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BROADCAST thru yOur radio TALK - SING - PLAY
RPflflnrflfJT >0’" voice 0,1 urograms. coming tlirougli your own iznvnuvnui radio net—make announcements from any part of 
the lions*.—inject wise crunks. Josh and mysllfy friends. Imitate 
ri'dio stars, practice crooning, singing, radio acting, etc. Do a 
Bing Crosby, Charlie McCarthy, Jack Bonny, Benny Goodman, etc.

World Mike
Made especially for home use, 
attaclied in a jiffy without tools. 
Not a toy. Put on your own pro­
grams at home, parties, club af­
fairs. etc. Barrels of fun I Easy
to operate.
Price Only 25 c

DELUXE MIKE

Reproduces
programs. etc., 

vour own radio.

MIDGET POCKET RADIO
Listen to Music and Sports Everywhere You Go

Si.oo

out ' distortion. Regu­lar table model—can be

In the country, in bed. at camp, office.

phone and tune In. No expense to o'n- No static or noise. No batteries.

. $1.00

1-Tube Pocket Radio

Beautiful Cathedral tone’
Complete In one unit with
batteries. tube, switch.

etc. Each phone

BOY ELECTRICIAN 10c
With Illustrations
making Batteries. Dv-

TALK outA t/itAi TELEPHONES

JUJITSU

No Batteries, No Electricity • Just Talk!

Protection

rclar. Takes 22 Cat. Blankcar-

Cartridges 50c per too
(cowboy type) 50e. Shipped express eolleet.

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL

Live Chameleon

Get one of these moat wonderful Of tures. Watch it change color, study f

3Oc 
25c

tramps.oogs.nave in.>>>..5 — wi thout tlieda ncer a ttac hed toother 
revolvers. Fine for 4thof July. New

A buy you can't heat! You should g. set right away and arrange telephone cor 
sations between your best boy friend and

thatyoucannoifail to understand them. Deals fully with trips, 
throws, wrist looks, body holds. < 
defense against revolvers. F strangling, armlocks, scissors, splits, headlock, holding a man 
down, double knee throw, stick attack, defense against knife, 
one hand throat grip, defense against two assailants, stomach

others. Learn to protect yourself under all circumstance# with na»

REVOLVER STYLE

Postpaid. .>^4^

PA/A 
count ft i

Watch It Change Color! 
A live pet

I 5 Master Keys
Open Almost Any Lock

that matter), as these master keys will 
open most ordinary door locks. Five different keys for various tvpea of

And them so handy that you'

Ladies'Pan ties Hanky
[7j A perfect model of the moat necea- 
(Ssary lingerie garment worn by |a- llles, which, when folded and 

■ Ji-rom In the pocket. has the appear- 
vBanee of being a gentleman'ahand- 5TO kerchief. A clever, funny sr«■‘■■joke. Price Postpaid............ *»*•

50c 
$loo

CHORUS QUEENS or
Lives of Hotcha Chorus Girls

This book reveals tne Ultimate secrets and ia.-cinajing pastimes in the lives of 
famous Broadway holcha. girls. It tells you In vivid detail every move they make 
from the time they get tip until the time they go to bed. Although there has 
been a lot of talk and discussion about chorus girls, few people seem to know 
exactly 'what they do. Now, for the first time a famous author takes you Delnnd 
the scenes and sires you an intimate glimpse into the secrets back etage. 10C 
Get the book now—learn what s gome on! Price Postpaid Only..................~
Confessions of A Minister’s Daughter

progress
girls who meetthrough life. Few books are so «fle I girls who meet "all kinds'' ot interesting to read, Price....... . । people In an evening. Price..,...-

ALL 3 BOOKS IN ONE JUMBO VOLUME, Only 25c

Confessions of a Taxi Dancer
Explains how the Dime a Dance gl

losity. snoots out ns w>n«uv wand insects for food. No trouble to keep. Can 
go for months without food. About 4 In. lone. 
Shipped to any address in U.S.A, by mail.Live delivery guaranteed. Pric Aad 10c for lapel e«t 
__Special Chameleon_ Food,_l! 
Midget Bible t'/ge* atarnp,

25c

oo'ld’e’d’o'es SO<

nuresting facts about these
’’al l _klnds^_of IOC

Naughty NuJies Glass Transfers THROW YOUR VOICE
Into a trank, under the bed or anywhere. Lota of fun. 
fooling teacher, policeman or friend*.
TUP UFMTDII A A little instrument, fits in the iHb VlH I HI LU mouth out of sight, used with

the ringisasmall mi­croscopic picture al­most invisible to the

ished aS|<n"e| m'i ui'uon

License

25Cl.vin-lli.
jests. Partners wetcometnemeaeerlv. The new-

of fun from parties or dances, bhotgun weaam

□f a musement a nd ftm. Assonn

natural and reverse lu.Reverse Wave. The Quickstep, swaying to music, Waltz. Back-

placed In any cigarettenoticed.

Command men I

SWORD & SCABBARD

N C E

BIG ENTERTAINER
Army, Navy, Aviation Rings

mand to tell the depths of the con- 
sum I ng pass ion lh»l is gnawing at

Arrest Warrant College Diploma Driver’s License

328 Jokes & Rid­
dles. 25 Tricks, lOParlorGames,

nlnif no'veltv. Realist! 
blade of shiny flexibl me La I. slides Into met? 
scabbard which baa chai

Kibitzer’s Certificate Gold Mine stock Cer. Air Pilot s Ll,-ense 
10c each,3 for 25c

with full course
a,"", toe

Climbing Glove Monkey Dummy

ey Making Se-
creu. 2 2 Mono- logs.21 Puzzles- ms.ra ’ .Problems. Comic Recitations. Funny Readings.1O Parlor Pastimes, 13 Flirtations. 1000

Hula Skirt 10c
Ort the beach, at masouer-

HOW TO LOVE 10c
Everynnmial being Is suscepubleto

OUTSIDE 
INSIDE

Her Charm is Modestly Concealed 
She is Handsomely Revealed!

OVER 1OL-------------
/u* Kin. Swing Dartcea1 WI Latest steps. Be i«p»

i\ V cancer, learn to nance d>C— \\ |\. thlsnewensvwav.BOOKTELLS 
Z*ll: 1 ll i How to develop poise* control. fcvV I , ,\ improve yourdance steps, artofl\ fill holding, now to walk to music, M .Ml how to lead. latest foxtrot steps.

warn enanges, meThe famousKiss dance.the Man­hattan. the College Rhumba.The 
Carlo. Charleston, etc. 25C 
course showing latesttdances.pie. Peekin’. Truckin'. Shaq.

zies. 37 Amusing rjtperimenui. uca. Dumb Alphabet, Shadowgraphy. Fortune Tel­
ler. Fortunes with Cards. Crystal. Tea Cup. etc.. Hypnotism. Vontrlloaulsnt. Cut-outs for Checkers. Chess. DominoeT. Fox and Geese. 
0 Men Morris. Anagrams. 25 Card Tricks, Crystal Gazing, etc. Now published T£c .n rr.p r>lr- volume. Price Postpaid. .

SNAKE MATCHES
matches, which crow into long

>ou take the real

to any glass, rigurea are 3**
high. Set of 3 2GC
Transfers, only,............. "J*
Complete 6et ofDlf- £Q« 
recent Nudiei Transfer!
Set of 6 glasses with Transfers 
already on. Price Only .$2.00

Marriage Licence 10c

Beautiful-Blond Wigs 3Se

FRENCH PHOTO RING

credible degree. Sev-

U-GOTTA-GO GUHite^r*^ ‘ «owa
■gotta-go.’

Ing. Hand one of 
- - friend.

WHOOPEE 
CUSHION

■V.U like . 
and then placed on

ur«h the
Kr>« forth noises——zc

at can be better Im-'Q O- 
sgined than de."X scribed. Price the victim lights uo 'an lew puffs, the clsareti oft an awful “stink.” 

Joke for moochers.

MW as a fun-maker it's a knockout, ri W Inches long. 20 inch waist. s* Get yours now!

(Illustrated), 
lavy design). 

AviatiomPropellor *

Address Orders For Goods On This Page To

Johnson Smith & Co
Dept. 8G12. Detroit, Mich,
Z>- - 1. our NEW. JUMBO CATALOG. Bieser and
KUSH -JC better. New items - different items. Articles
you never knew existed. 576 pages of Novelties. Electrical Goods. \ 
Cameras. Time Savers, Jewelry. Unusual Books, Sporting Goods. Punch

7 us r ir oirs

Boards. Airplanes. Kits. Puzzles. Games. Magic Tricks, etc.. etc., etc. \" 
DELUXE EDITION with cloth binding. 25c. Stomps Accepted.

love: IOC

Rush My Catalog!
Johnson Smith & Co. 
Dept. 8G12 Detroit 

__3c Reg.Cat.
__25c Deluxe Ed.

Name__________

id dr ess



PILES RELIEVED
OR YOU DONI PAY ONE CENT

DR. O. A. JOHNSON, a fully licensed 
physician, has been known for over 28 years 
for his successful work in treating piles 
without surgery. His nationally famous 
clinic has treated successfully thousands of 
men and women who were able to make the 
trip to Kansas City. However, there are 
many thousands of people with uncompli­
cated cases who are not able to come to the 
clinic—due to distance, home responsibilities 
or lack of time or money—AND IT IS FOR 
THESE PEOPLE that Dr. Johnson created 
the low-cost HOME TREATMENT, which is 
patterned after the method of his clinic 
treatment.

Costs You Nothing to Try
You—as the user of Dr. Johnson’s 
HOME TREATMENT—are the sole 
judge of its effectiveness. Remember, 
it costs you NOTHING if you are not 
satisfied. It costs you but a moment 
of time and a cent postcard to get 
complete details. Write me today,

DR. 0. A. JOHNSOH
Dept. SOO, 1324 Main St.

KANSAS CITY, MO.

HOME TREATMENT FOR PILES PERFECTED 
IN ONE OF AMERICA'S FINEST RECTAL 
CLINICS NOW AVAILABLE TO ALL 
SUFFERERS ON FULL GUARANTEE OF 

SATISFACTION.
Anyone suffering from uncomplicated Piles need not 
go untreated. Dr. O. A. Johnson, chief of staff of 
the well-known Johnson Rectal and Colon Clinic has 
perfected a mild, painless and inexpensive method 
of self-treatment. The user is not confined, not incon­
venienced in any way, and administers the soothing 
medicines to himself in the privacy of his home. This 
HOME TREATMENT is almost identical to the 
medicines which Dr. Johnson uses in successful clinic 
practice—and is the result of over 28 years of prac­
tice in the treatment of piles, and other rectal dis­
eases.

Dr. Johnson's Home Treatment
Easy to Use—Painless—Inexpensive

Dr. Johnson’s HOME TREATMENT Kit is complete—it contains 
all essential medicines for easy, painless self-use. No one should 
imperil his health and comfort by neglecting piles. Dr. Johnson 
makes this generous guarantee to every user: “A home treat­
ment that would actually produce results has been my ambition 
since I first started treating rectal troubles over 28 years ago. 
In my clinic I have treated thousands of cases, and now medi­
cines which I have found so effective in my clinic are available 
in uncomplicated cases to be used by a simple method in which 
I have so much confidence that I will make no charge unless 
the user is absolutely satisfied.”

SEND TODAY FOR FREE BOOKLET 
ON PILES AND TREATMENT

If you have Piles or other rectal irritations, write Dr. Johnson 
for full information about his HOME TREATMENT. No reason 
to put off treatment, and continue to suffer, when 
you can determine whether Dr. Johnson’s Home 
Treatment can help you at NO COST if it fails I 
Use the coupon below—send it in today—there 
is no obligation whatever in requesting Dr. 
Johnson to mail you the facts about his HOME 
TREATMENT,

MAU THIS COUPON TODAY
DR. O. A. JOHNSON
Dept. 900, 1324 Main St., Kansas City, Mo.

Please send without obligation on my part your free 
booklet concerning your HOME TREATMENT.

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

Address ...............................................................................................

City.........................................................................State...................
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GOOD PAY IN RADIO

“When I finished training I accepted a 
{ob as serviceman with a Radio store.
n three weeks I was made service man­

ager at more than twice what I earned 
in the shoe factory.”

HERE’S

(NAME AND ADDRESS 
SENT UPON REQUEST)

/jumpedfivm$/8a weekfo*5O
—a Free Book started me toward this

“The training National Radio Institute 
gave me was so practical I was soon 
ready to make $5, $10. S15 a week in 
spare time servicing Radio sets.”

“I had an $18 a week job in a shoe fac­
tory. I’d probably be at it today if I 
hadn’t read about the opportunities in 
Radio and started training at iiomc for 
them.”

**N.R.I. Training took me out of a low- 
pay shoe factory job and put me into 
Radio at good pay. Radio is growing 
fast. The field is wide open to properly 
trained men.”

“Eight months later N.R.I. Employment 
Department sent me to Station KWCR as 
a Radio operator. Now I am Radio En­
gineer at Station WSUI, I am also con­
nected with Television Station \V9XI£.”

ow I TrainYou at Home
to BE A RADIO EXPERT

J. E. SMITH, 
President 

National Radio 
Institute 

Established 1914

Many Radio Experts 
Make $30. $50, $75 

a Week
Radio broadcasting sta­
tions employ engineers, 
operators, station mana­
gers and pay up to 
$5,000 a year. Fixing 
Radio sets in spare time 
pays many $200 to $500 

jobs with Radio jobbers, 
dealers as much as $30, 
Many Radio Experts open

a year—full time 
manufacturers and 
$50, $75 a week.
full or part time Radio sales and repair busi­
nesses. Radio manufacturers and jobbers em­
ploy testers. Inspectors, foremen, engineers, 
servicemen, and pay up to $6,000 a year. 
Automobile, police, aviation, commercial Ra­
dio, loudspeaker systems, are newer fields offer­
ing good opportunities now and for the future. 
Television promises to open many good jobs 
soon. Mon I trained have good jobs in these 
branches of Radio. Read how they got their 
jobs. Mail coupon.

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week Extra 
in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll I start sending Extra 
Money Job Sheets; show you how to do Ra­
dio repair jobs. Throughout your training I 
send plans and directions that make good 
spare time money—$200 to $500—for hun­
dreds, while learning, I send you special 

Radio equipment to conduct experiments and 
build circuits. This 50-50 method of training 
makes learning at home interesting, fascinat­
ing, practical. I ALSO GIVE YOU A MOD­
ERN. PROFESSIONAL ALL-WAVE. ALL­
PURPOSE RADIO SET SERVICING IN­
STRUMENT to help you make good money 
fixing Radios while learning and equip you 
for full time jobs after graduation.

Find Out What Radio Offers You
Act Today. Mail the coupon now for "Rich 
Rewards in Radio.” It’s free to any fellow 
over 16 years old. It points out Radio’s spare 
time and full time opportunities and those

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 8NA8, 
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, Bond “Rich 
Rewards in Radio,” which points out spare time and full 
time opportunities in Radio, and explains your practical
method of training at home In spare time to become a Radio 
Expert. (Please write plainly.)

a

■ Name

Address

City 

coming In Television; tells about my training 
in Radio and Television; shows you letters 
from men I trained, telling what they are 
doing and earning. Find out what Radio 
offers YOU! MAIL COUPON in an envelope, 
or paste on a postcard—NOW!

J. E. SMITH, 
President, 

Dept. 8NA8, 
National Radio 

Institute, 
Washington, 

D. C.

Aga

State a u



START
$1260 to $2100 YEAR
GET READY
Immediately
Common Education 
Usually Sufficient

Franklin Institute
Dept. C-233 

Rochester, N. Y.

Many 1939 
Appointments 
Expected
Mail Coupon 
Today— 
SURE

Gentlemen: Rush to 
me, FREE of charge, 

q list of U, S, Government 
big pay dependable jobs. 

L „ Send FREE 32-page book de- 
O scribing salaries, vacations, 

O hours, work, etc. Tell me how to 
/ qualify for one of these jobs.

<?

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

/ Address

QUIT USING TOBACCO!
Write for Free Booklet and Learn How. 
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded.

NEWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY 
117 Clayton Station St. Louis, Mo.

100,000 
Satisfied 

Users

FnivU B E A U T I F U L 
■ Natural. Looking
FALSE TEETH |

LOWEST PRICES

SEND NO 
' MONEY Hl

- i; We make-BY MAIL—the World’s 
O V No.1 F>T-RITE Dental Plates for men 

r.nvc’ women—from impressions taken in
uAiS your home. Thousands of pleased patrons. MONEY- 
TRIAL BACK GUARANTEE YOU’LL BE SATISFIED. 

Monthly paymen ts possible. FREE mouth-forms,easy 
directions and catalog. WRITE TODAY! C.T. Johnson. Pres.
UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY 
hept. 1292 1535 Milwaukee Ave. Chicago, ill.

UlflnT€DporMSGlsNo\e.s
For Immediate Consideration Send Poems to 

COLUMBIAN MUSIC PUBLISHERS. LTD.. Dept. 19. Toronto. Can.

BE AN EXPERT SHOT!
HI-POWER *—■ ■■ ---- -
AIR PISTOLS
Model 26 Haenel: Absolutely accurate; ner» 
foct balance: easy loading: hard shooting. 
Blue-1 steel; single ehot; rifled barrel; 177 
JS)-: length JOW'; wt. H/h lbs.; wood stocks. (List 
$6.00) Special SB.95. .

Model 28 Haenel: Larger, more powerful: length 
lOl/g"; wt. 2i/j lbs. blued steel; 177 & 22 cals. 
Reg. $33.50) Special §9.95.
Biana No. 5: Long barrel; shoots like a rifle; single snot; 177 & 22 
<•018.; wt. 34 oz.; length 13%* (Reg. $13.50) Special $10.95.
Oosmrtn Air Rifles 22 cal. Single Shot—$8.95; Repeater—$10.95. 
Haenel IGO Shot Repeater; 500 steel BB's free (Reg. $5); $4.45. 
Benjamin Air Pistols .177 & 22 cal. Special........................   . . . $6.95
■500 Esctra Pellets 177-60c; 22-75c; Steel BB's-35c: Dai-ts 25c doz. 
Bargain Catalog: Police Goods, Badges, Air Rifles, Telescopes, 
Wmerae, Binoculars, Microscopes, Blank Pistols, etc. Bend 3c stamp.

LEE SALES CO,, (Dept, MP), 35 West 32nd St., «. Y. City

How to Speak and Write 
MASTERLY ENGLISH
TpVERY time you speak or write you show just what you 
■*-* are. Mistakes in English reveal you as a person who 
lacks education and refinement. Stop making mistakes In 
spelling, punctuation, pronunciation. Increase your 
vocabulary.

WONDERFUL INVENTION
Only 15 minutes a day with Sherwin CodyJs new 
invention—and you can actually SEE your English 
impro,'.e. His method develops correct language - 
habits which banish fear of mistakes.

FREE BOOK ON ENGLISH
Lack of language power may easily be costing you 
hundreds of dollars every year. Learn what Mr. 
Cody can do for you. It costs nothing to find out. 
Mail a postal card or letter this very minute for 
free book, “How You Can Master Good English in 
15 Minutes a Day.” Address SHERWIN CODY 
ENGLISH. 12712 Searle Building. Rochester. N. Y.

Sherwin Cody

SCHOOL OF

THE TRUTH A BOUT

Stomach Ulcers
Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity

FREE Booklet on simple home treatment. Hundreds report they 
were saved from expensive operations. Learn all about 

this amazing inexpensive home treatment. Pain relieved from the 
start. No rigid or liquid diet. This valuable booklet sent FltBR 
with information as to guaranteed trial offer. TWIN CITY VON 
CO., Dept- 206, Saint Paul, Minnesota.____________FOREST JOBS
available at $125-$175 per month, steady. Cabin. 
Hunt, trap, patrol. Qualify at once.

Get details immediately
Rayson Service Bureau, B-55, Denver, Colo.

4 Rebuilt 
by 

WOODSTOCK Builder
Winner.. . Most World’s 
School Contests —
EASY TERMS — FREE 1 R IA L 
WRITE FOR LITERATURE DEPT. B-25,

WOODSTOCK TYPEWRITER CO., WOODSTOCK, III.

Photo 
bond 

painted 
in lifelike 
colors-10c 

EXTRA

PICTURE RING

SAMPLE 
BING 
ONLY ‘

ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE 
reproduced permanently on exqui­
site gem-like ring. New patented 
process! A priceless keepsake! Sam­
ple ring from any photo you send, 
only 48c.

SEND NO MONEY!
Everyone wants Picture Ring. Show your 
earn pl &—take orders—make money! Just

—«»— *. Bena photo with strip of paper trimmed »o 
. S&i end8 n*$'3t around Anger for .size. Pay poat-

gj? V m,in 48c Phis few cents postage. Photo
returned with ring. Money back if not 
lighted. Order NOW! PICTURE RING CO.» 

■ Dept.R-6?, Butter Bldg., Cincinnati, O.



Den I wish I 'was in’ Dix - rie>

SEE HOW EASILY 
YOU CAN LEARN TO PLAY
THE PIANO OR OTHER INSTRUMENT BY THIS SIMPLE AS A-B’C METHOD!

Even if you have never played a note of 
music in your life, you can easily play 
the melody of “Dixie.” Try it. Just strike 

the above notes on a piano. You’ll be 
surprised.

Yes, and it’s just as easy to play the 
melodies of scores of other famous songs 
and popular tunes of today. Thanks to a 
handy invention called the “Note-Finder,” 
you can tell the notes of the piano key­
board at a glance and play real tunes at 
sight.

Play Real Tunes at Sights
That’s the secret of this wonderfully easy 
way to learn music at home: you learn to 
play by playing. No tedious weeks of pre­
liminary study and practise; you start right 
in playing a familiar tune with the very first 
lesson! After a few short weeks you’ll be able 
to read the notes right off like a regular 
musician.

You can learn any instrument the same 
way; the violin, accordion, guitar, clarinet, 
saxophone, whichever you please.

It takes only a few minutes a day, costs 
only a few cents a lesson. In an amazingly 
short time you’re thrilled and delighted with 
your progress; your friends are filled with 
surprise and admiration to hear you play!

Over 700,000 Pupils
Does it sound too good to be true? Then send 
for a free demonstration lesson and convince 
yourself. Read the fascinating illustrated 
booklet that tells all about this easy as A-B-C 
method that has enrolled over 700,000 people 
all over, the world. Don’t delay a single day. 
Mail the coupon RIGHT NOW and discover 
how easily the joys of music can be yours. 
Address: U. S. School of Music, 43412 Bruns­
wick Bldg., New York, N. Y.

Established 1898—Our 40th Year
*Actual pupils’ names on request. Pictures posed by 

Professional models.

GET DEMONSTRATION LESSON AND BOOKLET

rU. S. School of Music*
43412 Brunswick Bldg.* New York* N. Y.

I Without cost or obligation to me, please send me your free I 
illustrated Booklet and Demonstration Lesson, showing how -
I can learn at 
(Do you have 
Piano 
Violin 
Guitar
Piano Accordion 
Plain Accordion

Name
Address

det and Demonstration Lesson, showing how i 
home to play the instrument checked below. I
instrument ?
Saxophone 
Cello 
Hawaiian

Guitar 
Banjo

Mandolin 
Trombone 
Cornet 
Trumpet 
Harp

Clarinet 
Ukulele 
Flute 
Piccolo 
Organ

Drums and 
Traps 

Harmony and 
Composition

Voice Culture

State



For Fpmantic 
Adventure ; ; s s ; ; :

Love Fiction Monthly
for December

You’ll find both romance and adventure 
in

“The Lady Takes Chances” 
by Frances Lake

“Two Grooms and a Bride” 
by Doris Knight

“With Malice Toward Men” 
by Karen Cookson

“Kidnaped—by Request”
by William Herbert Randall

Ten-Story Love Magazine 
In the issue now on sale 

10 glamorous stories including—

“If We Must Part—”
by Phyllis Gordon Demarest

Tan SKINS, Make Up FURS 
Be a Taxidermist* Double your huntingfun. We teach 
you at Home. Mount Birds, A nimais, Pets,common 
Bpedmens. Save your hunting trophies* decorate home and 
4en. Make genuine KROME LEATHER. tan and make up 
furs for eparetime profit. INVESTIGATE TODAY, 
E K* EE R flTt tfl M 48 pageu- lei! 8 nl) about it. Banters, nite, own <et vour copy. Jt’g Now Free. Send 
Boetal card TODAY — This Minute! State yonr AGE.

■0H1HWESTERM SCHOOL CF TAXIDE.iMY; IttS ELWOvD UH., OKAJiA. Utrtl.

“Payment On A Husband” 
by Helen Burns

“Give Me Tonight” 
by Virginia Nielsen

Variety Love Stories
the biggest buy on the stands!

Is Your Rupture

HERE?
Why delay proper palliative treat­
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You'll marry me,” said Loren, grimly, *just 
as we planned”

-rr^rt

CHAPTER I

HER first impression was of a 
blinding pain through which 
her clouded mind crept back to 

consciousness. She lay beneath a sky 
of midnight blue, thickly sprinkled 
with stars. There was no moon, but 
the scene was illuminated with a 
ghastly ruddy glow. All about her 
there were cries of pain, loud voices, 
people.

Slowly, bit by bit, she took in the 
scene before her. The wrecked train 
lying on its side, the rescue workers, 
the loud hissing of steam, the crackle 
of flames—and then once more a mer­
ciful blackness swept over her.

He Blamed Her for a Past 
She Had Never Had



Girl Alone

whyshe cried des­
perately, “if you hate me 
so terribly, are you so de­
termined to marry me?”

Heart-Stirring Novelette 'By 'Peggy Qaddu

ar

Her next impression was of a large, 
dimly lighted room, the scent of flow­
ers, a soft spring wind that crept 
through the open windows, fluttering 
the soft cream curtains beneath beau­
tifully patterned English chintz 
draperies; a dressing-table, frothy 
with net ruffles, half filled by gold- 
stoppered crystal bottles, a bowl of 
larkspur and snapdragons on a table 
beside her. And then there was the 
crisp starched rustle of a uniform as



a trained nurse came to the bed and 
lifted her limp wrist.

“You mustn’t be frightened,” said 
the nurse with a professionally cheer­
ful smile. “You’re quite all right. 
You’ve hurt your shoulder and 
wrenched your back a bit, but there 
are no internal injuries, and all you 
have to do is lie very quietly for a 
few weeks.”

The girl whose midnight-black hair 
flowed over the pillows, framing a 
beautiful oval face that was almost 
as white as the pillow itself, lighted 
by two great dark eyes and the soft 
loveliness of a beautifully shaped 
mouth, looked up at the nurse, a pite­
ous expression in her eyes. “But—I 
don’t seem to know where I am, or 
even—who I am!”

There was quick, driving terror in 
the last three words. The nurse 
looked startled for a moment before 
she resumed her calm, cheerful man­
ner. “But you mustn’t be frightened,” 
she soothed. “That’s because of the 
shock. You’ll be quite all right when 
that has worn off. Mrs. Stephens and 
your fiance are outside. Shall I bring 
them in?”

The girl’s eyes widened until they 
looked enormous in her pale face.

“My—fiance?” she whispered.
“Yes—Mr. Loren Stephens,” an­

swered the nurse, and left her 
alone.

Presently a plump, pretty woman 
in a flowered taffeta house coat came 
rustling to the bedside. With her 
was a tall, sun-bronzed, disturbingly 
good-looking man of about twenty­
eight.

“You mustn’t be alarmed, my 
dear,” the woman said stiffly, al­
though she was manifestly trying to 
be kind. “The nurse has gone to tele­
phone Dr. Elden. Meanwhile, you are 
quite safe and—among friends.” The 
last words came with an obvious ef­
fort.

Then the young man came forward. 
“The nurse tells us you’ve forgotten 
who you are,” he said, and while his 
tone was courteous the girl who lay 

looking up at him sensed the con­
tempt that it held. “You needn’t 
bother about a pose like that. I 
made a bargain with you, and you 
needn’t have the slightest doubt but 
that it will be carried out to the 
letter.”

The girl shrank from the cold dis­
like in his intensely blue eyes. Her 
own wide, dark frightened gaze clung 
to his face while she tried desper­
ately to find some remembered feature 
that would give her a clue to the situa­
tion.

“But—but it isn’t a—pose,” she 
stammered faintly, and then cried out 
wildly, raggedly, “Oh, don’t you sup­
pose I’d remember if I could? It’s ter­
rible—not to even know—who you 
are!”

She burst into wild, uncontrolled 
sobbing, and the nurse came hurrying 
in, motioning the other two out, busy­
ing herself with soothing the dis­
traught girl. The doctor arrived a 
little later, but though he resorted to 
every trick he knew he was unable to 
touch on a single clue that would 
arouse the girl’s slumbering memory. 
Life for her seemed to have begun in 
that moment when she had awakened 
in the meadow in the ruddy glare of 
the burning wrecked train, with the 
screams of the wounded mingling 
with the excited cries of the rescue 
workers.

“You are Zaida Ramsay,” Dr. El­
den told her, speaking slowly, careful­
ly, his eyes riveted upon her own in 
an almost hypnotic gaze. “You are 
engaged to be married to Loren 
Stephens.”

“But I can’t be!” she cried out 
wildly. “Surely if I were engaged to 
a man I couldn’t help but remember 
him!”

“But you are,” protested the doc­
tor, and went on to mention things 
about New York with which she 
should be familiar. But in the end 
both patient and doctor were ex­
hausted and nothing had been 
gained.



) 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 hard, 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 frankly, 
“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 I 
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 underweai’ 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 



wear. She shrank from the thought 
of appearing before Loren and his 
mother wearing one of those very 
clinging, very decollete gowns; she 
could not believe that that underwear 
was the kind she would deliberately 
choose.

She was a little bewildered by Lo­
ren’s kiss. Somehow it had been very 
sweet, despite the fact that he had 
quite obviously despised her when he 
kissed her. And what did he mean by 
saying that he had never kissed her 
before, that he had never set eyes on 
her until the day they had brought 
her here from the wreck? But he was 
engaged to be married to her! And 
he believed that she was merely pre­
tending to have lost her memory!

She would not admit, even to her­
self, that she was in love with Loren. 
And yet, if she were going to marry 
him as he and his mother insisted, 
then wThy shouldn’t she be in love with 
him? If he had never set eyes on her, 
she had probably never seen him 
either. Still, how could that possibly 
be? If they were engaged, surely they 
must have been friends, at least.

THE puzzle kept her awake most 
of the night—that and her frantic 
effort to force ajar the door that had 

clicked on her memory with the crash­
ing horror of the train wreck.

The next morning she had a fever, 
and it was several days before she 
and Loren had a chance at further 
conversation. By that time they had 
wheeled her out on the terrace in the 
primrose-colored spring sunlight. As 
she saw Loren coming up the drive, 
she sent the nurse away.

She faced him resolutely. “Please!” 
She stopped him when he would have 
walked past her with merely a nod. 
“You and I have to have a talk. 
Couldn’t it be now?”

Loren came to stand beside the 
wheel chair, looking down at her, his 
blue eyes cold, his mouth set in a thin 
straight line. “We’re going to have 
a lot of time to talk after we’re mar­
ried. Hadn’t we better save a few in­

teresting subjects?” he suggested 
with his usual icy courtesy.

“That’s just it,” she said quietly. 
“We aren’t going to be married.”

Loren looked unpleasantly startled, 
and his eyes flashed. “And where did 
you get that idea, my dear?” he de­
manded, and his tone was a taunt. 
“We’re going to be married the very 
moment you’re able to stand on your 
own feet and support the weight of an 
armful of orchids.”

She flung out her hand in a little 
protesting gesture. “But "why,” she > 
cried desperately, “if you hate me so 
terribly, are you so determined to 
marry me ?”

“Because I will not let you destroy 
my sister’s happiness,” he said grim­
ly. “You know how much Ellen and 
her happiness mean to my mother and 
to me. You should know—you’ve 
traded heavily enough on our devo­
tion to her. Well, you and I made a 
marriage bargain in return for your 
keeping your secret from Ellen. And 
I shall carry out my part of the bar­
gain—and see to it that you carry out 
yours.”

She shrank from his words as 
though they were blows. When he had 
finished, she said unsteadily, “Please 
—be a little kind! Can’t you under­
stand that—I haven’t the faintest 
idea what you’re talking about? Your 
sister Ellen’s happiness? But what 
have I got to do with that? Please be­
lieve me—I—don’t remember one 
single thing that happened before the 
moment I awoke after the wreck. 
Please—oh, please—be a little chari­
table ! Believe me—and—tell me!”

Loren was studying her with that 
same curious, almost impersonal in­
tentness. Then, as though something 
in her pleading voice had touched a 
responsive chord in his heart far be­
neath his contempt for her, he said 
grimly, “Okay—you asked for it. 
My sister Ellen worshiped her hus­
band. She thought him the paragon 
of all the husbandly virtues. There 
were some of us who were inclined to 
believe that Bob had a stray fault or 



two, but because everybody loves El­
len, we kept the suspicion of his faults 
from her. He—died rather gloriously 
at that; he was drowned rescuing two 
frightened youngsters who’d gone 
over their depth at a local beach. 
After that, of course, he became a 
sort of hero around here. And Ellen’s 
worship of his memory became almost 
an obsession. She’s not very strong 
—her baby was less than a month old 
when Bob died. Shortly after Bob’s 
death—the newspapers made rather 
a lot of it—your first letter came, 
addressed to me, fortunately. I think 
I would have killed you if the letter 
had been sent to Ellen.”

Zaida had listened, her frightened 
eyes never leaving his stern face.

“You don’t begin to feel any faint 
stirrings of a returning memory?” 
he demanded contemptuously.

She shook her dark head, her eyes 
like those of a small, frightened 
animal. “Please—go on,” she said 
faintly.

Loren shrugged wearily. “There’s 
not much else to tell. You pointed out 
that you were Bob’s mistress and had 
been since a few months before his 
marriage to Ellen, that his marriage 
had scarcely interrupted your rela­
tionship, and that during his frequent 
business trips out of town he had 
been with you. You had letters to 
prove it, and your price for those was 
—marriage to me, as head of the 
family and holder of the family purse 
strings.”

Zaida gave a little stricken cry. 
“Oh, no—surely I couldn’t have done 
that! Why should I have wanted to 
marry a man I didn’t know?*’

“You said, in your letter, that you 
were tired of being the other woman, 
and that you yearned for respecta­
bility and an assured social posi­
tion!” said Loren coldly. “Naturally, 
I agreed to your bargain—what else 
could I do? The truth about Bob 
would have dealt Ellen a death blow 
—the scandal in the town wouldn’t 
have been—very pleasant for any of 
us. And so—you were on your way 

here on a visit to my mother, at the 
end of which we were to be married, 
when the train crashed twenty miles 
from the station.”

Zaida drew a long breath. “I—can’t 
believe anyone could be so—low,” she 
whispered piteously, “But if you say 
it is so, then—I know it must have 
been. But now—of course I set you 
free from that bargain. I’ll go away 
—at once. I can’t possibly stay here.”

“You’ll stay here,” said Loren 
grimly. “And you’ll marry me on the 
twenty-seventh, just as we planned. 
And if you should happen to regain 
your memory in the meantime—well, 
we’ll have to make the best of it. 
Frankly, I’m almost inclined to hope 
that you don’t. I could—almost like 
you as you are now.”

Zaida lifted wide eyes; her breath 
caught in her throat. Beneath her 
delicate skin the color rushed warmly 
into her face. Her soft scarlet mouth 
was faintly parted in a little sound­
less gasp of astonishment. “Oh,” she 
whispered faintly, “I wish you 
could!”

There was such a passionate yearn­
ing, such an intensity of appeal in 
the words that Loren did something 
that surprised himself almost as much 
as it did her. He bent his head and 
kissed her. It was an ardent, passion­
ate kiss that clung and burned its 
way into her very heart.

And then, as though he suddenly 
realized what he had done, he 
straightened, and she saw that his 
face was gray and stern.

“And that,” he stated grimly, “was 
a pretty rotten thing to do.”

“Was it?” whispered Zaida radiant­
ly. “I—loved it.”

“You should have hated it and been 
insulted by it,” he told her brutally. 
“For while I despise you and every­
thing you stand for, I suddenly—de­
sired you—because you are lovely and 
seductive.”

Then he turned and went into the 
house. Zaida’s hands covered her face 
convulsively. She loved him with nil 
her heart. She couldn’t help it! And 



he hated her because she had been 
the other woman in his brother-in- 
law’s marriage, because she had stood 
between his brother-in-law and that 
adored little sister.

She could not help despising the 
woman whom Loren’s words had pic­
tured so clearly, the woman she was 
supposed to be. But even though she 
tried desperately to summon it, not 
one scrap of memory returned. If she 
had been in reality all that Loren 
said, couldn’t a miracle have hap­
pened in that awful wreck? Couldn’t 
the old Zaida—all of Zaida Ramsay 
that was ugly and sordid and grasp­
ing—have died and a new Zaida have 
been born? Oh, if she could only make 
him believe that!

He found her lovely, desirable; 
couldn’t she hope that some day he 
might really love her as she loved 
him? He wouldn’t let her go away 
because he couldn’t trust her not to 
return to Ellen some day with her 
story. He was marrying her because 
he couldn’t trust her, and every scrap 
of pride, every instinct of outraged 
self-respect rose within her, telling 
her to run away, to leave this place 
at once.

But she told herself forlornly that 
she couldn’t afford pride or self-re­
spect at the moment. She had 
wronged Loren’s sister; he would 
marry her to protect that sister. And 
eventually, if she were a good and de­
voted wife, perhaps she could make 
him love her and believe in her.

Later, lying wide-eyed, wakeful 
through the soft spring night, she 
dozed a little toward dawn. And then 
it was that the first dream came to 
her. She was in the day coach of a 
train speeding across the country. 
She saw herself, shabbily dressed in 
a cheap blue suit, a nondescript hat. 
There was another girl standing be­
side the seat, smiling down at her, 
talking. She couldn’t hear what the 
other girl was saying; she noted that 
there was a strong resemblance be­
tween herself and that girl. And then 
she saw that the other girl was wear­

ing a small, expensive-looking hat, a 
biege broadcloth dress, a mink coat 
thrown carelessly across her shoul­
ders. The girl leaned down, said some­
thing, smiling warmly—and Zaida 
awoke.

The dream was so vivid that for 
a long moment she lay quite still in 
the breaking dawn, remembering 
where she was. And then a sudden 
thought crashed upon her conscious­
ness; in the dream the strange girl 
had been wearing the same clothes 
in which Zaida had been found after 
the wreck! The biege broadcloth 
dress, the mink coat, the expensive 
hat all hung in the big cedar-lined 
closet across the room from her!

She was shaken a little. Could it 
be that the strangely vivid dream had 
not been, after all, a dream, but a 
faint opening in the tightly closed 
door that guarded her memory? 
Could it be that she was beginning 
to remember? The thought brought 
her upright in bed, wide-eyed, breath­
less. She closed her eyes and tried to 
recapture the dream, but she could 
see nothing more.

She said nothing to anyone about 
the dream; she merely hoped desper­
ately that it would return, that she 
would hear what the strange girl was 
saying, gather some clue, some ink­
ling of the truth.

CHAPTER II
IE was able to be up 
and about now. She 
wore the clothes that 
had come in the trunk 
and suitcases, though 
she hated them and 
felt awkward and un­
comfortable in them.

Satin lounging pajamas, luxurious 
negligees, evening gowns cut so low 
that she invariably wore a jacket or 
scarf about her shoulders, sophisti­
cated daytime dresses. At first she 
had been a little surprised because 
the clothes did not fit perfectly, but 
the nurse had pointed out that that 



was undoubtedly due to her loss of 
weight during her illness.

Loren and his mother were care­
fully courteous to her. As soon as she 
was able to be up and around, they be­
gan to introduce her to their friends. 
There were small, quiet dinners at 
home at first, then teas when more 
of Mrs. Stephens’ women friends 
came; a reception at last, and then 
a big dinner-dance at the country 
club, where, as Loren’s fiancee, she 
met the town’s best people.

She was a success at the club. She 
danced a little, not much because she 
was still convalescent, and only with 
Loren. She knew that he was glad 
and relieved because his friends liked 
her.

When they reached home that night 
he held her hand a moment at the 
foot of the stairs as she started to 
say good night to him. His arms went 
suddenly about her, and he said 
roughly, "You’re so lovely! I’m mad 
about you! And I wish with my whole 
heart and soul that I wasn’t!”

For a moment, because it was so 
blessedly sweet to be there in his 
arms, she gave herself up to his em­
brace, she lifted her warm mouth 
eagerly for his kisses, while exquisite 
ecstasy poured through her. But it 
was only for a moment. She knew 
then that his kisses were an insult, 
the sort of kisses a man gives a 
woman whom he despises, even while 
he desires her. With tears running 
down her cheeks, she broke free of 
him, raised her hand and struck him 
hard across the mouth.

He caught her wrists and held her 
when she would have fled. His eyes 
blazed down at her and he said harsh­
ly, "I’ll let you get away with that 
just this once. But I warn you that 
if you ever behave like a fishwife 
again, you must expect to be treated 
like one!”

And then he let her go, and she 
ran, blinded by tears, to her own 
room. And there she crept into bed 
and cried herself to sleep. And— 
dreamed again.

That time the scene was changed, 
though the two characters were the 
same. Herself and the strange girl, 
who bore a rather striking resem­
blance to herself, though she was ob­
viously a little older and a little 
heavier. The scene now was a private 
compartment on the train. Through 
the windows Zaida could see the 
rushing landscape. And now the other 
girl was helping her into the biege 
broadcloth dress and the mink coat 
lay over the arm of a seat with the 
silly little hat beside it. The other girl 
wore a negligee, and she had a ciga­
rette between her lips, her eyes 
squinted against the smoke as she 
fastened the biege broadcloth dress 
on Zaida. Zaida saw her own face 
in the mirror, enraptured by the 
transformation made in her appear­
ance by the suavely cut, very becom­
ing gown. Then the dream faded, and 
she awoke.

And though with the coming of 
dawn the sharp outlines of the dream 
faded a little, she still remembered 
it clearly enough to relate it to Loren, 
when she encountered him on the ter­
race, about to leave for his work in 
town.

Loren listened, his eyes remote, 
wary, as she told him swiftly about 
the two dreams. For a moment, when 
she had finished, he was silent. Then 
he gave a dry chuckle, and said grim­
ly, "Sorry, my dear. It’s a good story, 
but I’m afraid it won’t hold water. 
If you aren’t Zaida Ramsay, then 
where is she? I’m quite sure she’d 
have lost no time in getting here 
after the wreck. And remember, all 
the dead were identified beyond any 
question. You wore her clothes; there 
were letters in your bag, all sorts of 
identification. No, my dear, you’re 
Zaida Ramsay; there’s no doubt about 
that.”

SHE drew a long, hard breath and 
her hands clenched at her sides. 

She wanted so desperately to believe 
that there had been some mistake, 
that her dreams had been in reality 



vagrant traces of returning memory, 
that she was not this girl whom Lo­
ren despised, but whom he was deter­
mined to marry to protect his sister’s 
happiness.

“Oh—and by the way,” said Lo­
ren suddenly, “I’m bringing Ellen 
home with me this evening to stay 
until after the wedding. And if you 
so much as drop a single hint that you 
ever knew Bob in even the most 
casual way, I promise you I’ll wring 
your lily-white neck! Do you under­
stand ?”

Zaida looked up at him, great tears 
slipping down her white cheeks. “How 
you hate me!” she whispered desolate­
ly, black despair in her heart.

Loren said grimly, “Do you won­
der? You could hardly expect me to 
love you, under the circumstances, 
could you?”

As he looked down into her dark, 
tear-filled eyes, Zaida said faintly, 
“No—of course not.”

Loren said, very low, almost as 
though he were talking to himself, 
“And yet—it wouldn’t be hard to love 
you. You—are a very dangerous 
woman, my dear. Women like you 
should be locked up.”

Zaida stood still and watched him 
as he ran down the steps, got into his 
roadster, drove off without another 
word.

She was still standing there, white, 
desolate, her dark eyes tearless now 
but bitter with a hopeless grief, when 
Mrs. Stephens came out to her.

“Hadn’t we bettei* run into town 
this morning and see about your wed­
ding gown?” she asked. “There isn’t 
much time. Next week—Thursday— 
is the twenty-seventh.”

Zaida flushed painfully. “I’m afraid 
that is—couldn’t I use one of the 
gowns I’ve already got?”

Mrs. Stephens’ head went up. “I 
hardly think so,” she said distantly. 
“After all, Loren is very well-known 
and prominent, socially as well as 
financially. It would scarcely do for 
you to wear just any dress to your 

wedding. It’s going to be rather an 
important social event, I’m afraid.”

“But I haven’t any money,” pro­
tested Zaida desperately.

“That’s not important. Your wed­
ding gown will be my gift.”

Mrs. Stephens seemed to feel there 
was nothing more to be said, and be­
cause it was easier to give in than to 
argue, Zaida went with her.

“I don’t quite think white, do you, 
Zaida?” asked Mrs. Stephens, with a 
delicate insolence that the salesgirls 
did not catch.

“Pale pink would be lovely, Mrs, 
Stephens,” suggested the salesgirl. 
“Miss Ramsay would be lovely in it.”

And so they chose it—a gown as 
lovely as springtime and apple blos­
soms, with a veil and slippers to 
match. As she tried on the dress, 
Zaida felt as though all this were 
happening to someone else. She 
couldn’t even feel like the girl called 
Zaida Ramsay.

That night when Loren came home, 
he brought Ellen with him, Zaida’s 
heart went out to her. Ellen was very 
slender and blond, frail and almost 
ethereal looking, with great burning 
blue eyes and a soft mass of golden 
curls. The baby was a treasure, per­
fect as a tiny doll, with tiny fists and 
a button of a soft little mouth.

“Don’t you think his mouth and his 
nose are like Bob’s?” Ellen asked.

“Darling!” protested her mother, 
halfway between tears and laughter. 
“He’s too young to resemble anyone 
yet.”

“But I want him to look like BobI” 
said Ellen. “I want him to grow up 
to be exactly like Bob in every single 
detail of looks and character. I want 
him to be Bob all over again.”

There was such a passion of ten­
derness, of hope, of exaltation in her 
tone that despite herself, Zaida trem­
bled a little and looked up to meet 
Loren’s eyes upon her, warning, 
stern. Later, when Mrs. Stephens had 
taken Ellen and the baby upstairs, 
Loren said quietly to Zaida, “Thanks 
for—being still about Bob.”



Zaida said hotly, “How could you 
possibly think I could want to hurt 
her? I’d rather die! She—she breaks 
my heart.”

Loren nodded. “You do begin to 
understand then why I am willing to 
—go to any lengths to protect her? 
If she knew the truth—” He broke 
off, looked at her, and his lip curled 
a little.

Zaida went white. “I can’t marry 
you when you hate me like this—”

“You’ll marry me and like it!” said 
Loren grimly. “Because it’s the only 
way I can be sure of protecting Ellen 
—always. I’ll do everything possible 
to make you happy—I promise you 
that. I daresay in years to come we 
might—get on very well together.”

And because just then there was 
the sound of footsteps in the hall and 
Ellen’s light, soft voice, there was 
no chance for her to answer. But lying 
awake in her room that night she told 
herself miserably that she had been a 
fool to ever believe that there was the 
slightest chance that Loren could 
learn to love her. Always, when he 
looked at her, he would remember 
Bob, and the wrong that she and Bob 
had done Ellen, and always he would 
turn from her in contempt of her 
and, if he became too attracted to 
her, of himself.

CHAPTER IH
ER wedding day 
dawned bright and 
clear. She thought 
that was a little 
funny. It would 
have been more in 
keeping, she felt 
drearily, if there 

had been leaden skies and a sad 
drizzle of rain. Because that was the 
way she felt. She was marrying the 
man she adored with every beat of 
her heart; yet he was a man who 
despised her because she had wronged 
his gentle, lovely sister.

It was hard to make herself believe 
that she had done that, and yet she 

must have done it because she was 
Zaida Ramsay. And if she had not 
been on her way to the Stephens place, 
what had she been doing on the train? 
And with all Zaida’s credentials in 
her possession, all the rest of it, how 
could she question her identity? Yet 
something deep in her heart cried cut 
that she was not, that Loren was her 
only love, that there had never been 
any other man in her life.

Though neither Loren nor his 
mother had really wanted it, and 
Zaida had shrunk in horror from the 
thought, they had seemed to feel that 
a big wedding was expected of them. 
So the beautiful old church in its 
grove of oaks was decorated for the 
bride and filled with the well-dressed, 
well-bred people who were Loren’s 
and his family’s friends. Yet Zaida, as 
she entered the church in her pale- 
pink wedding dress felt as though she 
walked among strangers who might 
very easily be enemies.

Loren’s hand closed firmly over 
Zaida’s as she reached the altar. And 
then the minister spoke the words 
that made her Loren’s wife.

His kiss, when the ceremony was 
over, was bittersweet. A hard, burn­
ing kiss that for a moment took no 
cognizance of the audience who looked 
on. And then, his face white and 
stern, he offered her his arm, and 
they turned and came up the aisle, 
Mr. and Mrs. Loren Stephens. Man 
and wife.

In the limousine, driving back to 
the Stephens’ home for the wedding- 
reception, Loren grinned down at her, 
though his eyes looked harried. It was 
as though the strain of despising her 
was more difficult than he had bar­
gained for.

“It just occurred to me that not 
once have you asked me where we are 
going on our honeymoon,” he re­
minded her.

Her hands clenched around her bou­
quet, but she forced her voice to 
steadiness. “Need we carry the farce 
of our marriage that far?”

“It just happens that we must—so 



far and no farther,” he answered, and 
there was a certain triumph in his 
voice that made her look at him, 
puzzled. “We are going on a honey­
moon, my dear, to South America. A 
good, long honeymoon. Two years, 
perhaps longer. You see now why I 
insisted that you go through with the 
marriage, even after you suffered a 
change of heart and were willing to 
let me go?”

It took all her courage to answer 
him steadily, evenly, “I’m sorry to 
seem stupid—but I’m afraid I don’t.”

“Because I knew that if you went 
away now, unmarried, you were still 
dangerous!” said Loren grimly. “But 
as my wife, you are going with me so 
far away that there won’t be a chance 
in the world of your destroying 
Ellen.”

“You—still think I would?”
“I’m afraid I can’t believe that the 

leopard changes his spots,” he told 
her cruelly, though the look in his 
eyes told her dimly that he was suf­
fering, and that somehow a little of 
his suffering was eased by taunting 
her, striking out at her in his pain.

She drew a hard, uneven breath. 
“Perhaps I am—as bad as you think 
me,” she told him steadily. “I’m afraid 
I wouldn’t know. I suppose you 
couldn’t possibly believe that the old 
Zaida Ramsay, whom you so thor­
oughly despise, is dead and that I am 
—a new person? If you could believe 
that—oh, please, please—try to!”

There were tears in her voice, and 
her eyes pleaded with him. She held 
her breath as she waited for his an­
swer.

There was a long, tense silence and 
then he said harshly, “I’m sorry! But 
every time I look at you—every time 
I touch you—it’s as though—Bob 
stood betwTeen us. And I can’t forget.

THEY drove the rest of the way 
in silence. They reached the 
house ahead of the other guests, and 

as the old butler opened the door to 
them, he said worriedly, “There are 
two gentlemen waiting, Mr. Stephens, 

in the library. They insisted it was 
very important—”

Before he could finish the library 
door opened, and two men came out 
into the wide hall.

One of them spoke sharply to 
Zaida.

“Is your name Zaida Ramsay?”
Cold terror swept over her, and she 

shrank a little, gleaning a shred of 
comfort from the fact that Loren’s 
arm went instinctively about her as 
though he had forgotten everything 
except her need for protection.

“This is Mrs. Loren Stephens, my 
wife,” he said sternly.

“But up until about an hour ago, 
she was Zaida Ramsay,” said the man. 
“I’m a detective.” He showed his 
badge. “I have a warrant for her 
arrest.”

Zaida caught her breath and fought 
the terrible wave of blackness that 
threatened to engulf her.

Loren said sharply, “There must 
be some mistake.”

“I’m afraid there’s no chance of a 
mistake, Mr. Stephens,” answered 
the detective courteously but firmly. 
“She’s charged with first-degree man­
slaughter. Her car hit and killed a 
child the day before she left New 
York to come here. It was a case of 
hit and run—if she’d stopped, tried 
to help the boy, he’d have had a fight­
ing chance. But she beat it—and 
we’ve had a hard enough time finding 
her.”

“It isn’t true—oh, it isn’t true!” 
moaned Zaida wildly, clinging to 
Loren with both shaking hands, con­
scious of the blessedness of his arms 
about her, hiding her face against his 
shoulder as though she expected by 
some miracle that he could save her.

“We’ve got positive proof, Mr. 
Stephens—we’ll be glad to show it to 
you and give you full details,” said 
the detective. “We can easily get 
extradition papers, unless she wants 
to waive them and come back of her 
own free will to stand trial. And you, 
as a lawyer, know that that will be 
by far the best thing for her to do.”



And in the end, Loren agreed. His 
face was set like stone, his eyes steel- 
gray, yet his voice and his manner 
toward Zaida were gentle and tender 
as he led her upstairs to her room and 
left her there to change hurriedly to a 
traveling costume. A few minutes 
later they had left the house, osten­
sibly on their honeymoon. The long 
journey to New York was a night­
mare to Zaida, though Loren’s pres­
ence helped her. He was no longer 
cold and contemptuous. Now that she 
was faced with a danger beyond their 
knowledge, they clung together, and 
Loren was gentle and comforting.

But he could not quite hide his 
horror of her callousness. Nor could 
she herself believe that she could have 
done so hideous a thing. Yet there 
seemed no possibility that the detec­
tives, working long and patiently and 
persistently to build up the case 
against her, could have made a mis­
take. She was Zaida Ramsay, and not 
only had she been the other woman 
in Bob Alcott’s marriage, but she 
was a hit-and-run driver charged with 
manslaughter.

Loren persuaded her to sleep a little 
on the train, but it was a worried, 
restless slumber. But suddenly into it 
there came again a part of that dream 
she had dreamed twice before. Her­

self, shabby and drab, and that girl 
who bore a resemblance to herself, 
yet was so much more smartly 
dressed. Once again she saw the girl 
leaning above her in the day coach, 
saying something to her, but she could 
not hear the other girl’s voice. She 
saw herself, the shabbily clad girl, 
rise at last and follow the other girl 
down the aisle of the day coach and—

Then she started up to full wake­
fulness. The dream was ended; th a 
mystery was not solved.

HEY had reached 
New York. The 
detectives had 
wired ahead, and 
the news had 
leaked out. There 
were newspaper 
reporters at the 

station, but the two detectives and 
Loren hurried her to a taxi.

They went directly to police head­
quarters. Bail was set for her, and 
Loren guaranteed it. An hour later, 
she was free to go to a hotel.

She was exhausted when they 
reached the hotel and were assigned 
to rooms. There was a private sitting­
room, with a bedroom opening off at 
each side.

And Loren, when the bellboy had
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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 held 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 
looked 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 exclaim 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 certain 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.

“I 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. 
I’m 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?"



THERE was a stunned moment.
Zaida’s knees threatened to col­

lapse. Loren stared at Jim Lucas as 
though he thought the man had sud­
denly gone insane.

And then Loren demanded, “What 
do you mean?”

“I mean this girl isn’t Zaida Ram­
say!” snapped Jim truculently. “Say, 
what is this, anyway? Some kind of 
frame-up? You’ll never get away with 
it. Why, this girl doesn’t even look 
like Zaida when you get close to her. 
Oh, she’s the same type and about 
the same size, but Zaida’s got too 
many friends here in New York for 
you to hope to get away with this 
impersonation!”

Zaida had dropped helplessly into 
a chair. Her face was paper-white. 
Loren was listening to Jim, his eyes 
blazing, his jaw set. And when Jim 
had finished, Loren said sharply, 
“Have you any pictures of Zaida?”

“Of course!” answered Jim hotly. 
“She and I were good friends—pals. 
I’d have married her like a shot— 
but so would a lot of other men. She 
met some fellow in a small Southern 
town—she was crazy about him—a 
fellow named Alcott—and after that 
none of the rest of us had a look-in.”

Loren said swiftly, “And this is not 
—the girl you called Zaida?”

Jim flung her a glance. “She cer­
tainly isn’t! Why, take a look at that 
—that’s Zaida!”

He drew a well-worn leather case 
from his pocket, flipped it open and 
held it out to Loren. And Loren, 
after looking at it, handed it to Zaida. 
Scrawled across the bottom of the 
picture were the words:

Worlds of love to my pal, Jim.
Zaida.

The picture showed a girl with a 
soft fur collar pulled high about her 
neck, a gay, silly little hat crowning 
her lovely head. Suddenly Loren 
Stephens’ wife cried out wildly, 
“Loren! I know her! She’s the girl 
I've had those dreams about!”

“What?” Loren was beside her now, 

his arms about her, holding her close. 
“Try to think, darling! Try to re­
member ! What happened in the 
dreams? You saw her talking to you. 
She was trying to persuade you to do 
something. Think, darling, think!”

She was very still, rigid, her eyes 
closed. But slowly, very slowly, the 
black clouds that had gripped her 
memory began to clear, and she whis­
pered faintly, “She—she told me she 
was a wealthy girl—who’d always 
had—everything but love. She— 
wanted to find out what it was like 
—to be poor. She—she—she offered 
to pay me for—the job I was going 
to, and to—trade—her clothes and 
her luggage for mine.”

She was trembling now, and 
Loren’s arms were tight about her 
and Jim Lucas was leaning forward, 
listening tensely. And after a moment 
a little more of the blackness lifted 
and the girl went on painfully, “It 
seemed—crazy to me, but I’d never 
had any pretty things, and her clothes 
were so beautiful, and she—she—was 
very persuasive. And so I changed 
with her. And we went into the diner 
together, and we were there when 
suddenly there was a terrible crash, 
and people screamed, and the train 
lurched and seemed to—settle—” 
She shuddered beneath the impact of 
those memories.

She opened her eyes and looked 
dazedly about. And then once more 
at the picture of the girl Zaida.

Suddenly she put her shaking 
hands over her face. “She—she was 
dead,” she whispered. “And a moment 
later—I must have fainted.”

Loren held her very close, and 
above her head he looked up at the 
startled Jim. “When did you see Zaida 
last?” he demanded sharply.

“The day she left to marry you,” 
answered Jim frankly. “I tried to talk 
her out of it. I thought it was a fool­
ish thing to do. But although Zaida 
usually came to me to talk things 
over for her, she was stubborn and 
wouldn’t take advice from anybody. 
She was pretty crazy about this Alcott 



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 world 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.”

LOREN looked down at the girl in 
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 
close as if he meant to protect her 
always.

Jim spoke dryly. “Not that I’d want 
to 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 
once—but at least you have remem­
bered events leading directly up to 
the wreck. The rest will come back 
eventually.”

CHAPTER IV
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 



was conscious only of a deep, abiding 
peace.

She drifted off to sleep. As she slept 
she seemed to see a shabby little 
house at the tree-shaded end of a 
street; she saw a small, toiling child 
carrying a hoe much too heavy for 
her strength, weeding a vegetable 
garden. She saw a tall, sharp-faced 
woman whose name was Aunt Har­
riet, who wasn’t really an aunt at all, 
but a woman who had taken the little 
girl into her home when the child’s 
widowed mother had died. Aunt Har­
riet had never been actively unkind 
to the child, nor had she ever been 
actually kind. She had done her duty, 
rigidly, coldly, neither knowing nor 
caring that a small, sometimes fright­
ened child cried herself to sleep at 
night, out of a weariness and loneli­
ness far beyond her years.

And suddenly the girl, lying in the 
hotel room saw the scroll of the past 
unroll. Aunt Harriet—the shabby, 
down-at-the-heels house—the dusty 
lane—the sun-drenched garden. And 
suddenly she turned her face to the 
pillows and wept with relief and hap­
piness.

SHE was waiting for Loren when 
he came in. She was dressed in 

a smart, simple green dress from her 

trousseau, and one look into her shin­
ing eyes as he entered the room told 
him that the miracle had come.

“I’m Linda Gordon,” she told him 
breathlessly. “And I was on my way 
to New York to take a job a girl I 
knew in school had found for me. 
I’ve just telephoned her. She knew 
my voice. She’s coming later for posi­
tive identification, though I’m sure 
it’s not necessary.”

She told him everything breath­
lessly—the name of the little town, 
Aunt Harriet, the pet kitten. When 
she had finished Loren said shakily, 
“My darling!”

“Oh, Loren—you—don’t hate me 
any more?”

His arms caught her close. “Hate 
you, my dearest? Even when I 
thought you were Zaida and felt that 
I should hate you—I couldn’t, though 
I despised myself because I couldn’t! 
Even then I loved you! But now— 
oh, my dearest, if you could ever for­
give me for the things I’ve done and 
said—”

“Forgive you?” Her voice was 
shaken by such a wealth of tender­
ness and yearning that it left no 
further need for words. But she spoke 
them, anyway—just three, before she 
lifted her soft mouth for his kiss, 
“I love you!”
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Two Days Before Her Wedding 
Is No Time For a Girl to Experi­
ment With a
New Romance

u

wo-
HIS is enough to drive a per­
son slightly batty,” Consuella 
Farson muttered wearily, as

‘7 don’t want to rush this thing,” 
he said, “but the sight of you has 
gone to my head. I’ve got to kiss 

you, got to make you care”

omance
'Ey Rowena R. Farrar 

she fought her way slowly through the 
milling, shouting throng of hero wor­
shipers.

Broadway had gone completely mad 
again. Another young man had sky­
rocketed to fame and possible fortune 
by conquering the Atlantic Ocean. She 
hadn’t even bothered to remember his



name, or keep up with his headlines, 
because she was too busy doing her 
last-minute trousseau shopping. In 
two days she was scheduled to become 
Mrs. August Ware, the wife of a prom­
ising young physician.

Besides, she was getting slightly fed 
up on men with wings. When Lind­
bergh flew the Atlantic, she was just 
a wide-eyed kid who had slipped away 
from her nurse to see what the excite­
ment was all about. She had been lost 
for hours. Since then aviators had 
come along in a dazzling succession.

But Consuella had grown hero- 
weary lately. There was a reason. For 
when Howard Hughes rode up Broad­
way someone had relieved her pocket­
book of a hundred dollars. A few days 
later, on Corrigan’s day, a man had 
stepped on hex- toe, practically crush­
ing it. So now, with her wedding only 
two days off, she had no business 
whatever braving a typical Broadway 
welcome-home mob. Nevertheless, 
here she was, right in the thick of it.

“Here he comes!” A thousand eager 
voices shouted gleefully, as a car rolled 
up the colorful street, amid an in­
credible barrage of paper snow. Seated 
on the top of the back seat, between 
the mayor and his official greeter, was 
a shyly grinning young man, who was 
waving to the right of him, and then 
to the left.

Consuella caught a fleeting glimpse 
of him, but she refused to stretch her 
neck to see him better, and she couldn’t 
very well stand on tiptoe, because her 
Corrigan toe was still sore. But some­
one on the third floor of the building 
just behind her became so excited over 
the first view of the new hero that he 
—or she—forgot to tear up the tele­
phone book before throwing it out the 
window. That was bad for Consuella, 
because it landed on her right shoul­
der, and she promptly went down and 
out for a long count.

When she came to, she was bouncing 
along in an ambulance on the way to 
a hospital. She sat up instantly and 
issued swift, not-to-be-ignored orders 
to be taken straight home. So the am­

bulance pulled up in front of a fash­
ionable Park Avenue apartment build­
ing, and Consuella climbed out, unas­
sisted, and marched by the astonished 
doorman into the elevator. Her shoul­
der ached horribly, but she tried to ig­
nore the pain. It served her right for 
having gotten within three city blocks 
of a flyer!

Sibyl Andrews, her devoted secre­
tary-companion, as darkly beautiful as 
her employer was fair, took one look 
at her bruised shoulder and called Dr. 
August Ware, who arrived in record 
time.

He was a handsome young doctor 
with dark eyes, smooth black hair and 
a brisk manner. “You ought to be 
spanked,” he scolded Consuella, “for 
going within a mile of Broadway on a 
day like this.” But instead of spank­
ing her, he strapped up her shoulder 
and then kissed her on the mouth. She 
would be his wife soon, and his kiss 
should have thrilled her more than it 
did.

She lifted flower-blue eyes to regard 
him anxiously. “Are you sure we wrere 
meant for each other?”

“Do I have to convince you every 
day?”

She nodded slowly.

E kissed her again, 
more ardently that 
time, as definite 
proof that they 
were meant for 
each other. “You 
stay quietly in bed 
for the rest of the 

day. If that shoulder pains you to­
morrow, we’ll have to X-ray it. But 
don’t think you’re going to use this 
little accident as an excuse to postpone 
our wedding!” He said it jokingly, 
but she knew he was serious. She 
had postponed marrying him several 
times, for no good reason except that 
she was afraid she didn’t love him 
enough.

He had been very patient with her 
uncertainty. She supposed she should 
be grateful that someone as ambitious



and intelligent as August should want 
to marry her.

After he had gone, taking another 
lass 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 stiffly 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 gold, 
and piercing. He was dressed in a 
shabby tweed suit. He did not wait 

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

“I—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 Cainsville. 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 can’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 coldly, 
“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—”



“This,” Consuella broke in sternly, 
“has gone far enough! Stop clowning 
and give me facts. What have you 
done? Who is after you? Why are 
you here? How is it my fault?”

“It’s a long story,” he retorted, 
grinning. “Couldn’t we sit down? I’m 
practically exhausted.”

SHE found herself leading the way 
to the sofa against her better 

judgment. She offered him a ciga­
rette. He smoked while he talked.

“It began back in Gainsville years 
ago when you were the pampered dar­
ling daughter of the richest man in 
town, and I was the fifth child of the 
poorest man in town. You had a birth­
day party, and of course, I wasn’t in­
vited. That hurt, because I was des­
perately in love with you.”

Consuella stirred uneasily. She 
stared at him thoughtfully. There was 
that something vaguely familiar about 
his eyes and the stubborn set of his 
jaw. Out of a long line of admirers, 
she was beginning to remember a 
ragged little boy who had tried to kiss 
her once. He had been Henry Norman 
then, one of the children in Gainsville 
she had not been allowed to play with.

“You moved away to New York,” 
he continued, “but I never forgot you 
for a moment. I sold newspapers dur­
ing high school and books during col­
lege. It was pretty tough going. Then 
I fell in love again—with an airplane 
this time. The two loves were an un­
beatable combination. I was obsessed 
with the idea of amounting to some­
thing, of impressing you. So I flew 
the Atlantic and broke all records. 
Now I’m famous, I suppose, and it’s 
all your fault. They threw tons of 
paper at me today, made speeches 
about how wonderful I am, and pretty 
girls practically tore me to pieces. I’m 
on the front page of every newspaper 
in the country. I can’t even eat break­
fast without making the headlines. It’s 
awful. I can’t stand it.”

Consuella’s amazement was drowned 
in her laughter. She threw back her 
head and laughed excitedly. “You 

blessed idiot,” she exclaimed, “didn’t 
you know it would be like that? You 
brought it all on yourself.”

“I didn’t realize,” he said, suddenly 
solemn, “quite how humble and inade­
quate and helpless I would feel at so 
much praise and adulation. I want to 
break down and bawl. Honestly, I feel 
like a fraud. Any aviator with good 
equipment could fly that puddle as I 
flew it. I want to crawl into a hole 
and hide until this hero business blows 
over.”

“And that’s why you’ve come to 
me?”

He nodded. “No one will ever think 
of looking for Hank Norman in the 
fashionable apartment of Miss Con­
suella Farson. In a couple of days some 
other idiot will do something spec­
tacular, and then I can emerge and 
go about my business without feeling 
like a goldfish. Am I—asking too much 
—of you?”

Consuella hesitated. She wanted to 
grant his request, but there were 
many reasons why she should not.

In the first place, hiding away was 
the very last thing he should do, if he 
really craved oblivion. Fifty million 
persons, at least, would be wondering 
where he was. In the second place, 
August Ware would be furious, when 
and if he found out. And of course she 
would have to tell him. And in the 
third place, there was her wedding 
just two days off. The apartment 
would be in the spotlight. She shud­
dered to think how much it would be 
in the spotlight if Hank Norman were 
discovered tucked away among her 
souvenirs!

She shook her head regretfully.
He held up his hands before her 

eyes. “Look how they’re shaking. I’m 
a nervous wreck. Flying the ocean 
was child’s play compared to bucking 
that mob of reporters and camera men 
and autograph seekers.”

“What you need,” Consuella told 
him, “is a square meal, strong hot cof­
fee, rest and quiet. I’ll fix you up with 
the food and drink. Then you must 
go.”



“Thanks, angel/’ he said happily. 
“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, “and 
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 
him to fulfill his slightest wish. He 
told them a 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.

RE AKFAST the next 
morning was a gay 
affair. Consuella and 
Sibyl looked star­
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 fact, 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 year. Where is Hank Nonnan hid­
ing? There must be a wnan 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 contracts. 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—so 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 



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 
fiance, 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 is more important 
to me—” He broke off. “You haven’t 
said you love me yet Do you?”

She nodded.
“Say 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.”

THE 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 



tomorrow?” one of them asked with 
uncanny intuition.

“We have no statement to make,” 
Sibyl told them all. “Please go away.”

The evening papers carried head­
lines about the missing aviator and a 
brief paragraph, in the society gossip 
columns, about the rumor that the 
Farson-Ware wedding might not take 
place as scheduled. No one was clever 
enough to put the two together.

Dr. August Ware called on his bride 
at nine o’clock that night. Despite the 
long siege in the operating room and 
a thousand details incident to his mar­
riage, he had taken time to get into a 
dinner jacket. No one had dared point 

* out to him the item in the papers about 
his wedding, for Dr. Ware had a tem­
per. Consuella knew very little about 
that temper, except what she had 
heard and discounted. A doctor is 
privileged to miss parties, and even 
wedding rehearsals, without creating 
any gossip. But when both the bride 
and groom fail to show up, that’s when 
rumors are born.

HE telephone was 
ringing shrilly
when he arrived, 
and he had to 

^f o r c e his way
through the group 
of reporters dog-
gedly occupying 

the hallway, and when he was finally 
admitted to Consuella’s private sitting- 
room, where they had retreated to be 
safe from the press, he found his bride 
in another man’s arms.

Consuella, having expected a tele­
phone call from her fiancd before he 
came, was taken completely by sur­
prise. She moved quickly out of 
Hank’s embrace and stood up, her face 
crimson. She felt both guilty and de­
fiant.

Hank looked around, and at sight of 
the third and decidedly important 
member of the triangle, broke into a 
troubled grin. But he did not waver 
as he gazed straight into Dr. Ware’s 
angry dark eyes.

“Consuella !” August said sternly, 
putting everything he had into that 
one reproach. Then he clenched his 
fists and took two steps toward the 
usurper of his rightful place.

“Let’s just skip the fight,” Hank 
said easily. “You could swing at my 
jaw and I could swing at yours. In 
fact, we could knock each other com­
pletely out, but that wouldn’t help mat­
ters very much.”

“Who is this smart nobody?” 
August asked harshly.

“I’m—I’m trying—to find my voice 
—so I—can introduce you,” Consuella 
trembled. “This is Mr. Norman— 
Hank Norman, August, He—just— 
flew the Atlantic.”

“How noble of you!” August said 
with jealous sarcasm.

“Yes! Wasn’t it?” Hank retorted.
“And what are you doing hiding in 

my fiancee’s apartment?”
“Keep cool,” Hank said calmly, 

“and I’ll tell you. You see, it was like 
this. When I was standing on the 
steps of the City Hall accepting the 
keys to the city, I happened to see Con­
suella’s picture in the paper sticking 
out of somebody’s pocket. It said she 
was going to be married in a couple of 
days. I couldn’t afford to let that hap­
pen—not when I had loved her all my 
life. So I broke away from my public 
and made a dash for her apartment—”

“Hank!” Consuella gasped. He 
■wasn’t telling the same story at all!

“I had to have her undivided atten­
tion for several hours straight,” Hank 
went on quite frankly, “because I fig­
ured it would take that long for me 
to make her love me, make her see 
what a mistake it would be for her to 
marry the wrong man. So I begged 
her to hide me away, to protect me. 
Being an angel, she fell for that line. 
That gave me time to show her the 
real meaning of the word ‘love’.”

“Hank Norman* I hate you!” Con­
suella blazed out indignantly. “You 
ought to be ashamed of yourself!”

“I’m making a clean breast of 
everything,” said Hank, “so Dr. 
August Ware will see that you were



innocent of any duplicity. She tried 
to call you today, Dr. Ware, to tell 
you—”

“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.

HANK 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 Hank 
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,”



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. “1 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 cradled 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 w7e’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.



The Fate That Threw Them Together Was the Very 
Thing That Kept Them Apart

WHEN she closed the door soft­
ly and stepped out into the 
darkness of the veranda, 

Correnah knew Ken Farris would 
be waiting. The musicale was over. 
His stepmother, her employer, had 
gone to bed. Even as Correnah 
sniffed the fragrance of the rain- 
drenched garden, Ken appeared 
from beyond the shadows, 
cn

With a whispered, “Correnah!” he 
took her in his arms, kissed her soft 
red lips, until her arms went around 
his neck and she kissed him back.

“For a super-efficient social secre­
tary, you’re the sweetest, cuddliest 
little thing,” he said huskily after 
a moment. “I'm mad about you!” 
His fingers caressed her thickly curl­
ing brown hair. “Kiss me again!”



“For good night,” she murmured, 
as she gave him her lips. Then she 
drew back determinedly. “I must 
go now, Ken. Suppose servants’ talk 
reaches your stepmother’s ears.”

“I don’t think anyone likes her 
well enough to tell her,” Ken 
shrugged. But he released her. “If 
you truly realized how eager I am 
to be with you, you’d meet me some 
place to talk.” His voice softened. 
“We could make plans, little lovely.”

Correnah let her eyes go beyond 
him, across the blurred garden to 
the part of the imposing house occu­
pied by Mrs. Harrington Farris. It 
was completely dark. Mrs. Farris’ 
musicales usually ended by ten-thirty, 
and eleven o’clock bedtime for every­
body was her rule.

Correnah sighed. For five months 
now she’d been in bed every night 
at eleven, up every morning at seven. 
At first, when she’d been so desper­
ate for a position, she’d told herself 
she could stand the strict rules and 
the isolation of the country estate. 
But now, standing in the perfumed 
night, thrilling to Ken’s ardor, her 
pulses singing with excitement, she 
grew suddenly rebellious.

“This past month, since I’ve known 
you love me, have been difficult for 
me, too, Ken,” she admitted softly. 
“I’d like to have the whole world 
know—instead of o’ir having to hide 
like this—”

He reached for her hands again, 
held them tightly in his own. “Only 
six months more, sweetheart. Just 
until my final decree of divorce.”

In the dark Correnah’s eyes were 
pensive.

“You know how it is,”—Ken went 
on. “My stepmother is very fond 
of Tressa. She won’t admit Tressa’s 
a jealous nagger.” He sighed heavi­
ly. “Even when Tressa keeps an eye 
on me nearly every place I go, my 
stepmother only thinks she’s cute.”

“You meanMrs. Farris really 
thinks there’s a chance for a recon­
ciliation?”

Ken nodded. “I have to handle 

her carefully. She has absolute con­
trol of my income, you know.”

He leaned closer, until Correnah 
was caught once more in the com­
pelling wave of his magnetism. “I’m 
crazy over the whole delicious five 
feet four of you, lovely. I get my 
trust fund in about a year—and then 
Paris, London, jewels and furs— 
everything you could ask! Come on! 
Let’s get out of here and talk.”

For an instant Correnah hesitated. 
But she was twenty, and in love, and 
she couldn’t stay shut up all the 
time.

“All right,” she agreed breath­
lessly.

Ken straightened. “We can’t go 
together,” he said, suddenly matter 
of fact. “Someone might see us. But 
meet me at that restaurant and cock­
tail lounge on Grand Street. I’ll go 
first in my car, and you follow a few 
minutes later in that coupe you use 
for errands.”

ORRENAH stole up­
stairs to her own 
room. It had be­
gun to rain harder. 
Above the patter of 
rain on her win­
dows she could 
scarcely hear Ken’s 

car purr away from the sleeping 
estate.

She slipped into a smart suit, put a 
smart little hat on her curls. A few 
seconds later she was out in the 
garage, thankful for the gust of 
wind that drowned the engine throb 
of the light coupe. This was adven­
ture !

But as she turned into the main 
road leading to town, some of her 
high excitement dwindled. The night 
was black and lonely. She felt re­
lieved when she looked in the rear­
view mirror and saw headlights be­
hind her. Like two great unblink­
ing eyes they stayed—five minutes, 
ten minutes—until Correnah knew 
a sudden scary feeling of being fol­
lowed. She speeded up, but the car 



kept at exactly the same distance.
And then, when she was tense with 

nervousness, she glimpsed street 
lights ahead. To her relief the mys­
terious car gathered speed now, came 
abreast, faintly revealing a long, 
dark sedan with a lone woman driver. 
Then it streaked on, disappearing 
around a curve.

Almost simultaneously, Correnah 
heard a crash, then a horrible cry. 
A moment later her own headlights 
showed her a crumpled human form 
in the road, the dark sedan pulling 
away fast.

A hit-and-run driver!
Instinctively, Correnah jammed 

on her brakes. The next instant her 
own car slithered off the wet road 
and crashed into a telephone pole. 
The jolt brought Correnah’s face 
down hard against the steering 
wheel.

A little dazed, rubbing her cheek, 
she scrambled out of the car and 
ran unsteadily toward the figure in 
the road. The man lay with queer 
grotesque limpness on the pavement. 
But as she reached him he rolled 
over, half sat up, and she glimpsed 
bony old features drawn with pain 
before he sagged back against the 
wet asphalt.

With increasing horror Correnah 
now saw headlights approaching. 
Desperately she tried to pull the man 
from the highway.

The oncoming car came to a stop. 
The big figure of a man leaped from 
the roadster.

“What’s happened?” His voice 
was deeply resonant, but young.

“Someone — hit — him,” Correnah 
said through chattering teeth.

In the eerie light, her gray eyes 
were enormous. The young man 
pushed back his hat and peered at 
her intently. Her fingers went up to 
the long painful bruise on her fore­
head where she’d hit the steering 
wheel.

“You must have been clipping 
along pretty fast on this wet pave­
ment,” he commented curtly.

In the split second before he turned 
back to the victim, Correnah realized 
that he had a strong, handsome face, 
was very blond and that his eyes were 
a brilliant blue. And—he hadn’t be- 
lived her when she had said someone 
else had hit the old man!

She watched him as he gently lift­
ed the limp body of the old man and 
carried it to his roadster.

“There’s an emergency flask of 
brandy in that side pocket,” he said. 
“Get it!”

Correnah found it, but her hand 
shook so that she couldn’t hold it to 
the old man’s lips.

“I’ll do it!” His voice was sharp. 
“You’d better get ready to face the 
police and tell your story. I see cars 
coming.”

He glanced toward her coupe. It 
had a bent fender; the bumper was 
torn off, and one headlight slanted 
crazily upward.

“No matter how serious the acci­
dent,” he went on sternly, “it’s always 
better in such circumstances to tell 
the truth.”

Fear shot through her. “B-but I 
didn’t do it!” she cried. “A dark 
sedan passed me on the curve—”

In silence his blue eyes regarded 
her.

The old man coughed, then said 
plainly, “Think I must have broken 
some ribs.”

“He’s better—” Correnah quav­
ered.

“Lucky for you he isn’t dead!”
“But I tell you I—I—” Her senses 

reeled; her knees buckled; a black 
curtain shut off everything.

SHE came to with her face against 
a smoky-smelling tweed shoulder. 

She was sitting on the running board 
of a car. She heard voices, the slam­
ming of car doors, an ambulance si­
ren wailing. She opened her eyes.

“All right now?” The young man 
leaned her against the car door, got 
up.

Still hazy, she nodded. She glimpsed 



another man looking down at her— 
a policeman in uniform.

“You’re both under arrest,” he 
said gruffly.

The shock cleared Correnah’s head. 
She stood up shakily. “For what?”

“There’s plenty on you.”
Her eyes, wide and black with un­

named fear, swept the knot of peo­
ple crowding around her. “It’s only 
—that we were the first ones he saw 
when he came to—”

“We heard the old man say you did 
it!” someone snapped.

Her gaze flashed to the big young 
man.

“Looks as if we were in for a bad 
night,” he said very low. His eyes 
went over her white piteous face with 
its frame of damp curls peeping out 
under her smart little hat, but Cor­
renah couldn’t read his thoughts.

Then she was in the rear seat of a 
sedan. The policeman drove with the 
young man beside him. They were 
being taken to jail.

At the station house Correnah tried 
to shake off her weakness and terror. 
Her head throbbed, but she held it 
high.

“I’m Correnah Marsh,” she an­
swered the captain’s questions. “I’m 
employed by Mrs. Harrington Farris. 
I—I didn’t hit that old man. I—I got 
there just in time to see a dark sedan 
pull away. A woman was driving. 
I skidded—” Her voice thinned. 
She was close to tears.

“Thayne Grayson is my name.” 
The young man took his turn. “I 
used to live here, but I’ve been away 
for nearly two years. And don’t you 
think, captain, that the officer was 
a little hasty, preferring charges 
against us? The old man was—not 
himself. And there were no eye-wit­
nesses, you know.”

Correnah gave him a grateful 
glance. Perhaps he did believe her! 
He smiled at her, his eyes very blue, 
his teeth very white. With his hat 
off, showing his thick blond hair, 
Correnah decided was handsomer 

than she had thought at first. He 
was—wonderful!

He motioned her to a bench 
against the wall. Then he talked 
earnestly to the captain. When he 
joined her, Correnah knew that at 
least they weren’t to be locked in 
cells. He sat down beside her.

“You look like Little Red Riding 
Hood in that suit. Correnah is much 
too dignified a name for you. I’m 
going to call you Corrie.”

“You’re awfully good.” She smiled, 
her eyes warmly grateful, her lips 
trembling.

His eyes seemed to grow bluer. “I 
think maybe you’re worth it. I’ll 
know you are if you have the courage 
to face this thing.”

“You still think I did it!”
Thayne’s eyes grew stern. “You 

aren’t going to lie to me, too, are 
you? I can’t stand a coward.”

Baffled, she stared at him. And 
then suddenly in place of the blond 
attractiveness of this man before her, 
her mind switched to Ken Farris’ 
dark good looks. Ken would believe 
her. Ken!

She jumped up. “Oh, I just re­
membered I had an engagement! 
He’ll wonder what became of me!” 

“Of course there’d be a man where 
you’re concerned.” His face was 
sober. “And probably there’s a wo­
man waiting somewhere for the old 
man, poor soul.”

She flushed, and her eyes filled 
with quick tears. “May I use the 
phone here?”

He nodded toward a telephone 
booth. “Maybe your friend can get 
bail for you. I can’t do a thing until 
morning.” 

the booth she dialed the 
restaurant, asked for 
Ken. After a long in­
terval his voice, sharp 
and worried, came over 
the wire.

“What happend, Cor­
renah?”

‘Tm in jail!” Her voice broke.



She heard him gasp. In a low 
rapid voice she explained. Then, 
“Ken, I can’t awaken your stepmother 
at this hour. Can you come down 
here and arrange bail or something T9

“What a mess!” His voice was 
annoyed. Then it changed to a soft 
caressing, “Darling, I love you. I’m 
terribly sorry about all this. But I 
can’t be mixed up in it in any way. 
For both our sakes, you know—”

“Oh!”
“I’m terribly sorry, darling.” All 

of his charm was in his voice. “It 
makes me feel like a heel. But I don’t 
see how I can possibly do a thing 
for you—that is, until after my step­
mother hears about it. Then I’ll 
raise heaven and earth—”

“I—see. Then good night, Ken.” 
Slowly, she replaced the receiver.

As she emerged from the booth, 
Thayne Grayson gave her a sharp 
look.

She met it and found herself ex­
plaining carefully, “I really shouldn’t 
have asked him. He’s—in a rather 
peculiar position—that is, publi­
city—” She broke off as Thayne 
cocked a skeptical eyebrow.

At that moment a newspaper re­
porter appeared, carrying a camera.

“Must you?” Thayne asked him as 
the man got out plates and a flash­
light.

“Yes. I make my living this way.” 
The reporter was chubby and non­
chalant, but he had keen black eyes. 
He stared at Thayne. “Say—you’re 
Grayson, the engineer who came back 
here to look over the site for the big 
bridge!”

“Right.” Thayne smiled.
“Boy! Is this an item for a night­

court reporter!”
“Can I talk you out of it?”
“Nope.”
After the reporter had gone, Cor­

rie said in a small, worried voice, 
“Mrs. Harrington Farris will have a 
fit.”

Thayne’s mouth twitched.
“You know her?” Corrie asked 

quickly.

“I grew up in this town. How on 
earth did you happen to pick her for 
a boss?”

“I needed the job desperately.” In 
a soft, breathless voice Corrie began 
telling him why.

“You’re so exhausted your words 
are running together,” Thayne said 
after a moment. “Perhaps that’s 
why you don’t seem to be seeing this 
thing clearly.” He slipped an arm 
around her, drew her head to his 
shoulder. “Let’s call a truce.”

She thought she heard a truant 
note of tenderness in his voice. It 
was a new note to her limited experi­
ence. It bathed her in lovely warmth 
and contentment. Her long, shining 
lashes fluttered down against her 
cheeks. All the things she should be 
thinking of—Ken, and explaining 
this night to Mrs. Farris—yes, and 
even making this man see she was 
innocent—seemed to diminish in im­
portance. It seemed so utterly right 
to be in the secure curve of Thayne 
Grayson’s arm. It wasn’t passionate­
ly possessive like Ken’s; it was just— 
sweet. She drifted off to sleep.

THE sun was shining brightly 
when she awakened. Thayne 

was gone. She’d been sleeping 
propped against the wall corner with 
her head on his folded overcoat.

As she rubbed her eyes, Thayne 
appeared carrying a tray.

“Good morning. Here is your 
coffee.” He grinned. “Smells gor­
geous!” She wrinkled her nose, met 
his mood of lightness. She took the 
thick white cup he handed her. “How 
did they happen to let you out to buy 
this ?”

“Oh, I’m a free man this morning. 
They found no marks upon my car’s 
beautiful enameled surface. They 
took measurements in the road. They 
decided, finally, that I was only a 
good Samaritan.”

Corrie’s throat went tight. She 
set the steaming cup on the bench 
beside her. “And what did they de­
cide about me?”



His blue eyes clouded. “You’re 
behind the eight ball. But in a few 
minutes you’ll be out of here, on bail. 
At last I managed a connection.”

He handed her a morning paper. 
Corrie took one look at the front page 
and gasped.

“But how awful!” She stared at 
the picture of herself and Thayne 
under the caption:

In Police Net After Accident
The small print below the picture 

danced. But Corrie traced with one 
small finger words to the effect that 
the old man was in a critical condi­
tion in the hospital and was not ex­
pected to live.

“But he can’t die! He lied!” Tears 
sprang to her eyes.

From the far side of the room, the 
captain called Thayne. Thayne left 
Corrie, spoke with the captain, then 
came back.

“You’re free to go now, Corrie. But 
you’re to appear in court the day after 
tomorrow. I advise you to see a 
good lawyer immediately and tell him 
the whole truth.”

Suddenly Corrie was furiously an­
gry—and terribly afraid.

“I’ve told the truth, and you wTon’t 
believe it. How do you expect I’m 
going to make a lawyer or a judge 
believe it?” she asked passionately. 
“I was driving fast; I admit that. 
I had a date with—with my fiance.” 
Corrie lifted one small, trembling 
hand and brushed back the little curls 
which clung to her forehead.

“It was as I told the captain—a 
woman in a dark sedan passed me, 
going fast. And the next thing I 
knew my headlights had picked up 
the old man, lying stunned in the 
road.”

“And so you drove straight into a 
telephone pole and smashed your car 
to help things out,” suggested Thayne, 
his face tense.

It was no use. Corrie could see 
that. The fire died out of her. Sud­
denly it seemed as if the world would 

never be right again if this big blond 
man looking down at her so sternly 
didn’t believe in her honesty.

She threw out her hand in a help­
less gesture. “Perhaps Mrs. Har­
rington Farris will help me. There 
must be some way to locate that dark 
sedan. Maybe she and Ken Farris—” 
She tried to bolster her mounting 
panic. “They have plenty of influ­
ence.”

“Ken Farris—” Thayne’s face 
hardened queerly. Then, “Come 
along,” he said curtly.

His face wore a closed-in, grim 
look as Corrie followed him outside 
to his roadster. He was silent all 
during the drive to the estate. As 
they reached the gates, he stopped 
the car, came around and opened the 
door for Corrie. She climbed out.

“I—I don’t know how to thank 
you, Thayne.” She looked up at him, 
her gray eyes bright with unshed 
tears. “I appreciate what you’ve 
done all the more because—because 
you don’t believe in me.”

IS eyes went over 
her pale, childish 
face with the ugly 
bruise marring her 
smooth forehead. 
They rested upon 
her curls, soft and
shining as brown

satin in the morning sunlight. They 
came to her mouth.

Suddenly he leaned down and 
pressed his own mouth against the 
rosy freshness of her lips. After 
a breathless, mad leap of her heart 
it was over. Color flamed in her 
cheeks, and she dared not look back 
at him as she turned and ran through 
the gates.

When she was sure the foliage 
along the driveway shut him from 
view she pressed her fingers to her 
throbbing temples.

“I’m certainly mixed up all of a 
sudden,” she thought as she reached 
a side door of the house. She put 
her key in the lock, opened the door 



and found herself facing Mrs. Har­
rington Farris.

“You can give me that key, Miss 
Marsh, and pack your things?’ The 
old lady’s face was furious.

“But I can explain, Mrs. Farris. 
I didn’t hit that man. I—”

“Nothing can explain why you 
were out at that hour in my car— 
or this disgusting publicity!” Mrs. 
Farris waved a morning paper, her 
dark eyes snapping angrily.

At the end of the long hallway Cor­
rie glimpsed Ken standing in a door­
way.

She made a swift, silent prayer. 
“Please let him calm her down, share 
the blame, save me my job—please!”

But Ken made no move.
“There is no explanation of your 

disobedience to my rule of retiring 
by eleven, is there, Miss Marsh?” 
Mrs. Farris asked curtly.

“N-no—”
“Then while you pack, I’ll make 

out your check.”
Ten minutes later Corrie was walk­

ing back down the long driveway, 
carrying her suitcase. Before she 
reached the gates she stopped to 
read a note that Parks, the butler, 
had slipped into her hand. It was 
a hasty scrawl from Ken.

Little Lovely:
I don’t dare antagonize my stepmother 

while she’s in this mood. I’ll try to con­
vince her later that she should give you 
back your position. Suggest you go in 
town to the boarding house at 14 View 
Street. I’ll come to you there as soon as 
I can manage it.

Ken.

Tears came to her eyes. She had 
misjudged him! He was going to 
help her. The tears fell down her 
cheeks as she started down the road.

“I thought this would happen!” 
It was Thayne’s voice.

Corrie wheeled, wiped the tears 
from her eyes with a small doubled 
fist.

Thayne's car was parked by the 
side of the road. He opened the door.

“Get in.”
Corrie got in. “Still playing the 

good Samaritan?** She tried to smile.
“You refuse to take yourself out 

of my thoughts.” Thayne kept his 
eyes on the road. He added after a 
moment, “I still have hopes that you’ll 
come through.”

Corrie was silent. There was no 
use in arguing. She’d tried that. Be­
sides, all she could think of was how 
Thayne’s lips had felt upon hers.

He looked briefly into her gray 
eyes, pensive and shadowed beneath 
the brim of her pert blue felt hat.

“You’ve caught my heart, little 
Corrie,” he said huskily. Then his 
voice deepened. “But I’m not going 
to make a fool of myself. We never 
could find happiness together with 
this between us.”

Corrie stiffened.
“There’s nothing between us! And 

you forget—I’m engaged.”
He gave her a long look. It could 

mean anything, Corrie reflected with 
a strange fluttering of heartbeats. It 
could mean he didn’t care—or it 
could be reminding her that she wore 
no engagement ring and was very 
much alone for a girl in trouble, and 
that he didn’t believe her—again.

ST minutes later 
she and Thayne 
stood alone in the 
dim old-fashioned 
hallway of the 
boarding house 
Ken had recom- 
mended. The 

landlady had disappeared to telephone 
for verification of Mrs. Farris’ check. 
In sudden panic Corrie wondered 
what was going to happen to her 
when the check was all spent.

“Don’t look like that!” Thayne 
said abruptly. He reached for her 
cold little hands, drew her close. 
“Sometimes I almost believe in you, 
Corrie—”

“If only you would!”
His blue eyes held hers, then slow­

ly he bent his head and pressed his 
lips against the sweetly tremulous 
curve of her mouth. Corrie felt as 



though his warm eager kiss were 
drawing some vital flaming spark 
from her very heart, up to her own 
lips. When he released her she was 
shaken and breathless.

Thayne went to the outer door, 
opened it. “Good-by for now?’

Her gray eyes shining, her heart 
hammering, Corrie watched him go. 
It was almost as though she loved 
him, Corrie thought as she unpacked 
in the tiny room upstairs—loved him 
with a new, deeply satisfying emotion 
that had been locked away in some 
secret compartment of her heart. But 
of course it couldn’t be love, for she 
loved Ken. All this wild tumult with­
in her at Thayne’s kisses must be 
only relief that Thayne had said he 
might believe in her.

She was still a little dazed with the 
turbulence of her emotions when the 
landlady called up to tell her Ken 
Farris was waiting downstairs.

As she entered the room down­
stairs, Ken rose and came towards 
her quickly, his dark, clever face 
tense.

“I came as soon as I could, darling.” 
He looked at her closely. “You seem 
very radiant for a girl who’s in a 
spot—”

Corrie said gravely, “But of course, 
I didn’t do it. It was a hit-and-run 
driver. They surely can’t pin it on 
me after they investigate.” She was 
surprised at her surge of confidence.

“Don’t be too sure,” Ken warned 
her. “The old man will live, they 
say now, but he’s going to prosecute. 
His lawyer is good. He’s the one 
who’s handling Tressa’s divorce from 
me and who managed to get her a 
slice of my estate.”

Corrie felt icy again with fear. 
“I realize circumstantial evidence is 
against me—”

“Suppose you draw me a diagram 
of exactly what happened,” Ken sug­
gested. “If we could interest my step­
mother—”

“I’ll get a pencil and paper.” Cor­
rie started upstairs.

She was a little startled when Ken 

followed her. “I’ll bring them down,” 
she told him.

“Never mind,” Ken said easily, 
“I’ll come up.”

It wasn’t customary, thought Cor­
rie, for a girl to receive a man in a 
boarding house room, but surely there 
could be no harm in talking to him 
upstairs, drawing diagrams on the 
table. Probably the landlady wouldn’t 
even know about it.

Yet the minute they were inside 
the tiny room, Corrie knew she’d 
made a mistake. Ken’s dark eyes had 
a strange, hungry look she’d never 
noticed in them before.

“Perhaps we should take these 
downstairs,” she said brightly.

“I like being up here with you— 
alone.” Ken crossed over to her in 
two swift strides. “Corrie—I’m mad 
for you!”

Corrie caught her breath sharply, 
but before she could speak, Ken had 
crushed her to him. He rained hot, 
fierce kisses on her lips, stifling her, 
and strained her to him with an ar­
dor he had not dared permit himself 
when Corrie was under the protec­
tion of Mrs. Harrington Farris’ roof.

“My little lovely!” he murmured. 
“You darling!”

Corrie quivered with revulsion. 
She knew with a sudden flash of wis­
dom that Ken had never loved her. 
She pushed him away violently, her 
gray eyes blazing.

“Don’t touch me!” she gritted. 
Then with a frightened sob she ran 
out into the hall.

Almost blindly she ran down the 
stairs. She could hear Ken follow­
ing. Waves of humiliation swept 
over her. She’d been a little fool to 
be swayed by talk of wedding plans 
from a man who was not yet di­
vorced from his wife! Hungry for 
love, she’d mistaken clever philander­
ing for the real thing.

SHE hastened her steps. She want­
ed to get outside into the cleans 

cool air, feel it on her feverish cheeks, 
breathe deeply. She reached the ves­



tibule, flung open the front door, then 
gave a startled gasp. A big blond 
young man was charging up the 
stoop.

Thayne 1
“Hello! I’m back—” He broke 

off, eying her flushed face, her flying 
hair; then his glance went over her 
shoulder to Ken.

For a second of electrified silence 
she watched Thayne’s blue eyes grow 
the color of cold steel. A muscle 
twitched in his cheek. Then he said, 
“Hello—Ken.”

“Why—hello, Thayne.”
“You two know each other?” Cor­

rie asked, puzzled, her gray eyes go­
ing from one man to the other.

Ken nodded. “Yes, we know each 
other—quite well,” he said noncom­
mittally. He kept his eyes on Thayne 
while he laid his hand on Corrie’s arm 
with deliberate familiarity. “I’m so 
sorry about all this, darling. I’ll be 
seeing you. Good-by.”

“G-good-by.” Her mouth was dry.
Ken sauntered down the stoop, 

called back casually, “Good-by, 
Thayne.”

“Good-by.” Thayne’s lips scarce­
ly moved. He stood rigid, regarding 
Corrie.

“Is that the man, Corrie?”
She caught her breath. She want­

ed to cry out, “That was the man!” 
But somehow the words stuck in her 
throat.

“Tell me!” Thayne demanded. “Is 
that the man you phoned to from 
the station that first night—the one 
you said was your fiance?”

Corrie nodded slowly.
“I understand several things — 

now,” Thayne said; then, “Good-by.” 
He turned, hurried down the steps 
and climbed into his roadster.

A wild desire to run after him pos­
sessed Corrie. But she felt drained 
and weak, and her throat was choked 
with sobs. She loved Thayne Gray­
son with all her heart; she knew that 
now.

After that the miserable hours 
dragged by. Corrie paced the floor 

of her room, she tried to force her­
self to eat, sat tense, dry-eyed, listen­
ing, listening. The landlady must call 
her soon to tell her Thayne was down­
stairs, waiting. Or surely there’d be 
a telephone call from him.

But nothing happened, nothing but 
bewilderment and heartbreak. Then 
Corrie realized dully that the time had 
come for her to go into court.

LITTLE later, alone, 
utterly forlorn, 
she went up 
the granite 
steps of the 
courthouse. 
With a gesture 
of courage 

she had put on a red print dress un­
der her blue swagger coat and a tiny 
mad hat on her curls. She looked very 
young and pert. Only her distraught 
gray eyes with their violet shadows 
reflected her inner panic.

Always, forever after, Corrie was 
to remember the horrible moment 
when her case was called. She rose, 
took the oath, and then everything 
became a jumble. Her own voice, 
answering routine questions, sounded 
high and strange. The suave, sharp- 
eyed lawyer badgered her, accusing 
her of manslaughter, until she con­
tradicted herself. All the while she 
struggled against weeping. An el­
derly man, appearing as witness, 
swore the injured man had pointed 
out Corrie as the driver who had hit 
him. The judge’s face grew sterner.

Hoping against hope, Corrie looked 
around for Thayne—or even for Ken. 
But she saw no familiar face.

And then recess was called. With 
her head held high, Corrie went out 
into the dingy corridor. She had a 
strange feeling of not being really 
alive. In a daze she moved down the 
long hallway toward the doors open­
ing out on sunlit lawns.

Then her heart gave a sickening 
lurch, and she knew this wasn’t a 
nightmare, but vivid reality. For the 
man looming in the lighted square of 



the outer doorway was Thayne Gray­
son!

Relief flooded over her. She took 
two quick steps, then her feet halted. 
A girl 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 crying—crying as 
if she could never stop.

She reached the empty courtroom, 
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. 
“I 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.

“I 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 ?

NOW 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 of the generous money settle­
ment on the victim 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!” Tressa smiled 
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 



you’re tops. I’ve always thought so, 
but now I’m going to try to be a 
better sister to you and a perfectly 
wonderful wife to Ken!”

Corrie caught her breath. Her 
eyes flew to Thayne. He was Tres- 
sa’s brother!

Something she saw in his eyes sent 
swift, lovely color to her cheeks. She 
lowered her lashes to hide the shin­
ing light she knew must be answering 
the glow in Thayne’s steady gaze.

“I wanted to help Corrie as well as 
you, Tressa,” Thayne said in his deep 
resonant voice. “I love Corrie—but 
suppose you let me tell her so pri­
vately.” Smiling, he waved them all 
toward the door.

Above the mad tumult of her heart, 
Corrie heard Tressa’s laughter, the 
judge’s mock growl, Mrs. Harrington 
Farris’ murmur.

Then the door closed.

Thayne looked down at her. “Dar­
ling,” he said tenderly, “can you ever 
forgive me for walking out on you?” 
Hi3 arms went about her, drawing 
her to him. “It was foolish of me to 
be so hurt and angry, but I couldn’t 
help feeling furious when I heard 
that Ken was the man in your life. 
First because he was my sister’s hus­
band, and I wanted to see her happy, 
and second, and fully as important, I 
was terribly jealous because of you.”

His eyes seemed to grow bluer. “I 
love you, little Corrie. It’s crazy to 
ask it, I know—but it seems as if I 
had been waiting all my life for you. 
Darling, will you marry me? Would 
you go into the marriage license bu­
reau with me right now?”

“It would save a trip, wouldn’t it?” 
Corrie murmured. Then Thayne 
sealed her sweet, tremulous mouth 
with a long kiss.
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‘'By ‘Dorothy ^Ainsworth

BRENDA stood in the center of 
the sleeping porch, whistling 
softly through her teeth. The 

whistling meant that half of the lus­
ciously blonde Marcy twins was wres­
tling with a problem. And this time 

she came back from the thought of 
Mike’s hair that was like a bronze hel­
met, his jaw inclining to squareness, 
his nice humorous mouth.

“Whistling through your teeth. Eve 
told you before it makes you sound like

the problem was a big one. Six feet 
plus, in fact. Mike Gallagher to be 
specific.

“Oh, stop it!” Gale snapped, kicking 
off her silver sandals.

“Stop what?” Brenda asked with a 
far-off look in her eyes. Reluctantly, 

a—popcorn wagon,” Gale wriggled ir­
ritably out of the green velvet sheath 
that was a duplicate of the dress her 
twin wras wearing.

With her heart feeling heavy as 
lead, the best Brenda could do was to 
pin on her smile. “You’re cross!” she 



said with calculated lightness. "Dar­
ling, Td never again have a wrinkle in 
my disposition if Mike had kissed me 
as he kissed you tonight. Walt and I 
saw it happen in the trophy room just 
before the last dance. We ducked, of 
course. Tell me, what was it like?”

Gale dropped down on the brocaded 
bench in front of the dressing-table, 
and stared, tight-lipped, into the triple 
mirror, “Oh, for Pete’s sake, don’t try 
to act naive!” she said. “You’ve been 
kissed plenty of times.”

“Plenty,” Brenda admitted, “but 
never by our handsome, legal-minded 
friend. Just what have you got, dar­
ling, that I haven’t? I thought we were 
so exactly alike that I haven’t been 
bothering lately to look in the glass to 
see if my nose needed powdering—-I 
just look at yours.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Gale said ici­
ly. “My nose never gets shiny.”

Brenda smothered a sigh. She hadn’t 
been a twin for twenty years without 
learning that her sister was devoid of 
a sense of humor. She said, “I was only 
speaking figuratively.” And then, be­
cause she had to know, she added, 
“Gale—is he really crazy about you?”

“Hadn’t you noticed?” Gale reached 
for the cold cream jar.

Brenda’s deep-blue eyes became 
wells of pain. “No, I hadn’t,” she said, 
unfastening the clasps of her dress 
slowly. “I—well, I guess I thought the 
honors were pretty evenly divided 
there. You know—-with this Early Vic­
torian idea of mother’s of buying our 
clothes alike, no one can sort us out. 
Walt was complaining only tonight 
that when he cuts in on one of us it’s 
like playing grab bag. I think it’s time 
I had another talk with our maternal 
parent on the subject.”

“No!” said Gale sharply.
Brenda clung determinedly to the 

light tone, knowing that she would be 
lost if she didn’t. “Oh, I’ll admit her 
idea has its points,” she conceded. “It 
makes us a sort of moral influence in 
the community. People can’t tell 
whether or not they’re seeing double, 

and they start going easy on the cock­
tails. And it’s come in handy—like 
the time Dudley happened into the 
Crystal Room when you were having 
lunch with that hockey player. Still—”

Gale whirled around on the bench to 
face her. “Promise me you won’t say 
anything to mother. You’ve got to 
promise me,” she insisted.

The smile came unpinned. After all, 
there was a limit to one’s endurance. 
“I won’t promise,” Brenda said muti­
nously. “I hate green. I hate having to 
wear silly, jingling little bracelets just 
because you happen to like them. I 
hate orange-colored bathing suits and 
leopard eat fur coats, and I adore hate 
with veils. I’m going to have one with 
a veil a mile long. I’m going to trade in 
my leopard cat coat for a gray squir­
rel. We’ve never liked the same things, 
and I’ve always given in. Well, I’m 
completely fed up.”

“Look,” Gale bargained. “If you’ll 
only let things run along as they have 
been you can go with Dud to all the 
shows that he gets passes for. Dud 
won’t know the difference. He never 
has.”

“And that’s another thing,” Brenda 
said. “I’m through pinch-hitting for 

.you when you want to stand Dudley up 
for another date. Dud is—well, we’ll 
skip how swell he is, and get back to 
this business of clothes. I am going to 
have another talk with mother about 
that.”

Gale bit her lip in vexation. *Tm 
sure I don’t know what’s come over 
you,” she said.

Brenda might have answered, “I 
haven’t minded your flirting with ev­
ery new man you meet But this time 
it’s Mike. I’m in love with hint Up to 
my eyebrows. I fell in love with him 
two months ago, and tonight I saw 
him kissing you. It’s done something 
to me. Can’t you understand that?” 
But she didn’t say it, of course.

“Listen,” Gale went on persuasively. 
“You know how effective it is—our 
dressing alike—and how it pleases 
mother to stun the multitudes. And it 



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.”

IE 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 to. 
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 coupe 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 w’ith 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.”



Her twin began whistling through 
her teeth.

Gale said nervously, “I realize it’s 
asking a lot, darling. But if you’ll be 
me just this once more, I swear I’ll 
never ask you tn do it again. I—I’ll 
give you my next week’s allowance— 
anything. Please!”

“All right,” Brenda agreed slowly, 
veiling her eyes with her lashes. “I’ll 
tell Dud tonight, if you still want me 
to.”

“Dgn’t worry about my not want­
ing you to,” Gale said, burying her 
nose in the flowers.

Brenda went on into the kitchen and 
fixed orange juice and coffee for her­
self. It was ten o’clock and Thursday, 
which meant that Helga, the maid, 
had left for the day two hours earlier. 
Helga was a supermaid, and Mrs. 
Martin found it politic to allow her 
to leave Thursdays as soon as Mr. 
Marcy’s breakfast was out of the 
way.

Hunting out a box of cheese crack­
ers, Brenda smuggled them upstairs 
and hid them on the top shelf of the 
medicine cabinet. Then she went into 
the room where her mother was add­
ing the last deft touches to her street 
attire.

“Just checking up on you, loveli­
ness,” Brenda said. “Today’s the day 
you gild the lily, isn’t it? I mean, 
you’re going into town and shoot the 
works—shampoo, finger wave, facial, 
manicure and what-have-you, aren’t 
you?”

“And I’ve got shopping to do be­
sides.” Mrs. Marcy frowned at a pair 
of doeskin gloves and rejected them 
for others. “If I can’t get through in 
time to catch the four-thirty-six train 
home I might as well wait and ride 
back with your father. What have 
you and Brenda planned for today?”

“This isn’t Gale,” Brenda told her 
patiently. “Gale has a date for lunch 
and I’m”—she hesitated, and a dimple 
flickered in one smooth cheek—“going 
to do just—things,” she finished with 
intentional vagueness.

HALF an hour later over the sound 
of running water, Gale called, “I 

might as well tell you I’m using those 
new bath salts of yours. You’re sure 
to smell them.”

“Help yourself, darling,” Brenda 
called back cheerfully. “And leave the 
door unlocked. I’m bringing you that 
new best seller for you to read while 
you’re in the tub.”

“Why this sudden service?” her 
twin demanded suspiciously a moment 
later as Brenda gave her the book. 
“Call me in fifteen minutes. I want 
plenty of time to dress.”

“You’ll have plenty of time,” Brenda 
assured her. With her back to the 
bathroom door she palmed the key. 
“Plenty,” she repeated as she went 
out, closing the door. There was a 
faint clicking of the key in the lock 
as she locked the door from the out­
side.

She had some uncomfortable mo­
ments with her conscience. Gale would 
probably never forgive her for hijack­
ing this lunch date, Brenda reflected, 
as she laid out with feverish haste a 
smartly tailored black suit, frilly 
blouse and her smallest, most becom­
ing black hat.

She had first planned to wear her 
new wine-colored outfit, but the hat 
that went with it was too big. Men 
didn’t want a wide brim getting in 
the way when they kissed the girt 
Brenda caught her breath at the 
thought of Mike’s kisses. They would 
be stolen kisses, but no matter. Reso­
lutely, she closed her eyes to the in­
evitability of his learning what she 
had done. Her one chance of keeping 
him from finding out would be in 
claiming this date as a down payment 
on her twin’s debt to her for taking 
care of Dudley. Maybe she could get 
away with it.

“I hope—I hope—I hope,” Brenda 
chanted fervently under her breath.

She was all dressed for the city, and 
ready to tell Gale that she was locked 
in when her twin discovered the fact 
for herself. It was a good thing, 



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 role 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 purposeful look in his gray eyes. 
Her heart thrilled as she recognized 
that look. He was going to kiss her.

“What do you mean early?” Mike 
was saying. “Old Father Time has 



been treading water ever since nine 
o’clock this morning when I called you. 
Did you get my flowers? Did?—” He 
stopped as the telephone on his desk 
began to ring, shrilly, insistently.

“I think I’d better wait outside,” 
Brenda said, panic-stricken. With a 
dreadful certainty she knew that it 
was Gale who was calling.

"No. Wait here,” he told her. “Hl 
make it snappy.”

With her legs feeling like tissue pa­
per, Brenda walked to the window. 
She heard Mike exclaim, "I don’t get 
it. You say you missed the train—”

Brenda took a tight grip on the win­
dow sill, and began whistling through 
her teeth. It was going to call for some 
tall explaining. She was thinking so 
hard and fast that she wasn’t aware 
that Mike had hung up. She broke off 
her whistling when he startled her by 
saying at her elbow, * 'That was Gale 
calling. What was her big idea, pre­
tending to be you?”

Bewildered, Brenda turned and 
blurted, "You mean, don’t you, why 
was I pretending to be Gale?”

Young Gallagher groaned. "How 
do I know what I mean? You’ve got 
me putting toothpaste on my shaving 
brush and salt in my coffee. You’ve got 
my heart turning over like a flap jack 
every time I see a blond curl sticking 
out of one of those silly little hats you 
girls all wear. Just yesterday in 
court—”

"You mustn’t,” she whispered. 
"You mustn’t tell me all this, Mike. 
I’m not Gale. I’m Brenda.”

"Of course you’re Brenda!” he al­
most shouted. "Whom do you suppose 
I asked to lunch? Whom do you sup­
pose I sent the flowers to ?” His voice 
broke. "Whom do you suppose I 
love?” he asked, and drew her gently 
into his arms.

Then he was kissing her, hungrily, 
as though he would never let her go 
again. And for Brenda all her life that 
had gone before was but a path lead­

ing up to that moment, a moment so 
blindingly bright, so breath-takingly 
beautiful that she had to close her eyes. 
Mike kissed her eyelids.

"Brenda—will you marry me?” he 
said. "Did you hear me say that I love 
you ? Oh, Brenda—you little witch— 
you put a spell on me that day in the 
woods.”

"You put one on me the first time 
I met you,” she told him. "And that’s 
a record, I’ll have you know. Up till 
then tall good-looking Irishmen were 
just — well, tall good-looking Irish­
men.”

"And then?” Mike prompted.
"I—I can’t be flippant about it,” 

Brenda whispered. "I’ve wanted so 
terribly for you to love me. I’ve 
wanted so terribly to be right here, 
this way, in your arms. Oh, Mike, I 
want to belong to you always!”

It was when they were in his coupe 
on their way to Luigi’s that Mike said, 
"I’m just getting it now. I mean, that 
phone call of Gale’s. I kissed her last 
night. She knew I thought it was you 
because I told her. And I bet she fig­
ured out just about when you were 
due at my office for lunch and thought 
she’d get me mixed up again. Great 
little kidder, Gale.”

Brenda looked out of the window. 
"A—a great little kidder,” she re­
peated. It gave her a sick feeling to 
think to what length Gale might have 
gone to get Mike. Not Mike himself, 
but T. P. Gallagher’s nephew, his heir. 
It was the money Gale had wanted.

Mike was chuckling. He was saying, 
"She sure put on a good act. Besides 
pretending to be you, she let on she 
was hopping mad. Said she’d been 
locked in the bathroom and missed her 
train. She might have convinced me 
at that if I hadn’t seen you over there 
by the window whistling through your 
teeth. Everyone knows which half of 
the Marcy twins does that. And just 
in case you’ve forgotten—it’s the one 
I’m going to kiss at the next stop 
light r



oman ve

Yo&—are going to marry her?” she couldn't 
help asking.

Kiss!

stuccoed 
Moorish 
seventy­

CHAPTER I
ESLEY stood at the 
archway between the 
marble hall and the 

foot-long living-room. Wearily she 
surveyed her assistant as he ad­
justed the coral-and-silver draperies 
at the windows, through which the 
California sunset spilled upon satin­
brocade Renaissance furniture and 
deep Persian rugs.

She sighed raggedly. “I guess we 
can call that the finishing touch, Jim-

When They Met Again He 
Was Engaged to a Woman 
as Eascinating as Eve. A nd 
She Had Thought He 
Would Remember Their



Pulsating
‘Novelette.; *By Frances £ake_>

Nothing you or anyone else could say could change my opinion about Dorina,” Ricci snapped.

my. You can drive my car back to 
town. I’ll wait around for Sylvan; 
he’ll probably be too paralyzed to 
drive anyway.”

Silly, she thought, to feel suddenly 
so—rebellious. Particularly now, 
when she had so successfully finished 
decorating this huge, elaborate house 
for Dorina Dome, Hollywood’s fa­
mous—well, anyway, a Hollywood 
actress.

Dorina, whom she had known two 
years before in New York as—not 
Dorina at all; Dorina, whose brief 
return to New York last year on her 
way to Paris vacation, had included 
a patronizing visit to the Todd Interi­
or Decorating Salon, a casual promise 
to Lesley “to do my very first Holly­
wood house when I have one, my 
dear,” and a still more casual invi­
tation to her bon voyage party that 
night.

Lesley had gone to that party out 
of curiosity. Lesley had returned from 
that party with the memory of a man 
whose black, adoring eyes and dark

glossy head—a memory that had 
risen night after night in her dreams, 
for the year of months since then.

Jimmy, lean, lank, shook his tousled 
head as he joined Lesley. “That guy 
gets away with murder,” he said, 
with the familiarity of three years’ 
business association. “Just because 
he’s the boss’ son. Old Man Todd 
opens a California branch, with you 
to contact the male clients, Syl the 
women. And you do all the work while 
Syl makes whoopee at their drinking 
bouts.”

Lesley shrugged resignedly. “Why 
do you suppose I do it? Because if I 
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make good, this time next year the 
California branch will be mine. Les­
ley Vaile, Interior Decorating, Jim­
my. That’s why I took over this job 
of Dorina Dome’s, because it’s our 
first contact with the movie colony 
and—”

“Dorina Dome!” Jimmy inter­
rupted disgustedly. “Two years ago 
she was a strip-tease artist on Broad­
way. A movie scout spots her—Hol­
lywood ! That girl’s been in more 
scandals than history has dates, and 
they cast her as a sweet little inno­
cent. Remember that Park Avenue 
penthouse we did over for her—and 
the check that came from Broadway’s 
number one playboy—”

“Sh!” Lesley cautioned, tucking an 
escaping mahogony-red curl behind 
her ear. “We’re not supposed to know 
those things.” She bent over, picked 
up a book of brocade samples from a 
chair, and pushed it through Jimmy’s 
arm. “Anyway, it’s none of our busi­
ness. All we have to do is hope and 
pray she lands this Ricci Barron— 
whoever he is—so we’ll get paid for 
this job.”

HE mutinous note 
in her voice car­
ried to the man 
who had come up 
the tiled terrace 
outside and was 
standing at the
screened door­

way, listening to her, staring at her.
Staring at Lesley, he thought of a 

night in New York, one year before. 
A bon voyage party aboard a great 
ocean liner, when Blue Noacre, polo­
playing playboy de luxe, had sailed 
for Europe. He thought of another 
night a week later—a bon voyage 
party for Dorina Dome.

Lesley’s lovely face, with those 
wide black eyes, framed by that 
gorgeous mahogany-red hair, was 
half turned toward him as she spoke 
to this Jimmy somebody.

The man stared at her in still won­
der, because he’d been afraid he 

would never see her again in his life, 
and it was the one thing he wanted 
from life. Slim and small and gal­
lant in her trim black linen suit, she 
was even lovelier than his dreams of 
her had been.

“That dame sure must be a born 
gambler,” mused Jimmy, gazing over 
the luxurious living-room. “A jump 
ahead of bankruptcy, and she shoots 
the works on a show like this, in the 
hope of hooking a guy—it’s marriage 
this time, I suppose?”

“You suppose right,” said Lesley, 
grinning. “Dorina’s a desperate 
woman, Jimmy. She’s afraid she’ll 
be through in the movies when her 
contract ends. That’s why she let 
down her hair to me when she asked 
me to take over this job, I guess. And 
this Ricci Barron, who’s returning 
from a big-game-hunting expedition 
this week-end, is her best bet, she fig­
ures. So she leases this pile of Moor­
ish architecture, and with her paid 
chaperone to give the impression 
she’s a sweet young innocent, she 
hopes her past won’t catch up with 
her before—”

“Before she marries the guy,” fin­
ished Jimmy, giving her a pat on the 
shoulder. “Well, I feel sorry for him, 
but I hope she puts it over, because 
it’s your only chance to get back the 
twenty thousand dollars you sunk 
here. She’s got my best wishes.”

“Just yours?” Lesley laughed, 
crossing the hall beside him. “Dorina 
says he’s simply mad about her, 
begged her to marry him last winter 
on the Riviera—”

She broke off, musing. “He’s prob­
ably fat and bald. Rich old flirts usual­
ly are—”

Then she stopped, rigid, staring at 
the man beyond the doorway. “Oh!” 
she said softly, and then breathless­
ly, “Oh! It’s—you.”

At the breathless wonder in her 
voice, Jimmy glanced sharply at her. 
The radiance in her face fairly blinded 
him. Tactfully, quickly, he opened the 
door to let the man in, and then left 



them. And Lesley didn’t even know 
he had gone.

For her, there was no one in the 
world at that moment but this tall, 
darkly handsome young man whose 
black eyes were smiling down at her, 
as they had smiled at her in her 
dreams since she had met him a year 
before.

“You—don’t remember me?” she 
whispered.

Slowly, he shook his head. “Should 
I?” His voice was soft, vibrant as she 
had remembered it.

Lesley laughed a little. What a silly, 
romantic fool she had been! For a 
whole long year, her dreams, her 
thoughts, her hopes had been woven 
about this man—and he didn’t even 
remember her.

“Let’s see; you’re—” He paused, 
his dark brows meeting thoughtfully. 
“I meet so many girls.”

“Who probably all fall in love with 
you,” thought Lesley deliriously. Why 
had she let him see she remembered 
him so terribly?

“My name wouldn’t help,” she told 
him remotely. “We never knew each 
other’s names. We—p Tactically 
stumbled over each other, getting out 
of Blue Noacre’s stateroom one night 
a year ago in New York when he was 
sailing for Europe. Everybody was 
drunk, and I was sick of it all and—”

“And I took you home?”
“You started to. Then you drove 

out toward Long Island and said you’d 
never take me home, because I was 
the one girl—the usual line, you 
know. So I got out and took a taxi. It 
cost me three dollars. I guess you’d 
had too much champagne.”

“That,” Ricci informed her, grin­
ning, “was not champagne—”

“And then,” she said quickly, “we 
met again a week later, when Dorina 
Dome sailed. You said-—”

She stopped in time, blushing pain­
fully.

He had said, “Look, lovely redhead. 
We might as well get married and 
take a trip on an ocean liner our­
selves. Every time I come down here 

to see somebody off, K’;?e you are.” 
He had suggested painting the town 
together that night, then seeing her 
home.

She had laughed, reminding him 
that he had promised to see her home 
before, and hadn’t. She had said they 
didn’t even know each other’s names. 
And he had answered, “Well, let’s 
leave it that way—until we’re so mad­
ly in love, we’ll have to get married, 
and then we’ll read each other’s 
names on the license.”

It had been mad; it had been glo­
rious. She had been half in love with 
him then, despite his smooth line of 
the week before. She had been hope­
lessly in love before they had finished 
painting the town at dawn, when he 
had put her in a taxi at Times Square, 
on her promise of a dinner date at a 
hotel roof the following night.

And she had kept her promise—but 
he hadn’t. So she knew he hadn’t 
meant any of it. Why she couldn’t 
forget him was one of the unsolved 
mysteries of her life.

SAID what?” he prompted now,
-3- his dark eyes warm, eager. “It 

must have been Dorina’s champagne, 
since I don’t remember. Tell me, did 
I kiss you—or propose, perhaps?”

Lesley stiffened in cold white anger 
as his words tore away the ideal her 
dreams and the kiss he had given her 
that last night had woven about him.

“No,” she said icily. “You didn’t 
kiss me. And you didn’t propose, 
either. Don’t worry. You were just— 
drunk. And now I suppose you’re 
looking for Miss Dome? This is her 
new house, although she isn’t moving 
in officially until tomorrow. Right 
now you'll find her at Muriel Sabre’s, 
the next estate down the beach. 
Muriel's having a cocktail party 
there, and I imagine you’ll find your­
self quite at home.”

His hand caught her wrist as she 
brushed past him to the door. “Nice 
little interior decorators,” he said 
softly, his black eyes brilliant, 
“shouldn’t discuss clients’ secrets 



where they might be overheard. How 
do you know I won't tell ?”

Lesley met his eyes squarely, slow 
color flooding her cheeks as she re­
membered what she and Jimmy had 
said. How much had he heard?

“I don’t know,” she said in slow, 
withering contempt, “if you’re the 
kind of man who—eavesdrops and 
tells. I can only beg you to forget what 
you heard. It was all malicious gos­
sip. No foundation, naturally. Will 
you let me go, please?”

“Where?”
“Home.”
“And where is home?”
Lesley just looked at him, hating 

herself, hating him because his touch, 
his nearness, his voice stirred her so 
unbearably.

Then he moved suddenly, crushed 
her against him with strong, hard 
arms, and his mouth was a deep slow 
flame burning against hers. Her 
hands pushed tensely against him un­
til he caught them in one hand and 
held them quietly.

He held her like that and kissed 
her until the rigidity went out of her, 
and she lay helplessly, almost eagerly 
in his arms, beneath his mad, com­
pelling lips.

“No!” she whispered, when finally 
he raised his mouth from hers. “Oh, 
no!”

“Yes,” he said, kissing her again. 
“Those two are for lying to me, when 
you said I’d never Idssed you. And I 
know I did. I couldn’t be with you 
two minutes without wanting to kiss 
you. And what I want, I usually get. 
And this—is for calling me a rich 
old flirt. And this—is because you 
thought I was fat and bald.”

And then he laughed down into her 
black eyes, which had widened in 
horror.

“You mean,” she gasped, “you’re 
Ricci Barron!”

“I’m Ricci Barron.” He smiled sar­
donically. “And maybe I ought to 
thank you, and let you go, for that— 
er—illuminating discussion I over­

heard. There’s nothing like preparing 
a man for his own wedding, you 
know. But I’m letting you go until 
you promise you’ll go with me to my 
lodge up on Pine Mountain this week­
end. We’ll start Saturday afternoon 
—tomorrow. Now will you tell me 
where your home is, so I may call for 
you, my sweet?”

-IE pushed out of his 
arms, her face white, 
stricken. “Your price 
for silence, I sup­
pose ?” she demanded.

“Call it that.” His 
voice was clipped and 
harsh now. “And you 
Because if you don’t 
Dorina everything I 

heard. I’ll pretend I’m mad, washed 
up with her. And you know Dorina. 
When she gets through with you, I’m 
afraid your career as an interior 
decorator will be over.”

Lesley said, low, “You couldn’t be 
so—despicable!” He was in love with 
Dorina, of course. That’s why his 
eyes were so angry, so hurt. He was 
doing this to get even, because of 
those things she and Jimmy had said 
about his Dorina. They should never 
have given voice to such gossip—only 
it wasn’t gossip, it was the truth. If 
he weren’t so blindly in love—

She said slowly, “You must forgive 
—my assistant and me for those 
things we said. It was horrible of us. 
None of it is true, naturally. You 
know how things start in Hollywood. 
People jealous of othex* people’s suc­
cess, sticking knives in their backs—” 

“I know all about that,” snapped 
Ricci. “Nothing you or anyone else 
could say could change my opinion 
of Dorina.”

Lesley looked at him. He meant it. 
He really believed Dorina was every­
thing Dorina wanted himzto believe. 
Well, that was all right. That was 
fine. “You—are going to marry her?” 
she couldn’t help asking, and then 
would have given anything to have 
been able to recall the words.



Ricci grinned. “I’ve ideas about 
that, too,” he said.

“Then why,” she asked, “do you 
want me to go with you this week­
end?”

“I’ll give you one guess.” He caught 
her hands tightly, not smiling now. 
“But don’t look so frightened. I prom­
ise you that nothing will happen that 
you don’t want to happen. And I 
promise another thing—you’ll return 
with a contract to redecorate my 
mountain lodge. Now how’s that?”

“I guess,” said Lesley hesitantly, 
not quite sure of her ground, “that 
will be—all right. Anyway, you leave 
me no choice. But I warn you, it will 
be strictly business. And if we’re 
there alone—I mean, if you haven’t 
caretakers or servants about—I won’t 
stay overnight. So if you still want me 
to go, you may call for me at four 
o’clock tomorrow afternoon. I live 
in the last bungalow on Barberry 
Beach, a mile from Los Angeles.”

She faced him, defiant, yet unbear­
ably stirred. He smiled strangely, a 
smile that stopped before it reached 
his dark, grave eyes.

They stood looking at each other 
like that for a long moment. And 
then running footsteps clicked across 
the terrace outside.

ICCI darling!” cried Dorina,
-TV jerking open the screen door 

and flying to him. “Oh, darling, I 
didn’t expect you today. But I knew 
that gorgeous streamlined car outside 
couldn’t be anybody’s but yours. 
Didn’t I say it was Ricci’s?” she de­
manded gayly of the crowd following 
her into the hall—Sylvan, Muriel Sa­
bre, a dozen or so other men and 
girls, all in smart beach clothes.

Dorina’s hands were on Ricci’s 
shoulders, pulling him down to her. 
And her face in its frame of mid­
night black hair was like an exotic 
tropic flower lifted to rain, as she 
raised her lips for his kiss.

Ricci’s arms gathered her to him 
as if he couldn’t hold her close 
enough.

Lesley turned away from their kiss, 
and looked up at Sylvan, lean, sleek, 
blond, standing beside her. She was 
almost glad when his arm swung 
around her shoulder, drawing her to 
him. And that was surprising, be­
cause usually she did not like it when 
he, acted so possessive. And he had 
been acting like that a lot lately, espe­
cially when he’d been drinking, and 
particularly around this crowd. She 
supposed it was the atmosphere.

She shrugged away sharply.
“Why, Lesley Vaile!” Dorina’s 

voice came, honeyed, rebuking. 
“Aren’t you ashamed? When Sylvan’s 
been mad to get back to you for 
hours! He said he wanted to get back 
to his wife—”

Lesley’s chin lifted. “I’m not his 
wife, and you know it, Miss Dome. 
I don’t know why you say that—”

“Honey, of course you’re secretly 
married—or something,” purred Do­
rina. “Why don’t you announce it? 
Everybody suspects it anyway, with 
Syl seen at your bungalow at all 
hours of the night and dawn.”

Lesley stared at her, long and hard, 
and knew that Dorina had seen her 
and Ricci here in the hall, their hands 
locked. Ricci was turning toward her, 
his dark eyes narrow, speculative.

She looked at Sylvan, waiting for 
him to make Dorina take back her 
words. But he just stood there, grin­
ning.

Then, small head lifted like a de­
fiant red banner, she shouldered 
straight through the crowd, out the 
door and down the terrace to Syl­
van’s car. He slid into the seat beside 
her as she switched on the ignition.

“Don’t be like that, honey,” he 
pleaded. “What do you care what that 
gang thinks, anyway? You ought to 
know them well enough to realize 
they wouldn’t believe any relation­
ship between a man and woman 
could be platonic, much less a busi­
ness association like ours.”

“Maybe I don’t care,” said Lesley, 
swinging the car onto the highway to­
ward Los Angeles. “But why did you 



call me your wife—if you did? Why 
didn’t you make Dorina Dome take 
back her vicious insinuations?”

Sylvan said sulkily, “I called you 
my wife because that’s what I want 
you to be. You ought to know. I’ve 
been asking you for two years. And, 
honey, I thought for a while you 
would, but lately—”

“LatelyI” thought Lesley. Since she 
had met Ricci Barron, whom she 
hadn’t known was Ricci Barron until 
today. For a whole long year she had 
lived with the image in her heart 
of a man who was in love with an­
other woman, while another man was 
in love with her. AH around the mul­
berry bush.

She supposed she would marry Syl­
van eventually. It would please his 
father, she knew. It would have 
pleased her own father. Co-partner 
in Todd, Interior Decorating, before 
he had died three years before, he 
had often wished she and Sylvan 
would marry some day. He had 
thought Sylvan would grow into the 
fine, steady man his father was.

Well, the only fault she had ever 
found with Sylvan was that he mixed 
too much pleasure with his business. 
But that was probably because he’d 
never shouldered any responsibilities. 
Married, he’d be all right. Nice, prob­
ably. She supposed he did love her, in 
his spoiled-boy way.

But she was too provoked at him 
right now to think about it. And when 
she drew up in front of his apartment 
hotel, and he insisted on driving her 
the two blocks to her bungalow, she 
just walked away and left him.

CHAPTER II
N Saturday morn­

ing Lesley sat at 
her desk, hands 
clasped motionless 
on its plate-glass 
surface, gazing ab­
sently around the 
salon with its rich

hangings, cases of imported fabrics, 

rare pieces of furniture from all over 
the world.

She was thinking that she didn’t 
have to worry about collecting Dorina 
Dorne’s twenty-thousand-dollar bill, 
because Dorina’s marriage to Ricci 
Barron would doubtless be announced 
any minute.

And in her file were three promis­
ing prospects—one a famous movie 
director who had come to her through 
the publicity decorating Dorina’s 
home had given her.

Lesley supposed she should feel 
very satisfied and successful. But she 
didn’t. She felt small and tired and 
forlorn. She wished she’d never come 
to California, where life seemed to be 
all tinsel and glamour; where people 
who could bluff the loudest and put 
on the showiest front seemed to be 
the ones who reached the top.

She’d better marry Sylvan, that 
was what she’d better do, Lesley told 
herself. That would stop all this mor­
bid self-pity and—remembering a 
man who couldn’t ever mean anything 
to her, anyway. Besides, there was a 
good foundation for successful mar­
riage with Sylvan. A common inter­
est. Their work. Together, they 
could—

She looked up and saw Dorina 
Dome, red mouth a crescent of mal­
ice, blue eyes cold and hard, standing 
at the grilled railing that separated 
her office space from the salon proper.

“I just dropped by,” said Dorina, 
“to tell you you’d better let Sylvan 
handle the contract to redecorate 
Ricci Barron’s lodge on Pine Moun­
tain. Ricci mentioned last night he 
was hiring you—”

Lesley stood up quietly, offered Do­
rina a chair. Dorina refused.

She went on, her voice liquid honey, 
“Naturally, Ricci was attracted when 
he saw you yesterday. He’s attracted 
to every pretty face he sees. That’s 
why I’m marrying him practically 
right away. I’m not giving him the 
chance to get accustomed to any more 
pretty faces—except mine. And 
naturally you turned on the full ap- 



. peal of your well-known technique, 
when you found he was a likely pros­
pect/’

Lesley said coldly, “I didn’t even 
know he had a mountain lodge until 
he told me—in the same breath in 
which he asked me to redecorate it. 
What do you mean, my well-known 
technique ?”

Dorina laughed. “Darling, don’t 
play me for an innocent. You know 
why you’re such a successful interior 
decorator, so valuable to Todd, Inc.— 
for their men clients. Why, darling, 
don’t you realize everybody knows 

; there’s been something between you 
and practically every wealthy man in 
New York whose penthouses and 
apartments and yachts you’ve re­
decorated ?”

“Name one,” said Lesley in a low, 
fierce tone. “Name just one!”

“Well,” Dorina shrugged, “we 
won’t count Sylvan, because he’s your 
—er—business partner, too. And 
that’s to be expected. But there was 
Kip Faber, and don’t try to tell me 
that rich old rake didn’t proposition 
you, because he’s got the reputation 
for not even hiring a secretary un­
less—”

Lesley’s lips parted, but no words 
came. Kip Faber had propositioned 
her; he was the only man who ever 
had. But when she had threatened to 
turn the job over to Sylvan, he had 
left her alone and she had never seen 
him again. She supposed he was the 
kind of man who would say he had 
been successful, just to keep up his 
reputation.

“Then there was Blue Noacre—” 
Dorina paused maliciously.

Lesley’s face flamed; her black eyes 
flashed dangerously. Blue Noacre, 
gay, debonair young scion of one of 
New York’s most famous families, 
whose penthouse and yacht she had 
decorated, had invited her to his bon 
voyage party last year, where she had 
met Ricci Barron for the first time.

Blue had liked her, had dated her 
for a dinner dance at his exclusive 

club one night. He was a little wild, 
but a gentleman to his finger tips.

Where had Dorina gotten all this? 
From her imagination, of course, 
from her own mode of living. She 
wasn’t capable of thinking any asso­
ciation between a man and a woman, 
however casual and businesslike, 
could be platonic.

LESLEY leaned weakly against her 
desk, thankful for its support.

Her knees were quicksilver; her 
whole body trembled in a wild up­
sweep of rage, of hurt bewilderment.

“Blue Noacre—” she began, then 
stopped, crushed. You lived a respec­
table life; you worked hard to get 
ahead in this world. You minded your 
own business. And what happened? 
Slander. Jealousy. From people like 
Dorina Dorne!

“That’s right, darling,” Dorina 
laughed derisively. “I’m glad you’ve 
sense enough not to try to explain. 
Because the harder you try to explain 
such things, the more people will 
think you’re really covering up some­
thing.”

Lesley said in low fury, “You 
ought to know. You’ve plenty to cover 
up in your life. I wonder if Ricci Bar­
ron would be marrying you so fast, if 
he knew—”

“Ricci,” said Dorina, her voice 
slowing humbly, “knows an actress 
of my obscure beginning—burlesque 
—naturally faces all kinds of pub­
licity, good and bad, when she be­
comes famous. He understands the 
bad originates from people with 
small, jealous minds, who are envious 
of my picture success.”

Lesley looked at her under dark, 
half-lifted lashes. Dorina meant every 
word of it. She had actually made 
herself believe her questionable past 
had never been a reality; a role, per­
haps, that she had played in some pic­
ture. Because she wTanted to believe it. 
And because she so desperately want­
ed Ricci to believe it.

Bitterness, mingled with a kind of 
awe, started deep down inside Les­



ley. She had certainly underrated Do­
rina Dome’s ability as an actress.

“And,” Dorina went on amiably, 
“that brings me back to Ricci. It will 
be much more pleasant if you don’t 
do over his lodge, my dear. Pleasant 
for Ricci, pleasant for you. Because 
you see, his grandfather is arriving 
there shortly. And in case you never 
heard, his grandfather holds the 
purse strings to the bulk of Ricci’s 
fortune until he marries—with his 
approval. Ricci’s father ran away 
with quite a notorious woman and 
broke Ricci’s mother’s heart. And his 
grandfather—well, my dear, if he 
finds you there and happens to learn 
of your reputation and thinks Ricci’s 
the least bit interested in you person­
ally, which naturally Ricci would be 
—you’re very pretty, you know— 
why, he’s quite capable of ordering 
you off the premises. And he’s the 
type to let the world know why. So 
I’d advise—”

“I’d advise,” Lesley said with vio­
lence, “that you leave this shop this 
minute. Unless you’d rather I called 
Jimmy and had him lead you forcibly 
to the door!”

Dorina stared, a little disconcerted. 
Then she laughed. “Oh, I’ll go, dar­
ling. I understand how one’s past 
catching up with one can be annoy­
ing. But—”

Lesley picked up the phone, made 
connections with the basement store­
room. Glancing out of the corner of 
her eye, she saw that Dorina was 
leaving the shop quickly.

Lesley sat at her desk a long while 
after that, without thinking, without 
moving. There was only a sense of 
void within her. Then one idea 
gripped her. Was she going to take 
this without protest or defiance? If 
she refused to go to Ricci Barron’s 
lodge, she would be doing just that. 
Besides, he might tell Dorina every­
thing.

Perhaps he hadn’t meant it. She 
might never hear from him again. 
But if he came that afternoon, she 

would certainly call his bluff and see 
just how far he would carry through.

T two o’clock she closed 
the shop for 
the week-end, 
as was custo­
mary. At four 
she sat at the 
dressing­
table in her 

small, cool bungalow, dressed in a 
tan crepe ensemble with a bolero 
jacket and bodice of paisley cloth. A 
smart scrap of a felt hat capped her 
mahogany-red curls.

Outside her bedroom windows, the 
soft California breeze waved the giant 
fronds of palm trees with a gentle 
undulation. Suddenly she was con­
scious of a vague loneliness, a strange 
unrest. Ready and waiting, conviction 
grew deep -within her that Ricci Bar­
ron would not come.

Slow color dyed her cheeks as she 
remembered their meeting yesterday. 
In her surprise at seeing him again, 
she had shown him all too plainly how 
much he had been in her heart since 
they’d met a year before. So he had 
kissed her, made a little gay talk— 
and thus had gotten out of an em­
barrassing situation.

At a sound from her living-room, 
she looked up, saw Sylvan coming 
toward her bedroom door, swaying a 
little, grinning sheepishly.

“Hi, hon—”
She jerked to her feet, nerves on 

edge. “What do you mean by coming 
in here like this? How many times 
have I told you not to? No wonder 
people are saying things!”

“Honey, do you have to shout?” he 
begged piteously, cupping his head 
with his hands. “I just wanted to 
rest a little.” He stumbled toward her 
bed, fell across it as if he would never 
move again. “Don’t want to go to old 
hotel. So lonely. Want to be near 
you—”

Lesley stood helplessly looking at 
him—and then the doorbell rang. 
Hurrying out, she closed the bedroom 



door carefully behind her, crossed to 
the front entrance and let Ricci Bar­
ron in.

She never remembered afterward 
what she said to him or he to her. 
Until they were sitting on the chintz- 
covered divan, Ricci’s incredibly long 
legs stretched out, and he was saying 
in a strangely shy voice, “How about 
forgetting the lodge today? It’s a good 
three-hour drive. I thought maybe we 
could go places and do things tonight, 
and include Pine Mountain in our 
plans for tomorrow.”

“Maybe you forgot,” said Lesley 
tightly, “I told you it would be strictly 
business if you came today. We’ll go 
to Pine Mountain now, or not at all—”

The bedroom door opened noisily, 
framing Sylvan. Frowning perplex­
edly, he clutched the doorknob to 
steady himself, and his weight swung 
it open farther, revealing the disor­
dered bedroom.

“Hon!” He peered uncertainly into 
the living-room. “There’s something 
I wanted to tell you, and I forget—” 
Then his eyes focused upon Ricci, who 
sat like a graven image, looking at 
him.

“Oh—excuse me,” murmured Syl­
van politely, and bowed so elaborately 
that he almost lost his balance. Then 
with the greatest of caution, he closed 
the door again, shutting himself in­
side.

Exasperation, humiliation, despair 
raced through Lesley with each 
pounding beat of her heart. Then she 
began to laugh, because it was all so 
very funny, really. Things had hap­
pened with the clicking precision of 
a movie sequence.

She kept on laughing until Ricci, 
getting slowly to his feet, looked 
down at her and said, with a fierce, 
terrifying softness, “If you’re 
ready—”

She went out with him to his car. 
She didn’t know where he was taking 
her, or when he would bring her back. 
What did it matter? Nothing at all 
mattered, anywhere in the world.

AFTER they left the foothill towns 
behind them, the drive up Pine 

Mountain was an almost continuous 
winding incline. Ricci chattered pleas­
antly of nothing in particular, but for 
all Lesley heard, he might not have 
spoken at all. She knew he wasn’t 
saying what he was thinking.

He was thinking of Sylvan Todd in 
her bedroom. He despised her, and 
there was nothing she could do about 
it. She could explain, but she knew 
he wouldn’t believe her. She could see 
it in his grim, chiseled-in-metal pro­
file.

Finally he swung into a deep grove 
of cedars, and soon the car’s power­
ful headlights flooded a great ram­
bling log house set in the midst of 
towering pines. Lights glowed mel­
lowly from the windows.

Ricci braked his car in front of the 
wide rustic porch, and before Lesley 
could move, his arms closed around 
her, his hand lifted her chin.

His face, a white blur in the soft, 
pungent twilight, was intolerably 
close. Lesley flattened her hands 
against his chest, pushing him away. 
But she didn’t really want to push 
him away. All she wanted was to 
stay in his arms, to draw his dark 
head closer until his lips, hard, ten­
der, compelling, were once more 
against hers. As they had been 
against hers yesterday. As she had 
dreamed of them against hers for a 
whole long year.

Ricci laughed harshly. “You don’t 
have to be afraid of me. I’m not even 
going to kiss you—again. I never did 
go in for too keen competition com­
plicating a girl’s life. Maybe if I’d 
known yesterday how things were, I 
wouldn’t have asked you to come up 
here.”

Lesley said passionately, “You can 
forget you asked me. You can take 
me back right now. I—hate men who 
believe everything they hear about a 
girl, without knowing, really—”

She broke off. What was the use? 
Naturally, Dorina had been busy with 
her slanderous lies. Then, topping 



everything, Sylvan had unwittingly 
made things appear so much worse.

“No, I won’t take you back,” said 
Ricci, as if that were all he had heard. 
“Because I always try to finish what 
I start. You’ll look the place over, 
give me your ideas. And maybe you’ll 
get the contract. I suggest, however, 
that you forget your—antagonism to­
ward me, if possible, and assume the 
pleasant, businesslike attitude you 
would feel toward any prospective 
client. Because, you see, my grand­
father’s here tonight. I didn’t expect 
him until late tomorrow. He’s strait­
laced and conventional and all that 
sort of thing, so—”

“I understand/’ said Lesley icily. 
She understood perfectly. That’s why 
he hadn’t wanted to bring her here 
tonight. Probably he’d planned to 
take his grandfather away somewhere 
tomorrow so she wouldn’t meet him. 
“Perhaps you’d prefer to have Syl­
van take over the job. He’s really 
very capable, and it would be all 
right with me—”

“I’d prefer,” he whispered fiercely, 
“to have Sylvan in China—”

Abruptly he let her go. He got out, 
helped her out of the car, and led her 
into the house. A white-haired old 
caretaker met them in the entrance 
hall.

“We didn’t expect you until to­
morrow, Mr. Barron,” he said, sur­
prised. “You’ve had dinner?”

“No—and dying of hunger, Mike,” 
Ricci grinned. “Both of us. Where’s 
granddad ?”

“In the living-room. If you’ll give 
us a few minutes?”

“Of course,” said Ricci, and ushered 
Lesley into a lovely old low-raftered 
living-room with rustic furniture and 
black bearskin rugs.

An elderly man, stalwart for all 
his years, with black piercing eyes, 
snow-white hair, shaggy brows and 
a clipped mustache, rose at their en­
trance.

“Miss Vaile, my grandfather, Pat­
rick Lederer/’ introduced Ricci. 
“Grandad—”

“The girl you’ve been raving about 
for months?” inquired his grand­
father, appraising Lesley keenly. 
“Young lady, you’ll have to be mighty 
charming to live up to—”

“I’m sorry,” Lesley remonstrated 
politely. “I’m afraid you’re mistaking 
me for Miss Dome, the actress. I— 
just met Mr. Barron yesterday.” It 
was a fib, but since Ricci didn’t really 
remember, what did it matter? Oh, 
why didn’t he say something?

“I’m—only an interior decorator, 
Mr. Lederer,” she smiled. “Mr. Bar­
ron invited me to look over his lodge, 
with the idea of doing it over.”

There was a swift exchange of 
glances between the two men, a mur­
mured apology from Mr. Lederer. 
Then Ricci, grinning, his black eyes 
dancing devilishly, suggested a tour 
of inspection while they awaited din­
ner.

E led her through 
a spacious old din­
ing-room with ant­
lered heads of 
moose and deer on 
its mellow, oak- 
paneled walls; a
gun room; a com­

bination library and den. Upstairs 
there were six small guest rooms and 
the master bedroom, all simply, yet 
to Lesley’s mind, beautifully fur­
nished in harmony with the rustic 
surroundings.

Ricci neither offered suggestions 
for redecorating nor asked hers, how­
ever, through the pleasant, leisurely 
dinner at which his grandfather 
joined them for coffee. Later, when 
they were again in the living-room, 
Mr. Lederer excused himself—for a 
short walk in the brisk mountain air 
before retiring, he said.

“You’re not returning to town to­
night?” he asked Ricci from the hall.

Ricci glanced at Lesley. “I’m afraid 
Miss Vaile has to get back—”

“Nonsense! That road down is 
treacherous at night. You don’t work 



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 tonight, but forever. Never 
before had she felt so alone and home­
less. She was growing fond of Ricci’s 
grandfather already. What great 
friends they could have become, she 
thought, if—if—

Ricci laughed softly. ‘Terhaps I 
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. Fil 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 fiance, 
Thayer Marks.

Dorina flew to Ricci, 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?”

Ricci’s dark, brilliant eyes, his 

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

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

“I’ve heard so much about Ricci’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.

THERE 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 I 
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



liness stirrad chaotically within her.
Finally sho unfolded a soft blanket 

that lay across the foot of the bed, 
wrapped it around her and put out 
the lights. Drawing a deep chair to 
the windows, she sank wearily into it.

She didn’t know how long she sat 
there, gazing out into the dark still­
ness, before she heard someone fum­
bling at her door. Turning around, 
she saw Sylvan framed in the light 
from the hall.

Before she could move, he lurched 
forward, struck something and fell 
heavily to the floor with a sharp, 
agonized cry.

Lesley flew to him. “I could kill 
you, Sylvan Todd!” she whispered 
savagely. “Haven’t you done enough 
to me?”

“My shoulder!” he gasped, clutch­
ing it in pain. “I’ve—dislocated it. 
It’s happened before—”

Lesley stared at him as he strug­
gled to his feet. She followed auto­
matically as he stumbled to the bed 
and sank down upon it. He was 
actually suffering.

“Just wanted—to say goodnight.” 
He was completely sober now. 
“You’ve been so cold. I love you so. 
I’m—sorry, Les. You’ll have to get 
help. One of the men—”

Lights snapped on. “Something 
wrong? I heard—”

Lesley stiffened, turned—and met 
the opaque, expressionless eyes of 
Ricci Barron, standing in the door­
way.

TTER lips moved, but no words 
came. She gestured helplessly 

toward Sylvan. Mr. Lederer appeared 
behind Ricci. Dorina came running 
across the hall, pushed past Ricci, 
stared aghast at Sylvan.

“Oh! How—disgraceful, Lesley 
Vaile!” she cried in a shocked, in­
credulous voice. “Have you no shame 
at all? Isn’t it bad enough in your 
own home, without flaunting this—”

“Keep quiet!” Ricci commanded 
sharply, and went over to Sylvan. 
“What is it, Todd?”

Sylvan explained falteringly, his 
voice thick with pain. If they could 
remove his coat, he suggested, give 
his shoulder a quick jerk backward, 
it would do the trick.

Lesley turned sickly away as Ricci 
and his grandfather bent over Syl­
van. She heard a sharp groan, then 
Ricci saying, “All right now?”

There was a pause. Lesley turned. 
Sylvan was on his feet, smoothing 
his hair nervously.

“Yes—” He thanked them un­
steadily.

Dorina said in low horror, “I feel 
utterly disgraced because I brought 
you here, Sylvan Todd. I demand that 
you apologize to Ricci and Mr. Led­
erer. And explain if you can. Nat­
urally people know about you and— 
this woman, but to be so brazen—”

Mr. Lederer said coldly, “My dear 
Miss Dome—”

Ricci reached out, pulled Dorina 
to him slowly. His face was white, 
set. “I think we’ll have your apology 
first, Dorina,” he said softly. “To Miss 
Vaile and Todd. One doesn’t make 
such insinuations as yours, unless one 
has absolute proof. You haven’t, I 
take it?”

“Dorina hasn’t,” said Sylvan clear­
ly. “I’m afraid she’s let her imagina­
tion run wild. I’ve been criminally 
thoughtless toward Lesley, I admit. 
Too often. Of appearances, I mean. 
And I do owe you an apology, Ricci, 
Mr. Lederer. And”—he turned to 
Lesley—“you, my dear. I came to 
your room tonight only to remind 
you of our appointment with the Bob 
Jordans in the morning. We must 
leave early. I knew you’d forgotten—”

He smiled at Ricci and his grand­
father. “Lesley and I have been en­
gaged for some time. We—plan to 
marry very soon.” He gestured help­
lessly. “A man doesn’t realize, some­
times, how a thing like this might 
appear to other people.”

Eyes glued upon his tall blond slim­
ness, Lesley’s heart went out to 
Sylvan in gratitude, pity and—per­
haps love. There was no Jordan ap-



pointment tomorrow. He had lied, 
vindicating her.

Sylvan was wilful, impulsive, hor­
ribly spoiled; a big little boy running 
wild. But inherently he was good, 
kind, without malice.

Red head lifted proudly, Lesley 
went over to him, tucked her arm 
through his. When she spoke, it was 
directly to Dorina.

“Yes,” she said, “we’re marrying 
very soon. And I’m sorry you feel 
we’ve disgraced you tonight, Dorina. 
So perhaps you wouldn’t mind, under 
the circumstances, if I asked to bor­
row your car to drive back to town.”

Dorina consented eagerly, as Les­
ley had known she would.

Mr. Lederer said to Lesley, “Non­
sense, child! There’s no need for such 
dramatics—”

“If Miss Vaile,” said Ricci slowly, 
“wishes to leave now with Todd, I’ll 
drive them back. Dorina and her 
friends will remain, as planned. The 
road is too treacherous for Miss 
Vaile to attempt for the first time, 
after dark, and Todd shouldn’t drive 
with that shoulder of his.”

CHAPTER III
HE return down 

the w i n d i n g 
mountain road, 
through the 
sleeping foothill 
villages, was the 
most silent drive
Lesley had evei* 

known. Ricci was at the wheel; she 
sat in the back seat with Sylvan, 
and—as the perfect anticlimax—he 
had fallen immediately asleep with 
his head on her shoulder.

He was still sleeping soundly when 
Ricci finally drew up before her 
bungalow, as dawn was tipping the 
distant snow-peaked mountains.

Gently extricating herself from 
Sylvan’s dead weight so she would 
not awaken him, she got out of the 
car and ran across the porch before 
Ricci could help her.

“Please!” He caught her arm as 
she opened her door. His dark eyes 
pleaded mutely. His low voice stirred 
her unbearably. “Forget tonight’s un­
pleasantness, won’t you ? Put it down 
to Dorina’s—jealousy, perhaps. For, 
you see, I owe you an explanation, 
too. I’ve wanted so desperately, ever 
since I met you a—my dear, won’t 
you let me come to you tomorrow?”

“Don’t!” Lesley tried vainly to pull 
away from him. Her head throbbed. 
What was he saying? “It doesn’t 
matter, really. Nothing you could say 
would matter. Will you—just go, 
please?”

Oh, didn’t he see she couldn’t en­
dure another moment of this? 
Couldn’t he feel the cry of her heart 
—its tortured, hopeless cry of love 
for him?

He smiled whimsically. “Have you 
forgotten we haven’t yet discussed 
how I want the lodge redecorated?”

“You must excuse me, Mr. Barron. 
I—honestly don’t want the job. If 
you would see Sylvan—he could do 
it much more satisfactorily, I’m sure. 
Besides—” How could she say she 
simply couldn’t bear to change a 
single feature in that beautiful, 
serenely gracious house of his?

“Besides,” finished Ricci in sudden 
harshness, “it would be in the fam­
ily, in either event”—his hand tight­
ened around her arm—“yes?”

“Yes!” Lesley answered, almost 
hysterically, “it would—be in the 
family.”

She watched him go, taking note 
of his tall, impeccably tailored fig­
ure, his wide shoulders, his shining 
black hair, for she realized she would 
never see him again if he could help 
it. His going had that finality in it.

Then she went in and lay down 
across the bed without undressing.

SHE awoke at six o’clock Sunday 
evening. She awoke then because 

the doorbell was pealing insistently. 
She went to the door and admitted 
Sylvan, blond, freshly debonair in his 
evening clothes.



“Hi, hon!” he greeted her, kissing 
the tip of her shiny nose, seemingly 
unaware of her disheveled appear­
ance. “How about a little dinner at 
the Club Palomar?”

She smiled dryly. “I can imagine 
that.” The Palomar. The most exclu­
sive supper club on the California 
coast. Membership only. Membership 
meaning practically a million-dollar- 
a-year income.

“I mean it, honey.” Sylvan grinned. 
“I’ve a guest card. Besides, after last 
night, I think you need a little change 
of excitement, something different, 
to take the bad taste out of your 
mouth.”

From the way he said it Lesley 
couldn’t tell whether he meant Dori­
na’s lies or his proposal. He was 
changed, somehow. She couldn’t put 
her finger on the difference, but it 
was there.

Ensconcing himself in a deep, 
chintz-covered chair, he grinned up 
at her bewilderment. “And I’ve got 
news, honey. For you. So slip into 
that swank silver outfit of yours, and 
let’s show them a thing or two.”

He refused to tell her what his 
news was, however, until they were 
at the Palomar and he had ordered 
dinner.

She looked as lovely and glamorous 
as any movie star as she sat there 
that night beneath the great crystal 
chandeliers in the high domed ceil­
ing. Their myriad rays of light shone 
down upon her strapless silver lame 
gown, her gorgeous mahogany-red 
hair.

Sylvan said solemnly, “I never 
thought you were so beautiful, Les. 
I guess I took your beauty for grant­
ed, the way Fve—taken other things 
for granted.”

“Let’s have your news,” she said.
His father had called long distance 

today, he told her. And learning she’d 
handled the Dome contract entirely 
and had gained three prospects 
through it, he had raked Sylvan over 
the coals and had insisted that Lesley 
take a vacation of a month—as long 

as she wished. Palm Springs— 
Hawaii—

“But you didn’t have to tell him 
I did it,” Lesley interjected. “Be­
sides, I don’t want a vacation. What 
would you do—”

Sylvan grinned. “That’s what dad 
wants to know. He said you’re shoul­
dering my responsibilities out here 
as he’s shouldered them in New York, 
ever since I’ve been out of college. 
And he’s right. Maybe I want to 
find out, too, if I can do anything 
besides bend my elbow over a bar. 
You don’t suppose I want my wife to 
be a better interior decorator than I 
am, do you?”

He went on persuasively, but sud­
denly Lesley wasn’t listening. She 
was looking across the room, toward 
a far palm-shadowed corner where 
Ricci Barron sat with his grand­
father, with Dorina Dome, Muriel 
Sabre, Thayer Marks. The girls wore 
the gowns they had worn last night 
when they had arrived at his lodge, 
so Lesley supposed they had just 
come from there.

They were all very gay, almost as 
if they were celebrating something. 
Was it the announcement of Dorina’s 
and Ricci’s engagement.

And then Lesley knew she was 
going to take her vacation, and re­
main away until he married his 
Dorina, which she supposed wouldn’t 
be very long. Here, anywhere she 
might go, she was likely to run into 
him like this. And suddenly she knew 
she couldn’t endure it.

But after he was married, this 
wrenching, tearing pain that licked 
like flames across her heart at sight 
of him would go away. He would be 
Dorina’s then, definitely. And the 
dreams and hopes and madness that 
had dwelt in her heart a whole long 
year would have to die.

She didn’t know that Sylvan, fol­
lowing her deep, revealing eyes to 
Ricci, was watching her while she 
was watching Ricci, the ash of his 
cigarette lengthening and falling un­
heeded.



CHAPTER IV
UT she didn’t go to 
Palm Springs, nor 
did she go to Ha­
waii. She just got 
in her car the next 
morning and start­
ed driving—across
Southern Califor­

nia, through Arizona, into New Mex­
ico, stopping at any town that caught 
her fancy—a night, a day or two.

Without destination or desire, she 
drove like that for almost two weeks, 
daily scanning the Los Angeles pa­
pers for the news she both hoped 
and feared to find. But she never 
found it.

Until she couldn’t stand it any 
longer.

She told herself—and almost be­
lieved it—that she wanted to get 
back to see how Sylvan was manag­
ing without her. He’d probably closed 
the shop, had been having a gay time 
all the time she was gone.

She was surprised—and a little 
provoked—when she got back to find 
the shop open for business as usual, 
with Jimmy sitting at her desk, greet­
ing her as if she hadn’t been gone 
more than an hour.

A little sharply, she inquired about 
Sylvan.

Jimmy grinned broadly. “Les, what 
did you do to that guy? He’s been 
going like lightning ever since you’ve 
been away. Signed up those three 
prospects you got through the Dorne 
job, and lined up half a dozen more. 
The old man’s sending us two new 
assistants next week.”

“Oh!” said Lesley thoughtfully. 
“Well, that’s—fine.”

She drove slowly home, and sud­
denly it was all very clear why Syl­
van had sent her vacationing. He 
had wanted to show her, before they 
married, that he could stand on his 
own two feet. And now that he had—

She felt suddenly as if the world 
were closing in upon her. Sylvan 
would come tonight, confident that 

she would marry him soon. And she 
would marry him, because she had 
promised.

But she knew now that she could 
never love him if she lived a hundred 
years. She liked him; he was fun. 
But she couldn’t love him—because 
a pair of dark eyes, a black glossy 
head, a man named Ricci Barron 
would possess her heart to the long­
est day of her life.

A man who, for all she knew, was 
already married to another woman.

Well, she was thankful for her 
career. Where was it she had once 
read that when love failed, work and 
only work was one’s salvation, the 
best antidote to heartbreak. And now 
that Sylvan was doing so well, to­
gether they would be a tremendous 
success.

UNTIL almost seven o’clock she 
worked furiously at cleaning 

her small bungalow, dreading to hear 
the phone, the doorbell, wondering 
why they didn’t ring. Then she 
bathed, slipped into soft green satin 
lounging pajamas and was just lying 
down across her bed for a moment’s 
relaxation in the cool, dusky twi­
light, when she heard a car pull into 
the driveway.

Jerking upright, she looked out of 
the window just in time. It was barely 
light enough to show her Ricci Bar­
ron, in white dinner clothes, striding 
across the yard.

Black eyes wide, staring at nothing, 
her heart beating like a caged thing, 
she stood in the center of her bed­
room until the doorbell stopped peal­
ing, until long after she heard his 
car back out of the driveway.

She didn’t know how long she 
might have stood there if the ringing 
of the telephone had not jarred her 
back to consciousness.

Sylvan! Oh, if he would only hurry, 
take her away from here, marry her 
tonight! She flew to the telephone, 
then stopped, staring at it. Ricci, 
she thought, would have had time to 
get somewhere to call her.



After a few moments, she called 
Sylvan’s apartment. And when he an­
swered her, gayly, almost hilariously, 
she felt a blind upsweep of rage.

“Yes! It looks as though you’d 
missed me, doesn’t it?” she cried. 
“Here I’ve been home hours. You 
haven’t even called—”

“Why, hon, if you’d answer your 
doorbell, your phone—”

“Oh, so you sent Ricci Barron, did 
you? I suppose you were too busy. 
I suppose if you were getting mar­
ried, and too busy to come to the 
wedding, you’d send him—”

“I might,” he said, with a low 
chuckle, “do even that—if I hap­
pened to be marrying you.”

Then before she could even gasp, 
he went on, “Because he’s one swell 
guy, baby. You ought to know him 
better; maybe you’d like him, too. 
He’s been hanging around, helping 
me, ever since you’ve been gone. At 
first he was only under-foot, but now 
I think we could turn him into a 
first-class interior decorator, maybe 
a partner, if it weren’t for his 
money—”

“You—” she choked. She was be­
yond reasoning, beyond anything. 
“You get right over here, Sylvan 
Todd. That’s my shop, or will be. 
Your father—I’ll tell him you’re 
trying to crowd me out! I don’t want 
Ricci Barron as partner—or any­
thing. Because I never—want to see 
him again—”

“Hold everything, hen. I’ll be there 
before you can catch your breath.”

And the doorbell rang again, almost 
before she did catch her breath. But 
it wasn’t Sylvan. It was Ricci.

away!” she whispered vio- 
lently, staring at him through 

the screen. “Go away! I don’t know 
why you—”

“No,” he said, his dark eyes hun­
gry, glowing. “I won’t go away. I’ll 
never go away. Why should I go 
away when I’ve found the one girl 
in all the world who means the world 
to me?”

“If you mean me, you’d better look 
for somebody else. What about Dori­
na? Maybe you were too busy believ­
ing her that night at your lodge to 
hear me say I wras going to marry 
Sylvan.”

Ricci smiled. “I was at Sylvan’s 
when you called. That’s why he didn’t 
come. He knows, as I know, that you 
can’t marry him. Because you 
wouldn’t marry any man you didn’t 
love, would you?”

“What makes you think I don’t 
love him? Do you think any girl 
couldn’t love any man but you, once 
she saw you?”

“I’m not talking about any girl. 
I’m talking about you. You couldn’t 
love any other man once you saw me 
—could you? Do you, Lesley Vaile?”

“Go away—please!”
“Let me in, dearest.”
When she didn’t, he took a knife 

from his pocket, split the screen and 
unlatched it.

Breathless, she backed away until 
the wall stopped her. He came on, 
and when he was in front of her, 
close, he raised his hands against the 
wall on both sides of her, imprison­
ing her.

“Do you, Lesley Vaile?”
“I suppose you asked Sylvan if all 

those lies Dorina told about me were 
true. I suppose when you found they 
weren’t—”

“I didn’t ask him anything darling. 
I told him—that I fell so desperately 
in love with you when I met you last 
year in New York, that I haven’t 
known whether I’ve been coming or 
going since. When you walked out 
on me, after Blue Noacre’s bon voyage 
party, I cabled Blue, asking who you 
were and where I could find you. He 
never answered. Then I met you a 
week later, when Dorina sailed—”

“You told me you didn’t remem­
ber,” she accused.

“I had to think fast, darling. Re­
member Dorina’s set-up. You thought 
I was marrying her. Would you have 
listened if I’d told you then that I 
loved you? Then I thought of the 



lodge, getting you up there, straight­
ening everything out. Maybe you 
wondered last year why I didn’t ask 
your name or tell you mine. I wanted 
—forgive me, sweet—to find just how 
much you could be interested in me 
for myself alone. All my life, every­
where I’ve gone, girls have prac­
tically thrown themselves at me be­
cause I’m Ricci Barron and my 
parents left me a lot of money. I got 
so sick of it—”

He broke off, then went on, low, 
“And then—honestly, darling, I for­
got where we’d planned to meet that 
next night. I went to a hundred 
places, I think, and didn’t find you. 
I was wild. That’s why I’ve sworn 
off champagne for the rest of my 
life. That’s why I took the next liner 
and followed Dorina to the Riviera 
and made love to her madly—just to 
find out who you were. She would 
never tell.”

He grimaced ruefully. “I guess she 
knew why I wanted to know. Then 
I went to Africa—and all I could 
think of was your big black eyes, 
your mop of red hair that I knew 
would follow me to the end of my 
days. So I wrote Dorina I was coming 
to see her here. I was ready to pay 
her anything she asked in order to 
find out who you were. And then I 
walked into her house, saw you!”

She steeled herself against the 
hungry vibrancy of his voice, the 
flame of his hands on her shoulders 
as he drew her to him. She saw it all 
now. Dorina employing her, planning 
her campaign of lies to poison Ricci 
against her when he should learn 
who she was, knowing, perhaps, that 
Ricci would not cease until he found 
her.

“Your grandfather—” Lesley’s 
voice came muffled; he was holding 
her so close in his arms.

“My grandfather,” he chuckled, his 
lips caressing her hair, “has been 
waiting up on Pine Mountain ever 
since you left there. He’s been wait* 
ing for me to bring you there—as 
Mrs. Barron. He said if I couldn’t, 

he was going to try his best to make 
you Mrs. Lederer, because maybe 
then I’d stop raving about you, even 
in my dreams. He said that, the 
night we saw you at the Palomar.”

“You had Sylvan take me there!”
He nodded, pressed his cheek hard 

against hers, then moved his lips 
across its softness until his mouth 
hovered over hers, close. “I stayed 
overnight with Todd when I brought 
you both down from Pine Mountain. 
The next day, too. I was there when 
his dad called. We both thought his 
idea of a vacation for you was a 
swell one. I knew you were hating 
me pretty hard. I thought if you went 
away a while you’d gain a perspective 
of me, maybe, that you wouldn’t here. 
Because I’d be parked on your door­
step every hour.”

LESLEY stood very still within 
the tightening circle of his arms, 

her face burrowing against him so 
that he could not look into her eyes.

“You were with Dorina that night 
at the Palomar—having a grand 
time.”

“Yes, my darling, I was with 
Dorina. In person. But my mind and 
heart were with a red-headed girl in 
a silver dress, thousands of miles 
away across the room—the girl I’d 
originally planned to have there that 
night, with my grandfather and me. 
He drove down with the crowd—we 
couldn’t seem to shake them—”

“You were so sure I’d come back 
from my vacation—loving you—”

He lifted her face, forcing her to 
look up at him. His eyes were the 
deep, black passionate eyes that for 
a year of nights had filled her 
dreams. Her breath caught in ecstasy.

“Yes, I was sure, Lesley Vaile. 
When a man loves a woman the way 
I love you, he knows that woman was 
meant for him from the beginning 
of time. There wouldn’t be any use 
fighting it, dearest, even if we wanted 
to. Now—any more questions?”

“I guess—no more questions—” 
“Then give me your lips—”



Secretary uxe
There was chaos as 
the voice of Broad- 
way’s most garrulous 
columnist broke in. 
“Is this the young 
lady? Is it true your 

engagement is 
ended?”

‘By Karen Cookson

Mary Denis
Didn’t Know 
Herself Until 
That Night Her 
Boss Forgot She 
Was a Secretary

DMARY DENIS was not the 
# type of secretary to waste her 
employer’s time by daydream­
ing on the job. Today, however, Mr. 

Norman Aster had had to repeat the 
opening paragraph of the letter to the 
South American branch three times.

Finally he demanded hotly, “Would 

it be too much to ask for your atten­
tion, Miss Denis ?”

D. Mary turned with a start from 
the windows that looked down on Wall 
Street. She had not been seeing Wall 
Street. In her mind, she had been see­
ing Fifth Avenue and the formidable 
house where Nancy Boyle, Mr. Aster’s 
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fiancee, lived. Tonight that beautiful 
old house would blaze with lights. Its 
ballroom—that marvel of the gay 
nineties—would be opened for the first 
time in years, as Mr. and Mrs. John 
Leeds Boyle entertained for their 
daughter Nancy and the young man 
she was going to marry.

Few affairs nowadays were as gala 
as this one promised to be. Few peo­
ple, indeed, had ballrooms in which to 
stage incredible parties.

Mr. Aster’s thoughtful-eyed secre­
tary decided that of all the parties to 
which she had not been invited, this 
was the party she most longed to 
attend.

It stood for something in D. Mary’s 
mind—that Victorian ballroom in the 
old Victorian house. It stood for ro­
mance, the romance of an era that had 
passed, an era which had been char­
acterized by the waltz, by lace-paper 
valentines and gallantry, by the five 
o’clock Fifth Avenue parade and by 
the coach and four; an era when 
women had induced love by highly ar­
tistic flirtations instead of by casual 
camaraderie.

“I wish to advise you that the utili­
ties stock—” Mr. Aster was saying. 
He broke off wearily. Then, seeing 
that his secretary hadn’t even noticed 
him, he leaned over, amazingly, and 
caught D. Mary’s firm little chin be­
tween his thumb and first finger.

“What are you thinking about ?” he 
demanded, his tone revealing the fact 
that he was no longer angry, but only 
amused and curious.

Behind her silver-rimmed glasses, 
D. Mary’s eyes were wide and shy, like 
startled brown pansies.

“The dance/’ she breathed, “the one 
Miss Boyle’s parents are giving to­
night for you and for her. Oh, it will 
be marvelous!”

Young Mr. Aster was blunt.
“It will be deadly/’ he said decisive­

ly. “You’ve no idea what a bore it will 
be! Dowagers and debs and a lot of 
silly chatter—” He paced up and down, 
hands in pockets.

“But, look here, I didn’t know you 

cared about things like that,” he went 
on. “You’re not—that is—er—I sup­
posed you were a quiet sort of girl, 
with no hankering after the bright 
lights. You’re always cool and efficient 
and neat and poised. You never show 
up with a headache or shadows under 
your eyes. No ruffles. Excellent work­
er. Excellent references—”

“Precisely,” said D. Mary. “Daugh­
ter of a New England college pro­
fessor. Graduate of Smith. Inexperi­
enced before I came to Aster & Aster, 
but a brilliant mind. And yet even bril­
liant minds like to see Paris gowns, 
and meet handsome men, and hear 
superlative jazz once in a while.”

“True,” agreed Mr. Norman Aster 
thoughtfully. He stopped pacing, and 
lit a cigarette. “I have it!” he told D. 
Mary abruptly. “You’ll come to Nan­
cy’s party! You’ll see just how it is for 
yourself. I’ll fix everything. And now 
do you suppose you could take that 
letter for me ?”

“Yes, of course/’ said D. Mary. “I’m 
frightfully sorry. And please don’t 
think any more about what I said, Mr. 
Aster. I was just being silly. Spring 
fever, you know.”

With a yellow pencil almost the 
shade of her smoothed and subdued 
hair she made brief marks in her 
notebook. “I wish to advise you that 
the utilities stock—” she prompted.

“Never mind the utilities stock!” 
roared young Mr. Aster. “You thought 
I was joking about the party. I wasn’t. 
I want you to come if it will give you 
pleasure. And Nancy will be de­
lighted.”

“Oh, I couldn’t—”
“Why not?”
“Well, because I practically invited 

myself.”
“Nonsense! You’ve a suitable 

dress ?”
D. Mary laughed suddenly. It was 

all so fantastic! D. Mary Dems going 
to a party at the Fifth Avenue 
Boyles’!

“Yes. I’ve a suitable dress. But— 
really, Mr. Aster, I’m afraid that, aside 



from that, I’d be a washout. I wouldn’t 
fit in.”

“Oh, but—er—you’re charming,” 
protested Mr. Aster, with a gallantry 
that was a little slow. “Lots of young 
men—er—prefer the studious type of 
girl.”

D. Mary hesitated. She was 
tempted.

“I’ll send someone for you around 
nine,” announced her employer de­
cisively.

ROUND nine D. Mary 
Denis was 
pr ac t ically 
trembling with 
e x c i tement. 
She had spent 
so many nights 
s h ampooing

her hair, or reading at the public 
library, or window shopping! The ap­
pearance of Mr. Aster himself was the 
last straw.

“Why, I didn’t expect you to call 
for me! I thought you intended to send 
a friend,” she gasped, when she opened 
her apartment door and discovered 
him, tall and a little aloof in tails and 
a white tie.

It was obvious, however, that she 
wasn’t displeased.

She wasn’t wearing her glasses. 
With a brief smile of amusement, 
young Mr. Aster read her eyes. Such 
frank eyes they were, clear and brown 
and honest, not blue and veiled, as 
Nancy Boyle’s were. Nancy’s lovely 
eyes hid her secrets; D. Mary’s gave 
hers away. Assuming, of course, that 
she wanted to make a secret of the 
fact that for the first time she was 
seeing her employer as a man; as­
suming that she wouldn’t want him 
to know that she found him attractive 
in evening clothes.

“You’re looking mighty nice your­
self,” he said calmly.

D. Mary stammered, “B-but I didn’t 
say—”

“You don’t have to say,” Mr. Aster 
informed her blithely, and D. Mary 
suspected that the blitheness had 

been caused by an indiscreet number 
of cocktails.

She didn’t worry about that, how­
ever. Mr. Norman Aster was old 
enough to take care of himself.

In her lunch hour she had rushed 
out and bought a new evening dress. 
It was smart and simply cut; made of 
soft black satin, it was slinky beyond 
belief, the sophisticated sort of dress 
she had wanted for years. It had had 
one disadvantage from D. Mary’s 
point of view—an audacious little slit 
in the skirt—but D. Mary had prompt­
ly remedied that. She had sewed it up. 
She wouldn’t want Mr. Aster or his 
fiancee to think there was anything 
audacious about her.

All the lights in all the tall build­
ings of Manhattan seemed to be twin­
kling just for her as Mr. Aster led her 
out to his car—a long gray coupd 
which tonight he drove himself.

It wasn’t until they were moving 
downtown that he told her that the 
party at the Boyle home had unex­
pectedly been called off.

“So I thought we’d do a little night- 
clubbing on our own,” he said.

“I do hope it wasn’t anything seri­
ous, like a death in the family,” D. 
Mary said sympathetically.

Mr. Aster started. Then he laughed 
aloud. “Well,” he said, “it was a death 
in the family, in a way.”

D. Mary decided that it must have 
been a very distant relative. Mr. Aster 
didn’t seem greatly upset, only a bit 
sullen.

She sighed a little as she relin­
quished the picture of herself, dra­
matic in the black satin gown, dancing 
in the Victorian ballroom with a gal­
lant, lace-paper valentine partner. But 
her excited brown eyes lost none of 
their sparkle.

They had dinner at a smart hotel 
where a famous orchestra played for 
dancing. At her place was a corsage 
of double Russian violets centered 
with gardenias, which the fiance of 
Nancy Boyle had ordered for D. Mary 
Denis. Then, before going on to a 
round of night clubs, they visited a 



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 Broadway’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 flashes 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 
coupe.

It was a lovely dream turned into 
a nightmare.

THEY 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 fiancee 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 fact 
that you’re so—handsome. But you’re 
not like that at all, really! You’d 
rather have a misunderstanding with 
your fiancee 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.



They were both 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.”

DMARY 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 

stared 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 fiancee. 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 small 
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.



“M-masquerade costume?”
Nancy slammed a newspaper down 

on the table that separated them.
“See yourself as the cameras see 

you!” she invited frigidly. “Norman 
told me that you were just a plain 
little secretary from the sticks. Fortu­
nately for me, the cameras never lie— 
although my dear ex-fiance does! You 
didn’t look quite so plain and retiring 
last night!”

“Oh!” gasped D. Mary. She stared 
at the tabloid picture of a slim, wide- 
eyed blonde in a smartly cut black 
satin dress who was clinging to the 
arm of a handsome, tall man in eve­
ning clothes. A lovely, radiant, al­
though obviously dismayed blonde. 
“But this—”

“Isn’t Norman and you, I suppose?” 
suggested Miss Boyle grimly.

“No—yes—I mean—” D. Mary 
hesitated. Of course, the girl clinging 
to Norman Aster’s arm was Daffodil, 
not Mary Denis, but how could she ex­
plain that to his outraged fiancee? 
How could she say, “This isn’t the 
real me. This is the picture of a per­
sonality who lives inside me, a per­
sonality named Daffodil, whom I try 
to suppress. A personality I have sup­
pressed ! Daffodil won’t bother you any 
more. I promise you—”

How could she say that without 
sounding insane?

Nancy Boyle would never under­
stand.

D. Mary thought quickly.
“Let’s not talk about me,” she 

begged gently, hoping that she had 
found a way to repair the damage she 
had caused. “I want to tell you about 
Mr. Aster—how heartbroken he feels. 
That’s why I came, really. I want to 
explain his attitude—”

“I’m not interested in your explana­
tion,” said Nancy Boyle, “I’m inter­
ested in you and your disguise. Take 
off the ridiculous hat and the phony 
eyeglasses please! You might as well. 
You thought you could fool me with 
them, but you can’t.”

“They’re not phony—” began D. 
Mary placatingly.

UT little blue-eyed 
Miss Boyle had 
worked herself up 
into a towering rage. 
Like all girls who 
have been given 
their own way from 
infancy, she had 

very little self-control.
“I said take them off!” she shrilled 

hysterically, springing to her feet.
D. Mary insisted quietly, “I’m sor­

ry ; I can’t do that. I wear these glasses 
every day. I need them.”

“That’s not true!” cried Nancy 
Boyle. “And if you won’t take them 
off, I’ll take them off for you,” she 
threatened.

D. Mary took a backward step, but 
too late. Nancy had moved like a lithe 
cat, and snatched the glasses from 
her nose.

There was a sudden sharp tinkle as 
the lenses shattered upon the tiled 
floor of the sunroom. Then, before 
D. Mary had had time to anticipate a 
further attack, Nancy’s hysterical 
hands were clutching her prim, small 
hat, and pulling it off her head.

“Now get out!” Nancy cried, fling­
ing herself upon a divan and bursting 
into tears. “Get out!”

D. Mary’s grave eyes studied her 
pityingly for a moment before she 
obeyed. When at last she turned and 
left Nancy, her lips were tight with 
determination.

To D. Mary Denis, with years of 
New England training behind her, it 
was an appalling thing to see this girl 
whom she had always looked upon as 
the acme of beauty, breeding and 
glamour, changed into a bad-tempered 
little vixen.

No longer did she blame herself for 
Nancy’s quarrel with Norman. Nor­
man’s date with her had been merely 
the occasion for their break, not the 
cause. The cause lay in Nancy’s own 
temperament.

Sooner or later Mr. Aster, if he were 
wise, would have parted with Nancy 
anyway.

She caught a glimpse of herself in 



a hall mirror as a man-servant showed 
her out, and paused in astonishment.

‘"Well, well, Nancy certainly made 
me look a little more human,” she 
murmured. “Not bad! Not bad at 
all!”

ON the steps she encountered a 
throng of reporters. One of them 

recognized her. “You’re Miss Denis,” 
he challenged. “What did you want to 
see Miss Boyle about? Say!” he 
gasped, coming closer to her and per­
ceiving her tousled curls and the 
crushed little felt hat in her hand. 
“You two girls didn’t get into a hair­
pulling match, did you? How about 
letting us have the story?”

“Please go away, and let me alone,” 
D. Mary whispered dramatically. 
“You’ve caused enough trouble!”

“Oh, now, Miss Denis—” began the 
reporter placatingly.

D. Mary stole a glance at him out of 
sly brown eyes. She opened her bag 
and fumblingly produced a tiny white 
handkerchief. She looked as if she 
were about to cry. In reality, she was 
getting ready to talk for publication.

“It’s all been a misunderstanding,” 
she announced suddenly.

“Of course,” chorused the reporters 
soothingly.

“If I tell you the real story, will you 
promise to print it just as I give it to 
you ?” she asked.

They promised readily.
“I think I’d better begin with Mr. 

Aster,” she decided leisurely.
“Yes, do, Miss Denis!” urged the 

man who had first recognized her.
“Well,” said D. Mary, her dark eyes 

demure, “to get along with Mr. Aster, 
you have to understand him, and I 
don’t believe that Miss Boyle does— 
quite.

“Mr. Aster is one of the kindest 
men who ever lived,” declared his prim 
secretary, warming to her subject. 
“He isn’t in love with me—not in the 
least—but he planned to take me to 
Miss Boyle’s party last evening be­
cause he knew that I never got a 

^chance to go to parties like that.

“As you know, Miss Boyle objected. 
But when Mr. Aster starts a thing, he 
sees it through. That’s the way he’s 
made. He was determined to give me 
a good time for once in my life, and he 
did—at a terrible cost to his own hap­
piness.”

“You don’t think that he likes you 
better than Miss Boyle?” asked one 
of the reporters.

D. Mary shook her golden head. 
“How could he ?” she asked, her brown 
eyes very wide and innocent. “I’m ex­
tremely plain. You can see that for 
yourselves.”

“Will you pose for us now, and let 
us use that as a caption for your pic­
ture ?” demanded a photographer.

“Certainly,” said D. Mary, who had 
been working for just this, and smiled 
obligingly for the cameras. “Mr. As­
ter,” she confided matter-of-factly, 
“thinks I’m one of the plainest girls 
he’s ever seen.”

“Mr. Aster,” murmured a camera­
man with a knowing glance at his col­
leagues, “must be more or less blind.”

D. Mary, who had no colleagues, 
merely smiled to herself. “But not, let 
us hope, incurably,” she added to her­
self.

Then came the question D. Mary 
had been hoping they wouldn’t think 
of.

“What is your full name, Miss 
Denis ? We know that you always sign 
yourself D. Mary—but what does the 
D. stand for?”

D. Mary hesitated. If she didn’t tell 
them of her own free will, they might 
have her looked up and find out about 
the college professor father and the 
frivolous, runaway mother. They 
might rake up that scandal of long 
ago. They might even find out about 
the wickedly beautiful Daffodil Hats 
that women spent hundreds of dollars 
to import from Paris each year. Why, 
they might go so far as to suspect that 
D. Mary Denis was really two persons 
in one—a naughty, carefree girl who 
liked dresses with slits in the skirts, 
and music and laughter, a girl who 
had dared to fall in love with her at­



tractive employer, and a precise, dig­
nified girl with a New England con­
science, a girl who had wanted only to 
make amends for the trouble she had 
unwittingly caused, and who wasn’t 
sure—even now that she had dis­
covered Nancy Boyle’s ugly temper— 
that she had a right to try to make 
her employer see her in a more favor­
able light.

D. Mary shivered at the very idea.
“Daffodil Mary Denis is my full 

name,” she said in a small voice. “And 
now may I go please?”

SHE was late to the office, but Mr.
Aster was later still. D. Mary 

spent most of the day with one eye 
on the door and the other on the tele­
phone waiting to hear from him.

It was almost five in the afternoon 
before she heard his step in the outer 
office. When he appeared in the door­
way, he had a large collection of news­
papers under his arm.

“Have you seen today’s editions?” 
he demanded by way of greeting.

D. Mary shook her head.
“You really shouldn’t miss them,” 

said her boss, unfolding a page before 
her.

D. Mary bent over the newspaper, 
wonderingly. Then her gaze became 
magnetized.

She gave a little gasp of horror. 
Those traitorous reporters! They had 
told the world that D. Mary Denis was 
not without beauty all right—but in 
such a way that they had made a com­
plete fool of Norman Aster. The head­
lines read:
“YOU HAVE TO UNDERSTAND MR. 

ASTER!” SAYS DAFFODIL DENIS, 
BLOND SECRETARY

“His fiancee doesn’t understand him, but 
I do, H© isn’t interested in me—it’s just his 
land heart that makes him take me to night 
clubs,” declares pretty “Daffy” Denis, over 
whom debutante Nancy Boyle broke her 
engagement. (Story on Page 2.)

Above the headlines there appeared 
the picture for which D, Mary had 
smilingly posed—a slim, shapely blond 

girl, posed against the graystone aus­
terity of the Boyle Fifth Avenue 
home. She was a wide-eyed, defiant 
girl who, with her glasses broken and 
thrown away by Nancy Boyle, her 
ugly little hat ripped from her head 
by Nancy Boyle, and her prim coiffure 
destroyed and pulled into lovely, glim­
mering, flyaway little ringlets by 
Nancy Boyle, had been transformed 
into a youthful vision of beauty.

The newspapers questioned in heavy 
black print:
WOULD YOU CALL THIS GIRL PLAIN?

“I’m very plain,” Daffodil Denis told re­
porters modestly. “Mr. Aster just couldn't 
care for me!”

It was scandalous and appalling. D. 
Mary was trembling with a cold chill 
as she rose slowly to her feet and faced 
Mr. Aster. He would never forgive her 
for what she had done. Never! She 
had made a fool out of the man she 
had merely been trying to awaken.

His first words were astounding.
“You can read without your 

glasses,” he remarked mildly.
D. Mary stared. “What? Oh—oh 

yes. I suppose I can.” Was he going 
crazy ? What difference did it make at 
a time like this whether she could get 
along without them or not?

“Who told you that you needed to 
wear them—ever?” persisted young 
Mr. Aster whose gaze was confusingly 
intent.

D. Mary felt as if she would scream 
any minute. Here when she had of­
fended him unpardonably and was 
struggling to find words of apology, 
he centered the conversation upon her 
eyeglasses!

“I had headaches when I first came, 
to the city,” she explained, “and so I 
had my eyes examined—”

“At one of those small, cheap Kttfe 
places, I suppose?” interrupted Mn 
Aster.

“Whj^ — yes,” faltered D< Mary 
miserably.

<fWhere they fit you out with, 
glasses whether yon need them or not 
—and regardless of how beautiful 



your eyes are—just to make a sale/’ 
continued Mr. Aster bitterly. “The 
truth of the matter probably is that 
you should never have worn them at 
all,” he told her angrily.

“I know/’ she admitted weakly. 
“G-go ahead and call me names. I de­
serve anything you say.”

MR. ASTER suddenly came closer 
to her. “Look here,” he demand­

ed. “Were you deliberately trying to 
make a monkey out of me? That’s 
what I want to know. ‘You have to un­
derstand Mr. Aster!’ It sounds like the 
title of a comic song!”

“I—I suppose Miss Boyle will never 
forgive you?” choked D. Mary.

“I suppose not,” agreed Mr. Aster.
“If only I could do something to 

make it up to you!” she said diffident­
ly. “Oh, I’m so sorry about those news­
paper stories! And I wasn’t trying to 
make a monkey out of you. I was just 
trying to get my picture in the 
papers,” she went on, having reminded 
herself that confession was good for 
the soul. “You see, I had been to Miss 
Boyle to patch things up for you. But 
she wouldn’t listen to me. She—”

“She tore off your glasses and 
smashed them,” supplemented Mr. 
Aster, “and pulled off your hat and 
mussed your lovely hair.”

“How did you know?”
“She called me on the telephone to 

tell me so,” said Mr. Aster serenely. 
“She said that she had made a wreck 
out of my beautiful blonde. I didn’t 
know whom she was talking about un­
til I saw those newspaper pictures of 
you and the headlines.”

“I—I don’t know what you are talk­
ing about,” said D. Mary, blushing. 
But she was beginning to. In spite of 
the fact that her New England prac­
ticality whispered that this was only 
a dream from which she would 
awaken.

“See here,” he said sternly. “It 
simply isn’t decent for a man to have 
a secretary named Daffodil.”

“I know,” sighed D. Mary. “I’ll re­
sign, of course.”

Mr. Aster paid no attention to her. 
“Daffodils,” he continued, “belong in 
sunny apartments where they can look 
bright and pretty all day, and be wait­
ing to decorate a man’s home-coming 
at night. You ought to have a white- 
and-green kitchen,” he planned, “and 
a cool blue living-room, and a bedroom 
done in silver and yellow—”

“Mr. Aster!” interrupted D. Mary, 
drawing her slim self up stiffly. “Just 
because you’ve discovered that Daffo­
dil is a part of my name you needn’t 
jump to conclusions!”

“Why, Daffodil Mary!” smiled Mr. 
Aster. “You do me a great injustice. 
I’m asking you to marry me.”

“Marry you? But why?”
“Because you have everything that 

I ever wanted in a girl,” he explained 
triumphantly. “You’re the essence of 
what every man wants in a wife. 
You’re prim, yet you can be naughty; 
you’re very beautiful, yet at times 
plain; you’re brilliant, yet you can be 
idiotic; you’re reserved, and yet seduc­
tive; you’re light-hearted, and yet 
serious. Oh, in other words, Daffodil 
Mary Denis, you’re adorable! You’re 
complex, unique, paradoxical. Cleo­
patra was like that, and the famous 
Helen—and a very tantalizing woman 
named Eve.

“I want you, and only you,” he whis­
pered, catching her small hands in 
both of his. “Will you have me, dear?”

D. Mary had finished with duplicity 
forever. “If you’re sure you want me,” 
she answered simply. “But—I thought 
you loved Nancy?”

“I thought so too,” Mr. Aster re­
plied. “Now, however, I know that I 
was mistaken. Why, Nancy was en­
tirely beautiful, entirely aristocratic, 
entirely conventional and entirely 
spoiled. Darling, think how deadly 
marriage with her would have been! 
I couldn’t have borne it, longing as I 
always have, and as all men long, for 
your kind of woman.”

“A Daffodil Mary?” smiled D. 
Mary.

“But certainly!” sighed young Mr. 
Aster contentedly. “A Daffodil Mary.”



ampagne Cocktan
By Celia Keegan

HE bought me champagne cock­
tails

At the cities’ finest bars.
He always sent me orchids, 

And he drove imported cars. 
You said I was a darling, 
And my eyes like shining stars.

He offered me his honored hand, 
Asked if he dared to hope

You said you’d die without me 
And you begged me to elope. 
You didn’t have a nickel!
Guess I acted like a dope!

Well, I’ve had the gorgeous flowers 
And my stately motor trips,

And I tasted champagne cocktails 
In demure and dainty sips.

But the most intoxicating glow 
Has come—from your dear lips!



wo
CHAPTER I

He reached out and covered her hand with his. 
‘7 guess” he said slowly, “1 would tell you 

anything!”

SALLY MEREDITH fished around 
in her black patent-leather bag 
and pulled out a battered clip­

ping.
Wanted: Governess for thirteen-year- 

old girl. Must be mature, experienced, force-
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ful and extremely tactful. Best of references 
required. Apply Lancaster, 30 Old Country 
Road.

“Apply William Lancaster, III,” 
elaborated Sally. An impish twinkle 
danced in her smoky-gray eyes, 
quirked the corners of her red mouth.

“Hey, Sally!” whispered Eddie 
Horton. “The boss is watching you.”

Sally thrust the advertisement 
hastily back in her bag. Then she 
fixed her wide gray eyes soulfully on 
Jake’s face and let her mind wander, 
while Jake roared.

Jake was her boss. It was his regu­
lar day for roaring. Once a month 
regularly he called in all the reporters 
on the Herald, of which he was city 
editor, and told them how terrible 
they were.

Jake let out a moan that shook the 
rafters. “Nothing ever happens! 
Listen to him! Well, I’ll tell you some­
thing that’s going to happen, sure as 
shooting, while you sit around in cor­
ners and sleep. William Lancaster is 
going to run for governor!”

Every one of the seven people in 
the room gasped—except Sally.

Jake eyed her suspiciously. “So 
you’re not surprised? I suppose you 
knew all about that!”

Sally pushed a red curl behind her 
ear. “I’ve heard rumors,” she admit­
ted airily.

“Rumors! We can’t print rumors!”
“No,” agreed Sally sympathetically. 

“And you can’t print interviews, 
either—not with Bill Lancaster. Be­
cause you can’t get near him.”

She Spent Her Vacation Trying to Break Up a 
Famous Bachelor’s Romance

“Meredith!” barked Jake, and Sally 
jumped.

“I suppose,” sneered Jake, “that 
just because you’re starting off today 
on a month’s vacation—in our busi­
est season—you are no longer inter­
ested in the problems of this news­
paper !”

Sally grinned at him. “Why, Jake 
darling, you know that wherever I 
go, whatever I do, the Herald is al­
ways uppermost in my thoughts!”

“Nonsense!” snorted Jake. “And 
you’re my so-called star reporter!” 
He swept the room with a derisive 
gesture. “They expect me to run a 
newspaper with material like this! 
This rag hasn’t had a scoop in so long 
that the owners would drop dead if 
we ever once outsmarted the World.”

“What do you expect us to be, fic­
tion writers?” snapped Eddie Horton. 
That crack of Jake’s about Sally’s 
being the star reporter had irritated 
Eddie. “Nothing ever happens in this 
sleepy little two-by-four burg.”

AKE banged his fist 
down on the desk. 
“Listen. This town has 
material that the New 
York tabloids would 
envy. Here’s a rich, 
eccentric bachelor of 
twenty-six who ought 

to be good for columns of copy, and 
we haven’t had a story on him since 
he left Yale!

“Two years ago he made a non-stop 
flight from the Pacific Coast to test 
some gadget he invented himself for 
his own plane. It should have been 
front-page stuff. And what do we get? 
We get a wave of the hand and a po­
lite, ‘Sorry, boys, nothing for publi­
cation.’ Last year a new million-dol­
lar-hospital went up here in Johns­
town. Everybody knows that Lan­
caster must have built it, because he’s 
the only guy in town with that much 
money to give away. But not one of 
you was able to get a story on it. No 
wonder I’ve premature gray hairs.”



“What do you mean, premature?” 
chortled Eddie.

Jake wilted him with a glare.
“For months now Bill Lancaster 

has been the other half of a twosome 
with Muriel Waters. The Waters ice­
berg looks like a cat who’s just lapped 
up a bowl of extra heavy cream—but 
she won’t talk. We can’t get within 
a mile of Lancaster. Are they en­
gaged? Don’t ask the Herald. We 
wouldn’t know!”

His voice trailed off into a sputter 
of rage.

“Where,” asked Eddie Horton cau­
tiously, “did you pick up the dope 
that he’s going to run for governor?”

“I’ve got sources,” said Jake sour­
ly. “The business men are organizing 
a reform party, and the story goes 
that they will ask young Lancaster to 
head the ticket, and it’s ten to one 
he’ll accept. But I can’t print it, be­
cause we’ve got no proof.”

Jake eyed Sally thoughtfully. Ab­
ruptly he changed his tactics. “Sally,” 
he coaxed in an astonishingly soft 
voice, “how about postponing that 
vacation

“Not on your sweet life!” exclaimed 
Sally, alarmed. “Listen, Jake, this is 
all settled. I didn’t have a vacation 
last year or the year before that or 
the year before that or—”

“All right,” interrupted Jake 
hastily. “You don’t have to rub it in. 
Go on and enjoy yourself, while I 
stay in this hot stuffy little town and 
try to keep the paper from going to 
the dogs, so that you’ll have a job to 
come back to. But anybody who 
breaks that story of Lancaster run­
ning for governor gets a hundred-dol­
lar bonus.”

Sally turned and blew him a kiss 
from the doorway. “Just have the 
check ready for me when I get back, 
Jake,” she called wickedly, and de­
parted to the tune of Eddie Horton’s 
snort of derision.

She jumped into a taxi and ordered 
the driver to take her to 30 Old Coun­
try Road.

Leaning back in the speeding cab, 

her eyes narrowed speculatively. 
That hundred-dollar bonus was some­
thing to think about. But even more 
important, she had a personal score 
to settle with William Lancaster. 
When the rumor of his supposed en­
gagement had been still hot, Sally had 
slipped into the back seat of the Lan­
caster town car while the chauffeur’s 
back was turned. Bill Lancaster, hur­
rying from his office into the car, had 
been confronted by a pair of candid 
gray eyes.

Sally had summoned the engaging, 
one-sided smile that had won her so 
many scoops. “Mr. Lancaster, won’t 
you give the Herald a statement—”

She had never finished that sen­
tence.

The oblivious chauffeur had already 
been slipping into high. Bill Lancas­
ter had cast about wildly for escape.

Sally had laid a slim hand on his 
perfectly tailored sleeve.

“Don’t paw me, woman!” he had 
snapped irritably. Then, jerking open 
the door, he had hurled his six-foot 
body out of the moving car. Sally had 
gasped and had looked hastily out of 
the window to make sure he hadn’t 
been killed. She had caught a glimpse 
of retreating broad shoulders as he 
strode grimly away.

Don’t paw him, indeed! He hadn’t 
even looked at her. Sally for the best 
part of twenty years had been 
accustomed to being seen—and usual­
ly admired.

“He wouldn’t recognize me if he 
were introduced to me tomorrow!” 
she thought viciously.

Yes, Sally had a score to settle with 
William Lancaster.

FROM her bag she took a mirror, 
some hairpins and a pair of horn­
rimmed spectacles. Working swiftly, 

she slicked back her rebellious red 
curls and pinned them tight to her 
small head. She turned down the brim 
of her smart little off-the-face hat so 
that it became a bedraggled affair 
with no style, and hid almost com­
pletely the upper half of her face.



As a crowning touch, she perched 
the horn-rimmed spectacles on her 
wholly inadequate little nose. Then 
she peered into the tiny mirror—and 
immediately became convulsed with 
laughter.

“Not so hot, baby I” she murmured. 
With sudden decision, she yanked off 
the spectacles and thrust them back 
in her bag, ran the comb riotously 
through her mop of hair, and flipped 
the hat back to its original jauntiness.

“Sink or swim,” she muttered, “I’ll 
do it under my own steam.”

The taxi rolled up a long graveled 
driveway and stopped in front of a 
rambling gray-stone house. It was a 
charming house, set far back on 
emerald lawns, among protecting 
giant trees ; a proud house, disdain­
fully aloof from its neighbors, arro­
gant.

“Like its owner,” thought Sally 
wryly.

“Wait for me,” she said to the cab 
driver. “You may have to pick up the 
pieces.”

She took the imposing stone steps 
blithely, two at a time.

To the dignified gray-haired butler 
she said quickly, “Mr. Lancaster is 
expecting me.”

“I’m sorry, but Mr. Lancaster’s 
advertisement said—”

Sally’s raised eyebrows were a 
masterpiece of haughtiness. “Will you 
please take me in to Mr. Lancaster 
immediately?” she said imperiously.

She felt a thrill of triumph when, 
after a slight hesitation, the butler 
turned and led the way. Her high 
heels sank luxuriously into thick car­
pets, and her eyes took approving 
note of tall mirrors and polished old 
mahogany. In her mind she was al­
ready beginning her story, “Secure 
in his ancestral home, surrounded by 
magnificent family portraits and an­
tiques, Mr. William Lancaster—”

She sighed. A lot of water would 
run under the bridge before the 
Herald printed that story.

The tall young man behind the 
huge desk in the living-room did not 

look up as Sally entered. He said with 
weary courtesy, “Won’t you sit down, 
Miss—”

“Sally Meredith.”
Sally’s voice was low and sweet and 

slightly husky. At the sound of it, 
the man started and lifted harassed 
black eyes. When he saw Sally, he 
scrambled to his feet and gave her a 
bewildered, apologetic smile.

fwas Sally’s turn to stare. 
She had thought she was 
prepared for Bill Lan­
caster, Johnstown’s leg­
end. She had poured over 
the file of pictures in the 
Herald morgue. She had 
seen him at close range 

during those few minutes in his car, 
before he had jumped out. But now 
she was thrown completely off guard 
by the height of him, by incredibly 
black eyes set in a thin, dark, rest­
less face.She had expected someone arrogant 
and spoiled and disagreeable.

She had never seen him smile.
It was unfair, that smile. It flashed 

fleetingly into his stern young face 
and made him seem hesitant and ap­
pealing and a little shy.

Sally stood and faced him, a slim 
girl with adventurous gray-green eyes 
and a disarming childish mouth.

“I beg your pardon. I thought you 
were another applicant.”

His voice was nice, too.
“I am,” said Sally.
“But the advertisement said—”
“I know,” said Sally hastily. “I’m 

not mature or experienced. But I 
would be a good governess—honestly, 
I would. I can teach French and Span­
ish, and I can ride and swim and play 
tennis. And I like children—I always 
get along well with children.”

“It’s out of the question.”
‘Won’t you,” begged Sally, “just 

give me a chance? Just try me for a 
week—a day?”

“We’re wasting time,” he said 
firmly. “I couldn’t possibly consider 
it.”



Sally rose slowly, reluctant to go.
He hesitated, then stammered with 

obvious embarrassment, “If—if 
you’re in need of money, I’d be only 
too happy—99

He meant it; he was a very human 
person, this Bill Lancaster.

“Why, he’s sweet,” thought Sally, 
startled.

“No, thanks,” she said aloud. “I’ll 
get along somehow.”

He looked distressed. “But surely 
you—”

But she crossed the long room and 
stood facing him, burnished head 
high, gray eyes unwavering. “Here’s 
a gift from me to you—proof positive 
that honesty does not pay.”

She tossed the pair of horn-rimmed 
spectacles on the mahogany desk.

“What do you mean?”
She smiled ruefully. “I’ll bet I could 

have had this job. When I slicked my 
hair back and made my hat look fun­
ny and put on those specs, I looked 
fully ten years older. And in my bag 
is a complete set of forged references 
stating that I am an experienced gov­
erness. I was going to use them.”

He cleared his throat. “Why—why 
did you change your mind?”

“I hate liars,99 said Sally simply.
She was halfway to the door when 

his voice stopped her. “Wait—please 
wait a moment.”

She retraced her steps.
“You see,” he said quietly, “I hate 

liars, too.”
He went on abruptly. “My sister is 

thirteen years old. Our parents were 
killed in an accident nine years ago, 
and—well, Babs and I have only each 
other.” He hesitated.

“Yes?” murmured Sally encourag­
ingly.

“I’ve had three governesses for 
her in the past year—and I don’t 
know why, because Babs is not a bad 
child.” He glanced at her quickly, as 
if daring her to challenge that.

“I’m sure she isn’t,” said Sally 
warmly. “No child is bad.”

His face lighted. “That’s what I 
think. Maybe I should send Babs 

away to boarding school, but some­
how I can’t do it. I—I want her to 
have a home.”

“You are sweet,” thought Sally. 
“You’re a darling.”

HE crossed the room abruptly and 
pulled the bell cord. “Ask Miss 

Barbara to come in for a moment, 
Carter,” he said to the butler.

“If she likes me,” asked Sally dar­
ingly, “am I hired ?”

He hesitated. “You’re so young,” 
he said perplexedly. “And so pretty.” 
He stopped. “I beg your pardon.”

To her horror, she began to blush. 
That habit of blushing was the bane 
of Sally’s existence. In three years she 
had worked up from cub to star re­
porter on the Herald. She had covered 
divorces, suicides and murders. But 
still, at the most inopportune times, 
she continued to blush.

Like a blessing, Barbara drifted in.
She was built like her brother— 

lean and long-limbed, with an im­
perious carriage, a wilful, sweet 
mouth and a half-wary softness in her 
black velvet eyes.

She did not wait for introductions. 
“Well, for Pete’s sake!” she exclaimed 
instantly. “Where did you come from? 
All the others have been old hags with 
stringy hair.”

“BaiHbara!” exclaimed Bill.
She paid no attention to him. 

“You’re pretty,” she said excitedly to 
Sally. “Are your eyelashes real? I 
wish I had red hair. If you stay, will 
you teach me to fix my hair like that? 
Will you let me use your lipstick? Will 
you help me to buy an evening dress 
with no back in it?”

Sally gasped. She stole a glance at 
Bill. He was waiting with a half-tri­
umphant smile on his face. He might 
almost have said aloud, “You see, it’s 
too much for you.”

“If I say no,” she thought, “I’ll an­
tagonize the child—and if I say yes to 
all those absurdities, Bill will know 
right away that I’m no good.”

She thrust her chin up. “No,” she 
said deliberately, “I won’t do any of 



those things. But if you’ll let me, I’ll 
teach you to brush your hair every 
night until it shines. I’ll show you how 
to walk balancing a book on your 
head, so that you can enter a room 
with an air.”

She grinned at Barbara, a crooked 
friendly grin. “And then when you’re 
eighteen, you will really know how to 
wear an evening dress!”

She didn’t dare look at Bill. She 
didn’t know whether she had made a 
fool of herself or not.

“You,” said Barbara unexpectedly, 
“have some sense.”

Sally turned to Bill then. His eyes 
were amused, but they were friendly. 
“You’ll do,” he said softly. “You’ll do, 
Sally Meredith.”

“You mean I’m hired—without any 
references ?”

“You don’t look as if you’d steal 
the silver,” he answered dryly. His 
voice became businesslike. “You will 
have a connecting room with Babs. 
Blake can take you in the car to pick 
up your clothes.”

“I have a suitcase outside in the 
taxi,” said Sally. She went out 
quickly, not daring to look at him. But 
she thought she heard his low chuckle 
follow her.

CHAPTER II 
wasn’t, she soon discov­
ered, easy to be a govern­
ess. She had one battle 
with Babs over learning 
French and another over 
not having a permanent. 
Both times she had a sick 
feeling that she had met 

her match. But she stuck to her guns, 
and both times—to Bill’s admiring 
surprise—she won out.

Babs was wilful and arrogant and 
spoiled. Babs was also intelligent and 
generous and fiercely loyal. Babs was 
a darling, thought Sally. Babs was 
just like Bill.

But if Babs was difficult, she had 
an even harder job with Bill, from 
whom she wanted that story. His very 

courtesy put a distance between them. 
He left for the office before they came 
down to breakfast. He always had 
dinner with them, but it was mostly 
a two-way conversation with Babs— 
he was obviously Bab’s slave. As soon 
as the child had gone to bed, Bill 
either went into the library, alone, to 
read, or else got dressed and went 
out somewhere. Sally guessed shrewd­
ly that he was going to see Muriel 
Waters, but she wasn’t even sure of 
that

By the end of the first week, she 
was bored to tears. She didn’t dare go 
into town, even to a movie, for fear 
someone from the Herald would see 
her. She just sat alone in her room 
every evening, until she was ready 
to explode. And every evening she 
took out a little notebook labeled “Im­
pressions of William Lancaster” and 
stared at its blank pages.

“Jake was right,” she thought dis­
gustedly. “I’m a washout as a re­
porter.”

On the ninth day, she revolted. 
That evening she put on her best 
dress. Sally had mortgaged a month’s 
salary for that dress. In the hand it 
was just a handful of white silk jer­
sey, with a gold-leaf belt, but on Sally 
it was a dream come true. It outlined 
the gracious, melting curves of her 
slim young figure, and clung to her as 
if it had at last found its reason for 
existence.

Sally put it on and felt her stunted 
ego begin to revive.

She ran a comb through her red 
curls and caught them up high on 
top of her head with a single jeweled 
pin. She painted her warm young 
mouth with red. She put one drop of 
heady perfume behind each ear. And 
then she lifted her chin and went 
down to dinner.

Babs stared, awe-struck, reverent. 
“Sally! You’re so—so impossibly 
pretty! Bill, isn’t she pretty?”

Bill was staring at her, too, as if 
she were somebody he were seeing 
for the first time and would like very 
much to meet.



“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. ‘Tm 
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.

OUTSIDE, 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 Muriel 
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 tonight, 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—”

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, “tell me about 
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 Babs.”

“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, I’ve noticed— 
I couldn’t help but notice—that you 
never leave the grounds, that you 
never go anywhere. I’m not asking 
you to tell me why. But I think you 
must be in some sort cf jam—and I 
want to get 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- 



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 you, 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—J want 
you to meet her.”

Sally tumbled off her starry 
heights.

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

HE told herself, march­
ing upstairs to her 
room, that she was 
thrilled. She was a re­
porter, wasn’t she ? 
She was here to get a 
story. Well, now she 
would get the lowdown 

on 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 
for 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 haven’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 each other 
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 cf 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:

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 dark young getf.



“What wouldn’t I approve?”
“Bill,” said Babs, “make her wear 

it”
Sally’s eyes met his, and she began 

to feel short of breath, the way she 
always did when Bill caught her un­
awares.

“It’s perfect,” said Bill quietly.
“Here—let me fasten it for you.”

Was he lingering a little over the 
clasp? Just the light touch of his fin­
gers sent a little tingle down Sally’s 
spine.

“Be still,” she commanded her 
wildly beating heart. “Be still!”

MURIEL WATERS swept in—an 
acquisitive, predatory blonde in 

aqua chiffon that matched exactly her 
big shallow blue eyes. Muriel was 
beautiful, like a diamond—and like a 
diamond cold and hard and glitter­
ing.

She rushed over to Babs, kissed 
her. “My precious child!”

Babs surreptitiously scrubbed the 
back of her hand across her mouth. 
Her eyes flew to Sally’s. “You see?” 
asked Babs’ black eyes.

Sally saw.
Bill was saying, “And this is Miss 

Meredith—Sally to the family.”
Muriel’s hard blue eyes narrowed. 

‘Tt’s nice of you to help out until I 
can take things over,” she said con­
descendingly.

Anger shot through Sally. “Not at 
all,” she said coolly. “Babs needs a 
woman’s guiding hand.”

Behind Muriel’s back she met Babs’ 
delighted grin and winked deliber­
ately.

By the time dinner was announced, 
Sally’s nerves were on edge from be­
ing patronized, and her gray eyes 
were flying storm signals.

At dinner Muriel kept the conver­
sation a triangular affair, with Sally 
definitely on the outside. Finally 
Muriel turned to her. “What a charm­
ing necklace, Miss Meredith!”

“It belongs to Babs,” said Sally.
Muriel turned to Babs in sweet re­

buke. “Your mother’s, Barbara? I 

should think you would cherish that, 
my dear, instead of lending it about 
indiscriminately.”

Angry little green flecks lit Sally’s 
smoky-gray eyes.

“Sally isn’t indis— whatever you 
said!” said Babs loudly.

“Babs!” warned Sally.
Bill’s black eyebrows shot upward. 

“Babs cherishes that necklace more 
than anything else she owns, Muriel,” 
ne said levelly.

Sally’s heart warmed a little, but 
Muriel shot her a venomous glance, 
and Sally knew she had made an 
enemy. Her turbulent heart leaped to 
meet the challenge.

Muriel was picking daintily at her 
salad.

“Dieting,” thought Sally wickedly. 
Ostentatiously she demolished steak 
and vegetables and two helpings of 
mashed potatoes.

Barbara, her eyes glinting with 
mischief, followed suit. “Let’s have 
another piece of pie, Sally.”

Muriel didn’t know enough to keep 
still. “Barbara, my dear!”

“I’d love another piece of pie,” said 
Sally. “Do try it, Miss Waters. You 
haven’t eaten a thing!”

“No, thank you,” shuddered Muriel.
“It’s awfully good,” said Sally gus­

tily. “Maybe ten years from now I’ll 
have to watch my figure, too, but 
meanwhile I do love pie.”

Bill choked suddenly, and reached 
hastily for his glass of water.

THEY had coffee in the living­
room. Muriel took the chair by 
the coffee table and poured, as if by 

divine right. She looked very decora­
tive in the firelight and very much 
at home, pouring Bill’s coffee. Sally’s 
heart twisted painfully.

“Three lumps, please,” she said 
grimly. “And cream.”

As soon as she could, she bore Babs 
off to bed. She carried away with her 
the picture of Muriel leaning over to 
put her hand possessively on Bill’s 
arm.



Sally took a stinging cold shower. 
She stepped into a blue princess-cut 
house coat and zipped it wrathfully 
up the front, noting with small satis­
faction that she didn’t bulge any­
where. She parted her hair in the 
middle and pushed it back with bobby 
pins tied with two narrow blue rib­
bon bows. She looked young and glow­
ing and freshly scrubbed.

“I wonder how Muriel looks with­
out her make-up,” she thought wrath­
fully.

But it didn’t help any. It was Mu­
riel who was down there with Bill. 
It was Muriel who would feel the 
strength of his arms and the warmth 
of his kisses.

At ten o’clock there was a light rap 
on the door and she opened it upon 
Bill—Bill gravely offering her a plate 
upon which reposed a huge wedge 
of chocolate cake. His black eyes were 
dancing.

“I thought you might be hungry,” 
he said solemnly.

Sally took the plate from him help­
lessly.

He reached out and tangled his fin­
gers in her short curls. “You look 
about ten years old,” he said softly. 
Then he released her abruptly. “Good 
night, spitfire.”

CHAPTER III
ALLY opened her eyes 
the next morning up­
on a bright blue world 
—with a heart that 
was gray and dreary 
and defeated. “Wed­
nesday,” she thought 
wearily. “It’s been 

only eleven days since I bounced up 
to this house in a taxi aftd began 
leading with my chin.”

She would give Bill notice today. 
She couldn’t stand any more.

But, amazingly, Bill was at break­
fast.

“I waited around,” he said, “to tell 
you two some news. We’re having a 
party tomorrow night.”

Babs clapped her hands gleefully. 
She loved parties.

Sally opened her mouth to say she 
couldn’t be there.

Bill said, “It’s rather important— 
for me. Among the guests will be a 
delegation to ask me to run for gover­
nor.”

Sally’s heart began to beat furi­
ously.

“Bill!” exclaimed Babs excitedly. 
“How scrumptious! You’re going to 
do it, aren’t you ?”

“What do you think of the idea, 
Sally?” he asked.

His eyes were on her face, dazzling 
her.

“Who is going to ask you?”
He went into careful detail. He 

named important names. He told her 
everything.

A little imp in Sally’s brain was 
shouting, “A scoop! Front-page stuff! 
How Jake will go for this!”

Bill said, “Well, what do you 
think?”

Her throat.hurt. She felt all hollow 
inside, and her knees, even sitting 
down, felt wobbly. “Why ask me?”

He winced, as if that hurt. “I’d like 
your opinion.”

Under the table, Sally’s hands 
clenched until the knuckles showed 
white. Reporters were practical, hard- 
boiled people—and she was a report­
er. She was one of the best reporters 
in the State! Besides, he was engaged 
to that squashy blonde.

“I hope you accept,” she said.
“Then it’s settled,” said Bill.
She spent all afternoon writing in 

her notebook.
Bill was very quiet at dinner that 

night. Whenever Sally looked up from 
her plate, she met his eyes. Immedi­
ately after dinner, he said, “Sally, 
may I see you in the library for a mo­
ment?”

“He’s found out!” she thought, 
panic-stricken.

When they reached the library, Bill 
took something out of the desk draw­
er and handed it to her. It was her 
notebook.



“I found this in the upstairs hall. 
Is it yours?”

“Yes.” She wet her lips. “Did—did 
you read it?”

“I’m afraid I did. You see your 
name isn't on it anywhere.”

Well, she would take it standing. 
She gritted her teeth and flung her 
head up, waiting for the deluge.

But there was no anger in his face. 
His eyes were incredibly soft and 
deep. He hadn’t guessed from that 
notebook that she was a reporter! He 
trusted her so much that he didn’t 
even have a suspicion of what that 
book meant. He thought—there was 
no telling what he thought! Probably 
that she was in love with him.

A betraying wave of scarlet stained 
her face.

“You’re blushing!” said Bill softly. 
He touched her hot cheeks. “Tempera­
ture about a hundred and ten.”

She didn't know what made her do 
it. But his touch snapped some tight- 
coiled spring in Sally, and she turned 
her head and nestled her cheek 
against the palm of his hand.

“Sally!” said Bill huskily. He 
reached for her and gathered her 
close. He held her so tight that she 
could hardly breathe. She felt his kiss 
clear to the tips of her toes.

“It’s only a kiss,” thought Sally 
desperately. “You’ve been kissed by 
experts, my girl. This is—”

And then she stopped thinking. He 
was kissing her as if he would never 
stop. He kissed her hair and her eyes 
and the warm little hollow of her 
throat. He kissed her mouth again. 
And again.

She kissed him back.
She wanted to spend the rest of 

her life kissing him back.
And then he let her go.
“I’m sorry. I had no right—”
No right!
Sally stumbled out of the room.
Bill had kissed her, and nothing 

would ever be the same again.
She had kissed him back. She had 

taken her heart and held it out to 

him, bare and quivering, in her 
hands. And he had said, “I’m sorry.”

She took a piece of paper and be­
gan to write.

Dear Jake—

THE next night was the party.
Sally put on the white dress, and 

it might have been a bungalow apron 
for all the lift she got out of it. She 
went downstairs early to arrange the 
flowers.

Muriel was already there. She had 
come especially early, she said, to 
see Sally.

Sally waited.
Muriel said, “Miss Meredith, I 

hardly know how to say this. I don’t 
want to hurt your feelings, but—the 
truth is, Bill and I feel that you are 
much too immature to have charge 
of Barbara.”

Bill and I!
“Was there any reason why Mr. 

Lancaster couldn’t tell me himself?” 
asked Sally proudly.

Muriel shrugged deprecatingly. 
“My dear, you know how men are! 
Of course, after we are married, Bar­
bara will be put in the proper board­
ing school. The child is sadly in need 
of discipline.”

Sally forgot her own pain in a sud­
den rush of compassion for Babs. 
“Miss Waters, please don’t! I’ll go 
immediately, of course. But don’t— 
Forgive me for intruding like this, 
but you must not send Babs away to 
school. She’ll feel she isn’t wanted. 
She’ll be miserable. She’s a tractable 
child—truly she is, if she is handled 
sympathetically. And she worships 
her brother.”

The other girl’s eyes were cold. 
“Really, Miss Meredith, aren’t you 
forgetting your place?”

“You mustn’t do this to Babs!” 
cried Sally.

Muriel lifted a quick hand for 
silence. Sally whirled around. Bill 
was standing in the doorway.

She couldn’t tell how much he had 
heard. His eyes were inscrutable. It 



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 to 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 
bona 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.

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 covering could stand.

LITTLE while later, 
she saw the 
men begin to 
drift, one by

toward 
library.

one, 
the
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.



“It worked like a charm,” he whis­
pered. “I hid away till all the guests 
had gone, and then I let the butler 
discover me, supposedly dead drunk, 
laid out on the sofa in the sunroom. 
Lancaster didn’t know where to send 
me, so he told the butler to put me 
in the guest room for the night and 
let me sleep it off.”

“Well,” snapped Sally, “that’s all 
very bright of you, but what’s the 
idea of barging into my room like 
this?”

“You’re holding out on me,” said 
Eddie implacably. “I want the low- 
down, Sally. Come on, give.”

“I wouldn’t tell you anything if I 
knew it!” said Sally furiously. “Now 
get out of here, before I wake the 
house!”

He laughed. “Come off your high 
horse, my sweet. It’s after midnight, 
and you’re in a very fetching negligee. 
I know very well you won’t yell for 
help”

“Oh, won’t I?” gritted Sally.
The hot, red-headed temper that 

wouldn’t let her stop to think boiled 
over—and she screamed. As soon as 
that scream had shattered the still­
ness she knew that it had also shat­
tered her little tissue-paper house of 
pretense. But it was too late to think.

THE door opened and Bill burst
in. His blow caught Eddie Horton 

on the side of the head and sent him 
sprawling.

“Get out!” snapped Bill. “I don’t 
care how drunk you are! You should 
know better than to force yourself on 
a helpless girl. Get out before I break 
your neck!”

Eddie got up, nursing his jaw. 
“Helpless girl, my grandmother! 
She’s the smartest woman reporter in 
the State.”

Bill’s lips went white, and the 
whiteness spread to his whole face. 
“Get out!” he said menacingly to 
Eddie.

Eddie got out. The door slammed 
behind him.

Sally felt like a criminal come to 

judgment. She looked at Bill—and 
faced a stranger. He looked too thin, 
too dark. He was all cheekbones and 
black blazing eyes. His mouth, usually 
so generous-looking, was thin and 
straight and tight.

“Is it true?”
“Yes.”
He waited, staring at her as if she 

were beyond comprehension.
“I’ll leave in the morning,” she 

faltered.
“If you please.” Each word fell 

from his lips as if it were freshly 
chilled.

“Perhaps you’d rather I’d leave to­
night,” flared Sally.

“So it was all a trick,” he said, still 
in that frozen, aching voice. “All of 
it. That notebook—that was your 
story, wasn’t it? And I thought it was 
—oh, what a stupid fool I’ve been!”

Sally clenched her hands tight and 
hard.

The thread of his icy self-control 
held for one moment longer. And then 
the storm of his bitterness broke over 
her. He gathered up all the harsh, 
hurting words he knew and flayed her 
with them. She was a liar, a traitor, 
a cheat! He pelted her with words, 
like tiny hard pebbles.

“Bill!”
They both whirled around. It was 

Babs—a forlorn little figure in a long 
white nightgown and dressing-gown, 
standing in the connecting door be­
tween her room and Sally’s. “I heard,” 
said Babs. “Bill, you’ve got to let her 
explain.”

“Go to bed, Babs,” said Bill.
“I won’t!” sobbed Babs. “You’re 

acting crazy. You’ve got to let her 
explain. I love Sally!”

“Darling!” whispered Sally. “Go to 
bed, Babs. I love you, too.”

“Well,” said Bill, his voice crack­
ing, “have you—have you something 
to explain?”

She turned on him furiously. “Don’t 
stand there looking so—so self-right­
eous. I’ve been on my own since I 
was sixteen years old. You wouldn’t 



know anything about that, would 
you? I learned the French and Span­
ish I’ve been teaching Babs at night 
school, after a hard day’s work. Yes, 
I’m a reporter—and a good one! And 
I’m proud of it!”

“No doubt,” said Bill, “you’re espe­
cially proud of those kisses last 
night!”

“Well, what have you got to be so 
proud of?” she flung at him. “It 
seems to me we’re quits. You kissed 
me and then went running off to kiss 
Muriel!”

“Not exactly,” said Bill slowly. 
“Muriel and I aren’t engaged any 
longer. I broke it off—as soon as I 
found out that I was in love with 
someone else.”

The anger evaporated, leaving her 
as weak as water. “Bill,” she said 
shakily, “Bill—I resigned from my 
job on the Herald—last night, by 
special-delivery letter. I wrote to Jake, 
the managing editor, and told him I 
was through.”

“Sally—why?”
They had both forgotten Babs.
“Oh, for Pete’s sake!” said Babs. 

“Can’t you see why?”
“Babs!” murmured Sally, turning 

scarlet. But Babs was gone, closing 
the door behind her, softly and def­
initely.

Bill reached for Sally and gathered 
her in his arms. He said, just before 
he started kissing her, “Here’s one 
for your book!”
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Moments To Forget
VIRGINIA walked showly out of 

the Square Theater lobby, her 
lovely head in such a turmoil 
that she forgot her usual, “Good 

night, Carl/’ to the doorman. She 
sauntered along the quiet, moonlit 
street, Then halfway down the block 
she paused and looked back at the 
words glowing in lights above the 
theater entrance.
Pineville’s Own Douglas Bishop in 

“Love For a Day”
Her lips moved slightly as she re­

peated it to herself. Suddenly the 
lights went out and she turned away 
from the blackness. Just like that, 
she thought miserably, he had gone 
out of my life. For she had finally let 
herself realize tonight that Doug 
would never come back. He was too 

far away now—much farther than 
the mere miles that separated them.

As scene after scene of “Love For 
a Day” unreeled again in her mind, 
she saw it all so plainly—saw that the 
modest, likable boy from Pineville 
who had loved to take engines apart 
was no more. In his place was a 
suave, darkly handsome cosmopolite 
making love to the most glamorous 
women in the world. A man who wore 
evening clothes as easily as he had 
worn the greasy overalls in the garage 
during summer vacations. A man 
whose name was in headlines con­
stantly, whose slightest move was a 
matter for speculation, rumor and 
widespread publicity.

He was the toast of Hollywood. 
Women mobbed him, fought for sou­
venirs. He had gone so far beyond 

He Had Too Many “Best” Girls to Suit Her
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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 roles and 
stardom in the offing.

VIRGINIA 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 I 
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 much 
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 to 
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.”



And now, after seeing this new, 
sophisticated Doug in the picture to­
night, she knew they were right.

week later the 
telegram came 
—the telegram 
from Doug 
Bishop. She 
found it under 
the door Mon­
day noon when 

she came home to get some lunch. 
Eagerly she tore it open and read:

COMING BACK SATURDAY TO MY VERY 
BEST GIRL STOP CAN HARDLY WAIT TO 
SEE YOU

DOUG

It couldn’t be true! It just couldn’t. 
But there it was in the fifteen grand­
est words she’d ever read.

“I wasn’t a fool!” She laughed 
aloud, a glorious lilt of happiness in 
her voice. “He didn’t forget! Oh, 
Doug, Doug, I love you so!”

She could hardly teach that after­
noon. The excitement was too over­
whelming. For the first time in her 
life she was self-conscious about fac­
ing her pupils. “They can hear my 
heart singing,” she thought. “How 
can they help it?—I can’t hear any­
thing else myself.”

Virginia left the school that after­
noon with steps that were more of a 
dance than a walk. A block from home 
she saw Mrs. Gainer coming out to 
her gate—keen-eyed Mrs. Gainer who 
was always so full of news that she 
made it almost a waste of money to 
buy a newspaper. Virginia stopped 
and said hello. Mrs. Gainer beamed.

“Guess you must have heard, too, 
Ginny—the way you’re clicking those 
heels of yours along the street. And 
that’s the first time in months that 
you’ve smiled as if you really meant 
it.”

“Heard what?” asked Virginia, her 
flushed face aglow.

“About Doug Bishop coming 
back.”

“You know?”

“Of course. It’s ail around towiL 
The manager of the Square Theater 
let it out. Doug’s making a personal 
appearance there Saturday. I suppose 
you’ll be seeing him a lot while he’s 
here.”

“A little,” said Virginia, hugging 
her secret close to her heart. A little? 
The rest of her life!

“Funny idea, those telegrams,” 
went on Mrs. Gainer.

“What’s that?”
“Oh, nearly every woman in town 

got one of them. I’m surprised you 
didn’t. Maybe you got a special one.”

Virginia colored. No one, she 
thought, ever got a telegram so special 
as the one she had received.

“Here’s mine,” Mrs. Gainer said, 
fishing in her bag. “They’re all alike. 
Just a stunt, I guess.”

Smiling with polite interest, Vir­
ginia took the telegram. And there, 
like sharp steel arrows piercing deep 
into her heart, were the words:

COMING BACK SATURDAY TO MY VERY 
BEST GIRL STOP CAN HARDLY WAIT TO
SEE YOU

DOUG BISHOP

No! It couldn’t be. Not Doug! She 
read the telegram again—and again.

“Sort of cute, don’t you think?” 
asked Mrs. Gainer. “Doug Bishop 
sending us all—”

“I’m sorry,” Virginia broke in, try­
ing desperately to control her voice. 
“I’ve got to go. I have so many things 
to do—”

The telegram was like a burning 
coal in her hand. She thrust it into 
Mrs. Gainer’s hand and ran stumbling 
down the street, her face deathly- 
white. She didn’t stop until she was 
lying across her own bed, her tear- 
streaked face buried deep in her 
pillow.

For an hour she lay there, her 
body racked with sobs, her miner torn 
with the agony of her thoughts. How 
could Doug have done this to her — 
forget her, then make a fool of her 
with a horrible, cheap stunt!

He’d sent her soaring to the heights



with fifteen telegraphed words, then 
turned and brought her spinning to 
the depths by sending that very same 
message to almost every other woman 
in town!

IT was a long time before the sobs 
quieted and the tears dried. She 

got a firm grip on herself and got up 
off the bed. She washed her face and 
powdered it.

“There’s a life to be lived/’ she 
thought miserably, “Doug or no 
Doug.” She had to go on facing Pine­
ville and teaching its children, smiling 
and being that “pleasant, attractive 
Ginny Carey.” And luckily she’d told 
no one about thinking that telegram 
was for her alone. She could get by 
from day to day, existing from dawn 
to dusk, living again in dreams from 
dusk to dawn. But Doug Bishop would 
not see her when he came to Pine­
ville. She couldn’t face that!

Friday night Virginia left for Chi­
cago. Jed Martin, the night man at 
the station, looked at her through the 
ticket-window grill in amazement 
when she put down her money for 
her ticket.

“You’re not leaving, Ginny—just 
when Doug Bishop’s coming back!”

“I’m afraid I have to, Jed. I’ve been 
planning this trip to Chicago for a 
long time.”

“When are you coming back?”
“Sunday evening.”
“Then you’ll miss him completely.” 

He shook his gray head reproachfully. 
“And here I thought you’d be more 
anxious than anybody else in town to 
see him again.”

He pushed her ticket through to 
her.

“Maybe,” he said, looking at her 
wisely, “you’ve sort of forgotten 
Doug,x just because he went away.”

“Maybe,” she said, with an attempt 
at nonchalance, “he’s forgotten me.”

“I don’t think Doug would, Ginny,” 
Jed said gently. But she had turned 
away to hide sudden tears and was 
walking outside to wait for the train.

She filled her week-end in Chicago 
as full of entertainment as she could. 
But music, plays, restaurants were 
futile. Her heart was still heavy, her 
step listless, when she got off the 
train at Pineville about nine o’clock 
Sunday evening.

Jed called to her as she walked 
through the station waiting-room.

“You sure missed something, Gin­
ny. Doug’s a great boy. But I think 
he missed you more than you thought 
he would.”

“Why?” she asked.
“Well, he heard you’d gone to 

Chicago. And when they were seeing 
him off this afternoon, he came over 
and asked me about it. He seemed 
disappointed.”

“Then he left?”
“Yep. Jumped on the train, waved 

and off he went.”
“Back to Anita Drummond,” Vir­

ginia thought.
She smiled her good night to Jed. 

Then slowly, carrying her week-end 
bag, she set out toward her cottage 
a few blocks away. There were the 
“Welcome, Doug Bishop” banners 
still strung across the street and 
tacked to trees. There were streamers, 
confetti—all ashes of a tribute to 
Hollywood glamour.

EN she had 
reached the cot­
tage and was 
turning up the 
path, unlocking 
the door and 
switching on the 
light inside.

The minute the light flashed on, 
there was a pounding at the back 
door. She went into the kitchen.

“Who is it?” she called.
“Just an old friend you tried to 

run away from,” came a familiar deep 
voice.

“Doug!” She leaned against the 
wall, fighting for composure. Here 
was the moment she’d waited for ever 
since he had gone away, the moment 
she had tried to escape the moment 



she had discovered the truth about 
those telegrams.

Then she opened the door. There he 
stood, his wide mouth grinning rather 
sheepishly. Big, lanky Doug in a 
wrinkled tweed suit, fumbling with 
his hat, and looking just about as he 
had the night he had left Pineville for 
Hollywood.

“May I come in?”
Unable to speak for the stifling 

tightness in her throat, she nodded, 
and he stepped inside.

“Well,” he said, “this looks like 
home.” He perched on the kitchen 
stool and looked into her eyes until 
she shifted them. “And you—you look 
wonderful, Ginny. It’s been hard— 
awfully hard.” He sighed.

“Has it?” She was trying desper­
ately to be calm and indifferent, aloof 
from her ragged emotions. Hard! He 
didn’t know what that meant. Could­
n’t he realize, couldn’t he see in her 
eyes how much he had hurt her?

“You bet.” Then he seemed to sense 
her tenseness and changed the sub­
ject “How about a glass of beer and 
some pretzels, honey?”

She smiled slightly and opened the 
ice box. He helped her uncap some 
beer, then poured it while she found 
the pretzels. “Just as it was once, 
long ago,” Virginia thought. “Doug 
and I drinking beer in this kitchen 
with a kiss for every pretzel.” And 
suddenly she wanted to throw herself 
in his arms, to forget what he’d done, 
to toss her pride to the winds and 
feel the thrill of his kiss once more. 
But she held back with rigid control.

“It hasn’t been a real homecoming 
until now,” he said. “So—happy 
homecoming!” He drank some beer.

“Of course,” she said and raised 
her glass. It choked her to drink the 
beer, but somehow she managed to 
get it down.

“Boy, what a relief from pink and 
red and green cocktails!” he laughed.

Then Virginia found an old habit 
too strong for her.

“Your tie’s crooked,” she told him. 
“And your hair needs combing. She 

fixed the tie while he hurriedly 
smoothed down his thick hair. She 
tried to do it carelessly, tried to keep 
him from seeing that doing a trifling 
thing like this for him brought her, 
as always, a little nearer heaven.

“They’re always doing that to me 
at the studio,” he said ruefully. “I’m 
never dressed to suit them, especially 
when it’s a stiff shirt and white tie 
and tails they want. I’m glad to get 
away for a while—glad now, anyway. 
I wasn’t particularly glad when I 
heard you’d gone. Why did you do it, 
Ginny girl?”

He started to put an arm around 
her, but she drew away. She musn’t 
let him catch her with her guard 
down, she warned herself.

“Oh,” she said easily, “I’d been 
planning a trip to Chicago for weeks. 
I didn’t think one home-town admirer 
more or less would matter.*’

“It wouldn’t—except when that 
one’s the one that counts.”

“Counts where?”
“Counts anywhere.”
“Except in Hollywood.” Her tone 

was accusing despite her efforts to 
control it.

“Including Hollywood,” he said em­
phatically.

“How about Anita Drummond?” 
She tried, vainly, to ask the question 
as though the answer could not pos­
sibly matter.

DOUG whistled softly. “So that’s 
why you stopped writing,” he 

said knowingly. “Just when those 
birds out there were starting to drive 
me crazy and I needed your letters 
so much. I’m afraid you believe every­
thing you read in the newspapers. 
Our publicity department would ap­
preciate that, but I don’t. Anita 
Drummond and I have about as much 
in common as—well, as one of those 
cute cocktails they try to make me 
drink and this swell beer.”

He drained his glass and refilled 
it.

“Frankly,” he said, “I think she’s 
impossible. And just between you and 



me, she thinks the same about me,” 
He laughed.

Then he looked at her, directly, se­
riously.

“Honestly now, Ginny, why did you 
run away?”

“What makes you believe I did?” 
She sounded cool, her attention cen­
tered on munching a pretzel. “Does 
he think,” she puzzled, “that I can 
just laugh those telegrams off?”

“Jed Martin told me you were al­
most crying when you left Friday 
night.”

“He was lying,” she said defiantly.
“Yeah,” he grinned sardonically, 

“there’d be a lot of sense to his lying, 
wouldn’t there? I believed him. That’s 
why I’m here now. I rode to the next 
station, got off, bought a car and 
drove back to park on your back porch 
until you blew in from Chicago. I 
waited in back so none of the Pine- 
villeites could spot me and spoil every­
thing.”

She was looking at the pretzel 
again, trying to hate him, yet with 
every breath yearning to feel once 
more the pressure of his lips, the 
comforting strength of his arms.

“Listen!” Doug got off the stool and 
took her firmly by the shoulders. “I 
came back for you. I want to marry 
you, take you with me. Don’t you 
understand that? Why do you think 
I sent that telegram?”

“Telegram!” She shook his hands 
off and stood up, cheeks livid, eyes 
lashed with fury. “The idea of send­
ing me the same telegram you sent 
all the other women in town. ‘Coming 
back to my very best girl.’ How hor­
ribly, horribly funny!”

“Ginny!” He tried to hold her, but 
she twisted free. He musn’t touch her 
now, not when she wanted so to de­
spise him.

“You’ve too many best girls now, 
Doug Bishop—here, there and every­
where. You’re not for me!”

“Ginny,” he pleaded, “I’m as mad 
about that telegram business as you 
are. I was ready to rip Al Corky apart 

when I found out. He’s my publicity 
agent. He heard me telephoning that 
telegram to you—said it would be a 
clever publicity stunt to send the same 
telegram to every woman in Pineville. 
I made him promise not to, but he 
did anyway!”

“How do I know that’s true?” Gin­
ny demanded. If it only were true!

“How do you know? Because I’m 
telling you! Oh, you crazy, doubting 
little fool! I ought to spank you. 
Haven’t you any faith in me? Look.” 
He pulled a rumpled telegram out of 
his pocket. “Here’s one I picked up 
when I got here. See how it’s signed 
—‘Doug Bishop.’ And how was yours 
signed ?”

“Why—” She hesitated.
“Just plain ‘Doug,’ wasn’t it?”
“Yes. Yes, it was.” She remem­

bered now.
“Of course it was. But Al added 

my last name to all the others. He 
wasn’t taking any chances on those 
women not knowing who was coming 
to town. Don’t you get it? And mine 
was sent hours ahead, too. Check up, 
if you want.”

“I guess,” she said meekly, “I don’t 
have to.” Then he had meant that 
“best girl,” just for her, after all!

<< A NOTHER thing,” he went on.
“You’re afraid of me. Just 

because they can make me look smart 
on the screen, and pay me a lot of 
money, and build me up so women 
act crazy when I get out in public 
you think I’m high-hat. Well, my 
swreet, you’re crazy, too. I haven’t got 
a big home or a swimming pool or a 
platinum watch. I still buy ready­
made clothes when the studio doesn’t 
catch me, and I never wear tails ex­
cept on the screen. It takes a lot of 
make-up to hide my blushes when I 
kiss those leading ladies of mine. As 
a great lover, I’m a flop. I’m the 
worst example of a matinee idol you’ll 
ever see in your life. I’m the same guy 
who’d rather take you to the movies 
on Saturday night with beer and 
pretzels afterward than dine in Holly­



wood with Anita Drummond. And 
you’re afraid!”

Was he acting now? He couldn’t 
mean all this. A famous movie star 
wanting to spend his Saturday nights 
with a Pineville schoolteacher I She 
couldn’t believe that, yet never before 
in her life had she wanted to believe 
anything so much!

He took her arm and drew her out 
on the back porch. He pointed to a 
ramshackle car in the alley.

“See that car? It’s taking you and 
me back to California—tonight!”

“That,” she asked doubtfully, “is 
your car ?”

“Sure. The first one I ever really 
owned. I bought it specially for our 
honeymoon trip. Wait’ll you hear that 
engine purr!”

“Doug! You picked that out to 
drive?” A handsome, wealthy idol of 
the screen buying that battle-scarred 
old chariot! Willing to be seen in it 
anywhere—in Pineville or Holly­

wood! And suddenly she knew her 
starry eyes were looking at “just 
plain Doug”—the same boy who’d 
clattered down her front steps one 
night after saying he’d be back for 
her. And he’d kept his promise be­
cause he hadn’t changed. Only Doug 
Bishop who used to lie under auto­
mobiles and wear greasy overalls 
could pick out that old car in the 
alley simply because the engine 
purred. It could never belong to the 
glamorous Douglas Bishop she’d 
thought he had become.

“Of course I picked it!” he exulted. 
“It runs like a million. I think it’s 
swell. Don’t you?”

“Darting, that’s all I need to know. 
I love it!” And with a little cry of 
joy she went eagerly into his arms, 
her trembling lips lifted for a kiss 
that fulfilled the yearning of months, 
her heart swelling with vibrant new 
life because it would always beat so 
close to his.
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sparkling on her lovely legs and shoulders. 
Red was waiting for her.

THE gleaming coral-colored tiles 
of the Vista del Mar pool were 
cool and hard, but pressing her 
slim body tightly against their sur­

face as she lay, face downward, look­
ing at the water, seemed to bring 
some comfort to hurt, bewildered 
Kristi Stephens.

It was two o’clock in the afternoon, 
and the pool was practically deserted. 
The galaxy of swimmers and specta­
tors that usually thronged it had all 
gone to Berendo Beach for the swim­
ming and diving meet.

Probably at that very minute Rick 
Bradshaw was poised on the quiver­



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 debutantes 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.

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 Hue 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—”



“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”—Kristi 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 don’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 anything a man as nice 

as Red said, any more than you could 
suspect Santa Claus of being a gang­
ster !

AT 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 bitterly. “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 
som* lovplfy from the girl he’s going 
to marry!”

‘1 uian’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 loverlike, 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.



Rick didn’t ask. He began talking 
about the big two-day aquatic exhi­
bition that he was going to the next 
morning in Hollywood. Two more 
lonely days for Kristi, but this time 
she didn’t mind. It meant two days 
of freedom to go on with her lessons 
with Red.

Ritk came home from Hollywood 
with two cups and three medals. The 
newspapers carried pictures of him, 
cups in one arm, and the graceful 
form of Edna Jarmon, the women’s 
backstroke champion, in the other.

That picture did things to Kristi’s 
heart, cruel, blistering things. That 
look, almost of worship, in the eyes 
Edna Jarmon turned up toward Rick! 
The way Rick was smiling down at 
Edna, with that super-special look of 
protective adoration that Kristi had 
always thought he kept for her alone!

“Oh, well,” she told herself valiant­
ly, “it’s all publicity stuff, anyway. 
He couldn’t very well glare at the 
girl. And as soon as I can swim, too, 
everything will be all right.”

Then Rick went to Coronado, and 
Kristi, setting her jaw firmly, re­
doubled her efforts in the pool. She 
could swim a dozen wavering strokes, 
then two dozen, under Red’s patient 
encouragement.

Sometimes his hands would touch 
her shoulders or her ankles in an 
effort to illustrate his instructions, 
and Kristi found herself wondering 
about those hands. She could not re­
member ever having seen such lean, 
expressive fingers before. They were 
so strong and yet so gentle and sen­
sitive—strange hands for a life­
guard in a hotel pool.

HAT was explained 
the day Kristi 
found the heavy 
book lying on 
Red’s canvas 
chair, where he’d 
been reading it in 
odd moments.

Somebody or other’s “History of 
Human Anatomy.”

Then Red came and caught her 
looking at it. He took it and put it 
behind a cushion with a shamefaced 
grin.

“Cramming for my fall exams,” he 
told her briefly.

Kristi’s eyes widened.
“Then you—you’re studying to be 

a doctor?”
“Yep,” admitted Red. “Final year 

coming up. Well, ready for your les­
son?”

The subject was closed just like 
that, but Kristi looked at him with 
new respect. Probably he was very 
poor and worked to pay his tuition. 
Swiftly, she determined that she’d 
find a way to give him a substantial 
check before the season was over.

Soon Kristi discovered that she 
could swim the entire length of the 
pool, and after that, several times the 
length of it, if she wanted to. It was 
so ridiculously simple, she told herself 
triumphantly, as simple as walking, 
really, once you got onto it.

She climbed up the ladder that 
afternoon, drops of water sparkling 
on her lovely legs and shoulders. Red 
was waiting for her.

“Well, how am I doing?” she de­
manded, turning the full impact of 
sparkling blue eyes upon him.

“Swell,” answered Red soberly. 
Reaching out, he possessed himself of 
one small hand, his strong brown fin­
gers closing over it warmly. “There’s 
nothing more to teach you, Kristi. 
You do all the regulation strokes— 
do them well. Now it’s only a matter 
of practice.”

The pressure of his fingers sent a 
warming thrill through Kristi. He 
was so sweet, so dependable! He’d 
been so patient, so good, and she 
hadn’t been able to do a thing to re­
pay him for his trouble.

“Red,” she said hesitantly, “I wish 
you’d let me pay you. You can’t real­
ize what learning to swim has meant 
to me—it means my very life!”

Red’s eyes met hers. They were 
brilliant with a lambent flame that 
seemed to reach out and caress her.



It was almost as though he had 
touched her, and yet there were inches 
between them.

“Kristi,” he said softly, “I told you 
once you didn’t have to pay me—in 
money. But I’m ready to collect right 
now in the only collateral I want. 
Like this—”

Swiftly, before she realized what 
was happening, Kristi was in his 
arms. She could hear the steady, 
rhythmic pounding of his heart, and 
his arms were like steel bands around 
her.

The contact seemed to drain her of 
all strength and will. She could only 
lie there in his arms, and wait for the 
kiss that she knew was coming. A kiss 
that she had no right to, but desired 
with all her heart!

For ail his strength, Red’s lips 
when they met hers were tender, al­
most reverent. His kiss was full of 
such overpowering sweetness that 
Kristi found her mouth clinging to 
his, responding to his ardor with an 
ecstatic, pulsating ardor of her own.

THEN her conscience overwhelmed 
her, and she tore herself franti­
cally away from him, her eyes strick­

en, her whole being weak and trem­
bling from the tide of emotion that 
had overwhelmed her.

“Oh, Red, I’m so sorry this hap­
pened! I hadn’t any right to let it 
happen. I’m engaged—to Rick Brad­
shaw. That was why I wanted so bad­
ly to learn to swim, because he’s so 
wonderful, and I was such a total 
loss.”

Red’s lips, that had been so warm 
and full of ardor a moment before, 
tightened. His brown eyes were som­
ber, the light that had shone in them 
extinguished.

“You love him, Kristi?”
“Yes, of course I do!” Kristi cried 

feverishly. “Rick’s marvelous. There’s 
no one like him. Let’s forget what 
just happened, Red. We can always 
be friends. I—I like you a lot—you 
know that—but anything else is out.”

Red’s smile flashed, but there was 
no warmth behind it.

“Okay, Kristi, we’ll be friends.”
He took her hand in his again and 

pressed it. Outwardly, everything was 
just as it had been before that cata­
clysmic kiss, but Kristi, with an odd, 
frustrated feeling within her, "knew 
that it wasn’t the same at all, that it 
never could be the same again. That 
kiss had left its mark—a mark that 
nothing, not even time itself, could 
erase.

She went slowly up to the hotel 
to meet Rick for a cocktail before 
dinner, but there was none of the 
usual expectancy in her movements. 
For the first time Kristi was uncer­
tain of herself, of Rick, of their love.

Rick was waiting in the bar, and 
his opening remark started a new 
train of thought.

“Do you think you can amuse your­
self tonight, Kristi?” he began apolo­
getically. “There’s going to be a 
moonlight swimming party at Castle 
Rock, and of course you wouldn’t 
want to go—”

Kristi’s heart began to pound. This 
was her chance to spring her big sur­
prise on Rick!

She smiled at him, her eyes wide 
and blue behind her fringed lashes.

“But of course I want to go,” she 
assured him brightly. “I wouldn’t 
think of missing it!”

Rick flushed a little. He looked ill- 
at-ease.

“But, Kristi, there’s deep water all 
around Castle Rock, You couldn’t—”

“I want to go anyway,” Kristi re­
peated stubbornly.

“Well,” Rick said slowly, “you’re 
putting me in rather a spot, Kristi. I 
had no idea you’d even consider it. 
I half promised to take Edna Jar- 
mon—”

Jealousy flamed, white-hot, through 
Kristi. In a sudden, unconsidered 
effort to hurt Rick as badly as he had 
hurt her, she retaliated.

“In that case, I’ll get another es­
cort. I wouldn’t think of interfering 
with your plans—or Edna’s.”



Rick had the grace to flush, but his 
mouth drooped into its familiar sulky 
lines.

“Of course you needn’t do that. I’ll 
explain to Edna—” he began.

Kristi rose, leaving her cocktail un­
touched. “But I insist, Rick, that you 
keep to your original plan. I’ll get 
some man or other to take me.”

Some man or other! That was a 
laugh, Kristi told herself bitterly, as 
she walked out of the bar. As though 
she had a speaking acquaintance with 
any other man at Vista del Mar—ex­
cept Red Crossland! Now there was 
an idea! Maybe Red would take her. 
She’d have to see.

made Kristi feel ashamed, 
asking him, knowing how 
he felt about her and how 
she felt about Rick. But 
Red’s easy acceptance of 
the suggestion took the 
sting out of it, and Kristi 
felt very grateful to him, 

and a little humble, too.
There were four couples in the mo­

tor launch that set out for Castle 
Rock that night. Rick and Edna, Kris­
ti and Red, and four other people 
whom Kristi knew only casually. 
Kristi wore a scarlet wool bathing 
suit that echoed the rich ripeness of 
her mouth. Red had warned her that 
wool would be best, for the water 
around Castle Rock was very cold.

More than once during the boat 
trip, Kristi wished that she’d let well 
enough alone and stayed at the hotel. 
It wasn’t exactly pleasant, watching 
Edna Jarmon cuddling up against 
Rick in the stern. Rick himself was 
reckless and boisterous, with a hard, 
glittering light in his gray eyes. Red 
was very quiet, almost too quiet for 
sociability, and Kristi felt vaguely 
unhappy and worried. She no longer 
anticipated showing Rick how she 
could swim. It didn’t seem to matter 
much any more.

When the rock was reached, and a 
camp fire lit, the swimmers prepared 
to go into the water.

Rick reached Kristi’s side, spoke in 
a low tone. “You’ll be all right by the 
fire, Kristi. We won’t be swimming 
long.”

Kristi gave him a level, direct look 
from her blue eyes. She said nothing, 
but walked to the edge of the rock 
and stood poised beside the others, 
her slender figure proud and erect. 
She could feel Rick’s eyes, half fright­
ened, half puzzled, following her, and 
it was only the quick tense grip of 
Red’s fingers on her wrist that kept 
her from losing courage and going 
back to the camp fire.

“Easy,” his voice said, low and 
encouraging in her ear. “Remember, 
it’s just water, the same kind that’s 
in the pool.”

Kristi’s fright evaporated. She felt 
very sure of herself as the ocean 
closed over her.

It was too cold to stay in long. Ten 
minutes later the swimmers were 
back, grateful for the drift wood fire.

Kristi felt Rick’s hands on her 
shoulders, swinging her about to face 
him. His expression was anything bui 
pleasant.

“Since when,” he demanded, “do 
you dive nonchalantly into water 
thirty feet deep?”

Kristi certainly hadn’t expected 
that kind of reaction. He sounded 
actually angry.

“I’ve been learning,” she told him, 
“while you were busy at the exhibi­
tions. What’s wrong? I thought you’d 
be pleased.”

“I was going to teach you myself, 
when I got time,” Rick growled. He 
seemed to have forgotten that he’d 
said it was impossible to teach her. 
“And whoever did teach you was a 
rotten instructor. Your form’s simply 
terrible.”

Indignation seethed through Kristi. 
This was the thanks she got for try­
ing to be a part of Rick’s life, wanting 
to be able to do things with him. 
Much as she loved Rick, she could 
still see that his attitude was petty 
and malicious.

Forcing back tears of disappoint­



ment, Kristi turned and walked away. 
She sat down beside Red at the camp 
fire, and stared, hot-eyed, at the leap­
ing flames.

“Well,” Red said, “how did Rick 
like the big surprise?”

Kristi burst into tears.
“He didn’t like it,” she wailed. 

“Everything’s wrong, and I’m a 
fool!”

She felt Red’s arms reach out for 
her, knew that in another minute she 
would be sobbing out her hurt and 
disillusionment in his arms, and she 
wanted with all her heart and soul 
to be there.

BUT a sudden clatter of voices from 
the opposite side of the fire in­

terrupted them. Rick’s voice rose 
above the others, defiant, opinionated.

“What do you mean, I can’t swim 
around the rock? What’s a slight un­
dertow to a swimmer of my rating? 
Of course I can, and I’m going to!”

The words of remonstrance from 
the others were cut short by the 
splash of Rick’s body as he dove into 
the water.

Red was on his feet in one lithe 
movement.

“The crazy fool!” he muttered from 
between tight lips. “He’ll never make 
it. The undertow’s terrific on the 
ocean side of the rock.”

Dragging Kristi by one wrist, he 
started across the level rock toward 
the crags that lifted on the ocean side. 
The others straggled after them, 
mute, frightened, to the narrow ledge 
that hung out over the frothing sea.

Presently Rick’s figure rounded the 
rock from the comparatively quiet 
water, swimming strongly. Even in 
her anxiety, Kristi thrilled to the 
beautiful, rhythmic lift and fall of 
his arms. Swimming, the way Rick 
did it, was an art.

Then he reached the churning 
water where the treacherous rip 
tide eddied in and out. For a breath­
taking instant he disappeared, as if 
pulled under by some gigantic hand. 
Then his head was again on the sur-
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face, but the waves were tossing him 
furiously back and forth, with Rick 
as powerless as a rag doll in their 
grip.

A scream rose to Kristi’s lips, but 
never left them. In that instant 
she was aware of Red’s form, poised 
beside her. He was going to dive!

She clutched his arm. “Red, don’t? 
You can’t save Rick. You’ll both be 
drowned!”

Red shook her fingers off impatient­
ly. His lean, strong body described a 
perfect arc into the churning surf. 
For a short heartbreaking interval, 
there was no sign of life in the treach­
erous green depths below. The watch­
ers above stood spellbound, intent 
eyes fixed upon the moonlit water.

Suddenly Kristi drew a long 
breath. A head had appeared above 
the water—no, two heads—no longer 
buffeted aimlessly by the waves, but 
traveling steadily toward the safer, 
quieter water.

“He’s going to make it!” Kristi 
heard someone cry. “What a swim­
mer! He’s got Bradshaw beat a mile.”

Back on the other side of the rock, 
willing hands stretched out to help 
Red and the now nearly unconscious 
Rick to safety.

Kristi followed them slowly, her 
mind in a turmoil, her heart beating 
slowly, painfully. For while the two 
men had been in the grip of that re­
lentless water, it had been Red’s 
safety she had feared for, Red and 
Red alone for whom her heart had 
cried.

Rick was lifted into the launch for 
a speedy trip to the first-aid station. 
As Red took Kristi’s icy little hand in 
his to help her into the boat, he looked 
down at her with sudden quick con­
cern in his brown eyes.

“Why, Kristi, honey—you’re like 
ice, and you’re shaking! It’s all right. 
Rick will be okay. He’s just swallowed 
a little too much water.”

Kristi could only look at him word­
lessly, all her heart in her enormous 
eyes. She couldn’t speak. She couldn’t 
tell Red what she had felt in those 

when answering advertisements



few perilous minutes—that he, not 
Rick, was the one she loved. She 
was engaged to Rick, owed him her 
loyalty and allegiance. She couldn’t 
break with him, just when he had 
failed to pull off a difficult stunt like 
swimming around Castle Rock.

You had to have a definite reason 
to break off an engagement, and 
Kristi had none—none except that 
in a blind, dramatic moment her one 
concern had been for the safety of 
another man, a man with red hair 
that shone like copper in the sun, and 
lean brown hands that were strong 
and clever and gentle. It had been 
a moment when Kristi’s mind and 
heart had been in turmoil—still were. 
Could she be sure?

An hour later Rick was all right 
again, but Kristi tossed restlessly all 
night, her heart full of doubt and 
misery.

HE next morning 
she was surprised 
when Rick ap­
peared for break­
fast. “Should you 
be up?” she asked 
him solicitously, 
as he joined her 

at the table in the dining-room.
Rick’s smile held something of a 

sneer.
“And why not? Do you think it 

takes a week to recuperate from a 
little ducking? And why did that fool 
of a Crossland have to dive in after 
me and pull a spectacular rescue 
stunt? I’d have made it all right by 
myself.”

Kristi stared at him in amazement. 
Could Rick really mean what he was 
saying? It had been perfectly appar­
ent to everyone that he had been en­
tirely at the ocean’s mercy. Instead 
of being grateful to Red, he was be­
littling the entire occurrence.

Kristi started to speak. Then she 
pressed her red lips firmly together. 
Telling Rick what she thought of him 
would only make him sulky and diffi­
cult.
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But the other guests at Vista del. 
Mar didn’t bother to follow Kristi’s 
lead. By the time a dozen people had 
told Rick what a superlative swimmer 
Red was, and how he undoubtedly 
owed his life to Red’s intervention, 
Rick was seething. He simply couldn’t 
bear, Kristi saw, to have his superi­
ority challenged.

But she was quite unprepared to 
have him stalk up to Red at the pool 
and say with supercilious sarcasm, 
“Look here, Crossland, a lot of people 
seem to think you’re quite a swim­
mer. How about a race out to the 
buoy this afternoon? That ought to 
prove who has what it takes!”

Red looked at him coolly. His browa 
eyes were inscrutable.

“I don’t think either of us ought to 
attempt such a distance so soon after 
last night.”

Rick’s lips curled scornfully. “Oh, 
so you’re yellow, are you?”

“But if you insist,” Red went on. 
ignoring Rick’s remark, “how would 
three o’clock suit you?”

“Okay. On the pier at three. Come 
on, Kristi.”

Rick stalked away, and Kristi fol­
lowed, her misery deepening. Where 
was this silly rivalry ever going tc 
end?

AT three o’clock she was on the
pier. Because the distance to the 

buoy was nearly half a mile, she 
brought a pair of binoculars with her.

The two men appeared, Rick, lean- 
hipped in yellow lastex trunks, swag­
gering a little under the eyes of the 
crowd; Red, quiet, grim-mouthed, un­
ostentatious in his navy blue suit.

Kristi found herself an isolated 
spot, and as the two men dove into 
the water, she trained her field glasses 
on them.

At first neither gained an inch. 
Then, deftly, surely, one bobbing head 
drew away from the other—-and the 
head in front shone like copper in the 
sun. Red was leading!

Yard by yard, Kristi watched him 
draw away from Rick, around the 
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red buoy that bobbed on the blue 
water. Then he was on the return lap, 
and Rick—Rick hadn’t even neared 
the buoy yet! He was hopelessly out­
classed. Kristi couldn’t help the thrill 
of vicarious pride that coursed 
through her at the superiority of the 
man she was now sure she loved.

The two figures were just passing 
each other now, Rick still bound for 
the buoy, Red already returning. 
Kristi saw Rick’s stroke falter. He 
had left his course and was swimming 
toward his antagonist.

Suddenly a cry escaped her. One 
long leg had shot out, landing with 
fiendish force against Red’s side. The 
perfectly coordinated movements 
ceased. Red doubled up, relaxed again, 
and was submerged by the water.

Shocked, breathless, Kristi ran for 
the nearest speedboat. Nobody else 
had been watching through field 
glasses; nobody else could possibly 
know of Red’s danger!

At her frantic plea for help, men 
sprang into the speedboat; the motor 
roared. Kristi tumbled into the cock­
pit after them. The boat seemed to 
crawl over the water toward the spot 
where Red had disappeared. Farther 
out, Rick was rounding the buoy. 
After incapacitating Red, he’d gone 
calmly on with the race, convinced 
that his competition had been elimi­
nated.

Kristi’s blood seethed with con­
tempt for him. This was’the man 
she’d thought she owed her loyalty 
to! She wondered now how, even for 
a moment, she could have paused in 
her choice between Rick and Red. 
Looking back, she could see that Rick 
had given her the clue to his real 
character by dozens of petty, under­
handed little things, but she’d been 
too blind, too infatuated, to inter­
pret them correctly. Well, she wasn’t 
blind any longer.

It was Red, it must be Red, always. 
If only he was all right, if only they 
brought him back to her!

It was only a matter of seconds be-
Floase mention Ace Fiction G
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one. This is a scientific job and needs a capable instructor. 
I can turn the trick for you. A world champion should 
know what he is talking about. It 
cost me piles of money and years 
of constant research. What I have 
learned I nm ready to pass on to 
you. SEND FOR MY FREE \
BOOK. This contains numerous 
photos of the athlete and 
strong men I have trained. I ■> * 
don’t ask you to buy it. It is 
absolutely free. Don’t delay, 
This does not obligate you in 
any way whatever. It will „ vjy
show what I have done for 
so many others.

Tommy Loughran, Dept. 95-A
4 So. 15th Street. Philadelphia. Pa.
Dear Tommy:—Please send that book “Puissant Body Building.’' I 
want a strong, active body like yours. This book is absolutely FREE 
with the understanding that 1 am not obligated in any way.

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

Street ..........................................................................................................................



SEND ONLY 20 CENTS with name, age and 
address, and by return mail RECEIVE a set of 
14 TRIAL GLASSES to select from to fit your 
eyes NOTHING MORE TO PAY until you can 
see perfectly far and near. Then the above Beau­
tiful Style will cost you only $3.90, no more; other 
styles $2.20 and up.

We onlv handle High Grade Single Vision and 
DOUBLE VISION or KRYPTOK BIFOCAL 
toric lenses, ground into ONE SOLID PIECE of 
GLASS. DOCTOR H. E. BAKER, O.D., with 
over 30 years’ experience, GUARANTEES to 
give you Perfect Fit or NO COST. Circular 
with latest styles and lowest prices FREE.

MODERN SPECTACLE CO.
5125 Pensacola Ave., Dept. 812-BX. Chicago, III.

TYPEWRITERS
LAST CALL
[NIGH GRADE GERMAN 

25 Cal. 10 Shot Auto.
Shoots es fast as you can pull the trigger.
Protect your home with one of these {15.00 
guns at our close out price only $8.95. A. few 
genuine Haenel 25 auto 7 ihot $12.75.

Holster 60e, Box of Cartridges 65c.
Write for catalog of Rifles, Guns, Colts, S A W., 
Binoculars, etc. ii Deposit required on C.OJfs.
HUDSON SPORTING GOODS CO., 50 Warren St.. New

Mrs. Mary Bean, Nashua, la. R.J.Wilson, Winchester.Tenn. C-Hu-tgren, Minneapolis,Minn. I Carl Grrtzan, Leechburg.Pa. Mrs. Robert Hall, Laurel. Va. Mrs.A.F.Kimbrell. Miami, Fla. Mrs. F. Sanders, Huron, S. D. Mrs. Ann Janeliunas, Mass.

All Reported Relief From 

ASTHMA 
AT TACKS

Here are names of only a few of hundreds of men and wo­
men who thanked N ACOR for blessed relief from Asthma 
attacks. If you suffer, why not learn about this 21-year- 

old medicine? Write today for your copy of 
" nLbi interesting book. Send no money. It's FREE! 
NACORV44I3-H State Life Bldg., Indianapolis, Indiana

DIETING ToMDUtt
CAN BE PUN

Diet phis exercise Is the safe, sensible way to 
remove excess fat. Now at last, there’s an aid 
to make dieting easier . . . snore fun!

New DEX DIET consists of liberal diet, dully 
walks and energy-food lozenges to be en­
joyed between meals. Has proved easy and 
effective for many. Clinic records of 1500 
men and women show real reductions in 
65 cases out of every 100.

DEXDEET now offered under no-riek-to-you Money 
Back Guarantee ao that YOU, too, can discover whether 
you are one of tho happy, lucky “65f> Mrs, W. P. OT 

1 Earnest, Pa. writes: "I've lost 14 lbs. 
rXnoTftRSl I since I startedyour method. I have never 

found anything like it for reducing.1’ 

\7 cavs’trial i I _, _ tneiucKy uoi
1 r ntilaKn I Find oat. Be sensible about reducing.1 8^’2; I IWR ITE TODAY. . Just say: '' Send CREE 
I ‘ v  Isam-ole and details of no-risk trial off er, 

DEXDFET, Inc., Dept. C-10, 330 N. Michigan, Chicago
Please mention Ace Fiction Group

fore they found Red, white faced and 
water logged, and dragged him into 
the boat.

They reached the pier again just 
as Rick was climbing out of the 
water. Kristi heard him say, “What 
happened to Crossland? He was 
ahead of me, and then suddenly he 
seemed knocked out.”

She could only flash him a look 
of unspeakable scorn as she followed 
the men who were carrying Red.

So he thought no one would ever 
know of the centemptible thing he 
had done! Well, they would know, 
Kristi thought furiously. She’d shout 
it from the housetops!

IN the first-aid station, Red lay, 
white and exhausted, when Kristi 

was allowed in to see him. His eyes 
were closed when she entered, but as 
she came toward him they opened, 
came to rest on her, and then his lips 
smiled and he reached out a hand to 
her.

Instantly, Kristi was beside him, 
tears in hei’ blue eyes. She clung to 
his hand convulsively, as though she 
never meant to let it go.

“Oh, Red—darling, darling Red— 
you’re going to be all right! You have 
to be, when I love you so!”

Red’s eyes were smiling into hers.
“If you love me, kiss me,” he whis­

pered.
Kristi’s warm mouth trembled 

against his in a stinging ecstasy that 
thrilled her.

“And what about Bradshaw?” Red 
asked.

Kristi’s eyes reproached him. “Oh, 
how can you ask that, after what he 
did to you out there? No one else 
knows, Red, but I’m going to tell—”

Red laid a brown finger across her 
rebellious scarlet mouth.

“No, darling. Losing you is enough 
punishment for any man. Let’s forget 
about it and about him. He doesn’t 
matter to us any more.”

Kristi felt the anger ooze out of
when answering advertisements 



her at his words. Red was right, of 
course.

“We’ll get married at once,” Red 
was saying. “Boy, will I wallop that 
last stiff year at college, with you to 
come back to!”

“But, darling, can we?” Kristi’s 
face was anxious. “I’ve a little money 
—not much, but maybe we could make 
it do for a year if we’re careful—”

Red scrutinized her lovely earnest 
face with loving brown eyes.

“Sweet, what are you talking 
about? My father’s the famous Dr. 
Crossland, a leading nose-and-throat 
specialist. I’m going to take over part 
of his work when I’m through school. 
We’ll never have to worry about 
money.”

Relief and astonishment were 
mingled in Kristi’s blue eyes.

“But I thought you worked as a 
lifeguard to pay your way through 
school!”

“Nonsense!” Red laughed. “I’m 
only holding the job down for a 
friend of mine who really is working 
his way through school. He had to be 
operated on for appendicitis at the 
last minute, but he’ll be here any day 
now to take it over. He’d better be, 
because I have to use the rest of this 
vacation for a honeymoon! Tell me, 
Kristi, sweet, are you glad I taught 
you to swim?”

“Am I?” echoed Kristi fervently. 
“I told you it meant all the world to 
me, and it does, Red—oh, it does!”

Thrilling Stories 
coming to you in the 

next big issue •

Watch for it on your newsstand

COMPLETE LOVE 
MAGAZINE

GENUINE
DIAMONDS
;; ON APPROVAL

IO MONTHS TO PAY ,

BARGAIN OF
TEE MONTH

14K solid gold white 
(or yellow) engraved 
wedding band $2-98 
50c monthly ... *

’IF/DiaaMdt
solid white or 

yellow gold 
mounting.

Ladies' Exquisite 3 Diamond Ring
No. 42. New 1939 ultra smart ladies’ ring. 

3 perfectly matched, sparkling dia-
monds. It has artistically engraved,

high-

Birthstone FREE
Send name and ad­
dress. Mention birth 
month. Receive by re­
turn mail
quality birthstone 
FREE. Enclose 5c to 
cover postage and 
handling.

Wrist 
Watch

d No. 41. White’ 
or yellow fln-

Writ# for
FREE
Cata­

log

ish. Dust & 
shock proof.

Ho! lvw 
bracelet 
F,7ficn'$11-75 
guaran- 9 if 
tee.

No. 92. 3 
diamond en­

gagement ring 
and 5-diamond 

wedding ring. Per­
fectly matched. 
* S9fi-95
F Both for &W

How
To Order
Send 50c with 
order. Pay bal­
ance in 10 
monthly p a 3 
merits. State a4. 
and occupation. No 
extra charge or red 
tape. Order filled 
promptly. ORDER 
TODAY.

Atlas Credit Jewelers
Dept. 812

HOLDS FALSE 
TEETH

A single application on plates—even 
lowers—-brings all-day comfort. One ♦ 
application lasts up to 48 hours. A new*) 
adhesive In cream paste form. Nothing 
else lite UI More economical than 

powders. Recommended by dentists. ? 
Made by the makers of Stera-Kleen.; 
Money back if not delighted.
FOR FREE SAMPLE write The> 
Phillips & Benjamin Co., Dept.S-8., 
Waterbury, Conn.

5TflZ£l

HowTo Secure A
Government Position

Why worry about strikes, layoffs, hard times? 
Train now for a Government job. Increased sal­
aries, steady work, travel, good pay. Let us help 
you become a Railway Postal Clerk. Post Office 
Clerk, City Mail Carrier, Rural Carrier—or help 
you get a position in Government Classified 
Service. I was a Civil Service Examiner for 
nearly 8 years. This coaching has helped thou- 
FB9FF Rft/kK sands. Bia illustrated book tells " »wb* about Government jobs and
how our instruction helps to qualify you to get 
the one you want. Send for a free copy TODAY.

PATTERSON SCHOOL. Arthur R. Pattensen (fermer Gov’t. Ex­
aminer) Principal, 2310 Mercantile Bldfl., Rochester, N. Y.

Send without obligation free book “How to Secure a Government
Position.”
Name .................................................

BE A DETECTIVE
Affaire Secret invnstlgattens

Earn Big money. Work home or travel. 
Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary. 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, N.Y.



FREE TRIAL
Love Stories

OFFER
NEW REMINGTON NOISELESS

Plus 1

Money Back Guarantee 
10-Day Free Trial Offer

PORTABLE!
AS LITTLE AS

LOVE FICTION 
MONTHLY

Thrilling Adventure!
Glamorous Romance!

k. IVaday

AT LAST! The famous Remington Noiseless Portable' 
that speaks in a whisper is available for as little as 

10c a day. Here is your opportunity to get a real Rem­
ington Noiseless Portable guaranteed by the factory. 
Equipped with all attachments that make for complete 
writing equipment. Standard keyboard. Automatic 
ribbon reverse. Variable line spacer and all the con­
veniences of the finest portable ever built. PLUS the , 
NOISELESS feature. Act now while this special op­
portunity holds good. Send coupon TODAY for details.

YOU DON’T RISK A PENNY

"We send this Remington Noiseless Portable direct to 
you with 10 days FREE trial. If you are not satisfied, 
send it back. WE PAY ALL SHIPPING CHARGES.

• FREE TYPING BOOKLET
With your new Remington Noiseless Portable we will send 
you—absolutely FREE—a 24-page booklet on typing. It 
teaches the Touch System, used by all expert typists. It is 
simply written and completely illustrated. Instructions are 
as simple as A, B, C. Even a child can easily understand 
this method. A little study and the average person, child or 
adult, becomes fascinated. Follow this booklet’s instructions 
during the 10-Day Trial Period we give you with your type­
writer and you will wander why you ever took the trouble 
lo write letters by hand.

• SPECIAL CARRYING CASE
Also under this new Purchase plan, we will send to you 
with every Remington Noiseless Portable, a special carrying 
case sturdily built of 3 ply wood. This handsome case is 
covered with heavy du Pont fabric. The top is removed by 
one motion, leaving the machine firmly attached to the 
base. This makes it easy to use your Remington anywhere 
—on knees, in chairs, on trains. Don’t delay...send in the 
coupon for complete details!
SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD

Remington Rand Inc. Dept. 137-12
| 465 Washington St., Buffalo, N. Y.
I Tel! me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of a

I new Remington Noiseless Portable, including Carrying 
Case and Free Typing Instruction Booklet for as little as 
10c a day. Send Catalogue.

Name.. .
& 

Address.

You couldn’t \ 
ask for more! \ 
Twelve grip­
ping love stories

The best love stories in 
the field coming to 

w you in the December 
\ issue!

in the issue now \ 
on sale. And all for \ 
the record price of 
10c! Get your copy to­
day, read it tonight, and 
let romance come to you!

Get it at your 
newsstand—

. October 25th!

VARIETY LOVE 
STORIES

TEN-STORY LOVE 
MAGAZINE

The Romance buy you 
mustn’t miss! In the is-
sue now at your news 
dealer’s ten exciting 
stories to turn that 7 
evening at home in- /

you
Are 

i the
f romantic 

ty pe ?
You’ll find

just the kind 
of romance you

to a memorable / like in Complete 
adventure! / Love Magazine. 

/ And the stories are 
/ complete—no waiting 
/ for the next issue to 
/ finish that exciting story 
/ you want to finish now!

H / Watch for the next issue. It 
/ will bring you your favorite 
/ stories, your favorite authors, 
/ your favorite kind of romance!
/ COMPLETE LOVE
/ MAGAZINE

I City ............... .. .State..........................
Please mention Acs Fiction Group



X The \ 
/97-Pound 
Weakling.. I 
who became The Worlds 
\ Most Perfectly
\ Developed tOr y 

—X. Man - w J

“I’ll Prove to You in 7 Days, that YOU, too, 
Can be this NEW MAN!”—Charles Atlas

WHEN I say I can make you over into a man 
of giant power and energy, I know what I’m 
talking about. I've seen my new system, Dynamic 
Tension, transform hundreds of weaker, punier men 

than you into Atlas Champions.
Take myself, for instance, I used to weigh only 97 

pounds. I was a sickly scare-crow. Then I discovered 
Dynamic Tension. It gave me a body that twice won 
me the title “The World’s Most Perfectly Developed 
Man.” It’ll work just as big a change in you, too! I’m

NOTE: 
No other 
Physical 
Instruct­
or in the 
World 
has ever 
DARED 
make 
such an 
Offer I

so sure of it that I make you this amazing offer: 
my own risk, I’ll give you PROOF in even the first 
7 days that I can make you over into the NEW 
MAN. I’ll begin training you on approval. If you 
don’t notice a marvelous change in yourself within 
a week you don’t owe me a cent.

No “ifs,” “ands,” or “maybes.” Just tell me where you 
want handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and flabby ? 
Or skinny and gawky ? Are you short-winded, pepless ? Do 
you hold back and let others walk oft with the prettiest 
girls, best jobs, etc.? Give me just 7 days! I’ll 
PROVE to you that I can make you a healthy, 
confident, powerful HE-MAN. / .

At

THIS STERLING SILVER CUP BEING 
GIVEN AWAY BY /Z/’

This valuable cup stands about ( z/T» //
14 inches high. I will award 
it to my pupil who makes the most improvement in his 
development within the next three months. Therefore, no 
matter what your measurements may be now, you have an equal 
chance to win this cup with YOUR name engraved on it.

Dynamic Tension is an entirely NATURAL 
method. No mechanical apparatus to strain your 
heart and other vital organs. No pills, special foods or other unnat-
ural, artificial contraptions. Only a few minutes 
daily is enough to show amazing results—and 
Dynamic Tension does the work.

of your spare time
it’s actually fun I

Send for FREE BOOK
Mail the coupon right now for full details and I’ll

send you my illustrated book, “Everlasting Health 
and Strength.” Tells all about my "Dynamic Ten­
sion” method. Shows actual photos of men I’ve made 
into Atlas Champions. Supplies the facts you need to 
know about your condition. It’s a valuable book I 
And it’s FREE. Send for your copy today. Mail the 
coupon to me personally. CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 
4912, 115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

CHARLES ATLAS \
Dept. 4912, 115 East 23rd St., W-ftSI \

New York. N. Y.
I want the proof that your system of “Dynamic 

Tension” will make a New Man of me—give me 
a healthy, husky body and big muscular develop­
ment. Send me your free book, “Everlasting 
Health and Strength”—and full details of your 
7-DAY TRIAL OFFER.

(Please print or write plainly)

Address

City State



DOWN

Only

Only2 Genuine Diamonds

Only Only

ND-10 Finely constructed. Easy

Solid Gold
Cross

Only

Ladies' traveling case cov

ND-3 Newly designed cross of 10K

bookFREE CATALOG fe"

GENT’S

ND-4 Massive, ultra-modern initial

ND-1A...1 
ND-1B 
$1.00 dow

Just $2.87 
a month

The BULOVA "Evangeline." Yellow

ADULTS—send 
for your copy to­
day. New 32-pg. 
"Book of Gems” 
featuring hun­
dreds of special 
values in genuine 
diamonds, 
watches, silver­
ware and novel­
ties.

Yellow Rolled Gold Plate case; triple link brace­
let. 15 Jewel B-U-Iz-O-V-A radio-time movement.
Fully guaranteed. $24.75 — $1.00 dowi 
a month.

ring of 10K Solid Yellow Gold and set 
with a genuine diamond and 2 raised 
white gold initials on genuine black onyx. 
(Specify initials desired). Only $16.95
-—$1.00 down$1.69 a month.

The "Royal Princess." Charming.

ND-? . . . The WALTHAM Premier"Granville." 
A new model by this famous American maker 
of fine watches. Yellow Rolled Gold Plate case 
9 Jewels. Genuine leather strap. Only $19.75 
— $1.00 down — $1.88 a month.

Solid Yellow Gold, set with 3 genuine 
diamonds; 18 Inch 10K Solid Gold neck 
chain. Complete only $16.95 —$1.00 
down — $1.69 a month.

Rolled Gold Plate case of charming slmplieity. 
17 Jewels: fully guaranteed. Matched link brace­
let. A great Bulova value at $24.75 — $1.00 
down — $2.38 a month. and economical to operate. Takes full 

size pictures. 2J4" x 3’4" or half size 
pictures (2’4" xlH") . Achromatic 
fixed focus lens. Only $14.50 — $1.00

ND-1 . . . Beautifully matched engage­
ment and wedding ensemble featuring C> 
genuine diamonds set in rings of richly 
carved 14K Solid Yellow Gold. Both 
rings complete now only $29.75 — $1.00

Engagement Ring only $19.75
Wedding Ring only . . $12.50

square model case of Yellow Rolled Gold Plate 
set with 2 genuine diamonds. Fully guaranteed 
movement. Matched link bracelet. Very special 
at $19.76 — $1.00 down — $1.87 a month.

Just $1.87 
a mo.

Just $1.59 
a mo. ered with genuine (spub cowhide 

leather. RemovabU^l«‘H£'x covered 
tray, fitted with boudoir
set. Specify choice of brJwflW*"Nack. 
Only $22.00 —$1.00 dowh >2.10 
a month.

Buy Now! Pay Next Yearf^

Juat $2.38 
a mo.

Just $2.38 
a mo.

BOTH
RINGS

AGFA 
ANSCO 

CAMERA

BULOVAS most popular ladles 
model! Dainty. Yellow Rolled Gold Plate 
case: silk cord bracelet. 17 Jewels. $29.75 — 
$1.00 down — $2.88 a month.

ND-2 . . . Exquisite engagement ring set 
with a specially selected centre diamond 
and tour smaller genuine diamonds at 
sides. Finely engraved. 14K Solid Yellow 
Gold ring Only $37.50 $1.00 down
— $3.85 a month.

3 Genuine
DIAMONDS

5 Genuine 
DIAMONDS

INITIAL 
RING

Ladles' 
Fitted 
Case

Only

Only I U
Just $1.59

This Xmas enjoy the advantages of shopping the
ROYAL WAY I Send only $1.00 with your name, address, age, 
occupation. (If you have had credit accounts, mention where). All dealings confi­
dential— no direct inquiries made. No red tape — NO C. O. D. to pay — NO 
extras or interest. 10 FULL MONTHS TO PAY—10 DAYS TRIAL.
ABSOLUTE SATISFACTION GUARANTEED-if not satisfied return selection 
and your $1.00 will be refunded immediately. If satisfied, pay balance in 10 
small monthly amounts.

Curved to the wrist As*!'
The BULOVA "Dean." Streamlined

Established 1895
170 BROADWAY N.Y.C


