



































GIRL ALONE 11

A O it went for several
days, while the girl’s
natural health and
strength returned with
the quickness of youth.
There were consulta-
tions with the city’s
noted specialists, but
nothing was gained. It was as though
the girl’s mind had closed its door
and locked it in that wreck, and noth-
ing they could do would reopen that
door again.

Loren and his mother were unfail-
ingly kind and courteous to her, as-
suring her again and again of their
welcome, Yet she could sense behind
their attitude something that was
alert, watchful and almost contemptu-
ous.

She lay one morning and watched
the maid unpack the trunks and suit-
cases that had, they told her, com-
prised her luggage, and that, checked
on a train following the wrecked one,
had arrived in good order. She saw
exquisite, if somewhat daring, eve-
ning gowns unpacked; cobwebby lin-
gerie, a great deal of it black chiffon
or lace; extravagant slippers; ex-
treme hats, jewelry that seemed to
the girl very garish and spectacular.
But none of it struck her as at all
familiar.

Loren came in one evening, to pay
his usual visit to her on his return
from business in town. She lay very
still among her pillows, looking up at
him as he greeted her with his usual
courtesy that was chill and formal.
And suddenly, daringly, she spoke a
thought that was in her mind.

“For an engaged man, aren’t you—
terribly formal ?”

Loren studied her with that curi-
ous, almost impersonal intentness
that she disliked so much. “Meaning
what?”’ he asked shortly.

“Meaning,” said Zaida {rankly,
“that perhaps if you—kissed me, it
might—help me to remember.”

“Oh,” said Loren. His eyes were
more gray than blue as he bent his
handsome brown head and set his

mouth on hers coolly, politely, entire-
ly without any warmth.

Then, “does that help to stir the
ashes of memory?”

Disappointed, coloring a little, she
shook her head. “I—don’t feel as
though—you’d ever kissed me be-
fore.”

“Why should you?’ answered Lo-
ren reasonably. “Because, of course, I
never have. After all, I never set eyes
on you until the day they brought you
here from the wreck.”

Zaida stared at him, stricken to
complete silence.

Loren said suddenly, roughly, “See
here, what’s the sense of all this pre-
tending? You’ve no more lost your
memory than I have. You’re putting
on an act—a very good one, I admit
—but it’s all pretty senseless, don’t
you think? Unless, of course, you've
done something that you’re afraid will
catch up with you, and so you're pre-
tending to have forgotten all about
it.”

Zaida caught her breath, her eyes
enormous in her pale face. “Do—do
you suppose—I have?’ she faltered,
too frightened at the thought to re-
sent his tone or manner.,

Loren said grimly, “From what 1
know of you, I consider it extremely
probable.”

And as though he could no longer
tolerate her presence, he turned and
went swiftly out of the room, closing
the door sharply behind him.

Zaida lay perfectly still, her body
held rigid, her hands clenched. Had
she done something wrong, something
from which she was trying to hide,
something so terrible that her shocked
mind had closed the doors upon her
memory of it? The thought filled her
with horror, a horror all the more
vivid because she was so helpless be-
fore it,

She thought of the daring evening
gowns, the underwear that the maid
had unpacked a few days before, and
something told her they were not the
sort of clothes that she would want to
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put down their luggage and gone,
said wearily, “Try to get some sleep,
darling. I’ll be just across in the other
bedroom if you need anything.”

She hel? her breath for a little
precious moment. He had called her
darling. Of course, it didn’t really
mean anything. But for a long time
after he had gone and his own door
had closed behind him, she sat hud-
dled in her chair, her hands over her
face, savoring the loveliness of that
single word.

This was her wedding night! She
could almost have laughed aloud at
that, only never in her life had laugh-
ter been quite so far removed from
her experience. She was soon to face
a trial for manslaughter. The weight
of evidence against her was over-
whelming.

There was no hope of sleep for her
that night. When morning came, she
still sat huddled in her chair beside
the window, looking out with wide,
blank eyes.

When she heard Loren in the sit-
ting-room she rose, had a shower and
put on a simple dark dress. She tried
to do something about her white,
haggard face, but because the rouge
logked so garish and unreal, she wiped
it off and went out to Loren, her face
untouched by artifice.

He tried hard to greet her cheer-
fully, not to execlaim over the hag-
gardness of her face. He had ordered
breakfast, and when it came she tried
to drink the orange juice and coffee
and even to nibble at the crisp but-
tered toast, because he wanted her to.

They were both startled when the
telephone rang. Loren answered it.
Zaida, watching him because her
eyes loved to linger on his beloved
face, saw the startled expression that
touched it.

He said crisply, ‘“Yes, of course; do
come up, by all means. We'll both be
very happy to see you.”

He turned back to Zaida. “An old
friend of yours who wants to help
you if he can,” he said quickly. “His

name is Jim Lucas. Does that mean
anything to you?”

He was watching her, suddenly
tense, as Zaida closed her eyes and
sought frantically among her scat-
tered senses for some hidden spring
to which the name of Jim Lucas would
give the necessary pressure. But she
could only shake her head at last and
say, “No—I don’t feel as though I'd
ever heard the name before.”

Loren was frankly disappointed,
but when there came a knock at the
door he hurried to answer it. A stout,
middle-aged man, carefully, almost
too well tailored, came in, almost as
though he were not quite eertain of
his welcome.

Zaida was in the alcove by the
window, and for the moment he did
not see her. He spoke to Loren swiftly.

“l suppose you'll think this is
rather presumptuous of me, Mr.
Stephens, in view of the fact that
you and—Zaida are on your honey-
moon. But after all, I've known your
wife a long time, and the fact that
I was in love with her didn’t mean
she necessarily cared anything about
me., As a matter of fact, she didn’t.
And I didn’t really expect it—a fellow
like me would have to have a lot of
nerve to expect anybody like Zaida
to love him! It was enough that she
let me love her and give her a few
little trinkets now and then. She’s a
swell girl, Mr. Stephens, and you’re
a lucky fellow—although you prob-
ably realize that yourself.”

Loren said grimly, “I do know it,
Mr. Lucas. Thank you for coming.
Pm sure that Zaida will be delighted
to see an old friend.”

He turned and Jim looked toward
the table in the alcove. And Zaida,
drawing a long breath, stepped out
of the alcove and into the full sun-
light. She looked at this man who had
obviously played an important part
in her past. She was trying desper-
ately to unlock that barred door to
her memory. But the man said sharp-
ly, “Why, this isn’t Zaida!”
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fellow. He’d told her a lot about the
old Southern plantation where his
wife’s family lived and about the
wealth of the family that was han-
dled by the wife’s brother. She rea-
soned it wotld be pretty nice to live
like that. I'll never know why she
decided to marry a man she didn’t
even know, unless it was because she
felt she had the whip hand. Zaida was
always a great one for the whip
hand.”

Loren was frankly puzzled. “But
if she was so determined to marry
me, why did she want to change
clothes with another girl, send some-
one in her place and lose the very
thing she had tried to gain?”’

“She was pretty scared about this
hit-and-run thing,” answered Jim
frankly. “She wanted me to square it
for her. I'm supposed to have a lot
of influence, but I told her I couldn’t
do anything about it and that the
best thing she could do would be to
get out of town for a while and not
let anybody know where she was. I
hid the car for her—as well as I
could. It took the police a little time
to locate it—and the girl they thought
was Zaida. Anyway, knowing Zaida,
I feel pretty sure she had a scheme
cooked up so that even if this girl
took the rap for her, she could step
back into the picture eventually. She
still had Alcott’s letters to hang over
your sister’s head, you know.”

OREN looked down at the girl in

4. his arms, and his brow was fur-
rowed, “If you’re not Zaida Ramsay
—and we’re pretty sure now that
you're not—I wonder who you are?”
he said, frankly puzzled.

“Mrs. Loren Stephens sounds all
right to me. Do you mind ?”’ she asked
radiantly.

Loren took her hand in his, held it
elose as if he meant to protect her
always.

Jim spoke dryly. “Not that I'd want
te throw cold water on your enthu-
siasm or anything like that, but had

it occurred to you two that she’s not
Mrs. Loren Stephens? She was mar-
ried to you as Zaida Ramsay, and
she’s not Zaida Ramsay, so the mar-
riage is illegal.”

Loren’s jaw hardened, and his
arms went around her tightly. “We'll
be married again, immediately.”

“But how can you.” Jim argued
reasonably, “until you know what her
name is?”

Loren stared at Jim gravely. And
the girl they had called Zaida gasped.

Loren said swiftly to her, “Don’t
worry any more about it now, darling.
Just lie down and rest while Mr.
Lucas and I go out and see what we
can do about clearing all this up.
There’s a way out somewhere, and
we’ll find it. We’ve one great consola-
tion, anyway. The doctor said that
when you had fully recovered from
the effects of the wreck, your memory
would come back. Maybe not all at
cnce—but at least you have remem-
bered events leading directly up to
the wreck. The rest will come back
eventually.”

CHAPTER 1V

A HEN he picked her
¥ up as though she
had been a child,
and carried her
into the bedroom.
He put her down
on the bed, tucked
a satin quilt
around her, and gave her a light kiss
before he left her alone.

She lay still, hearing them go out,
the door close behind them. Quiet
settled about her, a blessed quiet that
lay like a benediction on her nerves.
It was a relief to know that she was
not Zaida Ramsay, with a character
and a record that represented every-
thing she despised in life. It was
enough to know that she was herself,
with her own principles and ideals,
whoever she might be.

For the moment she was not wor-
rying about her own identity, She
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and intelligent as August should want
to marry her.

After he had gone, taking another
Xiss away with him, she lay on the
sofa in her luxurious living-room,
brooding darkly. There had been a
whirl of parties, but she had reserved
today for herself. She wanted to be
alone. She wanted to catch her breath,
to think. It wasn’t only that she was
fed up on men with wings who became
heroes and cluttered up Broadway.
She was jittery and frightened and
sad. If the truth were hauled out in
the open, she was bored. She had lost
her zest for life.

She wondered wistfully how it
would feel to fall madly, hopelessly, or
desperately in love. “I'm twenty-one,”
she reminded herself, “and never yet
have I met a man who could thrill me
down to my toes. I would wait for him
to come along, only I don’t suppose
there is such a man. That sort of love
is found only in the movies.”

Her thoughts were interrupted by a
light knock on her door. Sibyl was
out, and the maid was busy in the
kitchen. So Consuella arose stifly and
went to answer it herself. No doubt
it was August, back to worry about
her shoulder., He would admire her
in the house coat she was wearing of
pale yellow crepe, the color of her hair,
splashed with blue flowers, the color
of her eyes. He would scold her some
more for having gone out today, tell
her how beautiful she was, kiss her,
and then talk about the palatial home
they were planning to build. She
sighed.

“Hello. Mind if I come in?’

She gave a little gasp of surprise,
for the young man who had knocked
on her door was a stranger, astonish-
ingly tall and broad-shouldered. A
stranger, yet there was something
vaguely familiar about him. His face
was deeply tanned, his teeth excep-
tionally white and even, his grin shy
and troubled. But his eyes were bold.
They were brown, flecked with geld,
and piercing, He was dressed in a
~chabby tweed suit. He did not wait

far her to speak, but brushed past her
and then turned to help her close the
door.

“J—don’t think I know you,” Con-
suella stammered in surprise, and
frowned severely. Young men weren’t
in the habit of crashing into her apart-
ment. .

“I didn’t expect you to remember
me,” he said tensely. “I'm Hank Nor-
man, from Gainsville. We used to go
to the same grammar school—back in
the dark ages. I'm—I’m in trouble,
and it’s your fault. So you’ve got to
hide me. They’re after me.” He
shuddered. “I ear’t stand it.”

“Are you crazy?” Consuella flared.

“Oh, yes,” he grinned. “There’s no
doubt at all about that.”

“I suppose that’s my fault, too,” she
retorted sarcastically.

“Yep. It’s all your fault.”

She thought that over in baffled si-
lence. Then she said icily, “Did you
escape from a lunatic asylum?”

“I think I did.” He mopped his
brow with a grimy hankerchief. A
lock of tawny, sunburned hair fell over
his eye. He shook it back with a sigh
of relief and looked about the room ad-
miringly. He whistled. “This is cozy.
I always wondered what your apart-
ment would be like. Now I know.” He
stared at her with glowing eyes.
“You’re more beautiful than ever.”

She ignored that and said coidly,
“You needn’t bother to bribe me with
compliments. Have you committed a
crime?”’

“More or less.” He was aggravat-
ingly vague.

“And it’s my fault.”

“Oh, absolutely.”

“I give up.” She opened the door
with a jerk. “I don’t like this game.
Would you mind leaving ?”’

He strode across to the door and
closed it quickly. “Don’t do that to me!
Someone might see me. I had a ter-
rible time slipping away from them.
Have you no heart? If you should
come to me in distress, I would com-
fort you, protect you, even hide you
away, until all danger was past—"
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“Thanks, angel,” he said happ:ly.
“But surely you wouldn’'t—"

Before he could say more, the door
opened and Sibyl walked in. Consuella
introduced them as calmly as possible
under the astonishing circumstances,
and Sibyl gasped with amazement.
“Not the Hank Norman who flew the
Atlantic?” Her eyes were wide with
admiration.

“In person,” Hank sighed,
please don’t tell anybody.”

Consuella lay back on the couch and
watched this Hank Norman devour a
man-sized meal and drink three cups
of coffee, with Sibyl hovering over
bhim to fulfill his slightest wish. He
told them ga little about his Atlantic
hop, and as he talked Consuella real-
ized that her heart was hammering
strangely. She was too excited to eat.
Her shoulder still pained her, but she
scarcely noticed it.

He got up finally and said slowly,
“Well, that was a swell meal. Guess
I'll be taking off. Sorry I bothered
you.”

“Oh, no!” Consuella exclaimed,
then promptly blushed. “We'll—we’ll
put you up for the night. You—you
can have Sibyl’s room, and—and she
can share mine.”

A smile of triumph flickered across
his face. Sibyl! was regarding her dis-
approvingly, Consuella ignored both
expressions.

“I hope you won’t regret this,” he
said gratefully.

“I'm sure I won’t,” she told him
recklessly, although she knew full well
that she was marching straight into
trouble.

“and

REAKFAST the next
morning was a gay
affair. Consuellaand
Sibyl looked star-

8 tlingly lovely — de-

liberately. Consuella

was wearing a morn-
ing dress of cool
green linen. Sibyl had elected to ap-
pear in pink. Even the maid was
dolled up in her very finest uniform.

Hank looked rested and ruggedly

handsome after a good night’s sleep.

They read all about him, aloud, in the

headlines of the morning papers.
One paper commented :

The hero of the hour can’t take it. He
failed to show up at a banquet given in
his honor last night. In faet, it looks as if
he had slipped away to hide from his many
admirers. Perhaps he is trying to intrigue
the public’s fancy still more by playing hide-
and-seek. It is one of the public mysteries
of the vear. Where is Hank Norman hid-
ing? There must be a woman mixed up
in it. Who is she?

Another paper listed the offers open
to Hank Norman, when and if he could
be found to sign contraets. They to-
taled over fifty thousand dollars, in-
cluding offers from vaudeville agents,
circuses and Hollywood. Hank wasn’t
at all interested, only amused.

“You're crazy not to cash in on your
fame,” Sibyl told him. “You could
make a cool million.”

“What do you think I should do?”
Hank asked Consuella.

“I’m sure I don’t know,” she said,
with pretended indifference. She was
fiercely proud of him for not caring
about the money. There was a lump in
her throat, for some strange reason.

After breakfast he followed her into
the living-room, and shut the door.
She whirled about in astonishment
and fright.

“I don’t want to rush this thing,”
Hank said challengingly, coming
swiftly toward her, “but the sight of
you—so0 near—has gone to my head.
I’'m not responsible. I’ve got to kiss
you, hold you in my arms. I've got to
try to make you care.”

He reached out and pulled her close.
He almost crushed her breath away in
his sudden ardor. “I’ve loved you al-
ways,” he said huskily, kissing her
eyes, her flushed cheeks, and then her
trembling mouth. ‘“Darling!”

At first she was rigid and furious.
She struggled wildly to free herself.
But his arms were bands of steel about
her slender, defiant form. At first her
lips were unresponsive, but -they
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sprang to life, with an inevitability
that frightened her, beneath his de-
manding kiss. Soon she was kissing
him back in ecstatic surrender.

He was hurting her shoulder, but
she didn’t care. He was bruising her
lips, but she didn’t care. For here, at

last, was a man whose kisses thrilled

her down to her toes, whose touch was
magic, whose smile was a challenge,
whose deeds were brave and gallant.
For a moment she forgot August
Ware and their wedding plans. She
forgot everything but the throbbing
of her own truant heart and the blaze
of his eyes.

“I’'m not going to cheapen myself
or our love,” he said, “by touring the
country as Exhibit A to be gaped at,
along with the monkeys and kanga-
roos. You are rich, and I am poor. I
would like to match your fortune with
one of my own, but the knowledge that
I could do it is enough. I'm going into
an airplane factory as an aeronautical
engineer, at seventy-five dollars a
week. You'll have to get used to liv-
ing on my salary.”

“Wait! Don’t!” Consuella choked.
“I—I'm going to be married tomor-
row. There’s a luncheon today, a re-
hearsal tonight—August Ware, my
fiancé, will be here soon.”

“Skip all that,” Hank said rashly.
“Tell him your true love has come
along. Tell him to go find some other
girl. Tell him we were childhood
sweethearts and that you could never
marry anyone else.”

“I can’t do that,” she frowned
miserably. “It’s—it’s all arranged.”

“Break it up,” Hank insisted, with
a glorious disregard for everything. “I
was supposed to fly to Washington to-
day to be decorated. Tomorrow I'm
expected in St. Louis. None of that
matters. Our love is8 more important
to me—" He broke off. “You haven't
said you love me yet. Do you?”

She nodded.

usay it.”

“I love you.”

“Now prove it by breaking off with
Dr. August Ware.”

Obediently, Consuella went to the
telephone. Hank stood over her while
she dialed August’s number, asked for
him.

“Dr. Ware is not in,” the secretary
said. “Is there any message?”

Consuella sighed. “This is Miss Far-
son. Please tell him to call me the mo-
ment he comes in.”

“Yes, Miss Farson.”

HE day flew by on gilded wings.

Consuella broke engagements
right and left, using her shoulder as
an excuse. When the telephone wasn't
ringing, she and Hank talked and
talked and talked. Sibyl was busy an-
swering the doorbell, signing for hats
and shoes and gloves, and opening
wedding presents which now would
have to go back. She seemed quite sat-
isfied with the sudden turn of events,
not at all jealous that Hank’s fancy
had not settled on her.

Several times during the day Con-
suella tried to reach August, but she
was told that he was at the hospital
performing a very delicate operation
and could not be disturbed. That made
her feel terrible—mean and shallow
and unworthy.

As the hours passed, the dread of
telling him became so acute that she
knew she couldn’t go through with it.
While he was busy saving a life, she
was being made love to by a harum-
scarum aviator and agreeing to every-
thing he proposed. “I’'m the one who'’s
lost my mind,” she reproached herself
sternly.

But all her doubts and fears and
good intentions were shattered every
time Hank kissed her. There had
never been anything in her life quite
like his kisses and his manner of mak-
ing love. He had swept her off her
feet. She was his obedient slave. It
was simply awful, in a tender, vibrant,
wonderful sort of way.

By nightfall, society reporters were
beginning to haunt her telephone and
her doorway. “Is it true that Miss
Farson has broken her engagement
and canceled her plans to be married
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innocent of any duplicity. She tried
to call you today, Dr. Ware, to tell
you_n

“That’s enough out of you,” August
Ware snapped. “I’ll attend to you in
a moment.” He turned on Consuella.
“You can’t break off with me,” he
warned, “just by calling me up and
announcing that you have changed
your mind. If our wedding doesn’t go
through, as scheduled, and this Hank
Norman business leaks out, I'll be
the laughingstock of New York. You
can’t do that to me. I have built up
valuable prestige. I don’t intend to
let you tear it down with your fickle
fancy. I—"

Before Consuella could calm down
enough to defend herself, Hank broke
in angrily, “Don’t you talk to my girl
like that!”

“She’s not your girl!”

“Ask her!”

Both men turned to Consuella. “Are
you my girl?” Hank challenged con-
fidently.

“Are you?” August gritted.

Consuella looked wildly from one to
the other. They both looked ready and
willing to tear each other to pieces.
She had gotten herself into hundreds
of tight spots in her brief life, but
this one had the others topped. There
was no escape. If she yelled for help
she would have reporters crashing
through the door. If she said she was
Hank’s girl, August would dive into
Hank. And if she said she wasn’t,
Hank might stalk out of her life for-
ever, and she simply couldn’t let that
happen.

She hated him for having played
such a smart trick on her, but she
loved him far more than she hated
him. He could make the blood race in
her veins. He could make her spirits
soar. He could lift her heart to the
sky. After sampling such a delicious
brand of love, she knew that she
would be miserable with anything less.

It was too bad that this wonderful
thing had had to happen to her at such
an inopportune time. Still, it was
much better for it to have happened

before, rather than after her mar-
riage. She knew that August Ware
was not being treated exactly fairly,
but how could she remedy that? If she
married him, loving another man, that
would be unfairness in the extreme.
Yet she couldn’t let him down, hold
him up to ridicule.

“I'm all mixed up,” she wailed.
“Just—just fight it out.”

August regarded her reply as a ma-
jor triumph for him. “That’s exactly
what I want to do,” he said, and
lunged forward.

ANK had been caught unawares,
and the two men toppled over
the sofa. Consuella crouched in a cor-
ner while the fight gained momentum.
There Sibyl joined her, attracted to
the room by the noise. Then the maid
crept in. The fight went fiercely on, as
the audience increased slowly. Chairs
toppled over. Vases were shattered.
The room was in an uproar.
Presently the reporters, who wanted
only a statement about the Farson-
Ware wedding, broke through the out-
side door and rushed in to see what all
the commotion was about. “It’s IHank
Norman!” one of them shouted. “And
Dr. August Ware!”

There was a dash for the telephone.
In a short time the room was filled
with photographers, their cameras
and their flashlights. Despite all this
interference, the fight went steadily
on. Hank and August seemed oblivious
to everything but the matter of knock-
ing each other out. Consuella crouched
in her corner, watching them, prac-
tically paralyzed with emotion,

About that time she thought of the
police. ““Oh, dear!” she wailed frantic-
ally. “When they come, everything
will be terrible!”

Sibyl pulled her head over and
screeched in her ear. “Stop Hank! He’s
killing August!”

“August can take care of himself,”
Consuella replied crazily. “He started
it. Besides, how can I stop them?”

“August doesn’t really love you,”
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Sibyl told her, still shouting in order
to be heard. “He thinks he’s got to
marry Park Avenue before he can
achieve success. You’ve been a sap,
Consuella. He was marrying you for
your money and social position.”

Consuella thought that over as
calmly as possible. It was a blow to
her pride. “How do you know?”’ she
asked Sibyl.

“I know because I'm in love with
him, because I know him, because I
knew him before he met you. He’d
love me if you were out of the way.”

Consuella broke into a smile and
hugged Sibyl fiercely. ‘“You’re wonder-
ful!” she exclaimed. ‘““You've solved
everything!” She got up and cupped
her mouth with her hands. “Stop it!
Stop fighting, Hank !’

Hank shook his head. “Don’t bother
me now, woman!” he mumbled.

“Please stop, Hank! I love you!
Don’t you hear?” she yelled. “I love
you!”

“She loves him!’ the reporters
shouted.

Hank stopped fighting obediently,
and August promptly dropped down
to the floor, exhausted,

“Are you my girl?” Hank asked
Consuella stubbornly. “Yes or no. Say
it!”

“I'm your girl.”

“Did you hear that, August Ware?”
Hank drove it in relentlessly. “She’s
my girl.”

“I heard it,” August mumbled un-

caringly, because by that time his
head was cradied in Sibyl’s lap, and
she was looking down at him tenderly.

Hank looked about the room in
amazement. He eyed the broken vases,
the upset furniture, the gaping report-
ers and the flashing cameras. He
turned to Consuella with an apologetic
grin, as he rubbed his swelling jaw.
“Do you think we’ll ever live this
down?”?

Her answer was lost in the shuffle
of a hundred eager questions. It was
strictly a field day for the reporters,
and they intended to make the most
of it.

“Mr. Norman, do you have a state-
ment to make?”

“Miss Farson, are you and Mr, Nor-
man engaged?”

“When are you going to be mar-
ried?”

“Where are you planning to live?”

“What are you planning to do next,
Mr. Norman?”

“Next,” Hank said slowly, pausing
for emphasis, as they hung on every
word. “I plan to kiss my girl.” And he
did it, too, right there before every-
body—even the police, who came rush-
ing in to make arrests for disturbing
the peace, but who remained to grin
and offer congratulations.

Consuella didn’t care if the whole
world saw her in Hank’s arms, with
his lips against hers in a kiss of prom-
ise, for that was exactly where she
wanted to be—always.
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the outer doorway was Thayne Gray-
son!

Relief flooded over her. She took
two quick steps, then her feet halted.
A gir]l had joined Thayne, a girl who
was the personification of loveliness
in a green suit trimmed with silver
fox, her beautiful dark eyes flashing
under a tiny veiled hat.

“Darling!” The girl put her arms
around Thayne’s neck and kissed him.

Corrie’s heart became a leaden
thing as she watched Thayne kiss
the girl, then slip an arm about her.
It brought back to Corrie vividly the
feel of Thayne's arm around her own
waist the night in the police station
when she had slept with her head
against his shoulder,

She turned away. She couldn’t bear
it. Thayne had a line, too, and she’d
fallen for it! She heard the girl’s
soft, happy laughter float down the
corridor. That was what she herself
should be doing, reflected Corrie—
laughing at everything. But some-
how she felt like erying—crying as
if she could never stop.

She reached the empty courtrcom,
sank into a chair at the rear and
closed her eyes.

An attendant tiptoed in, tapped her
arm. ‘“The judge would like to speak
to you, Miss Marsh.”

Wonderingly, Corrie went to the
door of the judge’s room, turned the
knob with icy fingers. As she stepped
inside, she caught her breath sharp-
ly. Thayne stood, grave and tall, at
a window. Near him stood Mrs. Har-
rington Farris, Ken, and the gorgeous
girl who’d been with Thayne in the
hallway. The judge was there, too,
seated at a big desk. Corrie had
heard them talking as she’d opened
the door, but now a hush fell on them
all.

The girl crossed the room to Cor-
rie.

“I’'m Tressa Farris, Ken’s wife.”
Her dark eyes flashed, “I—I saw Ken
make love to you. I've hated you.”
Her voice sank almost to a whisper.
“l was spying. I was insanely

jealous.” Her red mouth softened,
and a look of wistfulness lighted her
dark eyes. “I wanted Ken back again
—terribly.” ‘

Corrie stared at her, stunned. No
one in the room moved. They all
seemed to be waiting for something.

Tressa squared young shoulders
that looked suddenly valiant.

“T was spying the night I followed
you in my car and hit the old man.
When he got befuddled and accused
you—well, I thought I'd stay out of
it. Only I worried when I found I'd
involved Thayne, too. The paper at
first didn’t say he’d been freed.”

Thayne! If she loved Ken, what
was Thayne to this girl?

OW Corrie saw two round shin-

ing tears roll off Tressa’s dark
lashes. A wave of pity swept Corrie.
She suddenly found her voice.

“You shouldn’t hate me,” she said,
very low. “I—I made a dreadful mis-
take, thinking I was in love with Ken.
And I know,” she added generously,
“Ken didn’t really mean it, either.
He was lonesome and upset—and—"
She broke off, then added softly, “I
think it was because I wanted very
much to be loved.”

Ken slipped an arm about Tressa.
He looked calm and relieved for the
first time in months.

The judge spoke in calm, pompous
tones. “I think that fixes things up.
In view cof the generous money settle-
ment on the viectim of the accident
who is recovering, I think Mrs. Far-
ris can be on probation to her hus-
band and Mrs. Harrington Farris.”
He cleared his throat. - “I dismiss this
case.”

“Oh—thank you!”
up at Ken. “I’'m going to be so good,
Ken. I won’t let jealousy break up
our lives again.”

Then she looked across at Thayne.

“Thayne darling! You've been
grand, considering you could have
been horrid about all this.” She
smiled. “In fact, as a brother I think

Tressa smiled
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isn’t as though you’d have to be doing
it very much longer. After I'm mar-
ried you can wear barber-pole stripes
or a sarong, for all I care.”

Brenda took a long time to find her
quilted satin mules. Long enough to
make sure that her voice would sound
all right when she asked, “You mean
—Mike is serious ? And that you aren’t
going to wait for Dud?”

Gale turned back to the task of cold-
creaming her lovely face. “Answer
number one—when Mike kissed me to-
night he said something about being a
one-girl man and my being elected.
Answer number two—Dud can’t even
afford to buy me a ring. On the salary
he’s making he won’t be able to marry
anyone for the next three years. And
I’m not waiting three years to get mar-
ried. Not when I can have old T. P.
Gallagher’s nephew.”

Brenda looked at her. “There are
times,” she said quietly, “when it’s
hard to believe we’re really sisters.”

a HE was in bed five min-
) utes before Gale was.
She hadn’t bothered to
cold-cream her face or
to slip on a hair net te
preserve her finger-
wave. It seemed point-
less. Life itself seemed
pointless if Gale was going to marry
Mike.

The grand times, few as they had
been, that she and Mike had had to-
gether hadn’t meant a thing to him,
Brenda told herself. He hadn’t remem-
bered, for instance, the time they’d sat
on the log in the woods, talking for so
many hours that her feet had gone
asleep and he’s stood laughing down at
her, his arms supporting her while she
leaned against him. He hadn’t remem-
bered the rainstorm that had turned
into practically a cloudburst the day
they’d driven to that funny little Ital-
ian place for lunch. The rain had
seemed to come from all sides at once,
and they’d had to roll up the car win-
dows, making the coupé a small pri-

vate world inhabited by only the two
of them.

He hadn’t remembered, because
even then he probably had been falling
in love with Gale. There was no tell-
ing how many times Gale and he had
ridden that same bridle path. Or how
many times Gale had lunched with him
at Luigi’s. Gale had always been the
secretive kind. It suddenly became sig-
nificant to Brenda that when Mike had
cut in at dances he had always asked,
“Well, what did I draw this time—the
Gale or the Breeze?” He never said it
the other way around. She had been
blind not to have noticed that Gale had
always come first.

Surprisingly, Gale, who usually
slept until noon, was already up and
dressed when Brenda awakened the
next morning. Brenda recognized it as
strategy on her twin’s part. Gale in-
tended to be on hand if there was to be
an argument about clothes with their
mother.

“I see I am to wear my green knitted
suit this morning,” Brenda comment-
ed, not without bitterness.

“Oh, don’t be petty,” Gale retorted.
“I’'m only wearing this until I dress
at noon, Mike phoned early. I'm tak-
ing the twelve-twelve train into the
city so that I can meet him at his of-
fice before one o’clock. We're driving
out to Luigi’s for lunch.”

Brenda reached blindly for her
dressing-gown,

When she went downstairs for
breakfast twenty minutes later, she
found Gale busy with a huge box of
red roses. “Aren’t they gorgeous?”’
Gale purred. “They just came., From
Mike.”

Brenda said pointedly, “When are
you telling Dudley ?”

Her twin tilted her golden head to
study her arrangement of the flow-
ers. “I thought maybe you’d do that
for me tonight. He’d never get wise
that it wasn’t me. I thought—well,
you know you could break it to
Dud so much more tactfully than I
could.”
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Brenda decided, stuffing her fingers in
her ears to drown out Gale’s shrill,
furious protests, that their nearest
neighbor was -still up in Wisconsin.
As there seemed little chance of mak-
ing herself heard, she scribbled off a
note and stuck it under the bathroom
door.

In the note Brenda said that so long
as she was to be Gale to Dud that night
she was stepping into her réle a little
early and was having lunch with Mike.
There were cheese crackers in the
medicine cabinet. She hoped the maga-
zine stories would hold out. It would
probably be four o’clock or after be-
fore she would be back, she wrote.

She caught the train that was two
ahead of the 12:12 her twin had
planned to take. And all the way into
the city a nagging little fear rode in
the seat beside her. It was while the
conductor was punching her commu-
tation ticket that she remembered
that she hadn’t closed the west win-
dows of the sleeping porch. They
were the long casement kind, and now
that fall had superseded summer there
weren’t any screens on., There wasn’t
a thing to stop anyone as agile as Gale
from stepping from the bathroom
window ledge to the broad one of the
adjoining porch. And once back on
the sleeping porch, there wasn't any-
thing to keep Gale from telephoning
Mike.

As soon as she reached the city,
Brenda hunted out a telephone booth.
She had to find out whether or not
Gale was still locked in. Depositing
the necessary thirty-five cents, she
called the house. Then she waited, her
heartbeats sounding thick and heavy
in her ears.

She didn’t have long to wait. “Hel-
lo,”” Gale answered in a high, angry
voice.

Stealthily, Brenda replaced the re-
ceiver and leaned limply against the
wall of the telephone booth. If her
twin had discovered the open windows
right away, and if she hadn’t wasted
precious moments in phoning Mike,

there was still time for her to make
the twelve-twelve.

She’d better take a taxi to Mike’s
office, Brenda decided. If he wasn’t
busy with a client and she told him
that she was starving, maybe he’d take
her to lunch right away. She doubted
if any girl had ever had to scheme so
hard for a kiss. But then, she re-
minded herself, probably no other
girl had ever wanted anything as bad-
ly as she wanted one of Mike’s kisses.

“Oh, Mike,” Brenda whispered there
in the stuffy little booth, “it’s cheat-
ing—it’s stealing—but don’t you see,
it’s the only way I can get the kind
I want? You’ll kiss me after you're
married to Gale. But they’ll be broth-
erly kisses. I don’t want that kind
from you, Mike.”

BUT by the time she had completed
the ten-minute taxi ride to Mike’s
office, she had almost lost her courage
to go through with the thing. Then
she was in the elevator, being whisked
to the thirty-fourth floor where Mike
and his uncle had their law offices.
And there was no turning back after
saying to a competent-looking secre-
tary, “I’'m Miss Marcy. Mr. Gallagher
—Mr. Michael Gallagher—is expect-
ing me.”

Her gloved hands felt icy and her
throat dry as she followed the secre-
tary into Mike’s private office. What
if Gale had called him! What could
she say if Mike knew that she wasn’t
Gale?

“Miss Marcy,” the secretary an-
nounced, and withdrew.

“Hello,” Brenda said breathlessly.
“I know I'm early, but I—I—"

Her voice failed her. For Mike, tall,
dark and incredibly handsome in a
blue double-breasted suit, had sprung
out of his swivel chair and was coming
swiftly toward her. A grin slanted up
the corners of his mouth, and there
was a purposefu! look in his gray eyes.
Her hcart thrilled as she recognized
that look. He was going to kiss her.

“What do you mean early?’ Mike
was saying. “Old Father Time has
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on Sunday, do you, my dear? Why not
stay over?”’

Lesley looked up at him and did
not realize that her eyes were deep,
black pools of wistfulness, revealing
what was in her heart. More than
anything, she wanted to stay here,
not only tenight, but forever. Never
before had she felt so alone and home-
less. She was growing fond of Ricei’s
grandfather already. What great
friends they could have become, she
thought, if—if—

Ricei laughed softly. ‘“Perhaps 1
can persuade Miss Vaile,” he said,
following his grandfather to the door.

But when he returned, his voice
was remote, brusque. ‘“And now to
business. I'll want everything
changed, of course. The modernistic
trend, naturally—black and red,
chromium, angles.” He gestured im-
patiently. “Or what are your sugges-
tions?”

“I have none,” answered Lesley
slowly. “I don’t see how you can pos-
sibly want anything changed. It’s all
so beautiful, so—gracious—"

Their glances locked, and as Lesley
looked, the expression of his face
changed. His black eyes deepened as
if with unutterable yearning. The
muscles along his lean dark face
tightened perceptibly, as if he were
holding himself in leash.

Lesley closed her eyes quickly as
he took a step toward her, and felt
as if his arms were already about
her, his mouth on hers.

Then suddenly there was the sharp
scuff of tires on gravel, hilarious
voices. The doorbell pealed loudly.

A servant hurried through the hall,
and returned, ushering in Dorina,
Sylvan, Muriel Sabre and her fiancé,
Thayer Marks.

Dorina flew to Ricei, caught his
hands gayly. “Darling, we simply
couldn’t resist coming! We’ve been
to a dozen night clubs, and they were
so dreadfully boring. So we decided
a party up here was the grandest
idea. You don’t mind, darling?”’

Ricei’s dark, brilliant eyes, his

smile, assured her he did not mind.
Lesley turned away, and saw Mr.
Lederer coming into the room,

As Ricei presented him, Dorina
moved slowly toward the elder man.

“I’ve heard so much about Ricei’s
grandfather,” she almost whispered,
gazing up at him in a kind of awe.
“And now I'm meeting you. What
must you think of us, bursting in like
this? I'll never forgive Ricci for not
telling me you were here.”

Lesley almost laughed. That was
probably the truest thing Dorina ever
said. She would never forgive Ricci,
because if she’d known his grand-
father was here, she’d certainly never
have come, half tipsy, like this.

HERE were two hours of it:

dancing to the radio, highballs,
which Dorina refused, under Mr.
Lederer’s beaming approval. She de-
voted herself exclusively to him, as
if no one else were there.

Watching her, Lesley felt a little
sick. You had to hand it to Dorina.
Young men, old men—when the
occasion warranted, she could cer-
tainly turn on the charm. Mr. Lederer
seemed completely captivated.

A little later, when she was dancing
with Sylvan, Lesley said suddenly,
“If someone doesn’t suggest leaving
soon, I think I'll scream. And I wish
you’d stop drinking, Sylvan; you’d
had enough when you arrived.”

Sylvan grinned. “Can’t leave until
Dorina does. Came in her car. And 1
think she’s got ideas about staying
all night.”

Dorina had, it developed. For not
five minutes later, she commanded
everybody’s attention. “What do you
think of Mr. Lederer’s suggestion?”
she cried gayly. “He’s asking us to
stay over tomorrow. I think it’s a
perfectly marvelous idea, myself.”

And thus it was settled. Lesley
found herself in one of the guest
rooms upstairs. She removed her
dress, stood hesitantly in her slip.
She knew she couldn’t sleep. Bitter-
ness, rebellion, a deep, aching lone-
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gay revolving bar. There followed the
Club Debonair, the Mirror Room, the
Club Skyland. There was the popping
of champagne bottles, the sweetness of
the gardenias, the lightness of D.
Mary’s head, music, laughter. There
was the moment when Mr, Aster be-
came Norman, and Miss Denis became
Mary. As they danced, Norman teased
her to tell him what the D., her first
initial, stood for. Laughingly, she re-
fused to tell.

And then suddenly there was chaos
as the voice of Breadway’s most gar-
rulous columnist broke in on their
merriment. “Mr. Aster, is this the
young lady over whom you and Miss
Boyle quarreled ? Is it true that your
engagement is ended? Will you let us
have the story ?”

There were fiashes of blinding light
in their faces as the cameras clicked.
D. Mary was horrified; Norman was
furious. He caught her hand, hurried
her to the exit. And then at last they
were alone in Norman’s long gray
coupé.

It was a lovely dream turned into
a nightmare.

HEY drove slowly along the Hud-
son. “She was angry because you
invited me to her party,” D. Mary said.
“Oh, you shouldn’t have considered
me at all! I wouldn’t have had you
break your engagement for the
world !”
Norman stopped the car in a shel-
tered spot, and took her in his arms.

“You’re sweet,” he said. “Absurdly
sweet.,” He held her protectingly; all
the carefree blitheness of the early
evening was gone from both of them.
The famous Mr. Aster was like a
weary, small boy.

D. Mary had seen him like this be-
fore. So many days, in the press of
business, he forgot to eat any lunch,
and became headachy and harassed.
D. Mary would send out for sand-
wiches and milk, and coax him into
taking them. Then he would be all
right again.

In this case, however, food wouldn’t
help. Reunion with his fiancée was the
only possible remedy.

“Would you care to tell me about
it?”’ D. Mary asked gently.

Norman Aster shrugged. “There’s
not much to tell. Nancy isn’t jealous
—she’s just spoiled and a little vain.
She resented my having an interest in
any girl but herself. I told her that I
wasn’t—that is, that you—"

“That I'm very plain, and wear

- glasses,” D. Mary interposed quietly.

“No—not that,” Norman Aster de-
nied quickly, too quickly. “But I told
her that you weren’t the type of secre-
tary to flirt with the boss. She
wouldn’t believe me. She demanded
that I prove my love for her by letting
you down. I wouldn’t do it. And Nancy
is very stubborn—"

“And you’re stubborn, too—"

“Yes, I suppose I am. But I thought
it was mean of Nancy, a girl who has
everything, to deny a little fun to a
girl who hasn’t had her opportuni-
ties.”

Gallantry! Romance! Was it only
that morning that she had been sigh-
ing for the days when men had been
courtly ?

D. Mary whispered before she could
help herself, “Oh, I didn’t dream you
were half so nice! I've been thinking
of you as horribly level-headed, pain-
fully unromantic, in spite of the faet
that you’re so—handsome. But you’re
not like that at all, really! You'd
rather have a misunderstanding with
your fiancée and be hurt yourself than
hurt an unimportant girl you hardly
know. Why, I—I think you’re wonder-
ful!”

Norman Aster stared down at her—
at the golden head against his shoul-
der, the tender brown eyes, the wist-
ful red lips.

“I think you’re wonderful, too,” he
exclaimed amazingly, and bent and
kissed her.

The fragrance of the gardenias, his
arms, holding her so securely, his kiss,
all combined to make D. Mary’s head
spin dizzily. She clung to him.
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They were bhoth shaken and startled
when sanity returned.

“I think we’d better go home,” sug-
gested D. Mary bewilderedly.

In her New England life she had not
been kissed many times. She was
aghast at herself.

“You’re not angry ?”’ Norman asked
uneasily.

D. Mary shook her head. “No, I—I
couldn’t be angry.” She added, with
the frankness that was so characteris-
tic of her, “I—I enjoyed it. But we
mustn’t let it happen again, you
know.”

Norman Aster’s gray eyes were
strange. “Yes, I know—we mustn’t let
it happen again. Not ever again.”

MARY stood staring into her
. mirror for a long time that night
before she got ready for bed.

She was a girl transformed. Her
hair was full of golden fires, her eyes
were dark and sweet and mysterious;
her lips were warm and red with the
remembered joy of a man’s kiss.

For a minute she smiled at herself,
and then she scowled.

“You’re Daffodil now,” she said
aloud. “I thought you didn’t ever want
to be Daffodil instead of Mary. I
thought you hated—Daffodil.”

Daffodil Mary Denis—that was her
full name. Daffodil, after the pretty,
light-hearted mother who had left her
baby and her professor husband after
two years of unhappiness in the strait-
laced New England college town, and
had fled to Paris to design the now
famous Daffodil Hats. Mary, after her
paternal grandmother, who stood for
all the traditions and culture which
the blond Daffodil had found unendur-
able.

All these years Mary Denis had suc-
ceeded in suppressing the Daffodil side
of her nature. And now suddenly a
man’s impulsive kiss had opened Daf-
fodil’s prison door. She was free and
a force to be reckoned with.

Mary had taken Mr. Aster’s letters
with care and precision; Daffodil had

sitared out of the window and dreamed
of Nancy Boyle’s party.

Daffodil had rushed out to buy the
slinky black satin dress; Mary had
sewed up the daring little slit in the
skirt.

Daffodil had hurried off tonight
without Mary’s eyeglasses. Daffodil
had sipped champagne, and danced
and laughed and returned Norman
Aster’s kiss.

Daffodil had gotten Norman into
trouble with his fiancée. But in the
morning, Miss Denis resolved firmly,
Mary would go straight to Nancy
Boyle and explain matters. Mary
would make amends for the disturb-
ance Daffodil had caused.

If D. Mary could help it, she was
not going to be like her pretty, frivo-
lous mother.

Nor would it do Daffodil any good
to suggest that, given a chance, she
might catch the delightful Mr. Aster
on the rebound. Mary wasn’t going to
let her attempt anything as under-
handed as that!

If Daffodil had been so shameless
as to lose her heart to an engaged
young man, she would just have to
learn to get along without it, decided
Mary with a tightening of her red lips
that would have reminded the folks
back in her home town of the digni-
fied grandmother who had reared her
from babyhood.

And it was a very dignified young
person who presented herself to Nancy
Boyle the next morning. The D. Mary
Denis, whom Nancy consented to re-
ceive while she breakfasted in a smal!
sunroom, wore prim brogues on her
small feet, a neat brown suit that re-
vealed nothing whatever of her slim
figure, eyeglasses that shone in the
sunlight and hid her clear eyes, and a
pulled-down dark felt hat.

Nancy put aside a coffee cup, and
threw her one contemptuous glance.

“What'’s the idea of the masquerade
costume ?”’ she demanded.

D. Mary was startled and confused.
Her carefully mustered-up poise de-
serted her.
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“Yes, of course,” said Bill.

The tiny pulse in Sally’s throat was
hammering. She leaned over and
kissed the top of Barbara's head. “I'm
going out after dinner.” She didn’t
look at Bill.

But all during dinner she felt his
eyes on her, discovering her.

“Blake can take you in the car.”

“No, thanks,” said Sally quickly.
“I'll order a cab.” She hurried out
before he could answer.

UTSIDE, her bravado collapsed
like a punctured balloon. She
didn’t have any place to go. She
didn't dare go anywhere, because
she'd be sure as fate to run into some-
body like Eddie Horton.

She ducked around the corner of
the house and went out into the gar-
den and sat on a stone bench by the
fountain. The moonlight cast mysteri-
ous shadows through the tall trees
and turned the water into a shimmer-
ing pool of silver. It was a night for
romance. Sally sat alone and resented
the beauty of the night.

“For two cents,” she thought rag-
gedly, “I’d chuck the whole business.”

She looked up and saw Bill coming
toward her. He carried his tall body
straight and his black head high.

“May I sit down?” he asked po-
litely.

She moved over without a word.

She knew she ought to make some
explanation about tonight, but she
didn’'t know how to start. She felt
suffocated by his nearness.

“This is a nice spot, isn’t it?” said
Bill. “I come out here often, when I'm
lonely.”

If he were engaged to WMuriel
Waters, thought Sally breathlessly,
he shouldn’t be lonely.

She looked at him with great child-
ish eyes. Fragrance came from her
hair, and her mouth was a soft, lovely
line.

“I’m lonely too,” she confessed. “I
was going out tonicht, but—some-
thing made me change my mind.”

“Ever since you’ve been here,” said

”

Bill hesitantly, “I’ve wanted to know
you better. But I didn’t want to in-
trude—to take advantage of your po-
sition here to force my company on
you_n :

He was so terribly nice. There was
something the matter with Sally’s
heart; it was pumping crazily, as if
she had been running.

She couldn’t say anything; she just
smiled foolishly and gratefully.

Suddenly in that moment they were
friends. Bored? Lonely? Sally had
forgotten there were such words in
the dictionary.

“Bill,” she said,
yourself.”

He began to tell her, hesitatingly at
first, and then with the surrender of
a reticent man who at last has found
a friend. He told her how he felt about
his job and about flying and about
Babs. He told her all about the non-
stop flight from the coast and about
certain improvements that would
have to be made in his invention be-
fore it would be a success.

At the end of an hour Sally knew
why Bill Lancaster always dodged
reporters—he was shy.

“You gave the money for the hos-
pital, didn’t you?” asked Sally. ’

It was appallingly easy. He didn’t
even hesitate. “Yes.” He told her all
about the hospital. And then he add-
ed, “I’ve never told anyone else about
that—not even Babhs.”

“Why do you tell me?” asked Sally,
in a small voice.

“I guess,” he said slowly, “I would
tell you anything!”

The lump in Sally’s throat was
choking her.

He reached over and covered her
hand with his. “Sally, T’ve noticed—
I couldn’t help but notice—that you
never leave the grounds, that vou
never go anywhere. I'm not asking
you to tell me why. Rut I think you
must be in some sort ¢” jam—and I
want to et you out of it, if you’ll let
me. You don’t have to tell me any-
thing—except what I can do to help.”

She felt herself getting all misty-

“tell me about
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eyed and trembly. “Do you always
take people on faith like that?”

*““No,” he said quietly. “Not al-
ways.”

Her heart gave a quick hurting
leap. She wanted to run away some-
where and hide. She wanted suddenly,
more than anything in the world, to
let her hand stay, warm and close, in
Bill’s hand forever.

She said in a choked little voice,
“Thank vou, Bill. I'll remember.”

Abruptly embarrassed, he changed
the subject awkwardly. “Will you
wear that dress again tomorrow
night? We’re having company. Muriel
Waters is coming to dinner—I want
vou to meet her.”

Sally tumbled
heights.

“I'd like to very much,” she said po-
litely. “I'd better go in now, I think.”

off her starry

% HE told herself, march-
MY ing upstairs to her
.Y room, that she was
thrilled. She was a re-
porter, wasn’t che?
She was here to get a
story. Well, now she
would get the lowdown
or. the Waters situation. She was
thrilled—she was thrilled to pieces.
But her eyes were wet.

She took out her notebook and
wrote down carefully everything she
had found out about Bill Lancaster.

“Jake will probably raise my salary
‘or this,” she told herself defiantly.

But she didn’t care about salary.
She cared more about Bill.

The next morning, expertly and a
little shamefacedly, she began to
pump Babs about Muriel Waters.

“I don’t like her,” said Babs defi-
nitely. “She gurgles.”

For no apparent reason, Sally sud-
denly leaned over and kissed her.

“But are they engaged?”

“Yes,” said Babs disconsolately. “I
don’t know why they hLaven't an-
nounced it. It’s Bill who’s holding off.
I hope it’s because he wants to wiggle
out of it.”

“She doesn’t wear a ring,” prodded
Sally skillfully.

“Bill is having mother’s diamond
reset for her. Bill wanted her to wear
it the way it was, but Muriel wanted
platinum.”

“But Muriel won,” thought Sally,
with a sick little pang.

“Have they known
long ?” she asked.

“She lives near here,” said Babs
gloomily. “She began by coming over
every day, pretending it was to see
me, and staying till Bill got home.
Then she kept telling him what a dear
child I was and how I ought to have
a real home, with a woman’s guiding
hand.” Babs’ nose wrinkled in dis-
gust.

“Babs,” said Sally, with a sudden
twinge ¢f remorse, ‘“you ought not
to gossip about your brother to out-
siders.”

Babs looked hurt. “But, Sally, I
wouldn’t tell anybody but you!”

Sally felt like a traitor.

Just before she went down to din-
ner that night she wrote blackly
across a page of her notebook:

each other

It’s true about the Waters girl. Just my
luck!

Babs met her at the bottom of the
stairs. “Sally, you need some jewelry
with that dress.”

“Oh, no, darling,” said Sally, “This
one is better plain.”

“But this would suit it,” said Babs
breathlessly. “This was an old-fash-
ioned pendant of heavy gold, set with
a single magnificent emerald.

Sally caught her breath. The child
was right; it would be perfect with
the dress.

“It was mother’s,” said Babs shyly.
“Bill gave it to me, but I'm not to
wear it until I'm grown up.”

“You darling!” said Sally, touched.
“But I couldn’t possibly wear it.
Your brother wouldn’t approve.”

Bill came up to them just then,
looking lean and distinguished in
white tie and tails, carrying himself
like a dar} young gagl.












SCANDAL

was as if last night had pulled a dark
curtain between them.

“Sally, may I speak to Muriel
alone?”

He was putting her in her place,
dismissing her. She went out with her
head up.

The guests began to arrive. Sally
stayed in the background, but Bill
sought her out, introducing her care-
fully to everyone, The men whose
names he had told her, the men who
were on the committee, came singly,
or with their wives, so as to avoid
suspicion.

One of the last guests to arrive was
Eddie Horton!

Sally stared at him as if he were
an extremely solid-looking ghost.

“Sally!” he gasped, comprehension
flooding his eyes. “Well, you little
imp! I might have known you were
up te something. What do you know ?”

“What are you doing here?” asked
Sally.

He grinned airily. “Oh, Jake isn’t
the only one with angles. I've got a
bena fide invitation to this shindig—
don’t worry about that. Nobody knows
I'm a reporter—but I’'m going to re-
port plenty! The rumor goes that
things are going to pop tonight—and
your uncle Eddie can use that hun-
dred bucks. Have you got any dope?”

“Not a thing,” said Sally. “I think
it’'s a bum steer, Eddie. Well, let’s
dance. We can enjoy ourselves, any-
way.”

“So you’re keeping things to your-
self, are you? Well, you're not fool-
ing me any, my pet. But I'll dance
with you.”

Bill came up later and cut in. At
his touch Sally felt herself melt in-
side, but she held herself taut and
rigid. She wrapped a cellophane cov-
ering around her heart.

“I'm going to disappear with the
fellows into the library. Watch out
for things, Sally, will you?”

It was on the tip of her tongue to
say that she had already been dis-
missed, but she bit back the words.

FOR TWO &3
She would not spoil his night of tri-
umph for him.

“Certainly.”

His arms were hard and close
around her. She could feel the hard,
uneven pounding of his heart. “Sally,
I want to see you after the guests
have gone. I have something to tell
you.”

To give her her dismissal in per-
son, probably! She didn’t answer. She
wouldn’t see him—tonight or ever
again. There were limits to what even
a cellophane cevering could stand.

A LITTLE while later,
- she saw the
men begin to
drift, one by
one, toward
the library.
Quickly, she
sought out Ed-
die Horton, drew him slyly aside.

“Come on, I'll show you around
the grounds. It’s a honey of a place.
Too bad you couldn’t smuggle in a
camera man.”

She kept him outside for an hour,
showing him around and giving him
careful bits of information that could
do no harm. And then she kept him
another half hour by going feminine
on him and letting him make casual,
meaningless love to her. It wasn’t
hard to do; Eddie would have made
love to her in the past, despite his
professional jealousy, if she’d ever
given him any encouragement.

When they finally went back in,
the library conference had broken up
and the first guests were beginning
to leave. Sally escaped quickly to her
room. It was over—the long pretense
was finished.

She put on a negligee and began
to pack.

It must have been an hour later
that she heard a cautious knock on
her door. When she opened it, Eddie
Horton slipped inside and stood grin-
ning at her.

“What are you doing here, you
fool ?”” demanded Sally.
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his sleepy little home town in the
Middle West and its high-school
teacher, Virginia Carey, that even re-
membering them must cost him an
effort. .

Yet, a year before, soon after that
talent scout had spotted him in the
university play, Doug had held her
close in his arms, saying good-by.

“Maybe I'll flop, honey. Maybe I'll
go high. It doesn’t matter a great
deal except for what it has to do with
our future. Whichever it is, wait for
me, honey—please. I’'ll be back,
whether it’s in a private car or riding
the rods.”

“Darling,” she had said softly, blue
eyes blurring with tears, “all I ask
is just that you come back. I don’t
care how. Just come back.”

For a long time he had stood there,
pressing her tightly to him. Then he
had kissed her quickly and clattered
down the steps of her front porch.
And already lonely for him, she had
gone into the house.

He had written regularly for the
first six months. Things were slow,
but the screen test had gone over
well and Superior Pictures had put
him under a short-term contract. First
there had been just bit parts that no
one seemed to notice, but then had
come that scene in the aviation pic-
tion that had made history for Doug
—a scene after a crack-up that had
brought thousands of fan letters ask-
ing the name of the dying flyer.
Critics applauded, said Douglas
Bishop had stolen the picture in a
few hundred feet of film. Overnight
he was a sensation! There had been
a new contract, featured roéles and
stardom in the offing.

IRGINIA had worried for a

while, wondering what this sud-
den success would do to him. Then
she had laughed at her concern. How
foolish, when his letters were the
same as before, when he refused to
take either himself or Hollywood too
seriously.

He had written to her:

That scene that got me the big break was
a laugh. I've done better in college dra-
matics. But things are happening, and 1
shouldn’t complain. It means too much to us.
These make-up and camera men can do
wonders. I hardly recognize myself on the
screen. But people think I look great, and I
guess that’s the main thing.

Finally, though, the letters had
stopped. He had explained that letters
were hard enough for him to write
anyway, but with the way they were
driving him at the studio, sitting
down with pen and paper was just
about impossible. But she was to re-
member that he loved her as mueh
as ever and was coming back for her
as soon as he could.

That letter had rung an ominous
little note of warning in Virginia’s
heart, but she had continued to write,
and he had sent a telegram now and
then. Then in a few months the col-
umnists had begun to link his name
with that of beautiful Anita Drum-
mond. Virginia had spent long mo-
ments before her desk, wanting to
pick up a pen and pour out her heart
to Doug, but her imagination was too
vivid—she could almost see her letter
lying unopened in a big pile of fan
mail. Perhaps it wouldn’t even be
read by Doug, but answered with a
form letter by some typist who'd
think Virginia just another screen-
struck schoolgirl.

So she had kept her pride and
stopped writing, too. But hope had
never quite died within her. Now she
was turning in at her little picket
gate. Bill Lomax called to her from
his porch next door, asked her to
take a walk with him. She thanked
him, but refused. She knew what he
was thinking, what everyone in Pine-
ville was thinking. They’d said it tc
her face.

“You’re crazy, Ginny Carey, to
wait for Doug Bishop. Do you think
he wants to have anything to do with
us now? He’s gone too far. Why don’t
you marry one of our boys? The first
thing you know you’ll be a bitter old-
maid schoolteacher.”
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ing tip of a springboard, looking like
a bronze statue of Apollo, with the
sun gilding his fair hair as he pre-
pared to dive. Later that afternoon
he’d be coming back with another
delicately etched silver cup to add to
his collection, to be exclaimed over
and made much of by all the glam-
orous débutantes in the hotel ball-
room that night.

That part of it was all right. After
all, Kristi had known all those things
about Rick long before she had ever
become engaged to him. She had
known that he was a champion
swimmer and the handsomest man
alive, known that wherever Rick
went, he’d always be followed by a
crowd of dazzled girls. She wanted it
that way. It made her feel proud that
Rick had singled her out from them
all,

But she hadn’t known, really, how
awful it would be when she had come
to Vista del Mar in order to be near
Rick.

The Southern California beaches
were teeming with girls as pretty as
Kristi—some of them prettier—and
all of them seemed to swim as easily
as they breathed.

Kristi couldn’t swim a stroke. What
was worse, she couldn’t learn. Rick
had tried to teach her during her first
week at Vista del Mar, but he’d given
up in disgust. Kristi had been raised
in an inland town, and from baby-
hood the water had filled her with a
terror that she’d never been able to
overcome. It was just one of those
things.

So Rick had grown tired of taking
her to the various meets and exhibi-
tions. He left her at the hotel now,
returning at the end of a day or two
with the cup or the medal, elated over
each new achievement, and day by
day Kristi grew more discouraged.
She wanted so much to be part of
Rick’s life, to share things with him,
but she couldn’t, Not when swimming
was Rick’s whole life, and she was
such a dud.

COMPLETE LOVE MAGAZINE

OW about a dip
with me, since we
seem to be all
alone?” It was a
masculine  voice,

{ deep, pleasant.

Kristi, startled
from her moodi-
ness, rolled over. Her eyes, deep and
startlingly "lue in their frame of
silky curling lashes, took in the
strong tanned figure of the lifeguard.
His friendly, alert brown eyes smiled
at her, and his red hair shone like
copper wire in the sunlight.

Kristi pushed her tumbled black
curls away from her face as she an-
swered regretfully, “I'm sorry. I'd
really like to—but, you see, I can’t
swim.”

She waited for the incredulous sur-
prise that usually greeted this admis-
sion. It was as though you said that
you couldn’t walk, or talk, or any of
the things that normal human beings
did. But the red-haired lifeguard
seemed to think that it was quite pos-
sible that there were people who
didn’t swim.

“Can’t you?’ he asked matter-of-
factly. “Well, how about learning?
Lesson number one right now, if you
say so.”

Ruefully, Kristi shook her head. “I
can’t—I mean, it’s no use. I've tried.
I'm one of those people who simply
can’t learn.”

“Nonsense! There aren’t any such
people. Anyone can learn to swim.”

The confident directness of his
tone penetrated into Kristi’s con-
sciousness, seemed to impart itself to
her. Well, maybe she could learn! It
really sounded possible, the way he
put it. ’

She sat up, suddenly alert, the aqua-
marine blue of her satin lastex swim
suit molding itself caressingly about
the slim curves of her figure.

“Do you really think I could?’ she
asked eagerly. “I’d give anything—
anything, I tell you—to be able to
swim! I have a very special reason.
But I'm so afraid of the water—"



KISSES ON ACCOUNT

“That’s your whole trouble—fear.
Once you trust the water, learn what
a friendly force it is, you'll become a
mermaid overnight. Come on, let's
gO."

Petrified with fright, and yet thrill-
ing with eagerness, Kristi went.

She didn’t actually swim that after-
noon, but “Red”—XKristi learned that
his name was Blake Crossland, but
everybody called him Red—had
taught her to float, showed her that
you actually had to use effort to sink,
and that if you just rested your body
on the water, as though you were
lying down, the water took care of
the rest.

Kristi was thrilled. She could float
—she could actually float!—on the
water. And if she could float, most
assuredly she could swim, too!

“I'll take a lesson every day,” she
told Red excitedly, crimson lips trem-
bling with eagerness, bright banners
of achievement in her cheeks. “I'll
pay you anything you want, if only
you’ll teach me to swim.”

Red’s brown eyes looked down at
her with a curious expression in their
depths.

“You den’t have to pay me—at
least, not in money. And before the
week is out, you'll be swimming. You
see, you’'ve overcome your fear com-
plex. The rest will be easy.”

Kristi was trembling with elation
as she thanked him. She wouldn't let
Rick know a thing about her under-
taking until she could really swim.
How surprised he’d be! He’d be proud
of her then, and take her with him
to the meets.

It wasn’t until she was in the
shower, with the icy spray tingling
invigoratingly against her, that Kris-
ti thought again of Red’s parting
words.

“You don’t have to pay me—at
least, not in money.”

Now just what had he meant by
that? Kristi wondered a minute, and
then dismissed it from her mind. You
simply couldn’t attribute a sinister
meaning to arzything a man as nice
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as Red said, any more than you could
suspect Santa Claus of being a gang-
ster! ~

T dinner time, when Kristi came
downstairs, looking incredibly
lovely in a dinner dress of starched
yellow lace, Rick was waiting for her
in the dining-room. Her heart lifted,
lurched a little, as it always did when
she saw Rick again after a few hours’
separation. He was so big and bronzed
and handsome. There wasn’t anyone
quite like Rick in all the world!
But tonight there was something
wrong. It took Kristi only a minute
to sense that. Rick was scowling. His
mouth was sulky.

“What’s the matter, darling?”’ she
asked solicitously as he held her chair
for her. “Did something go wrong
this afternoon?”

“Wrong? I'll say it did!” Rick an-
swered Dbitterly. “Those cockeyed
judges! Giving the diving medal to
some squirt from Oregon that nobody
even heard of!”

“But, Rick, you can’t always win.
Maybe he was a good diver—"

Almost before the words left her
lips, Kristi knew she had said the
wrong thing. Rick’s scowl deepened.

“What do you mean— good diver ?
If you mean a better diver than I am,
why don’t you say so? After all,
Kristi, a man has a right to expect
seme lovalty from the girl he’s going
to marry!”

“{ «lan’t mean it that way at all,
Rick; honestly I didn’t.” Kristi’s
voice was distressed. ‘“Of course, he
couldn’t be as good as you, darling.
You—you’re wonderful!”

Pacified, Rick smiled at her, his
gray eyes lighting.

“Skip it, sweetheart. Did I remem-
ber to tell you that you’re something
of a knockout tonight?”

Kristi smiled back at him. Rick, in
one of his loveriike, complimentary
moods, was irresistible. She hoped he
wouldn’t ask her what she had been
doing all afternoon. Kristi wasn’t
very good at evasion.










































