MARGARET PEDLER'S new romarce

Shirley Seifert - Clara Overton - Vivien Bretherton
Margaret Culkin Banning »Temple Bailey



Even the Electric Light is

e']:F it isn’t aKelvinator—it isn’t fully automatic.”

This is not an advertising slogan. It is a state-
ment of fact. One that can easily be proved with the
Standard Rating Scale for Electric Refrigeration.

You will find, as you go through the list of the
16 important questions, that Kelvinator alone is
fully automatic. Even the electric light turns on

and off as the door opens and closes,

The diagram illustrates Kelvinator’s automatic
4.Zones of Cold—four separate, constant tem-

peratures—each serving a different purpose—and

@ Kelvinator

each automatically controlled. There are no dials
to set. Nothing to remember or forget. No danger

of freezing the contents of the food compartment.

Any Kelvinator dealer will gladly explain this
exclusive feature of the new DelLuxe and
Standard Models and give you a copy of the
Standard Rating Scale so you can judge for your-
self. See him, or write us direct. Kelvinator
Corporation, 14252 Plymouth Road, Detroit,
Michigan. Kelvinator of Canada, Ltd., London,

Ontario. Kelvinator Limited, London, England.

Look for the nearest Kelvinator Dealer in the Classified Section of your Telephone Directory under “Refrigeration—~Electric’’.

Kelvinator dealers are
now showing thenew, low-
priced “K” Models; the
medium-priced Standard
Models and the new De
Luxe Models, the finest
money can buy. 17 beauti-
ful Models at new low
prices. Any Model may be
purchased on the ReDisCo
Monthly Budget Plan.

CHECK THESE COLORS IN THE OIAGRAM ABOVE

1 FOOD PRESERVATION
TEMPERATURE




II@— HAS A CHAUFFEUR

Money will buy a lot of comforts — and luxuries! But it won’t stop "pink
tooth brush.” To e firm and healthy, your gumis themselves must have daily care.

She—\\'ALKS TO WORK

Brisk exercise— fresh air—regular habits of living—splendid ! But even athletes
have ** pink tooth byush.”’ Theonlyway to aroid it is to keep your gums healthy.

“Pink Tooth Brush”

is 7J() respecter of persons!

WHETHER you eat at an expensive club—or from
a lunch room counter; whether you pay three
dollars for dinner or cook it yourself — practically
every bit of food you eat is soft and creamy and tender.

We aren’t cave-men or cave-women. We aren’t
primitives. And as civilization has progressed, foods
have become more and more delicious—and less and
less stimulating to the gums.

Hence your gums become lazy, inactive and soft.

The walls grow weaker until you begin tofind *“ pink
on your tooth brush. Your gums areactually bleeding!

Time to look out. If you don't do something about
“pink tooth brush,” you'll find your teeth are “foggy”
looking. Worse than that. You are inviting gum
troubles as serious as gingivitis, Vincent’s disease, or
the dread though less frequent pyorrhea. And you're
facing possible danger to the soundness of your teeth.

Modern dental science has found that massage will
firm tender gums. Your own dentist will probably sug-
gest that you use Ipana Tooth Paste with the massage.

Clean your teeth with Ipana. It’s first of all a
splendid modern tooth paste. It cleans the teeth thor-

oughly. And it brightens and whitens them, too.

But each time you clean your teeth, put a little extra
Ipana on your brush or fingertip and lightly rub it
into your gums. Don't rinse it off. Ipana contains
ziratol, and this ziratol, left on the gums, aids the
massage in correcting that unhealthy flabby condition.

Before long you'll notice a big improvement in the
appearance of your teeth. Keep on using Ipana with
massage —and you won’t have to give a thought to
“pink tooth brush.” Remember: A good tooth paste,
like a good dentist, is zezer a luxury!

BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. E-52
73 West Street, New York, N. Y.

Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH
PASTE. Enclosed is a two-cent stamp to cover partly
the cost of packing and mailing.

Name. . . oo imss by bv s § s AT s N

Copr. 1932, Bristol-Myers Co.
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That the most poignant
story McCall's has ever
published will appear in
our next issue. It is a
new kind of story for us
—a true experience
dramatized. W e hope you
will be fortunate enough
to meet Cookie in the
June McCall's.

That Clara Wallace Overton has written another story
as appealing as Probably Showers, which will appear in
our July number—for light summer reading.

That two letters which arrived in the office on the
same day were from: Miss Edythe E. Pierce, Berkeley,
California, who wrote: “I'm sorry, but I have com-
pletely lost interest in McCall’s Magazine this last year.
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OW convenient it is to have two cars.”

“Yes, and it costs so little when they’re both Chevrolets.”

@E@ Nowadays, the business of running a
home efliciently requires almost as
much ‘‘getting about’” as the business of making a
living. As a result, two cars are practically a
necessity for the modern family. That is one rea-
son for the great popularity of the new Chevrolet
Six. The Great American Value makes it possible
for the average family to own two automobiles
without sacrificing a single oue of the important

advantages of modern motoring!

For the new Chevrolet Six has all the features you
would want in anzy car you buy today: Built-in

High
Quick,

multi-cylinder smoothness and quietness.
speed and lightning-fast acceleration.

quiet, easy gear-shifting, assured by the famous
Syncro-Mesh transmission combined with Free
Wheeling. Delightful riding and driving ease.
Spacious, sturdy, comfortable Fisher bodies—
ultra-modern in styling and appointments, and

cquipped with many fine-car conveniences. Yet

the new Chevrolet Six sells at one of the lowest
prices for which you can buy any car. And because
Chevrolet’s economy is unexcelled, the cost of

operating two Chevrolets is surprisingly small.

If your family is getting along with only one car,
you will find it well worth while to investigate
the idea of owning two Chevrolets. Chevrolet’s
twenty distinctive body styles will enable you to
choose two models perfectly adapted to your per-

sonal and family requirements.

Priced as low as §475 f. 0. b. Flint, Michigan. Special equipment extra. Low delivered prices and easy G. M. A. C. terms. Chevrolet Motor Company, Detroit, Michigan, Division of General Motors

NEW CHEVROLET SIX

T H E

GREAT

A MERTICAN

VALUE



Dr. Chappell’s sermon 2

reviewed on page 21

WHATS GOING ON THIS MONTH

ON THE STAGE

BY HEYWOOD BROUN

The Other Woman
Gets Her Chance

stage has known “the other woman.” There was,

according to the tradition, a long scene in the sec-
ond act during which the friend of the family talked to
the wife about her. The general decision was that this
could not go on, and in the end the wife forgave all or
forgave nothing, according to the playwright’s decision
as to whether he wished his audience to leave the theater
wreathed in smiles or damp with tears. )

Very often the dramatist was not unfriendly to the
other woman. He owed her something. But for her pres-
ence there would have been no play. But never did he
precisely approve of her. The playwright's best was a
pat on the back and the admonition to sin no more.

E\'ER since the days of Pinero the English-speaking

Judged by the conventions of the theater, Philip
Barry’s new comedy, The Animal Kingdom, is a revolu-
tionary contribution to the stage. The married woman
in the triangle gets the benefit of clergy but nothing
else. In fact, this is the sort of play in which the specta-
tor is apt to be moved to take sides against the author
and to insist that he has not played fairly all around.
But it is a highly interesting play, even if one is moved
to quarrel with the author’s thesis. The very fact that
The Animal Kingdom is capable of producing debate
proves its worth. Concerning less sturdy fare one merely
demurs, yawns, goes home and forgets.

It seems to me that Mr. Barry has not developed his
story to its full extent. For this he is not to be held
strictly accountable. Some of the difficulty lies in the
form itself. I often feel that a good play is no more
than the skeleton of a superb novel. In a span of time
extending between eight-thirty and eleven it is fre-
quently impossible to do much more than outline the
story of complicated human relationships. The drama-
tist can only hit the high spots and it may be that the
low ones are necessary for full comprehension of the
issues involved.

Quite briefly, The Animal Kingdom concerns a well-
to-do young man who has been [Turn to page 64]

MOTION PICTURES

BY ROBERT E. SHERWOOD

The Public Be Blamed

screen writers and those anomalous beings known

sententiously as “supervisors”’—it is agreed that the
average film fan is incurably dim-witted, lacking utterly
in the capacity to appreciate the finer and better things
which are occasionally conferred upon him. Ask any of
the more articulate of Hollywood's inhabitants what he
thinks of his patrons and you will gather that every
cinema palace is just another home for the feeble-
minded.

If you demand proof of this melancholy belief you
are shown plentiful statistics which indicate that the
most artistic pictures are spurned by the mob, whereas
the most shameless specimens of hokum are handsomely
supported. In other words: “The customer is always
wrong—so what’s the use?” [Turnto page 112]

BY ALL concerned in Hollywood—directors, stars,

Broadway applauds Leslie Howard and Lora Baxter

Chevalier and Jeanette MacDonald spend *“ One Hour With You’



“Sure, I use Colgate’s!
[ like it...that's why!”

She’s a good scout — my mother is!
She’s goin’ to be tickled pink when
she sees these two beauts — even
if I did tear my pants a little comin’
through Bailey’s fence. Ma believes
in lettin’ a feller do things the way he
likes to do ’em. That’s why she buys
me Colgate’s to brush my teeth with.
I like it—that’s why. Boy—does it
taste keen! I guess mother knows
what she’s doin’. Doctor Ellis told
her there ain’t any toothpaste can
beat Colgate’s for keeping teeth clean
—says more people use it than any
other kind. An’ Ma says ’cause
Colgate’s only costs a quarter—mebbe
she’s savin’to buy me a new fish pole.
Anyhow —she don’t have to bother
about me brushin’ my teeth reg’lar

—so I guess she’s satisfied, too.

Would you like this picture
of the little fisherman, in full
color,withoutadvertising
matter, suitablefor framing?
We'll gladly send you one,
without cost. Please address:
Colgate - Palmolive - Peet
Company, Dept. 145, P. O.
Box 1133, Chicago, Illinois.

This seal signifies that the composition of the product
has been submitted to the Council on Dental Thera-
peutics of the American Dental Association—and that
the claims have been found acceptable to the Council.




Spot eSS NOW ---

ANOTHER
ACTUAL LETTER
FROM A
P anp G HOME

(Father asks, “‘How do you keep them clean?')

Bloomington, Ind.
Procter & Gamble Co.,
Cincinnati, Ohio

ENTLEMEN: I live in a “house by the side

of the road,” a snug, small house that you
might overlook in your “Actual Visitsto Pand G
Homes.” But in that tiny house, set back from
the street, lives the happiest family imaginable.
Two little girls are forever running in and out,
around and about, getting into mischief, and get-
ting out again by the magic of their winsome
smiles. Never still for a moment, until they're
tucked away in bed!

And you should see their clothes! Their father
says it would wear him out trying to keep them
clean.

“But I use P and G,” Itell him proudly. Being a
man, he can’t understand that P and G saves me
from breaking my back at rubbing and boiling.
P and G helps me in all my housekeeping and
leaves me free to enjoy my family.

It has given me great pleasure to write this to
you, for I have wanted you to know what an im-
portant place your soap holds in our home.

Sincerely yours,
Mrs. W. P, Sarber

Yes, as Mrs. Sarber says, Pand G Naphtha is
wonderfully good soap—so white, so firm
it doesn’t waste away in the water — so

quick to loosen the dirt whether you use
warm water or cold! And if, like Mrs.
Sarber, you have colored frocks and rom-
pers and shirts on your washline, you will
prefer P and G, which keeps even delicate
tints as fresh as new!

How does it happen, then, that this su-
perior soap actually costs /ess than ordinary
soaps? This is the reason: P and G is used by
more women than any other soap in the world.

This unequalled popularity means that
P and G is made in enormous quantities.
And since large-scale manufacturing costs
proportionately less than small-scale manu-
facturing, P and G can be sold at a lower
price, actually ounce for ounce.

So P and G costs less becanse it is so pop-
ular. And it is so popular because it really

is a better soap.
PROCTER & GAMBLE

FREE! Rescuing Precious Hours—*“How to take
out 15 common stains—get clothes clean in luke-
warm water—lighten washday labor.” Problems
like these, together with the newest laundry
methods, are discussed in a free booklet— Rescuing
Precious Hours. Send a post card to Winifred S.
Carter, Dept. NM-52, Box 1801, Cincinnati, Ohio.

but you should see
their play-suits /

Hold a smooth white cake of
Pand G Naphtha. Compare it
with any other laundry soap.
See how firm and clean-scented
P and G is! And so white.
Doesn’t it seem nicer to use a
white soap for clothes and
dishes? Every year more wo-
men are turning to white
soaps, and most of them are
using P and G.

The largest-selling soap in the world



“Lcan’t ex-
plain,”” he
said. ““Only
— 1 must
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[Mlustrated
by
Matt Clark

DESERT SANDS

“The desert sand blows always between you and your heart’s desire=

DROVE of raw Dartmoor ponies
had the place to themselves—a
lovely place. where the moorland
rose and fell in deep-chested
curves, but always dipping leisurely down-
ward from the foot of a huge, granite-

crowned tor toward a tiny village sheltered in a valley

several miles away.

From an unclouded sky the July sun streamed warmly
on the moor's soft blur of brown and green. while a
brooding silence—the still, drowsy silence of high noon
—lay over all.

Suddenly. round the curve of a nearby ridge of high
ground. appeared a girl on a chestnut horse.

By Margaret Pedler

The ponies huddled together. nervously snifting the
air and craning inquiring heads toward the newcomers.
until, as though out of sheer good spirits. the rider
waved an arm and gave a gay shout. Simultaneously
came a scamper of hoofs. and the ponics stampeded.

“The darlings!™ exclaimed the girl. “The lucky
heggars.” Her gaze followed the direction taken by the
ponies—wild and ignorant as yet of bit or bridle.

A shadow crossed her face. To Toni

Forrest their freedom to roam at will their

world of Dartmoor brought a sharp twinge

of envy. Freedom was what she wanted—

freedom to roam her world, the wider world

open to men and women—freedom to

shape her own life. And it appeared very unlikely that

she would ever get it. At least. not until the young.

vital longing that surged through her veins had grown

dull and sluggish through vears of enforced acquies-
cence to things as they were.

With an effort she pushed the thought aside and.

pulling her horse to a standstill. let her gaze rove con-

tentedly over the sun-baked vista that stretched away
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to the horizon on all sides. She loved the moor, with
its undulating slopes, aglow just now with the yellow
gold of gorse and the purple of heather, its grim gray
tors thrusting up nakedly against the skyline, its peace-
ful valleys, where little, twisty streams babbled over
stony beds.

Its sheer beauty and space dissipated for the mo-
ment her inward restlessness., and the moorland air.
faintly salt with the tang of the distant sea, brought her
back to the realization of the commonplace fact that she
was hungry.

She slipped from her horse and, passing.a thin length
of cord through the bridle, tethered him lightly to the
branch of a bramble. The chestnut was quite accus-
tomed to this procedure, which left him free to crop
grass while giving him a reminding tug if he thought
of straying. Toni, meanwhile, flung herself on the
springy turf to eat the sandwiches she had brought
with her. When she finished, she gave herself up to
enjoyment of the peace of the great, quiet moor. The
warmth of the sun lulled her to the verge of sleep.
Vaguely she was conscious of a faint, rhythmic hum
somewhere in the distance. Soon the hum swelled to
a loud roar, and with a shattering noise an airplane,
flying low, passed above her.

The startled horse plunged and bolted, and the cord
by which he had been tethered gave way. Toni sprang
up just in time to see him gallop across the moorland
and disappear from view. After a moment she
prepared to follow him in the hope that when his first
wild fright was over he might come back.

‘T WAS at this moment that she caught the first
. glimpse of human life that she had seen since she
had set out, a couple of hours ago, from the little
village on the moor’s edge. It took the form of a
man on horseback, a solitary rider like herself—only.
as she reflected wryly, he was still in possession of
his mount. And then she wondered how long he would
keep possession. For a battle was in progress between
man and horse.

The four-footed combatant, a big bay mare, was
doing everything that equine temper and cunning could
contrive to dislodge her rider from her back. But
the man was obviously a competent horseman, for,
kick and buck as she might, and did, he remained in
the saddle. Toni was aware of an inward thrill of
excitement. At any time the manifestation of courage
and strength and will-power gave her a queer feeling
of exhilaration—satisfied some demand deep within her.
And this man had all three.

She moved forward toward the level stretch of
ground where the struggle was taking place, forgetting
for the moment that her own horse had bolted. All
her attention was concentrated on the tussle that was
going on before her eyes. With each twist of the bay
mare’s body, Toni’s heart leaped a little, then steadied
as she saw that the rider had not been unseated.

By this time she had drawn close enough to see him
clearly. He was lean and dark and muscular, and his
brown handsome face reflected the fierce struggle.

He was lean
and dark
and muscu-
lar, and his Y
handsome N
face reflected
the fierce
struggle

Again the mare bucked wickedly and
reared, forelegs beating the air. The man
kicked his feet free of the stirrups and
flung himself to the ground, giving the
reins a tug that sent the horse crashing
backward to the ground. He was on his
feet in an instant, and when the mare
scrambled up, he leaped into the saddle
and forced her into a gallop with whip
and spur until there was no more fight
left in her. Presently he checked her to
a walk and finally, at a word, to a stand-
still a few paces from where Toni stood.
She had been utterly absorbed in the
struggle, watching fascinated the school-
ing of the tempestuous rebel into a well-
mannered mount, and now her enthusiasm
expressed itself.

“Oh, splendid! Splendid!”
she exclaimed involuntarily.

The man, who had been un-
aware of her presence, looked
quickly toward her. He had
dismounted and was breathing
rapidly. His eyes—dark and
deep-set—sought Toni’s face
with a swift, inquiring glance.

“It’s been a fight,” he ad-
mitted gravely. “It had to be
this time—a fight to a finish.”

“She might have killed you,” said Toni.

“She /as killed one man,” he returned grimlv.
“There's no more dangerous animal than a horse
rears. And there's only one cure—pull him over back-
ward, so that he’s too thoroughly frightened ever
try rearing again. But you know that as well as [
do,” he added, with a sudden smile that lit up
dark features. ‘“You understand horses, I think.”

HE REGARDED her rather intently for a momeni.
She had taken off her hat, and he saw that her
cropped hair was of that warm, bright hue which seems
sometimes brown and sometimes gold, according as the
light falls on it. Just now it was shining goldenly in the
sunlight, emphasizing the definiteness of her straight.
narrow brows and of the black lashes that added depth
to her hazel eyes.

She colored faintly under the scrutiny, and, as though
he had suddenly become aware that he was staring,
he said hastily: “Where is your own horse?”

She pointed in the direction where the chestnut had
disappeared. “An airplane passed over a little while
ago and frightened him. When I stopped to watch
the tussle you were having, I was on my way to look
for him.”

“On foot?” he smiled. “That might take a consider-
able time. If you'll wait here, I'll hunt him up for
you.”

A moment later he was in the saddle again, and Toni
settled herself down to await his return.
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She wondered who he could be. That he was a
stranger in the neighborhood, she was sure. She
knew everyone, at least by sight, within the radius
of many miles. Moreover, although his English
was as fluent as her own, there was something not
wholly English in the way he spoke. It was not
a question of accent. Something less than that—the
merest shade of intonation, of an occasional rhythm of
speech that was different. . . .

HE thud of hoofs roused Toni from the brown

study into which she had fallen. A glance at her
watch told her that for a full three-quarters of an
hour her thoughts had been on this stranger who was
now riding toward her, leading her own horse.

“You've been a real Samaritan,” said Toni gratefully,
as she took the chestnut by the bridle. “I don’t know
how to thank you.”

“Don’t you? May I make a suggestion, then? Our
horses are dog-tired,” he went on eagerly. “They ought
to be rubbed down and have a feed and a rest.”

“And where do you propos: they should get it?”

“At a farmhouse not a mile from here.”

“Sam Honeycott’s farm?” she asked, surprised that
he should be acquainted with the place.

“Yes—you know it, too, then? Meanwhile,” he
went on, “I thought you and I might entertain each
other. . . . My name’s Strode—Ryan Strode.”

A minute later they had both mounted and were rid-
ing in the direction of the farm, talking as they went.

There was something not wholly English in
the way he spoke . . .

“Do you know the moor well?” she asked.

“Not yet. But thanks to the arrangements I've made
with Honeycott I hope to before long. I've rented one
of his fields, and some stabling.”

“You're making a stay in Devonshire, then?”

“No. But now I can come down to Honeycott’s
whenever I wish. I should have wished it long ago,”
he added, “if I'd known there was such a wonderful
place here as Dartmoor.”

“It is wonderful, isn’t it?” she said.

“Yes. It gives one something of the same feeling of
space and freedom that one finds in an Eastern desert.”

“Oh, do you know the East?” exclaimed Toni.
“Where? What part?”

“A good many parts. I know India pretty well, and
parts of Arabia, and I've spent a lot of time in Egypt.
It was in the desert I first learned to ride,” he added.

“I wonder why you ever come over here,” she re-
marked.

“Because I happen to love England,” he responded
quietly.

“While T think I should love the East,” she said.
“Only—" a trifle bitterly—“I'm never likely to have
the chance of going there.”

“How do you know that? Only Destiny knows
what is in store for any ef us.”

By this time they had reached the farm, and
the owner. Sam Honeycott, himself came out to
meet them. A look of surprise mingled with his
welcoming smile.

“Mawnin’, Miss Toni,” he said, touching his hat.
“Plaized tu see ’ee.”

“Give our horses a good rub down and a feed,
will you?” interrupted Strode. “They’ll be rested by
the time we want them again.”

“Ef you’'m goin’ out over the moor, zur, you'll be
coomin’ back along vor a cup o’ tea?” inquired Honey-
cott. “Shall I tell the missus z0?”

“Yes,” said Strode coolly. “We shall be coming
back here for tea, shan’t we, Miss Forrest?”

And Toni assented.

OW,” he continued, as they emerged onto the
moorland once more, “we’ve found that we have a
mutual acquaintance, so even if you are conventionally-
minded, you could feel quite satistied. But somehow
I don’t think you are. You're not old enough.”

“I'm eighteen,” she replied. ‘“But in any case, I've
not lived a conventional sort of life.”

“Tell me about it,” he said.

“It’s quite uninteresting. I live with an aunt—she’s
my great-aunt, really—and her companion. Great-aunt
Harriet is the typical old autocrat of a generation or
two ago, and poor Mackie—Mrs. [Turn to page 26]
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ROSES AND A PIECE OF WEDDING CAKE

R. WILBUR came home in a daze. If

the even, regular tempo of the earth’s

revolutions had been thrown off balance

and the terrestrial globe had suddenly
begun to spin dizzily and perceptibly under his
feet, he couldn’t have been more bewildered. Of
course, he was a man easily upset by the least
deviation from routine, a man who led what is
called a well-ordered life. Meaning that he did
pretty much the same things every day in pretty much
the same manner. But it was a comfortable life on the
whole; and, if he had his adventures in books and his
thrills in magnificent impulses from the depths of his
armchair, under the rays of his special bronze reading
lamp, at least no bones or hearts were shattered by
his escapades. At sixty he looked fifty and felt thirty,
he said; and he was satisfied.

But this was a big thing that had happened to him
today—a big thing! His hand shook slightly as he
set his latchkey into the lock on his front door. A
fine brass lock. He polished it and the doorbell lov-
ingly every Sunday morning. He met the blank-
ness of an empty hall with a touch of disappointment.
The hall was usually empty when he came home eve-
nings, with Mrs. Wilbur putting the finishing touches to
dinner and the girls being busy with whatever kept
them busy; but it seemed that tonight there ought to
have been a sort of reception.

“Hello!”

Mr. Wilbur tried t o make his shout of greeting sound
as casual as he didn’t feel, and succeeded only in rob-
bing it of its usual far-reaching echoes.

There was no answer. But he knew that the family
was at home. A twitter of conversation somewhere
and a streak of bright light under the door leading
from the stair landing into the kitchen told him that.

The plane rose, up, up and away into the night.

By Shirley Seifert

[llustrated by H. J Mowat

He went out into the kitchen. Mrs. Wilbur stood
over the stove, stirring something with long, even,
circular motions.

“Hello, Daddy! That you?”

She didn’t turn around. Mr. Wilbur hoisted a heavy
foot in its common-sense shoe to the seat of a gray-
enameled chair and drew a long breath. His ruddy
face was solemn, his spectacled eyves the least bit fev-
ered. It was an oratorical pose, if Mrs. Wilbur had
turned to observe it. She didn’t need to turn. As long
as they'd been married she’'d never been able to break
him of his habit of coming out into the kitchen just
before mealtime, with a lot of things to say. She knew
he liked the warmth and brightness of the room after
his day at work, its tantalizing odors; and she appre-
ciated his desire to unburden himself always to her
sympathetic ears; but, as is the rule with very good
cooks, there were points of time when it drove her wild
to be asked to consider investments, snags in coat tails,
club luncheons, or the vagaries of traffic policemen.
A quiver of impatience tugged visibly at her apron
straps, jerked her arms, and twitched the little curls
that nestled with fetching semblance of youth against
the back of her bowed neck.

“What is it, Daddy>” she asked. “Can’t you wait
till I get dinner on the table? I've had to thicken the
gravy a little and it mustn't stick to the pan—~

]

Mr. Wilbur took his foot from the chair and
went out of the kitchen. His oldest daughter was
at the telephone. She waved her hand in pleasant,
absent greeting. He prowled through the living
room, taking up the candlesticks on the mantel and
setting them down, studying the tricky brass ther-
mometer on the bookcase. A manufacturer of
machinery had given him that one Christmas.
Come to think of it, he had a lot of friends, good

iriends too—

A newspaper was thrust into his hands. The voice
of his younger daughter, Frances, chided him good-
humoredly.

“For heaven's sake, Dad. dinner is ali of five min-
utes late. But can't you sit down>"

The print of the paper marched in meaningless rows,
saying nothing.

His family didn't know. They didn't know. Wait
till he told them!

At the dinner table he looked over the roast lamb,
the bowl of yellow button chrysanthemums tlanked on
one side by mashed potatoes and on the other by cauli-
tlower, over the gravy bowl beyvond to his active, ca-
pable wife.

“Folks.” he said solemnly. “a wonderful thing has
happened to me today—the most wonderful thing yvou
could think of!”

He paused to see whether the hush was appropriate.
Mabel looked up inquiringly. TIrances stirred in her
chair. Quick words rose to Mrs. Wilbur's lips. They
would be about lamb not being fit to eat if it chilled
before serving.

“Folks,” continued Mr. Wilbur, a jump ahead of her.
“I am going as a delegate on the Chamber of Com-
merce good-will trip to Mexico and Panama in Feb-
ruary. The company has chosen [Turn to page 38]

“Folks,”” Mr. Wilhur said, “I'll never forget it’
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OURNING BECOMES ELECTRA, a
Moby Dick, a great white whale among
plays, nightly raises its mammoth length
and bulk to the surface, flips its tail and
sends a wave of passion, rage, or horror out across

the audience, then dives again to sound the murky
lower oceans of man's consciousness. This is
()'Neill's melodramatic trilogv, the theater sensation
of the year, a best seller in book form and, according
to the critics, the greatest play yet written by an Ameri-
can.

Confronted by this gigantic creature for six hours,
with a scant hour out for dinner and excited discussion,
members of the audience differ in their reactions. The
humbler ones surrender to its overpowering strength,
untiring from five-thirty to eleven-twenty o'clock.

Some understand that O'Neill’s drama of a household
doomed to end itself by passion too long dammed up,
by murder, suicide, and life-long lonely penance is not

special story of a freakish family, but has all through

the incidental poetry of good music, carrying mean-
ing, warning, and tonic for us all.

The more sheltered members of the audience must
hastily confer to appreciate the shrewd and ribald com-
ments of the chorus of townsfolk on the doings of the
Mannon family and the dark allure of its women.

Many accept it as a thrilling melodrama of heroic
proportions and suspense.

And some, principally those whose souls are as sensi-
tive as the sandpapered fingers of Jimmy Valentine,

11

An
Frching by
J. Knowles

Hare

Eugene O’ Neill

By Paul Sifton

rebel and cry out against it, saving it is too long, un-
real, impossible.

It is curious that mankind, confronted with the unu-
sual, the gigantic, the overwhelming, has a limited
repertoire of reactions. Blind awe is one; another is
to imitate the farmer who saw a giraffe and denied the
unbelievable.

A third and common reaction is to affect familiarity,
belittle it, whittle it down, invent nicknames, diminu-
tives, exercise its spell by joking about it. We do this
about birth and love and death, fortune and misfortune;
we do it about our landmarks, our customs, Prohibition,
hard times, our heroes, the villains whom we dearly
love and, most commonly, our leaders. This makes us
feel more nearly equal, closer to them, more at ease in
their presence.

This trait may explain the plentiful jests and jibes
about Mourning Becomes Electra. Seldom in the his-
tory of Broadway have so much wit and near-wit been
focused on a single play.

It began before the first night was over.

“Evening Becomes Interminable,” a restless veteran
of Broadway murmured audibly.

OF A PLAY

Robert Benchley, praising the play, confessed to
becoming “cushion-conscious” toward the end.

After that the deluge:

“Mourning Becomes O'Neill.”

“Electra Becomes Intolerable.”

“Electra Becomes O'Neill” (and vice versa).

“Orestes’ Development.” (The theory is that
this, wl;en spoken rapidly, sounds like “arrested develop-
ment.”’

And there was Alice Brady’s remark to O’Neill after
she had been rehearsing the title réle through most of
the thirteen acts for nine consecutive hours.

“Say, Mister,” she said, “why don’t you write a
blackout, just for practice?” (Blackout is stage argot
for a short sketch in a revue.)

Miss Brady kept her equanimity right up to the
opening night. Philip Moeller, to whom O’Neill out-
lined the trilogy two vears before it was turned over to
him to direct and who rises brilliantly to the difficult
demands of an O'Neill script, is reported to have been
somewhat annoved by Miss Brady’s calmness at re-
hearsals. Miss Brady is a child of her father’s theater,
working on cue; Moeller functions on inspiration, by
getting himself and his actors stirred up to the “feel”
of a play. So, when he looked round to find Electra
wrapped in his own shawl muffler, comfortably curled
over a detective story and totally oblivious to the un-
surpassed melodrama in which she was to have the
vital réle. Moeller was, well, a little puzzled. That's
the way Miss Brady put it. [Turn to page 116)
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“Oh, good heavens, it’s come through. Well, you sweet old angel, you’’

Which could be the story of almost

any family — but not of every girl

F I ever get married—" said Kathleen Burke.

A remark that began like that was seldom allowed

to pass unchallenged in the Burke household.

“Say, listen, you're going to fall for it just like
other people.” That was Len, Mary’s husband.

“At your age I doubt you ever get a chance,” ad-
vised her brother, Ed.

Kathleen was almost twenty-three, which was late
for Burke girls to be getting married. Anne had been
married at twenty-one, and Mary at nineteen.

“Well, maybe I won’t,” said Kathleen good-naturedly,
“but when I do. I want a house like Isabelle Bron-
son’s. It’s perfectly lovely inside. First, there’s this
wide hall that goes right through—"

“Listen, Kathie, do you think she is so pretty,”
asked Mary suddenly.

She came to sit down at the table with the others,
and pushing a dulled gold lock behind one ear, she
waited seriously for her sister’s verdict. Mary, who
once had been thought very pretty, was now too youth-
fully weary to change from her untidy pink apron dress
at the end of the day, but discussions like this were still
important.

“Well, I think she has good style,” said Kathleen,
“and since she’s married Stan she dresses beautifully.”

“I heard he made ten thousand from his practice
last year,” said Mary in her tired, childish voice.

“Well. I think that’s just a nice amount,” said Kath-
leen, interested. “I think everybody ought to have that
much right from the start; you could have rugs in
all the rooms upstairs, and the right kind of screens,
and a nice car. and those lovely silk puffs for the beds,
and all different colored tumblers.” She was intrigued
with the pictures that she was making in her mind.
Her blue eyes had a dark animation as she turned
them from one to the other. Her brother Ed glared
at her.

“Say. listen, when did you go this crazy? Is this
your daughter, Mom. ot is it someone we brought up
for a rich family that didn’t like her looks?”

The Burkes were eating supper in their kitchen.
They ate there most of the time—by preference. There
was a dining room in the square clap-
board house. but they had never
liked it as they did their gloomy,
darkly varnished kitchen with its oil-
cloth-covered table. They ate mostly
in relays, as they straggled in. Each
new arrival was given a meal as soon
as possible, but usually the first one

was right there two hours later, still talking, while the
last one finished. Then they were all likely. to have
another cup of tea with Mom, who never ate until they
were all through, even when Ed, her oldest son, was
kept very late at the garage.

She loved to go back and forth between them and the
stove, catering to their different tastes and wants and
listening while they discussed and argued everything
within the range of their everyday experience. They
were wonderful children. Of course, there was Ed’s
little stubborn streak. But it was nothing, if you knew
how to handle him; and Kathie was high-spirited. She
often talked this way lately, saying she was going to
have this and that when she got married. She knew
how to get Ed going. Then she sat back and en-
joyed herself. .

“Let him rave,” she would say pleasurably.

Her mother wondered sometimes whether Kathie
talked this way to Andy Tiernan. That troubled her
a little. She liked Andy. Of course, Kathie was a
wonderful girl, and she didn’t mean half she said.
There was no one better than Kathie, her mother
would conclude loyally, in spite of some of this talk.

“Do you want lamb stew, or some of these trout
Len caught, Kathie?”

“Just boil me an egg, Mamma. I want to be at the
hospital a little early tonight. I'm on a new case.”

HE was dressed in a dark suit with a white, round-

necked blouse that made her look absurdly young
for important matters. She looked young anyway. and
very rested, which was ridiculous when you considered
that she had been doing night duty and rarely got
to sleep before noon—and then her sleep was often
broken by the sound of Mary’s baby crying, or Jimmie
roller skating under her window.

“Your sister Kathie is trying to sleep, Jimmie. Why
wouldn’t you skate somewhere else?”

“Aw, she’s always trying to sleep.”

“Anyone would think, to hear you talk, you didn’t
love your sister.”

And smiling over this bit of familiar dialogue floating
up through the open window, Kathie would turn and
bury her curly head in the pillow for another interval
of sweet silence.

“Who’s your new case?” asked Mary listlessly.

“Mrs. Vernon Watson. She had her appendix out
this afternoon and Dr. Barnes wants a special for two
nights. Then I'm going on day duty for her in place
of Grayson, whose sister is going to have a baby any
minute now.”

“This is nice kind of talk,” said Ed severely. Ed
was old-fashioned. He ate the piece of steak his mother
had cooked especially for him with stern enjoyment.
Ed was not partial to lamb stew. Mrs. Burke set it
back on the stove to make room for Kathie’s egg. Jim-
mie would like the stew. He wasn’t in yet, but his
school books had been discovered and retrieved from
the back porch, which indicated that he was still using
his home for trifles.

“Did you want toast or oatmeal bread, Kathleen?”

“Yes, Mamma,” she answered absently. She was look-
ing out of the window. The weather was still cool,
but there was a softness in the pale sunset that stirred
her. Something had happened to the world since she
went to bed this morning. It had been raining then.
a quiet, warm rain that melted the very last patch of
dirty snow in the yard. She noticed now that it was
gone, and that around the spot where it had lain was
faint, new green. How lovely it looked out-of-doors
this evening. As if something unaccountable and ex-
citing were going to happen. How lovely to have life
waiting ahead for you, fresh and uncharted. Lovely.
because you felt inside it was going to be lovely.

“Well,” said Ed. “can you leave off dreaming of
millions long enough to decide whether you want tea
or coffee? Mom has asked you twice.”

This was Ed’s réle in the family. Sarcasm and as
much sternness as he could push into his voice at times.
Since his father’s death he had considered himself
the head of the family, and with three younger and pretty
sisters he had to take an attitude [Turn to page 37]

By Clara Wallace Overton
[llustrated by Henry Raleigh



“You never wrote me and I was so lonely.’

2

“But, darling, how was I to bnow?”’
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THE TOWN'S TOO SMALL

“l hate
to have the
pattern of liv-
ing worked out
for me;’ Phyllis
protested.
And
the town

talked

CLUSTER of orchids and lilies-of-the-

valley dropped at Phyllis Seaman’s feet.
She edged away as if struck, but not before
the crowd calling gay farewells to the smil-
ing couple on the back platform of the train
had seen the devastation written in her eyes.
It was then, for the second time, that she
met Dr. Michael Kane, a comparative
stranger in St. Vincent. He followed her as
she stumbled to her car. “Can’t I help you?”
he asked. Phyllis, turning, cried: “What
right have you to interfere!”

Yet it was he who gave Phyllis her only
comfort in facing the brutal fact that Ken-
neth Lowry had preferred pretty, empty-
headed, socially-prominent Nancy Brewer to
herself. By every right, Kenneth belonged
to Phyllis. She loved him, had told him so.
And he had let her believe he loved her too.

Over a belated supper which Mick had
ordered, Phyllis confessed: “Whether Ken’s
married to a dozen women or not, I wish I
were on that train. You don’t know how it
is.” “Yes, I do,” he answered. “I let my-
self care too much for one person and got
what was coming to me.” Michael Kane’s
admission was abrupt. Yet Phyllis, absorbed
in her own humiliation, neither knew nor
cared that the source of his reluctant ac-
knowledgment was a dark, petulant little
creature named Rosalie, who had made his
marriage a nightmare.

When Mick left Phyllis that night he
asked, “When shall I see you again?” “It’s
a small town,” Phyllis countered. “Soon
enough.” But it wasn’t very soon. Phyllis was
swamped with managing the first of a series of concerts
she had underwritten. And since Clare, her sister, to
further bury the memory of her disastrous marriage to
Fred Paine, had fled St. Vincent for New York, Phyllis
was living alone. The town watched her activities with
brooding eyes. But it was not until the night Mary
Croton entertained at dinner—and Mick saw Phyllis
once more—that the stream of gossip broke. Phyllis
made a dramatic entrance. Ken Lowry was standing
where she had to pass him. “Hello, Ken!” she said and
Ken, embracing her with his eyes, breathed, “Phyllis!
How are you?” “Grand!” And the show was on!

During the week, Mick visited Phyllis. Leaving her
apartment, he overheard a man whispering into the
house phone: “I only want to see you, Phyllis. . . .

“Don’t believe all they tell you.”’ “Or
what you tell me?’’

You know.how I've always felt about you. . . . Thanks.
I'll be right up.” So that was the way it was. Then
Mick remembered that it wasn’t any of his business.

Part 111

HE local New York operator signaled the trunk
operator and asked her to put through a call to
St. Vincent. She did not know, nor care, that
she was plugging in emotional disturbance, cast-
ing it halfway across the continent. She was thinking of
her own young man who, that very evening, in a nearby
drug store, had begun to make love to her. But her
work was none the less effective. A thin stream of voices
passing along wires soon connected the little city with
the great one. Dr. Kane’s bedside telephone rang after
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a few minutes and woke him from
an uncommonly restless sleep. He
looked at his watch before he put the
light on, and the luminous dial told
him that it was one o’clock.

“Hello.”

The operator verified his number
and asked him to wait.

“Ready with New York—here you
are. . . . Yes. ... Dr. Kane is on
the phone. Ready with St. Vincent.
Go ahead.”

New York, he thought. Then he
heard the childish husky voice that
he never quite forgot, a voice that
was like her handwriting, badly
formed and vet individual.

“Hello, Micky? It’s Rosalie.”

E SPOKE with curtness, instant-
ly on guard. “Hello, Rosalie.
How are you?> What’s up?”

“I just wanted to talk to you,” she
said. “Oh, Mick, I'm so unhappy.”

“You would be, at this hour of the
morning,” he said coldly. “It’s prob-
ably bad champagne.”

“Your voice sounds just the same.
Rough. I like to hear it.”

“Hadn't you better tell me what
you want?”

“You don’t sound as if you cared
very much. I suppose I'm a fool to
imagine that you would. But Mick—"

“Go ahead. The stops are all expensive.”

“Come to New York and see me, will you?”

“No. Of course not. Why on earth should I?”

“Isn’t it a reason that I want you to?”

“Not a good one.”

“I need you, Mick. Terribly. I haven’t a soul
I can really trust.”

“Well, I’'m certainly out of the picture, Rosa-
lie.”

“Mick—don’t hang up!” ‘

The quick fear in her voice stopped him.

“Listen—I swear I won’t bother you again if
you'll come to see me now. It’s these doctors.
They’ve got me scared. They don’t agree about
what’s wrong with me. I've gone from one to
another, and I don’t believe what they say. They
all just want money. I don’t want to be sick now,
Mick, just when things look as if they may come
out right. There’s a man who wants to marry
me. Peter de Vries. He’s rich. I'm all mixed up
and I can’t sleep. I want you to see me.”

He could almost feel her shiver. He knew Rosalie
too well. He knew how impossible it was for her to
tell where drama ceased and illness began. and he felt
forced into a kind of responsibility.

“T'll give you the address of a really good doctor,”
he told her, “if that will help you.”

“Oh, Mick—you said once you’d take care of any
patient that asked you. Once, when I wanted you to go
somewhere with me, and you wouldn't. That's ail I'm
asking now. Won't you please come vourself? It's so
hard. They don’t understand me. They keep asking
questions.”

“And you keep telling them lies.” he said.

“Please come.”

“I can't afford to go running all over the country.”



“I'll come out to see you,” she suggested. “I'd so
adore seeing you, Mick. It always helps me.”

The old cajolery, with its lining of cruelty.

“No. You're not to do anything of the sort!”

“I must do something.”

“Order yourself some hot milk and go to sleep. No
drugs. Good night.”

He put the telephone firmly down. Then, just in
case she should be insistent, he pulled the plug from
the wall. Hot milk wouldn’t help him now. even if he
had a gallon of it. He was back at the old stand. ob-
sessed by that fear of her that was also fear and doubt
of himself. Rosalie was the only person in the world
who could force hysteria through the barriers of his
profession. She didn't want a doctor primarily. He was
convinced of it. She wanted to reassert her possession
of him, even as she was taking on another husband.

He hated this sense of being thrown into panic again.
Of course, it was only a threat that she would come to
St. Vincent. They were through, he told himself. That
had been settled. and she had no claim on him. Then,
after he had decided that, he got up, put on a dressing
gown and paced the room. Even if she did come, there
was no necessity for his seeing her. His reason insisted
on that. Perhaps the thing to do was to go to New
York, face her and the situation there. Yet all the
time he was thinking that, if he did see her, something
in him might go to pieces again, and he might be at
her mercy. But she had no mercy.

None of them can be straightforward, he thought
with sudden bitterness. She wouldn't call me up to say
she wanted to see me and couldn’t bear to let even me
go completely. Women all have to trick you into some-
thing.

Undirected, unbidden, his mind went back to Phyl-
lis, still charged with resentment. Even that girl didn't
want to be honest. She hadn’t actually lied to him to-
night, but when he had left her apartment he hadn't
expected that almost on the stairs he would meet a man
going up to see her—a man who had been obviously on
terms of emotional familiarity with her. So Kenneth
Lowry hadn’t been the first man whom she'd loved. It
wasn't the fact itself that mattered; but that wasn’t the
impression she had tried to give him, with her talk of
romance and her personal inaccessibility. She could have
helped him, he thought angrily. He had wanted to be

helped, to be freed of the terrible passionate shackles
of Rosalie, to trust a woman’s clarity and straightness.
And, walking up and down in the thickening smoke of
his own cigarettes, Mick felt his disillusion and his lone-
liness and his hopelessness more sharply than ever.
His mind kept circling to the same conclusion. Rosalie
wanted a doctor, did she? Well, that was what she was
going to find in him, all he was going to let her find,
whether she liunted him down or not.

THE snow was already deep, but still it whirled down,
hiding roofs, winding into drifts, covering the murky
face of the city with a white mask. Josie Gray, turn-

‘ing her heavy green brougham into a gasoline station,

met Phyllis there in her own car and paused to com-
plain.

“Wouldn’t you know the weather would go primi-
tive just as I've bought a spring suit?> I was all set to
appear as the first crocus any day, and now look what’s
happened!”

“I wish it would stop its fooling,” said Phyllis im-
patiently. “The twenty-fifth of March is an indecent
time for a blizzard.”

“It’s a public scandal. I'm going to go home and sulk
until the golf season starts.”

“Don’t you forget Stephen Confer's lecture tonight.”

“Oh, is that tonight?”

Phyllis had often wondered how many times the date
of a public attraction had to be repeated. in large print,
with posters, on tickets, over the radio, in order to fix
it in the minds of people who never forgot the most cas-
ual dinner engagement.

“Of course, it's tonight. And it will make a sad dif-
ference if this storm doesn't let up.”

“A lot of them wouldn't come out on a stormy night
if Mussolini were talking a block away. They hate to
risk their precious comfort.”

“Men, especially.”

“Yes, the brave strong sex! I wanted to have every
scat in the theater filled tonight. I thought people
would be standing in line to hear Stephen Confer. They
don’t seem to realize that it's a chance to hear the most
modern English thinker and writer on his first Ameri-
can tour.”

“Is he really all that at once? I've read one of his
books, and he didn’t try to spare my blushes at all. I
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wonder if he’ll talk as freely as he writes, especially if
Mrs. Justin Bellows happens to be in the front row
and catches his eye? Do you know that some simple-
tons object to your bringing him here?”

“I’ve heard that they do.”

“They’re terribly worried about his influence on Local
Home Life.”

“It’s so dumb I can’t bear it. They don’t have to be
influenced because they listen to what he has to say.
They ought to be glad to find out what is being done
and thought outside the city limits.”

“And occasionally within them,” added Josie, for
accuracy's sake. “But it makes them feel pure to comb
their hair over their ears and refuse to listen. You'll
never miss that outfit anyway. How’s the course go-
ing?”

“All right. It didn’t help to substitute West for Ker-
enberg. That pretty well ate up my profits on the danc-
ers. But didn’t West play magnificently?”

“He was wonderful.”

“Just the same, I had quite a few cancellations. I
only brcke even on the orchestra two weeks ago. But
it may get people used to having a symphony program
once in a while. I did hope to make money on this Con-
fer lecture tonight and on Suzette Fletcher, who’s com-
ing next month, as you probably don’t remember. That
will finish up and leave me either affluent or on the rocks.
Curse this snow! Isn’t it ridiculous that anything so
beautiful can be so malignant? It's getting colder, too,
and if the wind gets worse it’s going to begin to drift.”

A’\'D we all may be frozen in our tracks by morn-
ing. But don’t worry yet. Your celebrity’s all safely
here, isn't he?”

“Yes, he’s down at the Lake Hotel.”

“What's he like?”

“Not nearly as old as I expected.”

“All those new ideas probably keep him young.”

“I liked him. He’s easy in his manner. Very thin and
rather frail-looking, but he has that intrepid air of the
Englishman exploring wild places. Come on up to my
apartment and meet him after the talk tonight. I haven’t
planned any entertaining for him, because his manager
said that he never wanted any, but this morning he
simply lapped up the idea of being sociable after the lec-
ture. I'll only ask a dozen people.” [Turn to page 86]

“In a town this size you
can’t ever get away with
anything’’
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Take Dioneé’s

advice
and

TEND

YOUR

OWN
FIRE

If you dont want some other woman b@lskmq in the

HERE ought, thought Egan Lynne, to be a law

against Dione. For the safety of mankind. For

the tranquillity of all other women. For num-

erous reasons that Egan didn’t have time to
imprison in phrases. And why not®? There were laws
against high explosives in the hands of small boys. Laws
against disturbing the peace. It logically followed that
there ought to be a law against Dione.

Not. of course, that Dione disturbed the peace of
Egan Lynne. He was. in fact, purely impersonal about
the whole matter. His scars were nicely healed. But
speaking for the world at large, legislation might wisely
be taken against her.

Egan watched her, weaving intricate steps across the
shining floor and making her partner, the lad from
Pennsylvania, believe himself a far better dancer than
he was. She was three staccato notes of color. Modern-
istic notes. She might, thought Egan. have been done

in music. Eyes by Gershwin, a Rhapsody in Blue. Mouth
by Debussy. a cadence sweet and unforgettable. Hair
by Rimsky-Korsakov, vivid as fire, unescapable as
Fate. In anybody else the combination would have
been theatric. But Egan paid her the tribute of a fair
estimate. Dione could be trusted to stay a safe two
shades this side of the melodramatic.

It was a pity. thought Egan impersonally, that she'd
been born out of her era. If she'd happened in some
other century—say. back in King Arthur’s lusty times—
men would have gone blithely about the countryside,
wearing her favors and impaling other men on their
lances. Or at least bumping them off their horses. All
in Dione’s honor, of course—that, in the Arthurian Age,
was the necessary preliminary to all such little skir-
mishes—but providing, incidentally, a very nice time for
the knights. And what Dione herself had thought or
felt about it couldn’t have mattered. in that day and age.

She might even, thought Egan. have occurred in the
Mid-Victorian Age, if she'd cared to be a bit consider-
ate. When men, if they'd stopped fighting about wom-
en. were still singing ballads to them. Marrying them
before they could cultivate a mind of their own, to be
sure. but keeping them surrounded by the proper ro-
mantic glow.

But Dione, whose face was destined to be disturbing
no matter in what cycle she appeared. had chosen to
be born in 1910, and it was a regrettable fact that she
had a very good mind of her own. Nor did she, Egan was
convinced, believe in romance. As for being a source
of delight to the men in her near vicinity—

THE music stopped, breaking off his train of thought.
It started again, and he found Dione in his arms.
She smiled at him vaguely. as if trying to recall just
where she’d met him, then cast a backward glance at the



romantic glow youve kindled

Pennsylvania lad. A glance that left him her slave,
bound hand and heart. Egan, who had known Dione
ever since her first teeth came out, was quite cert