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10 DAYS FREE TRIAL — You're appointed sole judge! If
you'te fully satisfied, after 10 DAY TRIAL period pay only the
small amount stated each month. If you decide you can surpass
these values anywhere just return your selection and we will
immediately refund your entire deposit. That's our “‘Square

Deal" platform.

known fair and square dealing. Elect Your Choice at Once

HERE they arel The people's choice by an overwhelming majority. The MOST POPULAR JEWELRY
ITEMS — offered by Royal — America’s Largest Mail Order Credit Jewelers — at money-saving,
lowest spot cash prices — and on ROYAL'S EASY TERMS. ELECT YOUR CHOICE NOWI! You're sure
to win lasting joy and.happiness in owning a fine, genuine Blue-White Diamond or a Nationally Famous
Wristwatch. Cast your vote ‘for greater jewelry values by sending your order AT ONCE!

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED — Every item is sold with ROYAL'S written gold bond guarantee Backed by 40 years of nationally

NTHS t PAY

10 Mo

$1.00 is all you need now!l — 10 MONTHS TO PAY — It's
easy to open an account with Royal  All you need is a good char-
acter and a steady wage or income. Send only $1.00 to show
good faith and a few personal facts such as age, occupation,
etc. No security — ng red lape — no interest. No direct inquiries.
We ship promptly PREPAID. NO C.O.D. to pay on arrival.

19°
Oniy

SAVE

UP'TO

$2.88 a month
4 Diamonds

LF-1 . . ."Queen of Hearts’ — Perfectly
matched engagement and wedding ring en-
semble of 14K Solid White or Yellow Gold.
The engagement ring is set with a fiery, gen~
uine blue-white diamond of maximum size —
the wedding ring with 3 matched diamonds.
Specity gold desired. Both for only $29.75.
Oniy $2.88a month — less than 10c a day

27"

Square Cluster )
You Save 512.25

LF-2 . . . A dazzling, new, lady's cluster,
expertly set with seven finely matched, bril-
liant, genuine blue-white diamonds. Looks
like a $450.00 square prong solitaire! Hand
engraved 14K Solid Yellow Gold ring. A big
“flash]' and- a $39.75 value! Very specially
priced now at only $27.50. Only $2.65 a
month — less than 9¢ a day.

LF-3 ... A brand new, gent's ring of
richly engraved 10K solid yellow gold:
set‘_wlth fiery, genuine diamond and a

Cabuch style, 1 ngraved
Hematite. Very good looking! Only
$1.66 a month—Iless than 6¢ a day.

AMERICA’S LARGEST

WALTHAM
WATCHES

52975

ROYH

WAIL ORDER CREDIT JE‘V_ELERS JW 'DEPT- 52_M

Less than 7c a day y
The WALTHAM “First Lady”

LF-4 ... The WALTHAM "“First Lady'", — An extraordinary valuel
Lovely baguette type, rectangular, white ehromium fnished caze, Fio-
tory. guaranteed, dependable WALTHAM movement. Link bracelet
to mateh. Designed to sell at $20.75. Now only $10.75. Only $1.88 a
month — less than Teca day.

The WALT”AM ‘QCAND!DATE" 1 1 5
Lessthan 6caday Only

8 LF-5.,.Agreat WALTHANM value!
Round case in the charm and color
of natural gold with new special
stainless steel. rust-resistant back.
lactorv guaranteed 9-Jewel
WALTHAM Movement. Genuine
leather strap. Madeto sell at 527.50.
Now Only 818.75. ‘Only $1.78 a
month — less than 5c a day.

LF-6... BULOVA'S lovellest, new wrist watch
inspiration, glorifying the ** Goddess of Time’—
and American Womanhood. 17 Jewel BULOVA
movement; ftted in new, square mold tiny case
in the eharm and eolor of Natural Gold. Silk
grosgrain ribbon bracelet, $20.75. Only $2.88 2
month — less than 10c a day.

LF-7.. .“Goddess of Time"in engrived Natural Gold
matehed link bracelet. $33.75 — enly §3.27 a month.

Send for FREE CATALOG

New 32 page "Book of Gems”
Hundreds of special values in g i blue-white dia-
monds, standard watches, fine jewelry, silverware,
cameras, radios and gift novelties. Each fully described
and pictured. Adults send for your copy today.

DIAMOND = WATCH co.:

ablished 1895 :
170 BROADWAY N.Y.(.
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THIS EMPTY

Ir takes brain to

earn money—trained brainl

The man without training is
usually the man without
cash. You can train your
brain] Thousands of men
have done it through spare-
time sh._:dy of I.C.S. Courses.
Be a cash man—be a trained

man—mail this coupon!

“INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS":

BOX 4905-H, SCRANTON, PENNA.
* Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and *
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Architeot 1 0 Bheet Metal Worker 0 Plumbing O Steans Fitting (] Bridge Engineor
O Architectural Draftaman 0 Boilasmaker 0 Heating 0 Voutilatios [ Bridge nnd Building Foremas
O Building Fatimating 0 Telagraph Euginow O Air Conditioning 0O Chemistr:
0 Conttsotor aud Builder O Telephone Wock D-Radie -l] Steam Engineer a Phurmnoy
O Btructural Draltsman O Mechanical Eaginesring Smm Electric Eagiuew O Coal Mining
[ Btrustural Enginesr 0O Mevhaniaa! Draftsman aOM mn- Enginger 0O Mine Foreman (] Fice Bames
O Management of Ioventions O Machinist 0O Tootmaker [ R. R. Locomotives 0O Navigation
O Eleotrical Enginesr O Patternmaker R, R, Section Foreman 0 Cotton M.nul.ecurhg
O Electrie Lighting 0 Diesel Engines Air Brakes [1 R. R. Signal 0O Woolen M,

Welding, Elnubria and Gaa O Aviation Engines 0O Highway Eaginesring O Agrioultare
[ Reading Shop Bl int 0 Automobile Mechani: O Civil Engin 0 Fruit Growing
0 Hoeat Treatment of Metala O Refrigeration O Burveying and ﬁ 0 Poultry Farming

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
0 Business Management O Bookkeeping 0 Bervice Station Salesmanship O Grade School Subjects
0O Industrial M as ial Woek 0 Firet Year College S8ubiecta O High Sohool Subjects
0 Trafie Management 0 Speaish 0O Business Corraspondense O College Preparatory
0O Accountency 0 Freneh 0 Stenography and Typing O Tllustrating
0 Cost Accountant 0O Salamanship 0O Civil 8ervice 0O Mail Carriee 0O Cn'oonlnl
A C. P. Aceountant 0O Advertising O Railway Mail Clark O Lettering Bhow Cards [ Bigna
DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES

0 Home Deemsmaking 0 Advanced Dressmaking O Millinery [0 Foods and Cookery
O Prof 1 D king and D i O Tea Room and Cafeteria M Chateri
Name o c 7 . Age Address.
City State. Present P 7,
Il sou reside in Conads. semd ihie oeougon to the Internstienal Oorrospondence Beheol 3 Limited, Mosiresl, Oonade

LS—1G

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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STREET & SMITH'S

LOVE STORY

Yearly Subscription, $6.00 Six Months, $3.00  Single Copies, 15 Cents

CONTENTS FOR OCTOBER 17, 1936

CONTINUED NOVELS

I Won't Be Your Sister . « « « Audrey D. Moantain . . 14
In Four Parts—Part One

There Is No Love . . ' 3 . Philippa Preston . " . 86
In Six Parts—Part Two

COMPLETE STORIES

Girl in a Million . . . « « Walter Marquiss . . . 36
Close to the Stars . . . Naomi Sell Talley . . 49
Mixed Foursome . . . Ida MayOwen . . , 63
Much Too Nice ‘ « « « June Jennifer . . . 174
In Time for the Weddmg 4 5 . Doris Fletcher . - . 104
A Man For Melissa . . . . . H.Viggo Andersen . + 118
Under Blue Lights . e . . Katherine Greer . » o+ 131

POETRY

Mary Carolyn Davies

Lovers’ Lane . o .
. . Bert Cooksley

A Friend Of Mine
Love’s Dreams .

Helen Maring
First Meeting .

. : Helen K. Roberts'
DEPARTMENTS
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Your Stars And You 2 . . Kai - - . - c
Libra Article . 7 . T o e “ . . 145

The Friendliest Corner , . . « Mary Morris . . . 149

The Friend In Need . - . . Laura Alston Brown . « 154

In next week’s issue—*“Red-headed Men Like Pink,” by Dorothy Ainsworth,

Publication issued every week by Street & Smith Publications, Inc., 78-80 Beventh Avenue, Nw York, N,

Emith, Jr., Presidenti; Ormond Gould, Viee Prul.dm and Treasurer: Artemas Flolmes, Pruldcnl uﬂ samt;g
Clarenee O, Vernam, Viee President. Cepyright, glsmet & Smith Publications,  Inc., Ve T
by Bireet & Bmith Publications, Inc., Great Brltah. as Second-class Matter, April 31, 1921 at
at New York, N. Y., under Aet of Congress of March 3, 1879, Bubseriptions to Cubs, Dom. Ba?'n.bllc Halti, snln.
Central and South Ameriean Countries, except The Guianas and British Honduras, $7.00 per year all other Ferelrn
Countries, including The Quianas and British Honduras, $9.00 per year. *ll

We de not accept responsibility fer the return of unselicited lunlmﬂm
To ftacllitate handling, the author sheuld inclese a self-addressed envelops with the thacheid.

STREET & SMITH PUBLICATIONS, INC,, 79 7th AVE, NEW YORK N. X,
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s ok e A TIP GOT BILL A GOOD JOB!

MARY=1 MIGHT AS WELL GIVE UR,:
AT ALL LOOKS SO HOPELESS,(

IT ISN'T HOPELESS EITHER
" BILL. WHY DONT YOu
TRY A NEW FIELD
LIKE namo\?

BILL, JUST MAILING THAT,
COUPON GAVE ME A QUICK)
: START YO SUCCESS IN RADIO,

MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

TOM GREEN WENY
INTO RADIO AMD HE'S -
MAKING GOOD MONEY,
TOO, VLL SEE HIM
RIGHT AWAY,”

3 NOW
TRAINING FOR RADIO IS EASY AND 'M” RADIO- oy SET | THATS 415 (VE

GETTING ALONG FAST=~ MADE THIS WEEK
" o OV A JOB SERVICING sprg  |NEVER SOMDEDD g ime
L

TOM'S RIGHT = AN UNTRAINED
MMAN HASN'T A CHANCE. I'M
GOING TO TRAIN FOR
RADIO TOO: IT'S

TODAY'S FIELD
OF GOOD PAY
OPPORTUNITIES

R
or msrmm, 2 )

THERES, NO END TO THE en,,
GOOD JOBS FOR THE S,
TRAINED RADIO MAN

g o

N.R.1LTRAINING CERTAINLY PAYS.
OUR MONEY WORRIES ARE
|OVER AND WE'VE A BRIGHT
JFUTURE AHEAD IN RADIOY

|on BiLy, n‘h WONDERBUL e
YOUVE GONE AHEAD
SO FAST IN RADIO.

II.L ‘TRAIN YOU AT HOME

In Your Spare Time For A

Good 'RADIO JOB

nmmunm Make $30, $50, $75 a Week

want to make morg money? Broadeasting stations em-

ernmnoem operators, station managers and pay up to

& year, Bpare time Radio set servicing paya as much ag

ull time serncms jobs pay as much as $30,

50, §75 & week. Many Radio Experta own the:: own full oF,

part time Badw bmmmm. Radio manufacturers and jobbers)
employ r.esters Bervicemen, pay-]
gur ﬂn&o operators on siips get good pe

Antomobile, police, aviation, com.menw.{‘-

lludw. and lcu:i speaker systems offer good opnnrlumtlu now,

for the future. Television promises many good jobs soom.

Man 1 trained bave good jobs in these branches of Ru.dj.o.\

Hnn{nuako Sl $10, $15 a Week Extra’
Spare T me While Learning

J. E. SMITH, President
Practically every neighborhood needs a good sgnra time 8ervice- WNational Radio institute
man. Tue dnr {]cu enro) I.lhi start aendmtri yon r-h'a Moner JObD  The man who bas direct
Bheets. [l c{ ow to do R air that. yuu the home study um.'(h:.
can cash In on quickly, Thmughout your trammg l send plana l“""o&:: for

and ideas th; int; have made re time money for hun l'eds (4 wsa in
of fe!lovu. nend special eqmpment which gives you practica

experience—shows you how to conduct expenmen
c:.rcnltu which illustrate important Radio prin

gty et Find Out What Radio Offers You
=ik, a @ coupon now for “Rich Rewards in_Radio,” 1It's free
ope »ot lgene l’% to $%5 }‘wfee?m !ellolr over 16 years old, It describes Radio’s 5!1& .'tuno
ﬂ‘rs:nm‘, T've are time while “‘3 ime o&porlunitien nlan those coming in Welevision;
regularly’ employed u il holding myregu- 19“3 lbﬂut it my Tra nms fn w snd Television; shows you
and am now chie lar job as & Tichin. ectual let have trained, tell.ms what thes' are
wi ist. I owe my succeas I‘lmn lnd aannng(. te!.lu about my Money Back Agreement,
L"—WM, TUPON in an envelope, or paste on & post,
ITH, President, Dept. 6KD
National Radio Institute, W shington, D. C.

q

J. E. SMITH, President, Dep
National Radio Instmltc. Wlnluntlon, D.C.
Dear Mr. Bmith: Without obllgatms me, gend “Rich Rewards in Radio,"
which points out_the spare time and full time o, ;mrt.umtles in Radio and
explains your 60-50 method of trainius men n bome in spare time to
become ﬁa-d.io Experts, (Please Write Plainly

NAME...cieteentencncescncacene

n
Own Business
"After comﬁlet-

in
adi Eg itorof the :
r el
BTy Con oo of the, O ; ; ; N
a Budxonaergl:eeb\‘m:gss gl m.ey' B\, \
\{ Ver, v v f

g ayear r. 3. TELAAK, Voo : STATE

51 Btoadwu, New Xork Clt’. = = - L L L L LD LD L L EL L L[]

veseseseneceecensess AGE.ieicaes
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Kidneys

must clear

acids from
your Hlood

DR. W. R. GEORGE
Former Health Commis=
sioner of Indianaepolis

Your System is Poisoned

And May Cause Getting Up Nights, Nervousness, Leg Pains,
and a Run-Down Condition, When Kidneys Function Poorly

Your health, vitality and energy are extremely de-
R‘eqdent upon ihe proper functioning of your kidneys.

his is easy to understand when you learn that each
kidney, although only the size of your clenched fist,
contains 434 million tiny, delicate tubes or filters.
Your blood circulates through these tiny filters 200
times an hour, night and day. Nature provides this
method of removing acids, poisons, and toxins from

Sour blood.
Causes Many llis

Dr. Walter R. George, many years Health Commis-
siomer of Indianapolis, recently stated: ‘“Most people
do not realize this, but the kidneys probably are the
most remarkable organs in the entire human anat-
omy. Their work is just as important and just as
vital to good health as the work of the heart. As
Health Commissioner of the City of Indianapolis for
many years and as medical director for a large insur-
ance company, 1 have had opportunity to observe
that a surprisingly high percentage of J)eople are
devitalized, rundown, nervous, tired, and worn-out
because of poorly functioning kidneys.””

If your kidneys slow down and do not function
properly and fail to remove approximately 3 pints of
Acids, Poisons, and liquids from your blood every 24
bours, then_there is a gradual accumulation of these
Acids and Wastes, and slowly, but surely yeur sSys-
tem becomes poisoned, making you feel 0ld before
Your time, rundown and worn out.

Many other troublesome and painful symptoms may
be caused by poorly functioning XKidneys, such as
Getting Up Nights, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizziness,
Frequent Headaches and Colds, heumatic Pains,
Swollen Joints, Circles Under Eyes, Backaches, Loss
of Vitality, Burning, Itching, Smarting, and Acidity.

Help Kidneys Doctors’ Way

Druggists and doctors in over thirty-five countries
throughout the world think that the proper way to
help kidney functions js with the modern, up-to-date
Doctor’s preseription, Cystex, hecause it is scientifi-
cally prepared in strict accordance with the United
States and British Pharmacopoeia to act directly on
the kidneys as a diuretic. For instance, Dr. T. J.

Rastelli, famous surgeon and scientist of London,
says: “Cystex is one of the finest remedies I have
ever known in my medical practice. Any doctor will
recommend it for its definite benefit in the treatment
of many functional kidney and bladder disorders. It
is safe and harmless.”
And Dr. . A. Ellis,

stated: “Cystex’ influence
of sluggish kidne

of Toronto, Canada, has
in aiding the treatment

y and bladder functions can not be
over-estimated.” And Dr. C. Z. Rendelle, of San
Francisco, said: *“I can truthfully recommend the
use of Cystex,” while Dr. N. G. Giannini, widely
known Italian physician, stated: “I have found men
and women of middle age particularly grateful for
the benefits received from such medication. A feel-
ing of many years lifted off one’s age often follows
the fine effects of Cystex.”

Guaranteed 8-Day Test

If you suffer from any of the conditions mentioned
in this article or feel rundown, worn out, and old
before your time, poorly functioning kidneys may be
the real cause of your trouble. And because Cystex
has given successful results in thousands of cases
throughout the world after other things had failed,
you should put this doctor’s prescription to the test
immediately, with the understanding tbhat it must
prove satisfactory in every way within R days, or
You merely rcturn the empty package and the full
purchase price is refunded.

Because Cystex is specially and scientifically pre-
ared to act directly on the kidneys as a diuretic, it
s quick and positive in action. Within 48 hours
most people Teport a remarkable improvement and
complete satisfaction in 8 days. Cystex costs only
three cents a dose at druggists. Put it to the test
today. Under the guarantce you must feel younger,
stronger, and better than you have in a long time—
you must feel that Cyrstex has done the work thor-
oughly and completely, or you merely return the
empty package and it costs nothing. You are the
sole judge of your own ratisfaction. Tou can’'t af-
ford to take chances with cheap, inferior, or irritat-
ing drugs or any medicine that is not good enough

to be guaranteed. Telephone Yyour druggist for

guaranteed Cystex (pronounced Siss-tex) today.

IS EPILEPSY INHERITED?
CAN IT BE CURED?

A booklet containing the opinions of famous
doctors on this interesting subject will be sent
FREE, while they last, to any reader writing to
the Educational Division, 551 Fifth Ave., Dept,
SS-10, New York, N. Y.

ial FREE OFFER

® YourBirthstoneand
oroscope Absolutel
%/ Free. Send date of birt
today. Offer limited. Enclose 10c to cover
hand}l' —mailing. CAPITOL JEWELERS

Avenue, Dept. 190, Chicago, lllinois

i
SN. Wa

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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o

Lig e 8
posaible w o
Midwest Automstio Push
Button Tuning Bystem.

SAVE% 507,

O middlemen’s profits to pay! See for
yourselfthat Midwest offers you greater
radio values—enables you to buy the more
economical factory-to-you way that scoresof
‘thousands of radiopurchasershave preferred
since 1920. Never before so much radio for
60 little moneyl Why pay more? The broad
Midwest Foreign Reception and Money-Back
Guarantees insure your satisfaction. You
get 30 days FREE trial in your own home

Once again, Midwest demonstrates its
leadership by offering the world’s most
werful and most beautiful ALL-WAVE
rg-tube. 5-Band Radio. A startlin
.achievement, it makes the whole wor!s
your playground. Powerful Triple . Twin
tubes (two tubes in onel) give 18.tube
results, This advanced radio is a master
chievement, a highly perfected,
precisely built, radio-musical instru-
ament that will thrill you with its
,marveloussu?erperformance...glorious
crystal-clear “concert” realism ... and
magnificent foreign reception. The Dual
Audio Program Expander gives

\\
-~

-
Id

.woice and musical reproduction.

| FIND MYSELF
SINGING ALONG WITH
MIDWEST'S MARVELOUSLY
LIFE ~LIKE PROGRAMS -

Please mention this magazine when answering

Only MIDWEST GIVES YOU

PUSH BUTION TUNING

LEC

SAV .

This exclusive
o feature culs radio watt-

age consumption 6% , . .
Jeoables 18 and 18-tube Mid-
;'e:r L0 CORBUME RO more L

ordinary 7-

Doubles radio enjoymeat. opers AR LA

curren:

i o8 voltages s low as B0 volps,

74 ADVANCED 1937 FEATURES
This Super DeLuxe Midwest is so powerful,
soamazingly selective, sodelicatelysensitive
that it brings in distant foreign stations with
full loud speaker volume on channels
nd{ncent to powerful locals, Scores of mar.
velous Midwest features, many of them
exclusive, make it easy to parade the nations
of the world before you. You can switch
instantly from American programs . . . to
Canadian, Solice. amateur, commercial,
airplane and ship broadcasts. . . to the
finest and most fascinating foreign programs.
With a Midwest, the finest entertainment
the world has to offer isat your command., It
is preferred by famous orchestra leaders,
musicians, movie otars and discriminating radio
purchasers everywhere. You can order your Midwest
‘Air.Tested” radio from the new 40-page catalog
with 83 much certainty of satisfaction as

l} if you were to come yourself to our great
/ factory, (It pictures the beautiful 1937 eadios

— their actual colorst) You pay as

non i
= iittle as $5.00 down! Three iron.clad guar.
\\ antees protect you: (1) A Foreign Reception
Guacantee — (2) Absolute Guarantee of

Satisfaction = (3) One - Year Warraaty.

e 4 Al ! MIDWEST USES LESS  Fill in coupon
a living, vital realistic quality to CURRENT THAN AN NOW, and mai
ORDINARY LIGHT BULS

TODAYI

A COMPARISON COM-
VINCED ME | SHOULD

HAVE A MIDWEST. ITIS
A SPLENDID PERFORMER.

Exclusive New
ECTRIK-SAVER

Y

SPEAKER

[LESS TUBES )

TERMS ““;f a5 s;%ﬁlun
Onty MIDW kST 73'&% 70«

I6 TUBES * 5 WAVE BANDS

9102200 METERS * ELECTRIK SAVER
® PUSH BUTTON TUNING »
* AUTOMATIC AERIAL ADAPTION »

DOUBLE
PUSH-PULL AUDIO

30 oavs FREE iaLt ]
. in
W

Free 30-DAY TRIAL OFFER iy
wseel 40-PAGE FOUR-COLOR Zree CATALDG
MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION
Dept. E-82, Cincinnati, Ohio

Without obligation on my part, send
me your new FREE catalog and

complete details of pour hbscal 30:day |
FREE twal offer, This s NOT an order.

Name.

Address

dirast with
Tastary by mal, |

() Town State

3

advertisements
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Arrest Him, Officer!

PLL HAVE COMPLETE FACTS ON
THE OTHER FELLOW TONIGHT!

Follow This' Man'

ECRET Service Operator No. 38 is on the job . . . follow kim

lhrough all tbe excitement of his chase after the counter-
See how a crafty operator works. Tell-tale

ﬁnger nnts in the murdered girl’s room that help him solve
the great m tery! BETTER than fiction because every word
is TRUE. o obligation. Just mail me the coupon and get—

FREE The Confidential Reports

No. 38 Made %o His Chief

And the best part of it all is this=it may open your eyes to
the great opportunity for YOU as a wel aid Finger Print
Ex 1318 a young, fast-gro profess:on. The kind of
work you would like. Excitement! Thrills! Travel! A regular

Iy salary. Reward mone nd yemember: graduates of
thxs school HEAD 47% of all Identification Bureaus in the

S. Quick! Mail the Coupon NOW and I'll send you these
Fme Confidential Re orts!

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 2777 Chicago, Illinois

-----------------------------1
E Institute of Applied Science
H 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 2777 Chicago, lllinois
8 Gentlemen:—Without any obligation whatsoever, send
# me the Reports of Operator No. 38, also your illustrated
8 Free Book on Finger Prints and

Easy Terms Offer. Literature wil
under 17 years of age.

il ur low rices and
OT be sent to boys

Age
SO0 EEEPEEEEEEEDBOEERE

Please mention this magazine

TIRE PRICES CUT!

on GOOD YEAR .
GOODRICH-FIRESTONE
FIsK.u;s. AND OTHER

FAMOUS MAKES .’
Bmmtbemt_m-ndingmdu\l -

We Receive
Hund ot §
Iﬂﬂn this

AT

uhn
.H

LONG,
TORY BERVICE. Buy Now—at
these reduced prices and SAVE MONEY.

Don"t Delay o Order Today!

m ES B EW—GUARANT!
VY GAUGE CIRCULAR MOLDED. Guard against

advances. an. We .;m to replace nt
YORK TIRE & RUBBER CO., Dept,39 am
2328-30 Somth Michigan Ave.

BECOME AN EXPERT

AQ._C,,QUUNI ANT

l need them, 14,000 Certified
ltllln cl'} er?ﬁnt@?n

MONEY F BIKE‘

|BOYS, 12 to 153'.
atreamlmed
num bicycle for you'
el Ll
sturdy, a pip!
Three hundred other
prizes, inocluding
watches, clothing,
movie, typewriter. Farn what
youwant. Make money, besides.
It’s easy! Just obtain customers
in your neighborhood and deliver
our magazines to them. Need
not interfere with school or play.
Many boys earn a prize the first
day. Perhaps you can, too.
Get the jump on your chums.
To start on the road to money
and prizes right away, write to-=

Jim Thayer, Dept. 651

cmh
eln F.A

SILVER

KING

The Crowell Publishing Co,
Speingfield, Ohio

when answering advertisements
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Starthing Offer

Manufacturer’s
Original
Price

$100%

SAVE

60"

While Offer
Lasts!

NOW
ONLY

105,

. Don’t Miss This Special
on Easiest Terms ) ¥
Ever Offered! Money-Saving Opportunity

FREE Trial-No Money Down

Now new Direct-Sales plan brings price down to lowest in history. Be your own salesman and save $60.10.
These world-famous Refilnished Underwoods are the finest, most dependable, and serviceable typewriters built.
Do not confuse this recognized, up-to-date leader with unknown or inferior makes. While our limited supply
lasts—we offer these Genuine Rebuilt Underwoods at far below half the original sale price because we have
our selling plan on an efficient, direct-to-you basis.

Buy Direct—Save $60.10 Try—~Before You Buy

Fully

Guaranteed

] You can deal direct—sell to yourself, V. -
Lowest Price with no one to influence you. This puts §:gge L g !ositm’cff o c‘i{"ifm‘“ ‘}\'.lo
Ever Offered the Underwood on a straight merit test. 3 D y g

It must sell itself. It must satisfy you %%l&g%tl:o?s t‘:’" buzl.l nlegddﬁ slzfﬁf T{.‘gg
Only by an exceedingly for- completely during the 10 day trial D y ol

tunate deal direct with the »riod 3 d it back at Underwood comes to you at our risk for
manufacturers makes  this DLELOCTROLBYOUSCA ILgSEn ack at our 1 gays free trial in your own home or

sensational low price pos- expense. You save $60.10 by being your mee ” Decide for yourself after trial
sible. ~ Compare it to any own salesman. You benefit by our di- o, o} oo wane toy buy. If you don't
typewriter costing twice as rect-to-you easy payment plan—which v Y- 3 ,
much. Note the up-to-date | eliminates expensive branch houses, want to keep the Underwood or don't
improvements, including full dealer organizations and travelling think it is a tremendous bargain. sim-
sized standard, 4-row key- & 8 ply send it back at our expense. If you
board., back spacer, margin salesmen. Our saving 18 your saving. 5 B

release, 2-color  ribbon. do want to keep it—pay only 10c a day

3&'csf’°"" wait—ACT AT use FREE Trial coupon in easy monthly payments of $3.00 a

month until low term price of $+4+.90

Touch Now = While SI')eclal ispaid.
T Offer Lasts! ) ) ey e S e ) —
Typewriting Act at once—while limited sup- | [nternational Typewriters Dest. 1012 l
c ply of these exceptional fine Un- _
ourse derwoods last. Just remember 125 Years World-Wide Business I
gl oer 3,000,000 buyers paid $100 | 231 west Monroe St., Chicago. IlI.
F R E E alls cach for this very same make Please send Underwood No. 5 (F.0.B. Chicago) st
lfgnddmtz’del th?t yo‘!;l9 g(r)e nog of- | (’:ggegoror l!‘l)-day,s'ouial. Tt uf ketel:la it ltwlll D‘ai |
- ere or on o an on h cash or $3.00 per month un easy term price
f‘elr‘. y':l:y f,’.’,i“‘.l ecxnt,:,.m‘:{. easy terms besxde: if you desire, I of $44.90 15 paid. Or, It T am not Derfectly satisfied l
course in Touch Typewrlt- Send money saviniz coupon NOW I can return it express collect,
%ﬂfu guyy,oulul';;"l’l'lusu]?:!ietg —and avoid disappointment. [ S 0000600000d000000000080000d88bo 000N Tk aooa 000 '
course, anysne can earn o L]
touch t{pewrmnz in a_sur- Internatlonal Typemters l Address . .. .. . I
risingly sbort few home h 5 4
essons. 25 Years World-Wide Business TOWA tenerncrraereennannnnenennnss Btate.......... "
Dept. 1012 231 W. Monroe Steeet | c11 ittt e R
pt. Chicago, .
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REDUCED
MY HIPS
9 INCHES”

oo writes Miss Healy.

“) read an ‘ad’ of the
Perfolastic Company
... and sent for FREE
folder."””

-
rt

“They allowed me
1o wear their Per-
forated Girdle for
10 days on trial.”

© “The m“une- sho

Ike action did it limnl hldﬂdund

myhips9INCHES

todisappear with= and my weight 20
out effort.’” pounds.'”

If youdo not...

RED"CE YOUR WAIST AND HIPS

3 INCHES in 10 DAYS

. . . it will cost you nothing!

E WANT you to try the Perfolastic Girdle

and Uplift Brassiere at our expense! Test
them for yourself for 10 days absolutely FREE.
Then, if without diet, drugs or exercise, you
have notreduced at least 3 inches around waist
and hips, they will cost you nothing!

Reduce Quickly, Easily, and Safely!

B The massage-like action of these famous Perfolastic
Reducing garments takes the place of months of tiring
exercises and dieting. Worn next to the body with per-
fect safety, the Perfolastic Girdle and Brassiere gently
work away the surplus fat with every movement, and
with loss of fat come pep and energy.

Act Today!

Don't Wait Any Longer . .

B You can prove to yourself quickly and definitely
whether or not these very efficient reducing garments
will reduce you. You do not need to risk one penny ...
try them for 10 days at our expense!

PERFOLASTIC, Inc.

Dept. 7910, 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.

INETEB000 500000000000660000000 886 do600000088000a

AdGress. ..o iuiieiiinie ittt
Use Coupon or Send Name and Address on Peany Post Card

Please mention this magazine

Your Kodak Plcture
ENLARGED

68x10 Inch

FREE ENLARGEMENT

of any SNAPSHOT
Your favorite snapshots of
children, parents and loved
ones are more enjoyable
when enlarged to 8x10 inch
size—suitable for framing,
These beautiful, permanent enlarge-
ments bring out the details and fea-
tures you love just as you remember
them when the snapshots were taken.
Just to get acquainted, we will enlarge any
kodak picture, print or negative to 8x10
inches—FREE—if you enclose 25c to help
cover our cost of packing, postage and cler~
ical work. The enlarrement itself is free.
It will also be beautifully hand tinted in
natural colors if you want it. We will
acknowledge receiving your pnapshot im-
mediately. Your original will be returned
with your free enlargement. Pick out your
snapshot and send it today.

GEPPERT STUDIOS oeeine Sown
BE A

Traiftic Manager

Big Pay —Big Opportunity
Big business needs trained traffic men and pays them
well. Train in your spare time for this highly profit-
able, growing profession. Low cost; easy terms.
Write now for valuable 64-page book—IFREE.

LaSalle Extension University, Dept.i065-1, Chicago

LEARN w R I T E SHORT

HOW TO STORIES

DIRECT METHOD ENDORSED BY JACK
LONDON AND MANY FAMOUS WRITERS.

One Student sold 15 stories in 15 weeks. Another won a $5,000
Prize. Many_ earning large amounts selling to leading magazines.

‘With our Personal Criticism and Manuscript Sales Service, you
Write for FREE BOOK

too can learn to write stories that sell.
“The Art of Story Writing.”

HOOSIER INSTITUTE, Dept. 7-A, Fort Wayne, Ind.

60 POWER TELESCOPE $2.29

VARIABLE EYEPIECE. 20X—30X—60X

NEW' Three telescopes in one. 3 different mage
& nifications. 20 power forl ultra-bright

wer fer extrs long
range. ring distaot
objects, people, sports events,
ships, moon, etars, etc.

60 times 85 close.

Most power-

1ul m.dn for anywhers
ar the money. Can be collapwed
Ieea than a foot I: iemh

3 brass muunl
pomponni lcroscope. A i ada, W th iy ”.
R WHACOPE CO. Dept. 5, 234 FIfth Avo., New York, N.

NEW EASY WAY TO
MAKE MONEY

WEARING NEW UNIQUE

PORTRAIT RING
EVERYBODY WANTS IT!

Here’s a money-making marvel! Just wear
and show beautiful PORTRAIT RING and
take in big cash profits, Amazing scientific
process reproduces any picture, photo or snapshot on
lifetime, onyx-like ring with slart]mg faithfulness. Pic-
ture becomes part of ring; can’t rub off, wash off. wear
A priceless keepsake. Customers won’t part with
theirs for any price.
$1.00 PROFIT ON EVERY RING!
Many say Portrait Ring worth $5.00 to $15.00. You
take dozens of orders at sensational price of only
$2.00. You collect and keep $1.00 cash profit. in ad-
vance. Every order brings 2, 3 and more.
SEND NO MONEY —Rush Photo For Sample Ring
Rush favorite picture for sampie Ring, made to your measure. Cot
strip of paper so ends meet around finger, for ring size, and send
with photo. SEN ONEV Just pay postman $1.00 plus postage.
SATISFACTION GUARANT

D 1f_not delighted, return ring in
5 dayas and we return your $1.00. By enclosing_$1.00, you save
postage. Hurry—SEND YOUR BING SIZE AND PICTURE NOW.

PORTRAIT RING CO., Dept. P-56, 12t and Jackson, Cincinnatl, Ohte
when answering advertisements
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FHave that healthy T A N

SUN RAYS IMPROYE YOUR HEALTH
AS WELL AS YOUR APPEARANCE!

Health Authorities tell us we would be in better health if our modern
iving conditions did not exclude practically all sua lighe from out
bodies. Most of our skin is covered by clothing, and when the sun light
finally reaches the few exposed portions of our skin, it has lost much of
its healch-giving energy in the soot and dust of the atmosphere. Those
of us who live in cities or work in offices all day seldom have an
op ’;or(unlry to expose our bodies to the direct ultca-violet ravs .. .
nless we own a Health Ray Sun Lamp. Then u is easy!

B It is possible to greatly increase youthful vigor and vitalitythrough
ultra-violet rays . . .. to prevent colds . ... to overcome listlessness and
anemia....aand especial]y 10 aid in the treatment of rickets. Build up your
owa resistance and that of all your family by this simple, quick mecthod!
A sun lamp used o be a luxury ....now itis an inexpensive necessity!

TESTED AND APPROVED BY ‘CHILD LIFE

[ Products advertised in Child Life Magazine
areall (es(ed and approved ia their laboratories.
They say, “lItis a pleasure to advise you that the
publishers of CHILD LIFE have granted your
company the ‘Seal of Approval' on *“Health
Ray” Lamps and Carbons. This Lamp has been
in constant use by a reputable physician and is
mll perfecl

FOR EVERY
MEMBER OF
THE FAMILY

An~ mexpens:?é
pleasant way to
safeguard health!

IF YOU WANT THE SUN LAMP AT ONCE
, WITHOUT WAITING FOR LITERATURE...'

Send $1 and ur lamp will be shipped at once — tey it for 7 days = then

psy the $6.99 balance or return lamp and get c‘yom— dollar back.

8' sead $7. 9& with order, if you prefer and we will include one box of ten
Iten -Violet Carbons and one botie of Sua Tan Oil FREE of extra charge!
The 7-day money back guaraatee holds €ood for any method of purchase

that Men and
Q%me)z Gf&mire!

Don‘t have that pale indoor,
pasty look ! — Nothing sets off a man's
appearance more than a rich coat of an.!
He looks stronger, more virile . . . . the
rugged out-door type ... even inan office!
The contrast between the man with a'
good healthy tan and his pallid, puny
associates is so great that he stands out
immediately in a crowd . ... is the center
of admiration and envy wherever he goes!

LOOK SUCCESSFUL — BE SUCCESSFUL I

@ Business men find that they pay more attention to
the strong, healthy looking men that they meet, that
they are more apt to give them preferences over the
pale, wan tyﬁe that looks too frail to hold down a
Mmaan’s size job. Salesmen especially, find that the very
appearance of health and strength helps them to
increase their orders. They win instant attention
where they used to get dis.interest and inattention.
When they appear tanned and bronzed the customer
instinctively assumes that they are successful—else
how could they get the time or the moaey to spend at
Fesorts to acquire a tan? And (o be thought successful
38 the ficst step toward besng a success!

NOW it is easy and inexpensive

to get that healthy TAN at homel
@ Of course you aﬁr" that you want o have that
much-admired healthy TAN . ... you know it would
improve your appearance 1009% if you could keep it
all winter, and yet you can’t afford to go to Florida for
the Season. How then, can it be done? Very quickly
and simply, by (he wonderful Health Ray Sun Lamp.

4 Times as Powerful as Summer Mid- day Sunl

@ Just imagine having your own private sun that you
<can carry around your home, and that will give you as
much ultca.violet energy in {5 minuctes as you could
get.on the beach in an hour! Just as Ford made the
automobile available (o everyone, so has Health Ray
made a high quality genuine carbon-arc sun lamp chat
{8 within che reach of every pocket book! {

TEST IT AT OUR EXPENSE!
SEND COUPON FOR FREE TRIAL OFFERI

, We want you to experience the remarkable benefits theﬁ er.
ected HEALTH RAY SUN LAMP brings. We offer you FREE
use for 7 days in your own home . . . 7 days works wonders i
the Wl}! you look and feel! Then if you decide to keep it, rt 13
vours for the remarkably low price of $7.9%. Nothing more
10 Pay « and as lictle as $1.00 buys i v

P Now, foe the first time, & ceally b-fb fred' Ulers-Viotet Sun
amp, bearing the stamp of approva some of the highese
tescin8 laboratories, is wichia che reach of all You try bdnrc
you 6"7—(’0&( delay, rush coupon below

Health Ray fs-Compiny lnc 342 w. N(h Sl New York Chy'
i -t -

$1.00 DOWN. PAYMENT .BUY.S IT!

HEALTH RAY MFG. CO., INC.
342W. 14th St.Dept.8110,NewYork City
Send me full detaifs of your special FREE
TRIAL OFFER on the Health Ray Sun Lamp.

Name iiisssnsssass
Please write Mr., Mys., or Miss ~

1 X TS S 6 85 500 0050000000 0000030 0000

© 1956 Health Ray Mfx. Co. lne.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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The draftsman
doesn”

't have to
worry about be-
ing replaced by a
machme Riskead
and his kends are
needed —always.
Eventhesmallest
improvements
must be laid out
bytbedraftsman,
®0 he is nsually
thefirstmantobe
red, and amonz the last to go in a lay-ofi.
Get into drafting, where the pay is 2ood, the work is
fascinating and opportunities lie in EVERY branch of
industry. Menfrom all walksof ljfe enter this profesaion.

LEARN at HOME

Drafting is quickly learned at home. Just an hour
or two a day right in your own home can do wonders
towards making you a draftsman and fitting you for
CN! intereulm(a‘;:ro fitable, inspiring prof

ession. Amer-
ates are found everywhere in posi-
nous of ceuponsxbxhty and power.

Big Opportunities NOW

Now is the time to get intodrafting. New machines,
geplacements, buildings, bridges, roads, and all other
gee;v ventures must be planned on the drafting board
ofe the actual work _begine. Classified sections of

advert 8 of jobs open for
dr tsmen NOW. Our lplan of instruction often qualifies
students for good jobs long before completing the course.

There are no books to buy, for these are all supplied
as a part of the course without one penny of extra cost.
Write for information, there is no cost or obligation,and
let us tell you why such wonderful opportunities exist

W. American Schoel
Dept.DD77,Drexel at 58th, Chicago, liL

Stranqger Jfuan ‘?:ctmn

See the weirdest proples who in-
h-htt  the face of the earth, See
end about their curious cus-

, their lu-rat rites, their
mysterious practice: ax-
nlor.rn have rinked their lives
to obtain the

Brochure

tmrld wllue lho foot of s white

the F‘Rtl: illmulted
brochure on the ** Secret Museum of Mankind '
\ ‘a from Africa,

=~ Oceania,
METRO Flmlﬂﬂoks‘?‘hﬁ. 410. 70 Fifth Ave., Mew York

has rarely

l.earn to MOUNT BIRDS

|||.|—quu|m i ||u|-'| il

YT

o
1|

( ) Rai) Mail STMASTER
SAL ARY [4 ; 0. Tabar mﬂ f ; boevunr Conductor
TO START B u_}) (,mm ( :&
4 90 10 , ,un!;ma fopector ) 0.8 Ko‘mnr Patrol
(‘.lelr(k""" : ) Tel«:p}}‘nmu Opr.
$175 )scne'kélnu ( ) Meat Inspector
MONTHLY “p&.‘lnvutmm { )) gflc; tlesrekrnco Opr.

INSTRUCTION SERVICE, Dept. 451, St. Leais, Me

fend me FREE particulars *“How to
Quzllly ror Government Positions’’ marked
Ry aries, lommons. epportunities,
ete. ALL bh\'l‘ FRE!

Afe Range
18t0 50

Name..

Address.ceoeesceorcriosocroiiioticcncons

LEARN MUSIC

in Your Own Home
This £Z45Y Way

Yes, you ean actually learn $o play
your favorite instrument right in your
own home this amazing short-cut
way! No expensive teacher—no tire-
some scales and exercises—no confus-
Ing theories. You learn at home, in
your spare time, at a cost of only a ¥4
few cents a dsy. KEvery step is as @
clear as A B C—and before you know
it, you are playing real tunes by note.

FREE BOOK 8evd for free book-

let and demonstration

m: These explain oor wonderful hooc -tnd:dwg:: folly. Hnﬂn tostru-

U. §. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 35910 Bﬂlmwlc.l Bidg., New 'otﬁ Chy, N. Y,

don’t WORRY

Why put up with years of E
needless discomfort and
worry? Try a Brooks Auto-
matic Air Cushion. This
. marvelous appliance per-
mits the opening to close,
yet holds reducible rupture
securely, comfortably—day
and night. Thousands report amazing r&ult&
Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads, metal girdle or
parts to chafe or gouge. Patented in U. S,and 13
foreign countries. Try one 10 DAYS WITHOUT A PEN-
NY'S RISK. You'll be delighted. Free Book on Rupture
and convincing facts mailed postpaid in plain envelope.

BROOKS COMPANY, 183D State St., Marshall, Micl,

FISTULA

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 in thousands of cases, Let us send
yﬂu {)/url reference list of former patients living in every State in
the Union.

The McCieary Clinic, 161 Eims Bivd., Excelsior Springs, Mo.

NOW SCIENCE KNOWS WHY

YOU
ﬁ;e Ecal, YOU GO
, Loose
Hair and BALD

Germs that get deep into the scalp skln and not removed with soap
and water, shampoos, hair tonics, saives and oils. 'They create fime
dandruff to clog up pores and hair follicles, causing itch, falling

“bair and smothering the roots so they can not grow hair. Now a

new method enables men to easily remove the thin, congested, germ-
Jaden outer layer of scalp skin and have a clean outer layer that
will absorb air, sunshine and benefit from stimulating, nourishing
preparations to activate the dormant roots to function and promete
hair_growth. This new method is now explained in a treatise called
“HOW HATR GROWS’’ and tells what to do. It is being mailed
absolutely free to readers of this magazine who have hair troubles.
Send no money.
FR Write to Dermolay Lab., Desk 727-B, No, 1700 Broad-
New York, N. Y. You receive it by wall postpatd.
If pleased tell friends.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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§ BOYs! o GiRLS![ QIVE
: : - )
#—/ Bel*K°E|Movie Projector
| ; NEW PREMIUM! Fully equipped §f 4
| 3 G I v E N wnwﬂmig?ﬁt&nﬁcmnﬁhcmc
/ Will 2

Yen fair and

Bquare 2 WaTmt Youl Ir.h

Sk g‘“"m% Dlesseor: | Toecer cuaire e maed il E" B a&oad?’“m?“m fares Wi

Fir Lo er. Send Hamous WEITE CLOVERINE SATVE, \ed for birss. chans: she e
aBikel A brandnew YAl | 1 ; Couponl § which you sell to friends at Ze & box & box (it piotare FREE) asd

uportr bike for '?ﬁf N mit a8 per our premium plan ea end nomoneyl We tros tymi

mbitious boy 1 MallCoapon! W‘ll.sonmtllll.co..lu.,bopt. BS-75,Tyrone,Pa.

e GIVEN! ?-'.".:'.
RADIO"RIF I.E coumss:ou '
GlVE BOYS! — MENI - WOMEN!

gl RIFLE or b-tube AC-DC o 4

snd Short W RADIO
picku %p polieo ulllﬁ m:::ur ’“dk"' GIVEN
roadcas ynamic Iper. or,
ah-pl dial. Wonderful se! GIR
Jomm)  Shicided kel | NS u'i'?ool: .

heso Radios of Rifl
AWA?IEI.I:E Dottty el
Wik cL: cLo-

ta. A
o, What

ot o “c"

I'lll. P8, Bores, ete.
F‘RE!E) ﬂremi
&eumeedmrh'fm x

Y=
f W GIVEN Big Guitar

V & orMickeyMouseWatch
Or BIG CASH COMMISSION}

Send No Money! We Trust You!

Boys 'ANDARD SIZE GUITAR, Regulated, fret.

A Girls ted, ebonized fingee-board—pearl position dots

¥ Just ag shown. See Mu:key Mouse on the dial
of mth t vtnt.chl Innook].orn.b mcil lﬂ%ﬂ also
on the strap or link bracelet. Wl
WATCH! You can easily
Guitar or the Watch b SIH
AWAY FREE beautifull
tures with our famous

S‘z’LVE{, l:lia?]d forucut:,el}m:nﬂ. chaps, I ! [

c 0

your triends, Felatives and noigh: r----MAn.. COUPON NOW ! == ===l
ra At 250 & box (with picture wusuuum . €0, Inc., Dept. BS-75, Tyrone,Pa. Date.........

FREE)and remittmgnn perour

Gentlem, me 12 Beautiful Art Picturea with 12 boxes
. prmn;‘n caslo% 3 Choice i }V&{FEC}O&%I&%E“S.\LV% !.cgtseup::zfunboxt ving plﬁtnremEE)
of many other valuable Ls, remit wit ay3, e & premium or keep cusl
1to sell one or more a8 per premium plan catalog gent with order, postage

p/ sands Busy. MAIL Coupon! [
>~ WILSON CHEM.CO., INC..
Dept. BS-75, TYRONE, l PRINT YOUR LAS

State___
T MAME ONLY IN SPACE BELOW

H'ﬂ“ w&m&fﬁm eumlns, nte- per ;ltllng J}C Co. ;nc ! %L(%im u P 'mu-m!d or Hl.il in !n En!lllou a ‘

TRY « WILSON’S =« COUGH DROPS = 5¢ EVERYWHERE
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AMAZING

Facts for MEN

g.mn Dedlity, 2 &M“ ond Night Rising, T.e€ Peins, Lamo Beck,

mbun. Bum Kidney and Bladdor Trouble, Chronlo
m:ut: vu. pondom Restlessness at Night sre ooly some
""'Em&."“' iduals, that can often De amrided lo
Besimn of the

THOUSANDS AFFLICTED
Thovussnds of men in every community euffer from these t“menb.
weaknesses and other physical shortcomings without knowing tha!
€requantly they are caused by prostatio failure,

MANY DOCTORS ENDORSE MASSAGE

MMasesging ror the alleviation of Prostate Trouble is as old es time,
ead some of the most outsian ding authnrulu in the medical profession
secommend massage 88 & safe effectiv
Book of the Medical Selences, Vol. vn, 3rd Editton.)

USE “PROSAGER”™

+—a pew invention which ensbles any man o mase

uﬁ his Prostate Glnnd in the privacy of his home.
ten brings rellef with the first trutmam

end mm help or i3 costs you nulhln:.

o Mectricity.

UNSOLICITED LETTERY

F GRATITUDE
L1 1) ronowm arp extracts from letters received,
.hlnh n file {n our office: the complete letters

ndd.m on will bl sent to anyoue who

sted l ! ri fo,
B e . - Lomay juclsco, Californts,

mon, 8an

WHtes: Aftee Usime tho Povssper T o woll aais

sad feel nono of the symptoms of Prostate Trou-

ble ** Mr. Wm. F. Lee, Washington, D. C.,

states ln Ml letter: *‘The Prosager is mnd. 1 woul@ not be without 16.”
Mr. H Zitmsn, Auburn, Indhnu. says: ‘I will say this much

for the Pmllnr. 1t has saved m

is in-

Dr. W. D. Bmith
INVENTOR

from an o eration. The Doclor that

me before I got it un lt 10 n fine thing to use, If there is
any in thh territory that wante to lnnw about it. direet
@me."” Mr. Ju Trefothan, New Castle, N. H., writes .b%'&i"uf:

Pross 1 think 18 § t 1
320 b 881d 18 wes & £0od 1ved Lo%f"'”“‘ gmyjDostar]eansjtalase]ty

FREE BOOKLET;Explains Vital
Dotalls*nnd OuriTRIAL OFFER

A ons asnt lu! sard with yosr 02@9 486 edéres plalaly writtes s ail
that is nessssary, address oard to

MIDWEST PRODUCTS €O.;~ B.310,; Kalamaroo; Mich.
Make this your life-time career

Wondertul money-making opportuni-
ties. women. Growing field.
Become a (‘.‘ommercm.l Photographer;
a News, Advertising, Portrait or Mo-
tion Picture Photographer. Personal
Attendance or Home Study training.
26th year. Free Booklet.

New York Institute of Photography
10 West 33 Street (Dept. 96) New York

JOTOGRAPHY

mal.::

mnnﬂncd

-
s $6.00—25 w&nt BB
thwv—anhmuﬂwk
Mhdmm

BEN IR A RIFLE CO. 683 H. GHOABWAY! 'ST. LOUIS, MO.

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

ches er smaller if de»
ﬂn"‘.l m. R rice for full length op e
bust form, mmn::i landscapes, pet

animals, e argements of anv

partof ¢roun picture. Ss.(o retwn

@riginal photo guaran

SENDNO MONEY a’n“?m'i‘ﬁ’g%

and within a week you wtll reoelve wur
enl

ing Comofsased
E‘ﬁ"‘iﬁu

undbc-(hordna-sﬁa

e R

STANDARD ART S$TUDIOS, 104 S.Jefferson St., Dept.768-M,(Chicage

TO YOUNG MEN—

STEN

THE WAY TO SUCCESS!

Stenotypy; the new profession, offers unusual oppor=
tnntxestoambmonstigungmltsamanswayol
speech ma gilent Little
machioe that types plain pnnt letters faster than any
©One can talk. topensupgrnim'ed)o
executive careers la
2he surest, quickest ways to get
into Bumm on the right basia.
atNo'w you can learn Stenot:
bome in your time,
W! 8y t emsspg;tehﬂl demll.
rite for valuable, free ety
*‘Stenotypy, the New ession,’
deanriw ng the unusual opportuni= Ji

n this growi j
telling howyon ayeng
1 luoceas!ully Write Dept.1065-ST,
THE STENOTYPE COMPANY
ms.mmwnn..cmmo.m.

PILES DONT BE CUT
Until You Try This
Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have piles in any

form write for a FREE sample of Pagel
Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that
read _this. Write today. E. R. Page
416-B3 Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

bs now—Ileada tO

For several years, Diesel engines have been replacing
Steam and gasoline mxma in power plan s, motor trucn

usses,
6tc. And now the first Dluel-vowered
t‘.he market. Our home-stu

new field. %vm. fn oram
0-77» I'lmcl at 58th, cmn.o

Classified Advertising

Detectives—Instructions
ETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Work home or travel.
DETECTIVE g:) iculars free. _Experience unnecessary. rite,
GEORGE WA INER, 2640-A Broadway, New York.
l!E(}OMEucei SUCCESSFUL DETECTIVE Elm big maney—

travel. De
425-E, anont. Nehr

Patents Secured
Book and advice free. L. F.
D. C.

PATENTS—Reasonable terms.
Bandolph, Dept. 513, Washingtoa,

Photo Finishing

0 BEPRINTD 25c. Films developed two prints esch negative
25c. Skrudland, 6910 95 Georgs, Chicago. Illinois.

Swordsmen

SWORDPLAY IS “SWEEPING AMERICA" You cam learn
this ancient art of &kill and boaor. equipment and (ull
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A SERIAL—Part |.

I Won’t Be Your Sister

By Audrey D. Mountain

CHAPTER 1.

AN, it’s sweet of you to let me
talk to you. If I had a little
sister, I'd want her to be exactly

Lke you.” Dirk Ryan’s dark eyes
glowed affectionately as he touched
Jan Carstairs’s slim shoulder.

Jan’s eyes, like drenched bluebells

under winged black brows that gave

her face such extraordinary wvivid-
ness, lifted wearily. The words she
had heard so often that her very soul
cringed under them, sounded again
in her brain with a sickening fa-
miliarity. If only one of the men who
brought their problems about other
girls to her to solve, ever once really
saw her as a girl herself! As a girl
who was young, who had her mo-
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ments of heart-shaking beauty, who
wanted love and tenderness quite as
passionately as Sonia Arloff, or
Molly Brant, or any other of the
girls who met their men at Jan’s,
and went away with them, leaving
Jan alone.

“If I had a little sister,” Dirk had
sald. Bim Carter had said it, too.
Even Tommie Wayne had once said
it, and Joe Prague had ended his
troubled seeking of her advice about
Molly Brant only by saying that he
wished to heaven his sister was as
sweet and understanding as Jan!

“That’s all right, Dirk,” she said
now, fighting to keep her soft voice
steady, fighting to keep back the
stormy, unhappy tears. “Sonia cares
for you, really. But she’s spoiled.
She likes men to sweep her off her
feet, and you’ve only been indulgent
and adoring. Try being a bit rougher
with her. She’ll love it.”

“I will. And thanks again, Jan.
I’'m afraid I spoiled your day by ask-
ing to come this afternoon,” Dirk be-
gan contritely, too late to be quite
convincing. “Sonia’s
coming over a little
later. She said she’d
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pajama coat and the extravagantly
flowered thin silk of a coolie coat she
had thrown on when Dirk telephoned
from downstairs, straightened gal-
lantly now and then, but always
they drooped again when she forgot
them.. Her freshly shampooed, gold-
brown hair fell forward in shimmer-
ing waves around her earnest face.
It was not a new problem. Again
and again, in puzzled, unhappy won-
der that had grown into an almost
frantic bewilderment, Jan had tried
to learn why men liked her, sought
her sympathy and understanding,
even sometimes kissed her in affee-
tionate gratitude, and yet saw noth-
ing in her but pal and little sister and
good friend. Rarely was she asked
to go out with men; if one of them
did ask her, she had learned a sor-
rowful suspicion, had learned to
watch for the beginning of their con-

fidences about other girls.

Why was it that she seemed not to
inspire love and devotion as other
girls did? Why, if men found her
sweet and understanding and likable,

did they never find
her lovable? They

?-2/"/ % -‘r
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N\ liked to come to her
‘ home, liked to talk

meet me here.” Con- -3

trition was gone from % <

his handsome face. A, Tl
He was too absorbed 7\, 2\ M

in his dream of U
Sonia’s coming. N
“Is she, indeed!” ™
. Jan thought hotly.
But she only said, a
little stifly, “I wasn’t going any-
where, Dirk.” She added, very low,
“It’s no fun going places alone,” but
Dirk, dreaming on in the glow of
firelight that broke the April chill in
Jan’s pleasant, big old living room,
failed to hear her. .

She sat quietly in the big chair fac-
ing the glow. Her slim shoulders,
under the shabby black velveteen

VAT
oy

%3 to her, seemed to like
g to dance with her to
/i music of radio or
phonograph. Then

why did it never

occur to them to

take her out to din-

bners and dances and
drives? She danced well, she dressed
well, except that all too frequently,
her girl friends borrowed her clothes
until she had nothing presentable or

.charming to wear herself. She was

pretty—much prettier than Molly
Brant or Sonia Arloff or Tess Clay-
poole, she told herself with a kind of
painful honesty, as she had done a
thousand times before. Her hands
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were soft and white, her slim body
tad all the charm of vibrant young
‘womanhood. Her eyes were beauti-
ful, she knew, and her mouth had
‘humor and sweetness and generosity
written deep in its flower-flame. Her
isatiny gold-brown hair, her slender,
ipretty feet——

~ Oh, what was the use?—she
‘thought despairingly. Mere pretti-
‘ness, mere sweetness—evidently men
‘wanted something else, something
she didn’t have. Tommie Wayne,
his gray eyes narrowed in the brown
of his stern, young face, had once
told her that when the right man
came along, he would think her
everything that was exquisite and
perfect. But that one right man was
so very long in coming, her hungry
heart said over and over again.
Would he, perhaps, never find her?
Would she go all through life, talk-
ing to men about other girls, com-
forting them when they were de-
pressed or discouraged, and never
know the glory of the one man’s deep
kiss on her mouth, the strength of
his arms holding her close to his
heart, the flame in his eyes for her
alone?

She dropped her head in her
hands, on a long, broken sob. It
was a dreary picture, when she knew
herself to be so magnificently capa-
ble of a fine love, when she wanted
with the last deep fiber of her being
to love one man supremely and be
loved by him with the fire and
beauty that love meant to her.

She had forgotten Dirk. He
roused now from his own dream, to
say idly, “Tired, Jan?”

She fought down a wild impulse to
scream out the truth at him.

Her muffled tone said huskily,
“Not tired. Just depressed—"

Before he could ask why she was
depressed, the bell rang, joyously,
insistently.
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“Sonia!” Dirk said
smiling.

Jan’s heart was hot with rebellion
as she went to let Sonia in. She
would have to stand by and watch
the glow in Dirk’s dark eyes grow
deeper as he looked at Sonia’s mad-
cap face, her flying black hair, her
white hands that usually had a daub
of paint still flecking their slim, ex-
pressive beauty. She would have to
listen to Sonia’s lazy voice mocking
Dirk’s devotion, to Dirk’s delighted
laugh, to watch them go away to-
gether, Sonia calmly scornful of her
conquest, Dirk openly enchanted.
And Jan would be left alone again,
to her fire and her pleasant old room,
and her despairing, unhappy
thoughts.

But Sonia was not alone in the
dimly lighted passage. Bim Carter
was proudly escorting Tess Clay-
poole, Molly Brant’s lifted face met
the open adoration in Joe Prague’s
every look, Tommie Wayne’s lean,
clever hand under Sonia Arloff’s
small elbow, tried and failed to re-
strain the dancing little witch that
had captured Dirk Ryan’s romantic
heart.

“We came after Dirk,” Sonia’s
husky drawl said lazily. “We’re go-
ing dancing. It’s much too gorgeous
an evening to waste.”

“It is, isn’t it?”” Jan made herself
smile, when she wanted to cry. She
knew every one of those nicely
dressed, clever young people almost
as well as she knew herself, but she
was not one of them. The devotion,
the ardent interest, the dates and
drives and corsages and pursuit that
Molly and Tess and Sonia all took
so casually for granted, would have
meant heaven to Jan, and she had
never known them.

“Come in. Dirk’s here, waiting,”
she said, over a tightness in her
throat. They crowded in, and im-

LS—1C

instantly,
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mediately the big old room was alive
with laughter and gay young voices.

“How about coffee and some of
your grand nut cake before we go,
Jan?” Molly Brant suggested
brazenly.

“Sorry, Molly, I'm out of both.”
It was not true, but Jan defended the
small lie hotly in her own soul. She
was not quite capable, to-night, of
serving them with food and drink,
and then seeing them drift out, care-
lessly, leaving dirty cups and sticky
plates for her to wash alone.

Something in Jan’s tone stiffened
Molly. “Well, never mind. We
ought to be rushing, anyhow. Ready,
Dirk?”

Dirk was more than ready. He

remembered to squeeze Jan’s hand-

and say in a significant undertone.

“Wish me luck, Jan!”

Jan smiled with stiff lips, and
drew her hand away as quickly as she
could. “Of course, Dirk.” How
sickeningly often had she been asked
to wish a man luck in his pursuit of
another girl!

Tommie Wayne made no move for
departure. Sonia said, in surprise,
watching him stuff tobacco into a
disreputable old pipe.

“Not coming, Tommie?”

“Not coming,” Tommie said
briefly, his gray eyes, narrowed under
frowning dark brows, not lifting.

Jan sent him one quick, searching
look, and her heart sank. Tommie
was staying to talk to her, to ask for
comfort or advice or encouragement.
She couldn’t do it, she thought
frantically. Not to-night. She felt
drained and empty, and dangerously
close to a storm of tears. But some-
thing appealing, something tired and
far removed from Tommie’s almost
brutally blunt sureness, touched her.
Of all the men she knew, Tommie
Wayne was dearest to her. If he
needed her

LS—2C

When the door closed behind the
last laughing pair, she said quietly:

“Sit down, Tommie. Have you had
any dinner?”

“No. Have you?” Tommie did
not look at her, his mouth was set
and grim.

“No.” She waited, but he made
no suggestion that they go out. She
sighed faintly. Well, she didn’t look
a very likely candidate to take out
to dinner, she admitted to herself
grimly. The shabby velveteen
pajamas failed to make an attractive
dinner costume, and Dirk’s call had
not given her time to change.

But the coldness at her heart
melted a little. To do Tommie jus-
tice, she thought, he couldn’t have
told what she had on. He had come
to her because he was in trouble.
And he probably hadn’t eaten all
day. When he was working hard on
the smart sketches that were only
beginning to link a scrawled “Tom-
mie Wayne” with success and fame,
he frequently forgot to eat.

That brought a tender smile to
Jan’s troubled mouth. Tommie was
very close to being a genius. At his
best, he was brilliant and witty, de-
lightfully gay, with an underlying
hint of savage purpose that colored
his lightest moments with a hard
grimness. At his worst, he shut him-
self away from his friends and fought
out his black battles alone. He was
in such a mood now, and it was the
first time Jan had really seen him
brought to the lowest depths.

Food first, she decided wisely. She
said, cheerfully casual:

“Scrambled eggs and toast and
coffee sound good, Tommie?”

“Nothing sounds good,” Tommie
muttered savagely, beginning a rest-
less pacing of the room.

“Tommie, come in here and talk to
me while I get supper,” she coaxed.

He came slowly to the door of the
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kitchen, stood a minute watching
her with abstracted, narrowed gray
eyes. Then he jerked his shoulders
square again, plunged his hands dis-
tractedly through his brown hair,
stuck them deep into his trousers
pockets.

Jan smiled at him. For a few
sweet moments, she told herself
valiantly, she would pretend Tom-
mie loved her and she loved Tom-
mie, would pretend that it was
vitally important to her that Tom-
mie should be happy, sure again.

Tommie demanded roughly, “Why
do you bother with me, Jan? I'm
not fit for human society to-night.”

“Suppose we say that I like you a
lot, and it bothers me to see you as
distressed as you obviously are now,”
Jan told him.

“But why?” Tommie insisted.
“Why should you waste your time
fooling with me when I've got the
black devils so badly?”

“Oh, fiddlesticks!” Jan said
briskly. “Let’s eat. You’ll feel bet-
ter then, and you can tell me all
about it.”

“It’s the sketches,” Tommie told
her, in simple fury. “They won’t go
right, Jan.”

“They will come right, Tommie,”
Jan told him encouragingly.
“You're too tired, you’ve worked too
long on them. Did you bring them
along?”

Tommie nodded. Color had be-
gun to come back into his drawn
tired face under the stimulus of Jan’s
encouraging tone.

They carried in the hot scrambled
eggs, golden-brown toast, the steam-
ing, fragrant coffee, to a table before
the fireplace. Afterward, he lighted
a cigarette for her, put her gently
back on the divan, pushed two pil-
lows under her shining head, lighted
his pipe, and stretched out in a big
chair where he could see her face.

“Jan, you’re an angel. I feel al-
most human again,” he said slowly.

Jan said a little hysterically, her
lazy content shattered by what she
was afraid was coming, “Tommie, if
you tell me that you’d like a little
sister exactly like me, I'll—I’ll slap
your face!” she ended violently, half-
sitting up on the big divan.

His surprised gray eyes came so-
berly to her face. “I didn’t intend to
wish for a sister like you, dear,” he
said quietly. “I was only trying to
let you know that I think you’re the
most wonderful girl I ever had the
privilege of knowing.”

“That’s nice, but it isn’t much bet-
ter than the little-sister gag!” Jan
muttered rebelliously.

Tommie gave her a long reflective
glance, before he said gravely, “No,
I suppose not. I seem to remember
that the fellows in our gang have
rather rubbed in this little-sister
stuff. It’s only that they all like you
so much. You’re the kind of girl
a fellow is lucky to have as a friend
and comrade. But it’s been a long
time since I thought of you as a
little sister, Jan—if I ever did,” he
finished, so quietly that Jan could
hardly believe what he had just said.

“What—what do you mean?” she
whispered, color coming up into her
face in a tide of richness almost suf-
focatingly sweet.

Tommie hesitated, his narrowed
eyes still intent on her face. Words
seemed actually on his lips. Jan
waited, in a suspense so keen it was
painful. Surprised, a tremulous ex-
pentancy crowded up into her throat
so that she sat transfixed, staring at
him with luminous, beautiful eyes,
deepened by the fireglow and shad-
ows in the fine old room.

Abruptly then, Tommie broke the
spell of enchantment that for an ex-
quisite moment had held them in
some new thrall.
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“You’re the kind of girl a fellow is lucky to have as a friend and comrade,
But it’s been a long time since I thought of you as a little sister, Jan.”
Jan could bardly believe what he said.

“I didn’t mean anything,” he said
curtly. “I think I’d better jam along
home now.”

Jan looked down at her own slim
fingers. She had pretended, she
thought bitterly, a little too well that

she loved Tommie and Tommie
loved her.
She said thickly, “Your sketches—
you were going to show them to me.”
“I don’t need to, now. I know
they’re all right.”
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She shivered. She could not have
told why these moments with Tom-
mie had so deeply shaken her. A
hundred times, they had been alone
together, and while she had always
been very fond of him, his departure
had only meant that she was a little
sorry to see him go.

Now—— What was the matter
with her?—she thought slowly. Why
could she not smile at him, say
good-by, and be content to leave it
at that?

“Good night, Tommie,” she almost
whispered, fighting desperately for
control.

He put his hands on her shoulders,
and for a frowning second longer,
held her so, upright before him, his
narrowed gaze intent on her burning
face, her tremulous red mouth, her
beautiful eyes hidden from him by
the spiky fringe of shadow from her
long, silky dark lashes. His hands
were shaking—she could feel their
hard tremor through every fiber of
her body.

He said, very low, “Good night,
dear.” As if the familiar little words
were hard to say, somehow. He
bent slowly, his face came closer and
closer. Driven by some impulse she
could not have explained, Jan turned
her head swiftly, so that his Kkiss
missed her mouth, and fell on the
soft, blue-veined temple, where a
feathery curl of gold-brown satin lay
childishly sweet against the exquisite
flesh. His lips were warm, and
gentle, and shaking a little.

Jan could not look at him. Her
throat had locked shut, she could not
speak. He said again, reluctantly,
“Good night, dear,” and his hands
dropped from her shoulders. He
turned when he was at the door, and
Jan, giving him a brilliant smile that
barely covered tears, lifted one un-
steady hand in farewell. He went
out without speaking.

That night, turning restlessly in
her fine old mahogany bed that she
had brought with a few other odd
pieces from her parents’ home in
Maryland after their death, Jan told
herself that Tommie’s behavior
meant only that he was grateful, that
he liked her, that he appreciated her
kindness, her faith in him. That
was all it meant, of course. What
else could it mean? With all his
denial of his thinking of her as a little
sister, she was sure Tommie saw her
as helper and friend, instead of a girl
to be adored. If she only could stop
trying to do things for people!

She would never pretend again
that she loved Tommie and Tommie
loved her. The pretending had been
too dangerously sweet; it had lighted
a hungry flame in her lonely heart;
it had pointed with too unbearable a
sharpness the cold fact that men had
only gratitude and affection to give
her, instead of the love she craved.

CHAPTER I1I.

Jan worked in an advertising
agency. The next afternoon, when
the rush of the day’s work had left
her limp and tired, Nick van Dyke
stopped at her desk, and smiled
down at her. Young Van Dyke’s
father was one of the biggest ac-
counts the agency had; Nick was in
and out of the office frequently, his
decisions concerning the copy on the
beautiful cars his father’s factories
produced, were final. Jad had seen
him many times, but never without
experiencing again a tingle of awed
wonder and excitement. Nick was
everything wonderful and thrilling,
rich, unbelievably handsome, the
only son of a distinguished and cul-
tured old family.

Now he sat on one corner of Jan’s
desk, knowing quite well that what-
ever the Van Dyke heir chose to do
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would bring no disapproval. He
said, in his easy, assured voice:

“You’re the only bright spot in
this stuffy place, Jan. When are you
going to let me call on you?”

“I—I didn’t know you wanted to,
Mr.%Yan Dyke!” she stammered.

“The name is Nick,” its owner said
lightly. “I do want to!”

“Then do,” Jan said shyly.

- “When?” he persisted, still watch-
ing her delightedly.

“Day after to-morrow?”

“And why wait so long? We might
have dinner. I’d like to see where
you live, Miss Carstairs!”

“You—you might dine at my
apartment?” Jan breathed, afraid of
so great a daring. Immediately she
was furious at herself. Offering to
feed a man again! If she had kept
still, Nick might have taken her to
dinner somewhere glamorous and
thrilling. Why couldn’t she learn to
let men do things for her?

“Great! Don’t you see that’s
exactly what I’ve been angling for?”
he asked, his ardent dark eyes intent
on her face, his smooth black head
only inches from her own.

He went away presently, his lean,
faultlessly tailored body moving
with an easy, ‘aintly arrogant swing.
He left Jan bewitched. This, this
was completely unbelievable, she told
her racing heart sternly. Not once
had Nick shown the faintest incli-
nation to treat her as a little sister!
He had made her feel precious, ten-
derly cherished, infinitely desirable
and sweet. As any girl, in her deep-
est heart, wants to feel.

Nick was coming. The song of
those enchanted words went with her
through her evening, through her
vivid, starry-eyed awakening,
through the hours of her work. It
swelled in a richer tide of melody
and sweetness as she breathlessly

shopped for tiny steaks, artichokes
and strawberries, a rare old cheese
she hoped Nick would like. She
hummed the magic words under her
breath as she swiftly whisked the
apartment into shining freshness,
and arranged a great vase of glowing
golden daffodils in a pool of spring
glory on the mantel.

* When the bell rang to announce
him, a table set intimately for two
stood before the fireplace. Jan’s
mother’s delicate old sterling flashed
and sparkled in the mellow light, thin
Haviland of another generation lay
ready on a cloth of fragile old lace.
The frail, wavering stars of golden
candles’ flame starred again in the
beautiful blue of Jan’s shining eyes.
Happiness bubbled in her like cham-
pagne, color was rich in her cheeks,
and above the flowing softness of a
new green chiffon gown, the crimson
of her mouth quivered and burned
with a witching fire.

Her hands were shaking when she
swung the door open for him. He
said instantly, smiling in delight, “I
haven’t been inside one .of these
stately, used-to-be-grand houses
since my grandmother died. I’d for-
gotten how amusing the stained glass
and the carved dinguses on the stair-
ways could be—— Jan, you lovely
little thing, if you could only see the
picture you make in that floaty- -
green thing, with the candlelight and
the gold of those daffodils behind
you!”

As if paying involuntary tribute to
exquisite loveliness, his head bent to
kiss the small hands he still held.

Helpless color flooded up into
Jan’s face. Nervously, she pulled
her hands free from his. She felt for
an instant oddly uneasy, almost
afraid. !

“Do come in, Nick,” she said,
struggling hard for lightness. “It’s
chilly to-day, isn’t it? Do you want
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to stir up the fire while I do our
steaks?” ;

Nick slid a caressing arm around
Jan’s green chiffon shoulders and
shook her lightly.

“I’d bet money you’re not a chat-
terer, Jan. If you do much more of
it, I’ll be convinced you’re afraid of
me. Stand still while I pin one of
these daffodils in your hair. You’re
the very essence of spring.”

Jan stood breathlessly still, soft
color coming and going in her clear
cheeks at his nearness. Her faint
fear of him was quite gone. This was
all joy, all thrilling sweetness.

His experimental brown finger
touched her soft cheek incredulously.

“Looking at you, I could almost
believe in fairy tales again,” he said

“very softly. “This is Jubilee Day for
me.”

“And for me,” Jan’s quivering,
happy heart echoed in silence. But
she only gave him a tremulous smile.

“Can you amuse yourself while I
do the steaks?” she suggested.

“Oh, let the steaks wait. Sit down
here by the fire,” Nick said lazily. “I
have a feeling, Jan, that you and I
are going to know each other rather
well, and I’'m impatient to get
started!”

Somehow an hour was gone. Jan
forgot time, forgot the dinner, forgot
everything but Nick’s intent face,
his brown eyes that could not seem
to leave her face. The murmured, in-
timate conversation went on and on,
while the candles’ frail flames sank
lower and lower. The fire burned
down to a glowing bed of cherry
coals, and in the enchanted dusk of
the gracious old room, Nick moved
closer to Jan on the divan, and put
his arm behind her on the back. The
brightness in his brown eyes, the
closeness of his mouth——

“Jan, I came out here this evening,
expecting to find an amusing eve-

ning. Instead, I found heaven,”
Nick said, very low.

A delicious new terror raced
through her like a tingling flame.

“You’re so incredibly sweet,” Nick
said huskily. “Jan—kiss me.”

For a long instant, they were quite
still, in a bewitched stillness com-
pounded of caught breath, quick-
ened heartbeats, a divinely hushed
waiting. Jan gave him one terrified,
glorious look. His brown face was
closer.

And then, with a husky word,
Nick’s arms closed eagerly about

- her small, vibrant self. His lips came

down to claim hers with a leashed,
passionate tenderness.

It was Jan’s first love kiss from
any man. The glory of it blazed
through her with a wild, heady sweet-
ness, the restrained fierceness of it
burned away the shyness of her
mouth until her lips quivered and
clung under his.

He lifted his head, scanned her
face with some of the same awed
wonder Jan herself felt. As if, in the
space of a dozen exquisite heart-
beats, a miracle had swept them both
with golden wings.

“Jan, my darling,” he said, shaken
by her dearness, her fragrant, tremu-
lous sweetness surrendered to his
arms. Demanding, claiming, ac-
knowledging her, all in three low
words.

“Yes, Nick?” Jan whispered, while
the whole dazzling world wheeled
slowly before her shining eyes, and
the bright stars in spring skies
leaned lower to listen to ecstasy, and
the very daffodils on the mantel
bowed their golden heads to the
miracle of love.

“Oh, my sweet Jan,” Nick said,
kissing the fringed white lids shut
over the shining of her eyes, kissing
the corners of her red mouth, kissing
the soft temple Tommie’s kiss had
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found two nights—two centuries
ago.

Jan put away his demanding arms,
got unsteadily to her feet.

“Do you know what time it is?
You must be simply starved.”

Nick rose, too, caught her two
hands in his.

“Well, now that you mention it, I
_believe I could eat,” he said, laugh-
ing.
Nick thought the steaks were per-
fect. He asked Jan suspiciously if
she had known he was practically an
idiot about artichokes, he poured
brandy over the luscious big straw-
berries when they came, he praised
Jan’s coffee extravagantly. As Jan
had hoped, the cheese she had chosen
was his favorite.

The candles burned down and gut-
tered out, in a last flare of brightness.
They lighted fresh ones, and sat on
at the small table, sipping coffee and
Benedictine, talking in an endless
low murmur.

She had just filled Nick’s cup for
the third time, when a thunderous
clamor awoke in the hall outside her
door. Hands banged impatiently,
voices imperiously demanded en-
trance. Before she could move, the
door flew open and three inquiring
male heads filled the opening.

Tommie Wayne. Dirk Ryan. Bim
Carter. All hilariously gay. Behind
them, Jan caught a glimpse of Joe
Prague with Molly Brant on his arm,
but Sonia and Tess were not present.

They swept in, and Jan rose to face
them, a cold fear chilling her heart.
Why, why of all nights, must the
gang burst in now? Nick would
think. What would Nick think?

Nick agreeably appeared to think
nothing at all. Behind his bland, in-
scrutable face, Jan had a sick cer-
tainty that she could read a blend of
amusement and disgust and affront.

Tommie seemed rather abruptly to

have lost his hilarity. He said, in a
mingled appeal and grim apology
that got through sharply to Jan’s re-
luctant senses:

“Jan, I'm sorry we broke in this
way. We wanted to go dancing—we
were going to pick up Sonia and Tess
after we got you. And,” he added
outrageously, “I wanted to remind
you of our dinner-dance date for to-
morrow night!”

But they had had no date, for to-
morrow night or any other night, Jan
thought sharply! Was Tommie mad?
His hard, carved young face did not
change, his grim mouth did not
soften, but somehow in that instant,
Jan had a curious certainty that
Tommie was asking her for more
than a covering up of the fact that
he had lied. He was asking her to
forgive him for not having shown
her before how much he wanted her,
asking her to forget that he had had
the chance to take her in his arms
two nights before and had chosen to
go away, instead.

Very gently, she kept faith with
him. “I had not forgotten, Tom-
mie,” she said softly. His eyes
thanked her wordlessly, and sud-
denly those eyes were hard to face.

She said, shakily composed, “I'd
like you to meet Nick van Dyke.
Tommie Wayne—oh, Molly, where
are youP—Miss Brant, Mr. Prague,
Mr. Ryan, Mr. Carter. Too bad
Sonia and Tess couldn’t come with
you to-night. Nick, you’ll have to
meet them later.”

“T’ll be delighted,” Nick said, giv-
ing Molly a pleasantly self-possessed
bow, offering an easy, cordial hand to
the men.

“Do we have to go anywhere to
dance, Jan?”” Dirk Ryan said, close
to her ear. “Can’t we stay here?”
He watched her with an awed ab-
sorption as if he had never really seen
her before.
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“But Sonia? And Tess?” Jan said,
laughing over a sharp pang of deso-
lation and fear. They would stay
here, they would spoil everything
that was not already ruined in this
evening with Nick that had been so

perfect before their coming. If only
they would go!

Joe Prague had turned on the full
brightness of the lights, so that shad-
ows and magic were gone from the
room. The table set for two, the
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A

“If you don’t mind, Jan, I'!l ron along now.” Nick’s voice was cool and
indifferent. A while ago he had kissed her, had found her desirable,
but Jan knew that it was all over now. He would never come back.

candles still flaring softly in their all of it seemed suddenly cold and
silver holders, the slim glasses of forlorn and a little ridiculous. She
Benedictine, the filled coffee cups— remembered with a sick stab of pain
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and shame the golden daffodil Nick
had pinned in her hair. How absurd
it must look!

“Sonia?” And Dirk frowned, in
puzzled impatience, as if he had
never heard the name before. “What
has Sonia to do with this? Jan, I’ve
never seen you so beautiful as you
are to-night! Don’t send me away—
Jan, listen, I’ve tickets for the first
night of ‘Bright Danger.” Will you
let me take you?”

The words, in Dirk’s low, tender
voice, still carried clearly in the quiet
room. Her startled senses told her
that this was too fantastic for belief.
But looking up into Dirk’s handsome
face, seeing the new, half-startled
adoration in his dark eyes, she had to
believe he was entirely sincere.

“Are we or are we not going danc-
ing?” Joe’s cool voice said in the
stillness.

“No. We’re staying here,” Bim
Carter said decidedly. Joe shrugged
and turned to the phonograph, Tom-
mie and Bim began rolling back the
rugs.

Dirk said instantly, “Answer me,
Jan.”

She ran a distracted hand through
the soft gold-brown waves of her
hair. “Answer what, you crazy
Irishman?” she said, almost angrily.
Nick had not spoken, Nick had not
moved. Oh, why had this had to
happen? If they had only gone
quickly, if they had not even come!

Dirk laughed softly, caught her
hand to his lips. “You’ve bewitched
me, Jan.” The slow, sliding meas-
ures of a tango drifted through the
room, and Dirk remembered that
Nick had been Jan’s first guest, and
waited a courteous moment for Nick
to ask her to dance. But Nick only
stood quietly, smiling over a fresh
cigarette he had just lighted. A
deeper chill froze around Jan’s heart.
It was all spoiled, spoiled!

Joe slid Molly into the dance.
Tommie and Bim started for Jan.
But Dirk was already beside her. He
said swiftly, “Please, darling?” and
Jan, numb with pain, went into his
arms. To have handsome Dirk Ryan
call her “darling” would have meant
a great deal, a week ago. Now it
was cruel mockery. Under Nick van
Dyke’s assured dark eyes, it seemed
suddenly a little cheap.

“How could I have been so blind?”
Dirk said dreamily as they danced.
“You’re the same girl I called my
little sister. I came to ask you how
to make Sonia like me better!” He
laughed suddenly, his big arm tight-
ened around her. “What a fool I
was, Jan!”

“Dirk, you’re insane!” she said
sharply, her throat tight, aching with
disappointment.  “You’re taking
Sonia to ‘Bright Danger’—I heard
you ask her.”

“Don’t punish me, Jan. I was
blind, but now I see!” Dirk exulted,
in his mellow, tender Irish voice.

“How about cutting in?” Tom-
mie’s imperious hand rested on
Dirk’s shoulder. Dirk reluctantly
let her go.

“Thanks for not giving me away,”
Tommie whispered as they danced.
“I never wanted anything in my life
quite so much as I wanted you to
say you’d dine with me to-morrow
night.”

“Tommie, this is all so silly!” Jan
said, conscious of Nick’s dark eyes
watching her, of Nick’s arrogant
height quiet and poised across the
room. He could have cut in, she
thought sickly, feverishly. He could,
even now. But he didn’t.

“T’ll try, to-morrow night,” Tom-
mie’s grim voice said over her head,
“to convince you that I mean it!”

The music blurred into minors,
stopped. Nick came toward her,
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and her chilled heart leaped wildly
in hope.

He said lightly in her ear, “This
gang is a bit overpowering, don’t
you think, Jan? If you don’t mind,
I believe I’ll run along now.”

Tears that had been boiling in her
heart crowded up into her throat.
She tried fiercely to hold her voice
steady, but it wavered forlornly.

“Nick, I Of course this must
be unpleasant to you,” she panted.

“Why, nonsense, my dear! Your
friends are charming. But I wanted
to see you alone, and any chance of
that seems pretty well washed up
now. Thanks for a delicious dinner
and a delightful evening.”

His voice was too cool, too lightly
indifferent, she thought wretchedly.
All spoiled, all of it. He had come
once, he had kissed her a few times
and seemed to find her desirable and
sweet, but now it was all over. He
would not come again.

“Run along back to your guests,
Jan. No, don’t bother, I can find
my way out. Good night,” he said
pleasantly, and before she could pro-
test, he had turned and left her.

He didn’t care, he didn’t care, she
thought feverishly. He had said
nothing of seeing her again, he had
not asked to be allowed to come
back. When he had gone, she put
her cold face down into icy hands,
and a dull, numb sickness started at

her brain and crept freezingly down

her whole body.

She told herself furiously that she
had no right to care so much. What
did she know of Nick van Dyke,
really? A few hours of murmured
conversation here, a few kisses, what
basis was that on which to build a
whole gossamer structure of dreams
and shy hopes? Well, the gossamer
was torn now. The radiance of
what might have been was dulled al-
most before her trembling heart had

had time to realize its rich, shining
beauty.

Tommie Wayne was beside her, a
frown pulling his black brows to-
gether over his searching gray eyes.

“Does it mean so much to you,
dear?” he said, very low. “Den’t
worry, Jan. He’ll be back.”

Jan gave him one desperate, ago-
nized look. “He won’t ever come
back,” she said, and turning un-
steadily, went into her bedroom and
shut the door.

New shadows lay deep around the
burning beauty of Jan’s blue eyes
when Tommie came in the next night
to take her to the Waldorf for dinner
and dancing. But Tommie, at his
brilliant best, pinned a corsage of
fragrant gardenias against the shoul-
der of the black-and-silver dinner
dress and stood back to admire the
effect.

“The sketches went over in a big
way,” he told her jubilantly. “I de-
livered the last three to-day, and got
an extravagant check.”

“That’s grand, Tommie,” Jan said
sincerely, trying to ignore the long
drag of a day that had failed to bring
her any word from Nick van Dyke.

“It’s all your fault. I'd have
chucked them long ago if you hadn’t
kept me at them. When the whole
batch is paid for, I'm going to buy
you a Fifth Avenue bus to celebrate!”
Tommie promised.

“But where would I keep a Fifth
Avenue bus in this apartment, Tom-
mie?” Jan made herself ask inno-
cently.

“How about buying us a big
enough apartment so that we could
keep one?” he said soberly, almost
under his breath. “Mr. and Mrs.
Wayne.”

But Jan drew back, almost blinded
with pain. She said pitifully, very
low, “Please, Tommie. It’s too late!”
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Color ebbed sharply from Tom-
mie’s brown face. “You don’t mean
that, Jan!”

But Jan, trembling, a little faint
with longing and hurt, remembering
the passionate fire of Nick’s kisses
on her mouth, shut her eyes and said
no more.

Dirk Ryan, resplendent in white
tie and tails, presented himself to
escort her to the first night of “Bright
Danger”; not once did he mention
Sonia Arloff. He watched Jan in-
stead of the play, his attentive, hand-
some head was constantly bent to
catch her faintest murmur of a word.
When the play was finished, he took
her jealously away, to dance at the
Rainbow Room, happily conscious
that now he could demand all Jan’s
attention, all her dances. She told
him a sleepy good night at three
o’clock, a little dizzily.

Fantastic as it seemed, Dirk had
forgotten Sonia. Either he was the
most skillful actor in the world or
he was well on the way to being
genuinely in love with Jan. Two
weeks before, his devotion would
have meant incredulous delight.
Now, it seemed meaningless and a
little flat. No word from Nick, no
word from Nick, her aching heart
said over and over. Beside the bleak-
ness, the finality of that, Dirk Ryan
was only a handsome shadow, whose
mellow, Irish voice said words that
could not dispel her suffering.

Saturday night, Bim Carter,
Molly Brant and her Joe, were wait-
ing when Jan got home. Bim wanted
Jan for dinner, he said, in his deep,
growling voice. Jan stared at his
pleasant, bulldog face, and won-
dered what was happening to her.

“Is this a put-up job between you
and Dirk and Tommie?” she de-
manded suspiciously.

“What do you mean, put-up job?”
Bim growled.

Joe Prague put in neatly, “Jan,
have mercy on this big hulk. He’s
been mooning around like a lost soul
ever since we barged in here the night

- Van Dyke was here.”

Bim’s big face reddened, but his
blue eyes under the crest of stubborn
fair hair were unwavering on Jan’s
face.

Jan’s lip shook a little at the sharp
stab of Joe’s careless words. The
night Van Dyke was here! She said
very gently, almost inaudibly, “I see.
If you’ll wait while I change, I'll be
glad to go with you, Bim.”

A square silver box sat in a swirl
of wide satin ribbon on Jan’s dress-
ing table. Dirk’s gift, probably.
She tried not to let her eyes touch it

- while she dressed, but when she was

ready, she opened the box, and stood
for a long moment, her cold fingers
caressing the satin softness. That
box held one magnificent green
orchid, that had come by messenger.
The engraved card said only,
“Thanks again for a delightful eve-
ning. Nick van Dyke.”

Paying his respects to his hostess,
Jan thought bitterly. Doing his duty
by a girl who couldn’t win the one
man she wanted, the girl to whom
other men’s devotion had come too
late. The orchid’s frail loveliness
would wither, and the beauty of the
dream Nick van Dyke’s kisses had
brought to flower in her heart, would
die with it.

Jan’s beautiful eyes were heavy
with tears she could not let fall when
she went out to Bim.

He did his best. He kept Jan’s
gallant smile firmly fixed on the
sweetness of her mouth. He found a
gorgeous Chinese restaurant, where
flowering almond and priceless China
tea and rare incense all richened the
air of their silk-walled private room.
He bought her a great bunch of wet,
sweet violets, and litchi nuts and
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It she could only
stop crying! If she
could only know
that Nick would
come again, would
be once more his
charming, wondezr-
ful selfl
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strange Chinese candies, and gruffly stiff it would stand alone. He tried
pushed into her protesting hands a to kiss her good night, and patted
beautifully embroidered Chinese her comfortingly when she gently re-
coat of a heavenly blue brocade so fused.
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She shrank from getting up the
next morning, to a long, empty Sun-
day. She was trying to force herself
to sleep again, when the telephone
beside her bed rang sharply. She
cuddled the receiver listlessly against
her ear, half expecting, dreading, to
hear Tommie Wayne’s voice.

But Nick van Dyke’s amused,
clipped tones came mildly to her in-
credulous ears.

“You’re not still in bed, you lazy
little thing!”

A hot wave of blinding joy blazed
through Jan.

“Who—who is this?” she gasped,
though every wild, thrilling nerve in
her body told her instantly who it
was. :

“Nick, of course,” his agreeable
voice said smoothly. “Could you be
tempted by a long drive up into
Westchester and dinner this evening
at a nice little inn that overlooks the
Palisades?”

“But Nick, I—I—" Jan began,
breathlessly.

“Never mind,”
dulgently, laughing a little.
stop for you in an hour.”

When he came, he reached swiftly
for both her hands. “This has been
the longest week I ever lived, Jan,”
he said simply.

She could only look up at him, her
eyes brimming with sweetness and
joy and peace after pain. He
touched her soft mouth with a sud-
denly shaking big finger, said con-
tentedly:

“You’ve missed me, too. I was
afraid your friends would keep you
so busy you’d have forgotten me.”

Forget him? Ah, never, never,
Jan’s happy heart vowed deeply.

Glory, glory, that whole perfect
day. The drive through the spring
sweetness of Westchester woods,
Nick’s hand holding Jan’s small fin-
gers locked in his as she sat close be-

Nick said in-
(3 I ’ll

side him, their rush of words, their
sudden silences, Nick’s special smile,
caressing and warm, turning often
hungrily to her glowing face—she
was almost stifled by this tide of
richness and joy that seemed un-
bearably sweet.

The river sparkled blue and
serene, under thin, windy sunshine,
with the Palisades starkly clear
across the blue. The inn in West-
chester, when they came cold and
hungry to its hospitable door, gave
them candle flame and pungent wood
fire, delicious hot food and the shy
sweetness of crocus and hyacinth and
spring beauties to grace their table.
And afterward, they left the low,
oak-beamed room, to stand on the
wide veranda and watch a great
golden moon slide up the sky above
dark Westchester hills. Jan, very
still under the caressing big arm,
lifted her dream-dazzled face to the
delight in Nick’s watching eyes, and
slowly, without words, his dark head
bent until the fiery worship of his
kiss could claim her mouth.

CHAPTER III.

Now Nick came often to Jan’s
apartment. Dirk and Bim were
grimly intent on cutting him out,
and Nick arrogantly, imperturbably
refused to be cut. He said nothing,
he never showed jealousy, but Jan
was quick to feel his growing irrita-
tion against Dirk and Bim. Oddly,
though, his most pointed dislike
seemed to fall on Tommie, who came
rarely, stayed only briefly, and
seemed to have accepted with quiet
finality Jan’s word that his offer of
marriage had come too late. Jan
would not let herself think of Tom-
mie in those radiant days. The thin-
ning of his hard young face, the hurt
that dwelt in the narrowed gray
eyes that followed her every move-
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ment—these things bothered Jan,
shadowed her happiness.

Nick called her one day at the
agency, to say in his confident,
clipped way, “Jan, there’s a swank
party at the Versailles Thursday
night. Tails and white ties, and gay
gowns—a gli affair.”

It was nice of him to let her know
what to expect, she thought happily.
And the little nest-egg some instinct
of caution had kept her tucking away
week by week, would allow her to
bhave a very grand new gown.

She would not trust the shop to
deliver the preciousness of the
beautiful white-and-silver frock and
its shining accessories. She carried
them home with her, and gloated
over them joyously. The gown fitted
her so suavely, and flared enchant-
ingly around the silver slippers. The
absurd scrap of silver hat was out-
rageously flattering perched on her
shimmering gold-brown head.

On the day of the party, she
dashed gayly home after work, plan-
ning a leisurely bath, a leisurely
donning of thin lingerie and the new
gown,

Perfumed, powdered, every shin-
ing gold-brown curl in exquisite or-
der, she was ready at last for the
white dress. She went singing to her
closet, glorying in the happy eve-
ning ahead, with Nick’s pride in her
making the gay hours perfect.

Her eyes dilated sharply. The
gown was gone. The gown, the sil-
ver wrap, the slippers—all gone.

Carelessly pinned to the sleeve of
an office dress was a scrap of paper.
Jan unpinned it with shaking fin-
gers. Premonition was cold in her
heart. Tears blurred the scrawled
words on the white paper, and she
shook them from her eyes.

Daruing Jan: I knew you wouldn't
mind if I borrowed your white gown. I
spailed my only decent rag, and Joe is

81
showing me off to-night at a very ultra
party his folks are giving. Inspection by

the m-laws frightens me enough if I Jook
like a million. In the rags I had, I'd have
looked like a counterfeit dime.

Will return your lovely gown to-morrow,
of course, Mowvy.

Jan put her head down in shaking
hands and sobbed. Should she tele-
phone Nick she was ill, that she had
to work late, that she bhad
wrenched her ankle? She wanted so
desperately to go on this gay party,
but oh, she had wanted him to be
proud of her, had wanted him to
know she understood and appre-
ciated his tactful suggestions as to
the proper kind of clothes!

She ransacked her closet, blinded
with tears. She had been so hap-
pily confident of the white-and-sil-
ver gown’s superb beauty, she had
not even thought of a possible alter-
native. She had nothing even re-
motely resembling a formal, brilliant
gown. Until now, she had not
needed that kind of gown. A dinner
frock, a modest evening dress, had
been enough.

She had nothing, she thought
feverishly, except the black dinner
dress with its necklace and girdle of
brilliants. Either she must wear
that, or somehow make excuses to
Nick not to go.

Defiantly, at last, she slid the
black gown over her carefully
dressed head. A wide band of solid
brilliants fastened high about her
slim throat like a slave collar, nar-
row cuffs of the shining stones held
great, flowing, gossamer sleeves tight
around her delicate wrists, a flashing
girdle of the stones circled her
slender waist. But always the re-
lentless fact that it was only a din-
ner gown drummed at her heart.

She carefully wiped away tears,
added another reckless dash of lip-
stick, set rhinestone stars across the



satiny shimmer of her hair. She
looked well enough, she told herself
impatiently, The dress was pretty,
becoming. What if Nick had seen
‘her wear it before?

" But it was all useless. She was not
dressed as Nick undoubtedly ex-
pected her to be.

His first surprised, involuntary lift
of eyebrow when he saw her, con-
firmed her suspicions.

“Nick, I can’t go,” she said
wretchedly. “This is the only gown
I have to wear. I thought I could
brazen it out, but I can’t. I had
such a beautiful gown, and to-day”
a sob choked her—“to-day, Molly
Brant came in and borrowed it with-
out even asking me.” Tears rolled
helplessly down her cheeks.

Nick put his arms around her.
“Precious little baby girl, that’s noth-
ing to be so utterly miserable about!”
he said coaxingly, smiling anxiously
down at her. “You look adorable,
and if you want to go to this party,
we'll go. If you’d rather not, it’s
not worth even one of these tears
you’re wasting!”

His generosity, his gentleness,
broke her completely. She could
only drop her aching head forward
on his shoulder, her trembling body
held closely in his-arms, and fight
desperately for control.

“Powder your sweet nose,” Nick
urged stoutly, “let me pin these
orchids where they belong, and let’s

'”

All the way to the Versailles in the
Van Dyke car whose chauffeur called
Nick “Mister Nichoals,” he held her
circled by one big arm, his other
hand covering warmly both hers.
When they went into the glittering
place, Jan’s small head was high, her
eyes were too brilliant, Nick’s
orchids quivered to her rapid breath-

ing.

Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

She was the only girl in the packed,
noisy room who was not in formal
dress. )

Before they ordered, Nick sent a
hurried waiter away, leaned closer to
cover her hand with consoling big
fingers. He hesitated, searching her
overbright eyes, her set, smiling
mouth. Then he said, his voice very
soft:

“Darling, would you be happier
not to stay?”

And Jan, on a great, hard-caught
sob of gratitude, said thickly, “Oh,
yes, Nick. Please!”

If she had only been brave enough
to face it through, she thought
sickly. She had been such a baby,
such a fool! Nick had pitied her, he
had been gentle and tender beyond
belief, he had even scolded her softly
for being so broken about it. But
the whole evening that might have
been so gay, so radiant, so glamorous,
had been ruined.

Nick had said, a little grimly,
when he brought her home, “Jan,
don’t you think it’s about time you
clamped down on this wild gang you
go around -with? This shouldn’t
have happened, any of it. You've let
them walk on you until you’re com-
pletely at their mercy!”

Well, that was true, too. But she
could find no words to tell him so.
She could only sit in stricken silence
and try to still the shaking of her icy
_hands.

Nick, concerned and pitying, saw
how white and exhausted she was.
“He lifted the small hands, kissed
them lightly.

“Go to bed now, darling, and for-
get all this unhappiness. Sweet
dreams, my Jan!”

But he had not asked to come
again. In the sophisticated world
where Nick van Dyke moved with
such ease, there must be dozens of
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The blood seemed to drain out of Jan's heart as she saw Nick standing in
the doorway. Her dressing gown was torn open over her nightgown, her
hair was wildly disheveled, and Tommie was sprawling on the couch.

girls to whom the loss of one formal little disaster, and they would laugh
gown would not spell tragedy. Per- together about it!

haps, Jan thought, cringing from

even the thought, Nick could tell one When the door had closed out his
of those girls about this amusing ' concerned face, Jan went slowly into
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the bedroom. She stood for a long
moment before the mirror, looking
with tear-blurred eyes at the black
gown that had not been good enough.
If she could only stop crying! If she
could know that Nick would come
again, would be once more his charm-
ing, wonderful self!

Oh, what was the use! Wearily,
she took off the black gown, bathed
her pale face in icy water, stood with
a towel pressed in silence against her
burning eyes and shaking mouth.
With a long sigh, she slid out of the
lingerie she had put on a few hours
ago so joyously, slipped over her
shining head her nightgown, a trail-
ing, shimmering thing of exquisitely
embroidered white satin.

Her bell rang sharply, twice, three
times. Had Nick come back, to be
sure she was all right? Color blazed
up into her face, her breath quick-
ened. She snatched up the blue bro-
caded Chinese coat Bim had bought
her, belted it snugly at her slim
waist, slid her white feet into tiny
blue mules.

She opened the door a cautious
crack.

Tommie Wayne, swaying a little,
pushed it open, put out a hot hand
and clutched at her shoulder for
support.

“Had to see you, Jan,” he mum-
bled thickly. “Let me in.”

“But, Tommie, I’m not dressed,”
she protested.

“Who cares? Had to see you,” he
muttered, pushing past her but still
clinging to her shoulder.

She stared at him uncertainly.
His brown face was drawn and hag-
gard, he had not shaved to-day.
Usually so immaculately groomed,
his collar now was open at the
throat, his tie a draggled string hang-
ing crookedly across his rumpled
shirt front. He wore no hat, his
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brown hair was wildly disheveled.
Jan could feel the heat of his hand
scorching through the robe to her
shoulder.

“What’s the matter, Tommie?” she
demanded. “Won’t it wait until to-
morrow?”’

“No.” He stumbled in beside her,
a loose, shambling awkwardness
about his knees.

“Where are you, Jan?” he mut-
tered anxiously, in a hoarse, thick
voice. The reek of liquor on his
breath struck her full in the face.

She stepped back from him. So
that was it!

“You’re drunk, Tommie!” she said
sharply. “How dare you come here
in such a condition!”

Tommie reeled blindly. His hands
groped out, seekingly, his lurch
brought his foot against the couch,
and he sat down abruptly.

“Jan, where are you?”

“I’m here, Tommie. What’s wrong
with you, anyhow?” she said stiffly,
reluctantly coming close enough so
that his groping hands found her.

The hands closed instantly, drag-
ging her down. He sagged back on
the couch, pulling Jan with him.
Helplessly, she struggled for a mo-
ment against the steel-strong arms
holding her so fiercely close.

“Tommie, listen to Jan,” she said
softly. “Let me go, and I'll sit here
beside you, close, where you can
touch me. Please, for Jan?”

No other appeal of hers had ever
gone unanswered by Tommie Wayne.
But now he seemed not to find any
significance in her words.

“Never let you go,” he said
fiercely, blindly seeking her mouth.
“Loved you always, Jan—love you
now. Fool to let Van Dyke have
you. He’s just amusing himself with
you. Never be a fool again.”
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The thick voice went on and on.
Crushed down by his arms, Jan’s
head was drawn helplessly closer and
closer to his. He kissed her wildly,
hotly, his mouth burning against
hers, as if he could not have enough
of the sweetness of her lips. As if the
touch of her slim body against his
own had set flame to a raging pas-
sion which was no longer under his
control.

Jan could hardly breathe.
Strength drained out of her, and
anger, and in their place came the

most devastating terror she had ever

known.

A sound at the door got through
somehow to Tommie, even before it
reached her. His arms involuntarily
relaxed, and instantly Jan was free
from him. Her frightened eyes
swung a little blindly toward the
door she had not had time to close,
and her gaze sharpened there to an
appalling clarity. All the blood
seemed to drain out of her frozen
heart, and she saw, in a flash of
hideous brightness, how she must
appear. Her dressing gown torn open
at the throat over the trailing satin
of her gown, her hair wildly
disheveled, Tommie himself sprawl-
ing on the couch beside her.

“Nick!” The stricken word fell
starkly across the hushed room.

Her stricken whisper reached even
Tommie’s blurred senses. He waved
a hand protestingly, his impious,
thick chuckles shattered the stillness
as pelting stones might shatter a
mirror.

“Van Dyke?” Tommie fumbled.
“Tell him—I got here—first »?

Nick. Nick. Oh, speak. Say
something. Anything. Listen to
me! Her mind was a babble of im-
ploring words that died before they
could be born. No words now could
bridge the gulf that stretched wider
and wider between them as she
watched in silent agony.

Nick might have been turned to
stone. The hand he had lifted to
knock at the door before he saw what
it revealed, was still lifted. Some-
thing infinitely precious to Jan had
died in his brown eyes, something
ugly had set a new flame glittering
there. His set face was like a stone
mask, but even as Jan watched, a
bitter understanding lifted one cor-
ner of his mouth in a sneer.

Without a word, he turned away.
And Jan, in stricken, helpless si-
lence, had to let him go, taking with
him-her last hope of happiness.
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Girl in a Million

By Walter Marquiss

HERE was a stir in the court-
room as whispers sped around
that the jury was about to file
in. Lynda Carver stiffened in her
seat. Her eyes turned again to fix
intently upon the lean, masculine
face of the young defendant, sitting
a few feet away across the rail.
Anxiety, even chill apprehension,
marked Bradford Rhodes’s strained
expression. Yet there was courage,
too. A smile curved his pale lips—
wistful and infinitely grateful.

There was a light in his eyes as
he peered down fleetingly at a crum-
pled note which an attendant had
passed to him only a minute or two
before.

Whatever happens now, remember that
I believe in you!: LynNpa

A door opened abruptly. Twelve
men filed into the jury box. With a
flutter of sound and movement,
court officials and spectators rose to

- <their feet. They rustled down again
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when Judge Carver, tall, stern and
gray, mounted the bench. ' Judge
Carver was Lynda’s father. He
leaned forward.

“Gentlemen of the jury, have you
reached a verdict?”

The foreman stood up. He was
a grizzled, stringy farmer from up in
Dawson township. Watching him,
lips slightly apart, Lynda was
scarcely aware that she was holding
her breath, while her heart pounded
madly.

“We, the jury, find the defendant
not guilty!”

Lynda sagged in her chair, sud-
denly weak and quivering. Tears
sparkled in her wide brown eyes as
they met Bradford’s. Pulsing hearts
shared the joy which was all the
greater because it was so unexpected.

She was unconscious of the loud
buzz of angry voices that greeted
the foreman’s an-
nouncement. The
smart rap-rap-rap
of the judge’s gavel
seemed to come
from a long dis-
tance.

Then her eyes
were on her father.
His features looked
harder, more grim
than before. His
voice was clipped
and brittle.

“Gentlemen of
the jury, the court
is frankly amazed at your verdict.
You have chosen to ignore the pre-
ponderance of the evidence so ably
presented in this trial.”

The men in the jury box stirred
uneasily. Dead silence dropped
upon the crowded courtroom. Lynda
stared up at her father with a rush
of indignation and anger.

“You have heard the evidence
presented by the prosecution. And

you have heard the scurrilous efforts
of the defense to malign and under-
mine the character of a respected,
honorable citizen of this com-
munity.”

Lynda glanced at the president of
the Piatville State Bank, Henry

‘Milsap, who sat with the prosecuting

attorney. Of distinguished appear-
ance, with the encroaching gray of
middle years, Milsap sat with head
bowed, complacent, smug. Again,
Lynda felt a wave of instinctive dis-
like for him.

“Thus,” the judge continued
harshly, “you have elected to deal
with a crime that resulted in the
wrecking of the Piatville State Bank
and the ruin of hundreds of its de-
positors. You have found this de-
fendant not guilty. The court can
only add its regret that it does not
possess the power to set aside your
verdict, and deeree
such pumshment as
the crime deserves!”

Lester Rush, who
was small and wiry,
quick of movement,
was on his feet. He
was Bradford’s at-
torney.

“Your honor, I
protest your re-
marks to the jury!
May I remind you
that my client has
been acquitted,
fully and legally, in
fair trial?” he said with feeling.

“Your protest is noted, Mr.
Rush,” Judge Carver retorted. He
looked down at the court clerk.
“You may enter it. The jury is
free to go. The defendant is dis-
charged.”

It took Lynda all of ten minutes
to make her way out of the court-
room in the crush of departing spec-
tators. They crowded the wide
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corridor outside, waiting, muttering.
An angry buzz greeted the jurymen
as they emerged.

Police officials forced a lane
through the press, escorting the jury-
men to the main entrance. Lynda
turned the other way. She went out
into sunlight, streaming into a rear
courtyard, where her roadster was
parked.

A tall young man came toward
her from an angle. Obviously, he
had been waiting for her. She
stopped to face him with an anxious,
tremulous smile.

“Brad!” she murmured. “I'm
awfully sorry about what my father
just said.”

Helooked down, frowning slightly.
There was pain in the nervous lines
of his face. A long sigh escaped
him.

“Oh, I don’t know that you can
blame him, Lynda,” he said. “The
circumstantial evidence was pretty
strong. It was only luck and that
last speech of Lester Rush’s that got
me off at all!”

“But you aren’t guilty, Brad

His smile lighted his whole face.

“It’s sweet to know you believe
that. I'm afraid you're the only one
who does!”

“But they will, Brad. This will
all blow over in just a little while,
and everything will be all right.”

12

But it didn’t blow over. A
month, two months after his trial,
Bradford Rhodes was still a marked
man, avoided by the whole town.

Most of them had lost money
through the crime of which he had
been accused. None of them would
forget the circumstantial evidence of
his guilt. Even Lynda’s unswerving
loyalty could not outweigh the
ghastly fact that the evidence was
condemning.

She had been proud of Brad, of
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his rapid rise in the Piatville State
Bank—a junior executive at the age
of twenty-four. But tragedy had
followed swiftly on the heels of his
latest promotion.

She knew only the details which
had been brought out at the trial.
Brad had been able to supply noth-
ing further, for he was as much at
sea as she was.

He had been intrusted with fifty
thousand dollars in negotiable
bonds, to be delivered to a Howard
Graham in Chicago. The errand
completed, he had met a vivacious
blond girl who had once been a fel-
low employee in the bank. The
chance encounter with Florence
Parsons had proved disastrous.

Brad had taken the girl to dinner
and the theater. The next morning
he had called at the home of friends
whom she was visiting, and she had
accompanied him back to Piatville
in his car.

A week later the world had seemed
to explode under Brad’s feet, and
under Lynda’s, because she loved
him. Howard Graham had popped
up in Piatville with the declaration
that the bonds which Brad had de-
livered to him were forgeries.

There had been hectic sessions.
President Milsap had maintained
with dignity, that the bonds he had
intrusted to young Rhodes were
genuine. Laura Stone, his secretary,
frightened and hesitant, had cor-
roborated his statements.

With her own hands, she had
taken the genuine bonds from the
vault and given them to the presi-
dent. She had seen him seal them
in a heavy envelope. Her own
hands had delivered this same en-
velope, intact, to Bradford.

From the first, suspicion had
fastened on Brad. The accusation
stated that on the way to Chicago,
he had substituted the counterfeits
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for the genuine bonds. This sus-
picion became conviction in the
minds of investigating officials when
the sheriff made a surprise raid on
the home of Florence Parsons.
Obviously forewarned, the Par-
sons girl had fled from town. But
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meager living by attending the
counter of a roadside lunch wagon
on the outskirts of the town.

There Lynda called for him in her
car. She picked up a tawny-haired
young man whose broad shoulders
were bent as if by a terrific burden,
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“Oh, Lynda darling,” he said hoarsely, “what made you think I could ever
give you up?”

in her panic and haste she had left
behind her, hidden in a bureau
drawer, approximately one half of
the stolen bonds!

Rumors had leaked out that there
was trouble at the bank. A run had
flared like a prairie fire, and before
it could be checked, the bank had
closed its doors.

Brad was arrested, and presently
brought to trial. And now, two
months after acquittal, impoverished
and disheartened, he was earning a

whose blue eyes brooded with
anguish, whose spirit was bowed
down almost to the point of break-
ing. Just to look at him brought
an agonizing stab of pity, and re-
sentment against the people who
had done this thing to him.

They rode in comparative silence,
far out into the country. Lynda,
open and honest to the core, hated
this need of meeting him in secret.
But to invite him to her home was
unthinkable. For her stern, rigid



40 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

father had not bent one iota from
his conviction that the young man
was guilty.

She parked the car at a point
where a lonely country road edged
a park. They alighted, walked
through a shallow ravine, and sat
down together on the bank of the
wide river. Brooding in silence,
Brad stared out at the yellow water,
while his hands kneaded nervously
together between his knees.

Lynda watched his profile
anxiously. His tense bearing sug-

gested that something throbbed in.

his mind, something which he was
reluctant to bring forth in words.

“T still believe,” he burst out at
last, “as surely as I'm alive, that
Milsap substituted those bogus
bonds before Miss Stone gave them
to me.” '

“You don’t think it was Graham,
then?”

“No, I don’t. It’s obvious that
the whole thing was a frame-up
against me, so that Milsap could get
away clear with those bonds. Why
did Flossie Parsons just happen to
bob up in Chicago, to be seen with
me and ride back to Piatville with
me?” He shook his head and drew
a long breath. “It’s too pat, Lynda,
too pat!”

Again he brooded in silence, while
Lynda watched him. She longed to
say something that would comfort
him, but in her own discouragement,
she could think of nothing.

“Oh, I was a fool, of course,” he
muttered, half to himself. “I was a
fool to let Milsap get away with it
the time I found that worthless note
of his. It was practically a forgery,
but he explained it so plausibly and
returned the fifteen thousand dol-
lars——"

His voice faded out and fifteen or
twenty seconds slipped by before he

added, “I couldn’t believe then, that
Milsap was really dishonest!”

He seemed wholly unaware that
she was holding one of his hands in
both of hers, leaning toward him,
looking up at his averted face.
Again he shook his head dis-
piritedly. '

“I haven’t been able to find out
a thing since the trial. People who
might be able to help me, won’t even
talk to me. Even Laura Stone sent
out-word that she wasn’t at home
when I went to her house, though
she knew I saw her through the win-
dow! And, of course, nobody knows
what became of Flossie Parsons.”

Lynda sighed wearily.

“I haven’t been able to learn any-
thing, either, Brad.”

He turned to face her. Swift fire
leaped feverishly into his eyes, chas-
ing away the brooding shadows.

“Lynda, you’ve got to stop it!” he
said sharply.

“Stop it, Brad?” She stared at
him.

“You’ve got to stop trying to help
me! It’s so futile. Everybody in
this town believes I am guilty, and
hates me. You’ll have them look-
ing at you the same way they look
at me, and you’ll be an outcast, too!
You can’t fight this kind of thing,
Lynda. It’s too subtle, too in-
sidious! Even my own sister be-
lieves I'm guilty!”

She looked at him, a slow, wistful
smile quivering on her lips. She
shook her head, almost imper-
ceptibly.

“What kind of girl would I be,
Brad, if I didn’t stand by the man
I love?”

“Don’t talk of love!” he cried, his
tone sharp with anguish. He jerked
his hand away from her grasp.
“It’s so impossible!”

“What is impossible, Brad?”
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“Oh, it’s been hounding me night
and day, all these weeks.” He
rubbed his shaking fingers through
his disordered hair. Agony burned
in his eyes. “Gnawing the very
heart out of me! I can’t go on like
this. I’'m beaten, broken!”

“Brad dear, please!”

“I'm not going to see you again,
Lynda,” he said huskily. “I can’t
let you ruin your life for me!”

“But we love each other, Brad!
What else matters?”

“Everything else matters!” he
cried, almost savagely. “I have
thought it over from every possible
angle, and it simply can’t be! The
whole world is against us, against
our love. Lynda, there’s only one
thix’lg left. I—I've got to give you
up.”

His voice broke. He bit hard on
his lower lip to still its trembling,
and turned abruptly away from her.

Her heart was throbbing heavily,
with intense pain. Tears filled her
wide brown eyes.

“Then, Brad,” she said falteringly,
“you don’t love me enough.”

“Don’t love you enough! Oh, my
darling, don’t talk like that!”

“How can you, if you’re willing to
give me up?”

“I’m not willing. I've got to! It’s
for you! Dearest, can’t you see?”

“I can’t see anything,” she cried
passionately, “except that we’re not
cowards! We can’t turn and run be-
cause people are unjust. Oh, Brad
darling, I believe in you and love
you.”

“Lynda, don’t!”

He was trembling from head to
foot. He got unsteadily to his feet
and leaned heavily against a tree,
his head drooping. Lynda rose be-
side him, and entwined both arms
around him.

“I love you, Brad
brokenly.

”»
!

she whispered

He looked down at her. His face
was a battleground of conflicting
emotions. All at once, as though
motivated by something more
powerful than his will, he jerked her
close to him. His arms closed about
her shoulders, almost crushing her
slender form.

“Dearest! Dearest!” he groaned.

She tilted her face toward him.
Their eyes met for a long, throbbing
moment. Then Brad bent his head
swiftly and his lips captured hers.

Locked in his embrace, she felt
herself sinking. Brad sat down on
the ground, holding her on his knees,
her head cradled in the crook of his
elbow.

He kissed her again, lips cleaving
to hers as though he could never let
her go. She felt the hot blood rush-
ing into her cheeks; her brain was
fairly reeling with the mad ecstasy
of his kiss.

When he freed her lips at last, she
lay inert in his arms, breathing more
quietly, her eyes closed. She lifted
the fluttering iids and looked up at
him. “Oh, Lynda darling,” he said
hoarsely, “what made you think I
could ever give you up?”

There was evidence of returning
strength in his lean, expressive fea-
tures. The light in his eyes was
clear again.

“I love you, Lynda, my dearest
dear,” he whispered. “I want you
more than I’ve ever wanted any-
thing in the world. You've given
me strength and courage. I can
fight now, sweetheart, for you!”

“And with me, Brad!”

“Yes. But there’s still a vast
obstacle between us.”

“What obstacle?”

“We can’t be married, you know,
until—"

“Then I’ll wait for you, darling,
until we can be married, no matter
how long I have to wait.”
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“Lynda, I can’t keep it back any longer,” Laura Stone cried out. “Brad-
ford Rhodes did not steal those bonds!”

There was a deep breathlessness
in the look with which he regarded
her. His arms tightened con-
vulsively around her.

“You would do that?” he whis-
pered, his voice shaken with a kind
of awe.

“T love you,” she answered simply.

She rode back to town after she
had left him at the lunch wagon,
still tingling with the memory of his
good-by kiss. In her being was a
deep, all-pervading hunger for him.

And yet her spirit burned with a
fierce pride in him—pride in the
strength of his character which had
sent her away from him with only
a good-night kiss that trembled with
its infinite tenderness.

The tempest of her emotions had
stirred up a faint headache. She
stopped at a drug store for a box of
headache tablets.

As she crossed the sidewalk, a
slender girl came toward her—
Laura Stone. Lynda paused to
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speak with her, but Laura swerved
suddenly, and crossed the street.

* Lynda’s cheeks flushed, and she
bit hard on her lower lip. She was
positive that Laura had seen her and
had deliberately turned aside to
avoid her. Was this the first sign
that the people of Piatville were
ostracizing her because of her
loyalty to the man she loved?

She lifted her head proudly, de-
fiantly, and marched into the store.

At home, she found that her father
had not yet returned from his office.
She went up to her room to refresh
her faded make-up, and to swallow
the needed pill. Returning down-
stairs, she jerked nervously as a
sharp peal of the doorbell rasped
through the house.

She saw Bertha, the maid, cross
the hall and open the door to admit
a statuesque, grim-visaged woman.
Lynda went forward to greet the
caller.

“Hello, Gertrude.”

Gertrude Milsap did not smile.
Her eyes were bright, sharp and
piercing. She spoke harshly, accus-
ingly.

“Lynda, did I see you this after-
noon with Bradford?”

“If you saw me, you probably saw
me with him.”

“You don’t even try to deny it?”

“Why should I deny it?” Lynda
demanded.

“TI can’t see how you’d be very
proud of it! Don’t you realize what
your association with him is doing
to your reputation?”

Lynda’s temper stirred.

“I don’t know,” she retorted
sharply, “that I even care about my
reputation in a town where a sister
can turn against her brother!”

“He is not my brother!” said Ger-
trude Milsap. “Do you think I will
claim any relationship with a man
who tried to throw his own vicious

guilt upon the shoulders of my hus-
band? A man who could make love
to a woman like Flossie Parsons
and .

“Don’t you dare say that!” Lynda
flared. “It’s not true!”

“I did not come here to argue with
you, Lynda. I came to tell you that
I have just left your father’s office.
I felt called upon to inform him of
this disgraceful affair of yours!”

“Is that all you have to say?”

Mrs. Milsap shrugged. “Yes, I
think it is.” She turned toward the
door and went out.

Lynda stood in the window as
Brad’s sister drove away. A painful
sense of breathlessness swept over
her. It was partly due to anger,
partly to a growing panic.

Lynda never had felt close to her
austere father. In many ways he
had always seemed like a stranger to
her. And now, with an inevitable
scene before her, she needed all her
courage.

But she had her pride and her love
for Brad to give her courage. She
was outwardly calm when she saw
Judge Carver drive into the graveled
lane, a few minutes later. Within,
she was quaking with mingled fear

-and determination.

He came in with long, purposeful
strides, his face set and grim. He
paused just inside the door, when he
saw her.

“Come in here, Lynda,” he said
crisply, and led the way into his
library. She followed him. Before
he spoke again, he sat down behind
a long desk and adjusted his horn-
rimmed spectacles. Then he looked
at her through them searchingly.

“Lynda, what is this I hear about
your being seen with Bradford
Rhodes?”

“What have you heard?” she
asked nervously.

“Just that. Is it true?”
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"Yes.,’

. He let out a sharp breath, frown-
ing.
“I did not believe it! I thought
my daughter had some pride!”

Lynda bit her lip. A faint stirring
of anger helped to reénforce her de-
termination.

“I have seen him several times
since the trial,” she said quietly. “I
shall see him again!”

“And why do you persist—"

“You ask me why?” she inter-
rupted. There was something al-
most ethereal in her lovely coun-
tenance as she looked at him. “Be-
cause I love him!”

His jaw sagged slowly, and he
stared mcredulously at her.

“Preposterous!” he burst out.
“Tll not have it! This man is a
felon!” :

“He was cleared of being a felon,
father, in your court!”

“That is beside the point. The
point is, as long as you remain in
my house, Lynda, I expect you to be
loyal to me and to my principles!”

She met his eyes. Her lips parted
to speak, but closed without a sound.
Her chin quivered, and smarting
moisture gathered in her eyes.

“Very well,” she murmured, al-
most inaudibly. She turned toward
the door.

“Lynda!”

She looked around. Her father
was standing behind the desk, lean-
ing forward.

“Where are you going?”

“I don’t know,” she whispered.
“I can’t stay here!”

“Lynda”—he was now breathing
heawvily, and there was evidence of
pain in his face—"“Lynda, we’re both
badly worked up now. We’ll say
nothing more about it until we have
had time to think!”

“‘’m not worked up, father,”
Lynda teturned. “And there is

nothing to think about. I—I ean’
be loyal to what you call your prin-
ciples and, therefore, can’t be con-
tent here. I—I'm going!”

“You’re going to him,” he de-
manded harshly.

She shook her head slowly.

“He’ll not have me, until he’s able
to prove his innocence!”

Judge Carver’s breath came un-
evenly. For once, he was burdened
with a problem too deep for his
judicial wisdom.

“Good-by, father,” Lynda mur-
mured. She went out of the library,
and a half hour later, out of the
house. :

She sat by a window on the top
floor of the Hotel Piat. The sun
shone outside, but to Lynda, the
whole world looked black and dis-
mal.

Two dreary, lonely days had
passed since the scene in her father’s
library. Last night she had seen
Bradford. He had seemed so aloof;
he hadn’t even kissed her!

He had scolded her for leaving her
father’s home. ‘

“You’re making an awful mistake,
Lynda. I’'m not worth it!”

She had a tortured, dejected feel-
ing that perhaps he was right. Per-
haps nothing was worth the misery
she was enduring.

Her father had phoned her during
the morning, pleading, then almost
commanding her to came home.

An hour later, a messenger had
brought her an envelope. Inside was
a substantial check with a brief
note:

Until you come to your senses, you will
probably need this. Your Father

Restlessness twitched at her

- nerves. -She snapped to her feet,

went out of the room, down into the
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Oblivious to the weeping girl, and to the fact that they were in Judge
Carver’s office, Bradford gathered Lynda close and kissed her with
lingering tenderness.

fresh, open air. A moment later she ing, passed her by with an elaborate
wished she had not come out, for pretense at not seeing her.
Mrs. Brady, a friend of long stand- Lynda turned to go back to the



46 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

hotel, drooping, miserable. As she
came around a corner, she almost
collided with a slender girl. The girl
caught her breath sharply, then half
whirled around, as if to flee. She
stopped, and stood staring at Lynda
with parted lips.

“Laura Stone!” Lynda cried,
startled by the white, haggard ex-
pression. ‘“What in the world is the
matter?”

“Lynda, I've got to talk to you!”
The words seemed to tumble out in-
voluntarily, and once they were
uttered, she stared wildly around her
as though seeking some escape.

Lynda’s heart was beating madly
with intuitive excitement. She
grasped Laura’s hand in a tight

p.

“Come up to my room!”

They went together through the
hotel lobby, and up to the sixth
floor. Once in her room, Lynda sat
looking at Laura’s white, frightened
face.

Laura glanced about her desper-
ately. Then she looked at Lynda.

“So it’s true,” she gasped. “It’s

true that your father drove you
away from home!”

“It’s true, at least, that I’m not
living at home,” Lynda answered
softly.

“You love him that much—
enough to give up everything?”

“I’'m afraid I do, Laura.”

All at once, Laura put her hands
over her face. She cried softly,
while Lynda crossed to her and put
a comforting hand on her shoulder.
Laura looked up, wide-eyed.

“Lynda, I’ve been so miserable
these weeks! Oh, it’s all so unfair
—so terribly unfair!”

Lynda held her breath. She
couldn’t speak for the mad racing of
her heart.

“Lynda, I—I can’t keep it back
any longer! Bradford Rhodes did
not steal those bonds!”

“Wait!”” Lynda cried. She ran
across the room to the telephone. In
a moment she had Brad on the wire.

“Brad—oh, Brad! I want you to
meet me right away at my father’s
office! Don’t ask why. Just come!”

She hung up the receiver, whirled
back to Laura Stone.

“Come! We're going to the court-
house. You've got to tell my father
what you started to tell me!”

The girl-friend made an awful fuss

When Jimmie turned up late,
But Jimmie brought her Beech-Nut Gum...
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Lynda stood at one end of her
father’s long desk. Brad was facing
her, opposite. Judge Carver had not
yet quite recovered from the young
man’s audacity in daring to come
here.

Laura Stone sat in a chair beside
the desk. Her face was white and
drawn. She looked years older, and
terribly frightened. The story she
had to tell faltered from trembling
lips.

“I—I just happened to slip into
Mr. Milsap’s office that day. I saw
him sealing some bonds in a long en-
velope. Several other bonds were on
his desk. The—the ones he gave
Bradford Rhodes were the forgeries!”

“Why haven’t you told this be-
fore?” Judge Carter demanded
sharply. “Do you realize you com-
mitted perjury at the trial?”

She bit her lip, looking down,
while tears streamed down her pale
cheeks. Lynda felt a pang of pity
for her.

“I—I didn’t dare tell, because last
summer, when my mother was so

awfully sick, I—I stole some money
from the bank. Mr. Milsap found

it out. It was thirty dollars. He—
he replaced it, and told me if any-
thing like that ever happened again,
he’d send me to prison!

“When I saw him changing those
bonds, he reminded me of what I
had done. He said if I breathed a
word, he would send me to prison.”

Her low voice faded out. She sat
crumpled in the chair, shaken with
fear and shame.

Lynda was looking at Brad. The
weeping girl was gone from her
thoughts. She even lost awareness
of the fact that she was in her
father’s office, with her father’s eyes
regarding her somberly.

She reached out her arms and
groped through her tears. Bradford
gathered her close and kissed her
with lingering tenderness.

She was snatched back to earth by
the sound of her father clearing his
throat. She turned toward him.

He dropped his eyes. He blinked
down at his right hand, nervously
fumbling with a long penholder.

“Lynda,” he said huskily, “I guess
the time has come for a gray-haired
judge to admit he has been a
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stubborn old fool. I'm as ashamed
of myself as I am proud of you.”

Lynda tried to speak, but the
words clogged in her throat. A sob
of joy escaped her. Judge Carver
looked up at Bradford Rhodes.

“Young man,” he said ecrisply,

“an apology would only insult you.
All T can say 1s, not one girl in a
million would have stood by you
when every one else was against you.
What I mean is, young man, you are
getting a girl in a million!”

There was a light in Brad’s lean
face. The smile that crossed his lips
was tremulous.

“You're telling me, sir!” he ex-
claimed, as he clasped the judge’s

offered hand. Then he turned again
to Lynda, whose eyes sparkled with
crystal tears. Reverently, he bent
to kiss her. Their lips clung for a
glorious eternity. Once more, the
judge’s voice filtered through their
heaven.

“Bradford”—his tones were gruff
—“may I have your permission to
kiss the bride?”

With a cry of happmess, Lynda
flung her arms around her father’s
neck. The judge held her for a mo-
ment tenderly, then returned her to
Bradford’s waiting arms. He re-
ceived her with a choked, “Dearest,”
and strained her to him, as though
he’d never, never let her go.

LOVERS’ LANE

]N the canyons of the city,
When the dusk comes drifting down,
Where we hear above our heartbeats
All the noises of the town,
We stroll along the sidewalks,
Where the other lovers are—
From the canyons of the city,
We'll look up and see a star!

The first star! Wish upon it!
We both wish the same sweet thing—
A little chintz apartment,
A kettle, rug, a ring!
Where a lone tree sheds its darkness,
You kiss me once again,
And the canyons of the city
Are a happy lovers’ lane!

Mary CArRoLYN Davies
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Close to the Stars

By Naomi Sell Talley

YNTHIA RANDALL leaned
on the rail of the S. S. L’Estra
and watched the full moon of

the tropics send a shimmering trail
of quicksilver along the indigo wa-
ter to the liner’s side. This was so
far away from her typewriter in
Wyck & Blandingham’s law offices,
so far from musty law books and un-
interesting briefs, that it seemed like
a dream. It was too lovely to be
true. Cynthia caught her breath
with a slight sob.

“Does it always affect you that

Without turning her head, Cyn-
thia could see the shine of brass but-
tons and spick-and-span white linen

beside her. Another ship’s officer!
They were like ants. Cynthia
sighed resignedly and continued her
contemplation of the night sky. Un-
doubtedly, it was the bald-headed
one with the red nose. Had she
spent her year’s savings for this?

“Does what”—she tilted her chin
slightly higher and away from the
brass buttons—*“affect me what
way?”

“The moon,” the cheerful voice re-
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plied. The brass buttons moved a
little closer and a white-sleeved arm
was beside hers on the rail. “Does it
always make you cry?”

Cynthia winked a tear into ob-
livion and swallowed.

“I’'m not crying and it’s not the
moon and I don’t like people to be
so inquisitive,” Cynthia told him.
That ought to stop him.

“Well, well! So it’s a man.” The
rich Irish brogue was teeming with
sympathy. “Don’t you like men?”

“I hate them,” Cynthia promptly
replied. “They’re so conceited, they
think they know everything. They
don’t care for anything but business,
or else they’re like the moon—full
all the time.”

“Ho, ho,” the Irish voice broke
into laughter. “Don’t be so hard
on them. Don’t you know the moon
isn’t full all the time? To-night’s
the first time in a month. Give them
a chance.”

The laughter didn’t sound at all
like the bald head and red nose, and
Cynthia turned her head the least
bit. It wasn’t. She lowered her chin
slightly and looked again. His nose
had an Irish tilt, and his mouth was
good-humored.

“You might look at me,” he was
saying. “I don’t know everything
yet, and while I admit I'm a very
valuable man around here, I'm not
in the least conceited. And I assure
you, I'm not full.”

Cynthia promptly turned her
back. “I wish you'd please go away.
Go look after your ship. Do things
toit.” She surreptitiously wiped her
eyes and anchored down a stray curl.

“A nice back,” he ventured mus-
ingly. “Yes, I'd say a very nice
back. Perhaps a little exposed for a
lady who doesn’t like men.”

Cynthia whirled around, her bare
arm brushing his white linen.
“Won’t you please go away?” she

begged. “Can’t you see I want to be
alone?”

Whimsical blue eyes smiled at her
out of a pleasant face. The man
pushed his cap back and settled com-
fortably against the rail

“Why not be alone with me?”

“Oh,” Cynthia gasped, “you

“That would be nicer, don’t you
think?” he teased.

“Now I know who you are,” Cyn-
thia exclaimed. “You were with that
tall, red-headed girl last night—one
of the willowy sisters.”

“That’s right,” he assented cheer-
fully, “the willowier one. Try say-
ing that. I liked you in that white
dress you wore last night, better than
this.” He contemplated closely the
black net. Cynthia drew away hast-
ily. “I notice you wear white a great
deal,” he added confidentially.

“You are very observing, I must
say. PBut I'm afraid I don’t know
you. We’ve not been introduced,”
she informed him haughtily.

“Oh, that will never do.” He
straightened his shoulders and pulled
his cap down over his eyes. “The
name’s O’Connell, of the Belfast
O’Connells—the last of the lot,
christened Terry.” With a sweeping
gesture he removed his cap and
bowed low.

“Now, don’t you like that bow?”
he asked, beaming with pride. “I
learned that from the first mate, the
baron. Now we’re introduced
properly. “I’'m a very proper man,
you know. “He folded his hands
and looked at her severely.

Cynthia sniffed skeptically and
turned away down the promenade
deck. The man fell in step beside
her, and promptly caught her by the
arm when the roll of the ship threw
her sidewise.

“You see, it’s a good thing I’'m
around,” Terry assured her. Cynthia
said nothing, but held her head high

”»




Close to the Stars 51

and haughtily. She would ignore
him, freeze him with her indiffer-
ence. Men took so much for granted
—all of them, except Richard. But
then Richard was lacking in other
things. She stumbled again. “Now,
now, look at that. You haven’t got
your sea legs yet,” Terry scolded,
holding her arm tightly.

“I really don’t need you at all,”
Cynthia told him. “For all you’re
such a proper man, you don’t sound
proper. I’'m going in now.”

“Oh, no, not now,” he protested.
“It’s much too early. Besides, we’re
going up on the bridge. You’ve not
been up there yet.”

“Thank you, but I don’t think I’'m
going. I came on this cruise to get
away from men.”

A muscular arm politely but
firmly helped her up the almost per-
pendicular ladder. “My dear, I'm
conferring a very great honor on you
and you don’t seem to appreciate it.
Don’t you know that only ship’s of-
ficers are allowed on the bridge?”

“Then I'd better leave,” Cynthia
said. “There’s no telling what I
might do. I might even burn it.
People do burn bridges.”

“Please do,” he retorted laugh-
ingly. “Not this one, but yours.
Now look at that moon from here.”

Cynthia subsided weakly against
the rail and looked at the moon. She
had to admit it was perfect. Ahead,
the ship’s prow was cutting cleanly
through the waves, leaving a wake
of shimmering white foam on the
dark water. She had the sense of
flying, of being apart from elemental
things. Down below, in the bow of
the boat, deck hands were singing
softly to a lightly twanged guitar.
Almost, she wished for Richard.
Perhaps even Richard could be ro-
mantic under such a moon, on a
white ship that skimmed the ocean
like a bird in flight.

She sighed as a film of cloud
slipped across the moon. It was as
if a veil had been dropped over the
water, dulling its brightness. Then
Terry’s arm was around her waist.
Cynthia backed away, toward an
open doorway.

“No, don’t go in there,” Terry
warned. “That’s the chart room.”
He brought her back to the rail.

“Is it part of your business,” she
inquired coldly, turning to look at
the impudent profile beside her, “to
escort lady passengers personally to
the bridge to see the moon?”

He laughed lightly. “Me? It’s
mighty few ladies that see the moon
from the bridge with me. Not that
I don’t have plenty of opportunity,”
he added modestly. “Plenty of op-
portunity!” ;

“He’s not conceited,” Cynthia
commented, shaking her head
gravely, “not conceited at all. It’s
evidently his proper upbringing.”
Just then, a sudden gust of wind set
her shivering. “I think I’ll get my
coat,” she said. “Wait here for me.”

“No, there’s no need of that.
Stand here against the wall. It
breaks the wind.”

Cynthia stepped back against the
cabin wall, and into his arms. He
kissed her lightly on the cheek as
he drew her close to him.

“Oh, you, you—" she managed
to gasp before his lips pressed down
hard on hers.

He let her go finally, after a kiss
that lasted a full minute.

“You—you’re beastly,” she cried,
not very convincingly, with a guilty
feeling that she was not as angry as
she should be.

“Why? Ob, it was sort of spon-
taneous, don’t you think?” Again
he flashed his boyish grin. “Your
eyes are so lovely with the shine of
the moon in them. You see, I'm
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partial to brown eyes. Well, I'm
not sorry I did it.”

“I should think you wouldn’t be,”
Cynthia retorted spiritedly. “It’s I
who should be sorry.”

“But are you?” he teased, tilting
her chin upward, his eyes shining
merrily. Cynthia slipped from out
the encircling arm. In a moment,
she was risking her life in an attempt
to run down an almost perpendicular
ship’s ladder in high-heeled silver
slippers and a trailing lace skirt.

Alone in her cabin, Cynthia
rubbed her mouth vigorously with a
towel, surveying her flushed face in
the glass.

“My word,” she gasped breath-
lessly. “A perfectly strange man,
‘and he kissed me! I hate men—
though,” she added pensively, “he is
a handsome brute.”

Cynthia had gone down quite late
for breakfast, relieved to find a mere
handful in the dining saloon. It
would be terrible to run into a con-
ceited, smiling Irish officer who had
‘kissed her so brazenly the night
before.

Back in her cabin she considered

staying inside until luncheon, but a -

blue-and-gold morning on the Carib-
bean was far too lovely to waste in
such a way, and besides the room had
to be cleaned.

She found a secluded corner on
the sun deck, shut off by two fat
knitting ladies on one hand and a
lifeboat on the other. Armed with a
book, three magazines and a pair of
dark sunglasses, she seated herself
carefully in the steamer chair. It
was all right to avoid men, but there
was no use looking a perfect fright in
case one did meet them, so Cynthia
had worn her new white hand-knit
dress. He liked her in white. But
good heavens, what did she care what
he liked? Richard never knew what

‘hopeless.

she wore, or cared. But Richard was
That was why she was
getting entirely away from him.

There was just no use ever ex-
pecting anything of Richard. He
was so wrapped up in business.
That’s why they had quarreled.
She’d given him his ring back and
run away. There was always Dan,
in case, but then Dan simply
wouldn’t do. She had hoped he
might, until that last evening when
he’d been so disgustingly drunk, and
the scene in the club was the last
straw. No, Dan wouldn’t do, even
with his money and charm. Nor
would Richard. He was too serious.
He’d never had a romantic thought
in his life. It was no use. All men
were impossible.

Cynthia wept a few tears, just to
feel right about Richard, then looked
anxiously up and down the sun deck.
Not a white uniform in sight! She
sighed and, donning the dark glasses,
settled back in her deck chair. Who
had ever said that a girl wouldn’t be
safe traveling alone on board a ship?
Ridiculous! Cynthia yawned. She
might as well sleep.

Cynthia’s eyes opened slowly, and
she blinked several times behind the -
round, owlish glasses. Between her
and the lifeboat was a spick-and-
span white uniform, resplendent with
brass buttons. Her eyes traveled
upward, then she closed them tightly.

“I’'m asleep,” she said faintly. “I
—I'm asleep.”

“That’s quite all right,” he an-
swered cheerfully, “I’ll just stick
around until you wake. I'm in no
particular hurry.”

One of the fat ladies stopped knit-
ting, stared a minute, then leaned
over and whispered something in her
neighbor’s ear. Immediately, they
gathered together knitting bags and
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dark glasses.
She liked the

crisp way his
brown hair
arched bhis
: forehead.
He caught her in his He had then
arms and drew her e d X
close to him. Before pulle the

chair close be-
side hers and

; Cynthia could voice a
- protest, his lips pressed

hurriedly departed, settling down hard on hers.
somewhere on the opposite side.

“Now that’s what I call considera-
tion,” the officer approved, taking
possession of the chair nearest Cyn-
thia. “Oh, sorry if I'm disturbing
your slumbers.”

“Can’t you leave me alone?” Cyn-
thia asked plaintively, taking off the

lay back, his
cap tilted, his
blue eyes twinkling down at her.

“Oh, yes, I could leave you alone,
I suppose, but then you wouldn’t
want me to. It would be no fun on
a cruise with no man around.” He
smiled impudently, and Cynthia’s
heart bounced up and down.
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“Such sclf-effacing modesty,” she
accused. “Is that what they pay you
for—to entertain the ladies?” She
sat up, preparatory to leaving, then
leaned forward and rubbed a smudge
'from a white oxford.

“Here, I'll do that!"”” he rubbed
briskly at the spot with his hand-
kerchief. “Don’t you know you
shouldn’t use that kind of polish?
It rubs off.” He wiped his hands
carefully.

“Or are you the shine boy in the
barber shop?” Cynthia taunted.

Terry settled himself in the chair
comfortably, looking sidewise, and
grinning his disarming, boyish grin.

“I'm the chief engineer,” he told
her.

“Oh, yes? Well, why aren’t you
running your engine?”

“My dear child, you’re terribly ig-
norant.” His eyebrows lifted in ex-
aggerated surprise. “Chief engineers
don’t run engines,” he informed her
gravely. “They don’t work. They’re
much too valuable for that.”

Cynthia stared at him for a mo-
ment wonderingly out of round
brown eyes, then closed them and
anchored the dark glasses protec-
tively on her nose.

“Such brilliance,” she declared, “is
positively unbearable.”

“What I want to know,” Terry
asked, taking away the dark glasses,
“is what kind of husband do you
think I’d make?”

Cynthia turned her head and
opened her eyes. The merry blue
eyes and tip-tilted nose were only a
few inches away. She drew her head
back quickly.

“For the fat lady who just left,
I'd say a very good one. You could
always chase her knitting balls, you
know.”

“Oh, yes, I know I’d be extremely
good at that, but I didn’t mention

the fat lady.”
naturedly.

“No? For whom, then?” Cynthia
inquired politely, watching the thin
trail of smoke from the steamer on
the horizon.

“Now you’re getting somewhere,”
Terry said with emphasis. “What I
was saying, is what kind of husband
do you think I'd make for =

“Pardon, chief.” The deck stew-
ard stood beside his chair. “Captain
Darnell is looking for you.”

“Then tell him I’'m right here!
Terry turned again to Cynthia, but
the captain had followed the stew-
ard.

“Chief O’Connell,” the captain
spoke, “may I see you a moment?”

The young officer leaned toward
Cynthia and whispered, “For none
but the old man would I leave you,
darling. Wait patiently my return.”

“Of course. What else would I
do?” Cynthia replied sweetly, gather-
ing up her belongings and promptly
departing.

Luncheon in her stateroom was a
ghastly affair, and Cynthia sent back
the tray, keeping only the chilled
fruit. After all, she didn’t buy an ex-
pensive Caribbean cruise ticket to
bask in the cramped quarters of the
ship’s cabin. Outside, she could hear
laughter and the determined walk-
ing of energetic passengers around
deck.

She dressed in her yellow sports
dress and pulled a yellow felt hat
over her dark hair. “What will the
dear chief think of this ensemble?”
she wondered, touching her lips
lightly with lipstick. “I’ll not wear
white again this whole trip. The
conceited thing!”

The sun deck was practically de-
serted now. Cynthia, stretched out
in a deck chair, marveled at the in-
tense blue of the Caribbean waters.
Such beauty as this got into one’s

He laughed good-
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blood, and Cynthia’s thoughts went
back to Richard. Would Richard
ever take time off to see the world?
Not he! That would be time wasted
for him. :

A deck chair was dragged beside
hers, and she looked up. “Surprise,
surprise!” She clapped her hands.
“If it isn’t Chief O’Connell and the
brass buttons. Where have you been
80 long?” she asked in mock anxiety.

“I knew you’d be worried, but here
I am at last,” he answered blithely.

“The answer to a maiden’s prayer.
How very thoughtful of you,” Cyn-
thia bantered, her eyes dancing.

“Of course,” he assured her
blandly. “But then, as I was say-
ing, what kind of husband do you
think I'd make—for you?”

“For me, my good man?” She
pulled her glasses down to the end
of her nose and arched her eyebrows
in mock astonishment. “I’'m com-
pletely swept off my feet!”” Then
her face brightened. “Why, it’s a
proposal,” she said. “I always take
them down in writing. Will you
sign?”’ she asked hopefully, flourish-
ing a pencil.

“I knew you’d yield!” Terry took
the pencil, signed his name on a

piece of paper gravely, and returned
both to her.

“Oh, they usually do?” Cynthia
smoothed the yellow skirt. “But
what,” she inquired, “could you of-
fer as qualifications? A seagoing
husband—just what could you do?
Chief engineers don’t work, you
say.”

“I could tie knots.” Terry smiled
his most beaming smile.

“Of course. Stupid of me not to
think of that,” Cynthia told him.
“Knots are most important in the
scheme of things. While I am away
slaving for bread and butter, you can
tie knots. That settles it. In the

- behind him.

morning you tie knots. In the aft-
ernoon, what?”

“I can untie them,” he assured her.

“Perfectly logical.” Cynthia made
a note on the paper. “And in the
evening, what?” She arched her
brows teasingly.

“I could start tying knots again.”
Terry’s eyes were shining with fun.
“Is it a bargain?”

They laughed together. Then
Terry grew serious. He told Cyn-
thia of his home in Ireland, where
he had lived as a boy and had
worked as an apprentice in the big
shipbuilding works in Belfast. Be-
fore she realized it, the afternoon
was gone and a steward was sound-
ing the chimes that meant dressing
for dinner.

“To-night,” he begged, as she rose
toleave, “let’s go to the bridge again.
Please!”

“Find me,” she called back as she
crossed the deck to the stairway.

“If T have to get the ship’s com-
pass,” he promised.

Cynthia was late to dinner. Im-
mediately after she had finished her
dessert she went to the cardroom,
where interminable games of bridge
went on. Terry would never think
of looking for her there, for she had
told him she hated bridge. She
turned listlessly, the pages of a movie
magazine.

Then she heard a low whistle. In
the window back of her was a white
cap and uniform, a handsome Irish
face smiling at her.

“I spy,” Terry pointed his finger
at her. “You’re it. Come on out.”
He met her at the door.

“Let’s burn more bridges,” he sug-
gested, as they climbed the narrow
stairway. An officer stood at the
rail, motionless, his hands crossed
“The baron,” Terry
whispered. “Let’s beat it.” Taking
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‘her by the hand, he led her through
the dark chart room to the port side.
“This will make a merry blaze,” he
said, and promptly took her in his
arms.

“Wait,” said Cynthia, backing
away, “not so fastt You may be
Irish and all that, but suppose we
burn the bridges, not blast them with
dynamite?”

“But Cynthia dear,” he begged,
“aren’t we engaged, practically?”

“We are not,” she told him, “and
why so easy with my first name?”

“Oh, darling, then. Like that bet-
ter?”

“I'm leaving right now,” she told
him emphatically, but he caught her
hand.

“No, Cynthia, please don’t go.
You know I love you, really.”

“No, I don’t, and it isn’t real,”
Cynthia assured him positively. “It
couldn’t be!”

“But it is,” Terry pleaded. “As
real as anything you know—as real
as the moon and the stars and the
sea.”

“But the moon and the stars are
so far away,” she evaded. “How can
we know they’re real?”

“Sometimes,” Terry whispered, his
arm about her, “sometimes you can
alimost touch the stars, they are so
close. You know they’re real then.”

Cynthia dreamily watched the
sky with its round moon rising out
of the ocean, and its bright stars.
Yes, they almost seemed close
enough to touch. Terry’s cheek was
against hers. This was romance—
the moon and the sea and Terry.
His arms were about her, his lips
against her hair,

After a time, Cynthia buried her
face in his shoulder. Terry lifted
her chin so he could look into her
eyes.

“Why so quiet, little girl?” he
asked softly.

“I was touching the stars,” she
said.

Santo Domedro was not a large
city, as cities go, but it boasted a
gayety equal to that of many larger
continental resorts, due to its loca-
tion directly on the main steamer
routes to South America. There,
luxurious cruise liners lingered long
enough for their passengers to spend
hours in sight-seeing, and to dine
in its exotic night clubs.

Cynthia had looked forward to the
stop at this port of exceedingly gay
night life and beautiful women. She
would wear her most formal gown
and her lovely silver lamé wrap for
the evening’s tour.

She had not seen Terry all day, as
the program for the passengers had
kept every minute filled with shore
excursions in the morning and visit-
ing the quaint shops in the after-
noon. Touching the stars! Cynthia
lingered over her dressing, remem-
bering Terry’s ardent words. The
Irish surely had a way with them,
particularly Terry.

She hummed happily, glad that
her formal evening gown, a quaint
starched chiffon, was white, since
Terry liked her in white. Her san-
dals were scarlet, and she pinned
to her shoulders a cluster of flame-
colored hibiscus which she had
bought in the afternoon from one of
the beggar boys who had swarmed
around the car at every stop.

Cynthia surveyed her reflection in
the long mirror, thoroughly satisfied.
Her dark hair lay in smooth waves,
and the white starched chiffon was
all that any evening gown could be
—a thing of beauty and joy. But
what of Terry? There could be no
joy without him. He should have
sent her some word.

As Cynthia went slowly down the
stairway to the saloon deck, the
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steward was sounding the final call
to passengers for the night-club tour.
Cynthia looked up and down the
deck, thinking she might catch sight
of Terry at the last moment. It was
deserted. Wonderingly, she fol-
lowed an elderly man down the
gangplank to the last waiting car.
Terry had been detained, but surely
he would catch them later.

Two of the fat knitting ladies were
in the back seat, and the small seats
were taken by two men, already well
on their way toward a big evening.
Cynthia settled herself in the front
by the trimly uniformed native

.driver. The first stop was to be a
gay night spot nine miles out, where
they would have dinner and dance.

The chauffeur swung the big open
touring car at a breath-taking speed
in and out of the maze of traffic along
the harbor front and through a wide
thoroughfare. Soon they were skim-

‘ming on a white shell road, along
which a double line of coconut palms
stood. The moon had not risen. In
a dusky-purple sky, a single glowing
star hung low in the sky. How close
to the earth it seemed—close enough
to touch, as Terry had said.

The thought of Terry brought a
feeling of bitter disappointment that
he was not with her. She wondered
‘why he had failed her on this, of all
evenings. Of course, something had
detained him at the boat. But why
had he not sent a message, that she
might know? :

The warm breath of the tropic
night fanned Cynthia’s face as they
sped along through the countryside
—-a breath laden with strange, tanta-
lizing odors. The fragrance of a clus-
ter of white flowers she had bought
as they left the boat, was almost
unendurably sweet. - She could not
refuse the pleading eyes of the little
brown bays who thrust their flowers
into the car. eagerlv holding up their
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hands for American silver. Sud-
denly, without reason, she wished for
Richard—wished that he could share
this sense of romance.

Then they were at the night:club,
a rambling one-story structure of
stucco and red tile, surrounded by

grounds where tall palms leaned

whispering toward the sea and
flowering shrubs made the night air
heavy with their scent.

Inside, was an imposing foyer with
marble colonnades. On the right was
a gold-and-scarlet women’s lounge,
where dark-eyed native girls took the
wraps and passed cigarettes. In the
rear was a patio, with tables set
around a dance floor.

A native orchestra wag playing,
and under the stars, couples were
dancing in the soft light that came
from hidden colored globes in the
palms and lime trees around the
patio wall. Then the floor was
cleared, and a native girl came out
and danced a queer, whirling dance.
This, too, seemed unreal, Cynthia
thought, as she sat silent, fingering
her glass, not hearing a word of her
companions’ conversation.. How dif-
ferent it would have been with Terry!

Hearing her name called, she
looked up. A little man in white
linen was bowing to her—the first
officer from the ship, the baron. “I
must,” he said in his broken English,
“dance with the loveliest lady in the
room.”

They danced easily to the soft,
lazy strains of the orchestra. The
baron guided her deftly through the
maze of dancers. “You see,” he told
her, “I learned the waltz in my own
Vienna. It is a most difficult dance,
as we do it. You Americans do not
know.”

“You dance splendidly,” Cynthia
was saying, when over his shoulder
she saw Terry. A door had swung
wide behind a laden waiter, and she
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Suddenly she heard low
voices and laughter.
“Darling, you know I
love you”—the voice was
Terry’s, and Cynthia
caught her breath
sharply. Her face burned
as she recalled how
Terry had made love to
her.

had seen him at a table in a private It was Terry. Cynthia stopped,
dining room with a lovely blond girl. losing step in the waltz. The baron
But no, it could not be Terry! Terry caught her into the dance again.
was at the ship. But they had “You dance beautifully, my dear,”
danced nearer and the door swung he said, looking at her closely.
wide again. “You are most charming and lovely
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to-?x,l,ight, but not happy. Is it not
so

Startled, Cynthia looked into the
kindly gray eyes. Surely, he knew
that Terry was in there, and had
done this purposely! But how could
he know about her and Terry? Then
she remembered. He had been on
the bridge the night before.

After the baron had bowed him-
self away, Cynthia left the table and
slipped out, unnoticed, from the
patio into the garden. Miserable
and lonely, she wandered along a
path to a low wall overlooking the
sea, and sat down on a bench shad-
owed by a leaning palm tree. Dully,
to her ears came the booming of
breakers far down the side of the
cliff. Beside the bench, against the
wall, was a thick shrub, whose white
flowers filled the air with a fragrance
very much like that of orange blos-
soms.

Cynthia pulled one of the star-
shaped flowers and crushed it in her
hands. She had looked for romance
and found it, yet it had failed her.
Love grew swiftly, as Terry had said,
but what did it mean to him, with
his boyish smile, his teasing blue
eyes? Had he been sincere, his love
real? She shivered. Of course he
had been sincere.
would explain.

Too restless to sit still, Cynthia
climbed, by means of some stones,
to the top of the low, wide wall
where she could sit and look out on
the ocean. The moon had risen and
hung low in the sky. So remote was
she in this strange land, so far from
home and Richard, who cared only
for business, that she felt as if this
were all a dream. Then she heard
low voices and laughter.

“Darling”—the voice was unmis-
takably Terry’s, and Cynthia caught
her breath sharply, not wanting to
hear—“your eyes are so lovely with

To-morrow he

the shine of the moon in them. I’'m
very partial to blue eyes, you know.”
Cynthia sat as if paralyzed. She
could not move without attracting
attention. Her face burned as she
recalled, scornfully, Terry’s love for
brown eyes. No, he must not know
she had heard. Again came Terry’s
voice. “I’ve missed you so, and now
you’re going back with me. There’ll
no moon this trip, but stars—
stars so close you can almost touch
them.”

Cynthia smiled ruefully, remem-
bering again. “You know I love
you,” Terry was saying. Then they-
had passed on down the path, and
the girl’s happy laughter came back.
Cynthia sat stunned. Fool that she
had been to believe Terry sincere!
Then her head high, Cynthia made
her way back to the patio.

They went on and on to other
clubs, dancing, watching strange na-
tive dances. As the night wore on,
the gay spots became gayer, the
parties livelier, and it 'was apparent
that the elderly ladies and the two
men of Cynthia’s party were becom-
ing fatigued. Cynthia suggested re-
turning to the boat.

Riding back through the sleeping
countryside, under the avenue of
palms, the odorous night fanned her
with its warm, sweet air. The white
flowers were wilted on the floor of
the car, faintly fragrant—like her
romance with Terry, she thought,
lasting but a night.

Wearily, she walked -up the gang-
plank and climbed the stairway to
her deck. The foyer was empty but
for the steward sorting towels, and
a man in a dark business suit
slumped down asleep on a divan, be-
side him a sheaf of drooping tropical
lilies. Cynthia had turned to pass to
her stateroom when she looked again.
There was something strangely fa-
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miliar about that dark head, even
though the straw hat was tilted for-
ward over his face. Richard had
smooth dark hair like that—dear old
steady Richard. But it couldn’t be!
.She hurried forward. It was Rich-
ard!

“Richard”—she tugged at his arm
to awaken him—‘“Richard, what are
you doing here?”’

~ Richard straightened his tie and
stood up, blinking sleepily. “I didn’t
know whether you’d want to see me,”
he began, “but 7~

Cynthia had her arms around him,
shaking him. “You old precious,”
she said, kissing him. The kiss
landed smartly on his nose. “How
did you get here?” she demanded ex-
citedly. “My gracious, you look
good to me. Can’t you kiss me?”

Richard, now thoroughly awake,
immediately showed her that he
could, and did.

“I had to go to Mexico City on
business for the firm and flew down.
I checked up and found you were
docked here to-day and to-night, so
I caught a plane. It was only five
hundred miles and I—I thought
maybe you'd give me another
chance.”

“Richard, you old dear. You flew
five hundred miles just to see me?
I can’t believe it.” She hugged him
again in reckless disregard of the
steward.

“Well, I thought I'd see a little
of the tropics since I'm here. Can’t
be here long—just a business trip.”

“Oh, Richard, Richard!” Cynthia
laughed happily, her weariness for-
gotten. “You're so real.”

“Of course I'm real. Why not?”
Richard asked, holding her hands
tightly. “Honey,” he went on
eagerly, “I thought maybe we could
patch things up and marry while
we’re here. It would be a swell place

for a honeymoon, in the tropics.
Would you?”

Richard’s gray eyes were agoniz-
ingly serious. Cynthia smiled and
squeezed his hand. She hadn’t ever
loved any one as much as she did
this man, despite all his business.
She was sure of that now. That
other love-making on the bridge
seemed fantastic, farcical. She felt
ashamed that she must have that to
remember.

“Do you really think, Richard,”
she asked softly, “that I'd make you
a good wife?”

The seriousness was gone from
Richard’s eyes. Cynthia had never
seen such an ardent look in them.
“Darling,” he told her, “I know so0.”
He kissed her again—a long, tender
kiss. “But you’re the one I'm wor-
ried about. What kind of husband
do you think I'll make?”

Richard was surprised at the effect
of this simple question, for Cynthia
was laughing hysterically. He
couldn’t understand, and told her
s0.

“Just so”—she gasped between
gales of laughter—“just so you don’t
tie knots.”

“Tie knots?” Richard was frankly
puzzled. “Why should I tie knots?”
he asked.

“For no reason at all, darling,”
Cynthia managed to say weakly.

Richard laughed uncomprehend-
ngly, tightening his arms around her.
“Honey, what do you say we fly
back? T’ll wire the firm for a couple
of weeks off. No, by George, I'll ask
for a month. TI’ll just take it and
they can fire me if they want to.
This country sort of gets you, and I
want to see it. How does that suit
you?”

Cynthia thought of nothing in the
world that would suit her better. It
would have been impossible—Terry,
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the blond girl and herself on the boat
together.

“And, sweetheart,” Richard was
‘saying, “you’ll love flying. I know
you've never been up, but it seems
so unreal, away up there so close to
the stars——"

“Don’t, Richard!” Cynthia placed
- her hand over his mouth. “You can’t
touch the stars. -I've tried. Now
youre getting romantic, and that
will never do.” -

Cynthia looked at
the sleeping man and
could hardly believe
her eyes. “Richard”
—she tugged at his
arm—"“Richard, you
old precious. How
did you get here?
My, but you look
good to me! Can't
you kiss me?”

“But, honey,” he protested, “I
thought——"

“Yes, I know what you thought,
darling. You thought I wanted you
romantic, but I've found out differ-
ently. I want you just as you are!”
she cried.

Richard kissed her for that, then
looked at his watch.

“It’s three o’clock, Cynthia.
You’re tired and you’d better turn
in. I’ll call for you at eight.”
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“But the boat sails at seven, Rich-
ard. Please get here before then.”

“It will never sail with you. I'll
see to that. We'll go right now and
be married. But I forgot, I'll have
to attend to a little business first,
so you’ll have to wait to marry me.”
He picked up his hat and saw the
forgotten lilies. “Oh, here are some
flowers I brought you.”

Cynthia buried her face in Rich-
ard’s flowers for a moment, then
looked up smiling. “What sort of

business,” she asked sternly, “do you
have at that time of morning, young
man, that can’t wait until you marry
me?”’

“I’ve got to buy a young woman a
brand-new, non-skid wedding ring!”
He gave her a little shake. “How
does that suit you?”

His eyes were warm on hers.

“Perfectly!” Cynthia lifted her
radiant face for Richard’s kiss.
“From now on, I'm strictly busi-
ness.”

FRIEND OF MINE

A SAUCERFUL of clouds, a handful of trees,
Here and there a larksong, here and there a rose,
A strawberry chimney sniffing in the breeze
And a garden where the pigeons come to doze.

Not a thing has changed and not a thing is new;
A mist for the orchard, a moon for the hill;
Only with the gloaming, after birds are through,

Seems so kind of empty, seems so kind of still.

A ragged-eared pup with a language all his own,
Here and there a shade tree, here and there a stream;
Something in the wood patch, in the finch’s tone
Making even breathing lazy as a dream.

There have been no changes, things are just the same,
Friendly books and pictures, flowers for the hall:
Only with the twilight, with the candle flame,
Seems we all are waiting, listening for your call.

BerT CoOKSLEY



Mixed Foursome
By Ida May Owen

T was glorious to be the only per-
son in the world on a new day.
Evelyn raised her brown arms

to greet the sun, stretching every
muscle in her slender body, exult-
ing in the sense of freshness which
she felt. With her sun-tanned face
turned up toward the moring sky,
she marveled at the miracle of its
blueness.

Why, she asked herself, didn’t she
set the alarm clock ahead and get
out early on the golf course more
often? Better still, why didn’t she
bring Arthur along? They could
begin right, on an unspoiled day.
The petty irritations which were be-
gnning to nibble at their romance

could have no place in this perfec-
tion.
The clubhouse was deserted.
There was no sign of life from the
pro’s shop nor the caddy-master’s
place. The greens-keepers had not
yet turned the watering system on
the fairways. She was alone in

paradise.

She placed her ball on the first
tee and waggled a bit to get the feel
of her driver before she swung. The
pellet soared into the air and came
to rest a satisfying two hundred
yards away.

“Not bad, old girl,” she told her-
self as she picked up her bag of
clubs and walked toward her ball.
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“If Arthur could see that, he
wouldn’t be so superior.”

Arthur was good at golf and he
liked to win. He had rows of shiny
cups around his bungalow, not to
mention numerous trophies, which
were evidence of his prowess. He
had entered Evelyn as his partner
in the annual mixed foursome tour-
nament of the club, then had spent
every spare moment in coaching
her, so that she would not ruin his
record. Evelyn sighed. There was
nothing more wearing than an edu-
cational fiancé, she thought.

The trouble was that Evelyn
played only for companionship and
cared nothing about being a victor.
It was hard to click on a job and
be a girl wonder at sports, also.
She felt fortunate to be a script girl
at Kingdom Films. She gave all she
had to the studio and had little
energy to give to Arthur and his
strenuous games.

But she wouldn’t let Arthur
Crorawell down. Secret practice,
dawn golf, was her solution. She
trotted over the course at a lively
pace, playing each shot thought-
fully.

When she reached the seventh
hole, she decided to play three balls.
The seventh was the hole that
nearly cost her Arthur’s love. The
Santa Isabel Club was proud of the
fact that it had a water hazard, a
stream which had its beginnings in
the mountains. They had spent
money on the creek, deepened it,
dammed it, until, at the seventh, it
made the short hole a difficult one.

Arthur, of course, played the sev-
enth in par, or birdied it, laying his
ball close to the pin in one. He had
no patience with the type of mind
which yielded to a mental hazard—
Evelyn’s type of mind.

- Evelyn advanced to the tee. This
- time" she would stay out of the

water. A perfect day—no distract-
ing Arthur, no tittering caddies, no
sympathetic, amused spectators!
She could not go wrong. She would
drive three successful balls in suc-
cession, and conquer the seventh.

Plop! Plop! Plop! One ball after
another zinged from her club and
met the stream with a splash. She
couldn’t see where they went, for
the bank intervened, but she knew
their destination only too well.

Picking up her bag, she ran to
the brink of the creek. Now, for
the first time, she wished for a
caddy. It was practically impossible
to fish out the balls with the long-
poled dipper which was left on the
bank for that purpose.

Assured from a hasty glance
around that no one was about, she
kicked off her shoes, stepped out of
her culotte and tossed aside her hal-
ter top, as she decided to go in after
her lost balls. The water was
crystal-clear, and she could see all
f)hree of them on the rocky creek

ed.

The briskness of her exercise had
made her warm, and she stood for a
moment reveling in the morning
sun, then slid into the stream.

The water was surprisingly cold,
and she gave a shocked cry before
she doused herself and plunged into
the exhilaration of a swim.

She knew that she should hurry,
but the temptation to linger was
strong, and the push of the current
against her skin was pleasant. She
reached around, searching and grop-
ing for her balls, and was ready to
end her adventure, when something
grazed her and splashed into the
water by her side.

Her reaction was anger. Intui-
tively, she knew that she had just
been missed by a driven ball

-Stunned by the realization that an-

other fraction of an inch might have
LS—4C
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made a great deal of difference, she
stood transfixed.

Then, like a lightning flash, came
the awareness that some one had
shot that ball and must be heading
for the creek. Panic-stricken, she
started to wade toward her clothes
on the bank, just as a head appeared
—a blond, man’s head.

Evelyn saw the young man first,
and ducked back into the water.

Surprise, amusement, delight—
one emotion after the other chased
across the strong, expressive face.
Evelyn, still clutching her golf
balls, moved away crabwise.

He was a tall young man in
shorts, with eyes like sky-mirrored
water. He was evidently a stranger,
because his fair skin, still raw with
sunburn, had not yet become Cali-
fornia-colored.

He spoke first, nonchalantly.
“Wonderful place, California,” he
remarked, as if a nymph were a
customary part of a water hazard.

Then, as Evelyn did not feel
chatty, he continued, “I don’t sup-
pose that you noticed where my ball
went.”

“It almost brained me!” Evelyn
retreated under water.

“Sorry. I wouldn’t do that. What
is the penalty for hitting the mer-
maid?”

“A gentleman would count a
stroke and shoot another ball,” sug-
gested Evelyn, hugging herself to
keep warm. “Or he’d skip the
hole.”

He grinned, showing strong white
teeth. “But a Scotsman would
hunt for his last ball. I don’t sup-
pose that one of those in your hand
says ‘John MacRae’ on it?”

Furiously, she tossed them ashore,
one after the other. The tall figure
stooped, picked them up, read Eve-
lyn’s name on them, and laid them
in a row on the turf.

LS—-5C

“Sorry again,” he apologized.
“There’s nothing to do but to dredge
for it.” He began to dip with the
long-poled dipper.

She could see the ball a couple of
feet in front of her, as it lay in the
silt and rock, washed down from
the canyon. ,

He tossed the awkward retriever
aside. “Good idea, morning dip.
Half a mind to join you.”

“No, no!” cried Evelyn. He was
joking, of course, she told herself,
but he looked young and impulsive.
She ducked and fished out the ball.
She let it fly. It was a difficult shot,
for she was in the creek to her neck,
but her anger gave strength to her
arm, and the young man was caught
unaware. The hard globe pinged
on his temple and sent him reeling
backward.

“Not so wild, young woman,” he
roared when he had recovered.
“You nearly got my eye!” '

Appalled at herself, she turned
away so that she would have no
qualms over the young man who
was still glaring at her, hand to
brow. Then she heard the reassur-
ing crack of the club as it lofted the -
ball to the green, and turned to
catch a mocking bow from the
young man. He picked up his
tools, strode a hundred yards up-
stream to the footbridge and
crossed to the seventh where he
holed out, without a backward
glance.

Evelyn waited until he disap-
peared down the eighth fairway be-
fore she ventured from the protect-
ing water. She scrambled up the
bank, got back into the clothes
which clung to her damp skin, and
cut over to the clubhouse without
going around the course. She
couldn’t get away quickly enough.

Parked beside her old coupé was
a new roadster with a Minnesota
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license. She was right, then, about
his being a stranger to Santa Isabel.
A tourist, probably, crashing the
course. No golf fanatic, though.
Arthur Cromwell would never have
dubbed into the creek. Well, she
hoped she’d never run into this John
MacRae again. She would avoid
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morning practice even if it meant a
lost tournament, and its conse-
quence, a lost Arthur.

The misadventure spoiled the
beautiful day for her. Time had
flown, and she had to hurry into
fresh clothes for a wild dash to the
studio.
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Evelyn started to wade toward her clothes on the bank when a young

man appeared. Panic-stricken, she ducked back into the water.

The

young man grinned.
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Evelyn Shipman lived with her
parents in Santa Isabel, town in the
Los Angeles suburban area, and
commuted to her job. There were
some advantages about this mode of
life, for it saved money, not to men-
tion the fact that it made her acces-
sible to Arthur. She was later than
she had feared, and Vanstrum, her
director, had not been able to start
shooting without her. In addition,
the film was not going very well,
a?d they were already behind sched-
ule.

So, when Evelyn appeared, Van-
strum said, “Ah, Miss Shipman! So
nice of you to drop in,” instead of
hailing her as “Shippy,” as he usu-
ally did. He proceeded to lecture
her before the. whole cast for not
noticing that the leading lady wore
a bandanna in the close-up which
had been missing from the preceding
scene. A small oversight, to be sure,
but one which would have brought
in hundreds of letters from lynx-
eyed fans. Good thing it had been
caught in the rushes.

The day continued, out of step.
Evelyn wished, as the morning wore
on, that she had stopped for a cup
of coffee, for the heat of the lights
and the tension they all were work-
ing under, gave her a blinding head-
ache. She had to fight to keep her
mind on the many details of her job,
for every time she relaxed, a blond
youth seemed to laugh at her—that
John MacRae person.

That was why Evelyn had very
little energy left to offer her ener-
getic fiancé that evening.

He was waiting for her when she
arrived home, chatting with the
folks and glowing with health and
vigor. His day had been spent at a
desk, for he was cashier of a chain
bank, and his most arduous activi-
ties had been to make minor de-
cisions.

Evelyn’s heart gave a sudden leap
when she saw him. It always be-
haved that way. It never ceased
being surprised that this glamorous
young man should confer his atten-
tions on Evelyn.

“Hi, Ducky!” He did not rise
to greet her. You might have
thought, if you saw him sprawled
there, that he was a magnificent na-
tive from some Pacific island—the
brown skin, the wide shoulders, the
dark, waving hair. The incongruous
lightness of the gray eyes would
have set you right, though, and
made you realize that his color and
physique were the products of exer-
cise, sunshine and leisure. “Snap
into your duds and we’ll have time
for a round before dinner,” he said
briskly.

“No, please, Arthur.” Evelyn
flung herself into a chair and pushed
her brown hair away from her fore-
head. “I couldn’t. I haven’t even
the pep to push a putter.”

This rebellion roused Arthur to
action. He sprang to his feet. “The
tournament! Have you forgotten
the tournament to-morrow?”

“No, Arthur. Truly I haven't.
I practiced a little this morning.”
She wondered if the blush she felt
showed. “It’s been a terrible day.

"T’m dead tired.”

“We’ll just play a few holes,” he
conceded. “I want to work on that
swing. We'll eat at the club.”

“No, no!” Evelyn shook her
tousled head in alarm. “I won’t eat
at the club. I—I couldn’t.”

“Go along, dear,” urged Mrs.
Shipman. “It will do you good.”
She was pleased to have Evelyn con-
nected with the movies, but grateful
that Arthur Gromwell was the sort
of man she was familiar with instead
of one whom Evelyn might have
met at the studio. She distrusted

. all Hollywood men.
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“Good, I'll say!” Arthur pulled
Evelyn to her feet and flexed her
arms. “Get the old circulation go-
ing. Use different muscles. That’ll
set you up.”

She was deaf to their suggestions,
and it was only after Arthur agreed
not to go to the club that she went
out to freshen up.

In his car, a substantial black
coupé, she tried to throw off her dis-
taste for competition and to please
Arthur. She was proud of him. He
was so clean, so strong. He would
go big in the movies if he weren’t so
scornful of them, she thought.

“Why does this tournament mean
so much to you?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Because I've won
all the others, I guess. Because I
always get mixed up with some fool
girl and lose the mixed foursome.”

“Meaning Betsy Straight?” she
hinted. Betsy, the athletic daugh-
ter of a prominent Santa Isabel real-
tor, had been Arthur Cromwell’s
. preceding fiancée.

“Yes, Betsy. She could drive like
nobody’s business, but she dubbed
every iron shot. She lost the tour-
nament and made a fool of me.”

“But you wouldn’t break off for a
little thing like that!”

“No-o. We had a fight.
why I fell for you, Ducky?”

Evelyn snuggled close to him.
She raised her great, tired eyes to
his handsome, healthy face, and
waited for the sweet reasons that
Arthur would give her.

“Tell me,” she breathed.

“Because you have the best short
game of any girl in Santa Isabel.
Because you swing a mean mashie.
Because you're deadly with a put-
ter. If you could drive the way you
can pitch, there’d be no stopping
you. That’s why.”

“Oh,” said Evelyn. “Oh!”

“We’ve got to win this, Ducky.

Know

The fellows have been kidding me.
I took all their bets. Are you with
me in this, honey?”

“I'm with you,” she pledged.

“Then O. K. Where do we eat?”

“Let’s run into the Brown Derby.
I’'m not dressed for the Troc or any
other place.”

“Take’s too much time,” objected
Arthur. He knew a place where one
could drive in and get half a fried
chicken in practically a jiffy, and
they went there. Refreshed by food
and coffee, Evelyn’s depression
li‘ted, and she offered no objection
when he took her to a roadside driv-
ing tee.

He worked over her like a pro.
“Keep your head down. Get that
left shoulder down. Let your left
arm do it. Give it all you've got.
Sock ’em, girl, sock ’em. Bring your
hands in >

Then night ended the long day
like a blackout. Evelyn was ex-
hausted. She was in no mood for a
long ride by the ocean. Muscles
she hadn’t known she owned, ached
furiously. She felt miserably in-
ferior—as if she weren’t the girl for
Arthur, after all. It was still fairly
early when they came back to the
Shipman bungalow.

“It’s because I've had a hard
day’s work,” she apologized. “Van-
strum’s swell, but he’s got the jit-
ters.”

“Give it up,” commanded Arthur.
“There’s no sense in being shut up
in the dark all day. Marry me, and
you’ll never see a movie unless we
haven’t anything else to do.”

“I love it,” she defended.
thrilling. Only )

“Only you should love me most,”
he ordered. “I should mean more to
you than anything in the world.
Kiss me, Ducky.”

She raised her lips to his, thrill-
ing. The kiss transported her out

“It,s
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of herself. The struggles of the day
were forgotten.  She would have
liked to dally there, but Arthur
sent her in so that she could get her
rest for the tournament.

Evelyn was too fatigued for sleep.

She stretched out on her bed, forc- -

ing herself to relax, and worried
about Arthur. Could marriage be a
success when there was no real com-
mon interest? Her association with
Arthur had developed her golf, it
was true, but she couldn’t think of
it as a life work. It took too much
time to be a champion.
And after you did win,
what of it?

Back in Iowa, she had
had a course in library
training. After her father
and mother had moved
to California one of her
profs had gotten her into
the research department
of Kingdom. Vanstrum
himself, had picked her
for a script clerk. It was
only the beginning. She
could go places if Arthur only had
some sympathy with the movie in-
dustry. Would she have to give it
all up? She finally slept, her prob-
lem unsolved.

All the way to the club Arthur
kept giving her final advice. He was
confident that they would win. As
they joined the crowd grouped
around the first tee, Betsy Straight
came up to them.

“I'm out for your scalp, Art,” she
told him. “I've not forgotten the
way you rode me last year. The
girl is good now.” She was a tall,
brown girl who carried herself
proudly.

“Try and do it,” he challenged.
“This year I've got a partner who
knows a mashie from a croquet mal-
let.”

“I’ll take her on,” boasted Betsy.
“We’re paired with you, you know.”
“I’ll bet you fixed that,” laughed
Arthur. “Who've you got?”

“I imported my partner. Hi,
John, come and meet the folks.”

John came, a tall, golden youth,
who was raw and rosy where the
others were tanned. Betsy intro-
duced him as John McRae, her
cousin.

“Haven’t I seen you somewhere
before?” he asked Evelyn as they-
shook hands. He looked at her.

“Probably in Holly-
wood,”’ Betsy put in.
“John writes scenarios or
something.”

“It was a pick-up,”
Evelyn said. “I picked
up his ball and gave it

. to him.”

“And how!” John ex-
claimed, his hand to his
brow. Evelyn noticed
that he still had his dis-
colored bump.

Their foursome was
called, and Arthur advanced to the
tee for a beautiful drive down the-
fairway. Betsy followed him with
a well-placed shot, which lacked
Arthur’s length, but was good. As
they moved on, followed by four
caddies and a small gallery of
friends, Arthur walked hand in hand
with Evelyn, pleased with the start
they had made. A good beginning
argured well.

In this annual mixed foursome
event only two balls were used, since
each partner played every other
shot. That meant that Evelyn
played the ball which Arthur had
driven, while John carried on where
Betsy left off. Evelyn’s second was
short, but Arthur made a nice pitch
to the green and she holed in easily.
John laid his on the rim; Betsy
missed the long putt, which John
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dropped. They finished the first all
square.

“This is going to be good,” Arthur
told Evdyn. “Betsy and the cousin
play about the same game. I'm bet-
ter than either and you are worse,
so that makes both teams even.
Now, keep your head and we’ll do
oirr stuff.”

Evelyn concentrated and came off
well with her irons. They finished
‘the sixth with a tie.

Evelyn was up when they came
to the dreaded seventh. Just as she
got ready to shoot, she glanced at
John MacRae. He was looking at
her with an amused stare that spoke
volumes. He was thinking of the
way he had surprised her in the
water yesterday. He would! An-
grily, she jabbed at her ball. Plop!
Into the water!

“You might keep your eye on
your ball,” sputtered Arthur, as she
came back to the bench.

Then John whaled away at his
ball. Plop! It also went imto the
creek.

“Thank goodness for that,” mut-
tered Arthur, as they walked to the
bank. “Now they get a penalty,
too.” The caddies fished for the
balls, while Arthur’s friends from
the gallery razzed him. Evelyn saw
that Betsy was giving John a piece
of her mind, and she envied the hu-
morous calm with which he took his
scolding.

Arthur made a splendid over,
which Betsy duplicated. They were
well pleased with themselves. Their
attitudes said, “Any foal can carry
on from there.”

But Evelyn couldn’t. Her poise
was ocompletely shattered. She
missed her putt and left it for
Arthur to save the hole. John sunk
his, however, and Arthur was one
down at the seventh.

Evelyn blew up. Everything she
did was wrong. If she swung hard
and pressed, she went wild. If she
relaxed, she topped or dubbed her
shots. They lost the eighth and the
ninth and were three down at the
turn.

Before the tenth, Arthur made
her drink a lemonade and gave her
a pep talk. It completely unnerved
her.

Betsy, gloating, got away magni-
ficently on the tenth, but Arthur
surpassed her. Evelyn sent the sec-
ond shot into the rough where, sur-
prisingly enough, John joined her.
Arthur’s out was skillful but Betsy
only moved her ball a few feet.
John dubbed the next one.

“You’re not threshing in Minne-
sota,” Betsy reminded him. The
three extra strokes were costly, and
they lost their margin.

By the fifteenth they were all
square again, and Arthur had re-
gained his complacency.

“Your game has certainly im-
proved,” he told Betsy magnani-
mously, after they both got away.
They walked down the fairway to-

- gether, leaving Evelyn to John.

“Youre throwing this game,”
Evelyn accused him. “Every time
I dub a shot, you place yours just
beside it.”

“We’re just a couple of stooges,”
John replied. “The battle is on be-
tween those two.”

“You play the next three fair.
Arthur’s too sporting to win a give-
away.”

“Betsy’s too bossy. She needs a
lesson. Besides, I don’t like the way
he talks to you.”

“Arthur likes to win,” Evelyn ex-
plained.

“I like a betting foursome with a
drink at the nineteenth hole, but
darned if I get this tournament
stuff!”
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“T get along all right when I play
for fun, but I blow up under pres-
sure,” she admitted.

“Look at them—two husky souls
with but a single thought,” John
pointed out.

Betsy and Arthur were impa-
tiently waiting for them. Her talk

“I'm through,”
Evelyn told him
fiercely, “I'm.
through with you.
I never want to see
you again!l”

with her opponent had cheered Eve-
lyn, and she played her best golf on
the next three holes. John followed
her lead and both pairs parred the
dogleg and birdied the eighteenth.
In the play-off Arthur was tense.
“If you blow up now, I'll never for-

.give you,” he told Evelyn. She was
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ashamed for him but, fortunately
Betsy was giving John some last ad-
vice, and they didn’t hear.

Suddenly, Evelyn no longer cared.
The extra hole was the now deserted
first, always a favorite of Evelyn’s.
Her careless drive was a perfect one,
while John’s was a vicious hoak.

“You fool! That will cost us the
tournament,” growled Betsy.

It did. Even her able recovery
could not save them. Arthur had
won his match, and his elation was
evident. He acted graciously
toward Betsy, complimented her on
her game and dated her for a future
round. “You’ve got everything,” he
told her, “the physique, the shots.
You ought to take up golf seri-
ously.” High praise from Arthur!

“See you at the dance?” John
turned abruptly to Evelyn.

“T—I suppose so,” Evelyn an-
swered. She had a vast distaste for
everything concerning the golf tour-
nament.

“Sure,” said Betsy heartily. “We’ll
be on hand to see the wvictor
crowned. Besides, we have a good
chance to be runners-up.”

“If we don’t like the party we’ll

walk out on it,” John promised.
Evelyn eyed  him dlstrustfully
That misbegotten hook, which gave
them the match, needed explanation.
Well, this was Arthur’s day. She’d
see him through, and then they’d
have it out. No more competitions!

After a shower and a rest, Evelyn
felt better. She dressed for the din-
ner-dance carefully, in a stunning
white gown that clung to the lines
of her slender figure.

The dinner was all that she had
feared. The prize was theirs, twin
silver cups, presented with facetious
adulation by the club president.
Arthur responded in a way that
made Evelyn blush—he was so scru-

pulously complimentary to the oth-
ers, so elaborately deprecating of his
own excellent game. She accepted
her own with a brief, “Thank you.”

“You needn’t be so high-hat,”
Arthur, at her side, murmnured.

Betsy did her bit, along the-best-
team-won line. John said briefly
that he had never had so much fun
in his life, and that he would use
his trophy for a jigger. It was just
like back home in Cedarvale, Eve-
lyn thought.. They were miles away
from the sophistication of Holly-
wood.

But later, the dancing was good,
the punch stimulating, and she lost
her irritation. Much later, John led
her to the punch bowl, around which
the stags were gathered. Arthur
was there, flapping the bills, which
were the bets he had collected.
Betsy stood by his side.

“Meet the little woman,” Arthur
boomed as Evelyn approached. He
put one arm about her, the other
about Betsy. “Meet the two best
gals in the club. A little grooming
and we’ll see a match that is a
match. What say, gals?”

“0O. K.,” agreed Betsy, gayly.

“Not me,” cried Evelyn.

“Why, Ducky!” Arthur rebuked.

“I'm through. TI’ll never play in
another tournament.” She turned
and ran toward the dressing room.

Arthur pelted after her, catching
her in the corner of the veranda.

“What do you mean, acting like
this?” he demanded.

“I’'m through,” she told him
fiercely. “I never want to see a golf
club again. I'm through with you,
tw,”‘

“You’re crazy. You don’t know
what you’re saying.”

“I do! Marriage with you would
be Olympics.”

He glowered. “Plenty of other

- girls——" he threatened.
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“Try Betsy,” she suggested, then
left him abruptly. She was no
longer even interested.

When she came out with her
wrap, John was waiting for her.

“We’re going to a real party,” he
informed her, his eyes smiling down
into hers. “We’re going to the
Troc.”

As Evelyn nestled beside him in
the roadster, he told her about him-
self—reporter in Minneapolis, short
stories with a Middle West setting,
a small-town novel which had been
sold to the films. He hoped to
click.

“What do you think
movies?” Evelyn asked.

“Best racket there ever was. Just
in its infancy. Think they’re great
and 7

“Me, too,” Evelyn interrupted.
Her eyes were suddenly shining.

He slowed down and asked ear-
nestly, “Do you believe in love at
first sight?”

“I’m just that nutty,” Evelyn
confessed.

“Me, too.

of the

I've always believed

that some time, somewhere, I'd meet
a girl and I'd know in a minute that
she was the girl.

Yesterday, when

I saw you crouched down there in
the creek, staring at me with big
indignant eyes, why, it—it did some-
thing to me. And then, when you
let ly and almost beaned me——"

“Im sorry,” said Evelyn. Her
voice was soft, tender. She reached
up and caressed the bump on his
forehead. '

“Im glad,” John exulted. “It was
then that I knew I loved you.”

Heé found a place to park and took
her in his arms. At the touch of lip
to lip, their spirits fused. Vanstrum
would have given a good deal to
have had his leads give a close-up
like that, but their long embrace
would have bothered the censors.

Evelyn forgot Arthur, forgot the
tournament, forgot even the joh.
Dimly, through the fog of ecstasy,
she told herself, “It’s all right. We
like the same things. We belong to
each other.”

As if he read her thoughts, John
murmured against her lips, “We be-
long to each other, darling, forever
and ever,” and promptly” returned
to the rapture of kissing her.

Then Evelyn became oblivious of
everything—herself, the world. This
man, John MacRae, was all that
mattered, now and forever.
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Much TO Nice

By June Jennifer

ITH an utterly disinterested
air, Rod lit another ciga-
rette. “But it isn’t really

any business of yours, is it?”’ he de-
manded. “It is the privilege of
every man to make a fool of himself
in his own way.”

Billee Northrup sighed. She was
trying so hard to make him under-
stand. “Any man, perhaps, but Phil
Duncan,” she said earnestly. “I
won’t have Phil taken for a ride by
a girl like Felicia Heminway. You
see, Phil is different—sort of sweet
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and idealistic. She’d ruin him, sure
as anything.”

Rod smiled slightly, not a very
pleasant smile. “She will probably
marry him.”

Billee looked frightened. “It is
just what I am afraid of. I can’t
let that happen to Phil. We’ve got
to think of some way to save him.
Since he’s inherited all that money,
the girls have been chasing him like
a pack of wolves. Rod, can’t you
think of something?”

Rodney Farrel looked angry.
“The only thing I can think of is
that my fiancée is working herself
into a frenzy about another man!
That she is spoiling my vacation by
raving about him and his troubles.
I don’t care whom this dear old pal
of yours marries, and I wish you
would stop talking about him. I've
had just about all I can stand.”

“But, Rod &

He stood up abruptly, throwing
his cigarette at Kiki, the cat, who
hissed at him and leaped nimbly to
the wall surrounding the terrace.
“'m fed up! If you say another
word about Phil Duncan: -

“But, Rod, you must understand!
Phil—-"

Then they were quarreling, and a
moment later Billee Northrup and
Kiki were alone on the terrace, while
Rod was tearing away in
his car.

Billee was frightened.
Her slender hands folded
into fists, and her big
cinnamon-brown eyes
were round and wide
with distress. Rod could
not possibly have walked
out on her like that, just
because she wanted to
keep Phil from being
snatched by Felicia
Heminway! He couldn’t,

‘and yet he had.

She had not known Rod very
long, and this was the first time he
had visited her home town. They
had met while she was attending
college and, after an almost breath-
less courtship, had become engaged.
Billee still felt breathless and a trifle
incredulous when she thought about
it.

She could not look at Rod’s hand-
some face and tall, masculinely
graceful form without feeling awed.
The first time she had ever seen him
she had stopped and simply stared
because he was, with his blue eyes
and helmet of bronze hair, so much
like the romantic young men that
girls dream about but very rarely
find.

She still could not understand
what he saw in her. With her soft
brown eyes, her light, curly hair and
baby-pink complexion, she was not
even a type. Her mouth was too
small, even though it was a vivid,
natural red, and she was such a tiny
thing. How could Rod have se-
lected her when he could have had
his pick of a hundred more attrac-
tive and glamorous girls? She felt
humbly grateful to him. Sometimes
she had to pinch herself to be sure
it was not all a dream.

She was frightened now. Was the
dream ended because she had prated
so constantly of good old
Phil? Worried as she
was, her red lips curved
into a rueful smile as she
considered how absurd it
was for Rod to be jealous
of him—like a gorgeous
bird of paradise being
jealous of a partridge.

It was not that Phil
Duncan was plain. He
was not bad-looking at
all with his gray eyes,
stubborn chin and thick
brown hair. But he was
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awkward and inchned to be shy—
with every one but her, that is. He
ocould not be timid with a girl he
had played and fought with from the
time they both were able to walk.

Rod just didn’t wnderstand how
she feit about Phil. Not only did
she feel a sort of proprietary interest
in him, but all her life she had been
getting him out of scrapes.

And now he was, although he
might not know it, threatemed by
the very worst scrape of all! While
she was away at college, an uncle
had died and left Phil approximately
five hundred thousand dollars. Over-
night, of course, he had become the
most popular and scught-after male
in the town.

Returning for the summmer vaca-
tion, Billee had found things in a de-
plorable condition. Felicia Hemin-
way, whom Billee detested, had al-
ready established herself as girl
friend No. 1. Phil was taking her
about everywhere—the big, helpless
boob! Didn’t he have sense enough
to know she was only after his
money? She had never conde-
scended to look at hirr. Wfore.

When Billee had seen the young
man parked admirmgly in front of a
jeweler’s plate-glass window, staring
at engagement rings, she had known
that something had to be done to
save her old pal from his most co-
Jossal folly. Rod, being a man him-
self, would be able to advise her,
she’d thought. .Instead, he had
blown up and walked out on her,
perhaps never to return.

Dolefully, Billee dragged herself
into the house and up to her room.
She wanted to crawl into bed and
weep, but she restrained herself.
Perhaps Rod would come back, she
thought hopefully. But even if he
did not, there was still the problem
of Phil to be settled. She would go

and see that young man, she de-
cided. At least, it would pass the
time away until Rod cooled down.

At Phil’'s apartment, a manserv-
ant admitted her with a bored,
weary air that indicated that femi-
nine visitors to the place were no
novelty to him. Phil, in a huge
chaxr looked up as she was ushered

- “Hcﬂo, brat,” he greeted her.
“What de you want?”

Billee, elevating her tilted nose,
surveyed the luxurious scene. “Hello
yourself,” she answered. “Gone
ritzy, I see. I could use a cocktail.”

But when it came she only sipped
at it. In one of the big armchairs
she looked, in her white silk crépe,
like a lovely child. But her very
adult mind was busy as she studied
Phil’s indolent form. He was nice—
much too nice for Felicia!

“Phil,” she said abruptly, “Rod
and I have had a fight. I want you
to take me to the Brinkley party to-
morrow night! Pual-lease!”

Phil snorted, his gray eyes scorn-
ful. “Humph! So yoa can use me
as a cat’sspaw? No, thanks, I have
other plans.”

“That Felicia person, I suppose.”
It burst from her angrily. “O. K.

Could I use that tndckylooking
phone?”

He sat up stiffty. “Whom are you
going to call?”

Billee grinned wnckedly “Who
else but Carter Burch? He’ll be glad
to squire me, I know.. And he’s so
fascinating, den’t you think?”

Phil jumped up. He glared. “You
aren’t letting Carter Burch take you
anywhere! Sit down there.” He al-
most slammed her into a chair. “I
thooght I was through with the job
of brimging you up. Now you are
back on my hands.”

She let that pass. Phil always
considered himself her superior be-.
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cause he was male ané «wo years
older than herself. She ccacealed
a grin. She knew that pretending
to telephone to Carter Burch would
get under his skin. Poor Phil had »
chivalry complex, and Burch was
an utter rotter whose specialty was
love-making.

“T will go with Carter if you don’t
take me yourself,” she said stub-
bornly.

“Oh, all right! You always were
a spoiled brat. I'll have to put aside
everything, I suppose, and beau you
around until your young man comes
to his senses. Look for me to-mor-
row night.”

Billee nodded. If Rod called up

or But he did not call up or

appear the next day, and evening

found a very subdued girl in yellow
satin waiting for a tall figure in eve-
ning clothes who seemed, she
thought with considerable irritation,
to be bored with it all. She sighed
deeply as she thought how much
money had changed him—how far
removed he was from the old Phil
who had been her pal.

The Brinkley party was already in
full swing when she and Phil arrived.
Rod was there, dancing with Felicia
Heminway! Billee flashed him an
astonished, delighted glance. Dear
Rod! He was helping out, after all,
in his own way! How clever of him
to pretend to be making love to the
blond girl! He was so handsome and
debonair that Felicia would not, de-
spite Phil’s newly acquired fortune,
be able to resist him.

Her heart sang contentedly as she
danced with Phil. They had always
danced well together and now they
seemed to float in each other’s arms.

She almost chuckled as Rod re-.

garded her over his partner’s shoul-
der with rather a stony glance. He
was playing his part well.

She would te]l him that she un-

derstood, congratulate him upon his
finesse when she danced with him.
It was swell of him to do this for
her, and she did not temper the
adoration in her eyes.

-But, during the entire evening,
&0d did not dance with her at all
« speak to her. When she returned
dome, escorted by a silent Phil, she
was somewhat bewildered, but kept
reassuring herself that it was all a
part of Rod’s adroit plot.

Phil caught her finger tips.
“Tough break, brat,” he said. “Keep
the old chin up! Going to the
Tucker house party up at their lodge
this week-end?”

She nodded. “I've been invited,
of course, but if Rod i

“If Rod doesn’t take you, I will.
Now run along and get some beauty
sleep. And don’t worry! We'll get
that young fellow back for you.
Trust Phil!”

She ran into the house but she
could not sleep. The evening was
over, and she had not felt Rod’s
arms around her or his lips on hers.
He had not smiled at her once. Of
course, ,’,, 7as all a part of the game
he had uecided to play for her sake.

She got up and stood staring out
the window, through the trees, at
the shining surface of the river.
When she was younger she had al-
ways gone to the river with her
troubles, swimming her restlessness
away. Slipping on a brief, knitted
suit, she ran down the back way.
She would swim to Cedar Island.

She was not aware until she was
halfway there, that she was not
swimming alone. Catching her
breath, she turned on one side. Per-
haps Rod—— But it was not Rod.
Phil! He grinned at her.

“We haven’t outgrown getting the
same idea at the same time. You
haven’t forgotten how to swim,
brat.”
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“Beat you to
the island,” she
challenged.

They finished,
as always, neck
and neck, just
as a full moon
came over the
dulls to the left,
‘tarrning to silver the strip of river
sand. Here they sat and talked a
little, dozed a little, too. Billee
awoke suddenly, startled. Laughing
voices echoed in her ears.

Billee gazed out across the water,

at Rod in a camoe with Felicia

Heminway. It was just like Phil

to be sound asleep,

wanted him to see Felicia with
Rod!

when she

Rubbing her eyes,

she gazed out across

the water. A red canoe was bob-
bing along, borne by the current.
She stared, unable to believe her
eyes. Rod was in that cance, and
Felicia Heminway. The two of them
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still dressed in formal attire, just as
they had come from the dance.
Felicia’s laughter sounded like a
shallow, silver bell.

Billee sat up, hugging her dimpled
knees, a perplexed frown between her
blond brows. Wasn’t Rod carrying
this thing just a bit too far? But
she knew Felicia and the way she
had with men. If Felicia insisted
upon the river, how could any man
refuse? She looked at Phil angrily
as he lay, turned over on his stomach,
his brown head buried on his arm,
apparently lost to the world. It was
just like him to be sound asleep when
she wanted him to see the Heminway
.girl boating with Rod! )

She was e rated with Phil,
especially when she saw him the
next day, driving his car with Felicia,
a delicious vision in pale-pink organ-
die, by his side, a triumphant smile
stealing across her crimson lips. The

S
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girl waved airily
and Phil, grinning,
saluted with two
fingers.

Rod’s strategy
had pot done a bit
of good! Billee,
feeling very cross about everything,
went home and sat on the terrace
with Kiki on her lap, hoping that
Rod would come. He might at least
telephone her to see if his course of
conduct was meeting with her ap-
proval. But Rod was, she thought
proudly, the type to do a thing
thoroughly, if he did it at all.

Only, it was pretty forlorn, wait-
ing around for something to happen.
Phil came over casually and Wed-
nesday evening he took her to the
theater where, in the next box, Rod
and Felicia were sitting. Afterward,
they went to Phil’s apartinent for
cocktails.

All the time, Rod was aloof and
cold toward her while Phil, appar-
ently not at all disturbed, paid her
awkward little attentions that any
feminine eye could see were cer-
tainly forced and planned for some
desired effect.

Billee burned with humiliation as
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she saw Felicia’s bright, spiteful eyes
upon her. Felica understood—per-
haps Phil had even told her—that he
was merely paying her attention in
order to bring Rodney Farrel to heel.
She suddenly announced that she had
a headache and was gaing home.

Rod jumped to his feet. “I’ll take
you,” he wvolunteered.

Billee’s heart gave a jubilant leap.
Rod was tired of his role! She looked
at him, so tall, handsome and thrill-
ing-looking, and ached to throw her-
self into his arms right there before
them all.

She cauglrt the malicious glitter in
Felicia’s blue eyes and hesitated. If
she left the girl and Phil alone in the
apartment, that young man, con-
“vinced that he had fulfilled his duty,
might be very susceptible to Felicia’s
charms. She fixed upon him plead-
ing eyes. He took the hint and rose.
“No; I'll take you home,” he said
formally, and Rod stepped back,

Arowning as Billee accepted the offer
‘with a bewitching smile.

“Seems to me you are rather over-
playing your hand,” Phil told her
curtly, as he drove the short distance

‘to her home. “You left them alone
‘together.”

She gasped. She had not thought
of that. Rod would be angry all
over again, too. She looked so
wretched and unhappy that Phil
patted her hand. “Never mind; it
will all come out right,” he said
grimly. “I’ll see that it does.”

She turned her brown eyes upon
bim. What did he mean by that?
An awful thought occurred to her.
He might propose to the blond girl

:so that Rod would be out of that
. particular corner of the picture. And
Felicia, being what she was, would
accept so quickly, that he would be
facing the altar before be knew what
it was all about.

Again she gasped. She had played
right into Felicia’s hands. Trying
to save Phil, she had probably ruined
him. That girl would soon show her-
self in her true colors and break his
heart. She was shallow, vicious, and
would squander his mouney.

She had tried to save him, without
knowing in the least what she was
doing. After all, as Rod said, a man
had a right to make a fool of himself
in his own particular way. What was
it to her if Phil’s way meant marriage
to a scheming blonde? She stole a
glance at him out of the corner of
her eye and straightened up.

He certainly was big enough to
look out for himself! He couldn’t
always expect her to get him out of
the messes he got himself into. Her
eyes became big and round, flashing
with golden fire.

“All right,” she snapped. “Go on,
be a fool! Marry Felicia Heminway
and see if I care! You never did
have a particle of sense and you
never will have!”

Phil stared, brought the car to a
stop right there in the middle of the
road, and whistled softly. A smile
suddenly split the astonished calm of
his face. A chuckle came from his
lips.

“So that is what bas been worry-
ing you, Miss Fixit,” he said.
“Hm-m-m! I might have guessed.
So you don’t want me to marry
Felicia? Why?”

Billee sobbed. “I haven’t been
worrying about you. I wouldn’t
waste my time! Marry an Indian
squaw if you want to! Go to Turkey
and marry a harem.”

Phil coughed. “Harems are going
out of style. Now we have Reno.
One girl at a time is the modern
motto.”

She hated him when he was flip-
pant. Suddenly, she hated him any-
way. Here she had sacrificed her-

LS—S&C
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self, quarreled with Rod and almost
broken her own heart, just so that
he could laugh at her. It was all
a huge joke to him.

“Take me home at onee,” she com-
manded. “Didn’t I tell you I had a
headache?”

Alone in her room, she huddled
miserably in the middle of her bed,
her headache a reality now. Perhaps
Rod would call her up or come to
her, late though it was. Perhaps
she ought to call him. She dialed
the number but he was not home yet.
She tried again and again.

Rod came to see her the next day,
but he did not take her in his arms.
His face was dark and troubled, his
eyes and lips sullen.

“A pretty mess you made of
things,” he complained. “You’ve
hedged me into a rotten spot.”

She stared at him dully. “You,
Rod? What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean. You got
me sore, being so concerned about
your old pal. I thought I would flirt
with Felicia Heminway to teach you
a lesson and I—well I got in a trifle
too deep, and now she probably
thinks I am in love with her and
want to marry her.”

Billee sank into a chair. “Rod!
But it has only been a few days.”

His good-looking face grew darker.
“A fellow can travel a long way in
a few days—with a girl like Felicia,
especially. She knows her way about
and I happen to be only a poor, weak
man.”

“Oh, Rod, I never dreamed—— 1
—1I only wanted to rescue poor Phil.
Do you want me to give you back
your ring?”’

He caught her to him then. “Little
fookish! Of course not. I want you
to try rescuing me! Drop Phil and
cut out leaving me at the mercy of
that man-eating blonde!”
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She was between laughter and
tears. “All right, Rod, I will. I
guess as an angel of merey and that
sort of thing, I am not so hot. I
guess you are right. Phil is entitled
to make his own mistakes.”

Rod held her clgse and kissed her
lingeringly. “I den’t want to make
any,” he confessed tenderly. “Dar-
ling, don’t leave me lying about.”

She laughed. It was so good to be
in Rod’s strong arms again, to feel
his lips on hers. Yet, even the
rapture of being held close by Rod
did not blot out the thought of Phil.
Suppose he married Felicia? His
money would run like water through
her fingers, and after he was broke—
well, that would be the end. She
shuddered.

“What’s the matter—cold?” Rod
asked.

She looked up, startled. She had
forgotten him—only for the mo-
ment, of eourse. Rod Farrel was not
the kind of man you could forget for
long. She raised her brown, adoring
eyes and discovered a strange ex-
pression lingering in his.

She grasped his arm. “Rod! What
is #? You looked so strange.”

He shook his head. “Nothing. I
was just jealous of that fellow again,
I guess. You won’t see him any
more?”’

It was impossible, of course, not to
see Phil if he wanted to see her.
Probably he never would again. He
knew now that she did not want him
to marry. Felicia and, although he
had laughed at her, perhaps he’d
be resentful after thinking it over.

But he did not seem angry when
he came over on Friday afternoon.
He cocked one gray eye at her ques-
tioningly. “Didn’t we have a date

or something for the week-end,

brat?”
“Oh, Phil, I amg0ing with Red.”
He wriggled his chin thoughtfully
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between his thumb and forefinger.
He had done that, in just the same
way, when he was a freckle-faced kid.
Oh, he was, in spite of his half mil-
lion dollars and girls like Felicia
Heminway who pursued him, still
just a kid. A film of tears blurred
the outlines of his figure.

“Everything O. K. then?” he
asked.

“Yes, every-
thing.” She
tried to make
her own voice
sound proud
and happy, but
a miserable
little sob was
in her throat.

““Love the
guy, Billee?”

“I adore him,
Phil. He’s so
handsome. I
cannot under-
stand yet how
he came to
pick me out.
I'm such an ordinary-looking little
mutt.”

Phil’s gray eyes stared. He leaned
slightly toward her. “You’re what?”

She repeated herself humbly.
Phil’s stare continued for a moment,
then he snorted, walked away and
climbed into his car.

She did not see Phil again until
they were at the Tucker Lodge on
the Russian River. Billee loved the
big log house, set on a gentle slope
above the water, with its extensive
garden of native flowers, shrubs and
paths winding through the redwoods.
She delighted in showing Rod all the
old, familiar places, all the secret
nooks she had known since child-
hood.

They were just returning to the
house when they met Phil and

Felicia.
Billee.
tic?” she chirped brightly.

The girl smiled sweetly at
“Isn’t this just too roman-
“Phil is

taking me to the magic spring. You
know, they say that if you throw a
coin into the water you’ll get your
wish fulfilled.” She held up a silver
quarter and smiled archly.

Phil grinned.

“I wouldn’t count
on it much,” he
warned. ‘I
sacrificed a
whole dime once
when I was a
youngster wish-
ing for a pony,
and all I got
was a mongrel

dog.”
Felicia smiled
serenely. “Oh,

but I am just
sure my wish is
going to come
true.”

The memory
of that con-
fident smile had
lingered with Billee as she dressed
for dinner that evening. Felicia
would wish, of course, something
about a man. But which man?
Rod was so charming, and Phil had
all that money.

She laughed shakily. Just casting
a coin into the magic spring would
not give either of them to Felicia. It
was just a common spring under a
rock, surrounded by ferns and
azaleas, its bottom some kind of
quicksand that swallowed up the
coins cast in. The Indian legend
that it was a wishing spring was
utter nonsense.

The dance after dinner seemed to
be a success for every one but Billee
Northrup. Felicia was enjoying her-
self, dividing her dances between
Phil and Rod, and flirting with both
of them impartially. Since the party
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had a leap-year flavor, it was fem-
inine privilege to select partners, and
Rod, of course, could not refuse when
Felicia asked him. Phil, apparently,
did not want to.

Billee’s soft brown eyes grew large
and troubled. It was impossible to
tell which of the two Felicia favored
and, as the evening advanced, the
girl grew more wretched and uneasy.
Rod was devoted but his manner,
somehow, was absent and different.
Phil, too, was strangely quiet. Was
jealousy of Rod tormenting him?
Would it hasten him into marrying
Felicia?

Unable to endure the situation any
longer, late in the evening, Billee
stole up to her own room and stood
looking out the window. If only
Felida would let both young men
alone! Rod was an engaged man,
and Phil—Phil was far too good for
her. She wished

Suddenly, she thought of the
magic spring. Of course, there was
nothing to the ancient Indian super-
stition. Didn’t Phil laugh at it?

But perhaps a whole handful of
coins would help. She went through
her purse feverishly. In a moment,
she had coins clasped in her hot hand
and was out the side door, running
crazily toward the spring.

It was silly, of course, but she knelt
on the mossy bank of the spring and
slowly opened her fingers so that the
coins fell into the pool.

“I wish——" she whispered. Her
lips moved slowly.

She started up sudden]y and ran
back along the zigzag path. She
stopped just as suddenly. Some one
was standing directly in the way.
She saw a man’s broad shoulders
and, a moment later, the light froth
of a girl’s gown. Then she heard
Fehiia’s light, charming laugh.

“Oh, Rod, don’t be so silly,” she
pleaded. “Of course, I don’t love

Phil. But all that money—I intend
to marry him. You don’t want to
marry me anyway.”

Billee’s heart almost stopped. “Of
course not,” Rod’s voice was saying.
“You’re a dangerous woman. You’'d
make a punk wife for any man. I

‘'want a wife I can trust, like my little

Billee. But I happen to be rather
crazy about you.” His head bent.

Billee, her limbs turned liquid, saw
that ﬂ)ey were kissing. She felt
chilled. So Rod was like that! He
wanted to marry her because he
could trust her, and carry on an
affair with Fehcia at the same time!

She heard them again,
Felicia in a pettish tone. “Phil is
awfully slow,” she complained irri-
tt;bly. “] am getting sick and tired
of it.”

Rod laughed. “Why don’t you
compromise him, you little dewil?
Let yourself be discovered in his
room to-night. I gather the young
man is conventional. He’ll be chiv-
alrous enough to marry you.”

Billee heard no more. The two
of them were trying to frame Phil!
She turned swiftly and stole down
another path, then darted breath-
lessly into the Tucker living room,
staring around her wildly. Where—
oh, where was Phil?

She saw him finally, almost flung
herself upon him.

“Phil,” she cried, “take me home!
I want to g0 home.”

“But Rod”—his face seemed very
set and white—“what will he say?”

She began to tug at him. She
must get him away. “I don’t care

what Rod says. I want you to take
me away.”
“0. K. Come on.”

But instead of leading her to his
car, Pl urged her down the slope to
a circular bench above the river. He
pushed her down and seated himself
beside her. “Now, what’s it all
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about?” he demanded. ‘“Been fight-
ing with Rod again?”

Billee shook her head. Suddenly,
she began to sob. Phil, after a mo-
ment of hesitation, put his arm
around her. ‘“What’s the matter,
beautiful?” he asked huskily. “Tell
old Phil about it.”

She raised her head. Phil had

She looked deep into his eyes and

what she saw there made her gasp.

“Phrl,” she breathed, “you—you
love me!”

called her “beautiful.” To—to com-
fort her? She looked deep into his
eves and what she saw there made
her gasp. She clung to him suddenly.

“Phil,” she breathed, “you—you
love me!”

His arm tightened. “Guilty as
charged. I always have, you know.
But I promised your mother I would
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‘not say anything until you were
through college. You see, she
thought that you might imagine
yourself in love with me before you
bhad a chzace to meet other men,
Just bemu we had been pals so

“But—bnt Felicia?” Her eyes
were dazed. “You—you let me
worry myself to death about her.”

“Felicia was just Felicia. After
Yyou wrote you were engaged, it did
not seem to matter much what I did
with my life and that money. I never
cared for her. It was you, always.
I'd give my life to make you happy.”

Billee snuggled up to him. “Oh,
Phil, will you?” Her eyes were shin-
ing. “I've been so silly. Rod
thrilled me because he was so hand-
some, and I—I thought it was love.
I thought that I was worried about
Felicia’s marrying you because you
were my dear old pal. But suddenly,
to-night, I knew that it was because
I loved you myself.”

Phil held her close. She was

deliriously happy in his arms,
thrilled not with the surface excite-
ment that Rod’s caresses aroused
within her, but to the very depth of
her soul. With his lips on hers and
his eyes gazing with flaming love
into her own, she felt one with him,
as if they had been fashioned for
each other, two parts of a perfect
whole.

He was a song in her heart, an
altar fire that burned her blood to
golden radiance within her. Love
was Phil!

“And I did not know it,” she whis-
pered, “until I knelt beside the magic
spring, shaping my wish. Suddenly
I knew, clearly, that there was only
ohe thing I could wish for—your
love, Phil.”

“My darling!” was all he said, and

tilted her face to his.
- The redwoods whispered, an owl
hooted, the river rippled, and in the
lodge the radio dispensed music; but
on the little circular bench above the
water, all was sweet and still.

LOVE’'S DREAMS

lT seems I never dreamed at all
Until you stole my heart;

And now I cannot think but what
A dream or two must start.

And out of seeming nothingness
Our song of love is found,

This beauty of a thousand dreams
With which the days abound.

HeLen MAarinNg



There Is
No Love

By Philippa Preston

o A SERIAL—Part II.

CHAPTER V.

ARY got up and sat beside
Crystal, pulling her around so

that she faced him in the sun-

light. His eyes were intent on her.

“Supposing I had told you this
story instead of my mother? Sup-
posing she had not fainted and cried?
Would you have thought the same?”
he asked.

“What’s the use supposing, my
dear? She came, and that is the
end. She showed me what would
happen. It was like spreading out a
picture for me to look at.”

“That is all impossible.” Gary let
go her hands and got up, striding
around the room, backward and for-
ward, his face set, his eyes hard and
cold.

“It sounds impossible.” Crystal
pushed her hair from her forehead.
He saw the sun catch its lights as on
the first day when he opened the
door for her to walk over his
threshold and straight into his heart.
“But so is the life your mother
would live if we gave way to our
own desires. The anxieties, the
quarrels would wear us out. We
should hide our thoughts, we should
hear her crying in our ears every

time we tried to enjoy ourselves. I
couldn’t buy things without wonder-
ing if your sister could afford them,
too. Gary, I've been thinking it
over as I walked. I could not face
what I know would be waiting for
me.”

Crystal paused. She met his eyes
courageously, and they stared at
each other in silence. It seemed
they were both saying a silent fare-
well to their future together. Gary
uttered a deep sigh before he said:

“Have you thought what we are
to face, instead?”
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“Yes, dear heart, I have.”

“Crystal, let’s get out of this,” he
said violently. “Out on the Island,
where we can get away from this
mess. I've got my launch all ready.”

She got up and spread out her
arms, raising hersef on tiptoe, so
that her slim figure was outlined by
her thin dress.

“Let’s! I want to go fast—very
fast.”

Crystal made no attempt to talk
to Gary as they drove over Queens-
boro Bridge, onto Long Island and
out to the shore. Every little while
he glanced down at her white face,
feeling their unhappiness was in-
credible. At last he drew up at a
private pier where his cruiser lay
moored in charge of a mechanic.

Gary helped Crystal on board the
trim, glistening white-and-silver boat.

“I shall not re-
quire you, Tyson,”

HE STORY 80 FAR:

He was standing at the wheel in
spotless white, for he changed on
board, the cruiser having two cabins -
and a tiny gallery. They were head-
ing out straight from land, the wind
caused by their tremendous speed
blowing the spray over the bows.
From the pile of cushions in the
observation lounge Crystal could al-
most feel they were going to the end
of the world. Resclutely she re-
fused to look back to the shore,
where all their devastating misery
waited. Here they were free and
together.

Crystal lay stretched out full
length, her arms crossed, her chm
pressed into their slim roundpess.
Gary was glad he had the excuse of
the wheel, not to take her in his own.

“My beloved, there is a lonely bit
of shore over there, shall we anchor
for a while? I want to give you
something to eat.
The refrigerator is

Gary said to his
man and with a
salute the mechanic
prepared to help
Gary cast off. Not
until they were well
away from the pier
did Crystal speak.
“Gary, couldn’t
we go on and on,

until we just
reached the end of
the world?”

“If I did not love
you so much I'd
agree, but my car-
ing makes it neces-
sary you should not

Crystal Terry, secretary to
Henry Haverill, wealthy real-
estate man, is seat to deliver
papers to Gary Lonsdale, mil-
lionaire aviator and sportsman.
They fall in love with each
other. Gary proposes, i8 ac-
cepted, and takes Crystal to
meet his family. Mis mother
visits Crystal and tells her that
if she marries Gary he becomes
a poor man, the money, by his
uncle’s will, going to Loretta
Haverill. In order to keep the
money, Gary must marry Lo-
retta. Heartsick, Crystal finally
promises Gary’s mother to
break with him. When Gary
comes to her, Crystal tells him

her decision.

full, my man sees to
that, and the sun is
getting lower.”
“Must we stop?”
Crystal slid off the
cushions and came
to stand beside him.
The protective win-
dow was open, the
salt air made her
cheeks damp. He
slid one arm around
her until she was
pressed against him.
The boat was riding
the sea as though
possessed of the
vital life that flowed

feed the fishes. I want ta think
about the sun shining on your hair
the way it does now. I want this
boat to carry a picture of you, and
sometimes maybe I'll come out in
her and shut my eyes and think of
you.”

between her skipper and the woman
who should have been his mate.
Gary did not answer her question
but gently he released her and
steered toward the shore. This free-
dom was too provocative, it was

dangerous. Soon the engines were
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They stared at each other in silence. They were both saying a silent
farewell to all their dreams, to their future together.
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silent, the cable ran out and they
rocked gently. After their meal,
Gary drew her down beside him on
the cushions, pillowing his head on
her lap, holding her tightly so she
could not move. Her fingers tangled
and untangled in his crisp hair, they
fluttered about his face, tracing out
this line and that, weaving the pat-
tern of them into her mind.

It was almost dark before Gary
stirred. He sat up now, his hair
rumpled, a ghostly figure in white
against the sea, and looked at his
watch.

“Time I took you back to New
York, sweet,” he said quietly, and
immediately went forward to do
things which sent the engines into
life again and themselves flying back
beneath a starlit sky. When they
reached the pier, Crystal stepped
out as though she stepped back into
reality. Gary had changed again
and, as they walked away from the
boat to his car, Crystal said:

“Don’t take me home. T’ll get a
taxi. I want to remember you like
this against the sea, with the stars.”

He held her hands.

Anything

“How can I do that?
might happen.”

She shook her head. Tears
streamed down her cheeks. She
dabbed them away but he saw them
in the darkness, like great shining

rls.

“I'll take you home,” he spoke

roughly.
"~ Obediently she climbed into the
car, leaning back in the corner, her
face averted as she cried, quietly,
terribly, and it made Gary long to
kill. Presently the tears ceased, but
- she did not stir until he stopped be-
fore her apartment, then hastily she
dabbed some powder on her face
and got out, taking care the street
arc did not shine on her.

“Don’t come up, Gary.”

Before he could stop her, she ran
up the steps, into the house, back to
the rooms left as they were. She
shut the door and stood leaning
against it, panting breathlessly. The
roses drooped on the table, there was
the scent of costly perfume, the
breeze crackled some tissue paper.
Little signs that pierced her heart
like Gary’s tears would have done.

Gary’s hall clock chimed eleven as
he let himself into his apartment.
He flung off his coat and went into
his study as the telephone rang.

He was in no mood to answer it.
The sound of Crystal’s voice was in
his ears, and the sight of her tears
in his mind.

The bell’s request for an answer
went on. He thought for a moment
of letting it ring, but the sound got
on his frayed nerves and he lifted
the receiver to hear his mother on
the other end.

“l can’t sleep—none of us can,
Gary, until you put an end to our
suspense. Can’t you come to-night?
You could be here in an hour.”

“No, not to-night.” Gary tried
not to sound curt. “But you can be
assured I'm considering my slaugh-
ter. Tll be over in the morning.
Good night.”

No, he could not decide to-night.
Crystal had made up her mind, but
he refused to accept its decision.
To-day could not be real, the whole
progress of it belonged to some
nightmare in which one struggled
vainly to awake from bitter tears.
He poured himself out a drink,
gulped it down, and then went over
to the window. He did not want te
go to bed because he felt so far from
sleep. The city still scintillated be-
neath its millions of lights. From
afar he could hear a radio playing a
waltz, and it brought back to him
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the first day he held Crystal in his
arms.

“In the shadows let me come and sing to
you,

Let me (’iream a song that I can bring to
you.”

He smiled as he thought of the
rapture of those minutes, the feeling
of her slim youth through the thin
dress, the gliding, swaying, glamour
of the music and the scent of her
hair.

With a smothered curse he came
back to reality and turned away
from the window into the room that
spoke of his work. For a moment
he glanced around at the plans,
maps, models, books and a table con-
taining the very latest compass for
him to test out in his next flight.

“This is going to be my life,
if ” He squared his shoulders.
Not until the morning would he face
certainty.

He was thankful day brought tor-
rential rain. The summer was go-
ing swiftly into the golden fall, and
with it came less certainty of regal
weather. Sleep had not bothered
him except in short snatches when
he would start up to realize what
had happened.

He was gray, drawn, and as he
climbed out of his car at his mother’s
home, he looked back at the sea that
had been blue and clear the day be-
fore, and which now came in long
white rollers driven before the gale.
It tuned in with his mood. The
house was changed, too, with its wet
awnings and masses of hydrangeas
heavy with rain.

He found Peggy alone in the
morning room and she jumped up as
he came in.

“Hello, Gary. What are you go-
ing to do?”

“I haven’t made up my mind yet.
Where are the others?”

“Oh, around somewhere. What
do you mean, haven’t made up your
mind?”

“Just that” Gary took a ciga-

rette and tapped it without looking

at his sister. He did not want to see
the abject terror in such youth.

“Well, it’s mean of you to keep
us in suspense.” She went to the
door and wrenched it open, shouting
across the hall, “Mum, boys, he’s
come.”

“The excutioner,” Gary thought,
and then bent down to kiss Clare as
she came in. With a pang he saw
she had been crying.

“Gary, I haven’t slept.” She al-
most collapsed into a chair.

“We’ve had a swell time.” The
boys lounged into the room and they
were all watching him.

“Have you decided against work?”
Gary asked quietly. He was fight-
ing for time. He was like a runner
watching his goal in the distance,
wondering if he would be able to
reach it.

“Say, we went over all that yes-
terday,” Peggy cut in, “and we said
what we thought.”

“And Gary, dear, the billss Why,
we owe between us”—Clare swept
the four into one—*“nearly twenty
thousand dollars.”

Gary started as thomgh he had
been shot.

“You owe twenty thousand dol-
lars!” he choed incredulously.

Their faces crimsoned.

“Yes, we are always ahead of the
dividends,” Peggy mimicked his
horrified amazement. “Mumsie
loses money I think. Anyway, we're
overdrawn.”

“Good heavens, I had no idea of
this. And with your income, too!”
Gary felt he was drowning in de-
spair.

“The boys are expensive, but,
then, Gary, they are young.”



“I was young, too,
once! It seems such a
hell of a long time ago
that I can scarcely re-
member what it felt
hike, but I didn’t run
up bills at college and
make you pay them.”

“Say, you must have
been a saint with a
halo,” Henry sneered.

“No, only a little
honest,” Gary retorted
grimly. He strode away
from them all to the
window and back again.
They held their breaths
with anxiety. But
Gary, hardly aware of
them around him, only
knew this last bit of

news put the cap upon

his hopes. All night he
had felt perhaps, but
now—— He had
planned to sell their
luxurious possessions to
make a start, but that
idea was out if debts
would swallow up the
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Alone in the apartment, she leaned wearily against the door. Rose petals
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~——Gary’s roses—dropped onto the table; the scent of perfume filled the
the air—all reminders of the Gary she bad lest.
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proceeds. And there might be more.
He pushed his hair back and came
to a standstill, facing the half cir-
cle into which they unconsciously
arranged themselves,

“I guess you have got me beaten.
O. K. I'm your victim.”

He turned away without another
word. He had to get away before
his hot, angry thoughts took shape
in words. He threw himself into his
car as a frantic. call came from
Peggy, but he did not look back.

What a pity he couldn’t drive the
car off a cliff into the sea, but he
had to live in order to marry Lor-
etta.

And as he drove, Crystal was lis-
tening to Henry Haverill’s voice on
the telephone in her apartment.

“I am not beating about the
bush,” he began, and Crystal’s heart
gave a leap. What did he want?
Couldn’t they leave her alone?
She tried to make her voice curt and
hard, but only succeeded in letting
the break come into it.

“What is it you want,
Haverill?”

“Just to ask if you'll come back?
I need you badly, there is work only
you can take care of, and I thought
maybe——"

He broke off and waited. Crystal
leaned on the little table where the
telephone stood. Going back to her
old life? She wanted a job, and
sometimes she would hear news of
Gary, she would be nearer to him
there.

“Very well, I'll call you back and
tell you what day I'll be back to
waork. Thank you.” The last words
were forced out.

She hung up the receiver and sat
back, staring at Gary’s roses.

Mr.

Loretta Haverill’s apartment ad-
joined her father’s, but did not com-
municate. When she left college she

declared parents could not be ex-
pected to see eye to eye with their
children and, therefore, should live
alone. As Henry Haverill was a
widower, and she an only child, she
felt a slight, very slight, com-
punction about leaving him to look
after himself, and suggested they
should rent apartments on the same
floor, but conduct them quite in-
dependently of each other.

Henry agreed. Loretta thought,
as she smoked cigarette after ciga-
rette to quiet her jangling nerves,
while waiting for Gary, her father
would agree to her cutting off his
head provided she did not get her-
self into a mess doing it.

She looked at the clock. In ten
minutes Gary would be here. She
had just heard his curt voice over
the wire asking if she could spare
him a “few minutes.” A little while
before Clare Lonsdale had told
Loretta of the dreadful scenes, and
how he had once more gone, she did
not know where.

“I told him you knew nothing
about the terms of the will. Of
course, he knows you know now.”

Knew nothing about them! She
shrugged her shoulders at the
absurdity of the idea. She had
known that will by heart ever since
she entered her teens, and she had
told Henry she wanted to marry
Gary.

“And you will,” he had told her
comfortably.

“Bah,” she uttered the exclama-
tion aloud and got up from the low
gold-brocaded couch to stand in
front of the mirror. She always en-
joyed looking at her reflection,
critically trying to find faults, and
then striving to correct them. She
wanted to look well for Gary’s com-
ing. She wondered if the dress of
ruby-red crépe, with its brilliant belt,
suited her. She was too thin for



There Is No Love - 93

tailored clothes, they emphasized
the long limbs, the arms that were
“bony,” and the hollows in her
shoulders which nothing would ever
make smooth and rounded.

But she knew her eyes were fine,
large, dark, burning restlessly, and
unable to let her perceive their dis-
contented, unhappy look.

“Mrs. Gary Lonsdale,” she said to
her reflection just as the door
opened and, in the mirror, she saw
Gary enter the room.

CHAPTER VL

“TI am a little early,” was his
greeting as she swung around.

“Sit down in this chair, it’s the
most comfortable.” Her throat
pulses were beating, her heart
thumping with nervous tension.

“Thanks. You know why I have
come?” He leaned forward, his
elbows on the arms of the chair, his
hands clasped. Loretta sank into a
corner of the divan where there was
the most becoming hght to soften
her angular lines.

“Why, yes.” She tried to make
her voice young, unafraid, but it was

“l want to hear what you think
of this damnable scheme?”

“Not very complimentary,” she
flamed angrily. “Is it so very dam-
rable?” She saw how desirable he
was, his handsome, keen face, his
height, his loose, yet muscular build.
She saw, too, the hard, inscrutable
expression in his eyes, and suddenly
she knew it was no good pretending.

“As much so as it can be.” Gary’s
voice was curt. “It seems that there
is nothing else for me to do but ask
if you agree to carry out the terms
of this will? I don’t love you. I
could not love you if I lived to be
a thousand, because I love Crystal
Terry. You know all this and,

knowing it, are you anxious and
willing to marry me?”

She clenched her fists and dug
them into the cushions, thrusting
her chin forward.

“Yes, I am. I love you. I have
wanted to marry you ever since I
was able to think. I don’t eare so
long as my name is Mrs. Gary Lons-
dale, and I have you. I don’t care
for anything so long as you belong
to me. Why do you think I have
spent three years visiting your
family and being bored to death
with your mother? I have endured
it for the sake of seeing you, talkmg
to you, hoping that I could make
you love me. And I have failed in
that, but all the while I have known "
you would be mine in the end.”

“I thought you did not know any-
thing about the will?” Gary’s voice
was weary. He wondered drearily,
how many more lies and schemes he
would fall over.

“I didn’t”—Loretta pulled herself
up quickly—“but I just felt you
could not belong to anybody else,
and when you brought that girl
home——"

“Please, we will leave her name
out of this business discussion.”

Loretta colored. She saw Crystal
as she was that evening, young,
lovely, and Gary’s. There could be
no mistake about his caring. For
a moment the horror of intense
jealousy swept up into her mind in
an engulfing tide.

“Very well, as you like. Anyway,
she means nothing to me now.”

“You are quite determined that I
am worth marrying under such con-
ditions? Remember, the money is _
yours if I fail. If I refuse to play
my part of the bargain, you can
scoop the pool and be a very wealthy
woman.” '

Loretta spread her arms along the
top of the divan. Her fingers bore
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two heavy ruby rings, and a large
square-cut emerald. Gary suddenly
thought they were like snakes.

“I know, but I want to be your
wife. The money is important, but
nothing in comparison to saying to
a salesgirl, ‘Send it to Mrs. Gary
Lonsdale’!”

Gary got up with such violence
he knocked over a small table bear-
ing a heavy vase. The flowers fell
out, and the water trickled in a small
river across the thick carpet.

“I am sorry.” He picked up the
vase and roses.

“It doesn’t matter. We seem
doomed to smash and spill, when we
meet. I broke that cocktail glass
when you announced your wedding.”
Loretta decided upon a new attitude.
She would be casual and easy.

“I think T'll go.” Recalling that
evening overwhelmed Gary.

“I shall expect you to take me out
to dinner where we can discuss all
our plans.” Loretta stood in front
of him. “I have at least the right
to ask you to appear delighted. I
can’'t help what you feel inside.”

Once again jealous anger swept
aside her newly made resolutions to
be calm and casual.

“I shall see you are kept in coun-
tenance,” Gary said gravely. He
looked at her critically for the first
time. He saw the glittering, restless
mind and thought: “If this had to
be, I am glad there is nothing in her
to remind me of what I have lost.
Crystal can remain in the secret
places of my heart.”

“The announcement of your can-
celed wedding and our engagement
will be in to-morrow’s papers.”

He started. He had forgotten the
publicity. His mind flew to Crystal.
All day he had not realized he would
not be calling for her, that he
would not see her, and as he re-
membered, a mad desire seized him.

How could they live without each
other? How could he not see her
again? He forgot where he was, the
room faded and it was Crystal who
stood in front of him, not Loretta.
He made a queer movement for-
ward and then stopped, awake again.
Would the rest of his life be spent
in dreams and nightmares?—he won-
dered. Loretta, watching him,
guessed what he was thinking. He
looked at her, pushing one hand
across his forehead, but she knew he
did not see her. Then stumbling
past, he wrenched at the door, blun-
dered out and down to his car.

He must see Crystal. How could
the day go without hearing her
voice? He did not reason that they
had said “Good-by.” It was an im-
possible thing to have done. He
turned up Park Avenue, and then he
glanced at the hotel where they were
to have been married. Abruptly he
pulled into the block where cars
might be parked. The roses would
all be there ready for to-morrow, he
had not canceled anything.

He went through the wide vesti-
bule and instantly a manager sprang
to life.

“The roses look very beautiful,
Mr. Lonsdale. I have had the suite
which Miss Terry will use lined with
pale-pink roses, as you said it was
her favorite flower. Would you like
to see it?”

Gary stared at him for a moment
before answering. The manager hid
the surprise he felt. There was
something wrong, this was not the
same Gary Lonsdale who had come
to order the lavish preparations for
his wedding.

“Yes, I'll go alone. Don’t bother
to come.”

The manager shrugged his shoul-
ders when the elevator door closed
behind Gary.

He was shot up and out. There
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men still busy. Gary went past
them into the huge ballroom that

doorway framed in an arch, work-

the

joined by greens,

sat—Crystal in her wedding dress, dressing herself for him!

was no mistaking the corridor lead-
ing to the principal suite. Tall

pillars of roses,
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was heavy with the perfume of
thousands of flowers, and then back
into the suite where Crystal would
have changed into her wedding dress.
He stood looking at the dressing
table, the mirror framed in roses,
bowls of them flanked the floor
mirrors, a special set of glass bottles
had been arranged, filled with her
favorite perfume.

Then he turned away.

Once more on the pavement he
climbed into his car. Where to?
He sat still, his arms folded upon
the wheel, staring at the whirling
maze of traffic and hurrying folks.
There were poor and well off, hurry-
ing this way and that, going places,
seeing folks, but he had no reason
for going anywhere. He looked at
his watch. Eight o’clock—he had
planned a wonderful evening with
Crystal, for every one, since the day
he met her, had been spent together.

This day could not finish without
her. Impossible! And with that, he

started the engine and shot forward

into the stream of traffic.

Crystal answered his ring and
held the door wide, holding onto the
joy that threatened to choke her.
She knew by his expression why he
had come.

“I know—I——
me, but do you understand?
I come in?”

“Of course.” She led the way into
the sitting room. Gary’s roses were
everywhere.

He stood jingling the change in
his pocket.

“I felt I could not go on not see-
ing you. Is there anything against
our walking, just walking? Lots of
folks do just walk.”

“I’'ll get my hat.” She went into
the bedroom. She came back in a
minute, in the small hat that -she
had worn the day she first met him.

It’s rotten of

May

Gary remembered it because he re-
called every detail of that moment.

“We'll go toward the river.
There’s more air.” He wanted to
kiss her, but he was struggling to get
a new foothold in her life. He would
have to be friends, it would be bet-
ter than nothing, he’d hold onto a
slender bit of her life if he could
see her, speak to her, hear her voice,
see the light come and go in her face.

They went out into the night. He
left his car parked in front of the
house and they went over toward the
river in silence. At last Crystal
looked up at Gary.

“There is lots we should talk
about.” Her fingers closed tightly
on her pocketbook. “I’ve been
thinking all day about—about my
clothes, and all your presents.”

“If you are going to say, ‘[ am
sending them back,” don’t trouble.
Tell the janitor to chuck them all in
the furnace, if you refuse to keep
them.”

“I didn’t refuse, Gary.”

“Then what’s the trouble?”

Up one block and down the other.
Gradually, they threaded their way
to the river, silver in the moonlight.

“There isn’t any trouble, Gary.
Have you seen Loretta?”

“Yes, but don’t let’s think of her.
Can I come sometimes and just do
what we’re doing now? I can’t kiss
you while we’re walking. It sort of
keeps one distant.”

“Yes-”

Silence.

“I'm going back to Haverill’s. I
shall see him in the morning.”

“Good heavens!” Gary came to
a standstill.

“I’'ve got to earn my living, and
his office is not so bad, and I'll hear
about you sometimes. I shall prob-

- ably type letters beginning: ‘With

reference to the summer house you

wish to rent P
LS--6C
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“I suppose you’d hit me if I asked
you to type the same sentence all
day long for double the salary Henry
Haverill pays you?”

“Why the same sentence?” She
turned and went on walking while
he strode along beside her.

“Because I couldn’t think of any
other. It would save trouble plan-
ning your day’s work. Would you
hit me?” he demanded.

She smiled, a wan, tender curving
of her lips.

“I guess I'd have to. But I know
Haverill will take me back. In fact,
he phoned me this morning and
asked me to come back.”

“The swine!”  Gary’s veins
pumped with anger. Had he been
blind all these years when he counted
Haverill as decent, a good friend?

“Well, he has some business
worrying him which I have always
looked after and perhaps he figured
it that I would want to work again,
anyway.”

Silence. They felt it falling be-
tween them as they both struggled
with the thick folds of their misery.
Then Crystal stopped where the
trees made deep patches of darkness.

“Gary, get married soon. I want
to know it’s over and the door
slammed. It’s awful thinking it
might open after all.”

He answered slowly:

“0. K. I suppose dying is always
better when it’s quick.”

She bit her lip to keep back the
tears which threatened.

“I think I’ll go home,” she man-
aged at last.
Without
turned back.

When he reached his apartment,
Gary found the entrance filled with
reporters. He thrust his hands into
his pockets and his jaws out.

“See here, boys, I’m not giving in-
terviews. I don’t care where yau've

LS—7C

another  word they

87

got your information about my wed-

-ding, but you’re not getting any.

from me.” _ »

Protests, pleadings, they poured.
over him until at last they found
them useless and sheered off on a
fresh trail. As the door shut on the
last one Gary poured himself a
drink. .

This was only the beginning.

When his man roused him in the
morning from a night of fitful doz-
ing, he brought in the newspapers
with the morning coffee. The head-
lines blazed across the pages: :

SENSTIONAL CHANGE OF BRIDE.
GARY LONSDALE'S WEDDING
WITH THE LOVELY STENOGRA-
PHER CANCELED. MISS LOR-
ETTA HAVERILL NEW BRIDE. -

Gary threw the cursed sheets
across the room just as the telephone
rang with Loretta at the other end.

“You’ve certainly made a good job
of the publicity,” Gary began curtly.
“If you’ll tell me the date of the
wedding, I'll call up the florists,
jewelers, furriers and tell them you
will be ordering anything you require
in my name.”

He felt, rather than heard, the
anger from the other end of the line.

“I am overwhelmed with your old-
fashioned courtesy,” Loretta said
sharply.

“No, it’s just up-to-the-minute
modernity,” he retorted grimly. “If
you have nothing better to do, will
you dine with me this evening?”

“I'll be ready by nine.” The re-
ceiver clicked at the other end.

Gary put his own down as his
valet came in to say his secretary
had arrived and wanted to see him.

“All right.” Gary lay back against
the pillows, his hands clasped behind
his head, which he turned as the pale,
young man flustered into the room.

“I have seen the papers——"
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“That’s all right, Saunders. Phone
the Ambassador and cancel every-
thing. Tell them to send all the
flowers to the nearest hospital. Can-
cel every confounded thing,” he
ended almost in a shout.

“Ye s, I )

“Call Miss Haverill and take any
instructions she has to give about
her wedding arrangements. Now
scram, Saunders, I want my bath.”

Crystal sat with the paper
propped up in front of her untouched
breakfast. She had steeled herself
to face a new world that morning,
but its reception was even more hor-
rible than she could have imagined.

Her portrait stared out from the
wilderness of print, details of the
broken engagement, the “romance”
of the new one, with Loretta’s pic-
ture smiling from the page. A de-
scription of the suite which had been
prepared by Gary for his “lovely
stenographer,” followed by awful
questions: “What will happen to
the rose-lined rooms? Mr. Lonsdale
refuses to talk, but his bride-to-be
gives the news.”

Crystal stared at the roses which
had come, as usual, as soon as she
was awake. She wondered if Gary
would continue to send them until
she was an old woman and too near-
sighted to see their beauty, but only
able to smell their fragrance. This
should have been her wedding day,
a breathless, exciting, marvelous
day. The ache of remembering what
she had planned made her feel sick.

And in one hour’s time she would
be back at her desk in Haverill’s
office.

A ring at the door brought a mes-
senger with a letter. Crystal’s heart
thumped as she saw Gary’s writing.
Inside was a brief scrawl:

CrystaL, I am dreadfully sorry. I ex-
pect you have seen the papers. GARY.

“No answer,” she said softly, and
shut the door. She read the few
words over and over again, then
locked them away. _

Her journey to the office went by
in a dream, she took the wrong sub-
way train, nearly missed her station
and arrived with her head thump-
ing, and an ache creeping into her
chest. She wondered furiously if it
were crazy inviting this self-torture,
going back into the past that would
remind her a hundred times a day
of all she had lost. But an in-
tangible intuitive something drove
her through Haverill’'s doors as it
had urged her to accept his offer.

To her relief, she was the first to

_arrive, although Henry was already

in his office. She hung up her things
in the old place, found her usual
desk waiting for her. She sat down
and was motionless for a minute,
trying to gather her self-control
firmly in hand before the others
arrived. The cashier came first,
tucking away his morning paper
with a guilty air as he tried to say a
breezy “good morning.”

Crystal’s cheeks felt hot and she
held onto herself as a group came
chattering through the door into im-
mediate silence as the girls and a
couple of men caught sight of her.

Crystal got up then and leaned
with her back against the desk. She
was pale, and her smart, well-made
suit gave her figure an added
fragility.

“Guess we’ll get it over.” She
glanced from one to the other.
“Otherwise, it will get in the way of
our work. As you see, I’ve come
back because I want a job and I
know this one, You will all have
seen that there isn’t going to be any
wedding with me as a bride.”

She smiled courageously and
nodded as she turned back to her
machine, which she could not see
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clearly until her nose was blown with
great violence. She felt the strained
silence, the hushed embarrassment of
them all until Grace Manners called
out:

“It’s 0. K., Crystal, we’ll forget
it.”

Then Haverill’s buzzer sounded.
She knews they were watching her as
she gathered her notebook and pen-
cil. She went through the swing
doors, along the corridor, and into
his office with her mind an absolute
blank.

Haverill rose. For one minute she
admired his lack of embarrassment,
but that was always one of his
charms, his only one, as far as she
knew. He never let any look or
gesture betray what he was think-
ing, and as he held out his hand she
let him take her fingers for a second,
her mind numbed now with all that
flowed between them.

“I'm glad to see you back, Miss
Terry. There’s a mighty lot to do,
and I'm grateful you are willing to
take care of it.”

She sat down by his desk.

“T have to work, Mr. Haverill, and
as I know this job, it seemed the
most sensible thing to accept your
offer.” .

He tapped a pencil on the blotting
pad as he said quietly:

“What happens outside this busi-
ness has nothing to do with either
of us.”

“No”—Crystal’s eyes were clear
and as inscrutable as his own—*“I
quite agree, nothing whatever.”

CHAPTER VII.

Loretta wore dark-green chiffon
with a silver belt, diamond earrings,
and a green chiffon coat collared
with -masses of green chiffon roses.
As she waited for Gary, two brilliant
spots struggled through her make-

up, and her eyes needed no cosmetica
to add to their uneasy, excited
brilliance.

It was as though all her life’s de-
sires were coming to a climax this
evening. She had been out with him
often, but it was always in a
brotherly fashion. She had endured
family parties where she counted no
more importantly than Peggy; she
had gone home and wept with rage
because he had taken her home after
a party and never asked to come up
for “a drink,” and when she invited
him, there was always some hurry,
some scientific work bursting to be
done.

But to-night he was calling for her
in state. But just as she thought
of it, planned the way she would
greet him, imagined what he would
say, and she would say, the maid
came in with a note. Loretta seized
it and tore it open.

DeAr Lorerra: I am exceedingly sorry
not to be able to keep my promise to call
for you, but I have been held up at the
last minute with an important aviation
meeting. Will you meet me at Cara’s?
The table is reserved, and my secretary
has called the manager to say you are ex-
pected.

I shall go straight there. GARr.

She crushed the paper and threw
it to the other side of the room. The
evening was ruined. Her excitement
died down as easily as it had flamed.
She pressed the bell with fingers that
would have pushed it through the
wall.

“Tell Smith to bring my car,” she
snapped as the maid appeared.

She swept down to it with her
brows frowning until they almost
met in a dark line. Into her car and
out again, scarcely seeing the man-
ager when he came forward to greet
her respectfully, hiding his burning
curiosity since he, too, read news-
papers.
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Gary was indifferent to Loretta’s enthusiasm. Finally, enraged, she jumped

It did not matter that the table
was obviously the most attractive in
the room, or that gossip made heads
nod, and she was the cynosure of
every eye. She merely knew she

so indifferent to her!”

walked alone through the gay,
fashionable, rich crowd, and it was
nearly five minutes before Gary
threaded his way toward her, but
without apparently seeing a single
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up. “Why don’t you rush off and tell Crystal your news? Maybe you won’t be

she screamed at him.

face. Loretta felt he started out of
a dream as she greeted him.
“TI am sorry to be late,” he said.
“I almost decided not to come,”
Loretta lied quietly. His quick

glance of disappointment made her
furious. “I suppose that would have
pleased you?”

“A magnum of 61,” Gary said to
the wine steward, “and make your
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special cocktail. No, not mine, your
own,” he said quietly, and then
turned to Loretta, “Er—mno, I am
pleased you came,” he found himself
lying in the same white way so often
necessary socially.

Loretta tapped her fingers on the
table. Then she thrust her left hand
forward.

“You see, it is quite bare,’
said significantly.

Gary stared at it.

“Yes?” It was a question.

Loretta drew in her breath angnly.

“It is usual for a ring to be given.
A bethrothal ring,” she said with
mock calmness.

“Of course, will you choose one to-
morrow? Cartier’s are expecting
you. Order what you like best.”

Loretta dropped her hands into
her lap and they lay there clenched.

“I think the sooner we get married
the better, and then your extraor-
dinary manner will be just right for
us. Nobody will think anything of
your obvious boredom.”

Gary smiled. That was Loretta’s
idea of the average marriage. His
eyes half closed with a stab almost
physical, as he thought of Crystal’s
tender, shy, passionate excitement
when they discussed their plans.
Days and nights—they were all to
be on top of the world. Love—real,
enduring, passionate love, and, later,
children who would be taught to
work and think even though they
would, as they believed then, in-
herit vast wealth.

The cocktails came mercifully
into the tension. As Gary emptied
his glass he forced himself to ask:

“When will you be prepared to be
married?”

Loretta twiddled the glass around
with her right hand, which had the
huge square emerald ring she nearly
always wore. She did not look at
him.

t]

she
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“The day after to-morrow,” she
said slowly. “I can order and pre-
pare everything in that time when
money is no object.”

“Very well.” Gary felt stunned.
The day after to-morrow! Crystal
asked for it to be soon, but he had
not thought so soon. The rest of
the dinner went by in a dazed, stupe-
fied way. Loretta laughed and
talked for the benefit of the rest of
the restaurant, and he tried, like a
child running along beside a tall
man, to keep up with it. But it was
a ghastly failure. Out of the mist
came Loretta’s plans.

“We will be married at the Plaza.
I want orchids lining the room.
Then we will go to the White Moun-
tains, and later Europe, but not
Paris, as it is positively a desert at
this time of the year. There will be
nobody we know there.”

Gary wanted to laugh out loud in
bitter amusement.

Crystal had said: “Let’s see all
the beauty in Europe while the folks
we know are busy running around to
the fashionable places. And we shall
be all alone.” :

At that moment the waiter ap-
peared with a large important look-
ing envelope addressed to Gary. He
took it and at a glance knew who it
was from. He apologized and asked
Loretta’s permission to open it.

The letter heading bore all the
official splendor of the United States
War depa®tment. A little while ago
the contents would have put Gary
on the heights of excited pride, now
it came too late. It meant nothing,
except the opportunity to work and
work, until he dropped.

“What is it?” Loretta asked.

Gary folded the letter.

“TI have got the most important
engineering job in the country. I
am chief technical adviser to the
United States Air Force.”
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Delight spread over Loretta’s face.
She would be more than Mrs. Gary
Lonsdale. She would be a “some-
body” socially, officially. Her mind
darted ahead to banquets, recep-
tions, official greetings in Europe.
Her eyes danced as she said eagerly:

“Gary, this is wonderful.”

He shrugged his shoulders and
signaled to the waiter for the bill.

“Yes, it’s interesting,” he said in-
differently. And then Loretta,
oblivious of everybody, banged the
table with one clenched fist.

“I should rush off and tell Crystal
if I were you,” she burst out.

Gary reached the end of his
patience.

“That’s quite an idea,” he retorted. .

As Gary drove Loretta home after
dinner he paid no attention to her
chatter, for in his head was her
taunting advice to “tell Crystal.”

How glad and proud he would
have been to take her the news.
They would have celebrated, danced
until they were weary, and then gone
home to each others’ arms to end a
perfect day.

Loretta dragged her chiffon wrap
around her with an impatient move-
ment as he helped her out of the
car.

“Will you come up for a drink?
We have such a lot to arrange.”
Her voice was as sharp as her eyes.

“No, thanks, I must get back.

Just do whatever you like and let
me know your plans. Good night.”

He bowed and waited for the door
to shut her away, and then he
climbed into his car and turned to-
ward New York’s less fashionable
avenues. When he reached Crystal’s
house he parked the car, and sat
there for a long time watching her
window, smoking cigarette after
cigarette, until he saw her come to
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lean her elbows on the sill, her face
merely a small, white patch from
where he sat. " Presently she drew
inside and the light went out.

He returned to his apartment to
find a pile of work waiting, but he
sat in front of it unable to start and,
then against his wisdom, he reached
for the telephone and dialed Crys-
tal’s number.

“Have I dragged you out of bed?”

“No, my dear.” It was a part of
her fascination that he could rely on
the truth, never just politeness.

“I called because I have some
news for you,” and he‘told her.

Crystal forgot everything in her
proud delight and Gary’s haggard
expression lightened a little as he
realized her joy. Then he said
rapidly, ashamed, and humiliated.

“Loretta wants to be married the
day after to-morrow, Crystal. Can’t
we go somewhere to-morrow night?
It will be the last time.”

He almost heard her start as she
said in a new, shaky sort of voice:

“I’'m glad. Yes, I'll be ready for
you at nine. Good night.”

The receiver clicked and Gary put
his down. The work still waited,
but it no longer held the impor-
tance, the urgency for doing any-
thing. He began to draw meaning-
less lines and circles on the blotting
pad. He would have been making
enough money, more than enough
for himself and Crystal. The irony
of it was they could have had fame
and happiness on a moderately good
income. Not the fortune he enjoyed
at present, but enough to be gay and
travel and give the children they
would want a good time.

And out on Long Island, there
were four of his kin helpless, drag-
ging him down so that they might
live.

TO BE CONTINUED,



for the Weddin

By Doris Fletcher

AIL PATTERSON’S stiff
white forefinger pressed again
on the doorbell, making it

scream in urgent demand. JEFF
SEABURY, M. D., the neat sign on the
old colonial door stated. Gail shut

her eyes against the dizzy, swim-
ming print. She wished he would
come soon.

She looked up then, to see a tall
young man holding the door open
and frowning dawn at her.
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“Ts there a doctor in the house?”
Gail asked with an unsteady touch
of bravado.

Just why she should take this mo-
ment to be flippant, she didn’t
know. But, when your car skids
into a tree and you wake up still
alive, it leaves you feeling funny
and disconnected inside.

The young man, who was prob-
ably Doctor Jeff Seabury himself,
didn’t smile or say a word. He just
stood there, looking at her queerly.

Perhaps it was because her white
satin gown wasn’t right for country
wear, or maybe her veil and orange
blossoms were askew. Maybe he
had never seen a bride-to-be before,
or rather a bride-that-was-to-have-
been. Maybe he didn’t like brides
anyway.

It was getting dark and mixed
up back in her head again. She
couldn’t think straight, and the
floor was coming up to meet her.

No, it wasn’t the floor! Some-
body’s arms! They caught her just
as she started to fall. She felt her-
self lifted, a very small girl in a
froth of white tulle veiling.

Those strong tweed arms were so
comforting, so reassuring. Gail
buried her gold head with its crown
of flowers and lace in the hollow of
the young man’s shoulder.

“The bridegroom always carries
the bride over the threshold,” she
thought in a daze.

The acrid smell of tobacco smoke
on the lapel of his coat was the last
thing Gail remembered. It pene-
trated to the last the cool, blissful
darkness that settled over her.

Gail was trying to figure out
where those roses had come from,
only to realize that they belonged to
the wall paper. Then everything
got much clearer, and she saw where
she was.

‘such big pillows!
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She was right in the middle of the
biggest bed she had ever seen! And
She felt lost and
helpless, and she couldn’t move.

That frightened her. It made her
want to cry foolishly, like a child.
Her gold lashes began to blink furi-
ously over gentian-blue eyes, and
her pert nose prickled with tears.

“There, there! Now, you're all
right!”

A stout, motherly woman ap-
peared out of nowhere and began
to pat her hand, clucking softly at
her as if she were a baby chick.

Gail smiled shakily. She thought,
“Everything about this house is
comforting—the bed, this motherly
woman and—yes, that young man’s
arms.’

Then a distressed pucker ap-
peared in her forehead and ruffled
the thin, gold line of her brows.
Was this woman the doctor’s wife?
For some reason or other, she felt
somewhat depressed at the thought.

But the woman put her right on
that score immediately.

“I’'m Mrs. Bowen, Doctor Jeff’s
housekeeper. Ile’s gone to look at
your car. But he’ll be back. You
were pretty well shaken up, weren’t

you? How you ever walked to the
house in your state——"  Mrs.
Bowen shrugged eloquently. She

picked up a couple of bottles and
started for the door, talking con-
tinuously.

“You just lie quiet there. Doctor
Jeff will be back any minute. And
if you want me, just sing out. I
can hear you easy downstairs.”

Gail lay obediently quiet and
stared at her hands. She realized
then that she was wearing a man’s
oversized pajamas—Doctor Jeff’s,
no doubt. Queer, she had only seen
him that brief moment at the door,
and yet she could remember him so
plainly.
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She shut her eyes tight with a
keen thrill of satisfaction. He had
rumpled, thick, dark hair and deep-
set scowling eyes. She didn’t know
what color they were because his
lashes were so heavy. He had rather
a grim, straight mouth and a deep
line in his forehead. But he was
very good-looking, which rather sur-
prised Gail. She had thought all
the handsome young men lived in
the city. She didn’t know there
were any in the country, particu-
larly such forsaken country as this.

“Hello!”

Gail’s eyes flew open at the sound
of the deep, crisp voice. It was Jeff
Seabury in person.

He came up to the bed and felt
her pulse, meanwhile surveying her
with cool professional interest.

Gail watched curiously. Didn’t he
ever smile’—she wondered.

“How do you feel?” he asked ab-
ruptly.

Gail tipped her head back against
the pillows and looked up at him
perkily, if palely.

“I feel pretty well,” she answered.
“How do you feel?”

He gave her a swift, dark look,
but otherwise ignored her question.

“I went and got your car. It’s

pretty well smashed but still able to

run. I put it in the garage for you.
You must have been going at a ter-
rific speed to have missed that
curve.”

Gail lowered her eyes and pulled
at a tuft in the quilt.

“I don’t remember,” she said in
a low, strained voice.

She could feel his eyes scrutinizing
her, searching out her secret.

“Too bad!” he commented. “Now
you'll be late for your wedding.”

His words found with brutal sure-
ness the hurt in her heart—a hurt
that her accident had momentarily
dulled.
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She glanced up at him to find his
eyes looking across the room sig-
nificantly. From the top of the
closet door like a pale ghost, hung
her cap and veil.

Gail looked away hastily, with
distaste. Her soft pale-rose mouth
tightened to stop its desperate
quiver. She was remembering
Larry.
“I won’t be late for my wedding,”
she whispered, staring straight be-
fore her with misery-filled eyes, “be-
cause there isn’t going to be any.
I'm not going.”

She could feel Jeff Seabury’s hard-
ness beside her. She could hear it
in the dry irony of his voice.

“Not going? And what about the
man? I suppose he was left to face
the music alone? Was that it?”

“I can’t help it!” Gail cried
wretchedly. The blue of her eyes
darkened. She was thinking of the
people at the church. They must
have gone home by now, tired of
waiting—all the bridesmaids, the
ushers, and Larry, too.

If her face with the warm tears
on it showed her misery, Jeff Sea-
bury did not care. There was no
sympathy in his expression.

“That’s just fine” he drawled
sarcastically. “All I can say is that
I hope the man you left there at
the church, forgets you sooner than
I f(’x’rgot the girl who did that to
me,

Gail’s eyes widened in astonish-
ment. Her head jerked back to look
at him. His face above her was
hard and set. He had pulled his
pipe out of his pocket and was pack-
ing it with vicious, angry fingers.

So that was why he looked so
grim, so unhappy! He was nursing
a broken heart. And now he was
determined to hate her, too, because
she represented the reason for all
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that had spoiled his life. Only, he
had her wrong!

“But you see——" She started
to explain and was rudely inter-
rupted.

“Never mind!” Then profession-
ally, “You've talked enough. You
need to rest.”

He poured some water in a glass
and dissolved a powder in it.

Gail couldn’t protest. She lay
weakly back among the high pil-
lows, her curly gold hair like a ring
around her white
face, whiter for
the contrast of
the dark shadows
under her eyes.

She didn’t care.
She didn’t want
to tell him, any-
way. It would be
far better just to
sleep and forget
everything.

She wanted to
forget particu-
larly about Larry
Burt, whom she
was to have married to-day. But
you can’t marry a man when you
find out that he’s only marrying
you for your money and he’s really
in love with some one else—some-
body named Marcia. Gail had
walked into the room where the
bridesmaids were dressing, to show
them how she looked in her wedding
gown. They had been talking about
her somewhat pityingly, in low, ab-
sorbed voices. Some day she was
bound to know about Larry’s affair
with Marcia. Marrying Gail wasn’t
likely to put a stop to that, espe-
cially now that Gail’s money would
finance it.

Gail had retreated in silent,
stunned horror. Their words had
left her sick and revolted. For a
moment she was wild with shock
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and mortification. All that was left
for her to do was to run off, away
from the echo of those voices, away
from the unendurable bursting of
her heart.

She had stolen out just as she
was, forgetful of her bridal finery.
She had taken the car out of the
garage and driven it out to the
country, not caring where or how
she was going. But there was a
mad desperation in her speed. Then
a strange, lonely road and that
curve and the
tree!

“Here, drink
it!”

Doctor Jeft was
holding the glass
to her lips. Gail
gave one convul-
sive shudder at
the memory of
the hour before.
Then she lifted
her head and
drank eagerly,
like a child, her
lashes sweeping
her cheeks and shadowing them.

At least, this medicine had the
power to make her forget. It would
bring peaceful darkness. There
would be no Larry in that world of
sleep, and no dark, angry young
man, either, who blamed you for
what you couldn’t help.

“All right.
structed.

She and Jeff were playing poker
on her bed. She had insisted, after
lying there for three days, that some
one had to amuse her. Jeff had
been forced to comply, more indif-
ferently than graciously.

Now he put down a penny as his
ante. Gail carefully matched it
with a pajama button.

“Hey!" Jeff remonstrated. “That’s

Ante up!” Gail in-
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‘the third one of those. And don’t
- forget those are my pajamas youre
wearing.”

“It was halfway off, anyway,”
Gail said, and shook a floppy sleeve
at him. “You ought to get a wife
to sew on your buttons.”

She said that last with a sense of
daring, for fear she might be on a
forbidden subject. But he only
frowned and took refuge behind a
bitter cynicism.

“Where can you get a woman
these days who knows how to sew
on buttons? They're all like you—
pretty little pieces of decoration to
hang on your arm. And they're
heartless, thoughtless and full of
sensational whims, like changing
their minds at the last minute.”

He jerked his black eyebrows up
meaningly. But Gail refused to be
squelched.

“Oh, so I'm pretty, am I?” she
asked saucily.

His eyes narrowed inscrutably as
he started to deal the cards.

“Some people like blondes. But
personally I find them flat and col-
orless.” There was a hint of a smile
at the corner of his lips.

Gail reached over and gave a lock
of his thick hair a hard pull.

“That for you!”

He caught her wrist with his
strong, long fingers and held it. For
a second his eyes burned on her,
and Gail, as she looked at them, felt
a sudden shock of excitement. They
were bluer even than her own, like
hot, blue flames.

Then, as quickly as they had
opened, his lashes lowered and his
cool, masklike look came back. He
dropped her wrist and pushed his
hair back.

*“One more move like that and
I’ll put you in a strait-jacket. And
another thing,” he threatened as he

" picked up his cards, “if I win those
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pajama buttons, you're going to sew
every one of them back on.”

So they spent their days, fencing
skillfully with each other—Gail, de-
termined to scratch his dark, angry
reserve, and Jeff, determined not to
like her.

“And all because some woman
threw him over as I am supposed
to have done to Larry,” Gail
thought.

Thinking of that, her mouth so-
bered into a sad droop. Her old
wound was still sore to touch. But
it was healing with surprising rap-
idity. Somehow, Larry didn’t mat-
ter so much as the days went on.
He seemed so far away, unreal, as
if he belonged to another part of
her life.

It was this tall, dark-headed doc-
tor with the veiled blue eyes that
absorbed her. Every time he came
into her room, Gail felt her heart
leap up with expectancy.

Sometimes he would respond to
her teasing in spite of himself.
Sometimes a softer, more boyish
look would come over his face. But
most often he was unresponsive,
wrapped in his own hardness.

“Why would any girl change her
mind about marrying him?” Gail
asked herself wonderingly. “And
who was she? What was she like?”

There were a thousand questions
Gail would have liked answered.
She would study secretly his fine,
lean face and think how much he
must have loved this girl. Perhaps
he still loved her.

It made her feel curiously de-
pressed and unhappy. She began
to watch him for signs and ask him
leading questions.

“Well, if you don’t like blondes,
what kind of girls do you like—
brunettes, redheads? Do you like
brown eyes?”’

He was noncommittal.



In Time for the Wedding

“How would you like to go down
on the porch this afternoon?” he
asked irrelevantly.

Gail’s eyes brightened.

“Anything to get out of this bed.
I’'m so sick of it.”

“You're getting well, I think.
You’'ll be able to go home soon.”

Gail realized suddenly that that
was the last thing she wanted to do.
She looked up at him reproachfully
from under her lashes. She hated
the thought of leaving here. It al-
most made her want to cry with
childish petulance.

Besides, Jeff had called her father
that first night, and her father had
advised her to stay away until the
storm blew over. The house was
being besieged by reporters.

She brushed away the thought of
going home as Mrs. Bowen came in
and proceeded to wrap her in a
blanket. Then Jeff lifted her in his
arms to carry her downstairs.

Gail clung to that moment hap-
pily. It gave her an exquite thrill
to be so near him. Her golden head
bobbed close to his dark one. She
could have touched his cheek with
her lips.

She would have liked to ride like
this forever, but her brief pleasure
came to an end on the couch on the
porch.

Mrs. Bowen tucked her in while
Jeff went to answer the phone. He
came back with a stack of maga-
zines and some old books from the
library.

“You’ll have to amuse yourself
this afternoon,” he announced.
“I've got to help Mr. Stork.”

Gail watched his worn old car
rattle out of the driveway and down
the road.

“If he brought me down, he’ll
have to carry me up. And then to-
morrow will be twice again!” Gail’s
lips curved impishly.
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She lay back and dreamed about
it. She didn’t feel like reading. She
wanted to think about Jeff. But
for the sake of appearance, she
opened one of the books and put it
on her lap.

It was then that she found the
snapshot. It had been in the book,
marking a place.

Gail picked it up slowly and stud-
ied it. It was one of the loveliest
girls she had ever seen. She had
beautiful dark hair, liquid dark eyes
and a smile that was both provoca-
tive and knowing. She was the one
Jeff loved! Gail was sure of it.

Something about the girl’s face
haunted Gail, as if she had seen it
somewhere. She put the picture
back, but she continued to see it in
her mind all afternoon.

Jeff did not come home until late
in the evening.

“Time you were in bed,” he an-
nounced, looking down at her.

“Was it a boy or a girl?” Gail
asked gayly. .

“Both!”

For the first time he really smiled.
It was like a flash of sun on his face.
It took all the dark hate out, bring-
ing a charm and boyishness to it
that made Gail’s heart ache. She
hated more than ever the black-
haired girl who had caused that
smile to be displaced by bitterness.

But then he bent to pick her up,
and Gail forgot about the girl. She
could omly think about the blissful
delight of being close to Jeff again.

At the side of the bed, just as he
was going to put her down, Gail
had an impudent impulse to kiss
him good night.

Gail had meant this kiss to be
quick, fleeting and half-teasing. She
had lifted her face smilingly up to
his.

But she had not counted on the
quickness of his lips to seize and
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Jeff lifted her in his arms to carry her downstairs.
exquisite thrill to be so near him. She could have touched his cheek
with her lips.

hold hers. Before she knew it, that
kiss had turned from a casual ges-
ture to something deeper, more last-
ing.

Gail had had kisses and kisses,
but none had ever been like this.
None had ever so completely pos-
sessed her. She had never known
such tenderness, such hunger.

Then, abruptly, his head came up.
His arms loosened around her, and
he dropped her on the bed.

It gave Gail an

There was no time for explana-
tions. Mrs. Bowen came bustling
in almost immediately, but not be-
fore Jeff had had time to mutter.
“I’'m sorry!”

Gail did not miss the stern, hard
set to his jaw as he stalked out. He
was visibly angry, either with him-
self or her. Gail didn’t know which.

Her own mouth still burned from
the bruise of his lips, and she was
trembling. She had to hold tight
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onto her hands to keep them from -

betraying her to Mrs. Bowen, as
she tucked her in for the night.

Once the lights were out and the
cool darkness enveloped her, Gail
thought dreamily of Jeff, the thrill
of his kiss and his arms around her.

“I'm in love with him,” she
thought. “I’'m more in love than I
ever thought any one could be. It
makes my love for Larry seem so
light and trivial.- But this I will
never get over.”

The next day she did not go
downstairs. She had not slept well
that night and she had shown a
slight temperature.

She lay there quietly and waited
for Jeff to come to her. Bhe was
half . curious, half anxious about
what he would say, how he would
act. She kept wondering if that
kiss had meant anything to him.

But Jeff did not come near her
until afternoon, and then it was only
to tell her that there was some one
downstairs to see her. :

“Who?” Gail wanted to know,
surprised.

“The man you were going to
marry,” Jeff said evenly. “I told
him to come up.”

Gail pressed back against the pil-
lows and shook her head. Larry?
No, she couldn’t see him. She didn’t
want to. Her love for him had died
on her wedding day.

But there he was! Gail heard his
running feet on the stairs and saw
him enter her room.

He came over to the bed and,
catching her hands, kissed them. He
was as demonstrative as ever, and
as handsome with his brown hair in
its perfect waves. But yet, she won-
dered, how had she ever loved this
man? ‘

Out of the corner of her eye she
could see Jeff watching them with

111

cool, . unfathomable sérutiny. Ob--
viously, he did not like Larry, or
Larry, him. - There was an undis-
guised antagonism between the two. .
- “I've come to take you home,
dear!”

Gail pulled her hands away from
Larry’s. Her eyes filled with help-
less tears.

“'m sorry, but Miss Patterson
cannot be moved for some days.” It
was Jeff’s crisp voice.

Larry surveyed him with a su-
perior air. But when he spoke, it
was exclusively to Gail.

“We’ll be careful, dear. But I
think it will be better to get you
home where you can have the
proper medical attention. These
country doctors, you know——"

Jeff snorted. “Miss Patterson is
not going to be moved, so don’t
count on it. If she is, I'll not be
responsible for what may happen.
I think you’ll find that any doctor
will bear me out.”

There was sometBing authorita-
tive in Jeff’s tone that could not be
argued with.

Larry laughed it off lightly.

“All right. But I'm going to stay
here with you, Gail, so that you
won’t get lonesome. Besides, you
owe me an explanation for what you
did. Such a mad stunt—to go rid-
ing just before your wedding and
get into an accident! Next time I'll
put a guard around you.”

“So that’s how he looks at it,”
Gail thought. “He thinks I went
for that drive for the fresh air, and
not to get away from marrying him.”

“T’ll leave you two to talk,” Jeft
said courteously, and started to
make his exit.

But something stopped him—
something that stopped all of them
and brought their heads up, alert

-and astonished, to listen.

It was a woman’s voice, high and



112

insistent, arguing shrilly with Mrs.
Bowen. .

“But I’'m going to see him,” it
was saying. “I guess I didn’t follow
him all the way down here for noth-
ing!”

She burst into Gail’s room then,
wearing a smart blue taffeta suit
and trailing strong, sophisticated
perfume. She might have been
beautiful, but her face was coarsened
wi(ii:h anger. She looked hard and
old.

“Larry, how dare you do that to

me?” she blazed. “I won’t be
treated this way! She left you
once, didn’t she? Isn’t that
enough?”

Galil’s face froze as she looked at
the speaker, not because the girl had
come after Larry, or that she was
looking at Gail with venomous fury.
Gail had seen her before. She was
the girl in the snapshot—Jeff’s girl.

Larry coughed with embarrass-
ment.

“Gail, this is Marcia van Allen,
an old friend of mine, and Doctor
Seabury.”

Gail’s eyes turned to that tall fig-
ure which had not moved since Mar-
cia had come in. Jeff’s face was a
cold white mask. It spoke more
truly of his inner emotions than any-
thing could.

Yes, Gail had guessed right. Mar-
cia van Allen, Larry’s sweetheart,
was the one who had broken Jeff’s
heart!

For a moment there was a hideous
silence in the room, and then Marcia
gave a nervous ripple of laughter.
She faced Jeff and spoke in a voice
that was suddenly soft, warm, and
pleading.

“Jeffl Do you hate me? Can you
ever forgive me?”

Was it possible that a woman
could change so completely in a mo-
ment? Why, she was an entirely
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different person—sweet, tragic, ap-
pealing. Her voice held all the un-
dertones of suffering. She went over
to him and took his hands that hung
stiffly at his sides.

“Jeff, you may never speak to me
again, but I want to tell you that I
made the biggest mistake in my life
and I've suffered for it. Don't make
it harder by not forgiving me.”

Gail turned her head away, furi-
ous and disgusted. She’d bet any-
thing that there were tears on Mar-
cia’s lashes. And she was lying! But
why? Did Marcia really want Jeff?

Galil felt as if she could not bear
it. She must do something.

“O-oh!” An agonized moan es-
caped her lips. But it was enough.

Jeff jumped into attention and
shot her a concerned glance. One
look at her white, tired face and his
old brusque manner returned.

“Get out!” he said briefly to Larry
and Marcia, “both of you.” Firmly,
he hustled them toward the door.

It brought peace of a certain kind.
But that wasn’t the end. As long
as Marcia was in the house, Gail
could not rest easily.

And Marcia stayed, as did Larry.
It became a regular house party, ex-
cept for Gail. She lay upstairs and
heard them laughing downstairs.

She grew very pale and weak
those days. She couldn’t eat. She
didn’t sleep. All her old perkiness
was gone. When Jeff came in and
tried to cheer her up, she only smiled
at him weariedly, from dark-circled
pathetic eyes.

Jeff had changed, too. It was he
who laughed and teased her now,
while she could not respond.

That was just it. He had forgiven
Marcia and was happy. Gail would
hear the two of them come up the
stairs late at night, and she would
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know that Jeff kissed Marcia before
she went into her room.

Lying there helplessly, Gail’s fists
would clench, and the tears would
slide silently down her cheeks in the
darkness.

Sometimes, Marcia would come in
to see her with Jeff. She was al-
ways leaning on his shoulder, always
clinging to him.,

LS—8C

Larry came over to the bed and, catching her hands,
kissed them. As she looked at him, Gail wondered how
she had ever loved this man.
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Gail grew thinner than it was pos-
sible to believe she could. Jeff
looked at her worriedly, with a
strange gentleness about him.

But Gail didn’t want his gentle-
ness. She wanted the old stormy
mastery that he had had before
Marcia came. She wanted to tease,
to love him into gayety and happi-
ness by herself, without Marcia.
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But she would never have the
chance now. Marcia and Jeff were
going to be married. Gail knew it
even before she was told.

Then Jeff told her one day him-
self. Gail had been ready for it.
She had steeled herself for that mo-
ment, a stiff little figure under the
bedclothes.

“Many happy returns,” she had
said flippantly, her eyes shut.

The wedding was going to take
place next week in the village
church. Jeff had gone to live in the
village so that Marcia could have
the whole house for her preparations.
Larry left, too, but was planning to
come back for the wedding.

It was a mad, busy whirl that
next week—more so because the
plans had been so sudden.

Gail lay in bed and heard the
people come and go, the dressmak-
ers, the decorators, the -caterers.
Then the presents began to come,
and the doorbell rang every five
minutes.

“Aren’t you going to get well for
my wedding, Gail?” Jeff would ask.
“I'm sure there’s nothing the mat-
ter with you. Yet you won't eat,
and you don’t sleep. You don’t
seem to care about getting well.”

He took her hands between his
and held them. Some of his warm
strength seemed to flow in her. But
she dared not look at him because
her eyes were filled with tears. The
least movement, and they would
spill out.

The day before the wedding, he
stood by her bed and shook his head
at her.

“Bad girl! I'm disappointed in
you. It won’t seem like a wedding
at all without you .there to throw a
shoe at me.”

Gail smiled
couldn’t answer.
too deep.

shakily, but she
Her misery went
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Jeff gave her a long, troubled look.
As he left, he seemed almost as un-
happy as she.

Gail woke at dawn to usher in
Jeff’s wedding day. It was a lovely,
morning. Its beauty taunted cruelly
her own unhappiness.

The house was in a bustle early
that morning. And in the next
room, Marcia’s, there was continual
excitement—Marcia getting dressed,
Marcia getting telegrams and flow-
ers.

Gail’s bed was near the partition.
She couldn’t help but hear it all
plainly. At times, she felt that she
could not bear it any longer.

“This should be my wedding
day,” Gail whispered, agonized.

But the hours crept nearer on
Marcia’s. Gail lay in her bed and
wondered what she would do with
the rest of her life. All she could
see were empty days, on and on.
Larry thought she would marry
him, but that could never be.

Somehow, Gail must have slept.
She was sure of it, for the next thing
she knew, it was almost time for
the wedding.

It was the noise in the next room
that had awakened her. Gail was
sure she heard Larry’s voice. But
mostly, it was Marcia’s. She was
stamping on the floor in fury, and
half crying.

“Well, I don’t care,” she shrilled.
“T did it once, and TI’ll do it again.
I’'m not going to tie myself down to
any one who hasn’t any money.
You can’t even get alimony. Why
didn’t you find it out before?”

Larry’s voice was lower. He was
arguing with her.

“Forget it! It’s not too late, and
I didn’t know any more than you
did that he’d lost his money. The
next best thing to do now is beat
it.”
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Gail gasped. Did it mean that
Marcia was going to walk out on
Jeff again? Why, he must be at
the church already! The people
must be coming, the organ playing.

Some of Gail’s strength came
back. Some one must stop Marcia
for Jeff’s sake. He would never get
over this. To have it happen to him
twicel  That was too much.

.Gail’s feet touched the floor. She
felt weak and wabbly, but she
couldn’t think of that now. The
voices in the next room were quiet.
Frantically, Gail stumbled te her
door and opened it.

Too late! She was only in time
to see Marcia and Larry disappear-
ing down the back stairway. A sec-
ond later she heard a car start.

They were gone! Gail’s hand went
out as if to stop them, and then fell
feebly to her side. There was noth-
ing to be done.

Gail stoed there for a minute
helplessly. The house seemed so
quiet. Everybody had started for
the church.

The thought seemed to shake
Gail into action. She must do
something! She pictured Jeff wait-
ing at the altar, waiting, and no
bride coming. It would break his
heart completely this time. And the
humiliation of it would make him
bitter forever.

Well, at least, she could save him
the humiliation of it. Trembling
with weakness, but with set lips,
Gail pulled open her closet door.
Her own bridal gown and veil hung
there.

Nervously, with icy fingers, Gail
put on the sheer stockings, the tiny
sliplpers, the gown and the gorgeous
veil.

Twice, she had to sit down to stop
the dizzy whirling in her head, but
the thought of Jeff spurred her on.

With ier veil gathered in “her

115

arms like a great white bouquet,
Gail edged her way down the stairs.
Outside, a chauffeur and a car
waited.

“A little late, ain’t you, miss?” he
grinned as he opened the door for
her.

He thought her the real bride.
Gail smiled wistfully. It didn’t mat-
ter. She sank back into the seat
with relief. Of course, the people
in the church wouldn’t make the
chauffeur’s mistake. But, at least,
they wouldn’t know that Jeff had
been let down so completely. They’d
just be puzzled.

The chauffeur drove her to the lit-
tle side door where the bride’s wait-
ing room was. Gail went in and
looked around.

It was empty. From the church
she could hear strains of music. She
went to the door and listened. Was
Jeff in there already? Was the or-
gan about to play the “Wedding
March”? _

Yes, there it was. For a second,
her heart stopped. For the first
time, she thought of how Jeff might
feel about this. When he looked up
and saw her instead of Marcia, he
might be furious.

But there wasn’t any time to
think of that. She spread her veil
out behind her. On the chair by
the door was a small white prayer
book. That would do for flowers.
She snatched it up.

The strains of music drifted to her
sweetly, urgently. Carefully, Gail
put one unsteady foot before the
other.

It was a very pale, golden-haired
bride that came slowly down the
aisle. But there couldn’t have been
a lovelier or sweeter one. A

Her head was bowed a little, her
eyes lowered. Inside, she was say-
ing every step of the way, “He’s
furious. His face went completely



white and I saw
his jaw clamp
down like iron.
He’ll hate me for-
ever.”

That aisle
seemed miles
long. At last she
was there. She
wanted to look at
Jeff. She hadn’t
dared, since that
first glance. But
something now
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Jeff was holding her
hand tightly, and he
was whispering to her,
“It's you I wanted all
the time. I knew it
the minute I saw you
coming down the aisle.
I knew it by the way
my heart started beat-
ing.”
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like blue flames with a deep

light of love in them.
“Dearly beloved, we are

gathered together here .
The words flowed over her

was compelling her to. Fearfully, like a benediction. Jeff was holding

Gail raised her eyes to his face.
A warm rush of courage and hope
coursed through her.

her hand tightly, and he was whis-
pering to her.
“It’s you I wanted all the time.

He was smiling. His eyes were I knew it the minute I saw you
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coming down the aisle. I knew it
by the way my heart started beat-
ing.”

The ceremony was geing on, but
Jeff didn’t seem to care. He went
on, muttering out of the corner of
his mouth, right through to the end
of the prayer.

- “T’ve been a fool. I’ve been lov-
ing you for a long time, but I didn’t
have sense enough to know it.”

The only thing that really stopped
him was the kiss at the end. And
that told more eloquently than
words how he felt.

It put a seal upon the wedding, a
seal of happiness upon her heart.
Jeff loved her. She was as happy
as a bride., Why, she thought in
stunned amazement, she was a
bride! It was her wedding day after
all.

She turned and put her arm
through his, her eyes telling him the
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rapture she felt. Together, they
walked out of the church into the
waiting car. '

There was no need for words now.
Jeftf merely took her into his -arms,
kissed her again and again and
again.

“I’'m grateful to Marcia,” he told
her after a while. “I’ll be grateful
to her for the rest of my life. If
she hadn’t jilted me——"

“I wouldn’t have been well enough
in time for the wedding,” Gail fin-
ished softly.

“My dearest!” As though he had
just comprehended the fact that she
was his wife only by some miracle,
he crushed her to him as though
he’d never let her go. And Gail felt
strength and vitality rushing back
to her. The pallor of her face was
transformed by a glow of radiance,
and if her eyes burned feverishly, it
was. with the fever of love.

4

Coming soon!

THE WORLD OF DREAMS!

VERY one has dreams! At some time or other

in your life you have had a dream that has
stayed in your mind for days, a dream that has
bothered you because you did not know its mean-
ing; a dream that was a warning of impending
disaster, but ignorant of the interpretation of
dreams, you ignored its message.

MARIE CALVANE, well-known authority on
dreams and their meanings, has written especially
for Love Story Magazine a series of articles ex-
plaining the meanings of different dreams and
telling how to interpret the dreams you have.

Watch for it!



A Man For Melissa

By H. Viggo Andersen

KISS says I can beat you out
to that float,” challenged Bill
Bradford, mischief in his dark
eyes as they rested on the girl.
Melissa, testing the water’s
warmth, looked up at him. She had
been resisting this determined young
man’s advances for three weeks, but
it wasn’t in her to refuse a dare.
“A kiss says you can’t,” she flung
back at him defiantly.
It developed that he could. When
she reached the raft he was already
on it, crowing jubilantly.

“Who says you can swim?” he

jeered, helping her up. “It’s too
crowded to collect here,” he added
in a low voice, “but I get that kiss
later.” '

“T always pay my debts,” she told
him.

“You’re a honey in a bathing
suit,” he said appreciatively.

Melissa thrilled to the compli-
ment, but she felt uncomfortable
under his frank scrutiny. It made
her realize that her suit was a bit
scanty.
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Bill always made her feel, some-
how, on the defensive. He was so
confident of himself. She remem-
bered the first time she met him.

She was behind the perfume coun-
ter then, at the Fidelity Department
Store. Busy arranging a display of
bottles, she became aware that some
one was staring at her. She looked
up to find herself being appraised
by an incredibly tanned, handsome
young man.

“So you’re the girl who’s hard to
beat,” he drawled. “At games, I
mean,” he added hastily. The look
in Melissa’s eyes had warned him
that his approach was wrong.

“Something in perfumes for you?”
asked Melissa coldly.

“Do I look the type?” he laughed.
“Don’t get me wrong, Miss Saun-
ders. I'm a fellow slave, Bill Brad-
ford. I’ve just been put in charge
of the sporting goods department.”

Melissa’s attention was immedi-
ately captured.

“So you’re Bill Bradford,” she
breathed.

“You’ve heard of me?”

“Who hasn’t?” said Melissa. She
knew that the Fidelity, after much
angling, had recently acquired the
services of Bill Bradford. All-
American football star of two sea-
sons back and a ranking tennis
player, this famous athlete would
draw customers in droves. What
could he want with her?

He answered the question in her
eyes.

“I’'ve a business proposition to
make to you,” he told her. “I hear
you’re the store’s champion girl ath-
lete. In addition to that, I discover
you're gorgeous. I need some one
like you in my department. There’s
nothing like a pretty girl who knows
her stuff to make these big, strong
sportsmen extend themselves,” he
twinkled.

119
Melissa hesitated.”
“I can guarantee you a five-dollar
raise,” he said.

“For a five-dollar raise I'd work
in pots and pans.” She smiled. But
it wasn’t only the prospect of a raise
that made her accept his offer so
readily. The thought of working
with Bill Bradford thrilled her.

“O. K, then. TIll arrange the
transfer.” He extended a brown
hand. “Let’s shake on the deal.”
He held her hand longer than was
necessary. ‘“Incidentally,” he in-
formed her, “I’m going to take you
on at a few games.”

Melissa gazed after him, blood
rushing hotly into her cheeks. For
suddenly she knew what he had
meant when he said, “So you’re the
girl who’s hard to beat at games.”

The girls’ club of the Fidelity had
recently held its annual field day.
As usual, Melissa had won most of
the prizes. Late in the afternoon a
group of girls had gathered in the
clubhouse, and the talk drifted
casually to the subject of marriage.

“What sort of man do you want,
Mel?” one of the girls had asked.

“The man I marry,” said Melissa
decisively, “must be able to beat me
at every sport I know.”

And she meant it! Since earliest
childhood, Melissa had demonstrated
a remarkable proficiency at any
sport that interested her. She could
swim like a fish, play an excellent
game of tennis and golf, and on
skates she was amazing.

Her prowess at sports had given
Melissa a complex. She was tired
of beating men at their own games.
It robbed even the most attractive
man of some of his glamour if you
could beat him swimming, trounce
him at tennis and skate rings around
him.

Long ago, she had made up her
mind that the only man for her was
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one who was her physical superior.
Was Bill Bradford the answer? It
was obvious from his first words that
“some one had repeated her remark
to him. And it was apparent that
he was going to accept the chal-
lenge.

As soon as she had begun her new
duties in his department, she knew
that she was going to like it. Her
work now brought her into contact
with people who hitherto had been
only names in the newspapers to her.
Bill’s association with the store had
put new life into the department.

That Bill did not intend to keep
their relationship on a strictly busi-
ness basis was evident from the
start.

“What about stepping out to-
night?” he asked her a few minutes
before closing time on the first day.

“Why not?” Melissa smiled.

“0. K. T’ll pick you up at about
nine.”

They went dancing. He danced
as well as he did everything else.
When Bill’s car drew up before the
apartment house where Melissa lived
with her widowed mother, he tried
to kiss her.

“Not so fast,” she gasped, holding
him away. “I’m not sure I like you
well enough for that.”

He didn’t insist. “But you do
like me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

In the days that followed she liked
him more and more. He was a gay
companion, and at last Melissa had
found her match in sports. Her de-
feat to-night in the race to the raft
was just another proof of that.

When he took her in his arms in
the car, she didn’t resist him. He
kissed her lingeringly, with a com-
petence that was disturbing.

“That wasn’t your first kiss,” she
observed dryly, her head on his
shoulder.
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“Not by a couple of thousand,” he
laughed. “Did you like it?”

“Um-m-m.”

“How about another?”

“It wasn’t in the contract,” she
whispered.

He correctly interpreted this to
mean consent. He kissed her again.
It was wonderful sitting there in the
car, his strong arms about her, the
moon smiling in through the wind-
shield and the music of the sighing
waves coming to them from the
beach.

“Love me?” he asked presently.

“I'm not sure.”

“Like me lots?”

“Yes,” she answered that readily
enough.

It wasn’t until later, lying in bed,
that she realized he hadn’t said any-
thing about loving her.

“Maybe he expects me to take
that for granted,” she comforted her-
self drowsily.

She was busy sorting golf sticks
the next afternoon when a pleasant
voice addressed her.

“How is the lovely goddess of the
sporting goods department to-day?”
it asked.

Melissa turned smilingly to greet
her favorite customer. He was Tod
Hunter, a tall, lean young man with
quizzical gray eyes and an amused
quirk about his lips.

“You know, if I were a writer, I
should describe you something like
this,” he said. “‘Clear, dark eyes
and cheeks warm with natural color
testified to hours in the open air.
The erectness of her easy carriage,
the grace of her swift sure move-
ments told of abundant exercise.
Add to these a breath-taking sct of
quiet, lovely features, a red, laugh-
ter-loving mouth and a wealth of
blue-black hair and you have
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Melissa felt a twinge of jealousy as they moved away. Bill was being
needlessly solicitous. He didn’t usually find it necessary to hold a
customer’s arm.
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Melissa. Certainly a creature to set
any man’s pulses pounding.” ”

“I think you should be a writer,”
she told him, flushing with pleas-
ure. “You say things so nicely.”

“With an inspiration like you I
think I could be most anything,”
he returned. “Melissa”—abruptly—
“how about having dinner with me
to-night?”

She studied him for a moment be-
fore answering. Knowing very little
about this man, she nevertheless
liked him very much. He had be-
come a daily customer since he first
found her in the sporting-goods de-
partment. He made extravagant
purchases solely, he whimsically ex-
plained, to enjoy her society. This
was the first time he had asked her
to go out with him.

“I'm afraid I can’t,” she said re-
luctantly.

“Not married, are you?”

“NO.”

“Engaged?”

She shook her head.

“In love?”

“I'm afraid so,” she confessed.
Her eyes strayed over to where Bill
was standing, talking with a man.

“So it’s Bradford?”

“Do you know him?”

“By reputation.” He changed the
subject. “Well, you can’t shoot a
man for trying. And as long as he
hasn’t got the ring on that pretty
finger, I'm going to keep on try-
ing.”

He did. Every day he came to
the store. Invariably, he asked her
to dinner and as consistently she re-
fused. But they became good
friends.

“You’ve made quite a conquest,”
grinned Bill one day.

“Aren’t you jealous?” she smiled.

“Nope,” he returned compla-
cently. “Nobody’s going to take
you away from me.”
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“Pretty sure of yourself, aren’t
you, young fellow?” she asked
slowly.

“Why not?” he teased. “I can
beat you at any sport you know.
That’s the chief requirement, isn’t
it? There’s no getting away from
it, Mel. I'm your man.”

She wished she knew that were
true. Bill met her stipulation as to
sports. At swimming, golf, riding,
roller-skating, he was more than her
equal. He delighted in demonstrat-
ing his superiority and crowed about
his triumphs.

She accepted her defeats good-
naturedly, but Bill’s attitude was
beginning to worry her. He took
her too much for granted. He took
her kisses casually, as though they
were his by right of conquest. But
he said nothing of love. Melissa’s
appetite these days wasn’t what it
had been, and she didn’t sleep well.

One afternoon, during a lull in
the store’s activities, she and Bill
were chatting when, suddenly, his
eyes widened.

“Good gosh,” he exclaimed, “look
at the vision your boy friend has in
tow to-day.”

And she was a vision, the radiant
blonde who was clinging to Tod
Hunter’s arm, as he came strolling
toward them.

“Know who that is?” whispered
Bill excitedly. “That’s Alison Phelps
—Ilots of money, top social position.
I met her a couple of-times after
football games.”

“I say, Bradford,” drawled Tod,
as they drew near, “I wonder if
you’d look after Miss Phelps? She
wishes to make a few purchases.”

“Gladly,” Bill returned.

Melissa felt a twinge of jealousy
as they moved away. Bill was be-
ing needlessly solicitous. He didn’t
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usually find it necessary to hold a
customer’s arm.

“I suppose,” said Tod, “the an-
swer to the time-worn dinner ques-
tion is still in the negative?”

“Still in the negative,” she af-
firmed solemnly.

“Well, to-day’s penalty for pop-
ping an apparently useless question
is a tennis racket,” he sighed. “Broke
my best one yesterday.”

“Are you good at tennis?” she
asked interestedly.

“Only moderately so.”

A little later Bill drifted close to
her elbow.

“Would it break your heart if I
dated the Phelps person for to-
night?” he whispered.

“But why?”

“Good for business,” he said
tersely. “Keep her coming in here.
Think of the commissions!”

Melissa managed to look indif-
ferent. “Go ahead,” she shrugged.
But as she watched him eagerly re-
join Alison, Melissa suddenly saw
red. She’d give him a dose of his
own medicine.

“Did you say something about
dinner to-night?” she asked, turning
to Tod.

He dropped two tennis rackets
with a clatter. ]

“Did I'” he cried, his face light-
ing up. “I’ve been saying it so long,
I feel like a victrola record with the
needle stuck in one track.”

He called for her in a roadster of
imported make and took her to
places she had always wanted to
visit. He was a heavenly dancer,
even better than Bill, she was forced
to admit to herself.

Presently, she discovered that she
was talking more than usual. When
she was out with Bill he did most
of the talking. It seemed good to
do a little of her own. Tod seemed
to have a gift for drawing people
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out. She told him things she had
never told any one before—about
her past life, her dreams, her am-
bitions, even about Bill.

When she told him about saying
that the man she married must be
her superior in every way, he asked
mildly, “Do you think that’s nec-
essary, Melissa? Consider the man’s
side of it. It would do him no end
of good to have his wife get the up-
per hand every once in a while—pre-
vent him from getting too cocky,
and at the same time keep things
on the fifty-fifty basis successful
marriage should have.”

Melissa told him he was wrong.
The man must rule, she maintained.

Tod, unlike Bill, didn’t try to kiss
her when he brought her home.

“It’s been wonderful, Melissa,” he
said simply. “Look here, to-mor-
row’s Sunday. How about going out
to my club with me for a spot of
tennis and a swim?”

Melissa hesitated. She wanted to
go, but Bill and she usually spent
their Sundays together.

“I’'m sorry,” she told him with re-
gret. “To-morrow’s my day with
Bill.”

“That man has all the luck,”
grumbled Tod good-naturedly, and
said good night.

Bill called her in the morning.

“Listen, Mel,” he began uncom-
fortably, “I'm afraid our date for
to-day is off. The Phelps person
is going for the Bradford personal-
ity in a big way. She wants me to
go out with her to-day. It’s in the
nature of a royal summons. Do you
mind too badly?”

Melissa fought down the lump in
her throat.

“Not at all,” she lied coolly. “But
I wish I'd known about it sooner.
I had a chance to go out myself
to-day.”
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“With whom?”

“Tod Hunter. I was out with him
last night.” She couldn’t resist re-
paying him in his own coin.

It was Bill's turn to be cool. “You
were? How come?”

“I thought it might help busi-
ness,” she said sweetly.

“You did, my eye!” snorted Bill
angrily. “You did it to get even.
I thought better of you, Melissa.”

“At least I didn’t break a date to
go out with him,” she retorted.

“Oh, let’s not bicker over the
phone,” he snapped. “T’ll see you
at the store to-morrow.”

If Melissa had been the crying
type, she might have given away to
tears then. But she hardly had time
to indulge in any feelings whatever.
The phone rang again almost imme-
diately. It was probably Bill call-
ing back to apologize for being rude.

“Yes?”” she breathed hopefully.

“This man Bradford is beginning
to get in my hair,” drawled Tod’s
voice plaintively. “You turned me
down for him last night and just
now when I called Alison to ask her
to come and romp with me, she tells
me he’s got her booked, too. Is the
man twins?”

“No. I got left out in the cold,”
she said truthfully.

“Does that leave you free?” he
asked, almost breathlessly.

“Free as the air.”

“How about taking me on as sec-
ond choice, then?”

“Don’t waste any time getting
here,” she commanded.

“I won’t,” he caroled.

“I'll show Bill Bradford he can’t
stand me up and get away with it,”
gritted Melissa. That young man
was going to get a lesson!

“f suppose you know you look
parlicularly fetching in that get-up,
my lass?” Tod greeted her when she
went out to the car.
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She loved his praise. She knew
yellow was becoming to her, and her
mirror had revealed that her smart
sports dress brought out the lovely
lines of her figure to their best ad-
vantage.

They had a gorgeous day. Tod’s
club was the sort of place one read
about in fashionable sports maga-
zines—a huge, sprawling clubhouse,
encircled by a wide veranda, sloping
lawns of cool green, beautifully kept
tennis courts, and a magnificent golf
course that stretched away over un-
dulating hills.

Tod gave Melissa a stimulating
set of tennis, but she finally beat
him.

As they quitted the court, hot but
happy, a man who had been watch-
ing them observed:

“Little off your game to-day,
weren’t you, Tod? The young lady
gave you quite a walloping.”

“The young lady plays a wallop-
ing good game of tennis,” laughed
Tod.

They had a refreshing plunge in
the club pool and then a delightful
luncheon in one corner of the cool
porch. It was all very new and thrill-
ing to Melissa.

“What do you want to do this
afternoon?” asked Tod, lazily puff-
ing at a cigarette.

“If I'd brought my clubs I'd love
to go over that golf course,” she
said.

“Tireless, aren’t you? I’ll get you
some clubs.” He excused himself.
When he returned, he was accom-
panied by two grinning caddies, each
carrying a bag of clubs.

“We’re off,” said Tod. “Hope
those clubs will be all right. They’re
the best I could round up.”

They were the best Melissa had
ever played with, and she turned in
a beautiful score. Again she had
beaten Tod.
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“I just don’t seem to possess the
qualifications you demand in a man,
do I?” he sighed.

“Never mind,” she comforted.
“You have your redeeming fea-
tures.”

i

.
i

They were alone on the veranda.

her. It was the kiss she had been waiting for all her life.
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He looked at her speculatively.
“Don’t let a lovers’ tiff upset your
judgment, Melissa,” he advised
quietly. “But there’s one thing you
might as well know. I'm in love
with you, Melissa.”

’//

Suddenly, Tod bent down and kissed

It told her

everything her heart wanted to know.

“Such as?”-

“You’re sweet,” she told him sin-
cerely. There was a quiet charm
‘and unfailing courtesy about him
that  would win anybody, she
thought.

“That’s a great recommendation,
coming from a girl who goes in ex-
clusively for he-men,” he grumbled.

“Not as exclusively as I used to.”

“Are you, Tod?” she asked gently,
and didn’t know how to go on. For,
suddenly, she knew a disturbing un-
certainty. Up to this moment she
had thought that no other man mat-
tered but Bill. Now, as she looked
into the steadfast eyes of the man
before her, she wasn’t so sure.

Why had his simple declaration of
love set her heart dancing to a
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rhythm it had never known before?
Why was the blood pounding so
strongly against her temples? And
why was she suddenly wondering
what Tod’s kisses would be like?

“Yes, Melissa,” Tod continued.
“I've loved you from the first mo-
ment I saw you. But I don’t want
you on the rebound, if there’s going
to be one. I can’t always be second
choice.”

“I understand, Tod,” she replied
in a low voice. “But you must give
me time to think.”

“All the time there is, Melissa.”
His heart was in his fine eyes. “I’d
wait through eternity for you.”

He was quiet on the drive home.

“I don’t know when I'll be seeing
you again,” he said, before leaving
her. “It’s torture to be with you
and worse torture to be without
you, but I think it would be best
for both of us if I stayed out of
the picture for a while.”

“Perhaps you’re right,” she whis-
pered, hating to hurt him, but know-
ing that he was right.

Her dreams that night were all of
Tod—a Tod who loved her desper-
ately and wanted to crush her in his
arms, but whose rigid code forbade
him to trespass.

Bill sought her out the first thing
in the morning.

“I'm sorry, Melissa,” he said con-
tritely. “I got out of line but I'm
back in again. Let’s skip the whole
thing.”

“What’s the matter?” she asked
bitingly. “Didn’t you have a good
time?”

“Rotten. That crowd’s too swift
for me.”

“What about Alison?”

“Particularly Alison,” he said

grimly. “She took three hundred off
me at poker last night.”

“You shouldn’t play for such high
stakes.” She looked at him curi-
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ously. “You don’t like to lose, do
you, Bill?”

“Not at poker,” he admitted,
forcing a grin.

“I went out with Tod Hunter yes-
terday,” she told him speculatively.
“I had a wonderful time.”

For a moment, something smol-
dered in his eyes.

“Oh, well, I guess we can skip
that, too,” he said, and pressed her
hand.

But could they? In the week that
followed, Melissa discovered that she
couldn’t. Bill was unusually atten-
tive. He insisted on taking her out
nearly every night and when he
didn’t, he made it a point to call
several times. Melissa found herself
answering those calls in the hope
that one of them would bring over
the wire the quiet voice of Tod
Hunter. But that call never came.

“Listen, Mel,” said Bill one after-
noon, “we’re missing a swell bet.
You make some big sales, like that
one you just made to Sam Ames.
I work on a commission Dbasis.
You'’re on straight salary. Let me
take credit for some of your sales
and I’ll split the commissions with
you.”

“That would hardly be honest,
Bill.”

“It’s perfectly legitimate,” he ar-
gued. “I’ve been playing for cups
and tin medals long enough, sweet-
heart. I'm out for all I can get,
while the getting is good. If you're
smart, you'll cut in on it.”

“I’ll think it over,” she said re-
luctantly. But she knew she’d never
become a party to anything of that
nature. “Incidentally,” she added,
“I don’t like your friend, Sam Ames.

‘He’s always asking me to go out

with him and I don’t like the things
he insinuates.”
“Oh, Sam’s all right,” answered
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Bill easily. “He’s got rather a crush
on you, that’s all.”

Later that afternoon, he came
hurrying over to her.

“Sam Ames is throwing a big
week-end party at his country
place,” he told her excitedly. “He
wants us both to come. I've con-

vinced the boss it would be good.

business to let us go. We shove off
to-morrow merning. Isn’t that
great?”

Melissa didn’t want to go to
Ames’s party, but she hated to dis-
appoint Bill. She had heard tales
of Ames’s country estate. . It would
be worth seeing, even if she didn’t
like its owner. So she made no ob-
jection to Bill’s program.

She felt a thrill of excitement the
next morning, as they drove up the
winding driveway that led to the
big house on the hill overlooking the
sound. Gayly colored umbrellas
were sprinkled about the vast lawn,
an orchestra was playing on a vine-
covered porch, and handsomely
groomed men and women were
everywhere.

“By the way, Melissa,” said Bill,
a trifle uncomfortably, as the car
drew up under a portico, “I forgot to
tell you that Alison Phelps will be
here. But don’t let it bother you.
She means nothing to me.”

The hot retort that rose to Me-
lissa’s lips was stifled by the ap-
proach of Sam Ames.

“So you came!” he cried enthusi-
astically to Melissa. “I told Brad-
ford he needn’t bother showing up
unless he brought you.”

That statement explained a num-
ber of things to Melissa. She shot
an angry look at Bill, but his eyes
were deliberately elsewhere.

It was a thoroughly annoyed
Melissa who presently came down
from the pleasant room to which she
had been shown. She wanted noth-
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ing better than to find Bill Brad-
ford and tell him a few things, then
catch the first train back to the city.
He had used her as a means to ob-
tain an invitation to the Ames’s
party so that he could be with Ali-
son!

“Looking for some one?” inquired
a courteous voice. In her blind
rage, Melissa had collided violently
with a figure on the shaded porch.
Strong arms were around her.

“I’'m sorry,” she managed. “Yes,
I Tod!”

The arms about her tightened.
“Yes, darling.”

“What are you doing here?”
Melissa was so happy, she was close
to tears.

“I heard of a plot,” he said. “It
seems there were two men who were,
for reasons best known to them-
selves, interested in two girls. So
they played them against each
other. If Mr. Ames could prevail
upon Alison to join this party, then
Mr. Bradford could bring you.”

“Then you know that——"

“I know a great many things, my
sweet,” he returned grimly. “Pre-
pare yourself for a couple of shocks.
First, my name is really Tod Hunter
Phelps. I'm Alison’s brother. She’s
an irresponsible little thing but I
happen to love her. And I love you.
I’m not going to stand by and watch
a fortune hunter like Bradford break
your hearts.”

“But how——"

“I haven’t lived in this country
for a number of years. I never did
get about in public much, so I'm
not widely known. I made Alison
keep my identity a secret. I'm her
guardian, so she does what I say.
She is of two minds about this Brad-
ford individual, and I've something
to prove to her. You're going to
help me.”

“What do you mean?”
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W hen it was all over, Alison came running up to the net, laughing good-
naturedly. “You play a wonderful game, Miss Saunders,” she cried. But
Bill snorted, and his eyes were venomous.

“Place yourself entirely in my and get into something suitable for
hands. Do as I say and don’t ques- tennis. Step on it.”

tion anything. Now dash upstairs Melissa did.
LS—8C
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“You’re marvelous,” he applauded,
"when she rejoined him. They were
alone on the veranda. Her face was
turned up to his. Suddenly, he bent
down and kissed her. It was the
kiss she had been waiting for all
her life. It told her everything her
heart wanted to know.

“And now, precious child,” he
said after a heavenly interval, “let’s
get about the business of putting
Mr. Bradford in his place.”

Obeying him implicitly, Melissa
asked no questions as they walked
across the lawn toward the tennis
courts. They arrived just in time
to see Bill and Alison laughingly
humble a_pair of wearied opponents.

“Too bad there’s not some real
opposition around here, Alison,” Bill

' was crowing.
“How about taking us on?” asked
Tod mildly.

“More lambs for the slaughter,”

cried Bill, avoiding Melissa’s eyes.

Melissa and Tod lost the first set
speedily. . It was obvious that they
were no match for Bill and Alison.
Bill was in top form and Alison
played an excellent game. Melissa
gave everything she had, but Tod
didn’t seem equal to the occasion.

“Want some more?” jeered Bill.

“Just getting warmed up,” said
Tod, as they changed courts. Un-
der his breath he murmured to
Melissa, “Now, let’s go to town.”

The next set was a complete re-
versal of the first. Suddenly, Melissa
discovered what real tennis was like.
So did Bill Bradford. Alison didn’t
seem so surprised. Tod’s languor

had completely disappeared. He be-
came a veritable demon. He prac-
tically played the opposition single-
handed. Bill was no match for his
terrific volleying and bullet serves.
The set ended 6—1, with a bewil-
dered Melissa wondering what was
happening.

L C

- different this time.”
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“You had all the wind and plenty

-of luck that time,” growled Bill, as

they again changed courts. “It’ll be
He was smart-
ing under the jeers of the onlookers.
~ The third set was different only
in that it ended 6—O0 in favor of
Tod and Melissa. By this.time
Melissa had overcome her stage

-fright to give her partner some real

help. Together, they blasted Bill
and Alison off the court.

When it was all over and the
watchers were applauding wildly,
Alison came running up to the net,
laughing good-naturedly.

“You play a wonderful game, Miss
Saunders,” she cried. “You’ll have
to give me a few lessons.”

“You could do with a few,”
snorted Bill, his eyes venomous.
“You were practically no help at
all.”

Alison looked at him from under
lowering lashes. Then she turned to
Tod and nodded.

“How about a swim?” she sug-
gested. There was general assent.

It was a gay group that assem-
bled at the beach a few minutes
later, with one exception. Melissa,
studying Bill, wondered how she
could ever have thought that she
loved him. His defeat at tennis had
transformed him. His usual con-
fident, bantering smile was missing.
He glowered.

“I’ll bet anybody in this crowd I
can beat them out to that raft by
ten lengths,” he offered truculently.

“Just how much would yeu be
willing to bet?” asked Tod pleas-
antly.

“I hope you’re not planning to
take me on!” sneered Bill.

“T might.”

“It’s only fair to tell you that I
hold a few records,” Bill remarked,

offensively sure of himself.
“So I've heard.” Tod and Bill
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were standing a short distance from
the rest of the group. They con-
versed in low tones.

“Do you really mean that?” de-
manded Bill presently.

Tod nodded.

They walked to the edge of the
pier. “Remember, I warned you,”
said Bill.

“Quite,” drawled Tod. “Melissa,
would you mind giving the word to
go?”

She did so with a sinking heart.
She had seen both men swim, and
knew that Tod had ventured too
far. The contestants hit the water
simultaneously.

“Bill hasn’t got a chance,” Alison’s
voice whispered in Melissa’s ear.

“What?”

“Tod swims like a dolphin.”

He did. He reached the raft sev-
eral lengths ahead of Bill and, dis-
daining to pause for rest, headed
back for shore.

“Would you mind explammg Tod
to me,” demanded Melissa. “He has
told me he is your brother, but I
had no idea he——"

“Few people have,” interrupted
Alison. “Tod hates to show off.
When he was a little boy he was
sickly. Doctors said he couldn’t
live. But he did, and as he grew
older he developed a passion to ex-
cel at sports. He went away to
Europe to live and devoted all his
time to ‘that end. He’s better at
most sports than professionals.”

Tod was nearing the pier, his eyes
on Melissa.

“Tod’s terribly in love with you,”
continued Alison. “When he found
that you were in love with Bill Brad-
ford, he was miserable. You see,
Bill had also been making love to
me—Dbeen trying to get me to elope
with him. Tod has taken this way
to show us both how wrong we were
about Bill. You see, Tod and Sam
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Ames are really good friends. Tod
engineered this whole party. Poor
old Sam has been playing the vil-
lain just to show how unscrupulous
Bill is—that he would bring you
up here to Sam for what he thought
was going to be a wild party, so that
he himself might make love to me.”

“How awful,” shuddered Melissa.

“Thanks to Tod, everything’s
turning out all right. Let’s be nice
to him.”

“That won’t be hard,” murmured
Melissa.

Nor was it. Late that night, she
and Tod were again out on the pier.

“Melissa,” he began, you know I
love you, but

“Say it again,” she whispered.

“I adore you,” he said huskily.

She raised her lips to his. After
a long, long time she opened her
eyes, and the stars were mirrored in
them as she looked up at him.

“Why did you let me beat you at
golf and tennis, darling?”

“T was playing a game of hearts,”
he told her. “That’s the only game
I camed about winning.”

“But you knew——"

“I knew there were Bill Bradfords
who could meet your demands about
sports. I was playing for your heart
in my own way.”

“And you won it.”

“Forever?”

“And ever.” Presently she asked,
“What was that bet you made with
Bill?”

“It was rather sordid,” he said
uncomfortably. “I put him to the.
final test. I offered to bet him a
considerable sum against a clear field
with you.”

“Let’s forget about Bill,”
gested Melissa.

It was surprisingly easy to do with
Tod’s arms around her, his lips
against hers, and an understanding
moon smiling down upon them.

sug-



Under Blue Lights

By Katherine Greer

ANE MERRILL and Alec Vaile
had worked across the aisle from
each other five days a week for

nearly a year, and had not met once
on either of the other two days.
During that time they had probably
talked about every subject under the
sun, including love—yes, especially
love. Yet, they had never so much
as touched each other’s hand.

Jane had given their relationship

considerable thought, and had come

to the conclusion that it really was
the nearest thing possible to the
much maligned term, “platonic.”
They were just swell pals. They
thought alike about many vital sub-
jects and disagreed stimulatingly
about a number of minor matters.
They each asked and gave advice
freely and frankly about the prob-
lems of the other. )
Jane had a habit, annoying to the
men who took her out as well as to
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herself, of comparing every man’s
conversation with that of Alec and
finding it either boring or silly.

Now, from a casual remark Alec
had just made, she had a hunch that
she was interfering in the same way
with the girls he dated after work-
ing hours.

“I wasted a perfectly good eve-
ning,” he complained, “when I
should have been working on my
patent. A dizzy blonde who is visit-
Ing my sister. I almost fell for her
when I saw her. Gorgeous coloring
and eyes! But when she opened her

mouth——"" He shrugged expres-
sively. “I should have had better
sense. All Sue’s friends are like
that.”

Jane thought a bit cynically:
“Why should a man expect every-
thing in a girl when he certainly is
far from perfection himself?”” Aloud,
she remarked: “You should have
been content to feast your eyes upon
her in silent communion.”

“I would have, but she insisted on
talking—giggling, too.”

Jane’s blue eyes twinkled under-
standingly behind her round, tinted
spectacles. Her companion of the
night before had been a Greek god
who guffawed! As she bent her head
. to the exacting occupation of fasten-
ing colored threads into armatures
which went into the motors of the
Superior Suction Sweepers, she com-
pared him again with Alec.

Alec, with his huge octagonal
goggles in their heavy metal frames,
with the monotonous sallowness of
his face, certainly was no Greek god.
Even though Jane knew that the
sickly purple shade of his lips was
caused by the peculiar blue lights
which Superior efficiency experts had
installed throughout the plant be-
cause they were easy on the eyes,
she had no doubt about the unattrac-
tive leathery texture of them.
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“My lips are purplish, too,” she
remembered, “but that doesn’t
change their texture. They’re still
Cupid’s-bowish and soft. And kiss-
able, so I’'ve been told!”’

She dismissed Alec finally, in
favor of the more profitable business
of turning out armatures at record
speed.

Toward closing time he stopped
his highly technical work of filing
a pattern to the most minutely
accurate measurements long enough
to inquire: “I suppose you’re going
to take in the Superior employees
annual dance and picnic to-morrow
at Crystal Lake?”

“Yes, I'm going for the evening.
I hate the pienic part.” Was he go-
ing to ask her to go with him? He
never had asked her to do anything
with him before.

He said instead: “They can
count me out on the whole affair.
I’m going to make up for lost time
by spending the whole day and eve-
ning in my workshop. A successful
inventor—and I intend to be one be-
fore long—can’t be bothered with
potato races and the like. The
i(}ancir}’g part wouldn’t be so bad

“Why put yourself out for it,
though?” she cut in with a touch of
acid. “With a thousand or so others
in attendance, it could go on very
well without you!” She felt
strangely annoyed with him; she
didn’t know exactly why. She
would have refused to go with him
even if he had asked her, because
she had promised to go with Mark
Graham in the sales department.

The annual outing provided a
much needed day of rest for Jane.
Even after a year of it, she hadn’t
become accustomed to the high pres-
sure of factory life. As she did the
dozen and one tasks which were sup-
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Their steps fitted
together as per-
fectly as though
they had been
dancing together
all their lives. She
closed her eyes
and gave herself
up to the delicious
thrill of foating to

As she stood in
front of the long
mirror for a final
inspection before
Mark Graham came
for her, unaccount-
ably, the image of
Alec popped into
her mind. He had
never seen her like
this—a lovely, pink-
crinoline lady out of
a picture book—and
he proba‘l))‘}y never
would. ould he
like her or would he
call her cynically,
posed to be aids to beauty and “just another dizzy blonde”?—she
which she didn’t have time for on wondered.
ordinary days, she thought ecrit- Mark liked her. That was
ically: “I’m no worse for it, though. obvious from his first admiring look.
There aren’t even any lines around He found plenty of superlatives
my eyes. I suppose wearing glasses with which to tell her about it, too.
for the close work, keeps them away. He made her turn around slowly, so

The girls who don’t wear them all that he could get the effect from all
squint or have a tired look.” sides.

CLanrend Clasu bl 4



134

Then, when she faced him again
smilingly, he caught her shoulders
and kissed her on the lips.

She pulled away laughingly.
“Please,” she protested, “you’ll muss
‘me all up! Dresses like this were
designed for the sedate young things
of fifty years ago. They aren’t built
for modern methods!”

“Then they shouldn’t make you
so irresistible,” he complained.

Jane thought wonderingly: “Per-
haps I'm fifty years behind the
times, too. I'm always glad of an
excuse not to be kissed. If any one
could stir me, Mark should. He
seems to have about everything—
looks, charm, brains and excellent
prospects.”

The huge open-air ballroom over-
looking the lake was crowded when
they arrived—too crowded for com-
fort, Jane decided. But when she
had danced once around the floor to
the magic strains of a famous radio
orchestra, she was as reluctant as
the others to leave it.

Mark’s dancing was easy and
rhythmic, if uninspired. Jane was
glad to come back to him after a
slow-motion dance with one of his
friends and a breathless whirl with
one of the elderly office managers.

She was even reluctant to leave
him for an old-fashioned country
dance. But he said: “My boss is
calling the figures, so perhaps we’d
better join in.”

As the huge circle of girls was sur-
rounded by an even larger circle of
men, Jane thought: “If I'm near
somebody impossible when the whis-
tle blows, I'll drop out. No sense
in being annoyed.”

She didn’t drop out because al-
most before the whistle had blown,
she was in the arms of a tall young
man with keen brown eyes, deep-set
beneath straight dark brows. There
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was something about the clear-cut
line of his features which struck her
—something not only attractive, but
vaguely familiar. Yet, she couldn’t
quite place him.

After the first instant of surprise
and questioning, she relaxed grate-
fully in his arms. Their steps fitted
together as perfectly as though they
had been dancing together all their
lives. She barely came to his shoul-
der, but she fitted into the circle of
his arm as though she had been
modeled especially for that par-
ticular niche. She closed her eyes
and gave herself up to the delicious
thrill of floating to music.

She was glad that he didn’t feel
it necessary to make conversa-
tion. Words—especially stereotyped
phrases to a stranger with whom she
probably had nothing in common—
would have broken the spell at
once.

For there was a spell, of course.
He seemed to be under it as much
as she. It was as though an electric
spark had been set off by the first
contact—a spark which might easily
turn into a leaping flame.

Perhaps because her ear was
pressed against the dark lapel of his
coat, she barely heard the whistle
when it blew.

If he heard it, it was the signal
for him to swing her out swiftly into
the cool dimness of the garden, be-
yond the dancing pavilion. He
lifted her easily down the step or
two to the ground. Then, when he
should have released her, he only
drew her closer. His left hand
slipped from hers to tilt her head so
that her lips met his.

In that instant, she forgot that a
few hours earlier she had thought
herself a prim lady in crinoline who
didn’t like to be kissed. Instead,
she wished brazenly that she could
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go on being kissed forever—kissed
burningly, yet tenderly, as this
handsome breath-taking stranger
who was so unaccountably dear and
familiar, was kissing her.

While her lips yielded willingly to
the firm, demanding lips pressed
hard against them, her mind cried
out bitterly against her weakness.

“This is utter madness!” a small
voice of reason within her cried des-
perately for attention. “This is
something so crazy, so recklessly in-
sane, that you'll be ashamed of it
to-morrow! This is something cer-
tainly that you won’t dare discuss
with Alec!” ,

Alec! But why on earth, she won-
dered, had she thought of Alec Vaile
in that moment of ecstasy? Alec
was miles away in a room over a
garage, working on his invention.
He had said he wouldn’t come to-
night. Suddenly, amazingly, Jane
realized that she needed him. There
was something about his quiet voice,
his matter-of-fact manner, which
had a way of steadying her. If she
ever needed a steadying influence, it
was now.

“I—I must go in”” Her voice
sounded unnaturally high with a de-
cided tremor in it. The ground
seemed to quake beneath her as she
pulled herself free of his enveloping
arms. :

He made no effort to hold her.
He merely stood, very tall and
straight, staring down at her.

“Say that again,” he muttered,
very low. “Say that, or anything!”
he cried.

“Please take me back to the ball-
room,” she obeyed, her voice more
nearly normal.

“Jane—Jane Merrill!
your sister?”

“I haven’t any sister. I am Jane
Merrill, of course. But how did you

Or is it
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know ” She broke off sharply.
Her head was whirling. What was
the matter with her that she was
seeing one man, thrilling to his
kisses, and hearing the voice of an-
other?

Had Alec Vaile stepped up behind
her in answer to her thought of him?
Or was his voice only an hallucina-
tion?

“Why, you’re the loveliest thing
I’'ve ever seen!” Firm hands were
gripping her shoulders again. It was
Alec’s voice, incredulous and ex-
uberant. “You have the most
beautiful eyes, the most gorgeous
hair! Your skin is gardenia and
your lips are rose petals! I can’t be-
lieve it!”’

“Alec! You can’t be Alec!” But
even as she denied it, she knew that
it was true. “I—I never dreamed
your eyes were so bright and brown,
like this! And where are your
goggles?”

“I wear them only when I work.
I wouldn’t even need them then,” he
told her, “except to keep the flying
particles of metal out of my eyes.
But you—you wear thick spec-
tacles.”

“Only when I work. They keep
me from squinting and getting
wrinkles.”

“What a sap I've been!” he
groaned then. “One would think I'd
been wearing blinders instead of
goggles! Of course, I knew your lips
weren’t really that thick, horrible
purple—that it was the blue light in
the room which made them look that
way. But, somehow, much as I
liked and admired you, I couldn’t
get past that. I couldn’t bear the
thought of kissing them!”

“Oh, I forgot that my lips, too,
were purple at the factory!” She
suddenly understood. “I suppose
my skin had that bilious hue, even




“Why, you’re the loveliest thing I've ever seen!”
His voice was incredulous and exuberant.
have the most beautiful eyes, the most gorgeous
I can’t be-

bair. Your lips are rose petals.

lieve it!”

a sort of leathery texture, like
yours.”

“Positively livid!” He was
chuckling now. “And your hair was
the same shade, with a more greenish
cast.”

“Your hands were horrible, too.”
She was not to be outdone. “Much

“You
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as I liked you and admired
your mind, I hoped you’d
never want to touch me!”

“You didn’t seem to cringe
from me a moment ago,” he
remarked pointedly. “If I
was so utterly repulsive to
you—" His ardent eyes,
boring into hers, finished the
question for him.

“You should know the an-
swer to that one,” she mur-
mured faintly.

“I think I do,” he said, his
voice deeper, more vibrant
than she had ever heard it.
“It’s this.”

His arms swept her to him
again, crushing her close. He
kissed her hair, her eyes, the
soft curve of her cheek, then
her lips again. They clung
together for an eternity of rapturous
bliss.

His first kisses had stirred her, but
these stirred her infinitely more.
She seemed to be set apart by them
in a heaven of happiness.

With his lips still close to hers,
Alec murmured huskily: “We fit,
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darling. We belong together. If it
hadn’t happened to-night, it would
have happened some time. We were
both very dull, I admit, but we were
bound to come to our senses even-
tually. But, thank Heaven, it hap-
pened to-night. I don’t believe I
could have stood it much longer.
You were so much a part of me, so
mixed up with all my thinking, that
you spoiled every other girl for me.
Marry me soon, darling. I love
you so!”

“I’ll give you your answer to-
morrow, at the factory.” Jane drew
away from him and remained at a
safe distance. An idea had come to
her which she thought might be
worth testing. “If you can bear to
kiss my purple lips and if I can en-
dure the caress of your olive-drab
hands, then we’ll be sure we have
something that may be worth
patenting.”

In spite of the fact that it was
the morning after the big Superior
outing, at least two of the employees
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were at their jobs ahead of the regu-
lar time.

Jane Merrill and Alec Vaile were
there to do a bit of experimenting
of their own, before they began the
business of making Superior Suction
Sweepers.

Though they didn’t find it neces-
sary to record their findings in
writing, they both agreed that
Jane’s test was eminently satisfac-
tory. The main thing they dis-
covered, was that the sense of touch
was more important than that of
sight. In fact, in the case of the
touch of a kiss, all other senses be-
came dull in comparison—so dull,
that they did not hear from a near-
by table:

“Wonder what she sees in him!”
This was the frank comment of an
eyewitness.

*“What he sees in her, you mean!”
—this from another.

But there, under the blue lights,
Jane and Alec went on kissing,
oblivious to everything but each
other’s lips.

FIRST MEETING

OUR very first meeting
Brought me bliss,

Though our lips had not met
In a thrilling kiss;

Our hands had not touched
And yet I knew

That the world would be empty
Dear one, without you!

HeLen K. RoBerTs
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YOUR WEEK

. Employment and environment will come
into conflict this week and may create a
problem for your solving. It will be bet-
ter to mark time, if possible, and let the
conflict subside of its own accord, as en-
vironmental changes made at this time
may not be for the better. In matters of
employment, you may become involved in
mass discontent. In so far as possible, re-
frain from participation in any mass move-
ment as the consequences may be far reach-
ing and are apt to prove detrimental. Vio-
lence and unreasoning emotionalism are
approaching a bad combination that may
affect some lines of employment in a dis-
turbing way. However, the trying period
may be for only a week or so. If you are
caught in it, hold your temper and guard
K:ur speech and actions, and some minor

nefit may be received. Love and mar-
riage matters may be slightly benefited as
a result of employment conditions; in some
manner connected with your home life,
your love interests may be considerably ad-
vanced. However, home affairs and pos-
sible uncertainty with respect thereto, may
temporarily delay marriage in many in-
stances, and in case of those already mar-
ried, some annoyance may become appar-
ent but is apt to be more apparent than
real. Unexpected happenings in a finan-
cial way may modify your marriage plans,
Kerhaps to your detriment. However, the
appenings, should they come, will direct
your mind into other channels that will
prove remunerative. A journey may be

planned, but is not apt to be taken at this
time. It is a good time to think seriously
concerning business matters, with the idea
of advancing your marriage interests,
whether you are single or married; avoid
too heavy financial expenditures or invest-
ments at this time as you may overlook
some safeguards for your money. Avoid
litigation at this time involving marriage
relations as you may win to your after
regret.

DAY BY DAY

Hours mentioned are Eastern standard
time. If not using that time, make
correction to the time you are
using.

Saturday,

October
17th

The early-morning hours may
bring employment and mar-
riage benefits and also en-
h vironmental conditions may be
somewhat more pleasant. The
marriage partner’s finances
may be benefited as a result
of some delayed business
transaction which may be
completed at this time. Be-
tween 9:30 a. m. and 11:00
a. m., employment matters
will be under favorable influ-
ences and the marriage part-
ner's finances may be bene-
fited as a result thgreof. Be-
tween 3:30 p. m. and 4:30
p. m. business transactions
connected with other people’s
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Sunday,
October
18th
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money may prove mutually
profitable. From 4:30 p. m.
until 6:00 p. m., watch your
speech carefully in marriage
matters and avoid making
marriage plans that will re-
quire the outlay of much
money as your judgment will
be poor in matrimonial af-
fairs, especially in the expen-
diture of mutual finances.
From 9:30 p. m. until mid-
night, love, marriage and
financial affairs will be favor-
ably affected. This is an ex-
cellent day with the excep-
tion of the period when your
gudgment is apt to prove
aulty.

This day will be somewhat
quiet, but will be a very good
day for most people. More
harmony will prevail in home
affairs, and home benefits are
likely to be received, both
from a financial standpoint
and also in matters pertain-
ing to personal property.
Business transactions will
bring benefits; your social
popularity will increase. New
friends will be made, and the
old ones will seem closer to
you. It is a good time to
travel, both for pleasure and
for profit. Benefits may come
to you from lawyers, or as a
result of legal procedure.
You may also profit as a re-
sult of transactions connected
with water or water products
or in connection with liquids
of some kind. The usual ten-
sion connected with every-
day life will be noticeably
lacking and you will feel more
at peace and happier than
usual. It is a good time to
come to a better understand-
ing with loved ones and mu-
tual plans looking to your fu-
ture welfare can be made
to advantage at this time.
Finances generally will show
improvement. Some special
benefit may be received be-
tween 8:30 p. m. and 10:00
p. m., which will also be a
good time to have a friendly,
heart-to-heart business chat
with your fiancé or marriage

Monday,
October
19th

D)

Tuesday,
October
20th

partner in matters of mutual

concern. Make the most of
this day.

The early-morning hours may
bring developments in money
matters, of an unexpected na-
ture, that may perturb you
mentally, particularly as they
may require some change in
your marriage plans. How-
ever, you will adjust yourself
quickly and will probably
benefit by the change. Mark
time in marriage matters and
business transactions between
8:00 a. m. and 10:00 a. m.
The later morning hours will
be somewhat uneventful. Be-
tween 2:30 p. m. and 4:30
p. m., mark time in environ-
mental and employment mat-
ters and also avoid unneces-
sary business transactions. It
is not a good time to consult
lawyers nor to become in-
volved in litigation. Avoid
unnecessary traveling at this
time. Keep your temper un-
der control in employment
matters and watch your ac-
tions carefully. Employment
changes at this time are apt
to prove detrimental. Avoid
becoming embroiled in labor
disputes. Between 7:15 p.m.
and 8:30 p. m., make no
unnecessary  environmental
changes and avoid unneces-
sary business transactions. It
is not a good time to deal in
real estate. Between 10:00
?. m. and midnight, be care-
ul in business transactions
and employment matters and
do not become involved in
difficulties precipitated by
some one else. Avoid becom-
ing romantic as there is dan-
ger of deception and disillu-
sionment. Keep your brain
clear.

The early-morning hours will
be good for planning in con-
nection with marriage matters
and business transactions. A
profitable and leasurable
Journey may be taken at this
time. However, be sure that
you have sufficient money
along if you do take a trip,
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21st
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as unexpected expense may
develop. Some unlooked-for
development may react unfa-
vorably in a business way
between 8:00 a. m. and 9:30
a. m. Between 10:15 a. m.
and noon, employment mat-
ters will be under favorable
influences; you may receive
financial benefits.  Oppor-
tunity to advance your love
interests may come to you at
this time, but keep your head
cool. The early-afternoon
hours will be somewhat quiet.
Between 4:30 p. m. and 6:00
p. m., you will have an ex-
cellent opportunity to ad-
vance love and marriage in-
terests; you may receive busi-
ness benefits. A pleasant
journey may be taken at this
time. To many of you it will
be a honeymoon trip. Dur-
ing the entire day, mark time
in home affairs.

The early-morning hours will
bring you opportunity to ad-
vance love, marriage and
business interests. You may
benefit in a financial way. A
profitable journey may be
taken. Occupational matters
may also be benefited. The
later morning hours will be
somewhat uneventful. From
1:30 p. m. until 3:00 p. m,,
beneficial developments in oc-
cupational matters may come
to you in an unlooked-for
manner; unexpected financial
benefits may be received by
you. The rest of the after-
noon and the early-evening
hours will be somewhat un-
eventful. Between  9:00
p.- m. and 11:00 p. m, your
]udgment in marriage mat-
ters will be poor, so postpone
matrimonial decisions to a
later date, if that can be done.
You should also mark time in
occupational matters. Avoid
unnecessary signing of papers
in connection with real estate.
Watch your speech carefully.
It is not a good time to write
love letters or to write or sign
papers involving your mar-
riage interests.

Thursday,
October
22nd

A

Friday,
October
23rd
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The inflyences during the
early-morning hours will be

somewhat mixed in love mat-
ters; you will be benefited in
some respects, but in others,
things may not go to suit you.
Employment benefits will be
received by you. A change in
environmental conditions or a
removal may occur at this
time, to your benefit. Profit
may come to you as a result
of transacting in real estate or
in some manner connected
with real estate. Financial
benefits may be received in
some way connected with wa-
ter products or things trans-
ported by water. Between
9:00 a. m. and 10:00 a. m.,
employment benefits may
come to you, possibly in a
rather unusual manner. You
may become romantic at this
time and daydream, with pos-
sible future benefit to your-
self, for some of your dreams,
if followed through, may later
come true. From 10:00 a. m.
until 4:00 p. m., will be some-
what quiet and uneventful.
Between 4:00 p. m. and 5:15
p. m., minor occupational and
business benefits may come to
you, and a journey may be
taken. You may also profit
in a financial way, possibly in
connection with real estate, or
through dealings with lawyers
or as a result of legal pro-
cedure. From 9:30 p. m. un-
til midnight, mark time in
employment and environmen-
tal matters. Do not lose your
temper. Avoid motor-boating
at this time.

The early-morning hours will
be good for love and romance;
but mark time in marriage
matters. Employment and
financial benefits may be re-
ceived. Between 8:15 a. m.
and 9:30%. m., you will have
opportunity to advance your
love interests. Friends will do
you favors. Financial benefits
may come to you. Between
10:00 a. m. and noon, ma.rk
time in matters of environ-
ment and also in employment.
Changes in either are apt to
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prove detrimental if made at
this time. Between 1:00
p- m. and 2:30 p. m., be alert
in employment matters and
keep your mind on your work.
Avoid daydreaming. It is not
a good time for romance. The
rest of the afternoon hours
will be somewhat uneventful.
Between 8:00 p. m. and 9:30
p. m., avoid unnecessary busi-
ness transactions. It is not a
good time to deal with law-
yers. Curtail your social ac-
tivities or you may lose some
of your popularity. Be care-
ful not to have misunder-
standings with friends. Be-
tween 9:30 p. m. and mid-
night, you may be put to un-
expected financial expense,
some of which may be occa-
sioned by coming to the as-
sistance of friends. Mark
time in home affairs during
the entire day.

The influences affecting the particular
zodiacal group to which you belong are
given in the “Born Between——" section
of this article, which you should also
consult. C T

S

IF YOU WERE BORN BETWEEN
March 21st and April 20th
(Aries op)
—Aries people born between March 21st
and 28th will receive business benefits this
week and may profit as a result of legal
procedure. A profitable and pleasant jour-
ney may be taken. In marriage matters
your judgment will be poor, so mark time.
Best days for you this week are Sunday
and Friday. Mark time on Wednesday.
If born between March 29th and April 5th,
minor unexpected financial benefits may
come to you. Mark time in employment
matters. Your judgment will be poor in
marriage matters. Guard your speech care-
fully. Best day for you this week is Mon-
day. Mark time on Wednesday. If born
between April 6th and 12th, mark time in
employment matters and keep out of other
people’s labor troubles. It is not a good
time to become romantic. You may profit
as a result of business transactions and may
be benefited through some legal procedure.
Environmental conditions will be somewhat
less restrictive than usual. Best days for
you this week are Monday and Tuesday.
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Mark time on Thursday. If born between
April 18th and 20th, mark time in love and
marriage matters; also in home affairs.
Best day for you this week is Tuesday.
Mark time on Thursday and Friday.

April 20th and May 21st

(Taurus ¥)
—Taureans born between April 20th and
28th will be benefited to a minor degree in
love and marriage matters. Best day for
you this week is Wednesday. Mark time
on Friday. If born between April 29th and
May 6th, the unexpected will happen in
money matters, probably with mixed re-
sults. Employment matters will be bene-
fited. Love and marriage matters will bene-
fit to a limited degree. Best day for you
this week is Wednesday. If born between
May 7th and 18th, employment benefits
will be received. You may profit as a re-
sult of business transactions. If environ-
mental conditions have been distasteful, it
will be a good time to make satisfactory
adjustments. A change of environment
may occur at this time. Best day for you
this week is Thursday. Mark time on Sat-
urday. If born between May 14th and
21st, you will be benefited in home affairs.
Minor marriage benefits may come to you;
but mark time in courtship. Be consider-
ate of your marriage partner’s finances at
this- time. Best days for you this week
are Thursday and Friday. Mark time on
Sunday.

May 21st and June 21st
(Gemini )

—Geminians born between May 21st and
29th will be mentally alert in marriage
matters this week. Mark time in love and
courtship. Best day for you this week is
Friday. Mark time on Sunday. If born
between May 80th and June 6th, minor
financial benefits may be received from un-
looked-for sources. You will be mentally
alert in marriage matters and can plan to
advantage. Mark time in employment
matters. Mark time on Monday. If born
between June 7th and 18th, avoid becom-
ing embroiled in labor disputes. It is not a
good time for business transactions nor for
dealing with lawyers. Avoid unnecessary
social activity. Environmental conditions
may be somewhat more restrictive than
usual. Mark time on Monday and Tues-
day. If born between June 14th and 21st,
home benefits may be received. You can
advance your love and marriage interests
to a considerable extent if alert to do se.
Mark time on Tuesday.
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June 21st and July 23rd

(Cancer agg)
~—Cancerians born between June 2lIst and
29th will have poor judgmrent in marriage
matters this week. Minor love benefits
may come to you. Mark time on Wednes-
day. If born between June 30th and
July 7th, unexpected financial benefits will
be recelved by you. You will also be bene-
fited in employment matters. Your judg-
ment will be poor in marriage matters, so
mark time. Mark time on Wednesday. If
born between July 8th and 15th, you will
receive employment benefits. You may be
somewhat benefited as a result of business
transactions. It is an excellent time to
make satisfactory adjustments or a change
in matters of environment,
tory. Best day for you this week is Sat-
urday. Mark time on Thursday. If born
between July 16th and 23rd, mark time
in love and marriage matters. Your hus-
band or fiancé may be benefited in a finan-
cial way. Best day for you this week is
Sunday. Mark time on Thursday and
Friday.

July 23rd and August 23rd

(Leo Q)
—JLeo natives born between July 28rd and
81st will be mentally alert in marriage
matters this week. You can advance your
love and marriage interests to a consider-
able degree by careful planning. Best day
for you this week is Sunday. Mark time
on Friday. If born between August 1st
and 8th, you may be put to unexpected
financial expense. Minor employment
benefits may be received by you. You
will be alert in marriage matters and can
plan to advantage. Best day for you this
week is Monday. If born between August
9th and 15th, minor employment bene-
fits may be received by you. You will
profit as a result of business transactions.
A profitable journey may be taken. Bene-
fits as a result of legal procedure may come
to you. Mark time in matters of environ-
ment. Best days for you this week are
Monday and Tuesday. Mark time on Sat-
urday. If born between August 16th and
23rd, home affairs will be benefited. You
can advance your marriage interests; but
mark time in courtship. Best day for you
this week is Tuesday. Mark time on
Sunday.

" August 23rd and September 23rd
(Virgo 11p)
—Virgo natives born between August 28rd
and 8l1st will be mentally alert in marriage

if not satisfac--

143

matters; but mark time in courtship. Best
day for you this week is Wednesday. Mark
time on Sunday. If born between Sep-
tember 1st and 8th, unexpected financial
benefits will be received. Mark time in
employment matters. You will be mentally
alert in marriage matters and can plan to
advantage. Best day for you this week is
Wednesday. Mark time on Monday. If
born between September 9th and 15th,
mark time in employment matters ‘and do
not become embroiled in other people’s
labor troubles. Avoid unnecessary business
transactions. It is not a good time to deal
with lawyers. Avoid unnecessary traveling.
Mark time in environmental matters. Best
days for you this week are Saturday and
Thursday. Mark time on Monday and
Tuesday. If born between September 16th
and 23rd, home benefits will be received.
You can advance your love and marriage
interests. Best days for you this week are
Sunday, Thursday and Friday. Mark time
on Tuesday.

September 23rd and October 23rd
(Libra )

—Librans born between September 23rd
and 80th will have opportunity to advance
love and marriage interests this week by
careful thought and plannm% It is a good
week for traveling, especially for honey-
mooning. Best days for you this week are
Sunday and Friday. Mark time on Wed-
nesday. If born between October st and
8th, the unexpected will- happen in money
matters, probably with mixed results.
Minor employment benefits may be re-
ceived. You will be mentally alert in mar-
riage matters and can plan to advantage.
Best day for you this week is Monday.
Mark time on Wednesday. If born be-
tween October 9th and 16th, minor em-
ployment benefits may come to you. You
will profit as a result of business transac-
tions. Benefits may come to you through
lawyers. A beneficial journey may be
taken. Mark time in matters of environ-
ment. Best days for you this week are
Monday and Tuesday. Mark time on
Thursday. If bern between October 17th
and 28rd, mark time in home affairs. You
will have an excellent opportunity to ad-
vance your love and marrlage interests.
Best day for you this week is Tuesday.
Mark time on Thursday and Friday.

October 23rd and November 22nd
(Scorpio M)
—Scorpio people born between October
23rd and 81st will be mentally alert in mar-
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!nage matters and can advance love and
marriage interests. Best day for you this
week is Wednesday. Mark time on Friday.
If born between November 1st and 7th,
im will be put to unexpected expense.

§ment benefits may be received by
you. You can advance your marriage in-
terests by thoughtful planning. Best day
for you this week is Wednesday. If born
between November 8th and 15th, you will
receive employment benefits. Business
transactions may profit you. It will be an
excellent opportunity to improve your en-
vironmental condition if it has been unsat-
isfactory. Best day for you this week is
Thursday. If born between November 16th
and 22nd, more harmony will prevail in
your home affairs and you will receive bene-
fits. Opportunity to advance your love and
marriage interests will come to you. Best
days for you this week are Sunday, Thurs-
day and Friday.

November 22nd and December 22nd
(Sagittarius 2)
—Sagittarians born between November
22nd and 29th will be mentally alert this
week in marriage matters. You can ad-
vance your love and marriage interests by
careful planning. Best days for you this
week are Sunday and Friday. If born be-
tween November 30th and December 7th,
the unexpected will happen in money ‘mat-
ters. Mark time in employment matters.
You can advance your marriage interests
by careful planning. If born between De-
cember 8th and 14th, mark time in em-
ployment matters and avoid becoming em-
broiled in labor disputes. Keep your tem-
per. You may profit as a result of business
transactions. Mark time in matters of en-
vironment. If born between December
15th and 22nd, your love and marriage
interests will be benefited. Best day for

you this week is Tuesday.

December 22nd and January 20th
(€apricorn V%)
—Capricornians born between December
22nd and 29th will have poor judgment in
marriage matters this week. However, op-
portunity to advance your love interests
may come to you. If born between Decem-
ber 80th and January 6th, you will re-
ceive unexpected financial benefits, prob-
ably of a substantial nature. You will be
benefited in employment matters. Your
judgment in marriage matters will be poor.
.Best day for you this week is Wednesday,
except in marriage matters, with respect to
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which mark time and watch your speech
and actions carefully. If born between
January 7th and 18th, you will receive em-
ployment benefits. Business dealings may
bring you profit. Environmental condi-
tions will improve. A change of environ-
ment maiy]'l occur at this time. Best days
for you this week are Saturday and Thurs-
day. If born between January 14th and
20th, mark time in home affairs and mar-
riage matters. You may advance your love
interests. Best days for you this week are
Sunday, Thursday and Friday.

January 20th and February 19th
(Aquarius )

—Aquarians born between January 20th
and 28th will find this an excellent oppor-
tunity to advance love and marriage inter-
ests by clear-thinking and proper planning.
Best days for you this week are Sunday
and Friday. If born between January 29th
and February 5th, you will be put to un-
expected expense. {ﬂark time in employ-
ment matters. You can advance your
marriage interests by proper planning.
Best day for you this week is Monday. If
born between February 6th and 12th, mark
time in employment matters. Business
transactions may bring you profit. A bene-
ficial journey may be taken by you or by
some one to your advantage. It is a good
time to deal with lawyers. Environmental
conditions will be somewhat less restrictive.
Best days for you this week are Monday
and Tuesday. Mark time on Saturday. If
born between February 18th and 19th, op-
portunity to advance your marriage in-
terests will come to you; be careful in court-
ship. Best day for you this week is Tues-
day. Mark time on Sunday.

February 19th and March 21st
(Pisces 3¢)

—Pisceans born between February 19th
and 27th should mark time in love mat-
ters. Best day for you this week is Wed-
nesday. Mark time on Sunday. If born
between February 28th and March 6th, you
will receive unexpected financial benefits.
Mark time in employment matters. Best
day for you this week is Wednesday. Mark
time on Monday. If born between March
7th and 13th, mark time in employment
matters and avoid becoming embroiled in
other people’s labor disputes. It is not a
good time for business transactions nor for
dealing with lawyers. Do not unnecessarily
travel. Mark time in matters of environ-
ment. Best days for you this week are
LS—SC
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Saturday and Thursday. Mark time on
Monday and Tuesday. If born between
March 14th and 21st, you will receive
home benefits, possibly of a very substan-
tial nature. You can advance your love
and marriage interests. Best days for you
this week are Sunday, Thursday and Fri-
day. Mark time on Tuesday.

Note for “Born Between——" readers:
The week referred to begins with Satur-
day, October 17th, and ends with Friday,
October 28rd. Compare with information
given in “Your Week” and “Day by Day”
to see what the general influences are.

S

MORE ABOUT LIBRA PEOPLE

While it cannot be foretold in detail the
events that are likely to happen to a per-
son without casting that person’s horo-
scope, what may happen generally to
groups of people can in a measure be fore-
cast from the positions of certain planets
and the native belonging to a particular
group will respond more or less to the
group influence. The manner in which a
person will respond to the group influence
will be modified by that person’s horoscope
and the characteristics inherited from his
ancestors. You should bear the foregoing
in mind in considering the following fore-
casts.

The particular group to which you Libra
natives belong will be affected, beneficially
or otherwise, during the twelve months en-
suing from September 23, 1936, by the
positions of certain planets, in the follow-
ing manner:

If you were born between September
28rd and 28th: Occupational and mar-
riage matters will be adversely affected dur-
ing the month of December, 1936, and it
will not be a good time for business transac-
tions. From April, 1937, to September,
1937, marriage matters and partnership
transactions will be adversely affected. Be
careful of your speech and watch your ac-
tions carefully. Avoid recklessness as it
may result in falls and possibly broken
bones. Matters will be about normal for
you during the twelve months’ period in
other respects.

If you were born between September
29th and October 8rd: From October,
1936, to May, 1987, the unexpected will
happen from time to time in money mat-
ters and matrimonial affairs, possibly with
mixed results. During December, 1836, and
January, 1987, mark time in occupatlonal
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and marmage matters and avoid unneces-
sary business dealings. During July, 1987,
be careful of your speech and actions, es-
pecially in marriage matters. Avoid reck-
lessness that might result in injury. Avoid
transactions involving real estate. Keep
your fire insurance in force. Matters will
be about normal for you during the twelve
months’ period in other respects.

If you were born between October 4th
and 8th: Mark time in occupational and
marriage matters during January and Feb-
ruary, 1987, and avoid transacting un-
necessary business. From May, 19387, to
September, 1987, the unexpected will hap-

n in money matters and matrimonial af-
airs, from time to time. Whether the
happenings will be good or bad will largely
depend upon your viewpoint and your pre-
vious actions. In other respects, matters
will be about normal for you during the
twelve months’ period.

If you were born between October 9th
and 18th: From October, 1936, to Janu-
ary, 1987, environment may somewhat re-
strict you and your matrimonial affairs may
be adversely affected thereby. Be careful
around dangerous bodies of water. From
October, 19386, to September, 1987, minor
employment benefits may come to you at
various times, bringing opportunity to ad-
vance your love and marriage interests.
During October, 1936, love, courtship and
marriage will be benefited as a result of
business transactions. You may profit
through legal procedure or from lawyers.
You may travel to your profit or benefit
from the journey of some one else. Dur-
ing February, March, August and Septem-
ber, 1987, avoid unnecessary business deal-
ings and mark time in occupational and
marriage matters. Matters will be about
normal for you in other mspects during
the twelve months’ period.

If you were born between October 14th
and 18th: Business benefits will be re-
ceived by you during October and Novem-
ber, 1986, and love and marriage matters
will be favorably influenced. You may
benefit as a result of legal procedure or
from dealing with lawyers. You may travel
for pleasure and profit, or such may come
to you as a result of the journey of some

.one else. During January, February and

March, 1987, environment may restrict you
and adversely affect your matrimonial af-
fairs. Be careful when near dangerous
bodies of water. Avoid doing things that
may result in injury to your feet. During
March, April, June, July and August, 1937,
mark time in occupational and marriage
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matters. Do not transact unnecessary
business. Avoid dealing in real estate.
Matters will be about normal for you in
other respects during the twelve months’
period.

If you were born between October 19th
and 23rd: During November, 1936, love,
marriage and business benefits will come
to you. A pleasant journey—for some a
honeymoon trip—will be taken by many
of you. Legal procedure may bring bene-
fits to you. During March and April, 1937,
mark time in environmental matters. En-
vironment may adversely affect your love
and marriage interests during this period.
Avoid doing things that may result in a
bruised or fractured foot. During April,
May and June, 1937, avoid unnecessary
business dealings and mark time in occu-
pational matters and your matrimonial af-
fairs. During the entire twelve months’
period, avoid being upset by trifles in home
affairs. The twelve months’ period will be
about normal for you in matters other
than above noted.

S
COMMENTS BY KAI

A few things for readers of this depart-
ment to note:

(1) In answering letters, I indicate the
birth place as the State only, unless other-
wise requested. For instance, “New York”
means that the birth occurred somewhere
within the State of New York. It may
have been in New York City or it may
bave been at some other place within the
State. However, in writing to me, do not
fail to send the place of your birth as well
as the State where born.

(2) If the birth occurred in a foreign
country, usually the name of the country
only is mentioned in the answer, though

in the case of large countries, the province
may be added.

(3) Initials only are used in identifying
you, unless otherwise requested. If you do
not wish your initials used, you may re-
quest that your answer be published under
a “pen” name; but avoeid using nicknames
that are frequently used, and do not use
combinations of letters that are familiar to
many people, such as “X. Y. Z.,” for
example.

(4) Every effort is made to keep your
communications strictly confidential.

(6) Before writing, be sure to read the
editor’s note at the end of each article.
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: THE STAR QUESTION BOX 3
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Ka:i does not send answers by mail

Evoise: Your friend, Mrs. S. Fry, wishes
you to write or phone her. If you don't
know her address, send your letter in care
of me.

MARGARET, born September 4, 1917,
about 4:00 a. m., Wisconsin: Opportunity
to marry will come to you during 1937, but
consider it carefully as it may not be sat-
isfactory to you. During 1938, by being
mentally alert you can probably contract
a happy marriage. You may have to make
a decision quickly when the opportunity
comes, so have your course of action
thought out in advance, so far as possible.
Should an engagement result, do not per-
mit marriage to be delayed too long, as
obstacles may develop. It is possible that
you may become engaged in 1938 and mar-
ried in 1939. For you, a successful and
happy marriage will be largely a matter of
your own planning, the desire to be per-
manently married, and the mental ability
to adjust yourself to married life. For your
best interests, you should avoid becoming
jealous in love and home life; do not brood.
In the matter of children, make special ef-
fort to protect them from falls, cuts and
burns until they get old enough to sense
the danger of it for themselves.

Miss R. H, born April 11, 1900, 5:00
a m., Pennsylvania: Opportunity to
marry may come during 1937, but may
prove unsatisfactory; 1938 will bring a more
satisfactory opportunity, which you can
;irobably turn into marriage if alert to
do so.

FEMALE, name omitted by request, born
March 17, 1912, 8:00 a. m.: You did not
state where you were born. The next eight-
een months may bring to you a secret mar-
riage; but I doubt the advisability of it,
especially if it is to get away from too
much parental supervision. In any event,
there 1s apt to be a disturbance in your
home routine that will cause you worry and
be hard on your nerves. A better oppor-
tunity will come during 1938; but it may
bring some obstacles to surmount and may
necessitate the sacrifice of some present ma-
terial interests. Be sure you are in love
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when you marry. Do not marry because
of rebellion over present environmental re-
strictions. At your age your judgment
ought to be fairly developed, and it is but
natural that you should want to live your
own life. If that can’t be done under pres-
ent environmental conditions, you can
change the conditions without resorting to
marriage to do it; or maybe the restric-
tions would be lightened if you determined
to throw them off otherwise. If you are
dependent upon others and for that reason
have to submit to their dictation, the first
step in gaining independence is to make
yourself self-sustaining. The motives of
your self-appointed supervisors are no
doubt of the best; but I am inclined to
think that you are more apt to get into
a matrimonial mess as a result of their too
rigid supervision than if you are given more
liberty of action in your social affairs, with
consequent more opportunity to find the
right man. Probably the girls and boys
that you know shy off from you because
you are so thoroughly supervised. If
there is anything the matter with you, then
most people have something the matter
with them. I believe I have answered all
of your questions. Good luck to you.

Miss A. B. C., born March 16, 1915, 5:00
a. m.,, Old Mexico: Thanks for your nice
letter. You certainly know your own mind
in love matters. Do not marry any one
you do not love, even to please some one
else. You will have opportunity to marry
during the next eighteen months, but the
marriage, if contracted, is apt to prove
very unsatisfactory; 1938 and 1939 will
bring you excellent opportunities for mar-
riage, to some one you can really love.
You will probably marry during 1939.

Mrs. F. B. E, born August 2, 1885,
about 5:00 a. m., Pennsylvania: 1 have
examined your horoscope and that of the
man you expect to marry. The harmonies
between your horoscopes are so many, and
the discords so few, that I do not hesitate
to advise you to marry him. Taboq the few
subjects on which you will not agree. You
can’t help but be happy if both of you
use even a minimum of common sense in
your marriage relations. You are to be
congratulated. Your horoscopes are unusu-
ally harmonious with each other.

Miss V. J. C, born October 80, 1912,
about 4:00 a. m., Texas: I am glad you
have found this department interesting and
helpful. You will make a good business
woman in some. branch of business comn-
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.nected with transportation, whether that

be airlines, bus, water travel, or merchan-
dise delivery. A department you might

find remunerative would be connected with

the finances of some company engaged in
this business, possibly as cashier. Quick
delivery service to residences for merchants
who have no regular delivery service, might
rove a pleasant and profitable occupation
or you It would require little financial
outlay on your part except a car. Inter-
viewing merchants and strict attendance to
business would probably build and keep
for you a good clientele. With respect to
marriage—there is danger of your contract-
ing an unsatisfactory marriage during the
next twelve months; and if you get by
that period without marrying, you may
turn romantic and suddenly marry during
the following few months. During the lat-
ter part of 1938 or sometime in 1939, if
not by then married, you will have an-
other marriage opportunity. I haven't
compared your boy friend’s horoscope with
yours, as you did not request it. I hope
the foregoing will assist you to “find your-
self,” as you put it in your letter. Best
wishes for your success.

Miss D. F.,, born October 2, 1920, about
5:00 p. m., Kansas: There are a number
of marriage possibilities for you. The type
of man, however, who is apt to most
strongly attract you, will be a dreamer, an
artist, possibly a musician; but one of ex-
ceptional talents in his field; emotional, lov-
ing, different from the average run of men,
and if married to him, you can either as-
sist him to become an outstanding figure
m public life, or you will break his spirit

ou do not understand him. It i is pos-
mbe that he may be interested in the
manufacture or sale of subtle perfumes,
quite expensive and not commonly used.

E. L. W, female, born August 24, 1919,
10:00 a. m., Kentucky: Your question is
one that properly pertains to the medical
field and should be answered by your physi-
cian. I'm sorry.

Mags. E. J. C., born March 8, 1908, about
2:00 a. m., West Virginia: Both you and
your husband are coming under better mar-
riage influences, and 1937 should bring a
better understanding between you and more
peace of mind for both of you. If you do
not separate during the next few months,
you may bury the past and again face the
future together. metimes the lmgermg
hurt that follows separation from a love
one, is greater and more lasting than the
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hurt of betrayal. Remember this, in mak-
ing your decision, and if you remain to-
gether, do not brood on the past, but turn
your mind resolutely to the future. You
are a lover of children, and will find great
happiness in them.

L. R. S., born April 8, 1919, about 1:00
a. m, Montana, female: What field isn’t
overcrowded at the present time? Do the
“thing you like to do best, if you can make
a living at it, after qualifying yourself to
do so. I doubt your commercial success as
either an architect or a singer. You would
‘make a good landscape gardener. Why
not take up where the architect leaves off
and beautify his buildings and their
grounds? Watch the building permits and
go after the jobs along this line. You
might add interior decorating to your ac-
complishments. There is nearly always
room for those who stand out above their
fellows in any field, so close your eyes to
possible competition. You are apt to meet
plenty of it no matter what you do.

Miss C. C., born December 23, 1911,
New York: You will have opportunity to
marry during each of the next four years.
Be careful that too many chances do not
result in your missing them all,

Miss G. R. F., born March 3, 1918, 1:05
a. m., Maine: Yes, you can be happily
married; but there may be a period follow-
ing marriage that will require adjustment
to your new environment and mode of
living. Next year, 1937, will bring you an
opportunity, with possibly some problems;
1938 will bring another opportunity, but
adjustment to the new life may be harder
to make. Another opportunity will come
to you in 1940; or if married in 1937, 1940
will bring a closer understanding and sym-
pathy between you and your husband. In
attaining married happiness, much will de-
pend upon your wise selection from the op-
portunities that will come your way. When
you have opportunity to marry some one
you love, beware of a too long engagement
or you may drift apart. When your mind
is made up, don’t give the man opportunity
or excuse to change his.

Miss V. Mc,, born January 17, 1918,
about 1:00 a. m.: I admire your deter-

Editor’s Note:

‘become an accomplished
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mination, but I am afraid you are direct-
ing it toward the wrong end. I do not
believe you will become a great actress, if
by that you measure greatness in com-
mercial success and popularity. You may
rformer, but I
am doubtful that you will make a com-
mercial success of acting. It would seem
to me that you would be more successful
qualifying yourself to be a teacher of danc-
ing and dramatics than to attempt to be
an entertainer.

W. M. G., female, born January 24, 1920,
about 2:00 a. m., Colorado: Opportunity
to marry will come to you during the next
fifteen months.

P. C. R,, born November 7, 1908, 1:00
p. m., New York; female: It is prob-
lematical whether or not you will have an
opportunity to marry during 1937, and I
am inclined to doubt it, unless you make
the opportunity. An opportunity to marry
during 1938 will come to you, but obsta-
cles may have to be overcome, most likely
those pertaining to business and employ-
ment; 1939 will probably bring marriage to
you, if you are not married at that time.

Miss E. C. F., born September 6, 1917,
10:00 p. m., Alabama: The year 1938
may bring to you a romantic and impetu-
ous courtship with opportunity to marry;
but obstacles may prevent it. If not mar-
ried in 1938, you will probably marry dur-
ing 1939.

C. M. S,, female, born February 2, 1917,
8:20 p. m., Michigan: The next fifteen
months will bring to you an excellent op-
portunity to gain in social popularity, if
you make a studied effort to mix with the
right kind of people. It may bring oppor-
tunity for marriage, as well Why sit at
home waiting for some one to call on you?
Meet people in legitimate ways and boys
that you don't even know now will be
calling on you before long. Make the most
of your opportunities during 1937.

Miss I. K., born July 2, 1914, 6:30 p. m.,
Mississippi:  Opportunities for marriage
will come to you during 1938, 1939 and
1940, but you will have to be alert to take
advantage of them.

Questions for this department are answered only through

Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine. Each reader is allowed to ask one question.
Be sure to give the 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.



~ Miss Mary Morris, who conducts this department, 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 be-

tween men and men, boys and boys, women and women, girls and girls. All reason-
able care will be exercised in the introduction of correspondents. If any unsatisfac-
tory 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 through The Friendliest Corner, 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. ’

Do not mail letters to these Pen Pals after October 23rd.

HIS brother and sister are of the West. He has had an adventure-

eager to hear from Pals every-

where, and promise prompt,
friendly replies to all letters received.
Who'll give them a chance? Bert is
an X-ray technician, has traveled in
the Orient and South Seas, and has
many interesting things to tell you.
Alice, on the other hand, has stayed
at home, but finds life crammed with
thrilling and exciting events. So
get busy, Pen Pals, and give these
two a chance to be your friends!

DEeAr Miss Morris: May we join your
pleasant Corner? We are a brother and
sister anxious to find Pen Pals. I am a
nurse, age twenty-six, have never traveled,
but life for me is never dull. I have had
many interesting experiences, and feel sure
that I can make my letters worth while.
My brother is twenty-nine, an X-ray tech-
nician, has traveled in the Orient, visited
the South Seas, and enjoyed the wonders

some life, and I'm sure lots of Pals would
like his letters. We have plenty of time
to answer all letters, and promise prompt
replies. ALICE AND BEmT.

Girls, pile up your letters at her
door!

Drear Miss Morris: I'd like very much
to correspond with girls of any age. I'm
a brown-eyed girl from California, inter-
ested in reading, art work, writing letters,
and enjoy all the worth-while things of life.
I collect stamps, and would love to hear
from a few Pals who also enjoy this hobby.
How about it, girls? I promise faithfully
to answer every letter I receive. If there’s
anything you'd like to know about Cali-
fornia, ask me! ELva W.

This girl will answer every letter
she gets.
Drar Miss Morris: Here’s another

lonesome girl who would love to corre-
spond with Pen Pals everywhere. I am
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sixteen, fond of s mming, dancing, hiking,
basebsll, and other outdoor sports. I will
answer every letter I get, regardless from
where it comes. Pals, won’t you give me
a chance? CaLiFornNiA BLuE Eves.

Three Pals at a throw.

Dear Miss Morris: We are three
aisters, snxteen, fourteen, and eleven years
of a?e llve in Missouri, and are fond of
the following sports: Swnmmmg, dancing,
horseback riding, driving a car, skating, and
farm interests. We'll exchange snapshots
and answer all letters promptly. Winnie,
who is sixteen, has won two beauty con-
tests. Please, girls, give us a break!

DEgL, Do, AND WINNIE.

Reg is particularly interested in
opera and the stage.

DeArR Miss Morris: I'm a young man
twenty-four years of age, live in Maine,
fond of all outdoor sports, and would very
much like to correspond with young men
of my age or older, especially those who are
interested in light or grand opera and the
stage. I promise to answer letters promptly
and will try to raake my replies interesting.
I'll gladly tell you all about Mainekzl;als.

Girls, here’s a lonesome girl who
needs your letters.

DEear Miss Morris: I'm a very lone-
some girl, have gray eyes, black hair, love
to make friends and write long letters. I
am also fond of the movies, dancing, read-
ing, and several outdoor sports. Won't
some of you girls please write to me? I
live in an interesting city, and there are
oodles of things I can write about. Please,
Pals, give me a break.

Missourt BeTs.

Music and traveling appeal to Ed
Mac.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a young man
twenty years of age, interested in music,
traveling, and as I haven’t much time to
go out and meet people, I would like to
exchange letters with Pals everywhere and
of any age. Come on, fellows and let’s ex-
change letters and snapshots. You'll find
me a real friend. Ep Mac.

Here’s a Pal who finds joy in
everything.

Dean Miss Morris: Have you a tiny
bit of space in your Corner for my letter?
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I'm a girl of twenty-one, easy to get along
with, and find joy in almost every dark
cloud. My pet hobby is reading, but I am
interested in everything and every one. I
live in Alabama, and can tell you much
about the South. TI’ll answer all letters.
Novia.

Her ambition is to sing Western
songs.

Dear Miss Morris: Are there any
fourteen-year-old girls who want a peppy
Pen Pal from Illincis? I'm a brown-eyed
girl, very much interested in the West, and
my ambition is to sing Western songs when
I am a little older. I would also love to
visit Texas, but since I can’t do that now,
I hope to hear from some Texas Pals. Tl
exchange snapshots and answer every letter
that comes my way. ALISON.

You can count on her for a happy
outlook.

Dear Miss Morris: I have often
dreamed of having some Pen Pals, and
hope that my dreams will come true. I'm a
girl eighteen years of age, a tall brunette,
considered good-looking, enjoy hiking,
swimming, and other sports. I'll gladly
exchange snapshots with Pals everywhere,
and will try to cheer up those who are
blue. How about it, girls?

PersoNALITY GIRL.

Hopeful Kathy is the peppy kind
that you’ll like.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm another six-
teen-year-old girl anxious to find a few Pen
Pals. I really love to make friends, and
can’t think of anything nicer than writing
to girls from far and near. I live in Minne-
sota, am fond of dancing, hiking, reading,
and enjoy anything girls of my age like.
Won’t you write and tell me all about
yourselves, Pals?

HoreruL KatHY.

Let this happy married Pal trans.
mit some of her happiness to you.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a young mar-
ried woman of twenty-one, have a darling
baby five months old, and I'm as happy
as any one can be. I would love to corre-
spond with single and married Pals near my
age, will exchange snapshots, souvenirs,
picture post cards, and promise to answer
all letters. I like outdoor sports, movies,
drawing, sewing and reading.

Mgs. Jesmy.
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A snapshot ana a letter await you
in Montana.

Dear Miss Morris: Here’s my call for
Pen Pals. I'm a teen-age girl who has
never had a Pen Pal, and I hope to hear
from girls everywhere. Surely, girls, you're
not going to disappoint me? I enjoy swim-
mmg, horseback riding, roller skating, fish-
ing, and making friends. A snapshot and
a letter await every one who answers this
plea. KAy oF MONTANA.

She finds life in a big city lonely.
DeAr Miss Morris: I am hopmf that

some one will answer my plea.

friendly young girl, live in a large city, but
find it very lonely. I want to hear from
Pals everywhere. Every one between fif-
teen and eighteen is welcome, and I'll try
to make my replies as peppy and interesting
as I can. T’ll also exchange snapshots.
Who'll try me? All letters will be answered
promptly. MinNIE RaAE.

Let Bren tell you about the Ohio
exposition.

DeEar Miss Morris: Here’s a young
fellow of twenty-eight who would like to
hear from Pals everywhere. I live in Ohio,
and can tell you all about the exposition
we_are having here this year. I'm rather
serious, enjoy music, shows, have my own
car, and like to write letters. How about
it, fellows? Bren.

Delphine and Ruth are waiting for
your letters.

DEeAr Miss Morris: We are two Maine
girls, eighteen and thirteen years of age,
enjoy all sports, dancing, horseback riding,
canoeing, fishing, and want to correspond
with girls from all over the world. We have
lots of interesting things to write about,
and promise to answer all letters. Come,
on, girls, drop us a few lines.

DEeLPHINE AND RUTH.

Help to make her evenings less
lonely.

Dear Miss Morris: I would like to
hear from many Pen Pals. I’m a girl seven-
teen years of age, live in Niagara Falls,
Canada, and have lots to write about. 1
work during the day, and my evenings are
often long and lonely. I’ll answer all let-
ters, and will be a true-blue friend. Pals,
don’t disappoint me! MarioN F.
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This warm-hearted girl pledges
prompt replies. :

Dear Miss Morris: Wanted, Pen Pals
everywhere! Who wants to write to a
friendly fifteen-year-old Chicago girl? I
like swimming, dancing, reading, and other
sports. I'll exchange snapshots with any
one, and promise prompt replies to all
letters received. I'm friendly and good-
natured, so won’t all you girls please write?

GENTLE JUDY.

A call for Long Island Pals.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm very much
interested in your Friendliest Corner and
hope that you can find me some Pen Pals.
I would especially like to hear from some
one I Rlchmond Hill, Long Island, but.
every one is welcome. I'm a young mar-
ried woman from the Brass City in Con-
necticut, interested in everything, and love
to make friends.

LonesoME Mary V.

She’s ready for anything that
spells “fun.”

DEArR Miss Morris: This is a plea from
a girl of nineteen. I'd love to hear from
Pals all over the United States, and promise
to answer every letter received. 1 enjoy
dancing, traveling, reading, outdoor sports,
and anything that spells “fun.” Girls,
won’t you put my name on your list of Pen
Pals? I'm sure youll find me a steady
correspondent. OuTtpoor V1.

Get your letters from Popular
Marge.

DEear Miss Morris: Here’s another girl
who would like to join your Friendliest
Corner. I'm a Pennsylvania school glr]
like fishing, horseback ridin
games, and riding a bicycle. Ig also enjoy
the movies, and as I am popular with boys
and girls I’'m not lonesome, but would love
to have a few sincere Pen Pals.

PoruLArR MARGE.

How about it, girls? These two
sisters want Pen Pals.

Drar Miss Morris: We are two sisters,
sixteen and fourteen years of age, live in
Oregon, and want a few real Pen Pals.
Won't some of your girls please write us?
Don’t let age or nationality worry you.
Every one is welcome, and we promise to
answer all letters received. We'll tell you
loads of interesting things about the West.

GovrbiE AND Dor.
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Kankakee offers you true friend-
ship.

Dear Miss Morris: I would more than
appreciate having a few Pen Pals to cor-
respond with. I'm a young married woman
twenty-one years of age, with blue eyes,
brown hair, a cheerful disposition, and in-
terested in every one. I enjoy dancing,
hiking, writing long letters, and will answer
all letters as soon as I receive them. Try
me, girls. KANKAKEE.

Exchange cards and souvenirs
with her.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm eager to hear
from Pals of my age. I'm a girl of seven-
teen, like to swim, play ball, and enjoy
most outdoor sports, as well as movies and
listening to the radio. I'll gladly exchange
snapshots, picture post cards, and souvenirs
with Pals all over, and to the first two
Pals who write to me I will send gifts.
Drop me a line, won't you?

BLUE IsLAND Nita.

Stamp collectors, she’s anxious to
hear from you.

Dear Miss Morris: I wonder if you
have room in your Corner for my plea?
I'm a young married woman twenty-one
years of age, collect stamps, and would
love to hear from other stamp collectors,

regardless of where they live. I promise
prompt replies to all letters. I've plenty
of time to write. LivLac.

She’s interested in every one.

DEeAr Miss Morris: Are there any Pen
Pals who would care to correspond with a
Pennsylvania girl of eighteen? I enjoy all
sports, am interested in every ome and
everything, and promise to be a steady
correspondent. I'll exchange snapshots,
and tell you more about myself in my first
letter. How about it, girls? I'll be waiting!

LoneLy VEE.

Exchange news with Aileen A.

Dear Miss Morris: Please print my
plea for Pen Pals. I'm a very lonely girl
of almost fifteen, have fair hair, blue eyes,
enjoy all sports, write long letters, and my
ambition is to be a nurse. I would love
to exchange news and views with girls
everywhere and of any age. Il also ex-
change snapshots. Come on, girls, let’s get
acquainted. AILEEN A,
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Berthene will tell you about her
travels.

DEear Miss Morris: Who'll write to a
lonely girl of seventeen? I live in Montana,
have traveled in thirty-eight States in the
Union, also in Canada and Mexico. I'd
like to hear from girls of any age, will ex-
change snapshots, souvenirs, and promise
some interesting replies. Please, girls, write
to me. BERTHENE.

Who’ll take her for a Pen Pal?

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a married
woman thirty years of age, and although I
have a darling baby, I get very lonesome
as my husband works nights. I like movies,
collecting stamps, knitting, sewing, and I
also draw a little. T'll try hard to make
my letters interesting, and promise prompt
replies. HawTHORNE MRS,

This Canadian girl loves to write
letters.

Dear Miss Morris: Here’s an S O S
from a Canadian girl. I'm fairly popular
with boys and girls, and not really lone-
some, but I love to write letters and hope
Pals everywhere will drop me a line. I like
skating, hiking, swimming, and other sports.
TI'll gladly tell you anything you would like
to know about Canada. Try me, girls.

CANADIAN JEANNETTE.

Two sisters from the “wild” West.

Dear Miss Morris: We are two sisters
from South Dakota, twenty-one and sixteen
years of age. Both of us have blond hair,
love to dance, ride horseback, and enjoy
all outdoor sports. We are very lonely,
and would be very happy if girls every-
where would answer our plea. We'll gladly
tell you all about the West too, if you're
interested. MyRTLE AND ELSIE.

Sweet sixteen and talented! Make

her your Pen Pal.

Drar Miss Morris: Won’t you please
find room for my plea? I'm a slim young
girl with brown hair, blue eyes, and just
sweet sixteen. My hobby is drawing, and
I will gladly send a sample of my talent
to any one who is interested. I'll also
exchange snapshots. I really enjoy reading

-and writing letters, so please, girls, give

me a chance to be your Pen Pal.
Bese.
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X-Marine has lots to write about.

DeAr Miss Morris: I've read your
Friendliest Corner for some time, and hope
you can help me find some Pen Pals. I'm
a broad-minded young man, and feel sure
that I can make my fetters interesting. 1
would especially like to hear from Pals who
live in Cincinnati or Columbus, Ohio, and
promise to answer all letters received. I’ll
exchange photographs. X-MARINE.

Talk things with Miss
Charleston.

Dear Miss Morris: This is South
Carolina calling! I'm a friendly girl twenty-
one years of age, enjoy sports, dancing,
horseback riding, will exchange snapshots,
picture post cards, and be a true friend to
any one who cares to get in touch with me.
T’ll answer all letters as soon as I receive
them. If you don’t believe it, just write
to me and see. Miss CHARLESTON.

over

Full of pep and ready for Pals!

Dear Miss Morris: Hi, Pals. Who'll
be the first to write to me? I'm a peppy
high-school girl fifteen years of age, love to
write long, chummy letters, will exchange
snapshots with all Pals who answer my

lea, and _promlse to be a true-blue friend.

y favorite hobby is dancing. Come on,
all you Pals everywhere, let’s get started!

JACQUELYN.

Tennis enthusiasts, write to her.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a girl of
eighteen and would love to correspond
with Pen Pals who are keen about tennis,
but promise to answer all letters. I have
brown hair and eyes, a friendly disposition,
enjoy swimming, skiing, dancing, and my
favorite sport is tennis. I have loads of
interesting things to talk about, so please,
girls, answer my plea. Min-Min.

Nurse Rosa wants to hear from
every one.

DEAr Miss Morris: 1 have found your
Friendliest Corner very interesting, and
hope that some of the Pals will write to
me. I'm a graduate nurse in a State hos-
pital. I'm in my early thirties, but want
to hear from girls of any age. I enjoy
reading, making friends, and feel sure that

I could write interesting letters. Won't
some one please answer my plea?
NursE Rosa.

. lege studies.
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Boys, give Friendly Phil a hand.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a young fel-
low nineteen years of age, an han, and
at present working in a reforestation camp.
I collect autographs, like to take and col-
lect photographs, and hope that boys all
over the country will write to me. Tl
exchange photos and promise to answer all
letters received. FrienoLy PHIL.

This city girl would like some
ranch Pals.

DEear Miss Morris: I hope to make a
lot of friends through your Corner. I'm a
Texas girl, live in the city, and would love
to hear from girls who live on ranches. T’ll
exchange snapshots, and promise faithfully
to answer every letter received. Won'’t all
you girls everywhere please try me? -

MirTTIE.

Girls, compare notes with Haw-
thorne Pal.

Dear Miss Morris: Here’s a plea from
a dark-haired, hazel-eyed girl of sixteen. I
would love to have some Pen Pals from all |
over the world. I am interested in every-
thing girls of my age enjoy, and would like
to hear about the activities of other Pen
Pals. T've a friendly disposition, and get
along well with any one. Pals, won’t you
please take a chance on me? Tl be a real
friend. HawtHORNE PAL.

Sally S. hails from New York.

Dear Miss Morris: I am an American
girl of Polish descent, nineteen years of
age, live in Brooklyn, New York, and would
like to correspond with Pals everywhere.
I enjoy fishing, dancing, sewing, making
friends, and really love to write long, newsy
letters. I also collect stamps. Please,
girls, write to me. Tl exchange snapshots
with any one. : SaLry 8.

A Pal from the smallest State in
the Union.

DEArR Miss Morris: I'm sending out
an S O S for Pals everywhere. I'm a young
man twenty-five years of age, live in Rhode
Island, promise prompt and cheerful re-
plies to all letters received, and would
especially like to hear from young men
interested in medicine, the navy, and col-
Who'll be the first to write?

* Pascoaa.
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THE FRIEND IN NEED

Department Conducted by

Laura Alston Brown

Well-known Authority on Love and Marriage

Mrs. Brown will be glad to solve in these pages 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 in the

department, 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,
79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.
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OME men seem only too ready
to take advantage of any assist-
ance a woman offers, because

they know that most women are
ruled by their hearts and easily fall
for a hard-luck story. But a woman
never fails to cheer, comfort, and
sympathize with the man she loves,
even to the extent of offering ma-
terial help.

I often receive letters from girls
who have loaned money to men
friends, only to find that romance
and finance do not mix. Love can-
not last long when a man lacks
character, and if he does not hesitate
to accept money from a girl under
ordinary circumstances, before long
his feeling for her changes to resent-
ment and sometimes contempt. In
most cases a girl is parted not only
from her money, but from the man
as well.

Dear Mrs. BRown: I am an unhappy
and puzzled girl of twenty. There is no
one else I can talk to about my problem,
so won’t you try to help me?

Shortly after I found my first job a year
and a half ago, I met a young man six
years my senior. I know it was love with
me almost at first sight, and I had no rea-
son to believe that he was not as sincere

as he appeared to be. He was working
only two or three days a week, and we
could not afford to go anywhere except to
a movie about once a week, and the rest
of the time we either stayed home or went
for a walk. But I didn’t mind that; I was
happy just to be with him.

About four months after we met he lost
his part-time job and did not find anything
until seven weeks ago. During the time
that he was not working things were hard
for him. He rooms with his married sister,
but her husband has never liked Tom, and
although he knew that Tom didn’t have
any money, he wouldn’t even give Tom
enough for cigarettes.

Naturally, I felt terribly sorry for him.
Whenever we went out I paid for both of
us. I did not miss the small loans I gave
Tom because I was working and making
a fair salary, and I also had a little money
saved up.

One day Tom and I were talking and
he said that if he had a hundred dollars
he could buy a partnership in a printing
shop. Tom didn’t know any one he could
borrow from, so I offered to lend him the
money. He seemed awfully happy about
it, and felt sure that he could start paying
me back in small amounts almost at once.

In the meantime, we knew we couldn’t
get married until Tom made enough to
provide a home for us, and somehow our
emotions forced us into foolish ways. If I
had only been wiser, I wouldn’t have so
much to regret.. But I loved him so much
that nothing seemed wrong, and we were
s0 happy together.
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Tom and his friend did not make out as
well as they expected with the printing
shop, and he sometimes said that he was
disappointed because he couldn’t start pay-
ing me back. I didn’t dream that I was
going to be disappointed altogether. But
that’s what happened. Tom had a quarrel
with this man, and was told to get out if
he didn’t want to stay. At least that’s
what Tom told me. Anyway, he left, but
promised to pay me back just as soon as
he found work.

A month ago he found a very nice job,
but began acting queer. On the nights I
expected him to come to see me he was
either late, or sent his little nephew to tell
me he couldn’t see me. When I did see
him, he made no mention of paying back
the money he had borrowed, though he did
say that he had to get himself some new
clothes because he had to look nice, and
that later he’d be able to take care of his
debt.

Last week I received a letter from him
with the information that the plant closed
down, and since he had no prospects of
getting other work it would be better if we
didn’t see each other for a while. He said
he was sorry that things turned out this
way, and that when he can he’ll pay me
back.

I've sent him three letters, and even
telephoned him, but couldn’t get in touch
with him, nor did he answer my letters. I
don’t dare tell my folks about the money.
My sister is the only one who knows, and
she says I've been all kinds of a fool, and
that I might as well make up my mind and
forget Tom. She thinks he never really
loved me, but went with me only because
I was easy, and that he has no intentions
of ever paying back any of the money he
owes me.

I'm so blue and worried I can’t sleep
or eat properly because all this is always
on my mind. Of course, I am terribly dis-
appointed in Tom, but I still care for him

and want him back. Do you think that-

when he finds work he will come back to
me? I’'ll be anxiously waiting for your
advice. FLORENCE.

It seems that when a girl begins
lending money to a man friend, nine
times out of ten the experience
brings only unhappiness to her.
And although in some cases it may
not be a mistake to help a man, pro-
viding he shows in every way that
he is making all possible effort to get
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back on his feet and repay the loan,
he begins to feel inferior and resent-
ful instead of being grateful to the
girl for lending a helping hand.

I am truly sorry I cannot tell you
if Tom will ever come back to you.
However, try not to let this unhappy
experience break your heart, my
dear. It may be that he loves you,
but is weak and too easily influenced
by conditions. Perhaps, too, he is
ashamed of his weakness and em-
barrassed because he has not as yet
paid back the money he borrowed
from you.

But if you consider the fact that
he has taken all your. love, as well
as your money, accepted your sacri-
fices, and now turns away from you
without any apparent consideration
for your feelings, it might be better
if you made up your mind to forget
a man who has taken everything
and given nothing. Busy yourself
with other interests, and it will not
be so hard to forget.

DeAr Mrs. Brown: I'm a boy of nine-
teen. For several years I have been in
love with a girl two years my junior. We
used to see each other often and got along
fine, but about stx months ago she met a
girl who moved into our neighborhood, and
since then my friend seems to have changed.

This girl asks my girl friend to go on
blind dates, and they go out with any fel-
low who has the money to take them places.
Before that my girl friend—I'll call her
Edith—never went out unless it was with
some one she knew. But since she met
this new girl they have been going to dances
four and five times a week, and she has be-
come a different girl.

We hadn’t been going steady; I encour-
aged her to date other boys, and she did.
I didn’t mind, as long as she had a good
time and I knew the boys were all right.
The last time we had a date I tried to talk
to her, and she told me that she didn’t
care to go out with me any more. She
said she wanted to be entirely free to go
with any one she wished, and that maybe
in a year or two when we were older we’d
get together again.

I've asked her to stop going with this
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girl, I've heard different boys say she has
a poor reputation, but Edith thinks she is
all right. Her parents like me; they don’t
know that Edith and I are not as good
friends as we once were, and I don’t know
whether or not I should tell them. I don’t
want to make any trouble for Edith.

" DI’ve cared for Edith ever since we first
met; I guess I always will. She tells me
to go ahead and date other girls, and I
could have other friends, but somehow I
don’t care to date any one else. Should I
stop coaxing her to go out with me? I'd
hate to break with her. On the other hand,
if I wait until she wants to go out with
me, we may never get together agai}).

OE.

For the time being, my boy, it
may be best to let the matter rest.
Meanwhile, since Edith has sug-
fested the idea herself, why not be
riendly with other girls? Perhaps
if she becomes convinced that you
are no longer waiting around for her,
and are interested in some one else,
she will be eager to go with you
again.

However, you must not forget
that you are both very young and
really have plenty of time for
romance and serious thoughts of
love. Although you have been good
friends with Edith for several years,
it is quite possible that you are fond
of her without being actually in
love.

Give yourself a chance to culti-
vale other friendships; go out with
hoys and girls in a group, find a
hobby, take a lively interest in out-
door sports, and in time your prob-
lem will take care of itself. Con-
tinue being friendly with Edith, but
avoid rushing matters.

Dear Mers. Brown: I'm in desperate
need of advice, and because my parents
often open my mail, I am going to ask you
to please answer through your department.

I am a girl of eighteen; I know that I'm
in the wrong, but I can’t seem to break
away from this terrible force that is tear-
ing at my very soul. I have been going
out with different boys for four years and
have never before experienced anything like
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.this, so I believe that I have found real

love. I know no one approves of a girl
falling for a man who happens to be mar-

ried, but that’s my trouble. Please try to

help me. I can’t talk to my parents about

;:lbis man; they don’t even know I go with
im.

I met him six months ago; he talked of
getting a divorce before I even thought of
falling in love with him. He still speaks
of getting his freedom, but seems to think
that the final break should be made by
his wife. I have tried to convince him
that he should stay with her, and that it
would be better if we didn’t see each other
any more, but both of us feel that it is im-
possible to give each other up.

Although I believe that he is sincerely
in love with me, I've tried more than once
to forget him; but we are both miserable,
so what can be done? We know that if we
break up we would go back together again.

I hate myself for feeling this way about
him; what can I do? I often go out with
young people of my own age, but I never
have a good time. He knows I have other
dates; I've never lied to him. He takes
me out whenever it’s convenient, and al-
though he never asks questions I always
tell him where I've been and with whom.

We have never done anything wrong,
except to fall in love with each other, but
there are times when I'm afraid that some-
thing might happen which we will regret. Is
there any solution to a problem like mine?
If it would help matters, I'd go away—
leave home and try to find work in another
city. But he says that if I leave he will
come after me.

Twice I have told him not to come to
see me any more, and I really meant it.
But I couldn’t forget him. I know it is all
wrong for me to spend any time thinking
about him, but I can’t help myself. I
always meet him at different places, and
hate sneaking around like this, but we
can’t meet openly. Only my closest girl
friend knows about him.

Recently an old friend of my dad’s
moved into our neighborhood. This man
has a son of twenty-two, and lately the boy
seems to find me interesting. I've been out
with him a few times, and my folks are
delighted. They seem to think that we
would make a nice couple, and mother has
hinted more than once how nice it would
be if some day I married Al. But although
he’s a very nice boy, I feel I can never
care for any one as long as this other man
is on my mind.

As I said before, I know I am not doing
the right thing, but how can I straighten
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things out? I feel as if I can never forget
this man, Ava.

No doubt many another girl finds
herself in the same predicament.
But if she is a girl of character, she
- will determine to clear up a pre-
carious situation of this kind with-
out further delay, and make up her
mind definitely to give a more de-
serving young man a chance. For-
getting a married man is not as
difficult as it may seem, if you can
put your own emotions into the
background fer a moment, and see
the whole matter from a rational
point of view.

First of all, my dear, even if you
do not feel entirely convinced, make
believe there is no such word as
“can’t”; break with this man and do
not permit yourself to see him again.
Any man who claims to be sincere,
and yet continues living with his
wife, is not sincere, no matter what
you would like to believe.

If you keep your mind occupied
with thoughts other than of your
own feelings, and deliberately set out
to make new friends and go out
with them, you may not at first
have as good a time as you would
like, but little by little, you will be-
gin to enjoy the company of other
men. In the end you will surely
find that other people do interest
you, and that giving your affection
to a man who can offer you a wed-
ding ring is the best course any girl
can follow.

Life is filled with all sorts of
anxieties, but you must be honest
with yourself, and face things as
they really are. So clear up this
situation without further delay.
You will not regret it.

DEar Mrs. BRown: I've just finished
reading your department, and could not re-
sist the temptation to add my comments.
I hope you can find room for my letter.

The letter I have in mind 1s from a
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young man who complained that girls he
met never gave him a chance because he
happens to be plain-looking, and that most
girls prefer a man who has a good-lookin
face. This young man said he had ?‘j
manners, dressed neatly, and felt very hurt
because of the way girls have treated him.
I’d like to say a few words to the girls, if
I may. In the first place, girls, why don’t
you make a resolution to be more kind and
considerate to the plain men—tall, short,
thin or fat? After all, doesn’t it add to a
girl’s popularity if different boys can say
that she is thoughtful and considerate, as
well as friendly, and that she gives a fel-
low a chance to enjoy a girl’s companion-

shi&?

hat I mean is, you girls won’t die on
the spot if you give a plain-looking fellow
one date a week. I'm speaking mostly to
the average girls. Those who are very
pretty and have loads of boys trailing after
them all the time won’t put themselves out
for any one. It seems that beauty and
selfishness go together—or am I wrong?

I'm sure, my dears, that the plain-look-
ing boys will appreciate having a chance
to date you. And, after all, you don’t have
to marry a boy simply because you are
friends with himm. He’ll appreciate your
thoughtfulness, and you’ll feel better by
having an additional admirer.

I would certainly like to see a few letters
in this department as to how the girls who
took my advice made out. And if you girls
do not want to take my advice, won't you
write and tell me why?

A FrienoLy SouL.

Don’t you agree with me, family,
that there is a carload of sensible

"advice in the above letter? Many a

plain-looking boy could show a girl
a very nice time if she rated high in
friendliness. What’s your answer to
A Friendly Soul?

Dear Mrs. BRown: I suppose a girl of
nearly twenty should know her own mind
but I'm so undecided, and thought you
could help me out.

Two years ago I started going with a
boy whom I met through a relative. I
went with Bud for about a year, and then
we quarreled. I felt sure at that time that
I loved him, and cried myself sick. He
had often said he hoped that some day
we would be married, but after we quar-
reled Bud went away and I didn’t see him
for months.

After he left town I thought I'd better
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stop thinking so much about him and
started dating other boys. I met two dif-
ferent boys who thought a lot of me, but
I didn’t want -any one to get serious be-
cause I couldn’t seem to forget Bud.

Then Bud came home again and we
started going together once more. But
somehow we couldn’t get along as before,
because he.insisted that I drop all my other
friends, and I didn’t want to. I thought
if I dated other boys now and then he
would not be so sure of me. But we broke
up again, and now he is going with a girl
who I am sure will ruin his life.

This girl is six years his senior, and has
had oodles of boy friends. It seems that
she makes a practice. of letting them get
serious about her and then leaves them
flat. In the meantime, she is always out
for any presents the boys can afford to
give her.

I suppose if I did give up the other
boys Bud would drop this girl and we
would be friends again. But on the other
hand, Bud’s friends seem to think that this
girl is serious about him. But she is look-
ing for a husband and they hate to see him
marry her.

Should I do anything to break them up,
if only for Bud’s sake? If I were sure that
Bud cared for me I'd know what to do, but
1 have never been able to feel certain that
he loves me. Please try to suggest some-
thing that will help me straighten this out
in my mind. MYRTLE.

Well, my dear, since Bud seems to
prefer this other girl why do any-
thing about it? Besides, if his boy
friends are so anxious to help him,
they should try to convince him
that he would not be happy with
this girl.

Although Bud’s pride might have
been piqued when you refused to
drop your other friends, if he had
really cared for you, Myrtle, you
can be sure that he would not have
given up your friendship altogether.
No doubt it is the average young
man’s natural reaction that if one
girl refuses to be ordered around by
him, he at once begins to show off
that other girls are eager to date
him. But where real love exists, it is
likely to make the man more anxious
for the girl’s favor.
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And so, my dear, if you still have
hopes of winning Bud some day, it
will hardly do you any good to break
in on his friendship with this girl.
Give the whole thing more time, and
meanwhile continue going with
other boys.

Desr Mgrs. BrRown: I'm a girl in my
teens, and several months ago I was fortu-
nate enough to find my first job. I get
only a small salary, but give it all at home,
and in return mother gives me car fare and
lunch money.

The trouble is that when I come home
at six o’clock—I live an hour’s ride from
the place where I work—I am tired, and
would love to rest a little and sometimes
go out with my girl friends, but my mother
expects me to do the housework, wash the
supper and sometimes lunch dishes. I don’t
mind taking care of my clothes; I think
every girl should do that herself. But don't
you think my mother is unfair in asking
me to do what I consider should be her
work?

It isn’t as if we were all alone. I have
two brothers, and both are working. So
you see there are quite a few dishes to
wash, and the house could be straightened
up two and three times a day after them
as they are a little careless.

I have tried to tell my mother that I
want to pay her six dollars a week board.
I make only ten dollars and fifty cents a
week, and sometimes I stay overtime so
that gives me a little extra money, but she
won’t listen to me. She believes that as
long as a girl lives home, no matter what
her age, she should give all her money at
home and help take care of the house.

Mother is never sick; I really don’t know
why she should complain that she is al-
ways too busy to do everything. If I have
to do all my work at the office, she ought
to be able to do her share at home. She
doesn’t have to go out to work because
my brothers give her a fair allowance every
week on which to run the house. I didn’t
really have to get a job, but after I finished
high school I wanted to feel a little inde-
pgrl)dent and be self-supporting like other
girls.

I never have time to go out with my
friends, and often when I can go to a show
or a dance with a boy, I have to refuse be-
cause mother wants me to do something
else. And by the time I get through
straightening up the house and doing the
dishes at night I'm too tired to do any-
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thing but go to bed. I will greatly appre-
ciate your opinion of my problem.
Unnarry GIRL.

It is hardly fair on the part of
any mother who is well and strong
enough to attend to the household
herself, to expect a working daugh-
ter to do housework and dishes after
working hours. I have no desire to
encourage a strained relationship
between mother and daughter, but
if you work hard all day, and your
hours are long, you need rest and
recreation, the natural enjoyments
that should be a part of every one’s
youth.

It is commendable, and to your
credit, that you preferred to find a
job rather than fall back upon your
brothers to support you. And if
you are earning slightly over ten
dollars a week, you are entitled to
a little more than lunch and car-
fare money. In fact, offering to pay
six dollars a week for your board is
quite an ample sum and should
satisfy your mother.

Talk things over with your
mother and try to work out a
schedule whereby you will give her
some help at home when she needs
it, but not to the point where it
seriously interferes with your friend-
ships. Explain your side of the
story, and leave it to her good judg-
ment and sense of fairness to do the
right thing.

Dear Mgrs. BrowN: I'm an engaged
girl of eighteen and don’t know whether to
go on making plans for my marriage in
the near future, or call everything off. My
fiancé is very sensitive, and I always have
to stop and think before I can tell him
anything.

Here is the whole problem: Just be-
cause we are engaged he thinks he can
come to see me any time, and that I must
always be ready for him. I can never do
things as I wouﬂl like to do them. I mean,
he comes over every evening, and although
he says he wants me to continue seeing my
old friends, I never have any time for them
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because he is always around and he can’t
seem to understand that.

Another thing is that I'm awfully fond of
dancing, tennis, and swnmmmg He doesn’t
care for any sports, or going to a show,
and says dancing is a good way of getting
all tired out. Much as I believe I care for
him, I have begun to wonder whether we
can make a go of it if we marry.

Very often when we spend the evening
together at my home we quarrel about
some little thing, and then he is peeved for
hours and often days later he continues
talking about it.

He makes a good salnry, and his mother
has said she will give us their small house
when we marry; she intends to live in a two-
room apartment near her married daughter.
So I know that Dick can provide for me
well enough.

Considering all I have told you, do you
think we could be happy together? My
folks think everything will straighten itself
out after I'm married to Dick, but I'm be-
ginning to doubt that. Please tell me what
you think. L. J.

Opposites often attract, and when
in love we are tempted to make con-
cessions, but people who live in two
entirely different worlds where likes
and dislikes are coencerned, rarely
get along as well as they had
hoped to.

Friendship can exist between two
people who do not like the same
things, but marriage is a different
story. Two of the important props
in marriage are the ability to see
things from the same point of view,
and a genuine enjoyment of the
same things. And although I do not
want to discourage you, my dear, it
seems to me that if you do not be-
lieve you and your fiancé are suited
to one another, marriage will only
make things harder for both of you.

I would suggest that you give
yourself plenty of time to consider
this matter from other than the
material angle. Forget, for the mo-
ment, the fact that this young man
can provide well for you, and make
a further comparison of the dif-
ferences in your general make-up.



ADVERTISING SECTION

STABLISHING new mileage records on cars in all sec-
tions of the country, the Vacu-matic again scores in a
new speed record established by Bob McKenzie transcon-
tinental automobile champion. Los Angeles to Chicago —
2,322 miles in 39 hours and 42 minutes— driving 75 and 80
t0 maintain a speed average of 59.7 miles per hourl
Here is speed—a gruelling grind—where quick accelaration,
greater top speed — and less stops for gasoline mean those
precious moments saved that make new speed records possible.
The same Vacu-matic that helped Bob McKenzie establish this speed
cecoed and gave him such fine gas savings is now available for all
cac owners. It is positively automatic—simple to install—igezpea’
6ive—and pays for itself many times over in gas savings

Z= o - Nothing Like It!
Vacu-matic is entirely_different!: It operates on the supet»
charge principle by automatically adding a charge of extra
oxygen, drawn free from the outer air, into the heart of the
gas mixture. It is entirelly AUTOMATIC and allows the
motor to “breathe” at the correct time, opening and closing
automatically as required. No idl-
ing troubles—no carburetor adjust-
ments necessary. It is so simple it
will amaze you—so practical it will
save you many dollars on gas cost
Fits All Cars
VACU-MATIC is constructed of ik
parts, assembled and fused into one unit,,
correctly adjusted and ~at_the'
fggmp‘v:‘ . Nothing to regulate. Ez_sil’
in ten

Fhe VACU-MATIC Co. Wauwatpse, Wik

Agents and
Galesmen

VACU-MATIC offers
~a -splendid opportunity
for unusual sales and
profits. Valuable terri-
tories aow being as-
signed. Check and mail
coupon.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements

.

§ New Supe r_.a_:_"-}l arge:

bt "-princ'iple 5

¥ SAVES GAS'

Cuaranteed Gas Savings

VACU-MATIC must prove itself on every carn [€fs
guaranteed to give worthwhile gas savings, quicker pick-up
and more power, or it costs you nothing, “On my V-8
Ford it works miracles”, says Ralph Fields, James Seeley
—*“On an International Truck on a round trip to Cleve
land, 385 miles, it saved 19 gallons of gas.” A. V. Grove
—"On the Buick it showed 5 miles more per gallon.” F}
S. Peck—"I average 22 miles per gal. on my Plymouth,
an increase of 7 miles, for a saving of $15.00 a month, or
$180.00 a year.” Wm. Lyons—*Averaged 25 miles on a
eal with 8 Model A Ford at 40 miles per hour.”

Free Details’

You owe it to yourself ®0 know all about this remarkable
discovery. Mail the coupon below. Start saving gas with
VACU-MATIC and enjoy a new driving thrill] There's
no obligation—s0 get the facts now! Write todayl/

THE VACU-MATIC COMPANY
0 7617-240 W. State St, Wauwatosa, Wia
. Gentlemen: Please send me full particulars concerning the
Vacu-matic and details of your Free Offer., This of course
§ does net obligate me in aoy way.

g
§ Name c.oiiigeseecrsisosssccsscetececeicococcccennaed

. Address ......000 csesssccecsen *
(] City ceoeovnese 000000000 0000000 eers State.c..evesvsese
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Rich red blood

necessary to_prop-

erly nourish and
build up every part of
the body, is especially
promoted by this new
discovery where iron is
needed.

A healthy digestion

which gets ALL the

good out of your
food requires an ade-
quate supply of Vitamin
B. This new discovery
supplies this precious
element.

Normal, regular
3 elimination to re-

move poisonous
waste and thereby pro-
mote health and growth
calls for adequate Vita-
min B. This is the third
purpose.

s
|

THOUSANDS GAIN 10 TO 25 LBS.

7 DOCTORS NOW KNOW
THOUSANDS NEEDNT BE

SKINNY

Posed by professional models

QUICK — WITH NEW 3-WAY TREATMENT

MAZING gains in weight are reported with this
sensational new 3-way discovery. Even if you
never could gain an ounce before, remember thou-
sands have put on solid, naturally attractive flesh
this new, easy way — i just a few weeks!

And not only has this new triple-acting treatment
brought normal, good-looking pounds, but also nat-
urally clear skin., freedom from indigestion and
constipation, glorious new pep.

New body-building discovery

Scientists recently discovered that thousands of
people are thin and rundown for the single reason
that they do not get enough digestion-strengthening
Vitamin B and blood-enriching iron in their daily
food. Now the richest known source of body-building
Vitamin B is cultured ale yeast. By a new process
the finest imported cultured ale yeast is now concen-
trated 7 times, making it 7 times more powerful. Then
it is combined with 3 kinds of iron, pasteurized
whole veast and other valuable ingredients in little
tablets known as Ironized Yeast tablets.

If vou, too, need these vital elements tc build you
up. get these new triple-acting Ironized Yeast tab-
lets from your druggist today. Then, day after day

as you take them, watch flat chest develop and
skinny limnbs round out to natural atlractiveness.
Constipation and indigestion from the same .cause
vamsh, skin clears to nmormal beauty, new health
comes — you're a new person.

Money-back guarantee

No matter how skinny and rundown you may be
from lack of suflicient Vitamin 13 and iron, these
new 3-way Ironized Yeast tablets should build you
up in just a few weeks, as they have thousands of
others. If vou are not delighted with the benefits of
the very first package, your money will be instantly

refunded.
Special FREE offer!

To start you building up vour health right away,
we make this absolutely ¥FRISK offer. urchase a
package of Ironized Yeast tablets at once, cut out
the seal on the box and mail it to us with o clipping
of this paragraph. We will send you @ fascinating
new book on health, ‘“New KFacts About Your Body."”
Remember, results with the very first package — or
money refunded. At all druggists. Ironized Yeast
Co., Inc., Dept. 5010, Atlanta, Ga.




‘Um-m-m

What a

swell cook

Oveén that ““Floats in Flame”

Prize Winners at Expositions and Fairs
the country over praisc Kalamazoo
uality, and ‘‘th oven that fioats in
ame.”” Read about the
wonderful oven in NEW
catalog.

Combination
Gas and Coal
Ranges

Coal and
Wood Ranges

A Kalamazoo
et Direct toYou”

Circulating Heaters

| Mother always said |
would be a good cook
if | got @ Kalamazoo.
She had one for over
| 30 years.”

Mail Coupon Today

SAVE at Factosy Prices

for NEW, FREE CATALOG

Because You Will Make Big Savings at FACTORY PRICES

Beautiful New Stoves
Mail coupon for the bigger, more
colorful Kalamazoo FREE Catalog
—just out. Nearly 200 Styles and
Sizes of Heaters, Ranges, Furnaces.

Factory Prices

Get FACTORY PRICES for
New Coal and Wood Heaters,
Oil Ranges, New Porcelain Enamel
Coal and Wood Ranges, New Com-
bination Gas, Coal and Wood
Ranges, New Gas Stoves, Fur-
naces. New color combinations,
new features such as Copper
Reservoirs, Non-Scorch Lids, En-
ameled Ovens.
Cash or Easy Terms—

18c a Day—Year to Pay
More Bargains than in 20 big stores
—Cashor easy terms—Terms aslittle
as 18c a day for stoves—Year to pay.

Circulating Heaters

30 Days Trial—

Satisfaction Guaranteed
30 Days Trial in your home to prove
Kalamazoo Quality —24-hour ship-
ments — Satisfaction guaranteed or
money back.
Over 1,000,000 Satisfied Users
Kalamazoo has been in business more
than 3 of a century. Over 1,000,000
satisfied Kalamazoo customers. Don’t
select a new stove anywhere until you
see the Kalamazoo charts that tell
you how to judge stove quality. FREE
with Catalog. Mail coupon now.

KALAMAZOO STOVE CO., Mifrs.
2329 Rochester Ave., Kaizamazoo, Mich.
Warehouses: Utica, N. Y.; Youngstown,

Ohio; Reading, Pa.; Springfield, Mass.

1
1Kalamazoo Stove Co., Mira.
12329 Rochester Ave.,

Kalamazoo, Mich.

GasRanges ] Furnaces )
il Ranges ] Gas RangesJ






