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Reducing Specialist Says:

A

‘Thanks to the Spot Re-
ducer, | lost four inches
around the hips and three
inches around the waist-
line. it's amazing." Mary
Martin. Long Island City.
N. Y.

LOSE WEIGHT

where it shows most

REDUCE

most any part of the body with

SPOT REDUCER

Milts Nancy Mace, Br.onx, N.
Y., sayt: "I went from size
IS dress to a size 12 with the
use of the Spot Reducer. |
am glad | used it."

FRE

A large size jar

of

DOCTORS PROVE BY ACTUAL TCST THAT THIS EASY TO USE SPOT REDUCER HELM LOSE ROUNDS AND
INCHES WHERE IT SHOWS MOST. Yes . Doctors soy that this method of reducing will help you lose
weight easily, pleasantly, safely. Nothing internal to take, Ne pills, laxatives or harmful drugs. Just think
of it you can lese weight In SPOTS, just in the places it shows mest. All you do is follow the instructions
of this amazing, new, scientifically designed SPOT REDUCER.

HOW SPOT REDUCER WORKS. The Spot Reducer uses the age eld principle of massage. It breaks down
excess fatty tissue, tones the muscles and flesh and the increased awakened bleed circulation carries away
waste fat economically, simply, pleasantly. In a recent Medical Book, edited by the chairman and two ether’
members of Council on Physical Therapy of AMERICAN MEDICAL ASSOCIATION, the following is stated eni
page 34, Chapter It, Vel. 3.: "Beyond all question something can be dene by massage to reduct local
deposits of FAT . . . There can however, be ne question that massage applied to the region of the HIPS
can and dees,' reduce the amount ef fatty deposits in this region” This book is a reliable unbiased source
of information and many doctors refer to it for the last word in Physical Therapy. This prompted us to develop
and have doctors test the SPOT REDUCER.

IS PROOF POSITIVE THAT THE SPOT REDUCER WORKS I

In recent tests made by outstanding licensed Medical Doctors on mere than 100 people with the use ef
Spot Reducer everyone lost pounds and inches in a few short weeks, in HIPS, ABDOMEN, LEGS, ARMS,
BUTTOCKS, etc. And the users say: “IT WAS FUN AND THEY ENJOYED IT." The Spot Reducer worked as
well on men as it did on women. The Spot Reducer way controls weight, once down to r\prmal it helps
retain your new "SLIM FIGURE" as long as you like. Look and feel better, see bulges disappear within the
first weeks. The beauty ef this scientifically designed SPOT REDUCER is that the method is so simple and
easy, the results quick, sure and harmless. Thousands hpve lest weight this way in hips, abdomen, legs,
arms, buttocks, etc. The same method used by stage, screen and radio personalities and leading reducing
salons. The Spot Reducer can be used in the privacy of your own room in your spare time.

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE WITH A 10-DAY FREE TRIAL
If tho "Spot Reducer" doesn’t do the wanders for you as it has for ethers. If you don’t lese weight
inches where you want to lese it mast. If you're not 100% delighted with the results, your

cveeennneee. MAIL COUPON NOW!

Dept. TF-11
New Jersey

HERE

and

The “Spot Reducer” Co.,
871 Broad St., Newark,

Send me at once, for $2 cash, check or money order, the
"Spot Reducer" and your famous Special Formula Body
Massage Cream, postpaid. If I am not 100% satisfied,

. my money will be refunded.
Special Y y

Formula Body Massage Cream
will be included FREE with your
order for the “Spot Reducer.™*

_State_



you're that man, here's something that will in-
terest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick scheme—
but something more substantia!, more practical.

Of course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accountant. You've got to pay the price
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn't it be worth your while to sacrifice
some of your leisure in favor of interesting home study
—over a comparatively brief period ? Always provided
that the rewards were good—a salary of $3,000 to
$10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren't for you? Well,
don't be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied
accounting principles and solved problems day by day
—easy ones at first—then more difficult ones. If you
could do this—and could turn to him for advice as the
problems became complex — soon
you'd master them all.

That's the training you follow in
principle under the LaSalle Problem
Method.

Other LaSalle
Opportunities

LASALLE

0 Higher Accountancy
0 C.P.A. Coaching
O Bookkeeping

417 S. Dearborn St.

OLaw: LL.B. Degree

0 Business Management ancy, the Profession that Pays”
0 Salesmanship Years' Promotion in One.”

0 Traffic Management

0 Foremanship NaMe. o

Q Industr'l Management

0 Stenotypy AdAress...ouuveieneieen e

(Machine Shorthand)

City, Zone & State,

Over 2800 Certified
Public Accountants among
LaSalle alumni

EXTENSION
A CORRESPONDENCE
Dept.

| want to be an accountant. Send me without obligation.

\bu cover accountancy from the basic Principles rigfaf
up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax Pro-
cedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and prepare
for the C. P. A. examinations.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con-
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you
know, is that success does come to the man who is really
trained. It's possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—
with increased earnings—before they have completed
it! For accountants, who are trained in organization
and management, are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Book
For your own good, don't put off investigation of all
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, "Accoun-
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It'll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t
afraid of serious home study. We Il also include "Ten

Years' Promotion in One” —a book which has
helped many men. Send us the
coupon now.

LASALLE EXTENSION
CHICAGO 5, ILL.

UNIVERSITY
INSTITUTION
11320HR  Chicago 5, Ill.

" Account-
training program—also “Ten
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ISLE OF BROKEN HEARTS Jerrold Beim

Denny Logan, lass of the coastal sea, finds that
all is not smooth sailing when she sets her craft
for the harbor of dreams! Follow the romance of

a Captain’s daughter as she seeks true happiness!

STRANGER TO LOVE Mona Farnsworth

There was no room for romance or emotion in the medical career of beautiful young
Dr. Sari Mayfield— until she found she needed a prescription for an aching heart!

Short Stories

ONLY TO BORROW Frances Stierhem
Everything in the world that Pandora Blake wanted was just a bit beyond her reach
LOVE ALONE Polly Sweet
It's only a business date, but do look out, Cathy Benton— your heart is showing!
NOT FOR LOVE NOR MONEY Cylvia S. Elvay
Jo Anne Kennedy thought she knew what she wanted— but romance changed her ideas
LOVER, COME BACK Georgia Stuart

Fran was a juke-box jockey with a groovy line, but Dan Cupid put her off the beam
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You Got PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE
With This Superheterodyne Receiver

YOU BUILD THIS complete, powerful
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distant stations.
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Simplicity First

GIVE a thought to
your new Fall hat
and help yourself
to glamour when
,you buy it. Pick one that
will revive your looks, mo-
rale, wardrobe and beaux.
Whether youre going to
spend pennies or pounds,
simplicity comes first.
Choose a hat that will do
something for you. You
know that a hat can lie like
mad about your age; you
can look the saint or siren.
And better one good hat to
wear a hundred times than
a dozen average hats that
you put on your head with-
out a thrill!

Fashioned for Rain

DON'T let those
blue skies overhead
fool you. This is the
season of the year
when cold, wet rains come
a-tumbling down. But it
shouldnt bother you too
much because the days when
rainy weather meant drab,
gloomy clothes are over.
Fashions for rain tell you
to dress to spite the weather
—the gloomier the day, the brighter you
should look. A touch of bright color, a red
umbrella, a raincoat as blue as the skies
should be, those plaid fabric wrappings to
protect your shoes—all are designed to not
only protect you from falling raindrops but
to make you forget the weather as well.
Raincoat colors run the gamut from light
pastels, and even white to dark navy or
black. And gay colors are particularly at-
tractive when skies are gray. Even the
blacks have become brighter because they
are to be had in fabrics that gleam in the
light—satins, shiny twills and taffetas. If you
choose a dark color, brighten it up even
more with a gay scarf or colorful umbrella.
So many of the raincoats come with hoods
that you can fling over your bonnet that you

fij]

wont even have to leave your pretty hat at
home even if the weatherman predicts after-
noon showers. If your coat doesn't have a
hood, try one of those kerchiefs made of
transparent plastics that you can tie on your
hat. They’re easy on the budget and fold up
like a hanky so you can keep one in your
desk drawer or purse for emergencies.

Yuletide Toys

IT’S NOT A minute too early to start

thinking about Christmas. And if

you have some small fry on your

list, you’ll be interested in an easy-

to-make Christmas toy. You can make fine,

fat felt pigs, roly-poly Teddy bears, bean
(Continued on page 8)



those who think

IS hard..

SEE HOW EASY IT IS!

MY COUNTRY 'TIS OF THEE,
SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY

Strike these notes and you're play-
ing "America." TRY ITT'S FUN

MUSIC

CasyasA B -c this print and picture way

» Perhaps you think learning mu-
sic is a tedious grind. It isnt any
longer! Long hours of practicin
humdrum scales and hard-wor
exercises are over and done with.

You have no excuses ... no alibis
whatsoever for not getting started
toward musical good times now!
For, through a new, easy, pleasant
method, you can now learn to play
right at home—without a private
teacher—for only a few cents a day.

Learn to Play by Playing
The lessons come to you by mail
from the famous U. S. School of
Music . . . complete instructions,
large, clear diagrams
and all the music you

Enrolling for 3rd Course
"1 learned more from your
) than many of ~my
friends who studied under
private _ teachers ~ have for
years. The fact that I've al-
ready taken 2 courses and
am now enrolling_for a third

Bhould speak for™ itself."
*F. A. S., Indiana

tain others — if learning music has al-
ways been a never-to-come-true dream—
let this time-tested home-study method
come to your rescue.

Over 850,000 people have studied mu-
sic this modern, easy as ABC way. And
remember, no matter what instrument
you choose, the cost will average only
a few cents a day.

Our illustrated Free Booklet fully ex-
plains this remarkable course. It shows
how you can learn to play quickly, and
for a mere fraction of the cost of old,
slow methods. So mail the coupon today-
The Free Booklet will be sent to you at
once together with a “Print and Picture’™
Sample. (Instruments supplied when
needed, cash or credit.) U. S. School of
Music, 29411 Brunswick Bldg., New
York 10. N. Y.

Play* from Start

need. You study with a
smile. You learn to play
by playing real tunes by
note. And it’s all so easy

5/ FREE PRINT SNA PICTURE SAMPLE

U.S. School of Music,294l1 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. 10.N. Y.

Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture
Sample. 1 would like to play instrument checked below.

(Do you have Instrument ___ - )

“"Tour advertisements are - Plano Accordion Trumpet Ukulele
HJ%?I to tlge l%ter'fa\lloﬁ?g ?ﬁ: to understand. First yOU Violin Mandolin Trombone Clarine}
strlu%erg’tjt:evegy though |_||'m are tOld hOW to dO a thll’lg. Guitar Saxophone Tenor Banjo Other Instrument
can 1 “ever expréss my joyful Then_a picture shows you (PLEASE PRINT)
gratitude. ... how. Then you do it your-
*F. R. O, lllinois :
self and hear it. city ) State .. —

*Actual names on request.
Pictures by Professional
Models.

If you’re tired of just look-
ing on at parties— if you've
envied those who could enters

Note! IT you are under 1Gyrs. of ase parent must sign coupon !

Save 2c—Stick Coupon on penny postcard



Troubled with

DEAFNESS?

—then you’ll be thrilled with the new
revolutionary Zenith "75" Radionic Hear-
|n%<A|d. You can order it by mail without
risking a penny. Let a 10-Day Trial at
home, at church, at business, prove it’s
the finest hearing aid you can bug regard-
less of price. Saves you over $100.00.

HEAR BETTER
or Pay Nothing

Light, compact single unit. Costs less than
a cent an hour for battery consumption.
Comes. read¥1 to_wear. Accepted by the
Council of Physical Medicine, Ameérican
Medical Association, Send postcard now
(no obligation) for run particulars telling
how tens of thousands of hard-of-hearing
men, women and children have found new
Loy and hgidpplness with this amazing new
earing aid.

Look only to your doctor for advice 1
on your ears and hearing ,

RADIO
CORPORATION
HEARING AID DIVISION
Dept.TZ118, 5801 W. Dickens Ave., Chicago 39

'Makers of the World-Famous Zenith Radios.
Leaders in Radionics Exclusively for 30 Years.

STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS

and LARGER EARNINGS. 39 years expert in-
struction-over 114,000 students enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded. All texts furnished. Easy pay™
ments. Send for FREE BOOK NOW!

FL

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
Dept.95-T,646 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago II, III.

ENLARGEMENT

of your favorite photo

NEW SILK FINISH « GOLD TOOLED FRAME

Jnst to get acquainted, we will
makeyouaFREE 5x7enlargement
of any picture ornegative and
mount itinahandsome gold tooled
frame. Be sure to include color ofi
hair, eyes, and clothing for infor-
mationonhaving thisenlargement
beautifully hand colored in oil.

SEND NO MONEY. Send your most cherished photo
or negative now, accept your beautifully framed en-
largement when it arrives, and p%y postman only 19¢
for frame plus small handling and mailing charge. I f
you are not completely satisfied, return the enlarge-
mentwithin 10days and your money will be refunded.
But you may keep the handsome frame as a gift for
promptness. Limit2 toacustomer. Originals returned.

HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS

7021 Santa Monica B!vd.,Dept 526, Heltywood 38, Cat

THE VANITY CASE

(Continued from page 6)
bags, balls—and lots of other things that
children love. Here’s how for a felt toy:

From a child’s coloring book, trace onto
heavy wrapping paper the outline of the
particular toy figure you want to make. Use
double thickness of felt material. Pin the
paper tracing to the fabric and cut.

After removing the paper tracing, baste
both sections of toy outline together, right
sides facing out. Stitch around the entire
outline leaving a small opening through
which to insert the stuffing. If the animal
figure you have selected requires a tail, leave
the opening at this point.

Stuff the figure through the opening with
cotton batting or other soft padding.

The finishing touches such as eyes, tails,
ears and mane for animals can be cut from
scraps of either matching or contrasting
material, depending on the effect you’re
after.

Decorative buttons are cut for the eyes
of animals. Or make the eyes, nose and
mouth with embroidery floss. Ears, tails and
manes can be made from lengths of knitting
wool stitched in place.

Give Your Eyebrows a Lift

DID YOU ever stop to think that

you couldnt really do without your

eyebrows? You need them—they

add expression to your face. The
nicest thing about eyebrows is that you can
change them to enhance your eyes or the
shape of your face.

If your forehead is too high—and you
simply aren't the type for bangs, make a high
arch of the brows. Keep them fairly thick
without letting them look unkempt. Let
them be prominent without dominating your
face.

Closely set eyes can seem widely spaced
with some judicious plucking. Leave a wider
space between the brows to make the eyes
seem wider apart. And to further accent the
illusion of widely spaced eyes, use a little
eye shadow on the outer edge of the lid and
bend it outward toward the temple—not up-
ward.

By eliminating the arch and making the
brows fairly straight, you cut the length of
your face. And a round-faced girl shouldn't

(Continued on page 108)



O ne or two promotions . . ,
several pay raises . . . and then
that long, long stretch “on the
shelf.” You want to keep on climb-
ing. You want to feel that you are
getting somewhere. But how?

I. C. S. can show you. A little
more training could be all you need
to get back in the upswing. An
advanced course or a “refresher”
—studied in your spare time—will
help prepare you for the next step,
will show that you are ready to
handle more responsibility, a
better job.

Trained men get the “breaks”!
That’s a fact proved over and over
again by the records of former
I. C. S. students.

You don’t want to bog down in
your job. You don’t want to remain
“on the shelf” with the untrained.
Mail the coupon today for complete
information on how you can join
the steady climbers.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Business and
Academic Courses

Accounting O Advertising
Bookkeeping

Business Administration

Business Correspondence
Certified Public Accounting
Commercial
Commercial Art
Cost Accounting
Federal Tax

First Year College
Foremanship

Good English
Higher Mathematics
Motor Traffic O Postal Civil Service
Retailing O Retail Store Management
Salesmanship O Secretarial
Sign Lettering
Spanish

Traffic Management
Air Conditioning and
Plumbing Courses
Air Conditioning
Heating
Refrigeralion

O French
O High School

O Stenography

o0o0oOoooDO0O0o0Odvdooon

O Plumbing
O Steam Fitting

ooo

Name-
City—

Present Position—

Ogoooo

oo0ooodooooo

oooo

BOX 3969-M. SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

Without tost or obligation, please sand m* full particulars about ths course BEFORE which | have marked X;

Chemistry Courses

Chemical Engineering

Chemistry, Analytical

Chemistry, Industrial

Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel
Petroleum Refining O Plastics
Pulp and Paper Making-

Civil Engineering, Architec-
tural and Mining Courses
Architecture

Archilectural Drafting

Building Estimating

Civil Engineering O Coal Mining
Contracting and Building

Highway Engineering

Lumber Dealer

Reading Structural Blueprints
Sanitary Engineering

Structural Drafting

Structural Engineering

Surveying and Mapping
Communications Courses
Electronics

Practical Telephony

Radio, General O Radio Operating
Radio Servicing

—Age—

o

oooodooo

one

ooooooodoO

Telegraph Engineering
Electrical CoursM
Electrical Drafting
Electrical Engineering
Electric Light and Power
Lighting Technician
Practical Electrician
Power House Electric
Ship Electrician
Internal Combustion

ov0ooo0ooo

Mold-Loft Work

Pattern making— Wood, Metal
Reading Shop Blueprints
Sheet-Metal Drafting

Sheet-Metal Worker

Ship Drafting 0 Ship Fitting
Tool Designing 0O Toolmaking
Wslding— Gas and Electric

Welding Engineering

Railroad Courses

A O Air Brake O Car Inspector
Engines Courses . O Diesel Locomotive
Auto Tachnician 0 Aviation | gcomotive Engineer
Diesel-Electric . O Locomotive Fireman
Diesel Engines O Gas Engines 5 | gcomotive Machinist
Mechanical Courses O Railroad Section Foreman

Aeronautical Engineer’s, Jr.

Aircraft Drafting O Flight Engineer
Forging O Foundry Work
Heat Treatment of Metals

Industrial Engineering

Industrial Metallurgy

Machine Shop

Machine Shop Inspection

Mechanical Drafting

Mechanical Engineering

—Working

-Employed by_

Hours—

Steam Engineering Coursm
Boilermaking

Combustion Engineering

Engine Running

Marine Engineering

Steam Electric O Steam Engineer
Textile Courses

Cotton Manufacturing O Loom Fixing
Rayon Weaving [ Textile Designing
Woolen Manufacturing

-PJfc

Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces. Enrollment under G.I. Bill and P.L 16 approved for World War Il Veterans.
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada.
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a novel

JERROLD BEIH

CHAPTER | little island town called_"Den_n%/_” had
The Same Old Question climbed forward, something within her
impelling a desire to experience the lash
IP CARTER was at the wheel of of the sea.

his boat, the little fishing schoon- “Are you scared, Denny, darlingV*
er called the Annabelle M., but Kip called to her.

Denise Logan, whom everyone in theif‘Scared?” Denise laughed gaily, al-

i



12 EXCITING LOVE

most wildly, holding her face up to the
wind. “No! I'm having a wonderful
time. I could go on like this forever!”

When Denny and Kip had started out
together the sun had been shining
brightly, and there had been no indica-
tion of an approaching storm. But sud-
denly a squall had arisen, as it so often
did in the waters about Rock Island. In
moments dark clouds had been gather-
|r]ﬁ, the waves swelling to mountainous
billows. )

_KIF had wanted to turn back imme-
diately, but Denny had cried:

“No, let’s ride it through! It’s not
going to last long. Let’s not give in to
a little bad weather, have it spoil our
whole afternoon!”

Kip Carter had stared at her in be-
wilderment, but after all the years he
had known her, the two of them having
grown up on Rock Island together, he
knew that Denny was a creature of un-
predictable moods. And there was no
use to argue with her, once she had
made up her mind.

Gripping the rail of the boat to keep
her balance, Denny knew herself that
she could not explain her mood of the
moment to Kip. She wouldn’t even
make the effort. But she knew, deep
down in her consciousness, that the tur-
bulence of the sea matched the frantic
and unexplained excited beating of her
heart. She hoped that the water which
dashed against her face might in some
measure clear away the doubts and in-
explicable perplexity which were creat-
ing a confusion that filled her mind.

If the weather had remained calm,
she and Kip would have been sitting
quietly on the deck now, instead of
battling a squall. His arms would have
been about her, his lips finding hers,
and he would again have been asking
that question he asked so incessantly:

“When are you going to make up
your mind about marrying me, Denny?
I can’t go on this wag. You’re part of
my soul, you’re the blood that pumps
through my veins. Denny, you’ve got to
marry me—you’ve got to give me your
answer today!”

HE wind howled in her ears now,
dimming those words she could hear
so plainly, because they were so fam-

iliar. Though Kip hadn’t spoken them
today—not yet, and only because he
hadn’t had a chance—she had heard
them so often from Kip that she was
letter-perfect in the routine.

Denny couldn’t understand herself.
Why couldnt she love Kip, agree to
marry him, when he loved her so much?
She wished she knew.

Her eyes were closed to the rush of
the wind as the schooner bounded along,
but tears gathered on the long sweep
of her lashes. The wind had tossed her
scarf off at its first brisk announcement
of taking over, and the leaping spray
had made of her short-cropped hair a
tangle of shiny dark ringlets.

Not a trace of makeup was left on
her face now, as she defiantly dared the
elements, but she had never been more
beautiful, with her features so clearly
chiseled, her rounded chin, pert nose
and delicate high cheek bones. Because
the weather had been so sunn%/ when
they left the island she had not brought
along a sou’wester, and her wet blouse
and thin, summery skirt clung to her
slim, taut body, revealing every lus-
cious curve.

Long years ago, when ships were
young and romance rode the high seas,
sculptors in wood had been inspired to
carve girls like Denny on the prows of
their great, wondrous ships. Her own
father, Captain Logan, had told her
about such ships of yore, some of which
had still existed in his day.

She remembered every word he had
told her when she had been a child. She
still remembered, now that he was long
one, how he had told her that, way up
the rocky shore of the island were the
bones of frigates, merchants ships, and
fishing schooners that had been wrecked
by the treacherous currents and mists
that swirled about their islands. She
had often seen them, the proof of the
truth of his words. )

Captain Logan had told his daughter
much more than just the legends of the
island. She remembered all that, too,
was recalling it now.

“Like a vessel on the water, you've
got to be sure of your course in life,
Denny,” he had told her soberly. “Never
set out for any place without knowing
just where you’re going, and the way
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you must steer to get there. Always
make sure that you’re master of your
heart and soul, the way a captain has
to be of his ship.” ) )

Kip Carter was manning the ship she
was now aboard. Kip, with whom she
had played when they were both sun-
tanned kids running through the surf
along the beach. Kip, who had held her
hand years ago when she had got a fish
hook Into it and had said, “I’ll take it
out for you, Denny darling. Shut your
eyes, grit your teeth, and I’ll try not
to let 1t hurt.”

It had hurt fearfully, so that she
couldn’t even think of it now without a
wince of pain. But she knew that it had
not been Kip’s fault, and something had
grown in her heart at that moment, and
until recently she had always thought
it was love. For so long she had been
sure it was love for Kip, whom she
would one da?/ marry, be happy with
here on the island forever. And now—
she wasnt so sure any longer.

What had happened to her in these
recent months? Why, looking at Kip's
lean, handsome face, those dark eyes
and this straight blond hair, did mis-
givings surge through her when they
never had before? Kip was no differ-
ent from what he had always been. She
loved Rock Island and knew that she
wanted to stay here forever. Yet a rest-
lessness had gripped her lately, and
Kip’s lips on hers somehow didn’t seem
to stir in her the old excitement she
once had known any more.

“The storm’s calmin
Denny!” Kip called to her.
head back for shore!”

His voice brought her back to her
?resent surroundings. She had been so
ar away. She realized that the schoon-
er was riding -more smoothly, and the
wind had ebbed. But there was no calm
within her, that inner turbulence was
as riotous as ever, and she had no
answer to the problem of how she felt
about Kip. Instead she was almost
dreading to go back to shore, to be faced
by him again, demanding an answer to
that ever-present question of his.

But ships always returned to shore.
Kip was droEping the anchor of the
schooner off the dock now.

“You'd better get into dry clothes

down now,
“We can

ju_s(;[ as soon as you can, Denny,” Kip
said.

“l have some in the office, Kip,” she
called over her shoulder, as she leaped
lightly over the rail to the dock. ‘Til
change right away!”

HER bare feet sped over the planks
of Rock Island’s main dock—her
dock, because this was what Captain
Logan had left his daughter. It was the
dock that he had owned and which
Denise owned and managed now. It was
long, strongly built, jutting quite a way
out to the sea, and a small office had
been built at the water end.

Denny's heart glowed as she ran
along, her thoughts all for the dock
now. She was remembering how at first
the islanders had been skeptical wheth-
er she could manage the business of the
dock alone. It was one of the main
arteries of life on the island because it
was where the fishermen brought the
hauls they caught, to be sent to the
wholesalers on the main land. Here,
too, they came for gasoline, ropes, nets,
and all the supplies needed for their
work.

When Denny had taken over the dock
business, for a time she had been a bit
discouraged, but then slowly, surely,
she had managed to assume control of
all the work, with a few hired men to
help her with the heavy tasks. She
handled the bookkeeping and financial
end of things herself, too. By now the
villagers just assumed that she would
go on forever running the dock, know-
ing she was able to do just as good a
job as her father had done before her.

And they were as proud of Denny as
Captain Logan himself would have
been! If Denny sometimes got caught
up in the burdensome routine, and add-
ed chores fell on her shoulders because
one of her helpers didn’t turn ug to
work, she’d just grit her teeth and bear
it, not complaining to anyone! Maybe
ﬁart of the reason she couldnt bring

erself to accept Kip, she thought, was
the fact that she had thrown herself
body and soul into making a success of
the dock, while his heart belonged with
his ships at sea. He could never take a
real interest in the dock the way she did.
After all, it was her job.
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CHAPTER 1l
Off-Islander
S Denny entered

her little office,
she looked

around with the pleasadrmured the words softly.

feeling it always gave

her. It was attractive_IK

furnished, though wit

few feminine touches

added since her Dad

had died. She had, how-
ever, always seen to it that the yellow
bowl on the window ledge had flowers
in it, and that the window itself was
shining and clean, framing the beauti-
ful vista of the harbor beyond.

There was a huge roll-top desk that
had come off a shiﬁ! a few comfortable
chairs and old-fashioned wooden filing
cabinets. Also there were some modern
touches, such as a new typewriter and
some good pictures.

She always kept changes of clothes in
the closet, too. She took off her wet
ones hurriedly, and rubbed her slim
body with a nubby towel until it glowed.
Then she donned a yellow turtle-neck
sweater and black skirt. It was hardly
a suitable SaturdaY night outfit when
the town went gala, but it would do
until she got home.

“The sun’s out, Denny!” Kip called
from outside the office door. “Honestly,
| almost think you ordered that squall
to keep me from saying what | have on
my mind.”

He waited for her out on the dock,
and his bronzed fingers reached for her
wrist as soon as she appeared. He had
changed into a dry white tee-shirt and
jeans. He drew closer to her, pushing

er back against the office door. Over
his shoulder she saw the red sky of the
setting sun. She felt his hands gripping
her arms, his body close against hers,
but—nhis nearness gave her no thrill.

“Denny, | love you,” he said, his voice
low, pleading. *“You can’t keeB puttin
me off this way!” His head bent, an
his lips touched her throat, then found
her own red lips.

Why didn’t her heart match the
pounding of his? Again came that
wondering which she could not under-

stand. Why couldn’t she make Kip
happy, find contentment herself, by be-
ing able to respond to him? It should
be so easy, after all these years, and
yet it was so—hard. Impossible!

“Are you ever gom? to marry me,
honey?” His lips, still close to hers,
“We be-
long together, Denny! We always have.
You must know that.”

“Kip—Kip!” she breathed desper-
ately. ‘I want to say yes—believe me |
do! But something holds me back!”

She put her hands to his chest. She
saw the anxiety in his eyes. She had
never given him a definite refusal be-
cause she had not been sure of herself,
and didn’t want to hurt him either.

“Oh Kip,” she rushed on, “I don’t
know what it is that does hold me back,
but 1 think it’s because I’'m not sure
that | want to marry a fisherman. Ive
seen so much tragedy on this island.
Girls married to boys who make a
living fishing the way you do. Girls,
young wives, even those who have
grown old doing the same thing—al-
ways worrying, wondering if the next
trip is the one when the men they love
won’t come back. | dont know if I could
live through that!”

"Excuses,” Kip said shortly. “I got
it. You’re just making excuses, Denny!
If you loved me enough youd go
through any kind of life just as Ion? as
we could be together. If you don’t love
me say it now, Denny! Spit out the
words to be, but for both our sakes, and
for heaven’s sake let’s settle things be-
tween us once and for all.” ]

She knew he was right. But she did
love him, she told herself. She had al-
ways loved Kip whom she had known
all her life. But was it the kind of love
on which a happy marriage could be
built? That was Something else.
~ "Oh Kip!” she said tremulously. “I
just can’t say ‘yes’,and I can’t say a no
that will send you out of my life for-
ever. Hate me for it, Kip and | wont
blamea/ou._ But it makes me just as up-
set and miserable as E/ou—you can be-
lieve that. If you walk away from me
this minute, Kip, never see me again,
I won’t blame you. But if you want to
wait just a little while longer for an
answer—maybe [I’ll come to the one
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you want.”

His hands fell from her arms. His
voice was filled with weary resignation
when he spoke.

“I’'ve waited this long, Denny,” he
murmured. *“One thing a fisherman is
supposed to have is patience. All right,
I won’t pull my line in yet. I'll keep
waiting and hoping. But you've got to
let me know soon. Surely you can see
that we can’t go on like this for long.
You'll go to the dance with me tonight
at any rate, wont you?”

“Of course | will, Kip!” she said
eagerly, and as he reluctantly released
her they started to walk along the dock
side by side. “I’ve been looking for-
ward to this Saturday night dance.”

UST across from the dock was the vil-

lage Main Street. As they came out
onto it, the street already was bustling
with Saturday night air. Fishermen
stood in groups talking, looking for-
ward to a day of rest tomorrow. Girls
walked about, their hair in curlers,
ready to be transformed into flowing
beauty for the Square Dance that was
to be held at Town Hall tonight. Boys
came out of the barber shoB, clean-
shaven, exuding an aroma of bay rum.

Denny laughed happily. She loved all
this. It was the breath of life to her,
though she hadn’t spent all her time on
Rock Island. Her father used to take
her on trips to Boston and New York,
and since his death she had on several
occasions gone to those cities by herself,
She loved going to the theatre, smart
night clubs, seeing how city folk en-
joyed themselves.

She had come to the conclusion,
though, that Saturday nights were
pretty much alike the world over. Ex-
cept that it was even more fun on the
island because she loved it so much
here, and she was positive she could
never be content living any place else.

The Rock Island Inn where Denny
lived with her Aunt Beth who ran i,
was at the end of Main Street. Kip
boarded at the place, too, had lived
there ever since he had lost his own
people. Reaching the inn, and climbing
the veranda step, they entered the
lobby which, now properly speaking,
was a reception lounge. It was a cheer-

ful room, furnished with fine antiques
and with good taste that always sur-
prised off-islanders.

“l was worried about you two!”
Aunt Beth called from behind the desk,
with a cheerful wave of her hand, as
she saw them come in. “Did you get in
before the storm blew up?” Aunt Beth
was a plump, white haired woman, who
wore steel-rimmed glasses but had a

oung expression on her warm, friendly
ace.

“No—we got caught right in the mid-
dle of it!” Denny told her, and smiled.

“Well, | see you had sense enough to
change your clothes,” Aunt Beth ap-
proved, peering closely at Denny. “But
get ug close to the fire and make sure

0

your bones are dry, too. I’ll get a cock-
tail ready for you and Kip. You prob-
ably need it!”

Aunt Beth went into the dining room
and Denny turned to the glow of flame
that blazed in the huge fireplace. A
voice, suddenly speaking behind her,
startled her so that she jumped.

“That was quite a squall that blew
up, wasnt it? Wouldn’t you like to
pull up close to the fire in this chair?”

Denny hadn’t realized that anyone
was sitting in the Boston rocker before
the fireplace. But a tall, broad-should-
ered young man was rising to full
Relght before her, and smiling down at

er.

“Hello!” he said. “I know you. I've
been hearln% about you from your aunt.
| guessed who you were when you came
in from her description. I'm a new
guest here, just arrived this afternoon.
My name is Terry Hayes.”

Denny took in the young stranger
with a quick flick of her long lashes.
“Off-islander” was her first reaction,
judging from the clothes he wore. A
smart red and blue plaid shirt was open
at the throat, he wore gray flannel
trousers and open strap sandals. The
clothes told their own story, but his face
and strong, arrow-straight body, could-
n’t be so easiIY catalogued, or dismissed.

Piercing blue eyes were staring at
Denny appreciatively. She liked the
strong line of his jaw, the firm lips that
slowly widened into a friendly grin, and
his rippling black hair, tossed back
from a broad forehead.
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“Your aunt told me you’re the most
beautiful, sensible, and wonderful girl
on the island,” he said, his eyes twink-
ling at Denny. “I thought she was just
bragdqmg about her relatives, but I'm
not |sapBO|nted so far. Matter of fact,
| don’t
enough.”

He was holding a pack of cigarettes
out to her as he spoke and she came
closer to take one. She hardly under-
stood just why she did that, either. Be-
cause long ago she had made herself a
nice, iron-clad little rule about not
mingling with any of the city folk who
came to the island. They usually came
there for one of three things—sword
fishing, drinking, or to have fun on the
side with a pretty girl, where no one
knew them. Denny had seen too man
of the local lassies succumb to an off-
islander’s charms and suffer from a
broken heart when the season ended, to
lay herself open to being taken in.

elieve she was enthusiastic

BUT here she was now putting this
man’s cigarette to her lips, letting
this Terry Hayes hold his lighter for
her. His eyes leveled behind the flame
and she felt a strange electric stirring
go through her whole body. )

“Denny, here comes Aunt Beth with
our cocktails!” Kip’s voice sounded be-
hind her, sharp and annoyed.

“Oh, you’ve met Mr. Hayes!” Aunt
Beth said and smiled as. she sailed in,
and the young man came forward, re-
lieving her of the tray. “Just set it
down on that table, Mr. Hayes. |
brought another one for you. Didn’t
think you’d mind.”

“I’m delighted!” he declared and set
the tray down. He picked up a cock-
tail, held it out to Denny with a bow.
Then he handed one to Kip, too, who
took it with reluctant fingers.

“I’ve got to get back to the kitchen,”
Beth said. “Dinner will be ready soon,
and I’ve got to see to the service. Those
girls! My land, you’ve got to watch
them every minute!” )

As she disappeared again, Denn
sank into the rocker. The drink felt
good, and she was aware of Terry
Hayes staring intently at her again.
That was rather pleasant, too.

“l hear you run the dock, Miss
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Logan.” he remarked.

“That’s right!” Denny nodded, her
eyes sparkling at him over the rim of
her glass. Everyone was always sur-
prised at that, the first time they heard
It

“That’s quite a job for a girl, isn’t
it?” he asked.

“Not for our kind of girls!” Kip put
in, and it was evident he intended to
make no secret of the hostility he al-
ways felt toward off-islanders.

Terry Hayes didn’t seem disturbed,
however. He turned that wide grin of
his on Kip.

“l hear you own some fishing boats,”
he commented. “I’d like to try my hand
at sword fishing, though I've never
done any. Could you possibly take me
out tomorrow?”

Kip’s jaw tightened. "Tomorrow’s
Sunday, and my day off!” he said coldly.
“Besides, | dont like to watch ama-
teurs fish, and see all the big ones get
away.”

The churlishness in Kip’s voice made
Terr}r/1 Hayes flush. He had finally
caught on that Kip had no intention of
being friends. His eyes turned to Denny
searchingly, to find out if she were go-
ing to brush him off with the same kind
of treatment.

“Dinner’s ready!” Aunt Beth called
from the doorway of the dining room,
and most conveniently, to save further
embarrassment.

Kip reached out for Denny’s hand,
pulling her away without glvmg her a
chance to say another word.

“Those rich city fellows who come
here to fish give me a pain in the neck!”
Kip grumbled as he led Denny into the
dining room, and they sat down at a
table by the window.

It was their usual table, one reserved
for permanent guests. Denny saw Aunt
Beth seating Mr. Hayes by himself at
the other side of the room.

“You didn’t have to be quite so rude
to him, Kip,” she said, picking up some
oysterette crackers to munch. “He
seems nicer than most of the men that
we’ve had around here.”

“They’re all alike!” Kip said, and
scowled. “Stop looking his way, Denny,
or he’ll get an idea you’re interested In
him. . . Wonder what your aunt has

for dinner tonight.”

“Lobster stew,” said Denny. “Why
do you ask? You know we always have
that on Saturday nights.”

CHAPTER 111
“Swing Your Partners”

ATING the lob-
ster stew, Den-
ny wondered if

it were not just such

things as this, boring-

IX familiar in spite of

the fact that it was all

a part of the life she

loved, and would not
exchange for any other in the world,
that was responsible for all the rest-
lessness which recently had so unac-
countably swept over her. Was there
such a thing as getting too accustomed
to things—and people? Until you just
got tired to death of them, at least for
a while, and felt an unexplained un-
easiness, subconsciously looking around
for a change.

Simple t in%s, like lobster stew every
Saturday night. Or somewhat more
complicated ones—Iike Kiﬁ Carter, and
his eternal insistence on her marrying
him. Could be, she told herself. Could
be the tedious familiarity of everything
—what she ate each night here at the
inn, just what Kip was going to say
every time he saw her, that constantly
reiterated refrain, “I-love-you-Denny.
When-are-you-going-to-marry-me.”

There was no relief from the tedium
even on Saturday nights when every-
body was supposed to shuffle off the
week’s cares and have a good time. Be-
cause here in town every Saturday
night there was a Square Dance, and
always it was the same. Kip would take
her, and they would dance the night
through, then when he finally took her
home he would Kiss her, hold her tight-
ly in his arms again before they said
good night.

“What’s the matter with you, Denise
Logan?” she chided herself angrily, as
she realized the trend of her thoughts.
“You love this island, your life here—
you know you do. Why should you sud-
denly be so discontented ?”



ISLE OF BROKEN HEARTS 19

But the lobster stew did not interest
her any more. She left it untasted, and
looked across at Kip.

“Kip,” she said hesitantly, “l guess
that storm took more out of me than |
thought it did. 1—I’ve got to go up-
stairs and rest a while if we’re going
to the dance tonight.”

She didn’t give Kip a chance to pro-
test, but pushed her chair back, got up
from the table in a hurry and fled from
the dining room. Out of the corner of
her eye she saw Terry Hayes’ glance
following her with concern, but she did
not look in his direction, and made her
way through the lobby and up the
stalrs.

Why should the mere presence of a
strange man here at the inn have ac-
centuated that restless feeling which
had been dogging her? It was ridicul-
ous. Because, as Kip had said, he was
just one of those rich fellows from Bos-
ton or New York or somewhere who
came here to fish, and she had just as
much disdain for them and their idle
lives as Kip Carter did.

Walking across her bedroom to the
mirror she wondered if she ought to
send word down to Kip that she didnt
feel up to going to the dance tonight.
Maybe she should tell him that she
wanted to stay home, go to bed early
with a book, or just sit before the fire-
place downstairs.

And then—another utterly ridiculous
thought—she was imagining Terry
Hayes sauntering up to her if she did
stay home, and his voice saying, “How
nice you didn’t go out! We can spend
the evening together.”

Denny pulled herself up short, star-
ing at her reflection in the mirror. No!
She must force herself to change her
clothes, no matter what her inclination
was, and she must go to the dance with
Kip tonight.

Kip apparently took that for granted,
because he rapped on the door of her
room about an hour later.

“Hi, Denny!” he called. “All dressed
up in your best bib and tucker and
ready to go now?”

“Yes, Kip,” she called back to him.
“I had a little rest and feel much
better.”

She put her hand to the knob and

opened the door. She was all ready,
and so was Kip. He had bathed,
changed into a white shirt and tie and
blue suit, and he looked nice. Eager,
too. Denny felt ashamed of herself for
having even for a minute considered
not going to the dance with him.

His eyes took her in with affectionate
approval. She looked lovely in a full,
long-skirted dress of soft pink and blue
plaid taffeta that had a low neckline
and tiny puffed sleeves. With white
blossoms in her hair, and a fringed silk
shawl that had once been Aunt Beth’s,
for an evening wrap, she was ready.

HE tried not to remember that this

was like every other Saturday night
as she walked down the street, her arm
linked through Kip’s. Other couples on
their way to the Town Hall Ereeted
them with cheery hellos. The sky was
clear now and stars flickered brightly—
their own ‘Great White Way’, as the
islanders often called it.

Gay lilting music reached them as
they approached Town Hall, and the
doors were flung open letting out a

friendly light. Other voices called out
to them.

~ “Hello Denny! Don’t you look darl-
ing tonight! ... Hi Kip! Have a good

haul this morning?”

Bob and Jo, Ted and Vivian, Kirk
and Linda—all their friends, fishermen
and their girls, were here!

“Get your partners for the next
dance!” the caller was shouting as the
laughing couples entered the hall, and
the orchestra was tuning up again.
“Swing your partners!”

Then Kip was leading Denny onto
the dance floor.

The music grew louder, its steady
rhythm coursing through her veins.
She loved to dance, and since she had
danced so much with Kip—ever since
they had been children—they were per-
fect partners. In answer to the chanted
calls they swung around, marched
through the double lines, linked arms,
with heads tossed back, and lips curved
in happy laughter.

Denny was in her glory. These were
her friends—her people—and this was
a moment she loved.

Then suddenly the music seemed to
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cease, her feet stopped dancing as she
saw the deep blue eyes, the smiling face
of the man who was before her.

“They won’t throw me out of here,
will they?” he was saying. “Your aunt
urged me to some down. Said Saturday
night was no time for me to be sitting
home with an old lady like her!” And
before Denny could think of a word to
say, he hurried on, “Don’t stop dancing
on account of me. I'm an old hand at
square dancing. Your boy friend’s
looking daggers at me, but what can he
do? He’s way down the line, and I'm
the one who is here ogl)_posite you.”

It was, of course, Terry Hayes who
was speaking to Denny. She heard the
music again, felt his hand gripping
hers as he went into the dance, and her
feet began to move.

Since they had never danced together,
they took a few awkward steps at first,
but then moved in unison, and it was
with dash and rhythm such as Denny
had never known she was capable of
accomplishing. And she realized that
it was not the music that furnished the
tempo, either. It was the feel of his
pulse as his hand gripped hers, and the
pounding of her heart, as strong as the
surf on a beach.

“This is fun, Denny,” Terry said,
after a while, “but it’s awfully crowded
in here. Do you have to stay here all
evening? Would the local gossips point
their fingers at you if you left the dance
to take a walk with me? It’s too beau-
tiful a night out, Denny, to waste it in-
doors.”

His words sent a throbbing to her
ears from her accelerated pulses that
blotted out all reason. She was ready to
leave with him, when the music sud-
denly came to an end with a flourish.
And another voice was speaking right
beside her.

“Here you are, Denny. Come on, let’s
ﬁet some punch!” It was Kip, and then

e was masterfully slipping his arm
through hers and leading her away.

Fingers would have pointed at her!
She knew that well enough now that she
could think about it, and was away
from the spell cast over her by Terry
Hayes. The boys and girls would have
been annoyed If she had ditched Kip
for an off-islander.

Kip led her to the punch table. It
was supposed to be just fruit juices but
as usual some of the boys had spiked it
with something stronger, which made
it all the more refreshln?.
~ “What a nerve that fellow has, barg-
ing in here!” Kip said, frowning. “He
wasn’t getting fresh, was he?”

“No, of course not!” Denny said
quickly. “Don’t be so unfriendly, Kip.
He was AUSt passing by—heard the
music, and came in!”

Why was she making up excuses for
a complete stranger, even telling a little
white lie for him? She sipped her
drink quickly and smoothed the worry
out of Kip’s brows by saying lightly.

“Come on, let’s dance some more!”

They danced on until about eleven
thirty, then Denny said wearily:

“Kip, I'm really tired out now. |
don’t want to take you away from here,
but I'd like to go home.”

“That’s okay with me, Denny,” he
assured her. “I’'ve had enough of it,
t0o.”

THEY slipped away unnoticed by the
laughing, dancing crowd, and walk-
ed back to the inn. As they entered the
lobby Denny saw that it was deserted;
everyone had gone to bed. The screen
was up before the fireplace but some
dying embers still lay there, glowing
softly.

“We’ll have fun again tomorrow,
won’t we, Denny?” Kip asked eagerly,
his hands drawing her close to him.
“Let’s pack a lunch and go picnicking
way up the shore.”

“All right—if it’s a nice day,” she

romised him, but onlﬁ gave her lips

riefly as he kissed her—and once
more missed the thrill. Was it gone for
good ? *“I’m going to rush up to bed and
get rested for tomorrow. Picnics can
be wearing sometimes, you know, Kip.”

She ran on upstairs to her room.
There she tried to tell herself she actual-
ly was exhausted, so got undressed as
quickly as possible and into bed. She
wanted sleep to come ri%ht away so that
she wouldn’t be troubled by her
thoughts.

If only she could make up her mind to
marry Kip, could be decisive about her
future, then her troubles would all be
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over! Once she was married she would
never think of looking at a stranger,
responding to his eyes and smile as she
had while dancing with Terry Hayes
tonight.

But no matter how tired she thought
she was, sleep refused to come. Turn-
ing and tossing in bed she finally gave
it up and flung the covers back. She
couldn’t fall asleep, so she decided to
go for a swim. Plunging through the
cool water sometimes calmed her
nerves. Maybe it would work tonight.
Quickly gettlngbmto a bathing suit and
throwmﬂ a robe about her shoulders,
she quickly slipped out of the inn.

But when she reached the beach, in-
stead of going into the water she found
herself walking along the shore. On
the damlp sand where the waves rolled
up gently, lapping her feet with soft
caresses.

CHAPTER IV
Nothing Serious
enny walked

on until she
reached her

she knew who it was. She had never
heard that voice before today, bat she
couldn’t mistake it. Terry Hayes waa
coming almost at a run, making hi*
way toward her, his body looking broad
and strong in swimming shorts he wore.

“Whew, but this is weird spot, isnt
it, Denny!” he panted when he stood
before her now, glancing about. “Do
you come her often?”

“Whenever | want to be by myself
and think!” she answered.

“Is that a hint for me to leave,
lady?” he demanded, and grinned at
her. “l suppose | should have known
Y‘OU wouldn’t be taking a walk at night
ike this unless you wanted to be alone.
I’'m sorry—I’ll go back!”

“No—it’s all right!” she told him.
Involuntarily her hand reached out,
lightly touching his arm. Instantly she
drew her fingers back, as if they had
been singed with flame, and the shock
of it sped all through her body.

“How come so many boats were
wrecked here?” Terry asked, taking it
for granted that her slight gesture
meant that she really wanted him to
stay.

“Don’t you know?” Denny laughed

favorite spot. Thissefdy, then she told him: “WhP/, in the
an

the dangerous strand

where so many doomed

vessels had been wreck-

ed. The skeleton hulk of

one of them lay stark

in the pale moonlight.
Here was a great twist of rope and
seaweed, there the remains of what had
once been a luxurious cabin.

How she used to love to come her as
a child, to play and hunt for bits of
treasure! And what she had found had
been treasure to her child’s heart—an
old brass handle, a bright button and
once she had found a lace fan, to wave
flirtatiously and pretend that she was a

reat lady dressed in silk and satin for
the Captain’s Ball.

But she was jarringly pulled out of
the past by a—

“Denny—Denny Logan! | hope you
don't mind, but I saw you leaving the
house, and came too. You walked so
fast I couldn’t catch up with you!”

She whirled about at the sound of the
voice but even before she saw the face

old days, long long ago, Rock Island was
called the Isle of Broken Hearts. There’s
a legend that the mermaids used to
come out of the sea at night to sit here
in the moonlight. They sang their songs
here, calling to and enticing the men
on ships and causing the wrecks when
the vessels went on the rocks.”

“The Isle of Broken Hearts!” Terry
murmured, his eyes steadily on hers in
the dim light of the stars. “It’s funnﬁ,
Denny, but | had the sensation tonight
that you were calling me, somehow
wanted me to follow you here, though
of course you didn’t say a word. Should
I be scared of you? Are you going to
take my heart, crush it, and strew the
bits on this shore with all the other
wreckage? | wonder, though, if the
men who were wrecked here didn’t find
it worthwhile—especially if the mer-
maids were as beautiful as you!”

She felt his hands reaching out,
touching her gently, and drawing her
to him. She lifted her hands to push
him away, but his touch sent flames
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leaping through her body, so that in-
stead of her fingers pressing against
his chest they reached his broad should-
ers, and clung involuntarily.

His Iilps lowered on hers. She felt
their pulsating, their warmth, their de-
mand which was like nothing she had
ever experienced before. Her heart was

ounding against his, with a wild, un-
eashed beating.

Bright bits of treasure! Always she
had come looking for them on this spot.
But never, never before had she found
anything as wonderful and precious as
this moment!

“ Denny,” he whispered huskily, “we
should have come here hours ago—not
wasted a whole evening on that hick
dance!”

Those words he spoke first when they
finally broke away, were like a douse of
cold water on her emotions. His hands
still held her, but his words were sud-
denly opening her eyes. And she was
realizing, with deep shock that she
hardly knew this man, but what he had
just said revealed how different were
their worlds, how deep the chasm which
lay between them!

“l was one of the hicks at that

dance!” she cried resentfully, and
wrenched herself free from his grasp.
“Denny, I'm terribly sorry!” His

voice was tremulous with apology. “I
didn’t mean it to sound like that! But I
suppose | was just sort of getting even
because everyone there seemed to re-
sent my dancing with you.”

“And why shouldn’t they?” she chal-
lenged, and held her chin high. “I'm an
island girl, and you’re an off-islander.
It never works out! Oh, I've seen it
happen so many times, men like you
coming here, making love to local girls
while you staP/, then %omg off and for-
getting completely. This island of ours
is called the Isle of Broken Hearts just
as much for that reason as for the
wrecks here. | guess you and | both
lost our heads just now. The magic of
the night, the starlight, probably. Let’s
Eorge't about all this, before any harm is

one!”

SHE turned and hurried away from
him, speeding through the damp
sand as quickly as she could. How could

she have been so foolish as to let him
kiss her the way he had ? How could she
have responded to him with an emotion
such as she had never felt when Kip
kissed her? Even now, with it all over,
her lips were still trembling with the
bruise of his lips, her heart was still
beating frantically against her ribs.

She was breathless from haste and
an emotional let-down when she finally
neared the inn. There was always a
light left at a side door, and she had
reached out to grab the knob when
abruptly her fingers froze.

“Denny,” a stern voice said, “what
are you doing up at this hour? I thought
you were so tired you could hardly wait
to get to bed!”

It was Kip, coming from the main
walk to the inn, staring at her with in-
credulous eyes. Kip, and from the look
on his face she immediately knew that
he had been out again, having a bit too
much to drink with the boys after he
had brought her home.

“lI—I rested a little while,” she told
him, “and then found I couldn’t sleep.
I thought I'd go for a swim and that
would make me sleepy.”

“You dont look as If you got wet,” he
commented, as he glanced at her bath-
ing suit. “What was the matter? Did
the night air seem too cool? You’re
trembling, Denny! Come on, honey, let
me put my arms around you. I’ll keep
you nice and warm.”

He held his arms out—and just as
suddenly dropped them. He was staring
beyond Denny’s shoulder, and she
ﬁlanced_ back to follow his gaze. Her

eart filled with panic—because there
was Terry, coming from the beach to-
ward them.

“Now I’m beginning to understand!”
Kip said, in sudden savage anger. “You
planned this date with him at the dance!
Made excuses to come home and meet
him afterward.” Kip’s hands tightened
into fists.

“No, Kip—that’s not true!” Denny
cried fearfully. “I came home because
| really was tired. 1 couldn’t sleep—
thinking about us—your proposal to
me. . . Kip, don’t start any trouble—a
fight! You’ll rouse the whole neighbor-
hood, have everyone talking about me—
about us!”



As Denny Sew Hie Haines rushing

toward them, she believed every

word Terry  was telling her
(CHAPTER XII1I

) had reached them then. “Hello
Kip!” he greeted easily, and smiled at
the young fisherman. But in the next
instant he sensed that something was
wrong and guessed what it was.
“There’s nothing for you to be mad
about, Kip,” he said, with a wry laugh.
“l saw Denny leave the house and fol-
lowed her. But | had my trouble for
my pains. She’s not the least bit inter-
ested in an off-islander like me.”

Denny bit her lips. She couldn’t force
herself to look at him as he spoke. But
the expression she saw on Kip’s face
actually frightened her. It was no long-
er anger, but in his eyes was a sharp
meaningful, glint.

“Still’ want to go sword fishing to-
morrow morning, Hayes?” Kip asked.

Terr

Terry hesitated. “Well, we’re up kind
of late. But yes—I°d like to go if you’re
willing to take me.”

“It’s a date then!” Kip said. “Meet
me at the dock at four-thirty this morn-
ing. That’s the time we usually set
out.”

“At that rate 1’d better catch myself
at least a few winks of sleep!” Terry
laughed. “Good night . . . Denny—"
He seemed about to say something else,
but his voice ended on an inflection, as
if asking if she were all right and could
handle Kip from here on.

“Good night Mr. Hayes,” she said,
without turning her head. “Have a nice
—fishing trip.”

She waited until she hear the door
close, then whirled on Kip.
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“Kip,” she demanded, “why did you
offer to take him fishing, change your
mind about the trip? What are you
planning to do?” ) )

“Nothing serious, darling!” Kip
reached for her, and drew her close.
“Just rock the boat a little, get him good
and wet the way we sometimes handle
off-island slickers like him. Then may-
be he’ll lose interest in the sport and get
off ;[jhe island while the getting is still
good.”

Kip lowered his head, his lips finding
Denny’s. She endured his Kiss, but got
away from him as soon as possible, run-
ning up to her room, rubbing her hand
across her lips. Surely it must be only
because Kip had been drinking that she
had found his kiss unbearable. What
had happened between her and Terry
Hayes on the beach was meaningless,
could have nothing to do with it. Kip
would teach him a lesson, get rid of
him, and there would be no chance of
any further wreckage—another broken
heart on this island!

DENNY managed to get some sleep,
but at a little before four-thirty she
woke up. Running to the window she
could see the dock and her heart sank
because the water was calm, the air
warm—everything needed for perfect
fishing. She could just feel it in her
bones, which was the way fishing
weather was determined by almost
everyone on the island. Through the
mist she could see the tall mast of the
sword fishing pulpit of the Annabelle
M. Those moving figures must be Kip,
Terry Hayes and the men of the boat
crew. )

What was Kip really up to? How far
would he go to get even with Terry?
She was suddenly fearful of Kip’s inten-
tions, didn’t believe his explanation to
her at all. Backing away from the win-
dow she quickly slipped out of her night-
gown and got dressed in warm clothes.
Hurrying down the stairs she found
her old yellow sou’wester on the rack,
clapped it on her head as she pushed
her hair up under it, then thrust her
feet into boots. ) )

She got to the boat just as it was
about to pull out and got aboard while
the men were weighing anchor. They

grinned at her, welcoming her, because
she had come along with them lots of
times. But Terry, busy looking over the
equipment, didn’t notice the addition
to the crew.

~ Some of Kip’s men climbed into the
rigging. One went to the topmost point,
to keep watch until a fish was sighted.
Others sat in the seats that were like
children’s swings. Kip took the steer-
ing wheel and talked to Terry who
stood beside him.

Denny could see that Terry didnt
have the patience of the fishermen. He
became restless because it was a long
time before a voice rang out from
above:

“There he is!”

It was a cry that always sent Denny’s
heart to her throat with excitement.
Standing on her toes to watch, she saw
the black dorsal fin of the fish that had
just been sighted. )

Down the ladder and out of the pulpit
came the man who had been on watch
there. The dorsal fin came nearer and
nearer. Then the tiny arrow-shaped
harpon was whirled through the air—
and struck home!

“Okay, Hayes, think you can carry
on?” Kip called. ) )

Denny’s eyes widened with panic as
she heard that triumphant voice from
the man at the wheel. And instantly
she knew what Kip’s plan was! He was
letting Terry struggle with the line,
the one-man battle against the fish to
tire it out! It was the hardest and most
dange_rousdob of all, and Terry was in-
experienced.

She wanted to yell at Kip that this
was unfair, but somethin? held her
back. Maybe it was the look of de-
termination on Terrﬁ/’s face, the way
he held the line with his strong, lean
hands. Maybe he would be able to hold
out, tire the fish, pitting his strength
against that giant of the sea.

If he did, then Kip would have to
lose that smug look. He would be the
one to look like a fool. S

The strug%Ie went on, the fish fight-
ing for its life in the water. Denny
saw Terry’s body held taut as he sum-
moned all his power, and beads of pers-
ﬁlratlon were beginning to appear on

is forehead. The veins on his hands
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looked like blue bands of steel.

“Terry—Terry, hold out! Show them
what you can do!” The words came
silently to Denny’s lips. )

Her heart began to glow with happy
excitement as the fish gave evidence of
tiring. She saw the look of dejection
on Kip's face and she wanted to laugh
aloud and triumphantly at him.

But suddenly she saw something that
made her heart seem to stop beating al-

toggther. Did Terry know about that,
t007
“Terry—jump!” Denny screamed.
“To the raill” )
“Jump—jump!” men were vyelling
too.

~ The warning came just in time. The
line had slackened, and a sharp, ripping
sound came from the deck, just where
Terry had been standing.

One of the crew shouted the guestion
to Kip that was in Denny’s mind.

“For good glory’s sake, Kip, didn’t
you warn him about Jumglng?1 in case
the rope slackened? Maybe he didn’t
know that meant the fish was lunging
forward! Look how his sword came up
through the hull!”

Sure enough it had, sharp and deadly.
Cold beads of perspiration stood on
Denny’s forehead, to think of what
might have happened to Terry if she
hadn’t called out. ) )

“l thought | warned him,” Kip was
saying. “I guess—I forgot!”

Maybe he had forgotten, Denny tried
to convince herself that was the truth
as her eyes flashed at him angrily. But
it wasn’t the kind of thing you forgot to
tell someone you wanted to help and
protect on a fishing trip!

CHAPTER V
The Mermaid Room

erry hayes

came down from

the rail to which

he"had leaped at Den-

ny’s warning. He

stared at the sword as

Kip changed the course

of the schooner. Water

was coming through the hole in the hull,
and the men were bailing.

Denny had seen this happen before
and knew that they would get back to
the island safely. She was still shaking
from the ordeal, though.

“Denny!” Terry exclaimed: “I did-
n’t even know you were here. But you
saved my life!”

She tried to steady her trembling Iig)s.
“Not necessarily your life, Terry. But
you would have been badly hurt.”

“Hez, you two better give us a hand
with this water!” one of the fishermen
called to them.

The hard work of bailing calmed
Denny by the time they reached the
dock.  But not for long. Then it was
worse than ever, because she was
aghast to hear Kip grumble:

“That’s what | get for taking ama-
teurs out! Ruining a boat!”

“Kip Carter, that’s a chance you take
every time you go fishing!” Denny cried
angrily. “And the boat can be repaired
easily enough. You know that too!”

“Well, it’ll cost a pretty penny!” Kip
retorted.

“Just_how much do you think it will
cost?” Terry put in. “l was the one
who asked to go fishing. 1'm willing
to foot the bill.” )

Denny heard Kip name a price that
astonished her. He was overcharging
Terry—flagrantly. She checked an im-
pulse to interfere. Everyone over-
charged off-islanders, so why should
she object to it now? “That seems fair
enough to me,” Terry said. “I’ll give
you a check at the inn, Kip.”

Denn%/ was on the dock now, and she
ran as fast as she could for the street,
not wanting to hear any more of what
those two said. She didn’t know wheth-
er she was angrier at Terry or at Kip.
If Terry hadnt followed her on the
beach last night, kissed her, there would
have been no fishing trip like this. Let
the rich off-islander pay for it in dol-
lars, even though he didn’t deserve to
be forced to take the risk to which Kip
had submitted him!

When she reached the inn she
changed her clothes and went to the
dining room for breakfast. She was
just drinking her orange juice when
she saw Terry enter. He was wearing
one of his plaid shirts, with gray flan-
nels. Denny couldnt help but admit
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how good-looking he was.

“Mind if | have breakfast with you?”
he asked. “I feel like I'm miles away
from you when I'm over there, at the
other side of the room.”

She hesitated, glancing toward the
door. “Kip usually sits there,” she said,
Hoddlng at the empty place opposite

er.

“l saw him drop into an eating place
near the dock to have breakfast with
his crew,” Terry said, and dropped into
Kip’s chair. “Let him come—try to
put me out anyway!”

They were served a delicious break-
fast of flapjacks with homemade sau-
sages. Denny was pouring a fresh cup
of steaming 'hot coffe when Terry
asked:
~“What made you come out on that
fishing boat with us, Denny? Was it to
see Kip try to—make a fool of me?”

The cup almost fell from her hand
but she managed to set it down.

“No, of course not!” she denied, and
quickly added, “He told me he was go-
ing to make it a tough trip—rock the
boat and all that. But I didn’t think
he’d ne_glect to tell you an important
thing like that, or let you struggle to
pull in a fish at all'”

“I enlJ]oyed it!” he insisted. “It was
worth the danger—to have you save m
life!” He leaned forward, those dar
eyes of his staring intently into hers.
"Did you come along because you were
concerned about me. Could it be, Den-
ny, that you’re just a bit attracted to
me, as | am to you—greatly?”

Her fingers tightened on a spoon.
"You’re an off-islander!” She man-
aged somehow to say what was in her
heart. “You’re just as bad—I mean,
dangerous—for me, as that trip was
for you!”

“There’s always danger in love, Den-
ny! The danger of surrendering your
heart and soul to someone else forever

and ever!”

“Forever and ever!” She laughed
sharply. “It never happens that way.
You're an off-islander!” she repeated,
lashing that hateful accusation at him
again. “It might be fun for you to make
love to me while you’re here. The for-
ever and ever begins after you’re gone,

when you forget the girl on the island.”

"Maybe I have plans to stay here for-
ever and ever!” he answered. His hand
reached out, his fingers curving over
hers. “All right, Denny, let’s not think
too far into the future if that’s what
you’re afraid of. Does that mean that

ou cant even talk to me, that we can't
e friends? Denny, would you make a
date with me for tonight?”

SHE glanced down at his hand which

was possessing hers. She could hear
the beating of her heart, telling her
that she couldn’t refuse.

“All right, I'll go out with you,
Terry!” she answered him.

“You know the island better than |
do. Is there anything that would be
fun for us to do?

She thought a moment, then said,
“Aunt Beth usually closes the inn din-
ing room on Sunday nights. It’s the
only evenm? she gets off, to rest. But
there's really no other nice restaurant
on the island. I’ll arrange for supper
here. We can go to the movie after-
ward. There’s a Bettv Grable picture
at Town Hall.”

Terry laughed. “I should waste my
time looking at Miss Grable when | can
see you! But it does sound like fun!”

“We'd better catch up on some sleep
then,” she su%gested._ “After all we’ve
been up since four-thirty this morning.”

It was late in the afternoon when
Denny awoke, havin? slept most of the
day through. Usua I% she went to a
movie on Sunday nights with Kip, and
she had to tell him she was going to
break that standing date. He wasn't in
his room, so she found Bobby and had
him take a note to Kip who was un-
doubtedly downtown with some of the
fishermen. She wrote simply:

I’'m too tired to see you tonight, Kip.

She was laughing to herself as she re-
read it. Too tired to see Kip—but not
too tired to have a date with a man
named Terry Hayes.

She went down to the kitchen then
where Aunt Beth was finishing up for
the day.

“Shoo!” she told her aunt. “I want
the place for myself! 1'm going to cook
dinner for two tonight!”
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Aunt Beth’s eyes twinkled. “Not for
you and Kip! You can’t tell me! | saw
that young Hayes holding your hand at
the breakfast table today. | like him,
Denny. And I think a change from Kip
will do you good.”

Denny was at the ice-box, staring in-
to its contents. “What do you prepare
for a sophisticated meal, Aunt Beth?
The kind of entree that might be served
at the Stork Club, 1 mean. Soup from
El Morocco, main dish from the Cafe
Chambord! Terry Hayes and | are go-
ing to all those places tonight!”

“You could make a wonderful hors
d’oeuvres first!” Aunt Beth cried enthu-
siastically, entering into the spirit of
the thing. “Then onion soup, and |
have some wonderful filet mignon in
the freezing compartment.”

“With a chocolate souffle for des-
sert!” Denny exclaimed.

There was no shooing Aunt Beth out
of the kitchen after that. She had to
help prepare the meal. By six-thirty
er%rbything was ready. Denny found

obby.

Young Bobby Dodge, freckle-faced,
and all of fifteen now, and beginning to
look at the %irls, though more at Denny
than any of the others—when he was
sure she wasnt looking at him—was
sort of a fixture at the inn. He had
somehow just drifted in when he had
been left an orphan, and Aunt Beth,
feeling sorry for him because he’d had
to live with an old curmudgeon of an
uncle, had let him stay.

Bobby had certainly repaid her, in
many ways. He did chores, ran er-
rands—all sorts of things. As Aunt
Beth proudly said, it was good to “have
a man around the house.” And his de-
votion to Denny was something to see.
There wasn’t anythinF she could ask
him to do that he wouldnt about break
his neck trying.

That was how it was now, as Denny
stood looking at him calculatingly, a
bright idea coming to her.

“Bobby,” she said suddenly, and
smiled at the tow-headed boy who
stared at her with adoring eyes, “you’ve
helped wait on tables here lots of times
when there was a rush. Want to make
some extra money, darling? Put on one
of the white jackets we have for the

waiters to use on special occasions and
serve Mr. Hayes and me in the dining
room tonight. Just as if you were a
waiter in an elegant French restau-
rant!”

“Like in the movies!” Bobby said
eagerly, and nodded his understanding
with a happy smile.

Denny supervised the setting of the
table. There was a fireplace in the din-
ing room and the evening was cool
enough for a small blaze there. The
table which stood before the fire was
covered with a gleaming white table
cloth and was set with Aunt Beth's own
cherished French china and shining
crystal instead of the usual inn service.
Tall candles flickered in holders with an
arrangement of colorful flowers in the
middle of the table. Denny turned on
the radio softly to a station that played
just dance music, then went upstairs to
dress.

The frock she planned to wear was
in her closet in a garment bag. She
took it from the bag and held it against
her slim body before putting 1t on.
Bought two years ago when she had
visited Boston it was made on such
simple classic lines that it had not gone
out of style. What an extravagance she
had considered it at the time, but how
glad she was to have it now!

The dress was of softly flowing white
marquisette, shoulderless with a nipped-
in waistline. White grosgrain ribbons
encircled the fullness of the skirt, and
were festooned in large bows in the
front. Denny slipped it over her head,
settled it into place, and added pearl
earrings and a single strand around her
throat, as a finishing touch.

This time she decided to call for
Terry, so knocked gently at his door.

“You are cordially invited to dinner,
Mr. Hayes,” she called through the
panels.

THE door opened and he stood there
in gabardine slacks, white shirt and
attractive patterned necktie.

“Denny!” he cried delightedly. “And
I was just wondering if | were getting
too dressed up! | wanted this to be a
aII? occasion, too. You look beauti-
u -”

He picked up a jacket, slipped into
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it, and they started down stairs to-
gether.

“This is a brand new supper club,
just opened on the island,” she ex-
plained with a Iaugh when they reached
the door of the dining room. “What
shall we call it? How about—the Mer-
maid Room?”

She was proud of the way everything
looked—the fire glowing so brlghtlﬁl,
and candlelight seeming like sparks
from it. Bobby hovered near the table,
holding a chair back for her, and the
radio was playing a lilting tune.

“It’s a mirage!” Terr% exclaimed
when their cocktails had been served.
And then, as they began on the deli-
cious dinner he added: “Or a dream
from which 1I'm goin? to awake at any

e

minute. But don’t let me wake up,
fDenny, until I've danced with you
irst!”

He was up from the table as he spoke,
and his arms were held out to her. She
glided into them. This was no square
dance, but in her imagination the
thron%ed floor of a smart night club.
And this wasn’t Kip who held her in his
arms but a man whom she hardly knew,
yet who already seemed to mean more
to her than Kip ever had.

When they returned to the table
Bobb?]/ announced:

“This is with the compliments of the
management!”

Denny saw that he was opening a bot-
tle of champagne and guessed imme-
diately that it was Aunt Beth’s contri-
bution to the festivity. The golden
liquid bubbled in their ?Iasses and sent
their spirits soaring still higher.

They ate, danced, talked, and laughed
some more. Terry seemed to have
ﬂ_rown genuineIK fond of the island in

is short stay here and asked her all
sorts of questions about the place. She
told him more of the legends, and anec-
dotes about the wonderful inhabitants,
the people of sturdy stock who had lived
and fished here for generations.

When dinner ended Terry asked,
“What are those lights | see down on
the beach now?”

Denny laughed. “Oh, that’s an old
Sunday night custom. Fishermen and
their girls go there and each couple
builds a little bonfire on the sand.”

Terry’s eyes sparkled. “It sounds
wonderful! Would you want to go down
there with me, Denny? Or aren’t off-
islanders allowed?”

Her answer was to rise, hold her
hand out to him and lead the way. Out-
doors she saw that the sky was clear,
studded with stars. When they reached
tht]ac_ beach they gathered driftwood for
a fire.

There were at least two dozen couples
on the sand, dim shadows in the light
of the flickering fires. Some fisherman
had a guitar with him and his voice
rang out in folk songs.

CHAPTER VI
For Always

OON Terry started

the fire he was to

share with Denny

going, and then they

stretched out on the

sand. She struggled

against remembering

that she used to come

here on Sunday nights

with Kip. Somehow

they had stopped coming ages ago, and

now she knew why. She could admit it

clearly for the first time as Terry’s arm

thtened, and he brought his lips to
ers.

The fire before them burned as a
single sheet of flame but it was not as
intense as the emotion that scorched
their hearts. This was love, Denny
thought, come to her at last. The kind
of love she had yearned for, had waited
for, and strug%led to find with Kip. But
nothing like this had ever existed be-
tween Kip and herself, no rapture such
as she knew now had ever possessed her
heart, her body and her mind before!

“Denny,” Terry whispered, “I adore
you! More than that, I love you, want
to be with you always. You feel the
same way about me too, dont you,
darling? | can tell from the way you
kissed me. This is no casual thing for
either of us, dear. This is real.”

She felt his hands cupping hers, saw
his dark eyes staring into hers. Why
did she have to suddenly remember in a
moment like this that she was just an



ISLE OF BROKEN HEARTS 29

island girl and he was a rich young
man? Why did there have to be any
gulf between them ?

“For always, Terry?” she whispered
tremulously. “You do mean that? You
didn’t come to the island, just to amuse
yourself?” she whispered with concern.

“Of course not, Denny darling. I'm
here on the island for business pur-

oses. Though I don’t know what my
oss would say if he saw me now!”
Terry chuckled.

“Business purposes?” Denny sat
erect in her surprise. “You mean you
aren’t just a rich young sportsman here
for the sword fishing?”

“You saw for yourself that | dont
know the first thing about sword fish-
ing,” Terry smiled widely. “Though I'm
F_retty good with a regular hook and
ine, going after less vicious monsters
of the deep. But what I'm really here
on the island for is to find a good build-
ing site for Colonel Hughes. You’ve
heard of him, haven’t you? He’s the
man who owns so many big fishing can-
neries along the coast.”

Denny couldn’t believe her ears.
“Terry—you don’t mean—you’re think-
ing of building a fish cannery here—on
Rock Island!”

“It’s not my idea, darling,” Terry
told her, and laughed. “It’s the
Colonel's. He’s the one who has all the
money to invest. | just draw a pretty
good salary from him by doing his field
work, coming here to look over the
place.”

“I thought you loved the island—con-
sidered it a beautiful spot!” Denny
cried, in sudden fearful realization of

what he was saying all meant. “How
could you even think of ruining it by
building a big, ugly fish-canning factory
here?”

“Well, the place | have in mind is
quite away up the beach,” Terry told
her, but was hesitant as he spoke. “The
strand where all the wreckage is. It’s
nlot of much use, anyway, for anything
else.”

The strand—the wreckage! Did he
mean that wonderful spot where she
had played as a child, which was still
so dear to her in memories.

“Terry! You don’t know what you’re
saying!”

Had her heart been on fire just a few
moments ago? Well, the fire had been
guenched with cold shock now.

“You can't do a thing like this to our
island!” she said desperately.

“Let’s not talk about it now, Denny,”
he pleaded. “Let’s not spoil our eve-
ning.”

But the impact of his words, the
revelation of why he was here on the
island was too much for her.

“l want to talk about it, Terry!” she
insisted. “This island is my home and
| love it. We’ve had other people come
here, talk about opening factories, too,
and have always managed to get rid of
them. Terry, you can’t carry this
through. Why, the fishermen would
never agree to it!”

“I'm not so sure of that, Denny.”
Terry’s dark eyes were serious. “I’ve
been talking to some of them, and they
seem quite Interested.”

Her hand tightened into fists. Just

[Turn page]
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how far had this man gone with his
plans ?

“They get good prices now from the
wholesalers,” she said. “They’ll lose
their independence, having to turn
everything over to a cannery. Be-
sides, they use my dock for transact-
ing their business,”

“I know, Denny,” Terry said soberly.
“That’s something | want to talk about
with you, too. We would have to take
your dock over. Oh, »f course we’d pay
you a good price for it, probably more
than you’d ever make from running it
yourself. But we’ve learned from past
experience, wherever weve opened
other canneries, that its best not to
change the setup of a town too much.
The men are used t© coming to your
dock. People use it as a center of activ-
ity. So it would be essential for us to
run it the same way.”

S she listened to him, her heart

seemed to stop beating, her eyes
widened with disbelief. It was more
than she could bear! This man—and
whoever it was he worked for—were
deliberately planning, working out
schemes to take her dock from her!
Planning to ruin Rock Island!

How could she even sit on the beach
with this person another moment? She
sprang to her feet crying:

“I think this ends our date for the
evening, Mr. Terry Hayes! You cer-
tainly kept the secret of your work
from me long enough, but I'm glad to
have found out about you!

Terry got up too, stood before her.

“Denny, dont run off,” he pleaded.
“Listen to me! | wasnt keeping it a
secret. To be truthful, 1 don’t know
what happened to me, but I just found
it hard to bring up the subject of the
dock and the cannery to you. | guess I
caught some of the feeling you have
about the island, and let it stand in the
way of my better business judgment.
Denny, we can talk about this sensibly.
Don’t fly off the handle about it all this
way—please!” His hand reached out,
gently clasping her by the wrist.

She struggled to pull away. “Let me
go! Not fly off my handle! And here
gou are, threatening to put me out of

usiness. Oh, I know how your big com-

panies work! You’ll offer me a fair
price but if 1 don’t want to sell you’ll
find some way of forcing me to!” She
suddenly drew a sharp breath, her eyes
narrowing at him. “Is that—that why
ou paid so much attention to me, made
ove to me? Thinking that 1°d be more
receptive to your deal—after your
Kisses?”

He now released the hold on her
wrists as if they had burned him.

“Is that what you think, Denny?” he
asked tightly. “Do you believe that is
wtgjy I made love to you?” His voice was
suddenly harsh and stinging.

Her eyes filled with tears. She found
it hard to talk, because a sob was chok-
ing her throat.

“1 don’t know what to believe—what
to believe!” she moaned. “I only know—
that you’re worse than | suspected,
worse than any off-islander | ever met!
And | know I'm sorry | helped—save
your life today!”

She turned and fled from the beach,
stumbling as she ran, blinded by her
tears, but she finally managed to reach
the inn. It was hard to make it up the
stairs, but she got to her room, closed
the door behind her and stood leaning
against it in anguish of spirit.

She caught a glimpse of herself in
the mirror above the bureau. The girl
standing there didnt look like anyone
who would be concerned about a dock
on an island! That girl in all her finery
looked more like a debutante, a creature
of pleasure, an off-islander who would-
n’t care what happened to this place!

~ She walked closer to the mirror. Her
fingers Eulled off the earrings, un-
clasped the strand of pearls and all but

ripped the dress from her trembling
body. The palms of her hands mussed
her hair, the Wa%/ it looked when it had
been tossed by the wind. Now she was
an island girl again. A girl who would-
n’t be fool enough to fall for an off-
islander. A courag?eous, sensible girl
who would resist listening to such a
man’s lying words of love and who
would have the strength to push him
away when his lips tried to find hers.
If onlg she had possessed that
strength before! She put her hands to
her lips. They still burned from the in-
tensity of Terry’s kisses. “I’'m sorry |
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helped—save your life today!” she had
said to him. A shudder quivered
throu%h her body. She shouldn’t have
said that, she didn’t mean that. But she
was sorry that he had ever set foot on
this island, that he had ever come near
her—Kkissed her!

She tried to wipe away the taste of
those kisses, with all memory of them.
What she should do was go out and find
Kip and let him kiss her and kiss her
until not a trace of what she had felt
for another man tonight remained. But
would Kiﬁ—or anyone—ever be able to
silence the frenzied beating of her
heart? )

She turned away from the mirror,
went over to her bed and fell upon it.
She knew what had happened to her!
Her heart had been added to the collec-
tion—to the broken hearts of the island.
She had to become one of those creat-
ures she always scorned, a girl who had
been fool enough to fall in Tove with an
off-islander, and who would never re-
cover from it! )

So exhausted was Denny, both physi-
cally and emotionally, that she fell
asleep almost instantly. . . .

WHEN she awoke the next morning
she tried to go to work as if it
were any Monday and nothing unusual
had happened to her. She was relieved,
however, to see that Terry was not in
the dining room when she ate breakfast.
Then she hurried to the dock and into
her office there. )

It was not a usual morning, by any
means. Several people came in and
asked if she heard about the plan to
open a cannery on the island.

She was told that some young man
from the city was going around this
very morning, discussing it, feeling out
everyone’s sentiments. People seemed
in doubt themselves about whether they
wanted a cannery on the island or not.
Of course, it was argued by some that
it had great advantages but it certainly
would change the character of the place.

Kip came to Denny, too, giving her
his version of the news.

“So that’s who that fellow is!” he de-
clared grimly. “And he want’s to buy
your dock, too! What do you think of
the whole thing, Denny? What do you

think of him by now?”

She tried to answer, but knew she
couldnt think clearly about it. She was
still too incensed about the way he had
made love to her, before telling her the
real purpose of his visit to the island.
Besides, the Rock Island dock had al-
ways belonged to her family. How
could she bring herself to sell it to off-
islanders, strangers who didn’t belong
here anyway?

“There are plent?/ of other islands
where the fish are plentiful!” she found
herself crying out to Kip. “I don’t want
to sell out! 1I—I wouldn’t know what to
do with myself, if | didn’t have the dock
to run.”

“You could marry me the way |
want!” Kip smiled wryly. “But if you
want me to get a gang together and run
that fellow off the island, I'd do that
for you, too, Denny.” )

She strug%Ied against the panic that
rose in her heart.

“Kip,” she begged, “don’t start any
trouble. 1 have enough confidence in
everyone around here to know that
they’ll never allow his plans to come

to pass. He’ll find that out and leave
or? his own accord—soon. |'m sure of
that!”

Leave? She wondered about that.
Would Terry Hayes one day pack his
bag, check out of the inn, and take the
boat to the mainland? Would that mean
that she would never see him again?
But it had to happen that way! She
mustn’t let the slightest shred of hope
that they could make things up ever
enter her mind!

But that day of departure for Terry
seemed less certain with every day that
passed. She didn’t see him herself, but
she began to hear rumors that Terry
was making concrete propositions to
the fishermen to purchase all their hauls
when the cannery was built. She heard
even worse news. Though everyone in
town had always had free access to that
rocky strand it was actually owned by
some old family who had listened to
Terry. And they were thinking over
?n OIoffer he had made to purchase the
and.

Maybe something was wrong with
her, Denny thought, fighting as she was
to preserve the life and beauty of this
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idsIaEd and resisting all offers to buy her
ock.

One night she wandered up the beach
to the strand where the wreckage of the
old ships lay. She looked it all over as
if she had never seen it before. Was
there any sense in keepmfg all this?
Why not a big red factory of bricks and
windows, instead of all this flotsam and
jetsam?

That was in her mind when she heard
the voice—his voice.

“You still hate me, don’t you, Denny!
Do you come here still wishing you
hadn’t helped save my life that day?”

She saw him rising from one of the
big timbers; Terry who had obviously
been sitting here and brooding, too, as
she was. She wanted to draw back, to
escape from him, but he was coming
nearer to her, and she must not let him
think she lacked courage.

“Dont go away, Denny,” he begged
softly. “I've got to talk to you. I've
been miserable without you these past
few days. Denny, do we have to let my
work, the job I have to do, stand be-
tween us? | still feel the same way |
did about you!”

She mustn’t listen to him! He would
be sure to sell her a bill of goods, begin
to convince her that he was right, the
way he was doing with other people on
the island. ] ) o

“I'm sorry,” she said with dignity,
“put | think it’s better if we dont see
each other again!” But she wasn’t
moving, hurrying back to the inn. In-
stead she was listening to him.

“l don’t think Colonel Hughes would
approve of the way | come here and sit
at night, Denny,” he said. “The beauty
of the spot seems to have got into my
veins, too. Look at the cabin of that
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ship. It once must have been wonder-
ful. Can you see the men and women
who must have traveled on it? In their
beautiful costumes, dancing to the

music at the ship’s ball?”

IS hand touched hers, then he was
drawing her close to him.

“There’s no time here, is there, Den-
n?/? The past, present and future are
all one. You and | just belong together
—out here!”

Was it the music from the ship’s ball
she heard echoing in her ears, or was it
from her heart? His lips were on hers
again, bringing again to her heart that
leaping flame.

“Denny, you’ve missed me, too, have-
n’t you?” he murmured. “Darling, I’ve
got to talk to you about the cannery
again. Can’t you see how old-fashioned
%ou are to resist the idea of it coming

ere? You've got to think how much it

will do for the island and the lives of
everyone here. You’ve got to listen to
reason.”

Listen to reason? She suddenly drew
back in horror. How could he talk about
the wonderful, old-fashioned past one
moment, then bring up the cannery, ac-
cuse her of being old-fashioned about
that? And then it suddenly became
clear. She had fallen into his trap!
Letting him make love to her—to con-
vince her that the cannery should come
to the island.

“Yes, you can bet I am old-fash-
ioned!” she cried, pulling away from
him. “And wise enough to see what
you’re up to, Terry Hayes! You've
probably been sitting out here night
after night, waiting for me to come
along. So you could make a fool of me
like you did before! Only this time I’ve
learned my lesson for good! This time

I’ll see that_%/our cannery never gets to
the island if 1 have to die in the at-
tempt!”

“Stop talking about it as if it’s my
cannery,” he said sternly. “It belongs
to Colonel Hughes and it’s all his idea.
Denny, please! There’s so much more |
ought to tell you. Denny, don’t run
away from me!”

But she was running as fast as she
cr(])ul_d, along the beach and back toward
the inn.
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CHAPTER VII

Trip to the City

I I OW Denny got

to the inn she

didn’t  know,
but she finally reached
her room. She was
choklnghthough, as she
closed her door.

A fool—what a ter-
rible fool she had been
even to let Terry

) ~ Hayes’ lips touch hers
again! To wring her heart the way he
could—and did!" She felt more than
ever a silly island girl who had suc-
cumbed all too easily to the charm of a
stranger.

But this time she had learned her les-
son for good. This time she would find
some way to rid this island of Terry
Hayes and his ideas for a cannery for-
ever!

“Denny—Denny darling, are you cry-
ing in there?” she heard Aunt Beth’s
gentle, familiar voice saying outside
her door. Quickly she tried to wipe the
tears from her eyes so that Aunt Beth
wouldn’t see her like this.

“Denny, please let me in,” Aunt Beth

called again. “l know something is
troubling you, dear. Maybe you’ll feel
better if we talk it over.”

Denny knew that Aunt Beth was
right. She was always right—and wise.
And Dennﬁ/ herself knew she would feel
better if she talked it over, didn’t try to
bear this torture alone. She opened the
door and her aunt came in, holding out
her arms. Denny went into their warm
embrace.

“Denny, child,” Aunt Beth murmured.
“What’s happened to make you feel this
way?” She added hastily, “Oh, you don’t
really have to tell me. I'm sure it has to
do with Terry Hayes. You love him,
don’t you!”

“Love him!” Denny drew back,
aghast. “You dont know what you're
saying, Aunt Beth! 1 hate that man,
more than anyone in the world! Oh, he’'d
like to make me think different.” Her
lips twisted. “You should see him make
love to me in the moonlight. But it al-
ways boils down to one obvious reason

—his plans to bring a cannery to the
island.”

Aunt Beth released Denny, and sat
down in a comfortable rocker.

“I’ve been thinking about that more
and more, Denny,” she said. “Maybe
Terry didn’t handle this proposition
right. Suppose he had come straight to

ou, offered to buy the dock—would you
ave been more sympathetic about the
whole idea? Suppose he hadn’t made
love to you first, then offered you the
p_rotposmon. Wouldn’t you have reacted
differently about a cannery coming here
then?”

What was Aunt Beth talking about?
Why, she almost sounded as if she were
on Terry’s side! “Of course not!” she
cried vehemently. *“I wouldnt have
been interested in a cannery comin
here, no matter how | was approache
on it! I'd do anything in the world to
keep it from happening.”

Aunt Beth didnt answer for a mom-
ent. She sat rocking, rocking, the way
she always did when she was most
thoughtful. Denny recalled that from
when she had been a child. Then her
aunt suddenly spoke again.

“Denny, | think you ought to leave
the island for a time. | think it would
be a good idea for you to go see this
Colonel Hughes himself.”

“Leave the island? Go see Colonel
Hughes?” Denny stared in bewilder-
ment. “Why should | do anything like
that?”

“For lots of reasons. In the first
place it will take you away from the
Island and from Terry, too, for a time.
It will give you a clearer perspective on
your emotions, make you able to decide
once and for all how you really feel
about him. Besides, if you do want to
keep the cannery off the island, why
bother discussing it with Terry, since
all you do is end up quarreling with
him? Colonel Hughes has the say about
whether it is to come here or not. If you
feel so strongly against it, go talk to
him. Why waste any more time battling
it out with Terry?’

Go see Colonel Hughes himself? Den-
ny stood there, absorbing her aunt’s
words, her heart beating more quickly
as she considered the idea. How angry
it would make Terry, going over his
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head to talk things over with his boss!
Bat it would serve him right, even be a
way to pay him back for the tricks he
had used on her to try to get the can-
nery here.

~ "Aunt Beth, I think it’s a wonderful
ideal” Denny suddenly exclaimed, and
her eyes glinted brightly. She held her
chin high. “I haven’t had a vacation
off the Island in ages and I’ve got some
money saved up for one, too. I'll go to
Boston on the first boat in the morning.
Without telling anyone, not even Kip
and certainly not Terry, where I'm
going!”

“I’ll give you some money toward it,
too.” Aunt Beth laughed. A couple of
Christmas and birthday presents In ad-
vance. So you can look as smart as any
off-island girl when you arrive in Bos-
ton. And, incidently, you might give
Colonel Hughes my regards.”

ENNY'’S eyes widened again.
~ _“Aunt Beth, you mean you know
him ?”

“Yes, | do!” Beth laughed again,
gaily this time. *“He used to come here
sword fishing years aﬁo and both your
father and I got to know him prett
well.” She held up a protesting hand.
"Oh, there was no romance between
him and me, so dont look like that. |
just know him well enough to know he’s
a pretty reasonable sort of man, which
is why | think iou ought to go talk to
him. 1 also think that he might be wise
enough to realize that you’re more
against Terry himself, and the way you
believe he treated you, than the idea of
the canner?/ coming here. Maybe the
Colonel will make you see that more
clearly—drum some sense in your head!
Good night now, darling. Get some
sleep if you expect to leave in the
morning.”

Aunt Beth dgot up from the rocker,
went over and kissed Denny, and left
her pretty young niece standing there,
stunned by what had been said. For a
moment Denny felt that she wouldn’t
leave the island, if Aunt Beth thought
she was wrong, was using the cannery
as an excuse just because she hated
Terrﬁ/ Hayes. But that wasn’t the whole
truth!

She walked to the window, and could

see the stretch of beach in the shimme®-
ing moonlight. She had loved this place
all' her life, didn’t want to see it
changed, ruined by ugly buildings and
swarming with strangers.

She finally got undressed and into
bed. She was glad Aunt Beth had told
her how Colonel Hughes used to come
here fishing a long time ago. Because
he would never have forgotten Rock
Island, she was certain, and he would
know what she was talking about when
she described the beauty of the island.
He might be made to understand that
the place shouldn’t be ruined, and that
her desire to preserve it had nothing
whatever to do with the way she felt
about Terry Hayes. . . .

The sun was hardly above the hori-
zon when Denny got up the next morn-
ing. But she had to pack two suitcases,
because of course she would take the
best clothes she owned.

Kip was out fishing already and
Terry Hayes must be asleep upstairs,
entirely unaware of what she contem-
plated doing. She had to laugh, think-
Ing how shocked he would be if he knew
she was going to Boston to see Colonel
Hughes!

A few hours later she was sitting on
the deck of the steamer that plied be-
tween the island and Boston. The sun
was shining warmly on her and she
looked smart and lovely in a pearl gray
gabardme suit with a bright coral

louse and a matching turban.

She was busy formulating her plans
carefully. She would stay at a small
and inexpensive hotel that she knew in
Boston, and would phone Colonel
Hughes at his office the first thing in
the morning. She would go and see him
in a firm, businesslike manner, so that
he would realize Aunt Beth was wrong,
that her emotions were not part of this
at all. She would strongly, convincingly,
try to make him see how wrong it was
to try to ruin such a beauty spot of
nature as Rock Island.

But as the boat finally neared Bos-
ton, and she saw the skyline, her heart
began to be filled with apprehension.
W Y would such a hard-headed, prac-
tical business man as Colonel Hughes
certainly must be, care about preserv-
ing any beauty spots? He was probably
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worse than Terry, when it came to get-
ting what he wanted. She had to strug-
%Ie against an impulse to stay on the

oat when it finally docked, and not
even visit Boston at all. Maybe it might
be a good idea to give up her plan and
go back to the island on the return trip.

Why was she suddenly hearing Aunt
Beth’s words? “It will do you good to
get off the island—clear your emotions,
make you decide once and for all how
you really feel about Terry.” It was the
memory of those words that somehow
carried her off the boat, made her hail
a taxi and give the driver the address of
her hotel.

A little while later she was in the
small, comfortable room to which she
had been assigned, staring out the win-
dow at the crowded streets below. A
clock on a church tower across the way
told her that it was just a few minutes
after five in the afternoon. How could
she bear waiting until tomorrow to
talk to Colonel Hughes? At least she
ought to phone his office, make an a?—
pointment, and find out when she could
see him.

HER fingers trembled from her ex-
citement as she looked up his name
in the book, gave the number to the
operator downstairs. It took quite a
while for her to get connected with the
Colonel’s secretary.

“This is Miss Farrar,” she heard at
last. “l understand you wish to make
an appointment with the Colonel. He
has a very full schedule. Could you tell
me what it was you wanted to see him
about?”

Denny hesitated before answering.
How could she say, “I want to stop him

from bringing a cannery to Rock
Island.” But then she summoned her
voice.

“My—my name is Denise Logan,”
she explained. “I'm from Rock Island.
Would you tell him that I’'m the daugh-
ter of Captain Dan Logan. He used to
know my father. And my Aunt Beth—"

“Oh, this is a personal calll Why
didn’t you say so? Just a moment,
please.”

The wait seemed interminable, or was
that because Denny’s conscience both-
ered her? This wasn't a personal call

at all! But then a hearty voice boomed
in her ear:

“Denny Logan! You probably don’t
remember me but | used to bounce you
on my knee when you were a little girl.
What are you doing here? Come to see
the sights of Boston? Well, you must
come to my house for cocktails and din-
ner. Are you busy tonight? | could
pick you up on my way home.”

“l—I—" She was overcome, her
cheeks flaming with embarrassment at
the cordiality of the man’s voice. “No,
I’m not busy. And | wanted to see you.”

“Good!” he said. “Where are you
staying, Denny? . . . What? That lit-
tle place! Well,

oung lady, dyou just
have your bags all packed and be pre-
Pared to stay at my house when | come
or you. Your father always treated me
like one of the family w'hen | visited
the island, and I’'m certainly going to
do the same with you. I’ll be there in
about half an hour. You can wait until
you é;_et to my house before you change
for dinner. See you later, Denny.”

The phone clicked in her ear before
she had a chance to say another word or
make a single protest. It was incredible
—impossible! ) )

Here she had called just wanting only
to make an appointment to see the man,
and now she was invited to be a guest in
his house.

She was glad she hadn’t unpacked
her suitcases yet. But as she started to
rlnq1 for a be Iho]p to carry them down
to the lobby she found herself thlnklnlg
of Terry. He had made love to her al-
most from the first moment he had met
her, then when he thought he had her,
he had told her about why he had come
to the island. Was what she was about
to do now any worse than that? Or was
it worse for her to let the Colonel treat
her as a friend and guest, without
Raving told him why she wanted to see

im?

~Maybe—maybe Aunt Beth had been
right. Denny’s heart suddenly soared
with hope. Perhaps she had needed to
get away, in order to see Terry in his
true light. Perhaps now it would be pos-
sible to clear the tangle in which both
of them had let their hearts get hurt.

Well, here was where she made a
stab at it, anyway.
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CHAPTER VIII

E ngaged to Someone Else!

HEN the taxi
Wpulled up, Den-
ny was waiting

under the hotel canopy.
A white-haired man In
a grat/) suit got out of
the cab.
“Denny Logan?” he
asked smiling broadly.
“But of course you are!
I'd have recognized you anywhere.
There’s not a girl in all Boston with
such a wonderful suntan, and eyes that
match the sea like yours do.”

So this was Colonel Hughes, Denny
thought, as she smilingly greeted him.
He looked vaguely familiar to her, so
she was sure she must be recalling him
from when she had been a little girl.
She liked the twinkle in his eyes, the
way he stroked his modified handlebar
mustache when he talked.

“Come along—come along,” he told
her, and motioned for the bellhop to
bring her suitcases. He wouldn’t let her
tip the boy.
~ When they drove off he laughed, sink-
ing back against the seat.

“Of course you may be sorry that I’ve
taken you away from this quiet hotel,”
he told Denny. “Our place is usually a
madhouse. | have two children, you
know—my daughter, Gilda, and my son,
Mel. We’re always as crowded as a
country club with all their friends. |1
want you to know one another well
By the way, | wonder if you've met a
chap who is doing some work for me on
Rock Island? He’s there looking over
a Froposmon I’'m interested in. A young
fellow named Terry Hayes.”

“Why—why, yes!” Denny stam -
mered. She knew that this was the
moment to tell him why she had really
come to Boston to see him.

“Fine boy, Terry,” the Colonel
raised. “l love him like a son. Well,
ere we are. Beacon Hill isn’t far from

downtown. That’s why we like living
here, instead of being impressed by the
long history of this part of Boston.

They had stopped before an imposing
red brick mansion, apparently one of

those old homes which had a history of
its own, It was partially covered with
green vines.

A butler opened the door practically
the moment they reached the top step.

“Good.evening, Ames,” the Colonel
reeted him. “This is Miss Logan, who
as come for a visit with us. Put her in

the room with the view of the river.
Miss Logan is used to seeing water
from windows. Aren’t you, my dear?”

Denny hardly heard his question. She
was staring wide-eyed about the luxur-
ious entrance hall. There was a great
curving stairway in the middle, and a
tinkling chandelier was suspended from
the high ceiling. The walls were a soft
blue and a deeper blue carpet, inches
deep, covered the floor.

“Dad darling! I thought I heard your
voice!” )

Denny turned to the cry of a girl
from the doorway. The girl, of course,
was the daughter of the house, Gilda
Hughes. Denny was instantly struck
by the beauty of the girl.

Gilda was tall, svelte and blonde, with

reat black eyes and heaviIK madeup
Ips. She wore a stunning cocktail gown
of yellow wool with a draped bodice
and wide flaring skirt, a matching
shawl with long sequined fringe giving
it a Spanish flavor. Those eyes took in
Denny’ trim but inexpensive suit
critically.

“Oh Dad, you haven’t brought one of
your secretaries home to do more
work!” she exclaimed, pouting. “Don't
you know this is my birthday? |
thought we were all going out, having
fun together tonight.”

“I havent forgotten that at alll” the
Colonel retorted. “Miss Logan here
isn’t one of my secretaries, you silly
child. Denny is the daughter of some
old friends of mine from Rock Island
and I’ve invited her to stay in our home
while she is in Boston. Will you see that
she’s made comfortable, Gilda?”

“Why of course!” Denny felt better
at the friendliness that spran% into
Gilda’s dark eyes. “It’s grand havin
%ou, Miss Logan, and I’'m sure Mel wil

e delighted, too. He’s had a tiff with
the gal he was supposed to bring along
tonight, Dad, and | for one am glad of
it. I didn’t like her at all! One of Mel’s
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usual show gals.” She threw a meaning-
ful look at her father.
“Well, 1’ll

Colonel Hughes sighed. >
see you later, Denn?/,” he said. *“I
actually do have a little business to fin-
ish up in the library, but I’ll be done
with 1t by the time dinner is ready.” He
smiled, “And it will give you young
people a chance to get acquainted.”

Gilda was already leading her up the
stairs, after telling Ames that she would
look after her guest herself. In the up-
per hall she opened the door to a bed-
room.

“l was sure Dad would put you here!”
she said. *“He often says he wishes he
were a guest in his own house so he
could sleep in here.”

DENNY’S suitcases had been brought
to the room, and opened for her, and
she realized that she would be expected
to wear an evening gown tonight. Any-
wa?/, she remembered now how the
Colonel had casually mentioned chang-
ing for dinner as a matter of course.
The only evening frock she had was
the white one she had bought several
seasons ago. It had seemed lovely to
her, that night when she and Terry had
dined and danced together at the inn.
But how would it look in the contrast-
ing luxury of this house?

Her eyes took in the exquisite room
with its chartreuse walls, its swathing
white glazed chintz curtains, and the
white rug on the floor. She walked to
the window and saw the slow-moving
Charles River, and people walking
alon(]; on its narrow shores.

Gilda came up and stood beside her.
“l didn’t want to ask you in front of
Dad,” she said, “but have you run into
a fellow named Terry Hayes on Rock
Island? Dad always says | interfere
with Terry’s work, so | try not to ap-
pear to concerned about him. But Terry
and | are engaged, even though we
havent told Dad yet, so why shouldn’t
| be concerned?”

Denny whirled around, not sure that
she had heard right. Gilda was smiling
at her, waiting hopefully for an answer.

“Terry—Terry Hayes?” Words fin-
ally came to Denny’s lips. “Yes, I've
met him. He—he’s on the island. He’s
interested in opening a cannery there.”

“Oh, yes!” Gilda exclaimed. “And
the deal’s so important to us. Dad’s
promised Terry a substantial raise if
It goes through, and that could mean so
much! But there must be something
delaying it. | cant imagine what, but I
haven't heard from Terry for days.”

Terry and this ?IH engaged to be
married! Denny still couldn’t believe it.
But what more proof could she ask than
Gilda Hughes standing here so confi-
dently, talking to her about it so
blithely? )

Her hand reached out, clutching the
window sill for support.

“What—time is dinner served?” she
managed to ask. She couldn’t stand to
hear any more about Terry’s perfidy.
“I’'m more tired from my trip than |
thought. 1’d like to have a rest, if there
will be time.” S

“Why of course!” said Gilda. “How
inconsiderate of me, chatting about my
affairs this way. We don’t usually dine
until about seven-thirty. You can come
down any time before that.” She moved
toward the door. “See you later, Miss
Logan—Denny. I'm going to call you
Denny. It’s fun having you here.”

Fun! Denny stared at the.door that
closed behind Gilda. It had been mad-
ness to come here, to walk into this
house and to find that on top of all
Terry had done to her, he was engaged
to someone else!

How understandable it all was now!
His coming to the island and making
love to her. Because a substantial raise
in salary, his marriage to Gilda, was
the goal that he had in mind, and noth-
ing else mattered to him. So what dif-
ference did it make if he kissed an
island girl, tricked her with false prom-
ises, if things worked out his way?

But Mr. Terry Hayes had made a mis-
take ! Somehow he would fail at his mis-
sion, because she, Miss Denise Logan,
would see to that! If she had hated him
before, had wanted to stop the cannery
from coming to the island, she had
double reason now to prevent it. Just
how she was going to accomplish it she
didn’t know, but she would find a way!

Denny was not much pleased with the
reflection in the mirror when she had
donned the white marquisite gown and
looked herself over, but it would have
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to do for tonight She had brightened
her lips, forcing what she hoped was a
charmmg?1 smile on them, and had
combed her short-cropped black curls
until they glistened.

Walking down the* wide stairway in-
to the wide lower hall she couldnt help
remembering how Terry had talked
about the wondrous balls that must
have been held on the old ships. But
surel_t; those luxurious cabins could not
possibly have been more elegant than
this place, and apparently he was quite
accustomed to the kind of life that was
led here.

“Well, don’t you look refreshed and
lovely!” Gilda greeted her from the
doorway of the living room. *“My broth-
er Mel i1s dying to meet you, and lots of
the rest of the gang are here, t00.”

POR some reason Denny didnt think
that Gilda meant just exactly what
she said. She might look refreshed, but
how shabby her gown was compared to
the one that Gilda had changed into. It
was even more glamorous than the cock-
tail frock had been. It was of flamin
red satin with a wide shirred skirt, an
Gilda wore a black lace mantilla float-
ing softly from her light hair. She
reached out for Denny’s hand, leading
her into the living room.

“Attention everyone!” she cried
gaily. “l want you to meet Denise Lo-
gan. Denny is from Rock Island, and
it’s up to us to see that she has a won-
derful time while she’s visiting in Bos-
ton.”

Girls and young men clamored
around them and Gilda introduced Den-
ny to each of her friends separately.
Denny had trouble remembering all the
names, but saw that they were afl as
attractive and as expensively dressed
as Gilda. The room was breath-taking,
too, furnished as it was with fine Eng-
lish antiques, and bowls brimmed with
exquisite flowers from the Hughes fam-
ily’s own garden at the rear of the big
brick house.

“And this is Mel!” Gilda was saying.
“He’ll take care of you from now on,
while | spend some time with my other
?ues_ts.” She glided across the room,
eaving Denny to face a tall young man.

“Just think,” he said, his eyes ad-

miring her, “that for all these years I've
avoided gom% fishing on Rock Island.
When | might have come up with a
catch like you.”

Denny stared at the young man be-
fore her. Her first impression was that
he was terribly handsome, with dark
eyes and wavy blond hair like that of
his sister. But then, taking in his feat-
ures more closely, she saw that while he
resembled the Colonel a bit, too, he
lacked his father’s forcefulness. There
was something weak, almost cruel, the
way a petulant little boy is, about the
set of his Iilps, the haziness of his eyes.

Nevertheless he was smiling at her,
seeming most anxious to be friends.

“How about a cocktail, Denny?” he
asked, and added, “My father and sister
call you Denny, so | will, no. | recom-
mend the cocktails highly because I'm
the lad who supervises all the drinks in
this house.”

“That’s recommendation enough for
me!” she assured him, laughing.

He led her to a bar at the end of the
room and gave her a tall-stemmed glass
filled with a sparkling amber drink. It
was a more potent beverage than she
was accustomed to drinking, causing
her to make a wry face as she sipped it.

“Sissy!” he laughed at her. “Don’t
tell me you can’t take it!”

“I can, too!” She held her chin high,
and tossed off the rest.

But it made her feel dizzy and when
Ames, the butler finally announced that
dinner was served she had to lean on
Mel’s arm to reach the dining room.

Food cleared her head, however. She
had the place of honor beside the
Colonel, at the head of the table, and Mel
sat on the other side of her.

Something bothered her about the
relationship between the Colonel and
his son. She soon noticed that the father
hardly ever addressed Mel directly, and
she wondered why they seemed to get
along so badly, almost snapping at each
other when they did talk. It was ob-
vious that Gilda was the pet of this fam-
ily, for her father’s eyes glowed with
delight when he just looked at her.

The meal was delicious, from the
creamy mushroom soup to the capon in
wine sauce. Crepe suzettes were glow-
ing with blue flame on a sideboard and
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ready to be served when one of the
soft-footed footmen entered the dining
room and said something to Gilda in a
respectfully low voice.

The girl excused herself and left the
room. [t was quite a while before she
returned, but her eyes were shining
radiantly.

“That was Terry!” she cried, and
Denny’s food caught in her throat at
the very mention of the name. “He was
calling to wish me a happy birthday,
of course. He was sorry he couldn’t get
to be here. Said he was trying to close
the deal to buy that strip of land for the
cannery, Dad.” She turned to Denny. “I
mentioned that you were here visiting
us. He was terribly surprised. Said
he knew you’d left the island but had
no idea you were coming here, or that
you even knew Dad.”

ENNY’S cheeks flamed, but before
she could say a word the Colonel
putin:

“l guess Denny didnt have any idea
she was going to visit us herself. |
talked her into that. Well, it’s too bad
Terry isn’t here for your birthday,
Gilda, but you’ll probably see him soon.”

““And that,” said Gilda, “will be at
dinner here tomorrow night!”

Denny was struggling to control the
trembling of her fingers when the
Colonel leaned toward her.

“l suppose you’ve heard about m
idea of opening a cannery on the island.
What do you think of it? It would bring
a lot of business to the place.”

Denny’s hand tightened on her fork.
Now was the moment for her to tell the
Colonel what she really thou%ht. Why
didnt she blurt out the truth, all the
hatred she felt? But a sudden realiza-
tion had come to her that she would
have to talk about Terrﬁ, too, and might
reveal her hatred for him. She forced
a lie to her lips.

“l haven’t given it much thought,
Colonel. Of course | heard about it.
But | havent decided whether it’s a
good or bad thing yet or not.”

“Oh, it’s good!” the Colonel assured
her. “Think of the money we’ll be
bringing to people who never would
have had a chance to sell their property
for such prices. Like that strip of land

Terry seems to have found.”

Yes, the shore strewn with broken
hearts, she wanted to cry out. And a
fancy price to be offered for her dock,
too, though it meant putting her out of
business. But this was no time to argue,
not at a dinner table in front of all
these guests. She was glad when the
conversation changed to something
gayer, lighter, and included everyone.
For it was speculation about a new
show that had opened in Boston before
it did New York and which promised to
be a big hit.

“Maybe I’ll get tickets for all of us to
go tomorrow night—Terry included!”
Gilda said. “He’ll probably like a
change from the quiet life he’s been
leading on the island.”

CHAPTER IX

Unexpected Proposal

INALLY dinner
F ended and

everyone filed
back to the livin
room. But they did-
n’t stay there long.
Gilda hadn’t had her
birthday cake yet
and it had been plan-
ned for that to be

served at a smart night club.

“Gilda, would you think it terrible
of me if | didn’t go on for the rest of
your celebration?” Denny asked her.
“But this is my first day in Boston and
I’'m still pretty tired from my trip.”

“Oh, of course, darling!” Gilda was
sympathetic. “l understand perfectly.
Mel will be disappointed, though. Won't
you Mel?” She flashed her brother a
smile. “But we’ll all see each other to-
morrow. Good night Denny, and run on
up to your room any time you’re ready.
There are lots of new books scattered
around the house if you want something
to read.”

Denny didn’t go right upstairs,
though, but waited until everyone de-
parted. Then she wandered back from
the hall into the living room. She saw a
copy of a new novel lying on a table and
picked it up, flipping the pages to see
if she wanted to read it. But she knew
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that she couldn’t read, any more than
she would be able to fall aslee‘p if she
did go upstairs. What she really ought
to do was go to the room, pack her suit-
cases and leave this house right now
while she had a chance, so that she
wouldn’t be here when Terry arrived
tomorrow.

Terry! How much at home he must
be in this house! And tomorrow he was
coming here to see the girl he really
loved, Gilda Hughes!

Denny wandered through wide
French doors %pening from the living
room and found herself on a flagstone
terrace that overlooked an expansive
garden. It was a beautiful, clear moon-
light night. How often, she thought,
Terry must have stood out here with
Gilda, have taken her in his arms and
kissed her! But with her the love he
had offered had been real, and he hadnt
been just amusing himself for an eve-
nln? the way he had been with an island
girl! And with an ulterior purpose, too
—which made it worse.

A sob escaJ)ed her lips, at the memory
of all she had endured because of Terry,
and the book she had brought out from
the living room fell from her listless
hands to the flagstones.

“I’ll get it for you, Denny! But you
weren’t planning to read out here in
the moonlight, were you ?”

She looked up, startled to see Mel
Hughes standing before her. He grin-
ned as he picked up the book and held
it out to her.

“I had a hunch you wouldn’t be going
right to bed,” he said. “You looked too
upset when we left. It was somethin
that Gilda said at dinner that bothere
you, wasnt it? Something that had to
do with—Terry Hayes!”

Her lips parted to deny anything of
the kind, but he laughed again.

“Oh, dont try to fool me, Denny Lo-
gan. I'm not as dumb as my father—
and Gilda—and that Terry Hayes
think! Maybe you havent caught on to
the setup around here.” His voice was
filled with such bitterness that it fright-
ened her. “None of them have much use
for me, you know. Dad’s been disap-

inted in me ever since | was a kid.

shought I wasn’t tough enough to stand
the gaff just because some boys beat me

up at school. Then he expected me to
turn out to be a mathematical genius
like himself, a fitting son for a big busi-
ness tycoon!” He came nearer to Den-
ny, a smile that chilled her playing on
his lips. “Can | help it if I’'m more in-
terested in a different kind of figures?”
His eyes wandered over the slim curves
of her body. “I have a hunch that Dad’s
boy genius and protege, Mr. Terry
Hayes, became interested in you on
Rock Island, too. Is that what hap-
pened, Denny? Is that why | saw such
sudden hate flame into your eyes at the
dinner table, at the very mention of his
name?”

She wanted to pull away, not carry
on this discussion any further. In a
way she felt sorry for Mel Hughes. She
understood his_position in the family
now, could realize that even though his
sister might be fond of him, she spoke
about him with a lack of patience and
perhaps something of contempt. It was
plain enough that it was Terry Hayes
who rated as the promising young man
around this household.

Did Mel see that he had struck a
chord of sympathy? That appeared to
be so, as he went on: )

“Maybe you don’t know what posi-
tion Terr){‘ occupies around herel It
isn’t that he just works for Dad and is
engaged to mK sister—though | don't
suppose Dad knows it. It began long
before that. You see, we met him years
ago when he was a kid. His parents
were caretakers at our family house in
Maine. He could always do things bet-
ter than | could, even then. You should
have seen the way he swam, and dived
off the rocks into the sea!”

HER heart quickened at Mel’s words.
So Terry had been brought up by
the sea, too! Then why wasnt he more
understanding about what Rock Island
meant to her? If the sea was in his
blood, as it was in hers.

“Well,” Mel said, “one night Terry’s
folks were killed in a forest fire, but he
was lucky to get out of it alive. Dad
brought him home to live with us. He
never adopted Terry legally. | guess
he always thought marriage to Gilda
was a better idea, and has always more
or less expected it would happen some
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time. And of course TerrK’s fallen
right along with the idea. Why should-
n’t he—knowing that his job with Dad
is assured for life when he marries
her?”

“This is all very interesting,” Denny
said, because she had to say something
to hide how she really felt about Terry.
“But it hardly concerns me. Mr. Hayes
isn’t anything in my life.”

“That’s where you’re mistaken, Den-
ny,” Mel said softly and moved closer
to her. “Don’t you own the dock on
Rock Island? | heard Dad mention
something of the sort. He’s not as naive
about you as you might think. He’s
probably guessed that you didn’t get
along with Terry and came directly to
him to get a better price for your dock,
and is ready to get in his own licks, with
you right here.”

“A better price!” Denny had to laugh.
“You’re the one who is mistaken, Mel.
Yes, it’s true | came to see your father
about the island, but only because | re-
fuse to sell my dock to anyone, for any
amount of money, and will do anything
I possibly can to keep the cannery from
coming there. Yes, | had a fight with
Terry—and that’s what it was all
about!”

“You mean you’re holding out on
them?” Mel’s eyes gleamed with mis-
chievous delight. “You mean the great
Terry has failed in his mission, and
that a girl like you stands in his way?
Oh, Denny, that’s wonderful! 1°d love
to see Dad’s face when Terry tells him
that. He thinks Terry is such an astute
business man that he can succeed at
whatever he does.”

CAN YOUR SCALP PASS THE
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“Well; this is one time he failed!”
Denny’s eyes burned with the rage she
felt, remembering the tactics Terry had
used on her. “Oh, he tried hard enough
to put himself across,” she went on,
with a hard laugh that she scarcely
recognized her own. “Making love to
me before he tried to buy my dock. But
I got wise to him quickly. It didn’t
work at alll”

Mel’s eyes were incredulous. “He
made love to you! Say, he must have
been pretty desperate to put this deal
across. Of course he’s always been
rather proud about not taking more
than a usual salary from Dad, but this
was his big chance to get more by earn-
ing it.”

“Yes, | know!” She drew a sharp
breath. “Gilda told me he hoped for a
raise through this deal, and intimated
that they would get married then.”

“You sure are sore at him, aren’

ou?” Mel’s hands were suddenly on

er arms. “Well, let me give you fair
warning, Denny. They’re a hard crew
to buck, my father, Gilda and Terry to-
gether. But maybe if you and | lined
up we could beat them at their own
game!”

~ “Why, what do you mean ?” she asked
in bewilderment.

“l mean, suppose you and | decided
that we liked one another,” he said
quickly, eagerly. “That it was a case
of love at first sight between us! Such
things do happen, you know. But can
you understand the repercussions it
would bring to this household?”

The very notion of falling in love
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with Mel seemed fantastic to Denny.
But she was curious enough about what
else he had said to ask:

“What would it do to this household?
What repercussions?”

“In the first place Dad would be as
pleased as Punch. He likes you, even
though | think he knows what you’re
here for—to talk him out of bringing
the cannery to the island. I'm frank to
admit I’ve been chasing around with all
sorts of girls. There’s nothing that
would please him more than to have me
settle down. Why, I’ll bet | could even
get him to drop all his plans for bring-
Ing the cannery to the island—as an en-
gagement present to us.”

AN engagement present!  No—she
could never marry Mel. Not even to
save the beauty of the island. That
would be too big a price for anyone to
expect.

“What’s more, it would put a crimp
in all the plans Gilda and Terry have
been making,” Mel went on, his voice
rising in his enthusiasm. “It would
mean that Terry had flopped on this
particular mission, and he wont take a
raise from Dad unless he feels he has
really earned it. So his wedding to
Gilda will have to be postponed still
longer, because he won’t take a cent
from Dad, even if Dad should tell them
to go on and get married, but insists on
living on his salary. And my sister has
very fancy tastes, as you may have
noticed. So if you’re looking for a way
to get even with Terry Hayes, this is
it!”

“No,” Denny said firmly. “I’m sorry,
but I don’t want any part of anythin
like this at all!” She started to pu
away from Mel, but his fingers held her
tightly.

“Look, Denny!” he said pleadingly.
“I know you haven’t fallen for me. |
have a hunch you dont even like me
much. But | don’t mean this as any real
engagement. What I’'m getting at is for
us just to pretend that we like one an-
other long enough to take Terry down a
peg or two. Wouldnt that be worth
something to you? You hate him, too—
I saw it in your eyes tonight!”

“I'm sorry!” she repeated, still firm.
“It just doesn’t sound like anything |1

want to do. Yes, it’s true, | do hate
Terry!” She couldnt control her anger
against him even now, because of the
way he had lied to her, concealing so
many things about himself and his
household. “But I’ll have to work out
my own plans for revenge—if 1I'm to
have any. . . . Thanks anyway for try-
ing to help, Mel, but good night!”

She turned then, running back into
the house and up the winding stairs, to
her room. The moonlight still filtered
through the window and she walked to
it, loo ingi out at the Charles River flow-
ing serenly in the nlgiht.

Why was it that all that Mel Hughes
told her made her feel worse than be-
fore? Terry had come from origins not
unlike her own, had lived near the sea.
He had been taken into the Hughes
household and the Colonel treated him
more like a son than he did Mel. No
wonder Terry had the interests of the
cannery so much at heart, especially
since his marriage with Gilda hinged

on it.

pMel had offered her a way to delay
that marriage, but why should she
bother? If she managed to keep the
cannery off the island, it would be for
her own happiness and future, and not
_tl)_ecause it had anything to do with
erry.

Sh% tried to convince herself of that
as she finally undressed and got into
bed. But Mel’s offer kept ringing in her
ears: “I could get Dad to drop all plans
as an engagement present to us. . .
You were looking for a way to get even
with Terry, and this is it! .. . You
hate him—I saw it in your eyes.”

She buried her face in the pillow, try-
ing to shut out the echo of thse words.
She mustn’t think of entering into any
bargains with Mel Hughes. She must
talk things over openly with the Colonel
as she had planned, and leave here be-
fore Terry arrived tomorrow!

That was easier to decide than to
accomplish. In the first place the Colonel
had left the house before Denny went
down to breakfast the next morning.
Ames, the butler, informed her that he
had gone out of town on business and
wouldn’t_return until evening.

“Mr. Terry is returning tonight too,”
the butler observed. “We’re all glad
of that.”
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So Terry was a favorite even with
the servants! How had he managed to
ingratiate himself so in this house?
~ Gilda came down to breakfast look-
ing smart in a tweed suit and pastel
cashmere sweater, though her eyes were
sleepy.

“Nothing wakes me uP after a late
night but a game of golf,” Gilda said,
as she picked up her glass of oran(h)e
juice. “Interested in driving out to the
country club with me this morning,
Denny 7’ )

“I—I’m afraid not,” she excused her-
self. “l don’t play golf.” )

“Well, that will please Mel,” Gilda
laughed. “He’s taken a grant fancy
to you, Denny. | don’t know whether
you’ve noticed it or not. | bet he’d like
to take you around town today. Why
don’t you do it? A girl like you might
do my brother some good.”

“You don’t have much respect for
Mel, do you?” Denny said, and was
ashamed of herself the next moment.

ILDA'’S blue eyes leveled at her.
“To be perfectly honest with you,
| dont. Mel’s the typical son of a rich
man, wild and spoiled. Maybe the right
irl could knock some sense in his head.

r maybe a poor girl would find it worth
while putting up with him because of
the luxuries he could give her. That’s
something for you to think over!”

Denny realized that Gilda was merely
being frank with her, but she didn’t
consider it a compliment To be told
that she ought to go after Mel, even
though he wasn’t considered too hlghIY,
even by his own sister, but that it would
be a good match for a poor girl like her
was not appealing to Denny.

She held her chin high and said, “I’m
afraid Mel is hardly my type.” She
couldnt resist adding, “I met Terry
Hayes on the island, you know. He
looks more like the sort of man every
girl dreams about!”

Had she said that just to tease Gilda,
or because she really meant it? Gilda’s
eyes narrowed at her intently.
~ “Of course you met Terry on the
island,” she said coldly, “and you’ll meet
him again when he gets here tonight.
But | might as well give you fair warn-
ing, my lass, that man is mine. You

concentrate on Mel, if you know what’s
good for you!”

CHAPTER X

“I'm Going to Marry Mel I”

ILDA ate quickIY,

G and left the table

with only a per-

functory good-by to Den-

ny. Denny sat there, won-

dering why she had both-

ered to provoke Gilda’s

hostility. But the two of

them could never have

really been friends, although the

Colonel desired that. How could they

be friends when Terry had made love

to her, Denny, when all the time he had
been engaged to Gilda?

“What are you looking so thoughtful
about this early in the morning? Are
you still consi erln% my proposition?”

The voice came from the doorway,
an% Denny saw Mel Hughes grinning
at her.

He wore an expensive tweed jacket,
and almost looked handsome, if the in-
herent weakness in his face were
ignored.

“I've forgotten your proposition com-
pletely!” she retorted, but tried to be
affable toward him. There was no rea-
son to estrange herself from the entire
family. “Have you any idea what time
your dad will be back?” she asked. *“Ac-
cording to what I've heard you people
just come and go as the spirit moves

ou. That makes it rather bewildering
or your guests.”
“Dad knows that Terry will be here

for dinner tonight,” Mel said, “so m
hunch is that he’ll be here also. He'll
want to catch up on what gives about
the island—and because he has to see
his darlin’ Terry! There was mockery
in Mel's voice as he began to eat break-
fast. “Gilda’s gone out too, hasn’t she?
That leaves you and me with the day on
our hands. 'What are you planning to
do, Denny? Let me show you the sights
of Boston.”

She knew that she couldn’t bear
spending the entire day alone in the
house, with all the thoughts that were
torturing her, so she nodded. She went
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upstairs, BUt on her gabardine suit and
the coral blouse, and rejoined Mel. Theﬁ
left in his car, a long gleaming blac
convertible.

“I’ll take you to see Harvard first,
where | flunked out!” he said.

It was not far to Cambridge, and
when the?/ reached the famous insti-
tution of learning he pointed out all the

rominent buildings to her. She learned
rom him that Terry had studied here
also, and had done well. Mel was mock-
ing as usual about it, but Denny some-
how got a picture of Terry striving
to make good because the Colonel was
cj;_wmg him a university education, and

erry would have felt that he must suc-
ceed. But the next moment she hated
herself, for so unconsciously always
coming up with a defense for Terry,
when rights she ought to feel the

Wa¥ Mel did about him! =

hey went to Bunker Hill where one
of the most famous Revolutionary War
battles was fought, and Denny was so
interested that it was time for lunch
before she knew it.

“Let’s make it the Ritz!” Mel sug-
gested, and Denny agreed.

During lunch Mel keﬁt on talking
about the glories and the history of
Boston, but Denny found it hard to
listen. She was t inkingh that Terry,
who would be coming to the city today,
must be on the boat from Rock Island
right now. It was going to be hard to
face him in that luxurious house. She
had no other evening frock except that
same old white one he had seen before,
and she hated the idea of having him
see her in it again. Gilda, of course,
would be sure to wear some glamorous
creation.

She looked up at Mel with sudden in-
spiration.

“Mel,” she said eargerly, “since you’re
up on everything about Boston, do you
know where | could buy a new evening
dress?”

_ “Gilda always goes to Madame Chris-
tine’s,” Mel told her. “Everything she
ever buys costs a small fortune. But I'll
treat you to something there.”

“You’ll do nothing of the kind!” Den-
ny protested. “I have money enough to
o haywire for once. Just take me
there.”

As soon as lunch was over they drove
to Madame Christine’s, which was lo-
cated in a brownstone house. Madame
herself was a haughty—looklng dowager
with white hair. But she knew Mel, In-
quired of his sister and father.

“l expect Gilda to come in for her
wedding gown any day now,” she said.
“Don’t she and that nice Mr. Hayes ex-
pect to be married soon?”

MIIDenny saw that the question annoyed
el.

“Let’s not worry about my sister,
Madame Christine,” he said impatient-
ly. “Miss Logan would like something
attractive to wear this evening.”

MODELS displayed the gowns and
Denny had never seen such gor-
geous creations in her life. One that
made her actually gasp at its exquisite-
ness was of amber tulle, with a straight
bodice held by straps of seed pearls, and
great clusters of roses strewn from the
V\{(mstllne to the bottom of the trailing
skirt.

“I’d love to try that on!” she said.

“Go right ahead!” Mel urged her.

A few minutes later she appeared be-
fore him in it. His eyes widened almost
possessively.

“That’s it, all right!” he exclaimed.
“Take it along with you.”

“But how much is it?” Denny asked.

“Seventy-five dollars,” Madame
Christine said suavely.

Denny felt relieved and agreed to
take it. What she could not even guess
was that Mel had signaled to Madame
Christine to keep the price low, that
he would assume the difference, what-
ever it was—in this particular instance
a couple of hundred dollars.

They left Madame Christine’s and
spent the rest of the afternoon at the
famous Gardner Museum, looking at
the beautiful pictures. Then they stop-
ped at the Merry-Go-Round Bar, in the
Copley Plaza Hotel for cocktails. A
gang of people gathered around them,
and Denny was not at all sure that she
liked them. They were a flashy crew,
who humored and flattered Mel, and she
couldnt help noticing that they let him
pay their bills at the end without
m?kmg a move offering to do that them-
selves.
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It was not until they had returned
home and Denny had gone upstairs to
dress that she realized she was as bad
as that %ang at the bar. Because as she
put on the gown, seeing how exquisitely
made it was, she became aware of how
naive she had been. Seventy-five dol-
lars, while a lot of money to her, was
not much for a creation like this! Mel
must have paid for it after all, Iettin?
her just put a token seventy-five dol-
lars out for it!

But she couldn’t let him do that! She
didn’t want to be obligated to him in
any way. She would rather wear her
old white gown tonight and take this
right back in the morning than to
splurge in a frock bought with the
money of someone else.

She was about to take the new dress
off when she suddenly heard the sound
of a car pulling up to the terrace in the
rear of the house.

Her heart quickened as she went to
the window. She saw a tall, familar fig-
ure below, paying the taxi driver. And
then he turned around and as she had
thought it was Terry—Terry Hayes,
arriving at last!

She backed away from the window,
not wanting him to see her, if he should
happen to glance up. But she had
glimpsed that lean, tanned face, the rug-
ged features and rippling black hair.

he heard the butler greet him at the
French doors:

“Mr. Terry! It’s wonderful to have
you back!”

Denny whirled around, facing her re-
flection in the mirror again. She knew
that she had never looked more beauti-
ful in all her life than she did in this
dress. How could she take it off, let
Terry compare her with Gilda if she
wore the other frock which seemed
actually shabby to her now. Maybe if
she just wore it this one evening it could
be returned tomorrow anyhow. Or per-
haps she could somehow manage to pay
Mel back for whatever the difference
was that he had paid. She would cer-
tainly find out what that was!

But she suddenly knew that she had
to wear this dress tonight, had to see
Terry again, and wearing this!

She didn’t go downstairs immediate-
ly. She fixed her hair, did her makeup

over several times, her hands trembling
with excitement. But after a while she
heard the sounds of laughter from be-
low and felt certain that everyone was
assembled there. She even heard the
boom of Colonel Hughes’ voice and
knew that he also had returned.

She steeled her nerves, rose from her
chair before the dressing table, and
left the room to go downstairs as
steadily as she could. )

It was Terry she saw first when she
entered the living room. He was laugh-
ing gaily. )
~ “I'know it was silly of me, to bump
into a door that way,” he was saying.
“But that’s how | got this nasty bruise
under my eye.” ) )

She saw the mark of discoloration
under his eye, knew that was what he
meant. Her heart leaped with concern,
but then she saw his eyes widening,
taking her in from head to foot, as If
she were some apparition. She knew it
was the loveliness of the gown that
startled him, because of course he knew
she was here. Denny startled everyone
else, too. ) )

“Well, my goodness!” Gilda cried.
“Look what's happened to the gal from
Rock Island!” )

“Denny!” Colonel Hughes exclaimed.
“Don’t you look beautiful! I wouldn’t
have recognized you.”

MEL stepped forward, a lift of pride
in his voice. “l can take some of
the credit for the vision of loveliness,”
he said. “lI helped Denny select that
dress today. It was just one of the
things we did together.” Isn’t that right,
Denny?”

For a moment she resented the hint
of intimacy in Mel’s voice, but she saw
how surprised Terry looked, the way he
glared at Mel almost savagely. That

rompted her to answer as Mel wanted
er to.

“It’s true,” she said. “lI wouldnt
have been able to get this dress, with-
out Mel helping me!” Did anyone else
know that she was referring to the price
of it, she wondered.

“You and Terry know each other,
don’t you?’ Colonel Hughes asked.
“You met on the island, | believe.”

“That’s right,” she heard Terry's
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deep, husky voice say. “Denny left un-
expectedly, before | had time to fin-
ish discussing a lot of things with her.”

~She was glad to hear Ames announce
dinner then. She planned to talk to
Colonel Hughes about the island by her-
self later, not in front of the others.
Mel offered her his arm, to lead her in-
to the dining room.

“Things are working out all right so
far,” he whispered. “I wish you’d go
through with the rest of my plan.”

She didn’t answer him.

Gilda chatted brightly with Terry
through most of the meal. She warned
everyone that they would have to eat
fast because they were going to the
theatre afterward. When dinner fin-
ally was over they all left in Mel’s car.
~ The show was a musical comedy, try-
ing out before playing Broadway. It
was fast, lilting, but Denny found it
hard to concentrate on it, too conscious-
ly aware of Mel sitting on one side of
her, and Terry on the other. She could
see his clean-cut profile in the. dimness
of the theatre. How far away all this
was from their moments alone on Rock
Island! ) )

Glancing down she saw Gilda’s fin-
gers entwined through Terry’s, and he
was holding them tightly.

“Let’s go off by ourselves when the
show’s over, shall we?” Mel whispered.

Denny didn’t promise him anything.
And when the play ended, Gilda said:

“There’s a new night club in town,
Terry—the Pink Angel. Would you
like to go and look it over?”

“Whatever the others want,” he said,
but his eyes turned to Denny.

“That sounds like fun, Mel!” she ex-
claimed, but she saw that Mel was an-
noyed because she wouldnt go off alone
with him. She didn’t care.

The Pink Angel turned out to be a
charming place, done in an amusing
style with cherubic winged dolls sus-
pended from the ceiling among the
clouds of pink tulle. The music was lilt-
mg%. Terry had the first dance with
Gilda, while Denny danced with Mel.
Colonel Hughes seemed content to sit
at the table and watch them. When the
music paused for a moment between
numbers the two couples happened to be
near one another. Or had Terry man-

aged that? Because he asked:

“Shall we change partners for this
one?”

Before Denny could even protest he
had her in his arms.

“A far cry from your aunt’s inn, and
that night we danced there together,”
he murmured. “I’ll take the sea and
stars to this night club life any time.”

She bit her lips, unable to bring her-
self to say that she preferred being here
as Mel’s partner, because that wasnt
true. Then Terry had moved toward
the doorway to a terrace, and was lead-
ing her out to it.

“Well, there are stars out here after
all,” he said. “And | have a lot to say
to you, Miss Denise Logan, so you've
got to listen to me.”

“His hands were on her wrists and she
tried to pull away.

“l heard all 1 ever want to from you,
out on the island,” she said in a very
angry manner.

His fingers tightened. “Want to know
how | rea IK got this bruise on my face,
Denny? | had a fist fight just before |
left the island with your friend Kip
Carter.”

“Kip?” She stared at him. “What do
you mean?”

“l mean you left me in a spot, run-
ning off the island and just leaving
word with your aunt that you were go-
ing to Boston. When | decided to come
here, too, Kip came down to the dock
and accused me of having arranged it
for you to go first, then for me to follow
you. He had the incredible idea that
this was a planned elopement.”

“Incredible is right!” she cried.
“Though I’'m sorry he hurt you.”

E laughed a little.

“If ﬁ)_u think my eye is bad you
should see Kip!” he said. “But why did
you come here, force your way into
Colonel Hughes’ house?”

_ "I didn’t force mly way, as you put
it!” she said defiantly. “He invited me
to stay here, insisted on it. | came to
see him to talk about the cannery, see
if 1 could persuade him not to bring it
to the island.”

“That business is in my hands, Den-
ny,” Terry said grimly. “My dear girl,
you just can’t be so impetuous about
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things.
them.” )
“Let you handle them!” she cried. “I
let you make love to me, only to find out
that what you wanted was to buy my
dock. And you completely neglected to
mention the fact that you were engaged
to another girl—to Gilda Hughes.”
“All right, Denny. | admit | was
wrong about that. But you and | hadn’t
known each other long. | never got a
chance to tell you everything about my-
self. What actually happened was that
I lost my head on the island—Dby fall-
mg completely in love with you! But
I felt if | could buy the dock, put the
deal across for the Colonel then 1°d be
able to ask my release from Gilda, since
| believe it is a matter of pride with her,
more than anything else, and be f-ree

You've got to let me handle

to love you! Because it’s you | love,
Diann. You, whom | found on the
island.”

~He was pulling her to him, his lips
finding hers. It was hard to struggle
against the overwhelmlr_lg longing that
possessed her, to override the tumult
that seared her veins. But she finally
pulled away.

“What kind of a fool do you think |
am!” she demanded. “How long do you
think you can go on playing the same
game with me? Don’t you imagine I'm
smart enough to see that you’re playing
the same game again—talking about
buying the dock and making love to me
at the same time. Well, I’'m no longer
interested in you, Terry Hayes. This
trip to Boston has been quite an exper-
ience for me. Because I’ve fallen in love
with someone else. 1I’'m going to be-
come—Mrs. Mel Hughes!”

“Mel Hughes!” Terry’s eyes widened
as if he hadn’t heard right. “Denny,
you don’t know what you’re saying.
Mel isnt fit to marry a girl like you.
He’s a wild, irresponsible playboy. His
own father will tell you that, and so
will his sister.”

“And he told me, too,” she cried ve-
hemently, “how all of you are against
him. How you ingratiated yourself with
his family, pushing him out of his right-
ful place as his father’s son. Well, may-
be he isn’t as clever at accomplishing
big business deals as you. But he’s
handsome and rich and cares about me

—not whether he can buy my dock or
not. I’ll take him to you anytime!”

“Denny, you can’t do itl' Denny!"
His voice was calling after her, but
she was running inside, not wanting to
hear him.

In the crowded night club again, she
saw Mel searching for her.

CHAPTER XI
“That’s Where | Belong”

ANIC struck
P Denny so when
she saw Mel
that she had
stand still for a
moment. What had
she said out there
on the terrace, com-
mitting herself to
become engaged to
Mel? She knew that
she had only blurt-
ed out the words she had said in her
anger against Terry. But she had said
them. She didn’t love Mel. How could
she go through with becoming engaged
to him?
~ Mel had seen her now, and was mak-
ing his way across the room to her.
~“Denny darling,” he said, when he
finally reached her, “I’ve been looking
everywhere for you.”

“I—I was outside with Terry,” she
explained hesitantly.

“That’s what | thought.” He shrug-
ged. “Gilda was mad as hops, and start-
ed to complain to Dad about you. She
said she thought you had a crush of
some sort on Terry. But | explained
that you and 1 liked one another. You
should have seen the way Dad re-
sponded. He likes you, Denny—would
be crazy about the idea of you and | be-
coming engaged.”

“Yes, Denny was just telling me
about that!” came a voice from behind
them — Terry’s voice — and Denny’s
heart leaped to her throat. “Let me be
the first to congratulate you, Mel.
You're a lucky fellow!”

Mel stared from her to Terry with
wide-eyed delight.

“You mean, you told Terry—you’ve
accepted me?” he cried. His arm en-
circled her waist. “Then let’s tell Dad
and Gilda about it, too! Come on, darl-

to
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ing! This is our engagement celebra-
tion tOﬂI?ht!”

Joyously he led her back to the table,
and told the news to the others. The
Colonel was incredulous at first.

“You mean, you’ll marry Mel?” he
asked Denny. “I always thought the
right girl could be the making of him.
Denny—this is wonderful.” He was be-
having gowns like the one she was wear-
denial.

She stood there, wondering what she
was getting into. She didn’t love Mel!
She loved Terry—though she couldn’t
even bring herself to look at him now,
afraid that he might read the truth in
her face. But apparently he was not
much impressed. He was interested
only in Gilda, in getting the dock and
putting the deal through so he could
marry that girl, no matter how many
lies he had to tell to bring that about.

Denny %Ianced at Mel again. After
all, why shouldnt she become engaged
to him? She might even grow fond of
him, be able to go through with the
wedding. It would have its compensa-
tions. For one thing it would mean
having gowns like the one she was wear-
ing tonight all the time. Given time she
could at least grow as fond of him as
she was of Kip. And she had seriously
considered marrylnﬁ Kip before Terry
had come along. Why shouldn’t she try
to make a go of it with Mel? Why
shouldn’t someone else beside Terry
Hayes take advantage of the chance of
a marriage into this fabulously wealthy
family ?

“Yes, of course it’s wonderful!” she
managed to get out, and nodded. “Mel
and | will be—happy together.”

“This calls for champagne then!” she
heard someone exclaim, and she was
shocked to realize that it was Terry’s
voice. It sounded as if he were rejoicing
in her engagement, had decided it was
a good idea after all.

Mel was holding her hand, leaning
over and kissing her cheek.

“We’ll have an even more wonderful
day tomorrow darling,” he promised.
“We’ll go back to Madame Christine’s
and I’ll' buy you a whole trousseau of
wonderful clothes. We’ll pick out an en-
gagement ring, something that will
knock everyone’s eyes out.”

“Yes—whatever you say, Mel,” she
said, and nodded again.

The champagne came, sparkling in
tall-stemmed glasses as it was poured.
Toasts were drunk to Mel and Denny,
but she found it hard to swallow the
wine, because her throat felt choked
and tears threatening to spill from her
eyes.

She had done this to hurt Terry
rather than to help herself. She was
well aware of that, but now he seemed
to be taking it all matter-of-factly. As
if, since it were what she really seemed
to want, it was all right with him. He
was paying elaborate attention to Gilda,
talking and laughing with her. Well,
wasn’t that the way engaged couples
should act?

Denny turned and began to talk
brightly to Mel. They laughed and
danced together, too, and then she sug-
gested that they leave before the others
and go home alone.

“Of course, darling,” he said eagerly.
“An engaged couple deserve a few min-
utes together, dont they?”
~ He didn’t understand that she was
just tired, and that all she wanted was
to escape to her room and be alone.

WHEN they reached the house he

tried to (};]et her to stay up a while,
coaxing with his arms about her, kissing
her ardently. She tried to summon re-
sponse but the attempt was flat—to her,
at least. She pulled away as soon as she
could.

“Mel,” she said, “we have a big day
ahead of us tomorrow, if we’re going
to do all you said. Besides, we want to
talk to your father together, too. Re-
member you promised me that if we be-
came engaged you’d get him to drop the
cannery project—as a present to me.”

“Yes, | remember.” Mel laughed.
“But you leave that end of things to
me. Let me talk to him about it alone,
while he’s in such a good frame of
mind about me. You just think about
all the beautiful things | want you to
have, mean for you to have.”

He kissed her again, then reluctantly
let her go to her room.

All the beautiful things she was to
have! She was thinking of that as she
walked to the mirror, saw herself in



ISLE OF BROKEN HEARTS 49

the stunning gown. How beautiful and
important it had seemed, earlier in the
evening! But that was because she had
bought and worn it to impress and
dazzle Terry. But Terry had onl¥ tried
to use her again, had even made love to
her again to accomplish his purpose—
so that he could marry Gilda. But she
had fixed him, had turned the tables on
him by becoming engaged to Mel.

She took off the dress and tossed it
on the bed almost with a feeling of re-
pulsion for it. Was finery what she
really wanted? Could she go through
with- marrying Mel, and be satisfied
with substituting luxuries for happi-
ness? )

Hapi)lness? She laughed bitterly as
she fell on the bed, burying her face in
the cI)lllow. The very thought of the
word brought bitterness. hat happi-
ness was there for her? She had
thought she found it one night on the
beach, but it had been lost forever,
washed away as in the tide. She was
better off here, and maybe she could
learn to act like Terry and all the other
people she had met here. Out to get
whatever they could in life, to grasp the
material things, to try and find happi-
ness that W&é/. C

The next day Mel took Denny on the
shopping spree that he had talked about.
They went back to Madame Christine’s,
where she was able to order gowns
without being concerned about how
much they might cost. A fabulous ar-
ray of O§|;Ieam|ng satins, rich brocades,
sequined crepes made up into evening
gowns, dinner suits, cocktail outfits.
Furs were paraded before them and
Mel insisted on ordering several coats
to be made for her. He would have
gone on and on selecting things but
she suddenly protested, made him stop.

“Mel,” she declared, “we have or-
dered too much already. We can always
come back, if we want to!”

“All right, darling,” he said, and
beamed. “We have to select an engage-
ment ring, anyway.”

It was Mel who did the final choos-
ing of that, too. Denny couldn’t bring
herself to decide on anything definitely,
and he finally took up a huge pear-
shaped diamond in an exquisite setting
and put it on her finger. She was some-

how glad that it didn’t fit, had to be
left behind and readjusted to her size.

“We really ought to gio apartment
huntlng, too!” Mel told her, and
laughed as they got into the ear. “That’s
going to take a long time.”

“Mel,” she said anxiously, “surely
you’re not serious. | couldn’t look at an-
other thing today. Please let's go back
to the house.”

He agreed, though reluctantly. When
they reached home Ames admitted them
as usual.

“No one else is home,” the butler an-
nounced.

“I think I’ll go upstairs and rest be-
fore dinner,” Denny said when she felt
Mel’s hands on her arms.

“Come into the living room a minute,
darling,” he asked. “I want to talk to
you.”

She followed him with lagging feet.
He had done so much for her today, that
she felt guilty about even being alone
with him, knowing she could never love
this man as he had every right to
expect.

She was startled by his first words
when they sat down in the living room.
It was as if he had read her very
thoughts.

“Denny, I've done a lot for you to-
day. You’ll have to admit that. Would
you do me one favor, give me one gift
In return?”

She looked at him with bewilderment.
“Why, of course, Mel. What is it you
want?”

He hesitated and she saw the muscle
of his jaw tighten. There was some-
thing almost humorous about it, the
way a small boy girds himself, sum-
moning up all his courage to ask for a
favor. But his words came as a com-
plete shock to her.

“I want you to sign the dock on Rock
Island over to me, Denny. | want it in
my name.”

“The dock?” She couldn’t believe she
had heard right. What could he pos"
sibly want with anything of the sort?
“Mel, why would you want me to do a
thing like that?”

E came closer, and suddenly his

hands were gripping her arm.
“Because | want to be the one to
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stand in the way of Terry completing
his job!” he said titghtIK: “I want to
make it impossible for him to get the
cannery on the island. Let me do it,
Denny, have the satisfaction of getting
even for all the humiliation 1°ve put up
with these past years.”

“But | don’t understand!” she cried.
“You were going to ask your father to
abandon the project completely as a
favor to me. Why would it matter who
owns the dock then? 1’'m not interested
in revenge against Terry any more. Our
engagement was supposed to accom-
plish that.”

“It isn’t enough!” The sharp and bit-
ter tone of Mel’s voice frightened her.
“He doesn’t seem to give a rap about
our being engaged! [ want the dock
signed over to m%/ name. If you’re go-
ing to be my wife Iyou’ve got to trust
me, let me handle all your affairs from
now on. | want the dock. We’ll get
a lawyer, take him out to the island to
handle all the details about transferring
ownership of it to me. Denny”—his
voice lost some of its sharpness—
“aren’t you going to do this for me?”

She stood there shocked and silent,
and suddenly the room seemed to be
whirling about her.

“Mel,” she thought, bitter now her-
self. “Even Mel doesnt really love you
—just wants the dock from you. Re-
venge, all that he feels against Terry,
is more important to him than you arel!”

She was suddenly laughing, wildly,
hysterically.

“Oh Mel—Mel!” she choked out. *“Of
course I'm not going to sign the dock
over to you. It’s all I have in this world,
all that life holds for me—my dock, my
work. | can see that now. 1 don’t be-
long here, no matter what kind of
existence you’re willing to give me.
Marriage would never work out for you
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and me because there isn’t anY real
love in our hearts—just a mere liking,
because we’ve been drawn together by
one thing. We both want to get even
with Terry, hurt him! But this is the
end of us, Mel, and our engagement.
I’m going upstairs to pack, and 1I'm go-
ing back to the island right away.”

“No, Denny, | won't let you go!” Mel
cried. “You can’t do this to me. Why
our engagement is in all of today’s
papers. People will say you walked out
on me, threw me over. You can’t make
a fool out of me, the way everyone al-
ways does and always has!”

he wasn’t listening to him. She ran
upstairs, threw her clothes hastily into
her suitcases, carried them down her-
self. Mel was at the door, trying to
block her way, but she managed to
swing it open just as a taxi pulled up to
the curb. Her heart leaped to her
throat, seeing Terry and Gilda getting
out and coming toward her.

Mel hadn’t seen them,

“If you go you’ll be sorry!” he was
calling after her. “If you don’t turn
that dock over to me, you’ll be sorry—
you’ll see!”

~ Something about the tone of the fran-

tic, almost childish threat made her
shudder as she signaled the taxi to wait
for her, and she ran past Terry and
Gilda. _

“Denny, are you leaving?” she heard
Terry’s voice ask.

“Yes, back to the island.”

She had to lift her eyes, to see his
face once more. But he seemed undis-
turbed by her sudden departure,
thc_)(ljjgh his voice was almost kind as he
said:

“Yes, ﬁo back to the island, Denny.
That’s where you belong.”

That was where she belonged. She
knew it now. She got into the taxi, di-
recting the driver to the pier. She
didn’t know what time a boat left for
home but she didn’t care, as long as she
was away from the Hughes house, free
of the entanglements she had got into
there. As long as she got back to Rock
Island as soon as possible.

It had been a mistake for her to come
to Boston, to think she could ever have
found any solution to her troubles and
heartaches here!
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CHAPTER XII

Broken Dreams

IP was tellin
K Denny exactly
what he thought

of the whole matter of
her trip to Boston.
“Well, Thope you
learned your lesson,
Denny,” he said. “The
idea of running off like
~_that. You sure gave me
a scare, thinking you were going to
marry Terry Hayes.”

Denny had been home for a few days.
At first it had seemed wonderful to be
back on Rock Island, to breath the cool,
clean air, to walk the wide beach, to try
and forget all that had happened to her
when she had gone away trom here.

But Kip had sought her out immedi-
ately after her return, and he had hung
around her ever since.

She looked at him now—dark-haired
Kip who was so much part of this
island, whom she had known all her
life, and she had once thought she loved.
But even as she looked at him she had
to check an impulse to smile, because
he still bore some of the bruises from
the fight Terry had told her about. The
an%er in his eyes sobered her though
as he suddenly gripped her by the arms,
held her to him.

“Have you learned never to get mixed
up with off-islanders again, Denny?”
he demanded. “Are you convinced at
last that you and | belong here together,
that we ought to get married.”

Married? Mel had wanted to marry
her, too. She had agreed to become en-

aged to him, even though she didn’t
ove him. At least she felt some affec-
tion for Kip, having been friends with
him since childhood. But it still was
not the right kind of affection for a
happy marriage.

“You need someone to take care of
you, Denny,” Kip went on. “You
thought you could solve the problems of
your dock by going to the mainland
yourself, but you see that you couldn’t.
I dont want anything to do with the
dock, Denny. | have my own boats, my
own work. But | can help protect you.

Help you forget all that you’ve been
through, too.”

His last words were the ones which
appealed to her the most. Would mar-
riage to Kip drive away the memory of
all she had endured? Could Kip make
her forget a man named Terry Hayes,
'hheoway he had lied to her and cheated

er”

Kip saw that she was considering his
ﬁ_roposal, was closer to acceptance of

im than she had ever been before.

“Let’s get married quickly, Denny!”
he plunged on. “This is Thursday. We
could have the wedding Saturday night.
We could make it a big affair, have the
whole town celebrate with us. | sup-
pose your aunt would turn the inn Over
to us for it. And since you’ve just been
away I’'m sure you’d be happy with a
honeymoon on the island. 1 know I
would. Because the island will always
be our home—is where we belong.”

Where she belonged? Wasn’t that
what Terry had told her, too? “Go back
to the island,” he had said. “It’s where
you belong!”

“Ail right—all right, Kip!” Denny’s
voice was an impassioned cry. “I’ll
marry you! As soon as possible. This
Saturday, as you say!”

Kip swept her into his arms and Kiss-
ed her. She felt a certain comforted
feeling, but that was all. Still no thrill.

Denny went home and told Aunt Beth
she was going to marry Kip, but even
as she spoke the words she knew that
what she was doin%_was only an escape.
She was trying to find a way to deaden
the torture of her heart, to erase for-
ever the memories of what Terry had
done to her.

“Yes, I’ll turn over the inn to you for
the wedding, if that’s what you want,
Denny,” Aunt Beth said quietly.

“I—I’ll need a wedding dress, to,"
Denny said. “Isn’t there one in the at-
tic, that belonged to my mother ?”

“Yes, there is,” Aunt Beth answered.
Her eyes leveled steadily at Denny.
“But you can’t have that.”

“But why not?” Denny asked incred-
ulously. “Wasn’t it meant for me to
have when | got married.”

“Indeed it was. Your mother was
specific about it when she packed it
away. | remember her saying, ‘This
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will be for my baby girl, when she falls
in love and gets married, too.”.The thing
I'm thlnkl_ng about is that you aren't
in love with Kip, Denny. You never
have been and never will be. You can’t
fool me—you still love Terry Hayes, no
matter what happened between you.”

“No—that's not true!" Denny cried.
“1 hate him, have already forgotten
about him!”

But Aunt Beth only smiled wryly,
shaking her head and returning to the
Kitchen.

It wasn’t true that she still loved
Terry! She had practically forgotten
about him already. But suddenly Denny
realized that she had to get out of the
inn. She had just asked if she could be
married here, but she was remember-
ing how Terry and she had dined here
that night, and what a wonderful eve-
ning they’d had before they had gone
to the beach and built that bonfire.

SHE fled from the inn, up along the
beach until she reached the strand
where the shipwrecked boats lay. But
this place was haunted too—not just
by the tragedies of long ago, but by her
own memories! Here Terry had taken
her in his arms, and kissed her. Here
he had spoken his lying words to her!
She had to flee again knowing that her
heart lay on the strand, as broken as all
the others that had been wrecked here.

The only place where she found any
refuge at was was in her little office at
the end of the dock. That was because
she could bury herself in work at her
desk. She did, all the next day and in-
to the evening, too. She knew that Kip
was going around town, inviting every-
one to their wedding, ordering liquor
to make it a festive affair. She ought to
be having some sort of wedding dress
made, but she couldnt bring herself to
do anything about it. She just drove
herself to work on and on, going over
details of things in which she had got
behind while in Boston.

In Boston? Was Terry still there,
dancing on some starlit roof with Gilda
tonight?

Glancing through the window she
saw the stars. She remembered when
Terry and she had sat on the beach,
making a bonfire for themselves be-

neath just such a sky—before he had
said those words which had made the
sky fall on her. o )

She had to stop thinking of him, had
to forget him! She reached for the
cigarette she had been smoking, and
then her eyes narrowed because she saw
that in her nervousness she had put it
out.
~ That was strange, because she had
imagined that she smelled the smoke
from it. She put her hand to her fore-
head. She couldn’t go on this way,
losing her grip, torturing herself.

Then she suddenly looked up with
apprehension again. The smell of
smoke seemed so real that she rose from
her chair and opened the door of her
office. Maybe there was a fire some-
where on the island.

There was smoke! Her eyes widened
with panic as she saw the thick cloud of
it at the far end of the dock and through
it she saw a lick of orange flame! Her
heart leaped to her throat as she started
to run toward it. She must be imagin-

ing this! It wasn’t—it couldn’t be her

dock on fire! )
“Denny—Denny!” a voice shouted to

Eer. “Don’t go that way! You'll be
urt!”

She had to stop, catch her breath,
reaching out to one of the upright posts
for support. What had happened to her
that she was imagining such things?
She must be losing her mind, because
she thought she heard Terry’s voice!

“You can’t go that way, Denny!” the
shout came again. “You’ll be hurt. Is
there any other exit from this place?”

The tall, lean figure seemed to come
to her out of the very smoke itself. If
she closed her eyes a moment, then
opened them again, maybe he would dis-
apﬁear. But then she felt the touch of
a hand on her arm, and knew that it
was Terry!

“l haven’t time to explain how I got
here now, Denny,” he said in a rush of
words. “But your dock is on fire. You
can't get through this way.”

“My dock—on fire? What are you
talking about?” )

But staring beyond his broad should-
ers she saw the enlarging cloud of
smoke. Cold shock poured through her.

“You’ve come back to make me more
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trouble!™ she cried frantically. “Be-
cause | wouldn’t sell you the dock you’re
gettm? rid of it this way!” ]

“All right, Denny, believe that if you
want to!” She saw a flicker of pain in
his eyes. “l don’t suppose you'll be-
lieve anything else | ever try to tell you.
| didnt set the dock on fire, but I know
who did. If you’ll just have a little faith
in me now, cooperate with me, we’ll end
your troubles once and for all.”

“Have faith in you?” She laughed
wildly. “You mean let you burn my
dock down so you can marry Gilda? So
that the Colonel can reward you with a
Lalse in salary for getting the cannery

ere.”

“Denny, | have no intention of
marrying Gilda,” Terry said firmly.
“When I came to Boston, following you,
| was going to try to get the Colonel to
abandon his plans for bringing the can-
nery here. But | saw that someone else
was working on plans of his own. Mel
—becoming engaged to you, working
things out in his wild and reckless way
to get even with me through you!”
~ “Mel?” she cried, “Why bring him
into it now? | left him for good in Bos-
ton.”

“That’s what you think, Denny!”
Terry said, as he rushed her along the
dock. “Do ;/ou remember the day you
left Boston? | had just come back to
the house in a taxi with Gilda. | had
been out with her—breaking off our en-
gagement, which never really had
amounted to much, after all. Sort of a
boy and girl affair, was all. But | could-
n’t tell you about it then. Because |
heard Mel’s last words to you. | decided
it was better for you to come back here,
to see what Mel intended to do to get
the dock from you.”

HE was suddenly hearing Mel’s

threatening words again! “If you
don’t turn the dock over to me, you’ll be
sorry—you’ll see!” )

“I hardly let him out of my sight af-
ter you left,” TerrY was saying, “know-
ing he had some plan up his sleeve. He
took a late boat to Rock Island today.
| had to charter another boat to follow
him without being seen. | was afraid
of what he might do before I caught up
with him, but he laid low until It was

dark, and I couldnt find him. Then I
saw him come here just a little while
ago, carrying a can of gasoline, splash-
ing the dock and setting fire to it!”

She looked over her shoulder as they
ran and saw the flames rushing on to-
ward them. She saw Terry’s eyes then,
his lips that had kissed her so tenderly.
Maybe she was being a fool again—a
fool—but she believed every word he
was telling her!

“Terry, Mel must be mad, to do a
thing like this?” she cried.

“Mad?” Terry laughed brusquely. "Il
tell you more about him later. But is
there another way for you to get out of
here ?”

“Yes, there is,” She nodded vigorous-
ly. “There’s a rear door to my office,
but it opens to the water.”

“That means you’d have to swim to
shore? It’s a long way from here.”

“There’s a boat below,” she said and
then his hand was on her arm, hurrying
her toward the office.

She opened the rear door, showed the
ladder leading down to the boat.

At that moment they heard the shrill
sound of the fire alarm. The dock fire
had been discovered, and the volunteers
would be on their way to put it out. Kip
would be among them, for he was a
volunteer fireman. But what would he
think if he knew she was here with
Terry—trusting him, loving him?

“Here, Denny, put these on.” Terry
had grabbed her yellow sou’wester and
a coat from the rack, was holding them
out for her. “Listen to me carefully
now. | want you to row off to some
safe spot, and stay there for about
twenty minutes before you come to
shore.”

He was thrusting her toward the
door. She suddenly understood he had
no intention of going along with her!

“Terry, how will you get back?” she
asked anxiously. “And why should I
wait in the boat so long ?”
~ “Weren't you going to trust me, darl-
ing? We can’t talk now. | have a plan,
and 1’m not even sure it will work, but
it’s our onlﬁ chance. Don’t worry about
me, I’ll make it safely somehow, know-
ing our happiness depends on it.”

He pulled her to him, his lips on hers
for a brief moment. But it was a mo-
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merit that mended the pieces of her
broken heart. )

Then she was going through the open
doorway, letting herself down the lad-
der cautl_ouslg/, until her feet touched
the swaymg oat. )
~ “Remember — twenty minutes darl-
mgh_ I’ll see you then!” )

is voice was a hushed whisper, then
the door closed above her, blacking out
the light. She felt shut off from Terry
just when she had found him again.
Pear gripped her as she saw how the
fire was spreading along the dock, get-
ting nearer and nearer to her office.

Row to a safe place he had said. She
ﬂraspe_d the oars, and pulled with all
er might.

CHAPTER XIlIlI
Singing Hearts
T didnt take Denny

long to get to a safe
spot. She was

thankful for that, bedown her

cause she couldnt have

rowed a minute longer

if her life had depended

on it—and it almost

had. Her eyes strained

toward the dock. And
then she saw Terry, his lean figure
silhouetted against the flames! She saw
the firemen at the front end of the dock,
shooting sprays of water from their
hoses, struggling against the fire.

The dock—how little it meant to her
now with Terry’s life threatened by it!
How little anything else in the world
meant, compared with Terry’s safety!
He had to get through—had to get
through somehow. Her hands clenched
the oars tightly though she held the
rowboat still. Her heart stopped as she
saw Terry walking cautiously along the
outside edge of the dock the flames all
around and about him, it seemed. And
then hope flared!

It looked as if the fire hadn’t touched
this outer edge—not yet—and that he
might make his way through if the
wind didn’t shift. Unless the dock was
so weakened that it gave way beneath
him, hurling him into the water! But
no—such a thing must not happen!

He had to make it, for he could never
swim if he should be qungi1 into the
water with fire all around him, hem-
ming him in. Her lips moved in agon-
ized prayer. He had to make it!

She wanted to close her eyes, afraid
of what she might see, but she couldn't
do that either. They were fixed, star-
ing, as if she were hypnotized. Terry,
you’ve got to get through, now that
we’ve found each other again!

She heard sounds from the shore.
People’s voices piercing the air with
excited shouts. Of course—the whole
village was out by now, watching the
fire, helping if they could. The crowd
had seen Terry, too, had been watching
him with anxious eyes, and suddenly a
cheer went up. Because Terry had made
it! He was past the fire, running to-
ward the people at the dark end, people
who were rushing to meet him.

How long had she been out here?
Denny wondered, because she had lost
all sense of time and was only vaguely
aware of the tears that were pourin
~ cheeks. Had she waite
twenty minutes yet? It seemed more
like a lifetime. She had to see Terry
right away! She leaned forward, start-
ing to row for shore.

She landed on the beach a short dis-
tance from the dock. Leaping out of
the little boat she stumbled along the
shore, hurrying as fast as she could
until she reached the street that led to
the dock. People were running along
with her, not recognizing her in the dim
light and with her sou’wester pulled far
down on her head.

She finally reached the dock, and was
trying to make her way up front
when a strange sensation went through
her at what she heard.

“Denny—Denise Logan was in
there!” voices were exclaimir]ﬁ, scream-
]Lng,l sobbing. “Denny was Killed in the
irel”

What were they saying? What was
this crazy rumor on everyone’s lips?

“It’s_not true!” she wanted to cry
out. “This is Denny—I’'m alive!”

But something held her back. Some
instinct told her that this was part of
Terry’s plan, why he had wanted her
to stay out in the boat until he had put
that plan across.
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She pushed her way further through
the crowd until she had reached those
in front, near the dock. And then she
saw a familiar face.

There was Aunt Beth, a shawl
clutched around her, and her eyes look-
ing as if they had just looked upon a
thousand deaths. Aunt Beth must be-
lieve that she had been Kkilled in the
fire, too! She couldn’t let Terry do this
to Aunt Beth. She was pushing toward
her aunt when she heard Terry’s voice
ringing out:

“1 saw you set fire to the dock! Do
ou know what this means—what will
appen to you? Denny was in her

office vrorking! I tried to get through to
her, to help save her, but it was impos-
sible. It was too late, the flames were
to hldgh! And you were responsible for
her death! You killed her just as much
as if you had deliberately planned to
murder her!”

ENNY saw Mel standing there then,
his hair disheveled, his eyes wild.
Had she ever thought him handsome?
He looked so weak and frightened now,
tripping on his own words as he cried:
“No—no! 1 tell you | didnt set fire
to the dock! Why should 1? How would
I even know she was in there? | saw
the light in the office but thought it was
just left on for the night. Not that |
didn’t hate her!” His eyes glinted at
Terry with cold fury. “I hated her and
you and all m?/ family for the way all
of you have always treated me. But I
wouldnt kill anyone—I’m not a mur-
derer! Setting a fire doesnt make you
a murderer!”

In that moment Denny felt sorry for
Mel. He was so mixed up, so filled with
mingled hate and fright, that in deny-
ing the truth he had given himself
away! It was enough to satisfy the
sheriff. )

“I think we’d better take him along,”
the lawman was saying. “We won't
have an% trouble getting to the bottom
of this business from him.”

Denny waited until Mel had been led
away by the sheriff and his men. And
then she heard Terry’s voice ringing
out agaln, high above the shouts of the
crowd: “Denny—Denny darling! Are
you here yet?”

She had to laugh, gaily, exultantly, as
she saw the expressions on the faces of
all those_people she knew so well, saw
the joy in their eyes as they took up
the Cry.

“Denny! He says she’s alive!”

They stared at her as she rushed for-
ward, the people of this island where
she had always lived. It had been al-
most worthwhile to go through all this
just to see how much they loved her.

Aunt Beth was standing before her
then, touching her as if fearing she
might fade away.

“Denny—Denny, it is you!” Aunt
Beth said, crying and laughing at the
same time. “You don’t know what | suf-
fered, thinking you were gone. And
there’s not even a scratch on you!”

“Not even a scratch!” Denny laughed
as she threw herself into her aunt’s
arhms and they hugged and Kissed each
other.

Someone else had reached Denny
then, speaking to her in a choked voice.
“Denny, you're alive!” It was Kip,
happy, yet with a regretful sadness on
his face, too. “When | heard you were
trapped in the fire | went crazy, trying
to get to you, and all the while 1 was
blaming myself bitterly. It’s your fault,
Kip Carter, | told myself. It’s a judg-
ment on you because you were forcing
her to marry you, and you knew she
didnt love you. You knew she loved
Terry! | guess I can’t hold you to your
promise to marry me, Denny—not now.
And | even take back everything | ever
said about Terry.”

Kip turned without another word
and rushed away, and then Terry was
there. Terry! Denny’s eyes were on
him searchingly, making sure that he
was safe and sound.
~ “The fire’s out, Denny,” he was say-
ing. “But your dock is gone.”

She saw the scorched, fallen-in tim-
bers, with only the pier posts still stand-
ing in the sea. The dock which every-
one had wanted, had tried to take from
her! But Terry was alive and that
meant more to her than anything else.

Her hand reached out, her gesture
telling him without words what she felt
in her heart. His bronzed fingers grip-
ed hers tightly and he started to lead
er away. Aunt Beth smiled after
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them. They were in an excited crowd,
but might as well have been alone.

Denny knew where they were going.
They walked along the beach, on and on
to the rocky strand, where the ship-
wrecked vessels lay.

“Remember the first time we came
here, Denny?” Terry asked softly when
they were so far away that no crowd
sounds came to them. “I told you that
I was interested in it as a site for the
cannery but it opened a whole flood of
memories for me that | couldnt talk
about. It was recalling how | had been
raised on the coast of Maine, near a
rocky shore like this.”

“I learned about that later from Mel,”
Denny murmured.

RRY’S hands reached for her, turn-
ing her gently toward him.

“Yes, | suppose some people might
have envied me, being taken into
Colonel Hughes’ house, brought up to
mean as much to him as his own son—
maybe more, in some ways. But having
me for a ‘brother’ didn’t help Mel, who
was a weakling an(;lway, and only made
him more wild and rebellious, tr?ling to
compete with me. And then Gilda and
| sort of drifted together, because we
both knew the Colonel had his heart set
on that, and there wasn’t anyone else
for Gilda—there.”

“If only I had known all that, Terry T’
Denny cried. “I might have been a little
more understandln?." )

“But | wasnt clear about anything
myself, darling. Not until | came to
Rock Island—and found you! Yet |
was torn with conflict, wanting to do
my job for the Colonel, and still want-
mg to give up my life in Boston. | de-
cided to tell him how I felt. But then you
went to see him first!”

“And found out you were engaged to
Gilda!” Denny cried. *“How could |
help thinking you just wanted to get
hhe’)dock from me so you could marry

er?”

Terry smiled, drawing her still closer.
“That wasn't what | wanted at all.
Gilda didn’t either. And then when |
got to Boston | found Mel trying to get
the dock from you, playing his old game
of trying to outshine me In his father’s
eyes. I'm sure he thought if he burned

down the dock you’d be desperate for
money, forced to let the cannery take
over. Besides, | suppose he believed he
was getting even with you for ‘%lltlng’
him, as he called it, making a fool of
him before his cronies. He cant stand
to be laughed at, and he is so spoiled, so
used to having his own way, that I
guess he went haywire when he was
crossed. But I never thought he would
resort to anything like this. The Colonel
will be all broken up.”

“1 suppose | should hate Mel,” she
answered softly. ‘But | can’t help feel-
ing sorry for all of them.” )

“I know. | had a long talk with the
Colonel, told him how grateful I am for
all he has done for me, but that there
came a time when a man had to stand
on his own feet. | said | would always
be devoted to him, but that | was O?o-
ing on my own now, and he agreed—
regretfully. 1’m sure he understood.”

“But Gilda—did she give you up that
easily?” Denny cried.

“Easier.” Terry grinned. “Oh, we
are fond of each other, but ours was
only a token engagement—to bring the
real lad in her life to book. 1 couldnt
let Gilda down by confessing that, even
to you—and it worked. Gilda’s boy
friend has come around, and she’s
happy. And the Colonel is abandoning
the idea of the cannery here. There
are other sites that will work out Ijust
as well. He’s doing that, hoping all of
us can be good friends.” Terry sighed.
“I'm afraid there’s no changing poor
Mel, though, and he’ll have to be pun-
ished for what he did.”

“Terry, are you going to stay on the
island?’” Denny asked.

“That depends on you.” He drew her
still closer. “You once thought | wanted
to take your dock from you. What I
want to do now is rebuild it for you.
And we can rebuild our lives with it.
Working there together. If you’ll let me
be your partner—and husband.”

Did he need an answer? Couldnt he
read it in the wonderous stars over Rock
Island ? Couldn’t he hear it in the dash-
ing of the waves against the rocks? No
—a man needed more tangible evidence.
She gave it to him with her heart alive
and 'singing, her lips his to possess for-
ever!
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to turn her hair to a dazzling gold. The
spotlight to bring out the diamonds
against her bare throat, and finally the
five-hundred watt, tilted ug from the
floor to lighten the vivid blue of her
eyes.

“Pandora,” he said, half to himself.
“Pandora from a Greek myth. She was
the one who opened the box she was for-
bidden to open and let out all the
trouble. | used to think that was a
crazy name for a girl—Pandora.”

“And now you think it suits mel!”
Pan said, with a little downward smile.

“It suits you like that studio make-
up you’ve learned to put on since you
started modeling, so that what you are
underneath seems almost to be forgotten
and lost.” ) )

He stooped to throw the light switch.
The quick glare of the overhead turned
his hair copper-bright and lighted his
thick, stubborn lashes. She could see
the strength of his shoulders beneath
the clean blue of his shirt. And in that
instant Pan loved him so much it made
her throat feel tight. She loved him so
much, and everything was so wrong,
wrong, wrong!

“Nothing’s lost, not really,” she tried
to protest. “But how can | be the way
I was that first day | walked into your
studio, when I'd just come up from
Texas?”

He looked at her out of clear gray
eyes that never hid what he thought.

“But that was the girl | fell in love
with, Pan. Remember? A blond Kkid
who got a kick out of Coney Island and
an elevator ride to the top of the Em-
pire State. You loved hot dogs and
spun su%ar candy, and when we rode
on the chute-the-chutes, you could take
your chance with the best of them!”

She looked away from him and down
at the bracelet she was modeling. It
was a wide bracelet, diamonds with
tiny rubies that spiraled into a sculp-
tured rose in the center.

HE touched it. It felt cool, heavy, se-

cure. And she had never seen any-
thing, anywhere, that she wanted so
much to own. A year ago, she wouldn’t
have given it a second glance. But a
year ago, she had thought she was go-
ing to have something better than dia-

monds. A home. A wedding ring.
Walt.
She looked up from the bracelet, her

eyes bright and dark, almost as if they
had tears in them.

“I'd still take the Big Chance,” she
reminded him. “I’m the one who wants
to Eet married on what you and | are
making! And if | seem different, it’s
only because I'm so tired of waiting.
For everything | want. For everything
I’ve ever wanted.”

He took a step toward her, then stop-
ped. He was trembling. )

“And don’t you think I'm tired of
waiting?” he flung back. “Waiting for
money that onlg/ dribbles in, when I
want it to pour?”

“There’s my money,” she tried to rea-
son.

“Your money is your money! If I
can’t keep my business running and a
marriage going at the same time, 1'd
better not get married! And if you
don’t think that’s harder on me than it
is on you, that’s only because you can't
see the way you look to me right now.
Beautiful, angry, and my girl—who
isn’t really mine! Oh, Pan!”

He said her name with a tight, hun-
?_ry sound, almost like a groan. The
ilm plate he was holding dropped from
his hand and he came toward her and
caught her up, diamonds and all, in a
swift, urgent embrace.

His face was so near she could feel
the warmth of it. And a sudden flood
of tenderness, of almost unwilling un-
derstanding, had washed the anger
from his eyes.

It was the way he had looked at her
that first day when she handed him her
photographs and stood waiting, hoping
tremulously for his approval that would
give her a chance to pose for a photog-
rapher.

“You’re scared,” he had said. “Don’t
let it get you! New York’s nothing but
gnhother hick town under the fancy fin-
ish.”

Nobody else had known she was
was afraid. Nobody else had cared.
And while she had stood looking up at
him, something had happened to her,
évarm and good, like, sun on a spring
ay.

“Oh, Walt, what’s the matter with
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us?” The question she had tried to hold
back now broke out in a sharp despair-
ing cry. “Why are we letting every-
thing go so wrong?”

The quick double-ring of the recep-
tion room bell, rose above her words.
And before Walt could open the door,
Julian Durand walked in.

Still unsteady, Pan turned her gaze
][quard him. A gaze that scarcely saw

im.

She had met Julian Durand only once
before. Last week, here at Walt’s studio
when he had been selecting models. He
had looked up from a stack of photo-
graphs of other girls and Pan had been
surprised to find that the heir to the
Durand millions was not old. Scarcely
more than thirty. He was even rather
nice-looking in a gaunt, leather-tanned
way. He had thrust aside the photo-
graphs.

“I think I've found the girl,” he had
told Walt. And Walt had frowned a
little over the way he said it.

Now he crossed the studio and flung
aside his hat. )

“Glorifying my diamonds?” he asked
Pan, and to Wait he said, “Not set up
%et? What’s the delay? We’ve got to

ave these shots by noon tomorrow,
y’know.”

Walt glanced at his watch. “Matter
of fact,” he answered, “we’re a half-
hour ahead of schedule. It takes time to
set up a good shot.”

“And you think yours are good ?”

Julian Durand seated himself on a
stack of Walt’s sample photographs and
lit a cigarette. He was s_mlllnlg, half-
jesting. But there was a kind of under-
current beneath his words and Walt
didn’t miss it.

“I’m good enough to have done your
work for the past six months—with no
retakes and no kicks to date,” Walt shot
back in the same tone, that was either a
jest or a retort, according to how you
wanted to take it.

Julian shrugged. “There are a lot
of photographers in the business, Jones.
| guess most of them have had a fling at
my account, at one time or another.’

ALT’S back was turned. He was
sto?ping down the lens. But Pan
could tell by the stiffness of his should-

ers that Walt was losing his temper.
And Durand was Walt’s best client.
Durand money paid Walt’s studio rent.

“Look here, you two,” Pan said with
uneasy gaiety, “you’re runnln%_up a
big model fee while you argue this one
out.”

Walt half-turned. His glance touched
her searchingly—the gown she was
wearing that floated from her should-
ers like slow twilight, the tag that
dangled from it with a ruthless price
mark of $295. And the ermine. The
diamonds.

“Okay, Pan,” he said. “Let’s get to
work.”

His hands on the lights, on the
camera, on the plates were swift and
expert. His face was enigmatic.

“Chin up. A little to the right.”

There was the remorseless click, click,
clicking of the shutter, the endless
clatter of plates, and finally Walt's
voice, deliberately fiat and professional.

“All right. We’ve got it now.”

Julian swung himself from the table.
“That’s that!” he said with a grin.
“And now, since I'm so weary from
swatching you two work, | think I’lI
freshen up with a cocktail at the Stork.
You’ll join me, Pan, won’t you?”

With the klieg lights off, the room
felt suddenly cold.

“l had a sort of date with Walt, Mr.
Durand—" she began, and though she
hadn’t meant it to, her voice sounded
regretful. )

“Don’t let that stop you!” Walt rip-
ped out. “Go right along. I’ll be tied
up here the rest of the night, putting
these prints through.”

Pan was shivering. She gathered the
ermine wrap close about her, but the
warmth was only outside, and inside
her heart felt cold.

“Okay then,” she said, “I’ll be leaving,
Walt.”

She waited a moment, hopir:jg he
would try to stop her. Instead, he
turned to Julian.

“Shall 1 send the diamonds back with
a messenger?” he wanted to know. *“Or
will somebody from your place pick
them up later?”

“Neither,” Julian decided cheerfully,
“Pan’s going to wear the diamonds. To
the Stork with me.”
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With her hand on the dressing room
door, Pan whirled and stood staring at
Julian Durand, her lips parted, her
breath coming uncertainly.

“You mean wear them, as if they
were really mine?” Her fingers touched
the diamonds, lingered against them.
“Oh, I might like that just once! Not
to have a bonded messenger waiting to
carry them back to the shop! Not to
have a uniformed guard stop me at the
end of the runway and take them
away!”

She broke off as a chair overturned,
caught by the violent swing of Walt’s
outflung arm. He let it crash to the
floor, not stooping to pick up.

“Yes, do wear them!” he flung out.
“And have the whole town saying,
‘There goes part of Julian Durand’s
jewel collection—I wonder who's the
atest’?” ) )

And suddenly, the quick-flaring spark
of his anger touched off her own.

“What if people do talk?” she heard
herself saying. “They talked enough
when we almost got married and didn’t !
It might be pleasant to have them say |
got something | wanted for a change!”

And before the wrenching sob that
rose in her throat could make itself
heard, Pan turned and fled blindly in-
to the dressing room. She heard the
angry slam of the darkroom door,
closing behind Walt. Heard it with the
panicked feeling that it might be closing
upon everything in the world that
mattered.

The diamonds looked all wrong with
her afternoon dress—gaudy and un-
real. But she wore them anyway.
Partlly because she was stubborn; but
mostly because they had cost her so
much. So much too much already.

“You're definitely the type for dia-
monds, Pan,” Julian observed as Pan
came out of the dressing room, wearing
her sixteen dollar and ninety-five cent
dress, and the little green velvet hat
that she had bought at a sale at Bon-
wit's.

He held open the outer door for her,
and as it clicked shut behind them, Pan
glanced back over her shoulder. And
there it was, the red-and-black letter-
ing that had grown familiar and dear
to her as the sight of Walt’s red hair.

For a moment, her gaze lingered on the
tiny stick-figure cameraman that had
always been Walt’s trademark.

Then the elevator door slipped shut,
cutting it from view.

ULIAN DURAND’S car was waiting
at the curb. Low-slung and chauf-
feur-driven, it dazzled almost blind-:
ingly in the late afternoon sun. It was
the kind of car that always whisked
past Pan, snug and aloof, as she waited
at a bus stop or a street crossing, shield-
ing herself against the wind or the rain,
while she envied the storm-sheltered
people inside the car.

But now, as Julian Durand turned to
look at her, Pan had the strangest feel-
ing that he was envying her. It was in
his brooding glance as he said:

“You couldn’t be more than twenty.
Twenty-one at the most. How long have
you been modeling?”

“A year,” she answered. “And I'll
bedtwenty-one in November, Mr. Dur-
and.”

“Julian,” he said, and his hand closed
over hers.

She moved a little away, and leaned
forward to look out as the car swung
down bright Fifth Avenue, past the
milling home-bound crowds, and the tall
sun-struck buildings. Past the great
Durand jewel shop with its gilded clock
pointing to five past five, and its
wrought-iron door shutting it off from
all but the very rich. And suddenly, as
she gazed at the towering building, Pan
was no longer seeing it as it looked now
in the dying October sun.

For memory had slipped back to that
warm morning in June when she and
Walt had come walking by on their way
to lunch.

“Durand Jewels,” Walt had told her.
“Better look twice, Pan. That’s my new
account.” And she had tilted her head
back to stare up, up at the proud tower
that climbed the June sky. “Met Julian
Durand yesterday,” Walt had said
proudly. “He’s heir to the whole busi-
ness. One more account like that and
we’ll really be on our way.”

Now Julian drew Pan’s hand back.
“What are you staring at?” he wanted
to know.

Something inside her answered,
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“Only a dream. A dream that never
came true.” But aloud she said: “Noth-
ing.” And a sigh slipped through her
lips. “Nothing at all, Julian.” )

And she settled back uneasily against
the smooth leather upholstery of Julian
Durand’s car.
~“You're never from New York,” Ju-
lian said abruptly. "Not with that fresh
look of yours! 1°ve lived here all my
life—and so’ve most of my friends. But
we don’t grow them like you in this
city!”

The flame from his lighter flared
briefly up into his_lean, tanned face.
An unhapJ:;y face, filled with a kind of
questing disappointment.

“No, I’'m not from New York,” she
said, and she started to tell him about
Texas and the little town where she had
grown up. . . Main Street, and the
epot, and how everyone back home
clipped her pictures out of the maga-
zines.

But she had a sudden feeling that
anything she could say about an out-of-
the-way town of four thousand people
wouldnt really interest Julian Durand.

And because she didnt know what
else to say to him, she sat wordless until
his car pulled up at the Stork. The
bright mirrored Stork Club, with its
icy champagne tubs and its dazzllng
celebrities, and its high prices that ha
always made Pan and Walt walk past
slowly, but never quite dare to go in.

“Some day,” Walt had said. “Mean-
while, we’ll settle for Nick’s Place.”

They had always laughed over that,
and strolled on by. But sometimes, Pan
would turn to look back over her should-
er and she would catch a glimpse of a
mink-coated Elcture star stepping out
of a car. So sheltered, such girls always
looked. So secure and unworried and
free from all the problems that held
back her marriage to Walt.

The Stork Club seemed to be waiting
for Julian. Doors opened to him. The
velvet rope dropped for him. And
everyone seemed to know him—the
headwaiter, people at the tables they
jjassed, and a black-haired girl in a
beopard hat who waved from across the
ar.

_“Hi—hi!” he greeted them all briefly,
his eyes darting restlessly from one to

another, as if he were hunting for some-
thing he scarcely hoped to find. )

Pan saw her own reflection, rushing
along close beside her in the mirror-
paneled wall. The diamonds, the black
dress, the little green velvet hat. She
looked very young. But not at all happy.

_“Smile,” she told herself. “A lot of
girls would be on toE of the world if
they were having cocktails at the Stork
and dating Julian Durand.”

But she and Julian hadn’t been at the
Stork long before she discovered that
a long succession of ?irls had dated Ju-
lian and, quite casually, he had let them
wear his diamonds.

HE saw how it worked out for Julian,
and for any girl who caught his

fancy when the gossip columnist from
the Courier dropped by their table
while they were having champagne.

Julian set down his empty ?Iass, and
stretched out his hand cordially. “This
is Ted Ware, from the Courier,” he told
Pan. “And this is Pandora Blake, Ted.
She’s new. A model. And twenty years
old. Give her a build-up, Ted. Pan-
dora’s going places.”

Ted grinned. “Going (glaces? Where
and how far, Julian? Or havent you
made UF your mind ? Where do you find
your talent, anyway? Always the pret-
tiest. The most dazzling. And always
loaded with diamonds.”

He winked at Julian.
back.

And suddenly, Pan wasn’t wearing
the diamonds any more. The bracelet
lay on the table between herself and
Julian. She had loosened the clasp of
her necklace and now, as if it had a
life of its own, she saw the thing uncaoil,
slide, glide down over her chest to the
table. Julian lifted the curled necklace
between his fingers, and Pan sprang to
her feet.

i “Never mind the write-up,” she told
im.

For suddenly, looking into Julian’s
bleak and somehow blank face, Pan saw
the whole pattern. EverY so often,
when he was bored, he would buy youth
and a fresh viewpoint on life, just as
he might buy fruit out of season or a
sun-warmed winter in the South. He
wanted her verve, her interest in living.

Julian smiled
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He would pay what he had to pay for it,
and take it from her and she would
never get it back.

“Here, sit down,” he said. “Nobody
meant to set off that Texas temper of
yours.” He smiled, as if it pleased him
to have her flare up at him and fling his
diamonds back. “Ted’s just leaving,
and | want to talk to you about Walt
Jones.”

“About Walt?”

Her knees seemed to let her down so
that she could no longer stand. What
had she been thinking of? Wh&/ hadn’t
she seen that she might be risking the
whole Durand account when she first
started out with Julian.

She leaned across the table,
breath coming unsteadily.

“You won’t shift your account?
You’ll let Walt keep 1t, won’t you?”

Julian didn’t answer for a moment.
When he did, there was an amused
light in his eyes.

“We won’t shift,” he told her then.
“Why should we? Walt’s good. A little
bit better than good. But I cant afford
to let him know it.”

“Why not?” Pan demanded.

Julian laughed. “It’s a policy of mine
never to give anyone too much. He’ll
raise his rates soon enough as it is. A
friend of mine from Hanson Silver is
throwing his whole account Jones’ way
—this afternoon, | believe.”

The Hanson account! That was the
one Walt had dreamed about.

“If 1 get it,” he had said, “we’ll be
set, Pan. Our worries will be over!”

So long they had waited for the Han-
son account. And now Walt had it.
Now, when it was too late!

Julian dropped the diamonds into his
pocket and pushed back the table.

“You want to go, don’t you?” he said.

“l am tired,” she said, slipping into
her black cloth coat. “l’ve never been
so tired.”

When they were out in the dusky
night, humming through Central Park,
Julian had the windows rolled down.
They were passing under the trees and
Pan could hear the dry rush of the
autumn leaves above them, and the far-
away hoot of a tugboat on the river. All
about them, the lights from the sky-
scrapers mounted like arrested fireflies

her

into the night sky.

She had seen the park this way a
hundred times before. With Walt. To-
night, it brought a lump to her throat.

“It’s almost too beautiful,” she said,
more to herself than to Julian. “Some-
times, when everything’s gone wrong,
New York can be the loneliest place!”

“Lonely? For you? With that fresh
face of yours and everything in life
still ahead of you ?” Suddenly, urgently,
he swept her into his arms.

She did not even struggle.
she said with a little choked Iau?h:

“The freshness—what you call fresh-
ness—was something else. It was Walt.
Being in love with him, the way we felt
about each other.”

He let her go a little away from him.
But he did not release his hold upon
her. And he said with that light de-
termination that was in his touch, in
his glance, in every word he spoke:

“If it was there for him, and you
quarreled, why should it not be there
for me? You and | got off to the wrong
start, Pan. And maybe that was my
fault, because untildyou pitched those
diamonds back, | ha dyou all wrong. |
figured you out according to the usual
run of girls. But you’re not like any of
them. Not like any | ever met before.
And that’s what | like about you!”

Instead

UNDER the glare of the quick-shift-
ing street lamps, Pan saw in his
face an unguarded need. And she saw
something much more. Julian Durand
knew she didn’t want him, nor his care-
lessly offered jewels, and because she
could say no to him, he wanted her and
he would almost surely take her on her
own terms. Marriage included.

She gave a long, shaken sigh.

“It wouldn’t be an?/ use, Julian, our
fooling one another. I couldn’t give you
what you think I could. And what you
could give me, wouldn’t be enough.”

They were turning in at Pan’s street
now. In another minute, they would
say good-by. He would be gone, only
part of a day in which she knew she had
done everything wrong, from that first
angry word that she and Walt had
spoken in the studio.

“Well, it’s good-night, Pan, and good-
by, for now,” Julian was saying.
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He took a cigarette from his thin
latinum case. In the brief flare from
is lighter, his face looked bleak, almost

blank. And the old questing boredom
was back in his eyes again.

~ “I’ll see you sometime, Pan,” he said
impassively.

And even as she wondered just what
he meant by that, Julian was leaning
forward to give his chauffeur another
address on Park Avenue.

“And that,” Pan decided, “is the last
I’ll see of Julian Durand and his dia-
monds.”

She was wrong about the diamonds.
She found that out next morning when
she was awakened by the abrupt and
violent ringing of her house phone. The
doorman mumbled something that
sounded like “package on the way,”
and slammed the receiver up before
Pan could guestion him.

She recognized the box immediately.
It was oblong and velvet. Blue-purple
velvet. And she knew, even before her
fingers sprung open the catch, that the
gold stamp inside the satin lining would
read “Durand Jewels, Inc.” She did
not know that it would be the same
bracelet. The one she had worn yester-
day. The lovely, lovely bracelet with
its dazzling diamonds and the rubies
that spiraled so delicately, so bewitch-
ingly, into a rose in the center. But it
was.

She hunted for Julian’s card, among
the tissue, in the wrapping. But there
was no card. He must have decided
that the firm name, stamped inside the
box was more potent than any message.

Pan lifted the bracelet out of its
velvet nest with a slowness that was
uncertain, almost fearful. She could
put it on for a moment, only a moment,
Just to see how it looked here in her own
apartment in the bright light of day.
And then she would have to send .it
back quickly before something happened
to it. Or something happened to her.

She had thought er_etln%Iy yesterda
how it would look with her hyacint
blue satin hostess gown. The loveliest
thing she had. She snatched the gown
from the closet now, knocking three
others to the floor, not stopping to pick
them up. ) )

It zipped up the side, her gown, fluid

and clinging, with a great clump of
violets that fastened on one hip. The
sleeves were long and loose, slit from
shoulder to wrist to show the ivory
warmth of her skin.

It was a gown she had bought espe-
cially for a color shot, and she’d had to
pay too much for it. It demanded an
occasion. It demanded—diamonds. She
knew it now, as she saw herself in the
dressing table mirror. She revolved
slowly, in her very best fashion-show
manner and the diamonds caught the
bright morning sunlight and flung it
back into her mirror.

And then the sight of Walt’s picture
stop(;)ed her like a spoken word. She
tried to look away from it and back
again at the bracelet. But it was no
use, for in that moment she missed his
morning phone call. And she knew,
with an anﬂry rise of tears that she
would miss him this way for as*lon%]as
she lived. Waking or sleeping. When
she went out into the crowded streets of
Manhattan and when she came back
into this lonely little room where she
had been so much happier than she
knew.

Suddenly she couldnt see the dia-
monds. They were a blur before her
eyes. And Walt’s picture was wet—
wet with Pan’s tears because she was
holdin%_it so close. They were hurt
tears, bitter and almost angry, because
just Walt’s photograph could make the
things she thought she wanted seem so
vain and useless.

When the bonded messenger left with
the bracelet she was sending back to
Durand’s, Pan felt a wave of relief.
And all that day she worked frantically,
rushing from one appointment to an-
other, trying not to think,

SHE would have managed all right,
except that wherever she worked,
people kept askin? how Walt was. They
always had. Partly because even Walt’s
rivals liked him, but mostly because
Pan had spoken of him so often.

At her first appointment, they asked
for him, and at her second. And finally,
on her third job, at four o’clock Pan’s
modeling agency called her.

“Hair looking lovely,” they told her
briskly into the phone, “and bring along
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a smart medium-tone suit. The sort you
might wear for travel. Five o’clock.
Walt Jones Studio.” )

Pan dropped the receiver back. She
was trembling so that she had to lean
against the wall. Julian must have done
this. Julian Durand, who couldnt take
no for an answer. When she had sent
the bracelet back, he must have figured
this was the only way to see her. The
only sure way. And this time he had
figured right.

When she flung open the door to
Walt's studio, Julian was nowhere
about. Lights blazed down on a beauti-
fully set-u‘p dinner table and the camera
was wheeled into place, but the studio
was deserted.

And then from the back of the place,
Pan heard footsteps. Walt’s footsteps.
She sat down on the nearest chair. She
had to, because she was suddenly too
shaken to stand.

“Pan!” he said.

He came toward her, (%uick and eager,
and pulled her to her feet. She tried
to say his name and her lips moved, but
no sound came from them. She just
stood looking at him, finding him again.
His gray eyes that were so alert and
so warmly alive. His red hair that was
combed back firmly, but never would

stay flat. And most of all, his mouth
that was gay and tender and always
ready to laugh. He was laughing now.
Holding her, shaking her gently.

“Who do you think you are,” he de-
manded, “sending back my diamonds?
Here, | invested my whole advance from
the Hanson account, and you send the
bracelet back. Not to me, but to the
place where | bought it!”

She stared at him, stunned. “You
bought it? You sent me the bracelet?
But Walt, | thought—"

“You thought it was from Julian Dur-
and. | know, because they returned the
Inote you sent him along with the brace-
et.”

He was looking down at her the way
he had that first day. The way he used
to when they went to Coney together
and rode the elevators to the top of the
Empire State.

“Pan,” he said.
crazy kid!” ) )

She raised her eyes to him, wide and
shining with tears. And she thought,
“Not quite the same — never, never
again!” For it had taken the break with
Walt to show her that the diamonds
and furs and all the fabulous things she
had worn and wanted could actually
make her poor.

“Pan, still the same
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by POLLY SWEET

ATHY BENTON was a good sec- And it was pounding as she heard him
‘ retary, but she could never con- say: )

trol the pounding of her heart “Miss Benton, will you come into my
at the sound of Mark Rogers’ voice. office, please?”
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Mark was young, handsome, and her
boss. He was far too young to be an
executive, but when he had been dis-
charged from the Navy, his father had
retired and handed him over the busi-
ness to run. It was a successful adver-
tising business and Mark did an excel-
lent job of managing it.

Cathy was proud of Mark, and ter-
ribly in love with him. All of which he
knew nothln?_qbout. To him, Cathy
was just an efficient secretary, a patient
associate who listened to his problems,
and at times even a congenial compan-
ion at a 8UICk, mid-day lunch.

He had never dated her, even before
his engagement to Dolores Mathews.
He had never said anything to her more
personal than, “Good morning, Miss
Benton.”

Cathy picked up her note book and
pencil and went into Mark Rogers’
office. He was sitting at his desk and
for a moment he seemed almost uncon-
scious of the fact that she was there.

“Yes, Mr. Rogers?” she said.

“Oh, Miss Benton, please sit down. |
want to talk to you. I—I need your

help.”

_gathy would not have been more sur-
prised 1f he had said, “Miss Benton, |
am madly in love with you,” or some-
thing equally as impossible. She sat
down stiffly, on the edge of the chair.

“Will you be free for the next two or
three evenings?” he asked.

“lI—I don’t know,” stammered Cath
in amazement. “l have a date wit
Jogn Andrews for tomorrow evening
and—"

“Are you engaged to this Andrews or
anythln?."

‘Really, Mr. Rogers!” Cathy got up.
Her eyes flashed indignantly. “I am
hired as your secretary. My personal
life doesn’t concern you.”

“I'm sorry,” said Mark contritely,
and smiled at her.

Immediately, Cathy’s anger melted,

“It’s just that I don’t understand,”
she said, trying to keep her voice calm
and businesslike.

“It’s like this,” Mark went on. “A
couple of important clients are visiting
New York for the next two or three
days and want me to show them the
town. They want me to find girls for

them so theﬁ/ can go dancing, and |
thought per aﬁs you knew a couple
nice girls in the office. 1'd pay them
for their time.”

ATHY was
wildered.
“But why ask me?” she demanded.
“Why not Miss Bellows? She’s in
charge of the girls in the office. Or

Miss Davis? She’s personnel.”

“l know, but you see | want you to
go along, too—with me.” )

Cathy gulped. “What about Miss
Mathews, your fiancee?”

“Oh, Dolores would be bored to
death. She hates any talk about busi-
ness. That is vv_hr I thoughtglou could
fJ_ICk out two girls who could stand a
ittle shop talk, and you—well, you could
be a great help to me. You know so
much about the different accounts.”

“Thank you, Mr. Rogers, but it seems
aorj[ of crazy to me. I’'m afraid | cant
oit.”
~ “But you must!” he insisted. “It’s
just like—like working overtime at the
office, only we’ll be at night clubs or
sholws. You can explain to the other
girls.”

“I’'m s_orr%/ Mr. Rogers—” Cathy be-
gan again, but Mark interrupted.

“Please, Miss Benton. | need your
help. | haven’t done much to improve
the business since | took over. This is
important to me. Somehow, | had the
feeling 1 could depend on you. You
seem so—so dependable.”

In spite of herself Cathy laughed, and
after a second, Mark joined in.

“You understand?” Mark asked.
“And you won't let me down?”

“lI understand,” Cathy replied, and
added as Mark’s eyes lighted with re-
lief and pleasure,” “I won’t let you
down.” ) )

“Good girl,” said Mark. Coming up
to her he put strong hands on her
shoulders. “You’re wonderful.”

There was boyish delight and admir-
ation in his eyes—nothing more. Cathy
tried to calm the pounding of her heart.
Her voice was almost natural as she
said:

“I’ll go ask the other girls. Nora
Smith and Betty Allen live together.
I’'m sure | can get them.”

still uncertain, be-
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“I’ll leave everything up to you,” he
told her. “I'll call for you at eight this
evening. Then we’ll pick up the others.
We’ll have dinner at the Red Rooster.”

“How do you know where I live?”
Cathy asked in surprise.
Mark smiled. *“1 can find out from

the office records.” ) o
Cathy flushed. Her question had inti-
mated that she thought he already

knew, that he had been interested
enough to look it up. )
“Yes, of course,” she said. “I’ll be

ready at eight.” She turned to leave the
office and had reached the door when
Mark’s voice stopJ)ed her.

“Miss Benton, do you like to dance?”

Cathy turned around. Perhaps it
was the eager light in Mark’s eyes.
Perhaps it was just her own anticipa-
tion, but she felt a tremendous uplift of
spirit, a swift feeling of joy.

“I love it,” she said.

“So do I.” )

Cat_h?/ went on out and explained to
the girls, and they were delighted and
Cathy, herself, was thrilled to be go-
ing out with Mark Rogers. But she
could not help remembering that it was
pureéy business and that Mark had
asked her solely because she was an
able secretary.

That evening, she was ready long be-
fore Mark arrived. She looked Iovelz
and c?Iamorous, and she hoped Mar
would approve. She knew that he did
the moment he saw her. His eyes lighted
with pleased surprise. )

“Why, Miss Benton, you’re beauti-
ful.” Then, grinning, he said, “Kind of
silly calling you Miss Benton on a date.
Okay if | call you . . . Gosh, | don’t
even know your first name.” )

“Cathy,” she said, “and it’s all right
if you call me that.”

“Wonderful. Call me Mark.”

“All right—Mark,” she said softly.

She had said it so many times in her
day dreams, but it was the first time
she had ever called him Mark to his
face. She flushed slightly and to cover
her embarrassment.

_“Shall we go?” she murmured. “The
girls will be waiting.”

Mark nodded and held her coat for
her. The touch of his hands on her
shoulders sent little thrills of delight

through her. It was going to be won-
derful going out with him—wonderful,
and just a little heartbreaking always
remembering that this was entirely
business.

They found the girls waiting. Nora
Smith and Betty Allen were both prett
girls, and intelligent ones also. Mar

greeted them warmly, and with obvious
approval.

“You’ll like Jim Preston and Bob
Crandle,” he assured them. “They’re
both young, ex-Navy, trying to get
ahead in the business world. They rep-
resent a big corporation whose adver-
tising account I am anxious to land.”

“We understand,” said Nora, and
Betty nodded. )

Cathy almost jumped as she felt
Mark’s” hand on hers, pressing it
warmly.

“Cathy,” he said in a low voice. “I
knew | could depend on you.”

ER fingers trembled in his grasp

,and she started to withdraw her
ﬂand, but Mark’s fingers tightened over
ers.

“What’s the matter, Cathy—fright-
ened ?”

“A little,” she admitted. She knew
that Mark’s question referred to some-
thing different from what she knew her
reply meant.

“Don’t be,” he said gently. “It will
all be simple, and we should have a
?_rand time. I'm sure Jim and Bob will
ike their girls—and 1| like mine.”

Cathy did withdraw her hand then.
“Do you think Miss Mathews would
apR/ﬁove?” )

ark was silent for a moment. “No,
I don’t suppose she would,” he replied,
a little grimly. “But right at this mo-
ment getting this account is about the
most important thing in the world for
me. It’s what the business needs, and
it’s necessary for it to be improved be-
fore Dolores and | can get married.”

“| thought the business was doing
well,” said Cathy, the competent secre-
tary. “The reports certainly show it.”

“I know,” he said, “but it must do
better. Dolores is used to so much. Be-
sides, she doesn’t think much of the
kind of business I’'m in, anyway. Thinks
I’m wasting my time. Her father has
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offered me a splendid job managing one
of his factories.”

“You mean your fiancee isn’t entirely
satisfied with the money you make, and
unless you make more there might not
be a marriage?” Cathy’s voice was sud-
denlg edged with sarcasm.

“Something like that,” Mark ad-
mitted, then hastened to defend Dolores.
“It isn’t Dolores. It’s just that | want
to offer her as much as possible.”

Ever since he had been speaking of
Dolores, Cathy’s spirits had been sink-
ing lower and lower. Now sudden fury
took possession of her.

“Mark Rogers, you’re a—a dopel”
she cried. “You like your work, the
business you’re in, don’t you?”

“Of course. Ive grown up in it. It's
the only thing | know really well.”

aAnd Cathy said again, “Mark, you’re
a dope.”

“Thanks,” said Mark. “But it looks
to me as though 1°d be pretty smart to
change. 1’d make more money—and
please the girl 1I’'m engaged to marry.”

_‘(‘jAnd be utterly miserable,” Cathy
said.

It seemed impossible to Cathy that
any girl would want the man she loved
to give up the work he enjoyed doing.

“1 think I can manage my own af-
fairs,” Mark said coldly.

“Then why don’t you?” snapped
Cathy. “Instead of letting some—some
female—"

Cathy stopped short. What was she
saying? Mark would be furious, for
after all it was none of her business.
She looked up at him quickly, and he
was smiling. )

“You certainly can get mad,” he said.
“If I weren’t busy driving, and we were
alone, I’d kiss you. That always cures
Dolores.” ) )

“Don’t you dare!” cried Cathy in

alarm.

“Certainly not.” Mark laughed.
“We’re not alone.”

Cathy’s face flamed. “l—I didn't

mean it that way,” she said. “l meant
it wouldn’t work with me. When I'm
angry—”"

Mark interrupted. “Dont be too
sure, Cathy. Perhaps the next time
you’re mad, we’ll be alone.”

“Mark Rogers, you’re the most—"

But whatever she intended to say was
forgotten as he announced:

“Here we are, girls — the Red
Rooster.”

Jim Preston and Bob Crandle were
waiting inside. They had already re-
served a table. After introductions were
over both young men promptly asked
the girls to dance, and Mark turned to
Cathy. )

“Dance?” he asked politely. Cathy
was aware of a sudden wall of reserve
surrounding him. She nodded and rose.

She had often wondered what it
would feel like being in Mark's arms,
and now she knew. It was heavenly.
His arms were holding her gentlly and
not too close to her. Involuntarily she
moved her head just a little so that she
could feel his cheek against her hair.
She forgot about being angry.

“Mark,” she whispered, “I’'m sorry—
about what | said. | know it wasn’t any
of my business. Please don’t be angry.”

She thought that Mark’s arm tl? t-
ened just a little, that he turned his face
so that his lips touched her hair. Per-
haps it was only her imagination, born
of wishful thinking. )

“Forget it, Cathy,” he said gentl?/.
“It is quite all right, and | wasn’t r_ealdy
angry. | think | was a little surprised.
| hadn’t realized | was letting Dolores,
or anyone run my life for me. | guess
| just didn’t like the idea.”

CATHY looked up quickly and her
‘dark eyes met his. Her heart was
crying out to him but she managed to
control her lips and force them to say:

“It’s just that she is eager for you
to get ahead. She must be very proud
of you.” ) )

“You think I'm doing all right?” he
asked.

“Oh, yes,” Cathy answered.
~ She knew then that it was no imag-
ination on her J)art that Mark’s arm
tightened around her and that his lips
were pressed gently against her hair.

Her entire being cried out to respond,
but she knew she must not. Mark’s
caress might mean life itself to her, but
to him it had been a spontaneous little
sign of friendship and appreciation.

She was thankful that the music
stopped then. She felt that she must
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say something— something to break
this feeling of intimacy between them.

“Mark,” she said, again efficient,

“dont forget your office is now pre-
ared to handle any account, no matter
ow large, and that in the last three
months you have added two substantial
accounts to the list, those of Messrs.
Saunders and Rand and the Freemont
Manufacturing Company.”

“l won't forget,” he told her, his
voice warm with boyish enthusiasm.

All during the rest of the evening,
Cathy kept thinking of Dolores Ma-
thews and how she was likely to ruin
Mark’s life, trying to force "him into
work he would hate.

As for the others, they seemed to be
having a wonderful time. Already they
were planning entertainment for the
next two evenings, and by the time the
evening was over the account Mark
wanted so badly had been promised
him. Everything had turned out beau-
tifully, with the contract to be signed
the next day.

Leaning back in the car as Mark
drove her home, Cathy was aware of
keen satisfaction, a deep enjoyment
from working with him. She was so
happy about his success that she almost
forgot about Dolores, and the hopeless-
ness of her own love for him. She only
knew that Mark was happy.

Cathy was %Iad that they were alone.
Jim and Bob had taken the other girls
home. She closed her eyes and her lips
parted in a little smile of satisfaction.

“Tired?” asked Mark.

“A little,” she admitted.

“It was a wonderful evening,” he
said reminiscently.

“I en%o ed it, too, Mark. It was also a
successful evening. 1'm glad everything
worked out so well.”

“Thanks,” he said, but his mind
seemed to be elsewhere.
~ They rode on again in silence for a
time.

“l owe a great deal to you, Cathy—
for your help, your faith in me,” he
said then and said it slowly, as if he
himself had realized something new and
strange—and wonderful.

Cathy sensed again that feeling of
close understanding growing up be-
tween them. For a moment, there was

anic in her heart. Mark must never

now how she felt about him. Tonight
his feeling toward her was actuated by
gratitude. She must not forget that.

“Dolores will be delighted to hear

about your success,” she commented, to
bring back a reminder that he was en-
gaged.

Mark seemed to be aroused from his
thoughts. He acted a bit startled. Then
he smiled.

“Yes, | guess she will. Success means
a lot to some girls.”

“l guess it does to all girls,” said
Cathy.

“But in different ways.”

Cathy didn’t answer that. She just
looked ahead at the white ribbon of a
road stretching before them. )

“Cathy,” he said abruptly, “if you
loved a fellow would you care if he did-
n’t make a lot of money? If he thought
—well, maybe if he had a dream or two
which seemed more important, would
you mind much?”

Cathy’s heart leaped. She knew what
she wanted to say but she must be care-
ful, very careful not to let Mark know
that she loved him. Just because he
was grateful for her help didn’t mean
a thing.

“l don’t think I can answer that,
Mark,” she said slowly. “How can | be
sure how I'd feel, under such circum-
stances? For of course money is im-
portant.”

Mark seemed disappointed. “I guess
you couldn’t know.”

They rode on in silence again until
they were in front of the apartment
house where Cathy lived. Then he
stopped the car and turned to her.

“Thanks, Cathy, for tonight,” he
said, “and thank the girls. I’ll let you
know tomorrow about plans for the eve-
ning.” He waited a minute as thou?h
he were considering something deeply,
then said swiftly, *And I’ll remember
about money being important. Maybe
it would be better if 1 spent less time
d;e_amlng, and instead, making more
of it.”

“l didn’t say that.” Cathy knew im-
mediately that she had said enough,
that if she went on, she’d probably
make a fool of herself, but somehow it
didn’t matter.
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“You certainly did,” Mark declared,
but he was smiling a little.

“l—what | said was that it was im-
portant, but | guess nothing is as im-
portant as our dreams,” she said
quickly.

RK nodded. “I must tell Dolores
that,” he said. “You know, you’re
the best secretary | ever had.”

"Thank you,” Cathy said coldly, and
she thought, “of course, tell Dolores.”
She swung away from Mark. “I really
must go now, Mark. If there are any
more questions I’ll be at work in the
nﬂornlng at nine o’clock. Ask them
then.”

“Why, Miss Benton, you mean you
won’t be late?”

h_“l’m never late,” Cathy flashed at

im.

“Is that good?” asked Mark, still
grinning. o

“Of course it is.”

She stopped with a little %asp: Mark
was moving swiftly, taking her into his
arms,

“Don’t you ever think of analthing
but being efficient?” he whispered.

Before Cathy could answer that, he
was kissing her thoroughly. She was
too surprised to resist. For a wild,
ecstatic moment she clung to him. Then,
reason returned and quickly she moved
out of his arms.

“How could you?” she demanded, her
face flushed. _

“I’'m sorry, Cathy,” Mark said slowly,
but his eyes still regarded her search-
ingly. “It seemed so—natural. But
'_[hr)at wasn’t part of the bargain, was
it?”

“No it wasn’t!” she flun% out, and
suddenly was furious—at herself, at
Mark. “No, it certainly wasn't.”

“I said | was sorry,” he said a little
humbly. “It won’t happen again.”

“There won't be any again,” she said.
“You put through your business deal.
You don’t need me any more.”

“But tomorrow evening!” he pro-
tested. “Jim and Bob will think it
strange.”

“Take Dolores along. There’s no
necessity of talking business now.”

“Very well.” Mark got out of the
car and went around to the other side

and opened the door for her. “If that’s
the way you want it.” )
“Certainly it’s the way | want it,”

she said candidly. “l have a date with
Johnny Andrews tomorrow evening
anyway.”

“l see,” said Mark. “Thanks for

everything—and have a good time.”

“Good night, Mark,” Cathy said.

“’Night,” said Mark abruptly, and
stalked to his car. . . .

Cathy was at work on time the next
morning, but Mark wasnt in the office.
The hours passed, and still no Mark. To
make it worse, a telephone call from
Bob Crandle informed Cathy that he
and Jim Preston were returning home
late that afternoon and that it was im-
portant for them to have the papers
signed by four o’clock at the latest.

Cathy prepared the papers Mark
would need, but found it almost impos-
sible to concentrate on any other work.
What could have happened to Mark?
He knew the importance of getting the
papers all signed and in order.

For the tenth time that mornin?,
Cathy went into his office and carefully
looked over his desk to see if he might
have left some word for her. For the
tenth time, she straightened the desk
blotter, stacked Mark’s mail in a neat
pile, then stood just looking down at it
—and dreaming. Lightly her hand
touched Mark’s chair and as she ran
her fingers along the back of it, a tender
smile touched her lips.

“Well!” A sharp feminine voice
roused her from her revery. “I thought
this was Mark Rogers’ office, but it
seems I’'m mistaken.”

“I’'m his secretary,«Miss Mathews,”
said Cathy quietly.

This was the first time she had ever
SEOken to Dolores Mathews, although
she had seen her enough times going in
and out of Mark’s office.

“Then you are Miss Benton—Cathy,
the efficient secretary.” Dolores’ voice
was like liquid honey except for the lit-
tle acid that slipped into it when she
said, “You are also beautiful, far too
beautiful to be allowed to go out night
clubbing with my fiance.”

“It was entirelﬁ/ a matter of busi-
ness,” Cathy told her coolly.

“I wonder.”
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There was insolence in Dolores’ smile,
and Cathy didn’t like it. Perhaps Mark
Rogers had to endure this girl’s horrid
disposition and bad manners, but she
didn’t. It infuriated her further be-
ca(LjJse she knew that her face had turned
red,

“If you had gone with him yourself,”
she said steadily, “you wouldn’t have to
wonder.”

“Right you are,” Mark said gaily, as
he strolled into the office. “I told you,
Dolores, that she is a perfect secretary,
knows all the answers.”

“Perhaps she knows the answer to
this one!” Dolores flung out, her eyes
burning with hate. “Could it be that all
this perfection is because she, the mar-
velous secretary, is in love with her
boss?”

“Look here, Dolores,” Mark began
sternly, “I won’t have you—"

“Oh, you won’t?” Dolores broke in,
her voice raised almost to an hysterical
Eltch. “l suppose you think | can’t see

ow things are around here!”

“Miss Mathews,” ‘Cathy interrupted
sharply, “you haven’t given me a chance
to answer your question. You just
asked me if it could be that all this per-
fection is because the little secretary is
in love with her boss. The answer, my
dear, is ‘could be’.” And then before
either Mark or Dolores could speak,
Cathy added defiantly, looking straight
at Mark, “But she isn’t. She simply
hates to see a %ood piece of work ruined
because her boss is too—too weak-
kneed to—"

UP to now she had maintained perfect
self-control. She was in command
of the situation, comFIeter. She had
told Dolores off, and also had put Mark
in his place. Everything would have
been wonderful—if only Mark hadn’t
laughed, and if his eyes hadn’t mocked
her so and made her feel as though her
heart were laid bare before him. She
had to get away from that amused
smile.

“Oh, I hate you!” she said, and her
voice broke sharply. “I hate you both!”

Whirling, she ran out of Mark’s
office.

When she reached her own desk she
was trembling. She almost believed

then that she did hate Mark. How
could any man, especially one who had
been through a war and won glory for
himself, let a girl like Dolores wind him
around her finger?

A little later she heard the door of
Mark’s office open, and Dolores called
back to Mark, “I’ll be expecting you,
darling.”

Then Dolores was beside Cathy’s
desk. Again her voice was like liquid
honey.

“I'm so sorry | lost my temper, Miss
Benton. I—1 should have known that
Mark has too much sense to become in-
volved in any way that would hurt
his prospects. | do hope you’ll forgive
me.”

Cathy had a wild impulse to slap
Dolores Mathews’ face. She kept her
eyes glued on the typewriter in front of
her. She counted ten slowly.

“I’m not sure we understand each
other, Miss Mathews,” she said then.
“The question you asked me in there, |
can answer now. Yes, | love Mark—too
much to see him ruin his career by
throwing himself away on someone who
hasn’t the slightest interest in him, who
wants him to give up the work he loves,
so she can have more money.”

"And just what do you intend to do
about it?” asked Dolores insolently.

“Have you ever heard of competi-
tion?” Cathy asked blandly.

“But you are just—a secretary,”
Dolores taunted.

Cathy looked up at Dolores and said
quietly: “But | am also a woman. If
you really loved Mark, that would be
different. But you dont love him—
really. | know that now.”

“But,” insisted Dolores, “we’re en-
gaged. Mark would never break our en-
gagement.”

“You’re counting on that?” Cathy
laughed, a little mirthlessly. “Aren't
you? You know Mark is too much of a
gentleman to do that.”

Dolores smiled. “Something like
that.” She added confidently, “Besides,
he’s in love with me.”

“But you’ll kill that love if you force
him to give up the w'ork he likes for a
job your father has made for him,”
Cathy told her emphatically.

“That’s ridiculous! Mark is smart
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enough to know what is best for him.”

“I "hope so, Miss Mathews,” said
Cathy quietly, “and now if you’ll ex-
cusekme, I have work to do—important
work.”

Dolores laughed. “Go ahead and
amuse yourself, darling. I'm not
worried.”

As soon as the door had closed behind
Dolores, Cathy gathered up the papers
she had been working on and turned to
go into Mark’s office. Mark was stand-
Ing in the door, and for a moment Cathy
thought he must have heard what
Dolores had said, and her own reply. If
he had, though, he showed no sign of it.
He had his hat and gloves, and was
ready to go out.

“Mark,” she said quickly, these
papers. They should be signed this af-
ternoon. Mr. Crandle and Mr. Pres-
ton are cutting their visit short and
want everything finished up today. |
put a memorandum about it on your
desk.”

He nodded. “I saw it, and | talked to
Crandle over the phone. I'm sorry, but
I’'ve got an important engagement now
and | have to go. This will have to
wait.” ) )

Cathy tried to keep back the bitter
words that came to her mind.

“Suppose they won’t wait?” was what
she did say.

“Then 1 guess the deal wont go
through.” ) )

“What is more important than this?”
flashed Cathy.

“Love,” Mark said smiling. “When
one is in love there are certain things
that must be done. Perhaps you’ll un-
derstand sometime—if you love some-
one enough.”

He turned away then and without an-
other word was gone. Cathy’s lips
trembled as she went into his empti
office. She put the papers on his des
and automatically began to straighten
things. All right, she thought, let him
lose the account for all of her. Let him
marry Dolores Mathews and go to work
for her father. It was what he deserved.

Her hand touched the picture of
Dolores that Mark had on his desk and
her breath caught in her throat. The
Sgture lay face-down. In his haste

rk had knocked it over, and had not

stopped to right it again.

WITH trembling fingers Cathy set it
'V up and found herself gazing fas-
cinatedly at Dolores' cold beauty. Tears
came to Cathy’s eyes, tears of heart-
break, tears of fury that Mark was—
such a dope. She smiled wryly. What-
ever he was, she loved him—so much
she couldn’t let him lose his chance at
success in the work he liked. She would
take the papers to be signed.

She turned Dolores’ photograph face-
down again and gathered up all the
necessary papers. Then she put on her
hat and In a few minutes was in a taxi
headed for the hotel vchere Crandle and
his friend were stopping. She would
make some excuse for Mark’s not
coming, would get their signatures and
assure them that Mark would sign and
have the papers forwarded to them the
next day. )

Mark might be angry. Certale
Dolores would be, but someday Mar
would thank her for helping him stay in
his chosen work, and Dolores, if she
really loved Mark, would be glad, too.

Cathy was trembling as she went up
in the elevator to meet Jim Preston and
Bob Crandle. When she stepped into
the room, her lips parted to greet
them, but the words froze on her lips.
She gave a little gasp of amazement.
Mark Rogers was standing there smil-
ing at her.

“You’re late, Miss Benton,” he said
quietly. He had addressed her in his
most businesslike tones, but his eyes
were smiling at her and they were
tender.

Cath%/’s world whirled dizzily. She
had suffered so much, making up her
mind that Mark was lost to her. Her
very act of trying to get the papers
signed had been only her desire to help
him. Not for a moment had she thought
of Mark’s ever really being in love with
her. When he had walked out to meet
Dolores, the last hope had died in her
heart. Even now it might not mean a
thlng, except that Dolores had relented.

Then Mark’s fingers were firm on
her arm.

“Thanks for bringing the papers,
Cathy. Please sit down. It will take
only a few minutes to get things cleared
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up here. Then I'll drive you home.”

“I'll just run along,” she said hesi-
tantly. “If there’s nothing else.”
~“There is something else,” he said
firmly. “Please wait.”

Cathy sat down then, her hands
clasped tightly in her lap. Mark wanted
her to wait. He had something to tell
her. Was it that Dolores had agreed for
him to go on with his work or could it
—could it possibly be something else?
Her heart raced madly.

A few minutes later Mark was say-
ing good-bye to Bob and Jim and they,
in turn, were thanking Cathy for her
assistance and expressing the hope of
seeing her again on their next trip to
New York. Then Mark was guiding her
to the elevator.

He said nothing all the way to his
car. Once she glanced ug at him in-
quiringly, and he smiled back reassur-
mglal while his fingers on her arm tight-
ened their pressure.

She thought she couldn’t stand it an-
other minute. She felt she must tear
away from him and run as fast as ever
she could or she must hide herself in his
arms, close to his heart. Then they
were in the car and he was drawing
her close.

“Cathy, sweetheart,” he said huskily,

fllie csCodt

Once, in a dreamy reverie,

| woke up with a start—
And suddenly | knew, alas,

I'd gone and lost my heart,

“l thought I'd never have you in my
arms again. It took all my courage to
walk out of the office today to go with
Dolores, but it was the only way. | had
it all figured out. 1°d tell her once and
for all that | would not give up my job,
and 1°d tell her other things that were
almost certain to make her angry
enough to break the engagement. Then
I’d hurrY over to the hotel and get
things cleared up there with Crandle
and Preston.” )

“Suppose | hadn’t gone there with
the papers,” said Cathy.

“I was sure ¥_ou would, darling,” he
murmured confidently. “I knew you
loved me.”

Close in his arms though she was
Cathy’s face flamed with sudden em-
barrassment. )

“Oh, Mark, was it so apparent?” she
pleaded. “I tried so hard to hide it.”

Mark only drew her closer and whis-
pered tenderly:

“l think it was your kiss that be-
trayed you—betrayed us both. It was
then | discovered that | loved you. |
am so thankful.” )

“Oh, Mark,” she whispered back,
“Kiss me again and make very surel”

He laughed softly. “How’s this?" he
asked, and kissed her.

leart

/ searched both high and low for it,
And great was my despair—
Until 1 looked into your eyes,
And darling, it was there!

—Helen Ardsley



STRANGER TO

J | fjouefet

MONA  FARNSWORTH

10
~0\O

"tarry!” the girl said, and
stood still, r;wer eyes adoring
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CHAPTER |

No Time for Sentiment

RI’S rubber soles were noiseless
as she pattered along the white
walled corridor and she held her
slim shoulders trimly erect. Her chin
was high and her eyes were bright and hair shiningly drawn into its bun and
she looked very capable and efficient— her eyes blue as sunlit lakes. )
as, in her opinion, an intern in High Dr. Sari Mayfield hated her pretti-
Middleton Hospital ought to look. It ness. She’d have given anything she
was her cross that she was also deva- owned, except her hard won medical
statingly pretty, with her wheat-gold degree, to be raw-boned and tailored
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There was no room for
romance in the medical career of Dr. Sari

Mayfield until she needed a prescription for a broken heart!

like Doctor Amanda Graves, the famous ing to trust his life to hands that looked
surgeon. What chance had Sari, look- like fallen apple-blossoms? )
ing the W% she did, to succeed as a Pattering down the hospital corri-
surgeon? Who on earth would be will- dor she came to 420 and turned in. If
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you wanted to stretch a point you
might say that Larry Collier in 420 was
a patient of hers. At least she’d been on
the ambulance the night the emergency
call had come. She’d decided it was ap-
pendicitis long before Doctor Blore had
said it was and she’d been around prett
constantly all that night. So that made
Larry Collier, a little indirectly maybe,
her patient. She dropped in for a daily
call, anyhow.

She went in now, through the door
that was left open for ventilation and
around the screen that was put up for
prlvac?/. He was sitting in a deep com-
fortable chair by the window. The
sunlight put a blaze in his thick chest-
nut hair and it flowed down in a thin
ﬁpld_en line along the strong leanness of

is jaw. His eyes were gray under his

bronze winged eyebrows and, now as
he looked at Sari, there was a faint
twinkle in them.

“What in the world do. you want to
be a doctor for?” he asked. “A girl as
pretty and cute as you should have been
contented with—"

“Marriage?” cut in Sari sweetly.
She’d heard this before, a thousand
times before. She knew all the questions
and all the answers. She said, “What
has marriage got to offer any girl ex-
cept a kind of plush slavery?”

“Plush slavery,” repeated Larry.
“That’s a new one.”

“I’Il let you use it,” offered Sari gen-
erously. “The next time you do battle
in court.”

LARRY was a lawyer, a darned good
one. He was also, according to
rumor, going to run for District Attor-
ney come next election. He was young
for that, but he was smart. And ambi-
tious. Sari admired that—she was am-
bitious too.

Larry said, “When you talk about
marriage being a form of plush slav-
ery, don’t you ever consider that love

might make it more plush and less
slavery?” )
Sari laughed at him. “Love,” she

said in her most professional tone, “is
purely a matter of attitude. If you like
the idea, you’ll fall in love with love
itself—and you’ll hang it on the most
eligible male in sight. You don’t fall in

love with a person, you fall in love with
an idea.”

“Well, well,” said Larry. “It’s nice
to hear it explained so simply. Some
people seem to believe it’s pretty com-
plicated. | suppose you’d think they
were just being stupid, wouldn’t you?”

“Very stupid,” said Sari firmly.
~ The door opened and the nurse came
in.

“Miss Hawley is calling,” she mur-
mured. “Do you wish her to come in?”

“Oh!” A light rose in Larry’s face,
his eyes sparkled. “Sure, tell her to
come in.” His eyes moved eagerly to
the door.

She came in, long limbed and slim
and beautiful. Her dark hair gleamed
on her shoulders, her eyes were dark
pools, her smile a lovely dream.

“Larry!” She stood still just inside
the door, her eyes adoring him. “Why
didn’t you let me come before? | called
your office and they said you were out
for a few days but they didn’t tell me
why, so | called your house and Brooks
told me you were here but that you did-
nt want to see anyone till today. Dar-
ling, why didnt you? | so wanted to
come!”

Larry smiled at her. It was a be-
guiling smile that, Sari could see, would
make almost any woman’s heart go
softer.

“Blame my vanity, Beth,” he said
amiably. “I couldn’t bear the thought
of you seeing me pajama clad and
wracked with pain. But now that |
have a becoming lounging robe on—”"
He grinned at her. “Come here and
kiss me, Beth.”

She crossed the room quickly, with a
I%vqu graceful step, and stood by his
chair.

“Still love me?” he asked cocking a
quizzical eyebrow at her. His gray eyes
were amused, teasing. But there was
nothln% amused in Beth Hawley’s eyes.
Dark, limpid, they were wells of love
and tenderness.

“Oh—Larry! she breathed. And
dropped to her knees beside his chair.

Sari left the room, her snapping eyes
teleﬁraphlng her disgusted scorn. Love!
Look what it did you. That Hawley girl
was making a fine fool of herself, and
Larry Collier was making a bigger fool
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of hhimself playing along with her.
Ugh!

An unreasonable anger pounded at
Sari and quickly she forced her mind to
concentrate on the balance of her morn-
ing’s work so she wouldnt have a
chance to think of Larry Collier any
more. Why would she want to think of
him anyhow? He was just a man. She
plunged determinedly into her routine.

It was long past noon when her
chance came to go down to the cafeteria
for lunch. The hospital food was good
and the line was long so, by the time she
flnally_?ot her tray filled all the tables
were filled too. She trotted around here
and there looking for a place to settle.

“Hil” A male voice yelled above the
ra|1_t|t_||e of talk and laughter and dishes.
13 I_”

Sari didn’t turn. That would be Steve
Kendall and, of all the doctors on the
hospital staff, he annoyed her the most.
It was just like him, she thought cross-
ly. to yell at her across the whole cafe-
teria. If he wanted to call her, let him
call her by name. Hi, indeed!

Then he did call her by name. Blithe-
ly, gaily, as if her name were some kind
of a joke, he yelled it.

“Doctor Mayfield! Oh, Doctor May-
field " And he got up to come after her,
his napkin in hand.

SARI couldnt stop the curl of smile
that came to her lips. It was such
beautiful music to hear someone say
Doctor Mayfield. So wonderful to re-
alize that, after all the work and dream-
ing, she was really a doctor—or almost
one.

Because, if you were honest, an in-
tern was hardﬁ more than the bud of
a doctor. You had to get out and have
gour own office with your own practice

efore you really deserved the title. But

legally, even now, it was hers and hear-
ing it like this made small butterflies
of delight dance across her shoulders.
It made her feel as if, cradled in her
hands, she held a shining jewel. Doc-
tor Mayfield!

Steve, tall, slim, wiry, reached her.
He was grinning and his red hair was
disordered like a small boy’s, as it al-
ways was with the way he ran his fin-
gers through it.

He said, “Look, Sari, there’s lots of
room at my table—let me take your
tray.” He lifted it out of her hands and
made off with it, his tall lean figure
weaving between the tables, his cheer-
ful voice hailing practically everyone
he passed. If Sari wanted her lunch
H]ere was nothing to do but follow

im.

“Here we are,” he announced happily.
“I nabbed a whole table for us. And look
what a good waiter 1 am.” Deftly he
flipped down her napkin and silver, set-
ting the dishes out and putting her
plate in place. “When I'm no longer
any good with a scalpel, I'll take this
up as a profession.” Then, as he went
around to his own place he added,
“You’re unusually beautiful today. Has
anyone told you?”

“No,” said Sari. There it was again.
Nobody ever told her how smart she
was as an intern; the%/ just told her
what pretty blue eyes she had.

Steve said, “If I can wangle a couple
of free hours tonight, will you go
dancing with me? Unless somebody has
a baby or needs me to yank their ap-

endix out, | have the evening on my

ands.”

“Well, 1 haven’t,” said Sari putting
on a professional air. “I’m busy.

“That’s a lie and you know it,” said
Steve cheerfully. “l made inquiries be-
fore | offered to date you. You’re not
on the ambulance tonight. You’re off
duty at seven and you’re free as air.
And what girl as pretty as you doesn’t
want to dance?”

~ Sari felt her cheeks grow hot. Here
it was again. Every doctor on the staff
treated her the same way. They refused
to take her seriously. They refused to
acknowledge that a girl who was sc
little and golden and cute could possibly
do more than dance and flirt, that she
could possibly have an idea in her head
beyond a burning desire to get married
and keep a man’s_house for him.

She glared at Steve, “Believe me or
not,” she snapped. “I tell you I haven't
time to go dancing with you, 1 don*
want to go dancing with you—and |
won’t go dancing.”

For a second Steve looked a bit baf-
fled. Then he ?rir]ned.

“All right, all right, forget the whole
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thing.” For an almost imperceptible
instant he paused then went on smooth-
IK' “It was just an idea. Polly and I
thought you might like to go along with
us. We could probably get Phil Mad-
den for you.”

Sari’s eyes whipped to Steve’s face.
She felt a surprising jab of shock. So
Steve hadn’t even been asking her to go
dancing with him. He’d just asked her
to tag along with another man that,
maybe, he could whip up for her. Of all
things! And this Polly person?

She said, “Do you mean my little sister
Polly?”

Steve said, “Sure. Polly’s a cute kid.
And she dances like an angel could, up
in the sky.” )

Sari said nothing but she thought
busily. What on earth could a man like
Steve see in a girl like Polly? She was
too young! She'd just gotten out of
high school and she was romping
around like a colt trying to decide what
she wanted to do. She ran with a bunch
of half grown boys and girls who were
gadding about just as giddily as she
was—and how could that interest a full
grown man, and a doctor to boot, like
Steve Kendall? )

She thought about it, though she cer-
tainly didnt mean to, all afternoon
whenever her duties left her free to
think about anything. She couldn’t un-
derstand it. She decided Steve Kendall
couldn’t be the brilliant surgeon she’d
thought he was or he wouldn’t romp
around with half-grown kids like her
sister PoICIP/.

Once, during afternoon visiting
hours, she met Beth Hawley in the cor-
ridor leading down to Larry Collier’s
room. Beth’s arms were full, of maga-
zines and books and chocolate bars and
a pastry box. Her eyes were like jewels
and she was smlllngh at everybody.

Jimmy Link, another intern who was
with Sari, said, “Gee, girls show it when
they're in love, don’t they? Just look
at her!”

Sari preferred not to look at her.
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CHAPTER I

Confession of Love

FTER eating a
A late dinner in
the hospital

when she was off duty,
Sari went home. She
lived on Elm Street
with her family and
hated it. She would
much rather have in-
terned in New York—
say at St. Luke’s—and lived independ-
ently. But her father had been so glow-
ingly delighted when he’d found she
could go to High Middleton that she
hladn’t had the heart to do anything
else.

It was getting along toward nine
when she turned into the neatly hedged
walk leading up to her father’s house—
and there, sure enough, through the
living room window she could see Steve
Kendall talking to her father and no
doubt waiting for Polly.

Sari stopped a second in the walk to
look at him. He was laughing, gestur-
mg with his slim stron% hands as he
told some story to her father. The sight
annoyed Sari, she felt suddenly cross
and hurt, the emotion washing over her
like a wave. No sense to it, of course.
No reason for it. But just the same she
felt as if someone had slammed a door
in her face.

Abruptly she ran the rest of the way
up the walk, dashing into the house and
running up the stairs with just the
merest “Hello, folks!” to the group in
the living room.

She read herself to sleep with the
newest issue of the Medical Journal that
had come that day—but she dreamed
she was dancing with Larry Collier and
that Beth Hawley, when she saw them
dancing together, had begun to cry in
the most awful, heartbreaking way.
And Larry, instead of comforting her
had laughed at her and, not only did he
keep right on dancing with Sari but he
kissed her long and thoroughly.

Sari woke up with a start, her breath
feeling tangled and tight and Larry’s
kiss so real on her lips that she touched
them with her fingers almost expecting
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to feel it there, tangible and warm.
Then, fully awake, she turned over
crossly. Why in heaven’s name should
she dream about Larry Collier? And
how that Beth Hawley had cried. Sari
could still hear those heartbroken sobs.
She’d hurry up and get back to sleep
again and forget the whole thing.

But it had been a vivid dream. So
vivid that when she went into Larry
Collier’s room next morning she re-
membered it and, to her annoyance, she
realized she was looking at his mouth
and thinking of the way he’d kissed her
in her dream. She felt her cheeks get
warm.

He said, “Look here, Doctor May-
field, 1’'ve been thinking. With this
walking cure they put you through now,
I'll be going home today, and I'll be in
the office Monday. They tell me | can
Eo dancing if | want to, but | don’t

now whether to believe ’em or not.
Dancing’s kind of strenuous.”

“Oh, no,” said Sari. “Not too strenu-
ous anyhow. Exercise is really a fine
thing. We’ve been all wrong all these
years believing that inactivity was the
thing. Now we know that active mus-
cles and tissue heal much more quickly
and healthily.”

Larry laughed softly. “You’re won-
derful,” he said. “But even if you are
so sure | can dance painlessly, | think
I'd rather have professional attendance
when | do it.”

“What do you mean?” asked Sari,
and for some reason her heart began
to jump.

“lI mean | want you to go dancin
with me when | try it first. Then i
anything goes wrong, I’ll have a doc-
tor right at hand.”

“Oh,” said Sari. Was he making fun
of her? Or was he serious? Whichever
it was, she suddenly knew she’d go.
“Thanks,” she said. “I’d love to.” This
was a practical approach to dancing
that she could appreciate. There was a
reason for this and a good one. She
smiled at Larry Collier.

That noon, down in the cafeteria,
when she came along with her filled
tray, Steve hailed her as usual. But he
didn't tell her how pretty she was. He
didn’t come any where near even hint-
ing for a date. He simply talked about

Polly. Polly was gay, Polly was fun,
Polly danced like an angel. She looked
like one too in that froth of white net
she’d worn the night before, so much
more becoming than a stiff white doc-
tor’s coat.

Sari said, “All right. So it is more
becoming—and who cares? | like a doc-
tor’s coat. | don’t own a white net
dancing frock and | don’t want one.”

TEVE laughed at her. His eyes
looked very merry. He said, "Hoity-
toity, who’s treading on your toes?
Who’s talking about you anyway? |
vv_als talking about Polly. Gee, that’s a
girl.”

“Yes, she’s wonderful,” said Sari and
the words came out with surprising bit-
terness. The way she felt was surpris-
ing too, anger, a kind burning fur
within her and her heart heavy as lead.

Polly liked Steve too. Brown haired,
pert nosed Polly with the dancing hazel
e%/es and clothes that showed the hours
she spent planning them. Polly was
wild about Steve.

“He’s the hunkiest hunk of man |
ever saw!” she raved. “You should
have seen Phyllis’ and June’s eyes pop
when | walked in with him. And right
away they wanted to know how serious
it was.”

“Well,” said Sari, “how serious is
it?” She hadn’t meant to ask that, she
certainly didn’t care, but the question
seemed to get out by itself.

Polly said, “I honestIK don’t know
how serious it is, but I honestly know
this much. If Steve Kendell ever asks
me to be Mrs. Steve Kendall—boy!
will I snap him up.”

“I'm sure you will, dear,” said Sari.
And there was the bitterness in her
tone again. What on earth was the mat-
ter with her? Did she care because
Steve and Polly had fallen flat on their
faces for each other? How silly. The
very idea made her laugh. She said,
“Ha ha,” to herself as she went up to
her room just to prove it.

Three nights later she went dancing
with Larry Collier. She’d bought a
white net dress for the occasion and,
she told herself fiercely, it had nothing
whatever to do with Steve’s remarks.
Steve would certainly never see her in
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Lt 59) how could his taste have influenced
er”

However, she knew a swift prick of
regret when she turned slowly in front
of the tall mirror in her room just be-
fore she went down stairs. Froth
skirts, gold hair brushed to her should-
er in shining waves, eyes shining, lips
smiling, cheeks pink—maybe it was too
bad Steve couldn’t see her. But instant-
ly she threw the thought away. For
heaven’s sake! Wasn't she the girl who
hated her prettiness?

T ARRY took her to the Starlight Roof.
] It was the best place in town with
the best floor, the best band and the best
food. The tables were small, flowers
were everywhere and stars blinked in
the dark expanse of midnight ceiling.
A moon hung there to furnish almost
all the light there was.

“Romantic, isn’t it?” asked Larry as
they came to the table he’d reserved.
And then he chuckled. “Except that
youre the girl who scoffs at romance,
aren’t you?”

“I think it’s silly,” said Sari. “It
seems to me you can get along fine with-
out it.”

Larry’s eyes met hers squarely
across the little table. *“You know,” he
said, “l wouldn’t wonder if you didnt
have something there. I°ve been think-
ing about it and | believe you’re pretty
smart.”

Sari smiled. She suddenly felt re-
laxed and comfortable. Here was a man
who understood her. Here was some-
one she could really talk to. A pal. A
friend. She began 'to enjoy herself.

Larry didn’t dance much. After all
there was no sense going too far, but
whenever he did dance it was perfect.
Rhythm flowed through him, he guided
her with a light touch that was almost
no touch at all so that they accomplished
intricate steps with ease.

He said, “You’re wonderful. You
dance like a cloud.”

And she winced. That was exactly
what Steve had said about Polly.

They went home early for, after all,
he was getting over an operation and
she had to be on duty at seven in the
morning. But when he said good night,
he smiled happily.

“We’ll do this again soon,” he said.
“It’s a real relief to be able to have a
good time with a girl without having
to be burdened by the romantic touch.
See you soon, Sarl.”

She mentioned her dancing to Steve
the next noon. She couldn’t help it
The words came out practically by
themselves.

She said, “The Starlight Roof’s got a
good floor, hasnt it?” And she made
her voice sweetly careless.

Steve almost jumped. “The Star-
light Roof? What do you know about
it?”

“l was there. Last night. But—"
and this was positive inspiration, “—
they aren’t too careful with those spiky
brass things on the rail. | tore a long
strip of white net on my skirt.” That
was a clear lie but it was a good one.
It got across exactly what she wanted
to get across.

Steve’s eyes widened.  “White net?”
He sounded as if he were speaking
from a dream. “You—in white net.”
He paused a moment obviously imagin-
ing it. Then, “You must have been
beautiful,” he said softly.

“l was all right,” said Sari crisply
but for some reason pleasure flowed
all through her.

That night, when she went off duty
at seven, Steve was waiting for her his
car parked under the big back port-
cocgere which the doctors and nurses
used.

“Get in,” he said firmly. “I’ll take
you home.”
“Thanks,” said Sari. “l can walk.”

“| said get in,” said Steve. And she
got in.

He drove down Maple, which was all
right, and he turned into Orchard
which a couple of blocks further on
crossed EIm where Sari lived. But when
he reached that corner, he didn’t turn,
he kept right on going.

“Hey!” said Sari.
Remember me?”

“Yeah,” said Steve. “I remember you
all right. I wish I didn’t.” And he kept
on drlyln?. )

Sari flicked a sideways glance at
him. He looked grim, his jaw firm, his
eyes straight ahead. She said, “You got
a patient out this way?”

“I live up there.
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“No,” said Steve.
driving.

FINALLY, out by the old Stand Pipe
where there was a clearing in the
trees that let you see the whole view
across the valley, he stopped. No one
else was out there, it being too late for
the picnickers and too early for the
Iovers who would drive out and park
ater.

Steve braked the car on the edge of
the valley rim but for a Ionlg moment he
sat still, his hands still relaxed on the
steering wheel, his jaw still looking
firm if not belligerent.

Sari waited for whatever might be
s»coming. Maybe she’d done somethin
at the hospital that he wanted to tal
to her about. Maybe he wanted to tell
her that he’d decided to ask Polly to
marry him. Well, that was his busi-
ness. Why drag her into it? She sat
waiting and she discovered she didn’t
feel well.

She’d felt all right when she left the
hospital but she certainly felt on the
sick side now. Through the open win-
dow the sound of crickets came and
somewhere a night owl offered his first
hoot. The air was sweet and clear and
wagl low in the West one star was out.

uddenly Steve turned to her. “I
don’t know how to say this. All I know
is it’s got to be said.” His voice was
gruff; he sounded ang&y. “I love you
and | wish to God you’d marry me and
stop all this foolishness. Why on earth
you_ﬂ

“What foolishness?” Sari couldn’t
believe what he was sayin% Maybe he
wasn’t even saﬁlng it. Maybe the words
didn’t mean what they seemed to mean.
Of course he didnt love her. There was
a catch in it somewhere. Maybe he’d
gone momentarily crazy and thought
she was Polly.

He said, “This foolishness about
wanting to be a doctor—"

“l am a doctor.”

“l know you are, but, good %rief, you

And he kept on

don’t have to give up everything else
in life! You can still fall in love and
marry!”

“And give up an|y hope of practicing?
I won’t give it up!”
Steve gripped her shoulders. He

started to shake her, then he dropped
his hands. A flat hopeless look moved
across his face.

“Sari,” he said, his eyes holding hers.
“Do you love me?"

“No,” said Sari.

“Then you wouldn’t want to marry
me?” asked Steve.

Instead of answering Sari said, “I
]tchought it was Polly you were falling
or.”

Steve smiled thinly. “Polly’s a1l
right,” he murmured.  “I took her out
hoping it would arouse you enough to
want to go out with me. She was just—
bait.” His voice sounded weary. “She’s
a cute kid but I’'m no more interested in
her seriously than she’s interested in

“Oh?” Sari remembered all that Polly
had said. “You’re sure of that, are
you ?”

Steve didnt bother to answer, or
maybe he was so wrapped u‘o in his own
thoughts that he didn’t realize she had
asked a question. Anyhow, all he did
was release the brake and back the
car down the little rise into the road.

Halfway back to town he said, “I’ve
made an unholy botch of this. But |
thought—with a girl like you—"

Sari said, “l wouldnt have agreed
to marry you no matter how you went
abgut it. I'm going to be a doctor
an _H

“Nobody’s asking you not to—"

“—Ilove is a waste of time,” Sari fin-
ished cris Igf as if Steve hadn’t spoken.

Steve didn’t answer that and they
accomplished the rest of the trip in
silence.

CHAPTER Il

Road Accident

EN Sari
went into her
house Polly
was in the

room. It looked as if
she’d just turned
away from the win-
dow.
She said, “Steve
brought you home,
didn’t he?” Her eyes were shining and

living
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her soft mouth looked wistful.
didn’t you ask him in?" )

“If you want him,” said Sari, “you
can ask him in.”

During the week that followed Larry
Collier took Sari dancing three times
and on two other nights he was wait-
ing for her when she came off duty and
took her home after driving around a
bit. That left only two evenings out of
the week for anything else he might
want to do or anyone else he might
want to be with.

Sari thought of the tall and lovel
Beth Hawley and wondered if she felt
neglected. She remembered the look in
Beth’s eyes that morning she’d first
come to see Larry in the hospital and
she remembered "the glow that Beth
had carried like a halo when Sari met
her in the corridor on her way to
Larry’s room.

What was Beth doing these evenings
when Larry was with her? The thought,
whenever it popped into her mind,
troubled Sari though she didn’t bother
to think farther and find out why.

Through that week Sari was aware
too that Steve and Polly were going
places. She didn’t know where, she
didnt ask. But Steve’s car seemed to
be parked a good deal at the curb and
two or three times, when she was wake-
ful, Sari heard Polly laughing and call-
ing good night to Steve.

Well, that was all right. Steve wanted
love and if PoII?/ fell in love with him,
everybody would be hapﬁ}/. She was
very happy too, Sari would tell herself
as she’d turn over to try to get to sleep
again. Very, ver%/ happy.

Sunday Sari had the whole day to
herself because, on Monday she went
on night duty again. Sunday morning,
at eleven o’clock Larry called her.

“If we drove a mere forty miles,” he
told her, “we could swim in Granite
Ledge Cove, or if you want the surf,
we could drive on to Crescent Beach.
What about it? Dinner in Cliff House
and dancing if you want it.”

“Sounds fine,” said Sari. “I’ll be
ready in an hour.”

She left the phone feeling grateful
for a man like Larry. Someone to take
her out, have fun with, and no non-
sense. He never bothered even to hold

“Why

her hand and she’d never had to even
think about the nuisance of fighting off
kisses. Apparently Larry had no more
(ij_sg for time-wasting romance than she

id.

She was ready, dressed in crisp pale
green linen with her dressing case
packed with swimming necessities,
when he drove up in his maroon con-
vertible.  She went down the walk
swinging the case and smiling at him.

"You’re a lovely girl,” Larry said as
he opened the door for her. But he said
it impersonally as he’d say “It’s a nice
day.” Sari approved of compliments
like that. She stepped into the car and
settled herself in the deep leather seat.

They swam in the cove and they dined
on lobster and steamed clams at CIiff
House. Larry poured into her ears, as
he always did, his plans and dreams for
the future. Becoming elected to the
office of District Attorney was only the
first step. From there he’d move into
the Governor’s Mansion and then—may-
be the White House.

“Why not?” he’d ask belligerently.
“Other men have done it. Why not 1?
I’'m as smart as most and a darn’ sight
more brilliant than some. Do you
know what throws a lot of men?”

He’d asked this question before—it
seemed to be a habit of his—and Sari
knew the answer. But she asked,
“What?” anyway.

“It’s the wives they marry." Larry’s
keen gray eyes shot a look at her across
the table. “The wrong kind of wife
can ruin a man.”

“Not if the man is as strong as he
should be,” said Sari. “Look at Lincoln.
According to legend his wife wasn’t
much help, but it didn’t stop him.”

Larry’s mouth moved into a faint,
tight, smile. “I’m not Lincoln,” he told
her. “l’ve got to choose my wife care-
fully. I’ve got to choose a girl who’s
practical and cool and ambitious. A
girl who’s good-looking enough to be
a credit to me and who's charming
enough to be the hostess in my home no
matter how far up |1 go.”

SARI suddenly thought of Beth. Beth,
with her grace and beauty, would
be a credit to any man.

She said, “You know, when I first met
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you in the hospital, 1 thought you were
engadged to Beth Hawley. 1 should think
she’d be everything you needed. And
she’s terribly in love with you. Any-
body can see that.”

Larr?/ tossed down his fork with a
faint clatter. “That’s just the trouble,”
he said disgustedly. “She’s too darn
much in love with me. Imagine marry-
ing her! Every time I’d come into the
house, she’d be hanging on my neck.
And if I couldn’t paK her all the sloppy
attention she thought I ought to she’d
I've seen girls like Beth

cry about it.
They de-

after they were married.
manded too much love.”

Sari said, thoughtfully, “If a man
loved them, they’d make lovely wives.
Most men want love.” She was sur-
prised at herself for saying this. She’d
never even thought anything like this
before.

Larry said, “Well, I don’t want love.
It takes too much time. And I've no
time for anything but building my own
future.” He darted another keen glance
at her from under his level eyebrows.
“You’re the onI?/ girl I've ever met who
agreed with all my ideas. You’re the
only girl I can imagine who would be
wise and cool enough to share my
future. Willdyou marry me, Sari?”

Sari stared at him. Cold as a busi-
ness proposition. Well, hadnt she al-
ways sald that love was a form of
hysteria ?

“Why do you need a wife at all if
you feel this way about it?” she asked.
She saw no point in it.

He said, “lI told you. A wife helps a
man both in his home and socially. She’s
an asset, when she isn’t a liability.”

“l see,” said Sari. “Well, I'm a doc-
tor.”

Larry said eagerli, “I’'ve thought of
that too. You can keep on with your
profession. Perhaps 1 could build a
sanatarium or something for you later.
It would be a fine way to appeal to the
voters. They’d get all sympathetic and
emotional over a man whose wife cured
crippled or polio sufferers or something.
It ought to be a children’s project to
move them most. That always gets the
votes.” He grinned merrily. “That’s
why we all kiss babies.”

“l see,” said Sari again. And then

she added coldly, “That’s hardly what
the medical profession is for, to trick
people into voting for you.” She felt
angry and disgusted. It flashed in her
eyes. It curled her lips.

Larry said, “Sari! | didn’t mean that.
I simply meant—well, | was showing
you how well we could work together.
Of course we would never do anything
you didn’t feel was ethical, nothing that
would, in any way, violate your Hippo-
cratic Oath.”

Sari relaxed. Largy was all right.
She really understood him very well.
He was just burningly ambitious, that
was all. Ambitious to the exclusion of
every other emotion or interest. Well,
she felt that way about medicine too.
She could understand it.

Larry said, “So you’ll marry me?”

Sari looked out of the wide window
where dusk was darkening to night over
the wide expanse of tumbling ocean.
She felt very strange and she couldn’t
understand it. This seemed all wrong.
Something was lacking. It was like eat-
ing a piece of bread that had no salt
init.
~She looked at Larry and tried to ima-
ine., living with him. Larry coming
ome to her at dinner time, when she
returned from her office. Larry at one
end of a long table and she at the other
end with twenty important dinner
guests between them. There would be
pictures in magazines—she’d seen them
—of Larry and her sitting on the broad
steps of their summer home. There
were always children in those pictures.
Children.

As if he had read her mind Larry
said, “Of course | shan’t expect nor sug-
gest that the burden of children be
put upontyou. That would never be part
of our life together. We would relieve
ourselves of that problem too. Youd
never have to consider that as hamper-
ing your professional life.” )

Sari stood up, her napkin falling to
the floor unnoticed.

“Take me home,” she said briefly. “I
want to think.”

She had to think hard and think
alone. Confusions whirled like a hurri-
cane of Catherine wheels around her.
If this cold business-like marriage that
Larry was suggesting was wrong, and
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if love was nothing but an emotion that
picked you up and tossed you around
and didn’t last, then what was the
answer? _You had to marry, she sup-
posed. There had to be families or
there wouldnt be a world. Then what?

WH EN Larry took her home and she
went into the house, there were
Polly and Steve in the living room. Polgjy
had popped a big bowl of popcorn and,
with it between them, the%/ were kneel-
ing on the floor in front of the fireplace
toasting marshmallows. They looked
very cozy.

Sari said, “Hello,” and stood in the
doorway looking at them. The firelight
burned a second time on Steve’s hair
and it ran down, a ruddy golden line,
along his straight nose and the turn of
his chin. )

Steve was a good guy. LooklnE_ at
him made you feel good. It sent a kind
of warmth through you. She smiled at
him and his eyes kindled.

“Shall we Invite her in?” he asked
Polly. “After all she’s got a good
heart.”

“She hasn't got an¥/1 heart at all,” said
Polly laughing. “What gave you such
an odd idea?” Then she turned teasing
eyes on Sari. “Come on in, darling—we
love you anyhow.”

Sari went into the room slowly.
Polly looked so happy, so glowing. In
the wide mirror above the fireplace
Sari cau?(ht sight of her own eyes.
They looked bewildered, blank. The
eyes of a dead haddock, she thought
morosely. Well, maybe she was a dead
haddock. ) )

She turned and went upstairs leaving
Polly and Steve laughing there beside
the fire. )

She went on duty at the hospital the
next evenln? at seven. Sari liked night
duty. She felt that it gave her more
experience than day duty. More things
seemed to happen at night, emer-
glt(a_r}fles that required quick thought and
skill.

This night she went out on the ambu-
lance five times between eight and
twelve. A fire meant a lot of emer-
gency treatment, a two-year-old boy
had climbed out of his crib and some-
how gotten a cork jammed in his throat,

a woman had to be rushed from the
clinic to the operating table. Sari
dashed here and there loving it all.

It was wonderful to be needed, to feel
that, your increasing knowledge, your
growing skill were making you able to
help people, to relieve their suffering.
Nothing else mattered.

This was it, she told herself firmly.
Forget LarrK, don’t be disturbed over
the way light touched Steve’s hair to
fire. Dont let yourself be bothered by
Steve; he didn’t reallﬁ_mean it when he
asked you to marry him. He was just
kidding the way he was when he told
you how pretty you were. Just kidding.

A call came for an accident on the
Turnpike at quarter past twelve. It
was three miles out beyond the town
line but they were the nearest hospital.
And hurry.

Sari said to Jinks, who drove the
ambulance, “It sounds bad. They said
three cars piled up.” )

Three cars hadnt exactly FIIEd up.
One car, a low hung lemon yellow con-
vertible, had charged off the road and
wrapped itself around a small but
tough hickory tree. Another car tryin
to get out of the way of the first had sli
into a ditch. No one hurt, they dragged
the car out okay. The third car had
done a dance, maybe dazzled by the
headlights of the other two and had
ploughed into the wreck of the first. It
was a fair mess when Sari ﬁot there.

Grabbing her medical bag she hopped
out of the ambulance and ran over to
the heap of junk that had once been a
car.

“l think she’s still alive,” said a
voice. “But we didn’t dare touch her till
you came.” It was a man from another
car.

“Thanks,” said Sari. “I’ll
there and see about her.”

She crawled in past a battered door.
Ahead of her a flashlight made a pool
of light and she could see the girl hud-
dled awkwardly, her legs sprawled out
at an angle, her head down. Sari
reached out tentative fingers toward
a limp wrist. There was a pulse. Faint,
irregular, but a pulse.

It took them twenty minutes to get
her out. The man from the other car
and Jinks did it while Sari directed and

get in
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eased the %irl through. At last they got
her onto the stretcher, and it was then
Sari saw who it was. Beth Hawley.
Lovely, long legged slim Beth with the
soft brown hair and the velvet eyes.

CHAPTER IV
Words of Truth

acing back

through the

fresh sweet
night to the hospital,
Sari sat beside her.
She watched the still
face and a sense of
trouble seemed t o
rise- like a mist and
fill the narrow con-
fines of the ambu-

lance.

Later that night, when they’d dis-
covered that Beth had broken a collar
bone and fractured a rib and after
she’d been strapped up and put to bed,
Sari slipped into her room to look at
her again.

She was lying quietly with her dark
eyes wide open and, when she saw Sari
standing in the doorway, she smiled
very faintly.

Sari went in slowly her eyes on the
girl’s face. There were questions she
wanted to ask, questions she felt she
had to ask, but she didn’t know what
words to use. Beth saved her the
trouble.

She said, “You’re the girl Larry’s
going to marry, aren’t you? He said
it was the girl who was in his room
when | came to see him that first day.
And you’re the one.”

Sari said, “He told you that? That I
was going to marrY him?” The thin
she was afraid of loomed in _her min
like a huge dark shadow. Softly she
asked, “When did he tell you?” And
watched Beth’s face.

She said, “This afternoon. |I—I had-
n’t seen him for days. He—he hasn’
—" her voice broke, the big dark eyes
filled with tears and she turned her
head away.

The fear in Sari’s mind grew darker.
Out of it she whispered, “And you love
him that much.”

Beth’s head turned back. The tears
were there, shining on her cheeks, but
there were none in her suddenly burn-
ing, amazed eyes.

“You think | jammed into the tree
on purpose! You think that?” She
stopped and, sIow!}/, her horrified eyes
softened. “l wonder?” she whispered.
“Maybe | did at that!”

She threw her hands out in a tragi-
cally hopeless gesture. “Why would 1
want to live if T couldnt have Larry to
love? All this afternoon, since he told
me, I’ve hardly known what | was do-

ing. | was crazy. | felt already dead,
as if eve(rjyth_ln in me that meant any-
thing had died. And then to-night |

started driving, thinking 1’d feel better
with the movement and the wind in my
face and the stars above me.” She
paused a second and then said softly,
“Stars help a lot. Have you ever
noticed? They’re so serene and ever-
lasting. They make you and your
troubles seem awfully small and unim-
portant.”

Sari said, “No, | haven’t noticed the
stars much. And I’'m sure I’ve never
taken my troubles to them.”

“Well, it helps,” said Beth. “Try it
some time. | looked at them a long time
tonight. And | felt better by the time
| started home but I still didn’t see how
I was going to live without Larry. |
don’t see how now. |—I don’t—see—"
The tears welled up again and spilled
over. “Day after day!” sobbed Beth.
“Day after day—without Larry!”

“Don’t,” said Sari. “Don’t, please.”
She went over and sat on the edge of
the bed. She touched Beth’s hands and
the soft brown hair that was tumbling
over, hiding her face.

Beth said, her voice muffled. “But I
didn’t run into that tree on purpose! |
didn’t want to kill myself. There’s not a
thing left to live for but I'm not a
coward.”

“Of course you’re not,” said Sari
soothingly, and a tremendous wave of
relief chased the dark fear completely
out of her mind. Then, gently, she
added, “I’m not going to marry Larry
Collier. He asked me to but—but he
doesn’t love me and ?/ou can’t marry
without love!” The last words came
out in a tumbling rush and, having
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blurted them, Sari sat back listenin
to them echo on the air. Theg battere
her ears. What had she said? Did she
mean it? Was this any kind of admis-
sion that she believed In love?

She pulled in a deep breath. Of course
it was no admission. She had %'ust_ said
that because it was the kind of thing a
girl like Beth Hawley would under-
stand. She was merely speaking Beth’s
language. Yes, certainly, that was all.

Beth said, “Youre not—%oing to
marry him! You have a chance to
marry Larry and you’re not going to

take it?” The idea, to her, was incon-
ceivable.

Sari said, “lI wouldn’t take Larry
Collier as a %Ift, and if there’s anything
| can do to help you get him, I’'m your

irl.
J “Oh!” breathed Beth. “0O-o0-oh!”

eaving her to a new flood of dreams
and hopes. )

At seven o’clock the next morning
when Sari went down to the cafeteria
for breakfast she was tired to death.
Strong coffee was what she needed.
Strong coffee by the gallon.

A voice said, “Go sit down, Lovely,
and I'll bring you breakfast.” And there
was Steve. He said, “The Oliphant
baby is just fresh born upstairs; that’s
why 1I’'m here. See you in a minute.”
He waved her toward a table and took
her place in line. )

She sat down gratefully, relaxmg for
the first time in twelve hours. Steve
was moving up in line and she watched
him. The long almost lanky lines of his
figure held an odd grace. She liked
looking at him. It did something to her.
It made her feel warm and happy. And
that line of his cheek that she alwazs
wanted to touch. What would it be like
to run her finger down it?

She thought, How hard my heart’s
beating! | must have been working
h_arger than | thought and gotten more
tired.

Steve came over with their two trays
carefully balanced on the palms of his
hands. He slid one off on the table and
began to unload the other one.

He said, “You're tired, but you look
beautiful when you’re tired. You look

qIETLY Sari went out of the room
I

soft and sweet.”

Sari said nothing. She wanted, sud-
denly, to cry and she wanted, crazily,
to put her head on Steve’s shoulder.
Which just showed howr terribly tired
she was. Quickly she bent her head
and paid strict attention to her scram-
bled e%gs and bacon. The coffee re-
vived her as she hoped it would. She
began to feel like herself. In her usual
crisp tone she began to swap hospital
gossip with Steve.

Steve said, “Don’t bother to talk if
you don’t want to. I'm just old Stevie,
remember? You can relax.”

Sari smiled at him and relaxed. A
man like Steve was a wonderful thing
to have around. She wondered suddenly
if Steve would ever want to marry a
girl just because she’d make an accept-
able hostess for his entertaining. And
if Steve would ever say “Of course chil-
dren are a burden | wouldn’t think of
asking you to consider.” The idea was
so absurd that Sari laughed out loud.

“What’s the joke?” asked Steve.

Sari said, still laughing, “I was just
thinking how ridiculous it would be if
you didn’t want children when you were
married.”

“What?” Steve gasped at her and,
suddenly realizing what she had said,
Sari blushed crimson.

She stammered, “lI mean—I| wasn’t
really thinking—I— Well, 1’ve finished
my breakfast. Thanks a lot, Steve. I’ll
run along.” And she ran—as fast as
she dared—out between the tables and
through the door. And when she left
the hospital, she went through the big
front entrance in case Steve was wait-
ing under the porte cochere in back.
Only heaven knew what he might make
of her remark.

~ She slept the sleep of exhaustion till
five o’clock but just as she dropped off
to sleep and a%am as she was waking up
she dreamed herself through the expe-
rience again of maneuvering Beth Haw-
ley out of that wrecked car. When she
got fully awake she knew she was go-
ing to get hold of Larry Collier and tell
him about it. 1t wasn’t that she doubted
Beth’s word, Beth’s horrified, “I’m not
a coward!” had been convincing
enough, but she wanted to see if some-
thing couldn’t be done with Larry.
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She called him and he was glad to
hear her voice. He’d been waiting to
phone, not wanting to disturb her day-
time sleep.

He said, “Dinner at the Club? | want
my friends to meet you.”

She said, “Better save that till later;
I've got to be at the hospital again at
seven.” And she thought, He wants
me to meet his friends! So he has been
telling people. She felt as if a trap were
closing. And she felt mad. She would-
n't be trapped. She’d fix it fast!

He said, “We’ll go to Bill Bates then
and have a steak. But I cant get away
till five-thirty.”

“I’ll meet you there at six,” said Sari
and hung up.

At five minutes after six she was sit-

tm? across a small table from him and
Bill Bates was broiling them a pair of
his famous steaks. Sari knew perfectly
well that no girl with the sense of an
ant ever mentioned anything unpleas-
ant to a man till he’d eaten, so though
time was short, she waited.

AFTERWARD she was glad she had.
That way she could never after-
ward reproach herself. She knew she’d
done all she could do. So the steaks
were gone, with their accompanyin
tossed salad and French fries, an
Larry was smiling at her with the com-
placent air of the well-fed male when
Sari first mentioned Beth Hawley’s
name. ) )

) 7“ he’s in the hospital. Did you know
it?”

“Hospital?” Larry’s eyebrows lifted.
“How long since?”

“Last night. She had an accident in
her car.”

“Who was driving it?” His voice was
suddenly sharp, his eyes bit into Sari’s.
~ Sari watched him. She saw the fear
in his eyes. She said quietly, “She was.
She was alone in it. She’d been out
driving alone and she was coming home.
It was about two o’clock in the morn-
ing.”

Larry’s mouth curled till it looked
ugly. “And so she told you a fine sob
story. She told you she’d done it on
purpose because—” He stopped, his
eyes flicked around the room and he
tapped his lips with his napkin.

Sari finished what he was going to
say for him, “Because she loved you so
much she couldn’t bear to live without
you. That’s what you were going to
say, wasn’t it?”

“Yes!” Larry’s voice was suddenly
high and shaking with anger. *“And she
needn’t think a stunt like this is going
to get her anywhere! She can’t dra
me into anything. | won’t be dragge
in.”

“She loves you very much,” said Sari
softly. “A man doesn’t often win love
like Beth’s. She’s a wonderful girl.”

“Wonderful!” Scorn bit into the
words. “She’s soft and adoring and—
and a pain in the neck. | want a girl
who’s sensible and who’s got her feet on
Lhe ground. A girl with no nonsense in

er.”

“A girl,” said Sari in a sudden tight
voice, “who doesn’t know what love is.
A girl who is cold and unfeeling, who
cares about nothing but a worthless
kind of cool, calculating ambition.
That’s the kind you want, and that’s
the only kind who would ever be fool
1g_n(ﬁlljgh to marry you. You—you frozen
ish!’

“Sari! Sari, what are you—"

“Don’t interrupt me! For the first
time in—in years | know the truth of
things. It’s like coming out of a fog
into glorious sunlight. 1 know what 1
feel. And | know what | want. And
what’s more | know | wouldn’t marry
you if you were the last man on earth.
When I marry | want a man to love me.
I want to love him. | want—" she stop-
Eed, her breath suddenly gone and her

eart choking her, Steve. Steve was in
her mind, filling it. In her heart, brim-
ming it over. “Steve!” Her lips formed
his name and her eyes were wide with
wonder.

Larry said, “Sari, something’s wrong
with you. You’re ill.”

“I never was better in my life,” said
Sari. “I feel fine. But there’s one thing
more | want to tell you, you heartless
conceited beast, before | go. Beth didn’t
try to kill herself. She’s too fine for
that. So there’s nothing you can get
drawn into, my fine feathered hero.
You can relax. Your fair name will not
be sullied—you miserable cold selfish
—Oh, let me get out of here! And I
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hope to heaven | never see you again!”

She ran out of Bill Bates’ place and
she hopped a bus that was standing at
the corner. It was the wrong bus and
she had to transfer but that didn’t make
any difference, just so she got away
from Larry Collier.

CHAPTER V

Polly’s Heart

usily, with a

singing heart,

Sari worked that
n

Ight. So this was love.
This warmth, this won-
der, this feeling that
you were standing tip-
toe on the rim of a
shining world, and that
all this world belonged
to you was certalnIP/ swell! She hadnt
known it would be like this. She hadn’t
dreamed anything could be like this,
so heady and exhilarating. It made you
float instead of walking and it made
you feel as if pink clouds were swirlin
:jn our hair.  And to happen so sud-
enly.

D%/d everyone fall in love like this?
One minute you were an ordinary
stodgy human being and the next you
were soaring breathlessly amongst the
stars and the angels. )

Tapping her way down a corridor she
came to Beth Hawley’s door—and stop-
ped, a sudden thought halting her. This
way, the way she felt about Steve, was
the way Beth felt about Larry. And
suppose she knew" that Steve cared
nothing for her? Suppose she held in
her heart the cold horror of knowing
ﬁte\;e didnt care how much he hurt

er”

Understanding Beth Hawley as she
never had before Sari pushed open the
door and went in.

Beth’s bedside table light was on and
she wasn't sleepmg. Her dark eyes
were wide open and her cheeks shone
faintly in the light with the tears that
were drying on them. Sari went over
and sat down beside the bed. She
touched Beth’s hand and found it cold.

She said, “He’s not worth it. Believe
me, he isn’t.”

“I know it,” said Beth. She bit her
lips to stop their quivering. “l’ve been
Igmg here thinking it all out. I've
thought of all the things I’'ve—" She
stopped and moved her hands in a small
helpless gesture. “There’s no use go-
ing over things, is there? I’ve thought
if 1 could have the chance over again,
the chance of beginning a friendship
with Larry, that maybe 1’d be wise
enough to behave di ferentl&/_ so hed
love me. But I've been thinking. [’ve
been trying to see Larry with my mind
instead of my heart. And | think per-
haps it’s not in Larry to love anybody.
Not really love anybody—not the wa
I love him. He’s so cool, so practical.
And so ambitious. And his ambition
would always come first with him. Hed
never love anybody more than—"

She stopped her softly murmuring
talk and turned her head to look at
Sari. Her lips were open in surprise
and her eyes held a look of shock.
~“I forgot! Oh, forgive me, Dr. May-
field. 1 was just sort of thinking out
loud and | forgot. | shouldn’t talk this
way about Larry when you’re going to
marry him!” ) )

“I’m not going to marry him,” said
Sari. “You may say anything you like.”
And she added grimly, “I’ve said a lot
more than you’re saying now right to
the gentleman’s face.”

Beth paid no attention to the last re-
mark. She’d heard nothing after the
first five words. Her eyes were shin-
ing, her face looked as if it reflected a
whole new dawn.

“You’re not going to marr% him?”
Unbelief, hope, wonder made her face
radiant. All the careful logic and resig-
nation she’d spent the day bU|Id|n% Uﬁ
vanished like thistledown before a hig
wind. She said, “Then maybe I'll have
my second chance! Maybe —" she
paused, her eyes filled with dreams and
plans. “I’ll never let him see how much
I love him; I'll be as practical as he is;
Il make him feel that his ambitions
come first with me the way they do with

him. I’ll be always bolstering up his
ego, making him know how wonderful
| think he is.”

“He’s not worth it,” said Sari. “I
know he’s not and you just said you
spent the whole day realizing what he
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was. Why don’t you wake up for good
and leave him alone? Fall in love with
somebody else. There are lots of men
who are fine. Why waste yourself and
your time on a man like Larry?”

Beth looked at her for a long moment,
her dark eyes deep and thoughtful.
Then she smiled and it was the most
beautiful smile Sari had ever seen.

“Because | love him,” she said.
“I love Larry and nobody else will ever
do for me.”

ARI stood up and looked down at her.
A few hours before she would have
scoffed at such words. She would have
laughed and jeered. But now she knew.
She understood. Larry for Beth and
Steve for her. Nobody else would do
for either one of them.

She smiled at Beth gently. “Good
Ihu_ck to you,” she said. “l hope you get

im.”

“I will,” said Beth with beautiful as-
surance. “I’ll go at it right this time.
I’ll give him what he wants—I won’t
trgl to grab what | want.” And she
added dreamily. “I guess that’s what
love is, after all.”

Sari went on about her business with

the memory of Beth’s eyes and her last
words deep in her mind.
_ But at seven o’clock she wasn’t think-
ing of them or of Beth. She was think-
|n? of nothing but Steve. Had he been
called to the hospital during the night?
Would he be waiting for her down in
the cafeteria as he had been yesterday
morning ?

She went down in the elevator with
her heart pounding in her throat and
her fingertips cold. She’d never felt
this way about anything before; Was
love this kind of shaking terror too?
Terror over such an apparent trifle as
whether or not Steve would be in the
cafeteria. Trifle! Sari pulled in a quak-
ing breath. It was the most important
thing in the world.

She ste%ped out of the elevator. She
was afraid to look and afraid not to
look. If he wasn't there the disappoint-
ment would make all thought of break-
fast impossible. If he was there—
would he know all she was feeling now?
Would he guess? Did it show in her
eyes or her smile?

The sudden thought shocked her so
that waves of crazy emotions flooded
through her. She wanted to run away,
she wanted to rush forward; she was
ashamed, she was proud and then, slow-
ly, she was walking on with her head
high and her cheeks burning.

Steve was there. She saw him a long
way off and before he saw her. He was
talking to another doctor and the sight
of his red head bent attentively, his
hands moving in slight gesture and that
adorable line of his cheek sent such a
flood of love through Sari that she
cau%ht her breath gasping against it.

Then he looked up and saw her. He
waved—and went right on talking.

Sari’s heart went right down into her
small flat heels. She hadn’t thought of
this. It had never occurred to her that
a day might come when Steve wouldn't
leap across the cafeteria to meet her.
She’d always treated him as if he were
some kind of nuisance. She’d thought
she felt that way but, no matter how
she'd treated him, Steve had always
been there. Now, when she’d changed
and wanted him to come to her, he sat
there talking to old Doctor Miles and
so utterly absorbed that he didn’t know
she was on earth.

She filled her tray .with food that
looked like ashes and found a table
where she sat alone. So this was what
she’d done for herself. Steve had hung
around and she’d treated him horribly.
He’d proposed to her and she’d prac-
tically laughed at him. And now—
Tears stung her eyelids, a lump filled
her throat. She gulped coffee trying
to steady herself. A fool she’d been.
And now it was too late. Sudden re-
volt swept over her. All this wasn’t
fair! Life shouldn’t do things like this
to you! Why couldnt she have known
she loved Steve when there was still
some chance of getting him? But no,
nothing so simple as that. She’d had to
be a stupid fool and hand him over to
Polly.

Polly! That was it, of course. She’d
lost him to Polly and that was why he
wasn’t even bothering to talk to her any
more. She left half her breakfast un-
eaten and stalked out of the cafeteria.
She hated Steve, she hated Polly and
more than all she hated this love that
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tore throu?h her, ripping her, shred-
ding her till she held nothing but pain.

Love! She wished she’d never heard
of it. She wished she’d stayed in that
dull, dead never-never land she’d lived
in so long where she scoffed at love and
declared 1t was no good. Well, she knew
it was no good now, she knew it brought
nothing but pain and disillusionment,
but she couldn’t get away from it now.
~She went home dismayed and angry,
disgusted and furious, emotions churn-
ing her around as if she were in a
cement mixer.

UPON reaching home, she was on her
way upstairs when she heard the
sound of sobbing. She stopped and lis-
tened. It came from PoIIIy’s room and
a new burst of anger exploded in Sari.
Polly crying! What right had she to
cry when Steve was spending every sec-
ond of his free time with her and when
any fool could see he was falling in love
with her? Any girl who cried when she
had Steve was pure idiot. Sari whirled
up the rest of the stairs and burst into
Polly's room. )
“What on earth are you crying
about?” she demanded. “Doesnt he
love you?” o
Polly looked up. She was still in bed
and her soft hair was tousled around
her flushed face, her eyes were big with

astonishment and the tears in them
glittered.

“No,” she said flatly. “He doesnt
love me. | thought he did. Ive done

everything I can to make him and 1—I
—Oh, what’s the matter with men! |

hate them!”
Suddenly Sari hated them too. All
of them. She thought of Larry and the

way he’d _strun%_Beth along just so long
as it suited him, not caring a fi
whether he broke her heart or not. An
now Steve doing the same thing to
Polly. What did men think they were?
Didn’t they have hearts ?

She stamped her foot with the fury
that swept her. And then, spinning,
she dashed out through the door.

“Where are you going?” yelled Polly.

~“I’'m goinﬂ_to talk to Steve! I'm go-
ing to tell him just what I think of
him! 1I'm going—” She slammed the

front door so there was no use yelling

any more and she saved her breath to
run for the bus.

She reached the hospital an hour
after she’d left it and she ran down
the wide ground floor corridor to the
office that Steve used when he was in
the building. He was there and he was
alone. Sari bounced in, closing the door
sharply behind her.

Steve looked up, saw who it was and
grinned broadly, his face lighting up.

“Well! An off-duty call, no less, from
the most beautiful intern we have. You
don’t, by any chance, want me to drive
ou home, do you? Because that Id
ove.”
~“l don’t doubt it,” said Sari freez-
ingly. “And | don’t doubt either that
you’d just love to drag me up by the
Stand Pipe aFain and propose to me—
making a fool of me—hoping you could
break my heart the way you’ve broken
Polly’s! Oh, I—1h-hate you!” She was
gasping, she was sobbing, the words
coming out in bunches. )

Steve %ot up from his chair and came
around the desk. “What you need,” he
observed professionally, “is a spot of
aromatics or a—"

_“l don’t need a thing.” Sari glared at
him. “Just the opportunity of giving
you a piece of my mind. Any man that
makes a sweet girl like Polly fall in
love with him and then breaks her
heart—"

“Is Polly’s heart broken?” asked
Steve. “It seemed pretty sound when
I saw her last night.”

“Sound! How could any girl’s heart
be sound when you make them love you
and then go—go off whistling! Here
you’ve been domﬁ everything in the
world to make Polly love you and then
\r/]vhen she does, you—you dont love

er.”

“Love her? Love Polly? Was | sup-
posed to?” He stared at Sari. The idea
apparently knocked him flat. “Good
gosh!” he said. “You mean that in
order to do the gallant thing 1’ve got to
marry Polly when I'm in love with

you?”

“In love with — me!” All breath
seemed to leave Sari. She felt as if she
were floundering in a sea of glue. What
kind of a mess had she made of things

anyhow? Forcing Steve to marry Polly
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and, if he married Polly, she’d die be-
cause she wanted him to marry her!
Steve would be crucified, she’d be cru-
cified—to save Polly’s broken heart.
It isn’t worth it!" she thought rebel-
liously. Why should we both suffer to
keep Polljy from suffering? Two against
one. And yet a second ago she had be-
rated Steve for breaking a heart that
shﬁc was now considering breaking her-
self.

CAREFULLY she pulled in a deep
breath. She mustnt do it. She must
save Pollg now just as she’d meant to
save her before Steve spoke.

She said, dully, “If you hadn’t meant
to carry through with Polly, you should-
n’t have started. You’ve been leading
that poor kid along—"

“I have not! 1 told you when we were
up by the Stand Pipe that | was only
running around with Polly trying to
arouse your interest, and since then I’ve
been going places with her because it—"
he hesitated and flushed, “—because it
kept me near you so I’'d know—so 1'd
be around—so that maybe—" he floun-
dered and stopped. )

““It’s too bad,” said Sari, “that Polly
didn’t know just what your motives
were.”

“She—" The phone cut across Steve’s
words and he reached for it. “Yeah,
this is Steve. Oh, yes. Yes, she’s here.
... Well, look, tell her, will you? . . .
Yeah, she’s kind of having a fit.” He
handed the instrument to Sari. “It’s
Polly,” he said. )

Sari took the phone and Polly’s voice
came high and sweet. “Look, darling,”
she said. “l dont know why you rushed
off to Steve with my sorrows and
troubles, except that Steve’s been help-
ing me all through. Every time Hank
and | quarrel Steve comes and holds my
hand. He’s been darling.”

“Hank?” said Sari. "Hank who?”

“You don’t know him,” said Polly.
“You’ve been away from home so much
I guess you havent kept track of things.
But Hank’s wonderful. I’'m crazy about
him. Of course, even if he does fall in
love with me it’ll be years before we can
get married. He’s only nineteen now
and he’s got college to finish and then
business of some kind. Steve says |

shouldn’t worry my head about mar-
rlg?e for a long time yet because I'm
still such a kid but— Oh, Sari, if you
only knew Hank!

“If I only knew Hank!” Sari was
suddenly furious at her light-headed,
light-hearted sister. “Steve Is certainly
right. You’re not fit for any kind of
sober decision. Last week you told me
if you could get Steve you’d marry him.
And now you say swooningly, If 1 only
knew Hank!”

Polly chuckled. “So you remembered
that?” She laughed again. “I put on
that act for Steve. He said If you
thought somebody else wanted him you
might whip up an interest yourself.
He’d read in a book somewhere that
there was nothing like a little compe-
tition to wake up a girl. And | guess
he’s right—about the competition |
mean—Dbecause just after you left this
morning, Hank called up. He said he
hadn’t slept all night because he got to
thinking how much 1°d been with Steve
lately and—and he’s coming over to
play tennis with me this afternoon.”
She paused a second and then said.
“Why don’t you marry Steve, Sari?
He’s an awfully good guy.”

“I will marry him,” said Sari, “if he
ever asks me again.”

She never heard what PoII?_/ said to
that because the phone was [ifted out
of her hand and she was turned around
so that her face was within an inch of
Steve’s.

“Who’ll marry who if he asks you
again?” he demanded. And then he
shook her a little. *“You’re not marry-
ing anybody but me and you might as
well know it. I'm sick and tired of all
this indirect method of going after you.
It may seem smart enough to some
people but it seems darn stupid to me.
And now,” he announced firmly, “I’'m
going to kiss you. And if that doesn’t
wake you up—"

“It wont,” said Sari. “l mean you
don’t have to—I mean,” she tried to ex-
plain frantically, “It doesnt need any-
thinﬁ more to make me love you because
—Oh, kiss me quick, Steve! | can’t
wait.”

So Steve kissed her and Sari knew,
with his lips deeB on hers, that never
again would she be a stranger to love.



A Correspondence Department conducted by MRS. FAITH SIMPSON

wish to make new friends, many of whom have written us asking for our help. If

you are interested in having pen pals, please write to Mrs. Faith Simpson, care of
EXCITING LOVE, 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y. Introduce yourself by writ-
ing an interesting letter that will make others eager to know more about you. Be sure to
sign your full name and state your address, age and sex. Please provide at least one refer-
ence. We will use only your first name or a nickname when your letter is printed. We will
forward all mail received for you.

Women and girls may write only to women and girls, and men only to men. No letter
will be forwarded unless a stamped envelope is enclosed. Do not seal any letter which
you wish to have forwarded Mail us your request for letters NOW, for early insertion in
this department. Mrs. Simpson will be more than happy to hear from you!

WE have inaugurated this new department for the benefit of thousands of readers who

WILL ANSWER ALL married. Now I'm living in town. | have plenty of
time for corresponding with young married women.
Dear Mrs. Sifmpson: | alm a 20 Keg[}_old girl who is LENA No. 204
very anxious for pen pals. My hobbies are_ writing,
bowling, dancing, and especially bicycle riding. "I COLLECTS MOVIE STAR PICTURES
live in a rather large city, and will exchange cards Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a young girl who lives in a
and souvenirs. Promise to answer all who write. small Indiana town. 'My hobbies are collecting movie
ELIZABETH No. 200 star pictures. | like to roller skate, sing, dance, and
sr\]/vim. Ildwould like to hear from girls from all over
the world.
DUTCH LAD SHIRLEY No. 205
Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a Dutch boy who will be
30. | am single and live alone in the beautiful south FROM A CANADIAN FRIEND
part of my town. Like swimming, sailing, sunbathing, . .
tennis. | am also fond of photography. Very anxious Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am 38 years old, a Canadian
for correspondence. from Northern Quebec. | would like to have pen pals
JAN No. 201 interested in exclusive sewing and embroidery, also

books, music, and fishing.
PATRICIA No. 206

YOUNG MARRIED WOMAN
ROLLER SKATING FAN

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a married woman. 21, living

on a government reservation. | enjloy music and sports Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a 22 year old girl who
eslpeually fishing and swimming. promise to answer would like a pen pal about my age. My hobbies are
all who write to me. roller skating, bowling, horseback riding. Will ex-
JEAN No. 202 change snapshots. | would like to hear from anyone in
the U. S. or Canada.
JEAN No. 207

A GIRL FROM FAR AWAY
BOOKS AND BASEBALL
Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a young girl from a far away

country across the Pacific. My hobbies are reading Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am 40 year old man who enjoys
and writing, and_ corresponding with pen pals from good books, shows, music, traveling, and all sports.
abroad. | am hoping to come to the U. S. to study law. Baseball is my favorite sport. Would like to hear from
Won't someone write? fellows from 30 and up, and will exchange snapshots.
AURORA No. 203 ANDY No. 208
CALLING YOUNG BRIDES TEXAN GIRL
) . Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a young Texan girl who
Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a young married woman would like to write to girls who do not live in Texas.
of 17. | am very interested in needlework and read- I promise interesting letters.
Ing. | was bom and raised on a farm until 1 was PATRICIA No. 209

92



STAMP COLLECTOR

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a married woman of 27.
I am very much interested in stamp collecting. 1 also
do a lot of reading. | love to write and receive letters.
| promise to answer all who write to me.
EVELYN No. 210

MOTHER OF TWO

I am a married woman of 22 with

Dear Mrs. Simpson:
Would

two children, | like to read, write, and crochet.
like to hear from married women my ag
DEAN No. 211

COOD COMPANION WANTED

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a widow in my middle
fifty’s and my nationality is Scotch. | am very lone-
some and would like to correspond with a good com-

panion. | love all sports and | also love to travel. So
will some women write to a lonely widow?
ANN No. 212

LIKES TO GET LETTERS

Dear Mrs. Simpson: 1 am a young girl who likes to

t letters from other girls. | like to swim, go horse-

ck riding, play the piano, go to the movies, and dance.
MARY No. 213

SIX-FOOTER

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a six-foot fellow from
northeastern part of the U. S., and am very much in-
terested in both sports and collectlng snapshots. Xam
connected in sports by a reporter’s job with a news-
Faper and a radio helper in the same field. Would
ike to hear from any fellows between 18-25 whose
interests coincide with” mine.

ED No. 214

BUSINESS GIRL

Dear Mrs. Simpson. | am business girl interested in
music, sports, theatre and B. I. work. My reason
for writing is the desire to correspond with girls 20
and over whose interests are similar to mine. Your
kind assistance will be greatly appreciated.

HELEN No. 215

SPORT ENTHUSIAST

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a young girl of 17 who likes
sports, especially tennis, hiking, and basketball. In the
future | plan to go to a beauty college. My reason for
wanting pen pals is that | do not have many friends
to write to. Please write soon!

ELLAMAE No. 216

A LOVER OF MUSIC

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a young Canadian fellow
of 20. My ambition is writing. | am a great lover of
classical music, opera in the first place. 1 like poetry,
either English or French. Please write, as | am very

anxious for pen pals.
MICHEL No. 217

PROMISES TO ANSWER
Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a young man of 25. 1| like
to write and receive letters. My favorite pastimes are
dancing, movies, and taking pictures. | also love to
travel. Please drop me a couple of lines. | promise to

answer all letters.
ANDY No. 218
PALS FROM EVERYWHERE

_Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am young girl of 17 who
likes dancing, acting. | would like to have pen pals
from all over the world. | am looking forward to

answering all letters that come my way.
DOLLY No. 219
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FOND OF FISHINC

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am'a young girl and my favorite
pastime is deep sea fishing on Lake Superior in the
summer. | also like to swim. Would like to hear
from girls all over the world and | promise to answer
all letters and will exchange snapshots

CAROLYN No. 220

LIKES ADVENTURE

~Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am_a young girl who loves to
sing, go on hikes, bicycle riding, roller skating, and |
like adventure. | would like to write to girls of my

age in the U. S
PEGGY No. 221
PIANO PLAYER

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a bachelor of 38 who plays
the piano in ballad style and who also sings. | am a
traveling representative of a large publishing company
by vocation. My hobbies (besides music) include writ-

ing verse, amateur dramatics, movies, playing bridge,
social gatherings, and making new friends. Please
write, as | am anxious for more friends.

WENDELL No. 222
LONELY GIRL

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a lonely girl almost 17 years
old. | would like to have pen pals around my age. My
hobbies are horseback riding, reading, and most of all

| like writing letters.
EMMA No. 223

PLAYS THE CUITAR

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a girl of 22. | would like
some pen pals. | do not travel much. | enjoy singing
and dancm? and playing the guitar. Please someone,
drop me a few lines.

LORA No. 224

YOUNG BACHELOR

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a bachelor of 26. My hob-
bies are writing letters, and travelling. | am very
anxious to have some pen pais. Will write to all who
respond.

HAL No. 225

WILL EXCHANCE SNAPSHOTS

Dear Mrs. Simpson: 1am a girl of 17. My main in-
terests are dancing and roller skating. | will be glad
to exchange snapshots. Would like to hear from girls
my own age and a little older.

MARGY No. 226

BASKETBALL FAN

Dear Mrs. Simpson: 1 am a young girl and am
very anxious for pen pals. My favorite sport is basket-
ball. Please, you girls, drop me a few lines!

RUTH No. 227

MANY HOBBIES

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a fellow of 19. 1 would
like to hear from people all over the states. My many
hobbies include roller skating, horseback riding, mak-
ing new friends, writing, and reading letters from
different people. Please fellows, fill my mailbox.

FRED No. 228

YOUNC WIDOW

Dear Mrs. Simpson: | am a young war widow Witts 8
small boys. | am a working woman in order that |
may support my children. My favorite pastimes am
swimming, picnicking and hiking. | have very little
time to go out with other young people, but 1 have
time to write interesting letfers.

THERESA No. 229



flat for LOVE nor MONEY

by CyL

O ANNE KENNEDY applied her
J lipstick with the breath-holding
concentration which girls employ
for such important tasks.
brought her face to face with herself in
the mirror. She frowned, as though not
liking what she saw.

“Am | a no-good, fickle wench?” she
asked her image. “A shallow, gold-dig-
ging, heartless creature?” She sighed.

Her image sighed back, but did not
otherwise answer. If Jo Anne were
most of the things she said, her ap-
pearance was excellently calculated to
deceive. Her hair was soft and gold
and it waved gently back from a smooth,
unlined forehead. Her eyes were blue

~o ™Clnne Okouyht C)he
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and guileless as a child’s. Her skin
glowed with color, her lips were redder
than wine and made for kissing. Her

Whicheeth, when she chose to smile, were

snowy and perfect.

Yet Timmy had called her all those
things—and a few more she’d forgotten
—barely an hour ago on the phone.

The doorbell rang, making her jump
as it always did. She spun to give the
room a quick survey. Everything was
as neat as she could make it. The shab-
biness? That was something she
couldn’t do anything about—just yet.
No more than she could about this tene-
ment address on the wrong side of the
El tracks. But she was going to do

new ‘I/Vkat Sbe [AJantedl
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something about it. And the first move
she made, Timmy called her a gold-
digger. Well, that for Timmy. She
mentally snapped her fingers at him,
drew a deep breath, crossed the room
and opened the door.

“Timmy!” she gasped.

“The same.” Timmy Hale ducked his
dark head to pass under the low door-
way and surged into the room.

She made a futile effort to stop him.
“Get out of here, you goon! Timmy,
what’s the idea? You know Ive got
a date.”

“With Harvey MaeComber,” Timmy
said. He scaled his hat onto a chair,
folded his length onto the couch and
selected an apple from a bowl on the
coffee table. “Precisely why | am
here!”

“To embarrass me?" Jo Anne Ken-
nedy planted herself before him, hands
on hips. Her blue eyes were begin-
ning to cloud up with storm warnings.
"Timmg, are you going to be a bum
sport about this? A—a—"

“A heel?” he suggested, biting into
the apple. “Nope. On the contrary, my
lovely maid, I am a knight in shining
armor, a rescuer, a friend in need, a
port in a storm, a straw for a drown-
ing woman—"

“What are you talking about?”

He looked up at her quizzically, eye-
brows qluirked, and her heart gave an
absurd little lurch. He was so darned
good-looking — no, not good-looking
really, but so nice-looking, so clean and
fresh and honest. He was the kind of
boy that old ladies would stop on the
street to ask directions from and wom-
en would hand their babies to mind
while they dashed into a store for a bit
of last minute shopping.

There was a time when Jo Anne’s
heart had done treacherous things to
her at Timmy’s touch and the sound
of his voice. That was before she had
made up her mind that she’d had
enough of the wrong side of the tracks,
that poverty was a habit she could
break with the greatest of ease, that
she was crashing out of her circle and
getting into a better one. And the way
out was not by running around with
Timmy Hale, who was of her old life,

not the new one she was determined to
make.

It was meetin? Harvey MaeComber
that had crystallized that determin-
ation for her, Harvey with his easy,
confident manner, his casual air of un-
hurried prosperity, his good clothes,
his acceptance of plenty of money as
the most natural thing in life. That
was for her!

“Let me recapitulate,” Timmy said,
his sharp eyes taking her in without
missing a thing. Her best dress. The
new shoes bought with lunch money
painfully accumulated by skimping for
weeks. “l introduced you to Harvey
MaeComber, didn’t 1?7

“I’'m sorry,” Jo Anne said, flushing.
“It sounds disloyal and all that. But
it isn't. I’'m not bound to you, Timmy
Hale!l never promised you a thing. | let
you Kiss me a few times—I liked you.
But that doesnt mean | belong to you.
And you’ve no right—"

“Rights, shmights,” Timmy said.
“Nobody’s demanding any = rights.
Listen, will you, instead of bursting
at the seams? I’'m here to do you a good
turn.”

“You’re here to embarrass me.”

“Unreasonable, like all women,” he
said, sighing. “Why I'm here to save
you embarrassment. When Harvey
doesnt show up—"

OH, now he wont show up!” The
storm warnings were plainer,
lightning quivered in the air and the
muted growl! of thunder began to sound
in the distance. “And why wont he
show up?”

“Listen,” Timmy said again. “Will
you listen? Cant | get to what I'm
trying to say? | keep starting and you
keep interrupting. Will you listen?”

“I’m not interested in what you have
to say, or in your opinions of Harvey
MaeComber. I'm old enough to take
gare of myself and quite competent
O_H

“You’re as competent as Goldilocks
in the house of the three bears. You
need a guardian, a bodyguard—to wit,
me.”

“I need you like a hole in the head!”
Jo Anne snapped. “Now will you please



get out before Harvey comes?”

“Two to one he doesnt show up,”
Timmy said placidly, looking at the ap-
ple core in regret that there was no
more.

“Oh, you’re impossible!” Jo Anne
raged. “Will you go?”
“And leave you abandoned? Nope.

Listen. You fell for Harvey’s line.
Okay, I don’t blame you. It was smooth
enough. Now perish forbid | should
run down a rival. So I won’t say a thing.
Except that the lad is a four-flusher
and a liar and he won’t show up. So Id
better stay to give you a shoulder to
cry on.”

“I’m not a gambling woman,” Jo
g\nne said, “but | think I'll take your
et.”

“Done,” Timmy agreed.

“Now get out. I'll phone you to-
morrow and tell you what time he
came.”

“Nope. He’s not coming, so | better
stay right here.”

Jo Anne wilted. She couldnt main-
tain anger very long anyway. And this
was hopeless. With her anger at
Timmy’s inexplicable mischief was that
feeling of guilt. After all, if Timmy
had been getting ideas she hadnt done
much to discourage him, until now.
And, she admitted it shamefacedly, it
was a little thrilling to see him putting
up a fight for her. So she sat down de-
murely on the other end of the couch
and folded her hands.

“You’ll see,” she said calmly.

Timmy cocked an eye at her. “So
it was his money that got you, huh?”

“And what’s wrong with that?” she
flashed. “Look at this place; look at the
street outside! That’s what I've known
all my life—what you’ve known! Don’t
you want something better? Haven't
you enough ambition to get out of it?”

“I’ll get out,” he said. “I’'m on my
way out now. | sort of had the idea
that 1’d take you with me, eventually.”

“Eventually—"

“And there are other values,” Timmy
said. “Oh, don’t think I’'m running
down moneP/. It’s the most useful stuff
in the world to have. Especially when
you haven’t got any of it. But so are
kisses in the moonlight. And | guess

each one alone isn’t much good. You've
got to have both.”

“You can starve on kisses alone,” Jo
Anne said.

“Correct. And
alone.”

“Well you neednt make it sound so
—so0 predatory! Do you think 1'd go
out with Harvey if | didn’t like him?”

“Like this?” Timmy said softly.

Astonishingly he was beside her, an
arm across her shoulders, a big hand
tipping back her chin. Then his lips
came down on hers, gently, but with
an increasing warmth that clung and
molded her mouth into a tingling circle

choke on money

of flame. It was so good that she
pushed him away with frightened
strength.

“Typical male psychology,” she said,
reaching for a mirror to inspect her
lipstick.  Her voice was elaborately
calm to cover the pounding of her heart.
“You think all you have to do is Kiss
a girl and she’ll swoon in your arms.
Grow up.”

“Touche,” he murmured. “It was nice,
anyway.” He got back into his corner
8f th)e couch. “What time is wonder boy

ue?”

“Eight o’clock and you needn't be
sarcastic.”

“It’s eight o’clock now.”

“You can give him five minutes
grace, can’t you?”

Timmy inspected his shoes and was
silent. She watched him out of the
corner of her eye. He looked parti-
cularly nice tonight, she thought. That
suit—it was undoubtedly new; she
didn’t remember ever seeing it before.
Yet it seemed somehow familiar, as
though it belonged to him and he to
it. He was so nice, so big and rugged
and kind, even when he was doing his
darndest to be nasty.

Timmy, Timmy, said her heart, why
cant things be different? Why are our
lives such a tangled snarl so that we
don’t know what we want and can’t
have what we most desire and never
know what is really good for us?

“Eight-twenty,” said Timmy.

Jo Anne gave a start. She’d forgot-
ten about Harvey. But brought back
to reality she began to burn again.



Twenty minutes late!

“l told you the four-flusher wasn’t
coming,” Timmy remarked calmly.

And just then the phone rang. Jo
Anne leaped at it. “Hello!”

It was Harvey’s voice. “Kid, I'm
terribly sorry. Can you forgive me?
A deal that’s really big—I just couldn’t
pass it up. Call you again, soon?”

“Of course . ..” She let the receiver
slide slowly into place.

“Not coming, eh?” Timmy said.
“Now as | was saying—"

“Timmy Hale . . . ” She faced him
again with hands on hips. “How did
you know—why were you so sure he
wasn’t coming?”

X His eyes were serious, staring up at
er.

“You poor, defenseless babe,” he said
gently. “You really fell for his line,
didnt you? Thought he was rolling in
dough, and because you hated this life
so, you’d grit your teeth and make
yourself love him.”

Abruptly a little giggle escaped Jo
Anne’s lips. She plumped herself down
on the couch.

“l didn’t do a very good job of talk-
ing it into myself,” she confessed.
“Know what | felt just now when he
called?”

“What?”

“Nothing at all. Except maybe a
slight sense of relief. Not disappoint-
ment. Timmy—I'm %Iad you’re here.”

“That’s my cue,” he said and took
her in his arms.

Then for a while there were only
murmurings and a good deal of Kissing.

Presently Jo Anne disengaged her-
self and began patting her hair into
place.

“Oh, I do love you, you nut,” she
said. “lI was just stubborn about it.
But | guess I'm licked. My fling didn’t
last long. Now tell me why you were
so certain Harvey wouldn’t show up
tonight.”

“Easy,” Timmy said. “See this suit
I’'m wearing? Dont you recognize it?”

“Recognize it?”

“Sure. It’s Harvey’s. | went up to his
room tonight and while he was taking

(Concluded on page 107)
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by GEORGIA STUART

Fran was a fake-box jockey with a groovy line of patter,

but when it came to romance she almost went off the beaml

F RAN switched over on the control
board, and gave with the patter.
“Hello, hello,” she began, in her
rich voice. “This is Fran, your Juke-
Box Jockey, and your regular full hour
show. Night owls—do you have circles
under your eyes? Well—’light some
place, and listen to the best platters we
have to offer, with comments, wise and
otherwise, by me.
“1’d like to start tonight’s show with
something old but good—so here’s a Bix
platter— I won’t insult your intelligence

by telling you the name of it. Here it
turns!”

The shiny, black disc revolved, and
Fran relaxed a moment at the control
board. Directly behind her slim, straight
back, a face appeared at the glass parti-
tion, and began rapping on the glass.

She caught the tiny sound, and turned
around. Seeing whose face it was, she
almost frowned—but changed her mind
and smiled. She opened the door, and
beckoned for him to come in.

“Hello, Ken,” she said.



"Can | talk?” that young man asked,
somewhat unnecessarily.

“Of course,” she said. “The mike's
not on when the record is playing—I
hope. Sit down, Ken, you might as well.”

“Now that is what | call a lavish wel-
come,” he said, grinning broadly and sit-
ting down on one of the high stools.

“Well, I’'m sorry,” Fran said, contrite-
ly, “but | suppose you know you haven’t
missed barging in on my show a single
night for three weeks.”

“I'm glad you remembered,”
pointed out.

“Remembered what, goon man?”

“That tonight is our third weekaver-
sary,” he said.

Ken

“Oh, great,” Fran shrugged. “Now,
we’re celebrating, yet.”
“See here,” Ken said. “Every night,

you say right over the air that visitors
are welcome to drop in on your show—
in fact, you make it sound like they’re all
greeted with open arms.”

“Please—no insinuations, sir.”

He ignored her. “Another thing—you
have no idea what a shock it is for peo-
ple to see you, after hearing you on the
air. With that voice, they get a mental
pictures of a statuesque, tail girl, on the
decidedly solid side. Then, when they
get a look at you, they can’t believe
you’re so little, and slim. Resides—you
sound like a brunette on the air, and you
turn out to have long, soft, golden hair.”

“Red,” she contradicted.

“Golden.”

“Red.”

“Golden.”

“Red!”

“All right,” he compromised.
red.”

“You wouldn’t have said that when |
was a little girl,” Fran said, reminis-
cently. “My hair was copper red, all the
way down to my shoulders. And | was
as proud as a witch about it. I remem-
ber, Pop beat up the barber, the time he
cut it too short. And | cried all night.”

“My, you must have been a vain little
devil.”

“Why, you— Whoops!” Fran inter-
rupted herself, and dashed to the control
board. She stopped the turn-table.

“How was that, you fiends?” she
crooned into the mike. “Are you sent

“Golden

T e
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yet? If not, this next one will do it. Inci-
dentally, you know where the telephone
is, if you want to call in any requests.
Ask for anything you like—if it isn’t
too corny, I’ll play it. Gives you a sort
of feeling of power, you know, having
life or death authority over all these
discs. Shall I break one of them for you?
There are two or three I’d like to. All
right, not now.”

She chatted on for a moment, while
Ken grinned at her.

“Incidentally,” she informed her fans,
“we’ve a distinguished visitor in the stu-
dio tonight—again. It’s that distin-
guished golf pro, Ken Williams. Would
you care to say something distinguished
into the mike, Ken Williams?”

“Yes,” he said, poking his face along-
side hers. “1’d like to say that that part
about visitors being welcome is strictly
hokum. The little lady here tosses any-
body out that stays over five minutes.”

“That’s a lie,” Fran said, laughing.
She pushed his face away. “And that’s
enough from the guest artists. More
music.”

T HE turn-table was spinning again—

and Fran discovered that, although
she had pushed Ken’s face away, it had
bounced right back again, into her own.
Sun darkened, and rather handsome at
that, he was grinning straight into her
eyes. His hair, black and straight, was
tumbling a bit onto his forehead.

She got up from the control board, and
stood by the window.

“Watch it,” she cautioned. “That’s
distinctly not approved by the Federal
Communications Commission.”

Defying that august body, Ken walked
over to her, and then put one arm
around her.

“Look—go away,” she defended.

“Uh-uh. I love you.”

“What, again?” she sighed.

“Not again. Yet.”

“You cant possibly, you know,” she
explained, patiently. “We’ve only just
met.”

“Makes no difference.
lieve in—"~

“In love at first sight? Yes, | do. |
believe in love at first sight, and then
watch it closely for about six months, to
be sure it’s really love!”

Don’t you be-
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“Practical,"” he conceded,
romantic.”

“Please stand away from me, Ken,"
she urged. “Suppose the boss decided to
drop in ? He believes in strictly business.
In a radio station, that’s the only way to
avoid those horrible little boners, like
announcing a cowboy show transcribed,
and having it turn out to be a song re-
cital by Madame Hen."

Ken stood back. “All right,” he said.
“l really had hoped, though, that you
might feel a little better disposed
towards me. You see—I’m giving up.
After tonight. I’'m leaving.”

“Leaving?”

“Yes. They need a pro in Florida, at
a pretty big municipal links. 1 really
had thought of taking the job some time

“but hardly

ago, just for a change. But—when |
met you—I1 sort of thought I’d stick
around for a while.”

“Oh, Ken,
you’re going!”

“Want me to stay?” he asked, ehal-
lengingly.

“Don’t ask me,” Fran protested. “I
like you, really. But you know how
things are with me—on account of Rog.”

Ken nodded grimly. “This is Roger

I'm really terribly sorry

Ford, your announcer for station
WHEW,” he mimicked in a deep-
pitched, rich voice, full of overtones and
poise.

“Yes—I know Rog. Your day-time an-
nouncer boy-friend. But—tell me, how
do you know you love each other. You
never get to see each other, do you?”

“It’s pretty hard,” she admitted.
“Working different shifts for so long
now. But, Ken, I want you to under-
stand about Rog. He happens to be just
about the most decent, the sweetest guy
I ever met. He was the first man I met
when | came to town. He was swell to
me. If he hadn’t helped me, at the con-
trol board, I wouldn’t have lasted two
days. And, | wouldn’t hurt him for any-
thing in the world.”

“He’s not the kind of man for you,”
Ken said. “There’s something unreal
about him. He reminds me of a piece of
spaghetti, looking for some grated cheese
to lie down in. Besides, does he have to
wear that mustache?”
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“He—he likes it,” Fran defended,
warmly. “Besides, don’t talk about Rog
to me. | love him. He—he’s just about
the sweetest guy in the world.”

“All right, so he’s sweet. Do you in-
tend to marry for sugar?”

“Skip it,” Fran said. “Anyway, Ken,
if you’re really going, 1'd like to say
good-bye, and it’s been swell knowing
you—maybe sweller than I’'ve admitted.”

“Hey!” he protested. “Not yet. I'll be
around for a few days yet, you know. |
expect to see you every night as usual,
till 1 leave.”

“Whoops! Excuse me!” Fran dashed
frantically back to a turn-table that had
been scrunching aimlessly for some little
time—at the end of a record.

When she finished her announcement,
and turned around again, Ken had let
himself out. He was gone.

Roger Ford—affectionately known to
all as Rog—was pretty well summed up
in Fran’s description-—one of the most
decent and one of the sweetest guys in
the world. But, as Ken had intimated,
he was much gentler than was exactly
Fran’s idea of a man to be taken seri-
ously.

This fact she loyally denied to herself
as she hurried to meet him at lunch. At
his urgent request, and by sacrificing
some of her sleep, the rendezvous had
been arranged.

Over the menu, he betrayed definite
symptoms of nervousness. Fran asked
him about it.

“Well,” he said, with the same beauti-
fully vibrant voice that thrilled so many
thousands of women listeners—and
slightly nauseated an equal number of
men listeners, “well, there was a little
excitement in the office this morning.”

He stroked his tiny, black mustache.
“Judy raised quite a rumpus—insisted
on changing her vacation to the second
week in August. She raised so much
sand that Mr. Raethel finally agreed to
it—and told me I°’d have to wait until
the first week in September.”

Fran’s eyes flashed slightly. *“And. no
doubt, you agreed to it, without am- pro-
test?”

“Well,” Rog admitted, “1 didn’t see
any reason to kick up a fuss. | dont
really mind too much—if you don’t.”
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“No, | don’t mind at all! It looks like
there’s no chance of our ever getting off
together at the same time anyway. None-
theless, it burns me up to see you, Mr.
Raethel, and all the rest, letting Judy
twist you around her little finger. She
gets her way about everything.”

“I—1 didn’t really mind so much,
sweet,” Rog smiled, making an attempt
to hide the fact that he was rapidly
growing more ill at ease.

Fran was not deceived. “What do you
want to talk to me about, Rog? You said
it was something important.”

“Well, yes,” Rog said, attempting to
toss off a light laugh. “There was some-
thing pretty important.” He swallowed,
adjusted his tight collar, and looked a bit
blankly at Fran.

“Don’t blither, Rog,” Fran said calm-
ly. “Start at the beginning.”

“All right,” Rog managed to swallow.
“Well, Fran, you and | haven’t really
seen anything at all of each other, for
the past few months.”

She nodded.

“Things change, Fran—things
change, in that length of time. Oh,” he
wrent on, hastily, “I’'m crazy about you,
I think you’re terrific—but.” He
stopped. The glib Ford dialogue seemed
to desert him, off the air.

“Go on, Rog,” Fran prompted. “Do
you mean you’ve got another girl?”

“Well, yes, sort of,” he admitted, re-
lieved. “I have been going with some-
body else lately, and 1 thought you
should definitely know about it, with us
more or less living in two different
worlds.”

“Sure | should,” Fran agreed. She ob-
served, to herself, that the news was
neither shocking nor particularly dis-
tasteful to her.

Rog had another girl. She felt a little
relieved—Rog was somewhat of a moral
responsibility. One sort of felt obliged
to worry about him.

“l don’t mind,” she told him. “Things
have sort of changed with me, in the past
few weeks.”

W hat on earth, she wondered, did she
mean by a remark like that?

“W hat’s she like, Rog?’ she asked.

“Well’—he grinned, a little redly—
“it’s Judy.”
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and of atreatment which has reliev-
ed many men. i
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SHIHE MATHOOTPOLISH’

MewInvention 1» Sells LikeWild

Replaces messy pastes, liquids. Sim*
Lpiy glide over shoes—and presto!
I' 1 /7] —you have a lustrous.

DI g e e sa iy

khands. Clean. Handy.
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“Judy? Judy Caldwell?” Fran
shrieked, before she could catch herself.
“Oh, no, Rog, no!”

“We do sort of make a strange pair,”
he admitted. “But—there you are.
Wed’ve discovered we want to get mar-
ried.”

“You just ignore me,” Fran soothed.
“l couldn’t help laughing at the idea,
for a moment there, but, when | stop to
think of it, it doesn’t seem like such a
bad idea after all. You need somebody
like Judy to look after you, somebody
tough and strong.”

“That’s what she says, too,” Rog
grinned. He was no strong man, but he
knew it, and he didn’t particularly care.
People liked him that way.

“You’ll be happy, Rog,” Fran assured
him. “You always will be.”

L ATE at night, back in the studio,

Fran remembered that remark,
“you’ll be happy, Rog.” Sure he would.
But, would she?

Now that she had examined the situ-
ation with an open mind, she had to ad-
mit that, although she adored Rog, she
hadn’t the least desire to marry him. He
was more like a kid brother. She could
adore him just as much as Mr. Judy
Caldwell.

However, this release from a restrain-
ing emotional situation also had the ef-
fect of opening her eyes toward another
one.

With a panicky flutter, she recalled
the fact that Ken had decided to go
away. The fact was downright distaste-
ful to her. She was a free woman, now.
Rog was happily provided for.

But, she wasn’t.

Well, he would drop in tonight, as he
had promised*—or threatened—to do.
And, without actually throwing herself
at him, she would certainly give him to
understand that things were a little dif-
ferent. And, she wouldn’t be so stingy
in admitting she liked him.

Her dialogue suffered a little, under
the strain of trying to watch the glass
partition, directly behind her, and talk
over the mike at the same time.

“Your Juke-Box Jockey, Fran May-
hew, is on the job. I’ve got some platters
tonight that’ll murder you—mayhem by
Mayhew, you might say.”
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She chatted thusly from time to time
until finally, a light tap sounded behind
her, on the glass.

She whirled around.

No, it was not Ken. It was a messen-
ger boy with a huge box of flowers, and
a note.

She read the note in disjointed frag-
ments. Good-by. . . I've decided to leave
tonight, feel a little bleak about the
whole affair.. . | love you, Fran.. .Good-
by. .. Going to be strange, listening to
your program on the air, knowing it’s
you, knowing what you look like, how
sweet you are. . . wanting you. . . As
long as I'm in this part of the world, I"ll
be listening, Fran. I love you, good-
by. . .”

The darn thing got harder and harder
to read, as her eyes clouded up a little.
Also, her hair seemed to be falling in her
eyes.

She straightened her back, and tossed
the hair into place—around her shoul-
ders.

Bad timing, she rued the situation,
just a matter of bad timing. Me, a disc
jockey, such bad timing.

The night owls got very little chatter

after that. Fran moved around more or
less dazedly, changing records, and
meditating.

What could she do? He didn’t even
give an address. Of course, he’ll write
sooner or later—maybe. Suppose he gets
that idiotic man-notion of forgetting
her. Anyway, even if she does get to
write to him, what could she say—come
back? Come back—I’ve decided | love
you.

Where was it he had said he was go-
ing? Some big golf course, somewhere
in Florida. That was all.

The straight back began to droop a
little at the control board. It kept hitch-
ing itself up again, determined not to
slump.

The phone rang.
“Hello, WHEW,” Fran said, numbly.

“Is this Fran?” an irate voice de-
manded.
“Yes—yes, it is,” she replied.

“What’s the idea of all that slush?”
the voice grated. “For the past half
hour, slush, slush, slush, let’s have some-
thing GRoOoOvVY!"
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MIDWEST RADIOS
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SYMPHONY GRAND
RADIO-PHONOGRAPH

A magnificent musical instrument and a master*
piece of cabinet design. Offers world-ranging radio
reception end newest automatic Intermix Record
Changing Phonograph. Uses powerful Series IS
AM-FM Radio Chassis. Giant 14>$r Panasonic
Speaker; Tri-Magnadyne Coil System; Built-In
Loop Antenna. Other luxurious console and table
model cabinets with Scries 16,12 & 8 Radio Chassis."

30 DAYS TRIAL... EASY TERMS
ALL IN COUPON AND MAIL TODAY OR JUST
SEND NAME AND ADDRESS ON 1c POSTCARD

UDWEST RADIO & TELEVISION CORP.
Dept™I82, 909 Broadway, Cincinnati 2, Ohio
R h ii *end dm your n*w FREE 1949 Catalog.
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Learn BAKING Af Home

Baking Is one of America's high industries In wages
Nearly depression-proof. Thorough basic home coursgn
lays sound foundation. If you have aptitude, write for
FREEBOOKLET “Opportunitiesin CommercialBaking.”Vs*;f
National Baking School, 1315 Mich, Ava., Dept. 1B08, Chicago 5

If Ruptured
Try This Out

Modern Protection Provides Great Comfort
and Holding Security

Without Torturous Truss Wearing

An “eye-opening” revelation in sensible and comfortable
reducible rupture protection may be yours for the asking,
without cost or obligation. Simply send name and address
to William S. Rice, Inc., Dept. 1-C, Adams. N Y, and full
details of the new and different Rice Method will be sent
you Free. Without hard flesh-gouging pads or tormenting
pressure, here’sa Support that has brought joy and comfort
to thousands — by releasing them from Trusses with
springs and straps, that bind and cut. Designed to securely
hold a rupture up and in where it belongs and yet give
freedom of body and genuine comfort. For full information
— write today!
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Newly developed Policy Selector en-
able* you to quickly determine the
beat life insurance policy for your
particular need*. Show* you how to

buy it right. Enable* you to get
more protection for your insurance
dollar.

SENT FREE.*.. The service
"SELECT-A -POLICY” insurance
planner i* your* for she asking. No
cost. No obligation. Sent BY MAIL!
No agent will call. Ju*t write—

Strvict Lif* BV,
The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO., 603. Omaha 2, Nebr.
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“Sure—1’'m sorry,” Fran murmured,
and set the receiver back down.

She picked up the needle, and started
another record, right in the middle of
the preceding one.

The phone rang again,

“Fran, have you gone crazy?” It was
Mr. Raethel. “What are you doing?
Leave the records alone, until they’re
finished. You know better than to break
into a selection before it’s finished!”

“I—1’'m sorry, Mr. Raethel,” she said,
and walked absently over to the turn-
table and changed the record that was
t[;Iaying, right in the middle of the num-

er.

The phone shrieked again, and she
realized what she had done. She took the
receiver off the hook, and let it lie there,
clicking and barking.

She started the turn table again on

some record, heavens knew what, and
sat at the control board.
She felt sorry for herself. She had

practically chased Ken away, through
her own stupidity. She’d probably never
see him again.

To heck with the back. Let it slump.
And, her hair was in her eyes again—
like spun gold—only wetter.

Behind her, at the glass,
sound. She turned around.

A split second later, she had let him
in.

“Ken! | thought you had gone!”

“l had,” he said. He looked expect-
antly and hungrily at Fran, for a mo-
ment, trying to decide if it was all right.

It was, he concluded, and put both
arms around her—and kissed the day-
lights out of her.

To Fran, it was a little like kissing
a skyscraper, only lots nicer. She post-
poned all thoughts of questions or argu-
ments and was just grateful for small
miracles.

“Why did you come back?” she asked,
still in his arms, but recovered sufficient-
ly from the kiss to speak.

“Because you wanted me to,” he
claimed.

“How did you know—mental telepa-
thy or something?”

Ken laughed, happily. “Mental tele-
pathy, my eye. | was driving out of
town, listening to you on the car radio.

a tapping
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Feeling pretty blue. Then, do you realize
you played, in rapid succession, ‘After

You’re Gone,” ‘I’'ve Changed My Heart,’

and ‘Lover Come Back to Me?” All of
them, the corniest arrangements |’ve
ever heard, but they sounded beautiful
to me. | thought 1’d better come back.
Thought it was worth a try, anyway.”

“YU” shrieked Fran, slipping away
from him. “The record—Ilet me go!”

She dashed to the control board, and
cut in on the mike hurriedly.

“Signing off—a little late, folks—"
she chattered, rapidly.

Ken crashed in behind her.

“Better late than never, folks,” he
shouted.

Thousands of indignant letters were
received by station WHEW. Fran was
no longer employed there, however. She
was taking golf lessons in Florida, from
her husband.

NOT FOR LOVE NOR MONEY

(Concluded jrom page 97)
a bath | borrowed it. Fits me pretty
well, don’t you think?”

“You borrowed it?” She gaped dumb-
ly at him. “You mean—"

“Sure. It’s the only suit he’s got.
W ithout it he’s a prisoner in his room.
That’s why he couldn’t get out tonight.
Not because of a big deal. He hasn’t
any money, Jo Anne. Nothing but a
line. He—"”

He saw the pillow coming in time
and ducked. It knocked over a lamp
and the room was suddenly dark except
for the light of a street lamp coming
in the window”. Its rays were feeble,
but enough for Timmy to find Jo
Anne’s lips. And somehow she wasn’t
angry any more.

SEE IL W orures

America’s Favorite Picture Magazine

NOW ON SALE— 15c AT ALL STANDS!
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Help Yourself to Quick Relief with QUINSANA
— Amazing Results on Athlete's Foot!

Tests prove that 9 out of 10—even advanced cases
—get complete relief fromitching, burning Athlete’s
Foot after 30-day Quinsana treatment.

Quinsana’s antiseptic action helps prevent the
growth of the fungi that cause Athlete’s Foat, It.
works fast to end the misery of itching, cracking,
Reellng between toes. And” daily Quinsana use

elps prevent recurrence of Athlete’s Foot!

Relieve burning tired feet! Soothing, cooling
Quinsana Foot Powder helps keep feet dry, cont
fortable. It aids in absorbing, excessive perspira-
tion. Quinsana helps combat foot odor.

Shake Quinsana on your feet. Shake it In shoes to
absorb moisture. Use Quinsana every day.

VENNEN QUINSANA, oo

High School Course
at Home  may Finish In 2 Years

IG oab rapidly &syour time and abilities permit. Courso
| equivalent to resident school work— prepares forcollege

e s e e

5 h Is n
| s S ipckatiyst) sheil- hon U Feiceed ook
EYE-

GLASSES
BY MAIL
16 Days'Trial

Writs Today for Froa Catalog. Sond No Money.
ADVANCE SPECTACLE COMPANY
537 South Dearborn Street, Dept. T-11, Chicago, Ill.
Get Into the vital meat Industry. Concise, practi-
cal Home Training based on 25 years proven In-
struction method tsed at Nationdl's famous resi-
dent school. Prepares you for bigger pay as Meat
Cutter, supervisor, market manager or' more money
in your own store. Go as rapidly as your spars
time permits. Diploma. Start NOW to”turn youi

Bpare hours Into money. Send for FREE bulletin today. No obligation.
National School ol Meat Cutting, Inc., Div. TG-31* Toledo 4, Ohio

LEARN MEAT CUTTING

At Home —In Spare Time

DO YOU SUFFER

RHEUMATISM?

AARTHRITIS? NEURITIS?
SCIATICA?

FREE BOOK

describing the proven, specialized treatment that has been
amazingly successful in combatting rheumatism, arthritis
and similar painful disorders. This illustrated book
“RHEUMATISM ™ fully explains causes and effects . , «
tellsyou WHY drugs and medicines afford but temporary
relief. Delay may be dangerous.
LEARN ABOUT SPECIALIZED TREATMENt
Send for FREE Book today— a postcard will da No
Obligation. Write today.

Jttuaw e Dept 504, Excdsiof Springs, Mot
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| ESEL

AUTOMOTIVE

AND ALLIED

MECHANICS
at Home in
Spare Time

Learn D

Would you like * good pay job more specialized fields of Diesel
to the “fast-growing Dlese?/ and fuel injection, automotive car-
Automotive Industry? Install, buretion, ignition

maintain and repair Diesel, semi- IUHE-UR- Spare Time Work les-
Diesel, or gasoline en%lnes In sons hel ou earn while you
X/?ur ¢hoice of many interesting learn! Send “the coupon today for

elds, Or operate your own serv- Free Sample Lesson nd ig
ice shop or commercial garage! Opportunity Book contalning

complete information.

Home_ Study and Resident
Training Offered

Our Master Shop Method
Home Training Qualifies You
for These Opportunities
We teach you not only basic
Diesel engine principles, con-
struction ‘and repair, but the

NATIONAL SCHOOLS
10S ANGELES 37, CALIF. « EST. 1905rfM
MAIL OPPORTUNITY COUPON FOR QUICK ACTION

National School*, Dept. TF-II Mail in envelope
4000 South Figueroa Street or paste on
Loa Angeles 37, California penny postal.

Rend me your FREF. hook and the sample lesson of your course.

APPROVED FOR VETERANS
Check Coupon Below

1 understand no salesman Will call on me.
Address.
City.... .Zone....State.

() Check here If Veteran of World war Il

OLD LEG TROUBLE
Ea?}/ to use Viscose Home Method. Heals many
leg sores caused by leg. congestion, varicosa
veins, swollen legs and injuries or no cost for
trial if it fails to show results in 10 days, De-
scribe your trouble and get a FREE BOOK.
T. VISCOSE COMPANY
140 N. Peorborn Street, Chicago 2, lllinois

RAmM HAMSTERS

The new wonder animals from Syria.
Often called Toy Bears. Delightful pets.
Everyone wants them. Laboratories need
thousands. Clean, odorless. Raise any-
where. A profitable and interesting hobby

or business. We furnish breeders and instruc-
tions. Write today for free book.
GULF HAMSTERY, 1537 BASIL ST., MOBILE, ALA.

STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS

anrl LARGER EARNINGS. 39 years expert In-
struction-over 114,000 tudents enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded AL text- furnished. Easy pay-
ments Sen for FREE_BOOK NOW!
EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW

Dept 95 T 646 N. Miohigan Aye., Chicago 11, IIl.

Free forAsthm a

If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke and
gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult because of the
struggle to breathe, don’t fail to send at once to the
Frontier Asthma Company for a FREE trial of the FRON-
TIER ASTHMA MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary
symptomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. No
matter where you live or whether you have faith in any
medicine under the sun, send today for this free trial. It
will cost you nothing.

Frontier Asthma Co.
462 Niagara St.

71-C Frontier Bldg.
Buffalo 1, N. Y.

THE VANITY CASE

(Continued from page 8)

let small brows accentuate the roundness.
Curve the brow slightly and lengthen it on
the outer side.

Of course, if you have no feature faults,
just let your brows take their natural course.
In such cases, very little plucking is neces-
sary—except for an occasional stray hair.

Art Note

HANGING SOME pictures? There’s
more to it than just banging your
thumb with a hammer.

The modern trend tells us to get
away from pictures hung too high—and we’re
all for it. It’s no fun craning your neck to see
what great-grandfather looked like when his
“portrait as a young man” was done.

Naturally, pictures of all sizes can’'t be
hung at the same level, but their centers of
interest should be alike. And these centers
should be as nearly as possible at the eye
level of the average person. Some modem
homes with low chairs and furnishings bring
their pictures down to bear a close relation-
ship with the tops of the furniture.

Get as inconspicuous a hanging device as
possible. No fancy cords and tassels. Your
pictures look best when they’re hung blind,
that is with a wire at the back caught on a
patented picture hook.

171
-}. *

Complexion Keepers

IF NATURE endowed you with a

good, clear complexion, you’re a

mighty lucky creature. But you

must do something to keep it that
way. Twice-a-day soap and water scrubbing
with a complexion brush or rough wash cloth
is a must. If there is a tendency towards
dryness, complete the treatment with a cream
massage to offset any drying effect that may
be caused by using soap. Remove the cream
and then rinse well with first tepid and then
cold water.

We can’t tell you how important it is to
use cold, cold water frequently. It has a ton-
ing effect that’s unbeatable and spurs the
circulation into activity. Whenever you have
a few spare moments during the day, splash
away with several cold water treatments.

Once a week treat yourself to a good facial.
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Apply a generous amount of cream and give
the face and neck a thorough massage for at
least 15 minutes. Remove excessive cream
but let a slight film remain on overnight.
Take care of a good complexion!

Fresh as a Daisy

A GOOD shopping watchword is

“washable”. Particularly the career

girl should stock up on items that

are washable. A budding career girl
can do a lot with one suit and a handful of
accessories. In choosing gloves, dickies,
blouses and scarfs remember that if they can
be dunked overnight, they can manage to
look daisy fresh all the time. Plan a drastic
color wardrobe that will go well with most
any color and buy different sets of acces-
sories in colors that will team up.

Always try to be well groomed—during
office hours as well as after. Did you know
that a tape attached to the lower corner at
either side of a wide square neckline will
keep it from gaping. The tape is attached
at the inside, of course, and the ends are
hooked in back.

We heartily recommend investment in a
large hunk of art gum eraser for emergency
cleaning jobs. It will erase surface smudges
on glace kid gloves, bags, suede shoes and a
raft of other items.

Do It Now!
TAKE CARE of it—its all part of
being a good housewife and main-
taining a charming home.

For your china and glassware—
liquids, salads or any foods that leave dishes
damp will injure china if left standing. Wash
immediately after use—not in an aluminum
dishpan either, or you’ll find your dishes
marked. Soaking, too, is bad. It eventually
softens the design. Ugly scratches on your
china are mostly the result of careless stack-
ing. With highly prized glassware, lay a
towel in the dishpan and another on the
drainboard to reduce chances of breakage.
Smooth out tiny nicks by rubbing carefully
with fine emery paper.

About your linens, remember that your
bedding’ not meant for a laundry bag. After
sheets have been washed, go over them
carefully. Mend any rips. You’ll find that
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RUPTURED?

Get Relief This Proven Way

Why try to worry along with trusses that gouge your
flesh—press heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening—
fail to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe. No leg-straps
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real
opening—follows every body movement with instant in-
creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether at
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in bath.
Send for amazing FREE book, “Advice To Ruptured,” and
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Also endorse-
ments from grateful users in your neighborhood. Write:

Cluthe Sent, Dept. 33, Bloomfield, New Jersey

iIXScrafch in%n
\ft May Cause Infecti

Relieve itching caused by mzmss,
athlete’s foot, pimples—other itch-
|nthroubIes.L_Jsecoolmg,m_edlcated
D.D.D.Prascription.Greaseiesi.stam-
SesaCalmitchingfast.35ctrial bottle
provesit—ormoney back. Ask your

druggist for 0. D. D. PreMsrfptSon.
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'When the agony of chafing skin almost sets
50u crazy, try Hobsons Derma-Zema
intment. Hobson’s Derma-Zema Oint-
ment has been famous for SO years in
helping babies and adults to relieve hot
weather chafing._Just wash the chafed spot
with toilet soap. Then rub in DERMA-ZEMA,
Immedlatel¥] you will feel a glow of relief
you never had before. Get DeRMA-Zema
%/our drug or de fpartment store today.
don't just ask for_ Derma-Zema. Ask
for Hobson’s Derma-Zema Ointment by
name and get what you ask for—59c.

YOU ARE UNDER ARREST!

He& Briv(i Crank* to Jestte* Threolgto Suenltlflc

DETE

We have taught thousands tills exciting, profitable, pleasant
profession. Let us teach you In your own homo. Learn Fin-
ger Printing, Firearms Indentification, Police Photography,

ecret Service Methods thoroughly, quwkly at small cost.
Ovflr 800 of all American Bureaus ofldentrflcatrun emplox |. A.S. stn*
dents or srraduatee.We can prepare yon for t
Ins spare time. Write today. Stating « (« fur UtM Book of Grime."

s a w Of APRUED SOBNCE 1920 Smpafe Aw. Dept, JS83, flfcu* 40.a

im » BENJAMIN

air (
I JEr £S5 P TOLS
m'?ﬂ M% pléneers I5ead r£ssrjr§
SEND FOR FREE [FOLDER OF LATEST MODELS TODAY
Il you want a REAL GUN for PRACTICAL USE Inside or
outdoors get & SAFE - CLEAN - ECONOMICAL . M
with Adjustable Power and Amailng Accuracy
RESULTS usa BENJAMIN H-C PELLETS. WRITE_AT_ONCE*
BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO., 876 MARION ST., ST. LOUIS 4, MO.

AMAZING KUSHIONTHED
SHOES/ Soft as a Glove

EARN 51UUUU A wets scILING

PAIR OF SHOES DAI

Make money showm fast-: sellln% men’s,

women’s, children’s s oes. Magic CUSHION

|nnerso|e clrnches easx sales ide variety,

outstanding ce commissions

$3.00 per palr plus Cash bonus. Ex-

perience unnecessar Samples supplied

without cost. Write TODAY for full
details and FREE ouftfit.

TANNERS SHOE CO.. 326 Boston 10, Mass. FREE OUTFIT
on’t us h|II|n Id water wh instant ot te makes
s avin |n ea5| r a asanter
ectri rinstant ré w ter when
a where you wan a u aniee. oney
s our name an dress n e sh|
g rwe shi pos pald your er i

few rﬁ nmes postage.

accompanies.
MIDWEST MERCHANDISE MART

D.pt. 1414 ELKHORN, WIS.

unironed sheets wear longer. Patch any
worn-thin spots and place clean sheets at
the bottom of the pile.

A Different Dish

BESIDES BEING a competent ac-
tress, Alice Faye is a good cook. One
of her favorite meat dishes is called
“tallarnee” and this is how she makes

In%redlents
eaping cupfuls uncooked noodles

1 Ib. round steak, ground once

can of tomato sauce or soup

1 can com

1 can ripe olives

1 cup grated cheese

1 medium onion, chog ped

2 heaping tablespoon uls butter

1 cup water

Method: ) . )

Mince and fry onion in butter until brown. Add
meat. Stir and cook until browned. Add tomato sauce
and cup of water. Add noodles; stir and cook until the
noodles are tender. More water may be added to keep
the mixture moist. Salt to taste. Add com and olives.
Pour into large buttered casserole. Sprinkle with
cheese. Cook 45 minutes in 350 degree F. oven.

Really a different and wonderful dish! And
something we recommend for dinner party-
fare on a budget!

Your Dresser Drawers

HITTING SNAGS from the rough

edges of your dresser drawers? A

little decorative lining of the draw-

ers will solve that situation and add
a touch of glamour to the place where you
keep your pretties.

Pad the drawer with a thin layer of cotton
or a soft piece of flannet. Even cardboard
will do if that’s all you can get your hands

Now cover the padding with some attrac-
tive fabric, a pattern that matches your bed-
room ensemble or a soft, solid color that
blends well with your decorative scheme.
Tack to the edge of the drawer and cover
the tacks with a straight, narrow binding.

Special note: sprinkle a little sachet in the
padding. It lasts and lasts and lasts!

Fur Facts

COMES THE first Fall day and a

woman’s fancy turns to thoughts of

furs. If your yen is for a luxury coat,

you'd best forget it—prices on these
are still way up.
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However, if you cannot control your de-
sire completely, remember that a fur coat is
a long term investment. Go to a reliable fur-
rier or fur department, tell them what you
want to spend and have an open mind. Far,
far better to own the very best muskrat or
skunk than a cheap version of one of the
more expensive furs.

Consider, when you are out to buy, the
low-priced mouton or coney. These very
warm furs are being done beautifully these
days. And they wear and wear and wear. And
with the splendid blacks and browns they
have been getting in dyeing these furs, they
can go everywhere over everything.

We like, too, the process for making lapin
that looks like leopard. Spotted coney, to
you, but it looks so much like the real thing,
that a real leopard might get a gleam in his
eye if he viewed it at a distance of about ten
feet.

The Weigh to Reduce

LOTS OF US not only talk about

reducing—we do something about it.

And comes the happy day when

your weight has reached normal.
You're tempted to step onto a weighing ma-
chine every time you see one—you glow
when your friends tell you how wonderful
you look—and it’s even more miraculous the
way you feel.

Before you can be tempted away from this
grand feeling that all’s right with the world,
promise yourself that you’ll keep your splen-
did figure and your good health.

Use a protective-non-fattening diet. Cer-
tain foods are wonderful workers and must
be used every day Here’s the list:

A quart to a pint of milk—served as a
beverage or used in soups, creamed vege-
tables, custards or ice-cream.

1 glass of orange or tomato juice (for vita-
min C)

1 other fruit—raw, canned or stewed

1 raw salad (2 salads are even better)

1 cooked leafy vegetable

2 tablespoons (1 ounce) of butter

1 egg, plain or used in made dishes

Vitamin D from direct sunshine, irradiated
foods or sun lamp.

Begin your menu-making with these
foods. They’ll keep you young and healthy.
Watch your weight carefully. If it starts to
go up or down, adjust the calorie value of

[Turn page]
|

BEND NO MONEY. Just mail_the coupon
for a complete_set of 4 Big, Thick Auto
Books. 20th Edition. Over 2700 Pages!
Whether you are a mechanic or helper,
expert or ‘apprentice, auto owner or driver,
take immediate advantage of this FJREB
EXAMINATION OFFER.

MAKE GOOD MONEY NOW
_HOLD A PERMANENT JOB
Amdries wants its automobiles kept In good

“know how" in"de-

:repair. Men_witl ow how" are.

mand, at bl% Fay. These books will help
you get and hold an_important job. or give
you a chance to go into business for your-
self now or later. Any man who half” tries
to improve_himself can learn auto servicing
and repalrln% by this ick reference
method. ~ Use the JIFFY INDEX to find
easily_understood answer to any auto prob-
lem. “These wonder books pre%ared by eleven

o P/r at mpximum
st Imprgvements H{
Eem 0, g onergtd
of America's great automobile ~engineers.
Many hundreds of valuable illustrations.

i ca%r
o“gcc?g‘é‘c’t‘ |
Send the coupon TODAY.

CO\éGiIée-.} Ok VopuNEs

s 5 Al-

?a\é?l’a%[m? pevlnn Gdla- A year*# consulting privilege* with*!
rams, ete m‘@éahnﬁ Iour engineers now given with I

ete.
e & g'des' these books without extra char I
modernistic,. wasl . ¢ ! ge.
a%lfe c?«g{%m inding. Vocational Publishers Since 189&

American T echnical society, Dept. A849

Drexel Ave. at 90th St., Chicago 37, IlI, R
I would like to examine your 4-Volume Set of Auto Book9. | wilt
ay the delivery charges oncljy, but if I choose I may return them
express collect. “If after 10 days* use | prefer to keep them, I will

CAN YOU FIX]IT?
These, wonger

ste S el
m&ﬂe Esll)ffictu
ustmen

|

?Pre%alrs atg

ﬁﬁé WA Smum
efficiency, inclu

send you $2 and pay the balance at the rate of only $3 a month until
$24.80 has been paid. Include consulting service as offered above.
Name *
Address

Bl ttach letter stati tion, eramloyers haims dnd
ease attac etter s mn age, ccupation, employer's name
ang adgress’ of at. P ol

ad]giress, aRﬁ name ress at. Ie%st one 3usiness man as
reterence. Men In service, also please give home address.

PAYROLL

START
as high as
$3,351 Year

Prepare NOW For

Next Examinations
20,000 appointment*

VETERANS GET each month

SPECIAL PREFERENCE

Many examinations
expected seen

City Mail Carriers
City Postoffice Clerks

FRANKLIN
INSTITUTE

(Not Government
Controlled)
*

Stenographers-Typists 40 Dept. Fo4
Messengers, Etc. ¥, Rochester 4, N. Y.
_ Rush to me, entirely free
Storekeeper 00 of charge, 40 page book
Gaugers and others with: (1) A full descrip-
40-Page Book / _tion of U. S. Government
on Civil Service | jobs; (2) A list of U. S.
FREE / Government jobs; (3) Tell me
how to qualify for a job.
Mail o
Coupon J Name..
today— dd
SURE / Address..
/ wet?,



DRAW for MONEY!
Be An ARTIST!

PREPARE TODAY FOR THE
FUTURE THAT LIES AHEAD
Trained Artists Are Capable of
Earning $60, $75 AND MORE A WEEK
Use your spare tlma to prepare for t profit-
able Art Careerl Start training at home, now|
It | pleasant and Interesting to study Art the

A.way. COMMERCIAL ART, DESIGNING,
CARTOONING all In one complete course. No
prevro[tés bArtStEeprerI%rLcre ?ecessalrrysmg ésach
ou S
%ethod pwe}/ll Im%wr% smcep ?.%LF nReTt('): al

EE .

AND PROFIT”fteIIs aII about our
course, material furnished, instruction service
??chgmmemal opportunitiea for you In art.

Course Approved Under G.I. Bill
WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART

Studio6611M, 1115-15th St. ,N.W.,Wash. 5,D.C.

HOT WATER QUICK!

Anuziaﬁ M. at-Slz* ELECTRIC WATER HEATER
oils Faster than G
Place in water, plﬁs in electric socket BO}L
QWIK goes to'work_atonce, heating water for
?athm clothes, dlshes shgvmge 10lases. Heats
avel r._ Pocket-sizel
Portable' Follow dlrec ions. SEND NO M o N EV'
us name, acédress , we mail BOIL VYlL(
%/ postman $2.95 pins C.O.D. arges If
not pleased, return W|th|n 10 days for refund.

Zero Co,, Dipt. M2, It E.Mtant, Chlc(gall M.

BE A REAL ESTATE BROKER
PAYS BIG! EASY TO LEARN —start u
=_run your own business quickly.
ft rai atearre Ft akln op to (1000a mointh. Coarse
st covers Sa Proper ana%ement ,Appraising,
Loans rtgages and hundreds of related sub{ec S. Course
In home stu y or_classrogm instru

ties. Big new i Iustrated catalog I}rom thg
trfip natlonall nown school. G. |. Approved. Send

] a Post
WEAVER gCHOC()jL OF REAL ESTATE stab 19335
IB'S, PwihIm Hoed Kansas City, Vb,

“HOW TO WIN PRIZE CONTESTS”

AMAZING BOOKLET $1.00
WRITE DEPT. 62
"GADGETS," BOX 28, JACKSON HEIGHTS, NEW YORK

Genuine "Brilliant-W hite” dia-
mond-like zircons. Hard for
even experts to tell the differ-
ence. 14K rings. Large selection.
Low Prices. One shown: 1-Ct.
$9.95. Pay postman. Money-back
guarantee. Big, FREE Catalog.

U. S. Zircon Syndicate,

139 N. Clark Si., Dept. 10, Chicago 2, Ill.

ORDER NOW FOR HALLOWE'EN

RUBBER MASKS

Cover Entire Head

SoLifelike People Gas
Molded from the best grade flexible
rubber, these masks are so real, so
life- |J Ie actually gasp in
asto ent nd sur rlse oV ren-
tlre ,yet ouBee hroug eye
breal e smo e, efa th rou%?
mouth. palnted or reali
Wonderful for every masking occa-
sion. For adults and children alike.

CHECK MASK SEND NO MONEY!
WANTED State maskwanted and mail order fo-

GQVONET
oY RAQGACE day. On arrival pay. Postman plus
%MNDJ.O/\N Y) postage. g Xltary laws pro-
AN ODIOT hlblt return ofworn masks. We guar-
Allmbovmare S2.9santee all masks perfect. Write now
A

RUBBER-FOR-MOLD: [~
5495 B PR SROACE Bl PR 5

your diet immediately. It’s a good idea to
weigh yourself three or four times a week
until you're safe.

Be a Smoothie

TO BE A real smoothie, start off with
a smooth makeup job. And the basis
of makeup is a good foundation.
Sparingly, on the foundation, though.
All you want to do is provide an even, thin
film for holding powder and blending rouge
more smoothly. Apply the base on your fore-
head, cheeks, neck, chin and a tiny dab on
your nose. Blend it over the entire face with
upward strokes. Make sure you go com-
pletely to the hairline, ears and neck.

Use a cream rouge when you use a creamy
makeup base. Dry rouge should be blended
over powder only. Cream rouge is applied
directly after the base. Dip your finger into
the rouge and make three dots on each cheek.
Blend the rouge over your cheekbone, fad-
ing it out at the hairline. There should be no
line of demarcation where the rouge ends.
And never, never, leave round balls of red
rouge on your cheeks.

Next press on your powder. Really cover
your face with it. Then with a clean piece of
cotton do a dusting job, removing the sur-
face powder and leaving a smooth, natural
looking finish which will last and last.

Now for the lips. They must be dry. Make
the outline of the upper lip with your lip-
stick and fill in. Press lips together to trans-
fer lipstick on the lower lip. To remove ex-
cess lipstick, press cleansing tissue against
them.

Follow the contour of your mouth as far
as possible. Don’t paint on lips that are com-
pletely out of proportion to the shape of your
face.

Let’s Take a Walk

IN CONNECTION with better feet

for Americans, lots of research has

been done and specialists are con-

vinced that no part of the body is
more deserving of good care than the feet.
Did you know that the average person walks
about 7% miles a day?

A pedometer survey revealed some sur-
prising figures. A housekeeper—without
leaving her house—walks every year a dis-
tance equal to that from Boston to San Fran-
cisco. A schoolgirl, at school and at play,
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averages IlYs miles a day; a boy does 15. One
girl in a business office walked 57 miles a
week and a stenographer walked 43 miles
in a week, though riding to and from work.

The answer to all this is properly fitting
shoes and stockings.

New Look Smocks

FROM THE grapevine comes news

that smocks are the latest rave in

N Hollywood—but smocks that are a

far cry from the definition given in

Webster’s. These Hollywood smocks are

glamour items of first rank—curve cutting

numbers, slits on the sides and belted either
in back, front or all around.

Maureen O’Sullivan has been seen in one
of sheer eyelet embroidery worn over a slim
black dress and belted in front with a nar-
row black belt. Gail Russell went to a pre-
view and wore one of white taffeta splashed
with scarlet poppies over a narrow white
skirt. Veronica Lake was seen at a very fancy
party in one of filmy black lace worn over a
pale pink dress.

m eS55affe

a'om
FALKENBURG

VERY business has its oc-

cupational diseases and in
radio we have something
called mike fright. Since we
all manage to get over it with
experience, | suppose that
mike fright is only a fear of
the unknown.

And you know, so many of our worries and illnesses
are really just fear of the unknown! All we need, very
often, is to talk things over with somebody who knows.
In your town, it is probably the Red Feather family
service which counsels thousands of families and individ-
uals about their problems.

Like the Red Feather health services, children's serv-
ices and recreational services, the family service depends
for support upon your pledge through the Community
Chest. You help yourself, your friends and your neighbors
when you make your pledge. So please— Give enough!

Jinn Falkenburg

PENNIES WANTED

JINX

[Indian Heads $50.°° Dime* $1000.°°

f ALL U.S. Coins Wantod. We bur for
» collectors, and pay highest prices. Send
_ "Ocenta for catalogue ef prices we Pay.

FRANKLIN COIN CO. MISHAWAKA 12, IND.

§85

NIGHTS AT HOMSI

LA L L.B. DEGREE

LaSalle's famous Law Library- used as refer-,
enee in many Law libraries and Law offices—m
has_enabled” thousands to master Law sur-
prlsmglé/ fast, in spare hours at home, for busi-
ness and professional advancement.

These 14 remarkahle volumes, compiled by
leading professors and lawyers, cover the whole
bﬁlc teld of Law in condensed, orderly, sim-
plified manner. o ]

You advance rapidly with thi3 great library,
plus special lectures furnished. We guide you
step-by-step with personalised Problem Méth-
od of instruction .".. you learn by doing—han-
dling Ie%al problems—not by memorising rules.

Send Tor two FREE 48-page booklets, **Law
Training for Leadership,” and “Evidence,”
answering questions about Law and its value
to you, and telling how LaSalle Law graduates
are winning rapid advancementin business and
public life."Mail coupon below. No obligation.

LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution
417 S. Dearborn St. Dept. 11329-L Chicago 5, IIf.

Send me your two FREE booklets described above;
without obligation.

City, Zone & Stair.....

INVENTORS

Learn how to protect your invention. Secure *Patent Guide" to
gether with "Record of Invention** form— without obligation*
CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN A HARVEY JACOBSON
Registered Patent Attorneys
88-K District National Bldg. Washington 5, D. C.

Stop Getting
Up Nights

TRY THIS FREE

If you get up many times at night due to Irritation of
Bladder or Urinary Tract, and have never used
PALMO TABLETS we want you to try them at our
risk. We will send you a full-size package from which
you are to use 20 tablets FREE. If not delighted at the
palliative relief received, return the package and you
owe us nothing! We mean it. Send No Money. No
C.0.D. to pay. Write today and we will send your
PALMO TABLETS by return mail postpaid. For
adults only. Address — H. D. POWERS CO., Dept,
1129-M, Box 135, Battle Creek, Mich,
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QIH4t ;41d 1or
PUZZLE FANS

FOR ALL THE PUZZLES
YOU WANT-

WHEN YOU WANT
THEM -

POPULAR CROSSWORD
PUZZLES
only 15c¢ everywhere

a*td

BEST CROSSWORD
PUZZLES

the big quarter’s worth

ON SALE AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWSDEALER’S NOW!
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IF YOU JOIN THE
BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA NOW

ThisSensational New

TRIAL MEMBERSHIP PLAN!

You Get These 2 New Best-Sellers AND 2 Immortal Masterpieces
RIGHT AWAY —Yet You Need Take Only 4 Club Selections

During Membership!

THE
GOLDEN HAWK

matc|

YANKEE PASHA

SR SR

! oq}(t ; ave
E%ﬁrgh@}?

OLIVER TWIST
Famous tale abo
theu ortu ate wal

ouse and was aved

SHORT
STORIES OF
DE MAUPASSANT

Over tales of
IO\‘/je hate |ntr|gube

itera ure 'S mo
daring story-teller!

S foatk
e

lared tame!

%Fé"a”ﬁ‘#g ﬁi‘t“re

The Most Daring
"Show-Ale" Offer

in Book League History!
xrOW! — a brand-new_Trial Membership plan which places
|n our hands AT ONCE nd without extra charge, four

”ﬁ ﬁ} ou et—rr ht_ awa WO ' best-
ellers as an enro ment % s Books in
adv nce! ers r}lou need fake only four |G dunng your

trial memi
WHY THIS IS “AMERICA'S BIGGEST
RGAIN BOOK CLUB
e Book Lea ue. And

%emam%nth S%o%get a beﬁ_isellegmbfg an autt’mrn Irlﬁn tehn A&ﬁ)s

lisher's edltlon for $2
you for only $1.49, plus a few cents Shlpplng chargesl
TrlaIBl\éeomgers Get FOUR month the Club’s I'RE\IIeV\/

OOKSHREE — s . plmper. of W

bn this s ecra\ o?ferkyt:ﬂ I%et ErSL rarongelg&lé ese [}l?

choose it Instead,’

r %end ‘No Money — JUST
?8 MAIL COUPONI
%dmons And as a Trial Mem- Mail . coupon todah

r you need accept onl our 1 eceive t 8
% ? %Olﬁ(%')é %’Rﬁ]dﬂ& ksdescntet
u rea\ ize, thal
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the immortal masterpleces of rlc_as Biggest
wrlters Ike Sha espeare Du- Club"I Mail cou n—wrth-
% efc ouf mone Ey oW, BOOK
The estselln 0k ou LEAGUE OF AMERICA
receive need NOT = be Dept. T.G. Il, Garden City,
Club's regular Selection. Each N. Y.

BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA

Deg T.6. It, Garden Clrt-_y
end me at once — FREE —aII four of the books descrlbed

on this page and enroll me as rial Member of
%_%ague stgtrng my subscription wrth the " current éefectron

best-sellers 1 will receive free will be my enrollment
I S, d th(g two masterpieces | also receive free will
e onu in ce.
The best-selling book receive may be either the regular

|

selec or , ne of the other_popular escribed _in
ﬁ 8% e/vr%w am to pagl ponfg/ 22%5 ?plsus a few
cents shlpplng charges) for each i K
me. cel this Trial Membership at any tlme after
buying fodr books. There are no dues for me to pay; no further
cost or obligation.
Mr.

Mrs. )‘/

Miss ) Please print plainly
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Ci T st
ty...... if any)...,,..... ate..-.
v ( yl)f under 21,

OCCUPALION. .. ..ot

Slightly higher in Canada. Address 105 BondpSt Toronto 2



GEE. MR. HOMA, WHAT'S THE
(HASS-BOTTOM BUCKET FOR?

| LOOK THROUGH IT TO 1
LOCATE THE GRAVEL BEOS
WHERE SMALL-MOUTH BASS |
HANG OUT. BUT THE REAL '
FUN’S TONIGHT. ASK YOUR
POP IF YOU CAN COME ALONG/

AMY FLASHLIGHT PICKS UP
THE LANDMARKS THAT |
SELKTED THIS AFTERNOON.
y KNOW THE BIG ONES HIDE

GEE, YOUR

FLASHLIGHT

COMES IN
HANDY/

FLASHLIGHT HELPS YOU LOCATE YOUR

euscut vess vouocsre vous - | GENERAL-PURPOSE 4-OHM  INTERMITTENT TESTS

IN MY FLASHLIGHT | ALWAYS USE 0" ”
THIS “EVEREADY” BATTERY
OUTLAST ALL OTHER BRANDS* . .

awiemeton QUTLASTS ALL OTHER BRANDS!

one's brother!

* Who thought up this "General-Purpose
4-Ohm Intermittent Test” that takes the
guesswork out of buying flashlight bat-
teries? The American Standards Associa-
tion, no less!

And this is the test that most closely ap-
proximates the average use you give bat-
teries in your own flashlight.

' Be bright tonight! Buy "Eveready”!

The trade-mark “Eveready” distinguishes products of J

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC.
30 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N.Y . JE\
Unit ofUnion Carbidel'j+4 and Carbon Corporation Ifif



