


WRITING
~ ORDERS

“Thé world’s ONLY complelt% nationally advertised nylon hosiery
A line actually guaranteed agamst runs, snags or excessive wear, RE- -
. GARDLESS OF CAUSE! It’s amazing, but true! No matter what the.
. J ‘cause—hard use or deliberate abuse—Kendex nylons are replaced

FREE if they run, snag or become unfit for wear within entire guar-
antee period! Every weight from sheerest 15 denier to heavy 70
"I~-denier—all gauges up-to luxury 60 "au«'e—all sizes, lengtha, popular
: shades, fancy heela, black séams—f ull fa:hloned and seamless, Noth--
ing is missing to make sure every woman is pleased. In spite of the.
“amazing guarantee, retail postige prepaid prices are no higher than
comparable quality national brands. Should free replacement be
necessary, actual cost is cut|in half! How could any woman possibly
. { resist saving money and solving her hosiery,problems? NOT SOLD
IN ST ORES Men and women wanted NOW, spare or full time, to
write orders and earn big money. You can get ordera even lf you
never sold a thmg in your lllfe'

5

£

Man or woman—young or .old iYOU can easily earn slead) |lncome, spare or full time. No money or
evpenence needed. We supply EVERYTHING free and set you up in business at OUR expense. Noth-

- ingto buy -or deliver. Write orders. We deliver and collect. Big advance pay plus hugé cash bonus
that increases your earnings up to 40%! Your name and address on postcard will bring you. sample
stocking; self-selling sales books with FULL COLOR nllustrauons‘ 32-page sales manual showing you
easy. steps 1o siccess; color cards, freé “door openers” worth]$1 each but which you give away free;

" special plan to have others sell for. you, eic., etc. You can start making money the minute you receive

the Lomplele F REE outfits! . _ .

SEND NO MONEY. Pay nothing now or later. No .obligation. Not
" even a promise to return outfits. Simply write your name and address
on &-penny posteard and ‘mail to. us. We'll immediately - rush you
everythmg you need. FREE and poslage prepald WRITE TODAY'

‘ ORATION = BABYLON 29, N. Y.

” . . -




AFTER TWO DAVS //U/V?'//VG IN: 7'/‘/5
NORTH WOODS IT LOOKS LIKE".-
STEVEAND, BILL HAVE. FOU/VD

THE/E BUCK BUrT. THEN. o o

TTSAYS . lM ¥ WONDER

J-BOBBY HOPKINS' ¥

s MOVIN' MUCH TILL LATE W SUPPOSE wE
. Bi,0 AFTERNOON. WHY NOT [ COULD CLEAN fiie
[\ KNOCK OFF AND HAVE /3

A BITE WITH US 2

4 |.ovenuP. HOPE
>~ OF FINDING,

{'MEN, TO'ENJOY QUICKER, EASIER SHAVES
AT A SAVING. . .TRY THIN GILLETTES/

THESE ARE THE KEENEST, LONGEST -
LLASTING BLADES IN THE LOW-PRICE
FIELD. MADE TO FIT YOUR GILLETTE

. RAZOR. PRECISELY, THIN GILLETTES

PROTECT YOU FROM NICKS AND
IRRITATION . BUY THIN -
ETTES
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Owr Family Lives
in L@@ Work Clothes

say the Ervin Engelbachs of Pevely, Mo.

£
Dad in his new

Lee overalls

[ ]
Slim
‘at your sewvice” in L@
Matthed Shirt and Pants

LT
Janet and Ray
in L@@ Riders
(Authentic Western Cowboy
Pants and Jackets)

THE H. D. LEE COMPANY, INC.

Kansas City, Mo. Minncapolis, Minn, Trenton. N.J.
San Francisco, Calif. South Bend, ind.

WORLD'S LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF UNION-MADE WORK CLOTHES  ruec s S ey " e




WII.I. You BE 1 OUT OF 9?

According to - American Med;cal Association “Joumal" oue .
in, every nine ‘persons became a_ hnspital patient last year.

HOSPITALIZATION||[

S!CKNESS or ACCIDENT

Every speeding ambu-

sudden accident or. sick~
ness. Can . you :listen to

-with a. satisfied feeling -

e - ~ that you and your family
’ ‘>, hdve insurance to . help
o pay Hospital and Surgical
T *bills? - If not, you should
—=_1" investigate our new Pro-

individuals “‘and " family
groups at a very small

@ “+ cost that everyone ‘can’
' " afford. We think it is the

newest, most modern and
, up-tb-date Hospital Pro-

ket today. It covers you
_in any. hospital. Tt also
pays benefits . when ‘not

" tient for emergency. hos-
pital treatments. At no

pays for accidental loss of
life and for loss of wages

o OPERATlONS
ACT NOW .o SEND IN TH!S COUPON

v OR A PENNY POSTCARD TODAY . ..
' BEFORS ITiIs TOO LATE. -

( ’ﬂm offer. may Be mthdmwn withiout niotice. ’}

jury:

L WILL CALL,

: AMERICAN LIFE & ACCID!NT INS. co.
) 231-D Amencan Life Bldg., St Louis 8, Mo.
Tell me how 1 can enroll in your NEW Hospital-Surgical

Pian, | understond { am not obligated in the least
Name ....... ,....'..:'...............u-..‘b:..’.';..v....
Street or Box t.do.‘............;.......'..‘....a.._;.....
Town ................... Zons. ... State.‘......"'.

- lance calls attention to -

the screech of a 'siren:

vider Hospltal Surgical .
Plan that is issued to both |

- tection plan on the mary

hospitalized asa bed pa- |
extra cost the policy also -

when in hospxtal for in-

LIKE THE magxcxans a551stant sawed ,
in half at every- performance, Dlane ‘

Austin is-pot one person but two—Irma

and Rocky Kalish, who do thelr writing in
sunny Los Angeles, Cahforma to the ac-
compamment of a baby daughter s chatter.

“To- begm with the petticoat partner. of

the Cotnbination, Irma was born in Newf

York in 1924 and grew up in the big city.
She remembers that" she ‘wrote her  first:
story way back in the eighth grade of ele-
mentary school, for an English assignment.

- And although she can’t or won’t recall the
“plot, it couldn’ t have been too awful be-

cause it pointed ‘her determmatlon toward

a wrxtmg career. L
" In high school and at Syracuse Unwer- .

sity she did the usual stints on school maga-f

 zines and yearbooks and: kept right on aim- -

ing for that career. It was at college, too, *
that romance entered- the picture. One of .
the: girls there had a boy friend stationed, |

" latan air base in Maine whio had a buddy:~
THERE 15 -NO:; OBLIGAT!ON—-NO SALESMAN 4

. And that $ how Irma and Rocky met.«
That sa pretty good start for a 1ove story,

they both think, and maybe,they'll even use'

it some day.
Well, aftér leaving school Irma got a.
job with a publishing firm as assistant to

{ one of the love book editors. The valentine; -

_atmosphere must have agreed with her, be-.
cause she began turning out a steady stream
of love tales mcludmg a.“passel of western-
romance yarns,” and became the editor of:a -
western love magazine. L

’ {Please turn to page 8) e



ELEVISION Hnancs

- Here's YOUR big chancel See how we cam You'll also geo’ D.T.L's colorful “ALL 6" folder, revealing
help you get started .toward a thrilling job or  one of today’s most complete combinotwns of home troining
your own business in one of America’s most odvoMogos. )
[l interesting, promising and fast-growing oppor- - ‘
M tunity fields—TELEVISION, RADIO and ELEC./ EMPLOYMENT SERVICE
B TRONICS. You need no previous experience Upon graduation, D.T.L's
B whatsoever to take advantage of this ©ficient Employment Service
wnusval opportunity. D.T.L’s amazingly effec- will ”“’?’ yov get "‘:”“’ in
five' method enables you to train either at . @ good job In America’s thrill-
Bl home in spare time—or full time in our modern  Ing., newer opportunity fields
Chicago laboratories—followed by Employment ©f Television, - Radio- and
P Service to help you actually get started in this e‘ef"”'“' Or if you prefer,
exciting field. - we'll help yov start o busie.
' " ARMED FORCES noss of your own,
. Should you later' enter the Armed Forces, : .
R you'll find this training @ grand help for
[ gelting - into the interesting and desirable
§ Radio-Electronics branch of the Service, with

‘its opporfunities for Mgber pay and better § DE FOREST’S TRAIING“ INC., Dept. PF-3-H

roting.
M " GET Cgﬂ';lﬂg:'lffs . i :2533 N. Ashland Ave., Chicago 14, Il
il 4 AAN i . K
) OPPSRT?:I?‘I?: ;E:zs °;uum;:,°x'fg9"°v?:x ] Without obligation, 1 would like your Opporiunity News
“to Earn Money in. Television-Radio-Electronics.* ] Bulletin showing “89 Ways to Earn Money in Television~
W's packed with suggestions for making monoy Radio:Electronics™’; also, the folder showing how | may
in this fost-moving new ﬁ eld. 9 prepare 10 get started in this thrilling field,

. ! - Nome.
"._De FOREST’S T AIN[NG |NC N Address

“Cityoorn,

Zone. State.




(©)BIG BUILDING BODKS

12th EDITION FOR
W EXAMINATION
SEND “NO MONEY

Learn to draw plans, esumate be a Hve-wire builder, do remodel-

- ing, contracting. These 9 practical, profusely illustrated books cover

subjects that will help you to get more work and make more money.

. Masonry, concrete forms, carpentry, Steel square, roof framing, con-

struction, plumbing, beating, painting, decorating and many other
subjects. More than 4000 pages -— 2750 illustrations. -

BETTER JOBS — BETTER PAY YP-TO-DATE

A nDationwide building boom is in full- swing EDlT ION
and trained men are needed. .Big opportunities 't"h"“" ':;"“5 are
are always for MEN WHO KNOW HOW. These gaé, MoSt Hpito
books supply quick, easily understood training
and-handy, permanent reference information that
helps solve building problems. -

Coupon Brings' Nine Big Books

for

=t — ————— —— —
T AL SOCIETY.P s since 1898
-Dept. G331 Orexel at- S8th Street Chicago 37‘ .

You may ship me the Up-w -Date edition of.your nine big books,
‘¢ without any obligation to
buy 1 will pay the dnlivery charges only, and if fully satisfied in ten

days, 1 will send you 8$3.00, d ‘after that only $4.00 a month,
until the total price of only 834 80 is paid. I am not obllzated in
any way- unls:s 1 ‘keep the books.

we have ever pub-

lished on these

many gubjects.
Exomlnoﬂon

City State

“T. Please attach-a letter stating your

occupation, cmplovyer’s name

and address, and name and address of at least one business man as 2
reference. Men in service, also please give home address.

v e and turn .
worthless objects into
€old and Silver Treasures

$3% AN HOUR PROFIT

in New Home Business

Thmk of turning 66c worth of materials into a

- profit of $5.00 and more for just a few minutes
of easily learned handiwork. Sounds fantastic— -

rue—as you can mckly vmve without ris! In?

a 8 com, Idtc 8e

t even the inex~

or. womeu can learn the

n:
orienced-old or young—~men
Art of Met-llzm; i‘: few hours, is magic to
- Restore Old Articles by replating in Bronzo. Silver or
Gold. Jump value of *‘dime store’’ articles § to 10
times. Turn leaves, shells, flowers, into Gold uld SI"
ver Gostum Jewelry. Eternalize Baby Shoes and other ,
keopsakes with Iaym of bronze.
PAY ME-NOTHING FOR
THIS INFORMATION.
Men and women both say this is the
most fascinating home operated -
_ business they.can think of. 1tis creative and artist
t D‘i 8. money for every hour you want tov rk. ‘Fun
for the whole family . rtmx and building perma-
ime m!.houz ﬂ-km:

Amaxing Book
Telts HowTo
—do the vork—g:f

set up simple, in.
expensive ‘equip--
ment—whers to
buy materiala —
“what to cl: rga —
how ting

of pure metal
non-motalli ob-.
§ects—~to tenrve .

?'8.

rostoro,
;’o‘ Y ?;’-‘;ﬂ‘l’:&?’ﬁ?&'ﬁ :’tmmy risk. Just send name, ::lt,ll::‘s 0{02032;’
R.E.Brandell, WARNER ELECTRIC im0 the cost. Al
1512 JARVIS, DEPT. 1053, CHICAGO 26, ) i yon sead writh:
. out risking a cont.
' ‘R, E. Brandell, Warner Electric 3
] 1312 arvis, Dopt. 1083, Chicago 26, illinols
' Rush com%ete facts showing how I can start metalizing businesa l
1° ;t home o charge. No obligation. All FREE. 1
i -
| NaME !
g | ADDRESS =
1 oy ZONE_=. STATE o o cecmee §
8 S

dato and complete °

keeping,
| menage. Together they’ve written a book,'a

'ALLESTORY LOVE
(Com‘mued from. page 6) ,f'-'":~

Rocky, meanwhile, was still one of the
millions of men‘in uniform.. He, too, was"

born and bred-in New York and attended
New York University until just before the

‘war broke out. He was peckmg away at a .

typewnter in those days also, and even -

“while in the Army was. working - on short

stories and song 1yr|cs. o . .

After V-] Day, Rocky settled in Los
Angeles. There he turned his hand.to wrtt— :
ing for radio.arid polishing-up those song™
lyrics. - In - March of 1948 he returned 'to -

'New York for.his sister’s weddmg, and at’”

the wedding ran into Irma again. ‘They be-
came engaged right then and there. (Plot -
Number Two for a future love story, say
the Kalishes.) . R

Rocky went nght back to Cahforma and
Iria joined him in. June, bag, baggage and
still editor of the magazine—which the boss
gave_to them for a weddmg present 'I‘hey
were married, and honeymooned on Cata~
lina Island. Rocky likes to "tell” the -ag- .
grieved story of how they had to cirf their-
honeymoon short and rush back to the
mainland because of having to meet a dead-
liie on a novelette they were . working on..
They evened: the score later by using a

‘romantic 'Catalina. background in several

storles

i

And- so Rocky and Irma set up house~u
magazine-keeping and a’ writing

musical comedy “and dozéns and- dozens of
love yarns, Western and dude alike.
There’'ve been no .takers on the’ book or ..
musical yet, but- Irma and Rocky are" still
OptlmlSth. Meanwhlle, they - say; “tt was
nice to have wntten them. ’

‘Rocky’s stxll pluggmg away on those
songs, to00, and lately there’ve been a coupla -
.nibbles from publishers. Irma wishes she
had the. voice.to help him out on- his rec-
ord making. But she can only “sing' ‘one
' (Please turn to page 10) '

v
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CASll lll on your "lDDE“ TM.E“TS

Locked in your mind may be the germ of a valuable idea.
» - « an-undeveloped aptitude . .. a hidden talent. And the
key that can help - unlock those capabilities of yours is
tmining—-—sound practical, down-to-earth training’

Helping men and women bring out the best that’s in
them has been the job of-I.C:S. for more than 58 years.
In every field of industry, yowll find leaders whose skills
were developed through study with I.C. S.

They are the ones who sensed a- latent' ability within
themselves — and who proceeded to do something about it. "

"While others (equally gifted, perhaps) plodded along in

routine jobs, they mastered I.C.S. Courses e qualiﬁed
themselves for rich rewards. , . R

You can develop your hidden talents the same way they '
did. Start today and be ready for tomorrow s opportunities.
Here’s the coupon to' mail:

UOX 3278-!. SCRAN'I’ON 9. PENNA, -
- Without cost or obligation, please md me tull particulars about the course BEFORE which I-have marked X:* -
Business and mical Courses " -, Electrical Courses B Mold Loft Work
Aoademic Courses ; I[Enwnmmx O Efectrical Dratting . {3 Patternmaking—Wood, Meta|
0 Accounting DA g mis! El N O Reading Shop Blueprints
] .mump. s , . Industrial N D sn ot- Metal Drafting
O Business Admu..,"‘non Ci , Mfg. Iron & Steel 3 Lighting Techni Sheet- Metal arlm usmo Drafting_
O Bus. Correspondence r_| Bus. Law OJ Potmloum Reﬁnlnx O Plasties Pnct:cal Electri l:l Ship Fitting {3 Tool Designing .
D) Certified Public Accountl O Pulp and Paper Maki: €1 Power House Electric £ Toolmakin;
“\Q nmercial Art . ?Ivl!'zn%i%ml‘no. gnhltoe- D Ship Electrician o V:zmil’nx—doam Electric
urat an in 'Iﬂ OUTrses ailroa rses
8 ost Accounting o A Dratting lzntolmal gombmtlon Air Brake TS car tnspector
[ First Year College O Build i Aol Technicion rees . " g Diesel L :
O Foremanshi 1 Freach O Civil Engin [u} Coal Mining O e Eroncian. O Aviation (5 ( ineer .
0 Good En; ﬁsg [ High School O Contm:ung and Bullding %} ”:l E ectric : Ot Fireman
§ Higher Mathematics Tl & Highway E D) Diesel Engines = [ Gas Engines 5 L hin
a 'ndustrial Supervisiol 3 Lumber D . Mechanlical Courses . O Railroad Section “oreman
O Motor Traffic 3 Postal Civil Service [J Reading stmctural Blueprints - . ) Aeronautical Engineer's, Jr. [1 Steam and Diesel
O Retailing. [ Retail Bus. Management O Sanitary Engineering s Aimal: Draﬂin: 0 Flight Engmm Sutlonar.y tnginnrlno
O Salesmanship ] Q Drafting O For [ Foundry Work _ Cou
=] &un Lettering. . O Stenography O Structural Engineering 3 He: tals Boulevmm
O Spanish O Traffic Management (3 Surveying and Mapping O Industri . Combus. !nxrg. 0 Engine Running
=] ‘l’yol communlutlom Courses 0O ial instr E Marine Engineeting
. Alr Comfmonlno and 0 Electroni D Meulluuy Power Plant Engr. D Steam Enginees
Plumbing Courses 3 Prac. FM and Television hine Shop Textile Courses
' DA Condllwmnx : D Prac. Telephony  (J Radio Operating D Mu hine Shop inspection O Cotton Manu!mmin 0 Loom Fixing
Hea © [ Plumbing O Radio, General (1 Radio Servicing.3 Mechanical Drafting 0] Rayon Weaving D‘Im;lo Dulnnlns
Remuomm 0O Steam Fi Fltmg O Telegraph Ensmwinx O Mechanical Engineering "0 Woolen Manu mm ng .
Name. i Age. Home Address. i 0y
Cy. —_State Working Howrs— A e
Present Position. __ by
Length of Service " Enroliment under G.t. Bill approved for World War |1 Veterans. Speclal taition rates to members of the Armed Forces: o
. in Wortd War I Canadisn residents send coupon to t Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada,




oo BOOKKEEPER - C. P.A.

The'demend for skilled accountants—amen and women who
_. really know their business—-is increasing. National end state- |
* . legislation' is requiring of business much’ more in the *
.~ way of Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Or- -

ganization, Managcmcnt Finance, Men who'prove their’

qualifications in this important ﬂcld are promoted to
- responsible executive positions. .

Knowledge of bookkeeping unnecessary. 'We train . ..

you from -ground up, or according to your-individual
‘needs. Low cost; easy terms

Send for free 48-page book descnbmg the LaSalle
accountancy training and the oppottunities in this hlghly :
profitable field—plus "Ten Years' Promotion in One

a book which hds helped many men.

LASALLE EXTENSION . UNIVERSITY }
A COIRESPQNDENC! INS"TUT!ON Lo

= iee= 17 S, Doarborn Stroet= o=
Dept. 3334-HR, Chicago 5,111,

- Please send ‘me “Accountancy,
¢he Profession that Pays” ‘— plus
“Ten Years’ Promotion in One™

. . —without oblxgatlon

] Higher Acconntancy :
OC.P.A. Coachlng -
[] Bookkeeping C
. O Law: LL.B. Degreo T
- {1 Business Management
o - {1 Salesmanship -
Q Traffic Management
[w] Foramanshxp
- Q1nd

] Stenotypy
t (Machlno Shotthand)

INBIIE. s s b Ve i o w0 0 00 10 50 w10 v a0 AABE, @i e
Addmh.mm.-.._-'-----\-.--—-m;.r..-u‘

‘ GCity, Zons, Sfd’ﬁ’-.n:----v---n--'nv.-nnv-;- veve,

No Shop
Needed

' Clean and Mothproof
Rugs and Upholstery

Can you quality? . . . If you are dependable, honest and wxlling to
work, send for FREE Booklet explaining how you can become
ssyour own boss” in a growing buginess of your own. You'll use
proven successful methods of estabushed DURACLEAN ' Dealers.
Servioe rendered “‘in the home,” ofﬂcas and publlc bmldlngs Ersy
to learn.

DURACLEAN ‘tleans by absornﬁon! No scrubbing. - No wnldng or
shrinkage. Fabrics dry in just a few hours Dirt, grease and maay
unsightly spots vanish as if by magio . . . colors rev:vo Unholstory

.. -and floor covering last longer.

DURAPROOF kills moths ‘and carpet beetles. M.akas mu.terlal Te-
sistant to bothi Another year 'round service. DURAPROOK to our
¥nowledge, 1 the only m. h proof gervice backed by a National
Money Back, 4 YEAR WARRANTY for your customers protection.

Thess services are Nationally Advertised! Leadlnn furniture and
department stores recommend DURACLEAN Dealer's service.” Al-

most every building in your territory houses a potential customer.

Even auto dealers buy your service to. revive upholstery in used cars.

- Some dealers establish a shop or an office after business has grown.
©Others continue to operate from their own home” Profits up to Sl5
and $20 for a day's service on EACH of your servico men.

Territories ars limited! Write immediately for FREE Booklot and
Easy Terms. No oblipation.

DURAGLEMI 00., 1-673 Duraelean Bldg., Deerfleld Allinois
10 L

ycars to come.

ALL:STORY LOVE

{ Confmued from (mqe 8) :

note she laments, ‘and-.¢ he never writes
them in that note"’: R
Baby Narcy came along a year ago and h

is now guite a grown up -little - girl, who
walks and feeds herself and can.-do more.
damage with her mommy and daddy’s writ-
ing materials. than a bull in a' glassware -

- shop. “But she checks the baby talk in our

love stories for anthentrcxty, Irma and
Rolky say with perfectly straight-faces.
‘And pity. the “poor Californid writers!.
Irma and Rocky do some of their writing :
on the Santa Monica and Malibu. beaches,

their two typewriters on the sand, Naticy
- running around in-a sunsuit, and a coupla
fishing -poles propped up. nearby Just in

case the fish are biting. :

Irma and Rocky. really enjoy wrxtmg to-
gether. They - feel" that" havmg both - thev* )

woman’s and man’s angle on” every story
makes the characters more convincing and.
the dxalogue more true-to-life. And they
Have every' intention of keepmg on with
their work for. many, many long and happy

AN

mcxdentally, whrch

Two-Faced : M oon

“appears in this i 1ssue 'is one of their favorite

stories; because. of “the Cahfornra back-.

' ground and the heavy accent on the love

angle.

And when Trma- and Rocky thmk it
over, maybe’ they’ll come up with a future

. | plot Number Three. That of husband and

wife wrltmg together ..

- Next Month’s All-Story
- F eature'
HONEYMOON?FOR SALE
By | 4
._ Francis ‘Flick




Let Me Set You Up For BIG PROFITS In ‘51!

- You Don't Invesi a l}eni'
.« . Everything Furnished A2

your pocket! Make quick cash—earn liberal advance
commissions from the first hour you work! You have
none the usual store expenses. of rent. light,

eat, etc.—no investment in costly stock.
%JE FURNISH EVERYTHING YOU NEED—SHOW YOU
0 MAKE BIG

MONEY FROM THE

VERY START!
- Get nto this business of never-ending de-
mand, because EVERYONE WEARS SHOES!

soon have a ‘full-time, ever-growing,
profitable lu;tlme business for youruelll

OVER 160 FAST-SELLING
STYLES FOR MEN & WOMEN
alr-eooled styles lead a
ling n the

latest styles, and
com{irt-features

Popular,

)
finest_leathers,
the EXCLUSIV!

3
Sport, dress, work shoes for
men en—~EXTRA
profits with !.eather Jackets,

Raincoate, Wool Shirts, etc. xi

EXTRA PROFITS
SELLING CLOTHING

'GOOD In_ addition  to the
HOUSEKEEPING gonerous :‘l;gﬂﬁ Jou
SEAL OPENS ' DOORS of ‘ahocs, you have an
Recognized by opportunity
mr t.h?’ t\;or{mde:: h:),:lod ‘ﬂymbg’g L‘{“’.’.g“;g? c—mﬁu‘i}'

50, 0
Good Househeoeping Seal "ot Ap- Leﬁl&e,r Jat;.lr(‘:ts, w?gll_

al on Velvet-eez shoes opens
oors for you 'and clinches saloa

AIR CUSHION °_"'

Vot 21

I'l put a profitablé ‘‘shoe store business’ right in -

Even stanlng in spure tlme, you should

NCHES SALES
you!

PUT A “SHOE §TORE
- BUSINESS” RIGHT
m YOUR POCKET . ,
“YOU DON'T INVEST
A CENT ... . MAKE.
'BIGGER PROFITS .-, ,
NO STORE OVERHEAD...
" EXCLUSIVE SALES
FEATURES BUILD YOUR
* REPEAT BUSINESS!

\

~A PENNY POSTCARD CAN

*PUT YOU IN BUSINESS!

Sell u:em alll When you aend your name and
this a penny post.
card-—you m launching, yourself in an entirely
new world 6t profit! Sell them alll Complete
line!' 160 fine shoe styles of finest quality' plus
other fast-selling numbers, all included in
FREE SELLING OUTFIT! Bush that coupon to=
day for .your BIG CBANCE in ’ 1 .

BILL EVA,NS,, TELLS -
HOW HE HAS A '
PAY-DAY EVERYDAY!

Bey ‘I have been a salesman for thirty
. years, but I never thought uemnx
80 easy and_yleasant,

EVERY DAY I WORK! All I du ll

could
PAYDAY
hand a new customer a sample and ask if he
ever wore Velvet-eez Alr Cushion shoes., I never
forget to mention the way we give correct fit.’*
W. M. Evans, Louisiana

\\\\HI//// o
_.po/vi'o LAY &=

- sales for you as it has i

4 over the country

Consolldated Shoe System

Dept 5-116 ’ ' Chippewa Falls, Wlsconsin

get
free in your Sales Outnt wm eéll‘r;‘e’h
of other Consoll?nted Shoe Men all

. Dept. - us, Chlppewa Falls, wneorum
] Set meo up for. BIG PROFITS! Rush me

FREE Selling Outfit featuring AIR CUSH-
ION shoes, . Jackets, Coots, Shirts, etc.
# Include amazing u-m..tond Velveb-e-l
[ 2emonsmwr. send it . all F _and

¥ Namo 'l.ll.tl-‘l‘t'l!l...vllbl..ll

I Addross tesierensane




of chicago, tilinols,” “Expert individual
instruction in- the fully equippad shops

start to get my good paying Jobr

GREER SHOP TRAINING. ...
. established 1902, is one of America's
largest trade schools. Over 48,000 suc-
cessful gtaduaies. You learn by tearing
down, repairing and rebuilding. Day and
ovaning classas. Mail this coupon today!

. GR!!R SHOP IRMNING, MS, 460 5. swn 1 (mmgo, .

Gemlemen Please send me information about trade | hovo
checked below. {Specify if you are VET [J or NON:VET D)

[ IN OUR CHICAGO SHOPS  [JBODY, FENDER REPAIR .
I (I AUTO MECHANICS (7] WELDING—ARC, GAS *
: ) DIESEL. - MACHINIST -
1‘ R | REFRIGERATION "L PIANO TUNING
Above courses approved for Vsts and.Civilians, ~
‘1 atso THE FoLLOWING HOME sTUDY COURSES -
CIREFRIGERATION T DIESEL [ msncs
Name : Age. -

[ JV¥

H

‘GREER"SHOP TRAIN»ING

Id’s I.

-7:mest

00F World’s Tinest Lighter!
;i Only %" Tall, %" Wide, %" Thick!
PRECISION - MADE LIKE FINE WATCH!
Ideal €ift for Men and Women!
You'llbe thrilled. . .yourtriends will be amazed when

N l 6 for $5.00(:

- .you use the WORLD’'S SMALLEST LIGHTER!1

" Never before a'lighter 80 small. .. 'yet 80 mechani-

. cally perfect. Gives a sure light every time you
use it." Perfect for women because it has a built-in

+... says Leonidas Burgoyne-

of Greer Shop Tralning gave me the- right -

eyelet for use on charm bracelet or as a brooch. Wear .

it as a novel scatter pin. Men go for this tiny lighter,
because it takes 8 minimum of pocket room, ' Hidés
away in vest pocket. -Creates a sensation wherever.
‘it’'sused. NOT A TOY! A sturdy, PRECISION-
BUILT LIGHTER that will give years of service.
Desizned and built like a fine watch, handsomely
plated in fine chrome. Uses regular fuel and flints.

Unconditionally Guaranteed!
SEND NO MONEY! Pay postmsan only $1:00 each.
- « plus 85¢ postage-on delivery, Or send cash with or-.
der and save 3Sc postage charges Order 6 right'now
* for only:$5.00" .. a20% savings for you! Use lightér °
.. 10days. If not delighted, return for immediate refund.
_MODERN MERCHANDISE, Dept. 350 -
169 W. Madison Street, claieaxo 2, WMinois
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" DOROTHEA DALE,
" HOSTESS -

TO JOIN—Write a. letter to Mrs. Dale telling about
yourself,” your school or work, and your. hobbies and -
pastimes, the sort-of letter which will ‘make readers
want to write to you. Sign a nickname, and also |
give your real name and address, plainly  written. . | |
.WHEN YOU WRITE TO A PAL—Enclose a plain - |-
stamped envelope bearing the number of the Pal for -
whomyour letter is’intended. Be sure to sign your
full mamé and addréss to your, letter, so the reply |
will come. direct to ‘you. Send ‘your letter to- Doro-.
thea.Dale at.205" East 42nd Street, New York City
17, and she will address and. forward your letter to
the Pen Pal you have selected. You may write -
several Pals if. you wish, but be sure to enclose
a stamped envelope for each. Notify. Mrs. Dale:a
once of any change of address, giving your num-
" ber, and your old and new address.

A_2739 YOUNGSTER o
Here is a twelve year: old g:rl

five feet three, who loves dancing and-singing -
and all kmds of sports. I.am crazy :about
horses. "I'd like ' to receive letters .from. pen
pals, out -west,. but I will answer. whoever
rntes, sO come” on, pen pals. '

: ' ’i,_:"Blong' 5

. A-2740 I'M: FROM MISSOURT

Hére''is a fellow Amencan in
his, middle fifties, hale and hearty, ﬁve feet
eleven and still. handsome., My hobby. 1§ rais-

- ing broilers and:it is proving quite. .successful. -

I am seekmg some real friends.: I'm single.
R Woody

A,2741 SWEET SIXTEEN -
Are there any lonely boys and’
girls whowould liketo ¢orrespond-with a girl
who is suxteen, five feet three, has auburh hair
and hazel eyés: I like some sports, roller ‘skat= ©
ing, movies, baibershop harmony. I collectfodd

_dolls. Wl“ answer all letters promptly

- - Gmger

A.2742 ELIGIBLE MALE -

A Texas bachelor,’ “twenty-nine

.old, six féet tall, says he will .do his"best:to’
.answer all letters coming. his way. I'like

animals; children, sports; especially swimming,
and basebdll. I ike to do'most anything'and
will be glad to teﬂ you about Texas. .-

L Jim

. (Please tum to page 110)
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My Faimous Training System Prepares You
Double Quick For a Good Job or Your Own'
Profitable Radio-Television Business

Radio-Television is now America’s greatest opportunit:
! 10~ ¢ : fleld! Trained men are needed to flll good jobs ani
IOF RAD 0 handle profitablé Radio-Television Service work. I have
TELEVIS‘DN % tralned hundreds of men for success in Radio-Televi-
slon—and I stand ready to Train you too, even it you
have no previous experlence. .My training is 100%
practical—designed  to give you the knowledge and
experience you need to make money in Radio-Tele~
vision in the shortest possible time. I Train you with
up-to-th d revised 1 -PLUS mapy big kits
‘of Radio-Television equipment. You actually do’ over
* 300 demonstrations, experiments and construction pro- -
jects. In addition, you build a Powerful 6-tube-2-band
radio, & multi-range test meter and a complete Tele-
vision receiver! All equipment is. YOURS TO KEEP,

Easy to Make Extra Money While You Learn
You do all your training with me AT HOME in spare hours. Keep
right on with your present job and income while learning—and eam
extra cash besides! The day you enroll I begin sending you plans
and ideas for doing profitable spare time Radio-TV work. Many of
my Sprayberry students pay for their entire training this way! You
et priceless experience and many plans for making extra money.

ou bufld ‘all your own Radio-TV Test Equipment from parts I
send you—nothing else to ‘buy. Just one more reason why I believe
I offer the ambitious man the biggest yalue in top notch Radio-TV.
Training available anywhere in Amerloa today.

. Be'Ready for Top Paying Radio-Television Jobs
Radio-Television is growing with amszing speed. More than 2000
Radio broadeasting stations PLUS an additional 102 Television o
stations are now on-the air. Radio sets and TV receivers are
being made and sold in record breaking numbers. If you enjoy
working ‘with your hands . . . if you like to do interesting and
varied work . .. If you really want to make good-money and work
in an industry that has a future . . . YOU BELONG IN. RADIO- -
TELEVISION. But you MUST. have good Training to ‘‘cash fn’*
. « » the kind of tralning that starts you out with basic’ funda~
mentals’ and carries you right through every circuit and problem
f- Radlo-Television Servicing and Repair. In 8 word . . . that’s
gm-ayberry Training . . ._the course backed by more than 20 years
of assoclation with the Radio-Television industry! . :

= I want you to have ALL the facts abous
my complete system of Radlo-Televigion
Training! Act now! Rush the coupon for
my three big Radio-Television books:"
‘““How To Make Money in Radio-Televi-
sion.'’ PLUS my new illustrated Television
bulletin PLUS an_actual sample Spraye
be: Lesson—all FREE with my compli
-ments. No and no will -
call on you. Send the coupon in an en-

velope or paste on back of post card. ¥
‘will rush all three books at once!

1
Sprayberry Academy of -
Radio, Dept. 53-U .
| 111 N. Canal st Chicago 6, 11l
SPRAYBERRY ACADEMY OF RADIO, Dopt.53-U |

A1l North Canal St., Chleago 6, 1.’

Please rush to me all information on your Radjo-
Television Training plan. I understand this does
not obligate me and that po salesman will call
upon me. . .

Name@.ccvcoarvsnsersrscssasnerss Afe....

B (BATION AdATeBS oisovtederrecesisecansdircsssane

. NO 0BL " .

: : ir vou ARE EXPRRIENCED - [REPPNCOPNMSPRINE O1tY - cocuooatorcrsivocareass Btate.ooeian,

VETERANS: My Radio in Radio I'Hl quality you for i as M Please Check Below About Your Experience
Training Is App vision In 4 to 8 woeks. will Ca 0 Are You Experienced? ' [1 No Experience
for Veterans, Rush coupon,

O —————— " — —— i~ — P P c—
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Jerry took what he wanted
- —cven if she belonged to .
< . . another man. .-

AL
A

Lt

fish and phosphorous lies the most
famous . coral island in the world.
- *Bermuda.... .- . - .
"To ‘some;: Bermuda may mean building "~
castles in. the cleanest pink-and-white sand.
on earth.. Or perhaps wandering over coral .
beaches into ocean that is now the greerest -
. green, now the bluest blue. Or even cycling -
along the ‘South. Shore Road between ‘tall -
hedges' of oleander. Yes, Bermuda may:
‘mean many things to many people. o
" . " But to Jane Ballard, ap’prpach_ing' its
travel folder-famed shore for the first time,
' —-Bi;nﬁt%d%i_ ‘méant heartbreak. .
. . From the bow of the latinch rapidly near-
- “ing. Grassy Bay Anchorage, she 'saw-. .. . . -
. through glazed eyes the bustling dockyard Tt -

B ﬁ-YQND THE Gulf Stream’s 'ﬂy.ing""‘
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ahead. Farther out-in the harbor, was the

Canadian destroyer that had brought her
and the other survivers back. :

. When the launch had been jockeyed into
position beside the dock, Jane woodenly fol-
lowed the others up the steps. The reporters-
would be there, she knew. She could pic-
ture them checking the crash list, ‘whisper-
‘ing, “Jane Ballard-.

" who ... That Hollywood proditcer-.
~ -How was she going ‘to stand their ques-
tions? Why' didn’t that cruel, unrelcntmg‘
jinx of hers leave her alone?
“Oh, Miss! Hold on there a moment"’
- It was too late. They -had’caught the
scent already. She stopped, half turned,

and a stout man in a loud print:shirt and -

. tan trousers came hurrying over to her.’In
one hand was a notebook.

Jane stiffened. © '

The stout man was still" wheezing from
hi$ run. “How about an-account of your
experiences?” he asked. ‘

Her experiences—Jane  started,” then
came closer to-laughing than she had.in the
last four-days. Of course. It was the plane
“wreck e was mterested in, not the—other
thmg .
- ‘She said slowly,.as if tastmg every word,
“It wasn’t very pleasant.”

“Shouldn’t think "so;” agx;eed the ‘re- -

' porter “One of the-other passengers told
-me about the sharks. Now I won’t keep you. -
Just. start-at the. begmnmg -and . gwe me a
brief sketch.”
She smiled faintly. The begmnmg was a
great deal farther away in time and’ space.
" than the stout young man would care to
know about. "~ - :
She said dutnfully, SWell, we ha.d all ]ust
_ finished our dinners when it happened. The
-engines sort of coughed and then stopped,
. andA'next" thirig T knew we were losing al-
-titude. The hostess was helping “people
_ fastén their safety belts, and I fixed mine,
. and—well, T guess I'prayed. - -
_ “That night we sang a little. There wasa’
: youngster in our boat and a couple of us

. Isn’t she the gu’lu‘

“looked after him. T think someone told a
- Story.”. ”. She smiled faintly again. “It’s a
little' difficult to recall, believe it-ornot.”

The newsman. chuckled. “Well, at: Ieast

I dldnt get the answer that most of the

others gave me. You know, the one about
all the events of their lives flashing before -
them. Guess you Just hve rlght MISS—-‘
Miss— »

““Jane Ballard,” she saxd in a very Iow'_
voice. '

When he Iooked up, she saw ‘that her T
-name meant nothing to.him at all.: .
“Tell me, Miss Ballard,” was what:-he -

said now. “How does it feél to be alive ?”
“How—does=—it—feel.” She repeated
the words in measured tones and looked

away from him. Past the cluster of plane

passengers and reporters. Past the growing

knot of friends and relatives.aroind them,

and out toward the shore road along which
a tall, dark-haired man was hurrying . . .

“No,” she breathed. -“Oh,>no¥” - ‘
. Beside her, she knew, the reporter ‘was

saying something. But she ‘had eyes only
..for that dark-haired figure now pushing‘his
way through the crowds on the dock.

* “Miss Ballard! How' does it feel?” ,
How does it feel , How does it’ feel o
How!does it feel :
- If only she knew'

‘THAT DAY SO long ago had ‘been a

late summer’s model, sultry and warm, -
Jane had _driven out to Paradise Cove with
her roommate; Marcia Moore. Going home
again, they took the picturesquely wmdmg,
strip of Sunset Boulevard, and it was right
at the corner of Beverly Glen that the ac-
cident “happened.

Marcia had been driving, and at the m-I -
tersection she was just coasting along, -
waiting for the light to turn green. It did
and she hit the accelerator, scooting past -
the cars on the left of her. Too late she saw
the sedan that was making -a last‘minute

~dash across Sunset. She ploughed headlong

into. 1ts 51de
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“You and your hard luck!” was the first

‘thing Jane remembered Marcia saying after
.the stunmng impact of the collision.

- Both girls were unhurt. The driver of the'

sedan was cut slightly. Someone in the
‘crowd:  said, “Better send for- an am-
‘bulance.”

The motorcycle patrolmén  came first.

Jane' was watching Marcia being’ given a -

restrained, outdoors. version -of the. third-
degree, whenr she felt a light tap on her
shoulder.

“Supposmg we have a look at you,
pleasant voice said.

She turned. “I beg your ... .

But she never. ﬁmshed “The pleasant,

voice beloriged to an equally pleasant look-

ing young interne. He was tall and thm,g

- almost too thin, with dark, crisply waving

hair, nice eyes—she couldn’t make out their

color for sure—and the hand he laid on her
wrist was tanned and- capable looking.
“Pulse normal,” he grinned.

- She summoned up a-sniff of indignation. -
“T'm. not hurt.” She relented a little. “At .

- least T don’t think I am.”
“You never know,” returned the young

doctor. “Sometimes there are hable to be'l

after-effects.”

“I'll watch out for. them she assured
him, but somehow the words didn’t sound
as bantering as she had meant them to.

. He gestured over to the accident. “You
sure messed up that other car,” he said.

Jane shook her head, and smiled a sad
little smile. ‘I wasn’t driving,”
mured. “I was jinxing.” :

“You were what?” ‘

Marcia came over to them just then.
_ “Its okay, kid. ‘The tow car’ll be along any
minute. We'll take the bus -and . Oh,
Hello.” ‘ v
- The interne nodded. “Pulse,” he asked,
""reaching out a hand.

Marcia simpered and glanced slyly at
Jane Jane looked quickly away.

‘When he had finished with the other

. girl, he said gravely, “Don’t forget now.

. Watch out for any of those after-eﬂ?ects

Why, they’re gray, Jane thought absurd-

. ly His eyes are gray.

He nodded agam at both of them, then-

‘went back to join the other interne who was

taking care of the injured driver.

HAT DID he mean—-after effects"’”
‘Marcia demanded instantly. . '
Jane-said, rattled, “Nothmg probably.
Medical talk.”
Marc1a rolled her eyes and ‘gave an ex-

* aggerated sigh. “Why in the world have I

been eating an apple a day——when it keeps

'guys like him away?”

“Her roommate- had light brown hair and-

‘a-touch of plumpness to hér curves. She

never lacked for dates; yet she.was always
ready to lead her fancy to a new channel.

“Come on,” ]ane shot back. “Let’s get
to the bus stop.” And as they started across
the street, she added, as an apparent after-
thought, “What s all the fuss about? He's'

~only a man.’

“Famous last words, sald-Marcxa sage-
lys
Jane stored the 1nc1dent away' in the

farthest cupboard of her mind. After all, -

having been endowed somewhere along

- the line with softly burnished red-gold hair -

and eyes that were like chippings of jade in .

_the pale oval of her face—not to mention a

" figure that could eat its cake and have “it”

‘too—she had grown accustomed to experi-

‘mental flirtations.

she mur-.
- _duties at the motion p1cture studlo where. -

she met men in all sizes and o

B;emdes, in the course of her secretar:al '

she worked,
shapes. She could take them or leave them, :
and so far, except for casual dating and one .

“or two almost-romances, Jane had left, them.

But she had reckoned without those
after-effects. Two evenings’ later the phone

» rang.

Jane answered and heard a dxstmctly

‘pleasant voice that might or mxght not be- -
. long to a tall, alinost too thin young interne
say: - o - :
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“Hi, Jane. This i is Dell Stevens Remem-
" ber me?”
“I don’t think .

1

“Sure you do. Im ‘the guy from the
ambulance who saved your life the other
day. Got to talkin’ to the cop on the scene.
after-you left, and just by chance he hap-
pened to give me your name, and address'

So here I am .
“But . “
“T've got four more months as an iriterne

before I set up my own practice. Then I've

got plans Not big plans, just medium-
sized. I'll tell you all about them.” =
Jane said, “Really, Doctor . .".”

“Call'me Dell. All my. patients do. As I

was saying, I haven’t got much at present,
except those middle-sized plans, . but wait
till you hear about my future So how, about
it?” )

“How about what?” B

Dell Stevens demanded, “What do )ou‘

think I've been shootmg off my mouth for ?
I just got the evening off, so how about
going out with me?”’

She looked helplessly over at Marc1a,

who was standmg by, smiling all too know- -

ingly. Iane said, “I'd love to. How soon ll
you he over?”
“Soon as I catch my- breath,

“turned, and hung up. “Fast work,” Marcia

'commented “Are you and the Dot plan-

ning on- ﬁlhng prescriptions’ tomght?”

. “Who me?” Jane asked in bland -in-

. ‘nocerice, already climbing out of her. skirt.

“I don’t-even know the first thmg about

first aid.”
*The evening was cool and she wore a
. two-part -wool jersey  suit in a glowing
hinter’s green But when Dell arrxved and
his gray eyes Iaughed down into hers, ¢he
"had the decided feeling that the evening had
become several degrees warmer. '

HE LED HER outside and pointed w1th B
pride ° to the- blue coupe .of ancient -

vintage that was parked in front of the
iapartment house. )

" comedies.”

Dell re-

“How about a drive-in movie?” he asked
“I know. where we can catch, two good

“Swellt” ]ane exclaimed.” “But how’s .
the popcorn?”

The popcorn proved to be exactly salty
enough, ‘and, buttered just right: And- the
comedles, too, even turned,out to be- funny "

‘Afterward, Dell said, “Let’s go some-

~ place where we can talk and eat. I don't

suppose you'd . " He shook his: head
“Nope. T guess not

“You don't suppose Id what?” _she
prompted.

“Well, it just 50 happens ‘that T'know of.
a drive-in restaurant where they serve-the
best jumbo hamburgers on the coast. They
put. practically ever'ything on the menu be-~-
tween two slices of bun.” ‘

Jane had to laugh. Dell was so hke a
little boy She wrmkled up her nose. v“That s
for me!”’

And that was when she heard the voice:
for the first time. The taunting, tmkhng-

- little: voxce from deep dowi inside- her that

warned, Careful, Jane. When you get ‘to
thinking they re " like - little boys—that’s
when to watch out!

But Dell pomted out a spot of. scenery--

'to her just ther, and the little voice was lost

among the qulckened tattoo of her heart-
beats.

They kept on up Fairfax, then turned off
to the steeply snaking road of Laurel Can-
yon. Jane held her breath on the curves.
She never had gotten- used to ‘the roller- :
coaster thrills of some of the canyon roads.

Dell .must have noticed her tenseness
“Relax,” he drawled “You re in capable.
hands.” : ‘

- Her lips twisted. “You dont know me.
Marcia thinks T own a jinx.”
“Marcia? Oh, your roommate. You mean -

_one little auto accident and she credits you

with the evil-eye?”
Jane shook her head. “If it were only that ‘
one accident. But we had a fire in the,

, apartment the fifst- day I"movéd: in.-And,
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well, there’ve been -one or
* things.” :
They were out in the Valley now, on
Ventura Boulevard, and Dell skillfully-
swung the car into a neon- hghted drive-in.
He braked to a stop.
“My advice to you,
tersely, patting her shoulder,
it.” .
They had a hamburger and coffee aplece,

“is to lorget_

and before the last filling bite was washed .

down by the last sip, Jane knew as much.
about Dell as his eager voice could conﬁde
to her between munches. .

, He had gone to Medical School at the

Umversrty of Southern Cahforma, and .

when he was -through . with his internship
“he was heading home to tack up his M. D.
shingle above the door of a certain Cape
Cod cottage he had in mind. It was set
right on the crest of a_ hill.

“Where’s home?” Jane asked -idly.

“In a place called Castroville,” he 'tol‘d,

her.
“That’s up north, '
exactly the garden spot of California, and

it’s kind of a pint-sized town where nothing

much ever happens. But it’s plenty good-
enough for me. My Aunt Lou and Uncle
* Abner live there. Ralsed me from a pup.”

ANE KNEW what small towns were
. like. She had come from one herself
deep in the corn belt of Towa.

“I guess it must make you feel good,”
she said slowly. “Going back home to be
.- the doctor for the folks you’'ve grown up
. with and known all your life. Instead of,
well, maybe remaining here and building
" up a more . ... a more lucrative practice '

“Going back home,” he repeated. “Jane,
“it's what T've wanted all my life. Maybe it
sounds corny, but it’s what I've been work-"
ing for and wishing for.”. .

“It doesn’t sound corny at all,” she mur-
mured, and there was a funny little catch’
. inher voice. ‘
She_had, never heard any other man talk

two Other :

he went on.-“It’s not"

this way before. It was a new line for which
she didn’t have any stock answers, any gay,
meaningless repartée to toss back. And so'
shé remained helplessly silent.

“Come on,” he said. “We'ré getting out A

. of here.”
Jane,” he, said .-

That. was better. Those were familiar

words, a lme she had often heard. '
“Where to, Doc?’ ’ she asked, brighten. -

ing,

- “Hold trght and you'll see,” he muttered,

zooming the.car back onto the boulevard..
‘She couldn’t tell where they, were headed

then. They came in from the Valley, and

finally slowed down across from a large,

drab building. Dell parked.

- “Why, this_looks lrke a hosprtal ” She

was genumely surpnsed

“And the lady wins a brg fat cigar,”

, Dell said. Only.he said it without mirth.

“This is ‘where you work, isn’t it?” -

“Yup. I wanted you to see i, Jane Can '
you guess why?”

For a split second she hesntated then
shook her head. With the others she had
always been able to tell beforehand Wrth
Dell, she couldn’t even guess.

He said, “I wa,nted you to see what you |
were up against. Oh, not just that lmspltal
there, but everything that goes with it. The
sick and injured, the calls for help at-all
hours of the day and night, the futile, weary
fumblmg around when we dont know.” _

Dell paused to- hght a cigarette, ﬂlpped '
the match through the window.

+ “Think you can take it, Jane 2 he asked.

Uncertamly she began, “I .

“Think you want to?”

He didn’t-give her time to answer at all.

"~ His arms were suddenly around her, scoop-

ing her to him, and then his head was bend-
ing closer, and his lips met hers wnth a.rush

-‘of longing.

She felt a stirring within her. Could this
be the sleeping desire none of the other
men had ever awakened? Could this be
the love she had so yearned for and had so
despaired of ever realizing? She didn’t
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know, she didn’t care' Her hands clasped
“around his neck, tightly. On her soft, young
mouth. pulsed all" the -vibrant’ warmth she.
could give him.

- His lips moved to the ﬂuttermg hollow of
sher temple and brushed it lightly.

“Time I was gettmg you home,”
"murmured.

In front of the apartment house, Dell
helped her out of the car, She turned to.
him a little breathlessly.

“Back at the hospital, Dell,” she faltered ,

- “I, 1 never did answer your question.”
" Gently, he cuffed her chin with the back
of his'hand. “That’s what you think, baby,”
he murmured. “’Night. Don’t go away
* from the phone.”

_Dell

NE EVENING after weeks of éve-

mngs spent together, ]ane and - Dell -

. buttoned up their raincoats and went for a
walk in the rain.
At had started out as a lazy drizzle, but.

it was commg down in sheets before t00»

Jong.-
“Shall we run for it? » Dell asked
" She shook her head and sent the spray1
flying from damp, coppery, tendn]s of hair.
“Uh- uh. T love 1t"’ ) :
“Jane.”
She: stopped looked. up at him. “Yes? P
““You’re the loveliest thmg T've ever
~ known,” he said. “You're. gomg to marry’
me, aren’t you?”’ e :
Raindrops  have a suspncnous hablt of
- “looking like tears when.a girl's eyelashes,
_are beaded w1th them. And Jane, blinking’
up at Dell in the gray hali-light of the early.

. evening, couldn’t’ even be sure herself: She.

» .only knew that all the happmess there was-

. in the world had just,been handed to her.’
* She murmured, with a funny sort of
". huskiness in her voice, “You’re the doctor,
Dell.” '

And when he kissed her at that moment .

it was the kiss a man bestows on the woman

who ‘now belongs to him. It was & kiss of -

- infinite sweetness and tenderness, and. yet

of hunger and’ longing, too. Jane kissed him -
‘back with her heart on her mouth, with all
her_love showing, shining. and unafraid.

. The next evening, a small diamond.
sparkled on her third finger, left hand.

“You shouldn’t have done it,” Jane
whispered in awed tones, turning her finger
every which way to catch the myriad re:’ .
flections of light from the stone. :

“Dell shrugged casually, at the same time.
looking very smug and pleased wrth him-.
self. - :
. “Nothing’s too good for 1 my girl,” ' he sai .
pompously “Besides, it's ‘been kind of
monotonous not hdving any payments to

‘meet evéry: month. And furthermore; just
~wait till the.folks back up in Castrovrl]e

get a gawk at that.” ,  ~ :

The folks back - up in: Castroville, Of
coiirse. She had almost forgotten, *

“I'm looking forward to meeting your
home town, Dell,” ‘she said in an - over-
_starched voice.

“Baby!” exclaimed Dell, grabbmg her
around the waist. “Do you know how much
- T love you?”
" As usual, he didn’f wait. for an answer.
He took:it with his lips and once again '
T Jane marveled that so.much happiness could
. be all hers She’d see if she couldn’t talk to -
" Déll again about that hometown fixation*of *
‘his. Perhaps - mention it rather casua]ly
-some time; - o .

But not now . o
AT THE STUDIO the ‘next mornmg,

the glrls in-the secretarial pool office

“oohed” and “ahed” about - her ring‘and.”
demanded to know everythmg there was to'
"know about Jane’s doctor-to-be;- and how
did it feel to- be lovely, engaged and using
carbon paper.. - - -

After the flurry of giggles which thlS last
remark called for, the plump redhead at the
corner desk wanted to know, “When you
getting “married, sugar?”.”

“Why . ..” Jane stOpped Then smiled a

little abashedly and confessed “You'll never- '

-
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believe it, but T really did forget to ask.”

There was another round of laughter at

.'bthat, and in the midst of the merriment a

man walked :in the door. He was a well-
built, polished looking man, withr light hair
and deepset éyes that seemed to X-ray the

room at a glance. At sight of him the girls
» scurried back to their typewriters.

Jane recognized him although she hadn’t
actually met him ‘before. He:was Jerry
-Paxton, the latest sensation in the produc-
“ing end of motion pictures. :

He cleared his throat and one eyebrow.

~shot up quizzically. “Hope I’'m not inter-
rupting anything,” he remarked agreeably.
“My - secretary won’t be in’ today—her
father passed away—and I was hoping one

" of you girls would be able to pitch in.”

Marge, the redhead, tittered. “We were

jlast having a little celebrat-ion, Mr. Pax-.

ton,” she spoke- up “Jane just got herself
engaged.”

“I see,” +he said, just as agreeably as

‘before.<“And who, may I ask; is Jane?”

A dozen ﬁngers pinpointed her as their
target. Jane felt. the hot color stain her
cheeks, and_a little half-smile almost of |
guilt flitted across her lips..

-The deepset eyes now concentrated on
her. They were taking her in, leisurely,
from trim pumps and slender, shapely,
nylon-clad legs to-the soft, red-gold sheen
of her hair, lingering most of all over the
lime wool sweater that clung in all the right
places. The eyes liked what'they saw, and
they didn’t bother to keep it a secret.

She felt like quivering ander his gaze.
This man had a queer pull of attraction.

He said, “Got a notebook, Jane?” :

“Why, yes.” . e

“You’ll do then. Be in my office in ten
"minutes.’ .

Then he strode out of the room.

- “Well, how do“you like that,”- Jane
breathed shakily. “Thxs must’ be my lucky‘
week.” '
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pomts of three pencils, and had to make her .
"scrawled notations fairly fly in order to keep
‘up with his machine-gun pace. And then,

ALL-STORY LOVE  _

~~Marge - hooted raucously “Got a_note-

book ?” she asked in mockmg tones. “Oh -

brother!”
Jane stood up and collected her pencils,

) insisting. “Just the samé, it is a break.”

"“Tll say it is,” retorted the redhead.
“From what I hear, when Wonder-man
Paxton asks a girl to. pitch in, she has to do

“a heck of a lot more catchmg than pltchmg

—if you get what I mean.’

Jane got what she meant. That kind of
remark ran a dime a dozen around the
studio, about everyone from the president.
on down. She held her rmg up and lightly
blew on it.

“T've got my love to keep me warned »

. she saxd _grinning, and went on out.

ERRY PAXTON S office overlooked‘.

the flagstone-paved pat1o of the inner

- studio courtyard, ]ane sat in an extremely.

modern chair done in ash wood and black
leather and held her pencil poised over the

fined paper. The producer hadn’t even got- .

ten -up when she cathe in ‘and he dldn@
appear to be taking notice of her now
“Ready?” he asked." T :
She nodded.
* “Letter to Mr. Paul Cashmere of Allied

+ Theaters, Inc. You'll ﬁnd the address in

the files. Dear Mr. Cashmere ..

The ‘dictation ‘went on, steadxly, for two .

and a half hours. Jane wore down the

~ abruptly, he looked up-at her,

“That’s it,” he 'said;
She closed her book, got up. “I 1l have
those letters typed for you this afternoon, .

. she ‘began mechanically.

murmured. * ‘Jane .

He leaned way back and his eyes nar-

rowed to probmg slits. “No hurry,” he
. ” |

- When he spoke hke that, ‘his tone was so

1nt1mate, 50 very spec1ally meant for her.

She stepped hard on that crazy notion.

: Her hand reached for the doorknob

Jerry Paxton said, “Where you gomg?”
“Why, 1...” she glanced swiitly at her
watch, “It’s’ almost lunchtime, and . . .” .
“Fine. How about having it with e )
- Her hand still on the kiob, wavered.
“Oh come now,” he jeered. “Surely
there’s nothirig so improper about a pretty .
young éngaged girl-like you having lunch
with. her employer.” He added, “In ‘the
studio commissary, in front of everybody?”
Jane relaxed. What was the matter with
her, anyway? She must" have been seeing
too many of the grade B movies’ that -the
studio released. - S
"“Sounds like the properest’ thmg in the
world,” she.told him gaily. .
- It was an enjoyable meal, and’ Jane grew

less and less wary. They were among the

last to remain in the huge dining place.
- “Jane,” Jerry Paxton said, exhaling a

.cloud of smoke. “I like you. T like the way

you take dictation. I thmk T've got plans: ,
for you.” ’

"~ She murmured, softly, “dedle s:zed

plans?”" e -
“What'’s that?”
“Nothing.” - - ‘
Heé reached across to pat her hand, and

, at his touch flame seemed to lick at her skin,

She Jumped up from the table.

. Again that eyebrow of his quirked up-
ward But- he put down his napkm and -
arose, t0o. ‘
“Thanks, Jane,” he sald “T won’t need
you this afternoon.- Tomorrow then?” = -

She nodded, and watched him stride .
sw1ftly off. I must have acted the perfect:
little “fool, she thought savagely. He only

- meant to be nice,

When she returned to the secretarxal pool
she was glad that the other girls were either
out or too busy with their typmg to ask'

- any questrons

ELL HAD a few hours oft duty that
*~" evening, and they drove to a favorite
parking spot, hlgh up on Mutholland Drlve,

) overlookmg the llghts of the c1ty. :
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“Wait till you hear Dell.".".” she began
excitedly, as soon as he had put on 'the

* . hand brake. -

“Good news, baby?”. he asked his arm
drawmg her close to him. “T’ve got some,
too.”

“Oh, but listen to th1s I took dictation -

from Jerry Paxton today!”

Delt looked at her blankly, "‘Okay,” hie- -

said. “T'll bite. Who’s Jerry Paxton?”

Dlsappomted she answered “Hes a

" producer.”
" “Good for you baby " He stroked her
- shoulder. “Now you. just listen to this.”
She glanced up at him expectantly
“You and I are taking ourselves up to
_ Castroville this week end!” :
The words sank in. She repeated slowly,
“We are. But how?” -

“I pulled a coupla of strings. and arranged'

for the few days off. We’'ll drive up' tomor-
row afternoon and stay with my -aunt-and

uncle, arid we'll go have-a look at that Cape
Cod cottage. How does it sound to you?”.

~ “It sounds wonderful ” she. said. And
she tried to.mean it, too. She trred to.mean
it ' with all her heart.
. But still, she was rather _annoyed that
Dell hadn’t been more rmpressed with her
_bit of news. The thought prlcked at her
cousciousness until, finally, she blurted,
"‘By the way, all the girls are warning me
about Jerry Paxton.”
- “Warning you about- what?”
She shrugged. “The usual thing.”
“Oh yeah!” said Dell and sat up very
straight.
Then he slouched back agam, with a

“sheepish sort of grin, “Heck. I know my’

baby. Just let him try anything—you'll put

“him in his place. Jane sweet, I trust you .

')l

in anybodys arms except my own!

Then she was in his arms, clinging fast

to his lips, and she felt warm-and tmglmg

and loved and secure, and nothing in the

. whole wide world could ever come between
them.

What makes you s0 sure? whrspered that

. gan, ‘then stopped, -y

taunting,- deep down, inner vorce of hers

But if she heard it, she gave no sign. She
only kissed Dell harder.

And, strangely, Marcia sounded worrxed
when she told her about Jerry Paxton later
that night.

“It doesn’t sound on’ the up-and up to

” Her roommate frowned.
“Don t be silly, Marcia! Besides, it's only

“temporary, anyway. HIS regular secretary’ll

soon be hack.”
She shook -her head “I don't kn'ow,
hon~y. You and that hard luck of yours.”
“What hard luck?” Jane pooh-poohed
“Haven’t you heard? I'm in love with a
wonderful guy ¥’

)

- Marcia said solemnly, “Just the same.
You watch your step.”

- Takmg ‘deliberate aim, Jane caught. her .
roommate neatly with a flung pillow. Both
grrls dlSSOlVCd into laughter

ERRY PAXTON sent for her early thes
next mornmg

“Sit down," he directed" abruptly “Take
a letter.”

He said, “To Mrss Jane Ballard. My.
dear Miss Ballard . '

Her pencil shthered off the paper She
glanced: up questioningly.

“You are cordrally invited to be my

permanent secretary

.And now she stood up. “I ., .” shekbe'- '

“My former secretary, Miss Johnson,
isn’t commg_back Jane,” he told her affably,

~as if unaware ‘of her perplexity “I’d like
- very much for you to take over.’

Jane didn’t know what was wrong with
her, ‘standing there all flustered and both-
ered, like an awkward schoolgirl. This was
the chance any girl in the secretarial pool :
would _jump at. But Marcia’s words came
back to her—I don’t know, honey. You and
that ‘hard.luck of yours, Her head_swam.

“That's. vety kind -of you,” she heard
herself saying. stiffly and formally “1 ap-
prec1ate the opportumty ,
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: laughed heartily. “Come off it, Jane. Ap-

~
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preciate the opportunity’ nothmg The hours

are irregular, the work is-demanding and -
. I'ma tough and exactmg boss who'll crack

. the whip and éxpect you to jump through :
i hoops. Is it a deal?” '
“Do 1 furmsh my own

She -smiled.
hoops ?”

" “Good gitl!” he sald and hghtly put his

arm around her ‘shoulders. -

‘She flinched. Why should even . that‘

friendly gesture be like a caress. -
“How’d you like that take-a-letter busi-

ness?” he asked. “I lifted the routine from

some lousy pictufe or .other we made.”

, Her smile carne ‘more:full then, grew up' .
and bubbled into a laugh “I know,” she,
‘ miirmured. “I saw it.” L]

“Okay Now.we get. down to work ?
Jane remembered something. “What are

* the chances of getting some of those ir-

regular ‘hours this afternoon? Letting me

. off—say at three?” - ~
His face was expresswnless “The boy

‘fnend ?” he asked.

She nodded: “We re planning on dnvmg '

up to Dell’s home town for the entire week-

- end.” - ‘

- “Sure,” he sald promptly “Have tun.
Though . if 1ts like all- those other home

~ towns I've ever seen, I don't know where

you're going to find any-fun.”

"“She miade a grimace. “You're so right. I -
. come from a Tittle town in Towa myself. ”

- She hesitated. “I hated it!”

" “make up for it to me.’

.He glanced at her shrewdlyd and then
appeared to be consideririg. “Tell you what.

Take off right after lunch. We'll make up

for it next week.” -
-“You'reé an anggl,” shé beamed.’

‘The -corners of his mouth tw1tched For-
the first time she noticed that his _eyes held

strange flecks of gold, like ghttermg lights.

“I don’t think you understood me,” he -

said pleasantly “When I said we're- going
to iake up for it, I mean you're gomg to

FOR A MOMENT she felt a suffocating
panic. But again she berated *herself.
Jerry Paxton was an important producer.

‘He had lots of things’ on his mind, piles of

work that had to be done. Why did she

‘have to imagine ominous undertones, read

meanings inte his words that weren’t there :
at all.

~ She was glad when: the phone rang just
then and she could escapg to the outer office

- to answer it.

~“Mr, Paxton,
voice demanded. ,
“Who's calling, please?” Jane asked

a woman’s imperious :

' automatically.

“Never mmd who's callmg' ]ust put h1m
On »

Jane dehberated then put down the’
phone and went back into the other room.
“There’s some woman on the phone.

She won't give her name.’

]erry Paxton grabbed for the receiver,
waving her out. “How many times -have I
told you not to call here . . .” Jane heard ~
him say just before she closed the -door: -
He sounded angry.

But she thought rio more of the incident.

'She was anxious to get-back to the phone
. herself to call Dell and tell him everything

was all set, to hear his voice, calm and be-
loved, at the other end of the line.

Dell picked her up at -the apartment ,
house. During the drive he chatted breezily.
about the familiar places and people. they
would soon be seeing, _

Jane ‘wished she could have exhlbnted a
little more enthusiasm. But. somehow, after
the Hollywood glamour they were leaving

- behind, the stars and big names she would

be rubbmg elbows with in her new job, she
couldn’t help it, could she, if it all sounded" ’
—well, sort of humdrum?- ,

. When they reached Castroville and pulled -
up im front of the gray frame house that
belonged to Dell's aunt and uncle, she .
pegged a cheerful smile -on her face and
tried to refrain from a shudder of revulsion

at sight of the ugly building.
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“Tt looks a little like a barn, doesn tit?”
she said tepidly.

“It was a barn!” gﬂnned Dell taking
her ‘hand and’ helping her out of the car.
C“But wait "t you see what Aunt Lous
done with it: She’s real handy that way.”

The front door fléw open just then and a
gray-haired, comfortably-upholstered wom-
an came running out, w1pmg ﬁoured hands
on her apron.

“It's Dell!” she cried.
quick. Here’s Dell!"”

_ Dell sprinted for her, put his arms around
her capacious waist and somehow managed
to lift her off the ground. Then he kiszed

)

"Abner, come,

her soundly and settled ‘her back on her.

feet. Jane watched the scene w1th a'tinge of
- apprehension. '

He was leading the gray-halred woman
over to her now. He was saying, “Jane,
this is AuntLou, Aunt Lou, meet the future
Mrs.-Doctor Stevens.”

Dell’s aunt smiled. “Welcome home,
Jane: You've made our boy so happy.”
~ “I'm so happy, too.” Jane murmured,
and leaned forward to kiss the elderly wom-
an. - Co : :
Then a tall, gaunt man was coming out
of the house and slapping Dell on the back
and being introduced as Uncle Abner.
Finally, Dell was able to bring their bags
into.the house, and they all:sat down to
what Aunt Lou termed just:a light snack.

Jane had never seen so much food on a
table in all her life—unless it was the fol-
lowing morning, when she came downstairs
to a breakfast meal which sumptuously out-
did the snack of the ‘night before.

" Dell was wearing an old faded shirt and
slacks. His face was wreathed by one tre-
mendous smile. “Wait'll you see the town,”

he kept saying to Jane, and then, turning
to his aunt and uncle, “Walt 1l the town
‘sees her .
' AND SO BEGAN the day in Castroville.
+* Dell showed het the grade school ke

attended, the drugstore where he worked
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~and the football field where he had ignobly:

‘watched games from the bench. The rest

-of the tour also ran to that same. homespun'

pattern

Wherever they went, whatever they did, - _
«=as he took her hand in the darkness. “It’s .

they kept running -into the local folks who
clucked and exclaimed over Dell and smiled

-~ scrutinizingly at Jane.

Jane said all the right thmgs, all the

polite. thmgs She saw how thoroughly Dell

was enjoying himself, and was determined
to keep her, own feelings in check: It was

.the least she could do for thlS short ‘%veek )

end, she thought. .

- But Dell just couldn’t throw “himself

away in this unimportant town of unim-
portant people. - T e
In the afternoon, accompanled by Mr.
Hotchkiss, the real estate agent, they went
to look at-the Cape Cod cottage on the hill.
“There, folks. Isn’t she-a beatty?” Mr.
Hotchk1ss crowed, throwmg open the front
.door.

Jane. walked slowly through the rooms.

It was far from being a new house. A paint

-job would be needed, both msrde and out; .
_ the kitchen and bathroom would have to be z '
modernized ; something would have to be

done about heating. -

Dell kept excla1mmg, “Boy-oh boy
Look at this, Jane . . . Can’t you Just pxc-
ture us . . .”

Fmally, thls mspect1on was over: Dell
‘purriped Mr Hotchkiss” hand. .

" “Well, shall we take it now?” he asked

- Jane. He seemed so very confident that the
matter was a certainty right then and there.

She spoke up quickly, softening her
words with a sugar-coated smile. “Let’s
- wait, Dell. We can always get in touch w1th
Mr. Hotchkiss.” N

“Sure, honey. Anything you say 7 But
he sounded so deﬂated her heart went out .

to him!
And on the drlve back to the gray frame
house,, he hardly spoke at all, :
In th: evening they did what everybody

else m Castrov1lle seemed to be domg Theyj"

" sign.

went to a ne:ghborhood movie. It was small
and crowded and stuffy, and the single pop-

cofn machme bore a yellowed out- of—order‘;
“Get used to thrs, baby,” Dell whlspered , |

what ‘we’ll be doing for a whole lot of

ASaturday nights to come. That is, if no one
“is having a baby or a ruptured appendix.”

Silently, Jane squeezed his fingers. She
had other plans for Dell’s Saturday nights,

TH'EY'S'AID' good-bye to Aunt Lou and
Uncle Abner after an early breakfast
the next mornmg, as Dell ‘had to be ‘back

“at the hospital for night duty.” They were .
barely five:miles along the ‘highway, dr1v1ng
ssouth, when he turned to her with an antl-.

cipatory smlle ) by _

“How’d you hke the old home town?”
he asked. '

- Jane had been. bracmg herself for the
question ever since their. departure Now
she leaned back, put an arm along the séat,
and fixed her face in the conciliatory ex-
pression she had been rehearsing.

“It’s very nice, Dell,” she said. studiedly.

“Just as you described it. But don’t you

think . . .” and here she was plckmg her

. way thh as much caution as if she were up
“on the narrow ledge of a precipice, “that it’s _ .
a llttle, well, small towrish for an up- and-

commg doctor P ‘

“Hell no!” he exploded amrably “There
are people there, aren’t there? They get -
sick, don’t they? Castrov1lle s Just my dish,
baby ’, .

But it 1sn’t ‘mine, she thought unhapp:ly
Dell’s answer had left her stranded there -
on the precipice, and she wasn’t sure now
whether to jump off, or crawl her way back.

- But, it was Dell whq took the next lead. . |
“And how about the house?” he asked.'

“We should have taken it on the spot,
honey. You could have a ternﬁc txme domg
it over.’
She said in a small vorce, “I’m not very'
handy that- way '

'.‘7 .
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“So what?” he beamed “Aunt Lou'll be
~ glad to help you.’

Jane sighed. Pleln enough, now was

. neither the time nor the place to express
her true feelings. She’'d have to think of

something else ; she’d have to do it.in some

" qther, less painful way.

As they reached familiar surroundmgs,'

approachmg Los Angeles c1ty limits, she
. was- conscious of an enormous sense of

relief, of a swelling tumult of exhilaration.

She nestled closer to Dell, tucking her arm
in his, She never wanted to hurt him. He
was the sweetest guy in the world '

“It’s been a lovely week end Dell ” she.

said softly. “Being with you.”

© He took his eyes away from the road to'

smile at her tenderly, “Just the begmnmg,
honey,” he told her. “Two more months

.and we'll have all the - week ends "in the'

world for our very own.’
Jane settled back with a srgh of content-
" ment. All was right with thelr world once
more But for how long

ELL, HOW was “the old home

town?” Jerry Paxton asked her the

next mornmg, looking up from a script he
was reading. _

She gave a bemused shrug. “You know
Very homespun, very quaint.” She added
sulkily, “Hardly the place. for a rising
young doctor.”

“Oh, is the boy frlend a.. pill-roller?,

Funny thing. I'm reading a doctor scenarlo
now.’
“He’s a wonderful one!” she said fer-
vently And now, in one 1mpulsxve spurt of
~ resentment, she let out all her damrned up
feelings.. “He doesn’t belong in a small
‘town. T know what it’s like—he’ll rot there!
Taking care of runny noses.and mgrown
toenails—and—and things like that.” .
“He was cut out for bigger and better
thmgs, is 'that 1t7’” Jerry Paxton asked
dryly. ,
She flushed. “Im sorry I dldnt mean

to blow my top like that. It’s just that— =

‘New Orléans tomorrow afternoon

~well, I got a little dlscouraged this week
end.” '

“Sure, he said easily. “I know.” And '
then he paused, his eyes narrowing thought-
fully. He began again. “This script I've got
here is only the first of a cycle of doctor
stories we’fe planmng to put out. We’ rey

‘going to need-a lot of technical advice on '
the stuff. You know what I mear, Guys. '

who know their medical onions.’

He stopped She looked up at him, hope
radiating .in her face.

Then he smiled. “Maybe, Just maybe, I
can work the boy friend in as one of those
advisors. It won’t be much, but it'll be a
start for him. He'll get to know  the rlght
people around here. Those who can'do him
the most good.” :

“Oh, that would be marvelous' she ,ex-,
claimed gratefully. “I don’t know how to’
thank you, Mr. Paxton. I'll tell Dell to-
morrow night when I see him.”

“You can thank me by calling me Jerry,

“he said. “And T wouldn’t tell him anything

yet if I were you. Don’t-get your hopes up
too high. That was an awfully big’ maybe,
depending on a lot of things.”

But Jane was still elated. Jerry Paxton,
she knew, was Mr. Big around these parts.’
What he said went. If he wanted Dell in
as a technical advisor on the pictures, he’d

. get him. It was the made-to-order solu-
. tion for all her problems. Stepping lightly,
s0 as not. to. break through the pink cloud . -

she was on, she crossed over to the door.
- “Oh, Jane .
She stopped, mquxrmgly B
“I forgot to tell you. We're ﬁymg to
Spe-
cial preview there on Wednesday.”

“Bnt it's . ..” She bit back the words,
Dell’s evening oE :
After all, Jerry had warned her that her
hours would ‘be irregular. *Besides, he was .

] dorng her a b1g favor cons.ldermg Dell for
. the job. ‘She couldn’t protest now.:

“Swell,” she said. “It sounds exciting.”
But“when Dell called- her that evening, .
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‘he falled to. share in her fine enthusiasm. -

“What kind of a job is that anyway?”
“Flying to New Orleans
~isn’t supposed™to be part of your: -work. 1
don’t like it.”

. She told him patrently, “As secretary to
Mr. Paxton, T've got to go.on these junk-
ets with him. I'm sorry about tomorrow
night, Dell. But you just wait and see
‘what I've got cooking for us!” '

She didn’t -want to tell him about his

prospects of being medical advisor for the

"studio. At least, not right away. When
~ the deal was all set, when Jerry Paxton
" gave her-a definite Yes, she wanted to wrap

it up with love and kisses. and- grve it to -

“him *as.a Wwedding present
* And she wasn’t going to tell her room-

_mate, either, even though Marcia ralsed'
-, skeptical- eyebrows ‘when she heard about

the trip. Let her think what she wanted!

THE NEXT AFTERNOON, Jane was-

watching the miles -scuttle away into
nothingness from the .window of a giant
* airliner en route to New: Orleans.. Jerry,
sitting beside her, smiled cozily. “How you
doing?” he asked.’ A -

“Oh, I've been up before she told him
- gaily. “Once I flew all the way to San
' Francisco.”

‘He- laughed and then thése strange-

* flecks of light danced again in his eyes.

© . “Just' wait till you see New Orleans,”
" he said.
-time:
you’ll taste food you’ll swear never existed.

“T’Il show you the street where the blues-
were born. Everythmgl I tell you, J'ane,'

we’ll do it up brown.”

. A frown creased her forehead. vil
~ we have time for all that?” she asked un-
certainly. “After all, we’re ‘on business.”

" “Are you kidding ? What business? You

~ stick with me; baby, and you'll really live.
‘See- thmgs and do things” you've never -
done before, None:of that small-town stag- -
: 'natron for us!

12 , -
%

“It's Mardi Gras there all the-
I'll take you to restaurants where

““But will

It sounded -thrilling and daring and -

..frrghtenmg all at"once. -The fascmatrng im-

- ages that Jerry’s words con Jured up stirred

her expectantly, and yet—and yet, if she

weren't’ “going to work, why had he asked -

her to come alorig?

Just then the-plane hit an air pocket and
‘her stomach,did a queasy nip-up. Or had =
. it been an air pocket , :
- Much later, ensconced in her.hotel room,

Jane stood by the window looklng down at
the unfamiliar hghts of New. Orleans.
felt a 'sudden overpowering loneliness, a
longmg for Dell that was. almost an ache.

Jerry et her downstairs for a late bite -

in the hotel coffee shop, and under “the

spell of the tasty food and the warm laugh-

- ter -and conversation ﬁowmg around them,

she let herself loosen up, let herself re-
spond 'to his eager mood.
“How about a walk, Jane?” he ‘sug-

‘gested when their table had' been cleared.

“You've never séen mght -time t111 you've
seen it in New Orleans.”

She he51tated then shook her head. “The .

trip’s worn me out, Jerry. We Il save the
s:ght-seemg for tomorrow.”
. “Sure
ouf of the shop -

]erry pushed the button for the- elevator
Then he turned to her..

N

“Did. T ever 'tell you you're beautxfull
. baby,” he said softly'
upstairs.”

“Let me see you

“Please . T mean 4..” Oh why did

_she have to act like such a ninny, What
.was there to be afraid of ? What dzd she
mean, anyway? -

But she should have known the answers

*She should have been forewarned As it

“ing to get away, and the kiss’ grazed off

was, when 'he bent his head, his 11ps found
hers squarely. She turned her head, twist-

the corner. of her mouth. -

" He didn’t apologize. He wasn’t embar-,

rassed or contrite. He merely smiléd, said,
very low, “Good night, Jane.” . B
Good night, Jane, his eyes seemed to re-

She

-He got up and they strolled.
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peat. ‘But what they alone added was:
" That's all right. I can'wait. S

" ' The door of the elevator opened and she
ran into the car. Into the very.small hours

of the New Orleans night, she could still -

- feel the warmth of his breath on her face,
the sting of his kiss.
But the next day it was as if nothing had

| -happened. They attended the preview, and -

they took in the sights. Jerry’ was blithe

and friendly and impersonal, and his touch -
on her.arm, as he steered her about, was .
just light enough. By evening they were

on the mght plane back to Los Angeles.

ERRY CARRIED her bag upstalrs to
her apartment -door. -
- “You needn’t come in till tomorrow," he
told hér. He nodded good-bye, and left her
there.

Jane let herself in, deposited the sultcase :

~in the bedroom and hurriedly scooted out

again. She could call Dell on the phone,

she knew, but she wanted to see him, to be
- near.him, to be able to hold him.

, He was out on an ambulance case when
" she got to the hospital, but he returned in

a short time. When Jane caught sight of
coming .

his lean, = white-garbed figure _
through ‘the door of the visitors’ waiting
. room, she had all she could dq to keep from
throwing.herself into his arms.

“Baby, what’s the. matter?” he asked,
taking her hands and leading her over-to
some chairs where they sat down.

. “Nothing. I just ... Oh, Dell, it’s so
good to be back. I missed you sot”

He glanced at his wrist-wadtch. “Sure, I
know,” he said. “I missed you, too. But
honey, I've got work to do.”

+ “Dell,” she blurted. “When are we get-
ting married?” -
" “What's eating you, anyway? You know

when. “In two months, soon as-my intern-

ship’s -over. Then we'll- grab ourselves a
honeymoon—maybe in Hawaii if the loot
" holds out—and then 1ts back to Castro-
ville.” ‘

‘to Castroville.

“Back to Castroville,” she echoed dully,

" And then she looked up and brightened.

“Okay, Dell. Go back to work. I'm sorry.
I disturbed ‘you.. I just wanted to say
hello.” '

“Say hello?” he grmned “You kxss me
hello, or nothing.” :

- “Dell! Right here in the waxtmg room?" ’

“Sure. What do you think I've been
waiting. for ?”

And thén she was in "his arms and her
mouth was welded to his. It was short and
sweet, but even for those few brief mo-
ments, all the dark clouds had sailed away.
from Jane’s heaven. - SR

Skz thought again of those words as she
walked slowly away from the hospital, Back
That wasn’t the place for.
Dell. He belonged here, where excitement
and glamour, were to be had. Where the
money was' to be made.

way yet, but that was only because he
hadn’t really been given the chance to.”

She knew now, more resolutely: than
ever, that the answer to-everything lay with

Jerry Paxton. If he could get Dell in as

advisor on those pictures. then there would
be no more talk of gomg back to Castro-
ville.

All she had to do now. was to make cer-
tair that Jerry got Dell the job. And the
way to do that, she knew beyond a doubt,
was to play up.-to the producer at every
opportumty If he wanted office relations
nice and congenial, very well then. He'd
have them that way. If he wanted to take
her sightseeing when they were away on '
business trips, very well then. She’d;look at
the sights. It was little enough for .him to
ask, and it was littlé enough for her to do.

‘For Dell

THE NEXT. mornirig . Jane- showed up

for work in her best gabardine: suit and
a friily, peekaboo blouse. Jerry :surveyed
her calmly, his eyes gleaming theu' ap-
proval

Wheré she be-
longed! ‘Perhaps Dell couldn’t see it her
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"He said, “Take a letter, Jane _

It wasn’t qurte what she had expected
of him, but’. . . Jane sat down and made
her shorthand notes '

-And it was like that all the busy day.

through Monday ,also found Jerry ex-

tremely efficient and businesslike, appar-

ently impervious to the smlles and blandish-
ments she served him.” But.on Tuesday,
late afternoon, as she wis ‘handing him'the
last letter to be srgned he suddenly glanced

- up at her,

“Seemg the boy frrend tomght?” he
asked.’
. “Why, yes. Tuesday’s Dell’s’ mght off.”
- “Too bad,” he remarked offhandedly

“T was hopmg you could be at my place for
+ & conference I'm holding tomght -The big-
shots on that new medical series ‘will be

there. We'll be laying out our production

notes on the plctures That sort of stuff.”

_She sucked in her bréath, Productron
. notes on the plctures That ‘might mean the -
opening for Dell! Here was her chance, if
she played her cards right.

. “If it’s that important,” she murmured
“Of course. I'll be glad to come.’

“You know,” said Jerry softly. "I kind

of thought you would.”

“Back in her office the phone was rmgmg

“Let me talk to Jerry,” a-woman’s voice
‘said; a somehow. familiar voice.

Jane was just about ready to leave. She
poked her head in the inner ofﬁce, an-
nounced, “There sa call for you,” and re-
treated again.

As she’ was gathermg up’ her purse and‘

_gloves,, she heard Jerry’s voice raised in

‘heated argument. And it was then she re-

membered where she had heard that voice
. before.
“had refused to g1ve her name that other
time.,

Jane shrugged and went on out

T- WAS TOO late to reach Dell by.p‘hone'

“to call off their date. Whén she got
back to the apartment, she had to dress

ol

It was that msolent woman who.

" switly, while Marcia lounged on the bed :

and regarded her with baleful glances.

" “Don’t forget, Marcia,” she coached, ’

running a ‘comb through her ‘hair. “Tell

Dell that Mr, Paxton' called a vlast-mi-nute a

story conference and I have to be there.”
Marcia winced. “Honey, you don’t need

- any conference. That’s a. story i in 1tself 1f

ever I heard one.’ :

“Marcxa! You know it’s part of my
work.” o .

“Sure, sure.. Why don’t you Just stay .
home and manufacture TNT in the bath- o
tub. It’s safer ™

Jane was ready now. She wore a straw-
berry-patterned black silk damask dress:
" with a matching bolero jacket.. The short
cut of her red-gold hair swirled caprlcrously
around hér pretty face. . '
- “Tell Dell that I'll call him in the morn-
“ing and that I think I'm going to have a -
“'big surprise- for him." And you’re an angel;
to let me have the car!”

Marcia waved her out. “Go ahead g0
ahead. Don’t mind the grumblmgs of an
old spinster aunt.”

Jane grabbed up her purse and coat and
reached for the door. She opened it—and
there stood Dell.

“You. must be psychic,” he\sard “I
didn’t even ring.” .
“Dell!”  She was plainly startled.

“Youre early.” -
" “Mrs, Watkins presented Mr. W. with -
a $even-pound girl a little sooner than we
thought she would, so ‘here'T am.’ _
And then he seemed to become fully
aware of her for the first time. His. eyes
traveléd over her, and he let out a- long .
whistle. . _
“Hey, pretty classy stuff, isn’t it? I.
was’ planning on a movie. Now we'll have
'to sit in the loge seats.” N
“I was just going out, Dell, " she said -
lamely. “I had left a message with Marcra;
“for you.” - .
The smile left his eyes. “What k1nd of a
message 77 O .
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“Well . . .” she took a deep breath,
“That I had to go to work and couldn t see
you tonight.”

"“Work? In’those duds?”

““Mr. Paxton’s having a story conference’
in his home," she told him.-
to be there.”

“But Jane, it's my one mght off. All

week I've been looking forward to it. And>

what's more, I got' cheated out of last

week when you went galhvantmg off to.

New Orleans.”

" “T know, Dell and I'm* sorry. But it
"really is awfully 1mportant that I be there.”
* She thought for a moment. “For both of
us. "

‘He tilted his head eyed her apprmsmgly

,“I don’t get it,” he said.” “Seems like every
time we want to go anyplace or do anything

lately, you're tied up with work. How

come you have to go to his house? What's
this’ Paxton guy to you-anyway?” -

“Dell, please. The neighbors . ..” They
were still” standmg, half in, half out of the
hallway. .
"~ He swore. “Hang the neighbors. Are
you going out with me tomght or aren’t
you?l, )

4T can’t! You'll Just have to trust me, :

darliig. Honestly, it's for the best.”

“Never mind the heroics,” he said blunt-

ly. “If you want to be that guy’s overtime

secretary, it's okay with me. I just hope

you have a swell time-and-a-half!” "
“Dell! It isn’t like that at all.” -

“Isn’t it?” he asked coolly. And tﬁen

' he turned and walked away.
" She made a movement ds if' to follow
him, but a touch on her arm stopped her.
“Don’t,” said Marcia softly from behind
her. “He’ll be back.” S
" Jane turned on a weak smile. -“Sure,”
“He'll be back " '
ERRY PAXTON’S house was buﬂt on
one of Beverly Hills’ luxuriant, palm-
tined streets. It had a swimming pool, she
knew, and iush, velvety-green lawns. Jane

-melodious,
“He asked me..

* on the sofa.

‘went qulckly up the walk, more determined. ,

than ever that tonight she would wangle the

. advisory deal for Dell.

At ter finger touch, chimes, clear -and™
sounded somewhere. in the
house. She heard rapid footsteps coming
to the door, and then it .was swung open '
and Jerry was smllmg at her.

“Come iti, come in,” he said heartily, “I
was beginning to thmk you’d changed your
mind.”

Absentmmdedly, she drew off her gloves

“and ' looked around. “Where’s everybody?”

“Everybody?”’ he repeated, taking her

" coat. And even as he did so, she remem—

bered something. '

There had been no other cars parked in
front of the house or in the driveway.

“Aren’t they here yet?” she faltered
“The’ people for the conference?” '

Jerry led her into a huge living room.
He turned ‘his back and busied himself at
the bamboo-striped bar that stood besnde'- :
the patio doors,

“Scotch or bourbon?” he asked.

“Nothing. Jerry, aren’t they commg"’

. And still he didn’t answer her. When
he turned around he held a hxghball glass
in each hand.

“Take it.” "It was an order. _

With reluctant fingers she reached out
for the glass. Its coldness felt soothmg'

- against her feverish palm.

“A toast,” he said. “To. us.’ ‘

Jane didn’t join him. She watched w1th .
stricken eyes as he downed his drink. -

She set down the glass, and began des-
perately, “]erry, if .the others aren’t coni:
ing, 'm going home.”

“Sit down, Jane,” he mirrmured.” “Sure

~ly you couldn’t be afraid.”

Even more feluctantly she took a seat -
He planted himself next'fo
her. = g
“But if the others aren t commg
tried - again. '
And then he smiled, broadly and amused-'
ly, as if she had just told a funny joke,

she
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HAT DO you mean, 1f the others

aren’t’ commg? You know damn well

they re not. Else why did you show up
here tonight looking like an extremely de-
sirable and extremely wayward angel?”
“Jerry!”

- His arm slid along the' sofa top in back
of her
“You knew that my wife
was.out of town, and that the only people
at thrs party were -going to be you and
me.’

“No"’ Like a pale wralth she cowered

in the corner of the couch. “I didn't!” she -

~ cried wildly. “I never thought .
- even knew you were marrred"’
* He laughed. “That s what they all say.”
And then the laugh: ‘became, an ugly sneer.
“You wanted that job for your boy friend,
all' right., Sure.

.. I never

N

In the office or in New Orleans, either.
- So what’s so different about tomght? It's
your golden opportunity, baby.”.

* “I didn’t,” she whispered, but she knew,

appallingly, that she had .been throwing.

herself at Jerry. But never had. she in-

tended anything like this. ‘Never thlS sort.

- of thing!
" “Come. here,”

N

he commanded

When she_didn’t .move, he lunged for-_«
ward, his eyes-like glittering agates.” He '
She struggled furi-.
" “ously, but he seemed charged with mani-

grabbed her shoulder.

- acal strength. His other hand went to her
neck, slid up under her hait, and then he

. forced her head back and took posseswn

of her. mouth. S -

It was a cruel kiss, hard and w1llfu1 and
when- she tried to wrench herself free, he
only became more forceful.’

.'Somewhere, -there was a sharp click, as
if'a door had just been .opened.

“Is-~ this supposed to be where I say
CCut™” a womans voice broke in jeer-
ingly. . =

Jerry re]eased her so suddenly she was
. flung back against the sofa pillow. A blonde

r. “You knew they. weren't coming,-
© baby,” he said.

And you didn’t’ mind
throwing yourself at'me in order to get it.

girl was standmg just - inside -the patio -

doors. A'tall, shapely girl in-a black satin
suit. - Her eyes-were slits of pure malice;

‘her beautiful face ‘was contorted wrth N

hatred. ,
Jerty scrambled to his feet. “I can ex-

- plain, darling . ' o s

“T’ll bet- you can,” the blonde snapped

It was that imperious voice Jane had twice
"heard on the telephone!

Oh, no, she thought fiercely,
couldn’t be happening to me.
But it could, and it was,- and now the
blonde was swrngmg on her.
© “So thi$ is the rotten, cheap baggage
you’ve been two-timing me with,” she said

»This

' _drsdamful]y She glanced at Jane with,
‘scorn. “Get out of here, you little . ‘

”

She raised her hand and brought it down ‘

viciously "across, Jane’s face. -

- “Get out!” she spat. ,
Jane turned and blindly ran. Somehow,

she remembered to retrieve her coat and

purse from the table in the hall. Her’ high -
heels rat-tatted sharply ovei the flagstone-
paved walk, but above their hurrymg stac- °
cato and the frenzied beats of her heart, she
could hear the harsh voices from the House,
r151ng to hysterlcal pltches

HE GOT IN ‘the car and ,sped off, and
it wasn’t till she was several  blocks
away, halted.for a light, that she glanced
iri the rear-view mirror., Her lipstick was

_ smeared, her hair was tuimbled wrldly, and
- across the paleness of Her cheek wére the

11v1d souvenirs of fingerprints.
-His wife, she thought dully. T shou]d

' _have known. And when .she started up -

agam, shie saw that the sleeve of her bolero

‘was’ rrpped where. Jerry had’ grabbed her:

 Jinx . . Jinx . . the little voice inside
her tolled Everythmg you touch turns m-
to dust and crumbles away. . -

What-a little fool she had been Try- .
ing to play a game with'a man who made -
up his own rules. Trying to get something

- for nothmg ina mercenary world.

N _
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She braked in'front of her apartment “Funny how I was too. blind, too much'in
house and moved to get out of the car.. love with you to see things that way be--

‘And then ‘she stopped. : - fore.” _ :
iy Marcia had been right. Dell was back " “Dell, no...” T
agam = But he went ruthlessly on. “I wasn't

“He was sitting in his_coupe, parked a. good enough for you, is'_that it? Being a
little ways ahead of her. And now as she plain doctor’s wife in a small town wasn't.
stared at him, he slid out and strode swiftly exactly your cup of tea.” He gave a wry
over. Jane got out of the car, her hands laugh. “But then how could it be? You

clammy and cod. - .. - ..~ were longing for champagne.”
- “I've been waitmg for you,” Dell be-: “For. you, Dell,” she could only repeat
gan: “I wanted . co foolishly. “It was only for you.’

He didn't. get any further, and she knew “Thanks,” he ground-out. “Ouly it so
that he was seemg what she had seen in  happens I'm not having any.”
the rear-view mirror. R ‘ - _ o
“So.it was like that,” he sald slowly LIKE A far-off cry, she could hear Aunt ‘
“You were out for some thrills, some . . Lou’s words: You've made -our boy
“No, Dell, no! I didn’t know. Belié_ve 's0 happy . . . She felt the tears start up-in
me, I didn’t know!” She was clutching at  her eyes, and bit down hard on her lower
his' jacket now, ‘her’ eyes beggmg him to - lip to keep from giving in to them, At her
understand, to forgive. . side her fists were clenched hard, and she
. But there was no, understandmg, no for- felt her rmg——Dell’s ring—dig cruelly into
giveness in.the icy gray gaze that stabbed her palm. .
- back at her. There was nothmg but naked -~ All at once, Dell was gripping her shoul-

contempt. ders, and with a rough twist-he pulled her

. Her fingers dropped lrfelessly from him. _to him. A
She turned away. , “Not good enough for you, am I ” he
- “T did it for -you," she sard .brok,enly. muttered. “I'll show you...” ~
-“He was going to get you a job at the  ~He kissed her, a kiss that was stark and'

studio. It was going to be your chance of despising, devoid of all tenderness, of all

a lifetime . . .” sweetness. It lay as bitter as brine-on her
“What are you talking about?” he de- lips. And then he was-gone.

manded. “What do you mean?” Like a.puppet whose legs are manipu-
Haltingly, she told him. How he was' lated by strings beyond her control,. Jane

too important to-be wasted on a small town walked on inside and let herself into the

like. Castroville; how there was nothing apartment..

- there, nobody ; how she had warited so des- Marcia was curled up in the armchair-
 perately this chance for him to get ahead under the reading lamp. Her hair was tied
with the right people. - - - in rag-curlers, and a hand holding a large
~ “But I didn’t mean it to go this far I red apple stopped midway to her mouth,’
swear T didn’t,” she finished mournfully. “For Pete’s sake, what ran into you?”’
- ofI—I was just being nice to him, so he'd Jane tried to say something. She opened
be nice to us. You've got to understand her ‘mouth, but- the words just wouldn’t
"~ Dell!” : : come.
--Once again, she turned anguxshed eyes: Marcia said, “Oh, you poor kid.”
appealmg toward him. And once again, And it was then that the tears started to
forgiveness was refused her. - , fall in earnest.’ -~ P

“Sure I understand,” Dell said .softly. - Later, armed with a- ﬂrmsy lace handker-
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chief that Marcia had grabbed up at ran-

dom from -a dresser drawer “she told her
roommate the whole story.

“I nearly died when his wife' walked in,”
she confided. “She must have just come
back "from out-of town.
looked so—so cheap and tawdry!”.

- The other girl gave her a consoling hug. -

““Don’t worry, honey. -If that Paxton louse

is anything like he’s rumored -to be, his’

wxfes probably good and used to it by
now.’

“But Dell.

Marcra said cheerrly, “What d1d T tell
-=you about Dell, horiey? ‘He'll be .. .»+~

" “No, Marcia!” ‘The words tore them-
“Thls time he wont be -

~,.selves fromzher
; back A
) And the tears started anew.

.....

Sy e

find. Marcra firmly anchoring her hat on her
-head in front’ of the vanity mirror.

: “Gomg to work already ?” she asked
“thxckly

“Already? It's after ten"’ exclaimed,

‘Marcia.” “We forgot to -set the alarm last
night.” She came over to the bed, as ]ane
-swung' slim Jegs over the side. “I called
the office and told ithem T’ had a ‘bad “code
- id der dose,’ so:now I'm-on my- way to the
haxrdresser s.
breakfast, It's perking on the stove.”

Jane ‘threw "her roommate a gratefull

smile. “I ‘could use half a dozen cups.”"

Y Marcia was heading for the front door.
“I’ll be back soon. Don’t let me, catch you
weepmg in your coffee.”

‘ She went out. Jane groped for her slip-

pers, found "them and moved over to the

mirror. She shuddered. She’d better get'
- "And she, Jane—was that other woman!

"to that coffee. Fast. o ,

~The pot was on a low ﬂame A few slices.

‘of rye bread lay by the toaster, and she put

them in. Then she turned on the kitchen

radio, . - .
\ . e

Oh, Marcia, it

He dldnt understand He.-_
d:dn’t beheve me.” -

THE NEXT mormng ]ane lifted her'
Bead' from.a tear-dampened pillow te

You " have. yourself some"

ALL-STORY LOVE |

" Someone was warbling a love song. She -
“couldn’t stand that. Not the morning after .
‘her love song had ended. ‘On the next sta-

tion a soap opera held sway. She left that
on and sat.down to her. coffee and toast.

- It was somewhere during her second cup
that she became aware that the serial had

gone off. ‘A newscaster. was chanting the
~morning tidings, instead.  She listened ab-

sently. Wars. . - government doings .
a robbery downtown . . a Hollywood. pro-
ducer’s- wife had committed suicide .. %

" Suicide!

AND THEN she was 1o longer listening *

absently. The announcer’s voice was -
filling the room, swelling to a thunder that

crashed down over her head

“Mrs. Paxton, the former Adelaide King
" . of Chicago, was found this 1 morning by her

maid who had come up to awaken her. A

bottle containing three sleeping tablets was
on the table.by her bedside. The mdid said

.that the. bottle had been full yesterday

morning . . ."” <

“Oh, no, no"’ J'ane said aloud, half ris-

ing from the table.

The newscaster droned on. “The . po-

" lice found a suicide note under Mrs, Pax-
ton’s pillow. She wrote she was. taking.her

life because of her hushand’s attentions to
another woman. ‘Last mght was the end,’
she said in part. ‘I can’t take. it any more.’
Friends had assumed the producer’s wife
to be’ away in Las Vegas. For further
details ‘see your ..."”

~ But the coffee cup in janes nerveless

_fingers had shattered to the floor; and she

heard no more of the announcers state-
ment.

_]'erry s wife had commrtted sulcrde She

had left a note saying that. she . couldn t.

take any more, because of the other woman.
She cradled her face in her hands, shiv-

sation. Murderess, murderess,

-ering. Murderess, taunted' the silent accu-~
murder-
' ess. .. Blonde Adelalde Paxton would be
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+ " alive this morning if it weren’t for her.
Suddernly Jane knew that this time her

. jinx had played a double feature. Dell,
and -now Jerry’s wife. Everything she
touched . . . Everything she touched . . .

" There could never be any- forgiveness

| from Dell. Even niow he might be hearing

" the news over the radio, reading it in his

- the other 'woman, and he’d shut Jane. out
~ of his heart and out of his arms forever,

She lifted ‘her head and ran back into.

the bedroom. She had to gét out of here
. before Marcia came back, before there were
“\more’ questions, more meaningless consola-
" tions. Hastily, she took down a bag from
. the closet shelf, flung clothes into it. Then
. she began to dress, and she had the tele-

- phone to her ear even before both shoes
- and stockings were on her feet.

“I want a reservation,” she told the girl”

" at the other end of the line, at the airlines
" office. “Your first _flight to. New Yorl?
Anything will do! 1

It ‘had to be East. To the West was
Hawaii and reminders of a honeymoon
that would never be.

Marcia still hadn’t returned by the time
she was ready. She scribbled a note for
‘her, thanking her for everything. And
then, ‘on impulse, left one for Dell. A very
short one. -

You know that crystal chandelier in’

- the Cape Cod cottage? I -think it’s .

. .beautzjul Good-by, Dell and it was so
[ mice havmg loved you.
Jane

She ‘had sent for a cab and it took her
speed:ly 10 the bank where she cleaned out
her savings account, and then to the air-
. port, where the propellers were already

~ spinning on Flight Number 116 for the
East.

‘New York was still too close She had
to escape even farther. And finally, she
took- the one plane she could secure passage

He’d know then about:

on. Bound for Puerto Rxco, where a visa
wouldn’t be necessary.

So long, jinx! Jane thouglit, as the great
silver wings bore her out over the sea,
leaving New York’s sparkling spires  be-
hind. Here’s where you and I part com-

pany.

But, of course, she was wrong

HE SKY was a .cloudless, deep-hued
azure, and after a while Jane tired of

‘gazing at its limitless, unbroken expanse. -

Below was the water, alternately shimmer-
ing green and blue, still as a country pond
from where she viewed it. There was noth-
ing to look at there either. -

Jane returned to the magazine she had

* purchased at ‘the stand in the airlines ter-

minal, and let her eyes:wander’over the

‘pages of a mystery story. After anothef

while, she gave that up, too, leaned back
against the seat and closed her eyes.

“Milk or coffee with your dinner, Miss?”

She looked up. The stewardess was
bending over her.

“Oh, thank you. Coffee wxll be fite.”

June ate listlessly, wondermg what she
was going to do when she got to Puerto
Rico. How she was going to live without
Dell. She would live, of course, but it
wouldnt be the same. It wouldn't be the
house on the crest 'of a hill, and Dell across
the breakfast table from her every morn-

“ing. It wouldn’t be love or happmess or-

heaven at all.
She looked out of the window again and

' saw the first star of the evening appear in

the twilight sky, shining like a dlamond in

. a huge pink-streaked setting. Jane’s fingers

stole to the ring on her left hand, the ring
she had been unable to leave behmd and
covered it, ' :

“Star llght star bright . she began‘
softly And then stopped. What was’ the

. use.

- It-was then that it happened.
There-was a funny cough and sputtermg
whlch broke up the monotoneus drone of
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“the engmes Then the plane shuddered
once and the sputtering stopped—and so
~ did.the engines. The big plane nosed down
' shghtly, the wind screechirig by the motion-~

“less propellers The hostess raced up the

aisle, helpmg passengers fasten their safety
belts. A red light shone up above  the
pxlots compartment as’ a warning to all;
a warting not’ one of the passengers needed.
- “Are we going to land ?” someone asked
: exc1tedly
Jane heard a ‘womarn sobbmg behmd her.
Someone else said, “Shut up!”
*The .co-pilot came- out just then.- He
stood up at the front of the plane, under:
. the warning’ “light, his hands braced- on the-
side panels of the door.
" “Please try 'and be calm, everybody,”
he saxd And. then he smiled reassuringly.
““We're going to have to land. Now when-.

we tell you that the life rafts have been. -

released, I want you all'to get into them
nice and- orderly, and there’ll be no trouble.
There’s plenty of time, and plenty of room
for everybody
The man across the axsle from Jane shook
his head. “I’'ve been ﬁymg for the last fif-
‘teen years, and this:is the first tnne any- .
thing like this has happened to-me.’

_Jane could have told him why. She knew

the truth with a sudden flash of fearful in-
“sight. She hadn’t left the jinx behind her
at all. It had been flying with her all the
way, and now it was back at work. - -
Behind her the woman was sobbing
again. Jane turned and-saw that she held a
‘httle boy of perhaps four in her lap.
" She-smiled at him coaxingly..“What’s
your ... . N
ANE NEVER ﬁmshed The plane hit,
the water “hard. Someone screamed..
Then jt- rebounded off the waves; hit again.
Rebounded and hit. Rebounded’ and hit.

.+ Jane thought the jolting would neve'r’. '

stop They’d never settle. .
- But they did, eventually And then there
was the confused blur of ragged conversa-

. some songs.

‘tion, the pllOtS releasmg the Tubber life-
boats, passengers - clambermg mto them
w1th pmched frightened faces.. U

_Then there was thie weird, ghostly scene -
of the boats strmgmg thentselves out on +
the inky water and the plane bobbmg be-""
hind them, slxppmg lower and lower into ..
the depths from which there was no return,

* until, at last, 1t dxsappeared from sight.

© And then there was ‘only the' night, sie -
“lent and black everywhere around them.
It was’ like something” out of a badly
‘staged dream Jane thought. The characters

unreal, the settmg unearthly, and the audi- * -

ence the strange, fearful host of the un-
known. Somehow—she néver knew when .
it" started—she found - herself - Jommg ‘in
But evén that was eerie—to '
- have the melody ﬁoatmg out mto that blank
wall of darkness. :
The little boy and his mother were in
Jane’s boat, and she kept busy talking to-
the youngster, telling him. stories, playing:
impromptu, made-up games. The night
was cold and damp. The rafts tossed like.
~corks on the watery swells: Somehow the
hours passed, each one half an eternity
~long. :
And then someone cr1ed “Look"’ ‘
-Jane turned and Her heart contracted
.with horror. There cutting the ‘water, not_ .
- ten yards away from their boat, were glis-
tening, triangular fins. Sharks—the vul-
tures of the.sea! After that, they were nev-
er gone, but kept circling around the boats,
round and round, patiently waiting—as if
they. knew. best of all Just how long thelr
vigil would. be. , _
But the welcome “light of dawn ﬁnally"
traced its way into the sky, and with 1t came
the faint but unmistakable hum of eng‘lnes :
overhead. T . '
. “It's a plane! They're searchmg for‘
s'”
And it was a plane It flew over ‘themg* -
then dlpped its wings, cxrcled twice and
soared back. ‘

“They ve found us, ‘the b‘oy’.s'. mother~ _

N
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murmured, wrth weary, unutterable rehef

" “We'll be*pickéd up soon.’

The ordeal was over for-Jane. She had

" tried to run away, to keep from facing the-

' musrc——and now she was going back.

" their leSson well.

" Bermuda may mean many things to many

- thing T touch crumbles to dust.”. .
" “What are you talking about?” he de-

"The hours on the open sea had taught-
After every. hurt you -
~ caused; there always had to be a reckon-
ing. After playing with fireworks, always
a fifth of ]uly There could never be any.

S escapmg

“The Canadran destroyer fished them out -

of the water a little after noon. They were

landed in Bermuda early the. next mormng .

ERMUDA—xsle of coral beaches and
turquoise: sea and golden sun. Yes,

people. But to Jane Ballard, it meant—-
 heartbreak,
“Miss . ..” the reporter was saying. “I

“don’t think you heard ‘me.
does it feel to be alive?”

~But the tall,- almost too thin man . was
'at her side now. He grabbed her hand,

1 ask'ed how,

. took one hungermg look, then crushed her -

‘to him.

“You shouldnt Dell.” she whispered.

“Baby, if you only knew how frantic I've

been ever since I saw your name on the.
: 'jpassenger list in ghe papers.

"nearly broke my neck getting here on time
when the news came out that you’d been
picked up.” He stopped for breath. “Why’d
‘you do it? Why'd you run away?”

She turned her head, not wanting to"

look at him. “I'm no good, Dell. Every-

" “manided roughly. “Everythmg s’ okay niow,

b

- baby. I was the crazy one.’

~ She shook her head. “No, you still don't
‘understand. Jerry Paxton’s wife commit-
ted suicide, Dell, because of me. Didn’t

‘Marcia tell you? His wife walked in on us

" that night . . .” Her v01ce broke.
“Jane, _look at me,” Dell said sternly
_“First of all, there’s no such thing as a

And then I

me You never had - one and you ‘don’t
_have one now.’

- She put up her hand, but he sﬂenced ‘her
wrth a shake of his head. He asked, ““What
color hair did Jerry Paxton’s wife have?"

She  relived the whole shameful scene,
in those few fleeting seconds.” “She was a
blonde T’ll always remember.”

“I've got news for you, baby. -Adelaide
Paxton was a brunette. She had dark hair,
Jane. Real dark hair.”

- “But she ."..” And then full realization
struck her. Only, if it hadn’t been Jerry s
wife who had slapped her, then who was it?

Dell smiled as if he had béen tuned in to
- her thoughts. He said, “The blonde was
Jerry’s—uh—how shall I put 1t?”

But he didn’t have to put’ it. Jane
skipped back to those two telephone calls.
She tnderstdod now who the blonde was;

“'she saw the leading part she had played

in the whole sordid tragedy; she was the
other woman! =~ - . <

“It came.out in the papers.” Dell went
on casually. “In the suicide note she said
that she was sick and tired of all her hﬁs-‘
-band’s phrlandermg, and that she knew all’
about the latest blonde. Seems she caught
them together when she returned later that
night.” .

“Oh Dell.” And then she was laughmg
-and crying all at once, and she was being
"wrapped up in his arms, and he was krssmg
her.

“As long as we’re here,” he whispered
“how about making this our honeymoon’
I’ve already cabled Hotchkiss we're taking
“'that cottage.” She nodded, too ﬁlled with
joy tq speak. '

* “Uh, Miss Ballard,” an 1rr1tated voice

broke in. “This hds all been very—-uh—-
“interesting. But for the last time . how
does it feel to be alive?”

Jane said, softly,” “Why, simply won .

But Dell’s seeking lips wouldn’t let her
‘finish.  The- reporter gave a phllosophlcal

' shrug, tore up his notes, and walked noise-

lessly away.
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A kcf,tliat was a clue 10
murder opened the door to
~love for Ann. .

'

l o , | Synopsi_s

EAUTIFUL - Ann Marleigh, daughter of 2>
once wealthy New  York family, has been
worried and upset over her younger -brother,

" Gordon, who drinks heavily. Things come o a

climax one night when Ann goes to brihg him
home from a cheap Times Square Hotél' At
the hotel she finds that he is sleeping, and she

.decides to spend the night there in order to be

near him if he should awaken. That night, she
has a particularly horrifying and vivid night-
mare. She dreams that someone comes to her

.room and takes her off to a strange masquerade
‘party. There are three ﬂeople at' the party who

stand out—a green merinaid who wants to tell
Ann something ; a bear who tries to prevent her;

39
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and .a pirate with” an S- shaped scar on his neck -

who helps Ann escape when the mermaid is kxlled
with a pair of shears and her body hxdden in a
‘closet.”
** The next day Ann’s’ terror mounts when she
discovers a strange key in hér purse and a vial of

- perfume that does not belong to her, Hystencally.‘

she begins to wonder—and then to be convinced—

that somewhere in.New York, locked in a_closet,
is-the body of a woman whom she has killed!

Iri desperation she goes back to the hotel, deter-

- mined- to retrace her steps of the night before.

Inthe lobby she meets Larry Gretson, whose fa-

ther owns the hotel. Ann feels that Larry is
curious about her presence there, but he asks no

questions. There is a-man who d s ask, though

—Jim Hastings, ,police” reporter - for the Nei’u
York Chronicle. Ann had met and been attracted
to Jim at a’party given by her wealthy, eccentnc
" friend, Clyde Cavanaugh.

Ann tells Larry- about her nightmare, and he s

so reassuring that she decides that she is being

overly dramatic about it and should simply for-

get it. -She is a little upset, though, by~ Ji
_ Hastings, who has overheard her telling, Larry,
and shows a keen interest in the key and the per-
. fume. She refuses to' show them to him, however.

In the days that follow, Jim and she become -
good friends and he never again refers to her-

_dream. But he does ask her about Gordon—how
long he has been drinking and how friendly he is
“with Clyde Cavanaugh.- Little by -little, Ann falls

Jn love with him, and they finally decide to get

“married. Then one-.day.Ann comes home early

and ,hears Jim and. her “brother Gordon fighting -

b\tterly Jim‘réfuses to tell Ann what the quarrel
is about, and angrily she accepts a date with
Larry who has been calling her. From her broth-
er, Ann learns- that Jim had a”sister whom Gor-
don had once loved.: Jim's snster, Mary, had been

involved in a ‘hit and run automobile accxdent :

but had wrecked the car and: been killed before

the police caught up with her. From certain let- -
- ters he found among her things, Jim was con=

vinced that Gordon had been with her the'day of
the accident,. hadactually been: driving - the car,
and had abandoned the wreck in which Mary was
killed in order to’ escape the blame.
" Ann realizes that it was from the date of the ac-
cident=—four' years before—that Gordon had
‘started drinking. On top of this, she learned that
Gordon has been cashing the bonds that they- had

both inherited and that there is little_money left.-

That -night, still angry at Jim' for not tellm'g

her this himself, and a little fearful that he. had .
been dehberately pursuing her because of Gordon, .

Ann goes out with:Larry. She is astonished to
find him not his usual gay self.: Instead, he-is

|
nervous, irritable -and. worried. After dinner he

says there is something he must tell her and sug-
gests that they find a quiet spot in Central Parlr
where they will not- be overheard. Ann's sus- :
picion is aroused at this, and even more so when
‘Larry -acts fearful that sameone might be’ fol-

lowing them. And then, in the park, he slips and -
He has cut the backof his head. Ann, in -

falls.
an attempt to- help him, loosens ‘his collar, There

on .the .back of .his neck- is- a ralsed scar in the -

~shape of an St -Instantly she is back in-the horror

of “her mghtmare It was true—lt had been no-

/

.3‘

Hearts1ck :

dream' Before Larry can say - a word “to her.
. she turns from him in tecror and runs. Now go
Ton with the story. o

s : Concluéion S

HE AWOKE at noon’ the next day
. “after less than fiye hours sleep. Until-

nearly three\the night béfore she’ d |
kept calling Jim’s apartment, needmg des- "

perately. to pour:_.out her: confused iear,
needing, to-—hear “him say,' “Hold on, dar-""
Jding.” T'll be rlght over.’ 8

But Jim hadn’t, answered ‘his phone. At E
last, deciding.that .he ‘was out covering
some late-breaking story, she had gone to. -

bed. . She hadn’t slept though. The dark- . X

" ness had been alive with the memory-of that
" S-shaped “scar on Larry Gretson’s neck.
She didn’t try to dec1de what to do about

‘her discovery that Larry had. been the man . .

"in the pirate costume in her supposed night- ~
mare. Jim would tell her what to do. Jim,
she felt, was capable of handling anything.
The thought brought her comfort, but even
so she didn’t fall asleep ‘until after “her
dressing tablé mirror had reflected. the first

. reddish rays of the sun, - e

Now as she sat up in bed, her head be-
\gan to throb She got ‘up, shpped on her -
robe, and went into the bathroom. The
aspirin bottle in the medicine cabinet was
empty. She stood there for a moment, fin-
gertips against her throbbing temples She

woilldn’t be able to even think straight un- = -

til she-got rid of this headache. Well, Gor-

don could go to the drugstore for aspirin.
She went back- into the bedroom and

opened the door into the, hall. The door "

- opposite stood open; revealing. the empty

room, the unmade bed.

In the downstairs hall the vacuum clean--
er whined. She went to the bannister and
-looked -down' at the-part-time maid’s uhtidy
head. “Mrs. Talbot!”

Shutting off the vacuum, the woman
turned her surly face. upward. Ann asked,

. “Do you know where my brother is?”

“Out. Went out half an hour. ago.”
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.- “Then could. you-run.down to the drug- -

store and get some aspirin. My head’s

splitting. And deliveries take so long.”
“I'm paid to clean, not run errands.”
Ann turned .away from the bannister.

She’d get the aspirin herself. -
'Fifteen minutes later she left the house,

walked. two blocks through -the mid-day
sunlight to the drugstore She never did .

. get the aspirin, though, because next to
the drugstore was a little tobacco shop with -
the ‘day’s newspapers displayed on a rack
outside: Automatically she glanced at

them. One black headline covered the front o

" page of the tabloid Messenger:

' HOTEL TYCOON’S SON STABBED
TO DEATH IN CENTRAL PARK

‘The__]et‘ters' seerriod to dance before her
€yes as she lifted the paper from the rack,
turned to the first inside page

IT HAD BEEN Larry, all right. A

woman walking her dog at dawn in the .

park had glimpsed his body as it lay in

some bushes at the edge of the Seventy

second Street lake, and had screamed until
she. had- attracted the attention of two of
the park’s patrolmen. Larry had been
stabbed in the -back, probably with a long-
bladéd pocket knife. His overcoat was
~" found on a park bench nearby. There was
" no evidence-of robbery, and no sign of a
struggle, except for a slight cut behind his
nght ear, and a loosened. tie' and collar

gotten now, ‘and started away.

Dazedly she turned, her headache . for-
“,Hey,
Miss!” a voice hailed her from the shop
~ doorway. “You dﬂdnt pay for the paper
_you took.”

She turned back, reached automatrcally
into her purse, laid a nickel in his out-
stretched hand; and turned toward home.

She felt a grmdmg sense; of guilt. She
“had left Larry there in the park, half- dazed
from his fall.. And someone had crept up
on ihim through the windy dark- and
plunged a knife into his back. . _

Why? Probably, she reahzed now, -be-
cause someone feared that he was going to
tell her the truth about the tenement flat of
her mghtmare But he'd never had a chance
to tell her, because as soon as she had seen
the scar on his neck she had fled in terror
‘and revulsion, leaving him at the mercy of
hls enemy.

What enemy? It must have .been the
person he was afraid of lTast night, the per<
son for whom he had kept glancing over
his shoulder, as if he feared he had been
followed from the Chateau Yquem. - {

She stopped short there on the sidewalk,
the paper.clutched in her hand. .Jim had
known Larry would be at the Chateau
Yquem. - He had heard her making the date
with Larry. And over dinner Larry had
tried to warn her agamst Jim, had sug-
gested that it was unwise of her to trust
him. She had attributed his attitude to
jealousy, but now . .

“No"’ she said aloud “Not Jim!”

"RELIEVES * HEADACHE

. NEURAI.GIA

: Here’s Why. .
Anacin® is like a doctor's pre-
scription. That is, Anacin con-
tains-not one but a combina-

. tion of medically proved

active ingredients. Anacin s
specially compounded to give
FAST, LONG LASTING relief.
Don't wait, Buy Anacin today.  §
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" But even s she spoke she was remem- -

bering Larry s last, labored words to her.
“Meant to tell you it wasn't a dream,” he
Lhad sald “Dec1ded I’had to That clip-

ping .

, He could have meant only one cltppmg,‘

the one he had shown her,. the one through
which he had learned that she was seeirig
Jim. Theé clipping had made him feel that
she was in danger, so much so that he had
_decided to tell her the truth about her sup-
posed mghtmare .even ‘though ’the truth
would undoubtedly be. to his own discredit,

A passing couple stared at her as she
stood there, her face. dazed and pale in the
harsh sunlight, the paper crumpled in" her
hand She walked on. Had it been only

twenty minutes ago that she had taken

comfort in the thought of Jim’s love, of his
arms around ‘her and his voice ‘soothing

her, telling her what to do? Desperately

she tried to hold onto her confidence in
him ‘and in his-love. Jim, she told herself,
Justf couldn’t have had any connection with
.the events in that nightmarish. tenement
'flat: But it was-no use: She felt as she had
the morning after her 'supposed - dream—

alone, unable to trust anyone, threatened -

by an evil whose nature she could not
guess.

o

She turned.in at her gate As shé chmbed‘

.the porch steps, she remembered.something
else. Jim hadn’t been in his apartment last
night. -Where had he been? She had a
swift, s1ckenmg vision of him following her
and Larry along the shadowed path, mov-

ing close to its edge so-that he could slip .

behind a tree whenever Larry glanced
back. :

She opened the front door, stepped mto
the hall. The vacuum cleaner’s whme came

from the library now. ]ust as she reached

the foot of the stairs, the telephone on the
hall table rang - :
SOMEHOW knowmg whose voice she
~ .would. héar, shq picked up the phone
“Hello.” -

~was' talking about.

“Ann,” Jim said, “I"ve got to see you.”
‘Shé was surprised at the evenness of her
own voice. “All- -right.”

* “I just now woke up, but I can be there’ .

in twenty mmutes .
Al r1ght she said again, and hung up.
She went into the library. Above the
vacuum'’s, whine she said, “Never mind ﬁn-
ishing that, Mrs. Talbot. You can go now.’
“Look. You promlsed me four hours
work each time I . '
“I'know. And 1t’s not your fault you 'Te
not staying thls tlme, 50 you’ll be paid the‘

full amount.”

~ Mrs. Talbot looked long and’ curlously at
Ann’s stricken face, at the paper still
clutched in her hand. Then, shrugging; she
flipped the lever on the vacuum and walked'
over to disconnect the cord.

Mrs. Talbot had left the house by " the
time that Ann, watching from the living

- room windows, saw Jim’s gray coupe stop

at the curb. Her mouth- dry, her heart. -
poundmg, she walked into the- hall and

~opened. the’ front door. as he came up the

steps. . - B

His face looked t1red in the bright sun-
light, but his blue eyes were smxlmg He
said,. “Hello, beautiful.” e i

.She swallowed. to ease the dryness of her
mouth. “Come in, ]1m We can talk in
the den.” ’

She ‘walked ahead of him to the httle

'room off the hbrary, closed the door be-

hind them: “Sit down, Jim.” ,

He didn’t seem’ to .hear her.  Looking
down at her face, pale and strained as she
sat in one of the leather ' arm* chairs, . he
said, “You're still upset-about’ my trouble .
with Gordon- yesterday, aren’t you? i~

For a moment she didn’t know what he
In her shock over .
Larry Gretson’s death, sheld almost for-
gotten the quarrel .between .Jim and . her
brother yesterday afternoon. -

jxm sat’ {down in. the armchalr opposnte
her ‘leaned forward earnestly. “Listen,
darling; T thought this thing out thoroughly



oo _ HEART IN FLIGHT

- 43

last night, and I decided that it was pretty
stiff-necked of me not to tell you yesterday
what-the trouble was all about.”

-“You don’t have to tell me,” she said,
her voice flat. “Gordon told me. Four
years ago your sister killed a boy in a hit-
and-run accident, and then smashed into a

telephone pole and was killed. Somehow‘

you got the notion that it was Gordon'driy-

ing the car that night, ‘just because you”

found some torn-up letters in her fireplace
that might have been from him.” ’

His face hardened a little. “I found one
letter she didn’t tear 1ip, evidently the last

letter she ever got from him. ‘Want to see
’ it?”

E TOOK out his wallet, handed her a

- folded sheet of ~p‘aper. As she opened
it she noticed that the paper was slightly
yellowed, and the creases worn. She read
the brief, typewritten ‘paragraph:

Dear Mary: :
Received your letter. Smce you n-
sist, P'll drive up to N ew Haven Tues-
day night, but don’t see any point in it. -
As I told you over the phone four -
nights ago, I've beén engaged for
sometime to a girl here in New York..
You and I’ve had a nice time together
" these. past fe'w months, and no harm
done, so why, try to drag the thing -
- out? Why can’t we part frzends?

It was signed w1th a typewrltten G. She '

read the brief; brutal note twice, and then
handed ‘it back to Jim. Silently she ac-
‘knowledged that Gordon could have writ-
‘ten such a letter. -Like many weak and
self-indulgent people, he could be ruthless
with those whose love for him' made them
vulnerable to his cruelty. . But that didn't
 mean Gordon had written it. Anyone
could have typed that note. Jim’could have
done it for some purpose of his own. Don’t
* trust him, she told herself. -

Jxm said, hxs voice tinged with bitter-

i

ness, “Perhaps you noticed that élthougﬁ .
he says he’d been engaged to another girl .
for some time, he hadn’t bothered: to tell

‘Mary about it until four nights before he

wrote this letter. And ‘I suppose you -
noticed that the letter was dated the
twelfth, which was a ‘Sunday, and that he

“wrote thdt he'd see her. Tuesday. The ae-

cident was Tuesday night.
“But_that isn’t my- chief reason for be-
lieving that it wasn’t Mary driving the car

. that night,” he went ‘on. -“My chief reason -
is that I knew her. She never drove fast, |

and she was about the most tender-hearted
person I've ever known. ;She would never -
have hit that boy and then just driven on;
I figure that Gordon was driving—back to
New Haven from some roadhouse where
they’d gone to talk—and that he was driv-
ing fast because he was drunk or mad or
both,

. “But I thought the whole thing through
last mght and T decided that nothing,. not,
even the satisfaction of forcing Gordon to
admit the truth, would be worth risking
my happiness with you. I want to forget
the whole thing. I've talked this much

- about it only because I want you to realize

why I felt so bitter toward Gordon—and
toward you, too, at first, until I found out
that you weren’t at all like him, and prob-
ably didn’t know anythmg about hlm and
Mary. ‘

- “She was such a nice kld, ‘Ann. Gay
and high-spirited and yet-gentle. And she
was only eighteen, just the age to fall hard
for a handsome guy like Gordon. She never

‘wrote to me about being in love. I had no

idea that there had been anyone special in
her life until I read those torn-up letters.
I suppose he’d persuaded her that,: for one
reason or another, it was necessary to keep
it a secret. She was just trusting enough

to believe any sort of story he’d tell her.”

He paused momentarily, and then burst
out, “She was my sister, Ann, and she was

- a nice kid. If she had to die, she deserved

to die clean, not with a coroner’s verdict
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' that she'd killed a boy and then driven on.”

She looked at him steadily. Did he real-

ly believe. that Gordon had deceived his
" sister while she was .alive, and after her

death had shifted to-her ‘the responsxblhty '

“for a contemptxble crlme?

YESTERDAY even though she- mlght
not have been_ fully convmced of Gor-

don’s guilt; she would have believed in’

Jim’s* good falth and her understanding
and sympathy would have gone out to-him.
But today everything had changed. Today
_there was that newspaper with the black
‘headline hidden ‘in the desk drawer a few
inches from her hand: That headline ‘made
her distrust "anything he. might say.’ A
She said crisply, “I'm sorry about your
sistel’s death. "And_I'm sorry for Gordon’s
part in it—if he really did have a part in it
But as you say, all that happened a long

time ago. We haveé something of more im-

Jmediate importance to discuss.” She
‘paused. “Havé you seen’ this afternoon s
paper?”

} . There was puzzlement in his eyes.

““Why, no. I'd just woke up when I called -
you, and I hurried over here so fast I had
no time for anything but a cup of coffee.

What is it, Ann?” ‘he asked, his voice -

sharpening. “What’s happened?”
" For.answer. she opened the desk drawer,
handed him the newspaper.
the headline, lifted startled eyes to her face,
and then turned to the inside page. .She
watched him as he read. Either he was a
very good" actor, or until .now he had
known nothing of Larry Gretson’s death,
because his face reflected only shocked
troubled surprise. i

-He - said, forebodmg in, his' voice, “Are
you mixed up in this, Ann? Werelyou with
“him w’hen it happened ?”

“Neo. I left him in the park’ Tast mght

~ and came: home -alone.”. -She paused and,
. then said sw1ftly, “Where were | you last ‘

night?” . . - o

- “Aan!""His. voice sounded stunned He

. jerked her hand away from his,

He looked at .

__ner

- reached over and" covered her- hand wrth; '

his. “What are you, driving at:?”

His touch, reminding her of low last -
night she had counted. so much: on his’ love,
his reassurance, made her feel weak She
“1 want_
to know where you were! I called your:l
apartment half a dozen times between miid-

night and three o’clock.” L

“I was at a bar' Several bars, if you‘
must know. It wasn’'t until T left the last -

- one, along about four o’clock closmg trme,"

that I decided to lell with trying to get

even with Gordon to hell with anything

that could come between ‘me and my- girl;

‘Ann, you can’t believe I had anything to

do with’ Gretson's death! Why: should I

~want to kill him?”

“I dont know. T just know that whlle

we were having dinner-he- tried to warn

me' agamst you. He said he didn’t think it
was a good. idea for me to see so much of,

you” ©
“Of course he dldnt He wanted you to
see a lot of him.” ¢ P

“Tt wast’t just that. .He was afraid of
something. ‘When we walked through’ the
park he kept lookmg back over his shoul-'
der. He was, going to tell me something.
And1 thmk he was k111ed to keep hlm from
telling me.’ '

Jini’s voice was sharp
from telling you what?”’
© “That it.wasn't a nightmare I had at the
Sayville Hotel that night. It was. rea_l'”
Her voice was high and fast now.- “I know
it was real, because I saw the" scar ap his -
rieck, the' same scar that the man in the

“To keep him

-pirate "costume - had in my dream, It
. was .. Coms "

R -

‘.“Take it easy' ' Then "more’ quietly- l
“Tell me exactly what happened last .
mght " .

HE TOLD HIM. The dinner at the
Chate'au Yquem. Larry’s uneasy man-

Their walk through the park. Her .
discovery of the scar -on his neck and then
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her “wild ﬂlght back over the shadowed
path to the safety of Central Park ‘West.
" “He was going to tell me the truth about
~ that night at the Sayville. I know he was
‘because after I'd seen the scar on his neck
-and .blunged out that I knew it hadn’t been
a dredm, he said, ‘T meant to tell you. I
- decided I had to. That clipping . .. And

then T jerked away from him and ran.”
. Jim said, in that same sharp voice,
“What clipping did hé mean?” e

“A clipping about you. A clipping from
a gossip column saying you and I had been
going around together.
was seeing you that he felt he had to tell

me the truth. But someone killed him to ~
Maybe someone.

make sure he wouldn’t.
who followed wus- from the  Chateau
.Yquem ” She paused, and then said swift-
ly. "“You knew T was meeting him there.”

His face was very pale now. He said,
his voice grim, “I haven’t the slightest idea

why finding out that you and I have been .

seeing each other would make Larry want
to tell'you the truth about that night at the
Sayville. And as_for my knowing where
you were to meet him last.night, -others

could have known, too, including your .
© sure of it.” ° ~

brother.”
“Gordon? He dldl‘l t know. I didn’t tell
: him
“He was alone here in the den when you

made the date with Gretson over the hall |

phone. And there’s an extension phone
r:ght there on the desk »

It was because I.°

Her eyes darted to the phone then to his-
face. She -said, her voice shaking, “Are’
you accusing my brother of doing anythmg
so...” o

“You re the one who started the accus-
ing. I'm just showing you how easy it is.

" And it -would be a lot easier to hang.this
‘on your brother than on me. Newspaper- R

men can throw a lot of weight in this town,

 when they want to. And Gordon.hasn’t

been exactly a’solid citizen these past four
years.”

She, stared at him bitterly. - “Larry once
called you a bully -and a blackmailer. He -
was right. You don’t want me to go“to the
police, and so you’re threatening to mvolve
Gordon in all this.”

“You bet I don’t want you to go to the
police! Do’you know who would bé the
first- suspect? You! You were alone with
him there in the park. And if you say he
was still alive when you ran away, they’ll’

~ask why you ran.. Then you’ll either have:

to lie, or to tell them you were afraid be-
cause of another murder you and Gretson
were involved in a week ago. And there
was a murder a week ago. The fact that
Gretson was killed last night makes me

He paused and then sald “Don’t you see
you’re up to your ears in trouble? It won’t
take the police long to find out there was
a girl with Gretson last night. The waiters
at the restaurant will notify the police as
soon as they see his picture in the .paper.

RN

th GEST iy i

THE AMERICAN DISTILLING CO., INC. + NEW YORK o PEKIN, ILL. « SAN FRANCISCO ]
86 PROOF « 60% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS- .




46

ALL-STORY LOVE _

So will the cab driver who took.you to the
park. Your're going to let me try to straight-
en.this thing out before the police get hold -
of you.  You're going to:do just as I say,
* and if it takes what you call bullying and
* blackmail to make you do it, then that’s
what I'll use.’
“Now,T want you to tell me all over again
everythmg you can remember about " the
~ dream you had at the Sayville that night.”

['OR A LONG moment she looked - at
. his *hard, determmed face. Could she

trust him? Suddenly she realized she had
no altérnative,
- paperman, particularly one. conneécted with

-the politically powerful Chronicle, had a lot’

of influence. He knew enough about her to
have her behind bars 'in twenty minutes, if

he chose to. Nor would theré be any point -

in refusmg -to discuss that nightmarish
party in the coldwater flat. If he were in-
volved in the case, he dlready knew. the -
‘details : better than she did. And if he
!veren ty if he were really trying to’protect

nd help her now, "then together they
mlghﬁ
had overlooked. ] ‘

He said, “Talk' fast, Ann.. We haven’t
much time.’ ,

Hands clasped in her 1ap, she went over
the story, from the time she had opened
the ‘door to see the shadowy ﬁgure in the
turned-down hat brim standmg in the hall
at the Sayville, to the time the man in the
_ pirate costume had led her through tene-
" ment flat’s- kltchen doot to the fire escape.

At last Jim said flatly, “You must have -

been drugged 7

“But I .couldn’t have been' I was all

rzght when I went to the hotel that night, .
and I didn’t eat’ or drmk anythmg after I

got there .

“Tust the same, you must have been
drugged. Otherwise you’d never have left
the hotel in the middle of the night, w1th a

' After a moment ‘he added '

As he had said, a news-'

uncover some srgmﬁcant point she’

somethmg? We- know now that the man
in the pirate costume was Larry Gretson,
but can’t you remember anythmg that
might tell us who the others were, .ot where
that coldwater flat is?” . _
Tensely she, shook her head. “p ve toldi
you everything. No, wait. The next day,
when I went over the whole thing in my
mind, I had the feeling that I'd done .some-’
thing, somethmg nnportant just before I
went to bed, but try as I would I couldn’t
remember what it was. And another thmg
In my purse the next morning, along w1th
that ‘key, I found a.small glass vial with a
glass stopper It was empty, but it had had:
perfume in it." A kind of perfume I never
.wore in'my life.” ‘
“What did you do with' the vial ?”
“It’s in the drawer of my dressing
table.”
“Get it. And get that key, too.”
She stood up, left the room. When she .
came back in a few minutes later she. si-
lently handed him the 'small bottle. - He took
out the stopper sniffed. “Do you recognize
this perfume?”’
' “No, and I know most oE the leadmg.'
brands.” .
"He 'said, staring at- the vial, “Thls is -

where the drugs came from, Ann Out of

this bottle, probably in capsules. You swal-
lowed -them before you went to bed. that
night at the Sayvﬂle That s the 1mportant-
thmg you did, but couldnt quite remem-

« ber.”

“But why should 1 have taken drugs T
. didn’t even kiow I had? And if I took -
them ‘why can’t T remember it?” . . .

He shpped the v1al into his pocket “1
don’t know.” :

Gomg to the- desk he pxcked up the -
phone.” As he dialed, -Ani asked, “Who
. are you callmg?” : ‘.

“The lab at police headquarters " Then, .
into the phone “Is that you, Al?P— Thls'
is Hastings, of the Chronicle.

man “whose. face you couldnt even”'see. 1’ brought you a bottle that had had per-.
Now think, Ann. Haven't you left out / fume in it, éould you give me an idea of

‘Say, Al, if
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the ingredients just by the smell>— Cut ~

" the wisecracks. - This is important —Well
do’ you know. anyone who could?” He
pulled a memo pad toward him, scribbled
on it. “Thanks, Al,” he said; and “hung up.

" He stood there for a ' moment more, then
liftece the phone again and dialed. “Doc?”
he said finally. “This is Hastings, of the
Chronicle.

Well, what's the dope so far P—Okay, Doc.
I'llcall you back later for a full report.”

HE HUNG up and turned to Ann. His

face was pale, but his voice was quiet,
controlled. “I'm going to call this chemist
who specializes ini perfume. The police lab
says he may be able to tell us where it came

from. While I'm telephoning, you'd better
get your coat. Wive got to get out. of here

before you have callers.”

When she came downstairs a few min-
" utes later, her face whiter than ever above
her dark coat,-he was waiting in the hall.
“The man I want to see isn’t in his office

right now,” he said. “I’ll park you some-

place and then go and wait for him.”
They left the house. As Jim opened the
* gate she saw his quick glance up and down
the stréet. For the first time the thought
that 'she might be in serious trouble with
the police really hit her. She imagined the
official car stopping at ‘the curb; the ‘men

" with the noncormmittal faces walkmg up ' u

to the front door.

Jim handed her into the gray coupe, For
several blocks they drove in silence. Then
she burst out, “What if I killed that woman
in the mermaid costume?”

HlS v01ce was rough. “Don’t talh non-
sense.’

4 But what if I did? Those scissors were

" in my hand.”

“Someone put them there. You were .

drugged You didn’t know what was hap-

. pening.”

“But that’s Just it. If I were drugged
I might have done it.”

"Any unidentifieds in the last’
few days?—No, women:"=Yesterday, huh?.

He said quietly, after a long moment,
“All right, maybe you killed her. Cocaine
or ‘heroin can do funny things to people.
But let's not cross that. bridge until we
come to it.” " - . '

He drove in silence for another few
blocks. Then he said worriedly, “T wish I
could figure out a safe place to leave you.
My apartment s no good. If your brother
happens to be home when the cops come
he’ll tell them you may be out with me, arnd -
$o my apartment will be the first place
they’ll look.” -

Ann: said s1ck1y, knowmg for the" ﬁrst
time in her life what it felt like to be
hunted, “How about some café?”

“No. Even after the chemist gets back to
his lab it may take him some time to give .
his report. You'd be conspicuous, waiting
alone in, a restaurant for an hour or more, °

. And in the meantime the later editions of

the papers may come out with - ‘your plc-
ture.”

‘His voice tralled off. Then, as he waited
for the traffic light at Forty-second Street '
to change, he said, “Got it! The public
library. Go in the genealogy room. The
people in _there are too busy tracing dead
ancestors to notice anyone who’s walking ’
around alive,”

‘He drove over to Fifth, stopped before

_ the broad steps with their flanking marble

lxons “Wait for me and keep your chm
,” he said.’

FIVE MINUTES later she sat at a long
table in the genealogy reom, head bent

_over a copy of History of Bucks County.

The only other person at the table, a dried-
up little man with a pince-nez, had given
her an annoyed look as she sat down, and
then returned his attention to the charts
and periodicals spread out before him.

She ready automatically with no idea of-
what she read. She felt physically sick with.
intder conflict. Desperately. she wanted to
trust Jim, wanted to believe that he loved
her and was racing against time to discover
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the truth before she fell into the hands of  He opened the door of the gray coupe
the police. But her doubts of hin remained. Ann asked, “Where are ‘we gomg?” -
‘Where was he going now? She couldn’t be . ‘“Down to.the" xmporter s, a Mr.- Chl‘lS-
sure he had even- telephoned a chemist be-  topolous. His place is on- Hester Street on
cause she had béen upstairs- puttmg on her the lower East Side.” :
. ‘coat wheri he . supposedly made the call. " The car moved‘down Fifth Avenue, past
 And was it for her sake or his own that he ' the jewel-like windows of the. faslnonable
- ‘had been so anxlous to keep her ‘away from,;'shops ‘to where Fifth Avenue crosses”
the police? - .. ; " Broadway. Followmg Broadway east, they
The ‘minutes dragged past.. Semetimes, -stopped, ﬁnally, ]ust a stones throw from
“when she remembered to, she turned a the Boiwery. '
“page. Once .she got up, replaced Bucks Mr. Chrlstopolous shop, a t1ny place
_County, and took down’ another. book at  witha long counter displaying bottles of -
random. Outside the long- windows the perfume, was two doors from the corner.
fight of the btief November afternoon was * As they entered, a shiort, swarthy man ap- -
begmmng to fade. The little man’ w1th the peared from behind a cnrtam at:the rear of
. pince-nez replaced his charfs in® his brief-_ 'the room. “I'm not takmg any more orders
case, returned the perlodtcals to the desk, tonight,” he said.
and left the room. © “We're. not customers, Jim ans'wered
The overhead lights came on. Ann felt “We just want some mformatxon Aré you .
a’ cold, -despairing certamty Jim wasn t Mr Chrlstopolous (5
Coming back. Long since he had taken .a The man’ s dark eyes regarded them War-
train from. Grand Central“or a "plane from Jly. “T am.’
La Guardia Field. And she would sit here  -Jim took the glass vial from his pocket
until some strange man with' a hard, con- _held it out. “Did you blend this perfume ?”
trolled face should tap her on the- should_er Mr. Christopolous nnstoppered"the bot-
and say, “Ann Marleigh? Come w1th me.”  tle, bent his dark head over it.- “Yes, I,
Someone was walking toward. her chair. . blended this for one -ofmy customers
Her head jerked up. Jim looked ‘down at “Would you mmd telling us who?” - o

her with a smile which only emphasized “Sorry T dontdlvulge mformatlon con-
: the tension.in hrs blue eyes. . certiing my customers.’
. Her rehef was S0 great that she wanted Jll‘l] took a blll from l'llS wallet creased

more than anythmg in the world to throw it, and-held it on ‘the counter between, his
herself in his_arms and raise her lips for first two fingers.” * WOUld thls change your
his kiss. Instead she got up silently, Te- -mind?”’ '
placed the book on the reference shelf, and = “Mrs. Irene Vilnos, elghteen East Sixty-
* _walked with h1m from the room. .. first Street,” he said.  He had deftly picked-
' up the bill and pocketed it before he added,
‘'S THEY went down . the w1de front”. “But you won't find her there I thmk she
stéps -into the early dark, Jim said, Wweént to Europe six mionths ago.” B
“I'm sorry I was gore so long. It dldnt . - Taking Ann’s arm, Jim led her out to the _
take the chemist five minutes, to’ give. an sidewalk. “Do you know this VlanS wom—
opinion after he got there, but I had fo wait . an! ?” he asked.
two ‘hours for -him. He says that the base- . “I met ‘her once. at Clyde Cavanaugh’
~ of the perfume that was in the bottle isn’t She looked like the sort of woman who'd
“French..It’s Arabic. And there’s only ‘ofie  wear a perfume like that—you know, dark
man in New York who impofts that par- exotic, lots of ]ewelry '
ticular .base and blends perfume from it.” - “Coime on.’

v
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" He led ‘her to the tobacco store on the
corner 4nd went into the phone booth:
When he emerged he was frowning. “May-

- be she is in Europe. Her phone has been -

) .drsconnected »
““Clyde might know where she is.”
“Well try h1m anyway

l'TWENTY minutes later, they stopped.

before. Clyde’s tall brownstone on the
_upper East Side. As usual, the house was

blazing with lights’ from top to bottom. .
. ‘Horace, Clydeshouseman opened the door_ .

as soon as they rang.

“Hello, Horace. Is Mr. Cavanaugh in?”

Ann asked. - -

~ “Not at the moment, M1ss Marlergh ”
As always, Ann was struck by the contrast
between his villainous visage, with its flat-

- tened nose and small, squinty eyes, .and the .

‘polite precision of his speech.

him back shortly, though ”

~ “Do you mind if ‘we wait in the'den?”
He hesitated momentarrly, glancing at

“I expect

Jim, and then said, “I suppose that would.

be all right, Miss Marleigh.”
~ With Jim’she climbed the two flights of
_ stairs to the huge, brilliantly-lighted room
which Clyde called his den. Jim said, look-
‘ing about him curiously, “If he isn’t home,
why are all the lights on?”
" “It’s one of his phobias. He cant stand
walkmg into.a darkened room. He s never
been to the movies because of it.”

“Aré you sure? If I ever saw a room
, ‘that was early Cecil B. De Mille, this is it.
Chinese chairs, Persian rugs,.
"masks on the walls, crimson sﬂk curtains,
jade elephants . . .”
~ Abruptly he broke off, saymg “Whats
outside those windows ?”

Her pulses quickened in response to

somethmg in his face. “A balcony.”

Strxdmg across the room, he opened one
of the long French doors hidden by the
crimson silk drapenes and closed it behind
* him. When he came back in a moment later
hrs face looked hard and grim,

 stairs. -
. way, his ex-pugilist’s face uptumed to ' watch
"their descent.

African -

- “Jim! What is it?” '
= “I think I know where your tenement
flat is.” - -
She whxspered sickly, “Where .
“Come on. We'll see if I'm right.”
They went down the long flights: of
Horace stood in the library door-

“You've decided not to wa1t
Miss Marleigh?”
Jim answered for 'her. “We’ ve»forgotten

-something. We may be back, though.”

They went down the steps and got into
the car. ”At. the corner Jim turned right,
drove half a block, and then, to her sur-
prise, eased the car into the curb. “We
can walk from here,” he said.

- Ann didn’t answer. Her mouth felt dry,
her throat constricted. - They walked to the
drugstore on the corner, turned right along
the street one block south of Clyde’s. As
often happens in New York, where slum
children play stickball within sight &f
swankily uniformed apartment house doof-
men a few hundred feet away, this street'
was very different from the one a block
north. Garbage cans stood at the . curb.

‘Scrawled words and chalked pictures de-

faced the brownstone tenement fronts. An
occasional man or woman, sitting on worn
front steps, gazed at them sxlently as they
passed.

Jim stopped before one of the ‘houses.
“Three-nineteen,” he said.” “This ought
to be it.” )

On legs that,felt numb, Ann walked with
him up the stéps. In.the dirty little foyer
Jim pushed the bell rarked “Superin-
tendent.” '

A slatternly woman with frizzy brown
hair opened the door. “Well?” she’ de-
manded. .

LOOKING past her into the ill-lighted

hall, Ann felt dizzy and cold. This was-
the house of her nightmare. The same
poisonous green walls, the same narrow -
stairs léading upward.
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Jim said, ¢ ‘Is your third- ﬂoor rear apart-
ment vacant?”
" “No, it ain’t!” she said, 'and started to
close the door.

He blocked the door with his foot “w ho -
lives. there?”

“None of your. busmess
foot ‘out of my door.”

“Are they home now?” :

“T ain’t talking! Now beat it.” .

Obv1ously she wasn’t talking. . This was
-no. Mr." Christopolotis, alert for the prof-‘
fered - bill. This woman, ev1dent1y, had
found that silence 1 in the long run was. more
profitable .than.speech. ‘ o

Taking . out his wallet, Jim extracted a

card, held. it out to her for a second and

then replaced it. ‘He said,
inspect that apartment.” .
"The woman’s face blanched.

“We want to

“T don’t

want. no trouble,” she babbled, opening the

door wide. .“T just rent apartments. A man

comes along, says he won’t be using the
place often; and offers me a little mioney

n the side. I don’t know what goes -on.

If people who look like they belong on’
Park Avenue want to come to parties in a.
dump like this, is it my business?”

He said grrmly, “Do you have a pass'
key?”

“Sure, sure!” She fumblecl in the pocket
of her dirty apron. Bringing out a bunch
- -of Yale keys, she detached one and handed
it to him. “It’s apartment 3-D. And what-
ever the trouble is, _]LlSt remember I drdnt
know nothing’ about it.’ :

- Jim took Annls arm. They chmbed the
" stairs to the second-floor. As they walked
-~ along the narrow corridor, between the

green walls of her nightmare, it seemed to-

her that” again they leaned smotheringly
close. When she spoke it was less ott of
cur1osrty than- out of- the need to _reas-,
- sure herself that this time she ‘was- tiot
dreaming or drugged, and that it was Jim
who walked beside her, not the faceless
man with the turned down hat brim, .She
asked “What' frlszhtened that woman?” .

‘Teporter carrles

And get -yohr_-

door  yawned blackly

“tle.
‘leave the others dirty unless they've got a.

. “My 41)'olice"' pass..Iwas prettysure she-
wouldn’t recognize it as“the kind. every
:Shé" just-saw the word

‘Police,’ and’ my Picture, and - Jumped to

.the conclusion that'T was'a cop.’

They: had reached: the third floor now.. :
He fitted the key in the lock of 3-D, swung -
the: door back..His fingers, groping along

“the wall just inside the door; found- the-
" light™ “switch.
glared down on’ a‘room she: dimly remem-

A naked overheid bulb-

bered. An upright piano. Two floor- lamps

Chairs and a ‘divan and- scattered tables.
Without a radio. of* books or magazines; it .
looked strangely 1mpersonal Not .a hvmg

. roont, but Just a room in which to g1ve B

parties. . :

Her heart a sick, frantlc drum wrthln
her, she walked with him across the living: -
room, -down a narrow hall.” To the "left a

She . whispered, .
“I—Iere 12} ; : . ‘. . .

HE REACHED inside the doot, ﬂlpped"— |

on that light. Instantly her gaze shot
to the closet door at the foot of the nar-
row. khaki-blanketed cot. '

- Jim said quietly, “Grve me “that ke‘y

Fingers numb, she opened her handbag
and held out the key. “Stay here,” he,
said. Walkmg across the room, he fitted
the key in the lock. ‘She heard a chck and ‘
the door swung back. . -

For a moment he stood there, tall form o
hiding-the closets interior: Then he said, -
“Don’t be-afraid. Come on over.’

- On’ shaking legs shé crossed the room
and stood beside him. There was nothmg
in the closet, not even a coat hanger. Then
Jim jerked the light string dangling. from
the closet ceiling. They looked down at the

-gray. shining paint of the closet floor.

Jim said,"!The floor’s as clean as a whis-
People don’t scrub a -closet floor and ~

good reason-—like bloodstains.” - -

Abruptly he *got down on one knee'
“Have you got a bobbie’ pm?” o
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‘Taking a bobbie pln from her hair, she’
held it out to him. With the pin in his

right hand he deftly removed something

from between the baseboard and the wall,
and let it fall into his left hand. He got
to his feet. She looked down at the two

‘sﬂver -green sequins glittering on the palm

of his hand. : : .
He said, “Your 'mermaid.-was in that
closet, all right.”

Her hps felt numb. “Where L

“Where did they take her? The East |
. River, I'm almost sure.’

Remember that
second phone call T made: at. your house
this afternoon? I was calling the-morgue.
They pulled: an_unidéentified woman out of
the river late yesterday They think she’d
been in the water about a-week. Their
autopsy -wasn’t finished this afternoon.
When we leave here I'llicall them for a
full report.”

He,turned off the closet light and closed
the door. -Ann said thifily, “But how did
you find this place?”

He stepped to the window and drew back

the flimsy ¢ artain. “Remember telling me

that you s w ‘a wall of fire’ outside this
room that iight? Well, at Cavanaugh’s a

© . few minute / ago ‘it suddenly hit me that to

a drugged. serson a solid expanse of color
like that, with light shining through it,
might séem to slummer and throb, like a
sheet of ‘lame.”

She looked at the huge rectangle “of scar-
let-light suspended it the darkness outside..
But now it was no longer a pulsatmg wall
of fire, but only the floor-to-ceiling sill
curtains of Clyde's den a hundred feet
away, with the lights blazing l)rlghtly be-
hind them. ™

She said da7edly, “VVhen T was at Clyde’s

'yesterday T was within a.few feet of this-

place, and yet I never dreamed . ..”

. Taking her arm, Jim led her from the
flat and down the marrow stairs.

hallway. Outside the house they turned
toward the street where they had left the

There - entered the bedroom.
-was no sign of the slatternly woman in the

car. When they. reached the drugstore on
the corner he said, “I'm going tocall the
morgue and- check on that autopsy.”

.‘SHE WAITED in the drugstore until he .

emerged. “I guess she was the one,
all right,” he said, walking with Ann to-
ward the car. “Not that they can tell much -

-when they’ve béen in the water that long.
" She was.

a blonde, probably . between
twenty-five and thirty. She was wearing
just a dress, and there were no labels or
dry cleaning tags in it. "But there ‘were
traces of green pohsh around the cutlcle of
her fingernails.”

Ann remembered the mermaid's green -
talons reaching out, graspmg her arms.

~ Jim said, as they got in the car, “When
we get back to Cavanaugh s don’t let that
houseman see you're upse‘t v

Horace was longer in answefing their
ring this time: When he opened the door hé
was not in his white jacket: bit. in street ™.
‘clothes, with a soft felt hat in his hand.

He said, “Oh, Miss Marleigh. . Mr.
Cavanaugh hasn't returned, and I'm ]ust

. leaving. This is my night off you know.”

She said, trying to keep her voice steady
and natural, “May we wait for. him?”
Then, as the houseman hesitated: “You
know Mr, Cavanaugh wouldn’t mmd Not
“in my case.’ ‘ \

Something ﬂlckered in Horaces eyes.
“Yes, T know he's always glad to see you,
MISS Marleigh.”

He' opened the door w1de and they
_stepped past him into the hall. “Good-
“night,” he said pol1tely, and closed the
“front door behind h1m :

Jim asked, movmg toward  the stairs,
“Where’s Cavanaugh’s bedroom?”

“Just off his den.”

On the 'third floor they walked through
the ‘room with the scarlet curtains and
Here the furnish-
ings were luxurlous but far more restrained.
Shaded lamps on each side of the low,
modern bed shone on the white pine bureau
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- and the handblocked curtains, on the big

wardrobe with its sliding doors. Jim weint

- straight to the Wardrobe and slid the doors
" back. .

Standmg up in one corner at the end-of .

" the row of neatly hanging suits, was a huge
white box with the words “Inter-Borough

Costumers” prrnted on the lid-" As Jim
dragged ‘it from the wardrobe the lid fell
_ off and a mass of dark dur tumbled. out
'onto the beige carpet 'the glass eyes of the
bear s head fixed in their insane glare, the
. tusks of the open mouth glrstenmg in the
E lamplrght L

Ann’s. self-control broke completely She.

gave a thin little. wail, the back of her
hand pressed to her teeth. And .then Jim’s
left arm was holding her close and his
right hand was drawing her hand away
from her -mouth.
- She_ssaid brokenly, . “I never stopped
10\ ing you, not for a’ minute. And yet I
(distrusted you. I thought maybe it was
you-who-—and it was Clyde. Can you ever
forgive me?” . .

“Honey ! What do .you mean, fornge
you? I love you.” .

He.tilted her chin and hlS mouth camne
down on hers, warm, tender, infinitely
reassurmg Her hands locked trghtly around
his neck. TFor a moment .there was no

terror ‘no bewilderment, nothmg but the

" blessed cettainty of their love.
A slight sound came from the doorway.
+ Breaking free; Ann whirled around. Clyde
stood in the bedroom doorway, an odd, old-
fashroned lookmg gun in hxs hand.
. A LUDICROUS expressron of surprrse
' and relief crossed his face. He lowered

.gaze dropping to-the mass of dark fur on .

the carpet. “Are you on a'treasure hunt?” .
Ann”sdid, in a strained, high voice,

“Clyde, what is that on the floor?” '

“Well, it. won 't bite .you, sweetre, if
that’s what you re afraid of. It's a costume..
I wore it to a masquerade costume last
week T was an enormous-sitccess.’

- She stared at him, feeling a bewildering

“sense of unreahty There was no guilt or_
_It looked; as always,

alarm in his*face.
plutp, complacent, and completély candid.

He was lookmg at ]1m “Don’t I know
you?’)

“T'm Hastmgs, of the Chromcle

“Oh, yes.. One of the reporters who

" camie to my party to see that Hindu do his

“Baby, baby‘ Don’t!?

" the gun, pressed a plump hand to his heart; .

.and said; “Ann! You gave me a dread-
ful turn. T thought you were burglars! -

He laid the gun on the bureau. Ann rec-

- ognized it as an Eighteenth Century duel-
- ling pistol, probably completely useless,
{from his collection-in the third floor. hall.

' “Whatever are you doing?” he asked his-

L3

“African wine:’

laid cigarette box.

rope trick." And then the ‘wretch didn’t
even show up.- I.couldn’t have been more

two, and. tell- me how it is that I find you
smoochrng in'my boudoir. And please make

the explanatron amusing. Ive had a dull

day.”" - -

Puzzled and uncertarn Arm went with
the two men iiito the den.  Fussily’ Clyde ‘

'

‘humiliated. But come into the den, you

seated her and Jim in low chairs beside -

one of the Chmese tables.

“Now stay right there while I pour out
-some of that perr’ectly sensational North
He walked to the liquor:
_cabinet, opéned the'doors. Back turned, he -

chattered on. “I was going to give you'a

taste of it the other day, Ann, remember?’
-And then that phone call came, and Ihadto -.
- shoo you out.” e
Carrymg a silver tray, he came back

across . the room and set three Aragile-

'stemmed glasses on. the lacquered table.

Pullmg a hassock close to the table, he sat
down. “There!” he said.

look like a party.” . He opened a pearl-in-

Ann took one of the cork-tipped ciga-
rettes, leaned toward the gold lighter Clyde

held out to, her. “Thank you,” she said
automatrcally Then, as she leaned .- back

“It begins to

“Cigarette, anyone?” 3

in her chair, the cigarette slipped from her
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* unsteadyfingers to the oriental carpeting.,

'Y RUG"’ élyde shrieked. "Instantly

he - was ‘off the hassock and down on

“lijs knees. Ann too bent over, picking up
the cigarette, brushing at: the carpet with
her fingers.

“I'm sorry,,CIyde
burned, really it isn’t?” ‘

“No,” he said, getting to “his feet, “I
. --guess there’s no damage. But do try to
" be more careful, darling.”

Ann’s sense of bewxlderment increased,
Clyde was the same’ as always—talkatrve,
hospitable, but old-maldlshly concerned
about his possessions. There was some mis-
take.. He couldn’t be the one who had
* dragged a dead or dying woman across the
_floor and locked her in a closet.

,  Seated on the hassock once more, Clyde

_sipped his drink and. then waited; eyes .
. bright with antxcrpatron for their react1on

“It tastes very good,” Ann said.

“Strong,” Jim commented
a liqueur than a wine.’ .
“Exactly!” Clyde beamed. “And it
cost me only fourteen dollars a'case. But
now, my dears, tell Uncle Clyde how you

happened to be rummagmg through hrs.

-. wardrobe.”
" “First,” Jim_said evenly, we have some
questions for:you, Mr. _Cava_naugh How
is it that your masquerade party was held
in a tenement flat?”

“Well, we all thought it an amusmg
idea. Sybaritic rev_els among the proletar-
iat, and all.” He broke off abruptly. “How

did you know where the party was? It’s.

: supposed to be a secret.”

- Jim said, “Guessed it when Ann and I
“were here “earlier this- evening.” He got

-to his feet-and walked over to the scarlef -

‘curtains. “You oughtn’t to leave your
hghts on, Mr. Cavanaugh: These windows
are in a direct line with those of the flat
opposite.” He Jerked a tasseled cord, and
the curtains parted shghtly “Yes, \in a
_dxrect line.” :

head. He made a chokmg sound.

" with some asperity, *
if it were beer. But how was -it, Mr, Has-

But see, it isn't
© tings, that you and Ann were here earher

“More like

_said,

He stood there for a moment, back
turned, looking out into the darkness. Then -
raising his. wine. glass, he tilted hxs rede.
X Good )
lord! That stuff is strong

“You're supposed to sip it,” Clyde sald,.
‘not gulp it down as

this evemng?”
Jim turned and came back to the table.

“We came to see you about a certain per-

fume bottle. We learned that it -had once
held perfume blended for a fr1end of yours,.
a Mrs Irene Vilnos.”

Clyde smiled. “Ah, yes. ‘Dear ‘Irene
and that suffocating perfume of hers. She
brought me a vial of it to put in a steam
brazier one night when I was giving an
Ancient Egypt party. But’ why all this i in-
terest in perfumes?”
© “We'll get to that. But first, what dxd
you mean. when you “said ‘we’ thought i
would be an amusing idea to hold parties in ~
a coldwater flat? Who is ‘we'?" )

. Ciyde glanced ‘at his guests’ almost
empty wine glassés, but. made no move to
refill them. “Well, the cult members, main-'
ly. Perhaps you've heard about our cult?
It’s ideals are high, really, very high. But
sometimes some of the’ members get ‘the
wrong ideas, and act upon them. In such

casesit’s very easy to get proof of their—

regrettable activities. And that, of course,
helps me in my business.” <

IM ASKED, “Just what is your busi-
ness, Mr. Cavanaugh?” :
Clyde sipped his drink before repIymg

“Shakespeare, quite accurately, once re-

" férred-to this as a ‘naughty world, Mr.

Hastings. In one way or another, I learn .
of people’s naughtmess Now I don’t like
to be a gossip, and so I'm always able to
be persiaded to keep. qulet "
Ann stared at him unbehevmgly Jim
“In other words, you're a black-
mailer.” . o
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Clyde shrugged “1 have expensrve
tastes, Mr. Hastings, and the money I in-.
¢ herited ran out long ago. Be51des, people
will confide in me.”" He turned to Ann,
““Your brother for instance.” Did you know
“that Gordon Jran down tsome yokel in a
Connecticut v1llage four years ago? It

- would have been manslaughter if they’d

caught him. Gordon, though, got away with
it. Fastened the blame on the girl he was

- with. Not that it mattered to her, because
she was dead. But after ~Gordon had
been so very clever, he had to succumb to

, remorse and alcohol. One day he' came to
me, very much: in’ hlS cups, and babbled
out the whole story.”

“Ann said, feeling sick, “So that's where
“all of the money from Aunt- Julia’s bonds
went.-

*She turned, face white, to Jim. Silently
her eyes said,.Try to forgive Gordon for
what he did to your ‘sister. And try to
forgive me for doubtmg you when you told

-~ me about.it.

Jim said, almost as :f she had spoken .
aloud, “It’s all in the past, Anu, And Gor-
" - don’s had to pay for it.” '

. Yes, she agreed srlently, thmkmg of what

her brother’s life had been these past four
-years, Gordon had paid for it.

Turmng to Clyde, she asked in that same

‘ sick yoice, “And, you were the one who .
played that monstrous trick on me, weren’t

you? How did you do it?. How did you

havesme brought to that party?”
Clyde s$miled. “Your Mr.

seems so clever.. Maybe he’s ﬁgured that

. otit, too.”

“T think T have,” Jim said evenly “The

' afternoon of the masquerade party, you had
" her look at the -flashing light behind that
miniature idol over there until,

think she did go to sleep. You hypnotized
her, and by post-hypnotic suggestion you

-

a certain hour that night, drugs in capsule

- form you'd-placed in“the perfume vial.”

He’s ‘been paying you blackmail.” "

Hastings

-as she:
phrased it, she almost went to sleep. I -

induced her to take some sort of drugs at

CLYDE sai