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Wouldn't you

like to get thry the winter
without

Your chances of doing so are
better if you will treat a cold
for what it is — an infection
calling for germicidal action

OMETHING new is going on—something
that will interest you if you are subject to
colds and sore throat.

People who used to catch colds and dose
them vainly, now take steps to fight having
them at all. They have stopped planning to
cure, and have begun trying to prevent these
troublesome and often dangerous ailments.

Today, colds stand revealed in their true
light. They are no more nor less than infec-
tions, involving germs. The way to treat such
infections is with germicidal action which de-
stroys bacteria.

We ask you to read carefully the results of
several tests, made under medical supervision,
during the winters of 1930-1931, 1931-1932,
and 1934.

During these years, large groups of people
wcre divided into two classes: those who gar-
gled with Listerine twice a day or oftener, and
those who did not gargle at all

In a majority of tests it was shown that those
who gargled with Listerine caught fewer colds
than those who did not gargle with it. More-

Listerine

= relieyes Colds and Sore Throat

CATCHING COLD 2

over, when Listerine users did catch cold, the
colds were milder, and were of shorter duration,
than the infections of non-users.

Against sore throat Listerine was similarly suc-
cessful—fewer cases for those who used it.

Bear in mind that these results did not spring
out of one test made during one year but out of
many tests made during several years. Thus
does science lend corroboration to the testimony
of literally thousands of satisfied Listerine users
who have found this safe antiseptic so helpful
in checking respiratory infections.

Don’t wait till a cold takes hold of you, and
you are forced to dose it with internal drugs of
questionable effect. Get in the habit of using
Listerine twice a day as a preventive measure.
Listerine not only kills germs associated with
sore throat and colds, on the mucous membrane
of the oral cavity, but also renders the mouth
clean and sweet and the breath agreeable,
Lambert Pnarmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo.



BOTH. - HAD “THE SAME CHANCE - BUT

READ WHY. ONLY TOM MADE. GOOD

NOT ME, IT'S
A WASTE OF
TIME, SUCCESS
1S JUST A

MATTER OF

'™ couvmczo i
OF RADIO'S F¥

OPPORTUNITIES, £

M GOING TO

FOR RADIO

HERES WHAT HAPPENED TO TOM_

ABOSIINN P

Many Radio Experts
Make $30, $50
$75a Week

TWhy struggle along in a dull low-

pay Jjob? Start training now for

the live-wiro Radio field. Hun-

dreds of successful men now in

Rudlo got their start through
N. R. I. Training.

Davls T. Shumaker, R. 2, Box
105F, Vicksburg, Miss., wrote: *‘I
am manager of Radio Service De-
partment of one of Mississippl’s
largest furniture stores.”’ Frank
60th St., Philadel-
.. wrote: I have my own
Radio husiness \vhlch sLows $300
a month profit.””

Many Make $5, $10, $15
A Week In Spare Time
While Learning

Hold your job. I’ll not only train
you in a few hours of your spare
time a week, but the day you en-
roll I start sending you Extra
Money Job Sheets which quickly
show you how to do Radio repair
jobs common in your neighborhood.
1 also give you Radlo equipment
for conducting experiments and
making tests that teach you to
bulld and service practically every
type of receiving set made.

Otis Denton, 14105 Lorain Ave.,
Cleveland. Ohlo. wrote: I Dicked
up $1.800 while studying.”” Gor-
. 1815 Barrett Ave.,
T aver-
8500 profit a year in
spare

IN YOUR SPARE TIME FOR A

GOOD RADIO JOB

Mail the coupon now. Get the
facts about Radio—the field
with a future, N.R.I. Train-
ing fits you for jobs in con-
nection with the manufac-
ture, sale, operation and re-
pair of Radio, Loud Speaker
and Television apparatus. It
fits you to go in business for
yourself, service sets, operate
on Board Ships, in Broad-
casting, Television, Aviation,
Police  Radio and in m.an
other jobs. My FREE

tells how to learn qu;ckly at

UST THINK- | STARTED [ oy
TRAINING ONLY A FEW [
MONTHS AGO AND E
\ I'M ALREADY MAKING
GOOD MONEY IN

SPARE TIME

BUT READ WHAT HAPPENED TO ILI.
SAME OLD GRIND - - SAME
J SKINNY. PAY ENVELOPE.,
. 11 T JUST WHERE I STARTED
I FIVE YEARS AGO.

J. E. SMITH, Presldent, Dept. 6B
National Radio Institute, thlnﬂon. D. O.

Dear Mr. Smith: Without ohligating me. send yodr .
book which points out the spare time and full time Joh onuortunitlel
in Radio and your 50-50 mcthod of training men at hom
time to become Radio Experts.

YES' I'VE GOT A
600D JOB NOW-
AND THERE'S A
REAL FUTURE
g2 FOR US IN
RADIO. N.RIL
TRAINING
b)) CERTAINLY
BROUGHT ME:
SUCCESS.

OH TOM!IM

| YOUVE GONE
AHEAD S0 FAST
IN RADIO ¢

I'LL NEVER GET ANY- BE A FAILURE~
WHERE == I'M NOT BILL UNLESS
YOU DO SOME-
THING ABOUT
i3 1. WISHING
.,i WON'Y GET

home in spare time to be &
Radio Expert. My book has
shown hundreds of men and
young men how to make
more_money and win success.
It’s FREE to any ambitious
})crson over 15 years of age.
nvestxgate Read dow Radio
has grown in a few years to
a giant industry. Read about
developments. Find out what
adio offers you—what my men are
doing and earning—about my Money
Back Agreement, and the many other
N. R, I. features. Mail the coupon in
an envelope, or paste it on a lc post-
card TODAY.

President

J. E. SMITH
National Radic (sstitute
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UROELIPE TALRIES

| CAN'T SEE
YOU TONIGHT

NO JOB- NO MONEY-

so!. ..THATS
WHY RUTH (ﬁ

BROKE HER DATE WITH ME

HELLO JOHN
WHAT'S THE IDEA @3
OF THE LONG FACE ?

~LOSE YOUR.JOB ?
-OR YOURGIRL7 j

AND NOW,NO G/RL

WELL YOU COULD HAVE
'‘EM AND THE GIRL TOO,
\F YOU'D TAKEN MY TIP

BOTH '-1T SEEMS
LIKE A FELLOW'S

BREAKS
THESE
DAYS

THREE MONTHS LATER: X goy-turs cenmmny

| IS A GREAT WAY TO LEARN
\ ELECTRICITY-I'LL BE THROUGH
/ ;( IN ANOTHER WEEK AND READY
PA =" FOR A REAL JOB -THEN LET
RUTH AND GEORGE WATCH
MY SMOKE !
~ £ N PR \ <,
> 2 (i -)
) NS \\\VI P

/ BUT | HAVEN'T
HAD THE MONEY FOR
TRAINING LIKE THA,

GEORGE-AND BESIDES,

GOT TO HAVE A | LOST THE ADYOU (| HOUSE-IVE GOT ANOTHER
CAR AND PLENTY J| ABOUT COYNE TRAINING =\\GAVEME )) ONE OF THEIR ADS
OF DOUGH AND ENROLLED WHEN Y

|
TO GETTHE | === 1DID = SEND INTHE

SIX MONTHS LATER:

COME ON, SUGAR '~ WE'RE GOING TO
CELEBRATE = 1 GOT ANOTHER RAISE,
TODAY, AND THAT MEANS WE'RE READY
TO SET A VERY IMPORTANT DATE.

(’

GEORGE 1S OKAY!
HE'S GOING TO
BE OUR
BEST MAN

OH, JOHN !~ HOW WONDERFUL. | KNEW 7 AVES
YOU COULD DO IT WITH COYNE TRAINING \w Jd

~BUT IT TOOK GEORGES HELP TO/‘

if

REALLY WAKE YOV LP.

COYNE

M. C. LEWIS, PRESIDENT

FOURDED I..,

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
500 8. Paullna St Dept. 26.66, Chlcago

BUT YOU DON'T N@s
MUCH MONEY WITH THEIR
NEW FINANCE PLAN.

CONME ON UPTO THE

COUPON
RIGHT NOW !

“ELECTRICITY

1IN 12 WEEKS AT COYNE

The great Coyne Shops in Chicag
wide reputation for ua{mng ambitious fellows fos

0 have a world~

this big-pay field in only 12 weeks. Then ép yo\l

by giving you lifetime employment service.

new plan YOU can take advamage of theu- wonder-
ful method of learning-by-doing N

I'LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING!

Get training in 90 days on
reonl electrical maehlnerY
Send the coupon today. (f
you are short of moaey I'll
eend youalldctailsof my
ﬁnanoe plan. Ifaccepted,you
won't have to start paying
tuition until flve months
from the date you start
school,and thenyou'llhave
18 months to complete your &
l)aymcnts Send for Big Free

lustrated Buok telling all
about COYNE and how
many earn while l..m'ni
and the training you_can ge!
there without

Qe

COYNE ELECTR CA!. S
500 S. Paulina st.. Dopt. 26-66, Chicago, ik,
I glopt. Z&%D S. Paullna SI .» Chicago, .

Send BIG FREE illastrated Book on ELECTRICTTY and l
l detalls of your' ‘Pay-Tuition-After-Gradustion’’ Plan.

| nanm AGE. ]
| ]
] Appress :
I

cITY STA
| i e s )

Please mention Newsstanp Fiction Unit when answering advertisements
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Youcan now complete your High School

education—in 2 to 4 years—by homestudy.
R el e i

i exnm nntlonw—u -dhm"nu‘:::d Dij |om's-wded_ 3

joeb already com In

Uba Arts Course oﬂem cultural

ral
co‘lege advantages of collegetraining at low
08t, by home study. Uses standard texts,
aupplemantnd by epecial study out-
n Unea and belps, A real opportunity M
zrxdnnte' and you older
ur ;

1 v dienp and_enjo!
AR R T eite TOBR

fnr P‘rn Bulletin, ntntmz WE]
you. No oblig:

Sehool Dsp!. R-239
Drexel at 88th. Chicago 4

namr‘.scudy Prepares You for the Better Job
D BECOME A SUCCESSFUL
Rarn Big Money—Travel or Work at Home=Experience
Unnecessary. Train Youreelf for Secret Investigation

and Confidential Work. FREE Detective Paper and
Particulars. Write Today to

NATIONAL DETECTIVE SYSTEM
Dept. 425-F Fremont, Nebraska, U. S. A.

Learn to MOUNT BIRDS

'l'an SKINS, Make Up FURS

xidermist. We teach you at Home.

il Mount Birds, Animals, Pets,
common specimens. Save your hunt-
ing trophies: decorate home and den

5 Make genuino KROME LEATHER mn

@l and make up furs for sparetime profit.
FREE BooK 48 pages—tella
H te hi: d Bf’l“t’»’r‘)ml: “i

} Hunters, wau wonderful boo
Sen: annhl card ‘I’o:lly—

'I'hls Mlnutal State your AGE,

Omaha, Nebr.

0ol of Taxidermy, Dept. 3032,

NO JOKE T(.’mBE DEAF

—Every

eing deaf for twenty-five years, withhis Arti-
ficial Ear Drurs. He wore the day and night,

bookleton Deafness.

Arm“c{al EafDrun

THE WAY COMPANY
. Detroft, Michigan

1y ;
matched pants, 100,000 patterns.
Every pair hand tmlorcd to your measure,
Our match sent FREE for your O. K. befora
pants are made. Flt gua.ra.nteed. Send plece

lot
O B TOW AT CH DANTS COMPANY
209 S, State St. Dept.359  Chl

,.

i

1141
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SALARY Villago leer POSTMASTER
: P. O. Laborer Seamstress
TO START R. F. D. Carrier Auditor

Special Agent Stenographer

590 io

U.8. Border Patral

( ) Custorns Inspector

City Mail kaler Telephone Oprs

P. O. Watchman
Matron Meat Inspector
s‘;ocu: Investigator Secrotcslzlv‘ ice Ope.

M E N 0 INSTRUCTION BUREAY Dlpl. 112,51, Louls, Mo.

artical
Governm: hona' marked ‘‘X'’. Salarles,
i lowdonl. owomml s, otc, SENT FREE.

B NBMO. coeronsssovsssosssossvons sore
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ATENTS AND TRADE MARK

LESTER L. SARGENT

Registered
PATENT ATTORNEY

Prompt, Efficient Service
25 YEARS PRACTICE

1115 K STREET, N. W.,, WASHINGTON, D. €.

STOP Your Rupture
Worries!

Why worry and suffer any longer? Learn
about our perfected invention for all forms
of reducible rupture. Automatic air cushion
acting as an agent to assist Nature has
brought happiness to thousands. Permits
naturul strengthening of the weakened
muscles. Weighs but a few ounces, is incon-

%

ads. No salves or plasters. Durable,
cheap. Sent on trial to prove it. Beware
of imitations. Never sold in stores or by
agents. Wnite today for full information sent free in plain
envelope. All correspondence confidential.

BROOKS COMPANY, 174B State St.,Marshall,Mich.

QUIT WHISKEY

The Health Remedy Products of Kansas City is now offering
a NEW sclentifically prepared treatment to aid men and wo-

wen bawish all desire for drinking. Thousands

have alrcady proved success of this New Easy
Way. Can be glven secretly. Write today for Free Booklet.
Accept no substitutes. Write Health Remedy Products,
2481 Manufacturers Exchange BIdg., Kansas City, o.

G, E. Brovks. Inventor

—Buy your Drug Sundries, Spe-
cialties, Supplies, Blades, etc., direct
from manufacturer through our
Mail-Order Dept. All personal
items are mailed postpaid by us in
plain, sealed package. We have

SAVE
75% everything, Send for Free, illus-
trated mail-order catalog.

THE N-R MFG. CO., Dept. H-37, Box 353, Hamilton, Ont.

Look Manly

—wear the VITALITY Shoulder Support.
Deve graceful figure, expands
chest ps shoulders square, im-
proves brulh g, energy, health, looks.
Increases poise. If short, appears to add
2 ins. to helght, Tor both sexes. Unde-
tectable. Try T days. If not delighted,
money back. ‘The Guarantaed perfected
VITALITY Support only §2.00, if you
order at once in reply to this nd\b.

S & N Appliances, Dept, FU-4, Forest Hills, N. Y.

EarnWhile Learning at Home!

Television, Photo Electric
Celis, Public Address

CROSLEY
§ Maoy R-T-1 T d M k.
Bl 0555 5 weok ang more in Tuli time | ZENITH
radio jobs — $6-315 fo svnra time | GRUNOW
. More ti ed men needed
&l 1 carp at home b q&!]:k onay F-1-1] and 48

—_—
PHILCO

= i W’??’zﬁ Etzgﬁﬂslgl ODpoEtfgnigweﬂrﬁk' :::'::;
RADIO AND TELEVISION INSTITUTE, Inec. endorse
2130 Lawrcnte Ave., Dept. 172, CHICAGO, ILL.1R-T-)

Please mention NEwssTanp Fiction UNIT when answering advertisements



LEARN MUSIC

2 to 3 Times Faster
This £45Y Way

Tes, You can_actually learn to play
Your favorite instrument 2 to 8 times
faster this amazing short-cut way! No
expensive teacher—no tiresome scales
and exercises—no confusing theorics.
You learn at home, in your spare time,
at a cost of only a few cenis a day.
Every step is as clear as A B C—and
before you know it, you sre playing
Teal tunes by note. Just pick any in-
ﬂtrumem you want to play and tho §
S. School of Music will do tho rest.
. Y fr 1 o
FREE BOOK ot o vrondortal boe stay consos foys Mortian
instrument preferred. U.S.SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 36811 Brunswick Bidg., Sew York, N.Y.

TOBACCO HABlT

BANISHED

~FOR ruous:mos OF MEN,
* QUICK, SURE, LASTING RESULTS

in most cases Tobacco Redeemer relieves craving for

tobacco completely in a very few days. An absolutely safe,
dependable, and thoroughly reliable treatment. No matter
how long the habit, or in what form used, all craving for
tobacco usually vanishes when this leasant, inexpensive
treatment is used according to simple grectlons The treat-
ment has helped thousands and should help you. Your
money returned without argument or question if not satis-
fied. Write for free explanatory booklet and proof of what
Tobacco Redeemer has done for men addicted to the
tobacco habit. Send post card or letter today.

NEWELL PHARMACAL CO.

Dept. 600 Clayton Station St. Louis, Mo.

Help Kidneys
Don’t Take Drastic Drugs

Your Kidneys contain 9 million tiny tubes or filters which
may be endangered by neglect or drastic, irritating drugs.
Be careful. If functional Kidney or Bladder disorders make
you suffer from Getting Up Nights, Nervousness, Loss of
Pep, Leg Pains, Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness, Circles Under
Eyes, Neuralgia, Acidity, Burning, Smarting or Itching,
you don’t need to take chances. All druggists now have the
most modern advanced treatment for these troubles—a Doc-
tor’s prescription called Cystex (Siss-Tex). Works fast—
safe and sure. In 48 hours it must bring new vitality and is
guaranteed to make you feel years younger in one week or
money back on return of empty package. Cystex costs only
3¢ a dose at druggists and the guarantee protects you.

Let Me Tell You

About your business, travel, changes, matrimony, love
affairs, friends, enemies, lucky days and many other inter-
esting and important affairs of your life
as indicated by astrology. Send for your
special Astral Reading. All work strictly
scientific, individual and guaranteed sat-
isfactoryy, FOR MANY YEARS PRI.
VATE ASTROLOGICAL ADVISER
TO ROYALTY and the ELITE., Write
name, address and date of birth plainly.
No money required, but if you like send
15 cents (stamps; No Coins) to help de-
fray costs. Address: PUNDIT TABORE
(Dept. 424-B). Upper Forjett Street,
BOMBAY VII, BRITISH INDIA.
Postage to India is Sc.

’l )
Sils TP
L CCTE TR W

\
START
$1260 to %2100 YEAR

MEN—WOMEN

New 40 hour week
(from 44) means 7/
many Post Office

Franklin Institute
Dept. E270
ROCHESTER, N.Y.

// Gentlemen: Rush to me.

jobs. $1700 first . FREE of charge, list of 1.8,
year regular. Oé Government hig pay johs. Send
. me FREE 32-page book descrih-
(Jo mg Sa}arll(‘f vacatmnid hnurs
work, and telling what to do to get

y:l::’on // one of these jobs. ° X

Today— .
SURE / N K30 0 000 06000000800A0 0 0 00 00006000000
/
/

/7 Address....o.n. 06 0000000000000 cesvessense

COUNTS

in applying for patents. Don’t
risk delay in protecting your
ideas. Send sketch or model for
instructions or write for FREE
book “Patent Guide for the In.
ventor,” and “Record of Inven-
tion” form. No charge on how

FREE BOOK

Contains valuable infor-
mation reiating to patent

procedure; A copy willbe L0 proceed. Prompt, careful,
2hnres® FamenithOUt  officient service.
CLARENCE A. OCBRIEN

and Hyman Berman
Registered Patent Attorneys, 1877 Adams Building, Washington, D.C.

£ABRN GOOD PAY

RAFTING

B\ If you're earnest and a t'--Now get re:

for a BETTER job an MORE PAY! I ll.

B teach you drafting by the PRACTICAL
B METHOD at home. I furnish all tools and
drawing table. Earnwhile you learn in your
Fpare time. Nopreviousexperience needed.
Employment Service! Thousands of
successful students since 1900. Andnew op-
FRE E portunities in drafting. Prepare
now!Write Today for FREE BOOK

BOOK on Draftsmanship. No obligationg.

ENGINEER DOBE, Div. 30-32, LIBERTYVILLE, ILL.

Please mention NEwssTAND FicTion UNIT when answering advertisements



This Revelation
Will Startle
Men Past 40!

BUT IT MAY BRING YEARS OF COMFORT TO THEIR LIVES!

AVE you lost much of your strength? Do you suffer from pains

in back. legs and feetY Are you forced to xet up 2 te 10 timea
at nlght? Are you a \i:tim of nervousness, fatigue, dizziness, mea-
tal depression, chronic constiDation, sciatica, hladder trouble? Many
men past 40 often nuistake these ailments for symptoms of approache
{ng old uze. They undcrgo prolonge:d treatments that frequently
bring no relicf and a life of miscrable old age ensues, because
thoy have failed to strike at the roal trouble.

THE TRUE MEANING OF A TINY GLAND
Science has found that these allments in men past 40 aro often
due to Prostate Gland fallure. This tiny gland becomes swollen
and falls to function. Unless corrected it wlll grow worse. The
result is often wretched oid age or perhups grave surgery.

WHAT THiS TREATMENT REALLY MEANS

Now an American scientist has perfected an amazing drugless home
treatment used and endorsed by physiciang and sanitariums. It
goes directly to the area of the prostate gland, relteving congestion,
increasing circulation, toning and stimulating. Many users report
rellef almost ov.» night. Others say they actually felt ten years
younger in 7 days. Nol a drug—medicine—massage—diet—violet
ruy——or cxerclso. It Is a natural mmethod. Any man can use it in
the privacy of his own room.

100.000 MEN HAVE FOUND TIHiE ANSWER
They have been shown the sccret of new health and strength o

keoping this tiny vital prostate gland active at the period in many
mew’s lives when it beRins to fafl,

FREE—IF You ACT NoOW!

The results of this new method are so startling
that tho manufacturer will let You test it on
7 days’ Frec Trlal. If it doesm’t bring imme-
diate relief—if It doosn’t mako you feel ten
years younger in 7 days—it will cost you nothing.
Mail tho coupon for detalls and Free copy of
“Why Many Men Are Old at 40.”” It teils
amazing facts that may prove priceless to you.
No obligation.

If you five West of the Rockies, address Tho Electro Thermal

Co.. 300 Wm. lox Dullding. Dent. 48-1". LoOs Angeles, (alif.

In Canada, address The Ilectro Thermal Co., Desk 48-F,
53 Yonge St.. Toronte, Canada.

W. J. KIRK, President
The Elcetro Thermal Co.
4898 Morris Ave.. Steubenville, Ohio.
8end details of I'ree Trial and Free Copy of *“Why Many
Men Are Old at 40.”” No cost or ubllgation.

Name...,.
Address. ..

FACTORY TO YOU

NEW REMINGTON NOISELESS PORTABLE

105,

AT LAST! The famous Remington NOISELESS
Portable is yours for only ten cents a day. Brand
new. Not rebuilt._Standard keyboard and every
modern feature. Free carrying case and typing
¢ rse. 10-Day freetrial. You don’t risk a penny.
WE PAY ALL SHIPPING CHARGES. Act
now! Write Remington Rand Inc., Dept. 147-2.
205 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

LONESOME

Let us arrange a romantic correspondence for you. Find
yousself a swectheart thru the old Star Cor-
respondence Club. A friendship letter society
for lonely ladies and gentlemen. Nationwide
membership. All  ages. Quick results.
(Established 1924.) (Confidential.) De-
pendable Service. Some rich. (Free partic-
ulars, list, photos, testimonials sealed.)

LOIS L. REEDER, Box 549, Palestine, Texas.

DEAFNES. I8 MISERY

Many people with d<fective hearing and

ead Noises enioy Conversation, Movies,
Church _and Radio, because they use
Leonsrd Invisible Eor Drums which
resemble Tiny Megaphones fitting
1o the Ear entirely out of sight.
No wires, batceries or head piece,
‘They arc inexpensive. Write for
booklet and sworn statement of
theinventor who washimself deaf,

A. 0. LECNAHD, Ino.. Suite 23, 70 Gtk Ave., Row York

QUIT TOBACCO

Tho Health Remedy Products of Kansas City is now offering
8 NEW scientiflcully prepared treatruent to aid men and wo-
men banish quickly all desiie for smoking, chewlng or snuff.
FREE Thousands have already proved success of this

New Basy Way, Write today for Free Booldet.

N

Accept no substitutes. Write Health Remedy Products,
Dept. 571 Manufacturers Exch. Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.
® Relieve
Minutes

To relieve the torturing pain of Rheumatism, Neuritis,
Neuralgia or Lumbago in 9 minutes, get the Doctor's
Prescription NURITO. Absolutely safe. No opiates, no
narcotics. Does the work quickly —and must relieve
your worst pain in nine minutes or your moncy back at
Druggist’s, Don’t suffer. Use uaranteed NURITO today.

WANTED?
ORIGINAL POEMS, SONGS

for immediate consideration
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Some One Happens Along

By RUTH U. TUTHILL

MAXINE stood behind the things! “Who in hell is that? Just

battered screen in Paul's when I was making such a swell job

studio. She’d been posing. of that left knee of yours!”
When the knock came at the door Maxine hadn’t stirred from her
Paul had waxed profane. pose. Her head was high. One hand
“Curses!” he’d said—and other was on her hip, while the other held
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aloft an apple. She was dressed—
Well, why go into that? The name
of Paul’s masterpiece was to be “The
Young Eve.” Enough said! She
stood there smiling, firm and taut
and vibrant.

“Maybe it’s a customer, Paul?”

“Oh, yeah?” Paul was bitterly
scornful. ‘“Maybe it’s Greta Garbo!
More likely it’s the gas-man to take
out the meter.”

The knock came again more insis-
tently.

“Well, anyway,” said Maxine, “let
him in. And me for the screen.”

“Hell!” Paul said.

Maxine retired from the rough
platform where she’d held that pose
again and again until she was ready
to drop. She sat down in the rickety
chair belind the canvas screen. She’d
have liked a cigarette, but nothing
doing. They were all out in the
studio. Her clothes were there,
though. She pulled her year-before-
last’s coat around her. It was never
warm in Paul’'s studio. As who
should know better than she who'd
shivered the.e in scanty raiment so
often? She’d brought the apple in
with her. It was big and red and
entjcing. She wished she could cat
it. But that was out, apple munch-
ings were so darn audible. Anyway,
she didn’t need to eat the apple. She
was no unsophisticated Eve. She al-
ready knew good and evil, although
she sometimes couldn’t tell which
was which. She heard Paul open the
door and a woman’s high-pitched,
brittle voice.

“Oh, Mr. Dowe, I've had the most
awful time finding you!”

Then Paul’s baritone with the in-
triguing rough edge to it in reply.

“Mrs. Sturges! This is a surprise!”

“Nice one, I hope,” from Mrs.
Sturges. Maxine could imagine the
look with which it was accompanied.
Provocative was the word.

“Nicest ever.”

“Do you really mean that?” A

pause and another look. “Well, aren’t
you going to ask me in?” Clatter of
heels and the door closing. “Oh,
what an interesting place! And you're
working!”

“I was!” Rather grim Paul sounded.
Maxine could hear him turning his
easel to the wall. He loathed any-
body seeing his stuff half done.
“Have a cigarette?”

“Oh, thanks, I have my own.” An
interlude and the odor of freshly
lighted smokes, maddening to one
who was starving for a puff herself.

The screen was so old that you
couldn’t tell what color it was origin-
ally. There was even a hole in it.
One big enough to see through. Max-
ine applied a long-lashed eye to it.

Well, where had Paul picked up
that woman? And why hadn’t he
told her of such a find? Park Ave-
nue and the Lido were written all
over her. She was the kind of wo-
man who drives in Rolls-Royces and
had country houses all over the place.
Severely garbed in black and white
with a definite stream-line effect,
Maxine could see that her get up
must have cost twice what her own
clothes did for at least two years.
Those sables alone. Two years? Ten!
She was handsome, too, with black
and white motif of eyes and hair and
skin disturbed by full, vividly red
lips. There were huge pearls screwed
into her ears. She was smiling at
Paul through her tobacco smoke and
her teeth were beautiful.

About thirty-five, thought Max-
ine, and going strong. Better look-
ing now than she was at eighteen
probably. The kind of a woman who
knows her stuff.

Maxine earned a modest living
writing stories for the less impaor-
tant magazines, when she wasn’t pos-
ing for Paul. She had a way of
summing up her heroines. Her pos-
ing for Paul often ruined her more
actively creative moments. She fig-
ured she lost out sometimes to the
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tune of fifty bucks a month, and, of
course, got nothing in return. Noth-
ing except Paul's very satisfactory
love and the joy of knowing she was
helping him in his career. Paul
wasn’t like her. He refused to have
anything to do with potboilers. Paul
was going to strike it big someday.
Then she’d have her reward.

The conversation in the studie
went on. That woman was making
up to Paul. Paul saw through her,
but was flattered just the same. Max-
ine could see that. He was sug-
gesting tea. That meant there’d be
no more posing that afternoon. Max-
ine felt slightly irritated. Did Paul
expect her to sit there while he en-
tertained? Well, he’d be surprised.
She got herself into the few gar-
ments that she habitually wore and
appeared from behind the screen.

The woman looked startled. But
she was undeniably a lady of poise.

“How exciting!” she exclaimed.
“Were you there all the time? Why
didn’t you tell me, Paul? Did I say
anything I shouldn’t have?”

“Paul!” She’d dragged that in by
the scuff of its neck just to show
how well she knew him. Maxine was
wise to such tactics.

She replied for Paul. “Not a thing!
I was dying for a smoke and I heard
Paul mention tea, so I came out.
Paul, the cigarettes please.”

“Maxine, this is Mrs. Sturges,”said
Paul.

“Adeline, to you!” said his guest
with another look which didn’t in-
clude Maxine.

“To me then, too,” she said.
and I share things fifty-fifty.”

“Paul

Adeline Sturges smiled. “Yes?
How cosy!”
Maxine glanced at Paul. She ex-

pected he’d give her the glad eye
in recognition of her ability to put
interlopers in their place. But he
was puttering among the odd cups
and saucers. He didn’t look any too
well pleased, however.

There was another knock at the
door. Adeline Sturges treated Max-
ine to one of her brilliant smiles.
Yes, she did have dazziing teeth—
you’d have to give her that.

“I fancy that’s my nephew, James
Frobisher, Junior. I told him to pick
me up here. We were having tea at
the Plaza, but he’ll like this lots bet-
ter.”

Paul being busy, Maxine opened
the door. James Frobisher, Junior,
gave her an appreciative glance and
got down to business.

“Is Mrs. Sturges here? Oh, there
you are! Coming, Adeline?”

“Darling, no. We’re having tea
here instead. Meet the gang, Jimmy.”

Maxine sized James Frobisher,
Junior, up as a personable young man
of twenty or so. He had eyes that
would have done for a girl and a
moustache that had evidently been
coaxed. As he gave the studio the
once-over she noticed that his glance
lingered on the nudes appraisingly.
She did not know, of course, that at
that stage of his evolution James
Frobisher, Junior, was comparing
every female form he encountered
with Nan Fields, wife of his father’s
ex-bootlegger. He’d never seen Nan
with her clothes off, but he had
hopes, and he was training for the
occasion by going in for strip-tease
acts and that sort of thing in gen-
eral. He had got acquainted with
Nan during the prohibition period
when he’d often stopped at her apart-
ment to get a pint or so for Dad.
Now that these pints could be ob-
tained openly he continued his visits.
Nan laughed about him afterward
with her husband.

“Keep it up, babe,” was his advice.
“The kid’s got a lot of money back
of him.”

With his eyes stiil on a particu-
larly intriguing nude, Jim took out
a hip flask and suggested high halls.

“No ice,” said Paul.

That settled it. James Frobisher,
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Junior just passed the flask around
and they drank it straight.

Maxine saw that the Sturges
nephew had taken quite a shine to
her. He was at the age when to lure a
gal into a remote corner and monopo-
lize her seemed to him distinguished.
There were no remote corners in
Paul’'s studio, but there was the
screen. He arranged it before the
window, placed two chairs close to-
gether behind it, and conducted Max-
ine hither. It was almost as though
he’d been instructed by Aunt Adeline
so that he might leave the studio
proper—or improper—free for her
and Paul. But, as obviously, Aunt
Adeline hadn’t known that the neces-
sity would arise, there could have
been no coaching. James Frobisher,
Junior’s tactics were instinctive.

Adeline had been letting them into
quite a lot of intimate personal his-
tory. She’d been telling them about
her three children.

“None of them have the same
father, of course,” she said. “But my
husbands have all been charming. One
tiges after a year or two, of course,
and men are so seldom faithful—es-
pecially the charming ones. They
have so many temptations. I shall
never marry again.” She had looked
at Paul when she said that as though
she dared him to shake her resolu-
tion.

“You, too, are charming,” her look
said. “But never again! Unless you
dare me!”

Maxine knew that Paul was not
one who took a dare. That look of
Adeline’s would have made her rather
nervous if she hadn’t been so sure
of Paul.

From behind the screen they
caught bits of a conversation con-
tinued in somewhat the same vein.

“Adeline sure is some vamp!” said
James Frobisher, Junior apropos of
what they overheard. “Three hus-
bands—and a kid by each! Exp=vi-
mental, you know. I call them the

three little Trouts. Eugenics,—that
sort of thing. You know—that place
out at Cold Spring Harbor. Ade-
line’s got a place on the North Shore,
too. Guess that’s what gave her the
idea. There was another kid, :oo,
without any dad at all. Adelinedidn’t
evenbother tomarry the guy. She went
away for a year after she’d divorced
her first husband and came back home
with another baby. Quick work! It
was a flop though, it died. Guess
that discouraged Adeline having love-
children. She went into marriage in
a big way after that. You wouldn’t
think it to look at her, but Adeline

. sure has the mother-instinct.”

“Maybe you've got it mixed with
the mating instinct and not being
able to avoid paying the price,” said
Maxine.

She was stirred by all this. She
saw that James Frobisher, Junior
was going to join her group of male
turner-inside-outers. There had been
quite a lot of them before she’d got
tied up this way with Paul, and she
missed them, rather. She’d con-
cocted many a pot-boiler from their
indiscreet disclosures. But now, since
most people knew how hard she’d
fallen for Paul, about her only source
of lurid confession was Gen Clax-
ton. An a woman’s confidences were
so much less instructive than a man’s.
Better lead him on to further reve-
lations.

“What an interesting life your aunt
has had!” she remarked.

“You've said it. She’d never have
been able to get away with it, if she
wasn’t a hundred per cent blue book.
Related to all the high hats in New
York. And dough! Three million
from her dad when he kicked off—
and did she get alimony from those
men she married, or did she get ali-
mony! Oh, boy! My dad’s only a
stepbrother. We’re mere mutts com-
pared with Adeline.” He paused and
looked at Maxine smilingly. “Got
such a thing as a radio?”
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“Over there in the corner.”

He went and turned it on. A great
voice rumbled something about hous-
ing and a signature for a jazz or-
chestra took the air. He came back
grinning.

“Makes the room safer for intimate
conversation,” he explained.

Maxine could see by his face that
he didn’t mean the intimacies to stop
at conversation.

“Oh, yes?” she said coolly.

He moved his chair nearer hers.
“What you doing in this dump?” he
wanted to know. “Model?”

“Yes. Here in this dump.
where else.”

“Only pose for this one guy you
mean?”’

“Only for this one guy.”

“I see. Ever pose in the alto-
gether?”

“Sometimes.”

“Wish you’d pose for me!”

“Don’t be silly!” was the answer to
that. Maxine was amused by his as-
surance. He was a little lamb playing
at being a big bad wolf.

He bent toward her and placed his
arm along the back of her chair.

“Say, I think you’re a swell dame!”
he remarked with his eyes on the
curves of her knitted blouse.

Maxine leaned back against his arm
and laughed at him.

“What do you know about dames?
You’re nothing but a kid.”

His hand clasped itself around her
shoulders. He pulled her nearer.

“Oh, is that so? You'd be sur-
prised!” He thought of Nan in her
peacock-blue négligé. He would like
to talk to some one about her, and he
didn’t quite trust Adeline. She might
give him away to the old man. “May-
be I'll tell you about my girl-friend
and me some day if you’re good.”

“I can hardly wait!” said Maxine.

She let him demonstrate in various
ways having to do with tentative ad-
vances how swell he thought her,
with her ears pricked for what was

No-

going on in the studio. But a radio
worked both ways. Paul and his lady-
guest were also safe for intimate con-
versation,

“Jimmy, darling,” called Adeline
at last. “Got to be going now.” The
party was broken up.

“See you later,” Jimmy darling said
to Maxine as they went away. . . .

Maxine fell into Paul’s arms.

“My word! What a pair! That
kid’s a fast worker. Like his aunt.
But she’s rich, darling. Just lousy
with gold according to Jimmy. Bet-
ter cultivate her. Perhaps she’ll give
you a commission.

“She has.”

“Paul! How divine! Her portrait?”

“Nope. Her three children. In the
garden of her chateau in France.
With the French bonne in full re-
galia.”

“Oh, Paul! That’s not so good.
You’ll have to go to France.”

“Of course. But it’'s a big break.
Xine. It’ll bring in enough so we
can get married when I come back.”

“I’'m not awfully keen on marriage.
Especially after meeting your friend.
I'd rather go on just as we are.”

“Okay. That’s up to you. But,
anyway, Xine, I've landed my first
real job and it’s bound to lead to
others. Adeline Sturges knows all
the right people. . . . Let’s go out
and get a good dinner for once. Got
any money? I'm flat broke.”

All that evening as she dined and
danced with Paul, and later when she
lay awake on the studio couch, for
Paul had asked her to stay with him
that night because her own small
cpartment was way uptown and it
was simpler to decide on the studio,
Maxine thought about France nnd
Adeline Sturges and of the dare she
had seen in Adeline’s eyes when she
looked at Paul.

Then she laughed and kissed Paul
softly so as not to wake him and
went to sleep herself. She was sure
of Paul. Absolutely sure. Maxine
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hadn’t been to church since she nad
been dragged there as a child, but
she believed in something to which
she didn’t give a name—something
that the orthodox called God. But
not any more than she believed in
Paul.

II

HE felt pretty sunk after Paul
closed his studio and went
abroad. The night before he sailed
was a memory of ecstasy and despair.
The steamer had left at noon and
Maxine’s last glimpse of Paul was
not reassuring. He was leaning on
the rail waving to her and Adeline
Sturges, who had made herself scarce
until then, had come forth from
somewhere and was leaning at his
side. She’d passed her arm through
Paul's. Linked like that Maxine saw
them go. -

She glanced at James Frobisher,
Junior who’d hurried down the gang-
plank just before it was pulled in.
But he was gazing at nothing at all
and seemed occupied with some se-
cret sorrow. Even when they went
uptown together in his taxi he didn’t
come out of it. He didn’t chatter
as usual, nor make attempts at neck-
ing. Maxine was glad. She’d grown
rather fond of Jimmy, but all she
wanted just then was to get back to
her apartment and be alone.

But she didn’t do any brooding.
She believed in Paul. Gen Claxton
said she was a simp to believe like
that in any man. But Gen tad a past
that tended to make her skeptical.
Although so far as Maxine could
judge from Gen’s personal revela-
tions, it was the men who’d suffered
rather than Gen.

“I sure hope you’re right, dearie,”
Gen had said to that. ‘“Anything
rotten you can do to a man doesn’t
make up for the disadvantage of be-
ing a woman, believe me!”

Gen lived down the corridor from
Maxine where apartments were big-
ger and better. She wasn’t technically
a kept woman. She happened to be
married to the man who kept hecr,
but she confessed to Maxine that she
had no love for her husband.

“No,—I can’t see him at all,” she
said, pouring herself another cup of
very black coffee.

“I’d hate it! Living with any one
I didn’t love,” said Maxine.

Gen was casual-plus. You could
see with her it wasn’t really a prob-
lem.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “It
isn’t so bad. Any man is better than
no man at all. And they’re all pretty
much alike when it comes to the ro-
mantic stuff. Sid’s a swell provider.
I like him better than I did when I
first married him,—I can say that,
anyway. He’s the sort that kinda
grows on you. If I could get Bill
Garrard out of my system, I'd fall
hard for hubby, perhaps.”

Maxine had heard about Bill Gar-
rard. He seemed to be Gen’s deep-
rooted wild oat.

“Why don’t you get him out of
your system then?” she asked. It
seemed to her the simplest solution.

“Can’t be done. If you ever see
Bill, you’ll understand. He’s a knock-
out. Comes from somewhere south
of the Mason-Dixon line where they
get those voices and those winning
little ways. I've kissed a lot of men
in my day, not to mention nights,
and not one of them could put into a
perfectly simple, honest-to-goodness
kiss what Bill can. Honest, kid, Bill’s
something to write home about when
he’s just sort of friendly, but, believe
me, when he falls for you hard, he
knows his stuff! Only he never has
any money.”

“What difference does that make?”

Gen stared. “A whale of a lot, I
can tell you. Don’t make me laugh.”
However, Gen did laugh loud and
long. Apparently Maxine had said



SOME ONE HAPPENS ALONG

something excruciatingly funny.
“You're a scream, Xine,” she said
when she was able to speak. “I sup-
pose you think it’s indecent to live
with a man if you don’t love him.”

“Yes, I do.”

“The mid-Victorians had a name
for it. They called it marriage.”

“I don’t believe in marriage,” said
Maxine. Said it decidedly thinking
of Adeline Sturges and her three
husbands.

13

)x

“Thanks. I'm not interested!”

“I suppose you believe in love.”

“Yes!” said Maxine with the same
decision. She was thinking of her-
self and Paul.

“Well, so do I—if it's Bill Gar-
rard’s brand. But there isn’t any
reason why I shouldn’t mix my
drinks, is there? I knew Bill before
I met Sid. Think I'd have married
him if Bill had had money? ‘I can’t
give you anything but love, baby.’
That was 5ill’s theme song all right.
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So Sid came along with his ten thou-
sand a year job and I married him.”

“And kept on with Bill?”

“Of course. Why not?”

“That was pretty rotten.”

“Says-you! Sometime I'll introduce
you. to Bill, and you’ll get wise to
what I mean.”

“Thanks. I'm not interested.”

Paul had been gone a week and
they were having breakfast in Gen'’s
apartment. At least it was breakfast
for Gen. Maxine knew she was chisel-
ing, but a meal at twelve-thirty an-
swered for her luncheon. It saved
her money. Besides, the sight of
Gen opposite her in a red crépe né-
gligé with black feather trimming
worn over black lace pyjamas was
stimulating. Gen had a weird taste
in dress, just as she had in furni-
ture, but even at breakfast she was
almost as easy to look at as Marlene
Dietrich, for whom she might have
doubled, given the latest thing in
fake eyelashes.

Her furniture, however, wasn’t so
easy—like a page torn from a mail-
order catalogue. The most expensive
page of course. Overstuffed to suffo-
cation. Atrocious copies of senti-
mental paintings heavy in gilt frames
cdorned the walls. “I like a picture
that tells a story,” said Gen. Gen’s
apartment gave Maxine a headache,
but slie looked at Gen and forgot it.
Gen had the type of pulchritude that
most men find irresistible.

Gen lit a cigarette and, as though
she read Maxine’s thoughts, re-
marked:

“Well, so long as Sid don’t get
wise, I'm sitting pretty. But, believe
me, if he does there’ll be some blow-
up. I'll have to choose in a hurry—
boy-friend or hubby.”

“Which will you choose?”

Gen flicked the ash from her ciga-
rettc and grew thoughtful.

“I don’t know—I really don’t know.
Bill’'s a little bit of all right, but I'd
be a darn fool to give up everything

I've got and stick to him. Anyway,
as I said before, Sid’s the kind that
sort of grows on you. He’s got a way
with him. Now last night——" She
broke off and smiled reminiscently.

Gen was frankness itself in discus-
sing the intimate details of her loves.
Maxine had obtained quite a lot of
interesting material from her. Only
most of it was of the kind that wasn’t
fit to print.

Gen seemed to be going off in
her looks. For a month now she
had been pale and listless. Even
make-up couldn’t camouflage her gen-
eral weariness and lack of pep. Max-
ine regarded her critically over the
black and silver coffee-cups.

“What’s the matter, Gen?”
asked. “You look all in.”

“I feel all in. Did you know I'd
given Bill Garrard the air?”

“No! When?”

“Oh, about two months ago. It
happened one night!”

Well, he deserved what he’d gzot.
But just the same Maxine felt ratiier
sorry for boy-friend Bill.

“How did he take it?” she asked.

“Hard! Awful hard! I had a hell
of a time with him. But you wouldn’t
want a guy to take a turn-down with-
out making a fuss, would you? It
wouldn’t be flattering.”

“No, I suppose not. So that’s why
you’ve been looking so sunk, Gen.”

“Not on your life,” Gen laughed.
“If I’'m looking sunk it ain’t Bill got
me that way. It’s Sid.” Maxine
didn’t understand. She offered Gen
a cigarette. Gen shook her head.
“They make me sick lately.”

“Sick? You? Why, you used to
live on them.”

“You've said it! But not now.
You see it’s like this. I had a hunch
that Sid was getting wise to things
so I turned Bill out. And now Sid’s
got me cinched.”

The nature of Gen’s trouble began
to dawn on Maxine.

“You don’t mean that?”

she
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“Yes, I do. Just that!”

“How ghastly, Gen. I can’t imag-
ine anything worse. It's rotten for
you.”

But Gen apparently didn’t agree.
“Say, kid,” she said, ‘“don’t get me
wrong. Love ain’t everything by a
long shot. If I could have had Bill
with Sid’s trick of making money it
might be different. But you can’t
have everything and I've made my
choice. Sid’s all right, anyway. He
hasn’t got Bill’s technique, but he’s
all right. I've had my fling and I'm
ready to settle down and have a kid
if Sid wants one. I saw the cutest
dress in Lane-Bryant’s the other day.
Honest, it had class.”

“I can’t see you in that kind of a
dress, Gen.”

“You will, old dear, you will. And
it won’t be long now. Say, Xine,
why don’t you take over this apart-
ment when we leave? Our lease isn't
out for six months. It’s better than
yours and you can have it for the
same price as you’re paying now.
We’ll be out the difference, of
course. But Sid’s got his mind set
on a place he looked at on Riverside
Drive. One of those joints that used
to be mansions once. It’s done over
in floors. He says he wants an hon-
est-to-goodness nursery when the kid
comes. Can you beat it?” . ..

Maxine was terribly lonely after
Gen left. She saw nothing of her
now. Since her plunge into heavy
domesticity Gen looked upon Max-
ine disapprovingly. A girl with a
boy-friend, who declared openly she
didn’t believe in marriage! You had
to draw the line somewhere. Maxine
encountered her one Sunday walking
in the park with Sid. She was garbed
in the latest expectant-mother togs
and she was clinging to Sid’s arm.
Quite the devoted little wife—so
soon-to-be-a-mother type was Gen.
Sid looked devoted and proud. “Look
what I’'ve done!” was apparently his
attitude. Maxine wondered what Sid

would say if he knew what she knew.
It was just as well that he didn’t.
They passed Maxine with a brief sal-
utation. It was evident that she be-
longed to a past that Gen wanted to
forget. Well, anyway, inheriting that
apartment was a good thing.

She settled down in it to the same
old routine. Tapping out potboilers
on her typewriter, looking for letters
from Paul, and getting returnsd
manuscripts instead; sometimes a
much-needed check. They came with
frequency enough to keep her going,
with what Paul occasionally sent her.
He said he might be back any time
now. Could she make twenty bucks
do until he could send her some
more? Sums like that. Well, it
didn’t matter so long as she could
keep going until he came.

But “any time now” ceased to mean
much. It became vague and indefi-
nite. “Depends how I get on with
the new job I've just landed. I've
got another commission from Ade-
line. Now that I've finished the por-
traits of the kids,” the letter went
on to explain, ‘“she wants them
painted with herself en famille ‘in
the grand manner’ she calls it, parked
under the cypress trees at her villa
in Florence. ’Fraid I won’t be able
to make America before spring, Xine.
I can’t turn Adeline down, after all
she’s done for me. Besides, it will
mean a thousand bucks.”

A thousand bucks! They could use
them all right. But what were a
thousand bucks compared with the
fact that Paul wasn’t coming ‘‘any
time, now.” Black disappointment
came down upon Maxine. The
chronic hunger for Paul grew acute
and unbearable.

“I’m a starved woman,” she said.
“And I must go on starving till
spring. Oh, darling, you wouldn’t
s‘ay away like this if you wanted me
the way I want you. You couldn’t!”

But she never put things like that
in letters. She told him that she
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loved him and things were going
swell. “And,” she said, “darling,
here’s the key.”

III
HE had tossed all night. Nothing
unusual about that. Lately she

had hardly slept at all. That terrible
longing for Paul kept her awake.
She tried not to think of the nights
they’d spent together. It only made

it worse.
Then she’d experimented with
aspirin. Sometimes it worked—more

often it didn’t. She supposed that
finally she’d take to veronal, habit-
forming drugs, stuff like that. Any-
thing to put you to sleep. But even
if you slept, you had to wake in the
morning weak and sick with the old
starvation. Oh, what was the use?

Finally she went to sleep. Only
to be wakened by the janitor coming
through the corridor to empty the
waste baskets and the garbage pails
waiting sordidly outside doors.

She heard rain beating against her
east windows and the whistling of
wind through aerials. Then she
roused herself completely, sat up in
bed in her pyjamas, the pale blue
ones Paul had given her the night
before he sailed, and stared into the
eyes of a man. He placed his finger
on his lips. He was too cautious
to whisper, but his face said: Don’t
make a noise.

She shook her head and imitated
his gesture. Together they listened
to the receding noises that accompa-
nied the janitor on his rounds. When
the sounds had died away the man
ventured a whisper.

“Don’t be afraid.”

“I'm not.”

She wasn’t. She’d dreamed so often
of seeing a man’s face above her like
that,—Paul’s,—that in the first bewil-
derment of waking she believed her
dreams had come true. But those

startlingly blue eyes under the drip-
ping felt hat weren’t Paul’s. The old
black disappointment swallowed her
up again. There wasn’t enough of
her left to be afraid.

The man’s smile showed a flash of
teeth as startlingly white as his eyes
were blue.

“You sure don’t seem to be much
scared,” he whispered approvingly.
“Most women would have let out a

yell.”

“I'm not that kind. How did you
get in, anyway? Isn’t the door
locked?”

“Yes, but you see I had a key.”

“Well,” said Maxine, “that’s inter-
esting Where did you get it?”

“I'd better not tell you that,” he
said. )

Mexine didn’t insist. She saw it
would be useless. She’d never seen
anybody look more quietly deter-
mined than this morning’s trespasser
looked when he said that. The unique
informality of the encounter was in-
triguing. She ought to be phoning
for the police, she supposed. Any
well-conducted young woman would
be doing it this minute—or fainting!
Probably the latter. But that only
proved that she wasn’t a well-con-
ducted young woman. Never had
been. Paul was her first real sin, but
she’d always had the possibility of
lawlessness. That was the reason
she didn’t mind finding a man at her
bedside. Any man! She wasn’t
brave. She was loose!

The rain lashed the panes. The
aerials moaned. In the dimness she
could see that his coat was stream-
ing.

“You're terribly wet. The steam’s
coming on. Better hang your coat
in front of the radiator in the other
room.”

‘¢Okay.))

“And stay there.
up.”

He left her obediently.

She laughed as she stood under the

I want to get
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shower. ‘“Some are born adventur-
ous; some achieve adventure; and
some have adventure thrust upon
them. Well, what’s the answer?
Me!”

She got into her day pyjamas, ar-
ranged her bob, applied a dash of
rouge, powder, and a reckless amount
of lipstick, and joined her guest. She
hadn’t felt so pepped up since Paul
left.

The walls of the big room were
hung with Paul’s paintings, un-
framed. There was never any money
for frames. There was a sketch, blue

“Don’t be afraid!”

hills, a pine-tree, gold-brown grass
cutting its way through melting
snow. There was Paul’s most preten-
tious still-life, apples and grapes and
peaches piled high among crystal
candlesticks holding tall black can-
dles grouped around a modernistic
center piece in which sculptured tu-
lips broke on silver stems in a shal-
low crystal basin. There was Paul’s
portrait of herself. And there was
what he said was the best thing he'd
ever done, “The Young Eve.”

Her guest was standing in the mid-
dle of the room. He was smoking
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and he seemed interested in the ex-
hibit.

“Say,” he said, “this place of yours
has got personality all right. You've
sure changed it.”

“Changed it?
changed?”

He didn’t answer her.
picture of you?”

“Which?”

“Either of them.”

“Both.”

She knew he hadn’t meant “The
Young Eve.” But she was feeling
excited and reckless, and he’d re-
sponded to hLer excitement and reck-
lessness. He was the kind that would.
The more you got that way the more
he’d go you one better. She sensed
that.

He regarded “The Young Eve”
somewhat casually, but critically.
Maxine felt sure he was comparing
it with the other undraped woman
he’d seen. She felt he had quite a
field for comparison. There was no
doubt of his sophistication.

“You got a pretty shape,” he com-
mented. Then he pointed to the por-
trait. ‘“But that’s the one I meant.”

“Like it?”

“Not much.”

“Why?”

He considered for a moment inhal-
ing deeply, sending out a cloud of
smoke, inhaling again, his blue eyes
narrowed.

“It’s you, all right. But the guy
that painted it left out something
that I got first of all. Before I even
noticed how good-looking you are.”

“Well, so long as you’ve noticed it
now!”

He smiled. “You should worry!
He’s got it all in—the way your
mouth curls up at one corner when
you smile and the way your eye-
lashes grow so long that they look
as though they’d get all tangled up
if you didn’t watch out. But the
things he’s left out are important,
too. I got wise to them first of all.”

What do you mean

“Is that a

“Well?”

His eyes left the portrait now.
They were fastened on hers. Maybe
there were eyes as blue somewhere
in the world, but never ones bluer.
She thought of lightnings, of sunny
winter skies after a snow-storm, of
the Blue Grotto at Capri. She pulled
her gaze away from his with a sense
of something resistent, torn.

“As you were saying?”

“What? Oh, yes, the part that
guy’s left out. The thing I saw first
—that you’re the kind of girl who'd
stick to a man if you believed in him,
no matter who didn’t. Crimes
wouldn’t phase you any if you loved
a man!”

Their eyes met again, a long look.
Over with the same sense of resis-
tence, tearing. Looks like that might
lead to almost anything if you didn’t
take care. Maxine took refuge in
slang.

“You can’t prove it by me. I never
met an honest-to-goodness criminal
in my life.”

“Haven’t you? You'd be surprised.”

Maxine laughed. “Are you trying
to make me think I've met one this
morning?”

“Well, I couldn’t make the judge
believe anything else if he should
happen to drop in.”

They were having breakfast by this
time. You really couldn’t let any-
body go out into the storm again—
wet through and hungry.

“You might as well get it off your
chest,” said Maxine.

“Well, you see it’s like this. I'm
out on bail and I'm jumping it.
Lousy way to treat a friend who’s
come across and handed over fifteen
hundred bucks for you. The worst
thing about the whole damn business
is, that Fred’s going to size me up
for a rotter, until I can raise the
dough to pay him back.”

“Fred’s an awful fool if he thinks
you’re a rotter,” said Maxine.
Though, after all, why so sure?
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“What did you do to get into such a
jam?”

“Nothing.”

“Haven’t you got an alibi?”

“Yes, a peach. But I can’t use it.
I'd get some one in Dutch if Ispilled
the beans.”

“It sounds noble.”

“But it doesn’t sound likely! Say,
you took the words right out of his
honor’s mouth! But, believe me, I'm
not going to serve time for some-
thing I didn’t do. There’s a boat
sails late this afternoon. I was raised
down Texas way and I'm heading for
Old Mexico.”

“Or the last round-up, which? Why
didn’t you keep going? Why did
you stop off here instead?”

He frowned. “I don’t know. Fate
or something. I'd have been all right
if I"d had about twenty-four hours.
But I reckon some one must have
put the cops wise. I was in a taxi
trying to get to the boat, but I had
a hunch some one was following. So
I got out when there was a traffic
jam and went hiking down side
streets. Then it began to rain like
hell.”

“So you came in out of the wet.
And nearly got caught by the jani-
tor.”

“All but! This is the last place in
the world I would have picked be-
lieve me—but any port in a storm. If
I hadn’t seen your name on the post-
box in the lobby I wouldn’t have
dared use that key.”

“My name? What difference did
that make?”

“All the difference in the world.
What did you think when you looked
up and saw me, anyway?”

“I thought you were some one else.
I thought you were Paul.”

She hadn’t meant to mention Paul.
But it slipped out—his beloved name.
It was silly, girlish, It showed how
crazy she was about him. So crazy
that just speaking his name gave her
a thrill, a happiness in her heart.

Her guest looked interested.
“Who'’s Paul? Your boy-friend?”

“Paul’s my darling!”

“So that’s why you didn’t scream.
You'd be glad to see him?”

“Glad!”

“Say,” he remarked, “you do love

him! It’s great to be in love, isn't
it?” She nodded. “When it isn’t
hell! But mostly it’s hell.” She

nodded again thinking of those tor-
turing, sleepless nights. “Well,” he
said, “I guess I'd better be going.
Sooner I get on board the better. By
this time tomorrow I'll be on my
way. If I have luck!”

“And if you don’t have luck?”

“It’ll mean that they’ve pinched me
again. But I'm not going to serve a
jail sentence, if I can help it, that’s
a cinch. Not for something I didn't
do.”

“I don’t believe many innzzent men
get sent to jail.”

“Here’s one that isn’t going to,
anyway.”

He got up and took his coat from
the chair before the radiator. She
went over to the telephone. He
started slightly.

“I suppose you’re going to phone
for the police!” His smile was less
assured.

She took her time about finding the
number in the telephone directory.
It wouldn’t hurt him to be in sus-
pense.

“No, a taxi,” she said, as she dialed,
“to take us to the boat.”

“Us! You mean you’re going with
me?”

“Don’t be alarmed. Only as far as
the pier. They probably aren’t look-
ing for a man accompanied by a wo-
man, are they? I thought I might
do as a kind of disguise.”

“And yet you think I'm lying when
I say I'm innocent!”

“I don’t know. But why all the
surprise? You know what you said
about me just now—that it wouldn’t
be a crime that would phase me.”
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“If you loved a man, I said.”

“Do you think a woman never runs
true to type, unless she’s in love?”
she asked him.

He gave her another of his disturb-
ing looks.

She was taking out her ancient
orange wool suit, when she heard steps
coming down the corridor. Two pairs
of thick boots and the soft thud and
shuffle of the janitor’s sneaks.
Through her half-closed door came
the familiar whisper.

“Sounds like it might be cops.
Any place I can hide?”

I‘No.”

The steps came nearer. It was a
long corridor. It was some time be-
fore they paused before her door.
Maxine’s brain kept time to the
steps. Beating out an idea, an in-
spiration. How Paul would enjoy
the joke when she told him. Paul,
darling, beloved. Paul! Even at that
tense moment the thrill, the happi-
ness in her heart.

There was a knock and then she
heard the janitor thrust his pass-key
into the lock. Now was the psychic
moment. She came out of her room,
put her arms around her guest, and
pressed her lips to his.

“Darling!” she said. With her arms
still around him she looked over her
shoulder at the janitor and two red-
faced officers.

“Oh!” she exclaimed and started
from him. Then she laughed. “Well,
you certainly have surprised us this
time. Caught red-handed! Gentle-
men, meet my fiancé. He came un-
expectedly in all the storm. We're
going down to City Hall this morn-
ing to be married.”

She did it very well. Her sense
of drama told her that. She got it
across. After a brief inspection the
door closed on their grins and rough
apologies. The steps receded down
the hall.

They stood staring at each other
still close together.

“That was almost worth going back
to jail for!” he said.

“Was it?” She moved away from
him. “It’s nice to know you feel that
way about it. But how about me?”

What right had he to kiss her like
that? She could still feel the en-
folding tenderness of his arms—the
way his lips had answered hers. More
than answered! Even the fear of be-
ing hailed back to jail hadn’t pre-
vented him from getting all there
was out of the contact. She had a
feeling that all of Paul’s kisses had
been obliterated—wiped away by
those firm lips that had pressed
against hers. Until Paul kissed her
again her lips would belong to this
stranger. An annoying idea!

“What made you kiss me?” he
asked.

“I wish I hadn’t.” She hoped he’d
believe that. ‘“Nothing personal in
it, I assure you. I thought it would
be convincing. It’s probably what
Paul and I would be doing if we
were going downtown to be married.
But Paul and I would never do any-
thing foolish. I don’t believe in mar-
riage.”

“Don’t you?” The blue eyes were
entangling hers again. She gave a
little gasp.

“Heavens, I must hurry! The taxi
will be here before I'm ready.”

Iv

HE city blocks went by them in a
blur of traffic lights and rain. It’s
a long way from above 125th street to
the waterfront. Maxine sat at the
extreme width of the seat from him.
He seemed satisfied with the arrange-
ment. She could still feel that kiss
of his having its way with her lips.
It was irritating. A kind of a theft
of what belonged to Paul. She took
out her lipstick and applied it lav-
ishly.
“You got too much of that stuff
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on already,” he observed. And then:
“I’'m going to let you into that alibi
of mine.”

She continued to paint her mouth.
Let him cut out the beauty hints.

“Then you’ve really got one?”

“A man can’t be in two places at
the same time, can he? I was keep-
ing company with my girl that
night.”

His girl. Somehow Maxine didn’t
quite like the idea. But why not?
Probably he had dozens of dames
parked all over the place. A man
who kissed like that!

“Well, was that anything to be
ashamed of?”

He grew thoughtful. “I reckon it
was, maybe. You see, she’s got a hus-
band. She ditched me to marry him.
Well, not exactly that, either. She
said I could keep on coming to see
her just the same. He had a job that
kept him away three nights a week.
There’d be lots of chances. We sort
of fixed it up between us. Funny how
being crazy about a woman makes rot-
ten things seem okay! Anything so
you can be with her. I could see her
side of it, too. She’s the kind that
needs money. Needs it in gobs and I
was so cracked about her I was will-
ing to let some other man give her
money if she’d keep on letting me
give her love. ‘I can’t give you any-
thing but love, baby.’” That’s me all
right.”

“‘I can’t give you anything but
love, baby’.” Some connection there.
Maxine couldn’t remember. Never
mind, it would come.

“So you see I couldn’t use her as
an alibi. It would be all up with her
husband if he knew she’d cheated on
him. Now here’s the joke. The night
I got pinched was the night she
threw me down hard. Nothing doing
at all! She said she couldn’t be both-
ered with me, anymore. And she
damn well meant it. So I beat it.”

“And her name was Gen and you
didn’t give her back her key!”

It had come to her now.

He glanced uneasily at the chauf-
feur. “Shush! You got me. When
I saw there was another name on the
postbox in the lobby, I made up my
mind to take a chance. I'd never have
dared risk it if it had been Gen’s.
I'd go to jail for life rather than
get her into trouble, believe me.”

“You may have to at that!” said
Maxine unfeelingly. She somehow
wasn’t terribly happy to find out that
he had belonged to Gen. Gen had
told her too much about him. Well,
what was the matter with her any-
way, that she felt all hot and both-
ered about knowing that he’d kissed
Gen millions of times the way he
kissed her once?

“How nicely you explain things,”
she said. “So you're Mr. William
Garrard in person. I was wondering
where you learned the way the so-
phisticated woman likes her Kkisses.
But I see now. Gen taught you.
Gen’s the kind that can teach a man
a lot of things.”

He laughed. “Is that so? I reckon
if there was any teaching I did it.
You ask Gen sometime.”

“Can’t. I never see her any more.
She’s turned me down now she’s gone
domestic and is going to have a
baby.”

He looked sufficiently startled. “A
baby! By that husband of hers? She
said he was the better man. I guess
that proves it, all right. Well, I sup-
pose I deserved what I've got. But
it sure makes me out a fool, all
right.”

“It sure does! How does a man
feel when he finds a woman’s made
a fool of him? Does he keep on lov-
ing her just the same?”

He looked out of the clouded win-
dows at the rain. “I suppose he
does,” he said thoughtfully. “Yes,
he does!” Then his eyes came back
to hers with one of those extremely
personal looks. “Unless some one
happens along,” he added.
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They were at the dock now. They
got out of the taxi and entered the
dusky sheds. But before they reached
the gang-plank they were stopped.
Two plainclothes men showed their
badges. Maxine could have cried.
Flow futile it had all been. She
might have known she couldn’t pull
it off.

She looked up at him and he
smiled at her. He was taking it on
the chin.

“I’'m so sorry. Is there anything I
can do?” she asked.

“Yes. . . . Something.”

“What?”

He gave her one of those looks.
“You might kiss me again, if you
don’t mind.”

She put her lips to his. She hadn’t
meant it to be the same kind of a
kiss as the other. But it was. Even
more so! Gen had been right when
she boasted of her boy-friend’s tech-
nique. Oh, well, if a man who was
going to jail for a crime he’d never
committed wanted a kiss, that was
the least you could do. Instantly,
they were enveloped in an unbearable
brightness. The camera men! Well,
she didn’t blame them. It would make
a swell picture for the tabloids.

“So long!” he called after her as
he went away between the two detec-
tives. “Don’t worry about anything,
honey.”

But she did worry. She cried a
little as she went back alone in the
subway. She hadn’t enough money
for a taxi.

She dabbed at her eyes with her
handkerchief. “Wonder what I'm
crying about?” she asked herself
somewhat bitterly. “Paul or that
technician?”

What a mess life was! She didn’t
even know at that what they said
he’d done! It didn’t make any dif-
ference, anyway. She believed in him.
Not the way she believed in Paul,
of course, but, anyway, enough 8o
that it didn’t make any difference....

She bought the paper the next day.
There it was. Kiss at parting. A
very good likeness of herself clasped
in the arms of a man who was evi-
dently having, if not the kiss of his
life, at least one of them. “If Will
Hays saw that!” she thought.

Some one said hello, and she has-
tily folded the incriminating evi-
dence.

“Oh,” she said. “It’s you, Jimmy!
Where have you been all my life?
I haven’t seen you for a million
years.”

James Frobisher, Junior, looked
gloomy. “No,” he said. “I’ve been
too sunk. Come on in and have a
drink. I've got to talk to some one.
I'm all in.”

He looked quite desperate. Even
his little moustache seemed to have
grown thinner. Maxine could see that
what she’d known from the first was
bound to happen, was about to take
place. Jimmy was going to join hLer
depleted gang of turner-inside-out-

ers. Far be it for her to discour-
age him.
They ordered Martinis. After

three, Jimmy began to talk:

“It’s about me and my girl-friend,”
said Jimmy. “I did a fool thing
to get her to come across and she
sure came. But now I'm getting cold
feet because I'm not so damn hard-
boiled to like the idea of seeing a
man go to jail for something he
didn’t do.”

“An old American custom!”’ said
Maxine thinking of the plainclothes
men and the clicking cameras. “He
won’t be the only one.”

“That don’t make it any the bet-
ter,” moaned Jimmy. He looked ex-
tremely miserable. Maxine could see
that his remorse was sincere. “Hon-
est, Xine, I didn’t want to get any-
body into a jam. But it was so darn
easy at the time. And now I don’t
know where I'm at.”

Maxine leaned toward him and
patted his hand. “Well, get it off
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your chest, Jimmy. Perhaps I can
help you.” If Jimmy would only
talk there might be a fifty-buck pot-
boiler in this, who knew?

“Hell, I will! Let’s have another
drink.”

“Which will be the last,” said Max-
ine firmly.

But Jimmy was making no rash
promise.

“You see,” he began, “it was like
this. There’s a certain dame I've had
my eye on for a long time. But I
couldn’t make her. Gee, Xine, but
she’s a knock-out! Sort of Mae West
—Fay Wray combination, if you get
me. Some baby! But all she did
was to laugh at me and call me
‘puppy-lover’ when I told her I was
crazy about her.”

“Older than you, I take it.”

“What the hell difference does that
make?” demanded Jimmy fiercely. “It
made her all the more interesting. I
hate junior leaguers. Give me a wo-
man that knows her way around!”

“I would, Jimmy, if I had one to
give,” said Maxine soothingly.

“Now you’re laughing at me, too!
Don’t you know a man’s grown up at
twenty? Well, I do, if you don’t.
Anyway, I spent all my allowance on
her and got in debt up to my ears
and it wasn’t enough. She’d take
what I handed out and look like it
was dirt and laugh at me and say:
‘Why don’t you try pearls, Jimmy?’
And every time she’d say that I'd see
the necklace that the mater kept
locked in the safe in her room. But
of course I'd never intended steal-
ing it. At least, I don’t think so.
Fat chance I had, anyway, with it
always locked up or round the ma-
ter’s neck!

“Well, I had a date with Nan—
Gee, I didn’t mean to tell you her
name! Well, it can’t be helped now.
She phoned her husband was in Cuba
buying up a swell brand of Baccardi
and would I drop round? Would I?
With bells on! But I knew all the

time there wouldn’t be a darn thing
doing. She’d give me a few kisses
and throw me out. But I justcouldn’t
keep away. Anyway, I was always
hoping I'd break down her resis-
tance.”

“Springs, the human breast, and all
that, Jimmy!”

Jimmy ignored the frivolity. He
was in no mood for jokes.

“The mater was giving a dinner
party that evening but I made her
ask somebody in my place. I told
an awful yarn about a chap I'd known
at Prep sailing that night and I'd
just have to see him off. Pretty
phoney, but the best I could think of
at the time. The mater was peeved
because I'd messed up her dinner and
wouldn’t be on hand to take in the
sweet little bud she’d picked for me.
But she let me off. The mater’s a
peach and I felt pretty rotten lying
to her. But I guess any man would
pull a fast one in my place.”

“Not a doubt of it, Jimmy.”

“You've said it! I was going to
take my girl-friend some orchids, but
when I was going down the hall to
get a taxi I had to pass the mater’s
room. She’d left the lights burning
and there right on her dressing-table
was something a whole lot better
than orchids. She hadn’t put her
jewel box back in the safe and there
it was half open and that string of
pearls was hanging over the side!
Waiting just for me!l”

“Rather careless I'd say, Jimmy.”

“You’re darn right it was careless!
But I knew how it had happened.
The mater’s always behind time.
She’d probably got into her togs in
a hurry and heard the first guests
breezing in before she’d finished
dressing, and she’d rushed down just
in time to give them the glad-hand.
I’d heard her say she was going to
wear her opals that night. Honest,
Xine, I don’t think I meant to pinch
the stuff even then. I thought I'd
go in and put the pearls back in the
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box and lock the whole thing up in
the safe. But when I felt that neck-
lace in my hands I thought of Nan
and what she was always saying and
I just stuffed them into my pocket
and reached into the box and lifted
an emerald bracelet and then I beat
it!”

“The girl friend seems to have

come high. Weren’t the pearls
‘enough?”
“Gee, you’d think so! But I guess

I must have been having a brain
storm. All I thought of was getting
my woman. Lucky thing I was wear-
ing gloves. There’d have been fin-
ger-prints all over the place!”

“Well, get on with the story,
Jimmy, old dear. Was the girl-
friend glad to see you?”

“Was she? Say! When she got
wise to those pearls she came right
off her perch! And her husband be-
ing away and everything! Well, I
guess you don’t want to hear the de-
tails, perhaps.”

“Not necessary.
them.”

For the first time Jimmy grinned.
“Think so? I’'m not so sure! Well,
anyway, when she turned me out
about four a. m. I was walking on
air I can tell you. I thought those
pearls would keep me sitting pretty
for some time. And damn it all, she
seemed to love me, too! But I was
glad I had the bracelet to string her
along with when the pearls were an
old story. I reached in my pocket
to be sure it were safe. Nothing
doing! Somehow I'd lost the darn
thing.”

“How about a little pickpocket?”

“You mean Nan? I thought so my-
self at first. But I found out dif-
ferent when I got home. Nobody had
gone to bed and there had been a
hell of a row and they said some guy
was in the can because they’d found
him with the goods. He'd told a
phoney tale about having picked the
bracelet up, and he said he didn’t

I can imagine

know a damn thing about the pearls.
And dad was praising the police for
being right on the spot and pinching
the guy they caught with the goods.
‘Says he picked up that bracelet I
gave your mother on our twentieth
anniversary! Says he was going to
turn it in at the precinct. And ex-
pects us to believe it. I thought
crooks at least had brains!” It made
it so darn easy for me at the time
that I let it go at that. And now
I don’t know what to do. But take
it from me I'm damn sorry for that
poor cuss that’s going to get his good
and plenty.”

“The proof of being sorry is to do
something about it, I'd say. Don’t
sit here handing out sob stuff. Do
something!”

“I don’t know what to do,” said

Jimmy helplessly, looking like a
naughty schoolboy.
“Well, I do, old dear. Get those

pearls from your lady-friend and give
them to your mother and tell her
what you’ve been telling me. She’ll
forgive you when she sees her neck-
lace again.”

He looked doubtful. “It won’t be
as easy as you think. That gal has
sure frozen on to those pearls. It
won’t be like taking candy from a
baby. If I make her give them back
it will be good night! Hell! To pull
off a thing like that and then to have
the dame you did it for go sour on
you!”

Maxine thought of Bill Garrard’s
affair with Gen. “Yes,” she said,
“dames have a way of going sour on
you I hear. The more you do for
them the sourer they go. Nice to
think that men never treat women
like that!”

It would be if it were true. Come
to think of it, she’d done quite a lot
for Paul. Suppose he went sour on
her! But Paul never would. Never!
No matter how much she did for
him. And every day was bringing
spring nearer and with it Paul!
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“Then that’s okay!”

v

UT she didn’t have to be patient
until spring. One night she
came in late and found him waiting
for her. How glad she was she’'d
sent him that key! She’d always
dreamed of just this happening and
had always waked. But this was
reality! He was sitting there in the

deiapidated easy chair where he’d sat
so often before. The battered old
bit of furniture that could be made
to accommodate two, if you didn’t
mind being crowded! A pile of ciga-
rette butts overflowed the ash-tray on
the table. He looked surprisingly
well-groomed and prosperous. About
him was none of the swaggering
shabbiness which had made him pic-
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turesque in the days before he’d met
Adeline Sturges. His eyes said none
of the things they had always said.

“Paul!” She threw her arms around
him and pressed her lips to his. Now
she’d get rid of the fantastic idea
that had haunted her for weeks—that
those two kisses she’d received from
Bill Garrard had stamped her mouth
with his claim.

But Paul didn’t return her kiss. He
unclasped her arms and left her
kneeling there forlorn and weak.

“Don’t be a damn hypocrite, Xine,”
he said.

A hypocrite! Because she’d kissed
him with her whole heart throbbing
with her love for him? That was a
rotten kind of kidding, if he meant
it for that.

“Oh, darling, what’s the matter?”

He burst out then. “Matter? Not
a darn thing of course! How do you
think I felt when Adeline showed me
that picture of you in that lousy tab-
loid?”

She hadn’t thought of that. She
hadn’t supposed an American tabloid
could penetrate to the villa in Italy
where Paul painted Adeline and her
family “in the grand manner” under
the cypress trees. But apparently it
had. Well, he’d laugh when he heard
about it. Looking into those eyes
which regarded her so coldly, eyes
that seemed to have forgotten all the
lovely, intimate moments they’d had
together, she explained in detail
down to the clicking cameras:

“Paul, don’t you understand? It
was just an adventure,” she said to
those eyes that didn’t believe it.

“The whole thing is disgraceful,”
said Paul. “Enough to ruin any girl’s
reputation.”

She laughed. She couldn’t help it.
It was funny to hear Paul coming
out strong for the conventions at this
late day. Paul, who’d been so reck-
less about appearances! Who’d done
things openly that might have ruined
ber reputation a hundred times over,

for all he knew. Not that she cared.
But it didn’t ring quite true now.
There was something he wasn’t tell-
ing. He was using her indiscretion
as an excuse for something which
she sensed with a feeling of despair
he was going to do.

“Running around with a jailbird.
That’s a bit too thick!” he said.

It was more his eyes and his un-
smiling lips than his words that told
her what he meant.

“You’re throwing me over, Paul!”

“What did you expect after what’s
happened?”

“Nothing’s happened. Nothing!
I’'ve been true to you always, dar-
ling.”

“How do I know?
your word for it.”

Unbelievable that Paul could say a
thing like that!

“Yes, only my word for it!” She’d
been huddled up there on the floor
by his chair. But she got up now
and stood before him very proud
and straight. Just as well he didn’t
know how her knees were trembling!
“All right. If you feel like that
about it, we’d better call it a day.”

“That’s okay by me!” said Paul.
He was thinking of what Adeline had
said when she handed him the tab-
loid. “Now you have a swell excuse
for letting yourself down easy. Now,
darling, you can belong wholly to
me!”

Well, it had worked out that way.
To belong to Adeline Sturges was
worth a lot to an artist with his way
to make. He’d already had several
big, bad moments with her. If she
wanted to go on with them perma-
nently, he was willing. After living
in luxury for months with Adeline
it wouldn’t be so easy to go back to
poverty and Xine. And now he was
getting a break.

“Do you mean you want to call it
off, Xine?”

“I want it more than anything in
the world!” she told him.

I have only
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“Then that’s okay,” he said, and
got up to go.

Oh, what was she doing? She was
sending him away from her when she
wanted so passionately to have him
stay, to feel his arms around her
again, to shut her eyes and drift with
him into the ecstasies. She pressed
her hands to her heart and looked at
him through smarting tears. She
cried out to him:

“Oh, Paul dearest, don’t let’s quar-
rel. Put your arms around me, dar-
ling. Love me! Stay with me. Stay!”

His expression did not change.
“Sorry!” he said. “It’s impossible.
Adeline’s waiting for me at the Ritz.
We came over together on the
Roma.”

He took a key from his pocket.
The usual gesture at such partings!
He placed the key on the table. He’d
never need it again. It was final.

Maxine picked it up and held it. It
gave her trembling hands something
to do.

“Congratulations,” she said. “I sup-
pose before long you’ll be having a
little Paul or Pauline. Just to prove
the marriage is a success.”

He went away without answering
and she saw that her attempt at sar-
casm had hurt her more than it had
him.

She turned and twisted the key in
her hand. Silly old key! And if it
hadn’t been for one just like it none
of these things would have happened.
Too bad that Gen Claxton’s ex-boy-
friend hadn’t made the inevitable ges-
ture, too. Then there would have
been no early morning rendezvous,
no tabloid version of parting, no ex-
cuse for Paul to hide behind. Well,
Bill Garrard wouldn’t be dropping in
again, any way. He was safe in jail.
And serve him right for messing up
her life! Why in hell couldn’t she
forget the touch of his lips?

And then everything was swal-
lowed up in the realization that it
was Paul’s key in her hand. That he

wasn’t going to use it again. That
he was gone forever. Whenever she
thought of him now she’d see him ly-
ing in Adeline Sturges’ arms.

But the hardest part came after-
wards. For days and days, she didn’t
know how many, it went on. Eating,
sleeping, trying to write, always with
a despair of loneliness drowning her.
She despised Paul, loved him, loathed
him, desired him, ached. Mood after
mood, and always the loneliness, the
inability to concentrate, to think of
anything but Paul,

Her room was dark. She’d sat in
the darkness night after night drown-
ing in the loneliness, crying some-
times, despairing. If the phone rang
she didn’t answer it. If the doorbell
buzzed she didn’t speak through the
tube. It was a comfort to know that,
anyway, she was safe from intrusion.

Then one night the key turned in
the lock and some one came in and
switched on the lights. For a wild
minute she thought it was Paul, be-
fore she remembered that he had no
key, recognized the old felt hat that
had been streaming with rain the first
time she’d seen it, knew that under
it were eyes as blue as the grotto
at Capri.

“You!”

“Yes, me. I phoned and phoned and
you didn’t answer. And I've emptied
all the juice out of the battery ring-
ing your bell. So I came up. I had
a hunch you were in. Anyway, I still
have the key.”

He walked across the room and
stood looking down at her. It seemed
to Maxine that something came rush-
ing out from him. A strength, a
consolation. She couldn’t give it a
name. But there it was. Then she
was frightened.

“You’re running away again!”

He laughed. “Running away noth-
ing! I'm free. Didn’t you know?
It was in the papers.”

“I haven’t been reading the papers.”
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“Well, there wasn’t much. Hushed
up by the family. It was a kid named
James Frobisher, Junior, that took
’em. His mother’s own junk.”

Of course! This completed the
vicious circle. Fler talent didn’t run
to detective stories. She was ex-
hausted with the whole darn thing.

“I know,” she said wearily.” He
told me. So you’re the innocent man
he got cold feet about sending to
jail.”

“Yes. TI'll tell you all about it
later. Never mind about me now.
I'm okay. But what’s the matter with
you? Who's been making you cry?”

“I haven’t been crying!”

“Yes, you have.” He knelt by her
chair and put his arms around her.
They felt good; warm and comfort-
ing. “Look here,” he said, “you can’t
bluff me! It's that Paul of yours.
You're worrying because he doesn’t
come.”

“He did come.”

“Oh!” He paused. His arms relaxed
and she didn’t like it. Then they
tightened and she felt the comfort in
them. It was as though he said: “I
don’t care a damn. I'm going to hold

you tight!” ‘“When's he coming
again?” he asked.
“Never. He's married, I suppose,

by now.”

He put up one hand and pressed
her face to his. She hid her eyes
on his neck. It was warm and firm
and smelt of tobacco.

“Oh, honey,” he said, “I know how
you're feeling!”

She turned her head and her lips
were where her eyes had been. She
felt how his heart was beating. The
pulse in his throat beat too. But she
didn’t say anything. Just sat there
letting the warmth and strength of
him and the comfort steal through
her like wine.

“Say!” he said suddenly as though
it had just occurred to him. “How
would you like to go to Texas with
me and live on a ranch for a while?

I bet life on a ranch would cure you
of thinking so much about that guy
Paul. Fred Fisher’s put up the money
and I'm aiming to breed polo ponies.
It would be easier if you married me,
of course, on account of the darn
Mann Law. But I wouldn’t want to
tie you down. You might try me out
and if you liked me, we might hit it
off for keeps. Oh, honey, what do
you say?”

When a man’s been made a fool of
by a woman, he keeps on loving her
just the same. Was it like that, too,
with a woman? Unless some one hap-
pens along! Well, some one had hap-
pened along, a vagabcend, an unex-
pected sort of person whose first kiss
had somehow the power to wipe away
all of Paul’'s. She didn’t know what
it would all lead to. She didn’t care.

“All right. T’ll go!”

He gave a little sound between a
laugh and a sob. He pulled her
closer. Now that she had consented
he’d apparently grown shy.

“Oh, honey,” he said, “do you mind
if I kiss you?”

Mind! There wasn’t any answer
to that except to turn her lips until
they rested against his. Then sud-
denly it came down upon her, the
unforgotten thrill and excitement of
Bill Garrard’s kiss. She was glad
now that Paul had turned away from
her—glad that there had never been
anything to take away the feeling
that her lips belonged to the lips
that were holding hers. Had Gen felt
that way? And all those other wo-
men that she knew must have been
before her? It didn’t matter.

He was whispering to her between
his kisses. Dear, foolish little words.
Angd then:

“Oh, honey, I've loved many wo-
men in my time, but never one of
them the way I'm going to love
youl”

“I know it!” she said. After all
what was the use of doubting any-
thing that made you so happy?
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HE rain beat down furiously,
in straight silver lines. The
earth smelled sweet and came

alive under its whipping. The leaves
and bushes danced and were a pol-
ished green from it. Then the sun
broke through and made lovely dia-
monds on the shimmering streams
that ran from the rooftops; a dusty
gold sun; a sure-of-itself sun. And
the rain stopped suddenly as though
it had been laughed at and was
ashamed.

It is like that almost every day in

Lord Bill

By DORIS STEAD

Singapore; the torrential rains a lit-
tle after noon, and then the sun,
bringing out the lovely smell of spice
and cloves in the little gardens. It is
as if the sun says: “All right, the
rain has stopped and everything is
safe now.” And the door and win-
dows along the low buildinged
streets are flung wide again, and life
goes on where it left off.

Yet it is pleasant, this rain time;
like a sign to stop for a cup of tea.
For instance when the clouds start to
gather, the men say: ‘“Let’s go down
to the Golden Swan for a hit.” And
down to the Golden Swan they go,
until after the downpour.
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Now, the Golden Swan is a tavern
at the bottom of the street by the
sea. Its bar is white-scrubbed, as
are the little round tables. On the
looking glass that stretches halfway
around the green walls there is a lot
of writing. The names of sea cap-
tains and great personages; the names
of far-away cities, and odd drinks
and toasts, all written in chalk. It
is very interesting to read the names
while you sit and drink. At least it
used to be. Perhaps all that is
changed now. . ..

The Golden Swan was owned by
Lord Bill. They called him “Lord”
because he looked like one; distin-
guished and moustached and always
so immaculate in white linens. His
manners were beautiful and when he
spoke, his language made one think
of music and great books. His age,
some said, was every bit of fifty, but
when he talked with this one and
that, his tales of the world and the
Seven Seas made his age seem like a
thousand years, because he knew so
much and was so wise.

One day, just before the rain, an
old black ship pulled into the harbor
(you could see the harbor from the
tavern window). Sang Lee, the little
Chinese waiter, busy with glasses and
bottles, chuckled to himself. He knew
that Captain Horrocks of the Denby
would be calling on Lord Bill, and
that Lord Bill would be well pleased;
these two had been friends for years.

“The ship Denby, she in now,” he
told Lord Bill, and Bill smiled and
stroked his elegant moustache. It
had been a long time since he had
seen his friends. They would have
a lot to talk about.

He told Sang Lee to grill a fine
steak and to see that the best wine
was on ice. Then he sat by the win-
dow and waited for Captain Hor-
rocks, who would come very soon up
the little narrow street, waddling like
an old duck.

The Denby, Bill thought, needed
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some paint. It leaned as though it
were tired; like a great bird; an old
bird, with patches where the feathers
had worn off.

A few sailors stood on deck to-
gether in little groups, shouting over
the rail to a saucy lot of girls on the
dock below. The girls laughed in
coarse voices. One of them caught a
note which had been thrown down.
Lord Bill wondered what was in it,
although he could guess. There would
be dancing all night and plenty of
love-making; there always was when
a ship came in. Then he saw Hor-
rocks, and Horrocks saw him and
waved his hat, but Lord Bill didn’t
wave back because the Captain had a
girl with him. Now that was very
strange; the Golden Swan wasn’t a
place for women. It was a place
where men went to get away from
women.

As they came closer Bill saw that
the girl was very pretty, and he be-
came more and more bewildered. He
went out to meet them and took them
to a part of the tavern where there
wasn’t any noise or drinking, a nice
room with photographs and books
and fat old chairs and a rack with
six pipes hanging.

Horrocks settled himself and lit a
cigar, The girl sat with her eyes
looking down at the red rug.

“Her name’s Sally,” said Horrocks.
“Isn’t it, Sally?”

“Yes,” said the girl without looking
up.
Lord Bill felt uncomfortable. He
wasn’t used to women.

“Played a trick on me,” said Hor-
rocks, with a flourish of his cigar,
“Sneaked in at Sydney. Didn’t know
it till yesterday.”

The girl raised her head. She was
very beautiful. Bill saw that her lips
were red, and that there was a dimple
in each cheek. He saw that she was
very young.

“I've had my fill of stowaways,”
Horrocks went on. “Remember when
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the old Crumby made her
from——""

“I think,” said Lord Bill, “we’d bet-
ter have something to eat; then we'll
talk!” He knew that when Horrocks
started a yarn there was no stopping
him.

“But the girl here, she’s got pluck,”
Horrocks put in. “I’'m going to help
her.”

“Captain Horrocks thinks—" Sally
looked at Lord Bill appealingly.

Horrocks coughed and bounced in
his chair. “I think you need a wo-
man around the place. I've never
gseen a woman around here.”
“But—”

“She could look after you. Mend.
Cook. You know how women are;
they soften life a bit.” He coughed
again, this time because he was em-
barrassed.

Lord Bill straightened up. If ever
he looked troubled it was at that mo-
ment.

“I've got Sang Lee to do the things
I want done,” he said gently, because
he didn’t want to hurt any one. “And
there’s the mulatto and one or two
others. I couldn’t possibly do with
any more help. Besides, this is no
place for a girl.”

His eyes flew to the girl’s face and
back. It was a wretched situation.
Horrocks should learn that it was,
when they were alone.

The girl got up from the chair and
went to the window. Her cheeks
were very pale. Lord Bill saw that
her shoulders were quivering. He
knew that she was crying. Now, that
touched him very much; you see, he
wasn’t used to women.

“It’s a little early for dinner yet,”
he said. “I think I'll ring for some
tea. You'll feel much better after
some tea, ” he added, addressing the
girl. But that wasn’t what he had
meant to say. He looked at Horrocks
who was rocking furiously, and made
a gesture with his hands. Horrocks
glanced at Sally, and nodded.

trip
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“See here,” he said good naturedly,
“we’ll have some tea and then get
down to some real talking. I'm sure
when Lord Bill, here, knows the facts
he’ll let you stay.” He winked at
Bill.

Sang Lee brought a large green
teapot, some cakes, bread and butter
and a bottle of Scotch. “And don’t
forget the jam,” said Lord Bill.

Sang Lee smiled and went away to
get some jam.

But the girl didn’t eat a thing. She
drank some tea and looked shyly
about. The men talked and rattled the
ice in their glasses. The rain stopped
and the sun shone on Sally’s hair,
making a great light where she sat.
It played on the silver tray and on
the teaspoons.

Lord Bill watched her from the
corner of his eye. He thought how
lovely to look at she was, and how
sad for one so young.

“You old blighter, you’re not lis-
tening,” Horrocks said.

“I’d like to know about Sally,” said
Bill. “Sally, won’t you tell me why
you ran away?”

The girl put her cup down and
leaned back. “There isn’t much to
tell. I ran away from my stepfather.
He was cruel and always drunk. 1
had heard of people getting on ships.
It seemed an easy thing to do. 1
planned to get work somewhere. 7
really had planned that. I don’t want
to go back.”

“Poor little devil,” said Horrocks;
and then: “You'll excuse me, Sally?”

“I don’t mind being called a poor
little devil.”

“You were taking a great chance,”
said Lord Bill, with a frown between
his eyes. “They’re not all great fel-
lows like Captain Horrocks.”

“And they’re not all great fellows
like Lord Bill,” said Horrocks slyly.
“He’d do anything for anybody.”

“Hm, I wouldn’t say that,” said
Bill. “I’m not a saint, you know.”

“If you could find something for
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me to do-—anything, please, just any-
thing. I don’t mind how hard it is
for I can’t go back.”

Lord Bill looked at her kindly. “I
wouldn’t upset myself like that. I’ll
see what I can do.”

“There, didn’t I tell you?” Hor-
rocks rubbed his hands together and
looked pleascd.

“I think you need a rest,” said
Lord Bill authoritatively. “If you’ll
come along with me I'll show you
where you can have a fine nap.”

It was a large bed with mountains
of pillows and wine-colored quilts.
Lord Bill drew the shutters. They
wouldn’t shut close. Little bits of
sunlight stealing in, made spider-web
shapes on the mantel clock. Sally
watched them and fell asleep.

The next day the Denby weighed
out again. Lord Bill and Sally
watched it go and waved good-by.
When the ship was nothing but a
black speck, they went back to the
Golden Swan—and Sally started life
in Singapore.

There wasn’t any looking about for
a job; she simply stayed on with
Bill. She did the things that Sang
Lee couldn’t do. Fixed large bowls
of flowers about the rooms. Read
aloud when Lord Bill felt the fancy.
Walked with him in the evenings
under the stars, along the path by the
edge of the sea. Sometimes they sat
on the portico, not talking at all
Lord Bill grew very used to her
and fond of her; in fact, he fell in
love with her.

The gossips said that he was living
with her. They whispered and shook
their heads when they saw them to-
gether. And when they didn't see
them, they fancied what Lord Bill
was doing with the girl. The stories
they made up were very bad stories
indeed.

The men who came to the Golden
Swan each day during the rain time,
now come, not because they were
thirsty for a drink and a lazy chat,

but because they hoped to get a
glimpse of Lord Bill's woman; and
when they did, they would wink and
nod and say that there was no doubt
about it, she was a beauty, and Lord
Bill knew how to pick them. ...

Then “Slits” Grayson entered the
picture, and trouble started. Grayson
was a red-headed roustabout with
evil-looking slits for eyes, and an
enormous mouth. He was an ugly-
handsome sort of devil. Women liked
him for his swaggering ways and be-
cause he was a spender. They liked
him because he teased them and be-
cause he knew how to make love.
When he drank, which was most of
the time, his right eye would wink
continually. He’d say:

“I gotta bit of coal in it when I
was a kid.”

The night his ship dropped anchor
at Singapore, he betook himself, on a
whim, to the Golden Swan. It was
very dark, and the tavern lights
winked golden eyes at the trees that
stood around. Grayson felt in his
pockets and discovered that he hadn’t
much change. Well, it doesn’t mat-
ter. There wouldn’t be any women
to spend it on. There never were,
at the Golden Swan. He’d drink a
bit and then go back to the ship.

But after a few rums he didn’t
want to go back to the ship. He got
nasty when Sang Lee refused to
bring more drinks. He swore and
brought down his large fist on the
table with a bang, making the glasses
topple and crack. He said he would
smash up the place if there wasn’t
any more drink coming.

Sang Lee trembled. His little face
wrinkled in a knot. He shuffled back
to the bar and rang a bell which
could be heard only in the kitchen.
Sam, the mulatto, a stranded mariner
whom Lord Bill had once befriended
and who was now a part of his life,
came flying. He knew that there was
trouble. Sang Lee pointed to the
young man with the winking eye.
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The mulatto wasted no time. He
ordered Grayson to get out. But
“Slits” only wiped his mouth and
grinned.

“I’ll take that grin off your face if
you don’t clear out,” said the mulatto.

Grayson stopped grinning and
stood up. The huge bulk swayed.
The one green eye that wasn’t wink-
ing stared wildly.

“I'm here for the night.
drink in a hurry. I want a dozen
drinks.” He flunked down again.

“Pronto, you want a drink like
that, eh?” sneered the mulatto.

“Like that, godam yes.” Grayson
snapped his fingers and roared and
spat a long way into the brass cuspi-
dor with the snake around its middle.
“That there’s too good for spit,” he
said. “Let’s see how it’d look on your
head, darky. It’d make a swell pot
for a big head like yours.” The mu-
latto knocked him back into his

I want a

chair. Grayson looked ugly. “What
the hell!” he said. “Where’s my
drink?”

“Where’s your drink, pronto, eh?”
the mulatto mimicked from beneath
his teeth. “Well, maybe you like this
pronto——"

The mulatto struck Grayson across
the jaw. Tables, bottles, two parrots,
fifteen men and a monkey heaved to-
gether. The fight was on. Sang Lee
beat his hands against each other and
went running for Lord Bill, who was
in his study writing letters.

When Bill came into the bar the
place stopped breathing. The men
straightened themselves, arranging
the tables and chairs. Grayson lay
bleeding on the floor. His mouth was
open. Three teeth had been knocked
out. There was a cut over one eye.
He looked like one dead.

Lord Bill stared at Sam.

“I don’t like this,” he said. His
tone was angry.

“He was a tough customer.
bave smashed the place up.”

“You should have thrown him out.”

He’d

The mulatto looked ashamed.
was too much for me,” he said.

Lord Bill softened. “Here, one of
you fellows give Sam a hand. Put
him up in one of the rooms. His
head is in bad shape.”

When Grayson came to, he was ly-
ing in a soft bed with clean sheets.
The sun told him that the night had
gone, and the pain in his head re-
minded him that he had been in a

“He

fight. He tried to remember, but
couldn’t. He never did, after such
bouts. They were a habit with him,

and as long as he didn’t get killed,
it didn’t matter very much. The win-
dow was open and through it came
the sound of the sea and a girl’s voice
singing. A sweet scent of flowers
filled the room from the garden.

Grayson raised himself and looked
about. It was a long time since he
had had such a feeling of paradise;
and even with the pain roaring in his
head, this was a paradise.

Then he saw Sally!

She was trimming a golden bush
to the shape of a swan, leaving a full
blossom for an eye and a sharp little
branch for a beak. Her hair fell
over her shoulders, pale, the color
of candle-flame; her voice and the
scissors made lovely little music.

Grayson gasped. “Chrise,” he said,
and “Chrise,” again. He watched her
—what a lovely body she had! He
thought of all the women he had had,
and of how much more time there
was left to have a thousand more. He
thought of all the women he had
loved and left and found again. But
this girl here—the shape of her, the
full round youthful shape of her. He
fell back on to the pillow again and
slept, with his head full of lustful
images.

When next he woke, Lord Bill was
sitting by the bed.

“Your ship leaves in an hour,” he
said.

“Aye,” said Grayson feeling with
his fingers the place where the teeth
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were missing, “but I'm not going
with it. I've other things to do.”
He grinned and the empty space in
his gums gave him a snarling expres-
sion.

Lord Bill’s eyes flashed, as they did
sometimes when he was alive with

temper.
“I treated you like a man last
night,” he said with contempt.

“You’re nothing but a filthy swine.
Take a look at yourself.”

Grayson laughed. “The old mug
suits me, Governor,—suits the wo-
men too. I'm a devil with the wo-
men.” He laughed until the tears
ran down his face.

“Get your clothes on,” said Lord
Bill.

“Clothes! Shivering cats, look at
them pants! Must have been a hum-
dinger of a brawl last night, what?”

“Get dressed. You're going down
to that boat,” said Lord Bill.

Grayson’s face went long. “What
you got against me? Wh