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"Lucky this is on practice maneuvers and
lucky we had a tailor with us!"

“Keep Your Eye on the Infantry—
the Doughboy does it.”

T he CHANCES are that you are having diffi-
culty obtaining “Eveready” flashlight batter-
ies. We want you to understand the reason for
this wartime shortage. Practically our entire
production is earmarked for the Armed Forces
and vital war industries.

After the war “Eveready” batteries will be
plentiful again. And for your advanced infor-
mation they will be even better . . . designed
to give longer life, improved service.

The registered trade-mark “Eveready” distinguishes products of National Carbon Company, Inc.
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SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

Oon’t allow Hospitalization expense to ruin your
life saving*. Insure NOW at low cost . . . before it's
too late! The famous North American Plan provides
that in case of unexpected sickness or accident, you
may go to any Hospital in the U. S. or Canada under
any Doctor’s care. Your expenses will be paid for you
in strict accordance with Policy provisions.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

One individual or entire family (birth to age 70) | NORTHAMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO. |
is eligible. Unusual features of the North American ept. TG5-5, Wilmington, Del.
Hospitalization Plan are its provisions for Doctor fees
in case of accident and a liberal $1,000.00 Accidental Please send me, without obligation, detailsabout m

Death benefit. Also, as a civilian, you get War Risk ~ J Yyour "3c A Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan." |
coveraﬁ;e at no extra charge. For solid, dependable, eco-

nomical protection North American has WON the ap- A NaME.. wrr e |
proval of leading Hospitals and physicians throughout

the United States. The company is under the supervi* 9 Address
sion of the Insurance Department. No agent will call,  j ]
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A Complete Romantic Novel

LADY OF THE MIDNIGHT SUN

) By GEORGIA CRAIG

Eve Marshall flings the very thought o{ romance
aside and flees from sunny Florida to icy Alaska in
order to forget her heartbreak— but love follows her
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RADIO OPERATORS
bil"tv) find «0"<d jol® in
road mistir.n Sialions,
Avia: mn, J'ulicc, and
Ship Radio.

You Build These and Many Other
Radio Circuits With Kits | Supply

SUPERHETERO-
DYNE CIRCUIT.
MEASURING Preselector, osrillutor
INSTRUM ENT.  _pixer-first detector,

Vacuum tube mul-  jf stage, diode-de-
timeter. ~ measures  tector — a.v.c stage,

volts: T>C currenps audio stage. Brings in
rr5|stance receiver  local and distant sta-
output. tions.

FREE

RADIO LESSON

I will Rend you & FREE Lesson, “Getting
Acquainted with Receiver Servicing,” to
show you how practical it is to teain for
Radio in spare time. It's a valuahle lesson.
Study it—keep it—use it—without obliga-
tion! Tells how “Suporhet" Circuits work,
gives hints on Receiver Servicing, Locat-
ing Defects, Repair of Loudspeaker, I.F,
Transformer, Gang Tuning Condenser,
etc, 31 illustration*. Get your sample
lesson* FREE—mail Coupon NOW!

nin .NnHit:

Herd’s your opportunity to g*t started in a busy i

peacetime future—»‘iier« rar>;il>le Technician* arid

in on helr sklll and tralnm% So mail the Coup. R
Copy of 6-t-page, illustrated book, “Win Rich Rewards. in K*d
describes many fascinating types of Radlc jobs, tells hew

trains y«*u at home in spare time—how to tret practical exnerie:

testing Radio Circuits with SIX BIG KITS OF RADIO FARTS
Future Looks Bright for Well-Trained
Radio Technicians, Operators

Keeping old Radio* workingl ia boom

business. Fronts are large—and peacm i

too. Think of the new boom in Radio Sales and Servicing
that's coming—when new Radios are again available—when
Frequency Modulation and Electronics can be promntedfwhen

Television moves into its new era of expansion!

Broni-iraslinsr Stations, Aviation Radio. PD|ID* Radlu, IxhkJ-
FEunker Systems. Radio Manufactunng all qualttled
adio men at good pay—and most of these flelds ave a big
backlog of business that ban built up during the war, plus
opportunities to expand into new fields opened by wartime
developments. You may never again see a time when tt will
be easy to get a start In Radiol

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, 510
a Week EXTRA in Spare Time

u enrol! for my Course | start sending you EXTRA
B SHEETS that help show how to make EXTRA
n ios in spare time while still lemming. |
I klts of Radio parts as part of my Co rso.
rom mv illustrated, easy-fo-
what you learn by dmg r"at

%rasp lessons—PRACTICE u
use your knowledge to make EXTRA

adio Circuits—and
moneyl

TELEVISION. ELECTRONIC™*,

FREQUENCY MODULATION
My Course includes training

in these new developments.

Find Out What N.R.l. Can Do For You

MAIL THE COLTON for your FREE copy of 64-nuge book.
It’s packed with Radio facts—things you never knew about
opportunities In Broadcasting. Radio Servicing, Aviation

Radlot other Radio Fields. Read the detail* about my Course—
SO-SO Training Method” —6 Experimental Kits—Extra Money
Job Sheet*. See the fascmatlng jobs Radio offers and how
you con train at home. Read many Jotters from men 1
tramed telling what they are doing, earning. No obllgation,
Just TL COTT in an envelope or pasted on penny
pustallfJ «. SMITH. President, Dept 5E09, Natlonal Radio
glns(Ditu(t:e, Pioneer Homo Study Radio school, W ashington
G dF &) h 64 PACE BOOK
0 r t sample lesson
MR. J. E. SMITH. Prudent. Dept 5E09

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington 9. D. C.
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By SYLVION

crosses her t’s and dots her i’s and

is dependable for details and correct
procedure in matters of etiquette, love and
business. She is not one to take things
for granted or accept fantasy for fact.

She won’t believe that a man loves her
unless she has seen that love demonstrated
beyond any question. She is a realist and
she can endure hardships when she has
set her ship of hope on the seas of common
sense.

She also knows that her ship cannot
come in unless there is power enough to
keep it sailing in her direction! She does
not live on dreams, but believes in action.

THE April-Number 4 girl is one who

Loyal and Efficient

Her great quality is loyalty. She has
no use for mere promises, for you will al-
ways see her with the doers and the
workers. Life seems to demand effort and
she is ready to give itl

She does not look for short cuts and the
easy way to do things. She knows, natu-
rally, that she is born to strive, and thus
she is ever ready to do her share of the
work. There isn’t an ounce of laziness in
her make-up.

There are times, however, when some
other girl seems to be winning without ef-
fort, and she begins to wonder why she
has been so unlucky. Then she is given
to self-pity and thinks the breaks are
against her.

That is the very time for her to double
her efforts, because it means that her good
break is just around the corner.

Nature seems to like to test the number
4 girl.  And if she can only be patient,
great is her reward. This law of justice
seldom fails for her. It is her birthright.

Because she is a natural big-sister, some
people take advantage of her. She must
learn early in life not to be fooled by
flattery.

Men, particularly, may take advantage
of her because she is always so eager to be
of service. Her sweetheart, for example,
might ask her to meet him at the depot in-
stead of coming for her at her house. But
if she lets him know at the start that she
isn’t so willing to cooperate he will soon
appreciate her and give her the attention
she deserves.

It is so easy for the Number 4 girl to
spoil her sweetheart or hushand by being
too willing to serve! Sometimes she should
pretend frailty, and even timidity. And
most of all, she should stay feminine. It
doesn’t pay for her always to be the “good
fellow.”

A Typical Number 4 Girl

Doris Perry was a typical Number 4
girl. She was a hard working stenogra-
pher in the office of a machine company.
For several months she had been going out
with one of the assistant engineers, who
in his spare time wrote articles for various
trade journals. He wasn’t a very good
typist and Doris had volunteered to type
his manuscripts at home.

Several times she had stayed home
nights typing instead of going out with
him, urging him too to stay home and write
some more. She felt that all the extra
money would someday come in handy, for
she was sure he intended to ask her to
marry him.

Then one morning a girl friend, Madge
Morley, stopped at Doris’ desk,

“Say, Doris,” said Madge, “weren’t you

(Continued on page 74)
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LEARNED 9U1CKLY
AT HOME

** didn't dream T could
actually learn to pla-
without a teacher ... 1
ha-i always hoard i-
couldn’t bo done. Ton
can imagine my surprb:;
when after 3 or 4 week'
| found | could play rcai
times. Now when | play
people will hardly believe
that | learned to play >0
well in so short a tins-.
Any person who takes your
piano course and stucll«n
it cannot help Imt learn
to play." — *H. C. S..
California.

play your favorite instrument
y-right inyour own home!

A Sound Method
The secret of this method that has
taught thousands to play is simple. It™»
based on the fact

FOUND ACCORDION EASY

*Tvo always wanted to play the piano ac-
cordion.” writes *fl. E. from Canada. "But
thought 1’d never learn it. Then Xread about
your lessons. 1 don’t know how to express my
satisfaction.”

You, too, can leam to
~(uickly, easi

YOU SAY you’d love to learn
music but can’t afford a private
teacher? Then listen to this

You can now learn to play your

BEST METHOD BY FAR

“Enclosed Is ray last examination sheet for
ray course in Tenor Banjo. Tlds completes
I have taken lessons before under
teachers, but my Instructions with you wera

my course.

favorite instrument — as thousands
of others have — for LESS THAN
SEVEN CENTS A DAY! And that
email sum covers everything — in-
cluding sheet music! It doesn’t take
long, either. You can learn to play
quicker than you ever dreamed
possible!
Learn to play by ploying Real Tun**
Yes, that’s exactly what you do. From
the start you aeually play familiar melodies,
you master one. you go on to another.

that the lessons not
only tell you what'
to do. in the
printed Instructions.
They actually «how
you — with large,
cloar pictures —
what positions  to
take—every move to
make. You read
how to play a tune
—you see how to
play it—then you

NOTICE
Please don’t confuse
the U. S. School of
Music method with
any _system 0
teaching’ music "b:
car” or by tric
charts. Our "method

by actual notes —
not by any trick or
number system.

play it and hear how it goes. A teacher at

by far the best."—*A. O., Minn.
“Actual pupils' names on request. Pictures by
professional models.

Flow is possible? Well, you learn by
k modern method that doe* away with
humdrum scales and exercises.
You spend your time playing
interesting pieces from real
notes. It’s really FUN learn-
ing to play this modern way
—It makes practicing & pas-
time instead of a bore. Mora

your sida couldn’t make it more clear.

Print and Picture Sample — FREE

If youre really interested in learning
music quickly and easily—and with little
expense, send for our Free Booklet and
Free Print and Picture Sample today.
Don't wait. Fill in the coupon now—check-
ing your favorite instrument X. S. School

SIMPLE AS A-B-C

Yet It’* from the famous "Merry Widow" Waltz

HH N * omemmeery n — — - than 730.000 pupils have en- of Music, 2945 Brunswick Bldg.. New York
rolled for this amazing course. 10, N. Y. Forty-seventh year. (Est 1898.)

r*v.n ~ a

VXr_ a -1 r a U. S. School of Music, 2945 Brunswick Bldg., Now York 10, N.Y.

| am interested in rausio study, particularly in the Instrument
checked below. Please send me four free illustrated booklet, "How
to Learn Musio at Homo,” and the Frea Print and Picture Sample.

(Do you have instrument?.............. .

|

|

|

|

|

\

m G
f

*

Piano Piano Accordion  Tenor Banjo  Modern Elementary
uitar i Plain Accordion Ukulelo Harmony
Hawaiian Guitar Saxophone Clarinet MamJoiin
Violin Trumpet, Cornet  Trombon* Practical Finger
Piocolo Reed Organ Flute Control
I Name...
| (Pleas.o print)
| Address.......... .
From the above diagram you can see for yourself how .
easy it is to learn by this Print and Picture method. J City— memmmrmmmee e State...... .o
y,>u simply look at the music and cia/jrm snd see | KOTE! ... If you are under «rje pa-rnt nmM

which notes to strike. In a few minute* you will find
yourself playing tae famous "“Merry Wiujiv Waltz.”

FreaiacdRicaMC—JidKd,,.., o ot Bondem®



waysto be
your own boss!

lyOW, more than ever before, Ssthe right time to start a small
m ! profitable business of your own. .. ortrain yourself for a prac-
tical money-making trade ‘in which you can be INDEPENDENT.
TODAY . . . take your first step, without cost or any obligation.

Just mail coupon—= " \y g tc} and clock repairing

d by ret il . g
arflhy fpluli el eI =beamatHome—InYonrSpare litré

you Wlllget full in- Prepareforahappyfutureofprosper-
ity,security... and get a big-pay job

formation on the i _,
. now. Fascinatm g, hijarh-gradeoccara-
courses listed here. tion. You can EARN WHILE YOU LEARN.

p

locksmithing and key making

PRACTICAL UP-TO-DATECOURSE
How to pick locks, de-code, makemertcr-keys,

Excellent field for part-time work at home.
Practical Course in HOROLOGY
Thorough eelf-Instruction training in
o
SUCCESS ... foea professional man! Interesting. LCARN-BY-DOINO fn-
Pfractical traiTliIngtonthéJW to ran b profitable r?al estate blésiness Eatgjlcuol{}cr)npertehvoigUsL:irgr%Hclecrﬁlc—e\g’
of your own. Illustrate If-study_ lessons on farm and suburban A -
prglperties, downtown opseerati;glf ain a working knowledge Of sary. WATCHMAKING IS BASIC TRA}I}NING‘FBR,AIRCRAFT
mortgages, listings, sales techniques, appraisals, property manage- INSTRUMENT WORK and other scientific precision job3.
ment., commercial leasing, contracts, etc. Real estate is the foun- Amazmg Low Pricel ¢ Mone -%ack Guaranteef
dation of all wealth! Rush coupon below for NEW facts you Get into this fast-growing field NOW. ..Higopportunity...don't
should knowabout your future ip real estate. There’s no obligation. delay. Mail coupon below for FREE Information. Noobligation.
practical REFRIGERATION
Brand New Streamlined Course forqulck
training. Authoritative step-by-step instruc-
on servicing household refrigerators. .. repair, insta#l service, etc.' New gelf-inti-ac-
how to install, operate, repair. Easy-to-  lonissons forsvenianty man home-owter

E%I(IJOO‘A{iIr:I;sg:trig gel;;?;c“eﬁgn%n ttreC)sLtJibnls- fix-it shop, hardware dealer, gunsmith.

Covers(?uick-f[eeze units, lockers,water 53 Easy lllustrated Lessons

coolers, freon, air-conditioning systems, etc.

Low Price | Satisfaction guaranteed or
money back. Writcnow... noobligationl

practical RADIO servicing

SELF-INSTRUCTION COURSE
Teachesyon the practical side ofradio,,
repair, eeljustment, operation, alteration,
trouble-shooting. No previous knowledge
necessary. Large clear illustrations, dia-

illustrated bveXFert engineerg. Satisfaction gram SS%E%&BYH%NSII:{,\}‘(T ESE:IEC% Ll rI;ld?o

or refund. Mail coupon for FREE details. Y
. . . . rgpalr{shopgf){o,uiolwr}—or_pre I'?’re for
- - ooming industrial electronics. Thisuse-
carpentry-building- estimating i G e
e fundamentals. Including mathe-
81Q OPPORTUNITIES FOR MEN
With the KNOW-HOW! There’s » matics, revuew questions, problems,

great future in the building trades a,??ivé’gfs'ééﬁcﬂ% %’éié(\’,v' vsitlelblf%w
.. .fortrained men. Hereareup-to- you full Information you wan
Sear%emljeeslsgglsls%r; ho'_\?/o‘t,e t%la(rJ]bbilt“ilﬁ' v “immediately. Mail it in today |

M AILORDERIiUIr

square, roofing, paintm?I and dec-
Your Big Opportunityl

orating, etc. Send for full}nforma-

tion FREE . .. mail coupon below!
84rlesson course on proved, tested, up-
to-date, profitable methods. Amazing

what to invent—
m MECHANICAL DRAWING, DESIGN- |
treasure-house of the bestmail order
plans and practices. Howtostartyourmail

ING, BLUEPRINT READING
Practical course for wide-awake practical men. )

orderbusinesson asmall one-man scale.,.
how to keep itgrowint% moreand more prof-

IDEAS . .. how to get th-m, develop them, pro-
: tect them find promote them! Expert informa-
. g?n O.TIbO{Nttﬂéuml}wltlfémafllﬂﬁtlon |nt€ money. itable month after month. Money-making FACTS.
us illustrated self-atu essons on basic me- i i
chanical movement ear.d dev; cs Sensational details...FREE.

Amazing lowprize! Freedetails, seecoupon.

mechanics

Let this PRACTICAL, LOW-PRICED COUISe
get you started in the auto “{R/a” trade. Good
mechanics make bIP money NOW . . . and have a
greatfuture! Sell-training lessons show you
exactly what to do and how 1o do it. It teaches
servicing on all makes of cars . , . adjust-
ments, tune-ups, etc. Cleatly written and

AUTDO

Mail coupon below!

mail coupon below for FREE details. F R E E ' tOO-page b00k... mal’tth iS nOW!
NILSON COMPAHY,DEPT.8C06,321 S.WABASH AVI.CHICAOO 4.1U..1

INSURE YOUR FUTURE
® » Y W VvV |V Please send me— Free and wfthoat obligation—iTfostrated Success-Catalog containinP

»
M ail This Cou pon To d ay! T information aboutthe subject (orsubjects) I’ve checked below. No salesman will cal

: : H O Watch and Clock Repairing. Ix>cksmithing, O Refrigeration.
gﬂrtm%r‘ig_#‘a%‘oﬁ‘se%'é;hﬁ SHt%JL?CSTLSJctgeasts-lgtaetraelgtgyveﬁ'l n Practical Radio,Serwpcing.g § Heal Estate. gl Auto Mechanics.
bring complete details. ER E..nocost, noobligation. ‘ 0 Mail Order Business Carpentry. Inventions.

NELSON COMPANY k7"

. ADDRESS
321S. Wabash Ave.,Dept.8E06,Chicago4, IIl.
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Give me JOMinutes a Day
Learn My Timetested Secrets of Strength

I’'Il teach you tht "Progressive Power Method” .through which
$ rebuilt myseif from a physical wreck the doctors condemned
to die at"IS, to the holder of more strength record* than any
other living athlele or teacher! "Progressive Fewer” has proven
its ability to build the strongest, handsomest men in the world
And | stand ready to show you on a money back basis—thst no
matter how flabby or puny you are | can do the same for you
right in your own, home. Through my proven secrete | bring
tc life new power in you inside and out, until YOU are fully
satisfied you are tht man you want to be. MX TIMS TESTED
METHODS RE-BUILD u
PROVE TO YOUftSKLF IN ONE NIGHT

Sentf’only 25c¢c in full payment lor my test course “Moutding A
Mighty Arm,” Try it for one night! E*pcri«ncc tbf thrilling strength
thnt will surge through your muscle*

BC1Q WHAT THESE FAMOUS PUFILS
ISAT ABOUT JOWETT

A. FAggAHONT, aneU tramed
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to*d to Mighty Stroeqth THIS MONTH, to. with Ceueoff-orde.,
t offer FREE of further tod, ell Sworld Femout lefide Secro*il

S_ecrets]lof" ommand e”DﬁW‘*SiJ,E °I§1p

NI Sncrett of "Strong Man Stunts Mad* tasy”.

Art/cfr Secret* j of “Th# World's Cr**t*st Knock-out F««Rch”t

| Secret*
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BUILD A BODY Hi.
YOU'LL BEPROUD OF fSOm

Send for These

FIVE Famous Courses
NOW In BOOK FORM

ONLY 25c EACH
er ALL $ for $1

At last. Jowett's world-famous muscle*

building courses, are available in book

form to all readers of this publication .

at an extremely low price of 25 cents e«fchf All s
for only Si.00. You owe it to your country, to your
family, and to yourself, to make yourself physu:ally
fit now! Start at once to improve your physique by-
following Jpwctt’s simple, «asy method of muscle*
building 1"

10-DAY TRIAL OFFER!

Think of It— alt fiv* of these famous courso-baok*
for only ONE DOLLAR—or any one of them for
25c. If you're not dellghted with these famous
muscle-building books—if you don’t actually FEEL
results within ONE WEEK, send them back and
,your money will be promptly refunded!

Don’t let this opportunity get away from you!

EOUPSY & once DouT TR0 07 FREES cobydr
2Yreo/'U J°Wet b™K* “Nerv* of Stw,' Muscles

JOWETT INSTITUTE OP PHYSICAL CULTURE
230 Fifth Ave., D«pt. 675, Ntw York 1. N. Y.

g

MAILORDER-COUPON NOW 0*4 9.t m*

INSIDE STRENGTH SECRETS TT)Tri

and PHOTO. B RONG MEN T K'tt f
Bt atdd ilio
230 Fifth Avenue, Depf. 675, New York 2,N.Y ,
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Randy was close enough to see Eve Impulsively put her arms about Hank and kiss him

By GEORGIA CRAIG
Eve Marshall flings the very thought of romance aside and
flees from sunny Florida to icy Alasfla in order to forget
her heartbreak— but love follows her on swift wings!

CHAPTER |
Kiss in the Moonlight

VE huddled in the shadow of the
E coquina-rock wall, and held her
breath. AIl about was the soft
of a January night in Palm
The low wall was splashed with
loveliness of bougain-

murmur
Beach.
the breath-taking

villea in coral and purple, and the patio
was revealed in the soft brilliance of the
silver-white tropic moonlight.

That moonlight shone on the blond
head of Randy Johnson, and on the silver
bars on the shoulder of his tunic and on
the white-and-silver suaveness of lisa
MacLain's superlative dinner gown.
And Randy’s arms were close about lisa,
and he was kissing her with an expert-
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ness and an obvious pleasure that was
like tiny stilettos driven deep into Eve’s
quivering heart.

For on Eve’s finger was a star-sapphire
that Kandy had put there only a few days
ago. And warm and bitter-sweet was the
memory in Eve’s heart of the plans they
had made.

llsa broke from Randy’s arms, with a
soft little laugh that prickled along Eve’s
shrinking body like tiny whips. Randy
reached for her again and said something
gay and ardent, and Eve’s shaking fingers
fumbled with the latch of the little green
gate set into the coquina-rock wall.
Blinded with tears and dazed %vith pain
she found her way to the beach.

She dropped down on the last step, hud-
dling there like a suffering small animal
caught in a trap.

“Randy! Oh, Randy,
could you do this to me?”

The anguished words were in her heart.
She could not have spoken them even to
Randy. Her lips were stiff, and in her
heart was an aching desolation unlike
anything she had ever known or dreamed.

She had first met Randy almost a month
ago when, invalided home from the South
Pacific after having conducted himself in
a manner to get himself awarded medals
and decorations and a great deal of news-
paper space, he had come to the hospital
in Palm Beach for convalescence. His
plane had been shot down and he had been
reported officially “missing.” He had lain,
badly wounded in a native village, cared
for by the natives until able to travel.
Then, guided by the natives he had man-
aged to make his way back to a base from
which, eventually, he had been sent home.

Now, almost completely well of his
wounds, but still fighting the malaria that
had been an inescapable result of his ex-
periences, he was hoping to be sent back
for active duty soon.

darling, how

N EVE’S official capacity as secretary
to a member of the Chamber of Com-

merce whose duty it was to welcome celeb-

rities, she had been one of the first to
meet the returned hero. He had hated
being called a “hero.”

"The heroes, my sweet,” he had said in
one of his rare moments of gravity, “are
those who didn’t come back! Who won't
ever come back.”

From the moment Eve had looked into
his steady blue eyes, warming with in-
terest as they took her in from the top of
her softly curling ink-black hair to the
tips of her brown-and-white spectator
sports pumps—almost standard equip-
ment for business girls in the Florida re-
sort area—she knew she loved him. Her
own eyes, gray and long-lashed, had not
been able to endure the scrutiny of his,

and he had chuckled a little at the warm
tide of color that had flowed into her
face beneath his look. And almost from
that moment she had been his.

He had made no secret of his admira-
tion, of his growing ardor. He had pur-
sued her with a singleness of purpose
that had made her friends envious. The
men at the hospital and at the air base,
toward which Randy naturally gravi-
tated every time he could leave the hos-
pital had looked at him with that same
envy.

Within a week he had told her he
loved her and that he intended to marry
her. When she had tried to laugh at him,
he had simply taken her into his arms and
kissed her until she was breathless and
radiant, and all the cool common sense
and caution had vanished.

“Of course,” he had told her, “we’ll fool
around and waste a lot of time, while
I pursue you in the old-fashioned man-
ner. We’ll take a week or two? if you like,
to get acquainted. But Pm warning you,
Honey-chile, that it’s a criminal waste of
something we haven’t much of—time!”

He had kissed her and she hadn’t been
able to point out to him that they barely
knew each other and that he could easily
be mistaken about loving her. He had
insisted on talking things over with her
father. And her father had been dis-
tressed.

Sam Marshall, Eve’s father, was a plump,
middle-aged, genial person who conducted
a small curio-and-gift shop opposite the
City Park. It was a favorite meeting
place for the retired and elderly men
who grew lonely during the winter here
in this lovely, tropic country and who
came to play checkers or chess, and to
swap stories.

M*,  Marshall had
Randy—opposed their marriage.
Eve hadn’t been surprised.

“l was in that other little shindig, boy,”
he had said quietly. “I know how easy it
is for a fellow to go overboard about a girl
he barely knows ... No, no, wait a minute,
now. | admit you could look the world
over and not find another girl like Eve!
But what about Eve’s side of the picture?
She hasnt known you long enough to be
sure that what she feels for you is love—
or just spring and the tropics! The lure
of the uniform and all the rest of it! Of
course, if she wants to marry you tomor-
row | won’t raise a finger to stop her.
But you asked for my advice and I'm
offering it. Wait until you know each
other a little better.”

Randy’s jaw had set hard and Randy
had grown a little pale, his eyes dark and
hostile.

“Wait a little while,” he had suggested
dryly. “A vyear or two, | suppose?”

unexpectedly—to
Though
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“A year’s not long to wait to make a
decision that’s going to last a whole life-
time, is it?” Sam Marshall had pointed out.

“Under ordinary circumstances, no sir,”
Randy had agreed grimly. “But may |
point out the fact that these are not quite
ordinary circumstances, sir? That in
another thirty days 1 will be returned to
active duty? That | may never see her
again?”

“In that case,” said Mr. Marshall,
“mightn’t it be just as well if you were
not married to her?”

Randy had stood up, his tall body drawn
to its full six feet, and he had looked
somehow hard and cold.

“It’s for Eve to decide, don’t you think?”
he had said grimly. “If we should be
married tomorrow, we’d have a bit of a
honeymoon—something to remember.” He
had looked at Eve, his handsome mouth
thin-lipped. “Well, how about it, sweet-
heart?” he had demanded almost curtly.

Eve had drawn a long, shaken breath
and spread her hands palm up.

“l love you, darling,” she had said.

“Well, then!” 3aid Randy triumphantly
and moved to sweep her into his arms,
but she had evaded him and put a chair
between them and leaned on its back to
steady her knees.

“At least | think |1 had
amended honestly. “I for

do,” she
dont know,

certain. I've never felt like this before—
but oh, Randy, Dad’s right. | can’t de-
cide all in a minute something that

means our whole life, because marriage
is for life, with me.”

“l don’t want to be crude, angel,” Randy
had said grimly, a little glint of anger in
his eyes, “but nowadays, life may not be
very long.”

“Give me a week, Randy—just a week
—then we’ll still have time for a honey-
moon.”

EY had left it at that. He had been
resentful, at first, that she should

have the tiniest doubt that the emotionThey had been

that shook them was the love of a lifetime.
Then he had accepted her decision and
had been gay and sweet and almost ar-
rogantly sure of himself, and of what her
decision would be.

She shivered now on the bottom step
of the beach stairs and knew that the
damp evening air across the ocean was
striking, chill against her body. She
didn’t know how long she had been sit-
ting there, fighting down the pain and the
shock that had swept her at the sight of
Randy, to whom she was to be married
in three days’ time, with his arms about
Usa MacLain.

She didn’t want to think about lisa
MacLain but she had to. Ilsa was another
celebrity who had come to town and been

greeted officially by Eve’s special office,
lisa was a well-known woman photog-
rapher, here on an assignment to do a
series of fashion photographs for a na-
tionally circulated magazine.

Eve had disliked her at sight. She
didn’t bother to try to deny that. She
had met too many like llsa to find it
difficult to make up her mind. Women
who had been born to wealth and social
position and to the calm assurance that
they and their affairs were the most im-
portant things in all the world. That the
world had been designed for their special
pleasure and gratification, and that any-
one else who happened to be in it was
there on sufferance.

llsa had developed her hobby of photog-
raphy into a really important business.
An llsa MacLain photograph was a work
of art and hailed as such.

She was not beautiful. Mere beauty,
Eve felt, she might have been able to
fight. But llsa was what every girl in
love dreads far more than beauty—a
sophisticated lady.

In her early twenties, with a shining
mop of rusty-red hair worn in a fashion
that no one else would ever have dared,
llsa was too tall for actual beauty. Her
shoulders were too broad and she was
too thin. But where most women would
jiave ordered clothes designed to minimize
such figure defects Ilsa deliberately em-
phasized them, and so achieved a distinc-
tion that far transcended mere good looks.

She had a malicious tongue, a wit that
did not spare friend or enemy. She
boasted that she took her fun—and her
men!l—where she found them. The world
for her, even in its present stage of up-
heaval was an amusing place, and she had
attained a certain fame that made her
a celebrity.

Eve knew now that it had been inevi-
table that Randy would be attracted to
llsa, and it had been a foregone conclusion
that llsa would be attracted to Randy.
gaily insulting when
they had met. Randy had spoken ad-
miringly of llsa, but until tonight, when
Randy had brought Eve to a dinner party
here in Palm Beach, and llsa had beep a
fellow guest, Eve had not been at all un-
easy.

Then, going out to the patio to look at
the moon like silver on the blue-satin
ocean, she had witnessed that romantic
scene.

Eve drew a hard breath, and straight-
ened. The delicate turquoise-blue tulle of
her frock with its silver threads—she had
thought it so lovely until she had seen it
beside the severely simple, suavely cut
white jersey that llsa wore—was sodden
with dew. It clung damply to her body
that ached as she rose to her feet.
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CHAPTER 11
She Must Leave Him

E thought of going back into the beau-
tiful villa and facing the other guests,

of seeing lisa and Randy again, was un-

bearable. So, instead, Eve walked down the
beach, climbed the steps there, and set off
for home.

She crossed the long white arching
bridge that spans the Lake, separating the
year-round city of West Palm Beach from
its more lordly neighbor. She was achingly
tired when she crept upstairs to the apart-
ment that she and her father occupied
above the shop, but was unable to go to
sleep. Lying wide-eyed in her bed, looking
into the darkness beyond the oblongs of
silver moonlight that flooded the room, she
faced facts.

Randy was not in love with her—not the
way she was in love with him. She had
held back from that headlong rush
into marriage for which he had begged be-
cause of that little uneasy fear that
Randy’s love might be a passing thing.
When she gave her love, it was for always.
She couldn’t bear it if Randy should grow
tired of her—and he might, if he didn’t
really love her.

She hid her face in her pillow and was
ashamed that she could not control her
tears. For Randy didn’t love her at all,
or he would not have enjoyed kissing lisa
MaelLain. And it had been painfully plain
that he had enjoyed it—far too much!

Eve knew too, that she could not hold
out against Randy. He wanted her to
marry him, and the fact that she had held
back had only whetted his eagerness. If
he kept on asking her, in spite of what she
had seen, she would give in. Eve smoth-
ered the sound of her sobs in her pillow,
and somehow dropped off to sleep, . . .

Randy was waiting for Eve when she
left the office for lunch the next day.
His jaw was set and his eyes were angry.
But they were a trifle wary, too.

“Hi, what was the idea of running out
on me last night?” he demanded as he fell
into step with her. “Didn’t you have fun?”

“Much fun,” she assured him dryly, and
tried to steady her voice.

Randy looked down at her, the hint of
wariness more than ever apparent in his
eyes. “You wouldn’t by any chance have
been in the patio at a—er—certain mo-
ment?” he hazarded cautiously.

She looked squarely up at him, her face
pale but composed.

“You mean when you were kissing lisa
MaeLain?" she said flatly and uncom-
promisingly. “Yes, | was there.”

Randy flushed, and then he laughed.
She could almost see his determination to
brazen it out.

“Oh, for Pete’s sake, so that was why
you took a powder on me!” he said. “Why,
you baby! Don’t you know that sort of
thing doesn’t mean a darn thing?”

Eve’s taut face did not relax.

“It does to me, Randy,” she said evenly.
“Oh, look here now, sweet,” he said,
startled, “she practically asked me to kiss
her.” He flushed, and added defensively,
“Oh, I know, a gent never tells on a lady,
but | never claimed to be a gent. And lisa
would be terribly amused, if not indignant
at being called a lady! It was all just a
silly bit of horse-play. It didn’t mean a
thing.”

“It meant that if you could enjoy kiss-
ing her, then you were not in love with
me,” Eve told him quietly. “l couldn’t any
more ki3s another man, loving you, than 1
could fly.”

He caught her hands and his eyes
blazed with eagernesss.

“So you do love me! | knew it, but I've
been waiting for you to discover it! Come
on, darling, what are we waiting for? We
can be married quicker than you can say
‘Jack Robinson!””’

She pulled her hands free.

“I'm not going to marry you, Randy—
ever,” she told him so flatly that the
words were like a slap in the face.

His jaw set, his eyes grew angry and
a little frightened.

“Never’s a long time,” he said at last.

“And never is just what | mean, Randy,”
she told him, and set her teeth in her
lower lip so she could steady her voice to
go on, because it was terribly important
that he should understand how she felt.
“You see, Randy, | could never be sure
of you. If you can go around kissing other
women just a few days before we’re mar-
ried, you’d be doing it a few days after-
wards. |—I just couldn’t trust you, Randy,
and I’ve got to trust my husband.”

“You’re being a little silly, don’t you
think?” Randy said. “Making a mountain
out of a mole-hill? After all, what's ter-
ribly wrong about a casual kiss here and
there?”

“There was nothing casual about the
way you and lisa were Kkissing each other
last night,” she pointed out, glad that she
could talk steadily, without giving way to
tears.

ANDY had the grace to flush a little,
then his blue eyes grew angry again.
“Well, what would you like me to do—
raise my right hand and solemnly sw'ear
that I’ll never kiss another woman as long
as | live?” he demanded shortly.
“No, because you wouldn’t keep the
promise,” she told him quietly. “So it



wouldn’t be any good.
I just don’t trust you.”

She would have turned away, but Randy’s
hands caught her by the arms and held her
so that she couldn’t get away. They were
in the doorway of a shop, and people looked
at them curiously, or wisely, understanding
the lack of privacy a soldier and his sweet-
heart have nowadays, and forgiving them.

“Look here, Eve, you’re my girl and
nothing you can do or say will ever change
that!” he told her firmly. “1 could marry
you this minute if | cared to exert—pres-
sure. You can’t get away from me, so you
needn’t try. You’re all angry and upset
now, but gradually you’ll learn to see
things my way and agree that what hap-
pened last night was unimportant. It
hasn’t anything to do with the way | feel
about you.

“It might happen again after we’re mar-
ried—for in spite of what you say, we’re
going to be married and don’t you ever
forget it. | say | might Kkiss another
woman, any time and anywhere, but if |

You see, Randy,

lisa and Captain Stacy were standing

kissed ’em by the dozens it still wouldn’t
have anything to do with the fact that you
are the one girl | love and the only girl
I've ever wanted to marry!”

“But not the only girl you want to kiss,”
she reminded him.

He was thoroughly angry now, his blue
eyes stormy. “Don’t you think you’re
being a little silly about this, Eve?” he de-
manded. “After all, what’s so devilishly
important about a Kiss?”

“Nothing to you since you feel that way
about it,” she told him evenly. “But it's
terribly important to me that you should—
well, sort of lose interest in other women if
you want to marry me.”

For a moment her eyes blurred with
tears, before she could say swiftly and
hotly:

“We might as well face it, Randy! Our
ideas, our ideals are far apart. We don't
even think alike. I'm not sophisticated
enough to laugh it off when the man | love,
and who says he loves me, enjoys making
love to another girl.



In the doorway, staring at Eve and Randy

“The mere fact we were married wouldn't
change you. And I'd be hurt and angry—I
couldn’t help it, Randy, any more than you
could help kissing Elsa MacLain! And—
and we’d quarrel, and it would be pretty
unpleasant, and the first thing you know,
we wouldn’t love each other. We wouldn’t
even like each other any more. And I'd
rather give you up now before we hurt
each other again. So this is good-by,
Randy!”

“Like blazes it is!” said Randy, his face
so white and set that there was a little
white line about his mouth. “All right,
run along now—but this isn’t the end. I’ll
be around, and sooner or later you’re going
to come over to my way of thinking that
we’re living on borrowed time, our genera-
tion. We can’t count on tomorrow, because
maybe we won’t have a tomorrow, so we
have to get what happiness we can now—e
today, this minute.”

And because she was badly shaken and
because she was hurt to the quick she
lashed out at him, wanting to hurt him,

her voice brittle with anger:

“Was that why you kissed lisa McLain
last night?”

His eyes flashed,
thin and grim. He
though he didn’t care much to
her at all.

“Maybe it was, come to think of it—
maybe it was,” he said shortly.

She turned swiftly, lowering her head
so that he could not see the tears in her
eyes and this time he made no effort to
stop her.

“Good-by, Randy,” she said over her
shoulder. “It’s been fun knowing you.”

“Good-by, my eye!” snapped Randy.
"I’ be around!”

She hurried off down the street, not dar-
ing to look back, because he would be
standing there, watching her. And unless
she were careful she might turn and run
back and fling herself into his arms and
beg him to marry her, even without any
promises about fascinating, sophisticated
ladies like lisa MacLain.

and his lips were
looked at her as
look at
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When, at the corner of the street, she
dared a small glance toward where she
had left him, he was still standing there,
his arrogant shoulders drooping a little.
He lifted his hand in a little mocking sa-
lute that was a stab, because it showed
her how superbly certain he was that she
would come to terms—his terms.

“It’s not his fault,” she told herself as
she hurried, trying against her own
common sense to defend him. “It’s the
way he was brought up—his mother and
father divorced when he was a child, being
shunted back and forth between them, any-
time they married again, seeing his
friends going gaily into marriage and as
gaily and carelessly out of it. He’s sus-
picious, and wary of being tied down. He
thinks I'm old-fashioned because | believe
marriage should be for always, and that
married people should be faithful.”

ER rebellious heart was pleading his
H cause more eloquently than Randy,

nium-colored lipstick.

“Eve, what’s wrong?” she asked sharply.

Eve managed a grimace that was meant
for a smile.

“Just a fight with the boy-friend,” she
admitted huskily. “What goes with you?”

“Me?” answered Trudy, her brown
eyes eager and excited. “I’'m shoving off
tonight at six, and I'm so excited it’s all |
can do to keep from floating about the
room like a suddenly released balloon!
And no cracks, please, about I've got just
the figure for it.”

Eve .eyed the girl with warm affection.

Trudy was plump and brown-haired and
good-natured. Not pretty, but she had an
abounding vitality, an exhaustless energy
that made her attractive. She was always
“going on a diet” and being tempted off it
by lemon chiffon pie with meringue. She
was lugubriously sure that no man would
ever want to marry a girl who was fat—
and she quite frankly wanted to be
married.

in nis most inspired moments could have “Not to just any old lug, of course,” she

done. And against the wild, urgent plea of
that throbbing heart of hers she had only
her common sense and the example of her
father and mother who had loved each
other faithfully, and neither of whom had
ever looked at anyone else romantically
from the day of their marriage.

“If I marry him,” her head told her clam-
orous heart, “we’ll have a little bit of
grand happiness. Then he’ll go away and |
won’t know where he is. But there will be
women wherever he is going, and I’ll be
torn to bits wondering whether he’s met
somebody he likes better than he does me,
somebody to kiss. Oh, can’t you see what
it would all mean? It’s better just not to
see him again—ever!”

And suddenly the bright tropic sun-
shine was blotted out and it was as though
a cold, damp wind blew harshly upon her.
She shivered at the dreariness of the
thought of never seeing Randy again.

“But that’s the way it’s got to be!” she
told herself savagely, tilted her pretty
chin, squared her shoulders, and faced the
truth. 1t was better to be hurt terribly for
a little while than to be torn to bits slowly
and agonizingly, wondering w-hether her
husband was loyal to her, or amusing
himself with some other girl.

Sheer force of habit led her into the
cafeteria where she always lunched and,
with her tray, to a small corner table where
she always met Trudy Owen, her best
friend since kindergarten days.

Trudy was half-way through her meal
when Eve reached the table.

“Hi, keed—how goes it?” Trudy greeted
her happily.

Then, startled, Trudy saw Eve’s white
face and the soft, tremulous lips that
would have been pallid without the gera

would explain hastily. “And not a tall,
dark and handsome dream man. Just an
average fellow who’d like a wife and a
home and kids as much as 1'd like a hus-
band and ditto!”

When news had come through that the
Government was planning to send two
hundred clerical workers and stenog-
raphers to Alaska to release soldiers who
were now doing those jobs, Trudy had
caroled gaily:

“That’s for me! Twenty thousand Gls
and practically no gals! If | can’t snag
myself a husband out of that gang, and
without competition, | deserve to be an old
maid!”

Because she was an expert stenographer,
she had passed the necessary Civil Service
examination, and the physical, and she was
leaving tonight for the new job.

Eve, looking at her, was startled by a
sudden thought. If she stayed here where
she would be seeing Randy constantly, her
heart would win out over her head, and
she would marry him and let herself in for
some very real heartache and misery. But
if she took herself away, to a strange place
among new people, under conditions
completely foreign to her experience—
wouldn’t that help rid her mind of its un-
rest? Wouldn't it, to be brutally frank,
help her to forget Randy?

“Trudy,” she said suddenly, her eyes
glowing, “I'm going with you! [I'm an
expert stenographer, too, remember. And
| passed the Civil Service exams, and the
physical just in case | am needed too.”

Trudy choked on her lemon chiffon pie,
and stared with saucer eyes.

“Ye gods and little fishes!” she said.
“Then let’s get going! You’ve got things
to do, pal!”
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Trudy knew her so well she knew Eve
meant what she said. She wanted to get
away. Though it puzzled Trudy vastly that
any girl in her right mind could honestly
want to get away from anyone so tremen-
dously attractive as Randy Johnson!

CHAPTER 111

Ice and Snow

N EDMONTON, where Eve and Trudy
I left the train, they found half a dozen

other girls en route to their own base,

which housed an Engineering Unit in
which they were to Work. The other girls
were big-eyed, awed, and a little fright-
ened, Trudy and Eve were desperately
tired and Trudy announced firmly that she
was so cold she never expected to be warm
again as long as she lived.

Florida seemed millions of miles away,
and palm trees like something that were
only the background of a pleasant dream.
It wasn't that Trudy was any less patriotic
here in the frozen North than she had
been in sunny Florida—only it was all so
different.

They were met by a briskly competent
woman in her middle thirties who rounded
them up like a mother hen rounding up a
batch of frightened chicks. When the
woman, whose name was Miss Cameron,
hurried them off on a shopping trip, Trudy
rebelled firmly, in the town’s biggest store.

“Hi!” protested Trudy when the sales-
girl spread before them some garments
of which Trudy had vaguely heard, but had
been quite sure never really existed.
“What the heck—is this a joke?”

“You object to red flannel undies?” asked

the competent Miss Cameron. “You’'ll
learn, dear—you’ll learn!”

“You mean we’re supposed to wear
things like that?”

Miss Cameron smiled wearily. “Look,

pal,” she said. “l don’t care two straw's
what you wear. You’re up here as a ste-
nographer, a civilian employee, and the
Army doesn’t give a hang what you wear.
But pneumonia is such a nuisance. And
after all, if you freeze to death you won’t
be much use to the war effort, will you?”

Trudy shivered and looked out at the
street, piled deep in snow. Trudy had
never even seen snow until this trip. It
continually amazed her that there could
be so much of it, and that the icy wind that
blew across it could be so cold.

“Two suits for each of the girls,” Miss
Cameron told the amused and understand-
ing saleswoman. “Give her your sizes,
girls.”

“Glamour!” said Trudy, under her

breath. “And red flannel underwear! Is
my morale taking a beating?”
' There were ski pants, sweaters, fur-lined
parkas. And Trudy ceased to protest,
though there was an harassed look in her
eyes when at last Miss Cameron shep-
herded her charges to the waiting Army
transport plane, already piled high inside
with mail and boxes of freight. The girls
disposed themselves as comfortably as
they could and the plane took off.

Eve was fascinated by the scenery. Al-
though it whs only a little after two o’clock,
the sun had already set and the world
beneath their plane was bathed in a queer,
greenish dusk, not like any twilight she
had ever seen.

There was a magnificence that was al-
most terrifying about the giant trees, their
feathery tops lifting high above the snow-
clad world. She shivered a little at the
loneliness of the country, and the thought
of a human being caught in that vast white
silence made her a little sick with terror.

"Does it get very cold here?” Trudy,
still a bit grim about the red flannels, asked
Miss Cameron.

“Seldom below sixty,”
assured her.

“Why, goodness,” Trudy said, wide-eyed,
“it gets down to forty at home sometimes
—though the Chamber of Commerce would
hate me for mentioning it.”

Miss Cameron gave her an amused
glance. “l meant sixty below,” she said
sweetly.

“Oh, sixty below,” said Trudy casually,
and then the full implications of that shook
her. She gave a little scream, “Sixty be-
low zero?” she repeated in horror.

“Even so0,” said Miss Cameron, and her
eyes, that had seemed frosty, twinkled a
little at the look on Trudy's face.

“Something tells me I’'m not going to like
it here one little bit,” Trudy said after a
moment.

Miss Cameron’s amusement fled and her
eyes were definitely unfriendly.

“l was afraid a girl from Florida
couldn’t take it when | saw your papers,”
she admitted frankly. “Butthere’s a plane
out of the post for Edmonton every day.
In spite of the year’s contract you have
signed, there are ways of leaving if you
want to. You volunteered, you know—
we didn’t draft you!”

Trudy eyed her grimly.

“Keep your shirt on, pet,” she said
coolly. “I didn’t say | was leaving. But
you don’t mind if | say | don’t think I'm
going to like it, do you?”

“Certainly not,” Miss Cameron assured
her pleasantly. “We have freedom of
speech up here, too. Where we are going
in Alaska is a part of the United States,
you know.”

Miss Cameron
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“That makes me happy,” said Trudy
sweetly.

FTER a while, the plane circled. The

pilot spoke into his radio, asking per-

mission to land.
structions were given. The plane circled
again and headed into the wind, and Eve
and the others peered out as the ground
below them seemed to rush up to meet
them.

The plane settled down like a weary
bird, the door swung open, and half a
dozen eager khaki-clad soldiers peered in.
One sent up a shout.

“Oh, boy—oh, boyl Girls!"

The girls laughed.

“Oh, girls, oh, girls—men!” Trudy said
gaily, mockingly.

There was a little flurry as the girls were
helped out of the plane. A jeep was wait-
ing to taxi them to their quarters and
as the jeep raced through the camp, there
were cheers and hails, and soldiers came
running to wave at them.

"Two thousand miles of country, some
thousands of soldiers, and a couple of
hundred girls!” said Miss Cameron, and
sighed.

But Trud%/ beamed radiantly.

“Happy hunting, girls!” she caroled,
and the boy who was driving the jeep
turned to her.

“Hi, how about a date tonight?” he
asked.

“Just a minute, soldier,” protested Miss
Cameron. “Give them time to get their
feet on the ground and straighten out a
few impressions. They’ll be here a long
while.”

Trudy gave her an unfriendly glance,
and spoke to the soldier.

“What sort of excitement can be stirred
up in these parts?” she wanted to know.

"There are a couple of movies in town,
and a place to dance, and the USO.” He
asked eagerly, “Do you like to ski?”

Trudy chuckled. “lI was born and
brought up In Florida and this is my first
trip north of Jacksonville,” she confessed.

“Swell—then I’ll teach you to ski,” the
boy assured her. “It's great sport!”

The jeep had left the post and was en-
tering a small town that Eve thought
looked like a technicolor movie. The town
itself was dwarfed by the beauty and mag-
nificence of the giant trees that surround-
ed it. Pines, she told herself, and wondered
if they were, or were some other growth
peculiar to these vast frozen wastes. Like
Trudy, she was Florida-born and bred and
her knowledge of trees was confined to
water-oaks, Australian pines and cypress
of her own native state.

The jeeﬁ turned down a street between
barrackslike buildings. It was a wide
street, and there were deeply rutted tracks

that the g’eep followed through the snow.
At one of these buildings the jeep stopped,
and the ?irls piled out, stiff with cold.
The soldier driver spoke to Trudy aside
from the others, and Trudy laughed.

The permission and in- “Why not?” she said. “After I thaw out

a bit. If 1 was any colder, | could refrig-
erate a house.”

The soldier chuckled and drove off.

“I think you’ll be glad of the red flannels,
Miss Owen,” Miss Cameron said.

“Maybe you’re right,” Trudy agreed, and
scampered into the building after the
others.

There was a large room furnished with
comfortable-looking chairs, tables, a few
lamps. A hall was outside it, and at one
end of the room logs were blazing merrily
in a huge fireplace.

Several girls hailed Trudy and Eve and
their companions.

“Hi, refugees!
mines and the wide-open spaces!
going to lo-o-ove it here!”

There was friendly mockery in their
voices but Miss Cameron introduced the
new girls, and then they were assigned
to rooms, down the hall, two girls to a
room.

The one assigned to Trudy and Eve was
small—just large enough to hold two
army cots, one on each side of the door, a
small dressing-table, a chair, and a clothes-
locker, divided neatly into two parts. There
were a few shelves about the room, a gay,
cheap rag rug on the floor, and that was
all.

Trudy looked about, thoughtfully.

“Well, of course, it’s not like the Break-
ers in Palm Beach, nor the Roney-Plaza
in Miami Beach—still, it’s home,” she said
gravely. “Small, but undoubtedly cozy,
though I don’t believe it.”

“Well, it’s warm,” Eve said with a little
gusty sigh, “and there are lots of blankets
and the cots look comfortable. And the
scenery is gorgeous.”

“l hate to be a spoil-sport,” admitted
Trudy reluctantly, “but right this minute,
I could do with a shot of the moon coming
up through the palms across the lake, and
a soft, warm wind that smells of orange
blossoms and verbena caressing my
cheek!”

Welcome to the salt-
You’re

VE stood very still, and suddenly a
pain shot through her so hot and so
sharp that she all but cried oitt.
en moon through the palms, Randy’s arms
about her, Rand\{?’s heart beating hard
against her own, Randy’s lips compelling,
demandin?, yet exquisitely tender.
Trudy looked at her and was stricken
with remorse.
“I'm sorry, honey,” she said, and put her
arms about Eve. “If it gets too much for
you, the Cameron lady said you could

The gold-
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manage to go back.”

“l dont want to go back Trudy ...
That—that’s a lie, of course. “I do, Trudy,
but I mustn't—I mustnt! This is the way
it’s got to be, Trudy!”

Eve burst into tears on Trudy’s shoulder,
to her own shame and Trudy’s horror. . . .

After the first day or two, though, the
girls adapted themselves to the strange-
ness and the new routine of the job. Tru-
dy’s boss was a stout, amiable captain in
the Engineers who sighed with relief when
Trudy took the new job in her stride and
in her first two days reduced his some-
what chaotic office to neatness and order.
To his innocent amazement it was possible
to find a blue-print, or an important paper
in moments.

Eve was assigned to a captain whose job
it was to see that supplies flowed smoothly
and freely to where the great Alaskan
highway was slashing through the frozen
wilderness, and to the men stationed in
lonely camps and air-bases along the two-
thou,sand-mile route. Now and then the
captain took an inspection flight over the
Lc_)ute, and Eve was expected to go with

im.

Clad in her warm undies, her ski pants,
her thick sweater, the fur-lined parka, its
hood drawn closely over her head, her feet
snug and warm in elumsy-looking but most
comfortable boots with fur-lined anklets,
she climbed into the plane, settling herself
as comfortably as she could on piles of
freight, or sacks of mail, or anywhere that
there was the small amount of space she
needed. She would tumble out of the plane
at lonely spots where men all but fought
for a glimpse of her, the first white
girl some of them had seen in months.
Her eyes misted with tears as they vied
over making her comfortable, seeing that
when she ate with them, she had the best
of everything the camp afforded. They
would watch the plane take off, looking so
forlorn and lonely that she could have
wept.

“It’s the boredom and the inaction that
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get them most,” sighed Captain Stacy one
afternoon, his blunt, good-humored, un-
handsome face a little sad as he looked up
from some papers he was checking. “Their
officers try to keep them busy, but what
can they give them in place of the action
they want so badly? Mail from home is the
most important thing for their morale, of
course, though I’ll admit 1d like to kick
some of the people back home who write
them worrying letters. This is a vital job
they’re doing up here, but it lacks the
excitement and the tension they’re keyed
up to expect.”

He gave Eve a grave smile and added
lightly, “If we could just manage to have
you drop in on them once a week or more,
what a help that would be.”

“If we could just manage to have their
wives and sweethearts drop in on them,
you mean,” Eve said quickly. “I'm just a
symbol to them of all the women in their
lives, that spell ‘home’ to them.”

And Captain Stacy nodded in agreement.

The first strange weeks passed. Trudy
was crazy about her job, she said happily.
She bullied her boss exactly as she had
bullied her boss back in Florida, and the
boss loved it. He had a wife and three
daughters back home, and he had missed
their affectionate bullying.

And in the first week Eve and Trudy had
discovered the amusements offered by the
little town that had awakened to a startled
and unbelieving life when the supply base
had been dropped practically on its door-
step, peopled by an incredible number of
lean, brown, hardened young men in GI
winter uniform. Those young men had
demanded something to kill time in be-
tween soldiering.

There was a dance-hall where the owner
protested proudly that the floor was hard-
wood, the orchestra good, and the general
atmosphere one in which the primmest of
old-fashioned spinster ladies would have
felt entirely safe.

Here most of the Civil Service girls who
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were willing to brave the numbing cold for
the trip from their barracks, came to
dance. Admission was two dollars for a
couple, three dollars for boys who “stag-
ged” it, but to girls who came in groups or
without escort, the management was happy
to pay the sum of one dollar!

“Something | never thought would
happen,” said Trudy, when instead of
buying a ticket to enter the place, she re-
ceived a silver dollar.

But the moment the girls were inside the
ball-room, there was a concerted rush from
the hundred or more men waiting wistfully
around the wall. Each girl had so many
partners that Trudy said, after she and
Eve were home, that for the first time in
her life she had known the wild, heady
excitement of being a belle of the ball.

CHAPTER IV

“l Want Him Myself”

NE night shortly after Eve and Trudy

had settled down into their new jobs,
Eve was at the dance-hall dancing with a
tall, ruddy-faced c?/oung man who had just
proudly displayed a snapshot of his wife
and the new son he had never seen, when
Trudy pushed her way across the floor.
Behind her walked a lanky, red-headed,
pleasant-faced young man.

“Hi, Eve,” Trudy said cheerfully. “This
is Hank. He wants to meet you! How's
about trading partners?”

The two men seemed quite content with
the change.

“My name’s Henry Barker,” said Eve’s
new partner and she realized at once that
he was shy and a little awkward. “My
friends call me Hank, though.”

“I’m Eve Marshall,” she told him lightly.
“And my friends call me Eve.”

“It’s a pretty name,” said Hank. “I don’t
tEhink I've ever before met a girl called

ve."

In between the intervals of being cut in
on by his fellow GI Joes, Hank told Eve
a little about himself. He was a sergeant
instructor of Ski Troops, a detachment of
which was training here at the base. He
had won a lot of medals for skiing before
he had entered the Service, and had been
an instructor at Sun Valley.

Eve liked Hank enormously. He was
slow and shy, but there was something so
steadfast and honest in his slowness and
his diffidence that she felt as though she
had known him a long time. When he
offered to teach her to ski during his free
time, she accepted gladly, and suggested
that Trudy learn, toe Trudy was eager,

and before the week was out, Hank was
taking them out to the Beginner’s Run,
showing them the basic principles of a
sport definitely not designed for amateurs.

He taught them to wear snow-shoes, and
they went for long hikes through the
strange, almost terrifying majesty of the
giant woods. The sport was a little too
strenuous for Trudy, so after the first few
trips she begged off.

Eve told herself that she was gettin
over Randy Johnson. And knew she lied!
She went sometimes for hours at a time
and did not even think of him. But when
she did, it was with a stab of pain so sharp,
of a lonely hunger for the sight of him,
the sound of his voice, that she grew faint
with it. She did not cry herself to sleep,
but that was only because of a self-control
exerted to its fullest limit, and because
she despised girls who wept into their
pillows for love.

She was busy at her desk late one after-
noon, long after the sun had sunk at a
little after two o’clock, when she heard the
mail plane go over. Captain Stacx was at
the airport to check the supplies the plane
was bringing in, but he would be back
soon and she would have a report to type
and important papers to file. So she was
anxious to finish the job on hand and did
not look up, a little later, when the door
opened and closed.

“Be ready in just a second, Captain,”
she said, without turning around.

“Take your time,” said a voice that made
her heart leap as though it were a puppet
on a string Inexpertly handled.

She whirled around and looked up,
dazed and incredulous, into Randﬁ John-
son’s laughing brown face, though his eyes
were not laughing.

She couldn’t believe that he was really
here, that she wasn’t just imagining this.

“I'll open my eyes in a minute,” she told
herself, “and he'll be gone, because he
isn’t really here at all.”

But when she opened her eyes and
looked again he was still there. Leaning
negligently against the doorway, his arms
folded, his eyes studying her with an al-
most curious intentness.

“Not what I’d call exactly a warm wel-
come, after all the effort | put in to get
here," he drawled. “Still, it’s not exactly
a warm climate.”

Eve’s control snapped. “Oh, Randy, why
did you come?” she cried out hotly. “Oh,
why? Why?”

“l warned you it would do you no good
to run away from me, Eve—remember?”
Randy said coolly. “I told you a long time
ago you were my girl.”

Her knees were trembling so that she
could hardly stand and her heart was
melting toward him and throbbing with the
memory of the last time his arms had been
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about her. Frantically she sought for
something to say—something that would
make him angry.

“l cant imagine your tearing yourself
away from lisa MacLain just to follow me,”
she said thinly.

ANDY grinned ruefully.

“Oh, I brought her along,” he said
coolly, and waited to see how she was going
to take that.

Her body stiffened.
in disbelief.

“You—didnt!” she whispered, stunned.

“Oh, it wasn’t my idea, | assure you,”
Randy answered her hastily. “It seems
she’s been trying to wangle an assignment
to come up here and shoot some pictures
of you Civil Service gals in action. As
soon as | found out where you’d gone, |
applied for a transfer up here, and because
the malaria bugs are still doing a conga in
my blood stream, and the doctors felt a
few whiffs of good cold air might slow ’em
down, | got the transfer. I'm a postman
now, and it’s a spot not many combat pilots
care about, so I had little competition. I'm
going to fly the mail and freight and
supplies in and along the line, and mail and
stuff out. Quite a job—but | had to find
you, and | couldn’t think of any other way.”

“l see,” said Eve, and now she could
steady her voice because she was so hurt
and so angry. “And | suppose lisa came
along for the ride?”

“l just told you she wangled an assign-
ment from her magazine for pictures, and
when she found | was being transferred
here, she pulled a few wires and got herself
a seat on my ship, and here we are.” Randy
straightened and stopped looking negligent
and amused. “Did you miss me, darling?”
he asked, very low.

She set her teeth hard against the beguil-
ing warmth and tenderness in his voice
and made her own voice cool as she said:

“Scarcely at all.”

He shook his head sadly.

“You’re a poor liar, darling. You should
have your pretty little mouth washed out
with soap and water—only 1’d much rather
kiss it.”

And before she could suspect his in-
tention, he moved suddenly and she was in
his arms and his lips were on hers, and
everything else ceased at the moment to
be at all important.

Dimly, after ages it seemed, Eve heard
Captain Stacy’s voice saying pleasantly:

“This way, Miss MacLain.”

Eve looked up to see Captain Stacy
and lisa standing in the doorway, staring
at her and Randy.

Randy took his time about releasing
Eve, whose face was scarlet and whose
eyes could not quite meet the malice and
laughter in lisa’s.

Her eyes were wide
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“Miss Marshall’s an old friend of mine,”
Randy said to Captain Stacy, pleasantly
casual, and drew out a package of cigar-
ettes, and lit one.

Eve told herself that she hated him
because his manner was so casual, and his
hand didn't even shake as he lit the cigar-
ette, While she was so agitated that only
the fact she was leaning back against her
desk kept her from falling flat on her face!

“| see,” said Captain Stacy politely, and
to lisa, “My secretary, Miss Marshall,
Miss MacLain.”

“We’ve met,” said Eve flatly.

lisa’s airy brows went up with a look
of polite surprise.

“Oh, have we?” she said wonderingly,
obviously trying to remember.

“Several times,” Eve told her. “When
you arrived In Palm Beach, and again at
the Marbury’s dinner party.”

“Oh, of course,” said lisa sweetly.
“You’re the little girl Randy brought to the
party.”

“And you’re the one he took home,” Eve
finished succinctly.

Captain Stacy’s pleasantly blunt, un-
handsome face looked puzzled. There were
tensions and undercurrents in the room
that he could not have helped feeling, and
they bewildered him. But he tried to do
his job neatly and efficiently.

“Miss MacLain will be with us a few
days, Miss Marshall, doing some pictures
of you girls and your activities and amuse-
ments and the like,” he said. “I imagine
you can fit her up with a room in your
barracks. It will be more comfortable
than the hotel.”

Eve drew a deep, hard breath and Cap-

gair; Stacy looked at her almost plead-
ingly.

“l hope you will make things pleasant
for her. Miss Marshall.”

And lisa, looking from Eve’s white, set
face to Randy’s guarded, wary one, laughed
a little.

“Oh, I'm sure she will!” she said. “And
by the way, may | have Miss Marshall as
my model? She should photograph well-
sort of ‘typical Civil Service girl’?”

“I'm sorry, but I'm afraid | won’t have
time.” said Eve with a crispness of which
she was proud. “Captain Stacy is pretty
busy.”

“Oh, I'm sure | can muddle along a few
days. Miss Marshall,” protested Captain
Stacy, so quickly that Eve sensed that
somebody important in Washington had

arranged Miss MacLain’s tour. “You run
along and help Miss MacLain. We can
use a lot more girls up here. And who

knows? Miss MaclLain’s pictures might
easily be the means of recruiting more.”
llsa laughed lightly.
“Thanks, Captain, vou are very kind!”
she said sweetly. “And now if | could go to
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my room for a bit—it’s been rather a tire-
some trip!” Her lovely eyes flickered
toward Randy and she laughed again as
she added significantly, “Even with all its
attractions!”

“You can see Miss MacLain to her quar-
ters, Miss Marshall. Perhaps you’ll join
the Officers Mess for dinner, Miss Mac-
Lain? [I’ll call for you.”

And that, obviously, was Captain Stacy’s
dismissal.

UTSIDE in the bitter cold and the
O slowly increasing darkness, Randy,
carrying lisa’s bag, followed Eve and lisa
along the icy walk from the office to the
girls’ barracks. He set down the bag. “I’ll
see you at dinner, of course,” he said to
Eve.

Eve looked at him levelly.

“l have a dinner engagement,” she told
him firmly.

He frowned, looked about, and shivered.

“A dinner date in this howling wilder-
ness?” he scoffed.

“You’d be surprised at the social pos-
sibilities of this howling wilderness,” Eve
assured him coolly, and walked ahead of
Usa into the barracks.

llsa looked about with eyes alight to
picturesque possibilities. Eve introduced
the half-dozen girls who had already come
in and who were lounging about the day-
room, waiting for five o’clock mess call.
llsa was pleasant and friendly, and Eve
told herself grimly that lisa’s charm was
something that could be turned off and on
like a water-faucet.

There was a vacant room at the end of
the hall and here Eve opened the door and
stood aside.

“l hope you’ll be comfortable,” she said
quietly. “There are extra blankets in that
cupboard in the hall, if you are chilly in
the night.”

llsa shot a cursory glance about the bare
little room, and grimaced. Then she said
curtly to Eve:

“What’s all this nonsense about your
running out on Randy, just because you
saw him Kkiss me?”

Eve stiffened and said as curtly, *“I
really don’t think that’s any of your busi-
ness, do you?”

“Certainly it’s my business,” snapped
llsa. “Because I'm after Randy myself, and
it might complicate things if you suffered
a change of heart and decided you wanted
him back. That is, if your maneuver
means what | think it does—that you’re
just playing hard to get.”

“You may have Randy Johnson, with my
compliments,” Eve flashed recklessly.

lisa’s eyes darkened and a little spot of
color showed high on her cheek-bones.

“Thanks for practically nothing,” she
said sharply. “I shall have Randy Johnson,

if | decide that | want him, and without
your compliments!”

Eve nodded. “Then that seems to say
it all, doesn’t it?” she answered, and
walked away.

CHAPTER V

Red Head—Green Eyes

VE was sitting huddled up on her own

bed when Trudy came in, flushed and
bright-eyed with the cold and with the
excitement of her news.

“Hi, Evie, my pet, there’s big doin’s!”
she announced, as she all but bounced into
the room. “You and | are having dinner
at the hotel with Hank and Jed. Hop out
of them pants and into something fluffy and
frilly—like four or five extra sweaters and
a skirt or two!” And then as she took in
the picture Eve made, she said, concerned,
“Holy cats, pardner, what happened to
you? Toothache?”

“Randy Johnson got in this afternoon!”
Eve said huskily.

“My sainted aunt’s feathered bonnet!”
Trudy gasped, wide-eyed.

“He’s going to be stationed here, flying
the mail and freight and personnel,” said
Eve, and her lips were a little twisted pain-
ful line. “But that isn’t all. He brought
llsa MacLain with him.”

“No!” was the best Trudy could manage
to that.

Eve nodded. “She’s going to shoot a
lot of pictures showing what a rousing
good time we girls in the Civil Service have
up here, and I'm going to pose for her—
and isn’t everything just perfectly James-
Dandy?”

She set her teeth hard and blinked hard
to keep back the tears.

Trudy was impressed by Eve’s self-
control. In Eve’s position, Trudy knew
that she herself would be screaming like
a fish-wife and smashing things. She had
loved Eve like a sister since they had gone
to kindergarten together, but she had
never loved her more or admired or re-
spected her more than in this moment of
what she knew to be a supreme test of
Eve’s character.

“Look, honey,” said Trudy, after an awk-
ward moment, “maybe you’re being slightly
loopy about this whole business. You’re
so in love with Randy you’re sort of walk-
ing around in a daze. He wants to marry
you, so why torture yourself? Why don’t
you give it awhirl ? 1 know he’s a wolf and
all that, but maybe you could reform him!”

Eve shook her head. “That’s what I've
been trying to tell myself all along, Trudy,
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only I know I'm wrong. If | can’t trust
him before we’re married, how do you
suppose I’d feel, afterwards, when he
might be half-way around the world from
me? Trudy, I've got to believe in the man
I marry. | love Randy, but it doesn’t blind
me to his faults. He’s spoiled, and arro-
gant, and overly-sure of himself.

“l don’t mind that. He’s like a cocky
small boy who thinks he can lick anybody
in school, but who sobers down into a
little gentleman when somebody bigger
than he is pins his ears back! | dont
worry about that. | like Randy to be the
way he is—except that | know he wouldn't
be faithful to me, and if a man can’t offer
you })hat, then nothing else is worthwhile.
Is it?”

Her voice broke suddenly in a plea that
Trudy would have given a great deal to
answer as she knew Eve wanted her to
answer it.

But Trudy couldn’t lie. So she said

quietly:
“No, Eve. Unless you’ve got that, you
haven’t got anything. A good-looking

husband, as attractive as Randy, and with
his roving eye. is a pretty poor matrimonial
prospect. Come on, let’s get dressed and
out of here.”

She stood up and stepped swiftly out of
her warm daytime garb, down to the hated
red flannels. She eyed herself in them
and shuddered.

“Glamour!” she said grimly. “Pliooey!
How the blades can a girl feel glamorous,
or be attractive, when she knows she’s
wearing anything like this?”

Eve grinned, and the moment was eased
a little of its tension.

Hank and Jed were waiting when Eve
and Trudy came out into the day-room.
The boys sprang eagerly to their feet. Out-
side in the cold night, Hank frankly
mopped his brow and grinned shyly at
Eve.

“l don’t know why it is, but more than
one girl at a time scares me to death,” he
confessed boyishly. “Maybe it’s because |
don’t know many girls. I’ve never been
interested in them—before.”

Eve smiled at him and let him tuck her
hand through his arm and tried to say
something bright and cheerful. She was
determined that she was not going to let
him see that she was miserably unhappy,
or that she would rather have been back in
her own small, cell-like room. This night
meant a great deal to Hank. Escorting a
pretty girl to dinner in this lonely wilder-
ness where there were hundreds of men to
every girl was a thrill that she mustn’t
spoil by being anything but gay and vi-
vacious.

Trudy was in her customary high spirits
and the fact that the hotel dining room,
crowded to the doors, but with not more

than half a dozen girls scattered among
the men, was warm and brightly lighted
added to the air of festivity that Jed’s and
Trudy’s natural high spirits created.

EY were half-way through dinner
when the door opened letting in a flood
of crisp, cold air, and also two people.

man tall and blond and good-looking in his
uniform of an air pilot, and a woman whose
rusty-red fabulous mop of hair shone
above the sleek, shimmering lustre of a
mink coat. In short, the opening door ad-
mitted lisa MacLain, escorted by Randy
Johnson.

“Ugh-oh!” said Trudy. “Here comes
trouble!”

But Jed and Hank were staring at lisa,
wide-eyed.

“Boy,, oh, boy—what a gal!” Jed said
softly, his eyes wide.

Trudy eyed him severely. “Naughty,

naughty! Little boys can get burned look-
ing at gals like that!”

“What a swell way to get burned!”
sighed Jed, soulfully.

But Hank was looking straight at Eve,
whose face was white, and whose eyes were
on her plate.

“Do you know her?” he asked quietly.

“I’ve met her,” said Eve.

Hank nodded as though he understood.

By now the fact that every table in
the small dining room was occupied had
registered itself on Randy’s attention, and
he spoke to lisa and turned toward the
door. But lisa’s long-lashed, faintly tip-
tilted green-gray eyes had found the table
where Eve and Trudy and their escorts sat,
She said something to Randy and began
threading her way to their table, superbly,
arrogantly aware of the awed wonder in
the eyes of the entire roomful of people as
they watched her lithe, felinely graceful
walk.

“Hello,” she said cheerfully, standing
above Eve and Trudy and smiling down at
them, quite sure that they must consider
themselves deeply privileged to be ac-
knowledged publicly by her. “Randy and
| are roaming in search of a little local
color and we dropped in for a drink,
What a fascinating spot! I'll photograph
it tomorrow!”

Hank and Jed were on their feet now.

“Won’t you join us?” Jed was saying al-
most foolishly. “The waiter can scare up
a couple of chairs.”

“But how nice of you, Sergeant,” said
lisa sweetly, and gave him the full benefit
of her really lovely eyes. “We’d love it.
Does everybody know everybody else?”

A rather goggle-eyed waiter had pro-
duced two more chairs and they were
crowded about the table. Ilsa dropped into
one. giving Jed a pleased smile as he helped
her drop the mink coat from her shoulders.
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Trudy’s eyes turned a little green as she
saw the superbly simple white weed eve-
ning gown that lisa wore, a gown that
was suavely cut, exquisitely simple, the
sleeves buttoned from shoulders to wrist
with small golden buttons, a golden Kkid
belt clasping lisa’s slim waist.

“Simple,” said Trudy to herself. “Simple
and cost a fortune, and darn her, she's just
as warm as though she had on my red
flannels.”

In the seating arrangements Randy was
beside Eve, with Hank on her other side.
Eve had not spoken beyond acknowledging
lisa with a murmur. She sat now with her
hands in her lap, not daring to try to drink
the cooling coffee before her, lest her hands
shake and betray her secret agitation.

“Quite a country you’ve got up here,”
said Randy, as though he and Eve were
the most casual acquaintances and he was
making polite conversation.

“We like it,” said Eve stiffly.

Randy studied her a moment. “Never
miss the palm trees and the moonlight and
the Australian pines? | seem to remember
you were fond of the ocean wind through
the pines.”

She set her teeth hard above the little
rushing, poignant tide of memory his
words brought. But when she spoke she
had managed to steady her voice so that
it sounded cool and remote.

“Oh, we have some handsome pines up
here,” she told him. “And now that I've
learned to walk on snow-shoes, and to ski
a bit, it’s lots of fun.”

“Oh, so you've gone in for
sports,” said Randy, still politely.

“Sergeant Barker here is an instructor
in the Ski Patrol and he’s been very kind
about teaching me,” she murmured.

“Nice work, Sergeant, if you can get it,”
said Randy dryly, but there was a glint in
his blue eyes that Eve did not see, but that
Hank did.

“And I've got it, Captain,” Hank said

winter

gently.
The two men looked at each other
steadily for a moment, before Randy

turned away and said something to lisa.

But lisa wasn't listening to Randy. She
had been watching Hank. She leaned
across the table and said brightly:

“The Ski Patrol, eh? That should make
an excellent picture for my book, Sergeant.
How about posing for me, tomorrow—you
and Miss Marshall? I’ve selected her as a
typical Civil Service Girl—not too pretty,
distinctly not plain; intelligent, efficient.
The sort of girl the post would definitely
like more of! Havent | made a good
choice?”

ANK and Jed looked at her, then at
Eve.
“You couldn’t have

made a better

choice,” Hank said.

Trudy decided that the scene had lasted
long enough.

“If we’re going to have time for a few
dances,” she said briskly, “it’s time we
were running along. We’ll leave you our
table, Captain! Have fun, you and Miss
MacLain!"

llsa protested. “But we refuse to be
abandoned. Where are you going to dance?
That definitely would be a shot for one of
my pictures.”

Short of actually refusing to allow her
to accompany them—which Trudy was
glumly sure would have had no effect on
her whatever—there was nothing to do but
allow her to go along. She chattered gaily
to Hank and Jed, deliberately setting her-
self to charm them, leaving Randy to the
other two girls, yet flinging a gay little
smile and a word over her mink-clad
shoulder to keep Randy’s attention cen-
tered on her as they walked the short half
block to the favorite—and only—dancing
place.

“What’s the penalty for murder in these
parts?” Trudy wondered aloud. “I mean
do they still have the Northwest Mounted
to go out and round up murderers? | mean
if they did, it would be an added induce-
ment—though | don’t really need an in-
ducement for what I’'m thinking!”

Randy looked startled. “Oh, see here

now, you girls have llsa all wrong. Why
she’s harmless.”

“Phooey!” said Trudy simply and
vigorously.

Eve said nothing, and Randy looked
down at her.

“Don’t worry,” he said curtly. “She’s

only amusing herself with your Sergeant.
She’ll hand him back, as good as new.”

“He’s not my Sergeant, but he’s much
too nice a boy to have his head turned by
a glamour girl,” answered Eve swiftly.
“And | think any man llsa plays around
with is usually slightly damaged property
when she’s finished with him. 1 don’t think
I’d care to have him back.”

Randy glared at her furiously.

“I’ll look into that little matter of the
penalty for murder, Trudy,” he said
through his teeth. “I might even join you
in a spot of it!”

“Thanks,” said Trudy, frank and open
hostility in her tone. “You do your mur-
ders and I’ll tend to mine.”

CHAPTER VI
“You’re My Girl”

Y NOW Eve, Trudy and Randy reached
the dance-hall and the others were
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waiting for there. They all went in to-
ether with a little gust of laughter
rought on by some witty, if slightly mali-
cious remark of lisa’s. Once inside the
ball-room, lisa turned to Randy and held
out her arms as though it had been a fore-
gone conclusion that he must have the first
dance.

"What a ga!!” Jed sighed, and Trudy
all but snapped his head off when he held
out his arms for her. Jed looked a little
bewildered as they started to dance.

“Would you like to dance?” Hank asked
Eve quietly.

“I’d like to go home if you don’t mind,”
she told him huskily. “You can come back,
if you like.”

“I don’t want to stay if you don’t,” Hank
answered promptly and they turned toward
the door.

Randy, watchin% them, surrendered lisa
with obvious relief to a bright-eyed young
lieutenant, and hurriedIK followed Hank
and Eve. Before they had reached the
corner, Eve knew that Randy was behind
them. She moved swiftly so that he could
not overtake them without running, and
her hand on Hank’s arm urged him along
with her.

By the time they reached the steps of
the barracks that was “home” to her,
Randy was still some distance from them,
though close enough for his voice to have
carried to them had he raised it. He was
close enough to see Eve turn impulsively,
put her arms about Hank and set her lips
on his. Startled, Hank didn’t move at first,
then his arms went hard about her and he
drew her close and kissed her.

The next moment she pulled herself free,
afraid she would burst into tears, and ran
into the barracks.

She was thoroughly ashamed of herself.
It had been an impulse, that kiss—an im-
pulse born and carried out so suddenly that
there had been no time for thought. Her
heart had beat wildly at the idea that
Randy was sufficiently interested in her
to follow her home.

Obviously he had wanted to talk to her,
and had expected to present himself at
the barracks when Hank had gone. And
for some reason she had lashed out at him
in the only way she could think of, on the
spur of the moment. She had kissed Hank.

Now in her own room, remembering how
eagerly, how ardently Hank’s arms had
closed about her, how enthusiastically she
had been kissed in return she felt a burn-
ing remorse. Hank was much too nice to be
used as a whip to keep Randy away. Hank
was fine and decent and honest, and the
girl he loved would never need to worry
about his loyalty.

Eve could have wept for shame that
she had used Hank. She would tell him
the truth tomorrow, she promised herself,
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and offer her most humble and abject
apologies.

She fell asleep at last, to dream that
Randy had come to her and told her that
she was the only girl in the world for
him and that he would never so much as
Look at a girl again. And she believed
im

That proved, Eve told herself when she
awoke in the morning, just how much
faith you could put in dreams!

Eve had tried to plan some way by which
she could avoid posing for lisa. But it
was quite obvious that lisa was to be
treated with kid gloves, and Captain Stacy
refused to listen to any excuses. And
so Eve and several soldiers who could
be spared from their duties to assist lisa,
spent the next few days driving about the
base in a jeep. Ilsa photographed every-
thing she was permitted to photograph,
and her pictures of Eve were excellent.

“You photograph nicely,” she said to
Eve one day. “Pretty girls never do, so
I was lucky to find you.”

d “?(our flattery is enchanting,” said Eve
ryly.
Ilsa looked at her with wide eyes.

“My dear, did | say something?” she
protested, prettlly bewildered.

“Nothing that was of any importance,”
Eve answered promptly.

llsa’g eyes narrowed a little, and there
was an unﬁleasant glint in them. But she
laughed, shrugged, and went on with her
work.

On Sunday, the first chance Eve had
had to see Hank since that night when she
had impulsively kissed him for no other
reason than that Randy was looking on,
she and Hank had a date for a skiing les-
son. She was being graduated from the
Beginner’s Slope, and ordinarily she would
have been excited about it.

But today, shouldering her snow-shoes,
with Hank carrying her skis and his as
they set out, her heart felt low. She
hadn’t seen Randy since that night when
she had kissed Hank, but she knew where
he was. He was on a flight north carrying
mail and supplies, and due back tomorrow,
barrlng unedpected heavy weather that

might ground him for a few hours or

ay.

S EVE and Hank left the base behind
A and the roads ended and snow-shoes

were required, Hank knelt to strap
snow-shoes into place. She looked down
at him, as his big, strong-looking fingers
were busy with the buckles.

“Hank,” she said suddenly, “l owe you
a very deep and humble and abject
apology.

Hank looked up at her swiftly, buckled
the last strap, and stood up.

“You mean because you kissed me good

her
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night?” he said quietly, and grinned a

little. “Haven't we got our lines mixed
somewhere? Shouldn’t | be the one to
apologize? | kissed you—remember?”

There were tears in her eyes, but she
smiled tremulously.

“l—well, Hank, there was a reason,”
she stumbled and was still.

Hank nodded quietly.

“You mean you kissed me only because
Captain Johnson was watching us?” he
suggested, and Eve stared at him, startled.
“You’re in love with him, of course. |
guessed that almost from the first.”

Eve set her teeth hard. “lI was in love
with him,” she said tightly. “I’'m getting
over it, though.”

Hank looked at her with level, almost
pitying eyes, much too kind-hearted to
fling the lie in her pretty teeth.

“Sure you are,” he said with a false
heartiness. “And if | can help in any way,
let me know, will you? You’re quite a girl,
Eve—much too nice to be made miserable
by a love affair that won’t come out even!”

“You're awfully nice, Hank,” Eve said,
smiling, blinking the tears away. “Thank
youl!”

“Oh, I've already been thanked—when
you kissed me good night!” said Hank, and
grinned at her boyishly. “Any time you
need me I’ll always be around! Between
us, we ought to be able to convince Cap-
tain Johnson that he’s off the beam, and
heading for a crash landing.”

Eve drew a deep breath and smiled
again.

“I've felt very badly about—seeming to
use you, Hank,” she said huskily. “You’re
too grand a person to be used against some-
body else.”

“Under the circumstances, it’s a pleas-
ure!” said Hank and grinned at her some
more. “And don’t worry about my side of
the matter. I'm making out all right, too!”

Eve put her shoulders back, lifted her
head, and sniffed the crisp, cold air. She
felt as though a vast load had rolled from
her shoulders.

When finally they returned to the base,
flushed and healthily tired, Eve felt that
Hank was more closely her friend than any
man she had ever known. She paused on
the steps of the barracks to say good night
to him. Through the uncurtained windows
of the day-room, the vyellow lamplight
spilled out cheerfully. Inside, the girls
were entertaining boy-friends at tea, and
it was all gay and happy.

Suddenly, to Eve’s surprise, Hank put
his arms about her, drew her close against
him, and kissed her with emphasis. Then
he released her, grinning, and touched his
fingers to his cap in a little salute.

“Be seem’ you,” he said. And marched
off.

Startled, puzzled to account for the

sudden kiss, Eve shivered in the intense
cold and let herself into the day-room.

The girls greeted her happily. Some of
the boys called to her to join them. But
Eve was conscious of just one person—
Randy Johnson, back before she expected
him. He was standing near the big, open
fire, looking at her with a queer, hard
gleam in his eye. Suddenly she laughed a
little, knowing that Hank must have seen
Randy through the lamplit windows, and
that that was why he had kissed her. Her
eyes danced with amusement, and when
Randy spoke to her she looked up at him,
her eyes still mischievous, remembering
Hank.

“It must have been quite a skiing ses-
sion!” he said sourly.

She raised her eyebrows in delicate sur-
prise.

“Skiing session?” she repeated, then
laughed and said, “Oh—skiing session.
Yes, of course. It was a lot of fun! I'm
getting quite proficient at skiing!”

“l can well believe it,” growled Randy.
“Do you want to change, or will you come
to dinner just as you are?”

"I'm having dinner in the mess-hall, so
of course | won’t change,” she told him
quickly.

“You’re having dinner with me at the
hotel, and you can change or not, just as
you choose,” said Randy firmly. “As a
matter of fact, you look cute as the
dickens—Ilike a robin-redbreast in that
navy blue and red get up—so come on.”

HE PULLED her arm free of his and

faced him with her head up.

"Please don’t be ridiculous! I'm not
dining with you, now or ever. We’ve been
all over the subject, Randy—and I'm all
washed up. Finished. | came up here to
get over being in love -with you, and I'm
doing all right.”

“You’ve done a rotten job of it,” Randy
cut in arrogantly. “You’re as much in
love with me as you ever were.”

“That’s not true!”

“And flaunting that nice sergeant in
my teeth is pretty cheap, if you ask me!”
Randy went on, as though she hadn’t
spoken. “You’re trying to make me jeal-
ous, and that’s a waste of time. Because
I know you’re my girl, and any little flirta-
tions you indulge in from time to time
dont mean a darned thing. But it’s pretty
cheap to play around with a fellow like the
sergeant. He might not be able to take the
—er—sophisticated view. He might fall
in love with you and get badly hurt when
he knows I'm the only man you could ever
be willing to marry!”

She stared at him, wide-eyed, furiously
angry, and more than a little frightened.
Because there was truth in what he said.
She would never be free of the love she
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felt for Randy Johnson, nor of the fear
cf the future that kept her from yielding
to that love.

He was watching her white, expressive
face. Suddenly he said, very low, his
voice warm and husky:

“You’re such a little fool,
Such a dear little fool!”

Quick tears misted her eyes and she
set her teeth in her lower lip. But before
she could manage her voice for an
answer she heard a cool little laugh. llsa
came up to Randy and thrust her hand
through his arm with a proprietary ?es-
%ure that made Eve weak with helpless
ury.

“Randy, darllng,” llsa said coolly and
sweetly “If we’re going to attend the
C. O.s dinner, hadn’t we better get going?
After all, we did break our necks to get
back here in time for the dinner!” And
then as though she had just recognized
Eve she said gaily:

“Oh, hello! It’s my little model. You
look like the spirit of the snow-country,
my dear.”

And Eve despised herself that she
could think of nothing to say that would
be sufficiently biting to guarantee that
she wouldn’t break down and weep. For
to weep in the presence of her enemy was
something her code sternly forbade. So
she made a little gesture, murmured
something indistinguishable, and turned
toward her own room.

Eve darling.

CHAPTER VII

Second Choice?

IGHTS were out, and Eve’s room was

in darkness. She stood for a moment,

her slim back
door panel, breathing hard to fight back
the tears. She thought she was alone
until Trudy’s voice spoke out of the dark-
ness from the cot where Trudy lay.

"Hello—back?” said Trudy, and her
voice sounded a little thick. “Did you
have fun?”

“Oh, yes, gobs of fun—too, too much
fun,” said Eve, her own voice as thick as
TrudK’s.

“That’s good,” said Trudy, cleared her
throat, and spoke with something ap-
proaching her customary briskness. “I
suppose you ran into the MacLain and
her boy-friend? They’ve been to Edmon-
ton on a binge!”

“Edmonton?” protested Eve, puzzled.
“But | thought Randy was due for the
mail run north?”

“Oh, it seemed the MacLain had some
pictures and stuff to send out very, very

special and Randy traded runs with one of
the other boys, so MacLain could go into
town,” Trudy explained angrily. “Fun, to
be MacLain—do you suppose?”

“I suppose,” agreed Eve, carefully non-
committal, and moved toward the light
fixture.

As she flooded the room, Trudy rolled
over on her face, against the pillow.

“What’s the matter, Trudy?” Eve asked,
concerned.

“Oh, just a headache,” answered Trudy,
her voice muffled by the pillow. “Pay me
no mind—run along and have dinner. |
don’t want any. | suppose Hank’s coming
back to see that you are properly fed?”

“No, he’s on duty,” said Eve, and began
to divest herself of the ski suit.

“He’s a swell egg, isn’t he?” Trudy’s
voice was carefully casual, but still muffled
by the pillow.

“He’s a grand person, Trudy!” Eve said
quickIK. “I like him an awful lot! And
I think he likes me.”

“Swell!” said Trudy,
muffled than ever,

But she seemed disinclined for further
conversation and Eve was quite willing to
close herself into a wall of silence behind
which her thoughts were not happy. . .

Things ran on in their usual course for
a time after that, then a few days later,

tam Stacy announced that he was

? a routine inspection flight with the

mall ane and that Eve, of course, would
accompany

“Miss MacLam is going along, for the
ride,” he added casual(ljy

Eve’s hands were suddenly tight on the
notebook in which she began taking his
dictation.

“Is that permitted?” she protested
swiftly.  “l thought regulations were
strict about that.”

Captain Stacy spread his hands in a

her voice more

ressed hard against "thdittle gesture that said he merely accepted

orders.

“It seems she has special permission,
though she is not permitted to take her
camera,” he answered, almost carelessly.
“She has to wait here until the pictures
she sent out are approved, to be sure no
retakes are necessary. She expressed a
desire to see something of the country and
perhaps entertain some of the boys in the
more isolated stations.”

Eve set her teeth hard.

“l suppose she sings, dances, and what-
not?” she asked coolly.

Captain Stacy grinned. “l believe she
only talks to the boys,” he admitted, and
laughed a little. “I imagine they’ll con-
sider that quite enough. She’s a very
beautiful girl.”

“Isn’t she?” Eve’s words agreed with
him, but her tone protested furiously.

Captain Stacy eyed her, a twinkle in
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his eye.

“You—er—don’t like Miss MacLain, do
you?”

“No!” said Eve, promptly and recklessly.

Captain Stacy grinned and eyed the sil-
ver-framed picture on his desk, the picture
of the girl to whom he had been married
three weeks before he had been assigned
to this post, and whom he had not seen
in almost a year.

“My wife,” he said, and his voice
lingered fondly over the word, “says that
it is impossible for two beautiful women
ever to be friends.”

Eve smiled at him.
lightly.

“But you must surely realize, Miss
Marshall,” Captain Stacy said, surprised,
“that you are quite as beautiful as Miss

“Thanks,” she said

MacLain. For my money, more so! I'm
not crazy about the—er—sophisticated
type.”

NCE again his eyes sought the picture
O of the wholesomely pretty girl in the
silver frame.

“Captain Stacy,” said Eve impulsively,
“do you believe a man can be truly in love
with one girl, yet like to—to go around
kissing others?”

Captain Stacy looked a trifle startled,
and he colored a little.

“What a question! Personally—no!
But you’d have to get a psychoanalyst to
g}ive you a genuinely helpful answer to
that.”

Eve was scarlet with confusion that she
could have been reckless enough to ask
the question, and Captain Stacy seemed
to share her feeling. He looked at her

curiously, frowning a little, but when
she looked up, he turned his eyes swiftly
away.

“Er—we take off at five A.M., Miss Mar-

shall,” he said hurriedly, his manner al-
most stern.

Eve nodded, and asked quietly, knowing
the answer before she put the question:

“That’s Captain Johnson’s flight, isn’t
it?”

“l—ah—Dbelieve so0,” answered Captain
Stacy. And waited.

But Eve had nothing more to say, either
then or the next morning when, in the
bitter cold, huddling inside her fur-lined
parka, she followed lisa into the giant
plane and selected a reasonably com-
fortable seat atop some of the freight and
the mail-sacks.

llsa was frankly grumpy. Obviously
she was one of those people who boast
brightly, “I'm never really myself until
ten o’clock in the morning.”

But she curled up on top of a pile of
freight and either went to sleep or gave
that impression, while Captain Stacy and
Randy settled themselves for a routine

flight that was, to both of them, about as
exciting as a postman’s daily round.

It was almost noon when they circled
the first stop, and dropped down. llsa
had roused herself, had made motions
with a beautiful and superbly fitted toilet
case and looked as fresh and lovely as
though she had just risen from a many
hours’ sleep in the most luxurious bed.

She was an instant success, from the
moment she stepped out of the plane,
wrapped in a beautiful mink coat, a little
mink hood tied beneath her chin. The
men swarmed about her. They had learned
to look forward to Eve’s regular trips, and
while they welcomed her, Ilsa was new and
strange and a breath of the outside.

Watching llsa with the men, laughing,
chattering, taking down names and
addresses of girl-friends and mothers and
fathers to whom she would telephone when
she returned to the States and deliver
messages from these boys, Eve’s jealous,
sore heart had to admit that llsa showed
up well. If she had thought that Ilsa
would make a bad impression, after the
inevitable hardship and discomfort of this
trip, she saw now that she had been badly
mistaken.

While Captain Stacy conferred with the
officer in charge of this lonely little out-
post of the world, Eve finished her job of
checking the supplies that were being un-
loaded and of seeing that outgoing mail-
sacks had been put in place. Then she
stood withdrawn a little, watching llsa in
the midst of a clamorous group of men.

“She’s quite a girl, isn’t she?” said
Randy, at Eve’s shoulder.

“Quite,” Eve agreed impersonally, hat-
ing herself because her unruly heart
leaped a little at his tone.

Throughout the journey, the two full
days and one night that was spent on the
trip, llsa continued to radiate good cheer
and beauty that was a distinct morale
booster.

Returning to the home camp in the late
afternoon of the second day, Eve told her-
self drearily that she might as well give up
the fight. Illsa was everything any man
could want, and it was evident that llsa
wanted Randy and meant to have him. No
man, who had been exposed to lisa’s
charms as Randy had been, could possibly
be expected to turn to a girl like Eve, and
be content with her.

It had taken this journey, hard and
dangerous and under difficult conditions to
convince Eve that Illsa was fundamentally
sound. Her spite and malice, her arro-
gance and self-satisfaction were on the
surface. Underneath, Ilsa was a rival
almost impossible to defeat.

On the night of the return to the base,
Hank and Jed came by prearrangement
to take Trudy and Eve to dinner at the
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hotel. Eve was tired, but she would not
disappoint Hank, so she and Trudy dressed
and were ready when the boys arrived.

“l missed you,” Hank said, smiling down
at Eve. "The base seems kind of home-
like when you are here. It’s lonely as the
dickens when you’re gone.”

Trudy overheard, and her face went
white. She shot him a strange, hurt look.
But before Eve could be sure she had
really seen that look, that she had not
merely imagined it, Trudy was speaking
in her exuberant way.

“l tried my darnedest to cheer him up.
Eve, but it was no go. He just went around
with his chin dragging the ground.”

VE tucked her hand through Hank’s
arm.

“Thank you for missing me, Hank,” she
said gently. “It’s nice to know that some-
body does!”

Hank looked down at her as they walked
through the bitter cold, and his voice was
quiet and gentle when he spoke.

"Still not having too much fun, chick?”

Eve’s throat filled and there was a mist
in her eyes but she made herself say
thickly:

"I'm a double-starred fool,
I’ll get over it!”

“Sure you will, chick—sure you will,”
Hank said quickly, comfortingly.

“You’re sweet, Hank!” Eve said un-
steadily. “I like you a lot! A whole lot!”

And in Hank’s eyes she saw something
that startled her. 1t was a sudden inten-
sity that shook her badly, a warmth, and
an ardor that said suddenly deep in her
heart, shocked and appalled, “Why, he’s
in love with me! Oh, Hank, Hank, you
mustn’t be! You mustn’t be! Hank, I
mustn’t hurt you!”

But Tlank said merely, “Thanks, chick.
I like you, too—a big whole lot!” He tried
to laugh, but it wasn’t a too successful
laugh.

Trudy looked back and called.

“Hi, you two, step on it. You want to be
frozen into statues standing out here in
this wind? Besides, I'm starved!”

During dinner, Eve tried hard to be
gay and vivacious, but she couldn’t quite
rid her mind of the memory of that look
she had seen in Hank’s eyes out there in
the bitter cold night. Or the little shock
that she had felt at the discovery that he
loved her.

He knew that she loved Randy. He had
no hope that she could forget Randy and
learn to love him. And yet he was there
beside her, ready to extend the helping
hand of his sympathy and understanding,
ready to let her make what use of him she
wanted, without so much as a word of his
own need. His love that was completely
honest and selfless, and that asked noth-

Hank, but

ing for itself beyond the happiness of its
beloved.

Oh, but she was wicked, to have let this
happen, she told herself despairingly. It
was useless to tell herself that she was not
to blame for she knew’ she was. From the
very first she had not tried to hide the
truth from Hank, that she loved Randy.
But she had let him hope that she would
“get over” Randy, and he had meant to
stand by in the firm faith that eventually
she would turn to him. Yet she knew
that she never would!

Dancing with Hank, sitting at the table
with Jed while Hank danced with Trudy,
trying hard to be gay and in a party mood,
Eve’s thoughts whirled bleakly around the
fact that she had let Hank fall in love with
her and that she must hurt him terribly!

And then, a little while before they
started back to the barracks, another
thought occurred to her, with such force
that its impact was almost physical. After
all, why shouldn’t she marry Hank?
Wouldn’t that be the quickest, surest, most
definite way of freeing herself once and
for all from any lingering claim or urge
that she might feel toward Randy?

The thought dazed her, but she clutched
at it swiftly and went on trying to analyze
it. Hank knew that she had been in love
with Randy, but Hank loved her, anyway.
If Hank thought that she had forgotten
Randy-—she could make Hank believe she
had—she could make Hank happy. And
through making Hank happy, she would
achieve happiness herself!

CHAPTER VIII

Surprise for Eve

EW hope had come to Eve and her eyes

were bright and her face flushed with
more than the cold, when at last they
started back to the barracks.

c?he and Hank walked behind Trudy and
Jed.

“Hank, I've something to tell you,” Eve
said suddenly, eagerly.

Hank looked down at
warmly.

“Must be pretty exciting, judging from
the way you look,” he said lightly.

“It is,” she told him swiftly. “I hope
you’ll think so, too. It’s—I’ve made a
discovery, Hank.”

Hank grinned at her eagerness.

' “Gold, silver, platinum, or o0il?” he
wanted to know.

She paused and
quietly.

“I've discovered that | more than like

her, smiling

looked up at him
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you, Hank. I've discovered that | love
you.”

Hank stood perfectly still, rigid almost.
She saw the startled, incredulous look that
swept his face. She heard the sharp,
swift breath that he drew. And she knew
that she was going to have to work hard
to convince him.

So she stepped close to him, stood on tip-
toe, framed his face between her mittened
hands, and set her lips on his. At first his
face, cold in the night wind, was stiff
against hers and his lips were unrespon-
sive. Then automatically his arms went
about her and held her close and his lips
warmed beneath her own.

Sometime later she laughed a little,
tenderly, when they stood on the steps of
the barracks. Hank was still too dazed
and incredulous to do more than kiss her
and say uneasily:

“Look here, chick. Are you sure?”

“Of course I'm sure, darling,” she told
him gently. “And to prove it, I'll marry
you tomorrow if you want me to!”

Hank drew an unsteady breath.

“Well, I dont think it can be attended to
quite that fast,” he said a little wryly,
“but we’ll look into the matter.”

He kissed her again, and because it was
only a few minutes before “lights out” he
left her then, moving swiftly.

Eve stood on the steps until he was out
of sight, then she turned and went inside
the building and to the room she shared
with Trudy. She felt light of heart and
a little triumphant. But her first look at
Trudy startled her.

“All right, let’s have it,” said Trudy de-
terminedly. “Which is it going to be—
Randy or Hank? Or do you plan to marry
both of them?”

Eve was puzzled to account for Trudy’s
new but quite definite hostility.

“Well, since you ask,” she said, “I'm
going to marry Hank, as soon as it can be
arranged. Why?”

Trudy stood still, drawn to her full
height, her hands clenched hard at her
sides, her face going paper-white. Her
eyes were enormous and bleak.

“Oh, no, Eve—no!” she said in a little

ragged breath of sharp protest. “You
can’t do that to him! You can’t just use
him to get rid of Randy! Hank—Hank’s

swell!
used!”

“Trudy, for goodness sake!” Eve was
appalled at the sudden breaking up of her
ordinarily light-hearted and good-natured
friend. “Hank knows all about Randy.”

Trudy’s eyes flew wide and the pain in
their depths silenced Eve’s surprised
words. They stared hard at each other.

“Trudy,” Eve said then, in a tone of
surprise and compunction, “you’re in love
with Hank, aren’t you?”

He’s much too good just to be

Trudy’s face worked convulsively be-
fore she could answer.

“Yes, of course!” she flung out des-
perately. “I’ve been crazy about him from
the first moment | set eyes on the-—big
lug! He’s all there is for me, Eve, and |
thought | was doing all right with him,
until you started playing around with him.
And of course | knew then | didn’t have a
chance. I've never had a chance, since
the day we went to kindergarten together.
The minute a boy starts getting interested
in me you take him away from me.”

“Why, Trudy!” Eve, white-faced and
stunned, gasped in sharp unbelief.

“It’s true!” Trudy flashed, and in that
moment she was a stranger, a hostile and
angry stranger. “I’ll let you in on a
little secret, now that we’ve got down to
plain speaking! Why do you suppose I
really signed up for this job up here? To
get as far away from you as | could!”

“Trudy!” Eve was appalled.

UDY was flushed and her eyes were
blazing.

“Because | knew that as long as we went
around together, no man would ever give
me a second glance!” Trudy flashed on.
“All you have to do is wave your eyelashes
and that cute grin of yours, and they for-
get there’s anybody else around! So |
came up here-—and you had to come!”

“Aren’t you getting a little mixed up?”
demanded Eve, with a grimace. “That
doesn’t sound like me you’re describing.
That sounds like Usa MacLain!”

“Oh, lisa MacLain—phooey!” Trudy’s
voice dripped with contempt. “A girl with
any common sense can fight the lisa Mac-
Lains of this world. It’s girls like you who
are a menace! Girls who are soft and
sweet and pretty and with beguiling ways,
and who are so used to a lot of attention
that they can’t make up their minds which
man they want. You are not in love with

Hank. You’re just taking him to spite
Randy Johnson, and you’ll make Hank
miserable—and | could make him happy

because I'm his kind of people! I’d love
living on that big apple farm his family’s
got, and working myself to death to look
after him and make him comfortable! But
you’d want him to look after you!”

Eve, concerned for Trudy who was in
hysterics, caught her by the shoulders and
shook her hard.

“Trudy, for heaven’s sake, snap out of
it,” she pleaded. “You’ll make yourself
ill'” When Trudy wrenched herself free,
Eve said as quietly as she could, “I'm
terribly sorry you wanted Hank, Trudy,
but I didn’t know it.”

“You didn’t care!” flashed Trudy hotly.
“You were too busy trying to make a fool
out of Randy Johnson!”

"But, Trudy, be sensible! If Hank
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wasn’t attracted to you— well, that’s not
my fault, is it?”

“He was, though,” insisted Trudy. “He
liked me, at first. Only you made him
teach you to ski and snow-shoe and all the
rest of it, and he forgot | was around!”

“I'm sorry, Trudy,” said Eve helplessly.

“Oh, sorry!” Trudy scoffed hotly.
“What good does that do me?”

“None, I'm afraid,” Eve admitted
honestly. “But if | broke my engagement
to him, I mean if | told him | didn’t love
him—"~

“That would only hurt him,” Trudy
said through her teeth. “I don’t want him
hurt. It wouldn’t make him turn to me,
and anyway | don’t want him on the re-
bound, always remembering you, and that
he loved you first and most.”

She drew a long, hard breath and dug
the heels of her hands firmly into her eyes
for a moment, smearing the tears child-
ishly.

“Let’s forget about it, shall we?” she
said huskily. “I don’t seem to want to talk
about it any more.”

She made ready for bed, without even
looking at Eve again.

Eve lay wide-eyed in the thick darkness,
staring Into space. She was aghast, and
appalled at Trudy’s revelation. She felt
a burning shame and guilt that she should
not have realized Trudy’s interest in
Hank. As Trudy had said, she could have
stopped Hank’s interest in her at first.
Instead, she had encouraged it as a shield
against the crying of her heart for Randy,
whom she loved but dared not trust.

Now it was too late. She could not
hand Hank over to Trudy, as though he
had been a rag-doll over which, as child-
ren, they had once fought. Hank was not
in love with Trudy; he was in love with
Eve. And there was no way under the
midnight sun that Eve could turn that
love back to Trudy! Nor could she break
with Hank, without hurting him deeply,
and making him feel cheap.

Her thoughts kept her unhappy com-
pany and when she awoke, she felt tired
and low-spirited and headachy. But it
was a heavy day at the office, and she was
there on time. She and Captain Stacy
worked hard all morning, but at twelve
o’clock, when Captain Stacy left for the
officers’ mess and a conference with the
C. 0. she leaned back a little and relaxed
her aching muscles and let her mind dwell
unhappily on Trudy’s revelation.

She was lost in such unhappy thoughts
when the door opened and, startled, she
looked up to see Hank coming toward her.
She saw the white, unhappy set of his face,
and his eyes that were dogged, despite
their misery.

“Why, Hank, | was thinking about you,”
she said inanely.

Hank’s grin was and without
humor.

“Thanks,” he told her. “I’ve done a lot
of thinking about you, too, Eve.”

She looked at him puzzled.

“l saw Captain Stacy making it for the
C. O.’s quarters and | knew he wouldn’t be
back right away,” he went on, with the air
of a man who faces an unpleasant task
and wants to get it over with as quickly
as possible. “I’'m taking a gang of fellows
out for some field maneuvers later on and
we’ll be gone several days. But there
was this little matter to be settled between
you and me, and | didn’t like to leave it
hanging fire until I got back.”

“Goodness, you sound mysterious,” Eve
said, bewildered.

“Look, Eve, it’s about—what happened
last night,” Hank told her carefully, and
she tensed a little, and her heart quailed.

tight

E was going to have to make him

believe that she loved him, she told
herself, and it wasn’t going to be easy.
But she couldnt let him off to what he
lightly called “field maneuvers” with his
mind unsettled and ill at ease.

“You’re not in love with me, Eve,” said
Hank, and she knew her worst fears
realized.

But every woman, she had read some-
where, is at heart an actress when it be-
comes necessary to convince a man of
something, so she conjured up her most
dewy-eyed look and her warmest smile.

“But | am, Hank, and that’s what | was
trying to tell you last night,” she told him,
and hoped with all her heart that she
sounded convincing. For a man in love
wants to believe the girl he loves returns
his affection, she reminded herself des-
perately, her hands clenched hard in her
lap to still their shaking.

But Hank gave her a long, level look and
she saw the hard, white look about his jaw
and the little grim line about his mouth.

“You’re not, Eve,” he told her flatly.
“You couldn’t be! A girl like you couldn’t
possibly be in love with a big, awkward,
bashful lout like me. | don’t know much
about girls. | never cared much about
girls—not since | was seventeen when the
prettiest girl in High School slapped my
ears down, when | tried to date her, by
calling me a ‘back-woods clod-hopper.” She
was right, too.”

“Hank, darling, she wasn’t!” wailed
Eve, sick with pity for him, desperate with
the need of convincing him that he was
rkieloved. “She was—she was ... | hate
ert”

He grinned at her, an unhappy grin. The
brick-red of painful confusion fought
valiantly with his ruddy, wind-burned
face, and lost the decision.

“The truth is, Eve, I—I'm not in love
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with you, either,” he blurted out, and drew
a sharp breath as though the words had
been difficult and painful and he was glad
that they had been spoken.

Eve sat there wide-eyed, every drop of
color seeping from her face, leaving it
white and strained, and her eyes were
stunned and unbelieving.

As though he could not endure that lock
on her face, and in her eyes, Hank rushed
on, trying desperately to make her under-
stand.

“You’re pretty and sweet, and any man
who was lucky enough to have your love.
Eve, is the luckiest man alive. But | know
I'm not that man! And—well, I've been
crazy about Trudy ever since the first time
| saw her.”

Eve caught her breath.
gasped.

Hank nodded unhappily.

“Go ahead and laugh at me, if you want
to,” he said defiantly. “lI know what a
fool that makes me. A—a clod-hopper like
me, falling for the cutest and most popular
girl on the post. All the fellows are crazy
about Trudy, because she’s—well, she’s
always such good fun, yet she’s warm-
hearted and gentle and kind, the sort of
girl any man would give his right arm to
have for a wife. Oh, | know she wouldnt
give me a second look, except out of the
kindness of her heart. But that doesn’t
keep me from loving her with all my heart.”

“But—but, Hank you never even tried to
date her,” Eve said unsteadily, because
she was dazed.

Hank’s grin was still unhappy, tight-
lipped, more a grimace than an attempted
smile.

“l know—because | was scared to death
of her,” he admitted wryly. “I tried to kid
myself out of thinking that | loved her, so
I was afraid to try to date her, or let her
guess how | felt about her—because if
she’d laughed at me, I’d have—well, gone
into a wing-ding. I'm that crazy about
her!”

“Trudy?” she

CHAPTER IX
Lost in the Wilds

OR moments Eve was too stunned for
speech. Then finally Hank went on

get what each of us wanted. | knew there
wasn’t the slightest danger of a girl like
you really falling for a big lummox like
me.”

“Will you stop low-rating vyourself,
Hank Barker?” Eve flashed at him child-
ishly. “You’re a grand person and any
girl would be crazy about you, given half
a chance.”

He looked almost frightened, and there
was an appeal in his eyes she could not
ignore.

“But you are still in love with Captain
Johnson, arent you, Eve?”

She managed a wry little smile.

“Well, let’s just say that I'm freeing
you from any claims | may have tried to
establish, Hank. | like you enormously!
And,” she told him frankly, “so does
Trudy.”

Momentarily his eyes lit with a warm,
ardent glow, but it quickly went out.

“Sure she likes me,” he said glumly.
“But | just about worship her.”

Eve hesitated. But his humility was
such that she knew he must have a strong
shove, if he were to go in the right direc-
tion, and Trudy would not mind Eve be-
traying a confidence under the circum-
stances.

“Look, Hank,” Eve told him quietly.
“Trudy and | quarreled last night—about
the first serious quarrel we ever had in our
lives, and we’ve known each other since
we were children. We quarreled about
you, because Trudy is in love with you,
and jealous of me.”

It took an unbelievably long time for the
implication of what Eve said to hit Hank.
Then he straightened, and such a look of
awe and wonder came into his rugged,
boyish face that Eve felt almost blinded by
it.

“No foolin’?” he whispered, as though
fearful that he had not really understood
her.

“No foolin’, Hank,” she answered him,
and added quickly, “See her before you
leave, Hank—get things straight. She’s
no happier than you are. You’ll find her
at the PX about this time.”

Hank stood still for a breath of time,
then suddenly his eyes blazed, and he let
out a little gasp of pure joy.

“Eve!” he cried. “You’re the nicest girl
I know! You’re the tops! Oh, good grief,
Eve, | don’t know what to say.”

“Say it to Trudy—and hurry, before she

talking in that same dogged tone, his eyegoes back to work,” said Eve.

bleak with misery.

“You and Trudy were always together,
Eve. By dating you, | could be with her.
I knew you were in love with Captain
Johnson, and | thought maybe if he saw
you around with me a lot, it might sort of
wake him up. | thought maybe by being
together you and | could help each other

Hank plunged out of the room and,
glancing through the window, Eve saw
him racing down the street toward the
Post Exchange.

She sat down at her desk in thoughtful
silence. She had been badly shaken by
the scene with Hank. There was humil-
iation in the thought that she had been
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so sure of Hank's love that she had traded
on it. She had been willing to make sac-
rifices in order to guarantee Hank’s happi-
ness, and suddenly she saw just how com-
plete a fool she had been.

Absorbed in her love for Randy, con-
vinced that marriage for them was im-
possible, that she must' give him up to
spare them both future misery, she had
built up a picture of herself stifling her
own emotion for Randy, and being a good
wife to Hank! And all along Hank had
been in love with Trudy!

Suddenly Eve couldn’t sit still another
instant. Recklessly, she closed her desk
and went out. She had to be alone, to ad-
just herself to this astonishing upheaval
in her neat, silly plans.

The only place she could be alone was
taking a long walk, so she buckled on her
snow-shoes and set out from the camp and
the little town, into the wilderness of
snow that stretched for endless miles. The
tall, dark firs stood stark against a pallid
sky. The snow was unbroken, blue-white
in the shadows beneath the trees, glisten-
ing white in the pale sunshine. It would
be gone within another hour.

Lost in her unhappy thoughts as she
swung along, Eve paid no attention to
direction, anxious only to put as much dis-
tance between herself and the camp as
she could. Wanting only to bring some
sort of order out of the chaos of her
jumbled thoughts.

She was deeply glad for the happiness
of Trudy and Hank. They loved each other,
were completely adjusted to each other
in mutual tastes and interests. When the
war was over and Hank came back, Trudy
and he would live happily and usefully
on that ranch of his family’s, of which he
talked so much. Trudy, who had never
had any family except a maiden aunt,
would adore being a part of a big, boister-
ous, good-natured farm family like Hank’s.
She would be the ideal wife for Hank.

UT for Eve herself . . . She paused,
B set her teeth hard in her lower lip and
plunged on, hands sunk deep in her
pockets, the fur-lined hood of her parka
drawn well across her face, against the
bitter, icy wind that swept down snow-
clad slopes. For herself, she could see
no hope save to take “sick leave” and go
back home to Florida. Randy would not be
able to follow her again. Randy was
stationed here now, and the Army was not
likely to grant him another transfer for
quite a while.

Her heart caught on the pain of that.
And yet she was just as inexorably cer-
tain as ever that marriage to Randy, for all
that she adored him, would not mean
happiness for her. For a little while, as
long as they were together; but after-

wards, when he was shipped overseas
again—and that would be in a few more
months, as soon as he was completely free
of the malaria that had made it possible
for him to be transferred here—she knew
that she would be miserable, wondering if
he were true to her. There could be no
happiness for her, if there was any doubt
as to her husband’s loyalty!

The shadows beneath the trees were
growing longer and darker. The wind
that whipped down the snow-covered
slopes seemed to have more ice in it. Eve
sudgenly realized that she was deadly
tired.

She looked about, and for the first time
realized the danger of her position. She
and the other girls had been warned re-
peatedly that they must not leave the pre-
cincts of the little town or the camp alone.
Distances here were deceptive, and so was
the scenery. It would be terrifying to be
lost and alone in this vast wilderness of
snow and ice.

But she pushed the panic-inspiring
thought down and turned to resume her
journey back to town. She walked bard,
despite her growing weariness and the in-
creasing chill of her body, even with her
warm clothes and the fur-lined parka. She
should be in sight of town when she
crossed that next slope, she told herself,
and hurried a little, her limbs aching.

She pulled her way to the top of the
slope and looked down—on an empty
valley of snow and fir trees and lengthen-
ing shadows. It was a valley in which
there was no faint indication of any hu-
man habitation.

Panic rose, threatening her self-control.
She had taken the wrong turning at the
foot of the slope. She had only to go back
and take the other turn. These slopes
looked so much alike. Of course she was
within a short distance of the camp, so
she mustn’t lose her head.

She did not dare pause to rest now, be-
cause she was shivering with cold. She
pulled her parka more closely around her,
went back down the slope, and took her
bearings. She thought she remembered
the fir tree to the left that looked so much
like a Christmas tree, with its clumps of
snow clinging to the thick-needled
branches, its bits of ice that had glistened
in the last rays of the dying sunset.

Her spirits lifted, sending her weary
feet ahead with new strength. That was
the trail. She had just taken the wrong
turning.

The slope was steeper than she remem-
bered it, but that was because she was
tired she reasoned, as she fought her way
to the top. There she looked with anxious
eyes through the twilight for a sign of
the town, or the camp. But once more
only emptiness stretched away before her.
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All she could see was a snow-covered,
tree-dotted landscape without a sign of
human habitation.

She was shaking now with panic as well
as with chill. She lost her head for a
moment, and screamed wildly, and did not
know that she screamed, “Randy! Randy!”
instead of “Help!”

She fought her way back to a semblance
of self-control at last, and tried desperate-
ly to remember some way to orient herself,
and to get fixed in her mind the direction
in which the town lay. But she could not
remember what direction she had taken
when she left the barracks. She had been
so absorbed in her thoughts, so worried
and depressed, she hadn’t even noticed.

And while she stood there, straining her
eyes to peer through the mysterious twi-
light in search of something that would
be familiar, something that would give her
some inkling as to the direction she must
take, she thought she saw something
move. It was a slim, gray shadow that
melted from one tree trunk to another.
The shadow of a large dog, perhaps. And
then with a stunning shock that jerked the
breath from her body, came realization!
The shadow had not been a dog, but a
wolf!

That was all that was needed to com-
plete her panic. Her screams had
brought, not help, but a menace before
which the last bit of the composure to
which she had held was wrecked. She
was here, helpless, terrified, almost ex-
hausted—and through the twilight moved
evil gray shapes drawn by the sound of
her screams, the human scent of her on
the icy wind.

She had seen only one wolf. But she
knew they hunted in paeks. Where there
was one, her dazed mind told her, there
would be more.

ER teeth sunk hard in her lower lip
to keep back the screams that fought

A long time later—how long, Eve could
not even guess, she fought her way slowly
and reluctantly back to consciousness.
The place where she lay was still, except
that someone was breathing loud. Her
chest hurt, and somehow she realized that
she was the one who was breathing so
loud. Slow, stertorous breathing that
hurt her so that she tried to hold back
each breath and only let it go when she
couldn’t hold it any longer.

Dimly, she knew that she was in a bed,
a rough, not too comfortable bed, but
there were piles of blankets over her, and
there was leaping firelight in the room. But
she was still cold. She felt that she would
never be warm again as long as she lived,
and shook with a violent chill.

She moaned a little and suddenly above
her swam into her vision a face so horrible
that she screamed with terror. The face
went away. But not out of her memory.
Against her closed eyelids she could see it
—a man’s face, rough, dark, with thick-
looking dark whiskers and eyebrows that
came together, thick and bushy, above
piercing gray eyes.

“Ain’t no call for you to carry on like
that, Missy,” she heard an apologetic voice
saying, trying hard to sound gentle and
soothing. “I ain’t goin’to hurt you. | found
you out there in the snow when | was
visitin” my traps. | been doin’ everything
:\ could for you. Ain’t my fault you was

urt.”

CHAPTER X
Back to Life

AZEDLY, she forced herself to open
her eyes again and look at that rough,
terrifying face. And as her mind cleared a
little she saw that the eyes were kind and

in her throat, she turned and sped dowanxious, and that the bearded dark face

the slope and away from that smoothly
flowing gray shadow that she had only
glimpsed against the blue-white of the
tree-shadowed snow. She ran as hard
as she could and as fast as she could,
until the breath pounded in her body,
shaking her violently, and there was a
sharp pain in her side. She stumbled,
picked herself up and went on—and
stumbled again until at last she could not
rise again.

Warmth began to creep through her
body as numbness set in. She was so
terribly tired, so terribly sleepy, that not
even the thought of that frightening gray
shape could drive her on any further. She
had lost fear now, beneath that creeping,
comfortable oblivion that slowly absorbed
her. . ..

was as friendly as its lack of good looks
permitted.

“I'm sorrﬁ.” She could only whisper it,
because of her sore throat and her scanty
breath. “lI remember being—so fright-
ened. There was a wolf!”

She shuddered and set her teeth against
the terror that welled up in her.

“Yessum, | reckon there was,” the man
admitted, as though that were no surprise
to him. “But | reckon | must have come
along and found you before he did.”

Tears slid from beneath Eve’s closed
eyelids.

“Look here, Missy,” said the old man
anxiously, “I got todget you a doctor. There
aint nobody to send, so I got to go myself.
You reckon you’d be all right here till |
could get somebody? | could make it to
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the camp in a day. Reckon they could get
back right fast.”

"Oh, no—oh. no!”she wailed, and the
pain in her throat silenced her effectively.

“It’s the only way, Missy,” he told her
anxiously. “You're right sick and | ain’t
much on takin’ care of folks. | could build
up the fire, and | could heap a lot of skins
and rugs over you, so’s you wouldn’t
freeze, did the fire go out.”

Jn the end, that was the way they left it.
Eva was so ill by then, delirious partly,
that she was scarcely conscious of him.
There were animal-skin rugs on the floor,
more skins nailed to the wall, and he piled
them over her, in the hope of keeping her
warm even though the fire went out.

He left her with obvious reluctance, but
he knew that unless he could get help to
her, and soon, she would die. Dimly, with-
out his saying a word, she sensed this
thought in his mind, so she lay still and
watched him go out of the cabin. She
heard the door shut behind him, then
movement outside as though he barricaded
the door for her safety.

For a little, after he had gone, Eve was
frantic with fear. The fear sent heat rush-
ing through her aching body and she
thrust the covers down. Then some rem-
nant of consciousness made her scramble,
for all her weakness and her dizziness, to
pull them about her.

Outside the cabin she could hear sounds

that chilled her. Was that the soft snuf-
fling of an animal prowling about the
cabin, seeking an entrance? Again she
seemed to see that lean gray shape, low
against the blue-white snow, and terror
forced a scream from her lips. In her own
ears it sounded loud, but in reality it was
little more than a painful gasp.

She remembered then that she mustn’t
make a noise. It had been her screams
out there on that snow-covered slope that
had brought that evil thing to menace her.

Whether Eve slept, exhausted, whether
she fainted, or whether delirium swept
over her, she never knew. She only knew
that it was long after the fire on ihe hearth
had died to embers and the cabin was so
icy cold that she burrowed beneath the
heavy covers even in her delirium, that
there were voices outside—hurried, anx-
ious voices.

The door opened and the room seemed
full of people, and gentle hands touched
her. Men's voices, sharp with excitement
and concern, were all about her. Then
once more she slipped into that oblivion
that was so dark and comforting. . . .

When next she awoke it was in a small
room that she knew to be a hospital room.
This time the face that bent swiftly above
her as she stirred and moaned was a
woman’s face beneath a white cap—the
face of an Army nurse. And the fingers

[Turn Page]
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on her wrist were gentle and warm,

Each breath she drew hurt and she was
so tired and so weak that she wept a little.
But the nurse held something to her lips
and she slept again.

There were intervals of waking, of hear-
ing that loud breathing, and of sleeping
again. Intervals of hearing voices about
her, the movement of white-clad men and
women, of feeling the touch of gentle
hands, and of slipping once more into un-
consciousness.

But eventually there was a morning
when she awoke with a feeling of being
completely at peace. She was not hurting
any more, and the loud breathing had ?one
away. But she was so tired and so
and weak that she could not lift so muc
as a finger. She was quite conscious
though, and aware of all that went on
about her.

The nurse smiled at her warmly.

“Well, my girl,” she said, “we cant quite
make up our minds whether to spank you
for being such a little idiot as to get your-
self lost, or to kiss you because we’re so
darned glad we found you! Or rather, that
the old sour-dough did! You just about
scared us all to death.”

“I'm sorry,” Eve Whlspered weakly.

“I guess we’ll forgive you,” the smiling
nurse told her. “No punishment that
could be handed out to you could equal
what you've had, so | feel sure you’ll never
do it again.’

VE, shuddering away in memory from
that moment when, chilled to the bone

“You’d been in the sour-dough’s cabin a
night and a day before we found you. The
sour-dough had left you in his cabin
and started for help, when he met one of
the searching parties sent out from the
camﬁ. Thez brought you in. And you’re a
mighty lucky girl, let me tell you!”

Soberly Eve put down the mirror.

“I'm sorry I've been such a nuisance,”
she apologized humbly.

The nurse smiled, and gave her a little
pat on the shoulder.

“Now you’re going to have a visitor—
for five minutes!”

She went out, and when the door opened
again, it was to admit a tall young man in
the uniform of an Army pilot. Eve stared
at him. Then she gasped:

“Why, Randy! You’ve been sick, too.
What happened?”

Randy stood just inside the door, turn-
ing his cap between his fingers, looking at
her with an odd, almost frightened look.
Not coming any nearer, making no move
to touch her, almost as though afraid of

her.

“Hello,” he said finally, and his voice
was a little hoarse, as though he had a
cold. “What’s happened to me? Plenty!
And all of it unpleasant, togjut it mildly.”

Wide-eyed, Eve waited, fear clutching
at her heart.

“l sort of caught a glim]pse at myself
Randy Johnson, and I'm afraid | wasn’t
any too happy about the kind of fellow he
turned out to be!” he said humbly, his
mouth thin-lipped and a trifle grim.

Eve pushed her frightened heart back

and aching with weariness, she had seewhere it belonged, with all the force of her

that lean gray shape slip agalnst the blue-
white snow, agreed with the nurse.

It was three days before she was al-
lowed to have a visitor. And that the
visitor was one of importance was made
platljn by the nurse’s efforts in getting her
ready.

She was bathed, her hair brushed, and
she was put into a brightly flowered little
bed jacket. Her cheeks were delicately
dusted with rou?e and powder, and there
was a touch of lip-stick. The nurse held
upI a hand-mirror for Eve to see the re-
sults.

Eve stared, incredulously, at the girl
who looked back at her from the mirror,
then she looked at the nurse.

“Who’s that?” she demanded.

The nurse chuckled.

“A silly little kid who took herself for a
snow-shoe trek out in the W|Iderness and
gotllost and had pneumonia,” she said
irm

“That’s not me,” Eve cried, and looked
again at the big-eyed, hollow-cheeked girl.
“How long have I been sick?”

“You were brought into the hospital
three weeks ago yesterday,” said the nurse.

mind.
“Please, Randy,” she begged, ‘come and
sit down. And tell me.

Randy walked to the side of the bed
and stood looking down at her. As though
the movement had been involuntary, and
he had had no thought or realization of
making it, one hand went out and touched
the softness of her hair, where it had been
brushed back from her face and a ribbon
tied about it to hold it in place.

“l was out on a run when you took a
run-out on us,"” he said after a while, his
voice still faintly husky, his eyes tired
and still a little afraid. Randy, who had
been gay and arrogantly sure of himself
and never afraid of anything. “When I
?ot back and found out that you were
ost—"

His face broke up and he dropped into
the chair and leaned forward, his elbows
on his knees, his face hidden by hands
that jerked convulsively.

Eve put out a hand that was not too
steady and touched his bowed head. “Oh,
Randy, darling, I'm so sorry!” she said,
tears thick in her voice. “Forgive me for
scaring you.”
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Randy looked up at her, his face drawn
and white.

“Forgive you? Look, Pretty Thing, don’t
turn the screws any tighter! I'm licked!”

She waited, and almost absently his
hand caught hers and held it tightly be-
tween both his own as he leaned forward
to look down at her. Only a few inches
separated them, and Eve could all but feel
the tingling, exquisite ecstasy of his kiss.
But he didn’t kiss her. He just looked at
her, his eyes probing hers with an almost
desperate entreaty.

“It sounds unbearably corny to say it,
but a lot of corny things are the truth.”
he said slowly. “I guess that’s why people
use ’em so much they become corny. But
I didn’t begin to realize fully how much
you meant to me, Eve, until | almost lost
you. Until you so nearly slipped away
from us.”

IS face twisted again and he was si-
Ielnt until he had himself under con-
trol.

“Just at the first,” he said then, “after
we brought you back from the old pros-
pector’s cabin, the doctors let me stay in
the room here with you. You were deliri-
ous. | guess they thought hearing you
plead with me not to be a heel was bitter
medicine for me, but good for what ailed
me.

“l never took such a beating in my life.
Eve, hearing you, knowing what you’d
been thinking, enduring, and not able to
get through to you that I was changed, had
sort of grown up. It was plain, unvar-
nished, copper-riveted Hades, Eve. The
doctors finally threw me out, and not a
minute too soon, for 1°’d have blown higher
than a kite if they hadn’t!”

“Oh, darling!” Eve’s whisper was faint,
threaded with tears, her soft lips tremu-
lous, as she put out a shaking hand to be
clasped once more in both his own.

Randy’s thin-lipped mouth, with that
little white line about it, twisted a little
and he looked down at her hand, held be-
tween his own. One thumb moved back
and forth across the softness of her wrist.

“You kept saying,” he went on, as though
the words would ring in his ears as long
as he lived and as though they lashed him
with small, bitter stinging whips, “ ‘I love
you, Randy—I love you—but | can’t trust
you.””

“Darling, I'm sorry.”
sound.

“It was true, sweet,” Randy said honest-
ly. “That’s why it hurt so. You see, I'd
gone along thinking this Johnson was
quite a lad, that he was independent, that
no woman could put chains on him. He
was in love with you in his own, cock-sure
way, but it had to be his way! He was
sophisticated—thought you were a prim

It was a ghost of

little prude and that if he once gave in to
you, you’d always dominate him. See what
a blasted fool he was? The wonder was
that you’d ever let him take up your time.”

She tried to say something but he looked
down at her with a little smile and said:

“Might as well let me get it off my chest,
honey. I’ll never know another moment’s
peace until I do!”

CHAPTER XI

Back to Love

her voice was warm and tender, and
there was a shining light in her eyes that
kindled an almost abashed radiance in
Randy’s own.

“Well, so then,” he went on after a short
silence, “l began to think. About time,
don’t you agree? And | had already dis-
covered that you were all the lovely girls
in the world rolled into one, and that we
had quarreled over something that didn’t
matter one single bit. | remembered the
night you saw me kiss lisa—I think that |
was honestly ashamed of having Kkissed
her, even then, and too darned stiff-necked
to admit | was ashamed—and we sort of
went on from there.

“l kept piling barriers up between us
because | was so suspicious of what love
can do to a fellow. I've seen it make mon-
keys of some mighty grand boys! And |
promised myself | wasn't going to be like
that. | was going right on being Randy
Johnson and doing as | darned pleased.
No girl, not even you, was going to stop
me!”

He grinned wryly,
mirth.

“See what | meant by saying a lot had
happened to me?” he asked. “All of it
unpleasant? I sort of took stock, and knew
that | had one chance in a million of
straightening things out with you. You
were under an oxygen tent by then and
the doctors were looking mightly grave
and saying frankly, ‘Her condition is criti-
cal—we have to face it.””

His face twisted again, and Eve put up
her hand and cupped his cheek.

“The Marshalls are a tough breed of
people, darling,” she said swiftly. “It
takes more than a little cold and a night
under the stars, even with wolves com-
plicating the picture, to stop us!”

Randy grinned at her. Tenderly, ador-
ingly, admiringly.

“Oh, sure, you’re terribly tough-—al-
most as tough as tissue paper. From here
on out, believe me, I’'m never going to for-

ALL Eve could say was, “Darling!” But

entirely without
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get that. Looking after you from now on
is my job, and | intend to devote a great
deal of time and attention to the problem.
That is, if you’ll let me, sweetheart?"

There was an unbearable humility and
tenderness, a pleading in his voice that
brought more tears to Eve’s eyes.

“There never was, there never could be
anybody else," she told him steadily, as
his arms went about her and held her
close to him. She felt the little trembling
that shook him as she tipped back her
head and gave him her lips.

Neither of them heard the door open
and close. Neither was conscious of the
presence of anyone else until they heard
Usa MacLain laugh a little silky, almost
malicious laugh.

“Oh, do forgive me,” she said, “I'm in-
truding, | hope?"

Randy raised his head, but he did not
release Eve from the warm pressure of his
arms.

“You are intruding, you know!” he said
over his shoulder. “Go out and leave us
alonel!”

lisa’s eyes widened, her mouth made a
little startled “O,” and she drew a deep
breath of anger.

“Well, really!”
nantly.

Randy’s eyes were cold and unfriendly,
and his voice was uncompromising.

“You heard me!” he told her. “Eve and
I want to be alone.”

Usa laughed again, and now the malice
was stronger than the silk in her voice
and she made play with her eyebrows.

“Oh, | get it—an act! To comfort the
little gal who’s been so ill.”

Randy put Eve back against her pillows
and stood up, facing lisa, his head up, his
shoulders back.

“Look, lady,” he said, through thinned
lips, “I’ve never lifted my hand against a
woman in my life, not even in self-defense.
But if you’ve come here to make trouble,
you’re going to be sorry—plenty!”

Astonishment wiped out any other emo-
tion in lisa’s wide eyes.

“Don’t be a darned fool!” she said
sharply. “Why should | make trouble be-
tween you and this little—sap? After
all, you’re neither of you important to me
in the slightest—except that you're a
darned good pilot and Eve’s a darned good
photographic subject. | stopped in to say
good-by to Eve, and get a couple of pic-
tures to illustrate the follow-up on the
story of her adventure in the frozen
North!”

“Follow-up?” asked Eve sharply. “You
mean there’s already been a story about
me?”

“Naturally.” Usa shrugged. “It was a
story that had everything, and | got some
good pictures of you being brought in

she protested indig-

from the old prospector’s cabin. | got
some of the old prospector himself and
his story of finding you unconscious in the
snow and of caring for you twenty-four
hours or more until he sensed that you
were in the first stages of pneumonia.
Then he got scared.”

Eve looked at Randy in shock and dis-
may.

“Then Dad must have been worried sick
about me!” she wailed.

“He was, but I've talked to him Long
Distance every night,” Randy soothed her
quickly. “He wanted to come up here, but
he couldn’t get a railroad reservation for
love or money, and he couldn’t get a pri-
ority for a trip by plane. But I've kept
him from being too worried, and every-
thing is fine.”

ERE was the small, brisk pop of a
flashlight exploding. “That was a good
one,” lisa said cheerfully.

all 1 need. And now, Randy, if you’re
ready, suppose we get going.”

Randy stared at her as though she had
been speaking some foreign language
whose meaning he could not guess. In his
hand, Eve’s fingers clenched a little.

“You’re saying words, lady,” he told
Usa, “but they don’t make sense.”

“Oh, don’t be so stuffy,” snapped Usa.
“I’'m ready to leave and the C. 0. said you
could fly me back to Edmonton.”

“Sorry,” said Randy, and his tone gave
the lie to the word. “It’s my day off, and
I’'m flying north tomorrow on my regular
run. Afraid you’ll have to pick yourself
another boy, lady.”

Usa made an impatient gesture.

“But you’re a good pilot, Randy, and I'm
never nervous when I’'m up with you,” she
protested sharply.

“Thanks, but the answer is still no!”
said Randy firmly.

Usa looked at Eve, and her lips curled
in an unpleasant smile.

“This is your work, of course,” she
drawled, and her tone added insolence to

the words. “You are afraid to trust him
with me.”
Eve laughed outright—a warm, bub-

bling little laugh.

“I wouldn’t be afraid to trust him with
Lana Turner, or Hedy Lamarr—or the
Queen of Sheba,” she said happily. “I
know he loves me. And I'm sure he’ll fly
you to Edmonton. Won’t you, darling—
if | ask you?”

llsa stared at her, wide-eyed.

“Well, now that’s big of you,” was the
best she could manage, and again her tone
made it as insolent as anything she had
ever said to Eve.

“Oh, not specially,” said Eve lightly, and
her eyes were warm and tender on Randy’s
delighted face. “It’s just that Randy and

“l think that’s
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I understand each other, and that | trust
him implicitly, under any and all condi-
tions!”

llsa said under her breath, “Well,
be darned!”

But Randy was looking down at Eve’s
flushed face and shining eyes and there
was a look in his eyes that startled llsa
and dazzled her a little and made her won-
der, a little frightened at the novelty of
such a thought, how it would feel to have
a man look at her like that.

“You mean that, angel?” said Randy,
and it was obvious that he had forgotten
that Ilsa was in the room. “You’re for-
giving me—taking me back?”

“l never let you go, darling, not really,”
said Eve, and smiled at him with such a
wealth of love and faith that the room
seemed lighted by it. “Even when we
quarreled the most, and | tried to tell my-
self 1’'d forget you, my heart knew | was
lying. You were never out of my heart

1
for a moment, Randy, from that first day
when you stepped out of the plane at
Morrison Field in Florida, and my boas
and | walked out to greet you,”

There wasn’t anything Randy could say
to that. He couldn’t have spoken past the
lump in his throat, and he had a crazy feel-
ing that if he tried to speak he would burst
into tears, which would be shameful be-
yond all bearing.

So he drew Eve once more into his arms,
and held her close like a sweet white flame
against his heart, and once again he knew
the blessed, beautiful, shining ecstasy of
her lips, warm and petal-soft, and faintly
tremulous beneath his own.

llsa, looking on, caught her breath un-
willingly at the look on his face, and at
the glow in Eve’s eyes. She went out and
closed the door with a gentleness to which
she was entirely unaccustomed, and knew
that those two back there didn’t even know
she existed.

Fay Walker plays a part in real life as well as on the stage when she adopts
an astonishing masquerade— and cannot reveal her true identity
even to the man she loves in

WIDE-EYED AND

INNOCENT

By JERROLD BEIM

Next Issue’'s Fascinating Complete Romantic Novell

Backache,Leg Pains May Be DangerSign

Of Tired

If backache and leg pains are making you
miserable, don’t just complain and do nothing
about them. Nature may be warning you that
your kidneys need attention.

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking
excess acids and poisonous waste out of the
blood. They help most people pass about 3
pints a day.

If the IS miles of kidney tubes and filters
don’t work well, poisonous waste matter stays
in the blood. These poisons may start nagging

Kidneys

backaches, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of
pep and energy, getting up nights, swelling,
puffiness under the eyes, headaches and dizzi-
ness. Frequent or scanty passages with smarting
and burning sometimes shows there is some-
thing wrong with your kidneys or bladder.
Don’t waitl Ask your druggist for Doan’s
Pills, used successfully by millions for over 40
years. They give happy relief and will help
the IS miles of kidney tubes flush out poison-
ous waste from the blood. Get Doan’s Pills,
Ud».)



A Chat

with the Editor

EAUTY is more than skin deep. How
B often have you seen a girl with a

beautiful face and figure—but her
good appearance ruined by wrinkled, spot-
ted and generally sloppy clothes?

Your clothes are as important to your
good grooming as is the makeup you apply
to your face and the care given to your
hair. No matter how smart your hairdo
and face-do, untidy clothes, destroy the
picture.

If you follow a few simple rules about
clothes care faithfully, you can save lots
of wear and tear on them and look well-
dressed.

The way you take your dresses and coats
out of the closet is important. Don’t grab
the garment at the neck and pull. That
wears out the neckline of a dress, destroys
its shape and takes the nap off the collar
of a coat. The right way to do it is to take
the hanger from the rod with one hand,
slip the other hand underneath the collar
and lift the dress or coat off.

Beware That Clothing Odor!

To keep your clothes odorless is an-
other important factor in good grooming.
Basic requirements are body cleanliness
and the use of an effective deodorant, but
a certain amount of odor will get into your
clothes.

Hang your clothes near an open window
after you take them off and let them air
during the night. Then hang them in the
closet. The closet can have your favorite
perfume in it by way of sachet bags or
hanger. Never overstuff your clothes
closet.

Clothes should be cleaned regularly by
a ieputable dry cleaner. And don’t wait
that extra time to take them there!

Spots can be removed at once, or as soon
as possible, with spot cleaning fluids.
Brush your dress and then brush around
the shoulders and all over after you have
put it on. No matter how clean the dress
is, if it isn’t pressed, you’ll still look
mussed and crumpled. Either press a dress
before you hang it back in the closet, or
plan the next day’s ensemble the night

before and have it ready before you put
it on.

Make sure buttons, hook, snaps or zip-
pers are ship-shape.

Shoe and Hat Care

Shoes and hats must come in for their
share of care. Watch the heels of your
shoes so that they dont wear down and
sway over to one side. Having a heel re-
paired costs little and prolongs the life of
the shoe.

Hats should be brushed before putting
them on, and periodically blocked, cleaned
%nd put in shape, if they’re that kind of

ats.

There's nothing very involved about sim-
ple clothes care and it’s worth the effort.
IC_;five your appearance and personality a
ift!

An Easter Party

Comes the first breath of balmy air and
I think of Spring—and Spring means
Easter—and you can celebrate Easter with
this party.

Write your invitations on cards cut in
the shape of eggs and draw on each one a
face like Humpty Dumpty. On the other
side of the card write:

H.iss Anne Brown
hopes you will come to her blaster Party

Please come prepared tgt?llustrate by action the
word “eggseeaget-erate,” (This word is a
deep seci'et known only to you.)

Have a different word for each invita-
tion — eggs-claim, eggs-asperate, eggs-
cited, eggs-treme, eggs-tra and any others
that suggest themselves to you. Be sure
they are words which can be acted out.

When the guests arrive they find hang-
ing in the center of the room a large bas-
ket. Out of it are falling bright colored
ribbons of various colors with a paper
flower tied to each one. Each guest pulls
out a ribbon and finds attached to its other
end a curiously shaped piece of cardboard.

The hostess announces: “You hold in
your hands a portion of scrambled egg.
On this table-top you will unscramble the

r
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When the pieces are fitted together they
make a perfect egg-shaped picture. Pre-
pare this by pasting a pretty picture to a
egg-shaped piece of cardboard and cutting
it into pieces. The more curious the shapes,
the better.

After the egg is unscrambled, the guests
are told to leave the room, one at a time,

and then come in and act their word. It is
permissable for the actor to call others to
his assistance, if necessary. Of course,
this is just the old and popular game of
charades, only in this case each word be-
gins with eggs. By the time this game is
over, the ice will be thoroughly broken.

Egg Art

Now supply your guests with colored
crayons and an egg for each one. Ten min-
utes is given in which to draw or paint a
face on the egg. Each egg must be signed
by the artist. When they are decorated,
place them In a row on the floor and pro-
vide each guest with a spoon.

The egg must be carried in the spoon and
placed in a nest, which is in some far cor-
ner. It must not be touched with the
hands either in lifting it from the floor or
carrying it. A prize goes to the first per-
son to land an unbroken egg in the nest.

For supper serve assorted sandwiches,
fruit punch and a chocolate cake. Here
are some swell sandwich fillings:

Chopped chicken and ham will be every
man’s favorite. Honey and chopped wal-
nuts between brown bread is delicious. One
very thin slice of Bermuda onion and one
slice of orange between whole wheat bread
is an amazingly tasty combination.

Trim Your Figure!

While your Easter finery this year may
not be an all-out new ensemble, you want
a figure for whatever that wardrobe is. If
you are going to be a very good girl and
make last year’s outfit do, exercise those

new pounds away! Don’t be a corset slave!

Flabby stomach muscles are out for the
duration. Your man certainly can’t go
around uniformed with a paunch, can he?
And you know what an improvement there
is with the paunch giving way to hard, firm
muscles.

Here are some exercises that will get
you into form:

1. Stand with feet fairly close together.
Place hands on top of the head, elbow's out
straight. Slowly, without jerking, twist
around hard to the left, then, without
stopping your rhythm, twist hard to the
right. Repeat ten times.

2. Kneel down, holding body erectly
from knees up. Raise arms sidew'ays to
shoulder level. Lean to the left and touch
fingers to the floor. Don’t bend arms while
doing it. Your left arm should be down
straight and right arm up straight, so the
arms form a vertical line. Co back to
starting position and reverse, bending to
right side. Repeat ten times.

3. Lie on your stomach on the floor.
Bend knees and bring feet up in back.
Grasp feet with hands and rock backward
and forw'ard on your knees. Ten times for
this one, too.

Make this part of your daily routine.
You can trim down to fit that dress!

Toaster Cleanliness

I’ll bet you don’t give your toaster a
thought, except to wonder what shade your
toast will be. Quick, efficient toasters are
a great convenience, but for steady, good
service, they must be kept clean.

They deserve special care these days
when it is difficult to replace all kinds of
home equipment and every piece is per-
cious.

Keep the outside of the toaster clean by
rubbing it with a damp cloth and then
with a dry one.

When crumbs gather inside, among the
wires and beneath them, do not poke
around with a knife or anything else that
is sharp. The wires are delicate. Once
broken, toasting in your house will have
to be postponed for the duration.

To dislodge crumbs, shake the toaster
gently. Then use a soft brush. Do this
after each time the toaster is used. Put
the toaster away in its special spot in the
pantry or kitchen, or have a cover for it to
keep it clean between meals.

Spring Fashion News

Accessories from head to toe will keep
right on being important fashions. Women
have become hat conscious again, so more
hats will be wmrn, but fancy combs, snoods
and flowers, real and artificial, will not
lose their popularity.

Semi-precious jewelry will be designed
in smaller and dainter pieces. Much pret*



tier than the large hunks of “junk” jewelry
we wore.

Bright colors, especially the electrified
pinks and greens, will be found in scarves,
gloves, handbags, and belts. Brilliant blue
IS enjoying a new wave of success in fash-
ion headlines.

And look for much more elaborate shoes,
decorated with nail-head, higher heels and
platform soles. Lots more dressy than
we’ve seen in quite a while.

The leading fashions will feature cape
suits, elbow or fingertip length. The capes
are removable, of course, and reveal a slim
suit silhouette when you take them off.

A Yummy Dessert
Having company for dinner? Try this
dessert recipe. It should go over big.

iLemon Prune Ice Cream

1 cup chopped, cooked prunes
1 tea-spoon grated lemon peel
% cup lemon juice
2 egPs, well beaten
salt
1cup light corn syrup
% cup cream or top milk
1\2 cups milk

. To the chopped cooked prunes, add the lemon
rind and_juice. Beat the eggs light; beat in a few
rains of salt, the corn syrup, cream and milk. Add
the prune mixture and blend well. If you like a
stronger lemon flavor add two tablespoons more of
Jjuice.” Pour into the freezin tra?/ of the refrigera-
tor_with the control set at the coldest. i

Freeze till it is mushy, then turn it out into a
chilled bowl and beat with a fork. Return it to the
freezing tray and continue freezing until it is Arm.
This will serve six.

Accent Your Eyes

A famous photographer of Hollywood
stars advises us to accent our eyes if we’re
planning a photograph. He says they’ll
remember your eyes long after they’ve for-
gotten your face, if your makeup is planned
to accent this most important feature. He
suggests a few tips:

Natural brows are in vogue again. They
have replaced the heavy-pencilled brow.
Your browline should be in harmony with
the contour of your face. Tweeze out stray
hairs that won’t line up with the natural
arch. Use an eyebrow pencil only if your
brows are thin or too light in color. A
touch of cream, rubbed in thoroughly, or a
little brilliantine will usually accentuate
well-groomed brows.

Apply face powder carefully, making
#ure that it gets into every tiny crease and
crevice at the corners of your eyes. A little
extra fussiness in spreading the powder
with your fingers, and then patting it even-
ly, will give you that professional touch.

Apply eye shadow with your fingertips
at the lower edge of the lids and from in-
ner edge outward. Blend it carefully up-
ward toward the eyebrows, graduating the
shade from a lighter tone to a darker one
down along the line of the eyelids.

Apply mascara with a brush that has
first been dipped and then blotted to semi-
dryness with a tissue. This will avoid a

“beady” appearance on the lashes. Make
sure that every single hair i3 evenly tinted.

Give your eye makeup a final, critical in-
spection. Using a cotton swab, remove
every trace of excess powder which may
be clinging to the lids, and also give a final
smoothing down to the eyeshadow.

You should come through with flying
colors. Don’t let him forget the “it” in
your eyes.

Decorating Note

Don’t overlook those handy little wall-
paper borders and cutouts at sale in five-
and-ten cent stores all over the country.
They add a fresh note if you’re re-doing
your kitchen, nursery or bathroom.

You can use them on cupboard and
dresser drawers, on kitchen canisters and
bathroom bottles. Bright flowers and
amusing animals all ready to be glued on!

Your Victory Garden

It’s not a bit too early to start thinking
about your Victory garden. Here are four
major points to remember:

Make charts showing the vegetable
needs of the family. Plant the foods re-
quired for good health.

Plant good quality seeds. Poor seeds
are a waste of money, time and energy.
W ater the young plants when they need it.

Fight weeds and insects.

Take good care of your garden tools.
They are scarce and having them repaired
is next to impossible.

Need a Permanent?

To wave or not to wave—that is the
question. If you’ve just piled your hair on
top of your head in an effort to keep it out
of the way, perhaps you haven’t noticed
how much you need a new permanent. But
as soon as you put on that new Spring suit
and charming bonnet, you’ll see that some-
thidng must be done about those straggly
ends.

Glowing claims are made for the new
cold wave methods. 1 do know that they’re
faster and much more comfortable to sit
through than the other kind. After con-
sulting with some of the experts, here are
the things to look for in a good cold per-
manent wave:

The solution used on your hair should
be odorless. The old cold waves with the
badly smelling lotion were taken off the
market because it was found that many
women were allergic to the sulphur solu-
tions. If the operator doesn’t wear rubber
gloves, and the solution does not harm her
hands, you can be reasonably sure that it
won’t hurt your scalp.

To insure a good wave all over your
head, the solution must penetrate the hair
to an equal degree of saturation at all



points. Cold waves may be a bit more ex-
pensive but the wave lasts longer.

Your hair is your most essential beauty
asset. And a good permanent is the basis
for lovely hair styles. So don’t skimp on
your permanent.

For That Black Sown

The basic black gown you have is swell
—but it needs help. | doubt that we will
ever abandon black as our favorite word-
robe number. Don’t forget, though, that it

often has a deadening and color-draining
effect that calls for more careful makeup.

On a gray day, when you feel like adding
a spot of color to your black dress, try one
of these ideas:

Tie a mammoth, beguiling, pussy-cat
bow under your chin. Make it crisp, stand-
up checked taffeta in a gay color.

For dash, tuck a smart taffeta ascot in
the neckline of the dress. Spice it with a
wide belt to match.

Or try a prim little Peter Pan collar and
cuff set. Make it of bright striped crepe
or contrasting color faille.

1 especially like a satin shoulder rosette
and a flat satin headband to match.

Window-Cleaning Time

Spring means new clothes and window-
cleaning time, too. But clear, shining win-
dows can do so much to brighten your
home, you shouldn’t mind too much.

There are ways to make window-wash-
ing speedier and easier. A frequent dust-
ing of the windows, inside and out, will
cut down on actual washing. Every few
weeks go over the glass with soft tissue
paper. Brush off outside window ledges
and dust inside sills and frames.

For best results, either use one of the
prepared solutions or use warm water con-
taining a little household ammonia, alcohol
or vinegar. Alcohol and ammonia help cut
greasy dirt on the pane. Vinegar helps
loosen dirt caused by road dust and smoke.

For washing use chamois or a soft lint-
less cloth. Squeeze the chamois or cloth
dry, then wipe the window from the top
down. If very dirty, rinse the chamois and
wipe the glass again. Dry the pane with a
clean dry cloth. Polish with soft tissue
paper.

Toe the Mark

Toeless and backless shoes will be with
us for a good long time, but do be careful
about selecting them. | have seen far loo
many gals wearing toeless shoes that are
a little too small for them—and the result
is not pretty. The big toe sticks out well
beyond the sole of the shoe and tells the
world you are wearing shoes that are too
small. The effect is downright ugly.

If you go in for toeless shoes, remember
to get them plenty long enough. That’s the
least you can do if you want your feet to
look pretty.

And if you wear a backless shoe that is
too small, it’s quite evident, too. Your
heels will slip around when you walk and
will creak and creak, in the most unmusi-
cal way.

Marketing Pointers

Doing the family marketing is a far from
easy chore these days. |If it's your job,
remember these pointers. You will find
them helpful.

Count up points in the family’s ration
books and know just how much food to buy
each time.

Shop where ceiling prices are posted and
never pay more. Read the labels to find
out as much about the food as possible—
weight, quality, number of servings.

Buy meats by grade. Choice AA and
Good A for steaks and roasts; Commercial
B or Utility C for stews, soup, hamburgers
and meat loaves.

Buy eggs that are stored in a cool, clean
place.

Buy most fruits and vegetables by
weight—not by the dozen or the bunch.

Buy foods that are plentiful and get bet-
ter buys.

Something to Remember

It’s interesting to note that in a noisy,
chattering crowd, the person who really
makes an impression is the one who is
poised, dignified and quiet.

Next Issue: POISON FOR EAHII OTHER a Romance by Marguerite Jacobs
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By LILY K. SCOTT

Lalie Thomas liked to woo the tragic muse, hut budding
composer Bill Gray sold her on a better kind of wooing!

ALIE THOMAS had legs—but legs!
She went twenty-two years with-
t out discovering that very appar-
—* ent fact. Then one day, at the cor-
ner of Broadway and 45th, she met a strong
west wind and a sailor all in one gasp.
The wind went whoosh! Lalie’s skirts
went four inches above the accepted fash-
ion. And the sailor went:
“Woo-man! Them’s stems!”

Lalie dived at the misbehaving skirt with
one small, desperate hand, while the other
shoved the lemon yellow curls out of her
face. Then she stared—just stared.

No one ever spoke to Lalie Thomas that
way, and it floored her. She forgot to be
angry. Instead, she sized up the stranger
through wide purple eyes; and because he
was in uniform and you were supposed to
be nice to men in uniform, she refrained
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from lifting her tip-tilted nose a degree
higher and swwhmg on past him. Not that
she stopped to talk — Lalie Thomas just
didn’t do such things. )

But she walked on into the howlln%;j
March blast thinking that sooty lashes di
exciting things to laughing gray eyes.
Especially when the gray eyes were set in a
lean, bronzed face beneath a shock of blue-
black hair. And she was wondering about
her legs, too.

Lalie should have known about her legs.
She had spent tireless months watching
their reflection in a mirror, but she had
been so concerned with the technique of
dancing that she never thought to look at
their shape. )

She could have told you all about her hair
and eyes, and the proper way to face an
audience. And she knew everything there
was to know about theatrical make-up and
the effect the spots or the footlights had on
them. Lalie could tell ?I/ou just how to make
your voice carry so the man with the ear
trumpet in Row Z could hear even a tiny
whisper. You learned those things when
you rose to the place in the theater that
was Lalie Thomas’.

But she never had the faintest idea about
her “stems.” Her bright mouth widened
mirthfully, thinking of the way the long-
legged sailor had phrased it. She tried to
visualize Don Thurston saying that to her.
She had been engaged to Don for seven
months, and he had never said, “Woo-man,
them’s stems!" Lalie laughed quietly to
herself.

“l dote on screwballs that laugh on the
street!” a deep voice said at her elbow, and
Lalie stopped dead in her tracks. The big
sailor was followin% her!

She gave him a blank stare and hurried
on. Not that that did any good because she
had to take two steps to every long, easy
one of his, and she had to keep her face
straight—and altogether it was very dis-
concerting.

“I’ve got a passion for purple eyes,” the
gray-eyed sailor went on in a slow drawl.
“I've been known to climb the bulkhead
when a pair of purple eyes showed Uﬁ

“Well, there’s the loveliest bulkhead |1
ever saw,” Lalie cried exasperatedly, point-
ing to the wall of the nearest building. “Go
climb it!”

The sailor chuckled, quickened his pace
to hers.

“See here!” Lalie spoke crisply. “What
do | have to do to get rid of you ?”

“Well, I won’t guarantee it’ll work, but
Xou might try a double slice of onion on the

amburger we’re gom% to eat now.” He
grasped her resisting elbow and steered her
through the revolving door at McGinnis’ on
48th. “Mind, though,” he cautioned, “I’ve

been known to stick through garlic, even.”

Lalie laughed aloud despite herself.
There was something breezy about him, and
she hadn’t been with breezy people since—
since long before she became “Lalie Thom-
as” in neon lights. Don Thurston would oe
shocked clear out of his swivel chair, and
there would be a lecture, she felt sure,
about the future wife of a future ambas-
sador, maybe, picking up sailors on Broad-

way.

5on was with the State Department in
Washington. He was very ambitious and
deadly serious, and he had sound notions of
conduct for people in diplomatic circles. He
even frowned on Lalie’s theatrical career.
But as long as it didn’t include abbreviated
costumes in musical comedy, and as long as
she appeared in uplifting, serious-minded
drama, he could put up with it.

HEY call me Bill, sugar, when they’re

not calling me sweetheart and darling,”
the sailor informed her when they were
leaning on the counter sniffing hungrily at
the tantalizing odors. “Bill Gray,” he elabo-
rated. “And you, cherub?”

Lalie hesitated. She glanced up into the
merry gray eyes and an imp in her brain
whispered: “Tell him Mary Smith or Janie
Jones. It’s only for now. Have fun!” But
Lalie Thomas of the Boston Thomases said:

“Lalie!” And instantly regreted it.

“L-Lalie?” he repeated, his dark brows
drawing together swiftly. “Well, I’ll be—I
should have known!”

Bill Gray suddenly straightened up, and
the teasing light fled from his eyes. His
wide mouth was serious, and his manner all
at once formal.

“Lalie Thomas, aren’t you? | hope you’ll
pardon my rudeness, Miss Thomas, but I
didn’t recognize you, although I’ve seen you
on the stage dozens of times before the
war, and admired you no end.” He paused,

lancing around. “1’d like to take you to a

etter place for dinner, Miss Thomas, if |
may.”

“This is perfect, Bill,” she assured him,
“and I’ll take onion on my hamburger.”

They both laughed after that, but the
breeze was gone. Lalie thought ruefully:
“This is what | get for glooming all over
the boards in tragic roles. People don’t
know | can laugh, too.”

She tried laughing up into Bill Gray's
eyes when their hamburgers arrived, but
he was very polite. He offered a napkin,
mustard, relish, as though she were a
grand old dame of the theater.

Then she noticed the brown paper en-
velope that seemed crammed to bursting.
He had been carrying the thing all the way
under his arm, she recalled. Bill Gray saw
her glance, hesitated a moment.
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“Funny,” he remarked suddenly, “run-
ning into you like this, today of all days.
I'm on leave right now, and I’ve just been
around to the agents' offices with that
thing, but they don’t want any part of it.”

Lalie looked surprised.

“What is it?”

"My brainchild!” he replied, with a faint
bitterness. “It's the book, score and lyrics
for a musical | wrote. The theater was a
passion with me before the war, and the
day | signed up for my first part, |1 got my
induction notice. That was all right, |1 knew
I'd have to go sometime. But | kind of
wanted to get a start in the theater first.
dAnd then the two things came the same
ay.

“Well.” he shrugged, grinning, “there
were plenty more like me. And | thought,
anyway, 1°d still have spare time enough to
keep my hand in the game and maybe have
something to start on after the war. So |
wrote this. | called it ‘Hey, Gob!” The
agents took a quick look and said, ‘Outside,
gob! so | guess it’s not so hot.”

Lalie’s dark eyes softened as he spoke. It
was a tale she had heard many times be-
fore. It was a story’ of dreams that ended
too soon. Of longings and hopes and de-
sires that never even struggled to life; and
in many cases, would never again rise from
distant battlefields to taste a breath of
promise.

“U t’s sit at a table, Bill.
at if, may 1?”

“Why not?” he agreed, shrugging with a
hopeless air.

"Hey, Gob!" was not very good. But the
important thing was that neither was it
very bad. Lalie shrewdly placed her finger
on several bad spots that would have to
come out But just as readily she ohserved
that the music and lyrics were catchy and
timely. Bill Gray really had a flair for
songs.

An hour or more they sat there while
Lalie carefully perused each page, making
mental notes as she went along. She felt
the big sailor’s clear gray eyes fixed on her,
and once, glancing up, he flushed a deep
scarlet. Biill Gray wasn’t thinking of his
script right then!

At length, Lalie turned the last page, and
shuffled the script back in order.

“You've got something here!” she said
smiling cheerfully.

“You really think so, Miss Thomas?”

“l know so, and the name is Lalie, Bill.”

Their eyes clinched for a brief instant;
then Bill grinned a flash of white in his
bronzed face. In a moment, he was seri-
ous again.

“That’s very’ nice, of course, and |
really appreciate your opinion, but that
doesn’t get my show produced.”

1’d like to look
*

“Why—I’ll produce your show for you,
Bill Gray!” Lalie declared, amazed at hear-
ing herself say it. “And I’ll have the S.R.O.
sign up, tool”

Almost at once, she wished she had in-
herited more of her staid New England
ancestors’ caution, and less of her flighty
Uncle Tim’s disposition to go off half-
cocked. But if she had, she would never
have inherited, also, Uncle Tim’s neat little
fortune that was going to fulfill young Bill
Gray’s dreams.

“Our money,” Don Thurston called it,
ever since they were engaged. Lalie under-
stood fully Don’s diplomatic ambitions, and
being so terribly in love with him, wanted
to help in every way she could. And money,
Don explained, meant a great deal in his
game.

But this would be an investment and
should pay good dividends, and surely Don
had enough business sense to realize it.

Bill Gray was staring at her in sheer dis-
belief.

“But, Lalie, the agents turned it down.
It couldn’t be much good.”

“Agents make mistakes, too, Bill. 1 think
I know how to improve it, and | have
enough confidence in it to back it with my
own money.”

Bill colored warmly,

“1’d hate for you to lose on it, Lalie.”

“l won’t lose,” Lalie assured him, trying
to convince herself at the same time. “It’ll
need a lot of rewriting. And I’ll have to cut
some of the more elaborate scenes. It costs
a lot of mone%/ to produce a musical, Bill.
And an out-of-town opening is out of the
question. But | think | can do it—if you’ll
trust me.”

“If I’ll—oh, golly, Lalie, | feel as though
everything | ever dreamed about before
the war was coming true!”

Lalie swallowed hard. That was what she
wanted to do! Give this man with the
laughing gray eyes his dreams! And all at
once she knew that nothing, and no one, not
even Don Thurston, was going to stop her.

ON came up from Washington unex-
D pectedly. It was between the matinee
and evening performances of Lalie’s play
and he found her in her dressing room,
carefully blue-pencilling Bill Gray’s script.

The sight of Don looming up in her door-
way sent Lalie’s heart skimming to the
clouds. Distinguished was the word for
Don. Tall, slim, with ashy-blond hair, ha
was the kind of cultured man that wan-
dered in and out of smart photographs ad-
vertising somebody’s pet brand of ciga-
rette or perfume.

Lalie flung down her pencil and flew to
his arms.

"Darling! How nice!” she cried, lifting



THIS IS FOR BILL 49

her warm red mouth for his kiss.

“Flew up, sweet, and I'm flying right
back in an hour. Just had to see my Lalie
for a few minutes,” he whispered close to
her ear.

Lalie smiled, thinking there weren’t
many men who would go to all that trouble;
nor many men important enough to get
plane reservations just like that!

“So good to be with you,” she murmured,
still clinging to him. Then, “See what I’'m
doing, honey.” She pointed to the script,
and briefly explained about Bill Gray and
his musical.

“You—you’re not intending to—” Don
began.

“To produce it! For Billl” Lalie told him
emphatically.

But you won’t be acting in it, will you,
dear?” Don asked eyeing her closely.

“No, Don, of course not. I've a run-of-
the-play contract here, and | cant be in
two show’s at once.”

“Well, | hope not, darling. You know, a
musical—bound to be risque.”

“This one isn’t, terribly. It’s just gay
and full of fun.”

“The costumes,” he persisted. “Too brief.
Not that | don’t appreciate that myself,”
he assured her. “But after all, the future
Mrs. Donald Thurston—”"

"l know, | know,” Lalie broke in impa-
tiently. The smell of greasepaint was in
her nostrils, the sweet cosmetic odor that
permeates all of backstage; the catlike
tread of fast-moving stagehands lingered
in her ears; the glow of the spotlight still
warmed her after the last performance—
and she was in no mood for Don’s hair-
splitting arguments.

“Of course, you understand,” he mur-
mured, quite satisfied, and changed the sub-
ject. “Look, sweet, I’ll have to duck in
about ten minutes if 1’'m to make that plane
back. I've a chance to make a really good
investment through a South American col-
league. It might mean a lot to us after the
war. Could you let me have a little check,
say a thousand or two?”

“A th-thousand or two?" Lalie cried
aghast. Don seemed to have a notion Uncle
Tim left a few million, from the way he
drew against her inheritance. That would
make pretty nearly ten thousand dollars in
only six months. “Darling—I really
couldn’t. Dont you see, I'm going to use
my money for Bill Gray’s show.”

. Don’s pale blue eyes flashed with cold
ire.

“Who is this Bill Gra%/ anyway, Lalie?
You don’t seem to care a hoot about tossing
all our money into some fool venture for a
perfect stranger. But when | ask for a
thousand, you have a fit.”

Lalie drew herself up, her lipe stiffening

across set teeth. This would be the first
time she had used any of her own money
for something she wanted to do.

“Sorry, Don, you don’t seem to under-
stand. 1've got a chance to give a man
something he’s been dreaming about. He
may never —even get back to enjoy it, but |
mean to do it for him.”

“Very well, if that’s the way you feel
about it, Lalie,” Don said icily, “I’ll get the
money somehow. There are still people who
think more of me than a stray sailor!”

Abruptly he turned and left her. Lalie
bit her lip to keep from calling him back
and giving him the money he wanted. But
his last words, “stray sailor,” had planted
a seed of rebellion in her heart, and already
it was taking root.

When Bill Gray came backstage accord-
ing to plan, after that evening’s perform-
ance, Lalie was daubing cold cream gener-
ousli/1 over her make-up. All that evening
she had doubted the wisdom of doing Bill’s
show, but at the sunny hope she read in his
lean face, there was nothing but surety and
gladness.

“If 1 lose every cent, of Uncle Tim’s,” she
said to herself, “at least Bill will see his
name on a program!”

A little later, they were about to leave
for Lalie’s apartment where they could
work undisturbed as long as they wished.
Lalie paused. She had been fighting this
impulse ever since Don left her.

“Wait a minute, Bill,” she said, reaching
into her bag for a checkbook.

Leaning on her dressing table, she wrote
out a draft for a thousand, together with a
hasty note to Don. She slipped both into an
envelope, and dropped it in the box on her

way out. “Mi?ht as well be a pat of putty,”
she told herself angrily, “but | love him too
much to quarrel with him. I’ll have to cut

one more scene from Bill’s show.”

AR into the morning hours they worked,
and when they called it a night, Lalie

was firm in her belief that Bill Grav’g musi-

cal would go over. She leaned back, smiling
at him.

“I've been making inquiries,” she said.
“We’re in luck as far as a theater goes. The
roof floor of our theater is vacant. It used
to be an elaborate night-club, but it folded,
and it has a stage and lots of necessary
equipment. It will be doing things on a
small scale, but we'll save money, and then
if we’re a success we can move to a larger
house.”

Bill nodded approvingly.

“There’s the question of our cast,” Lalie
went on. “There are still scores of young
people who would jump at a chance to get
started. We’ll find them, lots of them, down
in Walgreen’s basement lunch, or over at
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Ralph’s on 45th. If they’re not Equity mem-
bers, they soon will be. 1I'd like to use
people who never had a chance before, Bill
—just like—you.”

He smiled and his gray eyes
warmly.

“That’s swell, Lalie. Then, about the
feminine lead—" Lalie looked up sharply,
but Bill went right on. “l wonder if you'd
mind if we gave the feminine lead to my
girl,” he said quietly.

Lalie’s breath caught in her throat. So
the sailor had a girl. So what? So every
sailor has a girl. And Bill Gray has a girl,
too. And anyway, what difference could it
make to Lalie Thomas? None at ail. . . .
Only it was as if someone had pulled down a
dark-green blind in a room full of sunshine.

“Well, you understand, Bill,” she in-
formed him coolly, “we need a girl with tal-
ent—and looks!”

Bill grinned. “She’s got puhlenty of
this-a!” His big hands described an elabo-
rate curve.

Lalie froze. “This-a is not enough. Can
she sing? Can she dance?”

"Wait till you see her, Lalie!”

It turned out next day that Bill Gray’s
girl, Linda Clare, had not only this-a, but
liberal supplies of these-a and those-a!l
More than that, she had a lilting contralto,
and she danced like a dream in rhythm. She
was small and dark with soft, black eyes,
arid a bewitching dimple in one cheek. And
there wasn’t a reason in the world why she
shouldn’t have the part of Suzy.

Three trying weeks of rehearsal were
past, when Bill Gray’s leave was up.

“We’re usually out about six weeks at a
time, though it’s hard to tell for sure about
Gallopin’ Gertie,”” he told Lalie at rehearsal
one morning. He was referring affection-
ately to his ship.

“When you come back, you’ll be a name
on Broadway, Bill,” she promised.

“Even if I'm not, I'll never forget you,
Lalie, and what you’re doing for me.” His
dark face suddenly glowed with gratitude.

Lalie swallowed at a painful lump in her
throat, aware suddenly that she was hold-
ing his hand longer than was necessary.
She let go abruptly, saw him turn wistfully
to Linda Clare and gather her in his long
arms. And then she was tearing blindly
through the passageways to an empty
dressing room, digging fiercely for a hand-
kerchief in her suit pocket.

A crumpled piece of paper popped out
instead. That note from Don, she recalled.
He had thanked her for the thousand, knew
she would see things his way. She tore the
note to shreds and let them flutter from
cold, nerveless fingers.

Meanwhile, “Hev, Gob!” was shaping up.
Wisely Lalie had enlisted the aid of several

lit up

experienced theatrical friends, who on
learning the origin of the musical, had vol-
unteered their expert suggestions. The
show was advertised on two counts: book,
score, lyrics, all by a U. S. Navy man, and
the first production of Lalie Thomas. Open-
ing night was a sellout!

Lalie was a vibrant bundle of nerves the
night “Hey, Gob!” opened in the Little
Roof Theater. She had given the cast of
Bill’s musical a good old-fashioned pep talk,
before going downstairs for her own per-
formance, assuring them that all signs
pointed to a sure-fire hit. Then she crossed
her trembling fingers, heartily Wished she
felt that way, too, and went out to face her
own critical audience.

A slightly-dazed gathering sat through
the speediest rendition of a serious play
that Lalie Thomas ever offered. Her mind
and her heart were seven flights skyward
and fortunately for her own show closing
almost an hour sooner than “Hey, Gob!”,
Lalie could catch part of the musical. She
came flying upstairs in time for what
proved to be the hit song of the show,
“Sailor’s Suzy,” and she watched with
happy, tear-dimmed eyes as Linda Clare
ran through her song and dance routines.

From the first, Linda had shown herself
eager to learn, and she had listened with
earnest attention to everything Lalie had
to tell her. The results were heart-warm-
ing. The audience was hers, she, theirs;
and at the end of the number they whistled
and howled for an encore.

At the back of the darkened theater,
Lalie stood taut and trembling, the hot
tears rolling down her cheeks. “There's
your dream. Bill.” she sobbed softly to her-
self. “If you could only be here now!”

HEN it was over, and the audience
was pouring out of the theater, the

air of “Sailor’s Suzy” on every lip, Lalie

slipped backstage to a dizzy whirl of con-
gratulations.

Later, hours later, she and Linda Clare
nervously paced the streets awaiting the
early morning editions of the papers that
would carry the critics’ reviews. They
came, and they myere raves, all of them. But
their enthusiastic praise of the show, the
songs, the producer and author, faded be-
fore the paeans they sang for Linda Clare.

Every paragraph rang with her name,
and while one or two of the more exacting
suggested that experience would enrich her
acting, they unanimously agreed that a
new star was born! One after another, over
steaming cups of coffee in a neighborhood
restaurant, Lalie read aloud the reviews to
the eager girl at her side.

But all at once, she was aware that Linda
had gone unusually silent. She glanced up
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and a little startled gasp escaped.

Linda was staring straight ahead, eyes
wide, dazed; her face had gone white, and
her body rigid. Lalie grasped her arm and
shook her gently. Linda brought her gaze
around with difficulty.

“Lalie,” she whispered, “I’'m a success!
I’'m—I’m an actress! They say I'm great!
I’'m going places, Lalie!”

“Of course,” Lalie agreed quietly, study-
ing the girl through suddenly narrowed
Iidlsl. “Don’t forget, you owe a great deal to
Bill."

“Bill? Well, maybe,” Linda replied force-
fully. “But he didn’t make an actress of
me.”

Lalie bit her lip. “That’s bad,” she
thought. “It’s going to her head right off.”
Aloud she said, “You must concentrate on
improving the little weak spots some of
these reviewers mention, Linda. They’re
pretty good at catching things like that.”

Linda’s only response was a half-hearted,
“Mmm,” and a slow protrusion of her
pretty underlip.

Lalie was worried, and plenty. But not a
shadow as worried as she was several days
later when Linda, instead of heading home
with her as usual after the show, dated
“Buzz” Palmer, one of the wealthiest and
screwiest playboys around town. The Army
wouldn’t even look at him twice.

“Look, Linda, it’s none of my business,”
Lalie told her bluntly the next day, “but are
you being fair with Bill?”

“Oh, don’t be corny, darling,” the dark-
haired girl laughed derisively. “I’'m not
going to throw away the chance at Holly-
wood that Buzz Palmer and his connections
mean to me, just because Bill would rather
have me sit home and knit for the Red
Cross while he’s away.”

“You little dope, since when do you need
Buzz and his connections to get a chance at
Hollywood? You made enough of a sensa-
tion—"

Linda spun around irritably.

“All right, if that’s the way you feel,”
Lalie called after her frigidly, “only don’t
go making any dates for a week from Mon-
day night. We’re normally closed that night
but I've arranged a special benefit for the
War Fund.”

“A week from Monday!” Linda cried,
dismayed. “That’s Buzz’s birthday and
we’re celebrating together.”

“Linda,” Lalie spoke very solemnly,
“there are two ways to ruin a perfectly
good theatrical career. One is, take up with
the wrong kind of people and get yourself
talked about in the wrong way. The other
is, refuse to play benefits.”

Linda shrugged impatiently and walked
off, leaving Lalie battling her first real dis-
like of the girl.

Nobody knew just where it started, but
the first time Lalie heard it, a blade of ice
hurtled straight to her heart. It was an
hour before the scheduled Monday night
benefit, and Lalie had dropped into Saroi’s
for dinner. She was congratulating herself
because, due to the fact that her own show
was not playing, she could watch “Hey,
Gob!” in its entirety.

Suddenly her head rose sharply and she
strained to catch the conversation at the
table behind her.

“That’s what | heard,” a man was saying
in low tones. “She’s a troopship, you know,
Gallopin’ Gertie. | had a pal on her, too.
They say she went down with not more
than ten or twelve saved.”

Lalie’s white-knuckled fingers clutched
the table edge.

“l don’t believe it,” another of the party
scoffed® “They’re too heavily convoyed.
Uncle Sam takes care of his men—I happen
to know—"

“I'm only tellin” you what | heard this
afternoon from Freddie, the newsman. He
got it from a sailor who got it from . .”

Lalie didn’t wait for the rest. She paid
her check at that point and sped out into
the soft spring night.

“It's rumor,” she told herself. “You’re
not supposed to listen to rumor. That’s all
it is—still—oh, Bill!”

Linda mustn’t know, she decided—if she
hadn’t already heard it! Linda always
bought her papers from Freddie at the cor-
ner, too. And Freddie was as reticent as a
blockbuster!

Linda had heard. She was staring into
her mirror when Lalie entered her dressing
room, but she didn’t appear particularly
dazed, or shocked. So she was treating it as
a rumor, too, Lalie thought.

“l don’t feel very much like going on,
tonight,” Linda said in slow even tones.

“It’s an important benefit, Linda,” Lalie
reminded her. "Besides, in the theater, you
always go on—even in the face of things
like this.”

“l know—but—there may be something
to it. According to what Bill said, they
should have been back about four days
ago."

Lalie bit her lip, remembering.

“Chin up, girl!” she murmured Kindly.
Then, “I’'m going out front. Don came no
from Washington for this performance. He
has a party of family friends and relatives.
I have to join them. See you later.”

ALIE found Don’s party in Row C, cen-
ter, all distinguished in evening dress.

After the preliminary greetings were over,

she studied the house. She was glad to see
the large number of Navy men present.
Civilians had been urged to buy a seat for a
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sailor, or soldier, as well, and they had re-
sponded in a big way.

It was getting near curtain time, when
an usher slipped a note into Lalie’s hand.
She gasped when she read it, hastily ex-
cused herself and slipped backstage again.
“Linda Clare took a powder,” the stage
manager had written. “We go on in ten
minutes. What to do?”

The girl must actually have been vio-
lently shocked to pull this, Lalie thought as
she flew to Linda’s dressing room. She
couldn’t have known what she was doing.
Suddenly Lalie came to a decision.

“We still go on in ten minutes,” she told
the frantic stage manager, closing the door
in his bewildered face.

When she opened it again, she was in
Linda’s first-act costume, and it fit her like
a moon does June. Even the blase stage-
hands gaped when she slipped through the
wings into the brilliance of a white spot.
And Lalie Thomas of the Boston Thomases,
Lalie of the husky-voice dramatic roles, was
as saucy and flirty a Suzy as Bill Gray ever
dreamed to life.

Lalie tried hard not to meet Don’s eyes.
But from the first, she was conscious of his
black glare dogging her across the boards,
laying a suffocating restraint on her per-
formance. She didn’t exactly blame him.
Her songs were the least bit risque, her
costume—well, brief. And she, the “future
wife of a future ambassador, maybe!”

But the thing that really disturbed her
was the magic in Bill’s songs, magic that
brought him too close to her. And behind
her dazzling smile and flirty eyes, she kept
hearing how the Gallopin® Gertie “went
down with not more than ten or twelve
saved.” Once when she should have laughed,
a trilling, musical laugh, the sound caught
in her throat.

At the second act curtain, Lalie hurried
to Linda’s dressing room for a cigarette.
Desperately she grabbed up the paper
Linda had left, and turned the pages in
some dim hope that she would find an ob-
scure item about the Gallopin’ Gertie that
would relieve her suspense. But at an in-
side page, she paused, studying the vaguely-
familiar face of a girl in evening dress,
with a magnificent jeweled pendant ’round
her throat.

She stared through widening eyes. It
appeared, from the caption, that all social
Washington was agog over the fabulous
diamond pendant that this South American
beauty lately took to wearing, and could it
be, the reporter wondered coyly, that a
certain wealthy member of the State De-
partment, whose initials were D. T. and
who was seen nightly with the lady, was
invoking the good-neighbor policy so hand-
somely ?

Lalie’s first reaction was: “South Ameri-

man, huh? I°e seen that face in a chorus
line somewhere, | know! Not that it mat-
ters.”

It didn’t matter. Suddenly, it mattered
less than anything in the whole world. She
had been very naive, but now she knew.
Don had called it a “South American col-
league™ when he asked her for the money.
Once before it had been a Free French, and
if she recalled rightly, it was a Russian
associate before that.

“The point is,” she exulted suddenly,
“it’s release for me!”

Hurriedly, eagerly, she slipped into the
scant little number for “Sailor’s Suzy.”

“l don't care what Don thinks, any more,
because this is for Bill!™"

Lalie brought the house down with
“Sailor’s Suzy.” She was pert! She was
gay! She was adorably naughty! The audi-
ence reared up on its hind legs and howled!
For all at once, she was more than Lalie
Thomas playing Suzy. She was Suzy! A
sailor’s Suzy! A very—particular—sailor’s
Suzy!

Only when the last curtain fell to rousing
cheers, did she remember that that sailor
would probably never know.

ON met her in the wings, his features
distorted with rage.

“Do you know what they’re saying out
there, you little fool?” he stormed. "They’re
saying ‘Who ever knew Lalie Thomas had
legs like that?’ Those servicemen out there
are trying to petition you for some candid
camera shots for their lockers. In that ex-
cuse for a costume, no less!”

“They are?” Lalie laughed gleefully.
“Where are they? 1°d be delighted. Me! A
pin-up girl!”

“Lalie, you’re a disgrace!” Don said
acidly. “I hope you’re satisfied with mor-
tifying me before my family and friends!”

Lalie noticed for the first time that all
his party had accompanied him backstage
and were standing at a discreet distance.

“You might remind your family and
friends,” she said, “that their eyes are
about to pop out of their heads, staring at
me and the other girls.” And she swept
past him, straight to Linda’s dressing
room.

Don followed, but Lalie paid no attention
whatever. -She flung open her door—
stopped short on the threshold.

Two sailors were inside. One was a little
red-haired man with a puckish grin and one
arm in a sling. The other, the tall one, held
a small candid camera before his eyes. The
shutter clicked, even as she stood there, and
he lowered the instrument, smiling broadly.

“Bill!” Lalie cried, half a whisper, half a
gasp. “You—you’re all right!”
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EFORE he could answer, Lalie was
B thrust aside, and Don’s party swarmed
into the room. Both sailors looked up star-
tled. Then suddenly Bill swerved to one
side, but not before Don’s long arm had
crashed forward, sending the little camera
spinning off to a corner.

“Get out of here, you rowdy!” he spat at
Bill. "Miss Thomas isn’t your kind!”

Lalie’s protesting cry died on her lips as
she watched Bill’s face harden into lines
of granite. His arms hung long and loose
at his sides, swinging a little, his big hands
balling into fists. In another moment, he
would bring one of those balls of iron
straight up to Don’s jutting chin.

But all at once, Lalic saw the men of
Don’s party close in, slowly forming a men-
acing ring around Bill. Bill’s narrowed eyes
betrayed the rapid calculations of his brain.
Suddenly he let go, a terrific blow that
caught Don on the underside of his jaw and
sent him staggering backward. Instantly,
Don’s friends fell on Bill and the room was
a mass of flying fists.

Just then Lalie saw Bill’s friend dart to
the open door and yell. His arm may have
been injured but his voice wasn’t in a sling!
It rang down the corridors and into the
wings. It pierced the gloom onstage, slashed
the thickness of the asbestos curtain and
ripped through the chatter of the departing
audience like a giant blade.

And it carried the time-honored Navy
cry for aid:

“Hey, Gob!"

There was a moment’s startled silence.
And then there was a sound like a distant
cattle stampede. It started as a low rumble,
it rose to a furious roar, and ended with the
corridors and dressing room overflowing
with men in blue!

“What’s the trouble, bud?" one big blond
sailor demanded, hands ready for business.
But he might have saved his breath. For
at sight of the threatening mob, Don’s
friends fell back, nursing cuts and bruises,
and leaving Bill who rubbed his chin specu-
latively.

“It's all right now,” he assured his bud-
dies. “These chaps wanted to play Com-
mando.”

“Yeah? Yuh don’t say!” the other re-
turned. “Why doesn’t the draft board hear
about these things?”

One by one, Don’s party shuffled off
through the menacing lines that sur-
rounded them. But the sailors, taking their
cue from their leader, let them be. Only
Dolr_l remained, and advanced a step toward
Lalie.

But Lalie waved him aside.

“Don’t bother waiting, Don,” she said
quietly. “Tonight, or ever. We’re finished,
you and |I. We were finished after that so-

called South American investment.*

She turned her back on him then, cutting
off his burbling explanations. And after a
moment she heard him walk slowly from
the room. Only then did she smile up at
Bill whose gray eyes were fixed on her with
suddenly heightened interest.

Alone, a few minutes later, she explained
Linda’s absence; the rumor that had
shocked her so she couldn’t go on.

“She must be home now, and we both bet-
ter hurry over and see her.”

“Sure thing, Lalie,” Bill agreed, though
his voice sounded strangely hollow. “We
did see a couple of subs,” he explained,
apropos of the rumor, “but they won’t be
telling their friends about it.”

Bill went on explaining things as they
rode down in the elevator.

"WTien | got liberty tonight,” he said,
“the first thing | heard was somebody in
the street whistling ‘Sailor’s Suzy,” and |
knew it was all right. Then | bought a
paper and saw the notice about the benefit
tonight. | only got here for the last act,
though—and Lalie—you were really some-
thing out of this world.”

Their glances locked, and the brighten-
ing glow in the gray eyes stole a beat from
Lalie’s heart. "But there’s Linda,” she rea-
soned with herself all the way out to the
street. “He’s grateful, and he thinks I'm a
swell actress. But she’s the one he’ll take
in his arms. | guess she loves him, or she
wouldn’t have gone all to pieces tonight.”

"One hamburger with onion,” Bill said
unexpectedly, when they reached the street.
“Just to celebrate first. What do you say?
Up at McGinnis’, where the show was really
born. Remember ?”

As if she could ever forget!

But three minutes later, she wished they
had gotten straight into a cab and headed
downtown. Lalie saw it first, stopped dead
in her tracks, resumed walking so jauntily
that Bill’s big hand clutched her arm.

"I saw it, t00,” he murmured. “Never
mind the act.”

They were at a table in the Astor Bar,
Linda and Buzz Palmer. Celebrating Buzz’s
birthday, with their heads together over
their drinks—and their fingers linked
across the table.

“Boy, is she broken up!” Bill laughed
dryly. “I’ll bet she spent all of thirty sec-
onds in mourning.”

The hamburgers, after that, were taste-
less, Lalie thought. Mechanically, she lifted
hers to her lips, but every time she swal-
lowed a bite, she also swallowed a lump of
pain. And Bill wasnt even eating his. lie
was running his tongue along dry lips, and
occasionally he’d look straight at her, and
then away again quickly.

Suddenly he spoke. It was so abrupt that
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the onion dropped from Lalie’s sandwich
and scattered all over her plate.

“Let’s get married—tomorrow!”

“l wouldn’t marry any man on the
bounce,” she told him heatedly, while the
salty tears raced down her cheeks and
dropped in her lap.

“Lalie—do you really think this is re-
bound stuff with me?” he asked urgently.
“Listen. Lonely night, dark nights at sea,
I’'ve looked up at the constellations and
thought they were the loveliest things God

ever dreamed up. But | wouldn’t think of
putting my hand out and owning them.
They were too remote, too far above me.
“Don’t you see, darling—right from the
start, it’s been that way with you. | might
have married—her. But I’d always go on
dreaming about my constellations.”

For a long, wondering minute, Lalie
stared through tear-spangled lashes. Then
she murmured: 2

“Sailor, if you kiss me in here—I’ll yell,
‘Hey, Gob!"”

Two of the year’s most entertaining complete novelets—MONEY’S MY
AMBITION, by Herman R. Struck, and HEART’S HAVEN, by
Ruth Anderson, plus many other scintillant stories, featured in
the May issue of our companion magazine
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LINK TRAINERS

OING their part to axe the Axis are
WAVE technicians Louise Nott (left)

and Josephine Fiorello, on duty in the Lin

trainer room at the Anacostia. D. C., Naval
Station. It is their job to check the records

OflMal V. S. Navy Photo
Louise Nott and Josephine Fiorello

of the student pilots in the sealed cabins
and see that they read the instruments cor-
rectly. WAVE Nott is from Bloomfield,
New Jersey, while WAVE Fiorello comes
from New York City.

HIGH IRON WOMEN

N 1917, when millions of American men

were fighting in the first war against

Germany, Miss Hazel Cornell was put in
the roadmaster’s office of the Northern Pa-
cific Railroad—the first woman to be em-
ployed in any but a secretarial position by
an American Railroad.

Before the Armistice, more than 100.000
of her sisters were doing all sorts of jobs
keeping the trains going through. But
this is a small number compared to the
women who are, today, serving not only in
railroad offices, but in locomotive cabs and
in switchyards.

“There is no finer job than this,” one girl
doubling as a baggage smasher said re-
cently. “If it releases a man for the armed
forces, then here | stay.”

SPAR LIEUTENANT RUNS
COAST GUARD KITCHENS

" HEN she was an undergraduate in
Home Economics at lowa State Col-

lege-, Spar Lieutenant (jg) Dorothy Stew-
art never dreamed that one day she would
trade a kitchen for a galley. But as head

f the Cooks and Bakers School at the

oast Guard Training Station, Palm
Beach. Florida, she’s hard at it.

Solidly-cooked meals which will appeal
to the men and women of the Coast Guard
are her concern in supervising trainees
who prepare all food for the officers’ mess
of sixty persons.

Graduates of the school are assigned to
Coast Guard shore stations from Miami to
Seattle. A graduate of lowa State, Miss
Stewart won her masters degree from the
University of California in Berkeley. Be-
fore joining the Spars, she taught home
economics in high school at Wilmington,
California, and in Los Angeles.

SOVIET SHE-SNIPER WINS
HERO’S AWARD

NNA MOSLOVSKAYA, one of the
A most daring guerrilla fighters in the
Russian Army, has been awarded the title
of Hero of the Soviet Union. Among her
many heroic exploits was the dynamiting
of an entire German garrison.

Learning that a conference of officers
had been called in a certain occupied city
to discuss ways and means of wiping out
her guerrilla detachment, Anna went alone
to the city.and, when the debate was at its
height, exploded a mine under the build-
ing, thus settling the argument.

WOMEN AID SALMON INDUSTRY

HOUSANDS of women in the North-
west are putting in ten hours a day,

plus, helping to can salmon for the armed

forces, according to Ruth Weijola, chair-
man of the canning division of the CTO
International Fishermen and Allied Work-
ers of America.

"It used to be,” says Miss Weijola, “that
skilled work, such as butchering or fillet-
ing fish, was considered exclusively a
man’s job. Today women have had to learn
such skills and, believe me, they have
proven themselves every bit as able as man
at them.” #

WAVES’ MASCOT

F YOU rate a salute from Imped Wk,
you’re officially in the WAVES. The
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Pekingese, mascot of the San Diego Navy
Recruiting Station, gives a decision on
every applicant with the appropriate mo-
tion of his stubby right paw.

The property of Lieutenant (jg) E. C.
Phcrson, U.S.N. (Ret.) officer in charge of
the recruiting office, was officially sworn
into the Navy at the Hollywood sub re-
cruiting station in January, 1942, and he
carried full Navy service and health rec-
?_rfdﬁ. He will be nine years old on June
ifth.

MOTHER OF THREE
BACKS SERVICEMAN SONS

RS. NANCY ASH, night matron of the
M Star Shell Area at the Crane Naval
Ordnance Plant, is backing her three sons
in the armed forces to the limit of her abil-
ity. Not only does she put in a full week’s
work on the job, but. every month, she
purchases seven War Bonds for her boys
at the front, beyond the ten per cent of her

J.,n

pay already allotted to this purpose. Her
husband, Joe, is also an employe of the
Crane Plant.

SISTERS TEAM UP FOR THE NAVY

ASSERS-BY who call “Hi, sis!” at the

U.S. Naval Hospital in San Diego had

better know what they are about.
ployed in the great institution are six sets
of sisters—Ensigns Mable and Gretchen
Cressy of Bradford, New Hampshire,
nurses, Ensigns Maureen and Patricia
McElroy, also nurses, of Dallas, Texas, and
Yeomen Wanda and Ethel Stresow, Hos-
pital Apprentices, Second Class, of Jamai-
ca, New- York.

Other sister teams at the hospital in-
clude Yeomen Edna and Pauline Haase of
Boxholm, lowa, Mary and Pearl Walter of
Richmond, Indiana, and Dorothy and
Helen Planer, from Miami, Florida, and
Trenton, New Jersey, all also Hospital Ap-
prentices, Second Class.

flat C otnplatnitufl.

You can’t get this, you can’t get that,

There’s so much that one misses—

But shortages don’t worry me,

If 1 can have your Kkisses!

Let others long for earthly things,

My thoughts are far above—

And | can do without a lot

If 1 can have your love!

CAN YOUR SCALP PASS THE

F-N TEST?

TCUR hair can look
LIKE THIS WITH NEW

WILDROOT

—HELEN ARDSLEY

NON.ALCOHOLIC

CONTAINS RETIHSO
LANOLIN!

CREAM-OIL

*The famou*
Finger Nall Test

test for men!"
Scratch your head
—ifyou find dry-
ness or loose dan-
cirufT you need
Wildroot Cream-
Qil. Buy the large
economy size.

down look!

good too!

2 Only a little Wild-
“1t*? F-N, the root Cream-Oil can
do a big job for your
hair. Keeps your hair
well groomed all day
long without a trace of
that greasy, plastered
Your hair
looks good and feels

9 Refined LAN-
@# OLIN is a
soothing oil that
closely “resembles
the oil of the hu-
man skin. Get
Wildroot Cream-
Oil from your
barberordruggist.

Em-



By HOPE CAMPBELL

Carrie longs for the life of a riveter— until a farmer

comes along and plants a new idea in her pretty little head!

the pockets of the red wool that

had seen its hey-dey three years
ago and now, being somewhere between the
not-good-enough-for-a-pienic and  too-
ood-for-a-housedress stage, did very well
or the office.

ARRIE STEPHENS was depressed.
( : She jammed her hands down into

She and her little seedlings, just they
alone together in the basement; and
watta life, Carrie thought. Above them
ten million dollars’ worth of state capitol
reared its golden head, but what good did
that do her? Stuck in the basement with
a couple of white germinators, and en-
velops of seeds. And the glamor of think-
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mg that each of those envelope., repre-
sented acres of waving ripening corn and
wheat and oats had long since died the
death of a dog in Carrie’s mind.

Her for the gay life, the riveting gun,
the swing shift, even the graveyard shift,
the overalls and the turban, the Great
Not-So-White Way, the speeding wheels
of industry. And where was she? Count-
ing seed spi'outs in the middle of the Na-
tion’s bread basket. Carrie chewed an
unlipsticked underlip and prepared to call
it a day.

She dropped a beanie on the top of her
straight black hair and let it lay where it
hit.  Who cared what a state seed an-
alyst looked like?

Files. Carrie made a face at them just
in passing to put them in their place, and
then remembered that their little iron in-
sides were bulging with undigested seeds.
The heck with them. The heck with every-
thing. But birds gotta eat, don’t they?

Carrie sighed deeply and jerked out a
desk drawer and pulled out a big brown
paper sack and stuck it open in the center
of the floor. She grabbed a handful of
manila enveloped seed samples from the
files and began to empty them in the sack.

“Hey, hey, hey and a hi, hi, hi,” Carrie
sang drearily. “And I’ll hate you till the
day | die,” and dumped the last sample,
germ 86, weed content 6.8, noxious weeds
1.4, into the sack.

“Hey, hey, hey and a hi, hi, hi,” and
she reached into the file again.

“Vocal exercises?”

“Hymn of hate,” Carrie said absently.

"Indian war-whoop?”

Carrie straightened as if someone had
stuck a pin in her practically nonexistent
derriere and glared. Those were still
fighting words in the bread basket, though
she would have been the last to deny her
hair was black and straight, and her eyes
black and tilted, and her skin like heavy
unskimmed cream.

At least that was what all the romantic-
minded dairy farmers told her, and Carrie
never had disliked a simile more. What
small amount of the milk of human kind-
ness three years in the seed laboratory
had left in her practically curdled at the
thought.

WAS curdling now. Because while

on one oflthose white cards. Report in
ten days.” Carrie said that like a tired
phonograph recor<j and turned her back.

“You’re a servant of the state and all
that. You put my name and address on
a white card.”

So he wanted to play like an illiterate.

“They have evening schools, you know.”
Carrie said wearily, and pulled out a card
and picked up a pen. “Name?”

“Wellington Deale Allsworth Turner.”

Carrie ran out of space along toward
the second W.

“Which alias do you use most ordi-
narily?” Carrie asked.

“Deale Turner. Route Eight. And what’s
yours ?

The words, the tone and the voice were
all extremely personal. Carrie gave him
the glassy eye.

“Just address me care of the janitor. It
won’t reach me.”

The eyebrow was not astonished. It was
sardonic. “I'm touched at your courtesy.”

Flirtatious farmers were nothing now
in Carrie’s life. They rated somewhere
between bindweed and stink grass.

“Usually pronounced ‘teched’.”
should get him, if he got it at all.

“Are you asking to be fired?”

"I have. They won’t.” Carrie bright-
ened slightly. “You might write a letter
of complaint. To the Governor. Mark it
personal and urgent, and make it strong.”

“Don’t you like being a seed analyst?”

“It was one of my cornier ideas.”

Deale was a gentleman. He winced
slightly and ignored that.

“But you do run the tests?”

“l run them and they run me. And
if | ever get out of here, I'll run so far
and so fast that | won’t even have a speak-
ing acquaintance with whole wheat bread
for the rest of my life. Now you run. The
office is closed.”

Carrie picked up the sack filled with
seeds for the little feathered fiends that
awakened her at dawn each morning,
tossed a beaver jacket no self-respecting
beaver would have been caught dead in
over her shoulders, and locked the door.
She struck out down the marble corridor.

“Why won’t they fire you?” He was a
most persistent young man.

“Seeds are plenty and analysts are few.
Law of diminishing returns. Or some-

That

the young man was just about the size thing.”
Carrie always had felt she could take with“Oh.” Interest lapsed. “Well, don’t beard
ease, something the right side of six feeny wild oats in their den.”

and dark and handsome, except for one
eyebrow that wore a perpetual look of
distrustful astonishment and a nose that
undoubtedly was not as straight as nature
had made it originally, he wore overalls.
And he carried a little sack of seeds.
“Drop it on the desk. Name and address

Carrie groaned automatically, turned
left outside the door where Deale turned
right, and skidded over two blocks of icy
sidewalks to the furnished room she never
by any chance called home. She shed the
beaver on the floor, the beanie on a chair,
and flung up her window.



SEEDS OF ROMANCE ;0

Just sowing her little seeds of kindness
for the day, Carrie thought drearily, as
she tossed handfuls on the outside sill.
And added a few unkind thoughts about a
fiend in need being a fiend indeed as a
lethargic robin that had not got around
to going South and six sparrows power-
dived at her.

Then something suddenly registered on
what Carrie would have been the first to
admit was the blank film laughingly re-
ferred to as her brain, a sort of a time
exposure.

‘Huh?” Carrie cried, and slammed the
window shut.

Had come the dawn and by the dawn’s
early light, Carrie had caught a glimmer,
on the fly so to speak, and so hard it prac-
tically knocked her off her feet. Carrie
considered for five seconds, blinking rap-
idly in the blinding light of what could
not be less than a thousand-watt idea.

“Yippee!” yelled Carrie and did some
power-diving herself in the direction of
the phone book.

Deale Turner was not listed. Carrie
gnawed her nails and mentally connived,
with all the passion of a prisoner seeing
a lovely, lovely little steel file just out of
reach. Because while iron bars might not
a prison make, job freezing was giving
Carrie a very fine imitation of same. But
the Governor had said he would give her
a release, a full lifetime pardon no less,
if she could find a substitute.

Bearding wild oats in their den. That
Turner man knew something. For that
was the sort of erudite professional joke
considered simply excruciatingly funny in
the better college seed labs throughout the
nation. Not that they ever got more than
a hollow groan from Carrie. Was it pos-
sible she had had a real live genuine seed
analyst era_ctical_l in her clutches and
presented him with nothing more encour-
aging than her glassy stare? The thought
was sickening.

UT when better mouse-traps were
made, Carrie knew how to be one.

Beaming happily Carrie waited to see
what her little crop of lies would reap her.
For some moments, however, the receiver
was so full of furious mutterings which
seemed to range from sarcastic remarks
about Mother Carrie’s chickens to bird-
brained females to other less mentionabie
things that she considered it best for the
sake of her innocent girlish mind not to
listen too closely.

The mutterings finally simmered down
to a mere steam bath and dissolved into a
tangible suggestion, mingled with side re-
marks about the condition of country roads
at this season and gas rationing and Kill-
ing two birds with one stone, preferably
with a certain Carrie Stephens first in
line. Carrie didn't follow 1t all, just the
main point. Deale would be at her door,
clutchingf another sample of seeds in his
not-at-all grubby paw in a couple of hours.

Carrie felt that life suddenly had ac-
quired any number of silver linings, all
leading to a brighter and happier land.
She dressed and she really did herself a
job, from black sandals to a gold knit
dress with swish and clinging ideas to a

old flower in her black hair. Carrie sel-
om had felt happier.

The doorbell rang in less than two hours
and, for once in her-life, Carrie beat her
landlady to the door by a nose, and her
landlady had a long nose in more senses
than one.

Deale’s erratic eyebrow did an elevator
act.

“Whew, what is this? Your pre-mid-
night Cinderella incarnation?”

*You seem to be doing a first class Far-
mer in the Dell yourself,” Carrie said, the
natural acidity of her nature, distilled
of too long exposure to too manﬁ seed
sprouts, asserting itself as she saw he was
still in overalls.

“Dinner coats are not being worn in the
stock-yards this season.”

Carrie reeled slightly. Somewhere in the
back of her mind, and put there logically
too by the way Deale had been looking at
her this afternoon, had been the idea that

And the rat she had in mind to trap waghis might very well drift into one of the

named Deale Turner.

All state-house employees invariably
had a whole phone book of weirdly won-
derful social and political connections.
Carrie dived in, made a few and came up
with the red apple.

Pleasantly filled with the very worst
intentions, Carrie dialed a number.

“This is Carrie Stephens of the seed
laboratory,” she murmured sweetly. “And
do you know I’ve done the most terrible
thing? | was fixing a sack of seeds for
my birds when you came in and | must
have mixed yours in it. Were you really
awfully anxious for a test right away?”

better dates. With her worming her wa
into his confidence and laying the ground-
work for future operations.

“What stock-yards?”

“The only ones | know of in this section
of the country. Omaha. | was going to
take these hogs down the first of next
week, hut consideringly | had to make this
trip to town tonight, I thought I might as
well load up and drive on through.”

Carrie clutched desperately at a rapidly
fading vision of Navy Es and boomtime

ay.

P ‘My,” she said faintly, “lI haven't been
to Omaha in simply ages.”
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“I never take hints.
gestions.”

Carrie lowered long lashes over a look
that badly needed dry cleaning.

”1 don’t know when I've had a nice long
drive in the evening. Why don’t you take
me with you?”

“Sure. Get your brown bearskin, Man
Sprouts on the Blotter, and we'll be skid-
ding into Omaha in high before midnight.”

Carrie danced upstairs, picked her coat
up off the floor and absently shook some
of the larger pieces of dust off it, and
struck a fighting pose in front of her mir-
ror.

“l call it beaver and he calls it bear-
skin,” she chanted happily. *“So get in
there team, and win, win, win!”

Because Carrie knew now that she had
something. Many Sprouts on the Blotter,
indeed. That Turner man knew his onions,
and probably his wheat and oats and corn
too. At least he knew how to run a germi-
nation test. So by the time they reached
Omaha Carrie intended to be operating in
high herself and, if she knew her own
strength, Deale would be on the skids.

The cab was warm and cozy, and the
ice had been cleared off the highway. Car-
rie pushed down a wavering suspicion that
there might be madness in her method,
and went to work.

“You haven’t been on that farm long?”
she asked silkily. “Not long enough to be
listed in the phone book?”

“Not long. My cousin who owned it
wanted to go over and | was just coming
back, so that fixed it."

“I’'m sure it did,” Carrie said politely.
“But please diagram. | follow better with
pictures.”

“North African-discharged,” Deale ex-
plained. “I flunked my final. Paratroopers
are not supposed to land on their heads.”

“Were you hurt?”

“You don’t need to sound so doubtful.
Of course | was hurt. Where’d you think
I got this nose?”

“Parents sometimes have something to
do with it.”

“Mine won’t have anything to do with
this one. And | cracked my neck. Can
only turn my head this far to the side.
See?”

But | just love sug-

RRIE watched, fascinated.

“Makes it a little hard for you to
say no, doesn’t it? But can you shake it
up-and-down-yes?"

Deale nodded, up and down.

“Fine," Carrie sighed contentedly. “That
was all that was worrying me. Continue.”

“My cousin was stuck on the farm, with
all his brothers in the Army. And | didn’t
see myself sitting behind a desk in an
insurance company again. I’d snuck in all

the ag course | could in college. Liked
them. So! AH cleared up?”

“Stripped for action,” Carrie admitted
truthfully. “Seed testing too?”

“Sure. The works in that, all they gave.
But | haven’t the equipment on the farm
to run the tests properly.”

“Of course. You were absolutely right
to bring them in.” Carrie was all warm
agreement. “l’d never have forgiven you
if you hadn’t.”

“And what are you doing in that labo-
ratory?”

“l formed the habit of eating early in
life and I've never been able to break my-
self of it.”

Deale took bis eyes off the highway long
enough to run off the road and back on
again. It didn’t seem to bother him. But
something, the look of the ditch or some-

thing, sent a little chill down Carrie’s
spine. It was not an altogether unpleas-
ant chill.

“Seme girls get married."

"Some do. | haven't.”

"Why not?” It was more than just a
question.

"No offers. No offers.” Carrie lied
speciously.

“l dont believe that.”

Carrie hadn't really expected him to.
She would have been hurt if Deale had be-
lieved it. As it was, she felt wonderful.
The beautiful vision of the speedin
wheels of industry went round and roun
in Carrie’s mind. Now there was life!
There was the pounding life blood of the
nation. There was her heart’s desire. Ah,
rh ets, ah. blowtorches. But this, Carrie
felt, was not the moment to mention it.

Into every girl’s life, Carrie supposed,
came one evening when she helped deliver
hogs to a commission house. As they left,
Deale swung the true!' toward the center
of town.

“I’ve been holding out on you.”

“Surprise? Surprise?” Carrie ques-
tioned. "l suppose we’re taking cows
back?”

“No. Surprise, surprise, Tsuppose we’re
going dancing. You do dance?”

Carrie eyed his overalls dubiously.. She
loved dancing, but head waiters gave her
an inferiority complex even without an
escort in overalls. Oh, watta life indeed.
Could you entice a man into doing your
blotter work for you and still refuse to
dance with him?

“Don’t look new,” Deale whispered mys-
teriously, “but there’s a bag with another
suit in it back of the seat. | usually do
the town for a couple of hours whenever
I bring a load in.”

Suppressing an interestin % little rrnmtal
picture of them being grandly handed out
of the truck by one of the better doormen
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around town, Carrie nodded, but the nod
lacked verve. She had asked for a date
but she feared she was being given a
lemon. And in her social moments, she
did give a fig for appearances.

Carrie blinked rapidly. Was that hollow
feeling in her stomach bringing on ail
those fruity similies hunger, or was it a
distinct feeling something in this situa-
tion was getting out of hand?

Deale swung the truck into the parking
space at the Union Station.

“Procedure as follows. We leave truck
here. 1 go, and X do know where, and
change clothes. You drink coke and wait.
Then we take taxi and are off in blaze of
glory.”

“Any other
faintly.

“E-er, yes.” Deale grinned down at her.
“You start looking a little happier about
it all.”

He leaned over and caught her head
comfortably in the crook of his elbow,

orders?” Carrie asked

tilted her chin up with his hand, and
kissed her, Carrie considered, up to the
point when Deale’s lips touched hers,

whether it was wise to let him kiss her.
After that, she stopped considering any-
thing. Wise was hardly the word she
would have used anyhow. Hollywood has
some good six-syllable adjectives.

“Feel better about it now?” Deale asked
cozily.

"Il give the matter some thought,”
Carrie said, climbing a little dizzily out of
the truck. “Quite a little thought.” And
headed in the direction of that coke.

Afterward they ate two-inch steaks at a
famous place near the stockyards. They
were swept out, with the rest of the left-
overs from a large evening, of the best
hotel dance and drink room in town. They
helped close one road-house. They prac-
tically separated the town from the coun-

y.

“l know just one more place that might
be open,” Deale said. “Let’s look.”

Carrie looked and shook her head. It
was not quite dime a dance. Maybe twelve
cents. But everyone who could get inside
was having their twelve cents’ worth.

“Oh, no,” Carrie said decidedly. “I hate
the middle classes. They comes in such
teeming masses.”

“And a hey, hey, hey and a hi, hi, hi,”
Deale murmured thoughtfully. “What
makes you like that?”

“I've spent three years alone
basement, just me and my
sprouts,” Carrie said gloomily.
the weeds are noxious there. It’s a won-
der | don’t do worse.” And realized too
late that was hardly the rosy enticing pic-
ItjureI of her job she had meant to paint for

eale.

in my
little seed
“Not only
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LL the way home Carrie slept com-

fortably on Deale’s shoulder. It was

a very fine shoulder. Always allowing
the fact she never had slept on a man’s
shoulder before, Carrie still thought she
could go farther and hardly do better.

They just beat the sun in. Then, be-
cause it seemed a shame not to finish the
evening up right, they sat and yawned un-
til it rose. Carrie staggered sleepily in
to bed and fifteen minutes later remem-
bered bed was just wasted effort. Thou-
sands and thousands of seeds were calling
for her. And Deale had remembered to
put his sample in her coat pocket.

For the next couple of weeks, the days
slipped away as if running downhill on an
icy surface. Carrie stopped chanting sad
little solos to herself, the birds existed
on a sketchy and badly balanced diet of
whatever happened to come out of the files
first when Carrie put her hand in, and the
gold knit dress went to the laboratory in-
creasingly often. Because, for a farmer,
Deale seemed to have an amazing amount
of business in town and especially at the
state-house just around quitting time.

Cunningly, a couple of times, Carrie
pointed out the scientific beauties of the
germinators, the perfections of the scales,
the excellencies of the filing system, the
necessity for it all. But mostly she just
went where Deale led and, for a stranger
in town, Deale led her an amazing number
of places.

One evening when they were lounging
over a beer apiece and getting pleasantly
nostalgic to the records on the juke box,
a large rough character wandered over
to their table. He gave Carrie the eye as
she seldom had been given the eye before
and presented Deale with an elbow in that
crooked nose.

Deale was quiet and efficient. He stood
up, took the character by collar and seat
of pants, and deposited him outside the
door, still in one piece but not quite sure
what had happened to him and in no mood
to return to find out.

Carrie beamed mistily at Deale. She
never had wanted to be the backbone of
the nation, but being a bone of contention
was something else again. It was pleasant.
She liked it.

“You’re a funny man,” she murmured.
“Not funny ha-ha. Funny different.”

"How?”

“You take me out practically every night
for two weeks and you tell me | have
pretty hands or nice legs or something
often enough to keep me purrlng but you
haven’t done it once since.

“l think better with pictures, too.”

“The kis3,” Carrie said, unable to be-
lieve Deale had not been thinking of it
too, nov. and then in an odd moment. She

for
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was having a lot of odd moments lately.

“Oh, that. | just tried that one on for
size.”

“Oh,” Carrie echoed a little blankly, and
somehow at once felt less glamorous than
she had in days.

That night Carrie had one of those ser-
ious girl talks with herself that every
woman has when life reaches a crisis. Did
she want to get out of the seed labora-
tory? A thousand times yes. But was
it still her for the gay life and the riv-
eter’s gun? We—ell. ... Or did she want
to turn into the sort of woman who counted
from that year the corn was so poor or
when Johnnie had the measles? A farm-
er's wife? No!

It was very depressing, and high time
something was done. Because the more
she looked at Deale, the oftener Carrie felt
a weakening tendency to think it wouldn’t
be so awful to count from three years ago
last harvest time. And he was a man who
just tried kisses on for size.

But watta Kiss.

“Yippee," said Carrie softly, in memory.

The thing to do, Carrie decided firmly,
was to exit while she still had her
strength. She would sneak up on the sub-
ject of the laboratory the next time she
saw Deale, being subtle as all get out.

EING subtle called for a brand new
dress and brushing the beaver so most

LL was lost. Carrie knew that by the
large lump of lead which suddenly

was sitting where her stomach used to be.

But she might as well get the horrid de-
tails, “Pictures, please,” Carrie said.

Deale began to count on long brown fin-
gers. “You hate that lab and you want to
get away. You said it. You sang it. My
guess is you’re frozen and can only get a
release by finding a substitute. By the way,
how long did it take you to register on that
oats crack of mine?"

“Not long enough,” Carrie said sourly.
She was a girl who knew when she had
been took with a come-on. “But why?”

“l thought you were sort of cute. Or at
least different. | knew when you called me
that you hadn't really lost that sample. |
saw it on the desk when we left. Then you
wanted to tag along to Omaha. And |
hardly thought it was my beautiful brown
eyes that had done it. So | decided two
could play that game. Incidentally, it’s no
Scile *

“Raw Deale Turner.”

“You weren’t playing very pretty your-
self,” Deale pointed out, and held her coat.

They drove home in silence, with Carrie
wiggling inwardly as she realized Deale
must have watched and understood her
every move. Just like an insect under a
microscope, Carrie thought furiously. Deale
certainly was a man who had strange ideas
of amusement.

of it looked so handsome that the bare Deale took her formally to the door. Then

spots were hardly noticeable at all.

“Think you’ll have a good cash crop
this year?” Carrie asked, attacking cun-
ningly, when they had done a movie and
were settled over a soda, this being their
evening to be sedate.

Deale’s eyebrows wigwagged surprise
“How do | know? It’s not even planted yet,
and | wa3 never a man to count my ears
before the corn starts tasseling. But that
place always makes a living.”

Plainly the commercial angle did not
click. Carrie tried sneaking in from be-
hind, hunting a blind spot.

“Won’t the work be pretty heavy for
you ? That neck and all.”

“I’'m more scarred than hurt.”

Subtleness was out. Carrie went straight
in, guns blazing.

“Some farmers hold a job in town and
work their places too.”

“Oh.” Deale's eyes twinkled sardon-
ically. “l wondered how long it would
take you to get around to this.”

“Huh?” said Carrie feebly. She had a
distinct premonition that she should have
looked before she peeped.

“Look, dear,” Deale said, as gently as
if to an idiot child, “I saw you coming
first. But | didn’t know how far you’d
go. I've been watching with interest.”

he put his hands on her shoulders and bent
and kissed Carrie, kissed her long and deep
and hard. “Give that one some thought
t00,” he said softly, and left.

But Carrie was not doing much think-
ing. Mostly she was feeling, and though
what few stray thoughts were wandering
around in her mind did relate to Deale, they
were hardly the sort to enhance its girlish
innocence. She never had disliked anyone
more actively. At times it seemed to go
even farther than dislike.

For two weeks, Deale had been her fel-
low, her beau. But as a beau he had too
many strings on him, to wit, one farm and
the idea that farming was living.

“Huh!” Carrie snorted scornfully.

But watta fellow he had been while he
lasted. So what? Carrie tried to look tough.

“Yah, yah, yah, Farmer in the Dell,”
Carrie sang, but her heart was not in it.
Because she felt, for some reason, exactly
like what rhymed with dell.

So maybe it had been love, Carrie ad-
mitted finally. It often was when a girl
suddenly started taking an interest in her
clothes, and ordinary little catch phrases
were important and heart-heightening not
because of what they said but how they
were said.

Morning, and the laboratory and the red
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wool dress again gave Carrie a distinctly
jaundiced view of life. Deale had dealt her
out of his life. No more gay and silly
and happy evenings. No more kisses. No
more nothing.

Carrie looked around the laboratory with
a kindling spark in her eyes. No more noth-
ing was right. If the Government thought
it could freeze her into a lifetime of nurse-
maiding little seed sprouts, the Government
was due to learn something new about the
independence of the American character.

So then, ho, for the gay life, and, hey,
for the speeding wheels of industry. She
would be a career woman. She would rivet
as rivets never had been driven before. And
if she ever again came across any trace of
a character named Deale Turner, he had
better look twice to make sure she did not
have her riveting gun in her hand. Because
if she did have, Carrie was in a mood to
make it forcibly plain that his ideas of
amusement were not hers.

Carrie sniffed desoiately. Success would
be hollow, but it would be her own. At least
she would not be a stupid puppet going
through her transparent little gestures for
the cynical amusement of a certain crooked-
nosed character she could have named, if all
the names she was able to think of for him
at the moment had not been the type which
a lady never would use.

Right now the Governor was goin? to
hear a few things that governors seldo
have said right to their faces.

“Did you give that one some thought?"
a voice asked softly from the door.

Carrie whirled. “I’ll say | have.”

Deale nodded, up and down. He nar-
rowed his eyes at the red dress.

“All your other clothes at the cleaners?
Or are you just feeling like that?”

So he hadn’t even missed that
trick!

“Something’s going to the cleaners, but
it's not my clothes.”

Deale lounged into the room and then
grinned. “And what have you been think-
ing and what is going to the cleaners,
dear?” he asked enticingly.

little

OR the first time in her life, Carrie

found herself shaking a clenched fist

under someone's nose.

“Don’t call me dear!” she shouted.
stop looking so darn handsome.”

“Thank you,” Deale said modestly.

“Because |I'm not jumping through any
more hoops for you,” Carrie raged on. “I’'m
not playin gi games any longer. I’'m through
being subtle.”

“Was that what you were being?” Deale
asked, too blandly.

Carrie fixed him with glittering eyes.
“In short, I'm through. I'm still going to
get out of here but I'm going out in my

“And
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own way. If | have to tear the joint apart
to get out.”

“The taxpayers wouldnt like that.”

“l don’t like taxpayers,” Carrie snapped,
looking fixedly at a certain one. That was
a mistake. He didn’t look like a taxpayer.
He didn't look like a farmer. He just
looked like the man she loved. “Oh, go
peddle your seeds somewhere else,” she
sniffed.

“What are you going to do when you get
awa?/ from the seeds and the taxpayers?”
Deale demanded softly.

“I’ll rivet,” Carrie admitted.

“Do you really want to rivet?"

Now that she thought it over, Carrie was
not so sure. “Well, a girl’s gotta do some-
thing,” she muttered defiantly.

“There are lots of things a girl can do
besides rivet,” Deale murmured. “If a
girl’s through being subtle, so a man has
to be even subtler, they might both start
playing pretty and then there are lots of
things she can do. This, for instance.”

Carrie saw the light, as a blinding flash,
practically the same moment Deale’s lips
touched hers. Seeds gotta be tested, don’t
they? Few can test but many can rivet.
Just like birds gotta eat. And girls gotta
be kissed. And farmers have to have
wives, don’t they ? So the heck with rivets.
The heck with everything. Except Deale.
And yippee for Kkisses.

“l could stay on here,” Carrie whispered

dazedly.
“You are staying on here,” Deale said
firmly. “Because I'm staylng and | like

my seeds tested right.”

Something was missing.
questioningly at Deale.

“That’s all right,” he said comfortingly.
“You had a strange fascination for me
from the first. Then all at once, | got a
little mental picture of you singing Hymns
of Hate in my kitchen for the rest of your
life. And as you pointed out, some people
do two jobs. Though later I might entice
one of my old college pals in to take this
over. You must admit | entice just fine
when | put my mind to it.”

Deale pulled her a little closer into his
arms to show what he meant in her eg«e,

“Yes, dear,” Carrie admitted docnely
But something still was missing. “Ye--es,
Carrie repeated. She sounded doubtful.

“You can go right on hating anything
you like,” Deale murmured. “That’s part
of your strange fascination. Except me
You gotta love me. Because | love you.
You see, when | tried that kiss on for sice,
I found it suited me just right.”

“Well, why didn’t you say so bhefore?”
Carrie asked crossly.

And kissed Deale, not at all crossly. And
he kissed her. It was lovely. It seemed
they both were suited just right.

Carrie looked



Then he lifted her gently In his arm*

oCove oCike the ~VjountainA
By ANN SPENCE WARNER

Prospector Barney Offered Meg the Security of Love, But
She Didn't Want to Build aMarriage on a Fabric of Dreams!

OMETHING was happening in Big
Creek Camp. Meg Mallard sensed the
tension,but she refused to get excited.

She’d heard enough wild rumors in gold
camps, hush, hush, hurry-scurry—and then
nothing. Under their bluff manners the
men probably knew as little as she did.

It showed how Big Creek was slipping,
that the whole camp could get excited over
the arrival of two strangers. They plainly
were not pilgrims completing the long trek
across the plains from the States, for Meg
heard them talking of other camps when
she served them their supper.

Ma was about the only cook left in camp
so they’d bid up high to get at her boarder
table. Ma had cooked for so many miners.
She was turning Meg out a lady, and she
didn’t want her getting bent and tired, but
she let her help wait on table.

Pa was always on the verge of striking
it rich, while Ma kept the family from
going hungry. Pa talked in big sums, but
when Ma needed a new washboard he
lacked even one silver dollar. But just wait
—he’d seen pay dirt that very day— well,
maybe not exactly pay dirt, but mighty
promising color.
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Pa’s lucky gulch was in the blue dis-
tance just beyond, and too often Meg had
seen him, pick over his shoulder, start out
to find it. Then she’d seen him come back,
tired, discouraged. Oh, if Pa could just
have spent that much energy some other
way! The wasted years hadn’t been fair
to him, or to Ma, who’d stayed home and
took in boarders and done washing for the
men.

Ma didn’t want that kind of a life for
Meg, and Meg agreed with her. Meg hated
mining. She wasnt going to marry a pros-
pector—not even big Barney. But she
ﬁpuldn’t resist slipping the best food to

im.

Meg didn’t intend to let herself go soft.
Barney was a miner. She tried not to see
the slow smile that lit up his face with the
bewitching sorcery of the golden aspen
grove in the fall. Breathtaking and gone
so soon. The caress in his deep-set blue
eyes reached out to her with a warm pull,
but she tightened up. She’d keep in mind
his silhouette against the mountains, with
a pick over his back. She wasn’t going to
forget that the gold of the aspens paid no
bills at the store.

“Hey,” Long Tom rose so fast he jarred
the pineboard table, “ain’t that the stage
already?”

Meg’s quick feet took her to the door
first. Yes, way down the road the creaky
old four-wheeler was whirling up dust. The
room emptied, to go after the weekly sack
of mail and packages.

At the height of the boom, four fairly
large frame buildings had gone up, their
high false fronts making an impressive
lineup along the main—and only—street.
A board walk had even been built in front
of the store and saloon. The Nugget had
moved now to Tin Cup, but the store was
still open. It was common knowledge that
Sam, the proprietor, didn’t intend to leave
until he took with him pretty Meg Mal-
lard’s promise to wed.

IS evening Sam’s small dapper figure
stepped out of his store as Meg ap-
proached, looking trim and ladylike for

her hurrying. Actually the stylish dress,
with its draped flounces over the hips, had
been made from many, many flour sacks,
dyed a dark blue, sewed with tiny stitches
in gore after gore, and trimmed with pieces
of gray poplin, the last of Ma’s dresses
from the States.

Sam bustled up, carrying the one cane-
bottomed chair in camp and seated Meg on
the raised boardwalk in dignified aloof-
ness. Whirling dust clouds moved in with
the stage and Meg watched the men duck
away, coughing and rubbing their eyes.
Quickly the tired horses were unharnessed
and led off.

Sam, who had remained gallantly by

Meg’s side, left to bid the two strangers
farewell. The coming of the strangers to
Big Creek couldn’t mean much if they were
leaving already, Meg observed to herself.

The driver, bustling about impatiently,
was obviously in a hurry to be off. Time
he was getting to busy Tin Cup, he mut-
tered as he hauled out the mail for Big
Creek. It was small this week, only one
package. The men milled about him, ask-
ing eager questions about Tin Cup. Three
decided then and there to go on with the
stage. Soon equipped with fresh horses,
the driver resumed his seat, and the over-
loaded stage went rocking away in erup-
tions of dust.

“How come you didn’t go along?” the
man handling the mail demanded of Sam.
“l see you ain’t stocking up your store
any.”

*No. Just one package for me today.”

Sam bustled forward to claim it.

Long Tom stopped his whittling.

“Ain’t much use waiting for what you’re
waiting for,” he openly advised, elaborate-
ly avoiding a glance in Meg’s direction.
“You might just as well sell what you got
in there and git going.”

His thumb jerked backward toward the
counter, visible through the open door,
with its dwindling supply of canned beans,
flour, dried salt pork, and such goods.

Meg colored, but her shiny black head
stayed high, the slick flat curls across her
forehead severely set. Long Tom was a
privileged character but he was %oing too
far. She was puzzled why none of the men
liked Sam, for Ma approved of him, said
he was a good provider. Maybe Long Tom
and his cronies didn’t think clothes
mattered, that it was all right for the
honky-tonk girls to be the only ones who
could afford silks and satins.

Sam, completely ignoring Long Tom,
carried the box over to Meg.

“’S not heavy. Mind keeping care of it
for me? Open it if you want to.”

Meg escaped from the thinning group,
her curiosity growing. The box didnt
jiggle, in fact made no noise at all inside.

allThe moment she was in her cabin, she tore

open the package.

Goods! Of unheard-of soft texture, with
a delicate pattern in pink and blue. There
was plenty for a dress. She could just
see scissors snipping pieces to take artful
shapes.

“it’s challie,” her mother told her, look-
ing over Meg’s shoulder. “It’d be beautiful
on you.” Straightening her tired should-
ers, she gave Meg a probing look. “You’re
going to take it, aren’t you?”

A gift like this you took only from the
man you were to marry. Smart Sam, mak-
ing a yes so easy, a no so hard. Meg’s eyes
evaded her mother’s.

“He just asked me to keep care of it.”
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“But you will take it?” Ma persisted.

' “0Oh, Ma, | wish | knew!” Her thick-
fringed eyelashes lifted. “You want me
to, don’t you?”

In the home Sam would provide there’d
be a rocker for Ma. In a beribboned cap,
Ma could just sit and rock with idle hands.

Oh, why couldn’t she act sensible? She
knew Sam was the husband for her. He
wouldn’t even be awfully demanding. He
beamed all over at every tiny favor Meg
bestowed on him.

“Maybe, Ma, maybe yes.” she answered
slowly.

Disconcerted, Meg fled from the pleasure
lighting Ma’'s worn face. |If she had any
gumption she’'d be as pleased as Ma at the
idea of marrying Sam.

“Time | was getting the tubs in 'fore
dark,” Meg flung out over her shoulders
as she hurried from the cabin.

The arrival of two strangers, especially
requesting hot biscuits and other frills,
and paying dear for them, had interrupted
the washing, and the tubs were still down
by Little Creek, which ran close to their
cabin, one of the most pretentious the
Mallards had ever owned. Two rooms.
But Ma had tacked calico over the bare
walls until the place looked quite fixy.

But Pa’s wanderlust had been growing.
All the gulches within burro range were
fast becoming an old story to him. Now he
was taking longer and longer trips, often
staying away two and three days at a time,
until it got so he was gone more than he
was home. Meg and Ma knew he was
getting eager to press on even farther— to
a new camp. And that meant they must
soon say goodby to present conveniences.

The suds were still in the tubs. As Meg
started to dump out the dirty water, with
its congealed scum, Barney came up.

“Here. Let me help.”

His strong grasp flung the splashing
water well away. In silence he rinsed the
tubs clean in the stream and carried clear
water to the outdoor fireplace, ready for
morning.

When all was in order, he turned to Meg
with a lack of his usual bumbling shyness.
A demanding maleness made his request
half an order.

“Mind taking a little walk up the hill?
Moon’ll be up soon.”

M EG’S heart was pounding. It would
never do to encourage the wild sweet
delight in her, but after all she had notyet
given her word to Sam. For an hour or
two she could play a little game of pre-
tending to be Barney’s girl. He needn’t
know the joy she found in being with him.
On the way back she’d tell him she was
going to marry Sam.
As she walked beside Barney, she won-
dered if he really >vould care. You didn’t

always know what Earney was thinking.
He was like the mountains he loved, where
gold lay deep. Wild flowers were gay on
the hillsides; little streams burbled and
gurgled in the gulches. Barney had some-
thing of their light touch.

She recalled his tenderness in doctoring
their crippled burro, Patch, when the
wretch had tumbled over a cliff trying to
buck off his detested pack. Maybe Bar-
ney’s gentleness toward her was just sym-
pathy for a lone girl in a rough camp and
her mother doing washing.

“Folks sure were curious 'bout those
strangers,” she remarked, making conver-
sation.

A grin quirked Barney’s lips.

“Sam sure was.”

“l thought mebbe they’'d come to dicker
with him— where next to locate."”

“Looks like most folks’ve already picked
Tin Cup,” Barney commented. “I| hear our
Nugget Saloon’s running there full.”

Meg grew flustered. Barney might not
have intended any connection, but some
claimed Sam was part owner of the Nug-
get, and there had been a dance hall with
three honky-tonk girls a part of the es-
tablishment. It gave Meg a queer feeling.

Ma didn’t believe it. She said Sam cared
too much about having a perfectly respec-
table reputation. Yes, Meg was sure of
that— the respectable reputation— but she
wondered sometimes just exactly what it
covered.

She was glad when Barney changed the
subject.

“Look!”
up.”

They stepped out on a jutting ledge to
get a better view, A yellow glow in the
east was raying out, making the fringe of
pines against the sky black lace. Meg
breathed deeply savoring the odor of pine
mingled with the lingering warm earth
smell the sun had pulled up.

Now the whole moon became visible, a
generous yellow plate, flat against a flat
sky. Because she belonged in his arms,
Barney drew her close to him. His lips
claimed hers, and the sweetness of their
intermingling was the essence of the eve-
ning’s magic. Joy such as Meg had never
known before woke every part of her to
tingling throbbing life, as one kiss fol-
lowed another.

Then he lifted her gently, carried her
over to a big boulder, and seated himself
with Meg still in his arms, her long skirts
trailing over his knees. A pervasive con-
tent let minutes slip by.

At length Barney, looking about with a
happy sigh, broke the silence.

“Yes, Meg, the mountains are going to
be good to us, aren’t they?”

Meg did not move, but the magic of the

he exclaimed. “Moon coming
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night had already died for her. Too often,
from childhood onward had Meg heard
that hope, that faith in the gift of the
mountains about to be bestowed. Tomor-
row Pa would strike it rich. Ma knew. Ma
had warned her. Ma wanted her to wear a
dress of pink and blue challie, not drape
herself in rainbow dreams. And here she
was in the arms of a miner!

But surely Ma did not know what Bar-
ney’s love meant. Fiercely Meg reached up
and kissed Barney full on the lips. Again
the ecstasy of sheer joy coursed through
her. Again her blood flowed warm, full
of the meaning of life itself.

“See— it’'s me,” Meg exclaimed tensely.
“Not the mountains.” She must, she
would, make Barney give up his old pick
and burro.

Why should
meaning?

“But I'm trying to tell you” he insisted
with a rich laugh, “it’s the mountains are
going to be good to us.”

Her black eyes looked somberly into his
face.

“Maybe— maybe not.” Time on the hill-
top was fleeting, but not the years in which
Ma had waited. “Listen, Barney, I'm
through with mining.”

“Through!” He flung back his head in a
full deep-throated chuckle. “Girl, you're
just beginning.”

Just beginning, was she? After all Pa’s
wasted years! She leaped to her feet and
stood glaring down at Barney’s big frame.

“Get this straight, Barney. From this
minute you either have nothing more to do
with mining— or nothing more to do with
me.”

“Meg, girl”— he smiled up at her— “you
don’t know what you’'re talking about. Why
tomorrow— "

Yes, tomorrow he’d be off, pick over his

Barney understand her

shoulder, for the blue ridge beyond. But
not taking her with him.
“l know all I want to know.” She in-

terrupted hotly.

F URIOUSLY she spun on her heel and

started running down the mountain
side. To her surprise there was still a
group of men near the cabin, taking ad-
vantage of the moonlight to build up Ma’s
wood supply. She and Barney could not
have been gone so very long then, yet the
light-hearted girl climbing the hillside had
come down with the knowledge of a
woman’s birthright.

Barney caught up with her while still
out of earshot of the men.

“Just a minute, Meg— " His fingers
fumbled with the puffs of her sleeves.
“Let me tell you what I've been trying to
all evening.”

That he loved her, Meg knew.
was through— through with miners.

But she
And

he wouldn’t listen to reason. When they
got that way about finding gold there
seemed to be nothing you could do about it.
She loved him— yes. She’d known heaven
on the hillside, but the moon had a way of
going down, and Ma had a right to the
beribboned cap and rocker— rest, security,
the peace she deserved. With Sam, a good
provider, her children could live in a nice
house, near real schools.’

“You might just as well not tell me,” she
cut Barney off, and hurried on.

He was left to follow Meg’s darting
figure, her full skirts rippling out in the
moonlight like a ballet dancer’s.

“You got here just in time, Barney,”
Long Tom greeted them. “You're the one
as knows the weather. Sam here says this
clear moonlight’ll be gone soon.”

Barney scanned the horizon— north,
east, south, west— his head turning slowly
as his eyes searched the far reaches. Not
a cloud in the w'hole dome of sky. Barney
breathed deep. Then he gave his verdict.
“l1'd say a clear night for sure. The moon’ll
stay with us.”

Sam thrust forward belligerently.

“l say you're wrong. The moon’ll be out
of sight in less than three hours.”

Barney made no answer, exasperating
the argumentative Sam. But Barney re-
fused to be baited, although Sam kept in-
sisting he’d see.

“We’ve been trying to get Sam to tell us
what them strangers was up to,” Pa broke
in.

Sam seized his chance to show off around
Meg. “I'll tell you this much. One of 'em
was W. W. Kentoff.” This was the man
whose Midas touch had piled up incredible
millions.

An awed silence followed Sam’s revela-
tion. To Meg’s excited imagination the
moonlight put the hulking figures of the
burly men in a queer kinship with the
mountain setting. Gold. The hills held
it and the men sought it. Tomorrow they
too might be millionaires. Then she came
back to facts. That was only what they
thought. Tomorrow their picks would just
be playing the same old tune, while she and
Sam would be getting somewhere.

“Aw, Sam, loosen up,” a newcomer
begged eagerly. “Which gulch around here
is he interested in? Go on. Give us a
chance to stake out before the rush is on.”

Sam’s eyes narrowed. Instead of con-
tinuing to refuse, he stepped up on a stump
not yet split into kindling so that now he
dominated the group.

“You believe in Barney as a weather
prophet. You're after me to tell what |
know. Now you make a pool— put up half

a share in all your claims— and four hours
from now if the moon’s been out all the
time you get ’em back— and I'll tell what
the visitors came for.” He paused, then
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clapped his hands together. “But remem-
ber.  If the moon’s not stayed clear, |
dont tell. And I get the pool.”

Meg felt as if two girls were listening to
him. "One was going to marry him. She
ought to be glad that he could juggle the
men into making pools like this. This must
be the way men made money out of mining,
The other girl was thinking about picks
You searched the hills and you found
what? The girl who was going to marry
Sam Kknew. TheP/ found nothing. The
other girl stood silent—completely silent—
her eyes glued to Barney.

He had stepped back, studying Sam’s
face in the moonlight. “You say you
promise to tell the deal those men made
today?” he questioned.

“IT the moon stays out,” Sam qualified.

Barney scanned the clear skies again.

“You bank on it turning cloudy.” He
shook his head in bewilderment.

“Come on, boys.” Pa was growing ex-

cited. “Let’s take Sam up. Put up our
claims.”
“Not mine,” Barney demurred.

Long Tom

“Aw, back yourself up.”
“You’re

slapped him on the shoulders.
always right about weather.”

“No, Barney—don’t!” The plea came
from Meg involuntarily.

Barney spun in her direction.

“Why not, Meg?”

Meg had no words. She just felt that
Sam was too sure. He must be up to some
game. The way Barney knew his moun-
tains, his weather, Sam would not set him-
self against that judgment unless there
were shenanigans afoot.

Like a flash, Meg had a suspicion what
they were. Without the daily papers,
eclipses of the moon came unheralded, but
now she recalled a book Sam owned, a fat
one with paper covers, an almanac it was
called. It had arrived with some mer-
chandise one day when Meg was in the
store.

Books didn’t often come her way, and
she always felt an excited wonder about
them. This book, with fine print, was hard
to read, and Sam soon took it out of her
hands, begging her not to puzzle her pretty
head over a dull book. Still she remem-
bered one heading—weather reports. If
newspapers in the States told of coming
eclipses why couldn’t the book?

Sam was going to use that knowledge.
AH right—because he was smarter than
they were. She wanted a smart husband,
didn’t she? A good provider.

She sprang forward, finding herself at
Barney’s side.

“Please, please, no,” she implored him.

She couldn’t let Sam slicker him out of
the claim he believed in. What if it was
{'ust another hope, like all of Pa’s. It be-
onged to him—to Barney. Pa had a right

to keep any he’d staked out too.

“It’s going to be clear,” Barney told her
firmly.

“Maybe so—maybe not.”

Meg shook her head, her eyes dark with
brimming love.

“All right. Just call it off.” Sam stepped
down from the stump. “And I’ll tell noth-
ing of the business deals made today.”

Barney’s head spun away from Meg to-
ward Sam.

“You’re a queer’un,” he gasped.

“He’s bluffing,” Pa cried. “Come on, Bar-
ney. Call him. Sure, you say the night’s
to be clear.”

“No, Barney, no.
pleaded frantically.

“Take on the rest of us, Sam,” Long Tom
urged. “Ain’t we got claims enough?”

Meg choked up. What if most of them
were no good? The men had a right to keep
them. They had slaved for them—tramped
the hills over—dug and dug. They believed
in their dark tunnels. She was glad they
did. Dreams mattered.

And no little sneak like Sam had a right
to take them away. Thank the gods Bar-
ney was a dreamer like Pa. What if he
never did find the gold he sought? He was
big like the mountains he roamed.

Please, Pa, no,” Meg

HE would never wear the pink and blue
challie dress, because it couldn’t make

up to her for all she’d miss in big Barney’s

love. Her life with Barney would be big
whatever came. She didn’t want babies
that looked up at her with little Sam souls.
Hers and Barney’s would be beautiful like
the mountain wild flowers, dance with the
rippling streams, and have the sturdy
strength of granite boulders. Of far less
account was the roof overhead.

And Ma—oh, she’d handle the washtubs
herself hereafter. Somehow she and Bar-
ney would manage a rocker and lace cap.
hHel’d understand the need for them and

elp.

“Listen,” her voice rang out clearly,
“ever heard of an eclipse of the moon?
Isnt that a little nick coming off already?”

The men gaped from her to the moon.
Their expressions were first sheepish, then
tsheir angry faces turned demandingly to

am.

“Say, how’d you know?"

“Part of a lot else I know,” Sam blus-
tered.

“Yeah?” Barney moved forward. “And
if you’re not just bluffing—how did you
learn about those deals unless you sneaked
in to listen where you didn’t belong? Kent-
off’s after my claim. Fifty thousand he’s
paying me for a fourth share. Maybe not
enough but | need cash to get out the rest
of the gold.” He crossed to Meg. “It’s
what I’'ve been trying all evening to tell
you.” (Concluded on page 72j
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If you are interested in making new friends, write

to Mrs. Winifred Hope, care of POPULAR LOVE, 10 East 40th Street,

New York 16, N. Y.
Introduce yourself.

Write an interesting short letter that will make others curious to know

more about you.

Be sure to sign your full name and address.

Give us the nickname you wish to have used when your letter is printed.

We will forward all mail received for you.
Women and girls may write only to women and girls, and men only to

men.

Mail us your request for letters NOW!

No letter will be forwarded unless a stamped envelope is enclosed.

Do not neglect to state your

name, age, sex, and supply at least one reference.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a fun-loving girl of six-
teen and one-half. | have blonde hair and blue
eyes. My height is only 5" 1%" tall. | would like
to hear from girls fifteen to nineteen. So, come
on, girls, write to a_gal who will promise to answer
every letter | receive promptly!" | will exchange
snapshots with those that want to send theirs. So—
come on gala, write a_ girl who is very eager to
see her mail-box full—for once.

BUNNY. No. 1603.
Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl of fourteen, a
blonde with dark eyes. | am five feet ten inches
and weigh one hundred and thirty-four pounds. My
favorite” sports are dancing, roller skating, and
ball games. My hobbies are collecting airplanes
and pictures of movie stare. | would_like to hear
from all girls my age and older. Xwill be %Iad to
exchange photos: MAY. No. 1604

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl almost 15 years old.
with brown hair, brown eyes, five feet five inches
tall. My favorite sports are horseback riding, swim-
ming, roller skating. | would like to hear from 0qslrls
14 years old to 18 years old. L/OU. No. 1605.

| am 20 years old, married for

Dear Mrs. Hope: ]
| love to write.

three years and have two children. I
Have a few pen pals in England and | would like
very much to have more. | collect movie stars’ pic-
turés and souvenirs. | will ?Iadly exchange snaps
with anyone. Please’\fen pals, won’t you ‘write to
me. RS. CASCEHU "~ No. 1

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl of sixteen, with
natural curly auburn hair, brown eyes, fair com-
lexion, weigh 118 pounds and am 5'3/" tall. M
riends tell ‘'me I'm nice-looking and a real sport.
1 go for many sports in a bl? wa;F1 including danc-
ing, skating, 'swimming, bowling, "horseback riding,
golfing, baseball and try at many others. Most of
all 1always like to make new Tfriends, so please,
gills of all ages write me and tell me all about your-
selves.. | promise to answer all letters faithfully

and will exchange snapshots.
HELEN. No. 1607.

) I like to get letters from every-
one. 1 am eighteen years old, have dark hair and
hazel eyes. 1"am a_defense worker. Dike bowling,
swimming and dancing. Hope you will w'rite.
CARRIE. No. 1608.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl of nineteen. M
husband is in the service and we have a nine mont

Dear Mrs. Hope:

old son. | have blond hair and blue eyes. Come
on girls, write. | am very lonely.
ARGARET. No. 1609.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | would like very much to cor-

respond with pen pals all over the ‘nation., | am
a young married lady. My husband is in the Navy
so you see 1 have more time to write letters. | am

Have brown curly hair and
brown eyes. Stand 5' 5" tall. | like all kinds of
sports but dancing is my favorite pastime. Will
promise to answer every letter received and also
exchange snapshots. | have an 8 by 10 picture of
my husband ‘and | think I'll send "it to the first
person who writes me. So, come on eve’Q/bodé/ and
write. ELILEN. 0. 1610.

I am a girl of 15 and would
am lonesome and

ninéteen years old.

. Dear Mrs. Hope :
like to hear from pen pals. "I

would like to hear from girls my age. | am 5' 4*
tall, have brunette hair and blue eyes. My hobbies
are stamps, baseball and other sports. | am willing

to exchange snapshots with anyone who wants one.
| promise to answer all letters real soon.
DORIS. No. 1611

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a %irl eleven years of age.
| would be very happy to hear from~girls ten to
fourteen years old. I am Spanish American, have
black hair and brown eyes. | love music and all
kinds of sports. Please “friends, write to me.
DIDA. No. 1612

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl of sixteen years of
age, moderately tall, quite slender and | have blond
hair and blue éeyes. love dancing_and also | love
to play the piano as | have taken”it nine years. T
also like to write to pen pals so 8Iease, kids, write
and I'll answer promptly. ROSY. No. 1613,

Dear Mrs. Hope: | aim* girl of nearly fourteen
have brown hair, brown tfysfo. | love swimming and
dancn,c/?, especially Jltterbufgl_n?. | was also voted
Miss y Queen of '44. All girls between 13 and 16
please w'rite. DOL/LY. No. 1614.

Dear Mrs. Hope; | am a young girl of sixteen.
| am a Junior in high school and Stand about 5' 5"
in stocking feet. | have a dark complexion, black
hair, deep blown eyes and | believe I have a very
gleas_lng personality. | am interested in dancing,
owling, ice skating and all types of sports.
JEAN. No. 1615.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a thirteen year old girl
and am five feet four inches tall. My favorite sports
are swimming, dancmtt;, baseball and corresponding.
1 will answer any letters but would like to write
mostly to persons from thirteen to sixteen.

CARITA. No. 1636

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a married girl of 23 and
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have a little daughter eight months old. | have
brown hair and brown eyes and am five feet three
inches tall. | am interested in reading and ex-
changing snapshots and post cards with girls oi my
age In various states. | am a Texas girl, hut
have travelled a great deal.

AUDREY. No. 1617.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am seventeen years old, have
golden browm hair and dark brown éyes. | like to

lay tennis, roller skate, ice skate and go to shows.

like to waltz. In fact | could waltz all day and
part of the night too. This is if | didn’t work in a
defense plant. ~ | love to write letters and most of all
receive letters. | answer all letters | get. | am the
sister of six brothers who are all in the U. S. Navy.
I collect pictures and snapshots. So come on, girls
of 17 to 24. Don't be bashful.

CHRIS. No. 1618.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a hi%h school sophomore,
and have golden blond hair and hazel eyes. People
say | am (iulte good-looking, but | am far from con-
ceited. | love to_make new friends through corre-
spondence. Dancmg, swimming and worshipping
inatra are Just a l[ew of my hobbies. | would like
to hear from tall girls like" myself (as | am past
' 7") but ?nyone who writes” will receive an im-

mediate reply.
MARCELLA. No. 1619.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a young girl of twenty.
I am married to a soldier who is now overseas. |
really do get lonesome and would like to have some
pen pale who are about my age. | have brown hair
and blue eyes and | am “five feet three Inches. |

like to exchange snapshots and souvenirs. | prom-
ise to answer all letters.
EVELYN. No. 1620.

. Dear Mrs. Hope: | write to very few people and
iUSt love to receive mail so | am appealing to you.

am 16 years of age, female, 5' 5", 116 Ibs., green
eyes, blond hair. y only hobby is roller skating
and | own my own sKates.~ |’'ve got dozens of movie
stars’ pictures which | want to get rid of. So come
on girls drop me a line if you want pictures and
are “Interested in skating.

JYNX. No. 1621.

Dear Mrs. Hop”™: | am a_girl of 20, have black
hair and browrn eyes, weigh lid lbs., 5 3H" tall and
I like to dance, swim and would like to get snap-
shots. | will answer all letters.

ALBERTA. No. 1622.
Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl 18 years of age.

| have black natural curly hair and | live on a farm.
| live in Garland, Texas. | will try to answer every

letter and card, | would like to” have a snapshot
of every one that writes to me. | want pen pals of
all ®«*s- LAVENNE. No. 1623.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a lonely girl of 14. |
have no brothers or sisters so | would like to have
many pen pals. | am 5 1" tall and have dark blond
hair” and blue eyes. | have many hobbies and
pastimes, but the” two | enjoy most are horseback
riding and SW|mm|ntq. | also" am a member of the
Girl "Scouts and | try to perform all duties of a
good Scout. So come”on girls and fill the mail box
of a lonely girl 'way up In the mountains.

BONNIE. No. 1624.

Dear Mrs. Hope: T am a girl of sixteen years of
age, five feet five, with brown hair and blue eyes.

y favorite sports are horseback riding, basketball
and SW|mm|n%. I am deeply interested in photog-
raphy. Wont someone write to me?

IRISH PAT. No. 1625.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a married woman of 20.
My husband Is in the army. | am five feet three
inches tall. My hobby is_tcollecting snapshots and
writing letters. ” | would_like to write to girls 18-80
who are married to soldiers. I’ll enclose snapshots.

MARIE. No. 1626.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a young girl of 15. | am
5' 6" tall and weigh 120 pounds. T have light brown
hair and blue eyes. | was born in Utah but | am
living in California right now and | don't know
many people, so | have lots of time to write and
answer_ letters. My favorite sports are_ dancing,
swimming and bowling. So come on friends far

(Turn to page 72)
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TS THERE a strange familiarity

about people you have met for the
first time? Do scenes and places you
have never visited haunt your mem*
cry? Are these proof that the per-
fonalit)— an immaterial substance-
can survive all earthly changes and
return? How many times have you
seemed a stranger to yourself—pos-
sessed of moods and temperaments
that were net your own?

Prejudices, fears, and superstitions
have denied millions of men and
women a fair and intelligent insight
into these yesterdays of their lives.
But in the enigmatic East, along the
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T OUR PAST L\I\//ES?

waters of the once sacred Nile, and
in the heights of the Himalayas, man
began a serious search beyond this
veil of today. For centuries, behind
monastery walls and in secret grot-
toes, certain men explored the mem-
ory of the soul. Liberating their con-
sciousness from the physical world
to which it is ordinarily bound, these
investigators went on mystical jour-
neys into celestial realms. They have
expressed their experiences in simple
teachings. They have disclosed
whereby man can glean the true na-
ture of self and find a royal road to
peace of mind and resourceful living.

AMtU . tycUciH ciitUf NEW Boob tftee

Today there

is no greater—or more

respected—perpetuator of these

ancient teachings and startling truths than the Rosicriiclans (not a religious

organization).
of Life.

Let them send you a free copy of the book, The Mastery
It explains ho%v you may receive, for fascinating study in the pri-

vacy of your home, this useful knowledge which will enlarge your mental

vision.

and fears and to establish self-confidence in these troubled times.
how to exercise the powers of self—we-hich

reveal

By means of its simple principles, you can learn to remove doubts

It will

perhaps have remained a mystery to you. Write to»

day. Use the convenient coupon below. Don’t delay!

The KOSICRUCIANS
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ARREST HIM, OFFICER!

I'LL HAVE COMPLETE FACTS ON THE OTHER
--------------------------- FELLOW TONIGHT!

Secret Service Operator No. 88 is on
the fob . FOLLOW HIM through
all the excitement of his chase after
the ooaaterfeitgang. Write NOW for

FREE Confidential

Report*
No. 58 Mad* to Hit C tkfl

It may open yonr eves to the rreat

- -— j— - *“nc, EiAviiomcini iraytii
Thnllsi A REGULAR MONTHLY
Balary. REWARD MONEY. 68% of
all Identification Bureaus in U.S. em-
ploy I.A.S. students or graduates! Write for Free Reports, Finger
Print Book, low priceb. Easy Terms Offer.
Literature will be sent only to person* stating their ago.

INSTITUTE OF APR. SCIENC o
199 sunnynlide Avc,, Dept. Chicago 29 Illinois

/mby MAIL

SEND NO MONEY!

Test Your Own Sight at home with our
lones™*J *
if IMOWEV-BACK G NTEE
llnrnABIf_you'renot 6 satisfied
UMflUaftCR with glasses we make for you, we'll re-
mdmxM M m EmmY%mmmm fundeverycentyoupayas.
Repairse48- k Ifh B* CATALOG and SCIEN-
hourService I H IhLATIFIC Test Chart. Write

UNITED STATES EYE-GLASSES COMPANY
1557 MILWAUKEE AVC., DEPT. 5 52, CHICAGO. ILL.

"LAME BACKNnUMBAGO?

Pain and soreness across the hips, so lame you can hardly
get up or sit down? No need to suffer any longer. Try
AMERICAN FIRST AID LUMBAGO TABLETS. They haVe
proved “a friend in; need" to thousands. Contain no nar-
cotics nor habit forming drugs. SEND $1.00 for 100 tablets
TODAY. Take according to the directions. If you are not
satisfied with the results we will refund your $1.00 immedi-
ately. SEND TODAY. AMERICAN FIRST AID CO., D«pt.
64, ST. CHARLES, ILLINOIS.

Symptoms Relieved. Write
today for free information
and special money back
offer.

W. K. STERLIMNE 830 Ohio Ave., Sidney, Ohio

PSORI1ASIS— ECZEMA

You Can Have a Clean Skin! It IS Possible!
With Non-Grea»y o liquid,
Non-Staining applied externally

SENSATIONAL RESULTS REPORTED BY MANY!
ERUPTIONS VANISH OR MONEY BACK IN 2 WEEKS!

regular size bottle. Send currency or Money

>iy P ® Order, or sent C.0.D. Write TODAY!
“EN-EX” COMPANY

474 Society for Savings Bldg. . Cleveland, Ohio

anylphoto enlarged

Size 8x50 Inches
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SEND NO MONEY Just mail photo.
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ensure”Went, guaranteed fadeless, uu t- -autifal
liouDI*-weight portrait quality paper,
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yourpheto™ today.

STANDARD ART STUDsOS

100 East Ohio Street Dept 405*E Chicago (11), 111

and near and especially in and around California,
please write to me.
GERRY. No. 1627.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | will soon be fifteen. | have
blond hair and gre . five feet four
inches tall and weigh one hundred pounds. | am a
freshman in high school. | enjoy most sports and
would delight in corresponding” with other girls.

DELORIS. No. 1628.

Dear Mr*. Hope: | am a girl of fifteen and weigh
117 lbs. | am five feet talk hobbies are col-
lecting snapshots and dancing, basketball and sing-
ing but above all | love to sell Bonds and Stamps.
| ‘would like to receive letters from girls between
14 and hope | will receive them from all
over the U. S., Canada and from other countries
if possible. So come on girls and let us all get ac-
quainted and exchange snhapshots and souvenirs.

SALLY. No. 1629.

. Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl of fifteen. | am
five feet four inches tall and weigh about one hun-
dred and een pounds. | have blue eyes and
blond hair. | will be ?Iad to send snapshots of
myself, and would be glad to receive some in re-
turn. | like to dance to all kinds of music and _like
to see all the band leaders that come to Detroit.
DOLLY. No. 1630.

. Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl fifteen years old,
five feet three inches tall, blue eyes and blond hair.
| am crazy about P_opular music,” like all sports, es-
pecially roller skating, and love smglng. I prom-
ise to answer all letters promptly, and enclose snap-

shots. So please write everyone, won’t you?
BLONDIE. No. 1631
Dear Mrs. Hope: 1am a young mother 23 years
of age, am 5' si/2" tall, weigh 150 Ibs., dusty blond

hair,” blue eyes. | have a girl 2 years 4 months
old and a boy 4 months old. ~ My husband is in the
navy and | would like to hear from anyone at all.
Espécially yo_unq’]mothers. Will answer all letters.
Have no special hobby, am Just fun-loving and have

a sense of humor.
DOLLY. No. 1632.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl with blond hair and
blue eyes. MK favorite sports are roller skating
and horse-back riding and the movies. 1 have
plenty of time to answer letters, so won’t someone

please write me a letter?
TW1LA. No. 1633.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl 14 years of age,

with brown hair and brown eyes. am 5'2" tall.
My favorite spoils are dancing, swimming and
going to the movies. FRAN. No. 1634.

Dear Mrs. Hope: | am a girl of 14 with brown
hair and eyes who would like pen pals. | love danc-
lngl5 writing letters, pets and mostly all sports. My
hobby is collectlnﬁ photos and autographs from_the
movie stars. | have written this year to 135 of
them. Will answer all letters promptly.

FLORY. No. 1635.

(More Letters Next Issue)

LOVE LIKE THE MOUNTAINS
(Concluded from page 68)

Her breath came in gasps. So it wasn’t
to be dreams she was to share with Bar-
ney but actual wealth. A house full of
rocking chairs for Ma!

"Oh, Barney!” she murmured, her heart
spilling over with happiness.

But somehow it mattered most of all that
he had waited until he was sure of his
ability to care for her before he had de-
clared his love. Now it could shine down
from his face in unmasked radiance. All
the riches of the hills were hers. Yes, yes,
the mountains were to be good to them.
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DRAWFOIVIONEY
BE An ARTIST!

PREPARE_ TODAY FOR THE
FUTURE THAT UES AHEAD
Trednd  Artists Are Capable of Earning
$30-$50-$75 A WEEK
Us* your *pare time to prepare for a profit-
le Art careerl Start training at home, now!
It's pleasant and Interesting to stud& Art tte
W. S A wa& COMMERCIAL ART, DE-
SIGNING, CARTOONING—all in ONE com-
plete course. No previous Art experience neces-

eary—we teach you step-by-step by our practi-
cal home study method well-known since 1914

r
our course, the art material furnished, service
—nnd commercial opportunities for you In Art.
State age.

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART
Studio GBP. 111S-15th St, N. W.. ItaSioitan 5. 0. C.

Scratching
It May Cause Infection

Relieve itching caused by eczema,
athlete's foot, pimples—other itch-
|n%troubles._Usecoollng, medicated
D.D.n.Prescrintlon.Greaseless.stain-
less.Calmsitching fast.35ctrial bottle
proves it—or money back. Ask your

druggist for D. D. D. Prescription.
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er positions an blgger suc-

cess in business and publla

life. Greater ogpormmues now than

ever before. iff _corporation* ora

headed by men with legal training.

Mars Ability: More Prestige: More Money

We guide you atep b)éstep You cao train at home

during spare time. ecree of LUB, Successful
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on Paper,Cloth.Leqther or Wood

SIMPLE, EASY TO USE T

Magic liquid takes only 2 minutes to
reproduce any snapshot you have on to
stationery, handkerchiefs, ties, scarfs,
etc. Won't wash off. Won't hurt nega-
tive or fabric it’s used on. Personalize
your belon_?mgs! An ideal gift. Com-
plete outfit enough to_ transfer 100
]gho%o:leonly $1.00 postpaid. Sent C.0.D*
or $1.21.

CHRISTY PHOTO SUPPLY
2835 N. Central  Dept. 819. Chicago 34
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BY POPULAR WRITERS
IN EVERY ISSUE
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EXCITING
LOVE

LOW ON" SALE — 10c EVERYWHERE!
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LOVE NUMEROLOGY

(Continued from page 6)

home last night slaving your head off for
Tom Bradford, typing more of his arti-
cles?”

Doris looked up, surprised.
what of it?”

“Well— | think you are a little fool! s
he paying you for it?”

“Of course, not,” said Doris.
too glad to help him.”

“Sure,” snapped Madge, “saving him
time so he can spend his evenings with
Grace Seymour.”

“What do you mean? Tom was home
writing. He telephoned me.”

“Where did he phone from?”

“From home, of course.”

“Why, yes—

“lam only

“Are you sure?”

But Doris wasn’t sure. All day long she
worried about it. She wanted to ask Tom,
but was afraid he might be angry. After
all, Madge might be kidding. But still,
Tom did like Grace a lot. Perhaps.

However, Tom was very sweet to her
when he met her that evening at closing
time. He thanked her for her work and
said he would be around on Saturday night.
He’d give her another article and then take
her to a show. Maybe she could type it on
Sunday.

Doris thought quickly.
other article last night?”

Tom hesitated, answering: “Just part of
one. | couldn't seem to concentrate. | had
to take a walk, hoping to get an idea.”

Doris didn’'t press him further. But an
imp of suspicion had entered her heart.
She would wait until Saturday and see how
he would act then.

“Did you do an-

The Experiment

By Saturday night, Doris had calmed
down a bit, but had come to the conclusion
that maybe she had been too good a pal.
She was going to try an experiment.

After they came home from the show,
Doris complained that her eyes hurt. When
he left the article in long hand, she said:
“If rav eyes are hurting me tomorrow, Tom,
I don’t think I’ll be able to type it.”

Sunday, there was nothing the matter
with her eyes, and she really wanted to
sit down at her typewriter for a couple of
hours, but she couldn’t get Grace Seymour
out of her mind. So for once in her life
she was not helpful. She felt guilty— but
she also felt she had a right to .be inde-
pendent.

At five o’clock Tom telephoned that he
would be over after dinner. He didn’t ask
her about her eyes, evidently believing she
had typed his article.



Tom Is Sympathetic

She was a bit nervous when he came in
at eight o’clock, for she had found a pair of
dark glasses and was wearing them. He
noticed them of course, and his eyes
opened widely.

Before she could tell him that she hadn’t
typed the manuscript, he took her in his
arms.

“Honey,” he said, “your eyes do hurt—
I'm so sorry. You must have strained them.
| hope you didn’t type today.”

“No,” she said, softly.

“I'm glad. The heck with the manu-
script. It's my fault, | know-expecting
you to work all day and at home. No girl
can stand that. From now on, you must
take care of yourself.”

“l hated to disappoint you,” she mur-
mured, feeling more guilty than ever, but
enjoying his solicitude.

“Doris,” he said. "Il've been too selfish.
It never dawned on me that you are just a
girl, not a machine. 1'd never forgive my-
self if you had to wear glasses just on ac-
count of me. No, your eyes are too beauti-
ful. | realized that the other night when
| took a walk and bumped into Grace Sey-
mour. | had to buy her a soda to get rid
of her. The light hit her eyes and | thought
how dull they were in comparison with
yours. And then | went home and got the
idea for a good article— this very article |
gave you last night!”

The Light of Happiness

Doris was now smiling and she took off
the dark glasses.

Tom looked at her with yearning.
“That’s better, honey! Promise me you
will take care of those beautiful eyes. No
more typing at home. | want the girl |
love, always to show love-light in her eyes

for me especially when she tells me
she will marry me and you will dar-
ling . . . won't you?”

But tears had dimmed her eyes, for a
moment at least, and then they sparkled
from the light of happiness within.

“Yes, Tom,” she said, “if you care that
much.” And she went into his arms, and
felt him kiss those eyes which had at last
seen wisdom.

The Number 5 Girl

The May-Number 5 girl has a different
light to see. Here is a girl always looking
for green pastures and eager to go places
and do things.

Born with a certain restlessness, it is
hard for her to be tied down to any routine.
She sees the clouds above the distant hori-
zon and wonders what lies beyond.

Number 5 is the adventure number. Its
possessors are sometimes reckless and

(Turn page)
78

OR NO
COST

Aezing
NEW
Plastic
Relinsr

IfISTS FROmMa4 .. 6 nCHTHS

NOVT—in a ji ou can tpake loose, slipping dental

lates fit SnLJJ ﬁyﬁ/ comforta%le, E&t, talkml)n gg:oqurt,
augh freely—for “Gum Gripper" enables you to enjoy
that feeling of almost having your own teeth againl
e APPLY IT YOURSELF — AT HOME
"GUM GRIPPER" amazing plastic Reltner tightens
dental plates quickly, makes them hold firmly and fit
like newl Just squeeze from tube, spread evenly, put
plate in mouth, wear it while “Gum’ Gripper" sets’ ia
few minutes. No beating necessary.

-« USE ON ANY DENTAL PLATE

"Gum Gripper” will not harm denture or irritate gums.
Sanitary, odorless. Keeps mouth sweet and clean,
preventS sore spots. Application of plastio "Gum
Gripper” ia guaranteed t0 last 4 to 8 months — or
no cost. Can be scrubbed or washed. Rev. A. J.
Wigley, Pittsburgh, Pa., writes:
“Beet’ material | ever used. | have
not relined my lower teeth for 2
months."”

"Best |’ve

Ever Used"

SEND NO MONEY — Order a tube today—it's

only $1.00. Fill out and mall coupon below. You'll b*

delighted I Satisfaction guaranteed or your money back.

Generous_ size package Dental Plata

cleaner included free of extra cost.

F R EE Cleanses dental plates without brush-
ing. Will not harm denture.

fillu ftD ID D EB 127 N. Dearborn 8t.

rU 1fln IlrrC n O™ so-f. CHICAGQ

! GUM GRIPPER, Dept. 50-F

j 127 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, HI.

ante* it to satisfy—or it will not cost me a penny.

||
3 Send me a tube of "Gum Gripper.”™ You guar- f
3 O | will deposit $1.nn plus postage with postmen J
es.

when package arrives
O Enclosed is 51.00—You pay postage.
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1 Itd & help reduce the severity of your next
- asthmatic attack, notice how ia aromatic

fumes aid distressed breathing. Use it sod

see how dependable it is—potency rigidly
standardised through strict laboratory
control—qualify always uniform. Ask for

ASTKMADOR m powder cigarette or pip*

mixture form at your favorite drug store.
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Pays Fbspital Bills
for Wele Fanily

Costs 3c a Day for Adults
Only li/gc a Day for Children

It's here! The new Family Hospital and Surgical Expense Policy
you need and want! One policy Insures whole family-——mother,
father, children, anyone from 3 months to 65 years. No med-
ical examination. Pays up to $510.00 hospital and surgical bills
for EACH and EVERY person insured. Pays up to $100.00
doctors* fees for operations. Pays up to $50.00 for operating
room, medicines, ambulance, etc. Covers sicknesses, accidents,
operations, childbirth, female disorders, and many other dis-
abilities not covered by other policies. You select your own doctor
end hospital. This full-coverage Family Hospital mid Surgical
Policy issued DIRECT to you at special family rates by big,
strong company with over $3,000,000.00 in assets, investigate!
SEND NO MONEY, but mail the coupon below quick for full
details—sent FREE. No agent will call on you. Act today!

STERLING INSURANCE CO.
4698 Sterling Bldg., CHICAGO I, ILL.

Mend me your FREE INSPECTION Offer Of LOW-COST
Family Hospitalization Plan.
NAME
ADDRESS
CITY. STATE.

HEARTBURN

Relieved in 5 minutes or
double your money back

Wien excels stomach acid causes painful, suffocating gas, sour
stomach and hear;bum, doctors usual yfprescrlbe the fastest-acting
medicines_ known for symptomatic relief—medicines like thoso in
Bcll-ans Tablets. No laxative, liell-ans brings comfort in a jiffy or
double your money back on return of bottle” to us. 25c everywhere.

ETECTIVE

AINING —SECRET IINVESTIGATIONS —FI NGER
i FurmerGovernrréelntDetecti

o

“NIfOSTOP TOBACCO'

Banish the cravi'{}]g for tobacco as
thousands have. Make yourself free
and_happy with Tobacco Redeemer.
Write for free booklet telling of In-
{UI’IOUS effect of tobacco and of a
reatment which has ro* r ,
lieved many men. 1FP FFf
30. Years In Business IpnfiK |
THE NEWELL COMPANY 17?-"1**]
153 Clayton Sta., St Louis, Mo.

ICTURI
RING $1.

_ .'all photo with paper
etrip for ring sizé, Pay postman only $1.00 plu* peat-
nee. Hand tinted 25c extra. Photo returned with ring
Money back iroarantee. Send phetn and ring ai*e now.
PORTRAIT RING CO.. Dapt. Q-26. CINCINNATI, O.

STOP
RADIO STATIC

The ALL WAVE radio ftp.tr is %uara_nteed to help you
g-t perfect radio reception, liminates all hums,

clicks, crju'kels, eU\. caused by elm-trie razors, vacuum

ch-atiers, “motors and other electrical appliances. The ALL WAVE
is a scientific and compact radio filter that can be used on any make
(vvtrio radio. To connect, just put your radio plug thru the ALL
WAVII’s slotted o(genmgf and into any wall outlet. 15 DAY FREE
TRIAL. Sent. 0.0.D. for $150 plus postage. Cash orders sent

ostpaid. Rip'h order—supply limited. Vogue Eliinitiator Co., T759
P l—PaIated, Bept. AW-32§pghicago 20, ILLg
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often fii-kle. The Number 5 girl has much
of the artist, the traveller, the actress, the
entertainer and the reporter in her. Until
she has a good sense of values, she is often
fooled by glamour. It is hard for her to
learn that all that glitters is not gold.

A flame never gives the heat that comes
from slow burning embers. It is all right
to be curious and venturesome, but there
must be more than just daring. There must
be a sincere realization that happiness
comes to those who appreciate what they
have.

The Number 5 girl must learn to be a
good bookkeeper in the business of life and
love!  She must not throw all she pos-
sesses overboard in the hope of something

indefinite. To discard a lover just because
somebody says a Prince lives over the
mountain may bring neither Prince nor

lover, but only a valley of regret.

Many Temptations

The Number 5 girl, it seems, has more
temptations than most girls. It is because
her emotions are so strong and spontane-
ous. She is apt to feel that she is missing
something in life until she has worn out
her natural energy and learns at last that
contentment is a joy greater than glamour.

Such a Number 5 girl was Bonnie Du-
vane. It had never been hard for her to
find a sweetheart, but for a long time she
had failed to find true love because she
was always seeking new thrills and new
faces.

The Lure of Splendor

Bonnie was a hair-dresser employed in
the most fashionable shop of her town. Her
customers were rich and many times Bon-
nie envied the glamour and splendor of the
women who came to her for service.

She did not really appreciate the love of
her most ardent suitor, Jim Toomey, a
young lawyer who had studied so hard in
college that he had ruined one of his eyes
and could not wear a uniform for his coun-
try although he wanted to.

Jim was a modest chap who had dreams
of becoming a corporation attorney. His
prospects were good, but Jim seldom talked
about himself.

He took Bonnie out to nice places, but
something was missing. She wanted to be-
long to the best circles because she had
had a tough childhood, being one of nine
kids in a hard-working family.

Then, one day, her most glamorous cus-
tomer, Gladys Delong, was met at the hair-
dresser’s by her handsome brother Wilford
Delong, who radiated attractive social
graces. Bonnie was introduced to him and
he treated Bonnie like a member of the
four hundred. She was thrilled. |If only
Jim were like him, wouldn’t she be happy!


ftp://ftp.tr

She was sure she could fit into any type
of society if she only had the chance. She
was good looking and knew how to wear
clothes better than many of the rich women
who came to the shop.

All Bonnie could do was dream until one
afternoon she got a telephone call. It was
Wilford Delong! He was asking Bonnie to
come over to their exclusive home for a
special job. Bonnie believed that Gladys
Delong was not feeling well and wanted
her hair fixed at home.

When Bonnie got there however, she
found Wilford alone. He said his sister
had gone to Chicago for a few days and lie
wailed his naiis manicured. He had to
attend a party that night given by a neigh-
bor in honor of the mayor of the town.

Bonnie didn’t object when he praised her j
and told her he couldn’t get her out of his j
mind. And then he thrilled her when he j
a ked:

“How about going with me to the party
tonight? | hate to go alone— and honestly,
Bonnie, you will be he prettiest one there,
| am sure. Please say yes.”

This was something Bonnie had long
hoped for— to mix with real people and be
one of them! And the idea of associating
with the mayor as the companion to a gen-
tleman like Wilford Delong, just made her
head swim with joy. She rushed home to
prepare herself for the greatest night of
her life. (Turn page)

America's Biggest Dime's Worth
of Picture Entertainment!
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HERE'SRHEH/JHD
WTM BUS/HESS/

Offers Big Money — Independence
If you are TnecxianlcalJy inclined—can "hold and _um tools it will
pay you to learn electrical appliance repairing. Operate from your
garage, basement, etc. Work as many hours as you wish—tho
appliance reyairman_is his own boss. On many typeS of repairs it
is ‘usual for”a repairman to charge on the basis ‘of $5.00 to $6.00
an Uourl

No Previous Experience Needed
Profusely Illustrated our new course shows YUU in simple, easy to
understand language plus drawings and photographs, how to make
ouch repair on refrigerators, vacuum_cleaners, washing machines,
motors, fans, irons, eta, etc. Explains and gires ¥0u a working
knowledge  Of electricity, welding, nickel plating, etc. Shows you

v uild the power tools you need and how to solicit and Keep
business coming to you. Nof a theory course but an honest to
goodness practical course written by and used by repairmen the
country over. Price of course ia so”low that tho savmgs on your
own household appliances will pay for it. Act now! Send todav for
FREE literature. Christy Supply “Co., 2835 N. Central Ave., Dept.
D.504, Chicago.34,.. lliofsis

FCR POST WAR SUCCESS

RREPARE NO W !

Post war adjustment and job competition will offer
unusual opportunity to the man or woman who ha?
prepared for them. Sales, Accounting and Manage-
ment people will be in demand. You can get read'/
now—m your spare time, at moderate cost—by home
study. Free 48 page booklets tell you how%Check
your subject below, write name and address in mai>
gin, mail this ad today.

O Accounting O Business Management

O Salesmanship O Traffic Management

O Law: LL.B, O Industrial Management

O Foremapship O Stenotypy

LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A Correspondence Institution
417 S. Dearborn St., Dept. S327-R, Chicago S, ill.

MAGIC LIQUID

Prints Photos

r On Wood LF*th*r. doth. Cards Lett%heads otral-
moat Say SUFTSCE. Lise any ‘snapshot OF Otbsr nesatfre.
N MaJcehundEeds of prints withauf.m»rminaro«s»tlve7w<>n't
I wash off. to use. Complete Wit for 100 or mars
I nhoioe now_Of Xsl.DOpostpald, 0r$1.23C.0.D. (Can:
II $é.1‘5|0m0M7 ore eaor&pirn C.0 .? -ty Satlstfhactl&r}gﬁ%g\—
e srimrani . order to I o y
"b|g,ycomplrotoﬁ;ia"| Foto’g’gntlnﬁaa{ﬂt.

ADept. 335, 229 W. Breckinridge, Louisville 3, Ky.

aU*

MAKE *25-33 A WEEK
Practical nurses are needed in every
community... doctors rely on them...
patients appreciate their” cheerful, ex-

pert_care. You can learn, practical

nursing at home in_spare time. Coursa

endorsed by physicians. 46th yr. Kam

o ' while learning.” High School "not re-

quired. Men, women. 18 to 60.” Trial plan. Write nowl
CHICAGO SCHOOL CF NURSING k
Dept. 424, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago II, til.

N am 59 5end frea k°°aet flnd i6 £amPie pasas.



Free for Asthma

If yoa suffer with attacks of Asthma so terrible yon
choke and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is impossible
because of the struggle to breathe, if you feel the disease
is slowly wearing your life away, don't fail to send at
once to the Frontier Asthma Co. for a free trial of a
remarkable method. No matter where you live or whether
you have any faith in any remedy under the Sun, send
for this free trial. If you have suffered a lifetime and
tried everything you could learn of without relief; even
if you are utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but
send today for this free trial. It will cost you nothing.
Address t

frontier asthma CO.
334-R Frontier Bldg.

462 Niagara Street

J MINYENTORS

“\Wihen”’and—How to Sell an Invention” tell how
to protect and commercialize your ideas. Ilu*-
tr&te 115 mechanical mov. ments.

$ & CO., S07-E Martin Bldy., Washington 8, D. C.

Buffalo 1, Mk Y*

Protect Entire Family
faainit HOSP1TAI Bills

Certificate Pay- F II1F P
Influpto $325 rn tec
Sent for FREE Inspection
Cost Just 81 monthly for
aﬁ;ilts 250 monthly for

dren. Protect your-elf
against DEBT fmm sick-
ness or accident requiring
hospital care.

Healthy persons, ago 1
to 70 yng ble, Cog/ers

hospltal surgical,
childbir expense FOR INSPECTION 1
manyo|I|erb|Ilsu Write for full details Atlas
o limit 0 ided. Mutual’s WHOLE _FAMILY
}IOHSO enowcarry BENEFIT PROTECTION
hos |taﬁ Pon protec- paying LIFE BENEFITS in
Pro case of natural or aCC|dentaI
now erte to ay for death. $1 a month covers EN-
free Information.” No TIRE FAMILY. Wr|ts for in-

ObIigal ion. formation.

ATLAS MUTUAL BENEFIT ASSOCIATION

6EPT. 19-E7 WILMINGTON, DELAWARE
(lll!lm HOME-STUDY

\J S N 1] 0 t\d e n C e t%)n texlbooks slllgfhlweﬂga
eated, scld exchan ed. All

e th, 100% satisfaction.

CsfF p
Ftiil aotsils A 100-

STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS
and LARGER LAItNINGrf. 35 years ex ert in-
struction—over 108,000 students”enrolle L.B.
Degree awarded. AI texts fu'r<n|shed Easy pay-

illn*-
Wt Nelson Co., 321 SYahastTAY. Bepts 208, CHiCay Y
ments Send for FREE B
MERIC, EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW

| Dept 53*T 646 N. Michigan Av«,, Chlcago 11, 1.

Genuine Diamond

Here is a value worth considering—our
SPECIAL low priced *DIAMOND WED-
DING SET" as shown. Beautifully de-
signed solid 10K yellow GOLD rings sot
W ith genuine DIAMONDS—both for only
£$10.05 plus S2.19 tax or either one only
t $3.95 plus $1.19 tax. You receive them on
strict MONEY BACK guarantee and
Iwear them 10 days. If not fully satisfied
your money refunded promptly. We have
thousands of satisfied customers. SEND
NO MONEY—pay postman plus postal fee. Gift box FREE.

Victory Diamond Co)) Dept. TQ-3, Saint ClairsviilOi Ohio

A Heavenly Time

Then at the party, when she danced with
Wilford, and the mayor and other men
made a fuss over her, she was in heaven!
Her heart went out to Wilford with the
force of jet propulsion. And when he kissed
her good night, telling her he wanted to see
her again, her cup of joy was full.

She felt that Jim would understand.
Hadn’t he said he wanted her to be happy?
And she did think a lot of him— only it
might be so long before he could give her
what Wilford could!

Several days passed. Everytime the
phone rang she hoped it was Wilford, but
he had told her he had a big deal on for a
few days and would call her to celebrate
with him when he had closed it. Jim had
called on her, but she had told him she was
too tired to go to the movies.

On the following Friday afternoon, Fate
stepped into the picture— luckily for Bon-
nie. A girl brought in an evening paper.
Handing it to Bonnie, the girl said:

“This will interest you. It involves your
best customer. What a false alarm she is!”

Disillusion

The headline struck Bonnie with the
force of a thunderbolt: “Husband and
wife, masquerading as brother and sister,
arrested in confidence game.”

And Bonnie read on: “Gladys Delong
and her husband Wilford Delong of High
Street, believed by friends to be brother
and sister, were arrested today in a stock
swindle, accused of trying to extort money
from Councilman Briggs, brother of Mayor
Briggs. L

Bonnie could read no further. She al-
most fainted. Her dream had been shat-
tered.

Jim called at her home later. He was
worried at seeing her so upset, but she
did not tell him what was the trouble..

He tried to cheer her up. “You’ll be all
right, sweetheart,” he said. “You’'ve been
working too hard and standing on your feet
all day. | want to take you out of that,
and now | will be able to. I've just secured
a big contract, and on my own too. Some
people thought | would have to depend
upon IV cousin, Senator Blackston .. . but
| swore | would not depend on pull to make
good.”

Bonnie looked at him blankly. “Senator
Blackston is your cousin?” she gasped.

IMPORTANT NOTICE

Wartime paper rationing makes it impos-
sible to print enough copies of this magazine to
meet the demand. To be sure of getting YOCU
copy, place a standing order with your regular

i newsdealer.



“Yes, | never told you before because |
promised my father before he died that I'd
be a self-made man like he was. My

mother, the Senator’s aunt, was rich and
sometimes people thought my father
wouldn’'t have succeeded without her

money. But he did— and so will I.

“Oh, Jim, I'm so happy,” cried Bonnie,
realizing what a little fool she had been.
W hy, Senator Blackston was real— -the kind
of person she longed to know.

True Values

Jim must have sensed her thoughts, for
he added: “Yes, honey— now we can go to
some of the Senator’s parties. He has in-
vited me, many times— but | hesitated until
| was ready. And | wantyou to go with me
next Tuesday. We can announce our en-
gagement there and the papers will give us
a big write-up. Will you, darling?”

It was as though heaven had opened up
and she suddenly had been crowned a prin-
cess. She rushed to Jim and almost smoth-
ered him with her kisses. And in her heart
there was a silent prayer of thanksgiving
that she had not made a fool of herself
with Wilford, who might have ruined her
life.

She was lucky indeed. She had learned
true values before it was too late. Fate
was good and she vowed she would be a
real wife to a real man!

(Turn page)
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Earn C. G A Dayred. Earn
business or HOME,lull or spare ume inyour own vocatlonal
«n«f PersonakPrabiem:ServioeSuocessful experts show you
NOW.3000 word illustrated lesson and GRAPHO ANALYST

ActwTaf.d CASK SENEFITS
]

AMAZING NEW fSA Utatal LOSS Of LIFE
mDEALpolicy AN '

LIUSS at SIGHT!
AProvides all-around protection,
wih for almost every emergency! S >
twued by old-Une LEGAL RESERVE
y tar ACODENT DISUNITY <o
Company, yet actually costs less (at* ap t* SO ninthly far
than $1 a month Protection you t*»f as 24 meitlhil

*>eed at a price you con afford! * >m

Pay* for ANY and ALL Ac-
cidvnU, ALL Common Sick* far SICGKNESS DISAIIITY at
TIEBMI, as provided, oven minor rati uwp to $109 maiiMy fata*
Injuria*. Disability benefit*paid from lanj as 3 mtnthif
£rst day. Nowaiting period. NO, thi*
la NOT the nrual "limited" policy.
NO jokers NO trick clause*, It's
extra liberalf

fir HOSPITAL EXPENSES at
« rtsull at althir sf<kn*tl at
*10 MEDICAL EXAMINATION

Policy latued BY MAIL at big savings. Aa<* 15 to
69. Actual policy aant for 10 DAYS' FREE EXAMINA-
TION Write lor it today. No coat! No obligation! No
aalciman will call. U*« coupon below. Do it todays
Provide for tomorrow f

FREE 10-Day Inspection Coupon

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE COM PANY*
44AH Service Life Bldg, Omaha 2, Nebr.

Without coat or obligation, send your GOLD SEAL $I-A-MONTH »
Policy lor JO DAYS' FREE INSPECTION. K

I Name—
-Age-
City-
2 Beneficiary—

E A DETECTIVE

K OME or TRAVEL. Experience unnecessary.
TECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to
O, H. T. WAGNER, 125 W. 8Gth St,, N. Y.

%h School Course

Many Finish in 2 Years

0 as rs pfdly as your time and abilities permit. Course

I uivalent to resident school work—prepare* for college

entrance exams. Standard H.S. texts supplied. Diploma.
|\ CreditX<?f.EL S. Robjacts already completed. Single subjects ifd

Amerlcan School, Dept. H.-33JJ, Orexef at 58th,Chicago37

M dv mcement in
AJ stry aNl apped all znur
Ufe. Be a chounl graduate. tart yoar tra inin*

oney analyzing handwriting,

. ADDRESS A.t.G.A.. INC., 113. JOPLIN, WO.r

SELL COUNTER CARD PRODUCTS
Build a goed-payin* basinece of your owns
Call on dealers of aH kinds; ehew nationally*
advertised Aapfrla Vitamfoo, Coametlca and
200 other peceealtfee Big 60 and 10c retail
packagrea high quality; “Attractive counter
dlaDtaya sell goodsfast* Ftosbook givenamta-
in® foots; WT.

Wefs Mels @, G BH e hi



FREE OFFER

lor FALSE TEETH

Apply CKOWN RELINXR. In a Jiffy Your plate fit* like new
end atiya that way up to 4 month*. No old fashioned heating to
burn your mouth. Jumt g R

C . . is guaranteed . . .
if* harmless. NOT A POWDER OR paste! If not satisiiod, ©v*n
after 4 months, return partly used tube for full refund.

MMNER TIGHTEN* fALS* TEETH OR NO COST, rerfort for
Partial*, Lowers and Upper*. AT YOUR DRUGGIST OR ORDER DIRECT,

3. Clements ®f Algoa«c wrlt#«r “M

tes woro so bad they rattled when

l'ed. Now | ran eat *tesk», corn on
the cob." e me your plates with
CROWN. It’s tasteless.” Has that natural
ink color. Order h tube of CROWN
crUNFP toda . , en
y«=ir. We Include FREE a tube of
CRAV-N' i late cleaner. SIND NO MONEY.
Just rend name and acidr«*s. Pay post-
man Jt1.00 for combination, plus ap-
proximately am* po”Tage, or aerd cash
and 'vo pay postage. Act at one© anti

*Jl ROWRKT lastlcs

4366 W. Philadelphia Ave. Detroit 4, Mien.

Read
POPULAR LOVE
Every lIssue!
O”~eep O Id (jlo ry

v oo ¥

Buy
UNITED STATES
WAR SAVINGS

BOmSaodSTAMPS
EVERY PAYDAY!

Have you a number 4 or 5in your Num-
bergraph ? If you have, then profit by the
true stories of Doris Perry and Bonnie
Duvane. You don’t have to be born in April
or May to have the influence of numbers 4
and 5, for these numbers may apply to your
day and year of birth.

QUESTIONS AND ANSV/ERS

Dear Sylvion : Would | have better luck with a
bo¥ born "April 3, 1922, than with one born May 8,
1021? | was born August 5 1924—Helen H|(J(yn$.

Dear Miss Higgins: You would have better
number harmony with the boy born May 8§,
1921, as you have two numbers in common and
belong to the same family of numbers.

Dear Sylvion: | expect to be married in June.

What, daté would be the best for me to set the wed-
ulna? | was born September 5, 1925.—Mart) Cantrell.

Dear Miss Cantrell: The most favorable dates
in June would be the 4th, 5th, 8th, 13th, 14th,
17th, 22nd, 23rd or 26th. Best of all would be

the 22nd.
Dear Sylvion : | expect a baby in July. What
wl ulci be a good name for him or her, based on the

birthdates o m}/ husband and myself, as enclosed?
— Jye. JanemWilsey.

Dear Mrs. Wilsey: Better to wait until the
birthdate of your child and then base the name
on the child’s birthdate as shown by your Num-
bergraph name chart.

Dear Sylvion: Is it really important to arrange

your nameé in harmony with” your birthdate?—Ww in-
nie McClain.

Dear Miss McClain: More than a hundred
prominent actors think so, because they have
done it.

l)oa.r Sylvion: | was born September 3, 1926. Is
['?y name, Juliet Brown, in good harmony?—Juliet

rown.

Dear Miss Brown: It would be better to spell
your first name as Juliette.—Sylvion.

Love Numerology Deportment
Care of POPULAR LOVE
10 East 40tli Street, New York 16, N. YV,

| am sending for my authentic FREE NU-
MEROLOGY READING and NUMBERORAPH.
containing a full analysis and my personal
triangle and birth number, | am enclosing a

self-addressed stamped envelope.

SPECIAL FREE OFFER!
Clip, Sign and Mall in This Coupon Today!
. Forel'gn reagers are required_ to send Interna-
tional Reply Coupons or American Stamps,



POPULAR LOVT:

MEN

This Horseshoe
Ring, Handmade,
Hand - engraved,
inlaid with simu-
lated pearl, is a
KNOCKOUT!
Shoeandshank of
everlasting Monel
Metal is

GUARANTEED 20 YEARS
Supply is limited ... rush your order.” SEND NO
MONEY. Pay Postman only $3.85, tplus excise tax

and Emmge. Return for refund io five days if not
delighted. State size. Address: 429.h
AMERICAN JEWELRY CO.. Wheeling, W. Va.
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ENLARGEMENT
o fyou* Fauortfe Pho'o
FROM FAMOUS HOLLYWOCD ALM STUDICS

Jnst to trot acquainted we wiil' make &beauti-
ful 5 x 7 enlargement of an? picture or nega-
tive. Be sure to include color of hair, eyca and
clothing and get our bargain offer for having
your enlargement beautifully hand colored in
oil and mounted in your choice of handsomo
frames. I'lcase enclose 10c and your original
picture or negative will be returned with tha

AlakeAnyArt/cle

Don't pay biff price*

for luminous articles;

Make your own! Sell

at- biff "profit or keep m

for -your pleasure.

With™ our complete

outfit and confidca- *

tial instructions, ita

easy! Astroke of the

brush—any articlo

glows in.the dark like

magic! Lasts indefi-

nitely. Absolutel

harmless. "Hundreds

of uses.. Use on ties,

flowers, jewelry, bouse Send name, ad-
numbers, furniture, dress, ;i%/ post-
pictures, statues, toys, man $1.00 pin*
etc. Order NOW! Stp-  postal charges;
ply limited. Money- Send eaah, wd
pack guarantee. pay postage.

UTE-CLO. Dept. 316-LE, Topeka, Kan.

C LEARN MEAT CUTTING
At Home —In Spare Time
Get Into the vital merit industr% Concise, practi-

cal Homo Training based on 25 years proven in-
struction method used at National's famous resi-

| postpaid. Act now! LimitZto a customer.

HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS
7021 Sonia Monica Blvd., Dept. 620, Hollywood, Calif.

STAMMER?

This_new 123-page book, “Stammering,
Its Cause and Correction.” describes ﬂgse
Bogue Unit Method for scientific
correction of stammering and
stuttering — successful for 44

years. Free—-no obligation.

Beniamin N. Bogue, Dept. 4253, Circle
Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.

It’s the patented filter with its 66 mesh-
screen baffles, that whirlcools the smoke
—retains flakes and slugs—absorbs
moisture—minimizes raw mouth and
tongue bite. When filter is discolored, it
has done its job. Discard it and put in a
fresh one—costs only ONE CENT. En-
joy the benefits of Frank Medico Pipe,
Cigarette and Cigar Holders.

JL WITH BOX
OF FILTERS/ffifif/

dent school. Prepares Kou for bigger pay as Meat
Cutter, supervisor, market manager or more money
in your own store. Go as rapi B/ as your spar®
time permit*. Diploma. .Start NOW to” turn your

spare hours into money. S'-nd for FKKK bulletin today. No obligatio(nJA

National School of Meat Gutting, Inc,, Dept. TG-8, Toledo 4,

TOMBSTONES
DIRECT TO YOU $Q95

Genuine beautiful ROCKDALE
Monuments, Markers._ Satisfae- ©OEASY
tion or mosey back, freight paid. TEp Me
Free catalog. Compare our prices.

Rockdaie Monument Co., Dept.499, Joliet,lII.

REMOVABLE FILTER
IS THE HEART OF

6EKOINE FILTERS I‘fgﬂ%ﬁ[ﬁl é{n rﬁ
FOR MEDICO
PACKED ONLY IN THIS
RED ( DUCK SOX



Cioming eut of the Armed Forces and Into
civilian life is reconversion, too.

Many of the more than a million Americans
honorably discharged from the Services in
this war have found the answer In I.C, S.
Courses.

1.C. S. Courses are being studied, too, by
thousands of soldiers, sailors, marines and
coast guards who are thinking ahead to to-
morrow while fighting magnificently today.

With I.C. S. training It Isn't necessary to
go back to the same old rut of before the war.
Nor will you find very many I. C. S. graduates
unemployed at any time.

That’s brause I. C. S. training is practical,
thorough, authoritative... and there’s always
a need for men so trained in industry and
business.

Mail the coupon NOW for complete
information |

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 3970-C, SCRANTON 9. PENNA.

Without cost or obligation,

Ale Conditioning and
Plumbing Courses

please send me full
Electrical Courses
O Electrical Drafting
3 Air Conditioning O Electrical Engineering
T Heeling Q Plumbing O Power Bouse Electyio
J Refrigeration Q Steam Fitting O Practical Electrician
Chemistry Courses SPfaCUCﬂ' Telephony
3 Chemical Engineering Telegraph Engineering
3 Chemistry, Analytiial Internal Combustion
3 Chemistry, Industrial Engines Courses
3 Chemistry. Mfg. Iron. & Steel C Auto Technician
3 Petroleum Refining _0O Plastic* O Dietcl-Eleetvic
3 Pulp and Paper Making D Diesel Engines
Civil Engineering. Archi- Mechanical Courses
tectural and Mining Course* n Aeronautical Engineering

Cj Aviatio

particulars about the course before which |

O Gas Kuziaes

have marked X:
O Testa* Designing
D Woolen MtauXacturi-ng

Business and
Academic Course*
C3 Aooounting 0 Advertising
O Arithmetic O Bookkeeping
G Busineaa Correspondence
O Busincae Management
jii Certified Public Accounting
D College Preparatory
D Commercial
CoatAccounnng
BFedera
First Year Collogs

D Ship Drafting

G Ship Fitting

C Shop Practice

G Steel Mill Worker*

O Tool Designing

O Welding, Gao end Electrie
Radio Courses

D Electronics

O Radio. General

G Radio Operating

O Radio Servicing
Railroad Couriers

O Air Brake O Car Inspector

er

3 Architectural Drafting

3 Architecture

3 Bridge and Building Foreman;
3 Building Estimating

O Airplane Drafting

D Plight Engineer

O Foundry Work

O Heat Treatment cf Metals

JCivil Engineering O Coed Minin* D Industrial F.r-jc.neerinfi

3 Contracting and Building

3 Highway Engineering

3 Lumber Dealer

j Reading Structural Blueprint#
3Sanitary Engineering
3Structural Drafting

D Industrial Metallurgy

O Mechanical Drafting

O Mechanics! En%(lneering|
D Mold-Loft

O Patteruroaking

C Reading Shop Blueprints

O Locomotive Engine
(3 Locomotive Fireman *
0 Railroad Section Foreman
Steam Engineering Courses
(3 Boilermahiag
O Combustion Engineering
O Engine Running
O Marine Engineering
C Steam Electrio
£3Steam Engine*
Textila Course*

Foreroaaahip
renc

Q Good English
O Iligh School
O Higher Mathematics’
O Illuatratiug
D Motor Traffic
O Poatal Service
D Salesmanship
D Secretarial

D Sign Lettering O”Spaniah

J Structural Engineering D Sheet-Metal DruRing O Colton Manufacturing O Stenograph
3 Surveying and Mapping [0 Sheet-Metal Worker O Rayon Weaving G Trafﬁg Mpanyagemem
Aame Age. .. Tor"eAdare*t e e e
Present Working
Cttg. State position......... *Hours AM. to...... J*M
Canadian rcMdniU- send cou-pm to International Cortes rurience Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada.
di-iCsii residents said coupon to | 1 Kinpsioag, London, W. C. t, England.

DISCOUNT TO DISCHARGED VETERANS —SPECIAL TUITION RATES FOR MEMBERS OF THE ARMED FORCES



NOW IS THE TIME TO
PROTECT THE FUTURE
OF YOUR LOVED ONES

be wise, be considerate,

« Don’t condemn those you love to struggle and
hardship when you pass on! Foresight ma&grevent
heartbreak and suffering, so be wise... PREPARE
NOW to assure the comfort and well-being of

those near and dear to you! You may do so easily and
economically with a PIONEER TRIPLE INDEMNITY POLICY PAYS
LIFE INSURANCE POLICY, reliablv backed bv stron for

Legal Reserves. Think of your loved ones! Look ahead!
LOSS of LIFE

ONLY A FEW PENNIES A DAY MAY EASE DUE TO
THE BURDEN FOR YOUR LOVED ONES!

A difficult readjustment period often follows the loss of @
a loved one. It is even harder when finances are un- A N Y

certain. But a dependable TRIPLE INDEMNITY Policy

can be a vital help in such time of distress with CASH ~ ====------ NO OCCUPATIONAL------mmem-
Benefits of as much as $3,000.00! Yet, this remarkable RESTRICTIONS!
protectlon costs only $1 a month—afew pennies a day! There are no restrictions on the occupation ofa Policyholder.

Persons engaged in any legitimate and usual means of

i fiving, Il as retired . h i d
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION— NO RED TAPE!  CEiard % e diibie. Live o travel whers you wish, with-
This liberal Policy is surprisin Iy easy to own! All per- out restrictions, asgenerously provided in the Policy!
sons in good health between the ages of 1 day ana 70
years are eIi_gfibIe to make application. All business is THIS POLICY IS NOT CONTESTABLE!
done by mail. You decide for yourself. No Medical . TRIPLE INDEMNITY Policy contains valuable
Examination. No Agent will call . . « No Collectors. [ncontestability Clause. Be sure to learn about this

protection! You will not be under any obligation.
FREE INSPECTION! SEE FOR YOURSELF!
See for yourself the very generous Benefits provided bv MAIL THISCOUPON TODAY!

this Policy! Duriiig the 10 day FREE Inspection perioa,

you are privileged to give the actual Policy a thorough,
careful examination before making your final decision. glzgygﬁ)ﬁelglFédé\lsgsﬁ(%(ﬁf ](jj? I
Please send me FREE Information on your |
SEND NO MONEY! Triple Indemnity Policy.
You are requested not to send a single penny at this time.
Just be sure to mail the coupon or write for FREE Infor- NAME......coii i, - _

mation. Tomorrow may be too late—DO IT NOW!
ADDRESS |

PIONEER LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY  city scsTATE

. P . . Fill'in coupon. Clip and paste to
8284 Pioneer Bmldlng 4 ROCkaI’d, Illinois immmmm mPc;st;ICaurlc):Jorm;‘i)Iin er?velope.mll!lll“




BIRTHSTONE

RIN ft

Remover and Cleaner.”

A R Mlnc
Choice of Dainty
Heart Locket or
Round Holly,
wood Remem-
braﬂce Lockeft
with  space for
~rd ’) 0 pictures of loved
ones.  Beautiful-
ly embossed 18-
inch chain. GIV-
EN for selling
only 10 boxes of
“Gold Crown
,Spot Remover
and Cleaner."
REPLICA
PEARL =is
RINGS
Button type Irides-
q‘r cent Replica PEARL
SemiTNNO Money Now Ilke EARRINGS half
thminamIN of other* do and inch size. g vEN
Ret cash or valuable Rift* Much for selling
an billfolds, scissors, games, 10 boxes.
bracelets, rinRM, lockets. Jew-
§ ! inches high.  Lifelike
elry, hosiery and other pre- DOLL i
miums that are easily yours. Sim-

ply send the coupon nnd tell us
what gift you would like to earn.
The gift you select is given to
you promptly and sent postpaid
for selling just a few boxes of
“Gold Crown

Spot Remover and Cleaner"
25c each and returning the.

nationally known

money collected as explained
in our free catalog sent
with your first

net.

hair and colorlng Dressed
in colored print and felt bon

GIVEN for selling only
10 boxes and remitting as
explained in free catalog.

MEN'S NECKTIE

Attractive

designs

at

in lively colors.
GIVEN for sell-

ing only 5
boxes.

order.

H,re's your lucky ch.ucc/ Friendship RING

valuable, 9in-1”

gift. Your friends, rela-
tives and neighbors
all need “Gold Crownj

Sterling Silver “True*
Love-and-Friendship" Ring.
Hands actually clasp and un-
clasp. Given

SHEER
RAYON
HOSIERY

lock seam fash-
ion. Ring free.
Every pair gives
excellent wear,

and is sent
the size you
specify.  Given
for selling only 5
boxesof“Gold Crown
rSpot Remover and
Cleaner” and returning

the money collected.

Send today as premium supplies are limited

Spot Remover and g%;e:ve"mg 10
that

saves many, many |
dollars in dry |

cleaning bills. |

Repeat orders j

bring cash

nrpttpr

This
CcoM

BDRESSER SET

consisting  of
RUSH

_ i i and  MIRROR in
beautiful gift box given for selling 10 boxes of “Gold Crown
Spot Remover and Cleaner" as explained in our catalog

Enclose this coupon in an envelope or paste it on a postcard and =
send it to GOLD CROWN PRODUCTS. Dept, f-361

lowa, for

Just send the coupon for your order to start. J

PRODUCTS

Dept. i«36!

. Jefferson,

lowa

order to start.

GIFT
Wanted



