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Easy as A—8B

You Can Play Any Instrument

In a Few Months
This Delightful
New Easy Way!

Quickest because natural and pleasant.
Grateful students say they learn in a
fraction of the time old dull methods
required. You play direct from the notes.
And the cost averages only a few
cents a day!

EARNING music is no longer a difficult task.
If you can read the alphabet, you can now
quickly learn to play your favorite instru-

ment! A delightful new method has made it posi-

tively easy to become a capable performer within
just a few months. And the cost is only a fraction
of what people used to spend on the old, slow
methods!

You don't need a private teacher this new way.
You study entirely at home, in the privacy of your
own room, with no one to interrupt or embarrass
you. And, strange as it may seem, you’ll enjoy
every minute of it— because the new method is
agreeable as well as rapid!

No Tricks or Stunts— You Learn From
“Regular” Music

You don’'t have to know the first thing about
music in order to learn. You learn to play from
actual notes, just like the best musicians do. And
almost before you realize your progress, you begin
playing real tunes and melodies instead of just
scales. There are no trick “numbers,” no “memory
stunts.” When you finish the U. S. School of
Music course, you can pick up any piece of regular
printed music and understand it! You’ll be able
to read music, popular and classic, and play it
from the notes. You’ll acquire a life-long ability
to please your friends, amuse yourself, and, if you
like, make money (musicians are highly paid for
their pleasant work).

Whether you like the piano, violin, ’cello, organ,
saxophone, or any other instrument, you can now
learn to play it in an amazingly short time. By
means of this wonderful newly perfected method
reading and playing music is made almost as
simple as reading aloud from a book. You simply
can’t go wrong. First, you are told how a thing
is done, then a picture shows you how, then you
do it yourself and hear it. No private teacher
could make it any clearer. The lessons come to
you by mail at regular intervals. They consist of
complete printed instructions, diagrams, all the
music you need, and music paper for writing out
test exercises. And if anything comes up which is
not entirely plain, you can write to your instructor
and get a full, prompt, personal reply!

The Surest Way To Be Popular and Have a
Good Time

Do you sit “on the

sidelines” at a party ? Learn to Play

Are you out of it by Note
because you can't Piano Saxophone
play? Many, many \(?_rgla_n 'geltl]o singi

| ’ iolin ight Singing
peoplg are! It's .the Drums and  Guitar
musician who claims Traps Ukulele
attention. If you Banjo Hawaiian
play, you are always Pl s, Cuiar
in _demand. Many or Tenor) Cornet
invitations come to Mandolin ~ Piccolo
you. Amateur Clarinet Flute

Trombone

orchestras offer you Voice and Speech Culture
wonderful after- Harmony and Composition

Automatic Finger Control
Piano Accordion
Italian and German
Accordion

noons and evenings.
And you meet the
kind of people you
have always wanted
to know. So don’t miss this exceptional opportunity.

U. S. School of Music,
2711 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.

Please send me your free book. “Music Lessons in Your
Own Home,” with introduction by Dr. Frank Crane, Free
Demonstration Lesson, and particulars of your easy pay-

ment plan. | am interested In the following course:

................................................................. Have you Instr.?.........
NAME o
AAAIESS i
CtY e State ...

Free Book and Demonstration Lesson

The whole interesting story about the U. S. School
course can not be told on this page. So a booklet has
been printed—“Music Lessons in Your Own Home.” You
can have a copy absolutely free by mailing the coupon
belowr. In the booklet you will find an offer that makes the
U. S. course available to you at a very low price. With it
will be sent a Free Demonstration Lesson which shows
better than words how delightfully quick and easy this won-
derful method is. The booklet will also tell you all about
our amazing new Automatic Finser Control. If you are
really anxious to become a good player on your favorite
instrument, mail the coupon now'—today. Instruments sup-
glied when needed, cash or credit. U. S. School of Music.
711 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.



YOURENEXT

N ow W atch
YOURM uscles

I Do you look likethis? This isthe average

A man’s physique— soft, weak, flat-chested.

Honestly, | feel sorry for aman like this. He’s
" ” ashamed to show hisbody— he’s the butt of all
ROM PUNY to PANTHER'MAN' Weak mer] m_ade the jokes and insults of stronger men— he drags
strong! Run-down, wasted physical wrecks re-built into through life half-alive; a poor, pepless apology
brawny handsome athletes for a man, scorned by the girls, sneered at by

) . . men. DON'T BE LTKE THAT.
You’re next! Let me cover your body with solid layers of

mighty muscle. Let me broaden your shoulders and fill out
your chest. Let me make you the man YOU WANT TO BE.

I've taken fellows of practically every size and condition and
transformed them into perfect specimens of manhood! |'ve
been doing it for years. “Miracles worked in Muscle” people
call them. But they are scientific miracles, because 1've made
a science of building men. Nobody else knows the secret of
my methods—but / know, and | know they’ll do the same for
you as they did for the lad shown here.

I'll INncrease YOUTl . s om o

Just see how that same chap looks when his

puny body is covered with solid layers of power-

ful  muscles! He's a handsome-looking fellow

l lSC eS now and a REAL MAN. Wouldn't you like a
physique like that? Is it worth a few minutes a

day? Mail that coupon below and learn what
I've done for thousands of men all over the world.

Yes sir, and all | want is 30 days—and just 20 or
30 minutes a day. In that short time I'll put layer
after layer of muscle all over your body till they
stand out like iron bands. And they’ll be panther
muscles, friend—muscles as live as spring steel—with
the speed of lightning and the power of a battering
ram. Those are the kind of muscles that make cham-
pions, the kind of muscles that will make you laugh | Heres another

at men twice your size. & T 1h"s® ™ But look at the same fellow trans-
ready for -the un- A formed into a superb model of MAN-
dertaker. Can you HOOD. Look at those mighty biceps and
imagine any girl shoulders— that big. muscular chest. That’s
falling for him? the way YOU should look— send for my
free book THIS MINUTE!

Wear This Medal

Strong men all over the
world wear It Made of
solid statuary bronze and

given to you free.
or Muscle-
Building Facts

Tear off that coupon!
Mail it today! It will TITUS, Dept. B-147

bring you FREE the 853 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

greatest book you've ever seen— a
book filled ith t di hoto- - , A
graphs of men  rebuilt—a " book Dear Titus: Sure I'd like to have your

packed full of Titus' own secrets book, “Miracles in Muscle.” Send it free.
of making muscles grow. No cost

or obligation-r-just rush the coupon
to Dept. B-147. NAME e eerre e

"1'I'T 'f TQ 853 Broadway AdAress ..o,
111 U tJ NewYorkCity Town
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THE BOOK THAT ZEALOUS REFORMERS ONCE BURNED IN PUBLIC

“ERRENAGAC

SHOCKING!
SAY BLUE NOSED REFORMERS

N O W
Y ourselfW

IDELIGHTFUL,
FASCINATING.
WORTH-WHILE

SAY LITERARY CRITICS j
AND CONNOISSEURS |

.D ecidedbr

hether

the Great“DecameronlJ
Should Be Banned and Censored

jtTLL neverIimow life until you've read

this greatest of ail forbidden books!

You'll' never know how utterly stark
»nd vivid a picture of human passions can
be painted in words until you've feasted on
the most fascinating tales from the greatest
of all true-to-life books —the immortal
Decameron by Boccaccio!

No Longer Padlocked!

Perhaps no other book ever written has
had such an amazing history. Written in so
[Vigorous a style as to be actually startling,
ft has long been a'storm center of fierce
controvers¥/1 and even epersecution.  Critics
and the haute-monde have acclaimed it
Hvith unstinted Bralse for its sparkling

widness and subject matter—while prud-
SkzeaIMdl tyranwliesl_reformers, aghast
at the utter frankness with which Boccaccio

exposed human life'and love in the raw,
resorted to every possible, means to keep
this masterpiece  from general circulation.
At one time they actually went so far as to
gather all the available copies and have
£hem publicly burned!

But ail that was yesterday. Today the
fhrfll that awaits the reader within the
lowing pages of Decameron. Tales is no
Niger denied you. This is the age of reason
—and the peerless word-artistry of genial
Old Boccaccio has come into its own at last!

. . Now, for a short time only, you can
Inspect these great examples of Trealistio
iwriting in your own home for five days,
(Without obligation!

Thrill Upon Thrill Awaits You!

Between its-pages, the supreme sensation
Of a lifetime of reading awaits you. Before
your very eyes is unfolded the glittering
pageantry of a golden age now vanished—
an age when passion, intrigue and high-
fiding romance held full sway. Past you,
in a breath-taking parade,.sweep some of
the most beautiful, yet unprincipled, women
of all time—women whose intense fascina-
tion fired men’s blood and even altered the
fates of empires. Here you “Vill find tales
of scarlet days, when a robust world drank
of life and love to its very dregs!

Few writers have ever dared to write so
intimately of the frailities to which the
flesh is "hgir. But the flaming pen of
Giovanni Boccaccio knew no restraint. So-
phisticated and fearless to the ultimate
degree, his stories are not only brilliant
fiction of the most gripping variety—but
also the most illuminating record of life in
fourteenth-century Italy ever penned. Hardly
~ detail of thesestirring times eacaned |p«_

READ!

«—how a certain noble lady
slipped into her husband's
chamber by stealth, and

ehangred places with his mis-
tress in order to win back his

love!
—how a tiny mole on a wo-
man’s breast, condemned her

to death and wrecked three
lives!

—how clandestine love in the
kitchen turned the baron’s
dinner into a fiasco, and the
near-tragedy which followed!
—how the Duke of Crete paid
for a night's pleasure in
human coin!

ever-watchful eye—and what he saw, he

wrote* without hesitation or fear!

A Literary Treasure-House

Rich in fascinating plot, tense with action
and vibrant.with human passion—the De-
cameron has furnished plots for the world’s
greatest roasters of literature. Longfellow,
Keats, Dryden, Chaucer, and even the great
Shakespeare himself sought these immortal
pages tor inspiration. In no other volume
are the morals and customs of Italy of the
fourteenth century so graphically laid be-
lore_ yQU'-«the BMBIe liYcd, thehovcls

and palaces they dwelt In, the fantastic
Bleasures they indulged in—all are told with,
oth wit ahd pathos that are indescribable.
Thus the stories not only amuse and enter-}
tain, but constitute a landmark of literature
which must not be passed over if you
would broaden your vision—make yourself;
truly cultured.

SEND NO MONEY
S DAYS' FREE TRIAL

And now we are enabled to offer you these
reat classics—thirty-five of the best storiea
rom the famous Decameron—for the amaz-
ingly low sum of only $1.98! Send no money
—just fill out and mail the coupon below.
When the package arrives pay the postman
$1.98, glus few cents postage. Inspect this
great book for five days, then if you are not
delighted return it and your money will
refunded. Mail the coupon this instant be*
tore this low price offer is withdrawn!

FRANKLIN PUBLISHING CO.

SCO N. Clark Street, Dept. B-640
Chicago* Il

Franklin Publishing Co,
800 N. Clark St., Dept. B-640,
Chicago, 111.

Please send me a copy of The Tales. |
from the Immortal Decameron, by Boc- .
caccio. When package arrives | will |
pay postman only $1.98, plus few cents |
postage. - If not dellghted I am at
liberty to- return the volume within five
days ‘and pjy money will be refunded. |

Nare 7-wivk — *4
Address- J
City State -m

If you may be out when the postman |
calls, enclose $2 with this coupon and we "
will pay all delivery charges. Customers 1
outside U. S. must send cash with orderTT



MISS 1930

Mother: "You ought to be
ashamed of yourself going to a dance
and spending the whole evening in
an isolated alcove!”

Flapper: "That wasn’t no alcove
—it was a new Packard Twin Six!”



Look To Your Men

By Fred Lape

WISH,” said Aileen Brooks, her Ruth Michaels leaned over the bridge
1 amber eyes thoughtful under their table, black eyes intent on Alan Walker,
1 thin facile lids, “we could bringThere's your chance, Alan. Give the

Linda Norton out.”

“She’s got all sorts of possibilities,” said
Ruth Michaels. *“She’s simply asleep.”

“She ought to fall in love,” suggested
Alan Walker.

“Absolutely,” said Becky Ellsworth,
shaking her blonde hair back from her
little pouting face. *“Fall—and fall hard
—and then fall out again. Then she'd
be worth something to the sorority.”

“Some one,” said Aileen, “ought to rush
her hard, bowl her over, and then drop
her flat. That would do it.”

sorority a hand.”

v Becky gave an excited ripple of laugh-
ter. “Oh, go on, Alan! You're just the
one to do it! You've got the line!”

“Thanks,” said Alan sarcastically.
“Why hand me the dirty work?”

“Well, you suggested it,” said Becky.

“And | know Linda likes you,” said
Ruth.

“For the good of the cause, old dear,”
said Aileen. “You’'d not only be help-
ing out the Gamma Alphas, but you'd be
doing Linda herself a good turn. Honestly,



6 JOoY

the gijrl doesn’'t know-she’s living. It's a
crime!”

“And she really isn’t bad looking, is she,
Alan?” asked Ruth.

“She’'d be beautiful, if she'd fix herself

up a little,” Alan admitted.

“There!” said Becky. “You're gone
already. You’'ll really have a good time
doing it. The work of your hands, you
know.”

“Of course,” said Aileen, “it's going to
be a little hard on her, when it happens— "

“Yes, but one gets over such things,”
put in Ruth.

“And she’ll be somebody when it's over,
if 1’'m not mistaken,” said Aileen.

“Let’'s hope so, anyway,” said Becky,
with a light laugh, and dealt the cards.

r 1 "HIS was how Linda Norton, Linda of

- the dark brown hair and the quiet
dark eyes and the skin like cream white
meat of an almond, came to be rushed by
Alan Walker. Linda was twenty, then,
and she had never really been in love.
But behind those quiet dark eyes, passion
lurked. Linda herself sensed that, and
fearing the unchecked fire, had sealed its
escape, waiting.

She was flattered at first by Alan’s at-
tention. Men of Alan’s type, good-look-
ing, popular men, did not usually bother
with her. She was glad Alan had both-
ered. She liked him— too well, perhaps—
surprised herself at times when they were
together by wanting to run her fingers
through his hair, by wanting to lean over
and kiss the lids of his eager gray eyes.
Those impulses she dammed up behind the
steadying reserves. They were of the
breed of the fire behind the dark eyes—
too dangerous now to be released.

“Why,” he asked her one night, “do
you always make yourself look like a Ma-
donna?”

“Like a Madonna!” she exclaimed.
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“But, Alan, is that—is that— tlie way I
look?”

“Well, not exactly, of course, but more

or less. You know, Linda, you're almost
a Spanish type. You ought to take advan-
tage of it.”

Her mind went to the point. “That'’s
a polite way of saying | ought to learn
how to dress, isn't it?”

“Linda, | say, is that nice?”

She laughed. “Oh, | don’'t mind, /Uan.
I need it. 1’'ve always been a recluse. My
family brought me up that way.”

“It’s not right for a girl like you. You
know, Linda, if you wanted to be, you
could be the most stunning girl on this
campus.”

fIDo you think so, Alan?”

“Do | think so? | know so.”

She looked at him gravely. “Why
should you bother about me?” she asked.

“Why? Because |'m interested. |
like you.”

Something gleamed in her dark eyes.
“1I'm glad,” she said. “I like you, too,
Alan.”

She had run into the house after that.
Up in her room she stood before the mir-
ror and drew the dark hair away from
her brow, massing it at the back of her
head, her eyes narrowed, considering.
Later she sat down and wrote a letter to
her father, asking for some money for
some clothes that she really needed.

The money came! She bought the new
clothes, wore them. Alan said, “Omi-
gosh, Linda, you look like a million!”
and she was content.

With the new clothes she used more
rouge, and learned how to make up her
eyes— not obviously, but subtly, to bring
out their romantic depths. With Alan she
smoked her first cigarette, drank her first
gocktail, learned how to really dance, to
move so that two bodies were one subtle
perfect rhythm.
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For the first time in her life she knew
vital happiness. She was getting notice-
able to stag lines—oh, not popular yet,
but her stock was rising. The freshman
women began to consult her on matters
of the heart. She caught men staring at
her in her classes—interesting men.

But all these things meant little to her.
What mattered was the way Alan stared
at her, the approving glance in his eyes
when she came down the stairs and he,
waiting in the hall, looked up not con-
cealing his admiration.

STORIES 7

“0Old Linda doing her stuff tonight,
eh?”

Then off to a dance, her arm linked
in his, placidly content. She liked to be
with Alan. She liked to talk with him,
laugh with him, dance with him. He had
a way of telling her she was beautiful
that always brought blood surging into
her face, and her flesh respond. Some-
times he kissed her. She let herself be
kissed, rigid, unyielding. The fires were
still prisoned behind the dark quiet eyes,
passion dammed up.



In May he took her to the Junior
Prom. She wore flowing black velvet,
and knew that she was beautiful. For the
first time in her life she felt the intox-
ication of being triumphantly popular.

The dance was over at one-thirty.
After it, Alan said, “Linda, it's a perfect
night. Let's drive over to the coast.
It’ll be glorious—"

She said, “Alan, but I've got to be in at

two. Rules—"
“Piffle!” he said, and looked at her
seriously.  “All your life, Linda, you've

done the things you ought to do. Why
not try a few of the forbidden things for
once? You know perfectly well that
other girls go in the fire escape, or stay
out all night and say they were with some-
body in the city. Come on, there'll never
be another night like to-night.”

She bit her lip, looked at the moon rid-
ing serene in a luminous sky. Shrugged
her shoulders, and said, “All right.” He
started the car. She settled down in the
seat beside him, and he threw his arm

{Turn to fage 49)



Prudence
Forgets
Her

Name

By
Charlton
Lawrence

Edholm

HY the police never molested
Prudence- Weymouth in her
nightly prowling in the search of
the stuff of drama, was a mystery. Quite
alone she would find her way into the
queerest corners of San Francisco, which
has a world wide reputation for queer cor-
ners.
1Her girlish figure, lithe and sensuous
at once, and always smartly gowned was a
familiar sight in the dives of the Bar-
bary Coast. Chinatown and the cellar
dance halls of Pacific Street knew her

well. She had seen San Francisco in its
most riotous hours, when opium dens were
raided and the wretched women who fre-
quented them were dragged into the light;
and she had peered from a hiding place
to see the hatchet men of rival tongs go
out to street warfare.

Always alone, always veiled, she fol-
lowed dangerous trails, and many a time
her slender, shapely form, so inviting with
eits swaying gait, had lured the pursuit of
the predatory male.

When she found his persistence too an-
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noying, Prudence would simply pause un-
der a street light, resolutely confront her
amorous pursuer—and lift her veil.

That was all. Her face, ravaged in
childhood by smallpox, was like a blighted,
wintry landscape: frozen, forbidding,
ironical. It was enough to daunt the
keenest sportsman in the chanceful game
of the streets. He would slink away with
an astonished “Damn!”

Her face protected Prudence.

Long ago she had given up all hope of
a lover’s embraces or a husband's shelter-
ing arms. One look at her face had chil-
led so many hot-blooded youths. They
would turn away quickly; not even notic-
ing the beauty of her great hazel eyes,
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They were seated
side by side on
the virginal bed.
“Gawd,” ‘’'chuck-
led Bull Corbin,
“blamed if you
don't act like |
w as Mister
First!”

liquid and dark-lashed in that wreck of
a face. Every such repulse was a sting
to her vanity and a spur to her ambition.

Her ambition was to write about these
haunts of vice, the dives and dark alleys,
in such gripping words that her readers
would hear the shrieks of terror as some
Chinese slave girl was beaten: would see
the tattooed chest of the sailor, just ashore
from a long cruise, tearing open his shirt
in the excitement of the dance: would
smell the liquor that was spilled in the
underground bars, where haggard women
waited, waited; with smiles painted on
their excess-worn faces.

Prudence would fashion stories about
these things because it was her Art— so she
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said. How much of this ambition was due
to the crushing of her instinct to attract
love; to give love in return; that she did
not guess.

She had few friends; few pleasures.
She did not know whether she were glad
or sorry to be alone in the world, but she
was undoubtedly glad that she did not
have to divide her income which kept her
so smartly dressed.

Prudence did not value her stories for
the money they brought in; but their ap-
pearance in print, once in a while, made
her feel that she was winning a place
for herself in the art she loved. She as-
sured herself that she was a born writer—
that her disfigurement was an act of Pro-
vidence— that it kept her from being dis-
tracted from her work—that it kept her
out of entangling affairs. She had it all
figured out.

Her greatest pleasure was getting the
material, and what she called “local co-
lor;” prowling through the slimy streets
before dawn, slipping past sleeping houses
when the fog hung like a clammy shroud
over the sea-port; when a slinking, ad-
venturous cat, and the draggled, unsteady
silhouette of a woman might be all the
signs of life up and down Dupont Street.
— When the only sounds might be the
banging of a cheap piano in the next
block, or the mournful bellow of fog
horns on the bay.

In such a setting, at such an hour, any-
thing might happen: something for a
story, something for a life.

And happen it did! At such an un-
canny hour, in such an unsavory place,
she collided violently with “Bull” Cor-
bin.

The big fellow had swung recklessly
out of a narrow and malodorous passage.
A door slammed behind him, cutting off
the shrill laughter of women. As he fled
to the street, the impact of his body had
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almost hurled her to the ground. But
his arm, which was astonishingly quick
for such a massive limb, snatched her by
the waist, kept her from falling and sup-
ported her as firmly as if she had been
picked up by the steel arm of a crane.
Prudence did not scream. She was not
that kind. Besides she had only enough
Sreath in her body for a little gasp which
must have sounded rather pitiful, for the
feig fellow took her face in his huge left
hand, tilted it up to his and kissed her in
a big-brotherly sort of way on the lips.
“Hope | didn’t-hurt you, kid” he said.
“1 was in a hurry to get outa that damn
joint. It made me sick.— Them painted
dolls!  Full of— full of sawdust!”

There was genuine concern in his tones.
There was no doubt about it. Bull Cor-
bin was a kind-hearted brute and he felt
that even a poor street-girl was entitled
to an apology if you accidentally knocked
the breath out of her.

For a few moments he held her thus,
breathing heavily. How still it was!
They could hear their breathing, even the
beating of their hearts. Nothing else but
the far-away moan of the fog horn.
They were alone in the immensity of the
night, with the sea-fog blurring even the
opposite side of the street.

Then he attempted to set her on her
own little feet, but to his surprise (and
perhaps to hers) she clung limply to him,
and he felt with alarm that he might have
really hurt her with his huge body.

A second thought made him feel
quickly in his pockets for watch and
money, but he found no slim and prying
fingers there.

“What's the matter with this kid?” he
thought.

As he tried to disengage himself, with
slow and clumsy movements, the pressure
of the woman’s soft arm about his neck
suddenly caused him to tingle all over.
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He drew a long breath.

So that was it!

It was too dark to see her face. It was
merely a pale, oval blur in the shadows.
Once again, with more deliberation and a
brutal tenderness, he took the little face
in his huge left hand, brought his own
down to it and kissed her full on the
mouth. *

The fog closed about two entwined
figures that slowly moved through the de-
serted streets.

Cautiously they stole up the staircase to
her pair of tiny rooms on the second floor.
The gas was turned down to a pin point
in the hall, and in her austere bed-cham-
ber the only light came from the street
lamp. ~

“Be quiet,” she said under her breath.

He had knocked against a chair and
muffled an expletive.

“Don’t speak!” she whispered. “The
woman who rents the rooms— she doesn’t
know that | receive visitors.”

The poor girl had never before had a

caller by night; never a man at any hour,
but she pretended that she was used to such
elaborate precautions.

Grumbling, the big fellow felt for a
match.

“No, no!” she almost cried aloud. “No
light! No light!”

“Why not?”

“Oh, you don’t know my landlady!
She’s a dragon. She'd look through the
transom— or through the keyhole. She'd
turn me out if she knew | did this!”

“Gawd,” chuckled Bull Corbin, “I
never run up against a Jane like this be-
fore. Blamed if you don't act like | was
Mister First!”

“Oh no, no!
Her voice shook.

They were seated side by side on the
low bed, virginal under its white counter-
pane. Outside, the fog-horn moaned at
long intervals. Within the house all was
silence.  Prudence could hear her heart
beating wildly.

(Turn to fage 51)

Of course you're not.”
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Kisses

By Lilliace M.. Mitchell

IM laid down the story with a sigh.
J Late Saturday afternoon; late sum-
mer. Summer almost gone!

He glanced at his wife sitting on the
opposite end of the davenport, darning his
socks with amazing rapidity. *“Katie,” he
murmured softly.

“1 wish | had bought leg of lamb for
tomorrow’s dinner,” she said briskly, ap-
parently not having heard him speak.
“With Della coming to wash on Monday
and a lunch to get for her perhaps it
would have been cheaper in the end.
Amy’s birthday party comes on Monday,
too, and I'll have to dress for that—" her

voice droned away to a weak nothingness.

He yawned a little as he watched Katie
rolling a darned pair of socks into a neat
ball with one toe protruding to show him
that these were mended socks, only to be
worn on rainy days or for tinkering in
the garage. Katie was intent upon those
socks; her thoughts were far from moon-
light and romance and love. Could it be
possible that this placid housewife was
once the girl whose kisses had clung with
the passionate tenderness of a honeysuckle
vine? Could she be the girl who had beg-
ged so eagerly for the emerald ring that in
his grandfather’s time had been the stone



14 JOY
in a sword hilt?

He sighed and thought of the cold of
the coming winter, the chill of early morn-
ing L trains, the smell of cheap clothing
permeating the air once the autumnal rains
had set in. Another winter. Youth was
fleeting and Romance— ?

“Katie,” he said again, this time with
firmness, “Ted Armstrong is ill. | be-
lieve I'll walk down there and sit with
him awhile. Too bad to be ill in a room-
ing house that way.”

“You take a jar of my new orange mar-
malade along,” said Katie generously. “It
turned out extra nice— for summer or-
anges.”

“No, no,” he replied irritably. A jar
of orange marmalade when he was going
Adventuring! “They give him plenty to
eat.”

A few moments later he was swinging
down Sheridan Road, breathing deeply and
perhaps a little more quickly than usual.
It was good to be out in the warm, in-
dolent air—alone. He felt languid and
almost sleepy, as contented as a cat. He
had to assume his brisk walk. Presently he
walked more slowly, forgetting his pose
of a busy man on his way to an important
engagement. He began to indulge in
guilty thoughts: his marriage, for instance.
How different marriage was from the
rosy-painted dreams of it! His dreams
had included the wide davenport but not
one where Katie would sit darning socks.
His idea had been that Katie would sit
there always with the faint scent of violets
around her, waiting to cuddle and pet and
listen to his recital of the day’s events.
Katie— his dream Katie— would always be
young and rosy-lipped. Her soft arms
would cling to his neck as if she could
never, never let him go. Always her lips
would be lifted to his, pleading for kisses.

Marriage—the real thing— was, ah!
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how different! Tumbling out of the in-
a-door bed at six o’clock in the morning,
Katie dressing while he bathed in the apart-
ment’s one and only tub, Katie’s murmurs
that she longed for the day when they
could have a two-bath flat so that she, too,
could bathe the first thing instead of hav-
ing to undress again for it after he had
gone to the office, Katie cooking breakfast
on the stove in the kitchenette. Then the
breakfast, a quick affair, ending in a peck-
ish kiss that seemed to him now more a
matter of routine than the fragrant kisses
of honeymoon days. The race down
Bryn Mawr Avenue towards the elevated
station'followed swiftly, up three steps at
a time— bah! so this was marriage!

Katie, a practical wife instead of a
dream-girl waiting to be kissed. To be
sure, Katie had been a good wife. She
-made the salary go farther than he had
dreamed it would go. Hadn't they been
able to buy the car because of her econo-
mies? *

Without a glance towards the house
where his friend lay ill, Jim walked along
moodily. He was nearing Wilson Avenue
now and was more tired than he cared to
admit. He decided to go into the well-
lighted cafeteria and order something so
that he might rest his feet for a few mo-
ments. He was amazed at the size of the
check. Katie could have set out a better
meal for both of them for less than this.
This week she had been especially careful
because they had had to squeeze out Amy’s
birthday present. Amy had sent them a
very beautiful wedding present and Katie
had felt that it was almost essential to
give her a good-looking birthday gift at
the party Monday night.

The gift lay, even now, in the bottom
drawer of Katie's dressing-case where
Katie had put it when she was showing it
to Jim. A scarf of apple green chiffon
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spangled with glittering sequins in patterns
of butterflies and daisies.

“Amy will love it,” Katie had said a
little wistfully, a glint of his dream-girl
coming through for an instant. “She goes
out so much in the evening that she really
needs a nice scarf like this. 1'd love—1'd
love to wear it once myself,” she ended
with a tremulous little laugh.

“Won't those bright things fall right
off?” he liad asked practically.

Laughingly Katie had shaken her head.
They were fastened on for good, she had
told him. And with a sudden flash of that
old-time sweetness she had caught his hand
and held it near the scarf.

“Look how that green blends in with
your emerald ring!” she had murmured.
“1 wish—oh, how | do wish you'd let me
wear it, Jimsie!”

And now Jim glanced down at his ring,.

glittering and gleaming under the lights.
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like a child she looked there .

Suddenly he felt very, very tired. In
the shadows people passed him. Even an
hour before he would have looked at them
keenly, with romantic interest. Now he
walked gloomily along towards Sheridan
Road. A bus bound for downtown lum-
bered along noisily. |f he got on that and
rode down and back, Katie would be asleep
and not ask a lot of details about the sick-
friend-visit. And he just must rest for
awhile! A storm seemed to‘be coming,
the lightning flashing now and again in the
distant heavens. A storm always made
Jim sleepy. |If he were at home now,
Katie would rub his head for him— but,
bah! he must banish thoughts of Katie and
their usually-pro'saic married life!

He decided to take that bus. A woman
brushed by him and flashed up the tiny
staircase ahead of him. Without a glance
after her he paid his fare and climbed
aloft.
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He found the back seat empty and sankare companions in the storm.”

into it, feeling lonely as he watched the
other seats where, two by two like the
stories of the Ark, couples sat. These
couples were petting with the frank fer-
vor of real or assumed youth. In the
front seat was one figure alone and— with
a start he sat bolt upright—he saw that
she wore a spangled scarf of green With
the spangles sewn on in patterns of daisies
and butterflies. Welll So Katie was not
as steady and prosaic as she seemed!

In an instant he believed that he had
found the key to the whole situation. Per-
haps to Katie, too, he seemed less romantic
and ardent. And so, the instant she knew
that he was out of the flat for the rest of
the evening, she came out, seeking— what?
A ride to cool her off before the storm?

The bus was passing Lincoln Park now
and the girl in the scarf arose quickly,
passed him and ran lightly down the little
staircase.

Hastily he hurried after her. He would
see where she was going and what romance
she would have. A slight drizzle was set-
ting in now, a foreboding fore-runner of
those autumnal rains he had so dreaded
earlier in the evening. But this rain was
a soft, summer rain, still perfumed with
pleasant odors. The scarf ahead paused a
moment and then took shelter under a
wide-spreading tree. It was quite dark
now, an inky blackness that forgot about
a moon and moonlight. The arc lights
suddenly went out completely and if he
had not seen that scarf stop under the tree
he could not have guessed that there was
anyone there. Then, with a little chuckle,
he decided that he would be Katie's ad-
venture.

The headlights from a passing car
around a curve showed him a brief sparkle
of spangles. He changed his voice a little.

“1 see,” he murmured lightly, “that we

The scarf was pulled more closely
and there was no answer except quick
breathing.

“Come, come,” he said gaily, “1’'m not
going to hold you up— or anything, you
know. But here we are in the darkness
together, you and I; you don’t know who
I am nor do | know you. Why not have
a moment’s splash of colors in our lives—!1
some little gay red thread to recall when
we are both grey-headed— a little romance
and adventure?” His voice was eager
now.

“We-e-ell,” she said doubtfully, “why
—not? |If you—you aren’t married?”

“Oh, no,” he lied easily. “Of course
I'm not married. | hope you don’t take
me for one of those common mashers go-
ing out and leaving the wife at home d—"
he hesitated. Almost he had said darning
which would have given him away. “—
dandling the baby,” he ended. That was
fine! She could never guess now! “Of
course you aren’'t married?” he added as
an afterthought.

“Why, yes,” she said candidly. “1'm
married and more than that | love my
husband, too,” her voice became a little
louder to make herself heard above the

thunder. “I'm—crazy about him, in
fact.”

Jim’s heart swelled proudly. How like
Katie to be so frank and honest. And so

she was crazy about him!

“But | guess everyone now and again
longs to search out romance, don't you
think?” Her voice was very low now,
and tender.

Jim swallowed. Mean, he reflected,
that was what he had been. There he had
been wanting romance and adventure and
thinking only of himself when poor little
Katie with her rose-petal lips had been

(Turn to fage 61)
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Mother Goose Love Lyrics

Little Jack Horner sat in a cornel,
Watching the girls go by.

He stuck out a toe, and a girl was laid low,
And the sight nearly knocked out his eye!

There was a fast woman who lived in a tent.

She had so many lovers her time was all spent.
Some she gave laughter, and some she love-fed,
And some she gave whiskey and put ’em to bed!

*7



The Silver
Diggers

By Sarellen M. DelLane

FACIAL will take that dissipated
A drag out of your face,” said
Ethel with an appraising look at
Ruth, “but how in the world will you
ever explain the fur coat to Fred?”
“1've got the time it takes this train
to arrive home to figure that out,” said
Ruth stroking the luxurious garment with
appreciative hands. “Wasn't Bruce a
duck to give it to me, especially on such
short acquaintance?”

“Why not?” said Ethel who hadn’t
held a job for years. “He’s lousy with
money. You're lucky to pick up a side

line like Bruce Giles, the big silver dol-
lar and dime man from Nevada. And
his friend Harry that preferred blondes
wasn’t such a weak sketch either!” Ethel
poked a pointed finger into her yellow
locks and propped her lizard pumps on
the opposite pullman seat, not without an
eye on the college boys across the aisle.

“A wonderful week,” sighed Ruth. |

hate to go back to Fred.” She looked
languidly out the train window.

“You're a fool to do it with a sterling
proposal behind you,” advised Ethel.
“Fred has his fun. He just stays married
to you so his temporary flames can't ex-
pect him to make honest women of them.
Like that red headed stenographer in his
office. It isn't as if you couldn’t get the
dope on him.”

“It’s just that he's never made me
mad,” Ruth told her. *“I haven't loved
Fred for a long time. | didn't know
what real trust and affection were until
I met Bruce and even that has been tinged
with a bad flavor because I'm married.”
Ruth’s voice had turned soft and serious.
Ethel looked at her with bold curiosity.

“What's got into you?” she asked im-
patiently. “Here you've got a swell coat,
a week in the big town, and a walking
allowance to go home to and then you
talk about bad flavor!”
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“Oh, yes, the coat,” said Ruth glanc-
ing toward it and brightening a little.
“Apply your half portion of brains to the
question of how to explain the coat; and
remember Fred wasn’t born yesterday and
he won’t swallow ordinary fables.”

Ethel lit a cigaret and tapped the win-
dow sill thoughtfully.

“l've got it!” she exclaimed brightly.
“You let me wear it. [I'll pretend it's
mine. Then you save up enough money
to apparently huy it from me. That will
get it into your closet and Fred will pat
you on the head as a very thrifty young
woman.”

“Go fry some ice,” said Ruth in dis-
gust. “If you think I'm going to let you
break in a brand new fur coat just be-
cause of my nosey little slouch of a hus-
band you're all wet. There must be bet-
ter ways than that.”

“Think fast,” said Eth