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A true experience oj JA C K  H A R R IS , Police Officer, Philadelphia. Pa.

" 'M A D  DOG ON RAM- 
PAGE . . .  Red Car No. 
11,’ our police radio 
blared,” writes Offi­
cer Harris. "In a mat­
ter of seconds, we 
screeched to a stop at 
the scene of the trou­
ble—a school yard in 
w hich  1200 boys 
milled about in pan­
ic. Seven of them had 
already been bitten.

" i  c h a s e d  the frothing 
brute* into the eerie 
gloom o f a basement 
corridor in the school. 
Then suddenly he 
turned, crazed and 
snarling, crouched to 
spring at my throat. 1 
couldn’t shoot because 
of the youngsters—so I 
aimed the blinding 
beam of my flashlight 
straight into his eyes...

EXTftf

**TIO Hai. car*®* {

"TH EN  I SPR A N G  at bis throat! After a terrifying five minutes 1 choked the 95- 
pound horror into unconsciousness. You can take it from me that 'Eveready’ 
jresh DATED batteries are a cop s best friend. They’re alw'ays dependable — 
alw ays ready to get you out o f a jam! (Signed)
* DOE LOVERS: Not running fits, an authenticated case of rabies.

The word "Eveready" is a registered trademark oj National Carbon Co., Inc.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER...jQ c jfriJu  D A TE-Lltf^
N A T I O N A L  C A R B O N  C O M P A N Y ,  I N C . ,  3  0  E A S T  4 2 n d  S T R E E T ,  N E W  Y O R K ,  N.  V.

Unit nj Uninn Carbide and Carbon Corporation r
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story
IOTES

AYBE it’s something they eat— a mat­
ter of calories or vitamins or some­
thing— maybe it isn’t. But in our 

philosophical musings we’ve arrived at a 
conclusion— these writing folk certainly 
do get around. It’s mystifying how they 
get the pep to pop around the world the 
way they do. Why, probably the only 
place they stay put is in the telephone 
directory, and very likely it’s because 
they haven’t notified the telephone com­
pany that they’ve moved. Anyway, we 
hooked Dick Moreland between trips, just 
long enough for him to gasp out the 
Truth about himself. We learned that 
he’s a Missouri native with a travel com­
plex which newspaper w’ork did nothing 
to discourage. He’s chased police patrols 
in St. Louis, covered the water front in 
Honolulu, spent five years in Hawaii, 
hopped to New York for university study, 
and .then back to Paris in the spring. 
Life at such a slow pace being dull, natu­
rally, Dick meandered around Munich 
and Genoa for a while, then decided to 
call it a day and come home— by way 
of the Canal and Central America. Now 
it’s California for him with a ranch and 
hours spent pounding a saddle or a type­
writer. Yes, Dick has been writing be­
tween leaps and bounds. And even if we 
hadn’t collared him in time for an inter­
view, we would have known this much 
about him anyway— that he sure knows 
how to handle this thing called love. His

story, “ Girl From The Golden Gate,”  
right in this issue, proves it. Doesn’t it?

Now, we contemplate, smiling benefi­
cently, if Vivian Grey hadn’t been one of 
those on-the-go writers, we might never 
have had the poignant story of Teresia 
and Dan. Vivian had parked deter­
minedly one year among the miners in 
West Virginia, and the stories she can 
tell! All about charming Southern gen­
tlemen and their loves and adventures in 
the days of long ago, and.a certain heav­
enly hill where she met her hero and 
heroine. Vivian tells it all in her group 
of three complete novels, the first, “ For­
ever And Ever,”  in this week’s issue. 
Miss it? Perish the thought.

What chance does a woman have for 
happiness when she knowingly marries 
a man who is still madly in love with his 
dead wife? He warned her that he was 
marrying just because he wanted “ com­
panionship, someone to look after his 
-motherless daughter,”  but loving him de­
votedly, Lyle was confident her love 
would awaken love in his heart for her. 
Was Lyle right? Find out for yourselves 
in this brand-new serial of Jessie Rey­
nolds’, “ Never A Man But Y ou !”  begin­
ning in next week’s issue.
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- T ekesia Racked quickly out of the un­
lighted room. She stifled the cry that 
would have come to her lips. She W'as 
acutely aware of Adolph Morse, standing 
near, looking at her, with smiling irony 
on his unpleasant but undeniably hand­
some face. She was deeply grateful to 
Winthrope Lait, who suddenly appeared 
out of the noisy madness of the party, 
slipped a gay and friendly arm around 
her and drew her into a dance.

Teresia wondered if Win had seen 
what she had seen— those two figures sil­
houetted against the moonlighted window 
in that close embrace— and pitied her. 
She looked up at Win’s tall attractiveness 
and read in his face that he had.

“ She’s— ” Teresia stopped. She hadn’t

realized how hard it would be to speak 
evenly, carelessly. It wasn’t hard. It 
was impossible when one cared as much 
as she did. “ She’s terribly fascinating,” 
she managed finally.

“ Yeah, honey, just like a cobra.”  Win 
had spoken gayly, but there had been a 
note of sympathy in his voice. It was 
almost Teresia’s undoing.

Win had been Dan Ramsay’s greatest 
admirer from kindergarten to college 
graduation. Dan was a little older, so 
he’d beeu a little ahead of Win. Win 
had been along the night Teresia and 
Dan had decided it was love. He’d gone 
with Dan to select the huge diamond 
glowing on Teresia’s third finger.

And now he had seen Dan kissing Leah

Their m arriage had been 
decided the day they were 
hern. But the plans of gen­
e r a tio n s  a re  in  no w ay  
equal to the plans of an aiti- 
Mdious, scheming woman.



10 STREET & SMITH’S LOVE STORY MACAZINE

Bassett. And Dan had looked so fright­
eningly in earnest. Kissing at a parly 
that had started at five with cocktails and 
was still carrying on with Scotch and 
madness at one was really nothing at all. 
But there’d been something about Dan 
and Leah standing there in that tight em­
brace. Something definite. Teresia was 
aware of a raw, aching sense of amputa­
tion as if a part of her life had been 
sharply cut off.

Then Win put the thing in words:
“ That girl looks as if she never played 

for fun. It’s keeps with her all the time.”
Dan suddenly stood beside them. 

Teresia was glad she didn’t have to an­
swer. She knew her voice would have 
broken and she didn’t want Win to pity 
her.

“ Oh, Dan!”  she exclaimed, as Win 
tactfully melted into the brittle gaiety 
around them.

Daniel Ramsay, tall, handsome in a 
dark manner, took her hands.

“ Why, Teresia,”  he said, smiling down 
at her, “ you sound as if I’d been away 
a year!”

“ Oh, Dan, I feel as if you had!”
He was near her, holding her hands in 

his strong ones. Everything was all right 
again. She felt safe. Secure. She’d 
been silly to let what she’d seen in the 
moonlight upset her so. People did 
things like that at parties.

“ What will you do when I leave Mon­
day for Mexico?”

Teresia clung to him for a moment. 
No one paid any attention to them. The 
party was milling about them, too inter- 

-ested in its own wild and giddy affairs 
to see what might be happening to any­
one else.

“ Die,”  she said finally. “ I’ll just die, 
Dan! I thought l could be sensible and 
let you go. But I’m not sensible. I’m a 
girl in love, terribly in love, and I can’t 
he courageous or reasonable or anything 
fine and heroic.”

Dan laughed tenderly. Teresia had 
been trying to make it sound like fun, 
too, but her heart had ached terribly un­
der the words. She’d meant them more 
than she’d wTanted it to seem she did.

“ Break it up! Hasn’t the host some 
rights around here?” It was Adolph 
Morse, his voice too smooth, still that 
glint of knowing irony in his eyes. “ Must 
you monopolize the most beautiful girl at 
the party just because you’re engaged to 
her? More reason for sharing her 
charms just a little!”

Dan seemed only too ready to leave 
her in the hands of Morse, who got her 
a brandy and, with a double one in his 
own hand, took her through the wide 
hall of the old-fashioned hotel to a quiet 
space on the stairs going up to the second 
floor.

“ Let’s talk,”  he said. “ You look as if 
you could. I haven’t heard an intelligent 
word all evening.”  He turned to her 
suddenly, looking up a little for he was 
sitting on the step below her. “ Has any­
one ever told you, Teresia, that you’re 
lovelier than any girl should be? You’re 
excitingly pretty.”

They talked then and watched the peo­
ple below them.

Teresia rose happily, glad to get away 
from Adolph, when Dan hurried toward 
her.

“ Terry, darling,”  Dan said quickly, 
“ I’m taking Leah to some friends near 
Harper’s Ferry. She really came here to 
visit them, should have gotten there to­
day! Win’ll take you home. See you 
tomorrow, sweet!”

“ At this hour, Dan— ”  Teresia started 
to say, but Dan was already on his way.

Adolph laughed easily.
_ “ Leah’s like that,”  he said.- “ Impul­

sive. Apt to do anything at any hour. 
But that’s the theater for you. Once an 
actress always air actress.”

“ But such an hour!”  Teresia’s voice 
was puzzled and hurt. “ She wouldn’t 
dare wake people/’
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“ You don’t know Leah’’— with easy 
laughter. “ But this really is my fault. 
When she blew into this little hotel this 
morning she told me she was on her way 
to these people, but I insisted on a party. 
You see, 1 knew Leah in New York, and 
when I sawr her I felt like getting all the 
old gang together, and made Leah stay 
for it. So don't blame her. I plead 
guilty to all the weight of the blame, my 
dear.”

“ Win, 1 don’t want you to take me 
home,”  Teresia said as he got into the 
car beside her.

“ Rut I want to, heart-of-my-heart,”  
Win said lightly, but the wrords w'ere 
overcast with tenderness.

“ Don’t, W in!” — unsteadily. She felt 
she couldn’t endure his tenderness just 
then. She’d break under it.

Win put his hand over hers for an in­
stant.

“ Anything you say, Teresia. You 
know w'here my heart’s always been. 
Right in the hollow of your little hands. 
It’ll always be there. No matter who 
you marry or when.” He wras silent a 
moment. And then, to break the tenseness 
that held them: “ Where to, lovely?”

“ The Hill. Win.”
Winthrope turned sharply to glance at 

her and then started away from the little 
hotel on the Main Street of Romney and 
on along a country road to turn in finally 
at a drive that led up a steep hill to an 
old Southern colonial mansion, elegant 
in its draping of shadows.

“ Now' what?”  he asked as he stopped 
the car in the drive.

“ Now good night, Win. And thanks.”
“ Sure vou don’t want me to stay here 

with you? i don’t like leaving you.”
“ No, push along, Win, please. I’d 

rather be alone.”
Left alone on the piazza of the lovely 

old house, Teresia stood and looked down 
over the shadowy valley. She and Dan 
were part of it. They belonged to these

beautiful rolling hills of West Virginia. 
Their ancestors had fought and died 
there. Their very blood was part of the 
soil of that valley.

She and Dan belonged together.
Her father wras counting on Dan to be 

the son he had never had. already re­
garded him as that. Teresia paused on 
thought of her father, a loved and re­
spected country doctor, who had always 
given more attention to curing his pa­
tients than collecting his bills.

Lucky he’d married her mother, the 
only daughter of a well-to-do family, 
who’d inherited the lovely old family 
place just at the edge of town. Teresia, 
looking through the night, almost thought 
she could make out the shadows of the 
great trees down there that sheltered the 
pleasant, comfortable old home.

She knew, and her heart ached with 
the knowledge,, that that house had never 
seemed the same to her father after her 
mother died. Theirs had been a real love 
match. Consequently, Teresia’s child­
hood had been a singularly lovely thing. 
Ralph Fain had never been much of a 
money-maker and he had been a perfect 
lover and husband. He still let money 
slip through his gentle skilled fingers as 
if it were valueless.

Lucky, too, Teresia thought, that she 
had inherited her mother’s talent for 
painting and that the best gift shop on 
the Skyline Drive thought well enough of 
her sketches to make a feature of them. 
Ralph Fain w'ould have been cut to the 
quick if he’d known that it was largely 
his daughter’s money that kept the pleas­
ant old house going.

He was proud of Teresia’s talent, but 
thought of it only as a pleasant hobby. 
More than once, when a friend had ad­
mired a painting she bad just finished, 
he’d give it to them. Terry, he’d say, 
was always doing the things; they must 
have a house nearly full of them by this 
time!

And Terry would hang onto herself to
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keep from crying out in protest because 
so often the very sketch her father 
selected to give away was one she’d 
counted on bringing her the highest price 
of the next lot she intended taking to the 
gift shop. No one but the shop owner 
knew what the funny little insignia she 
signed her pictures with meant.

So she never said anything. Ralph 
Fain mustn't be humiliated. Her father’s 
quaint but charming pride must not be 
hurl. And Teresia managed the house 
completely, so he never thought o f  where 
the money came from. The activity of 
the house had always centered around 
Ralph and his needs while her mother 
lived. Teresia had tried to continue 
things in that same way.

Yes, she knew' the gentle, kindly man 
sleeping peacefully down there in the big 
old house in the valley, who lived his life 
for the people of that valley, would feel 
terribly upset when Dan- didn’t marry 
her. His heart would break with her 
own.

Standing there alone in the night, she 
almost felt that mattered most. She could 
endure her own heartbreak. But not her 
father’s.

She turned and went into the house. 
It was a tradition that the lovely old front 
door had never been locked since the day, 
two generations before, when its being 
locked kept a beautiful young daughter 
of the family from getting in to safety 
before a marauding party caught her and 
carried her away.
• Teresia dropped down in a deep chair 

in the elegant old hall. There was still 
a glow from embers on the hearth. The 
old house wore the deep silence of the 
early-morning hours gracefully. Peace­
fully.

It was an instant before Teresia was 
sure she heard the sound. Gradually, it 
materialized into steps.

“ Oh, Dodie, you shouldn’t have gotten 
up,”  T eresia said to the slim and not very 
tall girl who stood before her wrapped 
in a dressing gown.

“ Isn’t Dan with you?”  Dodie asked.
Teresia shook her head. She didn’t 

dare trust her voice to speak. Dodie bent 
closer. She was a pretty girl with fine 
features, pale-gold hair and a very frail 
look. She straightened with something 
like amazement in her large gray eyes.

“ Teresia, you’re crying!”  Then in 
alarm: “ What’s happened? Dan isn’t— ”

“ No,”  Teresia hurried to say. “ There’s 
nothing wrong with Dan. He's all right.”  
He wras, Teresia’s heart echoed heavily. 
It was her heart that was breaking, not 
Dan’s."

“ Then why isn’t he here?”  the younger 
girl persisted.

“ He had an errand, Dodie. And if be 
comes back and finds you down here, 
he’ll never forgive me for disturbing your 
night’s rest. Trot back to bed. honey.”

“ But if Dan— ” Dodie started to say.
Teresia caught her hands with impul­

sive tenderness. She loved this frail 
younger sister of Dan’s, the only two left 
of his family and the sole occupants, save 
for the servants, of the big house on its 
heaven-kissing hill.

“ Dodie darling, I know how you love 
Dan. But you don’t love him any more 
than I do. If there was anything wrong 
with him I’d tell you. So you needn’t 
worry. Go back to bed. like a good girl, 
so he won’t blame me for getting you 
up.”

Dan came finally. Dawn w7as reaching 
pale fingers over the hills. Teresia was 
about to start eagerly from her chair 
when the sound of the second voice held 
her motionless. Leah was with him.

They came in the door.
“ You must be dead,”  Dan was saying. 

“ I’ll take you right up.”
“ I am tired. But you’ve been wonder­

ful, Dan. Any other man in the world 
would have been wild at making that long 
drive for nothing. You're sweet.”  There 
was a definite caress in the words, like 
a hand laid on gently.

“ Who could be angry with you,
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Leah?”  Something about the deep over­
tone in h’(3 words was like a knife turn­
ing in Teresia’s heart.

They hadn't seen her silting there in 
the deep chair. They were going 
straight upstairs.

At tire top of the stairs Dan said 3oftIy: 
“ The guest room, Leah. Sleep well!” 
The deep silence that followed assailed 

the girl downstairs like poisonous vapor. 
She felt as if she must cry out in smoth­
ered pain, and yet was powerless to move. 
She would, she thought, slip away be­
fore Dan saw her. He’d never know 
she’d come there to talk to him. And 
then it was loo late. He was returning 
to the first floor. She knew he always 
checked on the fires himself before turn­
ing in.

As Dan stepped to the front of the fire­
place, Teresia spoke softly.

He started.
“ Teresia! But what does this mean? 

Didn’t Win take you home?”
“ Oh, Dan, it’s I wdio should be ask­

ing the meaning!”  Her low tones broke 
with the weight of emotion they carried. 
“ 1 thought when you came back to me 
there at the party after . . . after— ” 
She paused. It was hard, this first diffi­
culty that had ever lay between them.

“ Well,”  she began again and with more 
courage, “ Dan, I wasn’t spying, but I saw' 
you kissing her. I couldn’t help it. And 
when you came back the lipstick on your 
collar— I . . .  I hated her for it because 
1 knew it was hers. But I thought you’d 
come back to me and everything was all 
right. Now I know it isn’t. You haven’t 
come back to me. It’s—-”

Dan took her hands and spoke gently: 
“ Look, Terry, you’re upsetting your­

self over nothing. Leah came down here 
to Romney to visit friends. Somehow’, 
they missed each other and she want to 
the hotel. Adolph’s been staying there 
a few days. She met him in New York 
when she was in a show'. He annoyed 
the life out of the poor girl with his at­

tentions. He insisted upon giving this 
party tonight and that she stay for it. 
She is a stranger here alone, probably 
not too much money, because the poor 
girl’s had to make her own way. So she 
wranted to get away from Adolph, and 
when she found— ”

“ You were sympathetic,”  Teresia broke 
in fiercely. “ She asked you to take her to 
her friends. And why didn’t you leave 
her there?”

“ We couldn’t find them.”
“ And so you’ve brought her here to 

your house!”  ,
“ Why not?”  Dan, loo, was showing a 

little spirit. “ That was the least I could 
do! Knowing she hates this obnoxious 
Adolph and 1 could not take her back to 
a hotel in a little country town at this 
hour of the morning.”

“ Oh, no”— in fine irony. “ Her repu­
tation must be spared.”

“ Teresia, what’s gotten into you? I’ve 
never seen you like this before! You’re 
not beginning to be jealous, after all our 
intending to be superior and different and 
not watch each other as a cat w’alches a 
mouse!”

“ Yes, I am jealous if you must know! 
I’ve got used to seeing you with other 
girls, but I never will with this one!’-’ 

“ Don’t be silly, dear. She’s just a girl 
who’s had a darned hard life and I tried 
to help her a little. I don’t blame any 
woman for wanting to get out of reach 
of Adolph. He was a rotter in college 
and was kicked out before he graduated. 
I went to his party because I thought he 
might have changed, but you can see he 
hasn’t.”

“ And so you’re going to protect the 
poor working girl from him!”

“ Teresia!”— in shocked protest. “ Now 
you're showing"’ traits I never supposed 
you had!”

The girl looked at him silently for a 
moment.

“ Dan, you know all this is a lie. I 
don’t know what she’s up to, but if she
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had friends around here they’d have met 
her, or located her. I don’t know what 
her game is— ”

“ She hasn’t any game!”  Dan broke in 
defensively. “ Women are vile to each 
other! Here you are— sheltered, always 
had easy living, and you go haywire just 
because I do a little favor for a girl who’s 
been on her own since she was a child!”  

“ She’s done a good job of tear-jerking 
with you”— coldly. “ Anyway, you don’t 
know anything about her. I shouldn’t 
think you’d want her here with Dodie.”  

“ She won’t do Dodie any harm, and 
there’s no point in your slurring Leah 
because she’s poor and has to work for 
a living. A lady, Teresia, is what you 
are, not what you have.”

“ A lady!” — in fine irony.
Whatever else Teresia would have said 

died aborning. A sound at the head of 
the stairs attracted their attention. Leah 
stood looking down at them.

The long cloak she had worn to the 
party was wrapped around her. Instinc­
tively, Teresia knew only very sketchy un- 
derthings were beneath it.

“ I didn’t— ”  she began in faint con­
fusion that was very becoming to her, 
“ Dan, if I’m making you trouble— ”  

“ Leah, you’re not!”  Dan’s quick an­
swer broke into the caress of her voice. 
“ If we can’t befriend someone down here 
it’s just too bad. What’s all our wTell- 
known Southern hospitality for?”

“ You’re so sweet.”
It was a never-to-be-forgotten moment 

for Teresia. She felt utterly out of the 
scene. Leah was speaking to Dan as if 
unaware of the presence of a third per­
son. Her gaze on him was like a visible 
caress.

She was beautiful. Smooth and sleek- 
looking. Dark and daring. Suddenly, 
Teresia felt utterly helpless. There was 
a relentlessness about the other girl. A 
sense of never giving up. Like steel under 
the lovely exterior of her. What had she, 
with only her small-town experience, to 
battle such a girl with?

Teresia turned and rushed from the 
room and the house.

She was halfway down the drive before 
Dan caught up with her in his car.

“ That was a crazy thing to do,”  were 
his first words. “ I thought you might 
have stayed there and been hostess to her. 
After all, she’s a stranger here, and 
Dodie’s too young.”

Teresia thought for a full minute. They 
had reached the gates of the estate.

“ All right.”  Her voice changed some­
what, and there was more certainty, more 
purpose in it. “ I’ll stay. Turn around 
and take me back.”

She wouldn’t abandon the case to Leah. 
She’d hold her ground and insist on her 
rights. If Leah got Dan, it would be only 
after a gallant battle.

No one would worry about her at home 
because she often stayed with Dan and 
Dodie. She went in and out of their 
place as if it were her own.

Teresia went into the house and 
straight to the room she always used 
while Dan put the car away. There was 
a feeling of satisfaction, at least, in being 
under the same roof with him. Nothing 
too startling could happen then.

She tried to assure herself as she 
waited for sleep that she had made a 
mountain of a molehill. Dan had merely 
been trying to treat a lonely stranger with 
consideration. She had been the foolish 
one to pay any attention to it. Before 
her eyes closed in sleep, she had read­
justed her world again. And all was 
right with it. On the next day the girl 
called “ Leah”  would vanish from her 
sphere.

But morning found Dan and Leah on 
the terrace looking down over the beau­
tiful valley that sun was dappling with 
lovely shadows.

So absorbed were they, that Teaesia 
had come through the spacious hall and 
was on the piazza near them before they 
were aware of her,

Leah’s smile was brilliant as she turned 
to Teresia.
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“ W h o  cou ld  be angry w ith  you , L e a h ? "  
D an was saying. T he d eep  o v er to n e  in 
his w ord s was lik e  a k n ife  turning in 

T eres ia ’s heart.

“ Do you think Danny’ll ever forgive 
me for getting him up early to come out 
here and see the sun on the dew? God’s 
diamonds! Aren’t they?”

So that was it, Teresia thought. See 
the sun on the dew!

Dan smiled happily.
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“ Teresia, we’ve made a plan! A swell 
one! Leah’s going to stay on here with 
Dodie while I’m gone. Be her compan­
ion and see to things in general.”

Teresia wondered if her face whitened 
as her heart seemed to stop beating. Then 
Leah was speaking, sweetly, happily.

“ It’s just perfect for me,”  she said. 
“ Because jobs on Broadway are so hard 
to find and I need a rest just from look­
ing!”  It was too sweet, too innocent.

William, at the door, announced break­
fast in his deep tones.

Dan and Leah rose and Teresia knew 
a moment of terror. Leah was a formi­
dable foe. She knew all the tricks. Even 
in the morning her clothes were obvi­
ously the sort to enchant her masculine 
public.

Leah caught Teresia’s glance.
“ Dan and 1 ran down to the hotel and 

got my things,”  she explained with bright 
innocence that seemed oddly to enhance 
the sleek, sophisticated beauty of her.

“ So it’s all over but the shouting! I 
mean” — Teresia had turned to Dan—  
“ arrangements for while you’re gone?”

“ Yes, dear. You know I wasn’t quite 
satisfied with leaving Dodie in charge 
here alone. And I didn't like the idea 
of burdening you with two places to look 
after. You know how your dad depends 
on you.

It was almost as if Leah left them 
alone purposely after breakfast so they 
could quarrel. Almost as if she knew 
they would and wanted Dan to go away 
with his last memory of Teresia that of 
an angry, quarreling girl w ho w as selfish 
and jealous and difficult.

She let Dan light her cigarette and 
then with a bright glance at Teresia, 
said, “ I’ll go up to unpack!”

Dan didn't meet Teresia’s eyes imme­
diately. It was the girl’s voice that 
forced him to.

“ Dan. why did you do it? W hy?”
“ Isn’t it a perfect arrangement?”—  

defensively. “ I needed someone here and

she needed a place to be. Poor girl, she 
needs a rest! Broadway’s pretty hard on 
a woman! You don’t know. You’ve al­
ways had everything yrou want and been 
so sheltered. Y’ ou’ve never had to earn 
your living.”

Never had to earn her living, Teresia 
thought bitterly. That was all he knew. 
But she tried to speak quietly.

“ All right! I’ve been sheltered! So 
what? I’m to give up my. man just be­
cause of that.”

“ Don’t be foolish! Nothing like that's 
been thought o f !”

“ Perhaps not by you. Dan! But that 
girl’s thought of it! She's thought of 
everything! Why, you’re as helpless in 
her hands as an oyster on a half shell!”

“ Don’t he silly. I haven't said— ”
"Don’t say that to me again!”  Teresia 

• was suddenly a flaming fury. “ Don’t be 
silly! That’s your only defense! I m 
silly because I can read the writing on 
the wall! That female tiger on the prowl 
is no person to leave Dodie w ith 1 Dodie’s 
young and impressionable, and that 
girl's— ”

“ Stop! You can stop right there!” 
Dan’s voice was like a knife cutting 
through her very soul, cold and sleellike. 
“ Don’t accuse people of things you know 
nothing about.”

“ Isn't being with a person like Adolph 
enough without any accusations I can 
bring?”

“ She can’t help it that Adolph’s run­
ning after her. He's always been mad 
about beautiful women. She can’t get 
rid of him. If you had the right instincts 
you’d want to help me protect her from 
him.”

Teresia felt as if something in her was 
withering. Then anger died to helpless­
ness. Hopelessness.

She was fumbling at the large diamond 
on the third finger of her left hand.

“ Here,”  she said quietly. The dia­
mond in its setting of gold lay on the fine
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linen. “ There’s no point in tny continu­
ing to wear this.”

She had expected him to protest. In­
stead, Dan Ramsay looked at the ring 
and then away. Teresia knew he couldn’t 
meet her eyes. She knew he didn’t want 
her to see the relief there. And that 
knowledge was like an icy hand laying 
hold of her heart.

Dan was glad to be released from their 
engagement.

Teresia shivered. Was love like that? 
Fitful. Vagrant.

Had a thing like that been what held 
her father and mother together through 
the years in that beautiful companion­
ship? Was that frail thing what was 
making her father so lonely now that her 
mother was dead?

Surely, it couldn’t be!
Yet that had been relief she had seen 

on Dan’s face as surely as if it had been 
written in flaming letters for her to read.

She walked quietly to the telephone, 
called her home, and asked the colored 
boy to come for her.

“ You needn’t,”  Dan tried to interrupt. 
“ I’ll take you.”

“ With this Leah person sitting in front 
with you? Or staying here with Dodie? 
Neither would suit me at all, thank you.”  
The words came in a cool tone.

Sunday. A day that she always spent 
with Dan, for week ends her father filled 
their great house with his own friends 
and didn't need her companionship.

Monday morning, the day Dan was to 
start on his Mexican trip, she was still 
upstairs in her room, not sleeping, be­
cause sleep seemed to have been perma­
nently removed from her world, when she 
heard a car in the drive, directly under 
her window.

Six o ’clock. Who could be arriving at 
such an hour?

She got up and looked out.
Dan was standing beside his car, look­

ing up at her windows.

She wouldn’t have needed his gesture 
to have carried her swiftly downstairs, 
a silk robe drawn hastily around her.

He was distraught. His handsome face 
was haggard.

“ Terry,”  he said, something of the old 
tenderness in his voice, “ I had to come. 
I couldn’t go away with that quarrel be­
tween us. We’ve been so much to each 
other for so many years that I couldn’t 
let things go that way.”

“ Oh, Dan!”  She was leaning against 
him, not actually aware that his arms, 
though around her, were utterly unpos- 
sessive.

“ I can’t have a quarrel between us, 
Terry. Your friendship has been part of 
my life so long I can’t get along without 
it. I could not leave on this job without 
your good wishes. But— ”  He slopped, 
searching for the right words. “ Lfeah—- 
well, I can’t help it, Terry. I don’t know 
what’s happened to me, but she’s like fire 
in my veins! Like the very blood of my 
being, the breath of my life!”

Teresia stiffened and leaned a little 
back out of his arms. He let her go with­
out protest. She heard the stricken note 
in his voice and believed him. He was 
helpless against an emotion that had sud­
denly come alive within him at sight of 
Leah. Leah had some sort of magic. She 
knew things about attracting men that 
Teresia, with her interest in her painting, 
her father, and a fine companionship with 
Dan, had no understanding of.

Teresia put her hands on his shoulders 
and looked up at him. It was a gesture 
of renunciation.

“ Good-by, Dan,”  she said gently, ten­
derly.

He bent and kissed her. And then was
gone.

Teresia turned back to the house with 
eyes blinded by tears she could not keep 
back.

Dan was gone on a long and uncer­
tain trip to Mexico for a large oil com­
pany. He was flying down and might
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be gone a week, a month, or a year. Leah 
was in his house, in charge of his affairs.

II.

Autumn was splashing at the landscape 
with the gayest colors on her palette. Her 
brush was artistically careless.

Teresia loved fall in West Virginia. 
Especially, the- picture it painted in the 
valley that spread its beauty in front of 
Dan’s lovely old place, the Hill. She 
missed going there.

She was putting a few new bulbs in her 
garden for the next spring’s pattern of 
color when Winthrope Lait drove into the 
yard. She transferred the beauty of 
flowers to canvas with special skill, per­
haps because she loved them so.

“ I’ve come to take you places,”  XVhi 
announced.

“ And make me do things?”  she asked 
in smiling good humor.

“ Yeah, Terry, you take the words from 
my lips! And, incidentally, the breath 
from my life with the good looks of 
you!”

“ Win, how dare you be so young and 
so smoothly flattering at the same time? 
And where do you want to take m e?”

“ To the Hill.”
“ No, Win”— suddenly serious. “ I 

can’t go there.”
“ Look, beautiful lady, do you realize 

what a silly thing you’ve done? You’ve 
just stepped sweetly and obediently out 
of the picture and said without words, to 
that stunning siren in control up there, 
‘ It’s all yours’ !”  He paused a moment, 
looking at her intently. Then: “ And 1
think you’re being dumb. Forgive me 
for being so frank.”

“ But, Win, I just couldn’t-^-”  Teresia 
started to say when Win took her hand, 
drew her along toward the house, and 
with young impatience went on :

“ Listen, Teresia, make a sacrifice of 
yourself. I saw Dodie in the family car 
yesterday with Leah and she looked.like

a ghost of what she had been. I don’t 
like the looks of things. There’s to be a 
big party at the Hill today. We’ll crash 
it. Be smart. Pretend the battle’s ended 
and you’ve put up the white flag. I’ll 
squire you with ardor I don’t have to 
pretend! And we’ll see what’s making 
Dodie so ghost-white. And more than 
that, much as I’ve always adored you, I 
think Dan’s diamond was perfect for your 
hand!”

“ Win, you’ve talked so long and so fast 
you’ve persuaded me. I begin to see the 
point in the old theory of out-talking peo­
ple.”  She paused for a moment on the 
thought of Win’s interest in Dodie and 
was grateful for it. Dodie would need a 
friend if Dan went on with Leah.

“ All right! Go make yourself love­
lier!”

Teresia dressed swiftly. The party be­
gan at cocktail time. When she returned 
to Win, her mood was as light and lovely 
as a fern leaf.

“ 1 hope I’m deadly,”  she laughed.
“ You’re pretty disturbing in that 

dress, if you need my humble opinion!”
“ Thanks, Win! She made a cross up 

there that I’ve been lugging around with 
me until just this minute. You helped 
me ditch it.”

“ And maybe we can nail her to it. It’s 
been done.”

The party was swinging along madly 
as they entered the fine old house.

Teresia, smiling brilliantly and with 
gaiety, w'ent straight to Leah and offered 
her hand. Leah was equal to it and 
Terry granted her an atom of admiration. 
Leah had something. Maybe her life had 
been hard, but it had given her a sort of 
reckless charm.

“ Darling! I’m so glad! How per­
fectly sweet of you! Come, I must get 
my handsomest man to get you a cock­
tail. Gil, please!”  She went on, lightly, 
easily, meaninglessly. The while Teresia 
noted that Leah was beautifully dressed 
in something designed to swish to the 
swing of music and the tempo of gay life.
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Perhaps she had been having a lean 
time in New York, but the girl had cer­
tainly managed clothes and knew how to 
wear them. Teresia never had been slow 
to grant credit where it was really due. 
Leah was smart. Teresia wondered how 
much that meant to a man. Her father 
hadn’t needed smartness. All his happi­
ness had found its root in her mother’s 
gentle kindness. And with Dan, Teresia 
had taken her pitch from that. She won­
dered if she had been wrong.

A man she had never seen before 
handed Teresia a drink. He had a fasci­
nating man-of-the-world look. He was 
polished and smooth and flattering. There 
were other guests like him, men and 
women. They must be Leah’s crowd 
from New York. And there were local 
people. The rather shoddy fringe of 
local society. People who could always 
do with a free meal, drinks, and a party.- 
The sort of people you felt a little sorry 
for even though you didn’t like them.

A girl in a swing skirt was sliding 
down the lovely polished banister to be 
caught at the bottom by a laughing group 
of men. A too blond young man was 
playing the piano, and a tragic brunette 
sitting on it, singing, in a low, heavy- 
voice.

Leah paused during a momentary lull 
to say to Teresia in a sweet, almost wist­
ful voice:

“ You’re so sweet to come to my party.”
“ You’re sweet to let me come.”
“ I do so want Danny’s friends to like 

me.”
Teresia looked after her, thinking: 

She’s smart all right. Pretending she 
doesn’t even know how close Dan and I 
were to marriage.

“ She’s a conspicuous beauty,”  Win 
said beside her. “ And she hasn’t been 
left in the dark about the fact either. She 
knows it and likes other people to act as 
if they knew it!”

And Teresia paused on that. It gave 
her an idea.

L S — 2 D

“ I may want you to tell her that later,”  
she said.

“ Anything your little heart desires, 
lady fair!”

And it was just at that moment that 
Teresia caught sight of Dodie.

She was slipping out of the dining 
room toward a passage leading to the 
back stairs. With impulsive and tender 
interest, Teresia moved quickly and 
caught her hand.

Dodie turned a grateful, but, somehow, 
frightened face toward her.

“ Oh, Teresia” — Dodie’s voice was 
sweet— ' ‘I’m so glad to see' you! I’ve 
missed Dan so !”

“ Come talk to me, dear.”  Teresia 
would have drawn the girl toward the 
domino sun room, an amusing room done 
in black-and-white tiles with domino 
decorative motif.

Dodie drew away.
“ I can’t! That woman told me to keep 

out of her party”— with a resentful look 
toward the front of the house where Leah 
was hostessing with gay abandon.

“ But, honey, she doesn't own the 
house! You and Dan do. You can do 
as you like.”

“ Not with her around. I’m afraid of 
her, Teresia, really I am! I’m afraid 
she’ll do something terrible to Dan if I 
displease her. She— ”  Dodie hesitated 
as if seeking the right word. Then: “ She 
schemes.”

She slipped hurriedly away and Teresia 
made her way back to Win.

Win had looked after Dodie admir­
ingly.

“ She’s precious,”  he said. “ Dodie. 
She looked like something done in living 
gold leaf standing there with the sun on 
her hair. No converted Nordic there. 
Thar’s vikings in them thar ancestry!”

“ Win, please.”  Teresia was laughing 
but her hand on his arm was imperative. 
“ I’ve got a bee in that silly flower 1 fasten 
on over my right eye and that you, dar­
ling, call a bonnet! I’m going over and



20 STREET-& SMITH’S LOVE STORY MAGAZINE

talk to the glamorous Leah and you’ve 
got to be psychic and know what it’s all 
about and back me up. I don’t dare take 
time to explain for fear I’ll lose my cour­
age!”

“ I’m with you all the way!”
Gradually, they wove through the gay 

tapestry of color, sound and movement 
like a firm bright thread until they stood 
near where Leah was the center of a 
circle. Her swing skirt high up in her 
hands, she was dancing and chanting a 
song. Adolph, at the piano, was picking 
out the chords accenting her perform­
ance.

Dark hair drawu tight back from 
classic features, full mouth heavily 
rouged, gray eyes carefully made up, 
Leah Bassett was something to look at.

As she finished, Teresia’s voice 
sounded above the rabble.

“ You were a picture, really! Abso­
lutely the most striking picture! Has 
anyone ever done you?”

Before Leah, who had turned grateful, 
pleased and puzzled eyes to Teresia, Win, 
sure he’d got his cue, broke in:

“ Teresia, you’re just the one to do it! 
Why don’t you? You must! She’d 
make the most marvelous canvas.”

“ Win, she w'ould!”  Teresia spoke as 
if in glad surprise. “ Oh, may I, Leah? 
May 1?”

“ Paint m e?”  Leah was trying to cover 
her eagerness. But it didn’t quite jell. 

“ Yes! You’d be marvelous!”
“ All right” — trying to make it casual. 

But she couldn’t help adding: “ When do 
we begin?”

“ Tomorrow, if you’ll let me. I have 
it all right in my fingers now and when 
I feel like that I like to get right at it !” 

“ Come and breakfast with me at eleven 
and we’ll start.”

So it was settled and Teresia was de­
lighted and Win knowing that, somehow, 
something had been put over, squeezed 
her hand as they moved into a giddy 
dance to a popular air someone was play- 
i«g.

But Adolph, who drew Leah’s hand 
through his arm and took her to the ter­
race where swift falling night had laid 
gentle shadows, said:

“ You’re smart as a mustard plaster, 
Leah, until someone thinks of that subtle 
weapon, flattery. And then you fall like 
the leaves in autumn!”

“ Meaning, fresh and handsome?”
“ All right! I’m fresh. But so what? 

You’re going to have your picture dene 
by the girl you’ve wanted to keep out of 
the picture. And in so doing you’ve 
brought her back into the picture. And 
howr!”

“ Don’t be silly. I can handle that little 
softie. Haven’t I sat myself in a sweet 
spot here? Wait till I get that other little 
fool out of the scene. Then it’ll be Palm 
Beach and pearls and ermine! With cars 
and servants at my command. No more 
being-part of the great public for little 
Leah! Don’t give me a thought, pre­
cious. I know what I ’m doing. And I’d 
kind of like to have a painting of my­
self.”

“ So long as your vanity isn’t your un­
doing.”

“ Shut up, will you?”
“ Better talk nice to me, lady. I intro­

duced you here, you know. Without me 
you wouldn’t have known where to come 
to hunt your meal ticket. I was the one 
who remembered this bird, Dan, from 
my dear old college!”

“ Stop throwing that in my face, will 
you? Do you want me to spend every 
minute of my life saying ‘thank you’ to 
you?”

“ Stop being a little street girl,”  he com­
manded.

Leah’s hand flashed out at just the mo­
ment Adolph was bringing his cigarette 
to his lips. Her hand flattened the 
lighted end against his face, burning it 
and burning her palm as well.

Furious, Adolph struck her. Her cheek 
took the smart blow.

“ Vixen!”  he said.
“ Don’t, Adolph” — the anger leaving
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her voice broken and ragged. “ My hand 
is burned, too. Oh, Adolph, you know 
I love you, why do we fight so?”

“ It’s the madness in us that can’t find 
release any other way, darling!” His 
arms Ground her were crushing her “ 
madlv against his heart for as always 
with lovers their quarrel had drawn them 
together.

It was at that moment that Teresia, 
having had enough of the party, stepped 
out onto the terrace to start home. She 
drew hack quickly. It hadn’t been Dan 
she had seen kissing Leah this time, but 
Adolph. And as if they meant it. That 
was something she must remember and 
work on. Leah’s face had been lifted to 
Adolph’s, forgetful of all the rest of the 
world, and, somehow, softened. When 
Dan had kissed Leah, Teresia was sure 
Leah had been aware of everything about 
them. Teresia had even thought she 
caught the other girl’s eyes on her look­
ing over Dan’s shoulder an instant.

Win right behind her saw, too, and 
turned quickly back to the party.

They would go out another door.
“ I think it’s a shame Dan left Dodie 

with a woman like that!”  Win was 
vehement as they drove away.

“ It is.” Teresia looked at him in­
tently and thought she knew something 
about Win that he himself did not realize.

When he said, as he left her at the door 
of her father’s pleasant old house, 
“ Honey, you re the sweetest thing in 
the world to m e!” she knew it was 
prompted only by the lure an older and 
more sophisticated girl has for a younger 
boy. And she was glad it was nothing 
more. She belonged to Dan and would 
the rest of her life, come what may.

III.

Leah Bassett was in fine high spirits 
when Teresia arrived for breakfast and 
the first sittirfg.

Leah smiled, pleased with her own 
humor as she showed Teresia a menu

one of her guests had made out for the 
meal.

“ Kidney stew for stews,”  Teresia read, 
and laughed.

William’s kidney stew had long since 
earned him an enviable reputation.

“ All the other stews are still in bed,”  
Leah informed Teresia, “ but I wanted to 
get up and enjoy the morning. Funny, 
I should like country mornings” —  
thoughtfully. “ But I do. There’s some­
thing fine and clean about them, like 
starting all over again.”

“ They’re lovely here on this hill,”  
Teresia said. “ Lovely. It’s so peaceful 
you can almost hear the flowers grow.”  
And she was struck with something dif­
ferent about Leah—gentle, almost sweet.

“ It is really swell.”
Teresia’s attention was caught by a 

note of emotion in the girl's voice, as 
though really some of the fineness of the 
Hill had gotten under her hard veneer 
and touched the heart of her.

The sitting was interesting. Teresia 
was an artist of real ability. And Leah 
an excellent subject.

Teresia drew the thing out for days, 
watching all the while for Dodie, hoping 
for some contact with the girl. But she 
caught only fleeting glimpses of her. And 
Teresia dared not ask about her. She 
sensed that Leah was purposely keeping 
Dodie in the background.

Teresia was genuinely concerned about 
the girl who had been an invalid nearly 
all her life. So much so that she had 
never gone to school but had been 
tutored. She’d never learned to drive a 
car. Never been strong enough to do 
any of the things most girls did. It had 
only been within the last year that she 
had seemed to gain enough strength to 
live a life that had some semblance of 
normality. Teresia had been counting 
on the time when she would be Dodie’s 
sister and could try to help her. She was 
sure a little attention would do wonders 
for the motherless girl.

“ You know, I think it would be per-
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fecily lovely if I did a painting of Dodie 
when 1 finish yours,”  Teresia said with 
apparent guilelessness to Leah near the 
end of her work on Leah’s portrait.

“ She isn’t strong enough to stand the 
silling,”  Leah said shortly.

“ Oh, I could make it very easy for her. 
And I’d love to do it. I don’t know why 
I never thought of it before.”  Teresia 
was exerting all her sweet charm.

“ I wouldn’t think of letting the child 
undergo the strain.”

“ And,”  Teresia was inspired, “ I think 
Dan would love a painting of her. He 
adores her so. It would be about the 
nicest gift that could be made to him 
when he comes home. She’s exactly like 
her mother, who died when she was born. 
And Dan worshiped his mother and has 
transferred that to Dodie.”

A.s she talked, Teresia was aware of a 
change in Leah’s face. The girl was 
thinking. She said:

“ I’ll commission you to do that. That 
will be my gift to Dan.”

“ Grand!”
“ But I hope you won’t disturb her by 

talking much to her. She’s very nervous 
and I find keeping her absolutely quiet 
is the only way to keep her well at all.”  

“ I’ll be careful.”
Leah looked at Teresia intently for a 

moment.
“ You know you are sweet,”  she said 

finally, very earnestly, as if admitting 
something she1 had been arguing. 

“ Thanks. And you’re very smart.”
“ I wonder”— thoughtfully.
Leah stayed quite near as the sittings 

began for Dodie. She found excuses at 
firs! to be in and out of the room. 
And then, boredom making her careless, 
she gathered her guests and spent most 
of her time in the little building back of 
the house, the Western Bar, that was for 
all the world like an old bar in some such 
place as Tombstone, Arizona.

Teresia was careful about speaking at 
first and Dodie made no attempt to re­

sume the intimate relationship which bad 
always existed between them.

But as Leah left them more alone they 
fell into the habit of talking a little in
low voices.

“ Dodie, why don’t you have lunch with 
us? You always used to eat wdlh Dan 
down here in the dining room.”

“ Leah ordered me not to. She has that 
Flora person, who’s staying here and says 
she’s a nurse, to fix my food. A diet, the 
sort I need, she says. I hate it!”  The 
words came fiercely from the young girl. 
“ And 1 hate Leah and Flora, too!”  

Teresia paused on thought of Flora—- 
big, dazzlingly blond, by choice, and a 
reckless type. Not actually bad. But 
careless. She’d probably do anything 
Leah wanted her to in return for the 
generous entertainment she was getting 
from Leah.

“ I’m afraid I don’t like them either 
very much, Dodie, but they’re Dan’s 
guests and we have to put up with them.”  

“ Yes, but I don’t see why I had to give 
up my room to that Hazel and Adelita! 
Of course, it was bigger! But I’m hor­
ribly afraid in Julie’s room! And 1 have 
to stay there all the time, eat there and 
all!”

“ Dodie, you’re not in Julie’s room ?”  
Teresia asked in unbelief.

“ I am!” — spiritedly. “ But I’m not go­
ing to he much longer. I tell you I won’t 
stay there. If she won’t let me change 
to some other place, I won’t stay here! 
I'll . . . I’ll run away.”

Teresia had been watching the eighteen- 
year-old girl and read the terror in her 
delicate face. Teresia had never been in­
side Julie’s room. It had not been used 
for two generations.

The story of its being haunted had 
grown about it after Julie Ramsay, with 
all the guests waiting below for the large 
and elaborate double wedding that was to 
unite her and her sister with their fiances 
in marriage, had gone to the room that 
had been hers since childhood and killed
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herself with poison. She did it because 
her sister was marrying the man she, 
Julie, loved. Her own stricken fiance, 
who had waited downstairs, had been a 
life-long friend of whom her family ap­
proved and had persuaded the broken­
hearted girl to promise to marry.

The room, always since called “ Julie’s 
room,” was exactly as she had left it. 
The other sister had gone on with her 
wedding. The story was that every night 
at midnight, the hour the coach started 
away with the young married couple on 
their honeymoon, Julie came back in all 
her trailing white wedding finery and un­
happily paced her room as she must have 
that night before she killed herself.

Teresia wondered if Leah could pos­
sibly know the story, and had known 
what she did when she put Dodie in that 
room. Then, of course, she knew Leah 
had. Adolph was a local boy. He’d 
known the story and doubtless told it to 
Leah.

Gradually, as Teresia talked to the 
young girl, trying to calm and soothe her, 
the whole situation formed in the back 
of her mind.

The Ramsay money had been left to 
Dodie and Dan. It was a lot for one, 
but only plenty for two. Dodie was deli­
cate. 'There Teresia tried to shut her 
mind. She didn't want to go on with the 
evil thought that shaped in it.

Delicate people like Dodie slipped out 
of this world easily. They could not bear 
adverse conditions. Could Leah really 
be that bad? Teresia tried to call up the 
face of the other girl. Jt could be capable 
of almost anything, good or bad. But all 
women were that way.

“ But there aren’t any ghosts, Dodie 
darling.”  Teresia was trying to laugh 
gently at the girl.

“ That’s what you think! I wish you 
had to be in that room at midnight! I’ve 
tried to make myself think I’m just im­
agining things, but you can’t hear things 
you just imagine. If she’d let me mail

my own letters to Dan without her super­
vision I’d tell him !”

“ You mean she sees your letters to 
Dan?”

“ She says she wants to be sure I don’t 
write him anything that will worry him 
or make him unhappy. Soshe practically 
tells me what to say. 'The servants are 
afraid to mail anything for me.”  She 
looked at Teresia a moment, then: 
“ Would it be too unfair to ask you to 
mail a letter for me, Terry?”

“ Honey, I’ll be glad to.”
Teresia got up then and made a tele­

phone call.
“ Don’t expect me home tonight, dar­

ling,”  she said to her father when she got 
him.

She went to her car and tinkered a 
moment.

She was thoughtful as she turned from 
the car. It was incredible that a girl like 
Leah could come into an established 
household and so quickly turn everything 
to her own liking.

The sitting over, Dodie slipped back 
upstairs as she was supposed to do. 
Teresia dared to go up with her, after 
assuring herself the customers at the 
Western Bar were at a height of gaiety.

The room was exactly as it had been 
except for fresh linens. Even the fading 
traveling dress, Julie’s going-away dress, 
hung on its tree in the corner. Teresia 
bad the feeling that if she touched it, it 
would sift to the floor in dust.

It was cruel. Inhuman. And it couldn’t 
be accidental.

She kissed Dodie and patted her shoul­
der.

“ Don’t worry, kiddie,”  she said. “ This 
is all going to come out in the wash if 
I have to do the scrubbing myself!”

She hurried downstairs then and 
moved lightly out to the kitchen. She 
paused there only an instant. But long 
enough for her delicate nostrils to catch 
a faint perfume. William, dozing in a 
corner, had not started dinner, so there
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were no food smells. She found the 
pitcher from which the perfume came and 
emptied it. Oleandrine— poison made
from stewed oleander leaves!

“ William, what did you have that for?”  
she demanded.

“ M iss Flora she use it when she fix 
M iss Dodie soup for noons.”

Teresia’s face whitened with horror.
“ William, do you know what it is? 

What it does? Why have you let her 
fix Miss Dodie’s food?”

“ No’m, I don’t know'. And I couldn’t 
he’p let fix things. Mr. Dan he tell me 
do what Miss Leah says.”

Oleandrine! No wonder Dodie had 
been looking even less strong than usual. 
She was being slowly poisoned! Teresia 
knew she must do something and do it 
quickly.

She moved on to the gay party in the 
Western Bar. Saluted acquaintances 
brightly and moved straight to Leah, link­
ing her arm through Leah’s.

“ You’ve got company,”  she said. “ My 
cat’s out of commission. Won t start. 
So I’ve pitched tent with you for the 
night.”

Leah w as startled and not too pleased.
“ But you can have one of the cars 

here,”  she offered quickly.
“ I’ve already telephoned home 

though.”  But Teresia’s words were 
scarcely audible in the general cry that 
rose for her to stay.

The more the merrier was the cry with 
the offer of many beds and as many 
drinks. The rest of the party liked this 
sweet, gentle Southern girl.

So Leah had to give in gracefully. But 
she caught Adolph’s disapproving eye 
and though she didn’t understand the 
situation at all she was uneasy, puzzled 
and annoyed.

Teresia stayed with the party until it 
dwindled out and then, a little after 
eleven, slipped upstairs. She shut and 
locked from the outside the door of the

room she had been assigned to and then 
moved softly to Julie's room.

“ Darling Dodie, it’s Teresia,”  she said 
quickly as she slipped inside the dark­
ened room in which Leah had refused 
the girl a night light. “ I’ve come to be 
here so nothing can happen to you. 1 
want to show you. dear, that there aren't 
any ghosts.”

The bed was a high, old-fashioned one. 
Teresia slipped under it and lay there.

She had waited so long that she felt 
the whole thing had been a wraste of ef­
fort when she heard the door sw ing softly 
back and sensed the swishing of draperies 
on the floor. Peering from under the 
bed, she saw7 something white trailing on 
the floor, laying for yards like a bridal 
train. She reached out and touched it. 
She must have gripped it more firmly 
than she had intended, for the fabric 
stayed in her hand. The steps moved on. 
The door opened and closed again. 
Teresia found herself gripping a muslin 
sheet.

“ I’m going and it’s all right, Dodie. 
I’ll see you in the morning. Pretend 
sleep.”  She whispered the words quickly, 
had the sheet bundled under her arm and
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then slipped across the hall into her own 
room. She dared not turn on the light, 
but slipped into bed and lav there, mo­
tionless. She knew' almost anything 
might happen.

She knew the secret of Dodie’s ghost. 
She knew, too, that Leah was prepared to 
go any limit to get Dan and the Ramsay 
money. She must do whatever she could 
quickly. Cable Dan? But she discarded 
the thought. Under the circumstances it 
wouldn’t do.

She W'as gay next morning at break­
fast, but wondered if she saw something 
different in the way Leah looked at her. 
And as she had passed through the 
kitchen, William mentioned Leah’s hav­
ing discovered that she had emptied the 
pitcher.

Before the others were through with 
cigarettes, Teresia rose to go. She 
wanted to get home and think the thing 
out. Should she get Dan’s address and 
appeal directly to him? Or W'as there 
some better wray? She W'as in a terribly 
difficult position as a discarded love, but 
there w'as no-time to lose and her pride 
must give in to necessity.

“ Before you go, Teresia darling, I 
want you to see something.”  Leah’s 
voice was smooth and cordial. “ There’s 
an old frame upstairs that I think would 
be swelf for my picture. Come up, I 
want your opinion.”

“ I really should get on home,”  Terty 
hesitated.

“ But this will only take a minute. You 
can’t give any reasonable excuse for hav­
ing to get aw'ay so soon after spending 
the night here, darling. Anyhow, your 
car isn’t fixed.”

“ It is. I discovered a loose wire this 
morning,”  Teresia said quietly.

She wondered if there was more be­
hind the words than w7as apparent on the 
surface. But she found herself walking 
along with Leah. They went to the un­
used third floor. There Leah opened a 
door. The two girls walked into the

room. The frame was in the closet, Leah 
was saying.

“ Across the room, darling.”
Then Leah turned quickly, was out of 

the room with the door locked behind 
her.

“ Now7,”  she said through a slit in the 
door and so Teresia could hear her quite 
plainly, “ there'll be no more tricks. 
You’ll stay here until I decide what to 
do about you. You’re not going to throw 
a monkey wrench into my plans.”

And Teresia knew7 that stay might be 
quite a long one because if someone 
called and told her father she w7as staying 
on for a visit that would be all right with 
him. gentle, unsuspicious soul that he 
w7as. She’d always done as she pleased. 
Win might wonder about her, though. 
Win, she decided, was her only hope. He 
would get suspicious eventually and do 
something. His very interest in Dodie, 
of which he didn’t seem aware himself, 
would drive him to action.

She was impatient with herself for 
having forgotten this room with its 
sound-proofed walls and barred windows 
which had, some twenty years before, 
been the place an insane old Negro serv­
ant had been kept by the family, who 
felt that was kinder than to pul him in 
such an institution as would accept him. 
Plumbing had been led to the room, he’d 
been fed and cared for, got air from a 
window cut just under the roof and 
manipulated from the room below. He 
was safe from mistreatment, but was in 
no one’s way.

The day seemed interminable to 
Teresia. so used to activity. Night 
brought the beauty of stars. Teresia was 
aw7are of their loveliness, worried as she 
was.

She was desperate two days later as 
she stood at a barred window looking 
down over the hill the drive came up. 
Yet it was a desperation that could do 
nothing.

She heard a car come up the drive.
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She didn’t bother to look at it, so intent 
was she on her thought. The memory 
of that poison in the kitchen worried her. 
She must get out and do something 
quickly.

She thought she heard activity on the 
floor just below, but it would do no good 
to pound on that thickly padded floor. 
The sound would never get through.

Then she started up. Someone was at 
the door of her prison. Her name called 
in— could it be a familiar voice?— came 
to her faintly. Then all was still for a 
space. She must have been wrong. Must 
have imagined things out of her anxiety.

Then once again sounds came, loud 
and banging against her door with ter­
rific force. Finally, the old panel gave. 
Dan stood here with a heavy crowbar in 
his hand. Dodie, her delicate young face 
vitally alive with happiness, wras just be­
hind him.

Explanations poured from each three 
pairs of lips, but the thing that mattered 
most was that Dan’s arms closed around 
Teresia with earnestness and passion. It 
was a wire from Win that had started 
him by plane from Mexico. He’d landed 
in Washington just that morning.

“ Oh, my darling, my darling, what a 
fool I’ve been!”  he said. “ Dodie’s told 
me everything, even to the ghost business 
and the sheet you pulled off Leah that 
night. Leah dazzled me, darling. It 
wasn’t until I was away, alone, that I 
knew you were the girl 1 wanted— you’re 
my kind.”

Dodie had considerately left them, but 
Teresia giggled hysterically:

“ She must have been wild when she 
got back to her room and found her train 
gone! She hadn’t pinned it on very 
tightly! I mean Leah when she ghosted!”

Downstairs, William told them Leah 
bad not come in yet from an all-night 
party.

When she did come with Adolph and 
her troop of house guests, she stopped at 
sight of Dan and Teresia sitting on the

porch as if it was she who finally was 
seeing a ghost. But she was fearless and 
gallant. She stood smiling and unflinch­
ing before them.

.“ All right, I’m ready for the payoff,”  
she said. “ What are you going to do 
about it?”

Dan spoke calmly, while Teresia sat 
silently beside him.

“ Nothing, Leah. Just pack and be on 
your way. If you need one of our cars 
to get your party to town, the chauffeur 
is at your service. 1 know about you 
and Adolph and that you came here to 
trick me. A chance meeting in town told 
me that. I’m sorry for you. Sorry for 
you. Only that.”

“ My car’ll hold them,”  Adolph said 
quickly, as if wishing to get as far as 
possible from the Hill and as soon as pos­
sible.

Leah was the last to leave the terrace 
when they came down with their bag­
gage.

“ I should say”— she was smiling 
faintly— “ thank you for everything. Most 
people would have made this painful, 
more painful than it is.”

Adolph started down the hill, his hands 
on the wheel, his face sternly straight 
ahead.

It was then Dan turned to Teresia.
“ Honey,”  he said, holding out the dia­

mond she had once worn.
Teresia held out her hand and he 

slipped it into place.
Then she looked at the car winding 

along the road in the valley below them.
“ She had a sort of gallantry,”  Teresia 

said in a low tone. “ I could have liked 
tier.”

Dan knew she was speaking of Leah, 
but he only glanced at the car that was 
carrying her away.

“ Look, Terry,”  he said. “ I have some­
thing I want you to see.”

He took her in through the hall to the 
living room where one of her own paint­
ings stood on the mantel.
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“ 1 stopped at the gift shop over on 
Skyline Drive for a cup of coffee. This 
sketch of our place attracted me. Its 
technique looked so familiar. And then 
l was sure it could only have been done 
by someone who knows the Hill and loves 
it. Then I unraveled this insignia and 
knew. All the while I’ve been away, I’ve 
thought and thought about you and your 
bravery and courage. Teresia darling, 
why didn’t you tell me things were that 
bad?”

“ That’s not bad, Dan,”  Teresia said, 
her voice not quite steady. “ I love paint­

ing. I’ve never minded doing it. And 
I’ve been so glad they were good enough 
to sell.”

“ And, all along, I’ve been thinking you 
were sheltered and cared for and didn’t 
know about hardships and life. You’ re 
the gallant one, darling, because you’ve 
been doing all this and saying nothing. 
Teresia, I thought 'I loved you. Now I 
know” — his voice deepened with emotion 
— “ that I worship you.”

And Teresia knew that he meant it for­
ever and ever, and her heart was once 
more content.

The second in this series of complete novels by Vivian Grey is the story of 
Leah—Leah who had no thought for anyone but herself. Whose one desire in 
life teas to fill both hands with the good things life had to offer. You wont want 

to miss it— “ Faith Eternal”— in next week's issue.

A SPRING THOUGHT
It’s winter by the calendar 

And yet, outdoors, it’s spring.
I saw a pussy willow tree 

All silver blossoming.

The wind is blowing from the south, 
The sky’s as blue can be,

The maple tree’s a silhouette 
Of red-brown tracery.

The air is full of whispering,
Of tender, waking things;

On the elm’s bare, sunny branch,
An early robin sings.

I feel the tang of melting snow,
The stirring of the sod;

A happy striving upward,
Obedient to God.

Gertrude H ahn.



29

Jmlmcd with m aseuline scorn  
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“ Oh , for the courage to go out and 
hold up some rich man and take his fat 
roll away from him! Surely, there must 
be ways to hold up a rich man besides 
actually pointing a gun at him.”
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Beverly Gary stopped pacing the small 
hotel room to listen for sounds in the 
adjoining room. She sighed with relief 
when none came.

“ How like Mellie to fold her hands and 
meekly die when things got too much 
for her! To dump her burdens on me 
as she has done all her life!” But Bev­
erly looked far from cross over these 
particular burdens.

She picked up the evening' paper and 
once more scanned the want ads, then 
dropped the sheet in despair to walk to 
the window.

Directly across the street was a club 
which bore the name in dignified script 
“ The Padroons.”  Only millionaires be­
longed. so the maid had said.

“ A smart girl would think of a way to 
extract a living from one of those men,” 
she thought angrily. “ Mellie always said 
I should have been a pirate girl, I looked 
so much like one. That must he why I 
get such notions. I wish I were.”

The window glass threw hack a picture 
of a slim girl in smart black, her dusky 
hear! covered with roughened black curls 
which earlier had been sleek waves.

Beverly turned away restlessly to walk 
to the bedroom doorway and look in. 
Two babies slept there in one bed, two 
black heads on the single pillow, a girl of 
three, a boy of eighteen months— chil­
dren of her dead half sister, Mellie Way­
ward. all that were left of the Garys, Bev­
erly’s own family.

Mellie had known for several months 
that she wasn’t going to live. The first 
word Boy had spoken was “ mommy,”  
but it wasn’t addressed to his mother—- 
it was to the big photograph on his moth­
er’s dresser, Beverly’s picture.

Beverly had been stunned when the 
death message brought her to Mellie’s 
shabby apartment, to have both children 
apparently recognize her and address her 
as “ mommy.”

Mellie was clever when it came to look­
ing out for herself and her possessions.

She had known that her half sister 
couldn’t put her two babies into a home, 
once they had clung to her and called 
her by the loving name their mother had 
taught them. She knew Beverly would 
love them on sight, and Beverly had. 
Mellie had learned long ago that the 
heart beneath Beverly’s smart clothes was 
not as hard as the world thought, so she 
had made her plans to appeal to that 
heart.

When Boy developed fever on the train 
near the junction, Beverly had got off. 
She chose a small, cheap hotel near the 
depot, in which to stay until he recov­
ered.

One place was as good as another in 
which to divide nothing by three, and it 
was practically nothing that Beverly’s 
purse revealed.

Suddenly, her black head lifted and 
she laughed wickedly. “ There is a way 
to hold up a rich man without a gun, 
and where better than right here as 
neighbor to plenty of them? It’s as 
much for me as for them.”  But it Wasn’t. 
Beverly would have starved before she 
would have lifted a finger to get such 
help for herself, but for the babies— well, 
she would endure everything rather than 
have them miss a meal.

She went to the desk and wrote busily. 
The third draft suited her:

W a n t e d :  W e a lth y  p h ila n th r o p is t  • to  fin a n ce
tr a in in g  f o r  y o u n g , w id o w e d  m o th e r  o f  tw o  
c h ild r e n . W ill  r e p a y  d e b t  fr o m  s a la ry  a fte r  
c o m p le t io n  o f  t r a in in g . A m  y o u n g , v e ry  in ­
t e ll ig e n t  a n d  ra th e r  d e sp e r a te .

Beverly looked in once more on her 
sleeping charges, then put on her hat and 
short sable jacket and went out.

As she passed the club, brief black 
skirts swinging to reveal slim, gossamer- 
clad legs and even a hint of knee, more 
than one man craned his neck after her. 
She had no trouble finding the news­
paper office and left her ad, taking the 
box number given her, No. 27.
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“ Wonder why I keep feeling that I’m 
being followed?”  she thought nervously, 
then shrugged away the foolish idea with 
a low, scornful laugh. “ Don’t go Mellie 
on me, Beverly Gary. Mellie was the gal 
who forever had men tagging her.”

She reached her two-room suite again. 
“ Now, what kind of training, Beverly 
Gary' would you fancy?”  she asked her­
self mock-seriously.

That was a poser, for Beverly had 
never expected to have to work. When 
Mellie was five, her father had married 
again and Beverly had been the child of 
that union. When her mother had died, 
little Beverly had gone to live with her 
maternal grandmother, who, at her death, 
had left a fortune to be hers when she 
was twenty.

It was this fortune which Mellie had 
planned that her fatherless, motherless 
children should share, without knowing 
that the estate had been wiped out like 
so many others. She had received her 
last check the week just before Mellie 
died.

So Beverly had come to her half sis­
ter’s funeral with a small fall and winter 
wardrobe and very little in her purse. 
Until she had concocted her ad, she’d had 
no idea other than returning to her home 
city with her charges. Now it came to 
her she need not go back. This was as 
good a place as any. Why go back and 
face the false sympathy of fair-weather 
friends?

ft was fun having someone to love, 
even though they were Mellie Wayward’s 
children. They were all Gary, with no 
trace of kinship to their blond mother or 
the father they could not remember. 
He’d killed himself while abroad, after 
a last bitter quarrel with his young wife, 
who was as wayward, Beverly suspected, 
as the name he bad given her.

Beverly opened the fat envelope from 
the newspaper, the second day, and her 
eyes twinkled merrily. Two offers of

marriage, and one of a position which, 
even on paper, sounded dubious. The 
fourth letter was on thick, creamy paper 
with the Padroons Club insignia on the 
flap. This she had saved till the last, and 
now she laughed at herself because her 
fingers shook as she opened it.

I  h a v e  a p r o p o s it io n  w h ic h  m ig h t  in teres t  
y o u . I f  y o u  w ill  m e e t  m e  o n  th e  m ezza n in e  
o f  th e  P a lm e r  H o u s e  at th re e , P d  l ik e  to  p r e ­
se n t it t o  y o u . U se  th e  in c lo s e d  to  b u y  y o u r ­
s e l f  a c o r s a g e  c o m p o s e d  o f  o n e  g a r d e n ia  e n ­
c ir c le d  b y  r o s e b u d s . P adhoons.

Beverly’s eyes sparkled wickedly. “ So 
you’re going to look me over, Mr. Pa­
droons, before you approve of me! Very 
good. It shows your suspicious nature. 
Well, I’ll be almost ten dollars to the good 
if the inspection fails.”

She hurried to the el entrance and 
bought two thirteen-cent gardenias and 
six rosebuds for fifty cents.

She returned to dress little Mellie jean 
in the dress she had brought her, a quaint 
black velvet replica of her own gown. 
Matching velvet berets carried out the 
idea. Little Mellie Jean was fascinated 
by her dress and twin corsage.

The maid took Boy into her charge 
and Beverly set out with Mellie Jean for 
the hotel, well aware of the picture they 
made. She was very proud of Mellie 
Jean, who was a quaint, old-fashioned 
child and extremely lovable.

The usual crowd of shoppers filled the 
comfortable chairs and davenports, hut 
a tall, bronzed man made room for the 
two on a davenport near the entrance.

Beverly looked at him from under long, 
black lashes, sighed inwardly because he 
was so exactly right to be fooled by a 
desperate girl, and turned her attention 
to the people coming and going.

She remained very conscious of the 
man beside her. He had removed the 
light-gray, snap-brim fell he wore, and 
held it on his knee, so she had a good 
view of bright-chestnut hair, quizzical
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dark eyes and fascinating, whimsical 
mouth. There was a deep cleft in his 
chin, she noticed, on her second glance, 
flis suit was a well-tailored gray, and his 
shirt matched. A blue lie and blue flower 
in his lapel relieved the gray.

He was a man she wouldn’t trust alone 
in a taxi, she decided, and looked away 
restlessly because his eyes held a mocking 
invitation.

“ Music, mommy,”  Mellie Jean discov­
ered.

“ Yes, it’s from the cocktail bar.”
“ I want to see,”  insisted Mellie Jean 

firmly.
“ Yes, let’s go to 3ee it,”  the tall young 

man suggested in a voice which held a 
faint trace of accent, like an almost for­
gotten strain of music. Then, as Bev­
erly’s head lifted haughtily: “ You’re
No. 27, aren’t you? Well, I’m Padroons. 
Don’t you think we could talk better over 
a Tom Collins?”

Beverly grew white, then flushed. 
“ Since Mellie Jean loves music, it will 
keep her entertained,”  she said more 
calmly than she had hoped, and rose.

They went into the cocktail bar and 
were seated at a ringside table by a 
plainly flustered attendant.

“ You really must be somebody, you 
create such a flurry,” Beverly observed 
amusedly, lifting sparkling black eyes to 
the man’s twinkling gray ones.

“ Quite” — his tone was careless^ “ All 
right, what is the story? Make it a good 
one. I was raised on Arabian fairy 
tales.”

Beverly looked down, grinding her fin­
gers into her lap. She wanted to get up, 
slap his face and leave; but Mellie Jean, 
listening bemusedly to the music, re­
minded her of the task she had set her­
self.

“ That’s a better idea,” the man said 
insolently. “There is a child, you know.”

“Two children!”  flashed Beverly, al­
most blind with rage. “ A boy eighteen 
months old.”

“ You must have been very young.”  
“ It was a runaway marriage of two 

fool kids. He—Tom— killed himself
abroad after a terrible quarrel. He never 
knew about Boy, who was born six 
months later. There wasn’t any money 
— we’re the last of our name. I came 
here hoping to find work”— Beverly 
lifted slim shoulders expressively— “ but I 
have never worked, you see, so I must 
learn how from the start.”

“ What?”
“ I don’t know,”  Beverly said defiantly. 

“ I thought I might work at whatever 
thing my . . . my benefactor was in­
terested in. I need advice about that.”  

“ No other alternative?”  he asked 
meaningly. “ You are strikingly lovely, 
you know.”

Beverly’s eyes biassed. “ I loathe men!”  
“ Hm-m-m, yet you appeal to one for 

aid,”  the stranger reminded her. 
“ Because I am desperate.”
“ I wonder how desperate,”  mused the 

man. “ Your name is Wayward, isn’t it?”  
— for she had taken Mellie’s name as 
well as the babies.

Beverly's great black eyes were wide 
with amazement. “ They told you at the 
newspaper! How unfair!”

“ Well, mine is Savary— Christopher 
Savary— so now we’re even once more,”  
said the surprising man.

“ Yes, Mr. Savary, and what have you 
in mind?”  Beverly asked coolly, though 
there was an undercurrent in the air 
which made her uneasy.

“ I’ve just come from a lifetime abroad, 
Arabia. I am a total stranger to every­
one. I have a gteat deal of money, I’m 
sorry to say, for it has not brought me 
the disinterested companionship I’ve 
wanted.”  His mouth curled scornfully. 
“ So, since where I come from, one can 
buy such companionship— ” He left his 
suggestion hanging in the air.

Beverly stiffened and her eyes flashed, 
while scarlet crept into her cheeks even 
to her slim, winged black brows.
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Christopher Savary’s low, mocking 
laughter hushed her furious works be­
fore they left her mouth.

“ After all, my dear, what did you ex­
pect':1 You want security for your chil­
dren, comfort for yourself, and you ad­
mit you have no special talent for work. 
You haven't even tried to decide on an 
occupation for which to train. You ex­
pect.a man to take care of you just as 
your husband did. Well, ! will do it, 
even to buying sable for that very lovely 
figure. Our arrangement may last a year, 
and it may not last two weeks. 1 don’t 
know just how attractive and interesting 
I’ll fin'd you.”

“ Don’t go on.”  Beverly picked up her 
purse and white gloves.

Mellie Jean slipped a soft little hand 
into her aunt’s. “ Don’t let’s go yet. I’m 
sleepv, mommy/’ She yawned widely.

“ Here, lie down on this cushioned seat, 
Mellie Jean,” Christopher said, and mo­
tioned the waiter to bring a cushion.

Beverly watched him make Mellie Jean 
comfortable, his deeply bronzed hands 
very gentle. Grave doubts were in her 
mind. She hated him more than any 
man she’d ever met. yet he had presented 
her case fairly. At least, she could hear 
him out.

lie came back and ordered again for 
them, then coolly resumed their conver­
sation. “ Unfortunately for the immedi­
ate carrying out of our plans, my aunt is 
with me. During that time you’ll pose 
as a very good friend. She’ll probably 
assume 1 mean to marry you. I hope 
she does, for her peace of mind.”

“ Yes?”  Beverly asked in a stifled voice 
as he paused.

“ I will give you a weekly salary, and 
seltle an income on the children of fifty 
a w eek until the baby is eighteen. Surely, 
that is very generous from a man who 
does not know whether two weeks or two 
years will terminate our- agreement?”

“ Oh. very generous,”  Bevefly said sar­
castically.

Christopher nodded his head and stud­
ied the glass between his hands— hands, 
if he had been raised in Arabia, as his 
accent testified, which had broken many 
a wild horse. Would they break Beverly 
Gary’s spirit?

“ It is more than generous,”  he told 
her briskly. “ After all, you may bore 
me. Beautiful girls usually do.”

“ And I suppose you won’t bore m e!”  
Beverly cried hotly.

“ If I do. you won’t let me guess,”  he 
drawled. “ It wouldn’t show good taste, 
or good sense, either.”

“ When your aunt goes— ” Beverly said 
harshly.

He leaned forward and studied her 
face. “ Let’s jump that hurdle later. 
Meanwhile, I'll want you to go dancing 
with me and for rides, mornings in the 
park, as soon as 1 find you a suitable 
saddle horse. Whenever I need a girl 1 
shall call on you; but, as a rule, your 
days will be free to do as you like. Per­
haps I may find that I do not care for 
your company at all, in which case you 
may go where you please, and the income 
goes .with you, with my blessing,”  he 
added, laughing at the expression on her 
face.

“ Your blessing would be a curse,” 
Beverly retorted fiercely. “ I won t do it.”

“ 1 didn’t think you would. You looked 
like a soft give-me girl, who wants every­
thing at no cost to herself. The ad read 
that way.”

“ But it said I'd repay what my train­
ing cost from my salary,”  Beverly re­
minded him indignantly.

“ And the man who could afford to 
finance your training wouldn’t need the 
money repaid, so the offer wouldn’t at­
tract him,”  Christopher said coolly. 
“ Come, let’s dance to our better under­
standing. You needn’t decide now. I ll 
give you a week.”

Beverly rose, glad to be moving about. 
Anything to forget the audacity of his 
proposal.
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Christopher’s arms held her securely 
against his strong body. He had a free, 
swinging glide which made her forget, 
for the time being, why she was here in 
his arms. His face, as he turned her, 
was cool against the rose fire of her 
cheek.

“ You fit my arms,” he said gayly, and 
it seemed to the overwrought girl that he 
gathered her closer and possessed her 
completely— mind, spirit and body. Her 
heart beat against his, her blood ran 
fast because his fired it, her lips parted 
because his willed them to do so, and his 
eyes were demanding that she lift her 
mouth to his. He was a magician, be­
cause she found herself lifting her face. 
With an effort she broke the spell, for it 
had to be a spell, one he’d learned in 
his country, to hypnotize a girl into doing 
his will.

Beverly spoke fiercely. “ You needn’t 
give me a minute to decide what my an­
swer will be. It’s ‘no’ ! Now, if you’ll 
call a taxi, I’ll go back to my hotel. I 
told the maid I'd be back within two 
hours.”

“ You're afraid,”  he taunted, but he 
freed her and went to Mellie lean and 
lifted her in his arms. He put them into 
a taxi and gave the driver the fare and 
her address, but he did not get in as she 
feared. He was one to command but 
never to beg, so he did not beg her now 
to reconsider.

Beverly looked back at the tall gray 
figure as the car carried her away. He 
was smiling oddly, but she did not guess 
the doubt and perplexity behind that 
smile.

“ The little boy is much sicker, ma’am. 
I took the liberty of calling a doctor. 
He’s in there now. w'ith him,”  the maid 
chattered in a frightened voice. “ Maybe 
you’d better see what he says.”

Beverly went quickly, to find a stran­
ger bending over Boy.

“ He must go to a hospital immediately. 
I ’m afraid it is serious,”  the doctor said

briskly. “ I’ve sent for an ambulance.”*
Beverly stared at him in horror. “ Are 

you sure?”
“ Quite.”  He looked at her expensive 

gown. “Tie must have a private room 
and day and night nurses, perhaps an 
oxygen tent. There’s an epidemic of in­
fantile paralysis in the city.”

“ All right, arrange for everything,” 
Beverly said harshly. “ I’ll take care of 
everything and follow you right to the 
hospital.”  •

They took Boy away, and when he was 
gone and Mellie Jean sleeping, Beverly 
drew a pad forward and wrote to Chris­
topher Savary, then tore up what she 
had written and called his number at the 
club.

“ I’ve reconsidered, as you must have 
known I would,”  she said, when his rich, 
deep voice answered. “ I will need a 
thousand dollars at once, so that I can 
put Boy into the hands of a competent 
nurse in the country. Mellie Jean is old 
enough to require little attention from 
me, but I realize that you would not 
want me tied down by a baby when you 
need a dancing partner.”

“ I’ll get it to you by special messen­
ger at once.”

Beverly hung up, and leaving Mellie 
Jean in the care of a maid, she went to 
the hospital. She’d never tell Christo­
pher Savary why she had accepted his 
offer. He wouldn’t ask why she changed 
her mind. In Arabia men bought girls 
to amuse them, and he thought he could 
do the same here. Well, he could, be­
cause a cruel fate decreed it.

When she came back from the hospital, 
the money was already there in the hotel 
safe, waiting for her. There was a note 
for her:

W e ’ l l  l o o k  a f te r  th e  a p a r tm e n t  f o r  y o u  to ­
m o r r o w . P r o b a b ly  *you w e r e  w is e  a b o u t  th e  
b o y , th o u g h  l  d id  n ot a sk  it  o f  y o u , r e m e m ­
b e r . I ’ l l  s ee  y o u  a t e le v e n . C . S .

Beverly’s*night wras sleepless. She lay 
wide-eyed, staring info the darkness out-
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side, and it was no darker than her 
thoughts.

“ Wouldn’t Mellie get a kick out of 
this! She always hated me,”  Beverly 
thought, “ because it was my grandmother 
who was rich. She’d also call me a fool 
for not putting the children into a home, 
but, after all, they are my own blood, 
and I love them more than she ever did. 
Mellie was silly and cheap in her affairs, 
hut they were never more than crushes. 
Oh, dear Heaven, what is this going to 
be?”

When Christopher arrived at eleven, 
Beverly already had been to the hospi­
tal. She’d left Mellie Jean there, too, 
on the advice of the doctors, for obser­
vation. It was expensive, but might 
save the child’s life if she had been ex­
posed to whatever Boy had. Boy was in 
an oxygen tent, though the dread plague 
had not developed as yet.

Beverly had rouged her pale cheeks 
and reddened her mouth so that it was 
a gay, audacious challenge. She wore a 
gay scarlet wool gown with a very wide 
matching leather belt, and a smart scar­
let hat on her black curls. A single great 
red stone weighed down her slim white 
hand. She had pawned every other jewel 
she owned for the trip West to get Mel- 
lie’s children.

“ I farmed out Mellie Jean for the day,”  
she said gayly, the tragedy in her great 
dark eyes hidden by the long curved 
lashes. “ I knew you’d be glad. I’ve 
seen Boy off to . . .  to the country. I 
want to be all settled before Mellie Jean 
comes back.’

“ You modern American mothers con­
tinue to amaze me. You send your chil­
dren out of your life as easily as you’d 
board a pet dog at a kennel while you 
vacation,”  drawled Christopher.

Beverly flushed and bit her lip to keep 
from telling him the truth. Instead, she 
resolutely turned the talk to something 
else. When she made the effort, Beverly

could sparkle conversationally, and she 
made the effort now. Nothing must de­
stroy the safe world she was creating for 
the children througri her bargain with 
Christopher Savary.

He already had found a furnished 
apartment. It was a luxurious place, a 
penthouse on the roof of a tall building, 
with a separate suite for the children, 
looking out on a grassed terrace. The 
exquisite luxury of it made Beverly gasp.

“ I've found a nurse for the children, 
too, one I used to have,”  Christopher 
explained. . “ She isn’t a gossip and is 
quite used to the life a wealthy Arab 
lives. While I am not an Arab by birth, 
I am one by upbringing and tastes.”

Beverly flushed and turned away to 
look out the windows. Her nails dug 
deep into her palms, but she did not no­
tice the pain until Christopher lifted one 
of her hands and unclenched her fingers. 
He looked at the four red crescents her 
nails had made and his face became crim­
son.

“ Do you hate doing this, that much?”  
he asked oddly.

Beverly grew frightened, remembering 
the sick baby whose every breath of pre­
cious oxygen was costing this man so 
much. She lifted her head proudly. “ No, 
I don’t hate doing it at all. I think you 
really have something there, bringing 
Arabian ideas into American homes. By 
and by every single, rich man will have 
a bought slave girl of his own.”

His brows lifted in surprise. “ I can’t 
quite picture you submissive enough for 
that.”

“ You’ve no idea,”  murmured Beverlv.
He lifted her face in his cupped hand. 

“ Kiss me, Beverly.”
An agony of rich color rose in Bever­

ly’s cheeks and her long black lashes 
came down, veiling her eyes, shutting out 
the terror in them. Her lips were sub­
missive as Christopher’s, like a scorching 
flame, were pressed to hers.

“ I said kiss me!”  he commanded.
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Beverly's lips trembled into response, 
and lie pulled her closer and kissed her 
until she no longer needed his command 
lo bring her response. She was shaking 
from head to foot when he freed her. 
She sank into a chair and covered her 
face with her hands.

The room was so still, she felt sure 
Christopher could hear the throbbing of 
her heart. When she looked at him he 
was staring down at her, doubt and per­
plexity clouding his face.

She couldn't go on— she was afraid of 
him, afraid of herself. But she had Ur— 
the lives of two babies depended on her 
keeping this man in good humor. Raised 
in a savage land, imbued with an Arab’s 
scorn of a woman except as an amusing 
toy, what did he know of the heart of an 
American girl?

“ Sorry,”  said her red lips. “ I didn’t 
expect you to upset me so.”

“ Shall we g o ?”  he asked, his voice 
harsh, his bronzed skin still flushed.

Beverly rose and quietly went with 
him.

In the taxi he gave her a bank book. 
“ I’ll take care of the rent and nurse’s 
wages, and open charge accounts for you 
at the stores,”  he explained, breaking a 
silence which had lasted for blocks.

“ I don’t need anything for myself, and 
fifty dollars a week will more than sup­
ply the children’s needs and buy our 
food.”  Beverly’s voice sounded stifled. 
“ Need we talk any more about business? 
I have no head for it, really.”

A pleased, relieved smile crossed Chris­
topher’s face. “ No, of course we needn’t. 
1 don’t want you to worry abopt any­
thing except looking beautiful and being 
a perfect companion to me.”

They had lunch at a downtown cafe. 
Christopher was a charming companion 
and exerted himself to make her forget 
everything which would remind her of 
the bargain they had made. They went 
out to stables and looked at horses.

ft?

Christopher chose one he thought might 
do for her, and was pleased to find she 
could ride well. After that, he left her 
at her hotel to pack and move to the new 
apartment.

Here she found a motherly woman in 
charge who announced she wras Dotty, 
the children's nurse. It was hard not to 
confide in Dotty, whose broad bosom 
seemed just right for pillowing a weary 
black bead; but Beverly shut her secret 
within her, and merely explained that 
the children were away for a few days.

She skipped her own dinner to go to 
the hospital, where she found no change 
in Boy’s condition, but Mellie Jean 
showed no symptoms of illness of any 
kind.

Christopher did not return that eve­
ning, but Beverly slept little and the lav­
ender shadows under her eyes were deep 
when she came out to eat the breakfast 
Dotty had prepared for her.

There W'ere flowers from Christopher,-, 
orchids as exotic as the country from 
which he came. Beverly pushed them 
away with a shudder.

Dotty was full of talk of Christopher. 
“ He was born in Arabia. I was his moth­
er’s nurse, and when they thought she 
might be better over here in her own 
country, I brought her home, but she 
died. Christopher was brought up by 
an ayah who filled him with her heathen 
notions, and he couldn’t speak English 
when Mr. Savary sent for me to come 
back. He was a bitter, cold man after 
his wife died, and didn’t have any love 
for his lovely little son. I had to come 
back here finally and never saw Mr. 
Christopher again until he sent for me 
last week and said he had three babies 
for me to look after.”

“ Three?”  Beverly said faintly.
Dotty laughed comfortably. “ He said 

the babies’ mother was no more’n a baby 
herself. He didn’t know you very well, 
maybe. He said he hadn’t seen you yet, 
that you were a little thing with no busi-
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ness sense. I wouldn’t say this, only 
that isn’t like you at all.”

Beverly studied the nurse in bewilder­
ment.

“ Maybe, compared to his height, you 
do look little,”  Dotty hurried to say, not­
ing Beverly’s expression.

The telephone rang. It was the hos­
pital. Boy was worse. Perhaps she’d 
better come.

Beverly hurried into street clothes. “ If 
Mr. Christopher calls, tell him I’m out 
shopping,”  she said shortly and hurried 
away.

Boy rallied at last, and Beverly re­
turned reluctantly to the apartment. The 
hospital and Boy’s quiet room seemed 
like a corner of heaven, but she must not 
forget who furnished that corner in 
heaven for the little sick boy.

Beverly straightened her slim shoulders 
under the smart scarlet wool dress she 
had worn because Boy loved its bright­
ness, and drew the sable jacket closer, 
for she seemed chilled the moment she 
entered the penthouse.

Christopher was pacing the floor, his 
face dark and angry. He whirled on 
her. “ Where have you been? Dotty 
said a man called you and you fairly 
threw on your clothes and went to him.”

Beverly looked at Christopher, head 
back, her black eyes defiant and a little 
afraid.

“ Yes, it was a man. When you made 
the bargain with me you did not say I 
couldn’t have other men friends.”

Christopher pulled her into his arms. 
“ And 1 didn’t say no other man might 
hold you like this, but I say it now. No 
man has any right to hold you and caress 
you. I demand such a promise from 
you.”

“ Oh, you may have it !”  Beverly cried 
fiercely. “ The men I know have too 
much respect for me to touch me.”

“ And I have none at all,”  Christopher 
said softly, though he had the grace to

flush, “ for a girl who drove her husband 
to suicide over her affairs with other 
men.”

Beverly jumped as though he had 
wounded her bitterly, and Christopher’3 

laughter came, low and mocking. “ You 
didn’t think I knew that, did you?”  His 
mouth seemed to scorch hers as it came 
down demandingly.

Beverly was close to fainting. The past 
few days and the sleepless nights had 
been too much for her, but Christopher’s 
kisses roused her to life, against her will. 
The ringing of the telephone made Chris­
topher’s arms fall.

When she would have caught up the 
instrument, he took it instead. “ Who is 
it?” he demanded arrogantly.

“ Dr. Gregg Tweedy,”  the voice on the 
other end of the receiver replied.

“ And what do you want, Dr. Gregg 
Tweedy?”  Christopher asked insolently, 
his bitter smile flashing as he heard Bev­
erly gasp.

“ I’ll tell Mrs. Wayward my business— 
No, perhaps you are a friend of hers,”  
Beverly heard Dr. Tweedy say reluc­
tantly. ‘ ‘Are you?”

“ Much more than a friend. Please 
feel free to speak,”  Christopher mocked.

“ Then break it to her that her little 
boy is sinking fast. If we could have 
that children’s specialist, he might still 
be saved.”

Beverly caught up the hat Christopher 
had pulled from her head when she re­
turned, and jammed it on.

“ Get him. We'll be there at once,”  
Christopher said in a queer voice. 
“ Never mind what his fee is, get him! Is 
there anything else?”

“ No. Mrs. Wayward arranged for 
everything else the day the child was 
stricken.”

Christopher had to run to catch up 
with Beverly in her dash for the elevator. 
He put her into his car when they 
reached the street and directed his chauf­
feur to the hospital she named.
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“ Now you know why I changed my 
mind and accepted your offer,”  Beverly 
said dully. “ They told me, when I re­
turned to my rooms that day, that it 
might be infantile paralysis. That’s 
where I’ve been all day. Dr. Tweedy is 
the specialist in charge of Boy’s case. 
That’s where Mellie Jean is, too, for ob­
servation.”

“ Why didn’t you tell me? Just what 
sort of inhuman monster do you think 
I am?”  raged Christopher, his face very 
while.

“ Sickness isn’t amusing, and I was to 
amuse you,”  Beverlv said tiredly. “ I’m 
sorry.”

“ Oh, stop that!”  Christopher’s voice 
was husky. “ You don’t think I meant 
half that rot I talked, do you? I was 
out to give you a scare. Your husband 
killed himself at my home in Arabia, so 
1 set myself to avenge him. Unfortu­
nately, my detective didn’t catch up with 
you until you took reservations on the 
train under your maiden name of Gary. 
He never lost sight of you after that. 
He followed you to the newspaper office 
and bribed the girl to give him a copy 
of the ad you inserted and reported it 
to me.”

At that moment, the chauffeur opened 
the door and Christopher had to hurry 
to keep up with Beverly’s flying feet.

The new crisis was past when they 
reached Boy's room. The great surgeon 
bad been in the hospital and had come 
at once, but Beverly had a chance to see 
a wealthy man in action. Despite her 
bewilderment over Christopher’s explana­
tion, she had to admire the way he made 
nurses and doctors step around.

She did not blame him for the way he 
had treated her, now that she knew how 
Mellie had used her husband, had driven 
him to his death by her many cheap af­
fairs. They’d been cheap affairs before 
Mellie married, so they would continue 
to be that, since now it seemed she had 
kept on having them gfter her marriage.

“ We can take Mellie Jean home with 
us,”  Christopher reported smilingly at 
last, coming to where she sat, almost 
asleep in a big chair. “ Boy’s case is not 
infantile paralysis. It is double pneu­
monia combined with measles which have 
not come out as they should. He’ll get 
along all right, now that they know what 
to treat. I’ll bring Mellie Jean to you.”

The ride home was filled with Mellie 
Jean’s chatter, Christopher drawing her 
out and encouraging her to talk.

When Dotty took the child away, Bev­
erly went into her room, bathed and 
changed to a soft scarlet housecoat of 
crisp moire. Her hands shooks as she 
fastened the golden zipper and perfumed 
her lips, hair and the hem of the trail­
ing housecoat, but her curly head was 
high when she joined Christopher at the 
windows of the living room.

“ I didn’t ^expect you out again to­
night,”  he said gruffly, turning to look at 
her. “ Beverly, Tom had you all wrong, 
or else you grew up after his death. Any 
girl who would go through the private 
hell I put you through, for the sake of 
those kids, is pretty worth while in my 
estimation. Let me look after you until 
the boy is well; then we 11 make plans for 
your future— plans that will please you.”

Beverly looked at him steadily and 
shook her head. “ I can’t. You see, I 
am not Mellie, the children’s mother. 
I’m Beverly Gary, their aunt. Mellie 
taught them to call my picture ‘mommy,’ 
thinking I’d be so touched I’d share my 
grandmother’s fortune with them. Only 
there wasn’t any fortune. I was almost 
as penniless as they. It didn’t matter—  
I loved them from the start. I'd almost 
have done murder for them, but not 
until Boy became so ill did I know I d 
do worse than murder, if I had to, for 
them.”  Beverly’s voice failed, and she 
looked appealingly at Christopher, beg­
ging him to understand.

"Tve made a swell mess of things
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with my Arab ideas of revenge, haven't 
I ? ”  Christopher said, half angrily.

“ You’ve been splendid to help me as 
you did,”  Beverly corrected, flushing. 
“ You couldn’t know— ”

“ I knew you didn’t want to kiss me, 
but I made you. I watched you struggle 
not to respond and was glad I could 
force you to forget you didn’t want to. 
Oh, I was thoroughly despicable, and as 
jealous as the devil when Dotty told me 
a man called you and you rushed away,”  
Christopher admitted with a wry smile.

“ But now you know I’m not a widow, 
so you won’t feel that way—jealous,” 
Beverly said soothingly.

“ I'll feel worse,” grumbled Christo­
pher. “ I’ve lost my head and heart over 
you. I didn’t intend to. I didn’t know 
it until I heard Dr. Tweedy ask for you 
over the telephone. Then I knew.”  

Beverly’s sparkling black eyes fell. 
“ It’s because you don’t know many 
American girls. We are really rather 
nice, given a chance.”

“ If there were thousands of girls, you’d 
still be the one I love, so proud, spunky, 
beautiful and thrilling,”  corrected Chris­
topher. “ Don’t you need me to help 
you bring up the children, Beverly?” 

Beverly looked up at him, waves of 
color flushing her face.

“ I need you, yes,”  she admitted hon­
estly, gloriously flushed, “ but not for 

* the children. You do have a way of

crashing through to a girl’s heart and 
taking it right out of her.” The last was 
half lost against Christopher’s shoulder 
as he held her so closely she could feel 
the heavy thudding of his heart.

“ Darling, darling. I’ll often be a beast, 
but all you’ ll need to do to make me hum­
ble will be to say ‘Mellie,’ ”  promised 
Christopher.

“ I couldn't endure having you hum­
ble,”  flashed Beverly, “ so I’ll never men­
tion the name.”

“ What will you do when I’m arrogant 
and overbearing?”

Beverly drew his face down to hers. 
“ This”— touching her lips lightly to his.

“ It will be enough!”  exclaimed Chris­
topher, and returned her kiss with ten­
derness, then with increasing passion.

He was a masterful lover. He held her 
away at last and. cradled in his arms, his 
cheek against hers, she listened to him 
plan their future.

“ It can start at once, darling. My 
aunt was a myth created for your pro­
tection, just as I installed Dotty here. 
I live in the rooms at my club,” con­
fessed Christopher wryly, “ We can be 
married in three days and live here part 
of the time, in Arabia the rest, unless 
you have another choice for a home.”

Beverly listened contentedly. She 
didn’t care where they lived. Just being 
with Christopher was exciting, hut to be­
long to him would be heaven.
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Ettianlha finds that Iter w arld  lias, ceased  (.« 
think of her as a  d e b ; to m ost of them  she

Is Just " t h e  w om an ”

THE STORY SO FAR:
Diantha Knight, who is ready to make 

her debut, and Alan Kendall are madly 
in love with each other. However, with 
no money, Alan cannot marry her, 
although he begs her to elope, saying

in the W a v  burn ease.

they can live with his brother and sister- 
in-law. At her coming-out party, Dian- 
tha’s mother is very angry with her, and 
Diantha, as a deb, is pretty much of a 
flop until Giles Wayburn, married and
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very wealthy and social, singles her out. 
She immediately becomes the belle of the 
ball. Lynn Ames, a deb of the year be­
fore, warns Diantha against Giles, telling 
her that each year he picks a deb to rush, 
then when the season is over, drops the 
girl and picks a new one. Lynn con­
fesses that she had been his last-year’s 
girl and that she is in love with him. 
Giles takes up so much of Diantha’s time 
that she sees less and less of Alan. She 
has an engagement with him but he 
breaks it because he had to take his sister- 
in-law to a party. He and Diantha quar­
rel, and Diantha consents to go with 
Giles on a cruise to Hawaii. She realizes 
that all society is talking about her affair 
with Giles, but she does not care.

V.

D iantha had' told herself that she 
would blot Alan out of her heart, tear all 
thought of him from her mind. But she 
could not do that; she might as well have 
tried to stop breathing. But she did suc­
ceed in drugging herself with the luxury 
and gaiety and excitement that Giles pro­
vided. Whenever she found herself think­
ing, “ I must remember to tell Alan that,”  
or “ I wonder what Alan’s doing now,”  
she turned instantly to Giles.

She knew that she was playing with 
fire; Giles’ hot, eager eyes told her so. 
He was no longer the smiling, rather com­
placent man w hose world lay in his grasp. 
His infatuation for Diantha had made 
him tense, unsure of himself when he was 
with her, and she deliberately encouraged 
him, because playing the dangerous, 
thrilling game gave her no time to think 
about Alan, and wonder if he was with 
Betsy.

She felt like a masquerader, a stranger 
to herself, as the long, lazy days drifted 
by. She wore the clothes that Mona had 
bought her in New York—loose slacks of 
lime-green, primrose-yellow, dull-ame­
thyst; shirts of soft red, aquamarine, 
sapphire-blue, deeply open at the throat.

Sun baths turned her body a golden tan 
that was like a garment in itself. She 
was temptingly, languorously beautiful. 
Mona, looking at her proudly, would cast 
speculative glances at Giles, and smile 
contentedly.

l'or Giles openly feasted his eyes on 
Diantha. He wanted to be near her al­
ways. He could not resist trailing his 
fingers along her bare arm, smoothing 
her hair, making any excuse to touch 
her, though it was only to grasp her 
hands and pull her up from the cush­
ioned deck mattress where she liked to 
lie.

The others were not blind to Giles’ 
adoration. But they were good guests, 
experienced in the art of paying for hos­
pitality by seeing only what they were 
meant to see. Diantha didn’t know any 
of them very well, and knew little about 
them. Kitty Treves was rather beautiful, 
with great black eyes and black hair that 
lay in wide, heavy waves about her oval 
face; it was her mouth that spoiled her 
beauty, the lips were too thin, the mouth 
too mercenary.

Lisa Morecambe was a little blond 
thing, with a fashionably pretty face that 
was all clear-cut planes and angles. She 
made a practice of saying things that 
other people did not dare to say, of being 
outrageous, impudent, and then smiling 
so sweetly that the victim felt sure she 
hadn’t meant what she said. Her one 
gift was rather a contradictory one, a 
singing voice so beautiful that it might 
have made her famous if she had been 
willing to work on it.

The men would never have interested 
Diantha at home; here they were accept­
able as pleasant companions. Stan Har­
ley had played football with Alan at col­
lege; she felt closer to him because of 
that. But Stan had been trying ever since 
graduation to cash in on his fame as a 
football hero, hoping to marry a rich 
girl. He had played about with older 
men who had admired him as an athlete, 
and flirted discreetly with their wives,
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thus assuring himself of plenty of invita­
tions. But one of the flirtations had gone 
wrong, suddenly, and the scandal that re­
sulted had made this cruise a convenient 
way of getting away for a while.

He was big, broad-shouldered, with a 
heavy, handsome face. His looks had 
brought him more than one offer of a 
screen test, but Hollywood and the hard 
work that it meant were no part of his 
program.

Tony Hamilton was one of those at­
tractive, homely men who can be irre­
sistible when they care to. Tony didn’t 
often care to. He had money enough to 
live on comfortably; he had a charming 
apartment and gave delightful dinner 
parlies, and avoided marriage as if it 
were the plague. A few bad guesses in 
the stock market had made Giles’ invita­
tion more than welcome, even though 
Lisa was a fellow guest. Lisa had made 
no secret of wanting to marry him ever 
since she came out, the summer before.

The third man, Phillip Seward, was the 
sort of man who is always asked to fill 
in when someone else drops out of a 
party. He was short, pleasant, rather 
plump, and had no visible means of sup­
port. People said that he made money 
by spying on his friends and sending his 
information to the gossip columnists. 
There w7as something about him that 
Diantha didn’t like, so she made a con­
scientious effort to be nice to him when 
she could not avoid him. But when Giles 
drew her down on the arm of his chair 
and made her sip his cocktail before he 
tasted it, she always had an unpleasant 
feeling that Phil was watching intently 
and taking mental notes.

She did not like those apparently inno­
cent, casual caresses of Giles’. On the 
surface they were harmless, of course. 
At first she had drawn away abruptly 
when he put his arm around her, or 
kissed her good night.

Then, one evening when she was dress­
ing for dinner, Lisa had come to her.

“ 1 suppose you know that you’re em­

barrassing us all by the way you're be­
having,”  she’d remarked, curling up on 
the foot of Diantha's bed and lighting a 
cigarette. “ If you don’t stop it, I’ll jump 
overboard or something.”

Diantha, sitting at the dressing table, 
met Lisa’s eyes in the mirror. “ What do 
you mean?”  she asked, uncomfortably.

“ You know very well what I mean. 
Pulling away when Giles touches you— ” 

“ I don’t !”
“ You egg him on, tipping your head 

back and laughing at him from under 
your lashes, wearing dresses that have 
practically no waist, doing all that sort 
of thing, and then you stiffen up and look 
like somebody’s maiden aunt the instant 
he touches you,” Lisa went on relent­
lessly. “ You give significance to what the 
rest of us take for granted. If I happen 
to be sitting on Phil’s knee I leap up, feel­
ing like— well, I won't say what, for fear­
ing of shocking you. You grew up in 
schools in Europe, didn’t you?”

Diantha nodded; the hand with which 
she picked up a bottle of perfume was 
trembling.

“ Then I suppose it isn’t your fault. 
You haven’t been brought up with a 
crowd of boys and girls, as the rest of 
us have. You can't help being self-con­
scious if a man touches you. Don’t you 
realize that it doesn’t mean anything? 
Last night when I w as playing bridge and 
Tony passed myr chair, on the W'ay to 
make himself a drink, he tipped my head 
back and kissed me. Then he w ent along 
and got his highball, and I finished sort­
ing my cards. It didn’t mean anything 
to either of us, except that it was rather 
pleasant. When Giles kissed you on the 
cheek, w'hen you were saying good night, 
you turned fire red.”

Diantha opened her lips, closed them 
again without speaking. She couldn’t 
explain to Lisa that Giles’ kissing her 
wasn’t like that careless kiss of Tony’s; 
that it had been eager, demanding.

“ Nowr you dislike me more than ever, 
don’t you?”  drawled Lisa as she rose and
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" I  d on ’t su p p ose  I  can co n v in ce  y o u  that 
I ’m n ot w hat y ou  th ink,”  D iantha said  
b itte r ly . “ I ’v e  a c cep ted  G iles ’ h osp ita lity . 
I  like him. B u t as fo r  taking him aw ay  
fro m  h is w ife , I ’ v e  d one noth ing  o f  the 

kind .”
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sauntered toward the door. “ But I tried 
to give you good advice, Dian. You’re 
luckier than you know, having Giles in­
terested in you. But don’t look at him 
with that Cleopatra look in your eyes if 
it doesn’t mean anything!”

As the door closed behind her, Dian- 
tha buried her face in her hands. She 
was afraid of what was happening to her. 
Against her will she found herself re­
sponding to Giles’ caresses; something 
urged her to go on, just a little further, 
as if she were skating on thin ice and 
couldn’t stop.

She tried to tell herself that Lisa was 
right; that she’d been silly and self-con­
scious over something that had no mean­
ing. Kitty would lie for an hour on the 
sun deck with Stan or Tony, wearing the 
scantiest of bathing suits, seeming not to 
notice if the man beside her flung his 
arm over her bare shoulders. But Stan 
or Tony might give her a boisterous, 
friendly push as he got up; Phil holding 
Lisa on his lap, was quite likely to rise 
suddenly and dump her to the floor, start­
ing a bit of horseplay that involved every­
one before it was over. She could have 
rioted about with them like that and 
thought nothing of it. But when Giles 
drew her close to him as they walked the 
deck, or paused behind her chair to lean 
over and lay his cheek against hers, there 
was nothing idle or impersonal about it.

Mona made things doubly difficult for 
her; she acted almost as if the yacht be­
longed to her, as if Giles were her son-in- 
law. She ordered the servants about as 
if she had been in her own home. When 
the yacht stopped at Havana, a few days 
after leaving New York, she insisted on 
arranging everyone’s plans so that Dian- 
tha and Giles could be alone. She was 
no longer the quiet, well-bred woman she 
had been in New' York; ridiculously, ob­
viously, she had become the managing 
mother seeking to marry her daughter to 
a wealthy man.

In Havana, Diantha had done what she 
could to offset that. As they passed a

jeweler’s, Giles had insisted on going in; 
he wanted to buy her a present, he said, 
a diamond bracelet.

Diantha shook her head. “ I don’t 
want it,”  she replied, “ Don’t try to spoil. 
me, Giles, by giving me diamonds now, 
when I’ll be leading a rhinestone life after 
this cruise is over.”

“ There’s no reason why you should; 
you know that,”  he protested. His eyes 
were on the delicate hollow at the base 
of her throat, and she turned away, re­
membering how Alan had loved to fit his 
lips to it. “ Dian, you know how I feel 
about you, you know that— ”

“ I know that I’d love to have those 
moonstones,”  she interrupted. She 
couldn’t let him ask her to marry him, 
not just yet, not when her lips still quiv­
ered at the memory of Alan’s kisses.

So he bought the lovely, blue-white 
stones, set in fine links of beaten silver; 
his hands were hot against her bare flesh 
when he fastened the necklace about her 
throat and clasped the bracelets on her 
wrists. When they returned to the yacht 
a boat was just leaving for New York; 
with all her heart Diantha wished that 
she were on it.

Giles’ keen eyes noted the wistfulness 
in her lovely face. “ Honolulu's going to 
be fun,”  he told her, as if he were dan­
gling toys before a fretful child. “ Its 
people are marvelous— really, Dian, 
you’ve never known anyone like them.” 
'  “ The natives, you mean?”  she asked. 

“ I’m crazy about their music— it does 
something to me, tugs at my heart, makes 
me want to laugh and cry, and . . . and 
love somebody, very much.”

“ Hope I’m that somebody, Dian,”  he 
answered quickly. “ No, I didn’t mean 
the natives, you infant! I meant the kind 
of people we’ll see a lot of, old friends 
of mine. They’re the descendants of the 
missionaries who went to Hawaii so long 
ago, and they look down on most of the 
so-called aristocrats in New York, just 
don’t bother with them. They’re charm­
ing and intelligent and sophisticated,
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rather conservative— Oh, you’ll have to 
wait until you meet them to see what 
they’re like. Of course, the average 
traveler never encounters them; they’re 
frightfully clanny.”

Diantha did not reply immediately; her 
deep-blue eyes were fixed on the steamer 
that was slowly edging out to the sea. 
“ Giles, isn’t it sort of foolish for us to 
go off on such a long cruise just now?”  
she asked presently. “ I mean, with the 
war on, and— ”

He laughed indulgently. “ Don’t you 
realize that a thing like that can’t make 
any trouble for m e?” he replied. “ Dian, 
when we get to Hawaii we don’t have to 
stay in Honolulu, you know. I could take 
a house on one of the other islands, away 
from everybody. Wouldn't you like a 
house that faces a deep-blue bay, shaped 
like a crescent, with flowers growing right 
to the door? Wouldn’t you like to sit on 
its big veranda with me, at night, and 
listen to the native boys singing those 
songs that tug at your heart?”

“ It would be heavenly,”  she answered, 
and heard the sharp intake of his breath. 
“ We’d make Lisa sing with them,”  she 
went on, as if she hadn’t realized what 
he was proposing, as if she thought he 
planned to take the others, too. “ And did 
you know that Tony plays the steel guitar 
as well as a professional? I’m sure 
they’d all enjoy it ever so much, Giles.”

“ Yes,” he said dryly. “ Yes, no doubt, 
they’d all like it.”

Diantha kept her eyes fixed on the 
pavement. She was becoming expert at 
fencing with him, she told herself bitterly. 
Suggestions like the one about the house 
had frightened her at first, leaving her 
embarrassed and tongue-tied. Now she 
could parry them with ease.

During that first week of the trip she 
was constantly on her guard when she 
was with him. But as they went on, 
through one delightful, sunlit day after 
another, she began to take things more 
easily. Giles was sophisticated, she told 
herself; he didn’t mean anything when

he made the remarks that sounded so 
suggestive to her. At first she’d minded 
when he strolled into her room to break­
fast with her, although her silk pajamas 
and robe fully covered her; now she’d 
grown accustomed to it.

It was so much pleasanter not to be on 
the defensive all the time, when really 
there was nothing to defend herself 
against.

Giles was in no hurry to reach Hawaii, 
so they dawdled along, lazily, and more 
and more often Diantha and Giles were 
alone. Diantha would have liked to join 
the others at deck tennis or water polo 
more often, but Giles didn’t care much 
for games. He wanted to sit with her 
hand in his, talking, telling her stories of 
famous people whom he knew, making 
plans for their stay in Honolulu.

“ I want to give a dinner dance for 
you, immediately,”  he told her one eve­
ning when they were sauntering along the 
deck together. “ Of course, there’ll be a 
lot of informal parties for you; you’ll 
like the tea houses where a good deal of 
the entertaining goes on.”

Diantha was not listening very intently. 
It seemed dull, suddenly, to be walking 
there with Giles, instead of having fun 
with the others. Lisa and Tony were 
singing a lot of old songs, Lisa’s velvety 
contralto carrying the melody, Tony’s 
clear tenor weaving a plaintive minor 
strain through it. Last summer she had 
danced to those same tunes with Alan, 
under the stars. She had almost suc­
ceeded in putting him out of her thoughts 
until the music brought back the feeling 
of his arms pressing her close; the mem­
ory flashed through her like hot, searing 
pain.

“ Oh , . . oh, Giles!”  she exclaimed, 
meaning to go on with a request that 
they join the others and get up a bridge 
game, or some of the slightly naughty 
charades at which Kitty and Phil were so 
good.

He turned and saw her, standing there 
in the moonlight. The thin lace of her
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E v e r y o n e  on the veranda w as 
sta rin g  at them , but D iantha w as  
to o  m isera b le  to  care. She put 
h er  head dow n  on  th e  ta b le  and 

b rok e  in to  loud  sobs.

frock fitted her body closely to the 
and then flared out in a cloud of misty, 
airy ruffles, and his moonstones glim­
mered on the scented, satiny flesh of her 
throat and around her slender wrists. 
Driven to recklessness by the desire for 
Alan, she was provocatively lovely.

Giles knew that that loveliness was not 
for him, that the yearning, tremulous 
look that he had seen before she lifted
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her head defiantly had been inspired by 
another man. But what Giles wanted, he 
took, and he had wanted Diantha since 
first he saw her.

He crushed her in his arms, ruthlessly, 
his lips seeking hers; he was relentless in 
his determination to kiss her, holding her 
so that she could not turn away. For a 
moment Diantha struggled; then, with a 
little sobbing, murmuring cry, she yielded 
to him, letting him press her head back 
and cover her mouth with his.

But after a moment he released her 
and stood back looking at het, puzzled. 
He had won, yet, somehow, he had lost. 
The realization was a challenge that was 
unbearable to him, because never in his 
life had he known defeat. There had 
been no response when he kissed her; no 
flame had leaped into being at his touch.

His face darkened. “ Dian. tell me the 
truth,”  he commanded, and his voice was 
harsh. “ Are you still in love with that 
fellow back in New York, that Kendall 
chap?”

Mutely, she nodded. She could not 
have spoken then even in reply to Alan’s 
voice.

“ I won’t have it! I—  Why. Dian, I 
love you. Do you know what that means? 
I’ve never said it to anyone before. I’ve 
never begged any woman to care for me. 
And now, you, lying in my arms limply, 
letting me kiss you only because I was too 
strong for you!”  He stared at her in 
angry helplessness, frowning, bewildered 
by his own inability to inspire her love.

She lifted her head proudly. “ What 
right have you to try to make me love 
you?” she asked. “ You’re married, 
you’ve never considered asking your wife 
for your freedom.”

“ But I . . . I've done everything for 
you, given you everything,”  he exclaimed.

“ You’ve given me everything but the 
one thing that a girl expects from a man 
who loves her,”  she answered wearily. 
“ Let me go now, Giles. I can’t talk to 
you any longer, I don’t want to argue 
with you. I’m not asking anything— I

don’t want to marry you. Please remem­
ber that. But remember, too, that all that 
you’ve given me can’t measure up to what 
Alan offered, before I knew you.”

As she turned to leave him, Giles 
strode after her. “ I’m not giving up,”  
he told her sharply. “ I want you now 
more than 1 ever did before. I’m willing 
to give up everything else for you. If I 
do that, if I get in touch with Edith, 
wherever she is, and arrange to have her 
divorce me, will you marry me? Will 
you forget Kendall and let me teach you 
to love m e?”

She smiled ruefully. “ I can’t answer 
that,”  she said. “ I don’t know. '  I’ve 
tried to forget Alan on this cruise, but 
tonight I realized that I’d failed. I can 
promise that I’ll go on trying. And if 
you can make me love you, then I’ll 
marry you.”

VI.

Her first glimpse of Honolulu delighted 
Diantha. A liner from San Francisco 
was docking, and gay crowds waited on 
the pier; native girls held up garlands of 
flowers, a band played “ Aloha Oi,” and 
Lisa sang it softly. Diantha walked away, 
and Giles followed her. Since that night 
on deck she had closed her mind and her 
heart against everything that could make 
her feel deeply; love had come to her 
once, and gone, and now she must school 
herself to accept its substitute.

“ It’s going to be a bother, having peo­
ple insist on entertaining us,”  Giles told 
her, smiling at her affectionately. “ Of 
course, it will be fun— moonlight picnics, 
surf bathing, house parties on their 
ranches— but I’ve had you to myself for 
so long now that I don’t want to share 
you with other people.”  He looked 
thoughtfully at the crisp, pale-green linen 
of her suit. “ I want to buy you a lei of 
gardenias, if the girls haven’t sold them 
all to those awful tourists,”  he said.

“ The tourists didn’t look aw ful to me,”  
answered Diantha. “ Those girls who
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were rushing down ihe gangplank looked 
as if they’d just been living for the mo­
ment when they got ashore. As if they 
might have been saving up for the trip 
for a long time, wanting so awfully to 
lake it that they could go without things 
they really needed.”

He laughed indulgently and patted her 
shoulder. “ Quite a little philosopher, 
aren’t you, Dian?”  he commented. “ Well, 
you’ll never have to save up for anything 
you want, my dear. Yes, Mona?”  

Diantha’s mother had come along the 
deck bustling importantly. She smiled 
despite the annoyance in his voice.

“ I’m going ashore at once, and I don’t 
know when I'll be back,”  she told him. 
“ But you and Diantha won’t care, will 
you? An old school friend of mine, 
Shiela Gibbs, lives here, and I want to 
look her up. Her husband’s name is 
Courtland or Courtney.”

“ Never heard of him,”  said Giles in­
differently, as if the man could not pos­
sibly be of any importance in that case. 
“ Come, Dian, we might as well start.”  

She went eagerly, looking forward to 
exploring the island. Perhaps they could 
go swimming this afternoon, if Giles’ 
friends didn’t keep them too busy.

He took her to one of the hotels, a 
great, coral-pink building set in acres of 
tropical gardens, with the sea almost 
touching its walls, and left her waiting 
while he did some telephoning. A girl 
and a young army officer sat nearby. 
Evidently, she had come on the San 
Francisco boat, and he was sitting very 
close to her, leaning forward a little, 
holding both her hands, looking straight 
into her eyes.

Diantha looked away quickly. She 
knew so well the enchantment that such 
a look could create for a girl. It trailed 
clouds of glory around her, made her 
feel like a goddess. She shivered, think­
ing of the hot, insatiable hunger that 
filled Giles’ eyes when he looked at her.

Diantha knew' instantly that Giles was 
annoyed when he came back to her. A

muscle at the corner of his mouth was 
jerking, and the hand that held his ciga­
rette trembled. Before he left her to tele­
phone, he had said that probably Jeff 
Liscombe or the Trainors would hurry to 
the hotel for them, as soon as they knew 
that he had arrived.

“ There’s always a party on at the 
Trainors’ ,”  he’d added. “ Their house is 
farther along the shore, a beautiful place. 
It has a long flight of steps cut into the 
rock, leading down to the water, and the 
gardens are famous; ferns and jungle 
trees and hibiscus, marvelously land­
scaped. You’ll like it.”

So now' she asked him, idly, whether 
they were going to the Trainors’ that 
afternoon.

“ No, certainly not!”  he replied irri­
tably. Then, after a moment, he went on 
in a quieter voice, “ I talked to Beth, and 
she seemed to be involved in so many 
things that I told her I’d drop in some 
other time.”  He gave a mirthless, an­
noyed laugh. “ Beth’s the strangest per­
son, so strait-laced at the most unexpected 
times. I told her today that she ought 
to be a missionary herself.”

Diantha tried to put two and two to­
gether, and couldn’t quite make four. 
She had never seen Giles so disturbed be­
fore.

“ Well, shall we go back to the yacht?” 
he asked presently.

Diantha’s eyes widened in amazement. 
“ But why?”  she asked. “ Now that we’re 
here aren’t we going to see the island? 
The view from the Pali, and— ”

“ You talk like a tourist, Dian,”  he said 
impatiently. “ I had no idea that you had 
a passion for sight-seeing!”

“ There are lots of things about me that 
you don’t know,”  she retorted. “ Tourist 
or not, I want to see the things I’ve been 
hearing about ever since we left New 
York.”

“ Well, some other day.”
So they returned to the yacht. After 

spending so much time on it, Diantha 
was heartily sick of it. She looked about
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her as she went to her cabin, and won­
dered at the change in her own feelings. 
It had seemed so luxurious, so perfect, 
when first she came aboard. It was still 
as beautiful, but now it seemed like a 
prison. She stripped off her linen suit 
and tossed it aside for the maid to look 
after, and threw her lingerie after it. The 
scarlet silk robe that she put on was cob­
web sheer, and she lay back in a long 
chair, hoping that no one would interrupt 
her before she had had time to think 
things out.

She had said nothing to anyone about 
her conversation with Giles that night on 
deck when he had asked her to marry 
him. The news would have delighted 
Mona, of course, but Diantha could not 
bring herself to confide in her mother. 
To tell her would make it seem true, and 
she could not bring herself, just yet, to 
believing in the possibility of marrying 
Giles.

At first she had thought him one of 
the most delightful men she ever had met. 
But during the cruise she had learned to 
know him, and had realized how much 
of his charm was due to the fact that life 
was always shaped to please him. When 
he played games, Giles must always win. 
If he could not excel everyone else in 
whatever he did, he wouldn’t do it.

He had fenced with her, in the little 
gymnasium, until he learned that Stan 
had been intercollegiate fencing cham­
pion when he was at college. Stan had 
innocently given Giles a few pointers—  
after that Giles wouldn’t fence again. He 
said contemptuously that it was a rather 
silly sport, so pointless. Yet only the day 
before he had declared that it was the 
best exercise in the world.

One by one, Diantha went over the 
other things that she had learned about 
him; he had many likable traits, of course 
— he was charming, considerate, gener­
ous. But he was selfish unless his gener­
osity gave him pleasure.

“ And none of that would matter if I 
loved him,”  she told herself at last. “ I

don’t. I never can. And the way he 
looks at me, the way he kisses me— he’s 
like a starving man in sight of food!”

Kitty knocked on the door just then, 
and opened it before Diantha could 
speak. She strolled in, looking startlingly 
lovely in her white dress and big white 
hat, with a lei of scarlet carnations 
around her neck. She also looked ex­
traordinarily content, which was surpris­
ing.

“ Have a nice time on shore?”  she 
asked as she sat down. “ And did all 
Giles’ friends rally round and besiege you 
with invitations?”

Diantha shrugged her shoulders. “ No, 
we didn’t see any of them,”  she replied. 
“ They were busy or something, and we 
came back here almost at once.”

Kitty smiled maliciously. “ Sort of 
brushed Giles off when he called them, 
didn’t they?”  she asked. “ That must 
have been a new' sensation for him. But, 
after all, he should have expected it.”

Diantha straightened up in the long 
chair. “ All right, tell me what it is that 
you came to tell,”  she urged. “ Why 
should Giles’ friends avoid seeing him? 
And why do you think that he should 
have expected it?”

Kitty shrugged her shoulders. “ Really, 
Dian, you seem almost simple-minded 
sometimes. Or didn’t you know that 
Edith, Giles’ wife, is here?”  Diantha 
shook her head. “ Well, she is,”  Kitty 
continued. “ She couldn’t very well stay 
in France with a war on, so she came 
here and took a house. Of course, Giles’ 
friends are hers, and she’s very popular, 
entertains a lot and all that. So, natu­
rally, when he arrives with you— well, 
you see how it is.”

“ Meaning just what?”  asked Diantha 
crisply.

Kitty raised her beautifully arched eye­
brows. “ Really, Dian, you’re so dense!” 
she exclaimed. “ Surely you know that 
a wife’s friends don’t usually fall over 
themselves to be pleasant to the other 
woman.”  And then, as Diantha stared
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at her blankly: “ Or hadn’t you realized
that you’re the other woman in this 
case? If you haven’t you’re the only 
person who hasn’t.”

Diantha was so shocked and angry 
that for a moment her mind went blank. 
She could not see, could not think. Un­
consciously, she leaped to her feet, the 
scarlet negligee twining around her slen­
der body and trailing off across the pol­
ished floor.

“ I . . . I— ”  Her mind cleared sud­
denly. “ I don’t suppose I can convince 
you that I’m not what you think,”  she 
said, and her own voice fell strangely on 
her ears, it was so hard, so bitter. “ I’ve 
done nothing wrong. I’ve accepted Giles’ 
hospitality. I went around a lot with 
him in New York. I like him. But as 
for taking him away from his w'ife, I’ve 
done nothing of the kind.”

“ You’ve given an excellent imitation 
of it,”  drawled Kitty. “ I was at the 
Trainors’ today when Giles telephoned, 
and Beth was furious at his presumption. 
She’d heard all about his chasing around 
with you— so has everyone in Honolulu 
— and she said— ”

“ What she said means nothing to m e!” 
Diantha broke in, that first icy control 
gone, as the full force of Kitty’s accusa­
tion struck her. “ It didn’t occur to you 
to be loyal enough to tell them the truth, 
of course? You just sat there and 
smiled and agreed with every horrible in­
sinuation. When Giles hears of this he’ll 
have you put off the boat— ”

“ He’ll have no opportunity for that,” 
interrupted Kitty, rising languidly. “ I 
just returned to have my things packed. 
I’m leaving at once, to stay with the 
Trainors.”

She sauntered out of the room, and 
Diantha sank down in her chair again, 
bewildered, quivering under the blow 
that Kitty had struck. She tried to tell 
herself that it was merely Kitty’s way 
of revenging herself because Diantha 
didn’t like her. At the beginning of the 
cruise Kitty had tried to take Giles away

from Diantha, and failed ignominiously. 
Oh, of course, she was just being dis­
agreeable because she wanted to get even!

Yet, Giles had been decidedly disgrun­
tled when he returned from telephoning 
the Trainors. And he’d said nothing 
more about giving a party for her at 
once, so that she could meet his friends. 
She was sure that he hadn’t known that 
Edith was here, or he’d never have come. 
Yet she couldn’t see why Edith should 
mind his taking someone else around; 
according to Lynn Ames, there’d always 
been a new girl, year after year—

She stopped suddenly, clenching her 
hands. She was fitting herself into the 
class with them— she, Diantha Knight! 
She’d just had fun with Giles, been a 
good companion, accepted the excitement 
he could arouse because it was like a 
drug, making her forget Alan, and now 
she was one of his girls, so far as the 
world was concerned, and nice people 
wouldn’t receive her.

“ I’ll show them!”  She was on her feet 
again, walking up and dow'n, the scarlet 
robe fluttering out in a vivid cloud at 
each step. “ I’ll make them realize that 
I’m not like those other girls. Why can’t 
they understand that all Giles’ money 
doesn’t mean a thing, compared to Alan’s 
love? As if I wanted to be Giles’ wife!”

She was still pacing the floor, resent­
fully recalling the things that Kitty had 
said, when Giles sent word by one of the 
stewards that he’d like to have her dine 
in Honolulu with him. She decided that 
she’d have to go; probably he wanted to 
spike the rumors by having her appear 
in public with him, to show that there 
was no need for either of them to be 
ashamed of their friendship.

She tried to be skillful about the busi­
ness of dressing, but it was hard. The 
maid whom Giles had engaged for her 
had gone ashore, and Mona had not yet 
returned; there was no one to help her, 
arid she had got out of the habit of dress­
ing herself. Her dark hair was unruly; 
it had been trimmed for a special hair­
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do. a garland of soft curls, and in her 
hands it stood out like a halo. She spilled 
a bottle of perfume down the front of the 
lace frock that was perfect with her 
moonstones, and tore the diaphanous 
black tulle that she put on in its place. 
At last, impatiently, she slipped into a 
red -chiffon frock that she knew Giles 
didn't like; it was the only one she had 
that did not need some bit of mending.

The moonstones were all wrong with 
it. Recklessly, she caught up some cos­
tume jewelry, a wide collar and three 
bracelets of simulated gold, obvious imi­
tations. Giles would hate the way she 
looked, she told herself. He wanted her 
to be sensational because of her beauty, 
not because of her clothes. She looked 
as if she wanted to attract attention; her 
dress was very low, daringly cut, meant 
for someone older and more brazen than 
she was.

“ If his friends see me, they’ll believe 
the worst!” she told herself gloomily. ,

They had cocktails on the veranda of a 
delightful hotel, where the moonlight 
made a golden path across the sea 
straight toward where they sat, and the 
soft air drifted on a lazy breeze, heavy 
with the fragrance of tropical flowers. A 
native orchestra was playing softly, its 
music poignantly sweet. Diantha had to 
steel herself against it, for fear^that the 
self-control to which she clung would 
snap.

Giles had just ordered their drinks 
when a pretty, amber-haired woman who 
sat alone not far from them smiled and 
beckoned to him.

He muttered something under his 
breath. Then he turned to Diantha. 
“ You’ve never met my wife, have you?”  
he asked. “ It’s she who waved to us. 
Come over and speak to her.”

“ Oh, must 1 g o ?”  asked Diantha, 
drawing back.

“ Certainly. With all these people 
around here watching us; with people 
talking— of course, you must come. Do 
you want them to think that I’m ashamed 
of you?”

So Diantha walked at his side, across 
the veranda where the tall palms rose, 
whispering, on either side, knowing that 
curious eyes were upon her. She was 
very conscious of her scarlet frock and 
untidy hair, and more conscious of the 
unpleasant position in which she had 
found herself so suddenly.

Edith Wayburn greeted Giles warmly, 
and acknowledged the introduction to 
Diantha with exactly the right amount of 
cordiality. Diantha could see that she 
must have been very beautiful as a young 
girl; she had the assurance of that beauty 
still. Her black frock was perfect, and 
the emerald that hung around her throat 
was worth a king’s ransom.

Diantha sat down, irritated by the very 
perfection of Edith’s grooming. The
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polish on her own fingernails didn’t 
match the scarlet of her frock; Edith’s 
nicely shaped nails were colorless. Dian- 
tha had a feeling that lipstick had 
smudged when she drank the pineapple 
juice that Giles had ordered for her just 
before they left the boat; Edith’s lovely 
mouth was only faintly tinted. Diantha 
felt badly dressed, brazen, thoroughly 
uncomfortable.

Edith and Giles were talking. She was 
telling him about her house, with its gor­
geous garden and beautiful view of the 
sea.

“ I’d ask you to stay with me,”  she 
said, prettily apologetic. “ But the 
Keenes are here from London, and Mary 
Davenanl and her husband. He’s so 
afraid that he’ll come into the title, poor 
dear, with this war likely to finish off all 
the cousins that stand between it and him. 
He just doesn’t want to be an earl! He’s 
on some kind of official mission that’s 
headed for China.”

“ 1 like Clive Davenant,”  said Giles. 
“ I’d like to see him.”

“ He was asking about you,”  said 
Edith smoothly. “ I’m sorry that my 
house is so full of guests and that— ” 
Almost imperceptibly her long gray eyes 
slid toward Diantha, and back to him. 
“ And that there isn’t time to rearrange 
my plans,”  she went on in the same pleas­
ant, reserved voice. “ The Davenants are 
to be here only two days longer, and 
we’re dining with the Trainors this eve­
ning. I’m waiting here for them now. 
1 had to be here a bit early, to see Mrs. 
Vandare; she’s sailing early in the morn­
ing. So, you see— ”

The little, graceful gesture of her hands 
said everything— that she couldn’t very 
well include him in her entertainments 
when everyone knew that he’d been in­
discreet and brought his latest indiscre­
tion along with him. He’d just have to 
be ignored, socially.

“ Oh, well, I may go along to China 
myself. I'll see Clive there,”  said Giles, 
almost belligerently, as if to show that he

didn’t mind the situation at all, and could 
see anyone he pleased if he cared to.

Edith smiled. “ Yes, of course,”  she 
said, dubiously. “ But here are your 
drinks, and my lemonade. Let’s drink a 
toast to Mary and Clive.”

Giles had ordered a whiskey sour for 
himself, but the waiter placed it in front 
of Diantha, and gave him her pineapple 
juice. Defiantly, she lifted it and drank 
before Giles could correct the mistake. 
She was the other woman, was she? All 
right, she certainly wouldn’t pause at a 
sip of whiskey!

Giles’ brows drew* sharply together in 
displeasure, and Diantha laughed. She 
had eaten very little that day, and the 
liquor went straight to her head, giving 
her a feeling of release from the discom­
fort that had made her so wretched.

“ Oh, I forgot that you don't know the 
Davenants, Miss . . .  er . . .  Miss”—- 
Edith Wayburn turned appealingly to her 
husband, then quickly back to Diantha. 
“ Miss Ames!”  she said triumphantly. 
“ For a moment I forgot.”

Diantha’s face flamed. “ I’m not Lynn 
Ames, Mrs. Wayburn,”  she said curtly. 
“ I’m Diantha Knight. I’m the new 
model, the one that came out this year. 
Lynn was last year’s ‘Giles girl.’ ”

She hadn't meant to say it. She had 
not the faintest notion of why she had 
done it, except that Edith s calm superi­
ority had goaded her into wanting to be 
outrageous, to spoil it if she could. 

“ Dian!”  Giles exclaimed, furiously. 
“ Why shouldn't I be frank, instead of 

beating about the bush as Mrs. Wayburn 
did?”  she retorted. “ She knew quite 
well that I’m not Lynn Ames. She wanted 
to embarrass me. She's heard the gossip 
about us, and believes it; she doesn’t 
know there’s not a word of truth in it.”  

“ I . . .  I think I see Belli Trainor 
looking for m e!”  Edith exclaimed, and 
was gone, swiftly, a slender, graceful 
figure, walking with her head held high, 
a woman who would never allow herself 
to be involved in an unpleasant situation.
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“ Really, Dian!”  Giles’ voice held an 
irritable, uneasy note that Dianlha had 
never heard before. “ Heaven only knows 
what Edith has heard and then for you 
to be so brash, so . . . so— I don’t see 
what were you thinking of! Giving her 
the idea— ”

“ I didn’t give her any idea that she 
didn’t have already!” exclaimed Diantha, 
angrily. “ I haven’t done anything wrong, 
and she has no right to think I have. But 
she does, and so does everybody else, and 
it isn’t my fault. Oh, the whole thing’s 
so dreadful, having people talk about 
me, and your wife suspect me—  It’s un­
bearable, and I won’t stand it!”  And, to 
her own horror, she broke into loud sobs.

Somehow, Giles got her out to the car 
and back to the yacht. Lisa and the 
three men guests stared at her curiously, 
but Diantha did not care. She stumbled 
away to her own cabin, hating them, 
loathing herself. She should have known 
better than to get involved in this ghastly 
situation, of course, but she'd got into it 
before she knew what she was doing, and 
now she couldn’t get out.

Lisa hammered on her door about an 
hour later, when Diantha had finally man­
aged to stop crying. “ I’ve brought you 
some food,”  she announced as she came 
in, followed by a steward with a tray. 
“ You simply must eat, you know. Want 
to hear the latest developments?”

“ No,”  said Diantha firmly.
“ Giles is fit to be tied,”  Lisa continued, 

curling up on one of the big floor cush­
ions, the skirt of her crisp black frock 
billowing about her. “ The poor dear just 
can’t stand it that Edith is entertaining 
a lot of bigwigs and he’s beyond the pale. 
So he’s suddenly decided that he ought 
to turn this boat over to the government, 
to be done over in case we get involved 
in the war, and is going to ship us all 
home tomorrow, like a lot of servants. 
Only none of us are going. Mona’s been 
invited to stay here with her old school 
friend. She and a nice, gray-haired man 
named Johnson appeared for a few mo­

ments just before you got back, to break 
the news. Kitty took the boys to a cock­
tail party this afternoon, and they were 
such a success that they’re practically cer­
tain of being invited to stay somewhere. 
And I just flatly told Giles that I 
wouldn’t go home, and that if he didn’t 
make it possible for me to put up at a 
hotel and get passage home when I 
wanted it, I’d talk, and talk, and talk until 
he’d wish he had. Call it blackmail if 
you want to— a girl on her own has to 
think of little things like that if she’s go­
ing to get along.”

Diantha stared at her drearily. “ Grade 
B,”  she was thinking, hearing Lynn 
Ames’ cool, contemptuous voice saying it.

“ So you’ll be sailing away all by your­
self,”  continued Lisa, with her impish 
smile. “ Because, unless I’m mistaken, 
Mona intends to marry the nice Johnson 
man and live on his pineapple plantation 
in luxury for the rest of her days. But, 
of course, Giles will make it all right with 
you—

Suddenly, Diantha could stand no 
more. “ I wish you’d get out of here and 
leave me alone,”  she said curtly. “ You’ve 
told your news, and I’m not going to tell 
you what I think of it. So there’s no 
reason why you should stay.”

“ Ah, but there is,”  retorted Lisa, not 
moving. “ Be a good sport and do just 
one little thing for me, even though you 
don’t like me. There’s a reporter here, 
wanting a story. He’s heard that you and 
Edith and Giles had a little session to­
gether today, and that you wept after 
Edith had left you. He thinks he knows 
what happened, but he wants your side 
of it.”

“ Lisa, if you don’t get out— ”  cried 
Diantha, beside herself with fury.

“ Well, I told him I’d ask if you’d see 
him,”  replied Lisa, undisturbed, as she 
rose gracefully to her feet. “ You’re mak­
ing an aw'ful fuss over nothing, Dian. 
If you’d just use your head you’d come 
out of this whole thing very nicely.”

After she had closed the door, Diantha
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sat on the bed, staring at it. She hadn’t 
used her head ever since she met Giles, 
she told herself. She’d just gone on, ac­
cepting what he offered, playing a dan­
gerous, foolish game because it was fun, 
because it helped her to stop thinking 
about Alan. Giles had been only too will­
ing to play it with her, and her mother 
had urged her on.

Impulsively, wanting only to end it, to 
sever every connection with him, she 
jumped up and began to pack. She took 
only the clothes that she would need most 
- -the provocative evening frocks. The 
soft silk shirts and slacks, she left for 
Mona. Mona could wear her clothes, and 
would want them, if she was engaged in 
husband-hunting.

Diantha could not make plans for the 
future; she knew only that she must go 
home, and that she could not go on Giles' 
boat. There’d be some other way, and 
in the morning, when she wasn’t so ex­
hausted that she couldn’t think, she’d 
find it.

She got up so early that none of the 
other guests had risen yet, and went 
ashore, her suitcase and jewel case in her 
hand. She walked the sunny streets until 
she found the shop that she wanted; in 
iis cool interior she poured the moon­
stones and the diamond-and-pearl brace­
let that Giles had given her onto the 
counter, and waited to hear how much 
they would bring.

To her amazement she found that the 
moonstones were more valuable than she 
had thought. She had taken them, that 
day in Havana, because they were semi­
precious stones, the kind of gift that she 
could accept from Giles. The money 
that they brought would take her back to 
New York.

The ship from San Francisco was sail­

ing that morning for home. Diantha was 
walking up the gangplank when someone 
laid a hand on her shoulder. She knew 
that touch so well that it did not need 
Giles’ voice to tell her who had stopped 
her.

“ Dian!”  he said reproachfully. “ Surely 
you wouldn’t run away without letting 
me know. Don’t be impulsive and child­
ish, dear. Wait and hear what I have to 
say.”

Diantha steeled herself against him; 
even now his touch could excite her. She 
had been feeling helpless and forlorn; it 
was a temptation to lean on him once 
more, to let him manage things.

“ I don’t want to hear what you have 
to say,”  she answered, walking steadily 
onward, up the incline leading to the 
deck. “ I’ve been a fool; you’ve helped 
me, but it wasn’t all your fault. 1 should 
have known better. I’m not going to 
make the same mistake again.”

He laughed indulgently. “ Don’t be 
dramatic, darling,”  he exclaimed. “ You 
must forgive me for yesterday, and the 
nonsense I talked to Lisa and the others 
last night. I can manage Edith, and you 
and I— ”

Diantha turned to face him squarely. 
“ Not you and I, Giles, ever again,”  she 
said. “ Let me go now, or I’ll make such 
a scene that you won’t ever be able to 
hold up your head in Honolulu.”

She had known that that would make 
him step back. But the sudden widening 
of his eyes told her that she had said and 
done the one thing that would be sure to 
make him want her more than ever. 
Giles always wanted most the thing that 
he could not have.

“ I’m not giving up, Dian!”  he told 
her as he turned to go. “ Nobody in the 
world can take you from me.”

h  Diantha at last free of Giles or will he follow her, completely ruin her life as 
the life of any single girl who permits her name to he coupled with that of a

married man s is ruined?

TO BE CONCLUDED.
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by Eve B enyas
N c b ’ Y o rk  g litte r ! It  ran  in­
to.viral o a g irl until noth­
ing m at tors hut the lure of 
a love that know s no miles.

T hey were sitting in a parked car, 
smoking cigarettes, and the moon had 
bathed Cornelia’s face into an enticing 
pattern of silver lace.

Joel said, “ You’ve been different, 
Corny, ever since you got back from New 
York. That cynical pose doesn’t become 
you. I don’t like it.”

“ It’s not a pose, I tell you,”  Cornelia 
cried resentfully. “ I hate this small town 
with its smugness and prim convention­
ality. There isn’t a soul here 1 can talk 
with.”

“ Not very flattering to me,”  Joel com­
mented dryly. “ What did you do in New
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York that you can’t do here? If you’re 
such a free soul why should this town 
be able to fetter you?”

Cornelia’s tragic blue eyes swept his 
face, and her lips smiled in faint scorn. 
“ It’s just the people, not anything I did. 
You have a little private world of your 
own when you talk to people who speak 
your language.”

“ And I don’t? Tell me why you think 
so.”

“ Oh, I don't know exactly,”  Cornelia 
admitted with a sigh. “ I suppose it’s be­
cause you are such a solid young man 
and everyone thinks we ought to get mar­
ried. Your profession means everything 
in the world to you. Your father thinks 
you’re wonderful, the town thinks you’re 
wonderful. You may be a good doctor, 
Joel, but you don’t understand women 
like me.”

Joel’s eyes narrowed. “ A pretty 
speech, my dear,”  he returned coolly. 
“ Now it’s my turn. If you found your­
self a more constructive job to do, some­
thing that would tax your mind a little 
more than working prettily in your 
father’s drugstore, and stopped thinking 
about your unhappy state, you’d be a 
more cheerful specimen. So I don’t un­
derstand women like you? Half the neu­
rotic women who come up to my office 
are women like you who are trying to 
find the meaning of life.”

Cornelia’s quick rise of anger left her 
suddenly. Joel was a handsome, exas­
perating devil and his pug nose and sen­
sitive mouth gave him a little-boy look. 
His eyes were almost black and magnetic 
in their intensity, and she could easily un­
derstand why half the women who came 
to his office sought the meaning of life 
from him. She had a sudden impulse 
to push back that stray lock of black hair 
drooping over his forehead.

There was no use prolonging this dis­
cussion. “ Well, darling,”  she said, “ I 
think it’s time to retire.”  >

“ My, my,”  he mocked, “ you don’t want 
to do anything so conventional as retire?

Can’t you think of something more excit­
ing?”

“ Oh, shut up,”  she told him sullenly.
He pulled her to him suddenly, kissed 

her lips roughly. She made no objection, 
but remained stiff and unresponsive. She 
would not, she told herself fiercely, settle 
down and become just a wife for even so 
attractive a man as Joel. She wanted fun, 
laughter, excitement, and love that knew 
no rules.

Cornelia, in her drugstore uniform of 
blue percale, wondered how she could 
bear this gnawing dissatisfaction much 
longer. She’d have to get away again, 
anywhere, out of this awful town. When 
she’d lost her job in New York, mother 
and dad had insisted on her coming 
home. Oh, it hadn’t been much of a job 
— dad had augmented her salary with a 
monthly check— but working in that 
bookstore was such fun and such grand 
people came in. Then mother and dad 
had insisted that she’d had her little fling 
and they were lonesome and wanted her.

She approached her father. “ Couldn’t 
we straighten stock today, dad?”  she 
asked. She wanted to work— work hard 
so that there wouldn t be time to think. 
That’s what Joel, the righteous, had told 
her last night. If she had let herself go, 
if she hadn't steeled herself against him, 
there was no telling what might have hap­
pened. It wasn't easy to be with him and 
not succumb to him as - she felt the 
warmth of his lips and the throbbing of 
his heart against hers.

She felt a little ashamed of the speech 
she had given him because it hadn’t been 
exactly on the level. He understood 
women all right. The only thing he didn’t 
understand about them was their dis­
honesty. She didn’t call herself dis­
honest, exactly. It was just that some­
times her imagination got mixed up with 
facts.

Cornelia, on her knees, began to re­
arrange the cosmetic shelves. After a
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while, she straightened her aching back 
with a groan.

“ Could you wait on me, please?”  a 
male voice asked politely.

A little embarrassed because of her ob­
viously crippled state and the groan 
which he must have heard, she said, 
“ Sorry, but being down on your knees 
for any length of time cramps your style. 
What can I do for you?”

Her breath caught sharply as she 
looked at him. She had never seen him 
before. A stranger in town? A sales­
man? He wasn’t at all good-looking. 
His nose seemed to have been broken, 
and his dark hair looked a little thin. 
His eyes were disconcerting, a clear gray, 
almond-shaped, almost Mongolian. He 
was frankly staring at her.

His lips parted in a slow' smile, show­
ing well-matched and very white teeth. 
“ I’ve almost forgotten what I wanted. 
Oh, yes, shaving cream. I’d like to in­
troduce myself. I’m Lee Biron, The new 
man on the Chronicle.”

“ Oh, yes!”  The new man on the 
Chronicle. Then he was going to live 
here! “ I’d heard that someone bought 
an interest in the paper. I’ll introduce 
you to dad— ”

“ No, wait. Who are you?”  His voice 
was intimate, suddenly.

“ M e?”  Cornelia’s blue eyes widened. 
“ Nobody very much. Nobody at all.”

“ Oh, yes,”  he said softly. “ Yes, you 
are.”

“ Here’s dad,”  she announced lightly. 
But her heart wras racing.

Introductions made, the men shook 
hands. “ Hope you like us here, Biron,” 
her father said heartily. “ From New 
York, aren’t you? You and my daugh­
ter, Cornelia”— inclining his head toward 
her— “ ought to get together sometime. 
Guess she finds us a little dull.”

Cornelia reddened. Poor, darling, 
blundering dad, practically throwing her 
into Lee Biron’s arms. “ Will you excuse 
me, please?”  she murmured. “ There is 
a customer waiting.”

Angry resentment swept through her. 
although she couldn’t have said exactly 
why. The man’s conceit was colossal. 
Probably looking for amusement.

She waited on her customer with ex­
traordinary fidelity. Finished, she found 
him w'aiting.

His eyes held hers for a long minute. 
“ Don’t you think we ought to get together 
sometime, very soon? Tomorrow night?”

“ I— ” she began, and found reason de­
serting her.

“ Please,”  he urged softly.
“ All right,”  she whispered.

Just before closing time, Joel dropped 
in. Cornelia welcomed him gayly. 
“ How’s the big doctor man today? Still 
smug?”

Joel whistled softly, peering at her with 
exaggerated curiosity. “ Well, the little 
lady is bathed in radiance, or something. 
Tell papa.”

She turned on him more vehemently 
than the occasion warranted, a tart com­
ment on her lips, but noticed that he 
looked tired and drawn, and relented. 
She asked, “ Did you have a hard day, 
Joel?”

He nodded briefly. “ I’m worried 
about one of my patients.”

“ Oh, I’m sorry,”  she said. Impulsively, 
she placed her hand on his arm.

He smiled ruefully. “ I can’t make it 
tonight, but tomorrow night?”

Tomorrow night? She’d been about to 
accept and then she remembered. Lee 
Biron. Joel wouldn’t like it. And she 
knew instinctively that Joel wouldn’t like 
Lee.

“ Not tomorrow night. I’m sorry, but 
1 have a date.”

“ A date? Well, some other time.”  He 
looked aw-ay from her, unhappy and de­
feated.

There wasn’t any reason why she 
should explain anything to him, and yet 
—  “ I— ” she began, and faltered a little. 
“ The new man on the Chronicle came in
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here. k He's from New York, and I 
thought it would be fun.”

“ Oh? He doesn’t believe in wasting 
time, does he? Well, have fun. Be see­
ing you,”  he said morosely, and was 
gone.

She looked after him, but her mind 
had dismissed him already. She was still 
exalted by the triumphant certainty that 
Lee Biron was going to speak her lan­
guage.

Mrs. Bronson approved her daughter’s 
costume of eggshell crepe. Cornelia was 
lovely, with her glistening brown curls 
baby fashion on the top of her head.
. “ What’s Mr. Biron like, Cornelia? As 
nice as Dr. Joel?”  her mother teased.

Cornelia laughed. “ Not as nice-look­
ing, is he, dad?”

“ Hm-m-m,”  her father grunted. “ Might 
be all right. Hard to say.”

Cornelia thought, “ The old darlings! 
They are so afraid I’ll be tempted away 
from Joel if I go with anyone else. 
They're suspicious of anybody new.”

Her heart jumped at the ring of the 
doorbell and, as she ran to answer it, she 
knew she was looking her loveliest.

She heard his deep, intense voice say­
ing, “ Good evening,”  and led him to her 
mother. Mrs. Bronson acknowledged the 
introduction with frigid courtesy. “ Of 
course you wouldn’t like him, mother!”  
Cornelia thought. “ He isn’t frank, open, 
and solid! He isn’t dull and stupid!”  
A fierce protectiveness swept through her. 
They, Lee and herself, were two against 
the righteous town.

She sank down into the cushion of his 
roadster happily. He said, “ Where to?”  

“ Let’s just drive. Maybe stop for a 
sandwich at the Green Blazer later.”  

“ Cornelia,”  he mused softly. “ I like 
it. May I call you Nelia?”

“ Of course.”  Strange that he should 
want to call her that. Only the gang in 
New York had called her Nelia.

“ I can’t believe my luck,”  he said. “ I 
came here prepared to live like a monk,

and I find you. Tell me about yourself. 
You don’t belong here, do vou?”

“ No. 1 'm going to get out as soon as 
I can.”

“ Not so fast! Remember me? I’m* 
the man who is going to keep you in my 
life as long as I can. Tell me, no sweet­
hearts in town?”

What a ruthless approach he had—- 
stripping her of everything right away! 
But she liked it. She liked everything 
about this man so very much that she was 
afraid she must be blazing the informa­
tion to him like a neon sign.

“ I object, your honor. This is not a 
courtroom,”  she said banteringly.

He laughed. “ It doesn’t matter. 
You’re the most adorable thing I've seen 
in or out of New York. What did you 
do there?”

“ Worked in a bookshop. Writers, 
poets, and intellectuals came in. Oh, it 
was fun. I shared a tiny Park Avenue 
apartment with a girl. Some of the gang 
lived in broken-down studios.”

“ Bohemian, eh? You outgrow it. I
did.”

He veered off the road suddenly and 
parked the car. “ I want to. look at you . 
when I talk,”  he told her, lighting a ciga­
rette.

He lit a cigarette for her and held the 
flame near her face. Her eyes looked 
enormous. He said huskily, “ You’re a 
beautiful child, and unhappy. I think I 
could make you happy.”

“ I think you could, Lee.”  A quaver 
in her voice betrayed her.

She met his eyes and was lost. In his 
arms the world was blotted out. “ Dar­
ling, darling,”  he whispered.

Joel and Cornelia decided to try the 
new Chinaman’s place for chicken chow 
mein.

“ Have a nice time last night?”  Joel 
asked with a casualness almost studied.

“ Yes. He’s interesting,”  Cornelia said. 
She was possessed by sweet and terrible 
longings for Lee. Joel seemed to have
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s e tt le d  dow n  to  bein g  ju s t  a w ife , she w anted  fun, laugh ter, e x c item en t,



62 STREET &  SMITH’S LOVE STORY MAGAZINE

something on his mind. Could he pos­
sibly know what had happened to her? 
Of course, Joel could see it and she was 
a fool to think she was able to hide a 
thing like that.

Joel was drawing a fantastic design on 
a piece of paper. He said, “ I met Lee 
Biron this afternoon. I wasn’t prepared 
to meet anyone I had known at the uni­
versity.”

Cornelia gave hint a quick glance. 
“ You knew1 Lee at school?”

Joel met her glance with a long, direct 
look, like a diver about to take a plunge. 
“ Quite well,”  he said. Then, “ He’s mar­
ried, Corny.”

“ I don’t believe it,”  she blazed out at 
him. He was jealous and, fair means or 
foul, he was trying to hurt her!

“ Corny,”  he said gently, “ don’t be a. 
little fool. I asked him how his wife, 
Helen, was and he said fine. She’s work­
ing in New York now and may come here 
later.”

Her eyes met his, defiantly blue. “ I 
don’t know what possible difference that 
could make in our friendship,”  she told 
him coldly.

Joel retorted mockingly, “ None at all, 
my dear, none at all. Friendships with 
married men are always beautifully pla­
tonic.”

Cornelia’s cheeks reddened. Her one 
consuming desije was to lash back at him. 
“ Now that you've fulfilled your duty, will 
you take me home, please?”

She saw that Joel’s shoulders drooped 
suddenly, and his face looked tense and 
tired.

After Joel's bitter disclosure, Cornelia 
lay awake half the night, tossing in a sea 
of self-accusation. A free soul, was she? 
What a laugh! Intuitive pricks of doubt 
assailed her as she thought of Lee. What, 
after all, did she know about him?

It had been such fun in New York, 
running around with the assumption that 
you were sophisticated. But there had 
been no actual test. Nothing like this.

She wondered what she would do when

she saw him again. She remembered his 
lips on hers, and was frightened at the 
intensity of feeling that swept over her.

Scarcely conscious of the people she 
waited on, her ears strained to catch the 
voice that would quicken her pulses.

“ Good morning, Miss Bronson,”  he 
said.

Hot color rose in her cheeks. “ Good 
morning,”  she answered a little breath­
lessly.

“ A package of cigarettes. I love you, 
darling,”  he whispered.

Cornelia answered in fierce delight, 
“ Idiot! Be careful. Dad’s watching.”

“ I don’t care. I want the world to 
know it. You’re keeping tonight for m e?”  

She nodded, her face sobering. “ I 
want to talk to you. Please go now. I 
hate all these people staring.”

Later, in his car, Cornelia watched Lee 
light a cigarette. There was strength and 
grace, a quick sureness in all his move­
ments. She asked, “ Lee, what did you do 
in New York before you came here?” 

“ Reporter. When I got this chance to 
buy an interest in the Chronicle I thought 
maybe I could make some money.”  

Cornelia’s mouth made a round 0 . It 
was ridiculous to sit here beside him and 
wonder about his wife and feel afraid to 
ask him. She said, “ Tell me about your­
self.”

“ Nelia, there was nothing in my life 
until you came. I hope you’re not going 
to turn into one of those moral women. 
Please, darling, don’t.”

“ Lee, you’re married.”  She had said 
it now, in a hushed, shocked whisper, and 
her heart was suffocating her.

He faced her squarely and in silence 
for a long minute. “ You are afraid, 
aren’t you? You're afraid of the funda­
mental meaning of existence. Y ou’re un­
aware of perfection, of beauty. Nelia, 
don’t run away.”

How many limes she had spouted the 
same phrases! They had rolled off her 
tongue with the greatest of ease. Why,
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then, did this perverse feeling grip her? 
Was she really a puritan in streamlined 
disguise?

She was unable to stop herself from 
asking him, “ What’s she like, Lee? Your 
wife?”

He smiled at her indulgently. “ Helen 
is very tall, blond, and very much like 
a nice new refrigerator.”

A wave of jealousy engulfed her. Now, 
she thought bitterly, she was going primi­
tive. “ Is she pretty, Lee?”

“ Yes, I suppose she is. Like a piece 
of classic sculpture. Nelia, I don’t want 
to talk about her. Don’t feel sorry for 
her, because she’s a very self-sufficient 
sort of person.”

Gradually, her fear subsided. “ We 
can be friends, can’t we, Lee? I love to 
talk to you, and sometimes I’d like to 
read you some of my poems. We can be 
awfully good friends, can’t we?”  Oh, 
Lee darling, we must!

“ Of course, my dear. Your slender 
white hands will guide our friendship.”  
He added, in a lighter tone, “ My legs 
feel cramped. What do you say we get 
out of the car and race down to the 
beach?”

“ Oh, fun!”
He swung her out of the car and held 

her against his heart for a brief moment. 
“ Adorable,child,”  he whispered.

September brought a brief brilliance to 
the quiet little town. The trees, Cornelia 
thought, had never been more exquisitely 
colored. The maples on the streets were 
arches of red-gold flame. She was aware 
of a new sensitiveness toward beauty. 
Tears came to her eyes very easily these 
days.

She had taken to walking alone a great 
deal. Her family had encouraged it. 
“ We’re not busy in the store and it will 
do you good to get out.”

Her mother’s eyes had looked at her 
with hurt in them. Of course, she must 
seem like a callous child to them, but

what could she tell them? She couldn’t 
say, “ Mother, I am in love with a mar­
ried man. We are awfully good friends.”

And Joel— every time he saw her, he 
carefully avoided the subject of Lee, as if 
it were poison. It was none of his con­
cern what she did with her life, was it? 
He had no right to stand by and moral­
ize.

She scuffed her flat-heeled oxfords 
through the masses of fallen leaves, an­
grily. Maybe she ought to run away, 
leave town. A lovely friendship with Lee 
was rapidly becoming impossible.

Long blasts from a horn warned her 
of an approaching car. Looking up, she 
saw it was Joel. He drew up to the curb 
and stopped.

“ Lady out walking,”  he said. “ Lucky 
girl. I’d give anything if I could join 
you.

“ Well, join me in spirit if not in body. 
On your way to the hospital?”  she in­
quired.

He nodded. “ I was up all night and 
I’m practically dead for sleep. Would 
you care to go to the Military Ball with 
me, Corny?”

Cornelia hesitated. Lee might ask her. 
She heard herself saying, “ Thank you, 
Joel, I’d love to.”

His pleasure was so obvious that it 
warmed her, and Cornelia laughed. She 
waved as he went on to the hospital.

Cornelia grew introspective—some­
thing she had not done for a long. time. 
She saw clearly that she had not wanted 
to flaunt her friendship with Lee upon 
the town openly. And that if Joel went 
out of her life completely, she would not 
like it. But Lee! The mere thought of 
him was like a drug.

The moment she saw the girl, she knew. 
Very tall and blond, and a stranger. 
Lee’s wife! Cornelia suddenly felt ill. 
She wondered if it were her imagination, 
but the girl seemed to be appraising her, 
carefully and warily.
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“ Are these on sale?”  she asked. Her 
voice was low, cultivated.

Cornelia held the perfumed bars of 
soap in her hand. “ Yes. Three for a 
quarter. Have you used this brand be­
fore? It’s lovely.”

“ Yes,”  she answered. Her eyes, a clear 
amber, continued to look straight into 
Cornelia’s.

Cornelia felt her breath quicken as re­
bellion rose in her, a strong tide. Why 
had she come here? What right had she 
to come back and destroy his life?

Cornelia wrapped the package and took 
her money. She said, “ Thank you.”  
The blond girl smiled at her, a swTeet, 
gentle smile. But not until she had left 
did Cornelia realize with shock that what 
she had seen in the clear amber eyes wras 
hatred.

For the first time Cornelia was angry 
with Lee.

“ How7 can you say it won’t make any 
difference? 1 don’t care at all about be­
ing a back-street wife. She knew about 
us, Lee. How did she know?”

Lee shrugged. He said sullenly, “ I 
told her. She’s riot going to like living 
in a small town and I told her to go back 
to New York. She had a good job there, 
and 1 don’t know why she didn’t stay.”

“ You don't suppose,”  Cornelia asked 
slowly, “ it’s because she loves you?”

“ Sure, she loves me. And hangs 
around my neck like a noose. But what 
difference does that make?”

This was a Lee she had not known be­
fore. W’ith unbelievable clarity he had 
defined for her his code. Nothing made 
any difference except what he wanted. 
She knew, now, why his wife had looked 
at her with such hatred. Not because she 
hated her. How can you hate a person 
you don’t know? It was because Cor­
nelia, in her eyes, was simply another 
woman. Lee’s wife must have endured 
a succession of them. Perhaps those clear 
amber eyes had once been gay.

Cornelia felt tired suddenly, and real­
ized that any argument with Lee on the 
subject of his w'ife would be futile. She 
made no accusation against Lee, only 
against herself. She. remembered what 
Joel had said to her, “ Half the neurotic 
women who come up to my office are 
women like you who are trying to find the 
meaning of life.”  And she had chosen 
Lee as her guide.

She knew what she must do now. “ Lee, 
I’m not going to see you any more.”

“ You can’t be serious!”  he flared. 
“ Nelia, darling, you don’t know what 
you’re saying. Oh, I suppose 1 must look 
like a rotter in your eyes, but I love you 
so terribly. And when a man’s in love 
with— ”

She couldn’t bear much more of it. 
His words were meaningless. All the 
magic had gone. “ I’m sorry, Lee. I’ll 
chalk it up to experience.”

But he wouldn’t believe her. “ Think 
it over. You’ll change your mind, and 
I’ll be waiting.”

How smug he w7as, how absolutely sure 
of himself!

And for a solid week he tried desper­
ately to see her. The next week he had 
transferred his business to another drug­
store. There was a pretty girl in that 
drugstore, too.

Cornelia had no desire to go to the 
Military Ball with Joel. But she would 
go, only for the sake of pleasing mother 
and dad. They hadn’t said anything, but 
their relief at the departure of Lee had 
been so obvious. Poor darlings.

Cornelia looked lovely in a dress of 
soft black crepe, molded to ber slender 
figure, and topped with a glittering gay 
sequins bolero. Looking impatiently at 
her wrist watch, she saw that Joel was 
already late. You never could depend on 
a doctor. The minutes dragged on, Cor­
nelia’s fury mounting because he had not 
telephoned. She would give him five 
more minutes.
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The telephone rang sharply, and Cor­
nelia ran to answer it. With a keen stab 
of disappointment she recognized her 
father's voice, but in the next moment she 
had forgotten everything except what her 
father was saying. His voice trembled 
with excitement. “ Can you come down 
to the drugstore right away? There’s 
been a terrible train wreck about five 
miles out of town. Hospital wants a lot 
of stuff . . . need help . . . calling for 
volunteers. Make it as fast as you can.”

Flinging a coat over her shoulders, 
Cornelia made the store in exactly three 
minutes. Her father was nervously try­
ing to get together the huge emergency 
order the hospital had called for— band­
ages and antiseptics.

“ They say about fifty people were hurt, 
a few killed. I don’t know how they’re 
going to take care of them all,”  her father 
said brokenly.

They piled the supplies into the car 
and Cornelia drove to the hospital. A 
block from the hospital she saw that the 
street was thick with people, and that 
they were obstructing her passage. Blow­
ing the horn of her car furiously, she 
inched her way through.

Inside the hospital, emergency cots had 
been set up in every available inch of 
space. People were moaning and scream­
ing in their pain.

Cornelia’s eyes sought frantically for 
Joel. She found him on the second floor, 
caring for the more serious cases. He 
nodded at her curtly. “ Take the supplies 
to the supply room. And take off your 
coat. I can use you here. ’

Cornelia obeyed like an automaton. 
Scrubbing her hands, she went back to 
Joel. She obeyed his curt orders hour 
after hour, until she thought she would 
drop from exhaustion. While Cornelia's 
mouth trembled so that she could not 
control it, Joel had a smile of assurance 
for each mangled patient. He was an 
irresistible force, a mountain of strength, 
and his patients adored him with their 
pain-filled eyes.

In the bright glare of the hospital 
lights, Cornelia saw the emptiness, the 
uselessness of her life, and humbly she 
prayed for forgiveness. She was still wear­
ing the gay bolero of sequins and now it 
glittered falsely. She might have gone 
through life glittering gayly like that. 
Some, people did, like Lee.

Dawn was breaking before Joel felt he 
was no longer needed. Silently, they 
made their way out of the hospital to­
gether.

Joel ordered, “ Get into my car and you 
can pick yours up later."

“ I’ll make you a cup of coffee. I could 
use one myself,”  Cornelia said shakily. 
She felt faint, and hoped desperately that 
she would not disgrace herself. Joel 
hadn’t given her a word of praise. But 
as soon as the thought had crossed her 
mind she was ashamed of it. Joel was 
the one worthy of praise, saving all those 
lives!

Joel sat wearily on the davenport in 
the Bronson living room, his long legs 
stretched before him. “ We ll be able to 
move some of them out tomorrow. 
That’ll give us a little more room,”  he 
said. There was a worried frown be­
tween his eyes.

A compassionate look came over Cor­
nelia’s face. “ Darling, w’hy don’t you lie 
down and rest until the coffee is ready? 
Relax, and you’11 feel better.”  Tenderly, 
she pushed a stray lock of hair from his 
eyes.

Joel looked at her as if he were seeing 
her for the very first time. “ Corny, you 
— ”  His voice choked, and he opened 
his arms to her. Their lips met and 
clung together until she fought for breath 
above the crazy beating of her heart.

Her eyes lifted to his, her red lips 
tremulous. She had found it now, this 
thing she had been so desperately seek­
ing.

There was a sort of shining quality 
about her as she said, “ I think the coffee 
is boiling over. Shall we see?”
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»n<l going round and 
round and gelling nowhere

T hey had tiptoed up onto the front 
porch, as usual, at three o'clock, and 
Blossom had kissed Ted in the pale, misty 
light of morning and sent him away, and 
then she had picked up the milk and 
brought it in.

Now she had taken off her flowing 
black skirt and her red, gold-embroidered
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jacket and hung them in her closet, had 
religiously cold-creamed her face and put 
on a woolly robe and fuzzy bunny slip­
pers, but she was still not very sleepy. 
It did not seem a particle of use to get 
into bed while she was in this wakeful 
mood, so she switched on the little lamp 
at her desk, sat down and drew a leather- 
bound book from the drawer.

She uncapped her fountain pen and 
wrote the date first. Then, after a glance 
at her desk clock, she wrote, “ 3:22 a. m.”  
She began to write rapidly:

W e ’ ve  h a d  a lo v e ly  w e e k  e n d . T e d  is  s u c h  a 
s w e e t , c o n s id e r a te  g u y !  I  d o  lo v e  h int s o  m u c h !  
H e  m et m e  at th e  tra in  w h en  I g o t  h o m e  F r id a y  
n ig h t  a n d  w e  h a d  d in n e r  a t th e  P ir a te  S h ip . 
T h e n  B ess  a n d  S am  c a m e  in  a n d  w e  a ll w e n t  to  
ttie S ta rd u s t  R o o m . W e  e n d e d  u p  at th e  d in e r  
f o r  b a c o n  a n d  e g g s  at 2 :3 0 .  I s lep t  t ill n o o n . 
S h o p p e d  in th e  a fte r n o o n  a n d  g o t  that re d  
ja c k e t  1 l ik e d  s o  m u ch . T e d  ca m e  f o r  m e  and  
w e  had  d in n e r  at th e  R u b y  R o o m  a n d  th e n  w en t 
to  the C a r o u s e l B ar f o r  d r in k s , a n d  C la re , D ic k , 
P o l ly  a n d  D u n ca n  w ere  th ere  a n d  B ess  a n d  S am  
ca m e  a n d  w e  w en t on  to  the H a w a iia n  R o o m  to  
d a n ce .

She wrinkled her forehead a little to 
remember where they went next and then 
she wrote, “ We all went onto the Pirate 
Ship, but they were just closing, so we* 
went to the diner for bacon and eggs— ”

This sounded strikingly repetitive, so 
she looked back to make sure she wasn’t 
mixed up. No, that was right— Friday 
night they had dined at the Ship, Satur­
day morning they ate at the diner, also 
this morning, which was Sunday.

Purely in a spirit of research, she be­
gan flipping the pages over in her book 
to see if she could distinguish one week 
end from another. After a few' minutes 
she closed the covers of the diary and 
stared at it w'ith a sense of shock. Their 
routine included only five places, at the 
most six or seven, if you counted the 
diner. And that routine dated as far back 
as the beginning of this diary.

How many hours out of her life did 
that make that she had spent sitting at 
little tables? So many that all the places
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were blurred now' in her memory. She 
could only recall the Carousel Bar with 
its twinkling mirrors and red-and-white- 
striped awning going round and round. 
And all the faces that were reflected in 
those mirrors were the same ones, only 
six or seven of them, too— the old crowd, 
all going round and round with them on 
the merry-go-round!

She stood up and thrust the diary into 
the drawer. She must have had too many 
cocktails last night. She felt a little dizzy. 
She went over to her bed and lay down 
across it, trying to remember how Ted’s 
face had looked across from her at one 
of the many little tables. She couldn’t 
make it come clear. She cried a bit then, 
because Ted looked like a stranger in her 
mind. And then she fell asleep, still in 
her robe and furry slippers.

When she woke it was very late and 
she knew, from the silence in the house, 
that everyone had gone to church. She 
went into the bathroom, bathed her face 
in cold water and looked at herself 
critically in the glass. She was surprised 
to see how fresh she looked— clear blue 
eyes with long brown lashes tipped in 
gold, blue smudges under them this morn­
ing, though. Delicate skin, as fresh and 
scrubbed-looking as one of her third- 
graders, tumbled golden-brown hair— 
Blossom Wayne, known to thirty noisy, 
bouncing youngsters as “ our Miss 
Wayne.”

“ I wonder,”  she thought, “ what you’d 
think of your Miss Wayne if you saw her 
in a night club at two o ’clock in the morn- 
mg r

She turned away from the mirror then 
and went downstairs. She found a note 
from her mother on the kitchen table.

Y o u  w e r e  I fe e p in g  s o  s o u n d ly , I  d id n ’ t l ik e  
t o  w a k e  y o u . T h e r e ’ s c e r e a l  o n  th e  s to v e  a n d  
m ilk  in  the i c e  b o x .

Blossom opened the ice box and got 
out a pitcher of tomato juice. Nibs, the 
cat, whose full name was His Nibs, came
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strolling out just to get acquainted with 
her again and see if she could spare a 
drop of milk. She poured some into his 
saucer and sat down on a stool, sipping 
from her own glass. The hazy, half- 
hysterical misery she had known this 
morning early was gone and in its place 
was order and clarity.

“ led  and I,”  she told His Nibs, “ have 
gotten on a merry-go-round and we don’t 
know how to get off. We began it— I 
don’t know when— but it was as soon as 
we were old enough to think night-club­
bing was smart and it was disgraceful to 
come home before two. Now we’re in 
the groove and can’t stop. It’s got to 
the point where I never see my parents 
any more. They’re strangers who write 
notes to me. And Ted’s a stranger, too. 
We’re never alone any more until the sun 
comes up in the morning.”

His Nibs finished his milk and purred 
around her legs. She said, “ This isn’t 
a new idea, Nibs. 1 think it every Sun­
day morning, and then every Friday 
night Ted meets me and I say, ‘What’s 
doing?’ and he says, ‘We’re rounding up 
the gang,’ and we end up at the diner at 
2:30. We’ve got to stop it, Nibs! It’s 
ruining us!”

She slid down off the stool and ran 
into the hall. She picked up the tele­
phone and gave a number. Presently, a 
woman answered.

“ Mrs. Allison,”  said Blossom, “ I’d like 
to speak to Ted a minute.”

“ Why, he’s still asleep, Blossom. If 
it’s important— ”

“ It is. Very!”  -
Ted came to the phone presently, mum* 

bling and yawning, “ Yeah?”
“ Ted, this is Blossom. Can you come 

right over? I’ve got to talk to you.”  
“ Now? What’s wrong? sWhat’s up?”  
“ Please come, Ted. The folks will be 

back from church pretty soon and I want 
to talk to you alone.”

He galloped up the front steps pres­
ently, his unshaven chin faintly blue, his 
eyes worried.

“ So that’s what he looks like!”  thought 
Blossom, loving him with her eyes. Tall, 
and with an athlete’s build, wide shoul­
ders and practically no hips, curly black 
hair that he usually tried to subdue with 
much brushing and oil, but which lay in 
tight kinks this morning, a nice mouth 
that never laughed too much or too 
loudly, but that could kiss—  Oh, how 
he could kiss!

He kissed her now, scratching her 
cheek with his morning beard. “ What’s 
up* Cherry Blossom?”  This was his pet 
name for her, used only in their most 
intimate moments.

She pushed him into a chair. “ 1 want 
to read you some of my diary.”

“ Holy smoke! What is this— black­
mail? Is it written in purple ink?”

“ Be still and listen. See if you can 
hear a single new' place we’ve been or a 
single different thing w7e’ve done for two 
years.”

She began to read passages selected at 
random, “ July, the Pirate Ship, August, 
the Ruby Room, September, the Hawaiian 
Room, October, the Stardust, November, 
the Ruby Room, December, the Carousel 
Bar— ”  She looked up finally. “ What 
does that say to you?”

He shrugged. “ Sounds to me as 
though we’ve had a lot of good times.”

“ Oh, Ted!”  she cried, exasperated. 
“ Did we ever really have a good time at 
any of those places? They were all alike 
— the same faces, the same wisecracks, 
the same mediocre music, the same old 
drinks.”

His face flushed a little. “ I thought 
you were having fun. That was mostly 
why we did it— to compensate for you 
having to be stuck in that little town all 
week, not able to take a drink or smoke 
a cigarette because of the school board. 
I’ve certainly spared no expense to show 
you a good time!”

Blossom didn’t realize that she had hit 
him without warning, using no technique 
at all, and that he w as naturally resentful 
and abashed. She went on heedlessly,
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“ That’3 another tiling, Ted— how much 
it’s cost. When you stop to count up all 
we’ve spent for drinks, for taxis, for 
cover charges, for dance tickets, with 
Tom Collinses at forty cents apiece, figur­
ing several hundred of them— why, Ted, 
we could have been married and had our 
house and a car— ”

“ You talk like a schoolteacher all 
right,”  he cried. “ Why don’t you put 
that problem up to your kids op Monday 
morning— how many highballs at forty 
cents apiece make a marriage?”

Blossom looked at him and was sud­
denly furious. How could she have meant 
this sullen, stubborn, unshaven man when 
she had written “ dear, sweet, considerate 
guy” ?

She said, very evenly, “ That’s just it, 
Ted. It doesn't add up to a marriage. 
It adds up to just the opposite.”

He would not let her see how she had 
hurt him. He jumped up, very proud, 
stiff and angry. “ If that’s what you got 
me over here to tell me, you could just 
as well have sent a note and let me get my 
sleep out! It adds up to the fact that 
you’re bored with me. That’s it, isn’t 
it?”

It was not that at all, but Blossom’s 
throat was so tight she could not get a 
word out. He grabbed his hat and 
rushed out the front door, almost collid­
ing with her family, who were coming 
up the steps.

Her mother asked, “ What was the mat­
ter with led? His face looked so funny 
and he didn’t have a wrord to say to us. 
You two haven’t quarreled, have you?”  

“ No, mother,”  said Blossom wearily. 
“ We’ve just called the whole thing off,” 
and she dragged herself upstairs to put 
the diary awray in the desk.

In spite of the finality of her state­
ment, she felt a little sick when Ted did 
not call, or come to take her to the sta­
tion. She spent the most miserable hours 
of her young life as the train crept slowly

dowm to Milltown and deposited her and 
her overnight bag on the platform.

As soon as she wras back in Milltown 
again, she knew what had changed her. 
It had not been anything Ted had done 
or said. It had not been the gang—they 
were really swell people and she was fond 
of them. It had been living in this quiet, 
sleepy town where the corner drugstore 
was the most exciting place to go, where 
there w'as a street called Clover Lane 
lined with honeymoon cottages and where 
wives, no older than she, brought pink­
cheeked boys and girls to kindergarten. 
Here in this town young people her own 
age were expected to be cozily settled 
down, raising a family. Rank envy of all 
the occupants of the little white bunga­
low's had turned her against her life as it 
was now'.

She wanted to write something of this 
to Ted, but a girl has her pride. He had 
stamped out of her house like a spoiled 
child and it was up to him to write first 
and apologize. Of course, he didn’t. He 
was just as stubborn as she was and he 
wras hurt, too. As the next week end drew 
near without a letter or telephone call, 
Blossom began to feel desperate. When 
Joe Field, the math teacher and basket­
ball coach in the consolidated school,
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asked her to stay in Milltown over Sun­
day and go on a hayride with him, she 
nearly knocked him off his feet by accept­
ing-

“ I’m going to have a wonderful time 
here,”  Blossom wrote her mother. “ This 
is the kind of week end I’ve been need­
ing— something simple and unsophisti­
cated.”

She was wrong. She was thoroughly 
miserable from three o’clock on Friday 
when she dismissed her pupils, until nine 
o ’clock Monday morning when they 
trooped in again. Joe was nice and he 
tried hard to lift her out of her blues, 
hut it was no use. Monday and the re­
turn of her wild, squealing, spitball­
throwing urchins came to her like a re­
prieve. Tuesday she had a note from 
Bess. Blossom picked up the square blue 
envelope with a sense of foreboding, be­
cause Bess never wrote letters unless it 
was an occasion.

Bess wrote:

D a r lin g , w e  m isse d  y o u  s o  m u ch  F r id a y  n ig h t . 
W e  w e n t to  th e  H a w a iia n  R o o m , a n d  w h o  d o  
y o u  th in k  w a s  t h e r e ?  T e d  A llis o n  w ith — o f  a ll 
p e o p l e ! — M ir ia m  T y n d a ll . S h e  h a d  on  a s p iff  
n e w  d re s s , a ll  b la c k , la c e d  u p  in  g o l d !  H o w  I 
e n v y  h e r  f o r  h a v in g  n o  tu m m y ! T e d  w a s  a  
s c r e a m ! I  n e v e r  saw  h im  r id in g  so  h ig h  b e fo r e . 
W e  s im p ly  h o w le d !  D a r l in g , I  h o p e  y o u  w o n ’ t 
m in d  m y  t e ll in g  y o u  a ll th is , b u t I  th o u g h t  y o u  
o u g h t  to  k n o w —

“ My best friend— the little ca l!”  cried 
Blossom, crushing the fragile blue paper 
in her hand. But a sudden chill went 
through her. Miriam Tyndall was a new 
girl in town and she was both vivacious 
and beautiful. For the first time in her 
life, Blossom was afraid of her power to 
hold Ted. Perhaps he never intended to 
call her again. Perhaps— and this was a 
terrible thought— perhaps he was as tired 
of her as he thought she was of him! 
If it was true, as Bess had said, that he 
had been having such a good time with 
Miriam, that really frightened her. For 
she knew now', beyond any doubt, that 
Ted meant more to her than anything,

more than any principle, more than any 
way of life.

Tears sprang to her eyes as she 
smoothed out Bess’ note and reread it. 
“ Oh, Ted,”  she said, turning his picture 
on her dresser so that it faced her, “ those 
things I said Sunday morning weren’t so 
important, really. I just thought they 
were. You’re the only thing that’s im­
portant. I’ll go around on a merry-go- 
round the rest of my life, if I have to, 
but I’ll never let you go again.”

So on Friday she packed her overnight 
bag once more and took the train home. 
It seemed strange to have her father meet 
her at the station, as if he knew Ted 
would not be there. She went home and 
took her newest dress out of its paper 
cover— the baby-pink dress with the little 
quilted jacket that zipped up the front, 
and the soft blue turban with the enor­
mous bow that she had been saving for 
Easter.

Her mother came to her door as she 
was putting on her lipstick. “ Is Ted com­
ing by for you, Blossom?”

“ No, I don’t think so. mother. I’m go­
ing out alone.”

She had never done anything like that 
before, but she felt very calm. She knew 
exactly where to go and what to do. At 
the Pirate Ship she asked the manager, 
“ Has Ted been here yet tonight?”

“ I haven’t seen him, Miss Wayne. Miss 
Sparks and her young man are over there 
at a table.”

“ Thanks, I’ll sit with them.”
Bess greeted her effusively, “ Darling! 

I thought you’d be showing up! Where's 
Ted?”

“ I don’t know. He doesn’t know I 
came home.”

“ Stick with us, Blossom,”  invited Sam 
generously. “ We’re making the rounds. 
He’ll be somewhere along the line.”

“ Thank you, Sam, you’re sweet,”  said 
Blossom.

He wasn’t at the Ruby Room, but 
Clare and Dick were. Nor was he at the
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Hawaiian Room, but they annexed a third 
couple there— Polly and Duncan. By the 
time they came into the Carousel Bar, 
they were quite a little party. And there 
was Ted, sitting alone at the twinkling, 
revolving bar. He did not know anyone 
was watching him and he looked so ut­
terly forlorn that Blossom forgot all her 
carefully rehearsed speeches and simply 
slipped down on a stool beside him and 
said, ‘ ‘Hello. Ted.”

He turned around and his eyes were 
incredulous. “ Blossom!”

And then they both asked, right to­
gether, “ Are you alone?”

They stopped and looked at each other, 
laughing, and Blossom said, “ Needles!” 
and Ted said, “ Pins!”  and then he cried, 
“ Oh. why go on with it? Why make 
wish? My-wish is answered right now! 
If only you knew how I ’d been wanting 
you, Blossom!”

She said, “ I do know. I ’ve been want­
ing you, too.”

He groaned, “ And I’d been thinking 
about you running around with that 
muscle-bound basketball coach— ”

She asked, “ Miriam couldn’t come to­
night?”

“ I didn’t ask her. She was a good 
sport last week end, Blossom, but she was 
smart enough to see I was only putting 
on an act. We both knew she was just 
a substitute.” Suddenly, be stood up. 
“ Let’s get out of here, honey. We’ve got

things to say to each other that can’t be 
said in public like this!”

“ All right, where shall we g o ?”
“ We could walk in the park.”
“ I’d love to !”  she cried.

» They hadn't walked very far in the 
park before they found a bench, and 
when they had had their lovely, heart­
shaking kiss of reconciliation, Ted said, 
“ This is nicer than any night club in the 
world, Cherry Blossom, and do you know 
what I’ve decided?”

“ No.”
“ We’re going to get married in June, 

as soon as your contract’s up, and we’re 
going to settle down. No more night life 
for us, unless it’s some special celebra­
tion with the gang. Because, you see, 
Blossom, I made a discovery while I was 
sitting there all alone tonight, thinking 
about us. I found out we’d been on a 
merry-go-round, just like that bar that 
goes round and round and never gets 
anywhere. And I thought we were hav­
ing fun, and we were, because we were 
together. But when you got off, it wasn’t 
fun any more, and so that means it’s you 
for me, forever and forever. Do you see 
what I mean?”

“ Yes, dear, I see,”  said Blossom. “ Arid 
it’s the same way with me.”  But she 
didn’t tell him the merry-go-round had 
been her idea, because she’d learned that 
a man likes to think he’s Worked every­
thing out all by himself.



by R ussel! M. Coryell
VII.

R uth didn’t lose her head in the crisis. 
As Miss Natishka’s stand-in, she had 
learned the necessity for quiet, prompt 
obedience to commands. A star might 
have a fit of nerves or temperament, but 
a stand-in had to be without emotions. 
She was supposed to do what she was 
told. And that was all. So Ruth pre­

pare^ herself quietly for the flight to 
Hollywood.
• She was supposed to be an invalid sud­
denly stricken with an agonizing attack 
of acute appendicitis and being rushed 
to the hospital. So Ruth washed off all 
make-up, put shadows under her eyes, 
and used plenty of powder.
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Tia*‘ conclusion o f this novel revealing' the laa- 
nersnost secrets of a  H ollyw ood  m ovie studio,

By the time Louise reached her state­
room, Ruth was lying on the bed, face 
contorted with pain. She spoke in brief 
gasps, faintly, then gave the alarmed 
woman a brave, pained smile.

“ Don't look so frightened, Louise,”  she 
said. “ I’m going to be all right.”

“ I know you are,”  Louise answered 
with a sob. “ And you’re so wonderful 
— the way you take it. But I wish I 
could go with you. Captain Nielson says 
I can’t.”

“ Louise”— Ruth bit her lip, and she 
didn’t have to feign distress now— “ if 
Mr. Norris comes— I don’t believe he will 
because he’s just been called down to 
Buenos Aires— but if he should come— 
Louise, tell him not to worry. Tell him 
I said he mustn’t. Tell him I’m all right, 
really.”

Louise was crying now.
“ I will, Miss Natishka. I will,”  she 

said.
“ Louise, tell him I love him. Make 

him understand that I couldn’t write or 
explain. But that everything is all right.”

“ Yes, Miss Natishka. I will. I’ll tell 
him,”  Louise wept. And there was such 
tragedy in the poor woman’s voice that 
Ruth knew she was sure her mistress was 
about to die.

Oh, if only she could tell Jim the truth! 
Tell him now! If he were here she would 
tell him. But she daren’t write it. She 
didn’t even know how to reach him in 
Buenos Aires. Why hadn’t she told him 
today? If she had known the complica­
tions that w ere going to arise, she would 
have. But she hadn’t known and she had 
done what she had to do. It wasn't her 
secret and her future at stake. It was 
Miss Natishka’s and the studio’s— and 
her loyalty belonged to them.

Captain Nielson came to say that he 
had arranged for the plane and it was a

good thing for Ruth that she wasn’t ac­
tually stricken with appendicitis, for if 
she hid been she could never have stood 
the strain of Captain Nielson’s surprise 
announcement. Plus the shock of seeing 
Senor Aguilerra standing close behind 
him!

“ You don’t mean his plane?”  Ruth 
gasped. “ Not Mr. Aguilerra’s ?”

“ Yes.”  Captain Nielson looked his be­
wilderment. And why shouldn’t he be 
bewildered? Why should she look so up­
set at the idea of going in the plane of 
the man to whom, according to the news­
papers and the posted notice at the city 
hall, she was engaged?

Ruth realized all that the moment she 
had gasped her alarm. She and Jim and 
Aguilerra, himself, and the two drivers 
of the cars wrere the oidy people who 
knew that Aguilerra had tried to abduct 
her and that the much advertised engage­
ment was just hokum, anyw'ay.

“ I can’t go in Mr. Aguilerra’s plane!” 
Ruth said emphatically and then remem­
bered to have an acute spasm of abdo­
minal anguish.

“ But, Miss Natishka!”  the captain 
dared to protest, knowing that the an­
guish wras just excellent theater. “ There 
is no other plane that can be chartered. 
Mr. Norris took the only one there was.”

“ Oh!”  Ruth said weakly. Her eyes 
went beyond Captain Nielson to the 
swarthy, handsome face of Aguilerra. He 
didn’t look villainous. He looked deeply 
concerned. Penitent. Anxious to serve.

“ Knowing how urgent it is for you to 
leave at once!”  Captain Nielson said sig­
nificantly.

Then Aguilerra came timidly forward. 
Honesty, good faith, and innocence radi­
ated from him. His big black eyes with 
their heavy lashes were liquid with sym­
pathy.
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“ Please,”  he said earnestly, “ I under­
stand how you feel, Miss Natishka. And 
my plane is at your disposal with any 
pilot you care to have fly it.”  He bent 
close to her and his voice was low and 
pleading. “ Let this be my apology and 
my attempt to atone. 1 would give much 
to be friends again.”

Ruth searched those dark, soft eyes. 
He sounded sincere. But she wondered. 
These Latins were not to be judged by 
American standards. Swiftly, her mind 
clicked off all the possibilities. If by any 
chance he had surmised that her appendi­
citis was feigned, he might do anything. 
Once in the air he could take her off to 
his ranch. But if he believed her attack 
was real, then he might actually choose 
this way to try to win her back.

“ Seiior Aguilerra,”  she said slowly, 
gasping the words, and she knew how 
essential it was with this astute Argentine 
to speak her lines convincingly, “ have 
you considered the responsibility? I 
mean . . .  1 might”— she gave her brave 
little smile— “ 1 might not arrive . . . 
alive. You might be held responsible 
. . . after . . . this morning.”

“ I am not afraid,”  he said swiftly, but 
she saw his cheeks pale. “ But if you 
think yourself in such grave danger, why 
do you not go to one of the hospitals here 
in Caracas? Our South American sur­
geons are skilled. Our hospitals fine.”

“ I must go to my own surgeon,”  Ruth 
answered weakly. “ There are complica­
tions,”  she added mysteriously.

“ Let me fly you there then,”  Aguilerra 
begged. “ 1 can make the trip in one 
nonstop flight. Any commercial plane 
you could get would have to refuel.”

For just a second longer, Ruth hesi­
tated. Then she nodded.

“ Thank you. I accept.”  To Captain 
Nielson: “ Wire the studio I am leaving
at once in Mr. Aguilerra’s plane, and to 
meet me with an ambulance.”

“ At what time do you think you will 
get there, Mr. Aguilerra?”  Captain Niel­
son asked.

“ At noon tomorrow,”  Aguilerra said 
promptly.

After that, everything moved swiftly 
and efficiently. A stretcher was brought. 
Ruth was shifted onto it with infinite 
care. She was carried up to the deck and 
across the gangplank to shore. Agui­
lerra’s plane had been brought as close 
as possible, but even so it w7as necessary 
to be rowed out to it and hoisted into the 
cabin. Ruth wondered whether she could 
have stood it all if she really had been 
ill. It was hard enough on her nerves as 
it w7as.

Her courage almost left her when Cap­
tain Nielson said good-by and the cabin 
door was shut after him. She was so 
completely in Aguilerra’s hands now. The 
feeling of helplessness doubled when the 
plane’s motor roared and she fell the 
vibration as it began to scud along the 
waters of the port. Each little wave 
striking the underbody was a miniature 
shock.

“ Oh-h-hf”  she moaned, and saw the 
Argentine’s head turn to look at her, his 
eyes worried.

“ We’ll be off the water in a moment,”  
he said, “ and then it won’t be rough any 
more. But I can’t take off here. It’s 
too crowded.”

“ It’s all right. Never mind me.” 
Ruth smiled wanly, then bit her lip. “ 1 
can stand it,”  she gasped. She wanted 
to be sure he was convinced of the seri­
ousness of her condition.

In a moment, as he had promised, the 
banging stopped. Ruth knew they were 
in the air. She had the sensation of 
circling, for the plane tipped. She wished 
she could be sure they were really headed 
toward Hollywood. But she must lie 
still. She mustn’t do anything that could 
arouse the suspicions of the shrewd Ar 
gentine. Probably, she thought, she 
should pretend to doze, remembering, 
however, to groan at intervals. Then, 
suddenly, it struck her that she must 
guard against actually falling asleep. She 
might roll and toss in her dreams, and
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that would be a give-away. She knew 
enough about real appendicitis to remem­
ber that the patient will sometimes scream 
just at the idea of being touched.

Darkness fejl. She had become accus­
tomed to the vibration and the droning 
of the engine. She knew that Aguilerra 
turned on the riding lights and the lights 
on the dashboard. She heard him use 
the wireless several times, talking in 
Spanish. But the hours passed slowly.

“ Where are we now?”  she kept asking 
at intervals; and she wondered with 
gathering panic whether he was telling 
her the truth when he reported their 
progress up the coast of Venezuela and 
then Columbia.

“ We’ll be passing over Colon in a few 
minutes,”  he advised. “ Then we'll be in 
the Pacific. Are you in pain?”

“ It isn’t any worse,”  she answered. 
“ It’s my thoughts that are the hardest 
to bear.”

It was shortly after that that she caught 
a fleeting few bars of music as he tuned 
in the next signal station.

“ Can you get music on this?”  she 
asked. “ Oh, then would you? Some­
thing gay, please.”

“ 1 can pick up Hollywood,”  he said.
'  “ Please.”

It wasn’t quite so monotonous after 
that lying there, and it gave her a feeling 
of confidence to hear American music 
and American voices, announcers whose 
voices wrere familiar. She thought surely 
they must be headed for Hollywood, since 
they could pick the broadcasts up so 
clearly. Then suddenly, in the midst of 
a program, the music was stopped and 
the announcer’s voice broke in:

“ We have just had a bulletin flashed 
in to us from Barranquilla, Colombia,”  
he said. “ They report that Miss Wanda 
Natishka has been stricken with acute 
appendicitis and is being rushed back to 
Hollywood by airplane. The plane has 
just been sighted over Barranquilla and 
has been identified as that of the South 
American millionaire, Kurt Aguilerra, to

whom Miss Natishka was recently affi­
anced. We know that all her friends in 
Hollywood and elsewhere will be greatly 
concerned. Her condition is quoted as 
grave. She is expected to arrive about 
noon tomorrow.”
* Aguilerra turned the radio off abruptly.

“ I am sorry that you should have 
heard that,”  he said. “ But you will know 
that news bulletins must always exagger­
ate.”

“ Thai’s all right,”  Ruth told him 
quickly. “ I am not frightened about my­
self. 1 do not intend to die. And, please, 
tune the station in again. It is nice to 
hear the voices of friends.”

Yes, it wras nice. Especially it was a 
relief to have their location confirmed. 
Aguilerra was taking her to Hollywood. 
Her heart clutched with dismay, however, 
at the thought of Jim possibly hearing 
that broadcast. He’d go crazy, she knew.

Poor Jim! Hour after hour, Ruth lay 
thinking of him. He wouldn’t have 
reached Buenos Aires yet, she thought. 
He must have been somewhere off the 
Brazilian coast w'hen the Hollywood 
broadcast was sent out. He might not 
hear about her until he saw the papers. 
And what would he do?— she asked her­
self. Would he radio the yacht at Cara­
cas? Or would, he radio the studio at 
Hollywood? She tried to imagine what 
she herself would do if she heard that 
Jim w7as terribly ill. She couldn’t think 
of anything more awful than to be five 
thousand miles away from Jim when he 
needed her.

At midnight Ruth heard Aguilerra 
speaking in English. He was giving 
someone a report on their position. Off 
the coast of Mexico, he said. Then he 
said he thought Miss Natishka was sleep­
ing. And Ruth’s heart jumped.

“ N o!”  she cried. “ I’m awake. Who 
is it?”

“ The studio,”  Aguilerra told her.
“ Tell them I’m all right, no worse.”  

She closed her eyes then and her heart
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gradually got calm. She had thought it 
was Jim.

The studio kept iji hourly communica­
tion, thereafter, and Ruth\s anxiety for 
Miss Natishka grew. The studio wouldn’t 
he so preoccupied about Ruth’s arrival 
if the star’s condition wasn’t critical.

VIII.

Daylight came finally. Then those last 
strained hours before the Argentine an­
nounced that they were there.

“ I will come down as gently as I can,” 
he promised. “ I see a launch waiting 
lor us.

Ruth’s heart was in her throat when 
they were down at last and she was being 
lifted out on the stretcher. There was a 
crowd gathered. Press cameras clicked. 
A newsreel cameraman was shooting hun­
dreds of feet of film. Then Director 
Kivici was bending over her, shielding 
her from too close inspection, expostulat­
ing with those who crowded in.

“ Cover your face with your hands,”  he 
whispered urgently,. and Ruth did so, 
making the gesture seem like one of 
agony.

They were in the ambulance at last. 
She realized she hadn’t even thanked 
Aguilerra. 'They were moving now. The 
siren was blowing. Kivici sat beside her. 
An interne was taking her pulse.

“ Please,”  she asked, using the proper 
tone of pain and exhaustion, “ may I see 
Mr. Kivici alone for a few moments?”

The interne took his place up front 
with the driver.

“ We thought you’d never get here!” 
Kivici said. He acted as if it was Ruth’s 
fault, as if she had delayed. She heard 
the strain in his voice.

“ How is Miss Natishka?”
‘ 'Very bad! Ruptured appendix. Peri­

tonitis. Expected to die any minute. 
What a mess! I wouldn’t go through this 
again for a million.”

“ Oh! Poor Miss Natishka!”

“ Yeah!”  Kivici said. “ And me with 
the picture half done! The biggest thing 
we ever did! What a mess if she had 
died with you down there! You certainly 
kept yourself in the news!”  he cried. 
“ Wanda dying up here and you -pulling 
an abduction down there!”

“ Did that get in the papers?”  Ruth 
gasped.

“ Of course it did! With pictures! 
Did you go nuts? Nobody knows what 
happened, nor what to believe. We give 
out that you’re dying of appendicitis and 
you crash through with an abduction. 
Then that’s contradicted by new3 you’re 
gonna be married to Aguilerra. Then 
lie’s flying you up here. One paper says 
one thing and one another. Who’s this 
guy Jim Norris?”

“ He’s my husband. 1 married him 
yesterday.”  Ruth shook her head in be­
wilderment.' “ I don’t understand about 
the abduction pictures. He oughtn’t to 
have used them.”

Kivici was staring at her as if she’d 
gone crazy.

“ Your husband!”  he gasped. His 
hands went to his hair. His eyes threat­
ened to pop from his head. “ Wait! 
W ait!” he pleaded. “ This is a gag! 
This must be a gag! You married a 
newspaperman! You gave this story to 
a newspaperman?”

“ N o!”  Ruth cried. “ No! I didn’t! 
Ele thinks I’m Natishka.”

“ Ele thinks you’re Wanda?”  Kivici 
was shouting in a whisper.

“ Yes.”
Kivici tried to speak and couldn’t. He 

was strangling. Ruth couldn’t speak 
either. She was petrified.

“ What happened?”  he demanded, 
when his imagination had evidently 
reached the limit of further imagining.

Ruth began from the beginning, and 
told her story, Kivici stabbing into the 
tale with sharp, fierce questions. She 
could see that he had no understanding 
of her point of view. He was only vision­
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ing the tangle of complications as it af­
fected the company and himself.

“ What a mess you’ve made of this!” 
he kept saying. And: “ Oh, you little
fool! So your husband, Jim Norris, the 
newspaperman, thinks he’s married 
Wanda Natishka? And you imagine 
that he’s gonna keep quiet about it? A 
reporter is going to keep a good story 
like that? Why, you little fool, he’ll have 
that splashed all over the front pages of 
his paper.”

“ N o!”  Ruth cried. “ No! Jim won’t 
do that!”

“ Won’t he?”  Kivici was bitterly iron­
ical. “ He used the kidnap story and pic­
tures, didn’t he?”

“ Yes,”  Ruth admitted weakly. “ Rut— ”
Kivici dropped his face in his hands 

and groaned.
“ Wait till the big boss hears this!”  

Then he straightened up. “ Well, look, I 
may as well explain what we’re going to 
do. And for Heaven’s sake don’t mess 
this up! You’re being taken to Wanda’s 
own home. None of the old servants are 
there. New ones. And two --trained 
nurses. The ambulance will be dismissed 
just as soon as you’ve got into the house. 
Then the gates will be closed. Nobody 
will be allowed inside except cars from 
the studio. They’ll come and go all day, 
some with curtains drawn. No questions 
will be answered. Big mystery. Nobody 
knows what’s going on. And one by one 
the servants are sent away. Finally, you 
and I will leave at night in a closed car. 
Then tomorrow morning, Wanda’s sani­
tarium calmly issues a bulletin, saying 
she’s been operated on for ruptured ap­
pendix. Condition critical.”  Kivici 
shook a gloomy head. “ Unless she’s al­
ready dead,”  he added.

“ Ob, how can you talk like that?”  
Ruth cried with a sob, her throat all 
knotted up. “ She mustn’t die! She 
mustn’t !”

“ You’re telling m e!”  Kivici muttered. 
“Me, with everything at stake! A picture 
half finished. A half million dollars al­

ready spent.”  fie groaned. “ Oh, what 
a mess! All we need now is to have that 
husband of yours release the story of 
your shipboard marriage down at Cara­
cas.”

“ He won’t !”  Ruth cried. “ I know he 
won’t !”

“ He released the kidnap story!”  Kivici 
reminded her. And Ruth could only 
shake a bewildered head. How could she 
know that it wasn’t Jim who bad released 
that story? How could she guess that 
in the flurry of departure by airplane, 
Jim’s photographs had become mixed up 
and the wrong ones sent to the newspaper 
and the story supplied by the taxi driver?

Her heart was a great, solid ache all 
that afternoon as she lay in Miss Na- 
tishka’s home. She wras still standing-in, 
still playing her part for the benefit of 
two baffled nurses who were only too glad 
to be dismissed from the nursing of a 
petulant, temperamental movie star whov 
refused even to let herself be touched.

Late that night, Ruth and Kivici 
slipped quietly out of Miss Natishka’s 
house and drove away. No one saw them 
go. No one saw Ruth arrive at her own 
mother’s house.

“ You’re Ruth Tilden again,”  Kivici 
said. “ You can tell your mother that 
you came back with Wanda. But tell her 
to keep her mouth shut. And listen, I’ve 
figured out a way to shut up that hus­
band of yours. You’re to put in a long­
distance call to him tonight in Buenos 
Aires. Make it a person-to-person call, 
never mind the expense. The telephone 
company can locate him through the 
American consul or the Press Club. When 
you get him on the wire, tell him the 
truth, just enough to satisfy him, that 
you’re Ruth Tilden, stand-in for Wanda. 
Tell him she was on the yacht, too, but 
it was your job to handle newspapermen. 
Get the idea?”

“ Yes,”  Ruth cried breathlessly, her 
heart leaping. “ And then can I go down 
there and join him ?”

“ Sure!”  Kivici said. “ I don’t care
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“ Y ou 'll n ev er  g e t  a cen t o l  that ten  thousand d ollars n o w ! B es id es  that, 
y o u ’re  finished in H ollyw ood.f. Y o u ’re  fired !”  T he r e c e iv e r  w en t dow n  

w ith  a bang, and R u th  sat stunned.
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what you do, only tell this husband of 
yours that you don’t get one cent of your 
ten thousand dollars if he spreads just 
one whisper that'll hurt Wanda. Tell him 
to keep his mouth shut— and shut tight. 
See?”  Kivici looked at her grimly. “ And 
you won’t get a cent of that ten thousand, 
either,”  he warned, “ unless you do keep 
him quiet. Remember that!”

“ Oh, Mr. Kivici! Don’t worry! If 
you knew how relieved and happy I am 
to be able to tell Jim now, and how happy 
Jim is going to be.”

“ Yeah? Well, I hope so. But remem­
ber he’s got to believe Wanda was aboard 
the yacht. See?”

“ Yes, all right.”  Of course, that was 
still a deception, but it was so much bet­
ter than having to pose as Miss Natishka. 
And when she saw him she was deter­
mined to tell him the whole truth. There 
mustn’t be any deception between them. 
And she was sure Jim would understand. 
“ Good night, Mr. Kivici. And thank 
you!”  Ruth’s heart was singing as she 
let -herself quietly into her home. Every­
thing was all right now. Her mother was 
going to be so overjoyed to have her 
home again. And Jim was going to be 
so happy to learn that she wasn’t really 
ill and that she would soon be with him. 
“ Mom!”  she called softly, and turned on 
the light. “ Mom, it’s Ruth! I’m back.”

There was a startled, joyous cry from 
her mother’s room. Then a nightgowned 
figure rushing to meet her. They were 
in each other’s arms.

“ Oh, mom! I’ve got so much to tell 
you !”  Her voice trilled with excitement. 
“ Listen, mom! I’m married and he’s 
down in Buenos Aires. He’s wonderful! 
Jim Norris! I adore him! And so will 
you. I’ve got to telephone him right 
away. Or at least put a call in for him. 
It will take them hours to locate him.”

Ruth was so excited that she could 
hardly tell a coherent story to the long­
distance operator. But finally it was 
done, and she could settle down to a com­
paratively reposeful tale of explanation to

her mother. None of the real truth about 
Miss Natishka— for that still wrasn’t her 
secret to tell. But she could tell about 
Jim and how1 Jim still thought she was 
Wanda, but that Mr. Kivici had said she 
could tell him the truth.

“ Mom, I know he’s been just crazy if 
he’s heard I was rushed home for an ap­
pendix operation. And poor Miss Na­
tishka! They found the appendix rup­
tured. Peritonitis has set in.”

“ Oh, heavens!”  Mrs. Tilden cried. 
“ That’s serious!”  She shook her head. 
“ That’s real serious, Ruth. She should 
have gone to the- hospital down there in 
Venezuela. She shouldn’t have tried to 
fly back here.”

Ruth nodded. She hated not telling 
her mother everything. But she had no 
right to. Of course, she wouldn’t really 
have a right to tell Jim, but it was almost 
like telling herself to tell Jim. And, thank 
goodness, it was all over now. Or would 
be soon. Just as soon as Jim could be 
located. They had said they would ring 
her as soon as they had him. But they 
had warned that it might be nine or ten 
next morning.

“ I’m dead for sleep, mom,” Ruth said. 
“ You go back to bed. and I’m going to 
lie down here on the couch by the 
phone.”  Then she grinned. “ I’m so ex­
cited my stomach is turning upside down. 
I can’t wait to hear Jim’s voice. I never 
imagined I’d ever love anybody like this. 
Did you feel like this, mom, whert you 
were first married?”

It was nine o’clock when the shrill ring 
of the telephone brought Ruth upright, 
her heart hammering.

“ Hello?”  she said, swallowing the lump 
of excitement that was climbing into her 
throat.

“ Hello. Is this Ruth Tilden?”
“ Yes.”  She could hardly answer. It: 

wasn’t Jim’s voice, but—
“ This is Kivici!”  It was grim, hard, 

furious.
“ Oh! Oh, I thought it was ray hus­

band,^ Ruth gulped. “ What is it, Mr.
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Kivici? I've been expecting Jim’s call 
from Buenos Aires.”

“ Well, you can stop expecting it!”  
This was a snarl now. “ He isn’t in 
Buenos Aires! He’s here in Hollywood. 
And he’s done everything he shouldn’t 
do! Everything!”

“ What do you mean? Where is he?”
“ I don’t know where he is, and I don’t 

care, hut you can tell him for me, when 
you see him, that he’s cost you ten thou­
sand dollars. You’ll never get a cent of 
that money now. And he’s done Wanda 
and the studio more harm in five minutes 
than we can undo in five years.”

“ Oh!”  Ruth gasped. “ What has he 
done?”

“ He Hew in here from South America 
last night. Must have been right on your 
tail as soon as he heard Wanda was taken 
with appendicitis. He went straight to 
Wanda’s home. Some newspaper guy, 
friend of his, told him Wanda was there. 
So they go there together and they find 
the place closed. Then they decide you’ve 
been taken to a hospital and they start 
looking. And they locate Wanda, some­
how. And your friend husband says he 
wants to see her. They tell him she can’t 
see anybody and they spill the news about 
the ruptured appendix, peritonitis, and 
critical condition. Well, Norris gets 
white as a sheet and tells them he’s 
Wanda’s husband, married her^down in 
South America.”

“ Oh. Mr. Kivici!”  Ruth groaned. 
“ Poor Jim!”

“ Poor Jim, nothing! He keeps on say­
ing he’ 3 got to see her. And they tell 
him he can’t. They know, of course, that 
she hasn’t been down in South America. 
They think he’s a crank. But they finally 
agree to take a note in to Wanda from 
him. She sends out word that 3he never 
heard of Jim Norris. And Norris gives 
’em an earful. Says they never delivered 
the note. So they try to put him out. 
Well, your friend husband goes haywire. 
He knocks about six doctors and orderlies 
unconscious and throws a fc w dozen

nurses out of hi* way while he locates 
Wanda’s room.”

“ Oh! Oh!”  Ruth gasped. “ Poor Jim!”
“ Well, he busts into her room, gets one 

look at her and sees she’s right on the 
brink of death. He 3lops fighting and 
begins to cry. Wanda gives him one 
look and tells him to get out, says she 
never saw him before in her life. So 
Norris tiptoes out. He thinks she’s de­
lirious, didn’t recognize him. He refuses 
to leave the hospital.”

“ I’ll go right away!”  Ruth said fran­
tically.

“ To do what?”  Kivici 3narled. “ He’s 
not there now. But before he left he told 
everything. All the papers have the story 
now. They know all about Wanda’s mar­
riage last Christmas to Grant Conway 
over in Las Vegas. And so does your 
husband! He thinks you married him 
bigamously! ”

“ Oh, n o !”  Ruth wailed.
“ Oh, yes!” Kivici yelled back at her. 

“ Grant Conway, himself, showed up at 
the hospital while Norris was still claim­
ing to be Wanda’s husband. And Con­
way loses his head. He says he’s Wanda’s 
husband. Norris punches his face for 
him. But Conway proves he is her bus- 
band. And your husband pulls in his 
horns then. He gets the color of chalk. 
He asks is Wanda getting a divorce 
maybe at the end of six months.”

“ Oh, poor Jim!”  Ruth sobbed. “ 1 told 
him I had a secret, but would explain in 
six months.”

“ Yeah, well Conway explained, too. 
Explained that Wanda was having a baby 
in six months. So that finished Norris. 
He left the place in a hurry, but his 
friend, the newspaperman, heard every­
thing. It’s the worst scandal that ever 
hit Hollywood!”

“ Oh, Mr. Kivici, I’m sorry!”  Ruth was 
crying. “ I’m sorry! Poor Jim! Where 
is he now?”

“ I don’t know and I don’t care! I only 
called you to tell you that you’ll never 
get a cent of that ten thousand, and that
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besides that you’re finished in Holly­
wood. Your contract as stand-in for Miss 
Natislika is wiped out. We don’t ever 
want to see or hear of you again. You’re, 
fired!”  The receiver went down with a 
bang, and Ruth sat stunned.

“ Mom !”  she gasped at last. “ Mom !”  
Then she broke into wild sobs. But in 
the midst of her crying she got up and 
began to put on her coat and hat. “ Mom! 
I’ve got to find Jim! Oh, mom! He 
must hate me! He must think I’m the 
lowest thing on earth. Oh, poor Jim!”

Even with her heart breaking, Ruth 
kept her head. She knew that the only 
lead she had as to Jim’s whereabouts wras 
the reporter friend who had gone to the 
hospital with him in search of Wanda. 
She didn’t knowr his name, but he was 
easy to locate through the newspaper 
which had first published the story. He 
looked her up and down sharply when 
she went to him.

“ Haven’t I seen you before?”  he de­
manded.

“ I don’t believe so,”  Ruth answered 
quietly. “ But I look a little like Wanda 
Natishka. I’m her stand-in, Ruth Til- 
den.”

“ Oh, yeah?”  The sharp eyes became 
shrewd. “ What’s on your mind, sister?”

“ I’m a friend of Jim Norris’ . 1 want 
to find him. He’s been trying to locate 
me, too. It’s very important for us both.”  
Her voice broke and she had to bite her 
lip to still its trembling.

“ Want to see Jim Norris, eh? Some­
thing to do with the Natishka story?”

Ruth caught her breath. She must be 
careful what she said. She didn’t want 
to be the cause of more trouble to Miss 
Natishka. She mustn’t let it be known, 
either, that Jim had imagined she was the 
star herself.

“ Well, I have an angle on it that Jim” 
-  her voice broke again and tears flooded 
her eyes— “ Jim would like to know 
about.”

“ Yeah?”  The reporter’s shrewd eyes 
betrayed his indifferent voice. “ Well, if

you want to leave a message I’ll give it 
to Jim when I see him.'*’

“ Then you’re going to see him?”  
Ruth’s heart clutched. “ Please tell me 
how I can find him.”

“ Don’t know myself, sister. He looked 
pretty low. Guess he was beaded either 
for a hotel bed or a saloon. He hadn’t 
slept for forty-eight hours. What’s your 
angle on the Natishka story?”

“ If you’re Jim Norris’ friend,”  Ruth 
said with tears in her eyes and bravery 
and desperation in her voice, “ you’ll tell 
me how to locate him. I’ve got to find 
him!”

“ How long you known Jim?”
“ Aren’t you going to tell me where he 

is?”  Ruth cried.
“ I don’t know. It’s a fact. I really 

don’t.”  Then, as if relenting because of 
Ruth’s obvious distress, he said: “ Have
you tried the Los Angeles office of his 
paper? He’d report to them probably.”  

“ Thanks! Thanks a lot! I hadn’t 
thought of that.”  She started to go, but 
the reporter stopped her.

“ What’ll I tell Jim if I see him ?”
“ Tell him Ruth Tilden w>ants him. And 

my telephone number is Wilshire 6-5902. 
Please tell him !”

“ 0 . K. I sure will.”
Ruth took a taxi to the office of the 

New York Press-Examiner. It seemed to 
her a taxi had never been so slow. Her 
heart was beating fast as she entered the 
office.

“ I’m looking for Jim Norris of the 
New York office,”  she said to the secre­
tary. “ Has he reported here?”

“ Who’s asking for him, please?”
“ I’m Ruth Tilden, Miss Natishka’s 

stand-in.”
That got her in to the manager imme­

diately. But it didn’t get her any infor­
mation about Jim. Jim hadn’t reported 
to them. He ought to have, and prob­
ably would. But all they knew about him 
was what they had read in the other 
papers.
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She pushed  h er  w a y throu gh  th e  crow d . Ran in to  h is ou ts tre tch ed  arm s. 
A nd  then  she was c ry in g  and laughing and clin g ing  to  him .

“ What did you want to see him about, 
Miss Tilden?”

“ It’s personal.”
L S - - 6 D

“ Oh.”  ,He gave a slight shrug that 
showed Ruth he wasn’t interested in per­
sonal matters. •
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“ It’s an angle on the Natishka mar­
riage that would interest Jim,”  Ruth 
added then.

“ Oh, yeah. Well, what is it?” He was 
alert.

“ I can’t tell anyone but Jim.”
“ How can he get hold of you?”
Ruth gave her telephone number.
“ He’s pretty sure to call us, but wait!” 

He picked up his phone. “ He inay have 
got in touch with the New York office. 
I ll  call them. This is a direct wire.”

Once more Ruth’s heart began to beat 
with hope. Now that they thought a 
news story was behind it they would soon 
locate Jim for her. But as she listened, 
her hopes wilted. Jim. evidently hadn’t 
been in touch with the New York office, 
either.

“ Well, listen!”  the manager said to the 
New York office. “ Just as soon as Norris 
contacts you, tell him Ruth Tilden is look­
ing for him. Wanda Natishka’s stand-in. 
She’s got a new angle for him. Her tele­
phone number is Wilshire 6-5902.”  When 
he had hung up, he turned to Ruth. 
“ It’s funny Norris hasn’t called either 
them or me.”

“ He hadn’t slept for forty-eight hours,” 
Ruth said. “ Maybe he went to a hotel 
and is sleeping.”

“ Yeah, but he should have reported to 
us first. He’s supposed to be down in 
Buenos Aires, anyway. No business up 
here at all. He must be off his nut. What 
do you know about his saying he’s mar­
ried to Wanda Natishka?”

Ruth’s heart stood still. Yes, Jim might 
be off his head. She knew what it would 
do to her if she discovered—or thought 
she discovered— that Jim already had a 
wife when he had married her. He might 
have gone and got drunk. Or he might 
have done something worse. She wouldn’t 
want to live if she imagined Jim had done 
to her what he thought she had done to 
him.

“ Know anything about this marriage?” 
the manager was asking.

For a wild moment Ruth felt like tell­
ing him everything. Then she knew she 
mustn’t. She just nodded her head.

“ Yes. I do knowr something. But I 
can’t tell anybody but Jim Norris.”  Tears 
were blinding her again. Her throat was 
tight with fear. “ He felt— pretty badly,” 
she said brokenly. “ He might have gone 
and got drunk.”  She bit her trembling 
lip. “ Something may have happened to 
him.”

“ I’ll check with the police and the hos­
pitals,”  the manager said. “ I’ll have 
someone check the hotels, rooming 
houses and saloons. . And, meanwhile, 
you’d better tell me anything you know.”

Ruth shook her head.
“ I’ll be looking for him, too,”  she said, 

and it sounded like a sob.
“ Will there he someone to answer your 

telephone? Just in case we locate him. 
Or if he tries to call you.”

“ Yes.”  Then Ruth hurried out. Anx­
iety was a heavy lump in her heart. Some­
thing had happened to Jim. Or— this was 
something she didn’t want even to con­
sider—Jim had made something happen. 
She was crying as she took the next taxi 
and asked to be driven to police head­
quarters. Jim thought she had married 
him when she was already married. He 
thought she was just a low, thrill-chasing 
awful person.

Oh, poor Jim!
The police knew nothing. But they 

told her men didn’t often commit suicide 
over a woman. Women did that, but men 
went out and got another woman. Men 
killed themselves over financial worries. 
They said they’d get in touch with her 
if they heard of Jim.

It seemed awful to go home and do 
nothing but wait. Wait for the telephone 
to ring. But she knew now that there 
was nothing more for her to do. And if 
she wasn’t home wlien they called—  Or 
when Jim called.

She sat on the couch beside the tele­
phone. Arid every time it rang the noise 
seemed to pierce her heart. Hope and
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dread! Her heart would clutch and stop. 
Her throat would tighten up so that she 
could scarcely speak. Just a gasping, 
“ Hello.”

And then hope would be killed.
There was no news of Jim. He had 

disappeared. But Jim’s reporter friend 
and the agency for Jim’s paper kept call­
ing to see if she was ready to tell them 
what she knew.

Her heart was breaking. Where was 
Jim? What had happened to him? What 
was he thinking of her? Or had he 
stopped thinking?

All that day, she sat by the phone. 
Hour after hour. Waiting. Hoping. 
Starting with every shrill ring.

“ Mom!”  she sobbed, when night had 
brought no news. “ Mom! Something 
has happened to him!”

It was four o’clock that morning when 
the telephone shrilled through the house.

Ruth awakened instantly and was out of 
bed .with heart hammering. They 
wouldn’t call at such an hour unless they 
had found Jim.

“ Hello?”  she said faintly. She had 
lost her voice.

“ That Ruth Tilden?”
“ Yes.”  She was trying to be calm. 

“ Who is speaking?”
“ The New York FT&ss-Examiner, Los’ 

Angeles office. We’ve just had word that 
Wanda Natishka died half an hour ago.”

“ Oh!”  Ruth gasped. “ I thought it was 
news about Jim Norris.”  She put her 
hand against her thudding heart. “ Oh, 
I’m sorry!”

“ We thought you’d like to know'. 
Thought you might like to say something 
now, give us your angle on her and her 
marriage.”

“ No,”  Ruth said. “ No. Of course I ’m 
dreadfully sorry. I was very fond of her.
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She was always very good to ine, very 
considerate.”

“ We’d be glad to pay you for whatever 
you happen to know, Miss— ”

“ N o!” Ruth interrupted. “ I can't tell 
anyone but Jim. Haven’t you any news 
of him?”

“ Well, we know he hasn't gone down 
to Buenos Aires. That’s all. He hasn’t 

Veported in to anybody for over seventy- 
two hours. Something is cockeyed.”

“ Oh, do you think so? Do you think 
something has happened?”  Her voice 
broke and the sentence ended in a sob.

“ You were pretty fond of Jim Norris, 
weren’t you? I think if you’d confide in 
nie, I might be able to help you.”

“ Thank you. I haven't anything to say 
except to Jim.”  She hung up and sat 
crying quietly. “ Miss Natishka is dead, 
mom,”  she said. “ She died about half 
past three. They haven’t heard from 
Jim.”

Ruth lay awake, crying into her pillow. 
Crying for Jim and crying for Miss Na­
tishka.

The morning papers said the star’s 
funeral would be held Sunday. Her close 
friends and relatives could see her at the 
Fulton Funeral Parlors. Ruth shook her 
head and closed her eyes. She didn’t 
want to see her. She wanted to remem­
ber her as the vivid, alive person whom 
she had known. She didn’t mean, even, 
to go to the funeral, but Kivici called her 
up. All Miss Natishka’s friends from the 
studio would be there. Transportation 
would be provided for her, if she would 
like to join them. A floral Wreath was 
being presented. They would like every­
one to be there.

“ I'll come, of course,” Ruth told him. 
“ Thank you.”

It was nice of him to have called, she 
tlm-fight. The last thing in the world she 
would have expected. Why should they 
care about her? Ruth Tilden was no­
body. Most of the studio didn’t even 
know her name. Well, it was nice of 
them anyway, whatever their reason^vas.

Neither the New York Press-Examiner 
nor the other newspaper called Ruth 
again all day Saturday. Now that Miss 
Natishka was dead, the news value of her 
angle on the marriage was dead also. 
They showed very little interest when she 
telephoned them. She also telephoned the 
police. There wras no news of Jim, how­
ever. All they said was that they were 
still keeping an eye out for him and his 
disappearance would automatically be 
turned over to the Missing Persons 
Bureau in another twelve hours.

“ Do you think he’s dead?” she asked.
“ As far as we’re concerned,”  the an­

swer came, “ nobody is dead till we have 
the body in the morgue. And Norris’ 
hasn’t turned up yet. We’ll let you know 
when it does.”

Ruth felt herself go cold.
When Sunday- came and the studio 

sent a car to pick her up, she wished she 
hadn’t said she would go. Her heart was 
too heavy with grief for Jim to be able 
to go through the ordeal of the long cor­
tege of mourners. There was too much 
of the grand display in it. The studio 
was trying to live up to its reputation. 
It was a spectacle. Ruth didn’t believe 
Wanda would have wanted this kind of 
show. But she was a part of it now. She 
had to see it through. So she sat, white 
and wretched.

Ruth's heart ached. She had loved 
Miss Natishka. But she couldn’t think 
of her now without thinking of Jim, too. 
For Jim thought he was married to her. 
Jim thought he had married Wanda out 
on a freight steamer, beyond The three- 
mile limit.

“ Oh, he must have known I loved 
him!” Ruth thought. “ He mqst have 
known I wasn’t pretending. But how it 
must have hurl him when he wrent to the 
hospital, his heart torn with anxiety, and 
Wanda said she’d never heard of Jim 
Norris! And when Grant Conway had 
come!”  The thought of it choked her all 
up. 'Fears welled up into her eyes and 
rolled silently down her cheeks.
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People were looking at her. She bit 
her lip and dried her eyes.

When it was over and she was making 
her way back to the automobile that had 
brought her, a hand touched her arm.

“ Ruth, I’d like to talk to you.”  It was 
Kivici. “ My ear is over here. We can 
talk while the crowd is breaking up.”

Presently, they were seated in his car. 
A sea of faces was moving slowly past 
them. He was talking. Ruth hardly un­
derstood at first. She caught phrases. 
The studio had sunk millions in Miss Na- 
tishka’s film. It was all wasted unless 
they could find someone to finish it. They 
had considered every actress in Holly­
wood. There wasn’t a star who would 
consent to take over where Wanda had 
left off. They wouldn’t risk a compari­
son of their acting with Wanda’s. The 
public wouldn’t want a patched job, 
either. All the time and money spent on 
the film was "wasted unless—  Ruth sud­
denly began to hear clearly now. And 
she knew' why Kivici had b.een thoughtful 
enough to call her to the funeral.

“ Get the idea, Ruth?”  he was saying. 
“ We’ll make an asset of this liability. 
The public knows Wanda died in the 
midst of the film. We’ll publicize that 
and the fact that no big star will risk her 
reputation to take over. But we’ll say 
there is one person who had the courage 
to try, a nobody. A person the public 
never heard of but who was close to 
Wanda, w-orking with her constantly. Her 
shadow— faithful, quiet, unassuming. A 
girl who never faced the cameras before. 
See? That will throw their sympathy 
right away to the brave kid who, out of 
love for Wanda’s memory, was willing to 
stand-in for her even after death.”

“ You mean m e?”  Ruth asked. She 
couldn’t quite believe her ears. ‘ You 
want me to finish the film?”

“ Yes. And look!”  Kivici cried. “ We’ll 
play it up big. All the newspapers and 
movie magazines will run articles: Stand- 
in takes over for dead star! Critics who 
have seen the picture say the stand-in

can’t be distinguished from Wanda. Get 
it? We’ll have the public betting they 
can tell where Wanda did her last scene 
and where you began and we’ll fool ’em. 
We’ll slip in shots of you before Wanda’s 
last scenes. We’ll add new scenes. We’ll 
put Wanda in here and there for a close- 
up right at the very end. We can cut 
and patch and change until nobody will 
be absolutely sure. Why, we’ll have peo­
ple going to see the show twice just to 
try to figure it out!”

Ruth listened quietly as the director 
painted an enthusiastic picture of the 
studio’s scheme to salvage the wreck of 
the million-dollar film. It was clever, but 
its cleverness hurt her. It hurt her to 
think that they could hardly wait for 
Wanda to be buried before they began 
planning how to profit by her loss. And 
they probably could profit by it. They 
had conceived a shrewd way to play upon 
the emotions of the movie-going public, 
appealing to their attachment and esteem 
for Wanda Natishka, playing on their 
curiosity, challenging their astuteness to 
distinguish the real from the counterfeit.

“ This is your big chance, Ruth!”  
Kivici was saying. “ If you make a hit in 
this, the studio will give you a contract.”

“ I once had a studio contract,”  Ruth 
said quietly, looking him straight in the 
eyes. “ It was just a scrap of paper when 
the studio decided to ignore it.”

Kivici had the grace to look uneasy.
“ I’ll see that your old contract is paid 

up in full,”  he said eagerly. “ And I’ll 
see that you get that ten thousand dollars, 
too. And in addition to that you’ll get a 
thousand dollars a week until the picture 
is finished.”

Ruth looked away from him. She 
couldn’t quite analyze her feelings, but it 
was something like contempt and bitter­
ness for him. Her own heart was so full 
of grief, genuine sorrow for Miss Na­
tishka, and an intolerable ache for Jim; 
yet here he was discussing business, of­
fering w'hat to Ruth was a fortune, almost 
on top of Miss Natishka’s grave.



STREET & SMITH’S LOVE STORY MAGAZINE

“ You’ll never get another chance like 
this to step right into a stellar role,”  
Kivici was saying. “ Why, this is the— ” 

But Ruth didn’t hear the end of that 
sentence. Her eyes had caught sight of 
a face in that crowd that made her heart 
clutch tight.' It brought a sharp, gasping 
cry to her lips.

“ Jim!” She flung open the car door. 
“ Jim!”  She saw the griin, tired face look 
toward her. She saw the cheeks go 
deathly pale. The blue eyes stared in­
credulous, stricken. Then she was push­
ing her way through the crowd. And he 
was coming toward her, thrusting people 
aside. And at last she was in his arms. 
He w'as holding her tight. She could feel 
him trembling all over. The crowd wras 
pushing on past them. She didn’t know 
what people were saying. She wasn’t 
aware of anyone but just herself and Jim. 
The heaven of feeling him! The relief 
of being able to cry and laugh and cling 
to him! “ Oh, Jim!”

“ Ruth honey! But— ” His arms
tightened. His voice failed him. She 
heard him sob and she turned her brim­
ming eyes up to him.

“ It’s really me, Jim!”
“ I know it is! But I can’t believe it! 

I . . .  I don’t understand. I thought you
?5were—

“ No! I was Miss Natishka’s stand-in. 
That was the secret I couldn’t tell you!” 

“ Let’s get out of here,”  Jim said husk­
ily. “ I feel as if I’d been knocked for 
a loop.”  He took her arm, and the feel

of his strong fingers sent a wave of love 
surging through her. He was so big and 
sure. And he did love her! He loved 
her just the way she had known he did.

“ Jim, I’ve been looking all over for 
you! I thought something had happened 
to you.”

“ It d id !”  He looked down at her. 
The stricken look of bewilderment and 
joy was still there in his eyes. “ I’ve been 
dead— wmrse than dead— ever since— ”

“ I know', Jim.”  Her voice was choked 
with pity and love and overwhelming 
joy. She clung to his arm. She would 
never let him out of her sight again.

A hand clutched at her shoulder.
“ Ruth!”  It was Director Kivici. 

“ Ruth, what can I tell the big boss? If 
you want more money— ”

“ I don’t want anything right now.”
“ But, Ruth! Imagine playing the lead 

in— ”
“ I wouldn’t be playing the lead.”  Ruth 

stopped and faced Kivici. “ I would just 
be standing-in for Miss Natishka. And 
the only reason I would do that,”  she 
added, “ would be because Wanda Na- 
tisbka was always fair and square with 
me. I would like to be fair and square 
with her, even though she isn’t here to 
know about it.” .

“ Then you will accept?” Kivici cried.
“ Probably,”  Ruth answered. Then she 

turned her back on the director. She 
clung to Jim’s arm. She looked up into 
his eyes. “ Oh, Jim, inom is going to be 
crazy about you!”

THE END.

WISH OVER MANHATTAN
I chose a star 
To hold my wish,
To guide me to 
A destined fate.
It twfinkled briefly 
As it slid 
And fell behind 
The Empire State.

Gladys M cK ee.
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fey D i d  M o r e l a n d
The sensation of San Franeiseo  
night life — who w as she r e a lly ?

W hen he got the assignment, “ Inter­
views and pictures, girls at the Golden 
Gate,”  Abner Calhoun smiled cynically 
and remarked to Flash Holt, the news­
paper’s ace cameraman: “ Baron Lang’s
night spot. Free publicity.”

“ Say, them gals at the Golden Gate 
are plenty photogenic.”  Flash hung his 
equipment about his plump form. “ It’s 
a swimming act in a big glass tank and 
the dames wear suits made from fish 
scales. They’s one that’s tops, a slim
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little blonde who does a stunt with a 
seal.”

Abner had heard of the Golden Gate. 
It was more than a night club— it had 
become an institution. The big glass 
tank with its chorus of swimming girls 
had become one of the sensations of 
San Francisco’s night life. The club, 
gaudy, glittering and ornate, combined 
the atmosphere of a Spanish fiesta with 
that of a beer parlor on the once-famous 
Barbary Goast.

Baron Lang knew how to entertain 
the press. Smiling, sleek, unctuous, he 
met them at the entrance and ushered 
them to a table. “ Now, gentlemen, I 
thought we’d pul on the regular show, 
then the girls will pose separately or in 
groups.”

“ Right,”  agreed Abner in a bored 
voice. “ Bring on the dames.” He 
sprawled his long, lean frame in a chair, 
fished out a crumpled cigarette and 
lighted it. Hat pushed back, shabby 
tweed suit, shoes run over at the heels, 
he was the typical drifting reporter, im­
provident, careless in matters outside his 
profession, hard-boiled. world-weary. 
Born in the East Bay district, he’d com­
pleted the circle— Chicago and New 
York, a dirty and dangerous six months 
in Spain, a hitch on a Shanghai sheet 
and now back to his home-town paper.

The show, Abner had to admit, wras 
clever, even original. The' curtains 
parted-—the great crystal tank was ap­
parently emptv. Then the lights changed 
and it became a beautiful underseas gar­
den, inhabited by shapely statues. The 
statues came to life and slim, lovely girls 
began to circle and loop in patterns as 
skilled as ballet dancers.

Baron Lang recited statistics: “ One
hundred thousand gallons of water, fil­
tered and heated daily, every girl a 
champion swimmer, most of them with 
ballet training, all nice kids, secured at 
big salaries to perform— ”

Abner ignored Lang’s practiced pat­
ter, His narrowed eyes were fixed on

the tank, where a blond girl now gam­
boled with a sleek brown seal. The girl, 
her long golden hair floating about her 
shoulders, seemed as much at home in 
the water as the seal that played about 
her with the happy abandon of a puppy. 
Abner sat forward eagerly.

Flash had his camera ready; bulbs 
splashed light in the darkness. “ That’s 
the gal." he muttered.

“ Linda Kilane,”  volunteered Lang, not­
ing Abner’s interest. “ Pretty, huh? 
And something mysterious about her. 
Raised the devil when she heard you 
were coming to take pictures. Seems 
she don’t want any personal publicity.”

“ Yeah,”  sneered Abner. “ I’ve heard 
that one before. All of ’em want pub­
licity, no matter what angle they take 
to get it.”

“ Now the girls will come down here, 
so you can talk to ’em,”  Lang went on 
confidentially.\ “ And say, boys, I never 
try to influence anybody who works for 
me, but if you’d like to take a couple 
of ’em out to dinner— ”

The old come-on. Every girl in­
structed to be nice to the newspaper­
men. Abner smiled wearily.

Linda Kilane was prettier than she’d 
appeared in the tank. Her hair was 
burnished gold and she wore it in thick 
plaits banded about her small head. She 
w'as slim and rounded and there wa3 a 
hunted look in her eyes as she faced 
Abner Calhoun across the narrow table.

“ Say, I’ve seen you before,”  he ac­
cused. “ You were in my class at Public 
School 21, in Berkeley. Brown or 
Browning or Brownley— that was your 
name then.”

She shook her head stubbornly. “ I’m 
from Detroit. Never been on the coast 
before.”

Abner laughed softly. “ Listen, Linda, 
don’t lie to a newspaperman. We can 
find out things, dig up dirt. C’mon now, 
spill it. What are you afraid o f? ”  Ab­
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ner was famous for his nose for news. 
That there was a story here he had no 
doubt. This slim girl was haunted by 
some secret fear, and he meant to dig 
out the yarn. Possibilities flashed 
through his shrewd mind. On the spot 
with the law, hiding out from some 
criminal partner, perhaps. He’d play 
along until he got the story, smear the 
whole thing on the front page, then drop 
her.

“Maybe I’ve seen your picture in the 
papers,” he probed.

“ Oh, why don’t you leave me alone?
, Snooping reporters, poking into my af­
fairs, making trouble. They’ll find me 
and— ”  She stopped, flushed at having 
said too much.

“ So you don’t want me to run your 
picture?”  he taunted her. “ Afraid some­
body’ll see it and know where to look 
for you? And Flash got such a good 
shot of you, too.”

Her eyes clouded. Impulsively, she 
reached across the table and caught his 
hand. “ Listen, Mr. Calhoun, please don’t 
print my picture. I’ve had enough trou­
ble.”

He calculated swiftly. What differ­
ence did one picture make? Flash had 
enough shots of the other girls to fill a 
page layout. Why not do this young­
ster a favor, and thereby gain her con­
fidence?

“ Sure, Linda, I’ll play along,”  he said 
soothingly. “ Y ’know, I think you’re a 
nice kid. Probably don’t want your 
family to know where you’re working. I 
understand. So your picture goes into 
my desk, and not into the paper,”

In the weeks that followed, Abner 
made it a point to insure his welcome by 
printing human-interest stories about the 
club and its swimming girls. Hardly a 
day passed without some mention of 
the Golden Gate in the columns of the 
Tribune. The Sunday roto usually con­
tained a charming picture of one of the 
fish-scale-clad darlings of the big tank.

Baron Lang beamed a hearty welcome 
whenever Abner appeared, which was 
often, for Lang knew that such publicity 
was beyond price. The best table was 
always reserved for Abner Calhoun. 
Anything he wanted was his.

What Abner w'anted w'as opportunity 
to talk to Linda Kilane, to cultivate her 
confidence. She’d come and sit with him 
between shows and Abner would tell her 
of his wanderings about the earth, his 
hurrying to and fro in pursuit of the 
newspaperman’s twin gods, war and ru­
mor. Sometimes, in the afternoons, 
Abner would call for her and they’d go 
for a walk along the Embarcadero, stare 
at the great ships, the hurrying crowds 
and the rush and excitement of the city’s 
colorful water front as it unfolded about 
'hern.

And, gradually, Linda grew to trust 
him, to tell him bits of her life. Noth­
ing important at first, just funny inci­
dents of her childhood. Later, Abner 
discovered that her mother and father 
had been killed in a motor accident, and 
that she had been brought up by a series 
of maidenly aunts who had little sym­
pathy or understanding for a young girl’s 
ideas or ambitions.

Abner found himself looking forward 
to seeing her, hurrying through his job 
in order to catch her midnight show. 
Oh, it was professional interest, of course. 
His plan w>as working. Any day now, 
she might break down and tell him what 
he wanted— the source of the fear which 
haunted her lovely eyes, even while she 
laughed.

One afternoon, Abner chartered a taxi 
and took her out to the beach, San Fran­
cisco’s Coney Island, where life teemed 
along the street of rides and eating 
stands. “ Look at that mob,”  he jeered. 
“ The masses, the herd. All cut out of 
the same pattern, all wearing the same 
clothes, thinking the same thoughts. 
And the kids! Dirty little brats, growl­
ing up to ape their stupid fathers and 
mothers.”
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“ You . . . you don’t like children?”  

she faltered.
“ Cannon fodder,”  he sneered. “ Bring 

a child into this dirty, cruel world? A 
kid who would have to face what’s com­
ing— v.'ar, poverty and hardship?”

She looked away hurriedly. “ Some 
children are sweet,”  she said softly.

“ No kids for rne,”  he snapped. 
“ C’rnon, let’s have/ this hoy scout drive 
us hack to the club. I need a drink t® 
get the taste of mediocrity out of my 
mouth.”

Abner didn’t know how he really felt 
about Linda until the night she tele­
phoned him that she would be unable to 
see him after the show as she had to 
meet a visiting uncle from Los Angeles. 
Abner was furious. He had planned on 
taking her to. visit some of San Fran­
cisco’s other night spots, a sort of post­
man’s holiday for Linda.

Well, he’d make the round by him­
self. No gal could stand him up and get 
away with it. He knew a lot of the boys 
and girls about town. He’d been neg­
lecting his old pals lately. He’d just 
drop in at various hot spots and call on 
them.

He was coming out of Roberti's, on 
Eddy Street, when he saw her, hurrying 
past the lighted shop windows, the col­
lar of her coat turned up about her face. 
He’d have known her anywhere— her 
slender figure, the way she clutched her 
purse under her arm, the glint of her 
hair under the saucy little hat.

Stepping back into the shadows, he 
stood watching, unable to believe his 
eyes. “ An uncle from Los Angeles!”  he 
snorted disgustedly. What, then, was 
she doing in the city, and here, of all 
places, and at this time in the morning?

She paused at the corner under the 
neon glare of the Rex Hotel sign, and 
a man slid furtively out of the dark and 
caught her arm. She started, then, rec­
ognizing him, relaxed and began to talk. 
Abner could see the smile on the man’s

face as he led her towrnrd the entrance of 
the shabby little hotel. Linda looked 
back, seemed fearful that she was being 
followed, then slipped into the revolving 
doors and wa3 swallowed up.

Abner took a deep breath. “ The lit­
tle— ”  he choked. His throat was stiff, 
his mouth dry. So this was her secret? 
He turned and pushed his way blindly 
into Roberti’s and sagged against the bar.

“ Hey, you seen a ghost, Mr. Calhoun?” 
asked the bartender with a laugh.

“ Scotch and soda,”  snapped Abner. 
“ Make it a double.”

Before turning in that night Abner 
went to bis desk at the office, took out 
Linda’s picture and the story he’d writ­
ten to go with it, dropped them into the 
basket on the editor’s desk. “ Tliatil fix 
her,”  he muttered, as he headed un­
steadily for home.

Anxious to view the results of his 
perfidy, and hopeful that Linda might 
break down under the emotional ream 
tion and tell him what he wanted to know, 
Abner hurried to the club the next night. 
Linda seemed as carefree as ever, fragile 
and lovely as she floated through the 
routine of her act. But when Abner 
went backstage afterward, he found her 
in her dressing room, crying.

“ Get out!”  She faced him, lips trem­
bling, eyes wet. “ You’ve ruined every­
thing. I never want to see you again.” 

Abner laughed. “ Yeah, I just came 
around to say ‘good-by.’ I saw you last 
night on Eddy Street.”

All color drained from her cheeks. 
Her eyes widened with fear. “ You know 
then?”

“ I can guess,”  he answered grimly. 
“ You . . . you said you hated ba­

bies.”  Her lone was colorless.
Abner gazed at her in stunned silence. 

He swallowed hard. “ Baby?”
Linda stood proudly before him. 

“ Ann’s five and the sweetest—  Well, 
you wouldn’t understand. Ted and I 
were married when I was only eighteen.



H e  to o k  h er  slim , trem b lin g  fo rm  in h is arm s, p a tted  h er shou ld er  
c lu m sily „  “ W ha t are w e  g o in g  to  d o, A b n e r ? ”  she sobbed .
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I didn't know until afterward that he 
was a drunk. 1 got the divorce and 
custody of the child. Ted’s family want 
her, have tried ever since the divorce to 
get her away from me. They’ve offered 
money, had detectives watching me. 
That’s why I didn’t want you to print 
iny picture. I've been hiding from them. 
They . . . they have so much money.”

“ Ted? You don’t mean Ted Lan­
cing?” Abner asked incredulously.

“ He never loved Ann,”  she told him 
simply. “ He was no good. And, Abner, 
I was the girl in your class at 21.”

“ The child— you’re hiding her at the 
Rex?” he asked.

“ The mother of one of the girls in the 
show is housekeeper there, has been tak­
ing. care of her for me. I hadn’t seen 
her in months for fear I’d he followed. 
But Ann’s been ill. Thiele Charles is a 
doctor. He—  Oh, Abner, you’ve
spoiled everything!”

She was in his arms and he was pat­
ting her shoulder clumsily. “ Now, 
Linda, nobodv can take Ann away from 
you.”

“ But . . . but they are trying,”  she 
sobbed against the rough tweed of his 
coat. “ Ted came here today, threatened 
to go to court unless I gave Ann to him. 
He said that the judge would take her 
away from me because I worked in a 
notorious night club, didn’t wear enough 
clothes!”

Abner’s first impulse was to laugh. 
Linda in her fish-scale suit was clothed 
in a modesty more protecting than the 
ten underskirts of a Navaho bride. 
There was something immaculate, un­
touchable about the girl. He sobered. 
But Ted Lancing’s family was to be reck­
oned with. Ted was heir to a great beet- 
sugar fortune: his father stood high in 
the councils of the city. Any judge, with 
an eve toward future election, would lis­
ten with sympathy to Lancing’s plea.

Holding Linda in his arms, Abner’s 
professional instincts went to work 
shrewdly. Here was a front-page story,

indeed! The prominent Lancing family 
in a fight for the custody of the child. 
The mother’s spectacular career at the 
Golden Gate. Why, it was a natural, 
one of those human-interest dramas the 
public likes to read about.

If he could keep Ann hidden, it would 
force the Lancings to take the case to 
court, thus exposing the whole sordid 
affair. Abner could keep the story hot 
for weeks. Of course, the Lancings 
would probably he awarded the custody 
of Ann, but news was where you found 
it these days.

“ You didn’t tell where Ann was?” 
Abner asked anxiously.

“ Of course not.”  Linda found a tiny 
handkerchief* dabbed at her nose. 
“ What are we going to do, Abner?”

“ Possession,”  said Abner glibly, “ is 
nine tenths of the law. The Lancings 
will expect you to hurry to Ann, will 
have you watched. So you’d better give 
me a note to the housekeeper and I’ll go 
for her, take her to my mother’s in 
Berkeley. They’d never find her there.”

To Abner, Ann was just a chubby, 
pink-cheeked child no different from 
thousands of other little girls. In the 
taxi, crossing the bridge, she sat close 
beside him and held his hand. She had 
offered no protesL at being taken away 
from the Rex, had accepted Abner with­
out question as a friend of her mother’s.

“ I was on the bridge before,”  she vol­
unteered. “ But it was dark.”

“ Go ahead, look out the window,” 
Abner grunted.

“ It’s too high,”  said Ann.
“ Well, c’mon, then.” Abner placed 

her on his lap. She clung to the lapel 
of his coat and peered out eagerly at 
the dark waters of the bay, flanked by 
the dull-golden gleam of the lights of 
Berkeley and Oakland and the blazing, 
topless towers of the city.

“ Pretty,”  Ann remarked.
“ Yeah,”  grunted Abner, fishing for a
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cigarette, then stuffing it back into bis 
pocket. Smoking might annoy Ann.

The taxi rocked along and Ann re­
laxed, her head on his shoulder. 
“ Where’s mummy?”  she asked.

“ She’s back there, across the bay in 
San Francisco,”  said Abner absently. 
“ How about a story?”

“ Uh-m.”  Ann snuggled warm and 
comfortable in his arms.

“ Little Red Riding H ood?”  suggested 
Abner.

“ That’s old,”  protested Ann. “ Snow- 
White and the—  You know.”

Dutifully, Abner began the story, but 
before he had progressed very far, Ann 
was asleep. He looked down at her and 
chuckled softly. “ Modern little kid. 
Looks sorta like her mother.”

Mrs. Calhoun snatched Ann from his 
arms when the taxi arrived at the Berke­
ley cottage and hustled her off to her 
room, clucking softly over the sleeping 
child like a mothering hen. Abner 
grinned after her, reached for a ciga­
rette and headed back to report to Linda.

“ I took a chance and telephoned,”  
Linda confessed when she joined him 
at his table. “ Ann's awake and says she 
likes you, that you told her a story.”

“ Aw, 1 had to keep the kid amused,”  
he protested. “ And you’d better cut out 
the telephoning and keep away from 
Berkeley if you don’t want the Lancings 
to find her.”

“ Yes, but you'll see her, you’ll tell me 
how she is?”  begged Linda.

Abner nodded, “ Sure, sure. Now, 
tell me, how did you ever start working 
for Lang?”

“ I needed money,”  she began, but Ab­
ner cut in sharply.

“ Mean Ted’s family didn’t make a set­
tlement on you and the baby?”

Linda flushed. “ They offered, but 
they wanted Ann. I refused to take ali­
mony from Ted. I’d had no training in 
business and 1 had no knack at selling. 
Then I saw Lang’s advertisement for 
girls who could swim well. That was

one thing I could do— I used to win cups 
as a kid— so I went around to the Golden 
Gate, tried out, and he hired me.” 

“ Making an honest living for yourself 
and Ann— and Ted will try to get a court 
order on the strength of it,”  growled 
Abner. He sat up suddenly, grinned. 
“ That’s an idea,”  he announced. “ Your 
defense. Of course, you know that you 
can’t hide Ann forever. You’ll have to 
go into court eventually and prove your 
fitness to keep her.”

“ Oh, no,”  protested Linda.
“ Ann’s worth fighting for,”  Abner re­

minded her.
Chuckling at his own cleverness, Ab­

ner went to Baron Lang and put the 
scheme before him. He told of Linda’s 
trouble, mentioned the prominence and 
wealth of the Lancings. “ Linda will 
have to appear in her costume,”  he 
pointed out, “ to prove that it’s not im­
modest. Why not have all the girls 
there, ready to throw off their coats and 
show that their suits are modest, too? 
I’ll tip off the photographers. Pictures 
in all the papers, stories, interviews. You 
can announce that your show is artistic, 
not vulgar, play up the line that you in­
tend to bring suit against the Lancings 
for their slanderous statements about the 
club.”

“ Pal, you got something,”  said Lang 
in an awed voice. “ But are you sure 
Linda will go through with it? She’s 
such a shy, modest kid.”

“ She’s set,”  Abner promised. “ Don’t 
let her know your angle on it. Be sur­
prised when they serve the papers on 
her, offer to help her. Catch on?”

“ Pal, I’m way ahead of you,”  Lang 
grinned. “ Kinda tough on Linda, but 
what a publicity stunt!”

During the next week, Abner acted as 
liaison between Linda and her daughter. 
Every day he spent an hour or so with 
the child, tumbling about with her on 
the floor, helping her build block castles, 
telling her stories of the glamorous old
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c i ty  w h e re  h e r  m o th e r  w o r k e d , a n d  the 
W 'onders th ere  f o r  a little  g ir l  to  see so m e  
d a y .

Ann was a cute kid, but Abner was 
too tough a newspaperman, too hard- 
boiled to let a child get under his skin.
Sure!

Linda drank in his accounts of Ann 
avidly. “ She’s well again and happy,” 
she gloated. “ Oh, Abner, you should 
have seen her at the Rex, so pale' and 
thin and sad. You don’t know what 
you and your mother have done for her.”

“ Well, we w'ant her to look full of 
health when she appears in court,”  Ab­
ner assured her.

A few days later, the expected oc­
curred. Linda was summoned to appear 
in a suit brought by her former husband 
for the custody of Ann. Lang was sym­
pathetic, offered her an advance of salary, 
all the time off she needed to prepare her 
defense.

When she told Abner what had hap­
pened, he clicked his tongue and shook 
his head. “ They’re determined to have 
Ann,”  he said. “ We’ve got a fight on 
our hands. A lawyer friend of mine’s 
going to take your case. You’ll have to 
follow his advice, no matter what he 
wants you to do.”

She nodded, studying him curiously. 
“ Abner, why are you doing all this for
m e?”

He flushed guiltily, fumbled for the 
inevitable cigarette. “ Aw', you and Ann 
are both nice kids,”  he evaded.

“ Call for you, Mr. Calhoun,”  the 
waiter interrupted.

It was his mother’s wrorried voice which 
came over the wire. “ Abner, she’s gone. 
T left her playing in the front yard and 
stepped down to the grocer’s for just a 
minute.”

Abner took a deep breath. “ All right. 
Don’t call the police; tell nobody what’s 
happened. I think I know where she is.”

Fuming with impatience, he looked up 
Ted Lancing’s number in the directory, 
dialed. “ Hello, Lancing? What’s the

idea of abducting Ann? I ll have you 
sent to jail for this. I— ”

“ So you’re Linda’s newspaper friend 
I’ve been hearing about,”  came Ted 
Laricing’s sneering voice. “ You must 
think I’m a fool, Calhoun. Why should 
I take Ann when the judge is going to 
award her to me in a week? What are 
you trying to pull, blackmail? You tell 
Linda she’d better produce that child in 
court or she’ll go to jail.”

A very sobered Abner went back to 
tell Linda the bad news. She took it 
with icy calm. “ And Ted hasn’t got her? 
You’re sure?”

“ He’s convinced that the court wilt 
award him custody,”  said Abner dully. 
“ No point in his stealing her now.” 

“ Then— ”
“ Somebody’s discovered that Ann is 

related to the rich Lancings.”
Linda made a low moaning noise. 
Abner’s face was stony. “ I ’ll call the 

paper— they may have heard something. 
And talk to Lang. We’ve got to check 
every angle.”

But Abner’s editor had heard nothing. 
Lang shrugged. “ I don’t mix with them 
snatch mobs,”  he growled. “ If you find 
out who done it, let me know.”

Linda had on her hat and coat, wa3 
pulling on her gloves. “ We must go to 
Berkeley.”  She had regained her com­
posure, but her face was ashen. “ Talk 
to your mother, then call the police. 
Every second’s precious.”

They got a taxi. Abner slipped the 
driver a bill. “ Step on it, pal,”  he or­
dered, giving the address. He and Linda 
leaped in and the cab shot away, headed 
for the bridge, “ l  ake it easy, Linda,”  
he tried to comfort her. “ She may have 
wandered off, got lost.” A look from 
Linda stopped him, and he put one arm 
about her shaking shoulders and held 
her close. “ Linda, I’ve got something 
to confess,”  he began. “ This trial was 
just a—-”

“ Not now. Nothing is important but 
Ann,”  she said in a choked voice.
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“ Don’t worry,”  stated Abner grimly. 
“ We’ll have every G-man. on the coast 
on this job in an hour.' My paper will 
help. We’ll— ” He stopped, caught
Linda's arm.

“ What? What is it, Abner?” 
“ Look!”  He pointed.
The taxi was just rolling off the ramp 

and turning toward Berkeley when the 
headlights picked out a pathetic little 
figure standing on the curbing. She’d 
been crying and her pink cheeks were 
streaked with tears.

. “ Ann!” Linda’s cry startled her and 
she looked up, rubbed her eyes and 
smiled. “ Mummy!”

In her mother's arms, Ann rubbed her 
nose against Linda’s cheek and told Ab­
ner what had happened. “ I wanted my 
mummy, so I started to find her. You 
said she was across the bay. A boy told 
me to take the bridge, so I coined here 
and . . . and—

In M rs. Calhoun’s collage, Abner and 
Linda faced each other across the din­
ner table while Ann dozed contentedly 
on a couch nearby. From the kitchen 
came the cheerful clatter of dishes.

“ So I had it fixed with Lang to turn 
your court appearance into a circus,” 
Abner concluded his confession. “ Any­
thing for a news story, I thought, even 
if the Lancings got Ann away from you. 
Can you ever forgive me, Linda? I was 
a stupid, blind fool. When all the time 
I— ”

“ But, Abner, what about the trial?” 
she asked. “ Will it still be necessary 
for Ann and me to appear? I mean, 
after— ” She blushed.

Abner lighted a crumpled cigarette and 
grinned. “ They wouldn’t dare drag you 
into court,”  he boasted. “ What chance 
would they have of taking Ann away 
from the wife of a respectable newspaper­
man?”

SOUTH AFRICAN GARDEN
Lush grass wet with silver dew,
Tangled vines where the moon peeps through, 
Star flowers— emblems of the night— 
Worship a goddess bathed in light.

Dusky shades in a scented dell 
Languorously weave a spell;
Poppies glow in a crimson sea;
Silence here— and mystery.

Then you come, in trailing lace,
To meet me at the trysting place.
Scarlet lips and love-filled eyes—
You make the garden— paradise.

Charlotte W ilma Fox.
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The squalid little honkatonk was
packed— Pedro’s place, where you were 
welcome as long as you had a dime in 
your pocket and where they’d slit your 
throat for thirty cents.

The sickly yellow glare from the smok­
ing oil lamps cast vague shadows on the 
faces of the men standing against the 
walls, jammed in the doorways and 
crowded three-deep around the long bar.



lira her eyes w as reflected, the  
m ystery , beauty and rom ance  
that he had been searching for .
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As Bob pushed his way through the 
crowd there was a roar of applause, 
shouting and stamping of feet that set 
the lamps swinging dangerously from the 
bare rafters. After a breathless silence 
the music started again.

She was standing near the piano sing­
ing in a husky, caressing voice that held 
her audience spellbound.

Beautiful, insolently sure of herself, 
her dark, burning eyes looked mockingly 
at the sea of swarthy faces as she swayed 
lazily to the music, one small, high- 
arched foot tapping softly in time.

She noticed the blond American at 
once, and smiled boldly at him.

“ I will sing a song for you, Senor 
Americano,”  she called.

Bob could not understand the Spanish 
words of the song, but from her taunting 
expression and the delighted laughter of 
the men about him, he fully understood 
their import.

Still singing the last line of the song, 
she glided over to him, brushing aside 
the importunate hands that urged her to 
stop at tables.

“ Buy me a drink, Americano,”  she 
commanded. “ And tell me your name.”

To the young American on a vacation 
from law school she seemed all the mys­
tery, beauty, and romance he had hoped 
to find in Mexico. He stammered in his 
eagerness to introduce himself, and 
bought the drink. He was uneasily 
mware of the sullen muttering of the Mexi­
cans. They wanted more music.

“ You have a wonderful voice,”  he told 
the girl. “ You could make a fortune in 
the States.”

“ Girls do not leave Pedro’s. Not alive,”  
she said carelessly, hut her eyes darted 
furtively to Pedro, the vicious, pock­

marked little Mexican who owned the 
place. “ What would Pedro’s he without 
Inez?”  She looked scornfully at the 
glowering faces around her. “ Do you 
think, perhaps, they come for the vile 
liquor and worse food that Pedro sells 
them? No, senor, they come to see Inez 
and to hear her sing.”

For all her bravado, there was an air 
of watchful wariness about her. The girl 
was desperately afraid of something. Be­
fore Bob could ask her about it, the place 
was in an uproar.

Two policemen burst in and seized 
Pedro, shouting that he was under arrest.

Chair'S and tables were overturned, 
windows crashed as some of the men 
fought to escape and others crowded 
nearer to see the excitement.

Pedro fought like a Mexican cougar, 
but he could not get away.

“ Pedro, stand still!”
The voice, like the crack of a whip, 

froze Pedro in his tracks, as if he had 
been turned to stone.

Bob gasped with amazement at the girl 
beside him. Eyes blazing in her white 
face, her lips curled in a snarl, she made 
a quick movement with her arm and a 
knife flashed through the air.

One of the policemen dropped Pedro 
and clutched his shoulder with a howl 
of pain. Blood was spurting from it. 
Pedro wrenched free from the other offi­
cer and, squirming like an eel through 
the astonished crowd disappeared into the 
night.

Inez, her drink still in her hand, ran 
swiftly to the other side of the room and 
leaped upon a table. The policeman 
started toward her, but she appeared not 
to notice him.

All the light in the smoky little place
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seemed caught on her bright dress and 
defiant face as she turned to the bar.

“ Senor Bob," she called, unmindful of 
the voices urging her to escape. “ I will 
see you again sometime, maybe.”

She raised the glass in a mocking 
salute and put it to her lips. The police­
man was almost near enough to touch her 
when she whirled like a cat, threw the 
glass, contents and all, into his face and 
vaulted easily through the low window.

Bob lingered on the border for weeks, 
trying to find some trace of her. Pedro’3 

place was closed. The wild rumors that 
Pedro was wanted for murder, treason, 
dope selling, that Inez was his wife, his 
daughter, his mistress, were impossible to 
untangle.

He finally gave it up and went back to 
school.

He found her two years later.
The reception for Jim Davis and his 

bride was in full swing when Bob hurried 
across the veranda.

“ Be careful, Jim. _That Slack— I’m 
afraid.”

The low, thrilling voice stopped Bob 
in his tracks. Surely, he had heard it 
before? The two figures in the shadows 
had not noticed him.

“ Forget about Slack.”  It was Jim’s 
voice answering. “ Are you happy, my 
darling?”

“ The happiest woman in the world as 
long as you love me.”

Arm in arm, they went back into the 
house and Bob, feeling like an eavesdrop­
per, followed them.

“ Theresa, this is Bob, a punk lawyer, 
a worse golfer, and my best friend,”  Jim 
was saying a minute later.

Bob scarcely heard him. Inez! Could 
this radiantly happy woman at Jim’s side 
be the tragic, desperate girl he had seen 
in Pedro’s? Could it be possible? Two 
years was a long time to remember a girl 
he had seen only once, but still—

“ I believe we met in Mexico,”  he said, 
watching her closely.

Did he imagine it or did her face grow 
whiter? She shook her head.

“ No, I have never been in Mexico,”  she 
said.

“ Theresa had just come from Spain 
tw'o weeks ago when I met her,”  Jim ex­
plained. “ I married her right away be­
fore you other birds would see her.”

So that was her story! He wondered 
what else Jim knew about her.

Someone called Jim and they were 
alone for a minute.

“ I could have sworn you were a girl 
I had met at Pedro’s.”

“ What is Pedro’s ? ”  She was still .smil­
ing, but her eyes were filled with appre­
hension. He felt sure the shot had hit 
home.

He wanted to shout, “ It’s the toughest 
honkatonk on the border, and you know 
it!”  but he was afraid. Suppose he was 
mistaken? After all, he had seen the girl 
only once.

Jim came to claim her, and Bob went 
to talk to Jim’s mother to see if he could 
learn more about the girl from her.

But she was full of her grievance about 
the chauffeur, Slack, whom Jim had fired 
earlier in the day.

“ I do wish you would warn Jim to be 
careful,”  she said worriedly. “ Slack had 
been drinking, and when Jim told him 
to get off the place, he- threatened to kill 
him. Jim laughed and put him out, but 
I think the man is dangerous.”

Bob quieted her fears and tried to get 
her to talk about her new daughter-in- 
law.

“ We were horrified when Jim wired 
he had married a girl none of us had 
ever seen, but we all fell in love with her 
as soon as we saw her, just as he did. 
She is a Spanish refugee, you know. 
Isn’t she adorable?”

It was evident that Jim’s family had 
accepted her story about herself as read-
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r a l l  gists. More surprising still is the ease
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baldness often can be prevented. All you 
have to do is practice elementary health rules which 
include cleanliness and exercise. Just as improper ex­
ercise will do more harm than good for other parts of 
your body, so will improper massage fail to sufficiently 
benefit hair growing on-the scalp.

The Vitex Hair Institute, Inc. has now made it pos­
sible for anyone, regardless of where they live, to mas­
sage their hair and scalp in a professional manner . . . 
a registered physician and dermatologist has supervised 
the charts and written -explanations; all specially created 
for you who want to escape'baldness. These easy-to-uu- 
derstand charts are now ready for public distribution. 
These charts show you how three simple steps, that require 
just live minutes a day, morning and night, stimulates hair 
growth by inducing a freshening rush of blood to the scalp 
. . . this nourishes the tissues that have to do with the 
growth of the hair, helps to reawaken dormant 
hut live hair roots. This is virtually a picture 
method which guides you to hair success and 
is yours to have and use permanently . 
given to you without extra cost 
when you order VIDEX’S TRIPLE 
ACTION HAIR TREATMENT.

VIDEX TRIPLE ACTION HAIR TREAT 
MENT includes the same products used 
With much success here at the institute.
The cleansing, stimulating and healthful ef­
fect of these preparations when used along 
with the scalp manipulations effect the 
greatest benefits.

STO P BA LD N ESS
At Danger Areas . .

Remove foreign substances that clog 
the pores and choke the hair roots.
When there is no crusty, scaly coating 
to interfere with circulation, hair has 
a chance to grow. Check up your own 
hair condition. Is your scalp itchy?
Are you troubled with excessive dan­
druff? Is your hair dull, lifeless and 
brittle? Is your hair getting thin? Is 
your hair coming out excessively?
These are generally healthy hair 
trouble makers. Use VIDEX’S 
Hair Treatment to help create and 
maintain a healthy scalp condition 
that will encourage healthy hair 
growth. .

THERE IS HOPE FOR YOU
Don’t despair because of exces­

sive loss of hair . . . don’t resign 
yourself to baldness, because there 
is hope for you. If your condition 
is caused by excessive dandruff or 
some other local disorder, VIDEX 
Treatment will pave the way to 
keep your hair growing. Hundreds 
of unsolicited and enthusiastic let­
ters received from users proves 
that VIDEX is good . . . order 
today ana start: to correct your 
hair troubles right away.
•  MONEY BACK GUARANTEE®

You do not risk a cent using VIDEX. You must 
be satisfied or your money will be refunded in full 
after ten days trial. Order TODAY . . .  it does so 
much and costs so little.

VIDEX'S Treatment Helps 
Three Important Benefits
1. Stimulates growth areas: After
applying VIDEX you will note a 
pleasant tingling or “ drawing”  
sensation. Evidence of how ef­
fectively your scalp is being 
stimulated in the areas where 
blood must nourish the hair roots.
2. Helps dispel excessive dandruff, 
stops itching. Effective in dissolv­
ing accumulated waste matter 
that strangles the hair and causes 
irritation by clogging up the fol­
licle “ funnels.”
3. Purifies as it cleanses. After 
you have allowed VIDEX to 
"work”  it saponifies easily with 
water and rinses completely clear, 
leaving the scalp healthfully clean 
and the hair naturally brilliant.

JUST 10 MINUTES A DAY
TO HELP KEEP BALDNESS AWAY

Order today and we will include without 
extra cost the VITEX HAIR INSTITUTE, 
Inc. “Three Easy Steps.” This method, in­
structions and advice alone is invaluable. 
Shows you our expert, correct way to manipu­
late areas that effect hair growing centers. 
Written and pictured in •easy-to-understand, 
simplified form so that you can practice the 
system in privacy, in spare time.

RUSH COUPON FOR SPECIAL OFFER
Now, no matter where you live, you can Use VIDEX 

in your own home and enjoy the benefits just the same 
as if you were being personally treated by one of our 
hair and scalp experts . . . we also furnish you with 
full printed instructions, charts and diagrams showing 
you how to properly lift your scalp which is so neces­
sary to induce increased circulation in hair growing 
areas. Send today for an eight treatment bottle of 
VIDEX’ s Triple Action Treatment for only $1.00 and 
the instructions, charts will be included without extra 
cost. Sent anywhere postpaid upon receipt of the price, 
or C.O.D., plus postage. If you want to save money, 
order this special $'5 combination. A 16 oz. size of 
VIDEX’S Triple Action Treatment (4 times the quan­
tity) is regularly $3. Order this and we include a 
1 oz. size of VIDEX’ S CORRECTIVE POMADE, 
saving you $2. You really should have the Pomade 
because it is used daily and helps speed up results. 
RUSH COUPON TODAY!

VITEX HAIR INSTITUTE, Inc.
D ep t. 6 0 3 ,  5 2 1 —5 th  A ve ., N. Y .  |

□ I accept your special offer. Send me the instructions, charts, l 
and other information showing me how to lift my scalp. Also t 

send $1.00 8-treatment size of Videx Hair and Scalp Triple Action t 
Treatment postpaid in plain wrapper.

□ I enclose $3. Send large economy size of VIDEX postpaid and t 
include FREE 1 oz. jar of daily Corrective Pomade. Also in- 

elude tire special instructions and scalp lifting charts.

•  IM PO RTANT NOTICE □  Ship order checked above C.O.D. I will pay postage.

If you live in New York, or expect to visit here, 
you a*e invited to visit our Fifth Avenue Salon. 
See convincing proof of the results achieved, giving 
jpcrsonul scalp and hair treatments.

| Name .......................................................................................... Jj

I Address ............................................. ............................................  I
NOTE: Canadian and foreign orders must be accompanied by cash.
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Today, the man who can 
type has a real advantage. 
Executives say typing not 
only saves time and en­
ergy, but brings promo­
tions quicker. Find out 
how a Speedline Corona 
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Get  Re l ie f  
This Fast Wav 
-nr Money Back

For quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, athlete’s foot, 
scales, scabies, rashesand other externally caused skin troubles, 
use world-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D.'D. D. Prescrip­
tion. Greaseless, stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops 
the most intense itching. 35c triai"bottle proves it, or money 
back. Ask your druggist today for D . D . D . PRESCRIPTION.

I TRAIN FOR i
I ’ll  F in a n c e  

Y o u r  T u it io n
Learn by Doing, in 12 weeks, in big 

shops o f  Coyne— N ot home study or cor- 
_ respondence. Earn while learning. Free em­

ployment service after graduation. Write forde- 
" tails o f  my Pay after Graduation Plan and Free book. 
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One Cent a Day
Brings $100 a Month

Over One Million Six Hundred Thousand Dollars in cash benefits 
have already been paid to one-cent-a-day policyholders by National 
Protective Insurance Co., the oldest and largest company of its kind.

Their new policy pays maximum Principal Sum benefits of $1,000, 
increasing to $6,000. Maximum monthly benefits of $100 aro pay­
able up to 24 months. Large cash sums are paid immediately for 
fractures, dislocations, etc. Also liberal benefits are paid for any 
and every accident. Same old price— just one cent a day. Age 
limits for policy—men, women arid children—ages 7 to 80 years.

SEND NO MONEY
For 10 days’ free inspection of policy, simply send name, ago, ad­

dress, beneficiary's name and relationship. No application to fill 
out. no medical examination. After reading policy, which will be 
mailed to you, either return it or send $0.65, which pays you up 
for a whole year— 365 days. Write National Protective Insurance Co., 
403 Pickwick Bldg., Kansas City, Mo., today while oifer is still open.

ilv and as wholeheartedly as Jim 
had.

Bob was putting in a thoroughly un­
comfortable evening. One minute he 
would almost convince himself he was 
mistaken, that Jim’s bride could not pos­
sibly be Inez. T he next minute he would 
be sure she was the girl he had seen 
throw the knife. But if she were Inez, 
what should he do about it? There would 
never be any question about her past if 
he kept quiet. If it were not for him she 
would be safe. But his best friend, mar­
ried to a girl like that! The thought 
sickened him.

If he could make her admit she was 
Inez she would know the game was up. 
Maybe she would clear out and that 
would be the best for all concerned.

She was trying to avoid him hut, 
finally, Ire was dancing with her.

“ I hope you will like me,” she said 
shyly. “ Jim tells me you are his best 
friend.”

“ He is my best friend.”  he replied 
slowly, “ and I would do whatever 1 
thought was best for him, no matter how 
much it hurt me.”

“ I feel that way, too.”  Her lips were 
trembling and her face was white and 
set: but sh  ̂ met his eyes steadily. Bob 
felt sure she was Inez now, but she was 
not going to give up.

“ Jim loves me,”  she said. “ I will let 
nothing make him unhappy.”

That was it! If he told Jim the story, 
she might easily convince him Bob was 
mistaken. Bob had no proof of her past 
and she knew it. She smiled a little, as 
if she knew what was passing through his 
mind.

Behind them a woman screamed. The 
music died away and people stopped 
dancing.

Jim was standing with his hands in the 
air and, behind him, the discharged 
chauffeur, Slack, was pressing a gun into 
his back.

“ YouTl never put another man out of 
his job, Davis,”  Slack growled. “ I’m go­
ing to kill you.

(Continued on page 130)
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YOUR STARS AND YOU
b y  K A I

YOUR W EE K

DURING the week you may be restless 
in connection with employment mat­
ters, with the desire to make changes 

and go places. Keep your restlessness 
subdued or it may act to your detriment. 
Dissatisfaction with your work is apt to 
be from fancied causes, so keep your 
imagination from working overtime. 
Business opportunities may come your 
way and some benefits may be received, 
but you may not take the best advantage 
of your opportunities, in some cases due 
to having your mind on social activities

and love affairs. Give attention to the 
thing that should be done at the moment 
and you will make better progress all 
around. Money matters generally will 
be under beneficial influences. Some 
financial benefits may come to you from 
unexpected sources; some from able plan­
ning and hard work; some through the 
good offices of elderly people. Avoid 
financial extravagance. You may benefit 
in connection with a legal document or 
through legal procedure, but annoyance 
may be connected therewith. Avoid mis-
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understandings with near relatives. Many 
of you may indulge in unnecessary worry 
during the week. If you feel certain that 
you are going to have a nervous break­
down, postpone the event and pay atten­
tion to your diet. Love and marriage 
interests may be advanced in some re­
spects, but be very careful in courtship. 
Keep your emotions under control. Be­
ware of impetuous lovers.

D A Y  BY D A Y
Hours mentioned are Eastern standard 
time. If not using that time, make 
correction to the time you are using.
Saturday . , ....................... April 6th

The morning hours will be excel- 
lent for most mailers. Business 
and financial benefits may be re­

ceived. Elderly people and near relatives 
will do you favors. Love and marriage 
interests can be advanced. If environ­
mental conditions have been unsatisfac­
tory, it will be a good time to make 
favorable adjustments. You may benefit 
in connection with correspondence or 
other writings. Between 12:30 p. m. and 
2 :00 p. m., money matters will be under 
mixed influences. Some benefits may be 
received, but you may be put to unex­
pected expense. The benefits, however, 
are likely to outweigh the expense. Near 
relatives will do you favors. Environ­
mental benefits may come to you through 
able planning. Between 3:30 p. m. and 
5:30 p. in., mark time in employment 
matters. Do not take offense at trifles. 
Keep your imagination from working- 
overtime. Between 5:30 p. m. and mid­
night may be quiet.

Sunday . . . . . . . .  April 7th
During the early-morning hours, 
environmental benefits may be re­
ceived. The later-morning hours 

may be quiet. Between 1:00 p. m. and 
2:30 p. m., love and marriage interests 
can be advanced. Between 2:30 p. m.

and 3:45 p, m., business benefits may ba 
received. Love and marriage interests 
can be advanced. You may benefit in 
connection with a legal document or 
other writing. You may also benefit in 
connection with a journey, your own or 
that of someone else. Between 3:45 
p. m. and 6:30 p. m., avoid misunder­
standings with near relatives. Be care­
ful in courtship. Between 7:00 p./m. and 
9:00 p. m., business and financial bene­
fits may be received. You may benefit 

/ in connection with correspondence or 
other writings. Between 9:00 p. m. and 
midnight, business and environmental 
benefits may be received. You may bene­
fit in connection with correspondence or 
other writings.

Monday . . . . . . . .  April Bth
During the early-morning hours 
avoid misunderstandings with 
near relatives. Business benefits 

may be received. You may benefit in 
connection with a legal document. The 
later-morning hours may be quiet. Be­
tween noon and 1:30 p. m., mark time 
in money matters. Postpone important 
decisions. Avoid misunderstandings with 
elderly people. Between 4:00 p. m. and 
6:00 p. m., curtail social activities. Avoid 
extravagance in money matters. Between 
7:30 p. m. and midnight, mark time in 
money matters. Postpone important de­
cisions. Avoid misunderstandings with 
elderly people.

Tuesday .................................April 9th
During the early-morning hours 
financial matters will be under 
mixed influences. Some benefits 

may be received, but you may be put to 
expense. Mark time in employment mat­
ters. Do not take offense at trifles. Avoid 
unnecessary environmental changes. Near 
relatives will do you favors. The later- 
morning hours and the early-afternoon 
hours may be quiet. Between 5:00 p. in. 
and 8:00 p. rn., be very careful in court-
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ship. Keep your emotions under control. 
Avoid unnecessary short journeys. Be­
tween 11:00 p. m. and midnight, unex­
pected financial benefits may be received. 
Love and marriage interests may be ad­
vanced in an unusual manner.

Wednesday....................... April 10th
During the morning hours you 
may be put to unexpected finan­
cial expense. Some financial bene­

fits, however, may be received. Love, 
marriage and business benefits may be 
received. Be careful in courtship. Be­
tween 12:30 p. m. and 2:30 p. m., em­
ployment, financial, and environmental 
benelits may he received. Between 2:30 
p. m. and 6:30 p. m., social interests can 
he advanced. Between 6:30 p. m. and 
8:30 p. m., mark time in employment 
matters. Keep cool if annoyed. Avoid 
unnecessary environmental changes. Be­
tween 11:00 p. m. and midnight, be con­

servative in business matters. Avoid 
financial extravagance. Curtail social 
activities.

derstandings

Thursday............................April 1 llh
During the early-morning hours 
business and financial benefits 
may be received. Avoid misun- 

with near relatives. Mark 
time in love and marriage matters. The 
later-morning hours may be quiet. Be­
tween 1:00 p. m. and 2:30 p. m.. avoid 
impulsive actions that may cost you 
money. Between 2:30 p. m. and 4:00 
p. m., keep your temper under control. 
Avoid misunderstandings with near rela­
tives. Mark time in love and marriage 
matters. Be conservative in business 
matters. Avoid unnecessary travel and 
unnecessary lawsuits. Between 4:00 p. m. 
and 6:00 p. m., business and financial 
benefits may be received. You may 
benefit in connection with a legal docu-
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ment or through legal procedure. You 
may also benefit in connection with a 
journey, your own or that of someone 
else. Love and marriage interests can 
be advanced. Near relatives will do you 
favors. Between 6:00 p. m. and mid­
night, social interests can be advanced.

Friday April 12th
During the earlv-morning hours, 
be conservative in business mat­
ters. Mark time in love and mar­

riage matters. Keep your temper under 
control. Avoid misunderstandings with 
near relatives. Do not travel unneces­
sarily. The later-morning hours may be 
quiet. Between noon and 1 :00 p. m., 
mark time in business and financial mat­
ters. Postpone important decisions. 
Avoid misunderstandings with elderly 
people. Between 4:30 p. m. and 6:00 
p. m., unexpected financial benefits may 
be received. Pleasant surprises may 
come to you. Between 8:00 p. m. and 
9:00 p. m., business benefits may be re­
ceived. You may benefit in connection 
with a journey, your own or that of 
someone else. Between 9:00 p. m. and 
midnight, love and marriage interests 
may be advanced, but do not become ro­
mantic. Mark time in employment mat­
ters.

The influences affecting the particular 
zodiacal group to which you belong are 
given in the "‘Born Between— ” section 
of this article, which you should also'con- 
sult.

IF YOU WERE BORN BETWEEN
March 21st and April 20th

A rie s
— Aries people born between 
March 21st and 26th will find this 
an excellent week in which to ad­

vance love and marriage interests. Busi­
ness and financial benefits may be re­
ceived. Elderly people and near rela­
tives will do you favors. Best days for 
you this week, Saturday and Thursday. 
If born between March 27th and 31st,
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you will find it an excellent week in 
which to advance love and marriage in­
terests. Near relatives will do you favors. 
Best days for you this week, Saturday 
and Thursday. If born between April 
1st and 5th, matters will be about nor­
mal. Best days for you this week,- Sun­
day, Thursday, and Friday. If born be­
tween April 6th and 10th, you will find 
it an excellent week in which to advance 
love and marriage interests. Unexpected 
financial benefits may be received. Best 
days for you this week, Sunday and Fri­
day. If born between April 11th and 
15th, you will find it an excellent week 
in which to advance love and marriage 
interests, but do not become romantic. 
Business and financial benefits may be 
received. Pleasant surprises may come 
to you. You may benefit in connection 
with a journey, your own or that of 
someone else. You may also benefit in 
connection with a legal document or 
through legal procedure. Mark time in 
employment matters. Best days for you 
this week, Sunday, Monday, and Friday. 
If born between April 16th and 20th, 
matters will be about normal. Best day 
for you this week, Monday.

April 20th and May 21st
Taurus

-—Taureans born between April 
20th and 26th should be con­
servative in business and financial 

matters this week. Postpone important 
decisions. Mark time in love and mar­
riage matters. Curtail social activities. 
Avoid misunderstandings with elderly 
people. Avoid falls. Near relatives will 
do you favors. Mark time on Monday 
and Tuesday. If born between April 
27th and May 1st, love and marriage in­
terests may be advanced but be careful 
in courtship. Financial benefits may be 
received. Best day for you this week, 
Tuesday. If born between May 2nd and 
6th, financial benefits may be received. 
Best day for you this week, Tuesday. If 
born between May 7th and 11th, you may

be put to unexpected financial expense. 
Avoid impulsive actions that may cost 
you money. Love and marriage interests 
may be advanced in some respects, but 
be careful in courtship. Environmental 
benefits may be received. Mark time on 
Tuesday and Wednesday. If born be­
tween May 12th and 16th, you may be 
put to unexpected financial expense. 
Avoid impulsive actions that may cost 
you money. Love and marriage interests 
may be advanced in some respects, but 
be careful in courtship. Business, em­
ployment, and environmental benefits 
may be received. Best days for you this 
week, Sunday and Monday. Be careful 
on Wednesday. If born between May 
17th and 21st, financial benefits may be 
received. Best days for you this week, 
Wednesday and Thursday.

May 21st ana' June 21st
G em in i

— Geminians born between May 
21st and 26th may receive finan­
cial benefits this week. Be care­

ful in courtship. Avoid unnecessary 
short journeys. Keep your temper under 
control. Avoid misunderstandings with 
near relatives. Avoid cuts and burns. 
Be careful what, you say, write and sign. 
Best day for you this week, Saturday. 
Mark time on Thursday. If born between 
May 27th and 31st, be careful in court­
ship. Keep your temper under control. 
Avoid cuts and burns. Best day for you 
this week, Saturday. Mark time on 
Thursday. If born between June 1st and 
6th, matters will be about normal. Best 
days for you this week, Sunday, Thurs­
day, and Friday. If born between June 
7th and 11th, love and marriage inter­
ests can be advanced. Financial bene­
fits may be received. Best days for you 
this week, Sunday and Friday. If born 
between June 12th and 16th, mark time 
in employment matters. Keep cool if an­
noyed. Love and marriage interests can 
be advanced, but do not become roman­
tic. Business and financial benefits may
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be received. Avoid unnecessary environ­
mental changes. Best days for you this 
week, Sunday, Monday, and Friday. If 
born between June 17th and 21st, mat­
ters will be about normal. Best day for 
you this week, Monday.

June 21 si and July 23rd
C a n c e r

-—Cancerians born between June 
21st and 27th will find this an ex­
cellent week in which to advance 

love and marriage interests. Business 
and financial benefits may be received. 
Elderly people and near relatives will do 
you favors. Best days for you this week, 
Monday and Tuesday. Mark time on 
Saturday. If born between June 28th 
and July 2nd, love and marriage interests 
can be advanced, but be careful in court­
ship. Near relatives will do you favors. 
Best day for you this week, Tuesday. 
Mark time on Saturday. If born between 
July 3rd and 7th, financial benefits may 
be received. Best day for you this week, 
Tuesday. Mark time on Sunday. If 
born between July 8th and 12th, curtail 
social activities. Be careful in courtship. 
Unexpected financial benefits may be re­
ceived. Best days for you this week, 
Tuesday and Wednesday. Mark time on 
Sunday. If born between July 13th and 
18th, employment and unexpected finan­
cial benefits may be received. Pleasant 
surprises may come to you. Be con­
servative in business matters. Be careful 
in courtship. Best day for you this week, 
Wednesday. Mark time on Sunday and 
Monday. If born between July 19th and 
23rd, financial benefits may be received. 
Best days for you this week, Wednesday 
and Thursday. Mark time on Monday.

July 23rd and August 23rd
Leo

-—Leo natives born between July 
23rd and 28th should be conserva­
tive in business and financial mat­

ters this week. Mark time in love and 
marriage matters. Avoid falls. Postpone

important decisions. Do not quarrel 
with elderly people. Near relatives may 
do you favors. Best days for you this 
week, Saturday and Thursday. Mark 
time on Monday and Tuesday. If born 
between July 29th and August 2nd, love 
and marriage interests may be advanced, 
but be careful in courtship. Near rela­
tives will do you favors. Best days for 
you this week, Saturday and Thursday. 
Mark time on Tuesday. If born between 
August 3rd and 7th, mark time in money 
matters. Best days for you this week, 
Sunday, Thursday, and Friday. Mark 
time on Tuesday. If born between Au­
gust 8th and 13th, love and marriage in­
terests may be advanced in some respects, 
but the unexpected may happen to dis­
arrange your plans. Be careful in court­
ship. You may be put to unexpected 
financial expense. Avoid impulsive ac­
tions that may cost you money. Best 
days for you this week, Sunday and Fri­
day. Mark time on Tuesday and Wednes­
day. If born between August 14th and 
18th, you may be put to unexpected finan­
cial expense. Avoid impulsive actions 
that may cost you money. Love and 
marriage interests may be advanced in 
some respects, but the unexpected may 
happen to disarrange your plans. Be 
careful in courtship. Business and em­
ployment benefits may be received. You 
may benefit in connection with a legal 
document or through legal procedure. 
You may also benefit in connection with 
a journey, your own or that of someone 
else. Best days for you this week, Sun­
day, Monday, and Friday. Mark time 
on Wednesday. If born between August 
19th and 23rd, mark time in money mat­
ters. Best day for you this week, Mon­
day. Mark time on Wednesday.

August 23rd and September 23rd
V irgo

— Virgo natives born between 
August 23rd and 28th may receive 
business and financial benefits 

this week. Elderly people will do you
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favors. Be careful in courtship. Avoid 
cuts and burns. Keep your temper under 
control. Avoid misunderstandings with 
near relatives. Best days for you this 
week, Monday and Tuesday. Mark time 
on Thursday. If born between August 
29tb and September 2nd, be careful in 
courtship. Keep your temper under con­
trol. Avoid cuts and burns. Avoid mis­
understandings with near relatives. Best 
day for you this week, Tuesday. Mark 
time on Thursday. If born between Sep­
tember 3rd and 7th, financial benefits 
may be received. Best day for you this 
week, Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday 
and Friday. If born between September 
8th and 13th, love and marriage interests 
can be advanced. Unexpected financial 
benefits may be received. Best days for 
you this week, Tuesday and Wednesday. 
Mark lime on Friday. If born between 
September 14th and 18th, mark time in 
employment matters. Do not magnify 
trifles. Avoid unnecessary environmen­
tal changes. Be careful of your speecli. 
Business and unexpected financial bene­
fits may be received. Pleasant surprises 
may come to you. Love and marriage 
interests can be advanced, but do not be­
come romantic. Best day for you this 
week, Wednesday. Mark time on Fri­
day. If born between September 19th 
and 23rd, financial benefits may be re­
ceived. Best days for you this week, 
Wednesday and Thursday.

September 23rd and October 23rd
Libra

— Librans born between Septem­
ber 23rd and 28th should be con­
servative in business and financial 

matters this week. Love and marriage 
interests may be advanced in some re­
spects, but delays may be encountered in 
the carrying out of your plans. Mark 
time in matters that do not go smoothly. 
Be careful in courtship. Best day for 
you this week. Thursday. Mark time on 
Saturday. If born between September 
29lh and October 3rd, love and marriage 
interests can be advanced, but be careful 
in courtship. Near relatives will do you

W e  a r e  s o  s u r e  t h a t  y o u  w i l l  l ik e  L i s t e r i n e  S h a v in g  
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t h e  m a i l in g  c o s t s .
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DON’T  let your friends poke 
fun at your "bay window"! 

The successful man of today 
appears trim-waisted, ready for 
action . . .  streamlined!

If the Vito Belt does not make 
that paunchy belt line appear 
inches slimmer at once.. .  it will 
cost you nothing!

Take care of that ugly paunch 
the safe way . . .  with a Vito Belt. 
Excessive exercise may strain 
your heart. . .  dieting and drugs 
may be dangerous.

The Vito Belt is made of pure 
Para rubber, molded to give 
maximum support. Hundreds of 
tiny perforations allow air to 
penetrate. The special lace back 
permits you to adjust the belt to 
take care of any change in size. 
Illustrated folder and details of 
10-day FREE trial offer will be 
sent in plain envelope on request! 

HAMILTON BELT COMPANY. 363 Hill

_  Waistline fat oftea 
stretches abdominal mus­
cles, allowing stomach 
and intestines to fall for­
ward and do wnward.The 
Vito Belt brings welcome 
support to strained and 
sagging internal organs 
and helps prevent con­
stipation and fatigue.

Street. New Haven. Conn,

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as fapldly as your time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to resident school wort — prepares you tor 
entrance to college. Standard H. S. texts supplied —
D ip lom a. C red it fo r  H . S . su b je c ts  already  com p le ted . S ingle  sub­
je c t s  i f  des ired . H igh  school edu ca tion  is  rery  im portant f o r  a d ­
van cem en t in business and  industry and soc ia lly . D on ’ t b e  handi­
capped  all you r  li fe .  B e a  H igh  Sch oo l gra d u ate . S tart you r  
train in g  n ow . F ree  B ulletin on  req u es t . N o ob ligation .

L A m  r ic a n  S c h o o l, O p t. H 3 7 , D re xe l a t 5 8 th , C h ica g o
BE A

Traffic  Manager
Good Pay—Good Opportunity

Big business needs trained traffic men and pays them 
well. Train in your spare time for this highly profit­
able, growing profession. Low cost; easy terms.

Write now for valuable 48-page book—FREE.
Institution CHICAGO

JJtrVMV Fishing facts, fiction, thrills — a collection 
niUW S ■ 0 f the year’s best articles in digest form. 
Edited by W isconsin Cal Johnson, master fisherm an. 
Includes chart of w orld ’s record catches. A lso valuable 
information on outboard m otors. S ent F r e e !  W rite
J O H N S O N  M O T O R S , 1 6 1 1  P e r s h in g  R o a d , W a u k e g a n , Il l in o is

favors. Best day for you this week, 
Thursday. Mark time on Saturday. If 
bom between October 4th and 8th, mat­
ters will be about normal. Best days for 
you this week, Thursday and Friday. 
Mark time on Sunday. If born between 
October 9th and 13th, curtail social ac­
tivities. Avoid impulsive actions that 
may cost you money. Be careful in 
courtship. Best day for you this week, 
Friday. Mark time on Sunday. If born 
between October 14th and 18th, be con­
servative in business matters. Avoid im­
pulsive actions that may cost you money. 
Be careful in'courtship. Avoid unneces­
sary lawsuits and unnecessary travel. 
Employment benefits may be received. 
Best day for you this week, Friday. Mark 
time on Sunday and Monday, if  born 
between October 19th and 23rd, matters 
will be about normal. Mark time on 
Monday.

October 23rd and November 22nd
Scorp io

— Scorpio people born between 
October 23rd and 28th should 
mark time in love, marriage,* 

financial and business matters this week. 
Postpone important decisions. Avoid 
falls. Do not quarrel with elderly peo­
ple. Mark time on Monday and Tues­
day. If born between October 29th and 
November 2nd, keep your temper under 
control. Avoid misunderstandings with 
near relatives. Be careful in courtship. 
Mark time on Tuesday. If born between 
November 3rd and 7th, avoid extrava­
gance in money matters. Mark time on 
Tuesday. If born between November 8th 
and 12th, you may be put to unexpected 
financial expense. Avoid impulsive ac­
tions that may cost you money. Be care­
ful in courtship. Environmental benefits 
may be received. Mark time on Tuesday 
and Wednesday. If born betyveen No­
vember 13th and 17th, business, employ­
ment and environmental benefits may be 
received. You may be put to unexpected 
financial expense. Avoid impulsive ac­
tions that may cost you money. Be care­
ful in courtship. Mark time on Wednes­
day'. If born betyveen November loth
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and 22nd, avoid extravagance in money 
matters. Mark lime on Wednesday and 
Thursday.

November 22nd ond December 22nd
Sag itta r iu s

H -—Sagittarians born between No­
vember 22nd and 27th should 
mark time in love, marriage, and 

financial matters this week. Keep your 
temper under control. Avoid cuts and 
burns. Avoid misunderstandings with 
near relatives.- Do not travel unneces­
sarily. Best day for you this week, Sat­
urday. Mark time on Thursday. If born 
between November 28th and December 
2nd, mark time in love and marriage mat­
ters. Keep your temper under control. 
Avoid misunderstandings with near rela­
tives. Do not travel unnecessarily. Avoid 
cuts and burns. Best day for you this 
week, Saturday. Mark time on Thurs­
day. If born between December 3rd and 
7th, matters will be about normal. Best 
day for you this week, Sunday. Mark 
time on Thursday and Friday. If born 
between December 8th and 12th, love and 
marriage interests may be advanced in 
some respects, but the unexpected may 
happen to disarrange your plans. Be 
careful in courtship. Avoid impulsive 
actions in connection with money mat­
ters. Avoid unnecessary environmental 
changes. You may benefit in connection 
with a legal document or through legal 
procedure. You may also benefit in con­
nection with a journey, your own or that 
of someone else. Best day for you this 
week, Sunday. Mark time on Friday. If 
born between December 13th and 17th, 
mark time in employment matters. Keep 
cool if annoyed. Avoid impulsive actions 
that may , cost you money. Be careful in 
courtship. Avoid unnecessary environ­
mental changes. Business benefits may 
be received. You may benefit in connec­
tion with a journey, your own or that of 
someone else. You may also benefit in 
connection with a legal document or 
through legal procedure. Best days for

you this week, Sunday and Monday. 
Mark time on Friday. If born between 
December 18th and 22nd, matters will be 
about normal. Best day for you this 
week, Monday.

December 22nd and January 20th
C a p rico rn

—Capricornians born between 
December 22nd and 26th may re­
ceive financial benefits this week. 

Elderly people will do you favors. Be 
careful in courtship. Avoid misunder­
standings with near relatives. Best days 
for you this week, Monday and Tuesday. 
Mark time on Saturday. If born be­
tween December 27th and 31st, keep yotir 
temper under control. Avoid misunder­
standings w'ilh near relatives. Be careful 
in courtship. Best day for you this week, 
Tuesday. Mark time on Saturday. If 
born between January 1st and 5th, finan­
cial benefits may be received. Best day 
for you this week, Tuesday. Mark time 
on Sunday. If born between January 
6th and 10th, unexpected financial bene­
fits may be received. Pleasant surprises 
may come to you. Curtail social activi­
ties. Best days for you this week, Tues­
day and Wednesday. Mark time on Sun­
day. If born between January 11th and 
15th, employment and unexpected finan­
cial benefits may be received. Pleasant 
surprises may come to you. Be conserva­
tive in business matters. Curtail social 
activities. Best day for you this week, 
Wednesday. Mark time on Sunday and 
Monday. If bom between January 16th 
and 20th, financial benefits may be re­
ceived. Best days for you this week, 
Wednesday and Thursday. Mark time 
on Monday.

January 20th and February 19th 
A q u ariu s

B -—Aquarians born between Janu­
ary 20lh and 25th should mark 
time in business and financial 

matters this week. Avoid misunder­
standings with elderly people. Be care-
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ful in courtship. Near relatives will do 
you favors. Best days for you this week, 
Saturday and Thursday. Mark time on 
Monday and Tuesday. If horn between 
January 26th and 30th, love and marriage 
interests may be advanced, but be careful 
in courtship. Near relatives will do you 
favors. Best days for you this week, Sat­
urday and Thursday. Mark time on 
Tuesday. If born between January 31st 
and February 4th, mark time in money 
matters. Best days for you this week, 
Sunday, Thursday and Friday. Mark time 
on Tuesday, If born between February 
5th and 9th, you may be put to unex­
pected financial expense. Avoid impul­
sive actions that may cost you money. 
Be careful in courtship. You may bene­
fit in connection with a legal document 
or through legal procedure. Best days 
for you this week, Sunday and Friday. 
Mark time on Tuesday and Wednesday. 
If born between February 10th and 14th, 
mark time in employment matters. Avoid 
impulsive actions that may cost you 
money. Be careful in courtship. Busi­
ness benefits may be received. You may 
benefit in connection with a legal docu­
ment or through legal procedure. You 
may also benefit in connection with a 
journey, your own or that of someone 
else. Best days for you this week, Sun­
day, Monday, and Friday. Mark time on 
Wednesday. If born between February 
15th and 19th, avoid extravagance in 
money matters. Best day for you this 
week, Monday. Mark time on Wednes­
day and Thursday.

February 19th and March 21sl
Pisces

— Pisceans born between Febru­
ary 19th and 24th may receive 
business and financial benefits 

this week. Elderly people will do you 
favors. Be careful in courtship. Keep 
your temper under control. Avoid cuts 
and burns. Avoid misunderstandings 
with near relatives. Best days for you 
this week, Monday and Tuesday. Mark

time on Thursday. It born between Feb­
ruary 25th and March 1st, be careful in 
courtship. Keep your temper under con­
trol. Avoid cuts and burns. Avoid mis­
understandings with, near relatives. Best 
day for you this week, Tuesday. Mark 
time on Thursday. If born between 
March 2nd and 6th, financial benefits 
may be received. Best day for you this 
week, Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday 
and Friday. If born between March 7th 
and llth , you will find it an excellent 
week in which to advance love and mar­
riage interests. Unexpected financial 
benefits may be received. Pleasant sur­
prises may come to you. Best days for 
you this week, Tuesday and Wednesday. 
Mark time on Friday. If born between 
March 12th and 16th, mark time in em­
ployment matters. Do not magnify 
trifles. Love and marriage interests may 
be advanced, but do not become roman­
tic. Business and unexpected financial 
benefits may be received. Pleasant sur­
prises may come to you. Best day for 
you this week, Wednesday. Mark time 
on Friday. If born between March 17th 
and 21st, financial benefits may be re­
ceived. Best days for you this week, 
Wednesday and Thursday.

Note for “ Born Between— ” readers: 
The week referred to begins with Satur­
day, April 6th, and ends with Friday, 
April 12th. Compare with information 
given in “ Your Week”  and “ Day by 
Day”  to see what the general influences 
are.

More About Aries People
To ascertain in detail the events that 

may happen to a person during his life­
time, his horoscope must be cast. Groups 
of people, however, are affected in a gen­
eral way by the positions of certain 
planets at a particular time and group 
members will be more or less affected by 
the group influence. During the twelve 
months ensuing from March 21, 1940,



the various groups of Aries natives will 
be beneficially or otherwise affected by 
the positions of certain planets in the 
following manner:

If you were born between March 21st 
and 26th, during April, the last half of 
May, and the first half of June, 1940, 
you will come under beneficial influences 
in connection with money matters. Dur­
ing the first half of April, 1940, near 
relatives will do you favors. During the 
last half of May, the first half of Octo­
ber, 1940, and the last half of February, 
1941, keep your temper under control. 
Avoid cuts and burns. During the last 
half of May, 1940, avoid misunderstand­
ings in home affairs. During the first 
half of June, 1940, love interests may be 
advanced. July, September, and Decem­
ber, 1940, and March, 1941, will be about 
normal. During the last half of August, 
1940, mark time in employment matters. 
During the first half of October, 1940, 
mark time in marriage matters. During 
the last half of November, 1940, be care­
ful in courtship. During the first half 
of January, 1941, business benefits may 
be received. You may benefit in connec­
tion with a journey, your own or that 
of someone else.

If you were born between March 27th 
and 31st, during The middle two weeks 
of April, 1940, near relatives will do you 
favors. During the last week of April, 
the months of May and June, the first 
ten days of July, the months of Novem­
ber and December, 1940, and the months 
of January and February, 1941, you will 
come under beneficial influences affecting 
money matters. During the last ten days 
of May, the first week of June, the last 
three weeks of October, 1940, the last 
ten days of February and the first ten 
days of March, 1941, keep your temper 
under control. Avoid cuts and burns. 
During the last ten days of May and the 
first. week of June, 1940, avoid misun­
derstandings in home affairs. During the 
middle two weeks of July, 1940, love in­
terests may be advanced. During the 
last ten days of August and the first ten 
days of September, 1940, mark time in
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SHADOW, America's most popu­
lar mystery character.

IRON MUNRO
The Astounding M an , born on Ju p ite r , ad- 
ventures in a new un iverse .

DOC SAVAGE
The sc ie n tific  adventures o f the g ig an tic  
M an o f Bronze.

FRANK MERRIWELL
in troducing  som ething new in fo o tb a ll— a 
unique fo rw ard  pass.

NICK CARTER
Tho super sleuth you saw  in p ic tu res now 
ap pears in the com ics.

BOB BURTON
O ne of H o ra tio  A lg e r's  beloved ch a ra c te rs  
tn a m ysterious ad ven ture .

BILL BARNES
The fam ous a v ia to r  lines up ag a in st the 
Y e llo w ja c k e ts  who are  attem pting  to  rulo 
the w o rld . A nd  M any O th e rs .
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employment matters. During the last 
three weeks of October, 1940, mark time 
in marriage matters. During the last 
week of November and the first ten days 
of December, 1940, be careful in court­
ship. During the middle two weeks of 
January, 1941, business benefits may be 
received. You may benefit in connec­
tion with a journey, your own or that 
of someone else.

If you w'ere bom between April 1st 
and 5th, during the last half of April, 
1940, near relatives will do you favors. 
May, 1940, will be about normal. Dur­
ing the months from June to November, 
inclusive, 1940, and during the last ten 
days of February and the month of 
March, 1941, you will come under bene­
ficial influences affecting money matters. 
During the first half of June, the last half 
of October, 1940, and the first half of 
March, 1941, keep your temper under 
control. Avoid cuts and burns. During 
the first half of June, 1940, avoid mis­
understandings in home affairs. During 
the last half of July, 1940, love interests 
may be advanced. During the first half 
of September, 1940, mark time in em­
ployment matters. During the last half 
of October, 1940, mark time in marriage 
matters. During the first half of Decem­
ber, 1940, be careful in courtship. Dur­
ing the last half of January, 1941, busi­
ness benefits may be received. You may 
benefit in connection with a journey, 
your own or that of someone else.

If you were born between April 6lh 
and 10th, during the first half of April, 
the last half of August and the month of 
September, 1940, you will come under 
beneficial influences affecting money mat­
ters. During the first half of April, 1940, 
the last ten days of January and the first 
ten days of February, 1941, business 
benefits may be received. You may bene­
fit in connection with a journey, your 
own or that of someone else. During the 
first ten days of April, 1940, you may 
benefit in connection with a legal docu­
ment or through legal procedure. Dur­

ing the last ten days of April and the 
first ten days of May, 1940, near rela­
tives will do you favors. During the first 
three weeks of June, the last ten days of 
October, the first ten days of November, 
1940, and the middle two weeks of 
March, 1941, keep your temper under 
control. Avoid cuts and burns. During 
the first three weeks of June, 1940, avoid 
misunderstandings in home affairs. Dur­
ing the last ten days of July and the 
first ten days of August, 1940, love in­
terests may be advanced. During the last 
three weeks of September, 1940, mark 
time in employment matters. During the 
last ten days of October and the first ten 
days of November, 1940, mark time in 
marriage matters. During the last three 
weeks of December, 1940, be careful in 
courtship.

If you w7ere bom between April 11th 
and 15th, during the months from April, 
1940, to March, 1941, inclusive, you may 
receive unexpected financial benefits from 
time to lime. During the months from 
April to September, inclusive, 1940, avoid 
dissatisfaction with your work. Do not 
take offense at trifles. During April,
1940, and the first half of February,
1941, business benefits may be received. 
During April, 1940, you may benefit in 
connection with a journey, your own or 
that of someone else. During the first 
half of May, 1940, near relatives will do 
you favors. During the last half of June, 
the first half of November, 1940, and the 
last half of March, 1941, keep your tem­
per under control. Avoid cuts and burns.

„ During the last half of June, 1940, avoid 
misunderstandings in home affairs. Dur­
ing the first half of August, 1940, love 
interests may be advanced. During the 
first half of November, 1940, mark time 
in marriage matters. During the last 
half o f December, 1940, be careful in 
courtship.

If you were born between April 16th 
and 20th, during the last week of April, 
the first three weeks of May, 1940, and 
the middle two weeks of February, 1941,
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business benefits may be received. Dur­
ing the last week of April and the first 
three weeks of May, 1940, you may bene­
fit in connection with a journey, your 
own or that of someone else. During the 
middle two weeks of May, 1940, near 
relatives will do you favors. During the 
last ten days of June, the first ten days 
of July, the last three weeks of Novem­
ber, 1940, and the last ten days of March, 
1941, keep your temper under control. 
Avoid cuts and burns. During the last 
ten days of June and the first ten days 
of July, 1940, avoid misunderstandings 
in home affairs. During the months of 
July, August, September, and October, 
1940, unexpected financial benefits may 
be received from time to time. During 
the middle two weeks of August, 1940, 
love interests may be advanced. During 
the months from September, 1940, to 
March, 1941, inclusive, avoid dissatisfac­
tion with your work. Do not take offense 
at trifles. During the last three weeks of 
November, 1940, mark time in marriage 
matters. During the last week of Decem­
ber. 1940, and the first ten days of Janu­
ary, 1941, be careful in courtship.

(For additional forecasts see the “ Born 
Between—”  section each week.)
'  (Aries article to be continued next 
week.) *

QUESTION BOX
V. P. Y., female, born May 25, 1914, 

Ontario: I am sorry you didn’t know
what time of day you were born. From 
time to time during the next eighteen 
months you will pass under beneficial in­
fluences affecting marriage matters.

A. H. K., female, born June 20. 1894. 
New. Jersey: You did not tell me what
time of day you were born; consequently, 
I cannot estimate the approximate 
months when certain influences will come 
into operation in your nativity that are 
likely to affect marriage matters. How­
ever, about the first half of 1941 you are

- W ORK ON 
tCTRICAL

PAY TU ITIO N  
AFTER GRADUATION

Are you sick and tired of just getting by— 
holding a  small-pay unskilled-job or worse, 
yet out of work most of the time.

It's bad enough for a fellow to be in this 
position today but it ’s w orse to  look  ahead 
at the years before you and realize the future 
looks pretty dark. A  lot o f fellows just sit 
back and say they never got the “ breaks”  — 
others realize they must make tlielr ow n 
“ breaks”  and they climb out of their ap­
parently hopeless condit ion.

N ow Electricfty offers opportunities 
and a real future to the fellows between 16 
and 40 years of age. who will prepare them­
selves by training for them.

LEARN BY  DOING
Here in my school you can get 12 weeks 

practical “ Learn by Doing”  shop train­
ing that can prepare you for your start in 
this field. Here at Coyne you work on motors, 
generators, dynamos —  you do  house wiring, 
wind armatures and do actual work on many 
other branches of electricity, and because 
this training is practical training you don’t 
need advanced education or previous 
experience.

I Make This Training Easy to Get
You don’t have to put out a lot of money to 

enroll in my school. You can pay most of 
your tuition In 12 monthly payments —  
beginning 60 days after you graduate. And 
if you need part time work to help out 
with expenses while you train in my shops, 
my employment department will help you —  
and we will give you lifetime employ­
ment service after you graduate.

Get my big free book NGML Study the 
dozens of pictures. Read al^Hhe facts 
about Coyne actual shop training. Coyne 
Employment Service, my “ Pay Tuition 
After Graduation Plan”  and big 
opportunities in electricity. Mall 
coupon today for your FR E E  copy.

I I I II I II
g
l  C I T Y ........................................................STATE

H. C. LEWIS, President 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL.
500 S. Paulina St., Dept. 30-45, Chicago, III.
Please send me your big Free Opportunity Book and ail 1 
facts about Coyne training.

N A M E ...............................................................................................

AD D RESS.
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Q u ic k  C a sh  
P r o f i t s /

_ *Profits j our 
very first day 

" and all year 
’round 'with my 
proven  P la n !
Earnings start 
very first day with 
big valuable Outfit,
Including large as 
sortment of regular 
full size packages. Distribute 
home necessities—over 200 fast sell­
ing, quick repeating, nationally 
known products guaranteed to sat­
isfy! Full or part time. No experi­
ence needed. Old reliable company. 
Write quick for my Offer. E. J. Mills, 
1614 Monmouth AVe., Cincinnati, Ohio.

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
Size 8 x I f  inches or smaller if d i-  
nired. Same price for full length or 
buet. form, groups, landscapes, pet 
animals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of group picture. Safe return of - _  
original photo guaranteed. 3  for $1.00
SEND NO MONEY snapshot (any size)
and within a week you will receive your beautiful
«n l»r p « in e n t, guaran teed  fa d e le ss . Pay postm an  47c plus 
p osta ge  — o r  send 49c w ith  o rd e r  and w e  pay  p osta g e . B ig  
2€>M 20-inch e n la r g e m e n t  sent C .O .D .  78c p lus posta ge  
o r  acnd  80c and w e  p ay  p o s ta g e . Take a dva ntage o f  th is am az­
in g  o ffe r  n ow . Send yon r  ph otos tod a y . S p e c ify  size  w anted .
STAND ARD  AR T  ST U DI OS,T 13 S. Jefferson St., Dept. 770-C„Chicago

S e n d  fo r  m y bo ok on how  to  d ev e lo p
S T R O N G  A R M S  a n d  
B R O A D  S H O U L D E R S

fo r  2 5 c  co in  o r  3 0 c  U . S .  S ta m p s .
.Contains 20 full pages of illustrations showing 
and fully describing exercises that will quickly 
develop, beautify and make you gain great strength 
in your Shoulders, Arms, Wrists, Hands 
and Fingers.

W ith o u t an y  a p p a ra tu s
This is really a valuable course of ex­
ercises.

A N T H O N Y  B A R K E R
(doing business at this address for over 20 years.) 
1 2 3 5 — 6 t h  A v e ., Stu d io  S f N . Y . C ity

Home-Study
Business ̂ Training

Your opportunity will never be bigger than your 
preparation. Prepare now and reap the rewards of 
early success. Free 64-Page Books Tell How. Write 
NOW for book you want, or mail coupon with your 
name, present position and address in margin t o d a y .
□  H igher Accountancy
□  Mod. Salesmanship 
BTraffic Management
□  Law: Degree of LL. B.
□  Commercial Law
□  Industrial Mgm’t

□  Business Mgm’t
□ Business Corres.
□ Expert Bookkeeping
□  C. P. A. Coaching
□ Effective Speaking S
□  Stenotypy

LaSalle Extension University
Dept. 3*5-R A CORRESPONDENCE 

‘NSTITUTION Chicago

likely to have an impulsive love affair 
that may not result in marriage, or if it 
does, the marriage may not last long. 
About one year after this impulsive love 
affair takes place, you will come under 
excellent influences that may result in a 
very happy and a lasting marriage for 
you.

V. L. P., female, born December 14, 
1917, between 4:00 p. m. and 6:00 p. m., 
Ontario: Since writing to me you have
passed under excellent influences that 
may have enabled you to advance mar­
riage interests. You will come under 
beneficial influences affecting marriage 
matters about October, 1940. and about 
February or March, 1942. If marriage 
has not already occurred. I think you 
would be wise to defer it until the latter 
part of February or the first part of 
March, 1942; at which time, however, 
minor obstacles may have to be met. Do 
not marry either one while in doubt as 
to which of two suitors to marry as after­
ward you may wish you had married the 
other or someone else.

V. M. B., female, born January 22, 
1921, about 1:00 a. m., Michigan: This 
date fell on Saturday, not on Thursday. 
Employment conditions 7nay be some­
what unsatisfactory for you during the 
next few months. There is a possibility, 
however, that you may he able to ad­
vance employment interests about the 
first half of July, 1940. I am inclined 
to think that you will find many differ­
ences between you, hard to reconcile, 
should ydu marry the boy whose birth 
data you sent me. I’m sorry.

F' M. N., female, born January 29, 
1915, between 6:00 a. m. and noon, Mas­
sachusetts: An answer to you was pub­
lished in the February 26, 1933, Love 
Story Magazine. The hour of birth at 
that time was given as “ about 6:00 p. m.”  
Based on your latest data, you will come 
under influences affecting marriage mat­
ters about the following times: Middle
of 1940, good. First half of 1941, ex­
cellent. 1 am unable to state the approxi-
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mate months, due to the uncertainty of 
your hirth time. I think you would suc­
ceed at X-ray work.

H. S., female, born April 17, 1912, 
about 11:30 a. m., Nebraska: An an­
swer to you was published in the Janu­
ary 20, 1940, Love Story Magazine, re­
garding financial and employment mat­
ters. I’m sorry if you overlooked it. Re­
garding marriage matters: You will
come under excellent influences about 
the following times: Middle of Novem­
ber, 1940, last half of June, first part of 
July, 1941.

C. S., female, born November 3, 1915, 
about 7:30 a. m., Nebraska: An answer
to you was published in the January 20, 
1940, Love Story Magazine, regarding 
business and financial matters. I’m sorry 
if you overlooked it. Regarding marriage 
matters: You will come under influences 
about the following times: Middle of
March, 1942, may be obstacles. Last half 
of June, 1942, excellent.

“ Marie,”  born December 24, 1913, 
4:00 a. m., Minnesota: You will come
under influences affecting marriage mat­
ters about the following times: First
three weeks of June, 1940, adverse. Last 
half of September, first half of October,
1940, good in some respects, but annoy­
ances may be experienced. Last three 
weeks of March, 1941, excellent.

“ Lenie,”  born December 23, 1917, 
12:05 a. m., Minnesota: You will come 
under influences affecting marriage mat­
ters about the following times: Middle
of April, 1940, adverse. Middle of No­
vember, 1940, good. Last half of April,
1941, excellent.

“ A nn,”  born April 30, 1911, 8:00 
a. m., Minnesota: About the following
times you will come under excellent in­
fluences that may bring you business, 
financial and home benefits: September,

1940; January, February, March, June, 
and July, 1941.

M. J» E. B., female, born May 15,1919, 
about 11:00 a. m., Michigan: You will 
come under excellent influences affecting 
marriage matters about January and 
February, 1941.

Miss F. B., born December 8, 1925, 
about 6:15 p. nr., Michigan: About the
middle of August, 1940, and about the 
first half of November, 1941, you will 
come under excellent influences that may 
affect heart affairs. Because of your 
youth, marriage may not occur until later 
but may result from an attachment 
formed under these influences.

C. B., female, born September 7, 1892, 
5:00 p. m., Ohio: I am unable to state 
whether or not your daughter will come 
to see you. In your future efforts at re­
conciliation, I suggest that you try dur­
ing the following times: Last half of
August, last half of September, 1940; 
middle of April, first half of July, first 
half of August, 1941.

M. S., female, born May 20, 1920, 
about 1:15 a. m., Oregon: You will
come under influences affecting marriage 
matters about the following times: Mid­
dle of October, 1940, may be obstacles. 
Last part of July, first half of August,
1941, excellent. Middle, of December,
1942, adverse. Middle of March, 1943, 
excellent.

J. T., female, born December 8, 1910, 
4:00 a. m., New York: You will come
under influences affecting marriage mat­
ters about the following times: Last half
of March, 1941, adverse. Last three 
weeks of June, 1941, excellent.

I. L. L., female, born August 17, 1913, 
between 10:30 and 11:00 o’clock, Ken­
tucky: I cannot be certain from your
letter whether it was a. m. or p. m.
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W h o  wants to hear all 
about New Zealand? For those who en­
joy writing, here is a chance to get some 
very interesting letters from a peppy girl 
who is keen about making friends. She 
is especially eager to hear from Pen Pals 
living in Western States but, of course, 
everyone is more than welcome. So won’t 
you give her a break?

Dear M iss M orris: Here’s a plea all 
the way from New Zealand. I’m a peppy 
girl eager to hear from Pals between six­
teen and twenty. I like horseback riding, 
fishing, swimming, hiking, and collect 
stamps, picture post cards and snapshots. 
I’ll gladly exchange them with other Pals, 
and answer questions about this country. 
I would especially like to correspond with 
Pals living in Arizona, Arkansas, and 
other Western States, but everyone is 
welcome. 1 promise to answer all letters 
received. 'N ew Zealand Nonie.

For Western Pals and farmerettes.
D ear M iss M orris: Please find me

some Pen Pals. 1 would especially like 
to get in touch with Western Pals, and 
those who are living on farms, but prom­
ise prompt replies to all letters. I’m a 
big-city girl of twenty-one, will exchange 
snapshots, picture post cards, and prom­
ise to be a real friend. I’ll really appre­
ciate your letters, girls. So get busy and 
write to '  A ngey.

The

FRIENDLIEST
CORNER

by

Miry Morris
Are you interested in astrology?
D ear M iss M orris: Won’t you print 

my letter? I’m still a fairly young 
woman, like to make friends, and am 
very much interested in astrology and 
numerology. I’d like to hear from Pals 
all over, and promise to answer every 
letter I get. Come on, everybody, let’s 
exchange news and views. Sophia M.

Friendly and sociable.
Dear M iss M orris: Won’t you print 

my plea? I’m a married woman of 
twenty-one, have one child, considered 
friendly, sociable, and would love to hear 
from Pen Pals who want a real friend. 
I like reading, crocheting, travel, and 
walking. I promise to be a steady corre­
spondent. Dorothy Jean.

Your letters will cheer her up.
Dear M iss M orris: Fm a high-school 

senior, a girl of seventeen, very lonesome, 
collect pictures of movie stars, and my 
hobby is skating. I want to hear from 
Pen Pals everywhere, far and near, and 
of any age. I am living in New York, 
will exchange souvenirs, pictures and 
books. Lonely V era.

She finds her job interesting.
Dear M iss M orris: Here’s one more 

plea. I’m a girl nineteen years of age,
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work in a drugstore, and find it very 
interesting. I like sports, dancing, and 
promise faithfully to answer all letters re­
ceived. Here’s hoping that Pals all over 
will not hesitate to try me. Who’ll be the 
first? Nesa.

Exchange dress patterns with her.
Dear M iss M orris: I hope that some 

of the Pals will write to me. I’m a mar­
ried woman in my early twenties, have 
two little girls, live on a farm and like 
it. hut have no neighbors nearby and 
often get very lonesome. I'll exchange 
snapshots, dress patterns, souvenirs, and 
will be a real friend to all.

Pownal Pal .
A plea from South Africa.
D ear M iss M orris: Hello, everybody! 

I ’m an English girl living in South 
Africa, age twenty, and hope to hear 
from Pals everywhere, especially those in 
Canada. I’ve loads of things to talk 
about, and will answer questions about 
my corner of the world. Here’s luck!

Marsha.

Prompt replies guaranteed.
D ear M iss M orris: Please make

room for my letter. I guarantee prompt 
replies, and hope single and married Pals 
will drop me a few lines. I’m a married 
woman in my twenties, have one child, 
live in Iowa, and hope to hear from at 
least one Pal in every State in the Union.

Mrs. Dee.

She’ll really appreciate your letters.
D ear M iss M orris: I wonder if I’ll

have any luck. I’m a teen-age girl who 
would very much appreciate hearing 
from Pals between fifteen and seventeen, 
especially girls in Canada, Florida, and 
Ohio, but everyone is welcome. I prom­
ise to be a real friend, so who’ll try me?

M ichigan D.

Not lonesome, but take her on, anywray.
D ear M iss M orris: Although I’m not 

reallv lonesome, I would nevertheless like 
to hear from girls all over. I'm a Cana­
dian girl of almost seventeen, and really

nnv.

If you like ad­
venture and excitement, 
u'll go for motorcycling 

in a big way! Own a Harley- 
Davidson—get more fun out of 

^ l i f e —pal with other motorcycle rid­
ers on club runs—at rallies, hillclimbs 

and other events for red-blooded, 
sport-lovers. See the country, take- 
wonderful vacation trips. The zoom­
ing power of the 1940 models will 
thrill you. Streamlined styling, smart 
new color schemes, exclusive me­
chanical improvements, lower prices. 
S e e  y o u r  H a r le y -D a v id s o n  d e a le r  a n d  a sk  
a b o u t  h is  E a s y  P a y  P la n s . S e n d  c o u p o n  N O W !

HARLEY-DAVIDSON
WORLD'S CHAMPION MOTORCYCLE

| Dept. BSG, Milwaukee, Wis.

8 Send FREE copy of 24-page "Enthusiast" maga­
zine filled with thrilling m otorcycle pictures 

I  and stories. Also literature on new 1940 Harley j Davidsons. Stamp is enclosed for mailing cost.
,f Name
I .. ....... ..........................................................
I  Address___ __ ____ _______ __ __
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Write today for free 128-page boolc 
on Fishing. Shows new sensational 
Fish*Obite bait, insured to catch fish.
Policy with bait. Shows new Perfectorcno reel 
with“ con trolled spooling” -n o  badc-lashes.

SO  F ISH  IH COLORS  
Over 50 fish identified in life col­
ors in this book. Gives casting 
lessons — fishing hints. A book 
every angler wants! W rite for  
you r cop y  ttow ! Sent F r e e ! (

SOUTH BEND BAIT COMPANY
5«6 HICH STREET SOUTH BEND. INDIANA

F R E E !  1 2 8 - P A G E  B O O K  ON F I S H I N G

$ 1.98
5 YEARS Guarantee.
Tills 5-yr. guar. American made 16-size, solid gold effect case, rail­
road engraved bark watch C.O.D. $1.08. Biggest bargain offered. 
If you order two we will give one free. Agents wtd. Order TODAY. 
Pay postman price plus postage on delivery. Money back guarantee. 

WINEHOLT CO., Box W-22, WOODBINE, PA.

r  W E A R  H O S E  W E  F U R N IS H  and
m ake m oney  takinur o r d e r s . Supply amazing: h o ­
sie ry  (m en ’ s ,  w om en ’ s ,  ch ild ren ’ s ) .  G u a ran teed  
t o  w ea r  w ith o o t  h o le s , snags o r  runs f o r  as lon g  

I  as H A L F  Y E A R  (depend ing  on  n u m ber  o f  pairs) o r  will b e  r e -  
1 p la ced  F R E E . F o r d s  g iven  as bon u s. O ’ N ita  W ilson  so ld  $195.52 
I w orth  the F IR S T  W E E K  ! M r. F o r e r  earn ed  $127.00 in 6 d a y s . 

. Jend  p enny postal fo r  q u ick  sta rtin g  o f fe r , N O W  ! 
j W it  K N IT  H O S IE R Y  C O . . ___________M id w a y  C C - 1 6 , Greenfield, OhioI 1 i H V

ta k in g  Orders For The N IM ROD Line
E arn  m ore  every  day  in  th e  yea r  represen tin g  
o ld  e sta b lished  firm  w ith  a  com p le te  line o f  fa s t Pii 7MmB olling n ecess it ie s : Sh irts o f  a ll k ind s. T ie s ,
U n d erw ea r , H o s ie ry . R a in coats , S w ea ters , 
P a n ts , B e lts , B re e ch e s , S h oes , C overa lls , S h op  
C o a ts , U n ifo rm s , Sum m er S u its, e t c .  E very  
item  g u aran teed . E x p e rie n c e  u n n ecessa ry .

W r ite  q u ic k  fo r  F R E E  S A L E S  E Q U IP M E N T  
N IM R O D  C O M P A N Y , 

4 9 2 2 -B N  L in co ln  A v e ., C h ic a g o , III.

enjoy writing letters. I like skating, 
swimming, basketball, and feel sure 1 can 
find many interesting things to talk 
about. Please, Pals, let me hear from 
you. Scotia Ronnie.

Lively, happy, and athletic.
Dear M iss M orris: I’m a lively,

happy girl of eighteen, live in Pennsyl­
vania, and would love to hear from Pals 
everywhere. I like skating, trapping, 
horseback riding, and do a lot of camp­
ing during the summer. I promise faith­
fully to answer all letters, so come on, 
girls, let’s be friends. Outdoor Jo.

Alabama Lady has traveled by plane.
Dear M iss M orris: Although I’m a

married woman of fifty, I’m young at 
heart and hope to hear from Pals of any 
age. 1 have traveled quite a bit by auto­
mobile and plane, enjoy keeping house, 
cooking, reading, music, hiking, and 
other sports. I hope you will .print my 
plea, and that Pals who want a real 
friend will get busy and drop me a line.

A labama Lady.

Lonesome young Californian.
D ear Miss Morris: Hello, everybody! 

I’m a lonesome young California girl 
looking for Pals between fourteen and 
eighteen. I attend high school, play the 
piano, sing, like all sports, reading, 
movies, music, and last but not least, 
writing letters. Come on, everybody, 
let’s get acquainted! Freeda.

W h y  b e  c a l l e d  " S h o r t y "  
w h e n  y o u  c a n  b e  t a l l —

a n d  w it h o u t  w e a r in g - q u e e r - l o o k i n g  s h o e s .  
A d d  1 yi  in c h e s  t o  y o u r  h e ig h t  a t  o n c e  
w it h  th e  n e w  _ H I T E  I N C R E A S E R S  
w h ic h  fit  s n u g ly  in t o  y o u r  s h o e s . A c t  n o w ! 
W r i t e  D e p t .  S S .

FAIRW AY PRODUCTS
11 W. 42 STREET__________________ NEW YORK, N. T.

She’ll appreciate real friends.
Dear Miss M orris: Have you room

for another plea? I’m a girl eighteen 
years of age, grew up in an orphanage, 
and would love to correspond tvith Pals 
all over the country. Right now I’m liv­
ing in a large Midwestern city. Can you 
guess which one? Anyway, do hurry 
and write to me, girls.

Orphan Em m y .

Know anything about tropical fish?
Dear M iss M orris: Here’s my plea.

I’m a married woman of thirty-one, have
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five youngsters, and they are ray real 
hobbies. Next, I like reading, writing, 
crocheting, knitting, and tropical fish 
take up some of my time, too. I am liv­
ing in Massachusetts, and hope to hear 
from single and married Pals everywhere.

Majeta .
A friend just for the asking!
Dear M iss M orris: May I have some 

Pen Pals? I’m a Connecticut girl of 
twepty-one, promise faithfully to answer 
every letter that finds its way into my 
mail box, and will tell all about myself 
later. How about it, Pals? If you want 
a true-blue friend, try me.

M ary Lee.
Are you her birthday twin?
Dear M iss Morris: Calling girls

whose birthday is on September 15th! 
I’m a married woman of eighteen, have 
a baby one month old, and would love 
to exchange letters, news and views with 
other young married or single Pals. I’ll 
also exchange snapshots and souvenirs.

Iowa Polly.
She collects china pups.
Dear M iss Morris: I hope you’ll find 

room for my letter. I want to hear from 
girls between fourteen and seventeen. I’m 
a lively girl who adores writing letters. 
My hobby is collecting china puppies, 
and I am interested in everyone and 
everything. I live in the West, and have 
a lot of things to tell you. T heroleen.

Give her a chance.
Dear M iss Morris: All I want is a 

chance to prove that I can be a true-blue 
friend and a steady correspondent. I’m 
a married woman, twenty years of age, 
live in New York State, like to make 
friends, interested in everything, will ex­

change snapshots, and promise to answer 
all letters. Who’ll try me?

C hubby M ary.

A peppy fourteen-year-old.
Dear M iss M orris : I sincerely hope 

that someone will write to me. I’m a 
girl of fourteen, considered sociable and 
friendly, enjoy dancing, making friends, 
will exchange snapshots with anyone, and 
promise prompt replies. Please, Pals, an­
swer my plea. I ’ll try very hard to make 
my letters interesting.

V irginia Blondie.

Here’s a Pal from Texas.
Dear M iss M orris: Here’s my plea.

I’m a married woman of twenty-one, live 
in Texas, and feel sure that I can make 
my replies worth while. I have one child, 
enjoy writing letters, making friends, col­
lect picture post cards and will exchange 
them with anyone. Come one, come all!

T exas Mariane.

She may be a writer some day.
D ear M iss M orris: I hope Pals all

over will not hesitate to write to me. I’m 
a single young woman thirty years of 
age, interested in everyone, enjoy writing 
long, chummy letters, and want loads of 
Pen Pals. My ambition is to become a 
writer. But don’t let that stop you from 
answering my plea. Ohio Naom i.

A plea for older Pals.
Dear M iss M orris: Can you find

room for me? I’m a married woman of 
fifty, have recently moved from a large 
city to a small one, and get very lone­
some. I like fancywork, crocheting, col­
lect minature china animals, and promise 
to answer letters promptly. Please, Pals, 
hurry and write. Lonesome Ruby.

Miss Mary Morris wilt see to it that you will be able to make friends with other readers, though thousands of miles 
may separate you. It must be understood that Miss Morris vill undertake to exchange letters only between men and 
men, boys and boys, women and women, girls and girls. All reasonable care will ba exercised in the introduction of 
correspondents. If any unsatisfactory letters aro received by our readers, the publishers would appreciate their being 
sent to them. PIcaso sign your name and address when writing. Bo sure to inclose forwarding postage when sending 
letters, so that mail can be forwarded. Wo are not responsible for money (coins) sont through the mail.

Address Miss Mary Morris, Street St Smith's Love Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.
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A LTHOUGH we have problems and dis­
appointments of one kind or another 
in this life, we should try not to lose 

sight of the fact that no one’s life is en­
tirely free of upheavals, big or little. If 
trouble does not come from one direction, 
it is sure to come from another. No one, 
looking at another’s life, can realize what 
the other person may be going through, 
what heartaches he or she may be con­
cealing with a smile. Even if we can't 
have just the things we want, we can 
always find something to be thankful for.

Do you remember the old saying about 
counting your blessings? Here’s a reader 
who thinks we would all be happier if we 
would try to be just a bit more grateful 
for the little we have been blessed with. 
Some of us may never see our dreams 
come true. But life would be brighter if 
we tried harder to appreciate and enjoy 
the present, for today comes only once. 
What do you think, family?

D ear M rs. Brow n : Although I’m not 
a philosopher, and perhaps my opinion 
may not set the world on fire, I wonder 
if you can find room for my letter?

I read the letters from other readers, 
and the advice you give, and it seems to 
me that too many of us are a very un­
grateful lot. Maybe we expect too much

of life and of those we love. But I think 
that, too, many of us don t appreciate 
what we already have. In other words, 
we rarely stop to count our blessings, as 
the old saying goes.

A lot of us, too, become too easily dis­
couraged and are not willing to accept 
a little at the beginning. There are many 
girls who could marry, but they don’t ap­
preciate the things a man of moderate 
circumstances can give them. Lots of 
girls, I ’ve noticed, refuse to marry unless 
they can have a three-room apartment 
when they could be just as happy in one 
room. They want too much, and don’t 
stop to count what the man offers.

Then there are so many dissatisfied, 
cross wives and husbands. I know some 
married couples who could be happier if 
they only tried harder to appreciate what 
they have. One couple in particular has 
two fine youngsters. The husband has a 
job, though it doesn’t bring in as much 
as it would in better times. They are, I 
think, still in love with each other, but 
are always grumbling and complaining 
to each other, and any of their friends 
who’ll listen to them, that they haven’t 
this, and haven’t that. They can’t go 
places because the children need things. 
Most of us are no doubt familiar with 
the story. They don’t appreciate the fact
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WANTED
that their children are bright and 
healthy, that they themselves are in good 
health, have good looks, that the wife is 
a good housekeeper, and the, husband a 
steady worker and willing to do things 
for his family.

And I've noticed other people who 
could be happier if they tried harder to 
appreciate the things they have. I don’t 
know how other readers feel about this 
question, and would certainly enjoy hear­
ing their opinion. But as 1 said before, 
most of us could get more out of life if 
we tried to be more satisfied wTith what 
we have.

Of course, 1 knowr that being dissatis­
fied helps us to improve ourselves and 
our circumstances. But why must we 
grumble all the time? Just notice when 
a few married women, or even single 
girls when they get together, what do 
they do? Tell each other their hard-luck 
stories. I ask you, does that make for 
cheerfulness?

Now I suppose you will think I have 
a lot of this world’s goods and can afford 
to imitate Pollyanna. I’m a poor man’s 
wife. I’m in my twenties, have been mar­
ried Jive years, and have three children. 
Life isn't easy for us. If business were 
better, my husband would earn more and 
things w ould be easier. I have to stretch 
every cent in every way I can. But when­
ever I begin to feel blue, I try to snap 
out of it right away. I tell myself I’m 
lucky to have a husband who loves me. 
He has his faults, but I’m not perfect, 
either. We have our differences of opin­
ion, but we try to work things out with­
out quarreling and giving the children a 
poor example. Our children are healthy, 
and though we eat plain food, and our 
clothes are not in the height of fashion, 
we manage to look neat and presentable.

I ’m a high-school graduate, and my 
husband had plans to go to college before 
we were married. But circumstances be­
came less and less encouraging, so we 
decided to get married, anyway, and he 
took, up a trade. Sometimes he looks 
back and I know' he regrets that things !
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did not go better with us. That is natu­
ral. But,I try to cheer him up in every 
way I can. More wives should do that.

And to get back to my argument, I 
think it’s a pity that so many people, 
young and old, waste their time com­
plaining. Good luck to you and all the 
readers. W innifred.

And the best of luck to you, my dear. 
I’m sure our readers will enjoy your let­
ter as much as I did, and I might add 
that you’ve got something there! Our 
daily life is made up of many little things, 
some good, and some not so good. But 
instead of moaning about the bad, we’d 
be happier if we tried to forget it and 
remembered only the good. It seems to 
he a quirk in human nature to be more 
upset when something goes wrong, or 
when we can’t have what w7e want when 
we want it, than be happy about the 
things we do have. But perhaps that is 
because we are apt to take the good things 
in life for granted.

Dear Mrs. Brown : Like any oilier
girl of my age I want friends and a lit­
tle fun, but my father is so unreasonably 
strict, he thinks a girl of sixteen'is too 
young to do anything hut stay home. I’m 
in my last term of high school, and dad 
doesn’t want me to date boys or go 
around with girls. He always criticizes 
my girl friends, and lectures when l so 
much as speak to a boy. If I want to 
go to the movies I have to go with some­
one older than myself.

My mother tries to make him see 
things from my side, especially about 
dating a boy now and then, but he won’t 
listen to her. So 1 go out with hoys on 
the sly, hut it hurts me to have to sneak 
out like this. I would also love to bring 
boys, to the house and introduce them 
to my parents, but I’m afraid of my fa­
ther. He says l can have boy friends 
rvhen I’m twenty-one. Do you think 
that’s fair? I’m so unhappy. Flora.

Girls of your age are entitled to some 
social life. Of course, you realize that 
you are too young to have dates, hut you
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arc not too young for wholesome friend­
ships with boys and girls.

Isn’t there some way you can coax 
your father to be more unbending in his 
attitude? Do you think you could flatter 
him into adopting a different opinion? 
Tell him how proud you are of him, and 
that you know you are too young for 
beaux, but that you are anxious to have 
some of your school friends, boys and 
girls, meet him and see what a grand 
person he is. No doubt he is strict be­
cause he has your welfare in mind. But 
you sound like a sensible girl, and your 
father should be more reasonable on this 
point.

Suggest having two or three boys and 
girls in some Saturday or Sunday eve­
ning, and ask your parents to join in 
the fun. He may yet thaw out if you 
don’t give up.

D ear M rs. Brow n : 1 have come to
you with my problem because I am at 
the end of my rope and don’t know which 
way to turn.

I have been married four years and 
have a two-year-old son. Something is 
happening to my marriage, and I can’t 
seem to do anything about it. Slowly 
but surely my marriage is going on the 
rocks, unless something is done quickly.

We have reached the. point where we 
quarrel all the time about little things, 
and this constant nagging and bickering 
is driving me out of my mind. It seems 
to me my husband’s to blame, but 1 
guess one person couldn’t possibly be to 
blame all the tiihe, so I’m to blame, too. 
But I can make the most casual remark 
and the first thing I know I’ve got a 
quarrel on my hands.

At least half the time since we’ve been 
married he has been unemployed, 
through no fault of his own, for he isn’t 
lazy. At present, however, he has steady 
work, though he makes barely enough 
for rent and groceries. We all need 
clothes and we are in debt. We’ve had 
tougher times before and managed to 
stick together. It looks easier now, for 
he has good prospects for the future.
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I am twenty-two years old and my hus­
band is twenty-five. He ordinarily is a 
congenial man and people like him. He 
is good-looking, but not vain. He’s 
crazy about our baby, and I’m sure he 
still loves me. At any rate, I know there 
isn’t another woman in the picture. I am 
quick-tempered and impulsive, but not 
very demonstrative emotionally.

At first, when we quarreled, 1 always 
gave in and made up, but there s a limit 
to those things, and I couldn’t keep my 
self-respect and keep on doing all the 
making up when 1 knew he was in the, 
wrong. 1 don’t exactly feel like apolo­
gizing for something I know I haven’t 
done. But I don’t mean he’s wrong all 
the time.

Another thing is ^hat he says I don’t 
love him because I don’t show it. But 
when you’ve spent a day doing the never- 
ending cooking, washing, housekeeping 
and running after and waiting on a two- 
year-old you don’t have very much vi­
vacity left for a lot of love-making, but 
maybe that’s the trouble. I love him so 
much I don’t see how I could stand it if 
he left, and that’s what he’s threatening 
to do. Of course, I tell him I don’t care, 
and he says he knows it.

He’s trying to make me into a mid- 
Victorian wife who is a slave to her 
husband, though he’s generous with his 
money and I go when and where I please 
while he’s at work, and I drive the car. 
But he thinks that I should cook three 
hot meals a day and have them on lime. 
At home, for Saturday-night suppey, we 
used to have sandwiches, and for Sunday 
breakfast we’d have toast, coffee, cereal, 
and a “ snack”  . if we stayed home for 
lunch. My husband has to have a com­
plete meal Saturday night, no matter 
where we’d planned to go. And Sunday 
he has to have hot biscuits for breakfast.

So, you see, it’s just little things, but 
there are worlds and worlds of them.

I’ve tried to be fair by telling him 
about his good points as well as some of 
his faults.

The first year and a half we were mar­
ried 1 worked and paid as many bills as 
he did, and looked after the house and 
laundry. I could work again if we sepa­
rate, but I hardly know where to begin 
because of the baby.

All this sounds as if we two were act­
ing like silly kids, but it’s not as easy as 
that. To me it is very serious, and I 
know that my marriage is at stake. Any 
advice you care to give me will certainly 
be appreciated. Sally .

But doesn’t marriage include making 
concessions and sacrifices, even though 
at limes the blame seems unevenly dis­
tributed? Of course, your husband 
should try to see things from your side, 
and how much it would mean to you if 
you could take things a little easy at the 
end of the week. On the other hand, men 
who are providers sometimes feel that 
since they are doing their share by bring­
ing home the bacon, iL is a wife’s privi­
lege to please her lord and master in ev­
ery way she can.

1 know how much of a grind it is for 
a woman to keep house and cook with­
out so much as a day off. which is at 
least a servant’s privilege. I would sug­
gest that you work out a routine whereby 
you would have a little free time for 
yourself, even with a two-year-old to 
look after.

Avoid nagging. Compel yourself to 
be more generous with compliments and 
display of affection. In order to be 
happy, the masculine ego must have 
choice morsels to feed on. If you see 
that a quarrel is in the offing, laugh it 
off, or sit on your husband’s lap and 
tell him that you’d rather try to reach a 
better understanding than quarrel. What 
difference who is the first to kiss and 
make up, so long as peace is preserved?

D ear Mrs. Brown : My mother is a dif­
ficult person to gel along with. This may 
be a mean thing to say, but she is for­
ever nagging and picking on me. There
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are other children, hut she seems to think 
I am the black sheep. 1 work, taking 
care of children. I earn very little, but 
with this money my mother makes me 
buy my clothes. I really can’t, because 
I have to buy books and school supplies. 
What shall I do? My oLher problem is 
this:

I went out with a fellow I like and Complete, P ractical, Profitable
mother told me when I should return. 
It was impossible to come home at that 
time, and 1 came in two hours later. 
For my punishment she makes me stay 
in and I can’t go out with other boys or 
girls at night.

I have stayed in for four weeks now 
and haven’t gone out since. What should 
I do to gain my freedom again and make 
my mother stop picking on me? Should 
I run away? I think I would be happier. 
I really don’t care for boys except this 
one. Sixteen.

It doesn’t seem fair that your mother 
should forbid you your share of free­
dom and carefree good times, including 
friendships with boys and girls and join­
ing in the social activities of young peo­
ple of your acquaintance. Would she 
object less, do you think, if you made a 
point of introducing all your friends to 
her? Try not to feel that your mother 
is against you, my dear. She means well 
and, in her opinion, is trying to protect 
you.

Talk it over with her. Tell her just 
how you feel about the situation, that you 
don’t like to go against her wishes, but 
feel you have a right to some freedom. 
Running away would not solve your 
problem, because life is hard enough 
without deliberately adding to its diffi­
culties. Are there any clubs you can 
join, or !perhaps attend church socials 
to which your mother would not object? 
Then you could have more friends.

Mrs. Brown will be glad to solve problems on which 
you desire advice. Your letters will be regarded confi­
dentially and signatures will be withheld.

Although Mrs. Brown receives more letters than she 
can possibly print, she answers all the others by mdil. 
So, lay your problem before her with the knowledge that 
it w ill have her full attention.

Address Mrs. Laura Alston Brown, Street & Smith’s 
Love Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, 
N. Y.
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well as for' those who cannot give up 
present employment.

Pre-tested training 
for you in fast grow­
ing Diesel-Auto In­
dustry. For 155 years 
National has helped 
ambitious men to b ig­
ger pay, more job 
security. Established 
1905.

Amazing facts yours 
for the asking. Mail 
the coupon today.

NATIONAL SCHOOLS
Request fo r Free Literature

NATIONAL SCHOOLS. Dept. BS-3 
4000 South Figueroa Street, Los Angeles, Calif.

Please send me, without obligation, your FRFF IJTF.RATURE 
and information about Diesel-Auto opportunities.

N A M E --------------------------------------------------------------------------------_ A G E ----------------

ADDRESS_______________________ ____________________________________________
C IT Y ______________________________________________ STA TE---------------------------

; M EN  and W OM EN
T U R N  P O T A T O E S  I N T O  C A S H

r Newest process enables you to make delicious "NON
G R E A S Y "  type P o ta to  ( ’h ips. An instant h it.
W e supply  com p le te  equ ipm ent and in stru ction s

► in clu d in g  m on ey -m ak in g  p la ns . N o  prev iou s  e x ­
p e r ie n ce  n ecessa ry . G r ocer ie s , re s ta u r a n ts ,ta v e rn s , 
m a rk ets  d o  th e  reta ilin g  fo r  y o u . Profits la rge—

, unusually so . Start this m on ey-m ak in g  bu siness in you r
► com m unity  on  a sm all ou t 'a y  o f  cash  under our c re d it  term s. 

Send nam e toda y  fo r  F R E E  P ota to  Chip B usiness B o o k . 
LONG EAXINS CO ., 3 4 0 -S  High S t.. S pringfield , O hio.

LIGHTS ITSELF
S E L L S  I T S E L F

Quick Action (1940) Perfected 
Self Starting Lighter 

Lights cigar, cigarette or pipe— instantly. 
Never fails. Improved principle in igni­

tion. No flint. No friction.
Send 25e for sample and large can of fluid 

Agents report big earnings.
NEW METHOD MFG. CO.

Mfgrs. Of No Flin t Automatic Gas LigfiTerS
B o x  7 - 3 7 ,  B ra d fo rd , P a . ,  U . S . A.

Easily

P acked
D IS ­

P L A Y  
BOX 

2 5 c  Retail

OOZ. . 5 1 .7 5  
GROSS SIS .O O

A Every fisherman 
will want this book! Written by Cal 
Johnson, noted angler. Tells tried | 
ways, methods of night fishing for j 
bass, wall-eyes, other fish. How, when | 
to cast or troll after dark. Froging. 72 
pages o f  night fishing thrills. Shows 
theFowerlite and other Delta electric 
lanterns. W rite for  this book. F ree t
DELTA ELECTRIC COMPANY

3 5 0  W. 3 3 rd  S t, M arion , Indiana

Power*lito*33*
battery1
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Car Owners! Meet Master Glaze—the sensationally different 
luster for new and used cars! Not a wax— not an oil polish 
— not a paint!— nothing that “ smears”  over the surface. 
MASTER GLAZE is a unique discovery —  a creamy liquid 

— quick and easy to apply! Gives a hard, 
glass-like surface. Evengasolinecannotdull 
it! Lasts six months to a year! Amazing 
luster—beautiful, sparkling clean r ’̂d bril­
liant! Doesn’t finger-mark—doesn’u smear! 
A  match box full glazes an ent ire car. Seals 
the pores—protects! NOTHING LIKE IT !

A G E N T S
An unusual
opportunity ! 
Quick, flashy 
demonstrator. 
Big p r o fits .  
Good territory. 
Write today!

r n r r  SAMPLE Write now for FREE BOOK- 
I l l t t  O ffe r !  LET and FREE TRIAL OF­
FER. Just send your name and address. Write

MASTER GLAZE CO., 7720-145W. Harwood Ave., Milwaukee, Wis.
T R A I N  F O R

S T ELECTRICITY
LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING
11 p ra ctica l w ork  on  real e lectrica l m a- 
lir .ery  and  equ ipm ent. N o  a dva n ced  edu ­

cation  o r  ex p e rie n c e  n eed ed . L ife tim e 
em p loym en t h e lp  a ft e r  g raduation .

G e t train in g  first , then  pay  tu ition  la ter. 
W r ite  f o r  all d eta ils  o f  m y “ Pay-Tuition- 
After-Graduation”  plan an d  h ow  many 
earn while learning. H. C. Lewis. Pres., 
Coyne Electrical School, D e p t .4 0 » ll ,  
5 0 0  S. Paulina S t.. Chicago.

Become an . . .
B e x p e r t

0 0 K K EEP ER
Bookkeeping offers many jobs —  opens way to even 
Letter opportunities. N ew  method —  expert, modern, 
inexpensive. Practical job  method —  you learn quickly, 
easily, by doing. N o experience necessary —  we train 
from ground up. You study at home, in spare time. Write 
for full information and special terms.
L a S a lle  E x te n s io n  U n iv ers ity  D e p t . 363- h 
A  Ccrrospondonco Institution  C h ic a g o , III.

Read This Important Message!.
Do you dread those “ trying years”  (38 to 52)? 
Are you getting moody, cranky and NERVOUS 
lately? Do you fear hot flashes and weakening 
dizzy spells? Are you jealous of the attention 
ether women get? THEN LISTEN—

These symptom s'often result from female 
functional disorders. So start today and take 
famous Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com­
pound. For over 60 yrs. Pinkham’s Compound 
has helped hundreds of thousands of grateful 
women to go “ smiling thru”  difficult days. 
Pinkham’s has helped calm unstrung nerves 
and lessen annoying female functional “ irreg­
ularities and distress.”

Pinkham’s Compound is the best known and 
One of the most effective “ woman’s”  tonics you 
can buy. Try it!

N o te : P in k b a m 's  C om p ou n d  cornea in  liq u id  o r  
tm ud? to  carry tablet form  (a im ilar fo rm u la ).

SPANISH BEAUTY
( Continued from page 104)

The man was crazy drunk. Everyone 
was afraid to move for fear he tvould kill 
Jim instantly.

“ Walk over to the door,”  Slack com­
manded.

Jim started moving slowly.
“ Jim, stand still!”
Like a man in a dream, Bob again saw 

a knife go flashing through the air. The 
revolver spinned 'harmlessly out of 
Slack’s hand, and he grabbed his shoul­
der and screamed with pain.

He met the girl’s eyes for an instant. 
They spoke clearly. “ Now you know. 
But he would have killed him.”  Then she 
was running across the room to cling, 
sobbing, to Jim.

The servants hustled Slack out to wait 
for the police.

Jim was mopping his brow. “ Ye gods, 
honey! Where did you learn to throw a 
knife like that?”

Her eyes were on Bob’s face. “ My 
father, Pedro Martinez, taught me,”  she 
said clearly.

“ I’ll have to get better acquainted 
with you.”

She was still watching Boh. “ There 
are many things about me you do not 
know.”

“ They will have to w ait until we finish 
our dance,”  Bob broke in quickly. “ We 
were just beginning to be friends.”

Sh» clung to Jim, but hesgpve her a 
little push.

“ Better dance with him, hon^y. If you 
keep on throwing knives like that, we re 
going to need a darn good lawyer.”

They danced in silence for a minute. 
Then she raised her eyes to his.

“ I love him enough to give him up,”  
she said.

He smiled down at her. “ You love 
him enough to keep him.”


