to exactly when they 
will get married. It is not because the 
boys in question are not earning enough 
to provide homes for their wives, either. 
It’s just that they like their freedom too 
well—the men, I mean.

Girls go riding with boys and permit 
themselves to be petted and pawed over 
as payment for being taken out. I’ve met 
many young men and had loads of dates, 
but as none of the boys seemed serious I 
made it clear that cheapening love-making 
was out of my line. I sincerely hope I 
don’t sound like a prude. I ’m really very 
jolly, good-natured, and well-liked.

Do other readers think as I do? If my 
letter is printed, I would love to hear what 
other girls think of my ideas and point 
of view, and whether or not they agree 
■with me. B e r y l .

Is it really much harder for the 
modern girl to find a husband than 
it was for the old-fashioned girl? I 
believe that girls to-day are as much, 
if not more, charming than the girls 
of yesterday. But what do you 
think, family? Let us have your 

opinion.

D e a r  M rs. B r o w n : I ’m a good-looking 
girl, smoke and drink once in a while, and 
love to make friends. I have recently 
broken up with a boy I went with for 
nearly two years, and started going to 
dances with a group of boys and girls, 
though I had no particular escort. Then 
I  met Bob and fell for him. We went out 
a few times together and he asked me to go 
steady with him. He acted funny—I mean, 
he gave me the impression that if I didn’t 
say “Yes” he would probably drop me, and 
I didn’t want to lose him.

However, although we were quite happy 
together, he never wanted to take me danc­
ing, and sometimes said that I liked danc­
ing more than I liked him. That was not 
true, and I tried to convince him he was 
wrong, but he wouldn’t believe me, and 
finally I had to stop going to dances. All 
this time he was telling me how much he 
cared for me, and now I don’t know what 
to think.

Real trouble started when he broke a 
date with me to go to a party to which I 
was not invited. I didn’t care about his 
going out without me, but he didn’t even

tell me that he was not coming to see me, 
and I waited three hours for him. I hate 
to have my evenings spoiled waiting around 
for some one who is not coming.

After that, he started running around 
with boys and seemed to have no time for 
me, although he still claimed he was in love 
with me and wanted me to continue being 
his steady girl. But there was no fun in 
that. He broke dates with me, and didn’t 
seem anxious to take me anywhere. But 
he always had time to go places with his 
boy friends.

Three weeks ago I told him I didn’t 
think he cared much for me because he 
hardly ever came to see me, and he said 
I was the only girl in the world for him. 
But since then he hasn’t mentioned love 
when he came over, and I can’t help think­
ing that he doesn’t really love me. Should 
I continue waiting around for him as I 
have been doing, or would it be best for 
me to have other boy friends? I’m still 
fond of him and hate to think of not see­
ing him any more, but my mother says I ’m 
young and shouldn’t tie myself down to 
any one for a while—at least, not until a 
boy comes along with an engagement ring.

I  w ou ld  m ore  th an  a p p rec ia te  y o u r  a d ­
v ice . B r o w n ie .

Some young men are so intent 
upon what they call having a good 
time, that they fail to stop and re­
flect as to what true love really 
means. T o them, anything from 
liking a girl to being infatuated with 
her is covered by the word “ love.”  
Judging from your letter, it seems to 
me that this boy cannot be very 
much in love with you if he is so 
thoughtless of your feelings.

But perhaps a dose of his own 
medicine might wake him up. Try 
to appear indifferent as to whether 
or not he comes to see you, and date 
other boys. Pretend that you do 
not miss him, and once in a while, 
when he wants to see you, say you 
already have another appointment. 
If he objects to your dating other 
young men, tell him that since he 
seems to be having a good time with 
other friends, you see no reason why 
you should stay cooped up at home. 
If he fails to become more attentive,
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it will mean that he is not really in 
love with you and, in that case, it 
would be foolish on your part to 
spend any more time worrying 
about him. There is always lots 
more fish in the sea, you know.

D e a r  M r s . B r o w n : I followed your ad­
vice, and am now going steady with the 
young man I love, but what worries me is 
that I ’m not sure he really loves me. Here 
is the trouble.

Before I started going with Jerry he was 
engaged to another girl, and when she jilted 
him he was heartbroken. And although he 
claims that he now loves me, often when he 
comes to see me he talks about this other 
girl, and says that he loved her in a dif­
ferent way than he loves me. But I can’t 
understand that. Do you think he still 
loves her and is merely going with me in 
order to forget her?

Another thing that puzzles me is that I 
have heard he dates a young woman I 
know, but whenever I mention her name— 
I used to be friendly with this girl—he in­
sists that I stop talking about her and that 
I mustn’t be friends with her any more 
because she has a poor reputation. I have 
begun to doubt his love; sometimes I tliink 
he dates this girl.

Recently, he has been telling me that 
when a man and girl are in love, love is 
the only thing that counts, and that he 
sees no reason why we should wait for mar­
riage. But I told him I ’ve always been a 
good girl and can’t see things his way, al­
though he says he will love me all the 
more, if that is possible. I don’t know what 
to do. I love him so much I would do al­
most anything for him, but I have decided 
to write and ask you for advice.

Lately, although he insists that he loves 
me, I have not been very happy. Do you 
think I am wasting my time on him? I ’ll 
appreciate your opinion. W o r r ie d .

Whenever a man makes an effort 
to convince a woman that he will 
love her more if she will disregard 
conventions, it only shows that he 
is selfish and loves no one but him­
self. You doubt his love for you be­
cause, subconsciously, you know 
that he does not love and respect 
you as a man should love and re­
spect the woman he intends to make 
his wife. And although it may cause

you considerable heartache, the best 
thing to do is to make it clear to him 
that he is not the type of man who 
can make you happy, and drop him.

Whether or not he is still in love 
with the girl he was engaged to is 
something I cannot tell you. But if 
he persists in talking about her, 
obviously she is not out of his mind. 
It also shows that he is not as much 
in love with you as he wants you to 
believe.

Judging from all you say about 
this young man, this romance does 
not seem very encouraging, and I 
would suggest that you have other 
men friends before you decide to 
marry any one. Marriage, as most of 
us know, is such an important step in 
a girl’s life, that it is better to go 
slow and be sure, than rush into it 
and be sorry. So take your time, 
and don’t marry any man unless you 
can feel reasonably sure that he is 
the one with whom you can be 
happy. And, remember, an uncer­
tain lover makes a poor husband.

D ea r  M r s . B r o w n : When I was seven­
teen I ran away from home and married a 
boy of whom my parents didn’t approve 
because he never came to our house. But 
I was in love with him and used to sneak 
out to see him. He was twenty-one.

I thought he loved me and that we 
would be happy after we were married, 
but because I used to sneak out to meet 
him, he now thinks that I am not to be 
trusted, and that when lie is away from 
home I sneak out to meet other fellows, 
which is not true. He is so jealous that 
he often accuses me of things I wouldn’t 
dream of doing. I’m not a flirt—never 
have been. I ’m a good housekeeper and 
cook, and try hard to get along with him, 
but no matter what I do he isn’t pleased.

When he gets mad he beats me up. I ’ve 
left him several times, and each time he 
came after me and begged me to go back 
to him and give him another chance. But 
he doesn’t change; he’s just the same as 
ever. I feel as if I can’t possibly go on 
like this. My people can’t help me; they 
tell me I ’ve made my choice and will have 
to put up with him.
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He never wants me to go anywhere, not 
even to a movie, and yet he won’t take me 
out. I get so lonesome I’m simply sick 
about everything. I used to be popular 
and can have lots of friends now, but he 
says I should be satisfied to stay home now 
that I have a husband.

When we were first married I was madly 
in love with him, but now I feel as if I 
hate him, though I ’m afraid to talk back to 
him. I’m young, not yet twenty, and feel 
as if my life were over. I think I deserve 
a little pleasure, don’t you? Is there any­
thing that I can do to change my life, or 
must I go on being miserable? Please ad­
vise me, as there’s no one else I can tell 
my troubles to. AXXa J.

No wife should permit her hus­
band to mistreat her in any way. 
A woman should always remember 
that she should stand up for herself, 
and if she demands respect and con­
sideration, she will get it. Why not 
make it clear to your husband that 
he cannot treat you as a slave? The 
next time he goes into a tantrum 
and begins to accuse you of flirting, 
laugh it off, and try to show him 
how silly it is on his part to cultivate 
such ideas. If he remains unreason­
able, leave the room, or go to a 
movie or for a walk, until he cools 
off.

As for not being able to have 
friends or go anywhere, you have as 
much right to a reasonable amount 
of personal freedom as he has. In­
vite your friends to your home, 
whether your husband likes the idea 
or not. After all, you are not a 
child to be told what you can and 
cannot do. Once you show some in­
dependence, he will get used to the 
idea that he cannot bully you.

I don’t mean that you should 
quarrel and make scenes. Talk 
things over whenever his temper 
doesn’t run away with him, and 
assert yourself in a quiet but deter­
mined manner. If you act as if you 
are afraid of him, it will not help 
establish a more understanding re­
lationship between you.

D e a r  M r s . B r o w n : D o you think sev­
enteen is too young to marry? I ’m a 
high-school girl and have always been 
rather independent. But my parents, espe­
cially my father, are very strict and won’t 
allow me to brings boj's to the house. So 
for about a year I have been sneaking out 
to meet a boy I love. He is twenty-three, 
has steady work, and tells me he loves me.

I am very unhappy because my parents 
are so unreasonable. All the gills 1 know 
are allowed to have friends. I don’t ex­
pect to be able to go everywhere and with 
any one, but I can’t even go to a party. 
Of course, I realize that sneaking out to 
meet a boy is not the right thing to do, but 
I am being forced to do this. My father 
tells me I can have boy friends when I ’m 
eighteen, and not a day before. He doesn’t 
know that I’m in love with this boy.

Please don’t tell me that I ’m too young 
to be in love. Lots of girls of my age are 
married. We are planning to get married 
next year, when I’m through school. This 
boy doesn’t date any one else. He used 
to be wild and ran around with all kinds 
of girls, but now he has changed so much 
that I ’m more than ever sure he really 
loves me. I have high ideals of love and 
the man I want to marry, and he is trying 
to live up to my ideals. Don’t you think 
we will be happy?

He is begging me to marry him when 
I graduate next spring, but my girl friends 
tell me to wait. Between him and my girl 
friends, I don’t know what to do. If we 
could date like other young people, and 
if he could come to our house, it would 
be a lot easier for both of us. But this 
way, meeting on street corners, holding 
hands in the movies, is making things 
rather bard for us. He has a married 
friend, and I could meet him at their home, 
but if any one found out and told my 
parents they might suspect the worst, and 
I couldn’t stand it if any one thought I 
was doing something wrong.

Is there any way I can make my par­
ents see things from my point of view, and 
do you think I should go ahead and marry 
this boy when I ’m through school? Please 
don’t think I’m only a silly schoolgirl. 
I ’m rather grown up for my age and know 
what I ’m talking about.

J a n e t  o f  St . L o u is .

Yes, my dear, lots of girls of your 
age are married, but it doesn’t fol­
low that they are happily married, 
or that they and their husbands are 
as well suited to one another as they
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might be. Of course, there are al­
ways exceptions to the rule. But it 
is rather hard for a sixteen-year-old 
girl to choose the right man, because 
at that age a girl hasn’t had much 
experience in making comparisons 
among men and picking out the one 
with whom she can be really happy.

A year is not a long time. Wait 
until you are graduated, then think 
it over as to whether or not you still 
want to marry this young man. 
Meanwhile, both of you should feel 
free to have other friends and not 
remain tied to each other.

It is unfortunate that your 
parents fail to realize that by being 
too strict, they are merely driving 
you to meet your friends outside the 
home. Couldn’t you talk things 
over with your mother first, and ask 
her to appeal to your father? Surely 
he wouldn’t want you to meet your 
friends on street corners! Better 
yet, why not ask him this question 
yourself? Your parents mean well, 
but they ought to remember that 
youth will find its own way. Per­
haps if your father became ac­
quainted with this young man he 
would withdraw his objections. 
Don’t be afraid to face facts, or to 
talk matters over with your parents.

D e a r  M r s . B r o w n : I ’m a very lonely,
unhappy girl of twenty, and hope that you 
will be able to help me find a way to lead 
a happier life.

I ’m living with my mother and step­
father. My mother is very sweet and 
good, but my stepfather is mean and selfish, 
always ready to quarrel about the small­
est thing, even if he is in the wrong. 
Mother and I are a little afraid of him. 
He doesn’t like me to have men friends, 
and after my unhappy experience I would 
like nothing better than to meet a man 
who would be sincere and offer me a home.

Last year I fell in love with a boy who 
lived in a near-by town. He seemed to 
be the type of man most girls dream about. 
He came to see me quite often, and then 
my stepfather told him to stay away. 
That only made us meet on the sly, and

sometimes we even went to his apartment 
because there was no other place for us 
to stay. Of course, I didn’t realize what 
these meetings might lead to, and in the 
spring I found out that I was to become 
a mother.

I told him about it, and he said that 
just as soon as he found a job we would 
be married. My mother was very good 
to me, but my stepfather was meaner than 
ever. He went out with a gun after this 
boy, trying to make him marry me right 
away. This boy said he would, but instead 
of that he left town and I haven’t seen or 
heard from him since. I tried to tell my 
stepfather that he ought to have minded 
Ills own business, and that it was his fault 
this boy left town, but he only told me to 
shut up.

My baby is two months old, and I am 
at a loss what to do now. My stepfather 
is always nagging, but my mother is very 
good to me and takes care of the baby. I 
feel as if I have nothing to live for. I still 
love my boy friend, and can’t help wishing 
he would come back. I don’t know where 
his parents live; he was staying with a 
friend in the next town when I met him. 
They don’t know where he went, so I have 
no way of finding out what he means to 
do. Maybe he will never come back.

I would like to go away, but I hate the 
idea of leaving my mother alone with my 
stepfather because he is so mean. Some­
times I think if I could somehow make a 
fresh start, I would lie happier, but I 
don’t know how to go about it. The peo­
ple I used to be friendly with before this 
happened have turned away from me. I 
haven’t any friends, stay home all the time 
and feel so miserable I ’d like to die, al­
though, of course, I know I have to go on 
for my baby’s sake. Is there anything I 
ran do to get out of this awful situation? 
My stepfather says no man will marry me 
now. Do you think that’s true? Please 
give me some advice. D isco u rag ed  B e a .

Life is never so hopeless that we 
can’t do something to make it worth 
while again. I understand, of 
course, that under the circum­
stances, you don’t like the idea of 
leaving your mother. But you have 
your own and your baby’s future 
to think of, and should try to 
make something of your life. Pay 
no attention to your stepfather’s 
statement that no man will want to
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marry you after what’s happened. 
The best of us can make mistakes, 
and some day, if your baby’s father 
fails to come back and keep his word 
to marry you, I ’m sure you will meet 
a man who will be trustworthy and 
eager to make you really happy, and 
who will not object to giving your 
child a name.

I see no reason why you should 
put up with your stepfather’s tan­
trums and unreasonable attitude, 
when you can live your own life. It 
will not be easy, but if you can find 
work, perhaps you could move else­
where, and have your baby with 
you. If that is not possible, you 
might be able to send your mother 
something toward the baby’s sup­
port, and then your stepfather will 
not have so much to grumble about.

No matter how hopeless your life 
may seem now, you must not give 
up hope that, somehow, you can 
make it more pleasant. It is up to 
you, Bea. But don’t forget, you 
must start the ball rolling yourself. 
Sitting still and waiting for some­
thing to happen is futile. You can 
have a happier life, but you must 
make up your mind to get busy and 
do something about it. One mistake 
need not spoil your entire life, unless 
you let it.

So cheer up, and disregard the fact 
that old friends have turned away 
from you. If your mother does not 
mind looking after the baby for you 
until you can arrange to take care 
of it yourself, I would suggest that 
you try to find work in another 
town, and stop worrying about the 
future. By keeping busy you will 
have less time to think about your 
unhappy experience, and the future 
will take care of itself. Keep up 
your courage.

D e a r  M r s . B r o w n : Ever since I mar­
ried I’ve had to work, practically support 
my husband, and pay all the bills because

he seldom has steady work. I ’m getting 
very discouraged. I ’m twenty-two, and 
employed as practical nurse. I am hoping 
that before long I ’ll have the opportunity 
to enter into training and become a gradu­
ate nurse. I am not very strong, and that 
is holding me back.

But to get back to my problem. It’s so 
hard to be patient, worrying about bills, 
food, clothes, and the fact that my hus­
band is not very ambitious. If I were not 
willing to work, we would often have gone 
without food. He is good in other ways, 
like helping me around the house when I’m 
sick, but if he would hold down a job we 
could be much more comfortable. I can’t 
understand him at times. He smokes a lot, 
and sometimes when there was no money 
to buy cigarettes, he would tell me to go 
to a neighbor and try to borrow a few 
cents.

Since we’ve been married he has never 
spent a cent on clothes for me, mainly 
because what he earned was only enough 
for the things he needed. He doesn’t drink 
or run around with other women, and I ’m 
glad of that, but I do think a man should 
try to find work so that his wife could 
stay home and keep house. Before we 
were married he had a good job and said 
he’d never want to see me go to work. 
But a few months afterward, he gave up 
his job because he wanted to work out­
doors, and ever since then he has had only 
temporary jobs.

We have no children, and I’m not actu­
ally sorry, because life would be all the 
harder. While I don’t mind doing my 
share, I get so tired of carrying all the 
responsibilities. I don’t know what to do 
about this situation. If we separate, it will 
not help because divorce is out of the ques­
tion. I know I ’m not perfect, but I try 
hard to make my husband happy and can’t 
understand why he seems so indifferent 
where household expenses are concerned.

Please tell me what you think I ought to 
do. At times I get so disgusted, life doesn’t 
seem worth living. But I’m anxious to do 
the right thing. Sa n d ie .

It certainly is not fair of your hus­
band to expect you to shoulder all 
the expenses of keeping up the 
home. If he were disabled in some 
way and couldn’t work, that would 
be a different story. But if he can 
work, it is time that he stopped tak­
ing an unfair advantage of you.

I would urge you to have a seri­
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ous talk with him and try to make 
clear the tact that you cannot go on 
forever 'ike this, and that you ex­
pect him to keep the promise he 
made at the time of your marriage. 
The least he can do now, if what he 
makes is not- enough to cover ail 
bills, is to share expenses.

If your husband refuses to make 
a serious effort to find a permanent 
job, or to contribute toward th'e 

" household expenses when he is work­
ing, I suggest that you try more 
drastic measures. In that case, sup­
pose you deliberately give up your 
own position and make it clear to 
your husband that it is his obliga­
tion to support you? Certainly, you 
should not encourage his lack of 
ambition by continuing to bear the 
financial burden on your shoulders.

But I am sure that such action 
will not be necessary. He will, no 
doubt, see things from a different 
point of view if you explain your at­
titude clearly. Be firm and try to 
make him understand that if he per­
sists in his actions, both of you will 
become more and more unhappy as 
time goes by.

D ear M rs. Brown: M y  trouble is that
the girl I ’m  in love with is keeping me 
on the string along with two other fel­
lows, and I can’t seem to  induce her to  
make a choice. I ’ve been dating ffer for a 
year, and know she was very fond of me. 
I ’m  still as much in love with her as ever. 
W hen I first started going with her we used 
to  be very jealous of each other, and she 
sometimes accused me of dating other girls, 
but I  didn't.

Anyw ay, at a dance about six months 
ago, she met two young men and took a

liking to them from the start. Each oi 
them has a car, and they date her as often 
as they can. I  didn’t know she was going 
out with these boys until recently. I 
haven’t a car, and can’t spend as much 
money when I take her out as these other 
fellows do. I ’ve asked her time and again 
to make a choice instead of keeping us on 
a string, but she always tell me she doesn’t 
know which one she likes best.

For about a m onth she has been dating 
one boy more often than me, and I ’m  begin­
ning to think it’s hopeless to hang on much 
longer. I  still love her and don’t care to  
date any one else, and w'ould certainly 
like to know if I  should keep on going 
with her until she decides whom she cares 
for, or if I  should stop seeing her. I  know  
she is fond of me, but it burns me up 
when I think that she m ay like one of 
these tw'o other fellows better.

I ’m fairly patient, but you know a fellow 
gets tired of waiting without any sign of 
hope. Please advise, B a r t .

Don’t you think it is quite pos­
sible that this girl really likes all 
three of you, and is not sure which 
boy she likes best? Why not give 
her the benefit of the doubt? I 
would suggest that you continue to 
be patient, and keep right on being 
friendly with her. Date her when­
ever you can, but it may help a little 
if you dated another girl once in a 
while. If this girl happens to be in 
love with you but does not realize 
it, the danger of losing you to an­
other girl may wake her up. More 
often than not, a little competition 
brings good results. So don’t get 
discouraged, or be afraid that she 
may already be in love with one of 
the other boys. If she were, she 
would not keep all of you on the 
string.

Mrs. Brown will be glad to solve problems on which you desire advice. 
Your letters will be regarded confidentially and signatures will be withheld.

Although Mrs. Brown receives more letters than she can possibly print, 
she answers all the others by mail. So, lay your problem before her with the 
knowledge that it will have her full attention.

Address Mrs. Laura Alston Brown, Street & Smith’s Love Story 
Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.
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KNOW ELECTRICITY
as Experts Know It !

—a n d get an expert’s pay
R ecovery  has begun! T h e  months ahead are 
charged with significance and expectation W hat 
will you do to get the jum p on the other fel low? 
Thousands o f  men have used

The Croft Library of 
PRACTICAL ELECTRICITY

7 VOLUMES, 3000 PAGES, 2100 ILLUSTRATIONS

THE Croft Library is a complete electrical educator. It is 
founded on practice— on work as it is actually done. It is 

jammed from cover to cover with the kind of hardheaded facts you 
want. Written so that the beginner can easily understand it, yet 
so sound, so thorough, that it is the guide of 59,000 highly paid 
electrical workers and engineers.

Explains Every Electrical Problem
This Library covers electricity thoroughly. T he sound and usable 
material it offers will enable you to solve easily and quickly all of 
the many electrical problems confronted in daily practice. Begin 
ning with the most simple circuits and an elementary discussion 
of power and electro-magnetic energy, these books advance to the 
most intricate switchboard wiring, telephony, and the operation 
of central stations.
They give you complete information on motors —  generators —  
transformers — circuits —  currents —  switchboards —  distribution 
systems —  installation and repair of electrical machinery -— wiring 
for light and power —  the National Electrical Code —  under­
writers’ requirements —  signal circuits —  mathematics— etc. You 
are taken 'on the job”  and taught electricity from the standpoint of 
finished experience. A short time devoted to these books each day 
will open for you the entire world of electricity and advancement.

NO MONEY DOWN — EASY PAYMENTS
Fill in and mail the coupon attached and we will send 
you the entire set of seven volumes for 10 days’ Free 
Examination. W e take all the risk—-you assume no 
obligation. If you decide to keep the books, send $1.50 
in 10 days and the balance at the rate of $2.00 a month, 

while you use the books. Send the coupon N O W  and see the 
books for \ ourself.

FREE EXAMINATION COUPON
M c G ra w -H ill Book Co., Inc., 3 3 0  W . 4 2 n d  St., New  Y o rk, N. Y .
S*;ml for 10 days’ free examination the Croft Library of Practical Elec­
tricity. If satisfactory I will send you $1.50 in 10 days and $2.00 monthly 
until the price of $10.50 is paid. If not wanted. I will return the books 
postpaid. (To insure prompt shipment, write plainly and fill in all lines.)
Name
Address Position

M m  ............................................... Company.................... .. .SS-7-37

A Combined 
Home-Study Course 

and Reference Library 
o f Master 

Electrical Practice
— electricity, from the simplest 

principles to complete and 
economical operation of a 
central station.

— motors, generators, armatures, 
commutators, transformers, 
circuits, currents, switch­
boards, distribution systems. 

— electrical machinery of every 
type, installation, operation 
and repair.

— wiring for light and power. ^ 
How to do it mechanically 
perfect in accordance with 
the National Electrical Code. 

— illumination in its every 
phase. T he latest and most 
improved methodsof lighting. 
Lamps and lighting effects, 

— signal circuits in detail— from 
simple bell-wiring to intricate 
industrial signal systems.

— -a complete course in mathe­
matics as applied to work. A 
course which refreshes your 
mind, and , you mastery 
of all the short cuts in 
figuring.

— electrical practice complete. 
Electrical practice as experts 
know' it..


