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MURDERS

GYPSY ROSE LEE

(The most famous "Strip Tease"
Artist on the stage todayl)

takes you behind-the-scenes of Burlesque In
telling” the gal udy ruesome. Kals-and-g”s.
mystery storv of G STRING MURDERS.
A " thrill-packed hllarlous pee| Gg picture of
Burlesque — its High Ste;y)lng irls and its
gazeeka boxes,

reglster hearts — PLUS a fast-

moving, blood-curdling, spine-

chilling. three-corpse mystery!
300 Pages, with illustra-

tions, of the raciest, rowdiest,

most lurid and highly compe-

tent detective story-

right out of Burlesque

Block, 42nd St., New

York. (Regular origi-

nal price $2.00)

Practical Lessons
HYPNOTI S M
by Dr. Wm. Wesley Cook

Teaches you the best method of hypnotic practice. It
is written in plain language, and all”its statements are
llzlsoluée f%ts Bd Its il ustratlons are actual occurrences.

page book, complete and encyclopedic
in its contents Whlc Include the following chapters:
Hlstory of ngnotlsmAQuall ications ofaH){)pnotlst What
Kind of a {ect—Favorable and Unfavorable Influences
—Precautions to be Observed—How to Hypnotize—Degrees
of Hypnosis — Clairvoyance — Self-Hypnotism and Auto-
Suggestlon —The Hypnotist's Secret—Hypnotism and Dis-

is

ease—Hypn m in Business and Society—Hypnotism in
the Professlons—Post Hypnotlsm—AWakenmg a Subject—
Mind-Readin Telepathy—Miscellany,
Hypnotism is today acknowledged to be an SPECIAL
exact science. There Is no restriction upon |

v ww

the acqulsltlon of this knowled?e Its bless-
belong to al

g |I)0Wers ho desire
are willing to secure them.

if It weren't for the married men, we
couldnt have carried on at all and if it weren't
for the cheating married women, we would have
made another million dollars.” « « « Said one
of the Everleigh Sisters.

COME INTO MY PARLOR
Washburn

This is an authontic_and intimate account of
Chicago’'s notorious Everleigh Club conducted
early In the century when a whole_section of
the “city was “wide open. Man){ famous and
wealthy men patronlzed this ded palace.’*
The author formerly a Chicago newspa er man,
in this Biogra| {)hy of the Aristocratic verlelgh
Sisters, tells Inside story—describes “par-
ties,” names_and gives colorful details of the
-aristocratic _sisters ~and how they changed the
r\ joy of life” into a pot of
ol It is swell reading from
ront door to back, WlthNgood Sgeclal M
stop-overs_in betw AM
Morning Telegraph

POKER

By Oswald Jacoby

by Charles

wmy

"How To Play A Winning Game"

Here for the first time is a complete Instructive and
Entertalnlng book on America’'s own card game. In ad-
dition to specific advice on the strategy of play (in-
cludmﬂ1 psychology, ercentages, rules of the game,
is” enlivened Dby scores of poker “anec-
dotes and amusmg ersonal experiences.
Some_of the Chapter Headings:—How to Play Poker
—The Game's General Principles — Draw Poker—Stud
Poker — Five-Card Studf Seven—Card Stud PRICE

-Five-Card Stud High-L — Seven-Card CA
Stud High-Low—Various Other Games — 19v
Poker Probabilities d S [
Glossary and Rules. [

"HOW TO ORDER: PHI out coupon and mall today. All books

“ sfactory, of money back 'at once. All booKs full

uaranteed
size, beautifully

ddrably bound: If remlttance enclosed, we pay postage
BACK GUAR

~ ws postage. MON ANTEE: IT ‘not

completely sat-

- any reason, return books and get money back at once.

MCKERBOCKER PUBLISHING CO., D.pt. A-35
Y.

1 120 Greenwich St., New York &,

FOR MEN ONLY

A Selected Group of Short Story

Masterpieces for Men

In this 352 paq1 book — James M. Cain, outstanding

member of the ardboiled school” of fiction, offers

for the delight of his male_ co he

belleves to be among the BEST OF THIS TYPE OF
A feast for__men who k

» straight.” PARTIAL CONTENTS:— Big Blonde — Dor-

othy Parker; The Undefeat: ed — Ernest Hemmgway,
Snake Doctor — lrvin S. Cobb; _Alibi_ Ike —
Lardner; Boston Blackie's Maiy — Jack Boyle; Twenty—
Five Bucks — James T. Farre ; A Scandal Pl
in_ Bohemia — A. Conan Doyle; The Pur*
Joined Letter — Edgar Allan Poe; Romance T 3w
Lingers — John Collier, etc., etc. A BRAND I

BOOK with 19 THRILLING STORIES. L]

The Fundamentals of

CHEMISTRY

By Monroe M. Offner. Ch. E.

A" comprehensive and easy to understand
resentation _of the fascinating subject of
hemistry. Even if you are totally unfamiliar
with the’ subject, you can acquire” a firm un-
derstanding of the basic concepts and the
Do It” of Chemical science and its
far reachln‘? influence on our everyday life.
CON S—Part one deals with elements,
mixtures, atoms, electrons, formulas solutlons,
acids, alkalies, | salts gases metals, alcohol!
ether, etc.: — Part t deals with chemlstry
in modem life, gives absorbmﬁ |nformat|on on
Plastics, Nylon, “Vitamins a Drugs, Peni-
cillin. New" Metal Alloys. New Paints.
phy, Ceramics, Abrasives,
él marvels of our _age!
398 pages over 100 illus-
trations.” Various tables and

graphs $150
IT'S FUN TO DRAW

A complete Self- Instructlon Court* in O
Divisions of Al

Photog-
Iand other chei

Anyone who has learned to write can learn
to 'drawl This helpful book removes the
mysticism that has surrounded art. By re-
ducing the elements of drawing to its”sim-
ple steps, it teaches THE BEGINNER

a\ i fi-
cult subjects. For the ractlced artist, it is
a source_book and veritable mine of infor-
mation. This book guides you from the first
stroke on paper to selling the finished art
work. Includes specific instruction, advice,
tricks, on—Still Life, Animals, Human Fig-
ure, Art Anatomy, Faces and ﬁ’ortralts L

terlng youts, Cartooning, Advertlsmg
ommerclal "Art, lllustrations, Color in
Art, etc., etc. Includes lossary SPEGCHAL

of Art Terms, Supplies, Types of
Work. Profusely_illustrated with
over 1000 SKETCHES and
DRAWINGS. The price is only—

MAGIC

By Barrows Musse})/

Here is a practical and fascinating book which
shows you how to master simple ‘and complex
conjuring tricks for your own pleasure and the
entértainment of your friends. In the majority
of the tricks described, e or no equipment
is necessary for their successful presentation.
Everyone, young or old, s to watch white
magic. And’ it is a rare person

who ~has never wished he PRICE

could amaze and amuse his
friends with hocus-pocus. And
this entertai g book tells
you o

2500 JOKES For All Occasions

The best laughs from all over the world—collected in

read them in your spare moments of relaxation, or
chuckle over théem with a friend. Grouped and indexed
under 21 separate classifications, such as about lawyers,
doctors—business or college j0k987StOTIES about olly—
wood and sports—Jewish, Negro. English, Scottish, etc.
—even a special section of limericks and another of comic
verse. The belly laugh, the sly retort, the broad satire,
the infinitely varied hUmor of the American

people—all are here in this one volume. 480
pages—hard cover, cloth bound~8Va x 5V* ¢
inches big—a real big book. FIND AT

Knickerbocker Pub. Co., Dept. A-35
120 Greenwich St., New York 6, N.

Send me the books | have checked below:—

G-Str .Y
Practlca Lessons InHypnotism 2.
an?(e Into My Parlo %

of .

For Men Only
Fundamentals of Chemlstry =
It's, Fun To Dra\i\/ ».
0 $enthdic0.D.$. ... Dl us
( 2500 Jokes for all Occasions u
Namencl $-ciovee-in--full-pay
Address ...
City & ZONe ...oooiiiiiiiiiicice e State .



/& £ PROTECTIONI!...

Cash for almost every emergency! Benefits thatare bigenough
to be worthwhile . . . yet, this extra-liberal “Gold Seal”
Policy, issued by old-line LEGAL RESERVE Service Life In-
surance Company actually costs less than Sl per month.
Here is the protection you need, and should have, at a price
you CAN afford. It is an extra-liberal policy that provides
QUICK CASH to pay doctor bills, hospital bills, for medicines,
for loss of time and other pressing demands for cash that
invariably come when sickness or accident strikes.

DON'T TAKE CHANCES! Act today!

Tomorrow May Be Too Late!

Here is a policy that pays, as specified, for ANY and ALL acci-
dents, ALL the common sicknesses, even for minor injuries;
and pays disability benefits from the very first day. NO wait-
ing period. NO, this is not the usual “limited” policy. There
are NO trick clauses! NO jokers! NO red tape! You don’t have
to pay to see this policy. Just send us your name, age and
name of beneficiary and we’ll send you the policy for 10
DAYS' FREE INSPECTION. No cost. No obligation. No sales-
man will call.

The SERVICE LiFE IMSURANCE CO.

493N "SSMT Omaha 2, Nebraska

3

AMAZING NEW

@ADm |
POLICY

COSTS LESS THAN

a month

S p a y s accumulated i,

CASH BENEFITS J

For Accidental lass of Life, Limb, *
or Sight up to

/ ACCIDENT
V  BENEFITS

For Accident Disability, policy pays
up to $100 a month for as long as
24 months, or up to...........

SICKNESS
BENEFITS

For Sickness Disability, policy pays,,
for as long as 3 months, a monthly
iNCOMe UP t0....cceevriiiiiiiieeeeeeeeee

y HOSPITAL
V  EXPENSES

Policypaysfor* hospitalization” from
either sickness or accident, includ-
ing room at $5.00 per day, to oyer ¢

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION REQUIRED!

No rCd tape! Fast Service! Policy issued BY
MAIL at big savings to men and women,
ages 15to 69. Actual policy sent for 10 Days’
FREE Examination. Write for it today. No
cost. No obligation. No salesman will call.
Use coupon below. Do it today1Provide for
tomorrow!

*

inspection coupon

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.

493-M Service Life Bidg., Omaha 2, Nebraska

SEND without cost or obligation your extra-liberal
“Gold Seal” $1-A-MQNTH Policy for 10 Days’ Free

Inspection.

NAME .
ADDRESS ..o iiiiiiiieeees e AGE..U
CIUTY e STATE,...,-



All Stories Com plete

Volume 3 August, 195 Number 5

FEATURING

THE TYPE FOR TANYA ..., (Novelette)......cconernererneens Vina Lawrence 10

Tanya's parents thought she was a baby. Tanya thought she wai quit© grown-up; but no one
dreamed of the exciting event about to happen!

A WOMAN TO LOVE .. snas India Frances Braden 20

Blink's kiss molted Libby's past into nothingness, but it couldn't crack through the wall he'd
built around his heart.

THEY HAD AN AGREEMENT ..o Ruth McCaslin 28
Mitch and his girl decided they didn't want to bore each other or be possessive ... so they
made a pact —

RETRACTION IN PRINT ..o seseeneees Hope Campbell 37
Andrea believed that there was nothing good about Lt. Kenworth Lance to print — not even
in his obituary.

DON'T SET YOUR CAP FOR ME....coneseneeeeeene Venees Fairfield 47
Janet wondered — because Weston didn't look Ilike the hard-boiled, cheating type of man
who broke female hearts —

CUPID WAS A KITTEN ..o Betty Webb Lucas 56

For a week, Candy had tried to think of some way of getting acquainted with her new neigh-
bor; and then MacTayish entered the picture!

HE BELONGS TO ME....cccoiiiiiiiiinssisssssssssissssss June Rutherford
Evarything-began to happen to Judy, and yet, not a thing that she'd bargained for.

DON'T CENSOR MY LOVE..... (Novelette)......ccovvreunee. Kathryn Keeley 71
Julia didn't want the she-wo(ves howling over her Ronnie; but she didn't care what happened
to Mike!

LILLIAN MEISEL, Managing Editor

GAY LOVE STORIES, published every other month by COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, INC., 1 Appleton
Street, Holyoke, Mass. Editorial and executive offices, 241 Church St., New York 18, N. Y, Entered as
second class matter at the Post Office at Holyoke, Mass. For advertising rates write to Double Action
Group, 241 Church St., New York 13, N. Y. Yearly subscription 60c, single copy 10c. Manuscripts must be
accompanied by aelf-addressed stamped envelope to insure return if not accepted, and, while reasonable
care will be exercised in handling them, they are submitted at the author’s risk. Printed in the U. S, A
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Be a Radio Technician

| Will Train You at Home

I*&t me send you facts about rich oppor-
tunities in Radio. See Show knowing
Radio can give you security, a prosper-
ous future. 6end the coupon for FRIES!

64-page book, “Win Rich Rewards in

Radio/’ Read how N.R.l. trains you at

J. PE' S.dM'IH' home. Read how you practice building,

Nati;isall elgadio testing, repai_ring Radios with SIX BIG
Institute KITS of Radio parts | send you.
Future for Trained Men 1$ Bright
In Radio. Television, Electronics

Tlie Radio Repair business is booming NOW. There is good
money fixing (Radios in your spare time or own full time
business. Trained Radiol Technicians also find wade-open
opportunities in Police, Aviation, Marine Radio, in Broad-
casting, Radio Manufacturing, Public Address work, etc.

Think of the boom coming when new Radios can be made!
Think of the backlog of business built up in all branchos
of RadLo! Think of even greater opportunities when Tele-
vision, FM, Electronics, can be offered to the public! Send
for free book now.

$!10

Many Beginners Soon Make $5,

a Week EXTRA in Spare Time
The day you enroll I start sending EXTRA MONET JOB
SHEET'S to help you make EXTRA money fixing Radios in
spare time while learning. You BEARN Radio principles
from my easy-to-grasp Lessons—PRACTICE what you learn
by building real Radib Circuits with Radio parts | send—
USB your knowledge to make EXTRA money in spare time.

Find Out What N. R I. Can Do for YOU

MAIL COUPON for FREE 64-page . It's packed with facts about
opportunities for you. Read the detalls about my Course. _Read letters

from men | trained, telling: what they are doing, earnlng. Just MAIL
COou in_an enveo e or paste oNn a penny pos E. Smith,
President, Dept. 5HAZ. National Radlo Institute, Ploneer Home Study
Radio School Washlngton 9,

Our 31st Year of Tralnlng Men for Success in Radio

| TRAINED THESE MEN

Averages Over $60 a Week

Has Good Job in Broadcasting
long "ago |

“The R. I. course “ Not

gave mo the strength working 16 hours a day
o tackle jobs without in a filling station at
fear of failure. $10 a week. Now |
- have own radio
of the englneer— i business ~ and average
ing staff of a large *over $60 a week. The
broadcastlng chain.’* N.R.I. course is fine.l
GE A. deSOMOV ALBE C. RIS-
849 First Ave., New TENSEN 1116 10th
York, N. Y. Ave., Sldney, Neb.
$50 a Month in Spare Time Gets Good Job In Civil Service
“| have a spare time Since comi)letlng
Radio and _Electrical your course

buslness of my own
ha

s been very Service " as a adio
ble, due to the Mechanic. ork
efflc_lent training | is of confidential na-
received from your ture, but | can tell
Course. Last year | vou the salar is
averaﬁed over $50 a ood.” — WALT R.
mont RATT, 410 Margaret
GRIFFIE, Route 3, Street, Key West,

Newville, Fa.

My Course Includes Training in

TELEVISION « ELECTRONICS « FREQUENCY MODULATION

You Build this fl.M.
SIGNALGENERATOR
that gives you valu-
able experience. Pro-
vides amplitude-
modulated signals for
test and experiment
purposes.

J. E. SMITH.
National Radio Insti
Mall
64-page  book:
Radio.”
write plainly.)

O3 P @t te=

Name

City
v (Please

9
g Address
1
B

President.

(No salesman will call.

with 6 Big Kiits

. " Send You

You Build this

SUPERHETERODYNE
CIRCUIT thhat brings fit
local and distant stations.
You get practical experi-
ence putting this set;
through facinatfng teats!

You Build tha

MEASURING INSTRUMENTI
yourself early in the course-
useit for practical Radio work
on neighborhood Radios to
pick uP EXTRA spare time
money!

Dept. 5HA2

tute kss

Washington 9, D. C.

mo FREE, without obligation, your w
“Win Rich Rewards In

Please

include Post Office Zone Number)



'‘Here's new amazing mouth comfort m":)ut riswking e: sin%le ‘cent
having your own teeth again. Its efficaciousness is attested to by hundreds of users who
Enthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner . . . you, too, will join this happy army if you will
juat try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food « » . eat what you want . . . yes, comfortably
eat foods you have been deprived of such as steak, corn, apples, etc. U3e Crown Plate Reliner
and again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tightens false teeth or no cost.
Perfect for partials, lowers and uppers.’

NOT A POWD£R ORIPASTEcrown mate relineh > *{ftv

Don't suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused by loose denial plates. Apply CHOWN RKLJNKtt. In a Jiffy
ymir plate Hts like new and stays that way up tq 4 months. No old-fashioned heating to burn your mouth. Just
squeeze CHOWN from tube and put your teeth back In. They'll fit as Rnugly as ever. Inventor Is a recognized
authority In dental field. A patent has been applied for CHOWN KKLINKK to protect you from Imitators. After
you rellne your plate with CHOWN. take your fatse teeth our for cleaning without affecting the CHOWN
ItKLINKit. CROWN ItKLINKit Is guaranteed . . . It's harmless, NOT A 1'OWDKK OH I'AMTK! DOKH NOT
ItUitN OH 1HH1TATK. If not satisfied, even after 4 month*, return partly used tube for full refund . CHOWN
Is b scientific discovery that you use without fuss ur bother. .Tust squeeze It out of the tube onto the plate and
In a Jitfy your plate will again feel asflight and comfortable as it did when It was new. Order tmlay and

Vnjoy this new oral comfort right away.
FREE.OFFER!

-way protection for your pialcy.~Order’ CROWN

with your order CROWN DKNTAL I'LATK

Ici,KANKK. The DKNTAL I'LATK t'LKANKIt Is easy to use and restores
Ithat new freshness to your plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ-
LA mfree. CROWN’ CLKANKR eliminate* without brushing foods that collect In
‘I’Z;Hﬁer aIII ha&’j E‘I);Irn'? f%"ro"‘{’: ;plate corners ‘and crevice*.>Helps protect plates because no brushing is
¥ any more ~necessary and therefore the danger of scratching la avoided. You will enjoy

artesl 10 “same excellent re- |the feeling that your breath is sweet and Is not “false-teeth offensive”. Order
multi. Keline your plates with  'today and get your CHOWN Cj NKR FitKB with the CKOWN DKNTAL
CHOWN, il'a tasteless. Has ' ATK HKLINKK TT-'"Tremem ou don't.risk a single, cent.. You must be

that natural pink color. Order i 100, i *BII*fSed, ur your money bal
NOIMONEY;

«"lube of CHOWN HKLINKK
: SEND

today . enough to last a

year. -
fTry it for 4 months and then return it for al
full refund if not satisfied. Order at once and
we will include FREE with your order a tube
[of CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER.
You'll be delighted with both...and the
[CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth
|fee] refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and;
[address. Pay'poBtman one dollar for combina-j
Ition plus postage, or send cash and we pay]
[pastage. Aot riow and enjoy thiis oew happiness:]

At Your Druggist or Order Direct

enjoy, that feeling of

WHAT USERS
TELI US — READI\

J. Clement* of Algonac wr wrltesft
te{ dplates were so bail lhey
ed when | talked. Now
ran eat steaks corn on the
cobv.” K. W. of Virginia

Crown Plostic Co.,

Depf.
4358 W. Ph adeIPhLa Ave.

Detr0|t 4, wish,

3408



Thousands have learned to play this quick, easy
short cut way, right at hone— AND YOU CAN, TOQ!

Yes, thousands have learned to
play quickly and easily this re-
markable “Print and Picture”
may. And if you spend only a
half hour sf your spare time
each day following the instruc-
tions, you, too, should be able to
play simple melodies sooner than
you ever dreamed possible.

Hove Real Fun Learning

That's why it's such fun learning
music this modern, short-cut U. S.
School way. You learn to play by
playing. With this amazingly quick,
easy method you need no special
talent or previous musical train-
ing. Neither do you need to spend
endless hours on humdrum scales
and tedious exercises. You learn
to play real tunes almost from the
start. And you can’'t go wrong'.
Because first you are told how to
do a thing by the simple printed
instructions. Then a picture or
diagram shows you how to do it.
Finally you do it yourself and hear
how it sounds. Nothing could he
clearer. And sooner than you ever

See how easy it is!

My Counfry 'Tis of Thee Sweet Land of Liberty

«, C »

~ook at the diagram.,
Follow the dotted line to tho koyboard and
the piano. Find the other notes the same way.
notes as indicated and you'll

famous p*triotio hymn “America.”

B C» BET e

(Tho first note on tho music is "Q.*
locate “C" on
Now striko the
be playing the melody of the
Easy as A-B-O,

expected you’'ll be thrilled to find
that you can pick up almost any
popular piece and play it by note.
And Just think! With the many
U. S. School Courses to choose from,
you can take lessons on any instru-
ment you select, for less than 7c a
day! That includes everything .
valuable sheet music, printed in-
structions, diagrams and pictures,
and our Personal Advisory Service
no extras of any kind. Is it
any wonder that thousands have
taken advantage of this modern way
to learn music at home in spare time
. and to win new friends, greater
popularity, and enjoy musical good
times galore!

Send for Free Proof

fff you really want to learn music .
to 1)6 invited everywhere . and get lots
more fun out of life . mail the coupon
"below asking for Free “Print and Picture'*
Sample and Illustrated Booklet. See for
yourself how easy and pleasant it is to
learn to (play this modern, short-cut money-
savingl way. Check the instrument you
want to <play. Don’'t wait ... do it now!
BP. S. School of Music, 1238 Brunswick
Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
1238 Brunswick
I am
checked below. Please
“How to Learn Music at Homo."

m 4 Plano Plain Accordion
Guitar Trumpet, Oornet
Hawaiian Guitar Reed Organ
Vio Tenor Banjo
Saxophone Ukulele

Piano Accordion Clarinet

you are under

isn't it?

7

Flute

ate
: years parent must sign coupon.
aMs MMMMM MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMHM
Save 2e— Stick coupon on penny postcard.

METHOD

“1 have taken lessons from a
private instructor but grew tired
of long hours of practice and
discontinued my study. After
studying your course for only 30
minutes daily, | am now play-
ing for my Church Choir with
much ease.

PLAYS ON RADIO

“As a proud student | can't
keep from telling you that as a
result of my course | have a
good position playlng from KTH3
every morning.” *J. S, Heav-
ener, Okla.

~Actual pupils’ names on re-
quest. Pictures by Professional
Models.

New York 10, N. Y.

interested in music study, particularly in the
send me your free

instrument
illustrated booklet,

Trombono Piccolo
Mandolin
Practical Modern*
Finger Elementary
Control Harmony

Have you instrument?.

(PLEASE "PRINT)




Get strong-! Mould a powerful all-around body lined
with steel-like muscles. Boast of sinewy arms . .
a crushing- grip a mighty chest a powerful
back and legs that spell ENDURANCE. Yes .
just 15 MINUTES A DAY with this PROGRESSIVE
COMBINATION will quickly do the ti'ick. Get this
6-way home gym. NOW start building tomor-
row’s muscles TODAY. Get Herculean strength easily
at home in spare time with this newly invented
chest pull and bar bell combination.

A Six-Way Progressive
Muscle Building Set

expertly prepared pictures and printed instructions to show you
just what to do. All of the following are Included:

1. B?r rI]?;ell Equlpment for powerful muscles in every part
of t

2. The 5Cable Progressive Chest Builder for building a
mighty chest and” mighty arms.

Patented Foot Stirrups and Muscle Co-ordinator for com-
plete body building.

Bowing machine for back and legs.
Grip of Steel for wrist and hand muscles.
Wall Pull for shoulders.

ALL MADE WITH U. S. GOVERNMENT
RELEASED SURPLUS AIRPLANE CORD.

Adjustable to stren ugth requirements. Also included is a
complete illustrated course of instructions.

10 Pays FREE Trial

Order the “WHITEDY GYM” ... use
it for 10 days see how it
develops you if not satis-
fied, return it and your
$8.98 will be refunded.

With your order, wf
Include a pair a# Pat-
ented Foot Stirrups »..
Important for foot and
leg development.
Permits Intensive
overhead workouts ta
develop mighty torso

ALSO . *. while
they last# a copy of
“HOW TO FIGHT.**
Shows shortcuts to art
of self-defense direct
from champions.

Send No Money

Sign your name to
coupon. Mall to ua
today. Pay in ac-
cordance with in-
structions in. coupon.
Act now because sup-
ply is limited.;
MUSCLE POWER CO*
Dept. 3608

500 East 134th 8tres*
New York 54, N. Y.

a

MUSCLE POWER CO.. Pep

500 East 134th Street, Now York 54, N. Y.

Send the “WhjtELY GYM®" at Once- -and Include

my a free gif

a Enclosed hnd 91.00  deposit, f will p**

postman balance of 97.B8 plus peataze,

O Enclosed find 58.08 In full paym

It iy understood if | am not uaU. ned j., may

return the “WHITELY GYM" and you will p*

fund my 58.98.

(SERVICEMEN NDTE Sorry bul (shlpmenl" can

only t* made In U. ci pre-
*fuding will not permll shlpment“ to

T Canadian _shipment*" accepted
caah with order 1n SRRAIR2, SRIRTS" P



Prepare For Your Future Now!

This may be the means of changinglyour entire
life, may show you the way to better living condi-
tions, much bigger pay, financial success. A warm
welcome awaits the wide-awake, ambitious indi-
vidual in this fast-growing field. Act today—now!

MATH MASTERY

A simple, complete course on
Arithmetic and Mathematics.
Takes you' right through addi-
tion, subtraction, multiplication,
division, fractions, decimals,
and logarithms. Shows you how
to apply them to your every-day
needs. This complete course is
yours FREE with every order—
but you must act quickly to be
SU e to get your copy.

10-Day Money-Back Guarantee!

Fill out and mail tlio coupon to us today. When your postman
brings your copies of MECHANICAL REFRIGERATION
SERVICE MANUAL and MECHANICAL AIR CONDITION-
ING .SERVICE MANUAL, together wtih your FREE copy of
MATH MASTERY, deposit with him the sum of $1.98 plus
postage and C.O.D. charges. (If you send $2.00 with order,
we pay all charges.) Glance through those great Volumes. See
how clear they are—-how interesting, 'how simple to under-
stand. Then, if you feel that your future is not worth $1.98
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Wistful novelette,
about a young
girl and very, very
young love - -

HE DAYLIGHT was fading
I from the big north skylight
of the studio. The pale blue
San Francisco sky was turning gray
outside. Nic dropped his paint
brush and rubbed his black beard
thoughtfully. Tanya relaxed on
the chair in the center of the
model’'s stand and let the black
lace shawl fall from her long
golden hair. . . Nic had finished
painting for the day.






12 GAY LOVE

“Tanya,” Nic said, “tonight we
must go out and find a sailor—a
sailor who is just the type for you.
For the magazine cover | am to
paint.”

Tanya opened violet-blue eyes and
her lovely childish face grew bright
with eagerness. She pushed back the
heavy golden hair and stood up, her
young figure round and young, love-
ly with being just seventeen. She
looked at her father, blinking her
violet eyes hard

“A sailor!” Tanya cried. “Are you
going to paint me and a sailor to-
gether? A young sailor?”

“That is the order for the cover |
am to paint,” Nic said, gathering up
his paint brushes and beginning to
clean them. “A handsome young
sailor and a pretty girl in love.”

“A handsome young sailor. . .” Tan-
ya half whispered. Nic had never
painted her with a man before. Only
this past year had he painted her as
a grown girl. Always he had painted
her as a child, although she had been
his favorite model since she was a
little girl.

“Certainly a handsome sailor,” Nic
said. “And he must be just the right
type. With your golden hair and
your violet eyes and your bright
coloring, we have to be careful to
have just the right type of man. A
very dark man would to too obvious
a contrast, would cheapen the paint-
ing. A blond man would never do—
two blonds kill each other. Red hair
would dull your color. | don’t know
just what type, yet, but | must look
around. That's why I'm going to
take you with me. We shall go along
the taverns where the sailors hang
out and look for him together. If |
have you right there to compare with
the men, I'll save time and money.”

“l am to go with you to the taverns
— I” Tanya gasped, happily.

While Nic cleaned his brushes, she
tripped over to the window, the high,
wide skylight window. It looked
down the three stories to the ragged
old garden below. It looked down
the steep hill, Telegraph Hill, upon
all San Francisco.

It was a narrow old house, one of
the ancient stone houses in the old
Artist’'s Quarter. Nicolas Orloff was
a Russian artist. He had thick black
hair and a thick black beard and soft
violet-blue eyes. He had married a
little French blond named Maria in
Paris twenty years before, and they
had come together to San Francisco
and had bought this house, and here
Nic had painted. Here Tanya, with
her mother’'s blonde hair and her
father’s violet eyes, had been born
and had lived all her life.

T HAD been a nice life. The

lovely ragged, walled garden had
been her playroom. The hollyhocks
and bleeding hearts and climbing yel-
low roses, the buttercups and violets
in spring, the asters in fall—they had
been her friends. Because she had
never had many friends her own age.
Maria had been a French governess
and so she and Nic had taught Tanya
at home, and Nic had painted Tanya
again and again,

Nic and Maria had artist friends
who came to the big drawing room
on the second floor, for parties. And
Nic and Maria had taken her to many
ballets and concerts and museums.
And Tanya loved being a model for
Nic. She loved watching Nic paint
other models, for he often went off
around town and hunted up the per-
fect model for some picture—an old
flower woman, a little boy with just
the right freckled nose, a waterfront
bum, a chorus girl'—

Oh, it was nothing unusual for Nic
to go out searching for models but
he had never taken Tanya with him
before. A man who was the right
type for Tanyal

“Perhaps,” Tanya said, looking
down on the early lights coming to
life in the big city, “perhaps he will
fall in love with me. . .this handsome
sailor.”

“Nonsense!”
a baby!”

“l am old enough to have boy
friends. If | knew any,” Tanya said.

Just then Maria called up the stairs
to them. “Come to tea, Nic!”

Nic roared. “You are
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Tea, in the faded pink and gray of
the old drawing room, was always
ready at exactly the moment Nic fin-
ished cleaning his brushes, for Maria
was the perfect wife. Strong black
Russian tea in dainty French cups;
Perfumed Ilump sugar. Cinnamon
candies. French pastries. Jam and
bread for Tanya—because they still
thought she was a baby.

“Tea, infant!” Nic called now over
his shoulder.

Tanya pouted. “You and Maria
don’t worry about me being an old
maid!” she said. “How would you
feel if 1 should be an old maid?”

“Excellent!” Nic cried, pinching
her cheek. “lI have never painted a
really authentic old maid. It would
be very fine to paint one.”

“All you think about is painting!”
Tanya cried but she laughed and held
his hand as she went down the stairs.

She loved Nic, but it was true that
all of her life, she had never known
him to really think of anything ex-
cept his painting. Always every
little detail of the house and the
garden and the little world they lived
in revolved around Nic and what he
was painting. . . .

Maria thought this was right. Nic
thought it was right. But Tanya was
beginning to wonder if all of her life
would be like this. For several years
now she had wanted to go away to
school, so she could meet people. But
always, Nic said he needed her for
just a few more poses. Always it
was maybe next year. .. .maybe. . ..

Tanya had tears in her eyes as she
went down to the tea table that was
drawn before the crackling fire at the
hearth. And her chin was lifted a
little. Well, she didn't mean to be
an old maid! And, at least, there was
going to be a handsome sailor in her
life-—and soon.

“Maria,” she said, for she called
both her mother and father by their
names, “Maria, Nic is taking me to
find a handsome man who is my type.
I'll get to go to taverns. I've never
been to taverns--or anything like
that!”

“Immediately after dinner, we shall

go,” Nic said. “So put on a warm

coat. It is foggy near the harbors.”
Maria’'s dark eyes were anxious.

“Should you take her around sailors?”

she asked. “lI mean—well—she is
growing up.”

“Nonsense!” Nic cried. “She's a
baby. I'll have no talk of love!”

S IF to prove his point, he

poured some hot water and
some milk, half and half in a cup,
sugared it, to make cambric tea. He
gave this to Tanya, along with a well
jellied piece of bread.

“She’'s a baby!” he insisted, as he
took his own black tea from Maria’s
hand. “That is why | don’t want her
going to school and becoming a what-
you-call-it? A jitterbug! Why, in
no time she would be putting lip-
stick all over her mouth and learning
jazz songs and all the things you
hear of the modern girls doing! No!
My little Tanya has been brought up
the way we want her to be and we
will keep her that way!”

Maria looked at Tanya’s pouting
face uneasily. “When you are
grown up, dear, then you can do as
you like. It is just that Nic loves
you so much, you see.”

Tanya said nothing. It was better
to say nothing, she knew. Otherwise
Nic might change his mind about
taking her to the taverns tonight.
She ate her jelly sandwich and drank
her cambric tea thoughtfully. Her
eyes were beginning to shine again.
Tonight they were going to hunt for
a young, handsome sailor, and even if
he didn’'t fall in love with Tanya,
maybe he would dance with her. . . .

Tanya danced beautifully. Maria
had taught her that, too. And she
often danced with Nic or some of his
friends when a few couples were in
for the evening but she had never
danced with a boy. She had never
been to a dance nor to a nightclub.
She longed, secretly, to try to jitter-
bug.

After dinner that evening, she
rushed to her room to get ready to go
to the taverns with Nic, Maria had
told her to wear her warm suit, a



14 GAY
little navy blue woolen suit, and the
heavy navy blue boy's coat that
matched, and her blue beret. She
dressed quickly, looking anxiously in
the mirror. Her long golden hair was
braided in twin pigtails and tied with
little plaid ribbons. Her lovely face
was innocent of make-up—her violet
eyes and pale pink lips -giving a
flower-like charm to the sweetness of
her features.

She looked warm and snug in the
blue outfit—like a well-dressed
school girl, she decided. She longed
for a glamourous dress and lipstick.
Even if they found the perfect sailor,
he probably would have a dozen
girls who were much more interest-
ing than Tanya!

But her spirits rose again as she
and Nic went into the first tavern
down near the harbor. It was a gay,
sawdusty nightclub. The bar was
crowded with sailors, and in the back
room there was a three piece colored
orchestra making with the hottest
swing music in town. At the little
tables around the dance space were
more sailors, some alone or in groups,
others with their girl friends. A half
dozen couples were dancing and
waiters were passing around with
trays of beers and sandwiches.

The air was blue with smoke and
the noise was terrific, but Tanya was
thrilled about everything she saw.
Especially the sailors. They were
mostly young and a lot of them were
nice looking and some of them
grinned at Tanya or winked at her.
She was delighted.

Nic held her arm tightly and
moved among the sailors, looking at
them >with his keen artist's eyes.
When Nic was looking for a model,
he didn’'t think about anything else.
He was oblivious to the noise and the
stares, alike.

“l don’t see one who looks right,”
Nic sighed, after they had been in
four or five nightspots. “Unless I
can find just what 1I'm looking for, |
might as well hire one of the profes-
sional models. But the professional
models never are just right, either. |
want a real sailor—one who is just
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the type for my little Tanya—Wait |
Look there—!”

HEY HAD just entered a new
spot. It was a Gypsy Club.

There was a dim red fire burning

under a great black pot in the giant
fireplace, moss hung from low dark
rafters on the ceiling, a gypsy girl
was dancing among the tables. The
gypsy music, sad and wise and very
wistful, throbbed in the air.

But Nic had not yet noticed any
of this. He was staring at a lonely
young sailor at the table near the
door. He was a young giant, bronzed
and broad, but his face was appeal-
ingly boyish with questioning hazel
eyes and a shock of sun burnt golden
brown hair. He wore his sailor suit
with a bit of a swagger that was ap-
parent even as he sat over his lonely
beer.

“Hello!” Nic said softly to himself.
“This is something like it!”

And before Tanya could get her
breath Nic led her over to the sailor
and pushed her close to him, then
stood off, his eyes narrowed, and
looked at the two of them together.

“Good!” Nic said. “Very good.
His coloring is subtle enough not to
dull yours, yet soft enough not to
give a sharp contrast. Very good. ...
He looked at the startled sailor and

added, “Nice shaped head. Good
facial contours. Fine character
there. . . .Just the thing. ...”

Nic was speaking dreamily, hap-

pily, as if the sailor were a sunset he
had just discovered. Tanya was
going all blushes as the sailor rose
to his feet—to six feet, three, to be
exact. He was looking from Tanya
to Nic and blinking.

“Hey. . .what gives?” he asked.

Nic had gone off into a narrow
eyed dream in which he was obvious-
ly already seeing the finished picture
rather than the boy and girl before
him.

“Oh, my father in ts-artist,” Tanya
explained hurriedly. “He wants to
paint you. Or rather, he wants to
paint us. You and me together.”

“That will be cozy,” the sailor said
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and grinned. “My name is Bill. Bill
Harrington. 1've got a furlough and
I'll be in town about another week.
When is all this painting going to
take place?”

Nic had come to himself and was
shaking hands heartily with Bill by
now and introducing himself and
Tanya, explaining about the maga-
zine cover he had been asked to paint
and so on.

“1 always go around town and look
up my models until | find just the
right person,” Nic said. *“l brought
Tanya along tonight because it was
necessary to have someone with
coloring that compliments hers. You
seem about right. Appealing but
rugged. All that. 1'll pay you the
regular model rates. I'll need you
for about five hours a day, during the
best light, for the rest of the week,
at least as long as you have. . . .How
about it?”

“Well. ..” Bill said and he was still
looking at Tanya. “Why not? | was
pretty lonesome here. My home is
in New England and | didn’t have
time to go home and come back, so
I'm just hanging around this town
during my week’s leave. | don't
mind modeling, | guess. . .

“Sit down and have a beer with
us,” Nic said, and the three of them
sat down at the table while Nic called
to the waitress, a wild haired little
girl in gypsy costume.

Bill and Tanya looked frankly and
curiously at each other and Nic, for
the first time, began to look about
the place. And suddenly Nic’s eyes
began to narrow, a sure sign that he
was thinking of a new picture. He
began to rub his thick black beard
and hum the gypsy music, then he
took his sketch pad from his coat
pocket and began to draw the gypsy
violinist beside the fireplace.

“Great atmosphere,” Nic muttered.

“Wonderful characters. | have to
get some of this. ., .You kids have a
sandwich. . . .go ahead. . . ”

ND SO, that quickly, Nic buried
himself in some sketches of the
place, forgetting Tanya and all the

rest of the world for the moment as
he always forgot everything and
everybody when he began to draw or
paint.

Tanya recognized Nic’s mood. For
a little while he wouldn’t know nor
care what she was doing. Now was
her chance to dance with Bill.

“We could dance, if you like,” she
said softly to Bill, nodding toward
the big dim room that opened off the
cafe. The room was filled with
dancers, moving slowly and dreamily
to the wailing music.

“Sure,” Bill said.

Nic just nodded absently as they
asked his permission, and Tanya
slipped out of her heavy coat, took
off her beret, shook her twin braids
loose on her shoulders. She was
curved and blond and shiney eyed
and her cheeks were flushed deep
pink, and Bill took her in his arms
with a sort of reverent awe.

“Gee,” he whispered as they began
to dance, “you are a sweet little
chick. Gosh, violet eyes. . .

“Do you mind?”

“Mind?”

“1 heard one of Maria’s friends say
that | was on the spun-sugar side. |
always wish | could be worldly and
mysterious,” Tanya confided, and
then he held her closer and they both
giggled.

“You are about as worldly as—as a
new kitten,” he said.

“Do you like—Kittens?” she asked.

“l go nuts over Kkittens.”

The gypsy music got softer, the
lights lower. Peeping over Bill's
shoulder, by standing on tiptoe,

Tanya saw that Nic was sketching
away like mad. She relaxed and lot
her cheek touch the rough wool
blouse just over Bill's heart.

It was during the third dance,
while they were over in a dim corner
that she felt Bill's lips touch her
hair. It was during the fourth dance
that Bill told her all about New Eng-
land and about the farm he had wait-
ing there.

About the snowdrifts in winter
and the apple blossoms in spring.
About the making of apple cider and
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the making of maple syrup. About
the old stone wall along the hillside
back of the garden—the wall he had
made himself. About his mother’s
baked beans and gingerbread. And
how the moonlight, like a misty chif-
fon veil, fell across the big winged
farmhouse on summer nights.

“l never knew about farms,” Tanya
said, her eyes shining as he told of
the hayloft and the sleigh bells and
the wild flowers and the great silo.

“You'd be swell on a farm,” he
said. “You'd fit, like wild flowers.”

And then the music stopped and
they were standing in one corner and
for a moment they just stood there,
his arms still about her, his eyes
looking down at her. His voice was
husky.

“l've got a dream boat I've been
building for someone like you,” he
saicl. “Would you like to live'on it?”

“What kind of dreams?”

“Only extra special kinds.
rosiest possible. Gilt edged.
wings,” he said.

“1 think 1'd like to come live on
your dream boat,” she said.

“From now on,” he promised, “I’ll
never dream without you.”

“Maybe,” she said and her eyes
were shining, “maybe I'll put you in
my dreams too. If you want me
to "

“l do swell in dreams,” he said.
“Lots of girls prefer me to Alan
Ladd.”

He looked into her eyes then so
long and his fingers tightened on
hers so close that she felt her face
growing pink, and she remembered
Nic.

“We’'d better go back to our sand-
wich that Nic ordered for us—” she
said breathlessly.

The
With

O HE led her back into the other
room to the table where they
had left Nic. But Nic was not there.
The sandwiches were waiting and
the waiter was hovering over them,
but Nic was across the room standing
by the windows where he could get a
better view of the gypsy orchestra
which he was sketching now, They
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were all dark, exciting looking men,
dressed in gypsy costumes and look-
ing like real gypsies.

“Nic has forgotten everything,”
Tanya explained, sitting down before
her sandwich. “He sketches these
things that he finds and paints them
later from the sketches. | guess he
thinks this place has a lot of atmos-
phere.”

“It is very colorful,” Bill said. “It
used to be an old stable and there is
a courtyard in the back with the old
watering trough and stuff. Very
exotic by moonlight. They serve
dinner out there in the summer time,
I've been to San Francisco several
times when my ship puts in. |I've
been in this place in the summer
time. Nic should get some sketches
of that courtyard in the moonlight.
It is like a bit of old Spain.”

“Wonderful. Let's go look at it
when we finish our sandwiches,”
Tanya said.

“Tell me about you,” he ordered,
as they ate. “l want to know every-
thing about you. What you've been
doing all your life. Where you got

those violet eyes. If you are in
love. ...
He leaned toward her a little as

he said that and his eyes were ques-

tioning. Her eyes were happy. She
pushed back her golden hair and
looked at him.

“You—you really like me?” she

asked, like a child. “You don't pre-
fer girls who—who have lipstick and
sleek clothes and—stuff—”

“1 really like you,” he said earnest-
ly. “I think you are so swell that |—
| feel like wrapping you up in tissue
paper and sort of keeping you until—
well, until after the War when 1'd
take you to my farm and unwrap you
and sort of put you in the proper
setting.”

“What would be the proper set-
ting?” she asked.

“Oh, spring,” he said. “Always
spring for you, because you look like
April. Spring with the sky very blue
and the apple blossoms in full bloom,
and you swinging from the old swing
we have in the lower orchard near the
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stone wall. You swinging, with your
yellow hair flying, and me—me push-
ing the swing. That would be the
proper setting—"

“That would be so wonderful,” she
whispered. “That will be my fa-
vorite dream from now on.”

And so they fell in love. It was
so easy. Maybe it is always easy
for a lovely little blond, just seven-
teen, and a handsome young sailor to
fall in love. Maybe it is easier when
there is gypsy music and pale pink
lights and time is short—and when
they have both been lonely for love.

Anyway Tanya and Bill fell in
love. Like that. And soon they were
dancing again, close and breathless,
eyes looking deep into shining eyes.

Glowing hazel eyes, filled with
dreams. Shining violet eyes, filled
with stars.

Another hour. Another dance—and
another. And Nic was still sketching
madly, lost to the world, while he
got just the expression of the wait-
ers and -the dancers and the mu-
sicians. . . .An hour while Tanya told
Bill all about her life, to date. And
Bill told Tanya about his dreams, to
date. An hour in which they grew
to know each other so well that talk
had become sweet nothings.

“H’'mm-mm, hair like corn silk,” he
whispered, his cheek touching her
hair.

“1 like your voice,” she answered.
“Deep and—sort of exciting.”
“You’re exciting. ...”

“You, too.”
“Sweet. . .
“Oh, | feel lovely when you say
that. . . .!”
ND THEN, of course, he took

her out the back French win-
dows, into the empty courtyard that
lay in a silver haze of foggy moon-
light, empty and magic in the early
summer night. And the moon poured
down around them and he forgot to
point out the old world charm of the
cobblestones and the water through
and the ancient courtyard lanterns.
And she forgot to look at them. They
just stood in the flowing silver light

and purple shadows, looking at each
other.

“Your hair is like a cloud about
your face. . he said.

And then, of course, he kissed her.

He held her very gently and his
lips touched first her cheek and
moved slowly, softly, to her lips. She
clung to him and her lips yielded to
his. For a moment their shadows
blended into one with the purple and
silver haze in the courtyard. For a
moment they were no longer Tanya,
the artist’'s daughter, and Bill, the
sailor on furlough. For a moment
they were just Boy and Girl. A mo-
ment lost in space, perfect in bliss,
dark with magic promise, while his
lips clung to her lips.

She was trembling when his lips
left hers but he held her, yet, in his
arms, and his lips rested on her hair.
There was no need to speak. They
knew. They both knew that this was
not just a stolen Kiss, not just a
foolish moment to be forgotten when
the sun was shining again. They
held each other close and were silent
in the wonder of knowing that this
was only the beginning. . . .

“Tanya!” It was Nic’s voice, roar-
ing at them from the French win-
dows.

They sprang apart, automatically,
returning to themselves, becoming
Tanya and Bill, again. Tanya and
Bill who had stolen a kiss when Nic’s
back was turned. Tanya and Bill
who must be ashamed, who must
apologize for their glimpse of
heaven. . ..

Nic was coming toward them with
long strides. Tanya thought, If he
could only understand. ...

“Oh, Nic, you see—ii Tanya began,
and Bill spoke at the same time, with
a husky note in his voice.

“It was like this, sir—" Bill began.

But Nic stopped them both. Nic
reached them and caught Tanya by
the arm, his hand closing tightly over
her elbow. Even in the dim light,
Tanya could tell that Nic was crim-
son with fury.

“What do you mean coming out
into this courtyard with that sailor?”
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Nic demanded, giving Tanya a little
shake. Then he turned on Bill and
roared: “How dare you take advan-
tage of my daughter the moment |

look away! I'll not hire you for a
model, if | never paint another pic-
ture! Come, Tanya, I'm taking you
home!”

“Nic—Nic—!" she pleaded, weep-

ing, but Nic was racing, half drag-
ging Tanya behind him, across the
courtyard, through the crowded
dance room, while Bill was lost in
the crowd in a moment, and Tanya’'s
eyes were blinded by tears so that she
couldn’t even see to wave goodby to
him.

They were out of the club, into a
taxi, on their way home, before Nic
spoke again. He was in such a rage
that he was crumbling his sketch pad
absently between his hands.

“l had no idea that | had been
drawing for three hours!” he cried.
“It is my fault. You are too young
to have any sense! | turned you over
to that crazy sailor and left you in
that romantic atmosphere—"

“He’s not just a crazy sailor!
wonderful! | love him!”

“Tanya—!” and Nic’'s voice was
shocked and anxious.

He’'s

FTER they got home to Maria
A and the bright fire of the draw-
ing room, there was an awful scene.
Tanya, weeping and heartbroken,
tried to explain to them how wonder-
ful Bill was, how fine and good and
sweet, how well she knew him, how
she must, must, must see him again.
While Maria, weeping a littler her-
self, tried to calm them both, Nic
walked the room and roared, his face
white.

“You are right, Maria,” Nic cried.
“You have been right all the time.
We should have sent her to a girls’
school years ago. | was wrong to
think that I knew how to bring up a
girl. She needs discipline and train-
ing and she needs to learn the ways
of the girls her age. |If she had been
sent to school, she would not be fail-
ing for the first boy she sees! We 11
pack her off to school this next term.

I'll write tomorrow and get the
school catalogues!”

“Wonderful,” Maria cried, trying
to comfort Tanya. “You see, Tanya,
now you’ll get to go to school, just
as you have always wanted to! Now,
just forget all about that sailor!”

“I'll never forget Bill! Never! |
don’'t want to go to school, now!”
Tanya cried. “Oh, if | had only given
him our address! He knows my full
name but not the address. And we
have no phone—!”

Nic couldn’t bear being interrupted
by a phone and so there was none in
the house, so Bill couldn’t find them
by looking in the phone directory.
And Nic didn’'t belong to any clubs,
so there was no listed names in town
in which their address could be
found. Bill didn't even know that
they lived on Telegraph Hill. Bill
could never find them, no matter how
hard he tried!

“And | don’'t know where he is
stopping,” Tanya wailed. “lI don’t
even know the name of his ship! Oh,
the only chance of seeing him again
is to go back to the Gypsy Club. He
may come there again. . ..

“You aren’t going to see him
again,” Nic said grimly. “You are
going to forget him. [I'll ship you
off to school the moment |I can get

you entered. In the meanwhile, 1I'll
keep a sharp eye on you, Maria,
don’t let her out of this house alone!
She is hysterical and can't be
trusted!”

“l hate you!” Tanya screamed, and
both Nic and Maria looked cut to
the quick, but she didn’'t care. “All
you care about iS your painting! You
don’t want me to have any life of my
own. I'm grown and |'ve met a boy
I care for. 1 tell you I know as much
about him as if 1'd known him a year.
You have no right" to forbid me to
try to see him again.”

Tanya ran to her room and fell
across her bed, sobbing. She had
both her father's and mother’'s tem-
perament and she was displaying it.
She locked her door and refused to
leave her room the next day or the
next. Maria brought her trays of
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food which she barely tasted. Nic
tiptoed up and down the hall in front
of her door, abjectly miserable.

INALLY Nic had an idea.

“Tanya, he called into her room
to her, “I suppose |'ve been too strict
with you. You want a little fun. You
want to meet boys, that is all. | think
the cure for that sailor, will be an-
other sailor. We’ll go down to the
waterfront again tonight and find an-
other sailor, one who is the right
type for the cover painting. Then
I'll go ahead with the painting and
you can hate the sailor to tea every
day and dance in the' drawing room
and—forget this Bill. And also I'll
get that cover job finished up. We’ll
go after dinner, okay?”

Tanya went, one unvoiced hope in
her heart. The hope of finding Bill
again. And so, of course, since Bill
was her Fate, after all, they did find
him. In the fourth smoke filled tav-
ern they went into, hunting for the
right type for Tanya, there was Bill
sitting at a little corner table alone.

“Bill—!” Tanya cried and ran to
him with outstretched hands, and Bill
caught her hands and looked down
at her as she looked up at him.

“Darling!” Bill said. “l've been
hoping and hoping you’'d come back.
I've been down here every night,
waiting, going from tavern to tav-
ern—"

“Hey, there—” Nic said and Tanya
turned, defiantly, to face Nic.

But the expression on Nic’'s face
had changed entirely. He was staring
at them with the narrowed eyes that
meant that he was thinking of a
painting.

“That's it!” Nic cried and he hit
one hand with his double fist, and
then began to stroke his beard

thoughtfully. “That’s just the expres-
sion | want for the cover painting!
Young love! Warm, young love just
awakening! Hold it—1!”

~Oh, Nic. . .” Tanya began turning
away from Bill for a second.

“Look back at him, up at him, the
way you were!” Nic roared, grabbing
his sketchbook out of his pocket.

“l've got to get this expression on
paper!”

She looked back at Bill and he
caught her hands reassuringly, and
for a second Nic just wasn't there.

Only Bill and Tanya and life just
beginning. . . .

“That's it!” Nic cried. “Hold that
pose!”

They held the pose and Bill whis-
pered to Tanya:

“We’'ll hold it—always—"

“Quiet!” Nic  cried.
move—!”

Nic was sketching madly, but Bill
said aloud, firmly:

“l1 was asking her to marry me, sir.
If you don’t object. . .”

Nic’'s pencil paused. He glared a
moment, then his eyes softened. He
gave a wistful shrug.

“Well, after all, Maria was only
seventeen when | met her. Anyway,
what good will it do me to object.
It is better that | said yes. So—Yes!”

“Oh, Nic—!” Tanya cried bliss-
fully.

But Nic was sketching-again.

“Hold the pose!” Nic pleaded.
“I've got to get this right, then you
two can run away and. get married
tonight, if you like. | suppose you
will have some beautiful babies and |
can paint them as they grow up. . .”

Nic was relenting fast, even smil-
ing now.

Bill went red, but Tanya was used
to Nic.

“Don’'t mind Nic,” she whispered.

“1 love you,” Bill whispered, hold-
ing the pose carefully.

“Don’t

“l love you. . ."” Tanya whispered
back.

“Not so much profile, Tanya,
please!” Nic cried. “But keep that

look in your eyes!”

“lI will keep this look in my eyes,”
Tanya promised and her eyes, glow-
ing with love and happiness, were on
Bill's face. “I'll keep this look—for-
ever.”

(THE END)

And Buy MORE
War Bonds



A Woman To Love

By
India Frances Braden

HE NOISE was getting
I worse by the minute. It sound-
ed like the jumble of a dozen
foreign languages. Libby stuffed cot-
ton in her ears as she set up'her
easel and prepared her oils. But it
was no good. She would have to be
stone deaf to work against the bed-
lam coming from upstairs.
There was only one thing to do,
Libby decided smudging out her

“Oh, | use good American slang
for that. But I've worked out a
system, with the language | mean.
Itis.... ”

“Ruining my painting,” Libby fin-
ished. “1 came to this Arizona min-
ing town to do Desert Sunset. If it's
as good as my agent thinks I'm cap-
able of making it, it is going to be
shown at the famous Brookhill Art
Gallery. And 1 cannot work with all

cigarette. Go up this noise going
and see what the . on up here. So if
animal was that Libby would never tor. you dom’'t quiet

could produce such
sounds and try to
quiet it. She took
the stairs in angry
haste and knocked
on the first door
to the right.

It was opened
presently by a man
in tweed trousers
and a sport shirt
He was youn; and
his hair was close-cropped and brown
and his eyes were grey and amused.
Libby glared at him. But he didn't
glare back, he only smiled and looked
down on her auburn head from his
six feet of hard muscular frame, and
waited for her to speak.

“Hello,” she said in a small angry
voice, “I'm Libby Drake, an artist
and I'm trying to paint under you.
Those awful noises, can you tell me
how you make them?”

The young man smiled, displaying
white even teeth, “That is chanting,”
he explained. “Like this, see.”

He displayed his accomplishment
and Libby put her fingers in her ears.

“You see | chant in Hebrew, con-
verse in Latin and sing in Russian.”

“And what language do you cuss
in?” Libby asked.

"You're

ly that

get the way Blink looked
at her when he said:
just
thought you were at first
and hoped so desperate-
you
Goodbye, Libby, I'm sure
your painting will be a
flaming success!"
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down | shall have
to report you to
the landlord.”

The young man
was looking at her
with such a gleam
in his eye that Lib-
by felt a shiver of
uneasiness go over
her.

“l am the land-
lord,” heannounced
in such a firm voice that it made

Libby’s shiver turn into real goose
pimples, “and if I'm not mistaken,”
he continued, “you are the young

lady who moved into my downstairs
apartment without my consent, with-
out anybody’s consent apparently.
No, don’t get out your checkbook.
That won’'t do you any good. | had
your number from the first moment
I glimpsed you outside my door in
that artist smock. Wealthy, spoiled,
arrogant, a social artist who thinks
she can buy the moon and stars and
even our desert sunsets, with that
little checkbook.”

what |

weren't.

IBBY BURNED with white hot
anger through and through. But
she couldn’'t say anything because
what the young man accused her of



Again, Libby was at a
loss for words. But there
was no use to lie, "Yes,
Blink, if's true,” she
said slowly.
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was undeniably true. She had been
exhausted from apartment searching.
All the houses in this small mining
town were up oh the side of the
mountains and she had to walk up
innumerable steps to ask at each
dopr if there was a vacancy. When
she came to this house and found
the for rent sign in the window, she
had tried the door and found it open,
gone inside, taken the for rent sign
out of the window and torn it up.
When the landlord came to settle
she had in mind the convenient
checkbook which, as the young man
accused, had always bought her
everything she had ever wanted.

Libby stood before her accuser
with a deep flush on her pretty face.
She had thought of turning on the
charms, making her brown eyes big
and innocent and begging off. But
somehow she knew that this young
man wasn't the kind you could put
anything over on.

“l ought to put you out,” he said,

“but I'll tell you what I'll do.” He
drew a deep breath and sat on the
arm of a chair near his door, “I just

got home from overseas, and all the
time | was over there | dreamed of
one thing. | thought about it night
and day, in the damp uncomfortable
fox holes it was constantly before
me.

“Oh, heavens,” Libby thought,
“he’s going to command me to go out
with him and I’'ll have to go or move
into the street.”

“It is a super, beautiful, delicious
cherry pie. The kind of a cherry pie
my mother used to bake. And, Miss
Gorgeous, I'll let you stay in the
apartment only under one condition.
That you bake me this pie I've been
dreaming of. I'll expect it at my
door by three o’clock this afternoon.
And if you don’'t show up with it
out you go.”

Libby had never in all her twenty
years felt so humiliated. She only
fried an egg with painful effort, how
on earth could she bake a cherry pie?

The next four hours were the most
miserably Libby had ever known. She
had to walk five blocks to the
grocery after walking up all those

LOVE

steps to the next door neighbor’'s to
ask for her cherry pie recipe. Then
there was the tortuous process of
making the crust and the filling and
getting the two together to bake.

Finally with a burned hand and
the kitchenette in wild disorder, Lib-
by took the pie out of the oven. It
would probably be runny and the
crust a bit tough, but it looked okay.
Beginner’'s luck no doubt.

Libby put the pie in the window
to cool and at the designated hour
she knocked timidly on her land-
lord’s door. She had worked off some
of her anger in the cooking proce-
dure, but she still he<J enough left 'o
wish that the pie would choke him,

E OPENED THE door with a

big smile on his sun-tanned

face, “My this looks perfect,” he said

taking the pie out. of her hands,

“Come in and have a slice with me?”

“No, | couldn’t. | must get back to
my painting.”

“Oh, but you must! You see, that
was the other part of my dream, eat-
ing cherry pie with a beautiful red-
head. It isn't good for my digestion
to eat alone, and you know it's up to
you to finish up the dream.”

Libby reluctantly walked ‘inside
his neat kitchen. She really shouldn’t
stay but the landlord was so persis-
tent, and so attractive, she couldn’t
help but scold her weaker self.

He told her as he got cold milk out
of the ice box and poured two glass-
es, that his name was Blink ielding.
They sat across from each other at
a tiny little breakfast table and the
pie wasn't bad at all. Neither was
Blink Fielding’s conversation. As a
small boy he had followed his uncle,
a missionary, in and out of foreign
countries. That was where he had
accumulated such an assortment of
languages. But now that he had been
wounded in Sicily he had come back
to Copper Town to open up his
father’'s mine.

‘The government needs copper bad-
ly and I'm going to give it to them,”
he declared.

When they finished the pie he
said, “The pie was perfect. You may
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stay on in the apartment and | have
a jalopy outside. | would like to show
you Copper Town. You can't paint a
true to life picture of the West with-
out first knowing it's people, their
ambitions, their habits and dreams.
I'd like to take you to Mount Hath-
way. From this point you can see the
real desert sunset.”

Libby didn’t really want to go. She
was thinking of Preston Crain, her
agent who was also her fiance. He
wouldn’t approve of her jaunt with
this care-free, good-looking young
man.

And she didn’t want to displease
Preston. After all, he was going to
be her future husband and no more
perfect arrangement could have even
been thought up. Pres was wealthy
as herself and she wouldn't have to
lose a moment of her career cater-
ing to his whims. He would always
play second fiddle to her art. In fact
Pres was the only person a girl so
fiercely ambitious as Libby, could
afford to marry.

But again she yielded to her weak-
er self and went with Blink Field-
ing to take in the sights of Copper
Town. His jalopy reluctantly took
tHe sharp curves of the mountain
roads. First they stopped at a little
adobe hut where an old woman came
out with her head wrapped in a black
mantilla. She seemed overjoyed at
the sight of Blink and conversed
with him excitedly in Spanish.

Blink turned to Libby. “She says
her rheumatism is much Dbetter,
thanks to my lemon juice and soda
remedy, and won’'t we sit down so
she can bring us wine.”

The old woman had brought thick
tumblers of dark sweet wine before
Libby was hardly seated on the crude
cain bottom chair. Libby sipped the
wine and was frightfully bored.
Blink was too keen to be-wasting his
charms on old people. She wished
suddenly that he would say adios to
the woman and that they could go to
the mountain. It was almost time for
the sun to set.

HEY LEFT the adobe hut but
didn’'t go back to the jalopy.

“We’ll walk to the mountain from
here,” BIlink suggested. As they
walked he impulsively reached out
and took her hand. He held it in a
firm grip and Libbji thrilled to the
warmth and strength of his clasp.
No, Preston definitely wouldn't ap-
prove of this jaunt.

They had walked but a few yards
when a small boy of about six ran
out of a tiny vine covered cottage
to greet Blink. He had on cowboy
boots and a little brown spotted fox
terrier ran at his heels. “Gee, Blink
I'm glad you came by,” the little boy
cried. “I want you to meet Tiger.
Ain’'t he cute? Pop brought him to
me yesterday and he’'s awful smart.
He can almost stand up on his hind
legs and shake hands, can't you,
Tiger?”

Blink leaned down and admired the
dog and seemed to have all kinds of
things in common with Tommy
Sparks. They talked about guns and
going fishing and Libby thought
their conversation would never come
to an end. Blink must surely lead a
dull life, going fishing with infants
and talking for hours to old women
abollt their rheumatism.

They reached the top of Mount
Hathway just as the dun dipped its
brush into the vista of the desert.
Like a restless ocean the colors be-
gan to roll across the sand, deep blue
amid green and amber and pale rose,
that melted into crimson just as
though it were painted in blood.

It was beautiful. It was real. “If
you can get that on your canvas, Lib-
by Drake,” Blink said, “the critics
will uooo and ahhh,”

Libby was drinking it in big gulps,
the beauty of the moment and trying
desperately to visualize it on her can-
vas. She wasn’t conscious of Blink’s
nearness until his hands were gently
on her shoulders and he was turning
her around to face him. Suddenly he
was drawing her to him and his arms
were tightening about her.

This was a strange moment in
Libby’s life. She knew she should
pull away from Blink but her heart
was thudding wildly and an excite-
ment that left her weak ran through
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her entire body as Blink’s mouth
found her own and clung. For an in-
stant that might have been an eternity
had the ecstasy been measured, Libby
clung to Blink without realizing it.

It was Blink who ”~ook his mouth
away first. Libby was still in his
arms, her eyes half closed and a
pulse hurting her throat.

Blink said almost reverently,
“Heavens knows, you're sweet! |
didn’'t dream that a little ball of fire
could be such an angel in my arms.”

Blink didn't say more, he didn't
need to. Libby knew that together
they had found something as over-
powering and consuming as a flam-
ing forest fire. And the thought
frightened her. This wasn't good for
her work. Preston’s mild ardor and
platonic kisses never made her for-
get for an instant that she wanted
to be a great artist. Blink’s one Kkiss
had made her whole past melt into
nothingness for the time he held her
close. She mustn't see Blink again,
she must foregt him. His way of life
bored her anyway. Libby Drake would
spend her free afternoons at artists’
teas and studio parties. *

“We’ll come back again tomorrow,”
Blink suggested, and in his eyes was
a promise, “He might as well have
added, ‘tomorrow I'll kiss you again
and make love to you'”

HE NEXT morning Libby was
Tup early and before her easel.
She was trying to recall the sunset,
every color, every outline but the
only thing she could remember clear-
ly was Blink’s kiss. It was madden-
ing. The harder she tried to blot it
out of her mind the more vivid it be-
came.

She walked the floor, smoked in-
numerable cigarettes. Finally she
worked up enough steam to bury the
kiss and begin work. It went good,
better than she had dreamed. She
worked furiously for several hours
aria then was interrupted by a knock
at her door.

Libby’s first thought was to ig-
nore it but it was so persistent it de-
manded attention. Outside stood the
little boy they had talked with yes-

terday, Tommy Sparks. He was cry-
ing, big tears running down his thin
little face. “I'm looking for Blink,”
he explained between sobs, “he’s
gone to the mine but his car's out

front. Will you drive me to Dead
Man’s Gulch, lady?” the little boy
implored.

“What do you wgnt to go to Dead
Man’s Gulch for?” Libby inquired in
an irritated voice.

“Well, you see Tiger ran away
over the hill to the Gulch. He’'s new
here and he’ll get himself killed,”
Tommy’s face was white with fear
His voice was full of panic.

“I'm sure Tiger can take care of
himself,” Libby explained, “you see
I'm terribly busy and | can't take
you in the car.”

“But, Miss, dogs and kids ain't
safe in the Gulch,” his voice was a
plea.

“I'm sorry, Tommy,” Libby was
firm, “you just go home and wait
patiently. 1I'm sure your dog will
come home presently.” Libby closed
the door and Tommy’s cowboy boots
retreated down the steps.

Libby had heard about the Gulch.
It was on the other side of a steep
hill, a row of saloons and pool halls.
In the olden days there had been a
saying that every morning at least
two dead men, if not more, were
found in the Gulch. That's how it
got its name. But in this modern
era a dog certainly wouldn’t be in
danger just because he wondered
over a hill.

Libby worked furiously all after-
noon. She forgot to eat lunch and by
late afternoon she had flung herself
exhaustedly onto the divan out in
the sun room. Here she would watch
for Blink. She was entertaining,
quite against her better judgment,
the idea of fixing up a little supper
for them. It would be cozy. Perhaps
tonight she could find a stronger de-
fense to use against his charms.

When she saw Blink coming up
the walk she ran to the door. Even
in work clothes Blink, big and pow-
erful looked more handsome than
most men in evening clothes. But
before he reached the top of the
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steps Libby knew that something was
wrong. Blink’s face was frightening-
ly grim, his eyes seemed to measure
her with dark scorn.

ffmMmmMTHAT'S WRONG?”
WW asked.

“It’s Tommy. He and his dog were
run over this afternoon in the Gulch.
The dog was killed and Tommy is in
the hospital with a broken leg, cuts
and bruises and a sprained wrist.”

“Oh, that's—awful!” Libby did not
know what to say. She lowered her
lashes against her white cheeks.

“When Tommy came out from un-
der the anesthetic | was in his
room,” Blink continued, “he told me
that he asked you to go get Tiger
for him but you wouldn’t. Is it true
Libby?”

Libby felt her face flushing. Again
she was at a loss for words. But
there was no use to lie. “Yes,. Blink.
It’s true,” she said slowly.

Libby would never forget the way
he looked at her. It hurt clear down
to the soles of her sandals. He said,
“You're just what | thought you
were at first and hoped so desperate-
ly that you weren’t. Goodby Libby.
I'm sure your painting will be a
flaming success.”

With these words he walked away
from her.

“Blink—,”
faintly.

She went inside her apartment and
closed the door, and for the first time
in her life she ryas shedding tears
that were not from anger. The lump
in her throat was big and choking
and it frightened Libby.

“Why should it matter that he
hates me?” she chided herself. “I
have my work—and Preston. That is
all the life I want.”

For three days Libby labored over
her painting. It was good. She knew
it. Many times she had had to brush
the tears out of her eyes to go on.
Blink had said she thought she could
buy the sunset with her checkbook,
but she had bought it with heartache
sinstead.

When it was finished Libby felt
numb and strange and none of the

Libby

Libby called his name

satisfaction she had dreamed of was
present in her being. She was lonely
and restless. She was in love. For the
first time in her selfish self-centered
life Libby found herself putting
something ahead of her own desires
and ambitions. Blink. He was ever
before her, in her dreams he smiled at
her, once he danced with her on a
flower scented terrace under a ripe
April moon, once he kissed her like
the kiss on the mountain top. She
couldn’t forget him, nor Tommy and
his funny little dog.

Blink had stayed out of her sight
completely and Libby knew that no
matter what she said to him he
would still hate and condemn her.
Blink wasn’t a man you could flirt
with and wrap around your little fin-
ger.

But Tommy. Surely there was a
way to make some amends for what
she had done to him before she left
Copper Town,

T TOOK two whole days of
searching to find another dog

and then he wasn't exactly like Tiger.

The spots were darker and in a dif-
ferent place but he might substitute.

Tommy’s mother was a tiny little
woman with kind grey eyes and a
ready smile. When Libby explained
who she was and her reason for com-
ing the woman just smiled, “You
shouldn’t hold yourself responsible!”
she said.

When Libby handed her the check
that was large enough to cover Tom-
my'’s hospital and doctor’s bill with a
good sum left over, Tommy’s mother
was reluctant to take it.

“1 want him to have it,” Libby said
with the tears close, “l1 would go to
see him but | don't think he would
be very glad to see me. And | hope
he likes the dog. It's the only one
that even slightly resembled Tiger.”

Libby went back to the apartment
to pack and the next day she left
Copper Town. She didn't try to see
Blink because she knew there was
no use. Blink who had time always
for little boys and their dogs, _for
old women with the rheumatism,
wouldn’'t find it easy to forgive such
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selfishness as she had displayed.
Preston met her at the train. He
was full of enthusiasm, what about
the new picture? Was it finished?
Was it good? Did she have a nice
time in Arizona? Did she find the
inspiration she had hoped for?

Libby just stared at his slightly
stocky figure and wondered how she
had ever woven her future about her
thirty-nine-year-old agent. She wasn’t
in love with him, of course. She won-
dered vaguely if she ever had been.
He possessed none of the charm and
virile masculine appeal that had
drawn her to Blink. Preston seemed
suddenly old and his sophistication
was a poor substitute for Blink's ma-
ture understanding of life and pso-
ple.

When Preston saw the picture he
was delighted. “It is brilliant,” he
declared, “it has not only craftsman-
ship, it has a heart. It lives and
breathes. So help me, Libby, | didn’t
dream you could paint like that!”

Preston was right. When the pic-
ture was shown at the Brookhill it
drew only favorable comments from
the best critics. Libby should have
been happy but even the smart studio
party that Preston gave in her honor
was an unpleasant ordeal. She felt
dead inside. The fierce ambition that
had burned inside her like a bright
flame had suddenly become ashes.
Knowing and loving Blink had
changed everything. The selfishness
Libby had always indulged in seemed
to have vanished. She found herself,
for the first time in her life, con-
scious of the pain and need of other
people. Yes, Love had changed Libby
Drake.

HE OLD LIBBY would never

have listened so intently to the
woman who lectured at the Red Cross
about the urgent need for trained
nurse’'s aides in the hospitals. The
new Libby volunteered that very
afternoon.

Preston wouldn’t approve of
course. He would complain that it
would take too much time from her
art. But Preston’s viewpoint wasn't
important anymore now that he was

no longer her fiance. His hardy dis-
approval of Libby’'s new outlook on
life had resulted in bitter words
that had rung with finality in their
last quarrel in which Libby had re-
turned his ring.

Libby’s heart ached for Blink in
the days that followed but in the
children’s ward of the hospital where
she was now a trained nurse’'s aide,
carrying trays, giving baths and
cleaning floors, she seemed to find
peace. Somehow she felt in serving
these youngsters she was making up
for what she had done to Tommy. As
time went by Libby learned to have
patience and sympathy for these
children. Love can learn all things,
especially how to give without
weighing the gift.

Late one afternoon just as Libby
was taking temperatures in Ward-C,
a nurse came up to her. “There is
someone waiting to see you in the
sun parlor, Miss Drake,” she said.
“I'll take over so you can leave now.
It’s almost five-thirty.”

Libby ached with weariness and
when her tired eyes drew out the
one handsome young man in tweeds
seated on the sofa, she thought it
was another figment of her imagina-
tion. She was always imagining she
saw Blink. Once she had actually
touched the shoulder of a man on a
street corner.

But this Blink was real. He stood
up and came forward with bright,
questioning eyes. He took Libby's
hand and they sat down on the
sofa. He said, “lI came back, Libby,
because | had to see you again, |
had to tell you that no matter how I
scorned you, no matter how bitter |
seemed, when | summed up my
heart after you went away | always
got the same answer. Darling, you
spell it y-o-u.”

Libby felt sudden happiness wash-
ing over her. But even in this mo-
ment of bliss she was remembering
the past. “How is Tommy?” she
asked.

“Much better. He is at home now.
And how is your painting, Libby?”

Libby felt those annoying tears
again. “Oh, Blink, something has

(Continued On Page 96)
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r What a treat! Now you can hear the whole gang
IN PERSON — Archie, Jughead, Betty, Veronica
and the Andrews Family. Look up your local

N.B.C. radio station and keep your date with
Archie Andrews and his gang every, Sat-
urday morning from 10:00 to 10:30 a.m.. .
(E.W.T.). Have the time of your life
listening to their adventures. SOME
ADVENTURES! SOME FUN! And"
% say, will you do Archie a,
0* real favor? Write and tell/
vhim how you like him and.
k his gang on the air-
will you? Thanx!



THEY HAD AN
AGREEMENT

By Ruth McCaslin

ERONICA KENT flung open
V the front door and said,

“Hello, Drake.” And then she
discovered that it wasn’'t Drake smil-
ing at her. It was Mitch! Her smile
deepened and she flung both arms
around him, burying her cheek
against his shoulder.

“Darling!” she cried. “1 wasn't ex-
pecting you for a week yet. I'm so
glad to see you.” She pulled him
into the living room
where her mother
was listening to the
radio and knitting.

Mrs Kent smiled
her welcome, made
perfunctory excuses
and escaped. Ronny
went back into
Mitch’s arms.

He held her close
his blue eyes tender
his red head gleam-
ing against her dark

curls. “l missed you more this
time than ever before,” he mur-
mured. , “We—had a rough trip.

Things happened, and once | thought
I'd never hold you like this again.
I—got to thinking—about-us.”

Ronny smiled gently, her brown
eyes soft. “It’s over now,” she con-
soled him. “You are back and every
thing’s okay.”

He nodded soberly. “Yes. Every-
thing’s okay when | come in and find
my girl waiting for me in a blue
traily dress and with a pink rose in
her hair. I dreamed of you like this
a million times!”

“l dreamed of you, too, Mitch. |
thought of you out there with the
Merchant Marine, sliding through
the night with your precious cargo.

| thought of how the Axis would love
to know just where you were so they
could stop the delivery of that cargo.
I-it’'s a tricky business, Mitch.” Ron-
ny frowned a little.

Mitch laughed. “Well, since you're
all dressed up, let’s not waste you.
Let’'s go out and wallow in bright
lights and dance a rhumba. Let’'s be
gay and forget war for a few days.
Shall we?”

Ronny made a lit-
tle gesture of regret,

“Ah, Mitch | wish
we could. But you
see, | didn't know

you were coming and
I promised Drake

Lester 1'd go out
with  him. I'm so
sorry. But I'll save

all the rest of my
time for you while
you're ashore. Thabs
a promise.”

HE BRIGHTNESS drained

from his face as if it had been
wiped with a sponge. His blue eyes
took on a hard coldness and his
mouth twisted. “I might have known
you weren’'t waiting for me,” he said.
“But tonight, | just sort of hoped
you could feel that I'd come. To-
night—1 need you, Ronny.”

She moved closer to him and laid
her hand on his arm. “I'm sorry,
dear,” she said. “lI do love you, you
know that.”

He smiled then. “Then tell Drake
to go hang,” he told her. “After
all, you are my girl. Call him up, send
him a wire or something. For once,
I'm being old-fashioned and insisting
on taking my own girl out. Will you,
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Ronny? Give Drake the gate for to-
night.”

Ronny smiled reproachfully at him.
“Back-slider!” she accused gaily.
“We agreed that we wouldn’'t be
corny and bore each other and other
people by being possessive. We said
we'd both have dates, and live normal
lives until such time as we could mar-
ry. That's what we said, isn't it?”
She tried to make it sound light but
his eyes held hers and she knew he
wasn't convinced.

“l know what we said,” he said,
gravely. “But I've changed my mind,

Ronny. | didn’'t have any dates this
last trip. Didn’'t want any. |—just
wanted to get back to you. | think

we were both crazy to make such a
fool agreement. I've been thinking if
we are really in love—then we’'d
WANT to wait for each other. We
wouldn't want dates with any one
else.

He smiled at her and Ronny
filled with dismay. Mitch was
changed this time. Something had
happened to change him, or maybe
he was just so glad to be home safely
that he was being a little childish
when he found she had a date.

“Don’'t be a goon, Mitch,” she re-

was

proached. “Drake’s lonely, too. He
was in the French Invasion, was
wounded and got a medical dis-

charge. He lost his girl—she was a
nurse in Southern England and a ro-
bot bomb fell on the hospital. He
needs me, too, darling.” She put both
arms around him and Kkissed his
tanned cheek. “He doesn’'t mean any-
thing to me,” she whispered. “I just
can't let him down because he’s ter-
ribly low. Says he’'s just a civilian
now and that soon no one will ever
remember that he was a hero. | want
to show him that we don’t forget
what they’'ve done for us;”

Mitch’'s eyes didn’t soften. “Does
that mean you won’t break the date
with him?” he asked tersely.

Ronny laughed, but she frowned
at the same time. “Of course it does,”
she said firmly. “1 promised to save
you all the rest of my time—"

“Okay, okay,” he cut in. “Skip it.
If the goose is going stepping—may-
be the gander better go, too. | wonder

if Edie Harper's busy tonight?” He
moved toward the telephone.

Ronny watched him, with sinking
heart. He was so strange this time.
She’d had dates before when he came
home but he’'d never been the least
bit stuffy about it. He'd always
shrugged and said, Tough luck for
me. Then he'd pick up another girl
and they’'d make it what he called a
gruesome foursome. But he'd never
given Edie a tumble before. He knew
she didn't like Edie much—but she
knew he didn't like Drake either.
He'd met him the last time he was
ashore. Then she shrugged the whole
thing off. He was just tired and per-
haps he had a right to be difficult.
Only—they had made an agreement—
and she resented him falling down on
it.

E CAME back to her, his lips
smiling but his eyes still hard.

“Edie said she'd be delighted. She’s

waiting so I'll run along.” He moved
toward the door, and Ronny trailed
after him, her mind in confusion.
Something was all wrong and she
didn’t know what to do about it.

“Mitch,” she said, hesitantly, “I’ll
—see you—tomorrow?”

“I’ll give you a ring,” he promised,
“pbut if you want to do something
with Drake—it's okay. So long, Ron-
ny. I'll be around.” The door closed
behind him and she went slowly back
to the living-room. Well! How dared
he be so high handed? He was the
one who'd said they wouldn’t inter-
fere with each other’s lives until they
could be married. He was the one
who’d said he had no right to cramp
her style. He'd even said he had no
right to marry her until he could
come home and make her a decent
home and living. And—he'd said
there was to be no griping in case
their dates and calendars refused to
get together. He had a nerve acting
like this.

Her brown eyes sparked with an-
ger when she let Drake in. Drake was
never difficult. He asked so little and
gave so much. He had brought her an
orchid. It was green and had tiny
golden stripes. He held it out smil-
ingly.



THEY HAD AN AGREEMENT 3

*<The most expensive one | could

find. he said, “for the sweetest girt

rojtnow .

Ronny took it with mixed emo-
g It was a lovely thing—but it
tl Plainly didn't go with a pale blue
Qhiff°n dinner dress. She lifted trou-
bled eyes to his and the look of
bright expectancy in his drove away
her indecision. “Thanks, Drake,” she
said, smiling. “The orchid and com-
pliment were both—Iush.” She pulled
the pink rose from her hair and sub-
stituted the one he’d brought.

"Where tonight?” he asked. “I’'ve
got a taxi waiting.”
Ronny thought swiftly. Mitch

would head for the Empire Room at
the Palmer House. Hildegarde was
there and he loved her sophisticated
patter. It might be fun to watch how
he got on with Edie. She laughed a
little to herself. Edie was so obvious.
She was perfectly sure that Mitch
would come crawling back tomorrow
md tell her he’d had a lousy time,
knd tomorrow she’ tell him they'd
treak up that silly agreement. She'd
stick to him forever.

So she smiled at Drake and sug-
gested, “Empire Room? | want to
show off this orchid.”

Drake’s eyes clouded. She glanced
st him in surprise. His Captain’s uni-
form fit him snugly, his gray eyes
were sharp and clear, his dark hair
Aas sleek as sable. Ronny sighed. He
was certainly a good-looking man and
pet—there was something about him
shat baffled her. For instance, he
lever wanted to go any place where
share were crowds. He always chose
siny out-of-the-way places to dine
md dance. He hated street cars or
simsses. Taxis were his favorites. He
nade his usual plea, now.

“l hate places like the Empire
room. Crowds make me uneasy.”

Ronny stifled an urge to retort im-
patiently. Instead, she spoke whee-
ilingly. “But Drake, you've got to
get over all that. | suppose it is a sort
if battle shock and then losing your
girl the way you did- -its all sort of
knocked you out. The thing to do is
wade right back into things.”

He smiled at her but shook his
head. “Not just yet, please, Ronny?

I'd feel smothered. Remember the
day we met? It was last Christinas |
was walking along your street when
you and your mothe- opened the
front door to let in six soldiers. |
thought you were the loveliest thing
1'd ever seen and | stared so hard you
impulsively asked me to come in.” He
smiled again and Ronny’s resentment
fled.

“But you wouldn’'t come in,” she
said, softly. “You—came back hours
later and asked if it was too late.”

He laughed. “And you said the oth-
ers had gone but if | was willing to
take left-overs | was welcome.”

Ronny made a move toward the
door. “And you were willing,” she
said lightly. “That’s been over eight
months.”

He followed her out to the door.
“l've always had to he satisfied with
—Ileft-overs,” he told her cryptical-
ly,” and then added swiftly, “Until |
rnet you.”

Ronny thought soberly as they had
dinner in a small uncrowded place in
the suburbs, "And even | am well on
my way to becoming a left-over—un-
less | can make Mitch see reason.”

TviArUT NEXT day her heart soared,
jftlid Mitch called and said he was
coming over. Ronney laughed softly.
So, he’d had enough of Edie. He was
coming to tell Ronny so. She dressed
carefully in one of his favorite
gowns. Rose color, to match her
mood. Tonight all would bo well be-
tween her and Mitch. She’d never
known until now how much she real-
ly loved him. It took a quarrel some-
times to make you know—but she’'d
heard making-up Kkisses were the
sweetest of all.

She was smiling happily when she
let him in. She took his hat and
brought him a long cool drink and
then fluttered down on the sofa be-
side him.

“I'm sorry | was so stubborn last
night,” she began, “1 don’t think |
realized how much it meant to you.
I'll never do it again, Mitch.” She
turned her face until her hair brushed
his cheek. N ova he would take her in
his arms and forgive her. She closed
her eyes and waited with parted lips,
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Only—nothing happened. After a
moment of silence, her eyes flew
open. He was -taring moodily at the
cover of a magazine on the floor at
his feet.

“Mitch,” she said, sharply.
you still angry with me?”

fie moved suddenly, then, and ran
his hands through his thatch of red
hair. His blue eyes met hers squarely.

“Look,” he said, unsmilingly. “You
and | have always rated ourselves as
being sensible and level-headed,
haven’'t we?”

“Y—yes,” she mumbled, trying to
read what lay back of his words by
studying his face- It was inscrutable.

“Okay, then. Let’s face this thing
like normal adults. We were so
damned modern when we made that
pact. Well, let’s just be as modern on
mashing it into its.”

Ronny’s confusion fled. He was
trying to tell her that from here on,
she was not to have any dates except
with him. Her heart ascended swift-
ly. That was wonderful! She’d found
out that she didn't want any dates
unless Mitch was the other half.

“Darling,” she cried, “that's my
idea exactly. It was a silly theory
that didn't work, anyway. Let’s make
a brand new one. 1—”

He stood up suddenly. *“Well, |
guess it’s a good thing we found out
before it was too late. If we’d really
been in love, we'd never have made a
fool pact like that. I think 1'd like a
girl who waited for me. One who
couldn’t have any fun unless it was
with me. Maybe I'm expecting the
impossible—but I'll take a look any-
way.” He looked tall and wonderful
in his blue uniform with white strips
on the sleeve. He picked up his hat
with its spread eagle and fouled an-
chor. He'd never looked so desir-
able—

Ronny’s eyes were heavy with
shock and pain. She’'d been so sure of
Mitch, so sure that if the rest of the
world fell—Mitch would still be
there like the Rock of Ages. Now he
was brushing her off—just like that.
Her heart seemed to be swept clean
of any emotion. She sat and stared at
him in frozen numbness. Mitch was
through! The words flashed on her
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brain like a neon sign. What had
made him so willing to throw her
over? Who—and the name Edie Har-
per popped up like a jack-in-a-box.
Edie!

“It’s not your fault, Ronny," he
went on. “Drake Lester can do a lot
of things for you that | can't. If it's
Drake—well, the best man won.” He
grinned crookedly at her then. “No
hard feeling, Ronny? We made a mis-
take, but who doesn’'t sometimes?”
When she made no answer, he added,
“Shall—1 return alj your kisses—just
to square things?” He laughed a little
and it brought a swift anger to her
heart and eyes.

“No, thanks,” she managed to
drawl, icily. “Those kisses had no
value—so let them go.” It was the
biggest whopper she'd ever told but
she couldn’t let him know that. She
watched him move toward the door
while her heart broke soundlessly.
Mitch was through and her grief was
as bottomless as a circle.

MEHOW, she got through the
following week. She went to her
office every day and did endless
gal reports for her firm of lawyers.
She came home every night to either
a date with Drake or her Red Cross
stint. Nothing seemed to matter any
more. Edie called her on the phone
and told her all the fun she was hav-
ing with Mitch—and then three days
before Mitch was due to report for
duty, Edie called and said,

“l want you and Drake to come
over tonight. It's- -sorta special. We
want to celebrate—something.”

At first, Ronny was about to re-
fuse. But she thought a moment and
changed her mind. “W ell come,” she
promised.

When they arrived, Edie was
flushed and talkative. Her wide baby-
eyes were sparkling like blue fire,
her cheeks were pink with excite-
ment and she wore a pink rose in her
blond curls. Her dress was pale blue.
Ronny scowled inwardly. Edie knew
what Mitch liked and was playing it
up with a vengeance. Ronny sudden-
ly hated her own black chiffon and
the red rose behind her ear. She
hated her sophisticated hair-do—even
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«f every one had told her it was stun-

*jng. Drake had loved her dress and
the way over had asked her to

jnarry him, She’'d stalled for time.

Then Mitch had come, looking
slick in navy blues, with his red hair
still damp from brushing. His eyes
were so blue, Ronny wanted to cover
her own to shut out the brilliance.

Ediw went to meet him and
slipped her arm through his.

“Mitch has news, kid s
.chirped. “Tell them, Mitch.”

He laughed. “lI’'ve got another week
furlough.”

Ronny’s heart, weighted so recent-
ly with fear, leaped wildly. She'd
been expecting—something entirely
different.

“That's wonderful,” she cried and
then wished she hadn’t sounded so re-
lieved.

Edie studied Ronney with nar-
rowed eyes. Ronny had a feeling that
Edie wasn’'t nearly so naive as she
tried to appear. Even this house she
lived in had an oddly unstable ap-
pearance. It was big, but the furni-
ture looked as if it might have been
picked up at a second-hand store. It
looked shopwor n—just as Edie’s
mother.

Mrs Harper was friend1ly—too
friendly. But back of her smile there
was a—hungry look. Ronny laughed
silently at her own fancy. But Edie’s
sisters all had that same greedy look.
Edie had it, too. Ronny shrugged,
Edie bhad five sisters and you
couldn't tell by Ilooking at them
which was the oldest or youngest.
They all looked about the same age,
They were all noisy and used too
much slang and dressed too blatant-
ly. Queer that Mitchell Davis should
give Edie Harper a rush. Unless—he
was doing it to punish Ronny for not
breaking that date. She met Edie’s
cool stare with a new nonchalance,
Edie couldn’'t take Mitch from her,

i'hen Edie said, “Mitch, tell them
the rest. That isn’t the big news.” She
smiled sweetly at him.

Mitch lit a cigarette before answer-
ing. Then he said slowly, “Edie says
she’ll marry me in three days.” He
laughed softly. “l1 guess that's—
news—or is it?"

she

Ronny’s heart curled up and died.
Mitch married to Edie? It was pre-
posterous, Why only last night he'd
kissed her and told her—. But maybe
also last night he’'d found out that
Edie was the girl he really wanted.
He’'d said he'd had an illusion. She
stared numbly at a button on Drake’s
uniform. Her eyes went on up to find
Drake watching her. He smiled when
she looked at him and then said,
“Why don't you say yes, too, Ron-
ny? We—could have a double wed-
ding.”

ER EYES fled to collide with
Mitch’s steady blue stare. An-
ger flooded her heart. Sue wanted to
strike out at him—and that baby-
eyed Edie who'd stolen him from her
so easily. Edie, who'd swarmed over
the boys at the canteen in a way that
was undignified, to say the least.
Ronny laughed suddenly, recklessly.
“l think a double wedding would
be—fun,” she said. The moment she
said it, her heart turned over in pro-
test. What was she letting herself in
for? She didn’t really want to marry
Drake Lester. There was something
of weakness in his fear of crowds
and his nursing wounds that were
more imaginary than real. He’'d told
her about his home in Virginia, his
dogs, his sister—he’'d even laughingly
shown her his credentials. Birth cer-
tificate, his sister’'s picture, the love-
ly home with its white pillars, his
dog tag—she sighed, Drake’fwas very
eligible—but the trouble was, she
still loved Mitch! Her eyes narrowed.
Edie had said they’'d be married in
three days. That gave her three days
to make Mitch see that he was taking
the wrong boat. Three days—
Mitch broke into her thoughts aft-
er the stunned silence that had met
her remark about double weddings.

“That,” Mitch said, smiling at her,
“calls for a celebration. He turned to
clap Drake on the shoulder. “Con-
gratulations, old man,” he said heart-
ily. “What say you and | go out and
get some firewater to toast the com-
ing event?”

Drake smiled at Ronny. He looked
sort of dazed. Ronny had a feeling
that ha couldn't even stand good
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news. Shock of any kind seemed to
knock him speechless. But she smiled
back at him and nodded and he fol-
lowed Mitch out.

Edie stared at Tonny with nar-
rowed eyes. “You—don't mind if |
marry your—boy friend?” she asked,
frowning slightly.

Ronny smiled coolly. “Edie,” she
said, her heart beating rapidly, “if |
tell you something, you promise not
to tell?”

Edie nodded, her eyes wide with
curiosity. “l1 won't tell.”

Ronny laughed softly. “Well
then— I'm so relieved that you’'re go-
ing to marry Mitch.” She choked a
little over that lie. But all was fair
in love and war, wasn't' it. So she
leaned confidentially toward Edie.
“You see, I'd promised to marry
Mitch—but that was before | met
Drake.”

“You mean—you’re really in love
with Drake?” Edie stared.

“Well—I just said there’'d be a
double wedding didn't 1?” Ronny
grinned. “Why else would | say it?”
She watched Edie carefully.

Edie shrugged. “Well, | thought
you might be doing it to get even—"

Ronny laughed scornfully. “Look,
.Edie. | can tell you this because
you’'ll understand. Why should |
want to marry Mitch—when Drake
can do so much more for me? Drake
has a family in Virginia, a beautiful
home, money—and as his wife, I'll
really be somebody.” She let that sink
in and then added. “Mitch hasn't any
thing. He’s just a merchantman. Be-
fore the war, he was a bank clerk.
Now | ask you, why wouldn’t | use
my head and choose the right man?
You can fall in love with a man with
money just as easily as one with no
future.” Ronny thought, “What |
mean is—you could. Not me.” But
she looked straight into Edie’s eyes
and smiled triumphantly. “That is ex-
actly what 1've done, Edie, only—"
She broke off and sighed deeply.

DIE’S tone was avid.
E what?” she demanded.
onny lifted her eyes to Edie’s.
“Only—I've had my work cut out for

me making Drake see it,” she con-
fessed.

“Only—

Edie hooted. “He’'s followed you
like a shadow for months—” L

“Yes, | know,” Ronny agreed. “But
a girl can manage that if she’s clever.
You see, he really was crazy about
you, Edie. | had all | could do to
keep him busy—and then | told him
you wanted Mitch.” She laughed
when Edie began to protest. “lI saw
you making with the goo-goo stuff
every time you were around Mitch.
You can't tell me you didn't like
him.”

Edie sank back, bewildered. “1 nev-
er knew Drake liked me,” she said
thoughtfully.

“Well, he did and | was so jealous
of you. But when you and Mitch an-
nounced your engagement tonight—I
took a chance and sort of snapped up
Drake on the rebound. | guess he
thought if he couldn’t have you—I
might do.” She smiled at Edie and
wondered how in"the world she'd
ever thought such a crazy impromptu
plan would ever work. But she only
had three days—and she had to work
fast.

Edie’s face was a study. Bewilder-
ment and flattered ego chased each
other across her pink and white brow.
“To think,” she muttered, “lI might
have had Drake.” She shook her head
wearily, “lI could have been a Cap-
tain’s wife and liyed in an old south-
ern home in Virginia. My mother
would have been wild with delight.
She says having six girls on her
hands is driving her crazy. That's
why she moved here where we could
meet a lot of servicemen.” Edie
seemed to be thinking out loud.

Ronny shivered with excitement.
“Well,” she said slowly, “l guess it's
too late to think about that. In three
days we’ll have a double wedding and
I'll_ go to Virginia to live with
Drake.”

Edie’s eyes met Ronny’s and Edie’s
were filled with an odd light. Out-
side, they could hear the boys com-
ing back. Edie stood up but her eyes
still glittered. “You're a smart girl,
Ronny,” she said. “But this time |
think you’ve outdone yourself.”

The boys came in and. Mitch held
up a bottle of champagne. “It’s iced,”
he announced. “It’s not imported but
who cares? Anything made in the
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U. S. A. is good enough for me.”
Edie went for glasses. She stayed
a long time but when she came back
her mother was with her. She helped
pour the wine and then said, ‘I don't
want Edie to get married so sudden-
ly, Mitch. | don’t think you two have
taken enough time to think about it.
Why don’t you wait a little longer?”
Mitch sipped his champagne
thoughtfully. “I’'m getting married in
three days,” he said, stubbornly.
Ronny’s heart twisted. Maybe he
really cared about Edie. Maybe she’'d
done all this maneuvering for noth-
ing. What if she wasn’t able to show

Mitch that Edie wasn’t the girl for
him?

DIE said quietly, “Maybe my
mother’s right. After all, Mitch,

we did jump into this rather sudden-!

ly. Let's not be—impulsive.” She
went over to Drake and laid a hand
on his arm. “Drake,” she said softly,
“don’t you think a girl should—be—
sure?” She look.d into his eyes and
made her own wide and wistful.
“Supposing a girl found—some one—
else she liked better?” There was no
mistaking her meaning. She was tell-
ing Drake in no uncertain terms that
she'd just found him and he was star-
ing at her, his face comical in
shocked surprise.

Ronny stifled a giggle. Poor Drake.
He was getting one shock after the
other. He was finding civilian life
was almost as battering as life in the
army! Then she saw Mitch staring
at Edie.

“What is this?” he demanded. “Are
you giving me the run-around, Edie?
We had an agreement—"

Edie turned then, and her eyes
were malicious. “lI know, Mitch,” she
said sweetly. “1 agreed to pretend to
be in love with you because you were
mad at Runny. I'm sorry, but | can’t
go through with it. 1 guess—I'm sor-
ry for you, too, Mitch.” She flicked
Ronny with a cold blue stare. “You
lose all the way around, Mitch.” she
said slowly. “lI was to make Ronny
jealous—only it didn’'t work. She
didn’t care about you. She didn’t care
about Drake, either. But she did care

about Drake’s money and his home in
Virginia.”

Ronny felt her blood freeze. Her
plan was going astray and even if
Edie convinced Drake he was the
man in her life, it wasn't going to

bring Mitch back to Ronny. He’'d
hate her—
“Edie,” Ronny broke in, desper-

ately. “What are you saying—?"

“I'm telling Mitch just what a
schemer you are, Ronny Kent. You
knew Drake liked me and you delib-
erately pushed Mitch at me so you
could have Drake. Well, | said you'd
outdone yourself this time and you
have.” She turned to Mitch. “She told
me all this not fifteen minutes ago,”
she said. “She thought I'd just take
it lying down—but | won’t. Now that
know Drake really wanted me—
Well, | like him, too. | believe in
clearing things up by telling the
truth.” She turned and laid a hand
over Drake’'s. “We've a lot of lost
time to make up, Drake,” she cooed.
“I've always been crazy about you
but | thought you loved Ronny.” She
smiled at him and lifted her face
close to his. Mrs Harper went out
smilingly. Ronny knew that Edie had
told her what to lo.

She met Mitch’s angry blue stare
and flushed guiltily.

“Did you tell Edie that?” he asked,
slowly.

Her flush deepened. “Mitch, | can
explain—"

Drake suddenly shook off Edie’s
clinging hands. His face was ’'ike a
marble mask but for the first time
Ronny saw decision in his eyes. He
threw back his shoulders and moved
out into the middle of the room. His
lips curled scornfully,

THOUGHT you were the

M nicest girl 1'd ever known,
Ronny,” he said. “I'd never known
any one like you. I've always been a
louse but after | met you, | thought
you could make a man of me.” He
laughed bitterly. “Here 1've been
dodging things and hiding and being
miserable just because | thought you
cared. | wanted to tell you—about
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me—but | was so damned afraid of
losing you. | don’t know why you
told Edie whatever you told her. But
it isn’t true. | never even noticed her.
| was too crazy about you.’

Ronny winced under his lashing
scorn. All this was getting too deep
for her. Whatever was Drake hinting
at. She stared at Edie’s white, angry
face and was afraid to look at Mitch.

Edie’s voice cut in, high and shrill.
“D’you mean you didn’t care about
me, Drake Lester?” she demanded.
“But Ronny said you did, She said
she was jealous of me and she had
hard work keeping you away from
me. She said she was only marrying
you for your money and that home in
Virginia—"

Drake’'s hoarse laughter stopped
her. “What a laugh,” he said. ‘T have
no money, | have no home in Vir-
ginia. I'm AWOL from boot camp.
I've never been outside this country.
My credentials | stole on a troop
train from the real Captain Drake
Lester. I've forg'd checks in his
name—and the police are hunting me
this minute. | knew | should go on—
keep moving—but | got stopped by
Ronny and her soft words and gentle
ways.” He moved toward the door.
“Now I've had enough of hiding. I'm
going back and take my medicine. 1'd
just as soon be in the army as with
a bunch of chiselers.” He jeered at
Ronny. “l guess | don't mind being
court martialed, now. I'll have the satm
isfaction of knowing that both of you
got stung, too.” He went out and the
door slammed after him.

Edie stared at the closed door for a
moment. Then she turned on Ronny
and Mitch. “Get out of here, both of
you” she stormed. “To think | was
so dumb as to fall for Ronny’s lies.
Well, go on! What are you staring
at me like that for? You can have her,
Mitch Lewis. | wish you luck.” She
turned and rushed out of the room
like a small blue ornado,

Mitch looked at Ronny with sober
face and grim lips. “I'll take you
home, Ronny,” he said.

Outside he hailed a cab and they
rode in silence to Ronny’s home.

At her door, he lifted his hat.
“Goodnight, Ronny,” he said.
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Ronny caught his arm with both
hands. “Mitch,” she said, “did you
really only pretend that you were go-
ing to marry Edie?”

“That's right,” he snapped. “What
a fool | was. | thought I'd make you
see light, about that agreement we
made. Only | got my eyes opened
instead.” He shook off her hand and
tried to go but rhe flung both arms
about him tight.

OU’'RE still blind, you idiot,”

she said breathlessly. “I told
that stuff so she wouldn’'t marry you.
| guess it was a crazy thing to do—
but Mitch, I'm crazy anyway. I'm
crazy about you. | always have been.
Always will be. Mitch—

He stared at her coldly. “It’s no go,
baby,” he growled. “I can't help re-
membering you wouldn’t break a date
with Drake,”

“Oh, darling,” she pleaded, tears
hanging on her lashes. “lI was wrong
about that. | didn't realize what it
meant to you. I’'m sorry. | was so sure
of your love—and | guess | was fool-
ing with dynamite. Mitch, | love you,
I never intended to marry Drake. |
had to make you see Edie wasn't the
girl for you. | did the only thing I
could think of. Mitch—hoi.ev—your
plan worked, You did make me jeal-
ous. Edie said | was a schemer and
I am. | was scheming to hold my man.
Is—that—wrong--Mitch. .

Her face was lifted to his, her lips
very close, her heart in her eyes. “I
love you, Mitch,” she whispered.

For another moment he hesitated,
his eyes probing hers. Then his lips
found hers and Ronny’s heart swung
giddily on a star.

Later he said, “I guess we're both a
couple of sad sacks. It was all on ac-
count of that damned agreement—”

She put one hand over his ‘lips.
“Let’'s make a new one,” she told him

softly. “I'll never have another date
with any one but you.”
“Ha,” he said grimly. “I'll see to

that. | said | was getting married in
three days and | am. To you. And if
I ever hear of you having any dates
after that—I-1'll beat you black and
blue. D’ycu hear?” He shook her gen-
tly and kissed her at the same time.
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By Hope

Ken decided that reading
one's obituary might have
a certain weird entertain-
ment value - But not one
such as Andrea Lambert
had written!

37

IN PRINT

Campbell
HE OFFICES of the Weekly
Clarion—turn left off Main at

I the bank, third building on

the right-hand side of the street and
down two steps—were in the midst of
a day after publication Iull. Old
Tom was tinkering with the presses
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in the back room and muttering that
he’'d get at the Auction Sale printing
job presently. Johnnie Oakes stuck
his red head in the door and said that
if there weren’t any off jobs for him
to do after school, coach would like
him to be at baseball practice and
he'd heard there was a haystack fire
out at the Ferris farm that might be
worth a phone call.

Andrea Lambert sat at the scarred
desk both her father and grandfather
had used, and struggled to decipher
Mrs. Allway’s handwriting to dis-
cover just what had happened in the
Willow Ridge district last week. As
usual it had arrived too late, after the
forms were locked, and not only that
but Mrs. Allway had been so carried
away by her description of a bouquet
of spirea and pussy willows that she
had neglected to mention whyfor the
bouquet. It could have been a wed-
ding, an engagement or a luncheon.
Of all the thorns in a country editor’s
flesh, district correspondents pricked
sharpest, Andrea decided.

Andres wrinkled her tilted nose,
gave a last despairing tug at her
short black curls and penciled out
the whole spirea and pussy willow
incident, consigning it to oblivion.
She hoped that Mrs, Allway just
liked to write descriptions and the
great event in somebody’s life hadn’t
been slighted.

“Did you write this?”

Andrea’s big pansy blue eyes
blinked rapidly, three times. If
there was anything like this around
town, certainly the editor should
know about it. But she couldn’'t
imagine why or how a man like this
could get here.

Those bars of ribbons with stars
told that he had played plenty of
mahjong in a lot of places where they
were playing for keeps. He’'d been
wounded too, which could be the
reason his lean, square jawed face
showed only a light coat of tan rather
than the deep bronze that normally
went with that kind of blue eyed,
tawnily auburn haired coloring. He
wasn’'t too tall, just magnificently
proportioned except that possibly his

shoulders were a shade too broad, and
he carried himself like an athlete.

A Navy Lieutenant, Andrea
thought, scrambling around in her
memory and finding not one scrap of
light. Most of the men in this town,
except for the youngsters, had be-
longed to the National Guard and
gone into the army as a unit.

“Did you write this?”

“Don’'t bark at me,” Andrea said
crisply. “Did | write what?”

“This somewhat exaggerated re-
port.” He thrust a clipping at her.

T WAS Andrea’s private opinion

that she wrote a very fine obitu-
ary and she recognized this as being,
though not in quite the usual way,
one of her bang up jobs. Usually she
gave more space than she really could
afford to saying anything nice there
was to say, even stretching a point in
generous interpretation here and
there. But what good had there been
to report of Kenworth Lance?

The obituary was notable for what
it did not mention and Andrea
thought she had showed commend-
able restraint. The clipping merely
reported the death in the Pacific of
Lt. (s.g.) Kenworth Lance, son of
Mr and Mrs J. W. Lance, formerly of
this town and still owners and op-
erators of the Lance Flour Mills and
Lance Stock Farms in the district, al-
though they had resided for many
years in the east, due to Mr. Lance’s
financial interests there. Lt. Lance
had been on active duty at the time
of his death, although not with the
air branch from v/hich he had been
discharged for dangerous stunt fly-
ing shortly before the completion of
his training.

All that was fact. Not one word
had Andrea put in about the
rumors and gossip that had drifted
back to town at various times. How
could she say anything about his
education, when everybody knew that
he had entered and left, with record
breaking speed, three different col-
leges before he found one willing to
overlook his escapades for the sake
of his broken field running? There
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wasn't any wife to mention, although
dozens of girls were reported to cher-
ish bracelets of various types as con-
solation prizes. Kenworth Lance had
never in his life done anything ex-
cept a lot of hard playing and, pos-
sibly at the end, a little hard fight-
ing.

“l suppose you were a pal of his
and you're'mad about this,” Andrea
said. “What | knew about the man
I didn't care to print. Was there
anything commendable to say? If
there was, | suppose | could put a
little additional news item in the
Service Column.”
_“Additional item?
tion.”

“Retraction? Certainly not. There’s
nothing here that requires one. Don’t
be absurd.”

“Absurd?” the Lieutenant drawled
musingly and swung one long leg
across the desk and sat there, squint-
ing down at Andrea’s curls. “You
know, by contrast with the eulogies
you usually print, that piece is a
downright insult. And the only serv-
ice record detail you mention is the
one bad spot. No good ones to offset
it. | could almost prove a case in
court. Quite aside from its being
completely inaccurate, of course.”

| want a retrac-

“lnaccurate? There's not even an
initial wrong,” Andrea swore fierce-
ly-

“No? Well, to quote Mark Twain,
it's at least greatly exaggerated.”

Carefully he picked up the clipping
add put it in his pocket. “Still | sup-
pose living to read one’s own obitu-
ary does have a certain wierd enter-
tainment value.”

Andrea gurgled and tried to turn
it into a gasp and ended up by chok-
ing.

QI’(en leaned over .and patted her
briskly on the back. “There. There.
I know | make a tremendous impres-
sion on all the girls but they don't
usually take it this hard.”

DON'T Dbelieve it,” Andrea

cried. “l won’t believe it.”
“1f | didn't know better, |1'd almost
think you were implying that you
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hated to see me still cluttering up
the earth,” he reproved.

“. ... L ” Andrea was feeling
downrlght W|Id eyed but she snatched
at the last remnants of her self-con-
trol with an effort. “Next week 1I'll—
I'll print, ‘Lt. Lance is not dead.
Does that satisfy you? No? Oh,
heck, I'll even box it on the front
page.”

“Not good enough,” Ken said firm-
ly. “I want a lovely flowery descrip-
tion of me and how wonderful I am.”

“Never.” Then Andrea turned
cunning. “I'll have to see your
papers and proof of your identity
too, before | do anything.”

Ken grinned. “Certainly. And
you’ll want the material for the won-
derfully flowery little piece you're
going to write too, A full column.
Nothing less. If you’ll call at the
hotel for me this evening about eight,
I'll give you the first few highlights
of my extraordinary career.”

“Call for you?” Andrea sputtered,
“I'll. ... No. Definitely, no. Why
did you ever come back to this town?
You left it at the age of three and
v/e've all been so happy ever since.”

“Hank suggested this might be a
good place to rest up,” Ken said and
started nonchalantly toward the door.

“Hank,” Andrea shrieked and
dashed from behind the desk and
grabbed him by the arm. “You've
seen Hank?”

“Further details in our next in-
stallment. The hotel at eight.”

Andrea absolutely danced up and
down with rage. “Oh, | hate you. |
hate you. You're just mean. You've
seen Hank and you won't tell me
about it. How is he?”

“Unaware that his daughter has
turned into a feminine jumping j .ck,
I'm sure.”

“1 think 1'm going mad, completely
mad,” Andrea said, tensely quiet. *“I
think I am mad. | think I'm going.4o0
commit violent physical injury on a
man and afterwards | won’'t be able
to remember a thing about it.” Her
fists clenched menacingly.

Ken chuckled. “Hank said you had
a temper and | should have known
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Hank never exaggerates. Hey, calm
down.” He caught her hand, aimed
at slugging him right where Andrea
considered a slug would do the most
good. “All right. 1 know better
than to tease a wild cat. Handle them
with kindness.”

Andrea was amazed at the steely
strength of Ken’s arms as he drew
her close to him. Then, with a sense
of shock as his lips pressed against
hers, she decided that no kiss could
stir her this deeply. It simply
couldn’'t. This was still angry rage
she was feeling, but it was odd. how
the little tingles that kept creeping
up her spine seemed almost pleasant.

“Still want to hit me?” Ken
chuckled.

“l never slap people but | almost
wish | had,” Andrea muttered, un-
steadily defiant.

“Hank would not have been

pleased,” Ken grinned, and took the
bound.

NDREA wasn’'t worth a plugged
A nickel around the office all the
rest of the day. She was counting
the minutes until eight o’clock and
wishing fiercely that she could think
up an equally refined mental torture
to inflict on Ken. He had seen Hank,
talked to him, and she was so crazy
anxious for the news that she
couldn’t stick to one job for five
minutes at a time.

She hadn't seen Hank or had a
really personal report about him for
a year, and they had always been
much closer than most fathers and
daughters. Hank had not cared to
remarry after his wife’'s death and
then too he was almost young enough
to be just Andrea’s older brother.
They had chummed around together
always.

But there had been no holding him
at home after Pearl Harbor. Hank
had fought in the first World War,
running away the day he graduated
from High School and lying about
his age. He had come back to marry
his High School sweetheart and work
on the paper his father had founded.
Hank was over-age for fighting this

time, but he could maneuver a job as
war correspondent.

Hank calmly informed Andrea that
she was a big girl now and she’'d been
around the paper all her life and if
she couldn’t runit by herself, it was
just too bad. It hadn’'t been bad at
al, even with labor and paper short-
age problems. Andrea missed Hank
and sent him the paper every day
and wrote him teasingly plaintive
notes about it being a fine thing that
the older generation wouldn’t get out
of uniform to give the younger gen-
eration a chance to get into one.
Actually, Andrea loved running the
paper and lived very comfortably
with her aunt.

Besides, Andrea was so proud of
what Hank was doing that, even if
she did worry about him sometimes,
she wouldn’t have willingly let any-
thing in the world interfere. All his
years on a country newspaper had
prepared Hank to do a special type
of story and do it superbly. He wrote
the little homely details of life in the
Pacific, not the big sweeping pano-
rama of battle, just as he always had
written the details of community life
for the Clarion and left it for the
nearby big city paper to handle the
world news. His stories were becom-
ing quietly famous and recently a
number of papers had started to carry
them as a syndicated feature.

But how wonderful to have actual
news of Hank from someone who had
seen and talked with him, Andrea
thought, alternately beaming with
anticipation and glowering at the
thought of Ken. In spite of the
source, it was going to be heaven,

NDREA simply couldn’'t stop
herself. She was a shameless
fifteen minutes early at the hotel.

Ken grinned and got up out of the
lobby chair where he had been wait-
ing.

“l win,” he announced. “l had a
bet with myself that you'd be not
less than ten minutes early and may-
be a half hour.”

“It wasn’t your charms that brung
me,” Andrea said, being cheerfully
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impudent. He wasn’'t going to trick
her into anger again. Bland indif-
ference was the line to take with him.

Ken could be bland too. “You
don't want to stay here, do you?”

“No. This place is a conversation
killer,” Andrea admitted, turning up
her nose at the tan paint and green
linoleum and golden oak furniture
around them. '“More interviews have
died half spoken here than at any
other known spot.”

“Is that the reason Hank says he
sometimes wonders whether you're
publishing a newspaper or a review
of past events to remind people of
things they’ve practically forgotten?”

Andrea’s eyes narrowed but she re-
membered to count to ten. “I'm not
suggesting we turn this into a social
event but I've two ideas. Oh, and by
the way, I've decided to do better
than a front page box for you. [I'll
push you clear up into the society
column and just say, ‘Lt. Lance is
staying at the hotel here. He is not
dead yet'.”

“And then the hotel can sue you.
I'd better write Hank he can plan to
spend the rest of his life in the Pa-
cific if he doesn’'t care to spend it
all in a courtroom here when he gets
back.”

“Mot this hotel. | write their ads,
free from charge, as well as print
them, and they know | believe every
kind thing | say. Except about their
lobby. Now 1 could take you home.
If you don’t mind that Aunt Clara’s
a little deaf and you’ll have to repeat
it all to her twice.”

“Anyplace else,” Ken rejected
cordially. “You can repeat it twice
afterwards.”

“That leaves the Show Boat."

“Show Boat?”

“You wouldn’t remember the creek
that widens into a sort of lake over
on the south side of town. Al Jack-
son, who runs the movie too, built a
pavilion on the edge of it, shape of
a boat and decorated inside like a
show boat. They serve dinner and
there’s dancing, but if we sit out on
the deck part, it's a nice place to talk.
About the only place in town.”

IN PRINT 4

“Let's go.”

Andrea always had liked the Show
Boat. Even on days when every-
thing possible had gone wrong and
the office had been like a mad house,
she could enjoy the place, and be
relaxed and having a good time be-
fore she knew it. They found two
deck chairs beside the rail, where
they could look out over the placid
water and up at the star filled sky.

“Hank’s swell,” Ken reported.
“Thin, of course, and working too
hard but having the time of his life.
He was visiting hospitals when we
met. Then, after he got that copy
of the paper with your masterpiece in
it, that tickled him and he brought it
around and we struck up quite a
friendship.”

NDREA couldn’'t imagine Hank
A liking Ken, but she just gave
an encouraging murmur and sat
there drinking in all the little details
about Hank’s life as Ken reported
them.

“That's the works,” Ken said at
last. “Now we begin on the story of
my life.”

“1I'm afraid I'm only a good listener
when I'm interested,” Andrea smiled
and got up to leave.

“And here | was just telling my-
self that at least 1'd discovered one
good quality in the girl. She could
listen,” Ken mourned mockingly. He
jumped up to tower over her. “And
you'd better listen. Because you
should never have mentioned that air
force deal, unless you also went on to
say what I've done since that was
estimable. As it stands, that item is
detrimental to me.”

“Not detrimental. Just character-
istic,” Andrea snapped.

“For use in your retraction, would
you prefer that | start with the P. T.
boat assignment or the subs?”

So he'd done both! Andrea
thrilled with startled admiration in
spite of herself. Of course, she'd
known he hadn't won those ribbons
playing gin rummy but she hadn't
realized the extent of his activities.

“On second thought, I'm talked out
for the night,” Ken decided abruptly.
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“Let’s dance, Andy.”

Only Hank called her Andy. She
flared, “The name’s Andrea. Or pref-
erably Miss Lambert.”

“Oh, no. Don't like either of them.
Let's see, Ann? No. Anns are
sweet, pretty, quiet girls and that's
not you. Drea? Awkward. I've got
it. Lambie.”

A lambie that was meant to get her
goat, Andrea knew. She set her teeth
and made a mental note to try to
hasten his departure before he man-
aged to spread the horrid thought
around town. Things like that stuck.

“Just plain ‘you’ would be better.”

“All right, you. Come on. We're
dancing. Or else. | mean or else
you listen to the story of my life.”

“I'll dance,” Andrea agreed hastily
and pointedly.

Andrea loved to dance and she
knew it when she found a perfect
partner. You could like a man’s danc-
ing without liking him, couldn’t you,
she argued and let it go at that. They
were still dancing when the musi-
cians folded up their music and the
waiters began to pile chairs on the
tables.

They were on deck, waiting their
turn at the short gangplank, when
Ken suddenly exclaimed, “What time

is it? Midnight. Oh, oh. | got
troubles. Is there a pay phone on
this thing.”

“Inside.”

“l promised to make a New York
call this evening and it slipped my
mind completely. Mimi  will be
furious, wasting an evening waiting
for a phone call when she probably
wanted to go someplace. 1'd better
do it right now. Wait here.”

IFTEEN minutes later Andrea
came to, and she had never been
more furious with herself.
was she doing waiting here, shivering
a little in the chill night breeze off
the lake, just because Ken had told
her to wait in that commanding tone?
She was obviously asleep with her
eyes open or mad.
At least she was glad she’s snapped
out of her daze in time to make it

What “Sounds fine.

clear to Ken that he wasn’'t anybody
she hung around waiting for while
he made a long call to another girl,
Andrea struck off briskly along the
darkened street toward midtown.

So the girl’s name was Mimi, huh,
and she was the"sort who regarded
any evening as wasted if she didn't
have a date. Sounded like a hussy,
Andrea concluded. But she also con-
cluded further that Ken must rate
dangerously well with Mimi, if she'd
wait all this time just for a phone
call. And what did she mean herself
by thinking ‘dangerously well’? She
must have cracked her brain cell or

something.
“Hey. What's the idea? 1 said to
wait.” Ken caught up with her at a

run.
“It was cold and | saw no reason
for waiting.”

Ken groaned. “All right. Go
ahead. Say whatever you've been
thinking. | don’t want it, but I know

I'm going to get it. Only don't for-
get I've just been listening to one
bawling out along the lines of I'd
better get back to New York or else.’

“An excellent idea,” Andrea said
cordially.

“As soon as | get my retraction.”

“This town never expected you tc
become its oldest living inhabitant.”

“l won’t,” Ken promised blithely
“Now | think perhaps we’'d bettei
take up the P. T. boat details firsi
thing tomorrow.”

“Impossible.” Andrea did some

very fast thinking. Once a week she
did try to drive around her districi
and pick up news in person. Righi
after publication day wasn’'t a gooc
time but gas couldn’'t be squanderer
in a better cause. “I’'ll be out all day
Have to drive around and check ur
on my correspondents every <
often.”
You drive, | talk
And maybe I'll get a look at some o:
our stock farms. Dad would regarc
that as a commendable act,”

“l’'ve got a pretty tight schedule.”

“Doesn’'t matter. [I'll ride alonj
and if | just get a look at a ban
through the dust, as we pass, that’l
help.”
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That's what you think, Andrea de-
cided furiously. [I'll be out of sight
of this town by the time ypu prob-
ably consider a proper going to bed
hour.

Aunt Clara had left the hall light
on for her and Andrea started to
open the outside door without even
offering to shake h”™nds. That was
just the way she felt about the man.

But Ken chuckled and swung her
around until Andrea’s black curls
were pressed against his shoulder.
He kissed her, just a nice goodnight
kiss, but Andrea thought dizzily, be-
fore her good sense came to her res-
cue, that it could be chalked up as
definitely among the very nicest
kisses. And why not? Hadn't Ken
kissed dozens of girls, if not hun-
dreds, including that Mimi person?
Andrea felt like kicking herself, be-
cause she had a horrid suspicion that
Ken knew perfectly well she had
kissed him back.

“See you tomorrow,” Ken promised
cheerfully and took the front porch
steps two at a time.

NDREA set her alarm for just
past dawn, hating the thought
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Ken hunted through the cupboard
for a second cup and saucer, and he
poured the coffee and handed hers to
Andrea before he answered.

Sipping chummily, he drawled,
“You know what's wrong with you,
don’t you? You're suffering from a
completely closed small town mind.
You just don’t know what the score
is.”

Is any mind ever open enough to
approve of you?” Andrea snapped.

“l never boast before ten in the
morning,” Ken said. “But | will
state a few facts. We lived in this
town at one time and because we had
a little more money than is usual
here, the town continued to be in-
terested in us. People in towns like
this love to gossip about their former
inhabitants. They’ll repeat some-
thing good if they feel they get a
sort of reflected glory out of it. But
scandal is even more fun, because it
has the novelty and glamour of some-
thing that’'s completely outside their
scope and understanding. | had a
playboy period and this town got a
kick out of batting around a few
distorted accounts that drifted back
here. That types me for life with

of it but knowing it had to be donghem and how they love to hash over

She did hate it, even worse than she
had expected, when it went off.
Sleepily she put on the old gray
suit that she saved for driving over
dusty country roads, and added a yel-
low blouse and handkerchief for her
hair, so it wouldn’t be too grim look-
ing. She was yawning over the cof-
fee pot, waiting for it to perk, when
someone rattled the back door brisk-

yIt couldn’t be, but it was.

“Hope you made enough for two,”
Ken said as happily as if he thought
he were welcome. “Hotel's still
asleep. Don’t apologize for getting
me up so early. 1I'm used to it.”

“Apologize,” Andrea blazed. Her
temper was never too certain before
her first cup of coffee and particular-
ly at six ein the morning. “I'm not
apologizing. | just don’t care for
your cbmpany today. | didn’'t dream
you were so stupid you didn’t realize
it.”

the juicy morsels.”

“That’s not true.”

“l admit I've made out the worst
possible case,” Ken agreed. “But
there’s truth in it. In my case they
gave the dog a bad name and every-
one enjoys adding to it. But do you
really like being as dopey as every-
one else around here?”

“I'm not biting on that specious
little argument,” Andrea said evasive-
ly. He did have something there and
she knew it.

Ken knew too that he’d made an

impression. He chuckled and said,
“Let’'s go. Been a long time since
I've rambled around my own, my

native land. This will be fun.”

To Andrea’s amazement, they had
a fine time. The climate and the
countryside seemed to be showing
off, especially for Ken. It was a
clear bright day and a rain early in
the week had left the fields fresh and
washed looking.
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She had feared that perhaps the
name Lance or the presence of a
stranger with her would make the
people she wanted to see uncommuni-

cative. But they took to Ken, He
was interested in everything and
everybody, and they opened up to

him astonishingly.

They had lunch with Mrs. Allway
who was surprised that Andrea
hadn’t guessed the pussy willow and
spirea bouquet had been at the Red
Cross meeting. Didn’'t she always
mention the weekly Red Cross band-
age folding?

N THE late afternoon, th,y

headed back toward town, a little
tired but pleasantly content and com-
panionable.

Suddenly Ken exclaimed, “Do you
know our stock farm, the one where
Williams is the tenant? He's been
writing Dad about plowing up one of
the big meadows for corn, and Dad
can't quite remember the piece of
land. Would it be out of our way
to pass there?”

“It’s just down the road. We can
stop perfectly well.”

At Williams’ suggestion, after he
had explained why he thought too
large a proportion of the land was
being kept to meadow, they walked
up the hill and beyond a small nat-
ural spring to the part he had pointed
out.

Ken was puffing a little from the
climb up the hill. He grinned a wry
apology and sank down under a tree.

“That extra lead I'm carrying
around gets a little heavy once in a
while.”

Andrea sat down beside him. “Of
course. You're just out of the hos-|
pital, aren’t you? An I've dragged
you all over the county,” she said
contritely.

“Liked it,” Ken said tranquilly and
looked off across the countryside,
with a few white clouds drifting
along. “Like this too. Nice.”

Casually he put his arm around

Andrea and drew her close against
his shoulder. They just sat, resting

and perfectly content, for
while.

Then his arm tightened and he was
kissing her. Andrea was off guard,
just happy with the moment and, un-
thinkingly, her arms went around his
neck. How long they clung together
she couldn’t be sure, because it was
something entirely out of the world,
an emotion that carried her away so
completely that it was wonderfully
unbelievable.

Ken tucked a curl back of her ear
and drawled teasingly, “1 thought so.
In spite of everything, you are sort
of crazy about me.”

Andrea’s eyes dilated and she
jumped to her feet, her heart pound-
ing. Why, she must have been crazy
there for a few minutes all right, but
not about Ken. She had simply been
out of her mind and out of the world.

“I'm—I'm not. | heartily dislike
you. | just wasn’t thinking.”

“Stop thinking those small town
thoughts and we’ll get along fine,”
Ken grinned.

“I'm no Mimi,” Andrea snapped
and could have sunk right into the
earth.

Ken threw back his tawny head
and roared with laughter. “Oh,
Lambie, how you do give yourself
away. You're green with jealousy.
Now | admit there’s no one like Mimi
but. . .

“Then you’d better get back to her
as fast as possible,” Andrea cried and
turned and frankly fled, running.

Andrea was in the car and a half
mile down the road before she real-
ized what she had done. Then, angry
as she was, Andrea giggled a little
to herself. There was nothing like
making the man walk home.

How the town would enjoy that
story, Andrea thought, and she just
didn't care. But she didn't really
think Ken would have to walk into
town or she would have gone back,
remembering how white he had been
for an instant after the climb up the
hill. However, Williams would either
drive him in or get Ken to a bus.

This should, Andrea decided with
vicious satisfaction, finish both her
and the town with Ken. No man

a long
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would forgive a public humiliation
and she gravely doubted if Ken
would care to face the grins around
town for even one day.

and then strolled down to the
office to sort out her notes from the
day and write a couple of short items
while they were still fresh in her
mind. The office was quiet and dark,
except for her desk lamp, and Andrea
typed slowly, trying to decide if the
Ferris haystack were worth more
than a very short paragraph. She
didn’'t hear the door open.
“Haystacks. I'm disappointed,” a
deep voice laughed from behind her
chair. “I thought you’'d be writing a
social note. ‘Lt. Lance, a visitor in
our town, spent the afternoon hiking
between the Williams farm and town,
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and not enjoying it’.

Andrea gave a short shriek and bit
her lip in reproof. “So you had to
walk. How nice,” she exclaimed with
mock pleasure.

“Naturally not. But | don’t recom-
mend the bus service around here. In
fact, there are a lot of things around
this town | don't like.”

“Including me,” Andrea deduced
pertly, in spite of the queerest sink-
ing feeling in her middle.

“Oh, | like you about as well as
you like me,” Ken drawled. “If you
won’t be sensible, won’t you at least
be reasonable? Leaves are short and
time is fleeting and New York is far
away.”

“Trains run several times daily.”

“1f Hank had spanked you oftener,
mine would be a happier life,” Ken
said sadly. “Look at it this way. If
Hank himself wrote out a retraction,
would you print it?”

Silly boy, Andrea chortled inward-
ly. It was the perfect out, an abso-
lute impossibility. “Of course. This
is still Hank’s paper.”

“Fine enough. Here it is,” Ken
grinned and reached into his pocket
and drew out a ‘Couple of sheets of
paper.

Andre* jumped to her feet. “Why,
.you—you framer-upper. You double*

ANDREA went home for dinner
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crosser. If .. . .If you had that all
along, why didn't you say so? |
don’'t believe it anyhow.”

“Making a fool out of me,” Andrea
sputtered. “Why didn’t you just
mail that to me? That would have
been enough, more than enough.”

“You still miss the point,” Ken re-
proved.

“What point?”

“This one, naturally.”

Andrea knew perfectly well that
Ken was going to kiss her and some-
how she just walked right into his
arms. It was perfectly infuriating
and she had never been more annoyed
with herself. But she had seldom
been happier either. Being kissed by
Ken was lovely. She hoped he liked
having her kiss him too. The whole
thing was entirely outrageous but she
couldn’t seem to do a thing about it.

“Love. Naturally the point is love,”
Ken pointed out. “Hank thought it
might take me a week to sell you on
it, | told him that he underestimated
me. | was pretty sure I'd found my
girl after | read half a dozen of those
letters you wrote to Hank and saw
those terrible snapshots of you both
duck hunting that he carries around.
Hank, like my family when | wrote
that | was breaking my trip home to
stop here and meet a girl, thought |
was crazy but he rode along on the
deal. But of course | had to make
sure, had to see you, and | still want
that retraction.”

OW ABOUT Mimi?”
“Mimi? That's my mother.”
“What? Why you said. . . .
“Sure. | had to work fast and 1
figured if | could add a dash of
jealousy to the situation, it might
help. | just capitalized on calling
Mimi to get the latest dope on the
Williams’ situation. The family had
written me to check up on it &S long
as | was stopping here. You bit nice-
ly, thanks.”

“Sometimes | hate you more than |
love you at other times,” Andrea
snapped and kicked herself inwardly.
Why did she say those things?

Ken chuckled. *“You still don’t ap-
preciate my efficiency to the full.

One of Hank’s pals picked up a nasty
fever and had to come home. | can
wire and get him here in twenty-four
hours. Running this weekly will be
just enough to keep him from mop-
ing while he gets his strength back.
You come to New York with me.
The whole thing’s already arranged.
But your last official act will be to
run this. Maybe you’ll see now why
I didn’'t give it to you at first sight.
Even I'm not that sure of my
hunches, on the strength of a few let-
ters and some snapshots.”

Ken flipped the papers open and
Andrea leaned down to read.

“Andrew Lambert takes pleasure in
announcing the marriage of his
daughter, Andrea, to Lt. Kenworth
Lance. Lt. Lance. ...

“Why I've been framed,” Andrea
gasped, reading no further.

“l can think of no more whole
hearted retraction. But | think it
was your whole heartedness about
everything, liking or disliking, ap-
proving or disapproving, adoring
Hank the way you do, that made me
sure |I'd made no mistake,” Ken
agreed. “Still you look pretty as a
picture in that, frame.”

“You’'ll look pretty too, in a bridal
picture right smack in the middle of
the society column. | knew I'd land
you there somehow,” Andrea mur-
mured demurely.

“1 like the how,” Ken chuckled.

So did Andrea. Sooner or later
they would have to go tell Aunt
Clara about this, she telling it once
and Ken the second time, but mean-
while she was perfectly content to be
in Ken’'s arms and have him go on
kissing her.

And if Aunt Clara had one single
solitary word to say against Ken, she
would just tell her that Ken was
practically the greatest hero this
town had ever produced and a fine
person in every way, and not to be
dopey and small minded about gos-
sip. Because Ken was simply wonder-
ful and everyone who met him, in-
stead of just talking about him, loved
Ken. Including Hank. Including
her.

(THE END)
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DON'T Z\:ilef;anrees:egin?" she asked with a touch of
St Your Cap
For Me

By
Venees Fairfield

ANET WAS in the slat-
house, grafting gardenia
buds onto thunbergia

stock when she heard the tink-
ling of the gate bell that an
lounced the arrival of a cus-
:omer.

She called out, “Be with you
in a minute,” and finished
fastening the tape around the
stem she had been budding.

As she came out of the slathouse
she saw that her customer was not
examining the plants growing in cans,
but was standing by Donny’s play-pen,
looking down at the plump two-year-old
with curious intensity. Donny was being
his most ingratiating self, chuckling with
joy and trying to give away one after another
of his toys to the tall, thin man.

Janet pushed an ash blonde curl back from
her forehead, smoothed her neat blue slacks
over her hips and asked politely: “What can |
do for you?”

With an effort the man drew his dark eyes
away from the baby and turned them solemnly
on the girl. “Are you—" he began slowly, while
incredulity built itself into the brown depths
of his eyes—“You’'re not Janet Rockwell?”

“Yes, | am,” she said firmly. “Who are you,
and what do you want?”

He didn’'t answer at once. Instead, he re-
sumed his absorbed study of Donny. “So that's
my baby,” he said aloud at last, talking to him-

Weston insisted that he'd make
a better father than a man hating
old maidl
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self, more than to the girl.

Janet bristled, immediately on the
defensive. She reached down and
snatched the baby up into her arms,
hugging him so protectingly close
that he grunted his dismay. “He’s
happy here with me,” she explained
breathlessly. “It would upset him
to have to get used to someone else
taking care of him. |'ve saved every
cent of the allotment money and you
can have it all, if only you’'ll agree to
let me adopt Donny. |’'ve gotten so
fond of him—"” She broke off, chok-
ing, unable to go on.

“It’s a mistake/’ he said gently, “to
let yourself care so much about some-
one who doesn’t belong to you. How-
ever, there’'s no need to get all
excited. I'm not going to start
throwing my weight around and mak-
ing high-handed demands without
considering all the angles.”

“Thanks,” she said curtly. “That’s
big of you, I'm sure. You marry a
girl and then go away to war and
forget all about her. When she dies
giving birth to your baby, you take
up the business of ignoring the baby
v/here you left off with ignoring the
mother, your wife. And now, two
years later, you show up here in
civilian clothes and magnanimously
agree to consider all the angles.
Pardon me if | fail to appear im-
pressed!”

“Did Maida tell you that | ignored
her?”

“Yes. She said if it hadn't been
for the allotment checks, she’d have
thought she merely dreamed she was
married. And after she died, | knew
what she meant. | wrote you all
about it, and about wanting to keep
Donny. The only answer | got was
that the checks started coming in, for
him.” Seeing the glint in his eyes,
she rushed on, “lI know that fighting
the war was no picnic, and probably
you were wounded or you wouldn’t
be out of it yet—”" Her eyes brushed
the Discharge Button on his lapel—
“but there must have been some times
when you could have written a line
or two, just to let Maida know that
you still loved her—”

she cared whether | loved her
or not! | did write her three letters,
though, and got no reply. After that
I didn't bother. AIll Maida cared
about was the money she got from
me. She told me that, even before |
sailed.” His eyes had shifted from
her face to that of the baby again.
“He does look like me, doesn’'t he?”
he observed wonderingly, as though
still finding it hard to believe.

“His hair is blond; yours is
brown,” Janet pointed out. But she
knew that was no item of importance.
The child’s big brown, widely spaced
eyes were an almost perfect copy of
the man’s eyes, as were the high
cheek bones and well shaped nose.
The baby's mouth was more softly
curved but that, too, was to be ex-
pected.

“My hair was blond, too, when 1
was his age,” Weston Barfield said.
“May I—may | hold him a minute?”

Janet nodded, and blinked the tears
out of her eyes when she saw the
gentle clumsiness with which this
strange man handled his young son.

“Look here, young fellow,” Weston
said, “how would you like to go bye-
bye with your old man?”

“Bye-bye. .bye-bye,” Donny
echoed, bouncing up and down with
enthusiasm.

“You're not taking him anywhere
now,” Janet said firmly. *“It's time
for his nap.”

“l’'ve got a car,” the ex-Marine said
cautiously. “I thought maybe | could
take Don to the beach and sort of get
acquainted with him. You could
come along, of course, if you like,”
he granted as an after-thought.

“That would be very nice,” Janet
said primly, “But you’ll have to wait

I IE LAUGHED harshly. “A lot

until after his nap. That will be
about three o’clock.”

“Okay, I'll be back at three.” He
handed her the squirming child,

waved good-bye to him and walked
slowly out through the gate to his
car, waiting for him at the curb.

As Janet took the baby into the
house to get him ready for his nap,
her heart felt heavy with foreboding.
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jf 1 should lose Donny, she thought
j don’t know how | could go on. . ..

ghe had been so completely confi-
dent that the Marine Sargeant would
not want his son, because there had
been no letters or anything. She had
thought that she would have to look
him up to get him to sign the adop-
tion papers. It never once had oc-
cured to her that he would show up
like this.

She thought back to that day, a
little over two years ago, when Maida
Barfield had stumbled through the
swinging gate of the little nursery
garden and fainted on the path, her
suitcase sprawling open beside her,
spilling baby clothes all over the
petunia bed.

In one hand the blonde girl had
clutched an'ad from the morning
paper—Janet’'s ad, reading:

WANT TO SHARE MY HOME
WITH YOUNG WOMAN BE-
TWEEN EIGHTEEN AND THIR-
TY. WILL EXCHANGE REFER-
ENCES.

She had included her Coral Gables
address and telephone number. Nat-
urally she had not expected a war
wife who was going to have a baby
most any moment to reply, but after
the girl was there, she could do noth-
ing but call the doctor and hope for
the best.

The doctor had announced at once
that there would not be sufficient
time to get Maida to the hospital,
even if there were any beds available
in the maternity ward, which there
were not.

Maida had lived twenty hours
after the baby was born. Long
enough to tell Janet about her faith-
less husband in the South Pacific,
and to beg her to “look after the
baby.”

If the strange girl had any other
living relatives, Janet had been un-
able to find any trace of them. She
finally made the funeral arrange-
ments herself, wrote Donny’s father,
whose address she found among his
wife’s things, and settled down to
being the baby’s adopted mother.

HERE had been only one per-
T son who objected to this arrange-
ment, and that was Janet's fiance,
Victor Ardmore, a struggling young
attorney who had been devoted to
Janet even back in the good days
when her father was still living. But
they had kept postponing their mar-
riage until Vic's legal practice should
grow profitable enough to keep them
both.

The first, last and only time they
had a serious disagreement was when
Janet insisted on keeping Donny.

“Just because some strange woman
faints on your doorstep, that doesn’t
make you responsible for her baby!”
Vic had contended.

And Janet had said stubbornly, “I
want to be responsible for Donny.

He’'s such an adorable baby, |
couldn’'t stand to put him in an or-
phanage.”

“You’'ll just get more and more at-
tached to him and then his father
will come home and take him away
from you,” Vic pointed out sensibly.

“l don’'t think so,” Janet insisted.
“1 think that when he comes home
he’'ll let me adopt the boy.”

Vic’s horrified anger had arisen to
the boiling point. “Well, that lets
me out,” he had snapped. “I'm not
getting married to any ready made
families. | want kids, sure, but |
want them to be my kids, not some-
body else’s orphaned brats.”

So that had been the last time she
had seen Vic, and she heard that he
had started keeping company with
another girl. Janet would have been
unbearably lonesome if it hadn’'t been
for Donny. The baby had taken al-
most all of her time that was not
devoted to tending the flowers and
selling them. AIll but the evenings,
after he was asleep. Then she missed
Vic, and her Dad. She finally had
gotten a girl to share the house with
her, for a time, but she was a popular
girl who went out on dates almost
every evening, and a week ago she
had gotten married and moved away.

Once in awhile, when she could get
a neighbor woman to come in and
stay with Donny, Janet had "gone
along on a double date with Yvonne
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and her friend, but she never had so
very much fun because she had to
steer clear of her favorite topic of
conversation: Donny. The soldiers
and sailors whom Yvonne knew were
not interested in hearing about or-
phaned baby boys.

And now here was this man who
had every legal right to take the
baby away from her, threatening to
upset the whole pattern of Janet's
life. She’'d given up the thought of
marriage, in favor of Donny. Now
she had no intention of giving up
Donny without a struggle. If his
father really cared anything about
him, it would be different, but this
was the first time he had shown the
slightest interest in his son. And
she told herself fiercely it was more
curiosity than interest.

She had to admit that the ex-Ma-
rine Sergeant was attractive, and not
at all like she had imagined him. For
such a long time she had thought of
Weston Barfield as a cynical, heart-
less guy who thought nothing of get-
ting married and then breaking the
girl’s heart by ignoring her existence.
It was something of a shock to see
him looking so grave and serious-
eyed and tired. He didn’'t look like a
hard-boiled, cheating type of man
who broke female hearts as carelessly
as he broke open a package of ciga-
rettes.

Of course you couldn’t always tell
by appearances, though, she reminded

herself grimly. True, she’d heard
only Maida’s side of the story, so far.
But she must not let herself change
her opinion of the man at once just

because he looked nice. The only
thing to do was to wait. Wait and
see.

HE WASN'T sure why she

should bother about how she
looked, but for some reason it seemed
important to look her best when
Weston called at three that after-
noon. Janet put on her white eyelet
embroidered dress and the tiny,
Dutch styled bonnet that matched.
Her soft light hair curled childishly
around the bonnet, making her look.
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like a storybook nursemaid. She
pulled her white sandals onto her
well shaped bare feet and fastened
the buckles. She wore no rouge and
only a touch of lipstick, but she had
a healthy coat of tan and looked any-
thing but pale.

Donny, in his handkerchief-size
playsuit, was ready for the excursion
to the beach when his father arrived.

Weston scarcely glanced at the girl
who had taken such pains to look at-
tractive. He had eyes only for the
chubby baby boy. “Well, son, ready
to go bye-bye with your old man?”

“Bye-bye, .bye-bye,” Donny
chirped,

“Is that all he can say?” Weston
asked Janet.

“He knows a few other words,” she
defended the child. “He calls me
‘Net. Water is ‘wa-wa,” And the
neighbor’s cat is kiy-kiy. He’s really
very alert, and understands every-
thing | say to him, but they seldom
learn to talk so very young when
there are no older children around,
and only one adult.”

“He’s missed his daddy,” Weston
asserted, carrying him out to the car.
“1'll take his education in hand now.
Make a real man of him.”

Janet felt a lump of premonition in
her throat. She choked, “Don’t you
think he ought to be a boy first? |
hate to see children who are forced to
grow up too fast.”

“Oh, sure,” Weston granted easily.
“This lad is going to have the kind of
boyhood that | only wished | had.
No orphanages for him. And no
being farmed out at ten to people
who only want him to work for them
without pay. | don't know yet how
I'm going to give him all the things
I want him to have, but I'm going
to!” he asserted.

Janet looked at him incredulously.
“When did this intense interest in
your son’s welfare begin?” she asked
with a tinge of bitterness.

“A couple of hours ago, when 1
first set eyes on him.”

“That's fine! Yes, that's just fine!”
she snapped. “Did it ever occur to
you that Donny didn’'t just auto-
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matically become two years old and
cute and cuddly and health and
normal? After ignoring his existence
for two years, you suddenly show up
and announce your intention to dis-
rupt his whole life. Do you realize
that if it hadn’t been for me, Donny
would have spent his first two years
in an over-crowded, under-staffed
orphanage—the very kind of life you
blandly assert he never should have?”

He slowed the car and sent a side-
long glance in the direction of his
companion. ‘“‘Say, you're kind of
pretty,” he observed irrelevantly.
“Especially when you're mad. But |
don’'t see what you're so burned up
about. Didn’'t I send enough money
to take care of the kid's needs? If
not, I'll make it right with you—"

“Money!” she scoffed. “No doubt
you think money will buy anything,
even affection. I couldn’'t love
Donny more than | do if he was my
own, and you think your money will
compensate for my having to give
him up! He loves me, too, but you
think you can pay him to forget me!
Well, I don’'t need your money and
I haven't spent any of it. And if you
care anything at all about Donny,
you won't disrupt his whole life just
for the sake of a sudden whim—"

“Sudden whim?” he echoed. “What
sudden whim?”

“Now don’'t try to tell me you've
been planning for the child’s welfare
all his life, and dreaming of the
wonderful things you were to pro-
vide for the future! Why don’'t you
admit that you haven’t given him a
thought until now? That you only
came here to see him out of curiosity
and that, finding him more appealing
than you’d expected, you acquired
this fine whim that you have labelled
fatherly devotion?”

HE HAD expected him to flare
bacb at her, spouting bromides
like, “Blood is thicker than water,”
but his voice was quiet and thought-
ful when he spoke:
“l don’t know how well you knew
Maida, and far be it from me to talk
against someone who is dead and
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can't defend herself, but the fact is
that she was divorced only a few
days before | met her, and | knew
her less than a week before we were
-married. When you wrote me about
the baby, you took it for granted that
he was my son, but | wanted to see
him before 1 built up any dreams
around him.”

“l told you his birth was prema-
ture,” Janet pointed out.

“Yes, | know you did, but you must
remember, | didn't know you from
Eve. You might have been saying
that just to get me to dole out some
money for the kid’s support—"

“If 1'd done that, I'd have spent
the money when it came, wouldn’t
1?” she demanded defiantly.

“I’'m not doubting you now, I'm
just pointing out the way things
looked to me away out there on a
little island in the Pacific. After one
good look at Donny | could no more
doubt that he’s mine than | could
doubt that I've got two eyes tp see
him with. And | am grateful to you
for taking such good care of him.
I'm also sorry you've grown so at-
tached to him, because as soon as |
can provide a good home for him, and
hire a nurse to take care of him, I'm
going to take him away from you—"

“You won’t be able to find anybody
reliable, and she won’t take as good
care of Donny as | would!” Janet cut
in fiercely.

His grin was amused. “Are you
offering your services?” he taunted.
“I'm afraid you’'re a little too young
to be my housekeeper, cook and
nursemaid. People would talk—un-
less, of course, you're setting your
cap to marry me?” He tilted a mock-
ing eyebrow at her.

Janet’s face turned an angry brick
red. “Of course not. | hate you,”
she told him crossly. “Besides,” she
added, not quite truthfully, “I'm al-
ready engaged to be married.”

“And how does your fiance feel
about Donny?”

“He—he wanted me to turn him
over to an institution,” she admitted.
~ “There, you see? 1'm really doing
you a favor by removing an obstacle
to your marriage. Still, having charge
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of Donny has been good experience
for you. When you have children of
your own, you'll know exactly how
to take care of them.”

“I'll never have children of my
own,” she said bitterly, more to her-
self than to him,

“Why not?”

“Because I'll never get married!”

“But you just said. . . .Hey, what
is this?”

“l just said | was engaged. | was,
but not any more. He—he made me
choose between Donny and him, and
I chose Donny!”

“Well, he'll come back to you,
won’'t he? When he finds out you've
given up Donny after all.”

The girl's lips protruded sulkily.
“No. | hate him now, too. | hate all
men.”

He was grinning teasingly again.
“Donny will be a man some day.
Maybe he’s lucky that | am rescuing
him from your future hatred.”

“All right laugh,” she snapped.
“Laugh while you can. Maybe it
won't seem so funny after the court
decides who should have custody of
Donny. They are apt to give major
consideration to the welfare of the
child, you know. They will realize
that I'm a better mother to him than
you and a hired housekeeper ever
could be!”

“And they’ll also agree that 1'd
make a better father than a man-hat-
ing old maid,” he chided. “But here
we are at the Hammock now, so let's
forget our quarrels and see if we and
Donny can’'t have some fun for a
little while.”

T WAS pleasant Janet decided a

few minutes later, as she sat on a
blanket, propped her back against a
palm tree and watched Donny and
Weston build a castle out of a mound
of white, sugary sand.

“‘0Ook, ‘Nette!” the baby squealed
with glee.

“Janet is looking,” she assured him
warmly. “My, that's a big one.”

“Big ’'un, big ’'un,” he chorused
happily, paddling down the beach for
another pail of water.

His father's eyes followed him.
“Isn’'t he terrific?” he said with in-
tense pride.

An elderly woman, leaning against
another palm tree nearby, laid down
the book she had been trying to read
and commented sadly: “l wonder if
you young people realize how lucky
you are.”

“l beg your pardon?” Janet said
politely.

“Don’'t ever let anything or any
person separate the three of you,” the
woman went on. “When | was about
your age | divorced my husband be-
cause of a silly misunderstanding. |
brought up my baby the best | could
by myself, but I'm afraid | coddled
him, made a weakling of him. When
he thought he was going to be sent
into battle, he couldn’t take it, he
killed himself. | don’'t even have the
satisfaction of knowing that he died
bravely. And | have only my own
stupidity to thank for his cowardice.
I'm a lonely woman, old beyond my
years—believe it or not, I'm only
forty-six—and all because when |
was your age | didn’t use my head.”

“I'm sorry,” Janet said, “but you
see—"

“That won’t ever happen to us,”
Weston interrupted gently. And to
Janet’s surprise,, he reached out, put
his arms arourfa her and pulled her
close to him. Over her head he smiled
at the older woman. “Thanks for the
warning,” he said, “we won’'t forget
it, will we dear?”

And before Janet could utter one
word of shocked protest, Weston’s
mouth closed on hers in a quick,
fierce kiss. And a moment later,
against her ear he was murmuring
the hurried warning, “Don’t you dare
embarrass and disillusion that poor
woman. Let her think she’s done her
good deed for the day.”

Donny, feeling neglected, put a
chubby arm around each of them and
presented his cheek for them to kiss,
which they obligingly did.

“That’s a sweet picture,” their self-
assigned mentor commented smiling-
ly. “I'll never forget it.” She stood
up, waved good-bye to them, and
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walked slowly toward the parking
lot.

Janet felt strangely shaken by the
incident, and the tingling memory of
Weston’s kiss stayed with her all
night and through the following day.
Try as she would, she could not keep
her heart hardened against him. Out-
wardly, he was so very different from
the way she had visualized him, it
was hard to keep on thinking of him
as cold and calculating and heartless.

As for Donny, he obviously was
quite taken with his newly arrived
father. Before the afternoon was
over, he was calling the man “Daddy”
as though he had known him always,
and during the days that followed, he
looked forward eagerly to his dad's
visits.

Sometimes they went to the beach
or park, and on these trips Janet was
invited to go along. At other times,
Weston just played awhile with his
son on the porch or in the yard.

But never, after that first after-
noon, did he make any personal ad-
vances toward Janet. In fact, when-
ever he took Donny from her, he
seemed to be avoiding touching her.

She was annoyed to find herself feel-
ing hurt and puzzled by his attitude.
“After all,” she told herself grimly,
“I'm not poison, am 1? And if he's
afraid I'm setting my cap for him,
he’'s crazy. | wouldn’t have him as a
gift.”

She did not entirely deceive her-,
self, however. She knew that the
memory of the kiss that had been
meant only to impress the sad old
lady had made an indelible impres-
sion on her own heart. It hurt to
know that Westot had forgotten it
so completely. Or, if he remembered
it at all, it was something he had no
desire to repeat. In spite of all her
resolutions, Janet knew that she was
more strongly attracted to Weston
than she ever had been to any man
in her life, and the attraction had
little, if anything, to do with Donny.
She also knew that it wasn’'t going to
do anything but hurt her to fall in
love with the ex-Marine,

HE BEST antidote for love, she
thought would be another man.

So when Stanley Gray asked her to

go to a show with him, she accepted
without even mentioning her respon-
sibility to Donny. “His father will
be delighted to take care of him,” she
thought. And when he called for his
daily romp with the baby, she asked
him:

“Could you take care of Donny this
evening, Weston? |’'ve got a date.”

He gave her a queer, unreadable
look. “You mean stay here with him
until you get home? How late will
you be out?”

“l don’t know, exactly, but shortly
after midnight, | suppose. The cur-
few, you know—” She broke off,
found herself blushing for no par-
ticular reason. “If—if you object to
staying up that late, maybe you could
take Donny’s folding basinette home
with you and keep him overnight.
Or, if you have other plans, I'll try
to get Mrs. Dawson to come in—"

“No. No. | haven’'t any plans. [I'll
stay here with him if you don’t mind.
If he should cry | don't know how
my landlady would react. And with
rooms to rent being as scarce as they
are, | wouldn’'t want to antagonize
her. But you wouldn’'t object to my
taking a little nap on your couch if
I get sleepy, would you? You see, |
start on my first civilian job in the
morning, and | wouldn't want to
show up half asleep—~

“You do? Why that's just grand.
What kind of a job is it?” she asked
enthusiastically.

“It’s not much, at the start. I'm
to drive a delivery truck for a whole-
sale bakery, but if I show initiative,
there’s a chance | may work up to
being sales manager some day.”

“You'll do it,” she said. “lI'm sure
you will. 1I'm so happy for you.”

“Are you?” he asked curiously,
studying her radiant face with a per-
plexed frown. *“I thought you’'d be
happy for me to stay unemployed in-
definitely, because then | v/ouldn’t
be able to take Donny away from
you.”

She bit her lip and avoided his
eyes. “l hope I'm not as selfish as
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all that,” she said stiffly. “I like to
see the ex-servicemen make good
when they come back home. And
now that you are going to work right
here in the Miami area, surely you
won’'t object to my seeing Donny
sbmetimes?”

“No,” he said slowly, “lI won’'t ob-
ject. You've been a wonderful foster
mother, Janet, and | can’t ever thank
you enough.”

“Skip it,” she snapped. *“lI didn’t
do it for you; | did it for him, and
because | enjoyed it, and | don’'t want
any thanks.” She walked resolutely
into the house and closed the door
behind her.

T WAS A good picture but Janet
couldn’t keep her mind on it. She
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anything about her own major in-
terests in life. She knew that if she
wanted any more dates with him, she
would do well to refrain from men-
tioning her devotion to Donny.

As the cab slowed to.a stop in front
of her home, Janet was surprised at
first to see the house in complete
darkness. Then she recalled Weston’s
mention of the fact that he might
take a nap. Probably he was asleep
on the davenport.

“Good night,” Janet said to Stan-
ley, while he was paying the driver,
“1 surely had a nice time and | want
to thank you—~

“Not so fast,” her escort said with
a teasing laugh. “I'm not going to
be brushed off like this. You've at
least got to let me come up on the

was remembering Weston’s clumsyporch with you for a little while.”

but gentle brown hands as he helped
his son into his sleepers. She was
remembering the peculiar expression
in his eyes when he had looked up to
see her standing there in the doorway
in her pretty new fawn colored soft
crepe dress.

“Have a good time,” he had said,
but the words had come out flat and
dull.

“The latest magazines are at the
end of the library table,” she had
pointed out, “and the radio won't
wake Donny, once he’'s sound asleep.
Don’t let him talk you into playing
with him after his bedtime. , . She
turned away and went out to join
Stanley, who was waiting for her on
the porch.

Stanley was nice looking and
pleasant and she tried her best to
enjoy her date with him. When he
suggested that they stop in at The
Open Door on the way home, she
assented just because she wanted to
refuse and go rushing home to the
child and the man who had come to
mean so much to her.

She had met Stanley at a Garden
Club dance a few weeks ago, and was
glad he was new in town, and didn’t
know any of her friends who would
tell him about Donny. She en-
couraged him to talk about himself
so that she could avoid telling him

“But it's late and I'm tired—"

“Uh-huh, the old routine. |'ve
heard it all before. You spend your
hard-earned dough on a gal and then
she refuses to reciprocate with even
so much as one tiny good-night
Kiss—"

“Oh, all right,” she agreed crossly,
“just one then. But after that I'm
going in and you're going home.”

They were standing in the dark-
ness of the screened porch, and Stan-
ley was putting his arms around her,
when she heard Weston calling her
name, hoarsely, as though he was in

great pain:
“Janet! Janet! Help me! | need
you-u-u. . ..” His words trailed off

into an indistinguishable mumble.

“Who'’s that?” Stanley demanded.
“What's the matter with him?”

“It's Weston,” Janet said, as
though that explained everything
that needed explaining. “He sounds
like he’'s been hurt. Maybe you’d
better come in with me, if he needs
help—” She was hurrying on into
the house ahead of him, turning on
the light in the living room.

Weston was lying on the couch
with his back toward her. She ran
over to him, leaned down and looked
at his face. His eyes were closed,
and his breathing even. “He’s asleep,”
she thought, “he talks in his sleep.”



DON'T SET YOUR CAP FOR ME

“Wlio 5 he, your brother?” Stan-
ey asked. “What’s wrong with him?”

“He talks in his sleep,” she said
aioud. “He must have been having a
bad dream—"

“Well, let's wake him up then.”

EFORE she could stop him,
@ he had Weston by the shoulder
and was shaking him. “Wake up,
Old man. You'll sleep more com-
fortably in bed.”
Weston stirred, rolled over on his

back, his eyes still closed. “Janet,”
he mumbled. “Where are you,
Janet?”

She touched his arm gingerly,
“I'm right here, Weston.”

His next act was as startling as it
was unexpected. He caught her
shoulders and pulled her down to
him, closing his arms around her
fiercely, possessively. “I thought I'd
lost you,” he said with a deep sigh of
relief. “Don’t ever leave me again,
Janet. | can't live without you. |
need you with me, like this, for al-
ways—" He broke off, finding her
mouth with his in a long and soul-
stirring Kiss.

“lley, what is this?” Stanley’'s puz-
zled voice came to her from a great
distance. He was noticing a kiddy-
car, standing near the table. “If
you're married, why didn’'t you tell
me—"

“Please go, Stanley,” Janet said
brokenly. “1'm sorry if you think |
played a mean trick on you, but | had
no idea Weston cared anything about
me. If he talks like this in his sleep
he must care—a little—"

“l care a lot more than a little,”
Weston said, sitting up. “I care so

55

damned much that I've been going
slowly mad, all evening, thinking of
you with that guy, wishing | hadn't
let you go with him—~

Stanley had marohed out of the
house, but neither of them noticed.

“Then you weren’t asleep, at all?"
Janet asked dazedly.

“1 think I've been asleep all my
life, until tonight,” he said slowly,
“when | woke up to the fact that
none of my theories were important
enough to stand the risk of losing
you.

“You see, when | kissed you that
first afternoon, | suspected | was fall-
ing in love with you, but | wouldn’t
let myself give in to it until I could be
sure of you. | thought you might
marry me to get my son, just as
Maida married me to get my allot-
ment checks. | wanted you to love
me for myself, but now I'm afraid I'll
lose you altogether if 1 wait for that.
So, if you’'ll marry me now, I'll take
a chance on winning your love,
later—"

“It won't be much of a chance to
take,” she was saying, smiling shyly
up at him.

“You mean you love me already?”
he cried eagerly.

“I'm pretty sure,” she nodded, “I
think one more kiss might decide it.”

One more kiss was not needed to
decide anything, but it was worth-
while for its own sake. Some day
Janet might get around to being
cross with Weston for playing such
a trick on her as he had tonight, but
right now she was too happy to
worry about it.”

(THE END)
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Cupid Was A

By
Betty Wehb Lucas

F IT hadn't been for
MacTavish, Candy
Wilson might never
have met the young play-
wright living across the
hall. As it was, Candy
walked out of her
apartment one Sunday
morning, to find the
door across the hall open,
and MacTavish swing-
ing from the chandelier,
while someone with dark,
curly hair and incredibly
broad shoulders, stood
down below, dangling a
tempting bit of liver.
“Here, Kkitty, nice Kkit-
ty,” he was saying in
deep, conjoling tones.
“1f you don't come down
from there right now—"
little by little his voice

changed to a roar,. “1I'm

coming up there and . feq past  him

break your damned with MacTavish

neck!” huddled sheep-
Candy leaned against ishly in her

the doorway, looking ab- arms.

surdly tiny in blue den-
ims and a plaid shirt,

Candy Wilson turned Dare's life toosv-turvy,
but that was nothing compared with what
he did to her heart
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with her copper-colored hair twisted
into pigtails on top of her head.
“Aren’t you afraid,” she murmured
sweetly, “that you might look a trifle
foolish up there?”

Candy’'s words were as shattering
as a bombshell. First, the man
whirled around with a startled excla-
mation, and secondly MacTavish
made a flying leap from the chan-
delier and landed right in her arms.

“Poor MacTavish,” Candy mur-
mured softly. “Was he very unkind
to you?”

“Unkind!” He sounded furious,
Candy thought inwardly. Even with-
out looking up, she knew that his
eyes would be very blue, and snap-
ping with anger. “If you call using
my last ration points for liver being
unkind—"

“l wasn't talking to you,” Candy
retorted spiritedly, “but now that you
mention it, just why did you entice
my kitten into your apartment in the
first place?”

“Entice him! For the love of sweet
heaven!” He sounded a little stran-
gled, Candy thought uneasily, and
when she glanced up, he was watch-
ing her in perplexed silence. He was
awfully handsome, Candy decided ex-
citedly. His eyes, were as blue as
she’'d anticipated when she watched
him moving into the apartment a cou-
ple of weeks ago.

Oh, Candy had had her eyes on him,
of course. The minute he rented the
apartment, word had traveled like
wildfire that Dare Gaylord, the fa-
mous playwright, was going to live
at the Burlington Arms. One rumor
had it that he’d come there to work
on a new play. Another rumor said he
was going to be married soon. In-
wardly, Candy decided the first ru-
mor was probably right, since men as
handsome and eligible as Dare Gay-
lord didn’t usually get married. They
just went through life collecting
sweethearts—in ‘umches.

For a week now, Candy had tried
wistfully to think of some way of
getting acquainted with her new
neighbor. Night after night she’'d lain
in bed, listening to the steady rat-tat-
tat of his typewriter, and trying to
picture just what Dare Gaylord was

like. She’d even made up stories
about him, for the benefit of Mac-
Tavish.

uncertain species, with snowy
white whiskers, and soulful eyes.
He'd been Candy’'s companion for
three years; ever since she came to
New York to work as a fashion de-
signer in one of the large depart-
ment stores, and he always listened
attentively when Candy talked about
Dare Gaylord.

“He's shy,” she would declare
earnestly one night. “He’s brilliant
and charming, but inwardly he’s ter-
rified by women. That's why we
haven't seen him out in the hall,
MacTavish, but one of these days
he’'ll weaken, and that is when you
and | will take over.”

Now, at last, they were actually
face to face, and Candy discovered
that Dare Gaylord had a pretty won-
derful face, too. He had a square,
bronzed jaw, and smouldering eyes,
and a firm, flexible mouth; a potent
combination of Clark Gable, Van
Johnson, and t. n. t.

' “Look, young lady,” he exclaimed
in an impatient voice, “for the last
time—"

“It’s Wilson,” Candy interrupted
happily. “My name, | mean. It’s real-
ly Candace Wilson, but my friends
call me Candy.”

“That’s very nice, I'm sure,” he an-
swered stiffly. “As | was saying, |
didn’t entice your cat into my apart-
ment. | found her—him—that is, it
clinging to the chandelier when |
came in, and if you don’t mind, I'd
appreciate it very much if you'd take
it away.”

Candy stared at him dreamily,
hardly aware that he was talking at
all. He was taller than she’d realized.
Younger-, too. There was a sort of
magnetic charm about him, even
though he was angry. “Of course,”
she agreed vaguely. “You're perfect-
ly right, Mr Gaylord.”

“Thank you,” he nodded, waiting
for her to leave, but Candy didn’'t
move. Her dark eyes were as wide as
saucers, and her red lips parted soft-

ly.

M ACTAVISH was a black cat of
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“Well?”

“Y-yes, Mr Gaylord?” She was
thinking, dizzily, who ever would
have believed 1'd fall in love like

this? One look, and—bingo, and I'm
crazy about the guy!

“l don’t think you've been listening
to a word | said,” he exclaimed impa-
tiently. “Look, Miss Wilson, I'm ask-
ing you to take that da—that cat
away, if you will please.”

“You don't like cats?”

“That’s beside the point, Miss W il-
son. It just happens that I'm ex-
pecting my fiancee up here any min-
ute now, and—d

Candy jolted back to earth with a
bump. “Did you say—fiancee?” she
whispered mournfully.

Dare Gaylord didn’'t seem to notice
that she was upset, because he nod-
ded proudly. “Marsha Major,” he
said. “The actress. She has the lead-
ing role in my new-play, and we're
going over it tonight.”

“l—see,” Candy murmured softly.
She remembered seeing pictures of
the actress in the paper, and Marsha
Major was definitely on the glamor-
ous side. “She doesn't like cats?”

“Cats? Cats? How should | know
whether she likes cats or not,” Dare
said impatiently. “That has nothing
to do with it, Miss Wilson.”

“l think it has everything to do
with it. Your life, | mean,” Candy ar-
gued recklessly. “After all, if she
doesn'’t like cats, she probably doesn’t
care for children, either, and if that's
the case—” Candy’s voice dropped
ominously. “—you may be making a
grave mistake, Mr Gaylord. Don’t
you think you ought to think things
over for awhile? Say—for three or
four years, or so?”

“This nonsense has gone far
enough,” Dare broke in, “and I'll
thank you to leave my fiancee’s name
out of it.” All the time he was talk-
ing, Dare was piloting Candy toward
the door, and then, almost before she
knew what had happened, Candy was
standing in the corridor with Mac-
Tavish in her arms, and the door had
been closed not too gently, in her
face.

For a minute Candy didn't move,
and then she sighed dreamily. 'Oh,

MacTavish,” she whispered to the
furry ball in her arms, “Dare Gaylord
isn’t at all the way | thought he’'d be.
MacTavish, he’s simply wonderful/’

FEW hours later, Candy had to
concede that her first meeting

with Dare Gaylord had been a dismal

failure. She sat curled up in a chair
listening wistfully to the sound of
voices across the hall, where Dare and
his fiancee were rehearsing his new
play. Now and then she heard the
tinkle of low, feminine laughter, and
Candy'’s spirits sank to a new low.

“No wonder he didn't look twice
at me,” she thought disconsolately.
“He’s engaged to someone glamorous,
and | walked in wearing blue jeans
and pig-tails. Why, he probably
thought | was only a child!”

Almost before she realized what
she was doing, Candy jumped out of
the chair and ran to her closet. And
then, before she could change her
mind, she’d slid into her best white
evening gown, and started doing
magic things to her face and hair.
She put a thin film of shadow on her
lids to make the deep, bronzed glow
in her eyes more pronounced. She
wore a deep shade of lipstick, and
twisted her copper-colored curls into
chignons on the back of her neck, and
then she finished things off with a
dab here and there of her most allur-
ing perfume.

When she was finished, Candy
took a deep breath, and walked across
the hall to tap softly on the half-
opened door leading into Dare Gay-
lord’s apartment.

When Dare came to the door, Can-
dy blinked a little with surprise, be-
cause in evening clothes he was more
handsome than ever. His eyes trav-
eled rapidly over her slim sheath of
gown, her white column of throat,
and then narrowed slightly when
they rested on her face. “Oh,” he said
without enthusiasm, “it's you.”

Candy smiled determinedly. “I do
hope 1I'm not interrupting anything,”
she said sweetly, “but MacTavish has
disappeared again, so naturally |
thought he’d be over here.” She
looked around the room so expectant-
ly that there was nothing else Dare
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could do but introduce her to the
lovely girl seated on the sofa.

The minute she met Marsha Major,
Candy wanted to turn and run the
other way, because close up the ac-
tress was positively dazzling. She was
taller than Candy, with a gorgeous
figure sheated in chartreuse crepe
that set off her white skin and black,
black hair rippling around her slim
shoulders.

“Well,” she said in her famous hus-
ky drawl, “I didn't know that Dare
had already made friends here.”

“You mean Dare didn't tell you
about—us?” Candy asked politely, ig-
noring Dare’s startled look.

Marsha Major's black eyes nar-
rowed, and she looked beyond Can-
dy’s bright head to where Dare was
standing beside the door, looking as
though he could cheerfully strangle
his uninvited guest. “Just how long
has this been going on, darling?”

“Oh, we haven’'t any idea,” Candy
put in chattily, “but | suspect it's
been going on for quite some time
now, because MacTavish seemed com-
pletely at home here. Why, he's as
much at home here as in my apart-
ment.”

“Indeed!” Marsha’s voice sounded
a little taut. “lI presume that Mac-
Tavish is your—husband?”

“Husband? Oh, dear, no,” Candy
giggled protestingly, but before she
could say anything more to add to
the confusion, Dare broke in oudly:

“Marsha, you don’t understand.
MacTavish happens to be a cat be-
longing to Miss Wilson.”

“A cat!”

“l—1 guess I'd better run along
now,” Candy said hastily, catching a
glimpse of Dare’s angry face. She
hurried toward the door, with Dare
right behind her.

“1'll see that you reach your apart-
ment safely, Miss Wilson,” he said
pleasantly, but once they were out of
earshot, he whispered heatedly:
“Now if it isn't asking too much,
what is this all about?”

“l—1 don’t understand.”

“You don’'t understand!” He sound-
ed despairing. “First you come in and
deliberately mislead my fiancee into
thinking that you and |I—that some-

thing—” he stopped, started again;
“You say you don’t understand that
you're turning my life topsy turvy!”

HEY were standing close togeth-
T er in the softly lighted hall, and
Candy thought dreamily that she
could almost reach out and touch the
angry line etched around Dare’s
mouth, or the unruly curl that had
tumbled over his square forehead. Al-
most imperceptibly, the expression on
Dare’s face changed; his mouth gen-
tled, and his eyes lost their angry
look.

“Candy,” he said faintly, “maybe
I'm wrong about you, after all. May-
be you're not really—” And then
suddenly he stiffened, staring over
Candy's head into her apartment.

Candy backed away from him slow-
ly, eyes widening with dismay. With-
out even looking, she knew what had
drawn Dare’s attention away from
her. There on the davenport in her

apartment, in full view of the hall,
sat MacTavish, calmly washing his
face!

Candy was so miserable she hardly
slept a wink that night. Every time
she remembered the expression on
Dare’s face when he saw MacTavish.
she burst into tears. If only she
hadn’'t fibbed about MacTavish being
missing from her apartment, she
thought ruefully, but now Dare
would never finish what he'd started
to say. She’'d probably never even see
him again. —

By morning, Candy had reconciled
herself to the fact that she didn't
have a chance with Dare Gaylord.
That's v/hy it was such a shock to
find him waiting for her when she
carne home from the office that night.
He looked surpriseclly chastened, and
the first thing he said was: “I
thought ..perhaps you’d have dinner
with me this evening, Candy.”

Candy was so surprised she nearly
fell over, but she managed to look
thoughtful for a moment, mentally
turning pages in a date book that had
been blank for weeks. “Why, | be-
lieve | can,” she said finally.

All the time she was dressing, Can-
dy kept pinching herself to make
sure it wasn't a dream, and Dare had
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asked her to have dinner with him in
spite of what she’d done last night.
In spite of everything.

Because it was such a special occa-
sion, Candy wore her new short eve-
ning dress of lime-colored crepe, and
looked as smart as her own fashion
ads when she met Dare in the hall
and they went downstairs to a taxi.

All the way to the EIl Troubador
where they were dining, Dare was
very quiet, but Candy didn’'t mind.
She chatted excitedly until they’'d
been seated at a table overlooking the
dance-floor, and Dare had ordered
cocktails and dinner. And then, un-
expectedly, Dare said: “You are a
very clever girl, Candy Wilson.”

Clever, Candy thought in surprise,
was hardly the sort of compliment a
girl in love likes to hear, but she
managed to look demure.

“In fact,” Dare pursued gravely,
“you didn't waste time getting to
your point, so we shouldn’'t have any
trouble making a deal.”

“A—deal?” Candy’s eyes widened.

“Just what sort of deal do you
mean?”

“Oh, come now,” Dare objected
lightly, “you don’'t have to pretend

any longer, Candy. You did a very
convincing bit of acting last night.
Too convincing, | might add, because
you even have Marsha thinking there
was more to—to things, than just a
chance meeting over a cat. That's
why | brought you here, so we could
talk things over and decide what to
do. As it is, Marsha is furious. She
won’'t believe me when | say |
scarcely know you, but if you were
to explain why you’d put on that act
last night, I'm sure everything will
work out okay. In exchange, I'll see
that you get a role in the play. That's
what you want, isn't it?”

Candy swallowed painfully, her
dark eyes blurred a little as they rest-
ed on his face. So that was the rea-
son he had brought her out to dinner
tonight—because Marsha was angry
with him, and he was expecting Can-
day to patch things up. What a crazy
little goon she’'d been to actually be-
lieve he liked her!

There was such a lump in Candy’s
throat that she could hardly talk, but
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not for anything in the world would
she let Dare know what was really
going on inside her heart.

“I'll be glad to explain to Miss Ma-
jor,” she evaded his question. *“I
guess I-r-1 do owe her an apology aft-
er all.”

ANDY winced at the relief on
Dare’s face. “1I knew you’d un-
derstand,” he said cheerfully. “Or-
dinarily, it wouldn’t be necessary, be-
cause in time Marsha would realize it
was all a mistake, but | can’t take any
chances now. The play goes into re-
hearsal next week, and Marsha's got
to be in it. Why, it wouldn't stand a
chance on Broadway without Marsha
Major in the lead.”

“l—see,” Candy toyed dully with
her dinner, not daring to look at
Dare for fear he'd see the tears dot-
ting her lashes. She hardly tasted a
bite and when they finally rose to
leave the restaurant, she breathed a
sigh of relief.

When they reached her apartment
again, Dare paused. “Goodnight,
Candy.” His eyes rested on her
flushed, upturned face, and he said
irrelevantly: “You're such a little
thing—not atiy bigger than a min-
ute.”

Candy’'s breath quickened with
hope at something she saw in his
eyes; a little pulse pounding in his
cheek. And then, before she could
stop herself, she stood on tiptoe and
pressed her lips against his for one
fleeting, wonderful ' moment. She
could sense Dare’s surprise, and
then, all at once he caught her close
in his arms and kissed her again.

Oh, it was wrong of course, Candy
thought dizzily, but she didn't care,
because this was the last time she'd
ever be in Dare's arms. When she
drew away, her eyes were shinin
and there were two flags of color
burning in her cheeks.

“Goodnight, Dare,” she whispered
unsteadily, “That’'s thanks—for ev-
erything.” And then, before he could
stop her, Candy had hurried inside
her apartment and closed the door.

So that, she thought bleakly, was
that. As Dare walked across the hall
and opened his apartment door, Can-
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dy sank into a chair with tears roll-
ing heartbrokenly down her cheeks.
So this was the way it felt to be in
love, she thought bleakly. All numb
and miserable and lost inside. Even
when MacTavish jumped up in her
lap, purring like a P-38, Candy
scarcely noticed. If it hadn’t been for
MacTavish, she thought rebelliously,
she might never have met Dare and
fallen so hopelessly in love with him.

Dare had told Candy that Marsha
was coming the next evening to dis-
cuss the play with him, and Candy
had promised to talk to the actress
then. As soon as she heard them come
in, Candy stiffened her small shoul-
ders bravely, and walked across the
hall, but when Dare opened the door,
her courage almost evaporated. The
look of relief on his face seemed
more than she could bear.

“Well, if it isn't Miss Wilson
again,” Marsha said in her low,
throaty voice. “Don’t tell me you're
looking for your cat again?”

“No,” Candy shook her head, her
hands clenched into small fists. “I
know where MacTavish is, Miss Ma-
jor. As a matter of fact, | came to
apologize for the other night. You
see, |—" she swallowed hard, “—I
wasn’'t really looking for MacTavish,
and |—1 deliberately let you think
Dare and | were friends. As a matter
of fact, I'd never even met him be-
fore that day.”

“Really,” Marsha smiled knowing-
ly, and then shot Dare a triumphant
glance. “l told you she was putting
on an act, darling, because she want-
ed a role in your new play. And now
you can see | was right.”

“Marsha—" Dare called *to her
warningly, but she went on lightly:
“Well, after all, when she implied
that you two were friends, what else
could | believe? Naturally, 1 knew
you couldn’t possibly be interested
in—her.”

Candy flushed scarlet at her mock-
ing tone, and she couldn’'t look at
Dare to see what his reaction had
been. Besides, what did it matter
now, she thought dully. Candy’s
only desire was to get out of the
apartment before she burst into
tears.

“If you’'ll excuse me now,” she said
leveliy, “I'll go back to my own
apartment. |—” And then, suddenly,
Candy stiffened. From the region of
the tiny study, she could hear Mac-
Tavish’s low, mournful wail, rising
to a sharp yowl, and then the sound
of a fierce struggle.

The light was dim, and when Can-
dy reached the door she could barely
make out MacTavish, locked in a
struggle with a large, furry animal.

“MacTavish,” Candy screamed,
“Oh, save him, someone!”
“Don’t worry,” Dare shouted, “I’ll

save him, Candy.” There was a lot of
confusion, the sound of MacTavish’s
pitiful whine, and then the lights
flashed on, and Candy caught her
breath. There, almost at her feet,
stood MacTavish, and from his
mouth dangled Marsha Major’s silver
fox scarfl!

Afterwards, Candy didn't know
how she got back to her own apart-
ment. The sound of Marsha’'s angry
accusations still echoed in her ears,
and every time she closed her eyes,
she recalled the look on Dare’s face
as she fled past him with MacTavish
huddled sheepishly in her arms. Dare
had followed her across the hall, say-
ing —

“l told you I'd give you a role in
the play, Candy, so was it necessary
to put on another scene? Marsha's
almost in hysterics, and 1—"

“Marsha!” Candy whirled furious-
ly, her eyes glinting with anger. She
was so mad she didn't know what to
do. “Go on back to your precious
Marsha,” she’'d said recklessly. “As
for your play—I'm not one bit in-
terested, and | never have been. I'm
an artist, not an actress, and as far
as I'm concerned, | never want to see
you again as long as | live!”

Well, she probably will never see
Dare again, Candy thought ruefully,
if he had anything to do with it. She
spent the rest of the evening trying
to coax' MacTavish out from behind
the sofa. Probably he was sulking,
she decided with a trace of humour,
after the nasty names Marsha had
screamed at him when they fled
across the hall.
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OMEHOW, Candy managed to

get through the next couple of
days without meeting Dare in the
hall. She invented excuses for stay-
ing downtown after work. She ate
leisurely dinners, and went to movies,
and visited friends, but she couldn’t
get Dare out of her mind—or her
heart. Nothing would ever be the
same again, she thought wistfully,
unless she got Dare completely out
of her system.

It was the third night when Can-
dy came home early, to find MacTav-
ish missing from the apartment.
“Poor kitten,” she murmured sympa-
thetically. “1 have been deserting
him lately, and he’s probably gone to
find another home.”

Candy opened her door to call him,
and then stopped short. The door
leading to Dare's apartment was
standing wide open, and he was seat-
ed on the sofa apparently engrossed
in a book. Sitting beside him, purring
contentedly, sat MacTavish!

Candy hesitated uncertainly, and
then she tossed her head. She walked
to Dare’s door, rapped sharply, and
entered the room, her heart pound-
ing violently when Dare looked up
and grinned, almost hopefully.

“Don’t let me interrupt you,” she
said shortly. “1 only came after my
cat.”

With MacTavish held firmly un-
der her arm, Candy turned and fled
back to the sanctuary of her own
rooms. She collapsed weakly in a
chair while waves of emotion rolled
over her. Darn Dare Gaylord anyway,
she thought indignantly. Why
couldn’t he have at least said some-
thing!

She was still seated in the
staring moodily at the floor, when
she saw MacTavish’s furry tail whisk
around the door, and by the time
she'd reached the hall, he was back in
Dare’s apartment again. Only this
time he wasn't sitting still, he seemed
to be in raptures over Dare.

“It’'s treason,” Candy murmured.
“If MacTavish keeps acting like this,
Dare will believe it's a put-up job.”

This time, Candy didn’t even both-
er to knpck. She just marched into
the room, nodded coldly, her face

chair,

scarlet at Dare’s amused glance, and
started out again with MacTavish
wiggling indignantly in her arms.

And then, just as she reached the
door, Candy stiffened, because Dare
was saying softly: “Is this trip really
necessary? You know you aren’t go-
ing to accomplish anything this way,
but—”" he sounded almost shy, “—if
we were to join forces—”

“W-what do you mean?”

“l mean maybe we ought to get
married, so MacTavish wouldn’'t have
to divide his time between us. Just
think of the wear and tear this must
be causing him.”

“M-m-married?” Candy stammered
weakly. She thought sue must be
dreaming it, but when she turned
around, Dare looked perfectly sober.
There was even a wistful look in his
blue eyes. “Y-you don’'t really mean
that,” Candy said disbelievingly.

ffw MEAN it more than I've ever

M meant anything in my life,”
Dare answered humbly. With widen-
ing eyes, Candy watched him rise
from the sofa and come across the
room toward her. “For a couple of
days now, Candy, |’'ve been trying to
see you, so | could tell you the way |
felt about—things. Whenever | got
enough courage to try to explain, you
were out, and frankly, I was almost
afraid to tell you this. I was afraid
maybe 1'd just imagined that you—
that you might feel the same way
about me. You see—when Marsha
blew up the other night, | realized
that everything you said about her
was true. She is selfish and spoiled
and unreasonable, and we’d never be
happy together.”

“B-but your play—"~

“Oh, she’s still taking the lead in
it,” Dare smiled. “As a matter of
fact, I'm beginning to think it was
really the play instead of the author
that she cared about. As soon as |'d
convinced her she could keep the
leading role, she was very willing to
release me from our engagement.

“Candy, you little minx,” he shook
her gently, “can't you understand
what I'm talking about? I'm in love
with you. | think | fell in love with
you the minute you walked in here
the other day, and gave me the dick-
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ens for abusing your cat. But when
vou admitted you were only acting,
because you wanted a part in the
play, | was afl rnijfed up. Somehow |
couldn’t believe you were telling me
the truth, but | couldn’t understand
what other reason you might have,
and it didn't occur to me that you
might—you might—"

“Might be in love with you?” Can-
dy whispered softly, because now she
wanted Dare to know everything. She
was close in his arms, and they were
strong and gentle around her, just as
she’d dreamed they would be. “As a
matter of fact, darling, | wasn’t real-
ly mad when | found MacTavish in
here. | could have kissed him for
bringing us together. And, Dare, 1—"

Candy stopped short, sniffing sus-
piciously. “Dare,” she said accusing-
ly, “you’re a fraud! You've got catnip
in your pocket, and that's how you
lured MacTavish into your apart-
ment this afternoon!”

Dare grinned, unperturbed. *“It
was the best way | could think of to
lure you in here, Candy, darling. Es-
pecially since you’'d declared you
never wanted to see me again. You
see, sweetheart, MacTavish is the
greatest actor of us all,” Dare’s lips
were against her hair: “Without even
knowing it, he's played his finest
role—as Cupid.”

(THE END)
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She heard a noise
at the window that
caused her to sit up
stiftly, her heart in
her throat.

SORRY,” the room clerk
gsaid, and Judy Grey, hear-
ing those words for the
tenth time that day, turned away with
a heavy, frightened heart. It was al-
most dark and she was very tired
For hours she had trudged from one
hotel to another, lugging a small
suitcase. A cold March wind had
tangled her gold-brown hair, whipped
her short pleated skirt against her
legs, lifted the powder off her small
straight nose.

She walked slowly up Fifty-sixth
Street toward Broadway. At the cor-
ner she ducked into a drug '-.tore and
ordered a cup of coffee. While
hunched on the stool, sipping the hot
drink, she studied the list of hotels
Gregory Ames had given her, and
crossed out the last one.

She was supposed to have had a
reservation at one of the hotels—the
one at the top of her list—but that

J

had fallen through. Now, she really was on her own,

M E
By

une Rutherford

cause he was mad about her, but be-

cause he had a great deal of money.

Gregory was a lawyer, with a finger
in a dozen profitable pies. He was

twenty-nine, good looking, and
popular in a high-handed way.

“I'll take you to New York and
buy you the town,” he had told her,

“But—but that isn't the answer.
Don’'t you understand, Gregory? |
want to get a job, make my own way.
I want to—to spend a year on my
own before | settle down.”

MEHOW SHE had leaped the
first hurdle. She was in New
York, on her own. But Gregory

insisted upon giving her a list of
hotels and a list of legal firms that
might employ her. She had been his
secretary for a year, and he had

written her a glowing recommenda-

tion. Judy appreciated his help, es-

It was then that

as far as finding a-place to stay was concerned. Judy
swallowed her anxiety and sipped her coffee.

Gregory had opposed her coming to New York
to seek her fortune, and so had her parents. But snhe
had been adamant. She simply couldn't marry
Gregory and settle down in Plattsburgh without
trying her wings first.

Her mother and father thought she was very
foolish to put Gregory off like that, not only be-

Terry was gay, his touch was magic,
and Judy knew that she was falling
in love.

64

she saw Mary and
Terry close together,
Mary's head on
Terry's shoulder.

had
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pecially when she remembered that
<gf.e had less than a hundred dollars in

her bag.
Cheered by the coffee, Judy went
swiftly along the sidewalk, and

turned into the next hotel she came
to. There was a commotion in the
small lobby. The room clerk was
talking excitedly to three men, ap-
parently about one of the guests.

“It’s unfortunate,” Judy heard her
say. “This sort of thing can happen
to any hotel, but | wish it hadn’t
happened here.”

Judy waited hopefully beside the
desk. “What can | do for you?” the
woman asked her finally, having dis-
posed of the three men.

“I—1'm looking for a room,” Judy
said anxiously. “I—I. . . ”

“l have one room available.” the
woman said crisply. “It is four dol-
lars a day.”

“I'll take it,” Judy said promptly,
although that was more than she

had planned to pay.

“Sign here,” the woman said. “Your
room will be ready in an hour.”

It was a bleak four dollars worth
of room and bath. The windows faced
a brick wall and served as a resting
place for pigeons. There was a faded
blue rug on the floor, a faded pink
tufted spread on the single bed. Out-
wardly there were no clues, but Judy
knew, without being told, that some-
thing dreadful had happened in this
room that very day. Perhaps a mur-
der. She shuddered at the thought,
but she told herself that this room
was better than no room at all, no
matter what had happened to the
previous occupant.

Humming to keep up her courage,
she locked the door, took a hot bath,
and crawled into bed. Tomorrow she
must be rested and fresh for her job
hunting expedition. As soon as she
found a job, she hoped to make some
friends and perhaps room with some
other girl who worked for the same
firm. Until this happened, she was
going to have to go light on eating,
for after paying for her room, she
would have little left for food and
incidentals.

T WAS ten o’clock before

Judy was able to drift off to
sleep. Ten minutes later she heard a
noise at the window that caused her
to sit up stiffly, her heart in her
throat. In horrified silence she
watched a man climb through the
window into her room. Judy tried to
scream, but only a small, strained cry
came through her lips.

“Don’'t be frightened Mazie,” the
man said hoarsely. “It’'s only me.
Turn on the light.”

Judy turned on the light, and they
stared at each other blankly. He was
a thin, pale young man with green,
unsteady eyes, thin lips, and rumpled
blond hair.

“Where's Mazie?” he gasped, look-
ing wildly around the room.

“l—1 don't know. Who are you?”

“Never mind who | am. How long
have you had this room?”

“l—I1 checked in today.”

“Something’s happened to her,” he
groaned. “I'm too late. | knew it. |
knew it.” His face was white and
haggard. “Listen,” he said, “don’t tell
anyone | was here. Just forget it. Do
you understand?”

Judy nodded. She watched him
climb out the window and vanish into
the night. Then she sprang from the
bed, closed the window and locked
it. Trembling uncontrollably, she put
on her robe and slippers, and sank
down in a chair. Should she call the
management and report the man, or
should she keep silent?

Judy felt sorry for Mazie and her
young man, and she had about de-
cided to keep silent, when a light
knock sounded on her door. She
hurried across the room and flipped
the lock. She opened the door only a
crack, but instantly a man’'s foot
prized it open a little wider.

“Hello,” the man said in a low,
friendly voice. “Don’t be frightened
I won’t bite you.” He came in with-
out invitation and looked at her and
then at the room.

Judy backed slowly away from
him, her gold-brown eyes wide and
dark, her chin quivering, her fist
pressed tightly against her hammer-
ing heart. Two strange visitors on
her first night in New York were
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too much for her to take without
going to pieces. “Who—who are
you?” she cried.

“I'm Terry Hart,” he said, smiling
“a—a perfectly harmless reporter on
a perfectly lousy newspaper. Ever
read the Sentinel?”

“What do you want? Why are you
here?”

“l want your story,” he said. “If
you'll spill it quickly, I'll be on my
way.”

“What story? I|I—I don't know

what you’re talking about.” .

“Oh yes, you do.” He was walking
around the room examining every-
thing with blue, microscopic eyes.
He even stooped and looked under
the bed. Judy watched him in help-
less silence. There was a lanky
six feet of him between her and the
door, and the telephone.

“There was a man in your room!”
he exclaimed accusingly, eyeing her
alertly. “What goes on here?”

“Don't—don’'t look at me like
that!” Judy’s eyes blazed at him. “He
didn’'t come to see me. He thought |
was Mazie. He—he was looking for
the girl that—that isn’'t here any
more. He came through that window.”

The reporter's eyes narrowed. “A
likely story,” he snorted.

“I'm telling you the truth,” Judy
said anxiously. “It happened just

fifteen minutes ago. Don’'t you be-
lieve me?”

“Why, yes, I—I do.” He studied
her briefly. “How old are you, Judy
Grey?”

“Nineteen.”

“And you live in Plattsburgh?”
“How did you know?”

“Did you love the man?”

“What man?”

“You know what man.”

QOK,” JUDY said wearily,
“you’re not making sense.
You’'re wasting your time and mine.
I've got to get some sleep. I'm going
job hunting tomorrow, and it's im-
portant that | look my best. If you
don’t go, I'll—1'Il . . .”
“You look hungry to me,” Terry
Hart said abruptly, “Didn’t you have
any dinner?”

Judy had forgotten about dinner,
She shook her head.

“Put on your clothes,” he said. “I'll
wait for you in the lobby. Terry Hart
is going to buy you a hamburger. My
good deed for the day. I'm just a Boy
Scout at heart, Judy Grey, whether |
look like one or not.”

Because she was starved, and be-
cause she liked Terry Hart, Judy
dressed hurriedly and went with him
across the street to a quick lunch
place. She had been warned by her
parents and by Gregory not to tal]l
to strange men, yet here she was
talking to Terry Hart as if she'd
known him for years. He didn’t seem
strange at all, watching her eat hun-
grily, with a curious smile on his
face.

It wasn’'t a handsome face, though
the blue eyes were large and keen
and friendly. His hair was dark and
his nose was big and he had strong,
square jaws. She told him all she
knew about Mazie, and her visitor,
which was very little, and asked his
advice.

“Better keep mum,” he decided,
“otherwise you might lose your
room. Rooms are as scarce as tender-
loin steaks. Are you afraid to stay
there?”

“No. That is—not any longer.”

“You're lying,” he said. “You're
scared to death. Why did you come to
New York anyway?”

“To—to seek my fortune.”

“What kind of fortune? What can
you do? Dance? Sing? Act?”

Judy shook her head. “I'm a sec-
retary. | want a job with a legal
firm.”

“Got any recommendations?”

“Yes. You see, | worked for Greg-
ory Ames for a year. In Plattsburgh.
He wrote me a wonderful letter”
She dug into her bag, but the letter
was not there. “Oh dear,” she wailed.
“I've lost it. Now what am | going
to do?”

“If | were you,” he said slowly,
“I'd go home and marry the guy.”

Judy flushed. “What guy?”

“There’s always a guy wanting a
pretty girl like you.”

“l—1 almost married Gregory,;
Ames,” she told him. “But then, .
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“Why didn't you?”

“l guess | just didn't love him
en@ugh.”

“But he loves you?”

She nodded. “I'm afraid he does.”

“How do you mean—afraid?”

“You ask entirely too many ques-
tions,” Judy said, rising. “1 must go
now. Goodnight and thank you for
the hamburger.”

“Thank vyou,” he said, walking
back with her to the elevator, “for
being such a nice kid. 1I'd forgotten

there were girls like you, Judy
Goodnight and good luck.”
HE MORNING papers gave

Judy a vivid account of what

ljapperigd in her room. A girl namegour visiter last night.

Maine Brown had slashed her wrists
because she was desperately lonely.
She had left a note saying she was
choosing this way out because she
did not want to live without the man
she loved. “l've waited and waited
and waited,” the note said, “and |
know now that he is never coming
back.”

Judy read about it while she was
having her breakfast at the corner
drug store. Poor girl. If only she'd
waited another day. For undoubtedly
the man who had entered by the

window was the man Mazie had
waited for so long.
She read the Sentinel story last.

It was by-lined Terry Hart, and he
had scooped the other papers with
the startling information that Mazte's
man had come to see her, just a few
hours after she had taken her life.
“He’s a mystery man,” the story con-
tinued, “for he came by way of the
window and left the same way, He
was a thin, nervous man, with green
unsteady eyes, thin lips and pale
blond hair. The present occupant of
the room saw and talked to him, but
only briefly.”

Judy was pleased that she had
helped Terry Hart scoop the other
papers. She appreciated his leaving
her name out of the story. She felt
that Terry was her friend, and she
Went job hunting with a light heart.
But her luck was all bad that day.
She heard the same words “No.

sorry,” a dozen times, and she crossed
®ut the names on her list so rapidly
that by dusk, she had exhausted her
last prospect.

She was walking tiredly back to
the hotel, trying te keep her spirits
up, when Terry grabbed her arm and
said, “Hello, Judy. I've been waiting
for you. Did you have any luck?”

She shook her head.

“That's too bad. Let’s eat. Are you
hungry again?”

“l—I've got to go to my room
first and freshen up. | look dreadful.”

“You look wonderful to me. | don’t
want you to go to your room. There
are two policemen and three report
ers waiting te question you about
Be a sport
and come with me.”

They ate a delicious Russian din-
ner and Terry told her about him-
self. He had been out of the army
only a few weeks. He wanted to be-
come a columnist. He'd had one year
at Yale. His parents were dead. He
liked to cook. “I can turn out a
wicked steak,” he told her. “Some
day I'll do one for you.”

After dinner he took her to the
Music Hall and they held hands
throughout the picture. Judy felt a
strange stirring in her heart. She
liked his gay, comracHy manner, and
his touch was magic. “I'm falling in
love,” she told herself, and she was
suddenly so happy that she lost the
thread of the plot, and forgot about
the policemen and reporters waiting
to question her.

FTER THE show, Terry said,
“Judy, I've got to go back to

work now. I'll put you in a cab. If

those dopes are still waiting for you,
don’t be afraid. J,ust tell them nothing
as nicely as possible.”

Judy grinned. “All right,” she said.
“And don’t worry about a job. I'll
help you find one tomorrow. I'll call
you early. Goodnight.” He squeezed
her hand and helped her into a cab.
The policemen and reporters were

waiting for her in the lobby. “I'm
sorry gentlemen,” she told them
brightly, “I haven't anything to tell

you, really.”
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“Young lady,” one of the policemen
exclaimed, “all we want from you is
a description of the man who came
through your window.”

“You can find a description of him
in Terry Hart's article in the Sen-
tinel,” she told them.

“l don't believe there was a man.
Terry Hart made that up out of his
crazy head, and she’s. . .”

“He did not!” Judy flared. “l saw
the man with my own eyes.” Talking
very fast she gave them the informa-
tion they wanted, not realizing until
they had gone, that she had been
outsmarted.

The next day, when Terry called,
she told him what she had done and
apologized for talking.

Terry laughed at her distress.
“That's all right, honey. | didn’'t ex-
pect you to outsmart them. It doesn’t
matter. We stalled them long enough
for me to get the jump on those
guys. Did you read the Sentinel this
morning?”

“No, not yet.”

“It’s all there on the front page.
Your visitor escaped from a convales-
cent hospital. He's a mental case,
Judy. Thank heavens he didn't harm
you.”

“Where is he now?”

“Back where he belongs In the
hospital. Don’t feel badly about it
Judy. Things like that could hap-
pen anywhere—not just in New York
I think I've lined up a job for you.
It isn't what you want, but it will do
until a better one comes along. Meet
me at the corner of Forty-Second
and Sixth Avenue in thirty minutes.”

“Thanks, Terry. I'll be there.”

It wasn't much of a job. She was
cashier in a small restaurant near the
Sentinel offices. But Terry ate there
often and she saw him every day. He
introduced her to a girl named Marv
Hinton, who, at his suggestion, of-
fered to share her tiny efficient
apartment with Judy. Judy accepted
gladly, so that, thanks to Terry, she
was soon settled in her new life.

Mary worked in the advertising de-
partment on the paper. She was very
pretty, with dark hair, blue eyes and
very fair complexion. She smoked

constantly, and wore stunning clothes,
and she too was in love with Terry.

At first Terry played no favorites.
He was nice to both of them. But
Judy felt that Mary resented her and
regretted having taken her in. How
ever, in spite of their nvalry over
Terry, she was happy. She loved New
York, she loved Terry, and spring
was definitely in the air.

NE MORNING, only two weeks
after she had started to work,
the manager told her that he would
not be needing her after that day.
“But why?” Judy asked. “Haven’t
| been satisfactory?”

“I'd rather not discuss it. You're
fired.”

“But | want to know what I've
done. . .”

“Sorry.” Fie left her bruptly, but

she ran after him.

“Will you give me a recommenda-
tion?”

He shook his head.

It was such a sudden slap in the
face, that Judy walked the streets
with tears streaming down her
cheeks. She arrived at the apartment
at dusk, only to barge in on Mary
and Terry, sitting close together on
the sofa, Terry’'s arm around her,
Mary’s head buried against his chest
She stared at them blindly, mumbled
an apology for intruding, hurried
into the bedroom and shut the door
e She was lying on the bed staring
dully at the ceiling when Mary came
in and sat down on the side of the
bed. “Terry and | are engaged,” she
said in a low, happy voice. “lI hope
you’'ll leave him alone from now on. |
hope you realize that he belongs to
me.

Judy couldn’t say anything. Her
throat had closed. Mary went back
to Terry, and Judy turned over on
her face. She had lost her job and
she had lost Terry and she was a
very unhappy girl.

“I'm going home,” she decided
finally. “I'm going home and marry
Gregory.”

She got up and started throwing
her things in her suitcase. But then
suddenly she remembered the girl
Mazie, who had given up just one
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day too soon. And she hastily put
her things back in the drawer.

Presently Terry stuck his head in
the bedroom. “What's the matter,
Judy?”

“l lost my job.”

“What happened?” he asked slow-

ly-
“l—I1 don’t know.”
“He can't do that to you! That
lousy so-and-so! Don’'t worry about
it, honey. Come on, I'm taking you
girls out to dinner.”

“I'm not hungry,” Judy said. “You
and Mary go ahead.” ..

“But you've got to eat, child.”

“Aw, come on Terry. She wants to
be alone.” Mary pulled him toward
the door.

They left together and Judy wan-
dered about the tiny apartment in
restless uncertainty. If she stayed in
New York she would have to find an-
other job, and another place to live,
Mary was anxious to get rid of her.
She tortured herself w$th the vision
of Mary and Terry living here as
man and wife.

At nine o’clock the doorbell rang
sharply. Judy ignored it at first, but
it rang again and again. Finally she
went to the door. Gregory Ames stood
in the hall smiling at her. He was
very tall, faultlessly dressed, his red-
dish-brown hair beautifully groomed,
his grey-blue eyes intent upon her
pale, drawn face.

“Why Gregory,” she exclaimed,
brightening at sight of a familiar
face, “How nice to see you. Come
in.”

“1 thought by this time you might
be glad to see me. | couldn’t stay
away any longer.” He pulled her
into his arms and kissed her. “I had
to come to see how you were. | was
worried about you.”

“I—1I'm fine,” Judy assured him.
“And you?”

“Plattsburgh is a very lonely place
without you, Judy.”

“How are mother and dad?”

“All right. They sent their love.
They hope you will come home with
me. They hope you've had enough of
the big city; And so do |. Have
you had dinner?”

Judy shook her head.

“Go put on your gladdest rags.
We’'ll make the rounds. Cocktails at
the Stork Club, dinner at the Iridiam
Room, and a late supper wherever we
happen to be.”

Gregory had a flair for securing

e best table and the most devoted
service. He seemed to know New York
intimately, he tipped heavily and
often, and he made an impression
wherever they went.

So did Judy. For she had put on
her one stunning dress, a black crepe
with rhinestone butterflies scattered
across one shoulder, and a gay dab of
a hat. Gregory was showing her a
side of New York that she had never
seen before, and she was radiant.
They danced to the music of famous
orchestras, drank champagne cock-
tails, ate stuffed capon and a fabu-
lous desert. It was a memorable ex-
perience.

At two thirty he took her back to
Mary’s apartment. Somehow Judy
still referred to it as Mary’'s apart-
ment although she paid half the ex-
penses.

“I'm coming in,” Gregory said. “I
want to talk to you.”

They sat down together on the
sofa. Gregory reached for her and
took her in his arms. “You’re coming
home with me,” he said commanding-
ly, “You’'re not happy here. That job
you have doesn’t sound like much to
me.”

“1—I
fessed.

“Then, that settles it! There is no
reason in the world for you to stay
in this dump when | have a lovely
home just waiting for you. I'll bring
you bac : to New York on our honey-
moon. I'll make you happy, Judy,
Please darling.”

Judy took a deep breath. What he

!IT WAS a wonderful evening.
t

lost it today,” Judy con-

said made s-nse. “All right,” she
agreed. “1—1’'ll go home with you to-
morrow,”

“You won't regret it.” He pulled
her closer, kissed her eyes, her
cheeks, her lips. She tried to give

him back kiss for kiss, but her heart
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wasn’'t in it, though she pretended
that it was.

Terry and Mary came in present
ly and Judy released herself from
Gregory’s arms to make the introduc-
tions and break the news.

“We're going to be married next
week,” Gregory added triumphantly.

Mary looked pleased and wished
them happiness. But Terry scowled
and said nothing. Judy looked at
him with veiled eyes.

There was a moment of awkward
silence which Terry finally broke in
the strangest way.

“Somebody,” he said, glaring at
Gregory, “ought to knock you silly.
And | guess I'm elected.” He let go
a hard right that sent Gregory .eel-
ing against the wall.

“Why, you dirty, double-cross-
ing. Gregory rushed at Terry
with flaying arms, his face contorted
with anger. But a cool, swift upper
cut put him on the floor.

TAHAD HAPPENED so sudden-

that Mary and Judy had time

only to climb upon the sofa, out
the way.

“Have you lost your mind?” Mary
screamed at Terry.

“No,” Terry said, smoothing his
hair and straightening his tie. He
stooped and jerked Gregory to his
feet. “Now tell Judy what you've
been up to these last two weeks.
Then if she still wants to go home
and marry you, that’'s her business.
She’'ll be doing it with her eyes open.”

“What are you talking about?”
Judy asked Terry, but he was too
busy prodding Gregory to answer.

“I'll get you for this,” Gregory
muttered, rubbing his swollen jaw
“l don’t have to make an accounting
to Judy. . .”

“All right,” Terry said. “Then 1'll
tell her myself.” He turned to Judy.
“He’s been in New York these past
two weeks making life difficult for
you. He gave you a list of hotels,
then bribed the room clerks to turn
you down. He wrote you a glowing
recommendation, then destroyed it.
He gave you a list of legal firms
then somehow oersuaded them to re-

of

fuse to give you a job. He asked me
to go to see you at the hotel that
first night and frighten you into
going home.”

“You mean,” Judy said, “you knew
him before. . ?”

“Yes. | covered a trial once at the
Court House in Plattsburgh. Gregory
did me a favor. That's why | agreed
to act as his henchman. But the mo-
ment | saw you, Judy, | realized
I couldn’'t frighten you again. 1—I
had to look after you.”

“You looked after her,” Gregory
jeered, “by getting her a job as
cashier in a greasy restaurant.”

“And you had her fired!” Terrv
retorted. “That was the last straw.”

Judy stared at Gregory with slow-
ly widening eyes. “No wonder |
couldn’t love you,” she said.

“Judy, please, 1—I couldn’t let you
spend a year away from me. | wanted
you to sicken of New York and come
home quickly. Surely you can for-
give me.”

“Yes,” Judy said. “lI can forgive
you. But | can’'t marry you, Gregory,
ever. And I'm not going home to-
morrow. |I'm going to stay in New
York and find myself a job. I—I
don’t want anybody’s help. . ”

“You're in love with him,” Gregory
said accusingly, motioning to Terry.
“You're going to stick around and
try to take him away from Mary.”

“Get out!” Terry said. “What Judy
does from now on is none of your
business.”

REGORY GAVE them all an
angry look, put on his hat, and
departed.

“Terry,” Judy whispered, “are you
in love with Mary? | saw
you. . . she said. . .”

“Never mind what you saw, or what
she said. Mary knows I'm in love
with you. | told her tonight. Judy,
darling, how do you feel about me?”

“l feel like my heart will burst
wide open unless you Kkiss me.”

He scooped her up in his rms and
kissed her. Judy knew that this was
the fortune she had come to New York
to find.

(THE END)
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Julie disliked Mike, so she
entered him in the Herald
"Bream Man" contest
When he won, things really
began to happen!

LICIA, Julie’s roommate,
A shouted down the stair-well,

“A  letter from Ronnie; a
thick one.”

Julie took the next twelve steps in
high, because Ronnie’s letters from
overseas had been painfully thin of
late. It wasn’'t Ronnie’s fault. He
wrote reams in his beautiful fine pen-
manship, on both sides of the paper.
But the censor went through Julie’s
love letters like a bulldozer. The lacy
remains were no good at all.

She was Dbreathless when she
dropped on the studio couch in the
modest apartment. Her bronze hair
spread like a russet fan against the
turquoise cushion. Small and deli-
cately formed with hazel eyes and a
humorous mouth, she didn't exactly
look like a newspaper woman who
was on her way to the top. The
“Shopping with Julie” column had
caught on. By the time the war was
won, she’d be a featured writer or
something, and Ronnie would be
proud of her. They weren’t really en-
gaged, but Ronnie wrote intimate, ex-
citing letters that fairly breathed of
such an outcome of their friendship.

Alicia tactfully withdrew to the

By
Kathryn
Keeley



72

tiny kitchen. Julie could smell the
ham and eggs and potatoes, Alicia’s
specialty. Not a particularly roman-
tic atmosphere for one of Ronnie’s
perfect love letters. Ronnie could say
“l love you” a thousand ways with-
out repeating himself.

Julie felt a delirious tremor as she
tore open the envelope. The letter
said—

Somewhere in England

Dear Bunny;,—

You wanted my photograph
an.l here it is. | hope you aren’t
disappointed that I'm no Apollo.
I have only one picture, a little
the worse for wear. | could use
a dozen more. Although | have
never met you, we have some
swell pow-wows in the long
nights.

Don’t laugh, but I'm one of
those slow retiring guys. Girls
never look at me. | don't know
how to write a sugar letter. |
should have plenty of experience
for | am the camp censor and the
drivel that runs from the pens of
some of the boys is sickening. |
can't believe men actually write
that stuff so it must be a code of
some sort.

I'm hoping you like me, Bun-
ny, enough to write often. |
don’'t get any letters.

Mike Jamieson,
U. S. Air Force

Capt.

ULIE almost missed the Post-

script. It was at the bottom of

the page, in neat block printing
love you.”

Alicia stuck her sleek dark head
in the door. “As good as you expect-
ed? Is Rennie still in England?”

Julie looked up blankly. “It isn’'t
to me. It is for someone named Bun-
ny, although the envelope is ad-
dressed in Ronnie’s hand. Captain
Mike Jamieson must have gotten the
letters mixed.” <

Alicia curled up beside her with
the sheet, while Julie worked on the
knots in the string around the tissue
wrapped picture. It was postcard
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size, which gave the letter its mis-
leading weight. A slow, outraged an-
ger was growing inside her,

“Mike Jamieson is the censor who
has been mutilating Ronnie’s letters,"
she raged. “He is too stupid to under-
stand a real love letter, but he cer-
tainly gropes around trying to 'write
one himself. Code! No wonder girls
don’t write to him. He must have a
pitch-black soul.”

Alicia dropped the letter on the
table. “ ‘P, S. | love you.’ that's cute.
Well, let’s see what shy Romeo looks
like.”

Julie let her struggle with the
string. She cried, stricken.

“That means Bunny somebody
probably has Ronnie’s letter. She’s
getting all thrilled over words that
were meant for me. Oh, | could mur-
der that Jamieson!”

“Take it easy, Julie. The last one
from Ronnie all Mike left was ‘the
weather is rotten.’ I'll bet any girl by
the name of Bunny isn’t interested in
the weather.”

Julie’s loafer shoes dropped with a
bang, no louder than the clatter with-
in her. “1'd like to do something to
him. Report him, or boil him in oil.”
She rummaged in her purse for a
cigarette. It didn’'t relieve her feel-
ings any that she found none. “Ron-
nie’'s letters aren’t drivel. They are
sweet—."”

Alicia whistled appreciatively.
“Not bad,” and passed the shy Mike
over to Julie.

Even to her prejudiced gaze Mike
was special. Close-cropped wavy dark
hair, friendly eyes, either blue or
«gray, a stubborn chin and a smile that
went right through her.

“Can’t compare to Ronnie,” she de-
cided loyally, eyeing the picture with
an active dislike. “Nobody v/rites to
him. I'll fix that. I'll enter him in the
Herald’s contest “My Dream Man”
with a little tip Mike is terribly lone-
ly. Every girl in town will write a
sympathetic note.”

“l thought you had entered Ron-
nie.”

Julie smiled ruefully, “Not yet. |
don’'t want the she-wolves howling
over his picture.”

Alicia shrugged, “1 wouldn’t mind
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sending Mike a few bon mots my-
self.”

“Julie’s eyes narrowed. “So will I,
only I'll dip my typewriter ribbon in
arsenic.”

Propping the picture against a vase
of daffodils, she cried, “There,
Dream Man, we’ll see if you can take
it.”

Mike went right on smiling and his
blue-or-gray eyes had an annoying
way of following her around the
room while the green ruffled pina-
fore covered the tailored blouse and
beige gabardine skirt. Julie let a
scornful smile curl her lips. Captain
Mike was going to get his and good!”

rg"HE NEXT day Mike's picture
M and blank naming Julie Westcott
his sponsor, went on the top of the
huge pile growing on Jim Hayden’s
desk. Jim was handling the contest
of the Philadelphia Herald and circu
lation was a skyrocket.

“Nice-looking lad,” Jim said.
“Thought Ronald Evans, the Her-
ald’s cub reporter, was your dish.”

Julie colored. “He is. Mike is just
a friend and lonely. Kind of shy, not
the Casanova type. | thought it would
be a good way to interest the women
readers. Maybe they would write
him, send him cookies and things. |
know Mike would reply.”

“A face like that shouldn’t be lone-

Julie’s ’'phone was ringing. He
called after her, “Don’t forget if he
wins, you’ll have to do the honors.
Take him night-clubbing, paint the
town red at our expense.”

Her heart gave an uneasy lurch.
Mike wouldn’'t win.

“He’s in England,” she returned.

“When he comes back then.”

Julie picked up the receiver and
jotted down the tip on the sale of
costume jewelry rather distractedly.
If Mike won, he'd insist on Bunny
accompanying him. Imagine having a
name like Bunny! And Mike talked
to her in the dark. He hadn’t met her,
yet he loved her. The boy needed ed-
ucating all right.

That thought quieted her con-
science a few days later when the
evening edition of the newspaper ap-
peared on the streets. Mike’s picture

smiled at her. She read that the lone-
ly captain would welcome V-mail,
and would answer anyone who cared
to write him. Julie bubbled with
laughter. It was better than she ex-
pected.

On the EIl, her triumph mounted.
The women passengers were devour-
ing Mike. They could hardly wait to
get home to write to him. Alicia was
right. There was an irresistible at-
tractiveness about his rugged fea-
tures.

Alicia, in a red robe, greeted Julie
at the door. “I don’t want any din-
ner. Give me his address, Julie. I'm
going to buy Mike a pipe and | don’t
want to send it to the Herald.”

Julie dropped the groceries on the
table. “What are you talking about?”

“Mike Jamieson! Isn’'t he divine?
I cut out his picture. He looks so
wistful and wonderful, enough to
tear your heart right out.”

Julie shook the red-robed shoul-
ders in exasperation. “l think he is
nuts. You are crazy. All the glittery-
eyed gals on the El are goofy. Mike
Jamieson is just a nosy old censor
who—"

Glaring, Alicia shook herself free.
“A letter came from your precious
Ronnie, a fat one,” She slammed the
bedroom door.

“More pictures to Bunny, I'll bet.”

Julie was wrong. It was Ronnie at
his flowery best, not a line deleted.
He rambled, he quoted Browning. Ju-
lie read it twice without making
much sense out of it. Now there was
a letter Mike should have censored!
The simplicity of Mike’s “P. S. | love
you” popped into her mind.

Through the panelling she called,
“I'm sorry Alicia. I'll take back ev-
erything | said because Mike let a
letter come through from Ronnie un-
scathed.”

More silence.

Julie cajoled, “You have to eat
somewhere, so why not with me? If
Mike wins the contest, you can be his
official hostess.”

The door was flung wide. “Can |
wear your pink net?” Alicia demand-
ed, goodnatured again.

“Gosh, if it isn’'t in ribbons by that
time! The boy is in England, remem-
ber.”
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“l can't eat here, Julie. | do have a
date.”

Alicia hadn't been gone five min-
utes when the buzzer sounded. Julie
unlatched the downstairs door with-
out question, thinking Alicia had re-
lented. Julie detested eating alone.

O JULIE draped over the ban-
ister, it was a long pair of khaki

legs mounting the stairs. Her heart

rose on the thought of Ronnie, then
fell again. Ronnie was olond, rather
slight and far away. These shoulders
were as broad as a football player.
Her heart stopped beating entirely
for the face floating up from the dim
hallway belonged to Mike Jamieson.

She felt all gone inside, thinking
he was going to demand an explana-
tion of the picture in the Herald.
Could he send her to Moyamensing
Prison for printing it without his
consent? She shivered.

His deep resonant voice asked,
“Are you Miss Westcott?” He used a
warm, heart-catching smile. He
couldn’'t be furious and still smile.

A relieved sigh escaped her.
“Won’'t you come in?” She hoped he
didn’'t notice the nervous squeak in
her voice.

“l don’t want to trouble you,” he
grinned.

Julie stared frankly. The photo-
graph didn’'t do him justice, she de-
cided. His eyes were indigo, framed
with laugh lines. There was a little
cleft in his chin that she wanted to
touch. She had the impression he
would give off sparks of magnetism
if she obeyed the impulse.

Abruptly, Julie snapped out of it.
She was getting as silly as Alicia.
“What can | do for you?” her man-
ner decidedly chilly.

Mike fumbled with his cap. “I'm
Mike Jamieson,” he told her, “lately
with the same outfit as a friend of
yours, Ronald Evans.”

She nodded. “Ronnie has spoken
highly of you,” and sat down quick-
ly at the unexpected lie.

Mike looked surprised. “Has he?
I'm glad he has mentioned me be-
cause l've done an embarrassing
thing. I've put a personal letter in

(Continued On Page 78)



THIS MIRACULOUS TIME SAVING

SLIDE RULEA FREE

Become a MATH WSwwdt Get toe R I# Answer? in a Flasfc WTHtaaffaBer
or PA#*»al M Wiimit W ¥»f, SettMK. CUBE, EXTRACT

S9VAB8JE AND CUBE ROOTS AS EAST AS Pit!

Method Teaches yotiS
AR e 7 QSS@
ey ?ﬁg

Rush coupon—tlioro_are_ limited” copies |Iue"to"paDOP

FREE GIFT COUPON

KENMCmE_PUBLISHING COMPANY
Debt. B- 88 220 Fifth Avenue, New York City * 0
Rush to athematics Made SipiBle" with my m
FREE SLIDE RULE GIFT, carrvinff Cgseﬂ( .antff«O
added section “How to Use the Slide £f 1 Will
deposit With postman on delivers $1.9B8blti& pofit*i
age. If not satisfied within 5 trays | can return
hook for refund,
kua
..(if any). .
Check here if ‘Wish to ~save postage by en-
closlngjonlx ft.90 wi~fcoupom ’\a/l

ada Order—No Of0/O0.—Send 92.50.



LET& GET THEADMRAL HIS HORSE/

Admiral Halsey has his
eye on a fine white horse
called Shirayuki.

Some time ago, at apress
conference, he expressed
the hope that one day soon

Official U. S. Navy Photo he could ride it.

The chap now in Shirayuki's saddle is Ja-
pan’s Emperor—Hirohito.

He is the ruler of as arrogant, treacherous,
and vicious a bunch of would-be despots as
this earth has ever seen.

The kind of arrogance shown by ToJo—who

was going to dictate peace from the White

House ... remember?

Well, it's high time we finished this whole busi-
ness. High time we got the Emperor off his
high horse, and gave Admiral Halsey his ride.

The best way for us at home to have a hand
in this clean-up is to support the 7th War Loan.

It’'s the biggest loan yet. It's two loans in
one. Last year, by this time, you had been
asked twice to buy extra bonds.

Your personal quota is big—bigger than ever
before. So big you may feel you can't afford it.

But we can afford it—if American sons,
brothers, husbaiids can cheerfully afford to die.

AU OUTFOR THEMIGHTY 7 * WAR LOAH

COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, Inc,

This is an official V.S. Treasury advertisement— prepared under auspices ot
Treasury Department and War Advertising Council



IS THE KEY TO YOUR PERSONALITY. LET AN
KXPERt GRAPHOLOGIST ~ ANALYZE YOUR
HANDWRITING, OR THAT OF YOUR LOVED
ONE. Send a sam le of writing and one
lar to NICK BERCOVICI, jox 3207
Christ!, Texa«.

Long

dol- R
Kleberg Station,

emethod of

health!
harm ful

drugs.

Corpus

Remarkable Treatment for

“1E N wSi*

From Lack of Hormone*
GET NEW LEASE

ON LIFE
EHRESR 25 ISAAADUAR
TONC HGHLY REGARDED

For those men who »re older, whose
functions become slu?]glsh and helps
them to re-establish eir capacity for
enjoyment, Rx 205 tablets may multi-
ply the vim and xest and enjoyment
you once knew. Your whole approach
and attitude toward life may Improve
with Rx 205. Now it is possible for
middle-aged adults again to enjoy the
same S%mt vitality, and pleasures that
made their youth a thing to remember.
Added years need not subtract from
your pleasures when you use Rx 205,
Do not delay—Let life be?ln today—by
sending $2.00 for 100 Tablets— or "$5.00

for 200 Tablets. (No C. O. D’s, please.)
P. S.—Beware oftimitations. Come in
or send for original Rx 205 Tablets.

MARKET HEALTH DIST. GO.
1420 G feteiflf St.
FKilct, 2 Pa,

CR&ZER .ARCADL
Dept. PA.®,

[BRED v

RETAIN FULL Vigor and Health While
the POUNDS of UGLY fAI Disappear!

awaited«—here at
removing ugly
By the VIBRED method you lose weight naturally.
eat most everything you like ., but NOT In fat

SKIP NO MEALS. VIBRED Vitamin and Min.

You

producing quantities.
eral Tablets help you maintain your FULL vigor and vitality while reduc

ing.

IPs as simple as thatl

You

last —is a scientifically proved,
fat without the slightest loss of vitality or

absolutely safe

You use NO

ABSOLUTELY HARMLESS

The VIBRED method gets results quickly,

surely and safely. YOU MUST SEE SLEN.
DERfZING, BEAUTIFYING RESULTS
THE FIRST WEEK N>r
MONEY BACK. VIBRED Tablets are sold
with a Money-Back Cuarantee. Get started

NOW on tills easy SAFE plod for reducing.

you

VIBRED VITAMIN AND
MINERAL TABLETS
CONTAIN

VITAMINS A, BI, B2, D
and Cc and the essential

YOUR

MINERALS! Iron, Calci-
um, Phosphorus.
MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!
63, Rugby Sta., Brooklyn 3, N.Y., Dp? DAS

VIBIIED,

Inc,

P.O .Box

Kindly send me your Vihred method of reducing which Includes a
fifteen day supply of Vibred Vitamin Capsules and Mineral Tablets.

Q Enclosed find £2.00.
P Send C.O0.D.

If not

satisfied,

be refunded.

NAVE

1 will

will

77

Send postpaid.
pay postman $2,00 plus postage.

unused portion and my $2.00 will

CITY



PtJLVEKX
FLEA POWDER

100* SATISFACTION
OR MONir BACK

PICTURE
RING $1.

Exquisite Onsyxfllko Picture Ringl
any photo4 Send Ho Moneys Mail i -—--—-—- -
strip tor ring size. Pay postman only $1.00 pins post*
B Hand tinted 26c extra. Photo returned with ring,
n « hack guarantee Send photo and ring sire now

PORTRAIT RINQ CO.. Ppt. K-45, Cincinnati, O,
BOOK SHOWS HOW YOU CAN HAVE

A BEAUTIfUl USB NOSE

iHobody today need go through life handicapped by a
itmdly shaped nose, disfigured features or blemishes.
In YOUR MEW FACE IS YOUR FOR-

TUNE, afamous Plastic Surgeon shows

tiow simple corrections *'re-model” tha

unbeauti‘'ful nose, take years off N

mthe prematurely aged face. Yours, flu j

9 poatpoid, In plain wrapper—only J

(FRANKLIN HOUSE, Qeet BW, Phils.Pa. Dspl s-D

MEM&M&ES » home SIM r

Step up your own skill with the facts and figures of your

trade. Audels Mechanics Guidos contain Practical Inside
Trade Information in a handy form. Fully Illustrated and
Fasy to Understand. Highly Endorsed. Check the book
you want for 7 days’ Free Examination. Send No Money.
® Nothing to pay postman. 0O Refrigeration 54 « 00 Radio 54
O Pumps & Hydraulics S4 « O Machinist 84 « 0O Diesel 82
O PlumbersSC ©DShipfitterSl »O WeldersS| s0Auto$4
O Mathematics 52 e O Electricity 84 ©O Carpenters 86

0O Marine S4 « O BlueprintS2 « O SheetMetalSl,

9 If satisfied you pay only §1 a month until price Is paid.

AUDEL, Publishers, Dw. Zst., New Yorh

N.Y.

FRH! BASSE SUPPLIES
) Club Furniture - Counter
SWVS Games  Punchboards -
Magic C'.rds Readers, Read
BLUE BOX the backs < Inks ¢ Daubs *
Poker Chips - Tops Flats «
- CAIAG5 Layouts < Game poxts.
K. C. CARD CO. 1216, W. Wk«iLIn*lon Bfvd.. CKk»jo 7, IH

ICompleteKOIYIE-STUDYCouisesand

Belf-instruction textbooks, slightly

used. Rented,Bold,exchanged. Ailsub-

jects. Satisfaction guaranteed. Cash

paid for used courses. Full details and

100-page illustrated bargain catalog

NcLbuii CU Vabash Av., Dept. 2*52 Chicago 4, IIl.

DETECTIVES

TRAINING — SECRET INVESTIGATIONS —
PRINTS— Easy Mothod. Short Time.

FINGER
By Former Gov't.

Detective—Rewards Home—Travel—Secret Code Booklet

FREE WRITE.
TEM, 1701-E

INTERNATIONAL.
Monroe St., N E.,

DETECTIVE
W ashington, D.

MASCOT SUBE RULE

Fits the pocket. Quickly solves any problem In
multiplication, division, proportion. Gives the
square, tho square root, logarithm and recipro-
cals of all numbers. Trig scales give sines and
tangents of numbers. Fine black graduations on
white celluloid. Complete with instructions. In
fabrkoid case $1.00, In leather case $1.25.
Money back If not satisfied. Special offer to
agents and dealers,
MONITOR SLIDE RULE
Diameter. Made in white Vinyllte. Same scales as *a
r bléscot Slide  Rule. Complete with instructions. |
Without case, $2.95 g
Leatherette case 75c additional

SYS-

[¢]

TAVELLA 8ALE8 CO., 25-PK West Broadway, New York 7, N. Y.

78

GAY LOVE

(Continued From Page 74)
the wrong envelope. | thought it
might have come to you.”

He looked young and helpless and
her heart wavered, until she recalled
the remains of many letters he had
poked in the right envelope.

Her silken eyebrows arched. “Was
it a business letter?”

“Not exactly,” he assured her, his
cheek bones reddening. “Just a
friendly letter and my picture. |
checked with the boys and they gave
me the addresses of the people to
whom they had written. I've just ar-
rived in this country on a furlough,
and came here first. | don't know
how the mistake could have hap-
pened, except | was called away from
my desk and when | returned, | hur-
ried too much.”

“Oh.” In spite of her efforts to
keep a disinterested poise, Julie’s
eyes danced. “No one wants a love
letter to go astray.”

“Then you didn't get
looked crushed.

“Does it matter so much? You can
always have another photo taken.”
She kept her mockery out of her
voice by a miracle.

“Sure, but-—you see this girl means
a lot to me. I wanted things to go
right and then | do a fool thing—"

“Now don’'t you worry,” Julie
cooed. “I'll help you. | work for a
newspaper and | know the sort of let-
ters a girl wants. You can make it
very ardent—"

“l don’'t know her very well.”

“Then be restrained, and she'll
read into it all the wonderful things
you wanted to say and were afraid
to.”

“Okay,” he said relieved,
pretty swell to me.”

it?” He

“You're

ULIE sat at the spinet desk, a
little ashamed. He was so trust-

ing and eager and anxious to please

Bunny, She hoped Bunny was worth
it.

She chewed the end of the pen-
holder, feeling his admiring gaze on
her slim back, on the bronze hair that
curled under like a shimmering bell.
One of those funny little sparks ig-
nited. a series of little flames in her
wrists.

(Continued On Page 80)
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GAY LOVE

(Continued From Page 78)
“What is her name?” she demanded

swiftly.

Startled, he asked, “Is that neces-
sary?”

“How can | begin?”

“How does Ronnie begin with
you?”

Ink spattered in a cloudburst on
the white paper. She almost choked
“You should know,” Instead she said
primly, “Dearest.”

Mike brought his chair closer until
she could feel his breath on her
cheek, “I like to make up my own
names. How about, ‘Dear little cup-
cake'?”

With a determined air Julie closed
the desk. “I think it would be better
to write the letter after the photo is
taken. There is a good place two
blocks over on Chestnut Street.”

His pleasant face was crestfallen,
“I'll never find it. Flyers get dizzy in
crowds.”

She gave him a level look. It might
be true. “All right, I'll be your
guide.” Her mocking smile covered
the thought of how dizzy he would
really be when the V-mail shower be-
gan.

“You're wonderful.” He gave her
another of those potent grins, 'dis-
turbing, thrilling.

Walking beside Mike, listening to
him, she was compelled to revise
some of those acid thoughts she had
distilled about him. He was frank, di-
rect, down-to-earth. He must have a
line. All servicemen on furlough had
a de-luxe one, but Mike didn't use
his. She didn't know whether to be
provoked or flattered.

The woman photographer enjoyed
working with Mike. She said he was
a natural. Mike said Julie was a nat-
ural and he couldn’'t pose properly
without her. Before she realized it,
Julie was blinking into a camera, pro-
file, full face, smiling with Mike at
her side. It was nil very gay and Ju-
lie found herself laughing without
restraint, as if Mike was the best
fun in the world.

When they learned it would take
several hours for the negatives to be
developed, Mike steered her into a
restaurant bright with neon signs.

(Continued On Page 82)
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(Continued From Page 80)
The food was good. The juke bos
played her favorite tunes. Just to
look at Mike, you'd know he would
dance with effortless ease, as if the
music was in his shoes. He had a lit-
tle step that was super.

She hadn't realized how much she
had missed dancing, just solid danc-
ing. Ronnie always talked and be-
came so lost in words, he missed his
steps.

Mike hardly said a word. By adroit
questioning she drew from him he
was from a barren New England
coast town, that his father was a cap-
ta-1 on a freighter that had been tor-
pedoed. Mike should have followed
the sea, but the Army Air Force
seemed quicker. He wasn't sorry. His
plane the “Holy Mackerel” had
chalked up fifty missions all told.
Julie listened, wide-eyed, finding it
increasingly difficult to hold tight to
the wrath she had stored up for him.

N THE way back to the photog-
rapher’s, a light spring rain
spattered their faces. They ran
shelter, Julie’'s small hand lost in his.
The streets were dark, deserted,
shimmering with the wet glow from
the arc lights. Excitement was a
breathless lump in her throat.

Abruptly Mike paused in the mid-
dle of the pavement under a street
lamp. He tipped her chin, chuckling,
“No June moon, no heady scent of
jasmine blossoms. | have a feeling we
don’t miss the beauty. It will be in-
side us wherever we are.”

Some deep urgency within him
reached out and Julie moved into his
arms in a kind of sweet paralysis.
His eyes were brighter than flames.
She could see the little cleft in his
chin, hear the ragged intake of his
breath. Her upturned face was wet,
but her lips were suddenly warming,
yielding under his. Then she was
whirling in a rosy cloud, with all the
bands in the world playing.

Then Mike scooped her up and ran
to an awning. He placed her on the
wooden newsstand, his movements
brusque yet gentle, as if she were
fragile and precious.

“You do like me a little, Julie?”
he asked anxiously.

for



DON'T CENSOR MY LOVE!

“Oh, Mike—" she paused while the
wild beats of her heart crowded her
chest.

She was still reeling in an unbe-
lievable wonder when the youngster
lounging against the dark window
came to life. He stared at them curi-
ously, and Julie straightened, trying
to look dignified on her perch.

The boy muttered, “Gee!” and
pulled a newspaper from the bunch
under his arm. “So you're Dream
Man! You don’t look so lonely to me,
Captain.”

Julie stiffened. It was as if every
bit of her was slowly freezing. She
had forgotten the contest, Ronnie, ev-
erything. She had been too busy fall-
ing in love with Mike.

Mike, with an impatient gesture,
was thrusting a coin in the lad’s hand,
and waited until the small fellow had
scampered off. Then he opened the
newspaper which the newsboy had
given him. For an endless eternity
Mike faced his picture. Julie slid to
the pavement, white and shaken.
She wished she had prepared him for
this.

“l didn't mean it, Mike. It was a
silly thing to do. | enetered your pic-
ture in the contest—"

“1 can’'t see very well in this light,”
Mike said tonelessly, and moved to
the doorway of the next store. She
had the sudden fantastic notion he
was stepping out of her life. The
night was very still except for the
weary drop of the rain on the awn-
ing and the dull leaden beat of her
heart.

Mike folded the paper. His mouth
was grave, liis whole manner with-
drawn. “My Dream Man! It proves
one thing. You did get my letter.”

She was fluttering inside. “Of
course. It came in Ronnie’s envelope.
I thought it would be a good joke on
you to enter it.”

“I'd be proud if you really meant
it. 1t makes me sound an awful fool.
As if I'm too much of a dope to get a
girl of my own. Do you think 1'd ad-
vertise a thing like that, no matter
if 1 didn’t know a soul in the world?”

“I'm sorry,” she said in a small de-
feated voice.

“I'll bet you are! You've taken a

"You Must Have Spent
Years m Shorthand"
"No, | learned in 6 WEEKS!"'

H IOU employer laughed. Surely you don’'t expect me to be-
lieve that you gained your present speed and accuracy In
only six weeks. Why—a great many of our stenographers
have studied shorthand for ten months or a year or more

and still they don't do any better than you.”

“Shorthand written with symbols takes many months to learn,
Mr, Walters. Speedwriting uses the A, B. C.'s, which makes learn-
ing so simple ... "

“ Speodwrlting? What's that?'*

6or answer the girl handed the big business man her notebook.

“Why this is remarkable. Miss Baker.

Easy Shorthand It is in simple A. B. C.'sI”

for Adults “Yes, surely, That's how 1 learned
tor Office Dictation 't so quickly.  Anyone can learn Speed-
Lecture Notes writing. There are only a few easy rules,

" There are no hooka or curves: every ‘char-

F'el_d Notes acter’ you .use is a letter you already
Reading Notes know—one that your hand needs no special

Telephone Notes
Minutes ot Meetings
Personal Memos
Drafts ot Letters
Outlines of Speeches
Private Reminders
and a thousand other

training to make,”

“We**, Chat's the most remarkable thing
1 ever heard of. 1 could use that myself
at board meetings and a dozen other places.
You can write it rapidly, too!”

“One boy 1 know who studied Speed-
writing in his own home took dictation at

ime-savil the rate of 100 words a minute after only
time-saving - uses. 15 houri of study.”

Be Ready for a Job in WiSKS
instead of Months—Learn at Home!

Used in Civil Service and Leading
Corporations, from Coast to Coast

SURPRISINGLY LOW COST

Hundreds of leading Colleges, High Schools and Business School!
teach -Speedwrlting in one-fourth the time it usually takes to learn
conventional shorthand.

Thousands of shorthand writers have saved time and effort by
studying this marvelous new system which may be written with a
pencil or on a typewriter; can be learned at home in a short timo
at very low cost; is accurate, and can be written with amazing
rapidity.

Mail” the coupon for illustrated book and special low price offer.

SCHOOL of SPEEDWRITING, Inc.
HwW. 42d St, Dept. 740/, N. Y. IS, N. Y.
4 School ofSpeedwriting, Inc. R

You may send me the free book describing the home ®

J 55 W. 42nd St., Dept. 7407, N, Y. 18, N. Y. |
]
] course inSpeedwriting without obligation on my part, =
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SAFE— EASY— SIMPLE
NO FUSS— SO BOTHER

MEN— YOU oan always Iess llka lost atepeD
dot of tha talsr ahop. l\mlko ycn fast
tune from the fcesety op

TRIM ?/oor hair “looking fresh ent ana i
lookiop ot al B!EST EVERY BAY.

LOOK YOUR rim
somfi at thé same time—says harder bl||S Mother
or Bad cad trim or eul the halt on ther own
ehlldron with this sew, mcdera Invention—a>so
exesllent for sse_on lejs and unite arms, 00
not delay—Send Today—*1.00 for oonplete set,
Ineloding five blades.

Phlla. Merchandise Mart, Dept.AO-8
Croier Arcade, 1420 Che*Inui;St.
Philadelphia 2. Pa.

Do You Want the MAGIC FORMULA for
Personal POWER?

Do you want to make Big Money? Do you

wa&nt the love of another? Do you want to win

in whatever you do? Do you want to be

envied, admired? Thousands of people have

learned to command this Power. You can do

bo too! | have a sealed book for you—It tells

yqu the Secret in plain talk. Don't efivy

otheis Who, enjoy all the good things in life.

These thing's can be yours, | personally

GUARANTEE SATISFACTION or 1 will refund your money.
Send me your name and address today. When the postman brings
your- book ofr Magic Power, pay only $1 plus -postage, or send $L
now and I'll pay postage. Do it tftnv! Power is waiting to work
for youu GUIDANCE HOUSE, Dept. N8, Box 201, Times Square
Staffbn, Nbw York 18, New York.

PILES

Let us telLyou of a-enild, pain-
less-, low cost Home-treatment perfected
by Dr. O. A. Johnson,'tfor28 years Head
physician of'one”l-Amejlca’'sFinest Rec-
tal ClinicsypheretHonsandso f cases’have
been successfully treated Write toaay for Free
Trial Offer. No obligation. Addiress JOHNSON
RECTAL CLINIC, Desk 612, Kansas City, Mo.

ASTHMA

Do you suffer from asthmg, paroxysms, coughlng,
wheezing, gasping? WRITE QUICK' for FREE
SAMPLE of PENTAICAPS — New-mgdern-satisfying
relief. Fiye active Ingredients compounded by as
Registered Pharmacist* Send 10c tO' cover Postage
and handling. CROTONA PHARMACAD CO., 1725
Fulton Ave, New Ytfi*x 57, N. Y.

S 7— FREE SAMPLE------oeemeeeeeee —

UNDRESSES*, -

Imaglne mn 10 selected dresses for only $3,251 To?I
values, mar in style, pattem and material.

dres% pressed cleane ‘ready to wear. Assorted colors
and materials. Sizes up to 38. Larger slzeS o for $3,00;
Send 50c;deposit, balance C, 0. D: B osta? Satis-
ffactllon guaranleed Manv other bargains for entire
ami

Free Catalog

ECONOMY MAIL ORDER HOUSE
893 Grand St,, PgpL DAG, New York 2, N. Y.

Most all Playing Cards are
marked in making. TEIX
ANY CARD FROM BACK.
*Send $1.00 for Key-marks for
TEN different populaV decks with -
complete instructions. No Gam-
blers,
THE TELLURIUM CO.
Box 678-DA Wallace, ldaho
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letter and picture that I meant for
the girl | love and put them in a
newspaper for anyone to grin over.
You've lied, strung me along, making
me believe you were trying to be
helpful, while you were laughing at
me. What have | ever done to you?
Boy, oh boy, Nature plays some fun-
ny tricks! A girl as lovely as you
could turn out so cruel, so heartless.”
“Mike, | didn’t mean—"

“You knew | was crazy about some-
one that I've kept in my dreams, but
you made a bashful Romeo out of me
for a million readers to giggle over.”

E STOOD close beside her, not
touching her, but his sup-

pressed violence was as if he were

shaking her fiercely. Then his tone
altered, became Kkinder, “Was it a
case of holding your job? Did your
paper insist that you enter a pic-
ture?”

“No, no.” She moistened her lips.
“It was because Ronnie’s letters were
censored so much. | thoughi”it would
be a good return to you—" the words
trailed off at the slate gray gaze.

“Apparently you don’t realize there
is a reason for censoring.”

“Oh, | do, but Ronnie—" A new
fear struck her. Was Ronnie drop-
ping vital information carelessly?

“I'm wondering what Ronnie will
think of the Dream Man contest.”

Julie swallowed, “He needn’'t know
anything about it.”

“You don’'t think you could keep
it quiet! Hometown newspapers
have a way of catching up with
G. I.’s”

She lifted her chin. “I'll tell Ron-
nie. He’ll understand | only wanted
to get back at you—”

“For doing my job?” he asked quiz-
zically.

“For being so painfully efficient.”

“Okay, baby, if you want to take
my personal life and make it public
property, | won't complain. But
you'll share the burden,”

She looked at him dazed. “How can
I share it?”

“You offered to write a letter to my
girl. You can handle any correspon-
dence that flows in.”

“1 will not,” she flared.
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“l think you will. Make the an-

swers gushing.”

Their eyes met and held. Julie’s
heart jerked and began to pound with
such violence she could scarcely talk.
Under the violence was a miserable
forlorn feeling. There was a girl in
Mike’s dreams, Bunny. He had kissed
Julie because he was so grateful that
she was going to help him. On im-
pulse Julie had returned his kiss, but
something had happened, and she was
fathoms deep in love. Mike Jamieson
was not going to learn of it. She
would get over it, if she had to pull
her heart up by the roots.

Over her shoulder, she drawled, “It
was nice meeting you, Dream Man.
I’'ll see you in the funnies.” Her
laughter sounded quite gay coming
from a closed throat.

“I'll walk back with you,” Mike re-
turned,

But Julie was racing along the
gleaming sidewalks. A trolley had
stopped at the crossing and she was
inside before she knew where it was
bound.

For the next few days, Jim Hayden
sent Julie hourly bulletins of the vot-
ing for her Dream Man candidate,
thinking he was doing her a favor.
Everyone learned Mike was Julie’s
entry and joked with her because she
had kept such a prize package under
cover. Until she could have shrieked
with the nervous tension.

She told Alicia all about Mike's
visit. Alicia insisted that Mike be
brought to the apartment for dinner,
and accused Julie of being a dog in
the manger. It was a dreadful three
days. Julie’s eyes were smudged with
weariness. She was determined to get
Mike Jamieson out of her mind. She
re-read the remnants of Ronnie’s let-
ters. Ronnie was worth six Mike
Jamiesons. Ronnie called her a bisque
and russet flower, not a dear little
cup-cake. She didn’'t fool herself one
bit. She was hopelessly in love with
Mike.

HEN the official count was
recorded, Mike was acclaimed
the winner. Jim said, “I

have to cable him. It will give him a

lift to know some day he has a swell
time waiting for him,”

guessAPPRIss

MAKE THIS
TEST NOW!

Clasp hands over ab-
domen, fingers inter-
locked — then raise
and press gently. The
Commander does this
—makes you feel bet-
ter!

LOOK SLIMMER

Brace back and front
—Improves your ap-
pearance — makes
elothes fit smartly!

Now you get sensational
results — at once — with
the new

COMMANDER
SUPPORTER

Don't let them talk about
your "Bay Window"

stay slenderized with
this amazing tree-action,
ever comfortable, sup-
porter belt! Once you
try it, you'll never be
without the Commander.

"THE INTER-
LOCKING HANDS”
The Sensational
NEW PRINCIPLE

Of Abdominal Support

Sturdy, porous fabric is BUILT
IN with the special stretch
weave of the Commander tor
EXTRA DOUBLE SUPPORT
across the abdomen. Instantly
the Commander flattens your
"corporation"—no binding, no
riding, no sagging! Send for
this famous all-purpose sup-
porter belt today! No buckles,
laces or straps.

TRY IT 10 DAYS
At Our Expense

Do this today) Send the cou-
pon—wear A Commander for
TEN DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE
—and ii you do not get all
the results you expect, return it
and YOUR MONEY WILL BE
REFUNDED promptly.

Ward Green Company, Dept. T-458
113 W 57th Street, New York 19, N. Y.

Send The Commander Supportei for Free Trial,
$2,98 plus postage. (Sizes 28 to 4?.)
1 may return It for refund.

My Waist Measures ....

NAME

I will pay postman
If not satisfied after 10 days
(funas 48 to 60, $8.98.)

My Height Is ........

If $9.98 1b enclosed with order, we nay postage charges.
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used with “Glamor-Figuf*' Formula i£ tfou grder NOWI JuFI g(?—
=L T e T T L --* ge, or send only

#¥tCollipkwa. ko LGy Aol (v Ly
GUARANTEE SA(ES. 20 Veeev St., Dent. 0-141. N.°Y, C. 7.
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Julie said faintly, “Mike is in
town. At least he was.”

“Why didn’t you say so? What ho-
tel?”

“l don’t know.”

“I'll find him. Letters are coming
in in bales. He’'ll want his mail.”

When Mike was finally located
Jim called to Julie, “Jamieson is on
his way here. He says to turn any-
thing over to you. You are his con-
fidential secretary,”

“Mike can answer his own love let-
ters,” she blazed, but no one paid any
attention to her.

Mike was ushered straight to her
corner when he reached the Herald.
Julie gazed helplessly at the stacks
of letters.

Mike slit open the flaps. “lI know a
way to stop all this,***he said as an-
other wire basket crammed to over-
flowing, joined the confusion.

Julie bit her lip. “If you can, U
believe anything is possible.

From his pocket he brought one of
the pictures they had taken. Was it
only the other night? It seemed cen-
turies. All at once Julie’'s eyes
blurred. The phot© was meant to be a
caricature. Mike standing stiffly
erect with his hand on Julie’s shoul-
der. She remembered in posing Mike
had donned a hang-dog look and she,
a fatuous grin. It didn't come out
that way at all. M]ke looked proud
and radiant, touched with love.

Mike offered calmly, “Your editor
could print this, sayiTig Dream Man
has found his mate.”

“You’'ll have a harder time explain-
ing it to—to Bunny.”

He shrugged, “We’ll
something.”

They worked in silence; Julie was
acutely conscious of Mike, his blue
eyes scanning each letter, his bold
scrawl giving a courteous reply.
Through lowered lashes, she watched
him while she addressed envelopes.
He should be conceited to know all
these girls found him attractive.
There was only one girl he wanted.

At this prolonged silence, Julie
looked up to find him tucking a vio-
let sheet under the pile. Julie simply
had to see that letter. When Jim
called Mike aside for a moment, it
was a small matter to find it. She

have to do
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only skimmed over the odd handwrit-
ing.
“Dearest—

I am sending this special deliv-
ery. | did not know you were in
this country until your picture
stared at me out of the news-
paper. I'm perfectly furious.
You promised to write to me, and
I have been waiting—"

“That one is from Bwnny,” Mike
said suddenly, appearing out of no-
where “I'll have to telephone her—”

She stared at him through a mist.
“Couldn’t | explain?” she asked hum-
bly. “It was my fault.”

“If you carry out your part to-
night, it will be enough. Jim tells me
we have a ringside table at a night
spot as a prize.”

“Oh, I'm not going. | promised
Alicia she could go. She is my room-
mate.”

Mike looked at her with frowning
eyes. “Still arranging things? Give
my regrets to Alicia. Tell her Julie
Westcott started this ball rolling and
Julie Westcott will be in on the fin-

How 1 Became

a Hotel Hostess

Patricia O'Connor Secures Posi*
ilon as Social Director, Though
Inexperienced In Hotel Work,
“Words Just can't tell how glad 1 am that 1 enrolled

For one reason,
long, the

for Lewis training a few months ago.
teaching 1s a most difficult task; the hours
work hard and the Income most uncertain. Soon after
graduating from the Lewis course, their Employment
Bureau placed me as Social Director of a beautiful New
York hotel. The work is enjoyable and | have a good
income. This is one business where you are not dropped
beoause you are over 40. I owe everything to Lewis
training.”

.Nelson

8?

ish. 1've given Hayden the picture of
us, so you'll have to be present to
bear out that fiction.”

He smiled then. It was like the sun
after a dark storm. “For the next cou-
ple of hours, Julie, practice looking
starry-eyed at me. Don’'t you think
you owe me that much? I'd like this
dream man thing to blow over as
soon as possible.”

T WASN'T difficult to look star-

ry-eyed when she was dressing

for Mike. The frock probably had
something to do with it. Chalk white
satin, artfully draped, backless, with
a little jacket embroidered in spark-
ling stones. It cost a hundred dollars
that had been saved to buy a trous-
seau if Ronnie should ever come
home. The smart Chestnut Street
shop had called suggesting that she
mention it in one of her columns but
Julie had bought it herself, her heart
galloping.

Her bronze hair lay in soft curls
about her shoulders, and her lips
were scarlet. Julie couldn’t stop the
radiant glow that was spreading

How | Stepped

info a BIO PAY Hotel lob

Davis, Newspaper Route
Now Assistant Manager, Al-
though He Knew Nothing About
Hotel Work.

Man,

"1 had nothing to look forward to but hard, monotonous
work, long hours, poor pay. Then | answered a Lewis
advertisement and shortly afterwards enrolled. Sooa
after graduation, the Lewis School placed me In a fine
Pennsylvania hotel. Later the manager asked me to go
to Miami to take a similar position. Now Assistant
Manager of the cafeteria of a large plant busily en-

gaged in war work. Lewis Training did it all,”

STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL POSITION

Well-paid, important positions and a sound
postwar future await trained men and women
in the hotel and institutional field. Lewis grad-
uates “making good” as managers, assistant
managers, executive housekeepers, hostesses
and in 55 other types of well-paid positions.
Previous experience proved unnecessary in
this business where you are not dropped be-
cause you are over 40. Your business, home,
professional or grade school background, plus
Lewis Training qualifies you at home in spare
time. FREE book describes this fascinating

field; explains how you are registered FREE

of extra cost in Lewis National Placement
Service. Mail coupon today!
! Lewis Hotel Tralnlng School ‘
i Room DP-2561 r/\ |
Washington 7, D. C. 29
Send me your Free Book. | want to know how to
a qualify for a well-paid position at home, In spare
[ tme
= Hire
Address
City .... State
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through her although Alicia was
grumpy, and didn’'t believe Mike had
insisted on Julie as his hostess.

\ﬁangrlleed fﬁesérttsoha‘gggrSg?\llslcenegvmhsléamr “It isn't as if Mike wants me,” she

jFDUire M ear It proudly Ifi honor of your man in ..
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EXETER HOUSE, Dept 6t*V, 3? E. iS> St., New York 3, N.Y. Ronnie all about it.”

Julie topped over a perfume bottle.
“Ronnie! Did you write him?”
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FREE
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IDEAL Ma,, ORDER CO., Dept. Ry Meet him. Julie lingered at the head

200 Thatford Ave. Brookyn 12, N, . of the stairs fearful Alicia might
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SONGWRITERS insulting. Mike had suffered enough.
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e Rt o A heets and Teorc, imahed: His blue eyes warmed as he mount-
Send your song material jfor 17 exdiigation gsm %a's ed the stairs. “If | were i poet, |'d
Beverly Hills, Calif. probably say you look like a prin-
cess out of a fairy tale book. Being
Mike Jamieson, I'll say you look su-
per. | couldn’'t even buy you flow-
ers. The Herald delivered a corsage
at the Ritz for you.”
Julie tucked her hand in his arm.
“Oh, Mike, let's call a truce for to-
night. 1've never been to the Ritz
Empire room. |I've never worn a
beautiful dress like this before. Ali-
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TAVELLA SALES CO., 25-PKA West Broadway, Now York 7. N. Y.

Julie held her breath, then said
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'Now at lost is revealed tbe truth that has only been hinted and rumored. Mrj
Robert Arndt, well known authority on Nazi Germany, has through painstaking'
research and secret sources amassed the true facts about Hitler's private life.)

NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED
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facts are now presented in this startling volume”
You will know exactly who Hitler knew and

t lust how well*

ACTUAL PHOTOGRAPHS

This book contains actual photo-
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who have been associated with
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documented book can now
bo yours absolutely free
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Dr. Kurt Krueger, Adolph Hitler's personal physician for more than 20 yean,
escaped to this country and now reveals all that ho knows of Hitler's depraved
body and soul. He tells for the first time Hitler's confidential confessions, his in-
human aberrations, his madness for power, his bloodlust, and the real reasons
for these horrible abnormalities. This great work has an introduction by Upton
Sinclair and has been hailed by leading newspapers. This is no ordinary book.
>It Is a clinical case history of Adolph Hiller, the madman who has brought so
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NEVER BEFORE SUCH A LITERARY lHIRACLE
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jworld in the hope that the truth about Killer will help destroy him* You must
read this book. Your family and friend*
should read it. Simply send the coupon
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GAY LOVE

(Continued From Page 88)
quickly, “Read it later. It might give
you a laugh.”

“1I'm sick of laughs. | didn’t realize
a simple mistake could cause so much
trouble.”

He means Bunny, Julie thought as
the car slid along a bright street. She
Wondered if he had explained every*
sthing to Bunny. She must be a stu-
pid goon not to believe him. A girl
by the name of Bunny must be too
frivolous to realize how wonderful
-Mike was. Simple, direct, tender. He
had fallen in love with a girl’'s pic-
ture and dreamed about her. Julie
.sighed thinly. She wished she were
Bunny. Ronnie meant a lot to her,
sbut she never felt sure of his flow-

ery phrases. She dismissed the
-thought as disloyal.
HEN they were in the lobby,
waiting for the elevator. From

b?iu& thrlIIEn%‘AJo their new iovfc LOVE ME 1» not Just an ordina

peYfflme. Love Me combiner gay ffcjf&Wxlors with the dream of Tootl behind a palm, a khaki ﬁgure came
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allows ho refusal. toward them, rather slight, blond,
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plus a few cehui postage. If not 1horough satisfied T will refund 2"
your money Immediately. Write now to yOU-
TRULOVE, Dept. VH. 72 Fifth Aw., Hew York 11, H. X. Julie’s heart tripped_ “Ronnie!”
Mike turned afound. “Hello,” his

mvoice noncommittal.

Mike guided Julie on the elevator,
.Ronnie squeezed in too. Drawing her
arm through his, Ronnie touched
,each finger tip in a caress.

“Alicia told me where to find you.
Just arrived this morning. You look
like an angel. I'll get you a green
orchid to match your eyes.”

“Sorry, the table is for
Mike’s voice was cool.

Julie swallowed, feeling torn. Mike
didn't have to be so rude. People
were staring curiously.

“Suits me,” Ronnie’'s voice was
edged. “You won’'t mind taking a
walk. Julie is my girl. Thanks for
taking care of her for a few days.
But I'm her Dream Man. So sorry,
please.”

The elevator stopped and Julie
was glad they were carried along by
the surging crowd. She paused by a
pillar, looking desperate.

“Ronnie, this night is Mike’s prize
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DON'T CENSOR MY LOVE!

Mike. Panic flooded through her.
They couldn’t have a scene here.

“Tell him, Mike,” she implored,
“tell him how it happened.”

Mike gave an infuriating smile.
“What is there to tell? Julie entered
my picture in My Dream Man con-
test. | knew she liked me a little, but
I had no idea—she’'s a pretty swell
gal, old man.”

Speechless, she stared at Mike.
How could he twist the situation to
suit his own ends? Now he was get-
ting back at her. There was a tense
waiting look about Mike she didn’t
understand.

Julie faced Ronnie.
were pinched with anger.

“l don't know what kind of dou-
ble-crossing this is,” Ronnie said
thickly.

“Double-crossing!” Mike repeated
the word like an ominous threat.

She was close to fainting but she
steadied herself. She put out a hand
and held tightly to Mike’s arm. Some-
how she felt she needed Mike close
beside her, steady, dependable Mike.

“How could Mike possibly double
cross you?” she asked faintly.

Ronnie hesitated. “A couple of
months ago, Mike saw your picture
in my gallery.”

“Gallery?” Julie whispered.

“In our quarters. We were sta-
tioned in a famous college in Eng-
land. | wrote you all about it.”

Julie shook her head. Mike had
censored it and rightly so.

“l had a lot of pictures over my
bunk,” Ronnie continued. “Betty
Grable, some girls who weren’'t mo-
vie stars. Girls | had met places. You
know how girls are always giving
you pictures of themselves.”

“l didn't know,” she said toneless-
ly. Mike stirred under her tight
clasp. Her fingers dug deeper into
his flesh.

“l could tell Jamieson had fallen
for you by the way his eyes always
seemed to light on your picture
whenever he came through our cor-
ridor on the way to his section.”

Julie looked at Mike. He was
passive, remote.

Ronnie frowned. “Then another
detachment moved in with us. We
were pretty cramped, | wrote you

His nostrils

im-
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GAY LOVE

about it Julie. We bad to take down
some of our wall scenery. | remember
one day debating which girls to pack
away.”

For the first time Mike spoke. “I
offered to help Evans make a deci-
sion. | told him which girl I would
choose. He didn't see it my way.”

Ronnie said, “Then an order came
through. We had to move fast. A lone
Jerry came through who had our
number. When we were located
again, a long time later, your picture
was missing, Julie.”

“l found it in the ruins of the
building,” Mike’s clipped voice of-
fered. “Lying in the rubble, undam-
aged, iooking up at me like an omen.

| kept it.”

ULIE broke in, her voice thick
J in an aching throat. “l’'ve been
accusing Mike of going to ridiculous
lengths in censoring~your letters.”

Ronnie looked startled. “Oh, |
don’t know. | did shoot off too much.
I let words run away with me. Even
Jamieson gave me a friendly tip on
some of my other sugar letters.” He
paused, a dismayed red staining his
cheeks.

“Other sugar letters?”
peated in a small voice.

Ronnie swiftly recovered his poise.
“Sure, | wrote to a lot of girls, ...it
they didn’t mean anything. Not like
you, Julie. Why are you complain-
ing? What about this Dream Man
contest? You entered Mike. Alicia
told me when | phoned,”

Julie cried, “l entered Mike as a
punishment for all those censored
letters. Only | thought he was clip-
ping out the intimate personal refer-
ences that were meant for me alone.
I didn't even know Mike until he
came to the apartment. He had sent
a letter to his girl Bunny, 8nd it got
in your envelope by mistake.”

Ronnie’s mouth gaped. “His girl
Bunny! You are Bunny! You. That's
what he always called you. Don’t kid
yourself. Jamieson doesn’'t make mis-
takes, Once he asked me to address
another envelope for one of your let-
ters. He said he had spilled ink all
over the address. He used that one |
guess when he found he rated a fur-

(Continued On Page 94)

Julie re-
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GAY LOVE

(Continued From Page 92)
lough. It was a cute way of meeting
you, following up his lost letter in
person.”

Stunned, bewildered, Julie turned
to Mike. “But there is a Bunny. A
letter did come from her, in a violet
envelope in the flood of mail to the
Herald.”

Mike took her two hands, his eyes
compelling her gaze. “l wrote it.
"Gnce when | cracked up in France, |
learned to use my left hand. Th&
Suiting was crows-feet, but a good

isguise. | had to cover up, pretend
It was on the level. | had to make you
believe there was a girl nhamed Bunny
and | was really hunting for my let-
ter. | couldn’t let you know | was a
scheming faker.

“You see in England you were in
Ronnie’s gallery, but | didn’t-think
you were THE GHyi,. There was a
chance that you had given your pic-
ture to Ronnie without giving your
heart. Any means seemed fair, if |
could meet you. I've been in love
-with you so long. I've carried your
picture, talked to you, dreamed about
you. | do make mistakes though. You
are in love with Ronnie.”

Julie swung around to face Ron-
nie. He seemed a nice bpy, much too
unstable, when Mike was looking at
her with beseeching eyes.

She said sweetly, “Why don’'t you
call Alicia, Ronnie! You two can
have our ringside table. Mike and I
have some last letters to attend to re-
garding the contest.”

Astounded, Ronnie sidled to a
phone booth. Mike whispered ragged-
ly, “You knew there was only one
letter. If you mean what | think you
do, I'm going to kiss you right here
and now.”

He did, his lips imprisoning hers
for an ecstatic moment.

“You’'ll read your mail, Captain,”
she said with a determined lilt in her
voice. Julie drew back. She was shak-
ing from head to foot, her heart soar-
ing. Mike loved Bunny. She was
Bunny. It was terribly confusing, yet
terribly sweet.

From his pocket, Mike brought the
last letter of the contest. He opened
it gingerly, his arm holding Julie
tight against him. It was a single

(Continued On Page 98)
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DON'T CENSOR MY LOVE!

(Continued Prom Page 94)
sheet with a square cut from the cen-
ter.

He grinned, “Somebody kidding
the censor.” He read, “My darling
cup cake—it’s from you.” He laughed
happily.

“There is more,” she said very low.
“There is a P. S. | love you. Oh,
Mike | don’t care if I’'m Julie or Bun-
ny to you, as long as you love me for-
ever.”

There was a solemn vow in his
bright gaze, “We are going to be
married on this furlough.”

With a catch in her throat, she
whispered, “Yes, my dream man.”

(THE END)

A WOMAN TO LOVE
(Continued From Page 26)
happened to me,” she cried, “l can’t

paint any more.”

She held her face up to the strong
light coming through the big win-
dow. “What do you see, Blink?” she
asked.

He stared into her upturned face.
“Not a fluffy paper doll. A lovely
woman. A woman with a generous
spirit and an upselfish heart. The
woman | love. Oh, Libby, | wanted
to come sooner, but | couldn’t leave
the mine. I've been through hell
wanting to see you, wanting to hold
you in my arms, like this. . . ”

Blink’s mouth was so close, and it
was a reality. The sun was setting
only they were in a hospital sun par-
lor instead of on top of a mountain;
but he was cradling her in his arms
and that was heavenly.

Blink held her at arms length and
there was amusement in his eyes.
“Tell me, darling, how did you ever
make that pie? When | saw you
standing in my door that day that
seemed the most impossible request
I could make.”

“Oh, quite simple,” Libby replied,
“One cup of cherries, foiir burned
fingers and all of my love.”

“The last part of that recipe is the
best. Will you include that in every-
thing from now on, darling?

On Libby’s lips was the only
answer Blink wanted.

(THE END)
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O Welding
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1/ BUSINESS courses;-:"

O Accounting] D Commercial
D Advertising B Cost Accounting’
E) Bookkeeping” G C. F. Accounting
g Business Correspondence*, D First, Year College]
Business Management O Foremanship -

Q French

D Good English

B High School *

- Dlllustrating ' f—

:0 Managini; Men at Work '

E}JRa Isfay PgSta;; (Uflrir
O Secretarial Q Spanish.
D Show Card and.

I Sign.lettering: ,

6} Traffic Mafl&gomenti

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES
O Advanced Dressmaking D Professional Dressmaking and Designing] *

O Foods and'Cookery
(3 Home Dreesmaking

Home Address,.....,,

1  Elate

Tea Room and Cafeteria / .
----vManageiflfeat, Catering]

1 Canadian residents tend coupon to International Correspondence, Befools Canadian,
ited, M@treal, Canada. ritish residents tend coupont I.C.8., Xl Kinsman*

London, W. C, 8,

Do you want increased pay, larger re-
sponsibilities, a real career instead of
just ajob? Put the famous International
Correspondence Schools coupon to work
for you!

Marked and mailed, the coupon will
bring you full information on I. C. S.
training for success in the field of your

interest. It’s a messenger prepared to
place you in communication with arichly
rewarding future.

Thousands who have employed it are
leaders of American industry and busi-
ness. What they have done, you can do.
Start now as they did by sending the
coupon on a mission for you.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS scramon o 2enmar



COWBOY
SONGS

N~ M O U N T A I N

"\ - B ALLATDS
J WITH WORDS AND MUSIC

Now sing all the famous cowboy songs, old-time songs and enjoy
famous poems and recitations to your heart's content. These are
original mountain ballads with words and music ... the kind
that our cowboys still sing out on the prairies and deep in the
heart of Texas. They're the songs our real he-men amuse them-
selves with when alone, or to fascinate, attract and lure cowgirls
to their hearts. These songs and recitations have lived tradition-
ally with Americans and will live forever because they still hold
fascination, and afford wholesome fun

and recreation. Just the entertain-

ment when good fellows get to-

gether ... the girls will love them

too. Be the life of the party . . .

know the words and the music

3nwMu

The price of each of the above books Is an amazing bar-
gain at 50c a copy. Order all 3 and enjoy still a further

B u m

Here you have a
great volume which
contains famous
cowboy songs and
mountain ballads
along with words
and music. Imag-
ine yourself Bing-
ing these when
lights are low or
on one of those
hilarious parties
when evoryono
want8 to Bing. You
will be popular
because you know
them and you will
be happier when
you sing them.
Special &
Price

When good fellows
get together, no
matter what tune
is the hit of the
day, sooner or later
they will all start
singing “ Sweet
Adeline” and many
other famous tunes
in the American
way. This volume
includes dozens,
yes, hundreds of
the song8 with
music  you will
want to remember
and want to sing
again. Order your
copy while the
limited supply is
available at the

Special m:
Rice of

Now thrill others
the way you liave
been thrilled with
“The Shooting of
Dan McUrew,

“The Spell of the
Yukon,” “TheFace
on the Barroom
F loor.” *“Boots,
Boots. Boots,” and
hundreds of other
Kipling poems,
along with dozens
and dozens of fa-
mous recitations . .
now memorize these
truly American odes
and watch your pop-
ularity increase with
your ability to en-
tertain your friends
of both sexes with
them. Limited sup-
ply available at

Special
Price o#

ar L

saving, making one book free because the entire set of
3 costs you only $1.00. Rush coupon now. You take no
risk. If not satisfied after 5 days, return for full refund.

PICKWICK CO., DEPT. 908
73 West 44th Street, New York 18. N. Y.
Send books checked below at once In plain wrapper.
I enclose $....cccoeiiiiiiiiinninns (cash or money order)
O Send all 3 books.
Send books checked:
O Famous Cowboy Songs and Mountain Ballads
O Famous Old-Time Songs
O Famous Poems and Recitations

NAME
STREET
CITY & ZONE

D. preferred tnr't x in box, mall coupon and pay

If
postman $1 00 plus 25c pot.
Canadian ordors 20%

addmonal—cash with order.



PAYS UP TO

23.000 025 -OO

Statistics show that
23.000

today will he In a
hospital tomorrow.

You'll want the best
for yourself and fam-
ily if hospitalization
is needed.

Our 3c a day Plan
offers the help you
need if you act now.

ness or accident.

~HEQSPITAL AND
SURGICAL FEES

GET OUR FREE OFFER!

Learn how hospital and surgical care Is provided
for every member of your family in case of sick-
Our Plan permits you to go tc

any hospital in the U. S.; select your own surgeon

NEARLY EVERYONE IS ELIGIBLE!

An attractive feature of the Plan we offer is that it is available

to almost everyone.

Maternity
Cases
Included

Your policy provide!
for hospitalization for
maternity as well,
provided that both

is required.

husband and  wife
fave 5on omemberi  $150.00 Surgical Fees

months prior to ad-
mission to the hos-
pital.

Any man or woman under
70 years of age may enroll as a member, and,
if married, include wife or husband and all chil-
dren under 18 years of age as dependents on
the same certificate, and no medical examination

BORROW?

Here's the Protection We Offer Youl
$150.00 Hospital Room

$20.00 X-Ray
$20.00 Anesthesia

$20.00 Laboratory Fees.
. Also Operating Room, Maternity, Ambulance

and others.

No Waiting ... No Red Tape

You’ll agree our Plan is amazingly liberal, and
offers the protection that you and your family
mnpp RUSH COUPON
("Re FOR DETAILS

We want every reader of this magazine to know how easy
It is to enjoy the protection we offer . . . we urge you
not to delay It but to get the free details at once. Just
sign your name to the coupon and mail it to us.
You may paste it on the back of a penny post-
card if you like. We will send you everything

by return mail absolutely free and without obli- M
gation. Yau may act in confidence and no =
salesman will call. You will only hear from us B
by mail, so do not hesitate to act at once . . « V
no better time than now.

S B

NO MEDICAL EXAMINAIION RfUUIREL)

“INTERSTATE MUTUAL BENEFIT ASS’N.
dept. 270b, dover, Delaware

! Please send me FREE
I Hospitalization Policy.

B

IS

IF YOU'RE SICK TOMORROW
WILL YOU HAVE TO

NO
AGENT
WILL
CALL

RUSH

COUPON

full detail* concerning your



