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THE GREAT FIELD OF OPPORTUNITY
PLASTICS ENGINEERS AND TECHNICIANS NEEDED 
IN NOT ONE BUT MANY CLASSES OF INDUSTRY

•  L eaders in  science an d  in d u stry  have long been saying, “K eep your eye on  P lastics.” 
B u t now  th e  tim e  fo r action  h a s  a rrived . T he fu tu re  of huge possibilities h a s  a lready  
begun. D evelopm ents in  P lastics fo r  h u n d red s of w artim e uses h av e  se t th e  pace for 
revo lu tionary  changes in  peacetim e p roduction  of th o u sa n d s  of p roducts.

THIS IS YOUR 
BIG CHANCE

T oday th e re ’s a big need  in  v ita l w ar p roduction  fo r those  who 
are  tra in e d  in  P lastics. F rom  one to  a  h u n d red  artic les  m ade 
of P lastics m u st be supplied  fo r every m a n  in  ou r figh ting  
forces. S ta r t  tra in in g  now in  P lastics E ngineering, in  spare  

tim e in  your own hom e. F it  yourself fo r a responsible, w ell-pa id  position . Help 
to  w in Victory. And a t  th e  sam e tim e you will be p rep a rin g  fo r  even g rea te r  oppor
tu n itie s  w hen  th e  w ar is over. ,
T here  is scarcely  a n  in d u stry  in  w hich  these  so-called  “m iracle  m a te ria ls” will n o t 
p lay  a n  im p o rta n t p a r t. A fter th e  w ar m an y  old m ateria ls , m ethods a n d  skills will 
be replaced. Acquire th e  a ll- im p o rta n t “know  how.”i © e in  a  position  to  step  in to  
one of th e  key jobs.

YOU CAN LEARN 
WHILE YOU EARN

T u rn  a t  least p a r t  of your leisure tim e in to  m oney. Q ualify  a t  
hom e fo r a  la rg e r incom e in  a n  in te re s tin g  career. Build 
g rea te r  secu rity  fo r your fu tu re  in  a  voca tion  th a t  loom s large 
on  th e  horizon  of th e  new  in d u stria l era . H ours you m igh t 

o therw ise w aste can  p u t you well on  your way tow ard  la s tin g  success,
I t ’s easy to  find  o u t ab o u t P lastics tra in in g . To get deta ils  an d  outline of s tudy  p re
pared  by specialists, an d  about th e  school th a t  h as  helped  th o u sa n d s  to  success 
du ring  th e  p as t 46 years, w rite us o r check an d  m ail th e  coupon. S end today . T he 
sooner you ta k e  th is  easy

- STUDY TRAINING SINCE 1897step, th e  sooner you will 
reach  your goal an d  rea p  the  
r ich  rew ards.

AM ER IC AN  S C H O O L O FFER S  
C O M P L E T E  T R A IN IN G  S ER VIC E 

IN M AN Y SUBJECTS
You w ho h ave n o t com pleted  h igh  
school or have m issed  vocational tra in 
in g  in  college, and w h o  can n ot spare  
tim e to  go  aw ay to  school, can  com plete  
your education  in your choice o f  m any  
subjects. Several o f  these are  listed  in. 
the coupon a t  r igh t. Check th e  subject 
in w hich  ypu are  in terested , fill in  your 
nam e and address, c lip  and  m a il the 
coupon today.

AMERICAN SCHOOL

Take This First Easy Step
V CHECK, CLIP AND MAIL COUPON NOW

|  . Dept. G-858. Drexel at 58th Street, Chicago 37

|  AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. G-858, Drexel a t 58th, Chicago 37, III.
I Without obligation, Please send FREE and postpaid, bulletin and details
■ ■ of the Subjects checked.
I pPLASTICS ENG’R C A ccountlng and □ D raftin g  and Design
■ □  R efrigeration C-’.P.A. for M en and W om en
I □A rchitectu re DCost A ccou n tin g DRadio
|  and B uild ing for M anufacturing D H igh School
•  OPractlcal P lum b in g  O Bookkeeping DAlr C ond ition in g
I □A u tom otive DPrlvate Secretary ^ S h ip b u ild in g
a Engineering □  D iesel Engineering D M echanicat Eng.
I  DAvlatlon D rafting □Surveying Sc Topo* O Shop M anagem ent
■ DAvlatlon graphical D rafting □ T ool M aking
•  D Busiuess D Sheet M etal D B ctter Forem anshlp
•  '  M anagem ent Pattern D rafting Q M achine Shop
^  * □Electrical Engineering O perations

Name..................................................................................Occupation..............
Address.................................................................................................................... Age...................

I CUu...................................... State.
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LOVE SAILS THE SEA
By MONA FARNSWORTH

Treachery, intrigue and heartbreak stalk the decks 
when courageous Honesty takes over a Coast 
Guardsman s fishing boat for the duration— and 
sees the job through despite all obstacles! • • • 15
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6Delightful Short Stories
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Cathy tried to make Lieutenant M at hens jealous, hut—
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F.ttny Baker distrusts lore—-and can't forget her suspicions

RETURN ENGAGEMENT . . . . Tugar De Pass
Nant'x’s pride almost cot the better of her
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J. E. SMITH. President, 
National Radio Institute 

Established 28 Years 
He has directed the training 
of more men for the Radio 
Industry than anyone else.

You  Build  These and M any  
Other Radio Circuits  

W ith Kits I Supply!
By the time you've conducted 60 sets of Ex
periments with Radio Parts I supply—have 
made hundreds of measurements and adjust
ments—you’ll have had valuable PRACTI
CAL experience.More Radio Technicians and Operators 

Now Make $50 a Week Than Ever Before
I  will send you a sample Lesson. "Getting Acquainted 
with Receiver Servicing," to show you how practical 
It is to train for Radio at home in spare time. It’s a 
valuable lesson. Study it—keep it—use it—without 
obligation! And with this Lesson I'll send my 64- 
page illustrated book. "Win Rich Rewards in Radio.'* 
It describes many fascinating jobs Radio offers, ex
plains how N.R.I. trains you at home for good pay in 
Radio!

Big Demand Now for Weil-Trained 
Radio Technicians, Operators

There’s a big shortage today of capable Radio Tech
nicians and Operators. Fixing Radios pays better now 
than for years. With new Radios out of production, 
fixing old sets, which were formerly traded in, adds 
greatly to the normal number of servicing jobs. 
Broadcasting Stations, Aviation and Police Radio, 
and other Radio branches are scrambling for Opera
tors and Technicians. Radio Manufacturers, now 
working on Government orders for Radio equipment, 
employ trained men. The Government, too, needs hun
dreds of competent civilian and enlisted Radio men 
and women. Then, think of the NEW jobs that Tele
vision. Electronics and other Radio Developments will 
open after the war.

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 
a Week EXTRA in Spare Time

The moment you enroll for my Course I start send
ing you EXTRA MONEY JOB SHEETS that show 
how to earn EXTRA money fixing Radios. Many make 
$5, $10 a week EXTRA in spare time while still 
learning. I send you SIX big kits of real Radio parts. 
You LEARN Radio fundamentals from my lessons— 
PRACTICE what you learn by building typical cir
cuits like those illustrated on this page—PROVE what 
you learn by Interesting tests on the circuits you build.

Mail Coupon for Free Lesson and Book
The opportunity the war has given beginners to get 
started in Radio may never be repeated. So take the 
first step at once. Get my FREE Lesson and 64-page, 
Illustrated book. No obligation—no salesman will call. 
Just mail coupon in an envelope or paste it on a penny 
postal.—J. E. SMITH, President. Dept. 3M09, 
National Radio Institute, Washington 9. D. C.

You build this STT- 
P B B H B T B R O -  
DYNE C IR C U IT  
containing a prese- 
le c to r  oscillator- 
mixer-first detector, 
1- f. stage, diode- 

graKaak detector-a. ▼. o.
stage and audio 
stage. It will bring 
in  local and distant 

^  stations. Get the 
thrill of learning at home evenings and spare 
time while you put the set through fascinat
ing testa!

These Men
BUS,NE8S

I w P i l l i l  “For several years 
1 have been ,n 
business for my- 
s e l f  m a k i n g  

reaapgjgffl around $200 a 
IffljBfPf'nl month. Business 
W S m has steadily in- 

creased. I have 
I N.R.I. to thank for my start 

in this field.’’ ARLIE J. 
FROEHNER, 800 W. Texas 
Aye., Goose Creek, Texas. 

$5 TO $10 A WEEK IN 
SPARE TIME 

*T am engaged 
in spare time 
Radio work. I 
average from $5 f 
to $10 a week. I 
often w i s he d -  affirm 
that I had en- 
rolled sooner.
All this extra 
money sure  
does come in handy.** 
THEODORE K. DuBREB, 
Horsham. Pa.

LIEUTENANT IN 
^SIGNAL C0RP3 

„  . "I cannot divulgeany information 
«  : as to my type of

You b u i l d  this
MEASURING IN-
STRUMENT your- l
self early In the
Course, useful for
p r ao t i oa l  Radio
work on neighbor- sra %
hood Radios to pick
up EXTRA spare W $
time money. It 18 *** / ,
a v a c u u m  tube . .
multimeter measures volta, currents, resist
ance. receiver output.

Building this A. 
M. S I G N A L  
G E N E R A T O R  
will give you val
uable experience. 
Provides ampli
tude - modulated 
signals for teat 
and experimental 
purposes.

work but I can 
m m m  say that N.R.I.

training la com- 
ing in mighty 
h a n d y  t h e s e  

m  frigiBB days.”  ( N a m e  
and a d d r o s a 

omitted for military reasons.)

Men likely to go. into mili
tary service, soldiers, sail
ors. marines, should mail 
the Coupon now! Learning 
Radio helps Service Men 
get extra rank, extra pres
tige, more interesting du
ties. MITCH HIGHER 
PAY. Also, prepares for 
good Radio jobs.

J .  E . S M IT H , P r e s id e n t , D e p t . 8MOO,
N a t io n a l R a d io  I n s t itu te ,  W a s h in g to n  9 , D . C.
Mail me FREE without obligation. Sample Lesson and 64-page book, 
Rich Rewards in Radio.’’ (No salesman will call. Write plainly.)

Name...  
Address. 
C ity .... State.

Good For Both 64 PAGE BOOK 
SAMPLE LESSON



MUSIC LESSONS

FOUND ACCORDION EASY
“I’ve alw ays w anted to p lay th e p iano  
accordion,” w rites *H. E . fr o m  C anada. 
“But thought I ’d never learn it. Then  
I read about your lessons. I don’t 
know how  to  exp ress m y sa tisfaction .”

LEARNED QUICKLY 
AT HOME

“ I didn’t  dream I could 
actually  learn to  play  
w ith out a teacher. . . . 
I  had alw ays heard it  
couldn’t  be done. You  
can im agine m y sur
p rise w hen a fter  3 or 4 
w eek s I found I could  
p lay real tunes. N ow  
w hen I play people w ill 
hardly believe th at I 
learned to play so w ell 
in  so short a  tim e. A ny  
person w ho tak es your 
piano course and stud
ie s  i t  cannot help but 
learn to p lay.”

*H . C. S . , t 
C alifo rn ia

You, too, can learn to play your favorite instrument 
— quickly, easily— right in your own hom e!

BEST METHOD BY FAR
'‘Enclosed is  m y last exam ination  sheet 
for m y course in Tenor Banjo. T his com
pletes m y course. I  have taken  lessons 
before under teachers, but m y instruc
tions w ith you w ere by far  the best.” 

— +A. O ., M in n . 
* Actual pupils’ names on request. Pictures by 
professional models.

SIMPLE AS A-B-C
Vet it 's  from the famous "M erry Widow" Waltz

YO U  S A Y  you’d  love to  learn m usic 
but can’t afford a p rivate teacher ? 
Then listen  to th is  . . . Y ou can  

now  learn to  p lay your favorite  in 
strum ent— as thousands o f  others 
have—for L E SS T H A N  S E V E N  
C E N T S  A  D A Y  ! A nd that sm all sum  
covers everything— includ ing sheet 
m u sic ! It doesn’t  take long, either. 
Y ou can learn to  p lay quicker than  
you ever dream ed p ossib le!

Learn to play by playing Real Tunes
Y es, th a t’s exactly  w hat you do. 

From  the start you actually play 
fam iliar m elodies. A s you m aster one, 
you go  on to  another.

H ow  is  it  possib le? W ell, you  
learn  by a m odern m ethod that 
does aw ay w ith  humdrum scales  

and exercises. Y ou spend  
your tim e p lay in g  in ter
estin g  p ieces from  real 

“  notes. I t ’s really F U N
learn in g to p lay th is  mod
ern w ay— it m akes prac
tic in g  a  pastim e instead  
o f  a  bore. More than  750,- 
000 pupils have en
rolled for th is  am azing  
course.

A Sound Method
T he secret o f  th is  m ethod th a t has  

taught thousands to  p lay is sim ple. 
I t ’s  based on th e fa ct th a t the les
sons not only  
te ll you w hat to  
do, in  the printed  
i n s t r u c t i o n s .
They actually  
show  you— w ith  
large, clear p ic
tures— w hat po
sition s to  take—  
every m ove to  
m ake. Y ou read  
how  to  p lay a  
tune —  you see  
how  to  p lay it— then  you play it  and  
hear how  it goes. A  teacher at your 
side couldn’t m ake i t  m ore clear.
Print and Picture Sample — FREE

I f  you’re really  in terested  in learn
in g  m usic quickly and easily— and w ith  
little expense, send for our Free Book
let and Free P r in t and P ictu re Sam ple 
today. D on’t  w a it. F ill in th e coupon  
now — checking your favorite  instru
m ent. U . S. School o f  M usic, 29411 
Brunsw ick  Bldg., N ew  Y ork 10, N . Y . 
Forty-fifth  year. (E st. 1898.)

N O TIC E
Please don’t confuse 
the U, S. School of 
Music method with 
any system of teach
ing music "by ear” 
or by trick charts. 
Our method teaches 
you to play by ac
tual notes—not by 
any trick or num
ber system.

r0: 0. N.Y.~1

From the above d iagram  you can see for yourself 
how easy it  is  to  learn by th is P r in t and P icture  
method. Y ou sim ply look a t the m usic and diagram  
and see w hich notes to  strike. In a  few  m inutes  
you find yourself p lay in g  th e fam ous “Merry 
W idow W altz.”

S. School of Music, 29411 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10,
I am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument checked 

below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet, "How to Learn 
Music at Home," and the Free Print and Picture Sample.

(Do you have instrument? .............................................................................. )
Piano Piano Accordion Tenor Banjo Modern Elementary
Guitar Plain Accordion Ukulele Harmony
Hawaiian Guitar Saxophone Drums & Traps Mandolin
Violin Trumpet, Cornet Trombone Practical Finger
Piccolo Reed Organ Flute Control

Name ....................................
(Please print) ................ i

.................  i

.........  I
|  NOTE! . . .  If you are under 16 years of age parent must sign coupon, j _  —  — — LT stTckTouponi" on^enTTy'TostcardT

Address 

City . . . . S tate.,



The 97 Found
Weakling

— Who became “The World’s 
Most Perfectly Developed Man”

“ I’ll prove that YOU too 
can be a NEW M AN!”

I KNOW , myself, what it means to have the kind of 
body that people pity! Of"course, you wouldn’t  know 
it to look a t me now, but I  was once a skinny weak

ling who weighed only 97 lb s ! I  was ashamed to  strip  for 
Sports or undress for a swim. I  was such a poor specimen 
of physical development th a t I  was constantly self-con
scious and embarrassed. And I  fe lt only H A LF-A LIV E.

Then I  discovered “Dynamic Tension.” I t  gave me a 
body that won for me the title  “W orld’s M ost P erfectly  
Developed Man.”

W hen I  say I  can make you over into a man of g ian t( 
power and energy, I  know what I ’m  talking about. I ’ve1 
seen my new system, “Dynamic T e n s i o n transform  hun
dreds of weak, puny men into Atlas Champions.

Only 15 Minutes a Day
Do you want big, broad shoulders—a fine, powerful; 

chest—biceps like steel—arm s and legs rippling w ith1 
muscular strength—a stomach ridged w ith bands of sin
ewy muscle—and a build that you can be proud of? Then 
just give me the opportunity to prove that “Dynamic 
Tension" is what you need.

No “ifs,” “ands,” or “maybes.” Just te ll me where you 
want handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and 
flabby? Or skinny and gawky? Are you short-winded, 
pepless? Do you hold back and let others walk off w ith 
the prettiest girls, best jobs, etc.? Then w rite for details 
about “Dynamic Tension” and learn how I can make you 
a healthy, confident, powerful HE-M AN.

"Dynamic Tension” is an entirely  N A TU RAL method. 
Only 15 minutes of your spare time daily is enough to 
show amazing results—and it’s actually  fun! “Dynamic 
Tension” does the work.

Send for FREE BOOK

9 C H A R L E S  * A TL A S ,
/  Dept. 7711,
#  115 East 23rd Street,

0  New York 10, N. Y.
a  I  w a n t th e  p r o o f  th a t  y o u r  sy ste m *  
*  o f  “D yn a m ic  T en s io n "  wi l l  h e lp

*  m a k e  a  N ew  M an o f  m e  —  g iv e  m e  a
* h e a lth y , h u s k y  b o d y  a n d  b ig  m u sc u 

la r  d ev e lo p m e n t. S en d  m e  y o u r
fr e e  b o o k , “E v e r la s t in g  H e a lth  an d  

S tr e n g th .”

N am e.
(Please print or write plainly.)

Mail the coupon right now for full details and I ’ll send 
you my illustrated  book, “Everlasting H ealth  and 
Strength.*’ Tells all about my "D y- ___ 
namic Tension” method. Shows ac- f  ^ ' ' -a *
tual photos of men I ’ve made into t
Atlas Champions. I t ’s a valuable j 111 |  B  9
book! And it’s F R E E . Send for fM T r f t
your copy today. Mail the coupon / v J r a E t /  *
to  me personally. CH A RLES i  ............................ state
ATLAS, Dept. 7711,115 E ast 23rd 
St., New Y ork 10, N. Y.

A d d r e ss .

□  C h eck  h ere  i f  u n d er  16 fo r  B o o k le t  A



By SYLVION

T HE October girl is influenced by 
Number 10, the true male and fe
male combination. This means that 
companionship is the important thing in her 

life and she should never shut herself in any 
kind of a shell.

She cannot be happy by herself—she is 
born to be a wife. And her outlook on life 
should be ior the welfare of her mate as well 
as herself. Selfishness will make her un
happy and never give her the breaks that 
she is entitled to.

Thus, the give-and-take attitude is to her 
advantage, and from her ehildhood she must 
learn the value of tact and consideration.

When the October girl makes “me first” 
her aim in life, she will end up as a remorse
ful. spinster. She has the courage and the 
independence of a Number 1 girl—but she 
also has the stubbornness of the zero.

She must watch out for phobias which tend 
to groove her mind. When she refuses to 
listen to others or to trust anyone, there is 
no power to produce the warmth which lies 
dormant in her soul. She can be a great 
leader carrying out the purpose of others 
rather than herself.

The Secret of Fellowship
In everything she does, she must think of 

service rather than reward. For after all, 
by giving service one receives happiness. 
That is a fundamental law of spiritual 
strength. And the October girl who has 
found the secret of fellowship is happy.

Jane Macauley was a typical Octobcr-Num- 
ber 10 girl. She had been born in a splen

did family, being the only daughter among 
four brothers.

Perhaps it wasn't entirely her fault that 
she grew up expecting others to give in to 
her and always consider her happiness first. 
Brothers sometimes are too indulgent toward 
their only sister. But even without brothers, 
the October girl has the tendency to think 
of herself first. That is the test which Nature 
gives her before rewarding her.

Thus, when Jane became the sweetheart 
of Ronald Brown, chief engineer in a local 
war plant, she held to her brother complex, 
expecting Ronald to consider her wishes first. 
But Ronald had three sisters and being the 
only boy in the family, he too had received 
more consideration in his youth. So there 
was somewhat of a clash between Jane and 
Ronakl.

Ronald, however, had had a tough time 
of it working his way through college, and 
by these hard knocks had come to realize 
that life was no bed of roses. He had learned 
that teamwork was essential to achievement 
—but he also knew that one sometimes has 
to be cruel to be kind. He loved Jane and 
believed she had a great character. His en
gineering mind made him want to polish her 
to perfection.

Jane Rebels
But Jane refused to be just a machine. 

Their first quarry! came when she told him 
lie treated her like a guinea-pig. His reply 
had been: “guinea-pigs aren't selfish.” They 
hadn't spoken for several days, but finally 

(Continued on page 10)
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. i  /  COYNE Learn»bv-Doing'' Shop Course

[0 * RADIO Operating

GET READY NOW FOR A  GREAT VICTORY FUTURE

War has created tremendous opportunities for men in 
RADIO OPERATING A N D  ELECTRONICS. Here 
is the practical “ Learn-by-D oing”  shop training in 
this big field. N ot by correspondence, but actu a l ex 
perience o n  real R adio and  E lectron ic anparatus.

START NOW-PAY LATER!
I make i t  easy for you to come to Chicago for my I-A  P TC  V 
practical training. Don’t  let lack offmoney hold vou ■ “  V  I  s# r

SEND FOR MY FREE BOOK!
Find out a ll' about the sensational new future for 
Coyne-trained Radio Operators and Industrial Elec
tronic Specialists. M y FREE BOOK is full of photos 
P a *  F K a  and job information. There’s a  place in 
u e i  m e  this vast field for YOU. A ge, lack  of 

experience bars no one. Coyne has been
practical training. Don’t let lack offmoney hold yo_  
back! You can pay tuition AFTER YOU GRADUATE. 
I ’ll even help you secure p art-tim e  work while at 
Coyne to help pay living expenses. M y plan has 
aided thousands — coupon brings com p lete  
details.

Prepares for Gov't License
Many of the better Radio jobs require 
U . S . Govt, license. Coyne has pre
pared hundreds of men for this test.
Our graduates hold good positions in 
broadcast stations, air transport, police 
radio and motion picture studios.

You’ll Receive Personal Instructions on 
Fascinating Radio and Electronic Apparatus
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SONGWRITERS

LOVE NUMEROLOGY
(Continued from page 8)

they made up and agreed not to argue any 
more.

Then another girl came into the picture— 
Grace Doran, who was the secretary to the 
owner of the local plant. Jane was jealous, 
for she had found out that Ronald had called 
at Grace’s house several times. He had been 
seen talking to Grace very seriously on many 
occasions. Jane was suspicious hut said noth' 
fng, although the rivalry was keen.

It came to a head when the Community 
Club ran a contest to decide on the most 
popular girl. It was a matter of getting 
votes through the selling of bonds. It had 
narrowed down between Jane and Grace. 
And here was where Jane pulled a fast one 
—she went to her rich uncle asking him to 
help her. Ronald heard about it and accused 
her of unfair play, because Grace had no 
rich relatives. June snapped back:

"If you care for Grace so much, why don’t 
you help her?”

Jane was sorry the moment she had said 
it, but the damage was done. And as the 
night approached for the decision, Jane held 
enough secret votes to put her over at the 
last moment. She looked around for Ronald. 
He wasn’t there. Neither was Grace.

Songs & poems wanted. NO CHARGE FOR MELODIES. 
Your chance to write a song with writer of “Goodnite Sweet- 
jeart,” “Show Me Way to Go Home/’ “Organ Played At Twi
light.” Send your material today for free exam, and details.
S O N G L A N D  * DEPT. 2 * P. O. BOX 590

Beverly Hills, Californio

Asthma Agony 
Curbed First Day

For Thousands of Sufferers
C h ok in g , g a s p in g , w h e e z in g  B ro n ch ia l A sth m a  a t 

t ac k s  p o iso n  y o u r  s y s te m , ruin y o u r  h ea lth  an d  p u t a 
load  on yo u r  h eart. T h o u sa n d s  q u ic k ly  an d  e a s ily  p a l
lia te  r e cu rr in g  ch o k in g , g a s p in g  B ro n ch ia l A sth m a  
sy m p to m s  w ith  a d o cto r’s  p rescr ip tio n  ca lled  M end aco  
to  h elp  n a tu r e  rem ove th ick  s t r a n g lin g  e x c e ss  m u cu s  
and  p ro m o te  free r  b r ea th in g  and  re stfu l s lee p . M end aco  
is  n ot a sm ok e , d o p e  or in jec t io n . J u s t  p le a sa n t ta s t e 
le s s  ta b le ts . Iron  c la d  g u a ra n tee— m o n ey  b ack  u n less  
s a tis fa c to r y . M end aeo  is  only 6 0 f  a t  d r u g g is ts .

Beaten by Selfishness
Jane realised she had lost. Her selfishness 

had beaten her. She had gained the title, 
but had lost love. And as the last call was 
made from the platform for the turning in 
of votes, Jane came to her final test.

Should she let her brother turn in those 
votes? No—she would be a good sport. 
She’d give them to Grace and then go away 
for a visit with her uncle. She could take it.

So she gave her winning votes to Grace. 
There were tears in her eyes. But then 
something happened. Ronald and Grace, ac- 
companied by the Chief of Police, stepped 
to the platform.

(Continued on page 12)

BACK THE ATTACK— WITH WAR BENDS!
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Can You Grasp This Opportunity?

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A  Correspondence Institution

Dept. 11329-H Chicago
If Accounting has special opportunity for m e, I w ant to  know  
about it. Please send m e your free booklet and full details 
about how I can prepare for this field.

Accounting faces an un
usual situation during 
th is  w ar period . The 
need and dem and for 
accountants—both be
ginners and experts—is 
increasing while the 

supply is diminishing. That spells opportunity for many 
—perhaps for you.

The reason is simple.
Government needs more accountants. Many new 

activities are enlarging old bureaus and creating new 
ones—military, supplies, taxes, priorities, social security, 
price regulation, more indeed than we can name here.

Industry needs more accountants. New plants, en
larged plants, conversion to  war production, more gov
ernment regulations and reports, taxes, priorities, etc. 
—all call for more and better records.

This need will persist and increase all during the 
war—it will open many, many fine jobs, fine both in 
responsibility and pay. Nor will i t  end sharply with 
peace—it will continue through the difficult post-war 
adjustment period.

Yet many present accountants are going into the 
armed services. Their places and the calls for more 
accountants can only be filled by new men and women 
coming into accounting and coming quickly.

We Can Help You
Through our interesting, practical training—developed 
in 34 years of training accountants—you can learn 
accounting from the ground up or from any point 
where you now are in accounting. You need not lose an 
hour from your present work. The cost will be mod
erate and the payment terms easy. Free placement aid. 
And soon—surprisingly soon—you will be ready for the 
simpler positions and on your way up.

Your first step is to  investigate. Ask for our free 
48-page booklet, “Accountancy, the Profession That 
Pays.” I t  tells of the opportunities and requirements in 
accounting and describes how you can prepare for 
them. I t  can be your starting point towards real suc
cess and income. Send the coupon—today.

this opportunity to  serve a  national need and profit 
personally is open to you. I t  will take real work but the 
rewards will be correspondingly good.

T hat depends largely on you.
The opportunity is open most directly to women and 

to  men not called to service (although we know of our 
accounting students given specialized duty and rank
ing in the army and navy).

If you are ambitious, willing to work hard in prepara
tion and are a t least average in mentality and education,

N am e________. ___ . . . . .  ......................................................... A &-

Present P o s itio n ___________________________________________

Address____________________________ . . . . . ______. . . .
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some now styles. Low Prices.

S E N D  N O M O N E Y
Just write for FREE Catalog. Take advantage 
of big money savings. We repair broken 
glasses. Fill prescription.
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f Your money’  
refunded If not 
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LOVE NUMEROLOGY
(Continued from  -page 10)

Ronald asked for attention. This is what 
he said:

“Ladies and gentlemen—this has been a 
wonderful night. Through the co-operation 
of Grace Doran, who is a secret agent for 
our government, we have captured1 a spy in 
our plant. But we also have another heroine 
present tonight—Jane Macauley, who has 
just cast fifty votes for Grace Doran instead 
of herself. I move, therefore, that this con
test be called a tie between Jane and Grace 
—and furthermore, Grace Doran is leaving 
tonight to marry her life-long sweetheart, 
lieutenant George Montgomery of the 
United States Navy.”

An Expression of Character
The cheers were deafening. The decision 

was unanimous. Jane felt Bike falling. Tears 
came to her eyes. She had been weighed 
in the balance and had been found a winner. 
Before she knew it, she was in Ronald’s 
arms, and he was whispering:

“That was a fine thing you did, Jane. I 
love you for it. It proves why I have always 
loved you. W hy can’t we be married, too?”

Thus, real popularity and love came to 
Jane Macauley because in the final judgment, 
she had forgotten self and had cast her 
votes for Grace, believing Ronald loved the 
other girl. That was an expression of great 
character which is the heritage of every Oc- 
tober-Number 10 girl who listens to her soul.

(Continued on page 92)
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A SECRET METHOD 
THE MASTERY OF
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LIFE

WHENCE came the knowledge that huilt the Pyramids 
and the mighty Temples of the Pharaohs? Civiliza* 
tion began in the Nile Valley centuries ago. Where 
did its first builders acquire their astounding wisdom that: 
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"O h,  Jonathan,"  was al! she could say— and then she saw Garth Holker looking at  them (CH APTER  I)

By MONA FARNSWORTH
Treachery, intrigue and heartbreak stalk the decks when courageous 
H onesty  takes over a Coast G uardsm an’s f is h in g  boat fo r  
the duration— and sees the fob through despite all obstacles l

CHAPTER I 
H e a r t ’s D esire

J ONATHAN told her about it up on 
their favorite spot in the dunes. 
High up where the dunes piled on 
dunes until it was like a bluff overlook

ing the far gray reaches of the restless 
Atlantic.

Jonathan told her and she sat, not

saying anything, but twisting her fin
gers gently and trying to beat back the 
ache in her throat, and the way her 
heart felt, squeezed to the point of 
agony. Of course she had known he 
would do it. But—

She closed her eyes and pulled her 
breath in slowly, deliberately. Then she 
felt Jonathan’s warm hands on her so 
suddenly cold ones.

A FASCINATING COMPLETE ROMANTIC NOVEL
15



16 POPULAR LOVE

“Honesty”—he said her name softly 
—“Honesty, you wouldn’t have me do 
anything else, would you?”

“No,” said Honesty, past the catch 
in her throat. “No.”

“Ever since Pearl Harbor I’ve wanted 
to enlist,” Jonathan’s voice went on, 
“and until now I couldn’t. But now 
that—Mother’s gone—”

“I know,” said Honesty, and her fin
gers curled a little around his,

Jonathan’s mother—you couldn’t feel 
sorry she’d gone. An invalid all these 
years, so patient, so sweet, but suffer
ing so much. Now she was out of it all.

“I’m going to Boston in the morning,” 
Jonathan said. “I've decided on the 
Coast Guard, Honesty. It’s nearest to 
all the things that stand for home to 
me. A man who’s spent all his life fish
ing the cod banks as 1 have—well, the 
Coast Guard is more of the same. Al
most.”

“Yes,” said Honesty, and curled her 
fingers a little more tightly around his.

Then she dropped them suddenly. She 
had no right to curl her fingers around 
Jonathan’s. Maybe he didn’t want her 
to. Ile’d never let her know. And just 
because a girl has loved a boy since she 
was ten and he was fourteen is no rea
son to believe he has ever loved her at 
all.

Honesty folded her hand writh the 
other one in her lap.

“We’ll miss you, Jonathan,” she said 
primly. “And—”

She thought abruptly of all his going 
meant to other people. More, in a way, 
than it meant to her. “The fleet,” she 
said, almost frightened. “Who’ll run it 
with you gone? There’s no one left but 
Garth Holker. And the men don’t like 
Garth.”

JONATHAN turned from her, not say
ing anything, and looked out to sea. 

Far and far out to that distant edge 
where the gray of the Atlantic merged 
with the horizon blue of the sky.

Finally he murmured, so low she 
could hardly hear him:

“Imagine a year when the fishing fleet 
won’t go out from Jason.”

They sat there, together, thinking 
about it. Jason, the straggling New 
England town that climbed over the 
dunes and scattered itself back over the 
low, sandy, juniper-covered hills. Those

little hills that, under the hot August 
suns, were so fragrant with sweet fern 
and baybcrry and the pungent sharp 
smell of pines. Jason, a town, like so 
many other towns, whose well-being, 
whose livelihood, depended on fishing.

“What will happen to us all, Jona
than?” Honesty said wonderingly. “I 
mean, how are we going to get along if 
the fleet doesn’t go out and there’s no 
fish to market?”

“I don’t know,” said Jonathan.
And she knew he was seeing the thing 

as she did. The women and children 
who would go hungry if the fishing in
dustry died. The two canneries in 
Stark’s Point that would close. And, 
more than that, the way fish was needed 
now to take the place of meat, to help a 
nation at war, a nation that was not 
only feeding itself but reaching out 
large arms to feed a starving world.

“The fleet’s got to go out!” said Hon
esty, “There must be a way!”

“I’ve been thinking about it,” said 
Jonathan. There are some old men left, 
and a few boys. If Garth Holker—”

“They won’t sail with Garth!” Hon
esty burst out. “And I don’t blame them. 
He’s a hard driver and not fair in his 
divisions. There’s not a man in town 
trusts him, even though he’s a fine man 
on a boat, and the only captain this 
town’ll have with you away and the 
Snow brothers in the Navy and Sam 
Hopkins gone to take the defense job 
and—”

“I know.” Jonathan’s shadowed eyes 
were still on the horizon. “There’s no
body left here, really, but the girls and 
women—and gosh knows they can’t 
fish.”

Honesty laughed. “Men!” she said. 
“The conceit of them! Some women I 
know can fish as well as any man who 
ever dragged a seine. They can manage 
boats, too.”

Jonathan laughed at that, his eyes 
turning from the horizon to loo1': at her. 
Honesty felt her breath catch. Such blue 
eyes he had, blue as the sea with the sun 
on it, and with the same golden sparkle 
when he laughed. But there was some
thing else in his eyes, too, and it was 
this that made Honesty’s breath flutter 
in her throat.

Then, quickly, his hands were again 
cradling hers—close.

“Honesty,” he was saying, “there’s



something more important, now, then 
even the fleet going out. Honesty—it’s 
us. I mean. . . . Oil, Honesty, don't you 
know what I mean?”

“No,” whispered Honesty. She was 
so afraid she didn’t! “What—what do 
you mean?”

Jonathan didn’t smile. Ills lips just 
looked warm ar.d tender and a little 
d o u loti n g—a n d ea g e r .

“You must know, Honesty,” he said, 
low. “Your heart must have told you 
a thousand time s, in ad these years.” 

She smiled. “There haven’t been so
17



18 POPULAR LOVE

many years, Jonathan. Just nine. Ever 
since I was ten, and you gave Garth 
Holker a black eye for trying to kiss 
me. Remember?”

“I remember. And you’ve been my 
girl ever since, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” said Honesty lifting her eyes. 
“Ever since.”

Jonathan chuckled. “You see? You do 
know what I’m talking about after all!”

HONESTY started, her eyes flashing 
to his face. He was laughing at 

her! His blue eyes sparkling, his lips 
broken by mirth. Honesty felt the quick 
burning flame of her flush, the hot stab 
of hurt anger. She jerked away from 
him.

“You make it sound funny!” she cried. 
“You . . . Oh, you’re mean. I d-didn’t 
want it to b-be like this. I w-wanted— 
I w-wanted—”

She choked then and turned to run, 
but Jonathan shot out an arm and 
caught her. He turned her swiftly with
in the circle of the arm and tilted her 
chin until her eyes met his.

“Honesty”—just a tender murmur, 
but his heart was in it—“Little Hon
esty, I’m sorry. I wasn’t laughing at 
you. I was just laughing because . . . 
Well, when a man has waited as long 
as I have to tell a girl he loves her, and 
the time finally comes, he—well, he kind 
of feels like laughing. He’s so happy. 
See?”

“Yes,” whispered Honesty. “I see.” 
“And so, I love you,” said Jonathan, 

“Do you—love me, a little?”
“Yes,” whispered Honesty. “Yes.” 
He kissed her then, kissed her until 

her heart stopped beating and all the 
world hung waiting—waiting for the 
wonder that was coming. His lips met 
hers, and for a fragment of time it was 
as if the earth had blown apart. Then it 
all fell away and she was flying through 
space and the stars were singing with 
the golden glory.

Jonathan lifted his lips gently. His 
eyes were Avarm with wonder.

“Honesty,” he said, and there was 
awe in his voice, “1 didn’t know kissing 
you would be like this. Why—why 
didn’t I do it before?”

“I don’t know,” said Honesty. “I’ve 
often wondered.”

Jonathan didn’t smile. He was think
ing out loud.

“There was Mother,” he said. “I was 
afraid to kiss you for fear it would be 
too hard not to marry you. And while 
Mother lived, I couldn’t. Do you under
stand?”

“Of course,” said Honesty. With 
Jonathan’s kiss so warm and fresh and 
dear she could understand anything.

He kissed her again, after that, and 
again, and again. Then they walked 
down the dune together, his aim around 
her and her head just reaching to the 
hollow of his shoulder.

When they got to the bottom he kissed 
her again.

“Little Honesty,” he said, and his 
eyes were warm with tenderness, “is 
this the way you wanted it to be?”

“Oh, Jonathan!” was all she could 
say, and bury her head deeper in his 
shoulder.

When she lifted her eyes again it was 
to see Garth Holker leaning against a 
pine tree, his hand stuck negligently 
into his pockets.

“Oh!” she said sharply, and stood 
away, out of Jonathan’s arms.

“What—” Jonathan said, and turned 
to follow her eyes. “Oh—hello, Holker,” 
he said.

Garth smiled, a faintly scornful, 
mocking smile that made Honesty flush 
because she knew he was laughing at 
her. Since they were little, Garth had 
always laughed at all of them. Laughed 
with that light in his eyes, that swagger 
of his shoulders, that curl of scornful 
mockery on his lips.

He had seemed, always, to have secret 
jokes on the whole w'orld, jokes that let 
him stand aside, amused at everything.

WHEN you found me doing what 
you’re doing,” he said, “you 

knocked me down and blacked my eye. 
Remember?”

“Yes,” said Jonathan, “I remember.” 
He grinned then, too, a grin that turned 
into a chuckle. “You want to fight me 
about this? Because Honesty has just 
promised to marry me and I think that’s 
worth fighting for.”

For a second the mockery in Garth’s 
eyes flickered, then it came back, taunt
ing.

“Oh,” he said, “Honesty’s going to 
marry you, is she?”

“Aren’t you, Honesty?” said Jona
than.
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“Of course,” said Honesty. “I’ve al
ways been going to marry Jonathan.” 

Her voice was smooth and certain, 
but her eyes, caught and held by Garth’s 
eyes for that second, flickered a little. 
Garth was laughing at her again.

“Oh,” he said. “You are, are you?” 
And then he said to Jonathan, “I hear 
you’re joining the Coast Guard.”

“Yes,” said Jonathan. “Tomorrow.” 
Garth’s eyes went back to Honesty. 
“Well,” he drawled, “isn’t that fine? 

You know, Honesty”—he took a step 
or two toward her and his look held hers 
—“that stiff knee 1 got, fighting the 
rocks off Store’s Light years ago, won’t 
let me join anything. Isn’t that lucky— 
for us?” His eyes turned to Jonathan 
and he lifted a hand in gay salute. “So 
while you’re away I’ll still be here, tak
ing care of her for you.” His voice broke 
into a chuckle and before they could 
say anything he had turned and was 
striding off.

Jonathan made a quick movement 
after him.

“You leave Honesty alone! If you—” 
“Don’t,” said Honesty, and laid a 

hand on his arm. “He won’t do any
thing. You know Garth—just talk.” 

Jonathan stopped, obeying the touch 
of her hand, but his eyes were smolder
ing. Then suddenly his anger was gone 
and his chuckle was back.

“A fine way for a man to propose,” 
he said. “Goaded into it by another man. 
But you are going to m any me, aren’t 
you, Honesty? You knew I meant that 
when I said I loved you, didn’t you?” 

“Of course!” Honesty was laughing 
too. “Do you think I’d have kissed you 
the way I’ve been doing if 1 weren’t?” 

Of course, after that, Jonathan kissed 
her again.

CHAPTER II 
Two K is s e s

TWO days later Honesty got a letter 
from Jonathan. He had passed 

everything and was in. He was wearing 
his uniform. They’d offered him a leave 
to settle his affairs but he hadn’t any 
affairs that needed settling—except see
ing Honesty again—and the need for

men was greater than any man’s need 
for anything else. So he wasn’t taking 
the leave and he knew Honesty would 
agree he had done right. He would see 
her soon, he hoped.

Honesty laid the letter down in her 
lap and folded her hands on top of it. 
She had brought it up on the dune to 
read—up where Jonathan had first told 
her he loved her and where she could be 
alone. She didn’t want anyone’s eyes 
watching as she read her first love let
ter. She didn’t want anyone asking 
questions.

At the end of the letter Jonathan had 
written:

I love you. I ’ll alw ays love you— in th is 
world, when I come back to you, in the next 
if  any th ing  happens. I t  m ust be like th a t be
cause the way I feel about you is too enduring 
to die w ith ju s t the b rief years of th is life.

Honesty thought about that, her eyes 
on the far horizon rim. To have Jona
than love her forever. To have him 
near, so that all she had to do was reach 
out and find the comfort and security 
of him. She closed her eyes and let the 
beauty and wonder of it flow through 
her. To have Jonathan—love her—for
ever. . . .

“Pleasant dreams, Honesty?” said a 
voice and Honesty’s eyes whipped open.

Garth Holker was looking down at 
her. Against the background of sky and 
dunes he looked enormous, his shoulders 
broad, his arms, under the blue jersey, 
powerful. Honesty scrambled to her 
feet.

“Don’t run away, Honesty,” he said 
in a tone she’d never heard him use 
before. “I’m—I followed you up here. 
If 1 shouldn’t have, I’m sorry. But all 
my life I’ve wanted to talk to you, and 
you’ve never let me!”

The words burst out from him in a 
rush and Honesty stared, surprised. 
She had never seen Garth like this, his 
eyes so frank and clear with an almost 
little-boy appealing light in them, and 
his smile so warm and friendly.

“Why, Garth!” she said. “Why—I 
mean what have we got to talk about?”

“You,” said Garth.
He came a step closer and, with the 

step, something electrical seemed to 
pass between them. Honesty felt it, like 
a kind of excitement, run through her, 
and her eyes must hare showed it be
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cause she saw Garth’s smile grow 
deeper.

“Honesty,” he said, “why haven’t you 
ever given me a chance?”

“A chance?” said Honesty, and took 
a step away from him.

“I’ve always been crazy about you, 
Honesty,” he said. “Ever since we were 
kids. Haven’t you seen it? Didn’t you 
know?” His eyes held her and forced 
an answer.

“You always seemed so mocking,” she 
murmured. “Laughing at us all. You 
always seemed—as if you were in a 
world of your own. Just being amused.”

He came close to her and his voice, 
low, came clear.

“I had to be like that,” he said, “or 
go crazy. Do you think I wanted every
one to know how I felt about you? How, 
every time I saw you, I felt more in love 
with you than ever? If they’d known 
that they’d have laughed at me—be
cause you never knew I was on earth. 
And I”—his eyes narrowed a little— 
“I don’t like to be laughed at. So I 
laughed at them. To protect myself. Can 
you understand that?”

“Why—” said Honesty. “Why—”

SHE felt confused by this sudden dec
laration of Garth’s love, but more 

confused by the effect his nearness was 
having on her. A strange breathless
ness fluttered in her throat and all her 
feelings were a queer whirligig within 
her.

“I could make you love me, Honesty,” 
Garth said, “if I had a chance. I’d love 
you the way a girl like you should be 
loved. Not the way a prude like Jona
than—”

The name brought Honesty to. 
“Jonathan’s no prude!” she flared. 

“He’s wonderful. And I love Jonathan! 
I’ll always love him. I—”

“You don’t know what love is!” said 
Garth. “Look—” She was in his arms 
suddenly, and his voice was nothing but 
a low urgent whisper in her ears, “Has 
Jonathan ever held you like this, close, 
so that you couldn’t move? Couldn’t 
breathe? And has Jonathan ever kissed 
you—like this?”

His lips were on hers, softly first, 
then deeply, deeply, till the strength of 
him seemed to take her, whirling, off 
the earth, then return her, limp to his 
arms.

He released her and in his eyes was 
a look she had never seen in a man’s 
eyes before.

“Honesty, I didn’t know they made 
girls like you!” he said. And then he 
said, his voice insistent, “you’ve never 
been kissed like that before, have you? 
Not by Jonathan or—or anyone else. 
Have you?”

Honesty stared at him, then, amaz
ingly, burst into tears.

“I hate you!” she cried. “I hate you 
—hate you—hate you!”

Turning, she ran down the dunes, up 
the beach road, and never stopped until 
the calm quiet of the village square, 
with the lovely graciousness of its bend
ing elms, came into view.

Finally she stopped to get her breath, 
realizing how good the familiar scene 
was, howr comforting it was to come 
back to these simple things she had 
known all her life after that strange, 
tumultuous moment in Garth’s arms.

The square was peaceful as it always 
was, the small plot of grass, the grace 
of the bending elms, the toylike spire 
of the white church. It all lay tranquil 
in the dappled gold and dark of sun
light and shade.

But the men bunched on the steps of 
Cy Baker’s general store were not tran
quil. They shouted, they murmured, 
they went into a huddle and muttered, 
they separated with grunts of disgust. 
Old men they were mostly, with silver 
beards and a look of far horizons in 
their eyes, but there was a scattering of 
boys amongst them too.

Honesty had seen men like this, had 
listened to their talk, ever since she had 
been a little girl. It was fish they talked 
about, and the fleet going out, and the 
size catch there was apt to be according 
to certain signs all fishermen knew.

Honesty walked past them slowly. 
And then she heard Garth’s name spo
ken.

“Garth Holker!” One of the boys was 
speaking, and his voice was angry. “I 
wouldn’t sail with him if Jason never 
got a scale of fish on its beach again!”

“Aw, gwan—Garth ain’t so bad,” old 
Cap’n Snow drawled. “He c’n sail the 
sea like a dolphin an’ he c’n fish like a 
fool. Ain’t no reason—”

“Plenty of reason,” said the boy. 
“You go out with him with a bonafide 
agreement and he comes back rich and
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you come back poor. I’ve seen it happen 
over and over again. Why, last winter 
Job Winthrop told me—”

RISING murmurs from all the men 
d r o  w n e d  his words. Honesty 

walked on, slowly. That bit about Garth 
somehow had cleared the confusion 
within her.

This was the kind of thing you always 
heard about Garth. This was the kind 
of thing that had make her keep away 
from him, had influenced her so that, as 
he had said, she had never given him a 
chance.

Well, she wouldn’t give him a chance 
now, either. Up there in the dunes she 
had hated him, in a sudden scalding 
wave, because he had made her feel 
more deeply than Jonathan had ever 
made her feel. She had been shaken, 
torn, by some emotion she couldn’t un
derstand. It had frightened her—so she 
hated Garth.

But now, just hearing those words 
about Garth, had returned him to his 
proper place. It had been a mad mo
ment up there on the dunes—but Garth 
was not changed. He was still as she 
had always known him, still a man to 
be avoided, a man whose friendship she 
didn’t want.

Footsteps and the tapping of a cane 
and the sound of her name called made 
her turn. Old Captain Snow had left 
the knot of men by the store and was 
stumping after her, his eyes a crackle of 
blue fire.

“Them fools!” he burst out. “Ain’t 
they got no sense to see what’s cornin’? 
Don’t they know this ain’t no time to 
say ‘I won’t sail with him ’cause I don’t 
like the cut of his jib?’ Who the tarna
tion is askin’ what anybody likes? We 
need fish. The country needs fish. Them 
starvin’ folks over in Europe need fish 
—an’ these crazy yappies stand here an’ 
argue and fuss! They oughta be taken 
out behind the woodshed and get well 
tanned. I wish to Godfrey 1 was able to 
take the Susy Caret) out again. I’d show 
’em! I ’d—”

He stopped. He seemed to sag, his 
shoulders, his knees; and his gnarled 
hands bit hard into the nubble of his 
cane.

“Ain’t no use,” he muttered. “I’m too 
old. Won’t never go to sea no more. 
Better keep my mouth shut.” He turned

G arth's arms gripped Honesty and she was safe 
in the dory ( C H A rT E R  XI)

abruptly and hobbled off, still mutter
ing.

Honesty stood looking after him. Too 
old. He certainly was. Old Jephthra 
Snow with his silver hair, his flowing
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beard, the wrinkles etched deep all over 
his wind-burned face. He was shaking 
a littie with the palsy, too, and there 
were a lot of days when all he could do 
was sit in the sun. The other old sea 
captains left in town were the same way 
—all except one.

Thinking of that one, Honesty sud
denly began to run. She didn’t stop un
til she had reached the little cabin up 
on the point where, in summer, wild 
roses and honeysuckle made a bower 
and where, in winter, the white snows 
piled against the rosy warmth of the 
fire within.

She knocked on the door, then pushed 
it open. The old man sitting on the floor 
looked up. He was half buried in folds 
of fish net, and above the drab stuff his 
blue eyes glared at Honesty in fire-spit
ting scorn.

“No manners!” he snapped. “When 
I was young if I’d busted into an old 
man’s house like that I’d a got myself 
a strapping.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Cap’n Obadiah,” said 
Honesty. “I was just excited, I guess.”

“Excited!” snorted the old man. “Ex
cited ain’t no excuse. If yer manners 
ain’t strong enough to hold through ex
citement ye jest ain’t got none—that’s 
all. Go on out an’ come through that 
door agin.”

“Yes, Cap’n Obadiah,” said Honesty, 
and meekly she backed out the door, 
closed it and knocked discreetly.

“Come in,” growled the old captain, 
and Honesty pushed open the door.

“Good afternoon,” she said politely, 
and added, “you old tartar.”

APTAIN OBADIAH chuckled.
“Ye’re a young whelp,” he said. 

“If ye was my daughter I’d have had 
ye so beaten into shape by this time ye’d 
mind yer manners.”

Honesty leaned in the doorway. The 
sun was warm on her back and it felt 
good—like gold running through her 
veins..

“I am practically your daughter,” she 
said. “Isn’t that so? You’ve had a lot 
more to do with my bringing up than 
Uncle Toby and Aunt Martha have.”

Captain Obadiah looked down at the 
fish net. He carefully caught up a bro
ken end of twine, knotted it and tied 
it fast to another broken end.

“I feel more like you was mine than

Toby and Marty do, most likely,” he 
said gruffly. “It was me was with yer 
pa when he got word yer ma’d died get- 
tin’ ye born—an’ ’twas me with him 
when tli' high seas come aboard and 
swept him off. I alius figured John 
Payne was the kinda man who’d want 
me to keep an eye on his baby girl—so 
I done it.”

“If you weren’t such a barnacle-en
crusted old crab I’d kiss you,” Honesty 
said.

“Women alius was the death o’ me,” 
Captain Obadiah said, and lifted a 
weathered cheek.

CHAPTER III 
A  P l e a  for F ood

AFTER she had kissed Captain Oba
diah, Honesty crouched down on 

the rim of the gray heaps of fish net. 
“Look,” she said, “I’ve got an idea.” 
“I knew it,” said the captain. “Minute 

I looked up an’ seen ye, pert as a sun- 
fish, I sez to myself, I sez, ‘Trouble, Obe, 
sure’s you’re a foot high. No gal ever 
had that look in her eyes without she 
was thinkin’ up some kinda trouble.’ ” 

Honesty laughed. “You won’t think 
it’s trouble,” she said. “It’s just that I 
want you take Jonathan’s Laughing 
Girl, and go to sea with the fishing fleet 
again.”

Captain Obadiah sat back on his heels. 
His eyes widened and his mouth dropped 
open between its drifts of snowy beard.

“Me?” he said. “Go to sea? Again? 
At my age?” His voice held surprise 
and doubt. His eyes held incredulous 
delight.

“You know you’d rather do it than 
anything else in the world,” Honesty 
said. “You know you hated it when you 
felt you ought to retire. And you only 
did it because you thought young men, 
like Jonathan, deserved their chance. 
Well—young men, like Jonathan, aren’t 
here to sail any more. So it’s up to the 
old men. Like you.”

The delight went out of Captain Oba- 
diah’s eyes.

“Old men,” he said. “They’re all dod
derin’, except me. Lookit Jed Snow, 
shankin’ along on a cane. Lookit Amory
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Hopkins bunched up like grapes with 
the rheumatiz. Lookit—”

“Well,” said Honesty, “there are some 
boys. Big, too, some of them.”

Captain Obadiah snorted, “Boys! 
What good’s boys? Smart’s a new cut, 
fresh’s paint, ain’t no use. Nope”—his 
shoulders slumped a little and his fin
gers were again mending the net— 
“might’s well forget it. This’s one spring 
when no fishermen’ll go out from Jason 
—first spring, most likely, since Sixteen- 
fifty such a thing’s happened.”

Honesty looked at him in sudden an
ger.

“Oh!” She stamped a foot. “You 
make me sick! All of you. All the men 
and boys huddling on the store steps 
talking, snarling that they won’t sail 
with Garth, sighing that there’ll be no 
fishing, moaning that everybody’s going 
to starve. Of course they are if every
body in the world takes the same namby- 
pamby point of view you all do here. 
Don’t you know how important food 
is in this war? Don’t  you know how 
badly the fish we’ve always brought in is 
needed? Why don’t you do something 
about it instead of just moaning? If I 
were a man—”

“Wal, y’aint,” said Captain Obadiah. 
“Ye’re a gal—an’ ain’t a woman born 
ever knew a whoop ’n’ holler about fish- 
in’.”

Honesty stamped her foot again.
“That’s not true!” she cried. “There 

are fifty women in this village who can 
fish as well as any man. And if I could 
I’d take the fleet out myself!”

Captain Obadiah’s eyes crinkled and 
his beard twitched with his grin.

“Well,” he drawled, “why don’t you 
do it? If you’re so pop-eyed sure ye 
can—”

Honesty could feel her eyes going 
wide as all the things she was thinking 
took shape, burst into the flower of an 
idea. Without another -word, she whirled 
and flew back to the village.

She telephoned ail the women and 
girls she-could reach and she told them 
to tell the rest. They met that evening, 
right after supper, in the big barn in 
back of Honesty’s uncle’s house. Women 
and girls from the village and from ten 
miles all around, their hair brushed to 
shining neatness, their eyes gleaming 
with curiosity, their dresses crackling 
with starch.,

WHAT’S it all about, Honesty?” 
Voices buzzed around her. “Why 

didn’t  you tell us what you wanted? 
You just said it was a chance to show 
the men—and not a woman in the county 
but’d run to do that!”

Honesty laughed. She’d thought that 
would get them out.

She herded them into the barn and 
climbed up into the low hayloft. She 
stood there, small and slim, her hair 
bright in the gloom.

“Look,” she said. “How many of you 
think you can fish as w'ell as a man?” 

A dozen hands went up, a dozen pairs 
of eyes began to shine. The older 
women, women with small children, 
merely shrugged. Honesty paid them no 
mind. She looked at the girls who 
thought they could fish. Strong girls, 
fine girls, with firm shoulders and faces 
bright with health.

Honesty told them what had hap
pened that afternoon, all Cap’n Snow 
had said, all Cap’n Obadiah had said, 
and some of the things she had said. 
She flung her arms out appealingly.

“It’s up to us!” she said. “Can’t you 
see how important it is that the fleet go 
out—this year, of all years? Other times 
it’s just been important to us, and to the 
people here at home or near home who 
bought our fish. But now the whole 
world is hungry and every fish we can 
catch is important. It means dried fish 
for the Army and Navy, canned fish for 
Europe, and fresh fish for the folks at 
home. We’ve got to carry on! Can’t 
you see it’s up to us?”

She bent toward them, her eyes so 
deep that tears seemed not far off, her 
anus flung towrnrd them, begging.

There was a second’s stillness, then 
somebody began to cheer. Somebody else 
took it up, and suddenly the rafters 
■were ringing, for Honesty, for the fish
ing fleet, for themselves.

Only one girl didn’t cheer much, 
though she had raised her hand. Her 
father had been drowned with the fleet 
eight years before and her three broth
ers had fished until they all joined the 
Navy. Her name was Ruby Peebles, 
she had a froth of yellow hair and eyes 
as blue as a china plate. Honesty had 
never known her well, even when they 
had all gone to school together.

Now, as Honesty climbed down from 
her hayloft Ruby walked over, a gleam
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in the back of her pale blue eyes.
“I don’t like this idea, Honesty,” she 

said. “Fishing’s a man’s business. Garth 
can take the fleet out—he’s home and 
it’s his affair. Besides”—her pale eyes 
met Honesty’s—“he’s not going to like 
our butting in.”

“Oh,” said Honesty, “he isn’t?”
She looked at Ruby and remembered 

little things she had heard. Ruby was 
crazy about Garth, but Garth had never 
paid her much attention. Ruby was 
crazy about him the way some girls get 
crazy about one man, and there is never 
anyone else. Honesty, remembering 
this, said, gently:

“I don’t think we’re cutting under 
Garth, Ruby. I happen to know if we 
don’t take out the fleet ourselves it won’t 
go out. Garth can’t fish alone so—” She 
smiled. “If you don’t believe me, Ruby, 
ask anyone in the village. They’ll tell 
you the same thing.”

Ruby turned away, in her eyes a new 
sharp look.

Honesty forgot about it. The other 
girls were crowding around asking a 
thousand questions. Though there was 
one girl, tall and quiet and hazel-eyed, 
who asked none. Finally Honesty turned 
to her.

OU’RE going with us, Lucy, aren’t 
you?”

The girl’s eyes glow'ed, and a smile 
touched her lips, but she shook her head.

“I can’t,” she said, “I’m needed 
home.”

“But,” said Honesty, “we’d bring 
home in one ship-load as much for your 
share as would take care of your fam
ily for months. And you can get old 
Nellie Grogan to nurse your mother 
while you’re gone.”

A new flame lit the girl’s eyes. “You 
think so?” she said. “You really think 
so?”

“I know so,” said Honesty. “Come 
on—sign up.”

Three-quarters of them had signed 
before they broke up. Priscilla Snow 
came up to Honesty with tears in her 
amber eyes.

“Look,” she said. “If I went with you 
do you—do you think I’d earn enough 
money to send Dad to the hospital for 
that operation? Dr. Winship’s almost 
sure if we could afford the specialist, 
Dad would live for years. But if we

can’t—” Her voice trailed and she bit 
her lips sharply.

“Don’t, Pris,” Honesty said. “I know 
your father’s everything in the world 
to you but—don’t.” Then she said, 
cheerfully, “And there’s not a reason in 
the world why your share of the catch 
wouldn’t be enough to pay for the spe
cialist. I don’t know what they charge, 
but anything within reason—” She 
broke off, then burst out enthusiasti
cally, “Darling! We’ve a wonderful 
chance! Almost no competition from 
the men because they’re mostly away, 
and the sea for ourselves! Of course 
sign up!”

She said it over and over. She of
fered assurances, she made enthusiastic 
promises, she carried the girls over the 
brink of doubts by the sheer force of 
her own sweeping certainty.

“But who’ll we sail under?” they all 
wanted to know. “Garth’s the only one 
and—”

“No, he isn’t,” said Honesty, but she 
wouldn’t tell them who else there was. 
She wasn’t going to tell anyone until the 
next morning.

The sun next morning was still a pale 
young gold on the sea when she knocked 
on Captain Obadiah’s door. She waited, 
this time, until she heard his voice, then 
she waited some more.

“I was trained,” she called out, “to 
wait till my host had opened the door 
and invited me in. Do I have to wait 
till noon?”

The door was yanked open and Cap
tain Obadiah stood there, brilliant in 
sea blue pants and a red flannel under
shirt.

“Red, white and blue,” Honesty said, 
laughing. “You must have just washed 
your beard.”

“Ye young - hippersnapper,” Cap’n 
Obadiah said, “I s’pose if ye’re waitin’ 
to come in I might’s well let ye an’ be 
done with it.”

He held the door wide and she slipped 
past him. She turned, in the middle of 
the little room, to face him. He watched 
her, his eyes a little narrow, his beard 
moving a little.

“G’wan,” he said. “Spit it out. I ain’t 
knowed ye this long to be fooled by ye 
now. What’s on yer mind?”

Honesty exploded like a bottle of pop. 
She flew at Cap’n Obadiah and grabbed 
his red-flannel-clad arm.
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“Darling!” she whooped. “I did it! 
I’ve got the girls to sign up for fishing. 
We’re going to use the sails on the 
Laughing Girl instead of the engines so 
we can save oil and some of the girls 
know- enough about sails to help man the 
crew. I think we can get the boys to 
join up as crew, too—and you’re to be 
captain! You’re—”

“Me!” Cap’n Obadiah shouted. “Me, 
cap’n to a mess o’ females? Me, who 
ain’t never sailed with a woman yet 
’cause they’re worse’ll albatrosses for 
bad luck. Not me! You get yourself 
some young fool. This old fool’s got 
too much sense.”

Honesty had expected this, and she 
knew just what to do. She had been 
doing it, whenever she wanted any
thing out of Cap’n Obadiah, ever since 
she had been a little girl.

still wret on her cheeks.
She reached the door and passed 

through it. She started down the path. 
The tears were real now, and Honesty’s 
throat felt hot and tight and aching. 
Cap’n Obadiah wasn’t going to give in, 
and there was no one else to ask. She 
hadn’t known how much the fishing 
project had come to mean to her. It 
seemed, suddenly, more important than 
anything she had ever done in her life. 
So much depended on it, so many peo
ple's livelihood and food, and now if 
Cap’n Obadiah wouldn’t. . . . She bit 
her lips.

“Ye crazy, bamboozlin’ little blame 
fool!” said Cap’n Obadiah. “Are ye 
really cryin’ about it?”

“Of course I’m crying!” said Hon
esty. “What did you think I was doing 
—playing mumbletepeg?”

“H e’ll Never Learn the Truth from M e!”
TH A T WAS Honey Halliday's vow— for she couldn't bear to have 
Mike Bogart know the truth about his friend Johann. And all the 
while Mike thought she and Johann—
HONEY all but admitted her love for Mike, who was rescuing her 
from the perils of Occupied Europe.
BUT—after one kiss, Mike was coldly distant. The shadow of Johann 
came between them.
YOU'LL be amazed at Honey’s perilous escapades in COMMANDO 
GIRL, a breath-taking romantic novel by Jean Francis Webb that 
will hold you spellbound!
Featured in November THRILLING LOVE— Only 10c at All Stands!

She just stood still and looked at him, 
and two big tears quietly spilled out of 
her eyes to slide, pathetically, down her 
cheeks.

“There isn’t anyone else,” she said. 
Her voice threatened to break but she 
went on, though a little raggedly. 
“You’re the only man the girls are will
ing to sail with. None of them would 
go with Garth and—”

She broke >̂ff, turned away, and her 
shoulders sagged. The sight of her—so 
she figured,—was enough to tear a heart 
of stone. But her voice was brave and 
resigned.

“Of course, if you won’t, you won’t,” 
she said. “And there’s nothing I can do. 
Good-by—d-darling,”

Her voice quavered on the last word 
and for a second she was afraid she had 
overdone it. She started for the door, 
her head still quietly high and the tears

She sobbed then, and felt Cap’n Oba- 
diah’s arms around her.

“Ye little idjit,” muttered the old 
man. “Ye dad-blamed little no account 
fool, stop that blubberin’ an’ tell me 
when yer female fisher folk’ll be ready 
to harpoon their whales.”

Honesty flung her head up. Joy was 
like a blaze within her that dried the 
tears on her cheeks and those spilling 
from her eyes.

“You darling!” she cried. “You won 
d erf 111, beautiful, adorable, angelic 
darling!”

“Whoa!” said Cap’n Obadiah. “Haul 
in yer mainsail, Skipper.”

In her joy Honesty kissed him for the 
second time in twenty-four hours on his 
weathered cheek.

They began to plan to leave the end 
of the following week. The tide would 
be right then for them to sail in the
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middle of the morning.
“And gosh knows,” Cap’n Obadiah 

muttered, ye oughta go in the broad 
daylight with bands playin’ and flags 
wavin’, ’cause nothin’ like this ever hap
pened before in th’ history of a respec
table industry. A mess o’ females goin’ 
out to haul in fish! Scuttle my timbers 
if I ever thought I’d be anchored to a 
run like this.”

“You love it, you old fraud,” Honesty 
told him. “You know you do.”

CHAPTER IV 
A n d  T h e n  C a m e  M e m o r y

ONE person in the village didn’t love 
Honesty’s fishing plan. Two morn

ings after Captain Obadiah had agreed 
to captain the ship Honesty met Garth 
down by the blacksmith shop. She had 
just come from the post-office in Baker’s 
store and a letter from Jonathan was 
like a song in her heart. Then, glancing 
up from the letter, she saw Garth.

He was standing in the wide, shad
owed door of the blacksmith shop, with 
the glow of the smithy forge like a jewel 
gleaming in the dimness. The minute 
he saw Honesty he stepped down from 
the door and came toward her.

“I didn’t think it of you,” he said, and 
his eyes touched her with the old mock
ery, except that, now, they were shot 
witla scorn, “I thought you were too big 
and fine, Honesty.”

Honesty stopped, staring at him. 
“Too big and fine for what?” she said. 
“You know for what,” Garth said. 

“Too big to stab me in the back because 
I—kissed you the way I did. I couldn’t 
help that, Honesty. And I’m not sorry 
for it. I’d kiss you again—”

“No!” said Honesty, for once again 
the spell of him was touching her, and 
suddenly, in a rush, she could remember 
vividly every second that his lips, de
manding, strong, had been on hers. 
“No! You’ll never kiss me again!” 

“Afraid, Honesty?” he said softly. 
“Afraid I’ll show you what love really 
is? A.fraid I’ll make it impossible for 
you ever to be content to go back to 
Jonathan’s milk-and-water love-mak
ing?”

 ̂ “No,” said Honesty, and she lifted her 
chin and stared at him coolly. But there 
was something she couldn’t quite keep 
out of her eyes and Garth saw it and 
laughed.

“You can’t fool me,” he said. “And 
that’s just exactly what you are afraid 
of.”

“What did you mean just now—about 
my stabbing you in the back?” Hon
esty said, quickly, desperately. “I 
haven’t—”

“You have,” said Garth. “Just that. 
You knew I was depending on the boys 
here to crew my ship. And you—”

“I didn’t make the boys sign with 
me,” said Honesty. “They asked to come 
and Captain Obadiah took them on.”

The mockery had gone once more 
from Garth’s eyes and they were deep
ening the way they had up there on the 
dunes. Honesty looked away.

“All right,” he said quietly, “I’ll be
lieve you didn’t undercut me on purpose. 
But you’ve come into a man’s game 
when you tackle a man’s business, Hon
esty. And once we’re out on the banks, 
we’ll fight as fishermen fight.”

“I never thought of fishing as a bat
tle,” said Honesty.

“Everything in this life is a battle,” 
Garth said. “A battle to succeed, a bat
tle for—the girl you love. Remember 
that, Honesty, when we’re at sea.”

Slowly he turned and walked off.
Honesty went on her way down to 

the wharf, reading her letter from 
Jonathan as she went:
Darling-:

Keep an eye peeled on the horizon fo r me. 
I ’m stationed not so fa r  aw ay and the cu tter 
I ’m on goes through w aters w e’ve sailed to 
gether m any a  time. So I m ay come bobbing 
into port alm ost any m inute fo r a  b rief hello, 
and all the kisses my h ea rt rem embers from 
your sweetest lips.

Honesty read that part over and over, 
and when she reached the wharf and 
couldn’t read it any more she slipped it 
into her sweater pocket next her heart.

The wharf was teeming with life. 
It was a good wharf, running far 
enough out into deep water so the 
Laughing Girl could tie up. There she 
lay, riding the smooth water of the 
harbor, and with every boy in town run
ning on her decks and climbing up her 
shrouds, obeying the shouted orders of 
Cap’n Obadiah who stood, legs sprad-
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died, on the main deck, happier than he 
had been in ten years.

Honesty swung over the wharf onto 
the deck and went up to him.

“Hi, Skipper,” she said. “All going 
well?”

Captain Obadiah turned. His eyes 
were dancing like sunlit water.

“We’re gettin’ shipshape fast,” he 
said. “Are yer female fisher folk be- 
ginnin’ to back down yet?”

“Back down!” said Honesty indig
nantly. “We’re rarin’ to go.”

Cap’n Obadiah’s eyes sobered a bit 
and he took a step toward her so she 
could hear his lowered voice.

“Lookee here,” he murmured. “Are 
you sure them women ain’t goin’ off 
half-cocked, an’ when they see a sub
marine snout cornin’ toward ’em they 
won’t have high hysterics? ’Cause sub
marines is out there, ye know.”

“I know,” said Honesty. “The Coast 
Guard is out there too. And Jonathan. 
Yes”—her eyes met Captain Obadiah’s 
squarely—“we’ve thought of all that. 
We decided if girls could ferry bombers, 
and girls could drive ambulances and 
trucks, some of them under fire the 
way the girls in England have done— 
well, why couldn’t  we face the possibil
ity of submarines?”

An expression was born in Captain 
Obadiah’s blue eyes which was the kind 
one sea captain offers another. But all 
he said was, “Humph! Kinda got it all 
figgered out, ain’t ye?” and turned to 
stamp back up the deck, yelling to the 
boys in the shrouds.

Jonathan came home that night. Hon
esty was eating supper when he saw 
him open the gate in the picket fence 
and start up the walk. She never knew 
how she reached him. She had no mem
ory of leaving the table, no memory 
of running out the door and down the 
walk. She only knew she was in his 
arms, the new roughness of his uni
form against her face. Then his lips 
were on hers, deeply, warmly, with that 
dear tender’comfort she remembered so 
well.

“Jonathan!” she whispered. “Oh, 
Jonathan!”

“We put in at Portsmouth for the 
night,” he said, “and they gave me 
twelve hours. I hitch-hiked down here 
and I can stay till ten o’clock.”

“Darling!” she breathed. The thought

of three hours and a half of heaven 
seemed more than she could bear.

She took him back to the supper table 
and they all listened, rapt, while he 
talked. Then Aunt Martha chased them 
out.

“We’ll do the dishes,” she said. “You 
two go walk in the orchard. Toby and 
I used to walk in the orchard.”

Honesty and Jonathan laughed into 
each other’s eyes and went out. It was 
down by the stone wall near the east 
pasture that she told him how wonder
fully everything was going with the 
Laughing Girl.

“We’re sailing Monday,” she said, 
“and—”

“We!” said Jonathan. “What do you 
mean, we?”

“Why,” said Honesty, “I wrote you 
all about it. I told you Captain Obadiah 
was willing to take out the Laughing 
Girl and you wrote me back and gave 
permission. You—”

“Certainly I gave permission,” said 
Jonathan. “Captain Obadiah can take 
my ship out. But I still don’t see—”

So Honesty told him, about the girls, 
about how they all felt, about her own 
high fire of enthusiasm.

“Don’t you see, Jonathan,” she ended, 
“how much we can help? And food is 
so important with the war. We can do 
this. 1 know we can. Other girls—”

“Other girls aren’t walking into this 
kind of danger,” said Jonathan. “The 
letter you wrote about, it must be wait
ing for me back in Boston. When you 
said Obadiah wanted the ship— Well, I 
never dreamed he was going to take out 
a crew of girls. But 1 can stop you now. 
Honesty. I’ve got to. You don’t know 
what it’s like out there, the danger you 
run. You—”

“I do know the danger,” said Hon
esty. “But somebody’s got to go out and 
fish, Jonathan.”

JONATHAN’S eyes were shadowed, 
his voice grave. “If you want to help 

the war, do something else. There’s 
plenty—” His voice broke suddenly. 
Honesty heard the swift catch of his 
breath. She turned. Garth Holker was 
coming through the orchard toward 
them.

“Garth!” said Honesty, and felt a 
swift surge of warm blood up her thi*oat 
and across her cheeks. It made her so
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furious at herself that she flushed more 
deeply.

And Jonathan saw her flaming face.
“Honesty!” he said. “Why—”
“Hello, folks!”
Garth’s voice was cheery and warm 

with friendliness, but underneath there 
was mockery. Honesty felt a touch of 
quick alarm. What was he going to do?

“I don’t want to interrupt you two,” 
Garth said gaily. “I heard you were 
here only for a few hours, Jonathan. 
But I just stopped by to tell Honesty I 
have a crew. I went down to Boston and 
was lucky. The captain of a ship due to 
sail tomorrow had just got notice from 
his draft board, so I took over his crew. 
So”—he looked at Honesty as if to con
firm an understanding between them—• 
“we’ll sail almost together, after all.” 
His eyes turned to Jonathan. “I suppose 
Honesty’s told you,” he said casually, 
“that we’re all there is to the Jason fleet 
this year. But working together as we 
are, Jason’s reputation won’t suffer! 
Well—so long.” He waved a gay hand. 
“I only stopped by to give you the good 
news, Honesty. See you later.” And he 
was gone.

“Well, of all—” Honesty said, then 
she saw Jonathan’s face. Saw his white 
lips and the muscles of his jaw working 
under the tanned skin. “Jonathan! You 
don’t—”

“So that’s why you’re so enthusiastic 
about this fishing scheme,” he said. “I 
begin to see.”

“You don’t  begin to see at all!” Hon
esty took his a m  in both her hands and 
hugged it to her. “Jonathan, don’t be an 
idiot. He’s simply trying to make trou
ble—can’t you see that? So that—so 
th a t . . . Well, if you and I should break 
up—”

“He can move in,” said Jonathan. “Is 
that it?”

“Well—” said Honesty'.
Jonathan’s eyes burned down into 

hers. “Has he bothered you since I’ve 
been away? Has he told you he’d like to 
move in?”

“Oh, Jonathan!” She hugged his arm 
closer. “No matter what he’s said it 
doesn’t matter. I love you and—”

“Then he has told you he cares about 
you,” Jonathan pursued relentlessly. 
“And you must have encouraged him or 
he wouldn’t have been so darn sure of 
himself just now.” He turned on* her

suddenly, almost fiercely. “Have you 
encouraged him?” he said. “Have you, 
Honesty ?”

“No!” said Honesty. “Of course not. 
I—”

And then, in the face of his demand
ing eyes her own eyes wavered. Because 
the memory of Garth’s kiss swept over 
her, and the way she had felt when he 
kissed her.

Jonathan turned away abruptly. He 
rose to his feet.

“Well,” he said, “I guess that’s that(j> 
Honesty. Without words, you’ve given” 
me a pretty good answer.”

And before she could move he had 
gone away, striding through the trees, 
his head furiously high, his shoulders 
looking like rock.

In a second she was after him, calling 
his name, running and stumbling. She 
reached him as he passed the well.

“Jonathan!” She whirled in front of 
him, making him stop. “Don’t be crazy, 
darling!” She -was half crying, tears in 
her voice, tears gathering in her eyes. 
“I love you, Jonathan! I don’t love any
body else. I couldn’t. It’s always been 
you. Oh, Jonathan, don’t do this! You’ve 
got to believe me.”

HE STARED down at her a second, 
his jaw stiff, his eyes hard. Then, 

suddenly, he melted. His arms went 
around her and his face was buried deep 
in her hair.

“Honesty”—his voice was ragged— 
“oh, Honesty, tell me again you love 
me.”

She told him, over and over, and pres
ently both forgot Garth and forgot they 
had quarreled about him.

But just as he said good-night, Jona
than spoke of the fishing again.

“Don’t go, Honesty,” he said. “Prom
ise me you won’t  go out into the open 
sea.”

“But I must,” said Honesty. “All the 
plans are made. The girls are depending 
on me. There’s nothing else I can do.” 

Jonathan’s eyes darkened. “And 
Garth—”

“Garth has nothing to do with it,” 
Honesty cut in quickly. “Oh, Jonathan, 
don’t let’s quarrel about that again! 
And’please understand why I must sail 
with Captain Obadiah and the girls. 
How could I back out now ? It’s my own 
idea. There’s nothing else for me to do.”
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“You don’t know what it’s like out 
there,” said Jonathan. “I do. And it’s 
no place for a girl.”

“Perhaps not,” said Honesty, “but it’s 
too late for me to do anything else now.” 

Jonathan looked at her and she saw 
the thought of Garth in his eyes. But 
all he said was:

“You’re sure you still love me?”
“Very sure,” said Honesty, and lifted 

her lips for his good-by kiss.

CHAPTER V 
A t t a c k  i n  t h e  R a in

FULLY stocked and c o m p l e t e l y  
equipped, the Laughing Girl sailed 

the following Monday morning. The 
tide was running free, the sunshine was 
a blanket of young spring gold, the sky 
was a curving loveliness of blue with 
scudding puffs of white cloud, and the 
breeze was fair, with the Laughing Girl 
flying before it like a great white bird.

The whole town turned out to see 
them off. All the old sea captains, their 
rheumy eyes dwelling wistfully on Cap
tain Obadiah, were there, and the older 
women, wishing they were young again 
so they could go. The children were 
there, romping.

Honesty stood on deck, leaning on the 
aft rail, and watched it all. Uncle Toby 
and Aunt Martha were there, and her 
three young cousins—and Garth Holker.

Honesty saw Garth move through the 
crowd, his eyes searching for her. Find
ing her, his grin broke wide. The same 
alarm touched her that she’d known be
fore. He looked so assured, so mock
ingly gay. What was he up to now?

She found out. He came swinging 
down the wharf and over to the ship. 
He gave a leap and landed on the deck 
beside her.

“Have you any idea,” he said conver
sationally, “how beautiful you are?” 

“What did you mean,” she demanded, 
“by making Jonathan believe the other 
night that you and I were in a sort of 
partnership together?”

“Did he think that?” Garth grinned 
happily. “I hoped he would.”

Honesty was suddenly angry. Angrier 
than she had ever been before.

“You’re trying, deliberately, to break 
things up between Jonathan and me!” 
she blazed at him. “And I hate you for 
it. 1 loathe you! I—”

“Do you?” said Garth. “Do you 
loathe me, Honesty?”

And as he came close to her that elec
tric excitement touched her again. She 
felt her heart patter and small sparkles 
of quicksilver ran through her veins. 
She stepped back. He started to take a 
step toward her, then stopped. She saw 
his eyes widen a little, and she turned.

Ruby Peebles, stood on the deck near 
them, her yellow hair blowing in the 
breeze, her pale blue eyes switching 
from Garth to Honesty and back again. 
She didn’t say a word. And still without 
a word, she turned and walked back up 
the deck.

“Is she sailing with you?” Garth said.
Honesty said, “Yes,” and let it go at 

that.
Up in the bow a voice ordered the 

anchor up and the ropes hauled in.
“I’m not letting you go like this, Hon

esty,” Garth said. “I’m kissing you 
good-by.”

“You are not!” said Honesty. “Why, 
all the village is on the wharf!”

“Then all the village will know you’re 
mine,” said Garth.

“No!” said Honesty sharply.
She backed away again, but she was 

against the rail now and he followed 
her. His arms were strong, reaching for 
her, and then they were around her, 
close, and his lips were as she remem
bered them, gentle at first, then de
manding. The same electric excitement 
she had felt before was like the ringing 
of a gong in her veins. She couldn’t 
fight, she could hardly think, she could 
only stand there, helpless in the 
strength of his arms.

THEN he let her go. She stood para
lyzed a second, then she opened her 

mouth to cry her rage at him. She never 
spoke. She just stood motionless, frozen, 
her eyes wide. Garth, startled, turned to 
see what she saw.

Jonathan stood on the wharf. Jona
than, his face white, his eyes dark, and 
his fists tight in clenched balls at his 
sides.

“Jonathan!” Honesty called. “Jona
than !”

But she might have saved her breath.
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Jonathan had turned and was striding 
swiftly up the wharf, up the road, and 
on into the village.

Garth just looked first at her, then at 
the vanishing figure of Jonathan, and 
the triumph in his eyes was like a crim
son banner. Then he swung himself over 
the rail and was gone. . . .

The Laughing Girl picked up speed as 
if after these last years under oil, she 
took again to her sails with high de
light. She skimmed the seas gloriously, 
swooping around Store’s Point and on 
out to the open sea.

For a time, Honesty was too busy 
to think. But in the middle of the after
noon, with the weather holding fine and 
all sails filled with a good steady wind, 
there came a breathing space, and the 
instant her mind was freed from the 
tasks at hand it flew back to the wharf 
and that last glimpse of Jonathan’s 
shoulders moving toward the village.

Jonathan! What was he thinking? 
What was he feeling? What was there 
for him to think and feel? Hadn’t he 
seen her in Garth’s arms? Hadn’t he 
seen Garth there, in full view of every 
eye in the village, kissing her good-by? 
And if he asked in the village, what 
would they tell him? That she and 
Garth had been seen talking that morn
ing outside the blacksmith shop. Prob
ably that she and Garth had been seen 
talking together on the beach road. That 
she and Garth—

“Oh, he won’t believe it!” she thought 
furiously. “He can’t believe it! He can’t 
think, when I love him so much—”

But how did Jonathan know she loved 
him so much ? As a matter of fact—the 
ugly thought reared up like a snake— 
how could she be sure herself any more? 
Hadn’t she responded to those kisses of 
Garth’s? Hadn’t she felt that strange, 
tumultuous confusion when he was 
around? Would she have felt all that if 
she had really loved Jonathan as she 
was so sure she did?

A terrible doubt washed over her, 
making' her sick.

“Oh, Jonathan—Jonathan!” she
moaned. “If I could only see you for a 
second. If I could just look at you, hear 
your voice!”

That might clear this confusion. But 
there was nothing she could do now. She 
was on her way to the banks, fishing. 
Jonathan was nrobablv back on his

Coast Guard cutter.
She looked at the far heaving waves 

of the Atlantic, empty save for the fly
ing wings of the Laughing Girl, and 
tears blurred her eyes till sea and sky 
and distant horizon became one fog of 
blue.

Two nights later came their first 
storm. Honesty was waked by the roll 
and pitch of the ship, the groan of her 
timbers and the shrieking whistle of 
wind in her rigging. Before she quite 
realized what she was doing she was out 
of her bunk and shoving her socked feet 
into her boots.

She found Captain Obadiah standing 
behind the girl who was doing the trick 
at the wheel.

“I had to come up to keep an eye on 
things,” he muttered to Honesty. “No
body but a fool woulda thought of giv
ing over a good ship to a bunch o’
women.”

“Well,” said Honesty, “she’s doing all 
right, isn’t she? I never saw a man hold 
a ship better. And in this storm—”

“Yeah, she’s all right. But lookit how 
she does it.”

The girl was lying across the wheel, 
throwing her whole weight on it, hold
ing it steady against wind and wave and 
the slashing needles of rain that were 
almost sleet.

“I can’t see,” said Honesty, “that it 
makes much difference how a wheel is 
held, so long as it’s held.”

“That’s a woman for ye,” grumbled 
Cap’n Obadiah. “No sense nor logic.”

HE TURNED back, still grumbling, 
and Honesty followed him.

The decks were black and slippery 
with rain, the running lights made jew
eled flashes of emerald and ruby against 
the night and the storm, and the golden 
glow rising from the skylight of the 
cabin looked cozy as an open fire.

Captain Obadiah wras on ahead, a 
dark figure in oilskins and heavy boots. 
Honesty was hurrying a little to catch 
up with him when she heard the sound. 
A step, a little stumble, the roll of a 
loose block. Someone wras behind her. 
She turned. No, she had been mistaken. 
The deck was darkly, shiningly empty. 
Honesty turned back.

Ahead of her Captain Obadiah 
reached the cabin door, opened it, called 
good-night and went inside. Honestv
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started on to her own quarters.
Behind her the footstep came again, 

and again the sound of someone stum
bling and the roll of a heavy block. This 
time the block caught Honesty in her 
ankle, threw her off balance. She flayed 
her arms, trying to regain her footing. 
Her hands touched something soft, and 
she grabbed at it.

She heard a gasp, a small scream, 
then she felt hands on her shoulders 
shoving her down, rolling her over. 
Over and over. The sound of waves 
came louder in her ears. The edge of 
the deck was close, with the Atlantic 
just below.

Honesty screamed. She heard it with 
surprise—then her head hit something 
hard. The black night became blacker, 
and she sank into bottomless nothing
ness. . . .

She opened her eyes to the warm 
golden glow in Cap’n Obadiah’s cabin. 
Cap’n Obadiah was holding a small 
glass of brandy to her lips. A few girls 
and a couple of boys were crowded into 
the small room behind him.

“What—” Honesty said, and then she 
remembered. A cold lump tightened in 
her chest. “I almost went overboard, 
didn’t 1?”

Cap’n Obadiah nodded. His eyes 
looked frightened but his smile was 
there, under his beard.

“Ye almost did, lassie,” he said. “If 
’twan’t that I heard ye scream, and if 
’twan’t that I thought I heard somethin’ 
above the storm kinda bumpin’ the 
deck . . . Well, it brought me out again 
an’ there ye was kinda tangled in the 
scuppers with the waves washin’ up 
sorta hungry after ye. What happened 
—do ye mind?”

Honesty’s mind snapped back. She 
remembered everything. But for some 
reason, with the cabin crowded as it 
was, she thought it might be better not 
to tell everything.

“I must have slipped, I guess,” she 
said. “And in the wind and the rain, 
with the ‘deck slippery—”

“Uh-huh,” said Captain Obadiah, 
“just a case of a female who can’t hold 
her footin’.” He looked at her, his eyes 
sharp, then he said, over his shoulder. 
“Clear out, the lot of ye. I’ll turn my 
cabin into sick bay and keep her here 
the rest of the night. One o’ you gals get 
her undressed and wrapped in blankets.

It’s nigh daybreak now. By the time she 
gets warm it’ll be sunup.”

Honesty relaxed while the girls un
dressed her, and it was when she tucked 
her hand under her cheek to be more 
comfortable that she realized it was 
clenched in a fist. She must have relaxed 
it as she fainted, then clenched it again. 
As if it held something precious.

That thought amused her and she un
curled her fingers slowly, looking at 
them. Then she looked closer. With her 
other hand she untwined the hair 
twisted and snarled in her fingers and 
looked at it closely. Quite a wad of hair 
it was, bunched and matted, and, after a 
second, Honesty again closed her fist 
around it. Then she closed her eyes and 
went to sleep. . . .

The sun was shining full through 
the cabin window when she opened her 
eyes. Though it was still an early sun, 
rising and bright gold. All sign of the 
storm had vanished and the Laughing 
Girl was spreading her white wings 
over a perfect sea. Honesty dressed in 
the dry clothes she found. Apparently 
they had been dried beside the galley 
stove, and brought up to her. Then she 
went out on deck.

Captain Obadiah was just coming 
down from the wheelhouse.

“We’ll be at the grounds in an hour,” 
he said. “Get your gals, if they ain’t too 
squeamish, to baitin’ hooks. The tubs o’ 
trawl is down below along with the her
ring to bait ’em with. Can ye do it?”

“Certainly we can do it,” said Hon
esty. “Didn’t we sign up on this trip as 
fishermen?”

“Signin’ an’ doin’ is two different 
things,” mumbled the old man, and 
Honesty heard him still mumbling as 
she went back down the deck.

She passed Cap’n Obadiah’s order 
along, then went into the galley for 
breakfast before she joined the girls to 
do her share of baiting.

CHAPTER VI 
Of f  to t h e  F is h in g  B a n k s

BY TEN the tubs of trawl were ready 
—and by ten the Laughing Girl was 

anchored at the fishing grounds,
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Captain Obadiah was chuckling like 
Santa Claus, tramping up and down the 
deck, his eyes sparkling and joyous.

“Look at it!” he would shout to who
ever would listen. “Look at that empty 
sea! We got here first, by Jupiter! The 
prize belongs to us!”

“Not till we get back with full pens,” 
said Honesty when she heard him. “The 
prize isn’t given until—”

“Get back with full pens?” roared 
Cap’n Obadiah. “O’ course, we’ll get 
back first with full pens! We’ll have 
them pens full to bursting in two weeks, 
us first at the grounds like this. That 
thousand-dollar prize is as good as in 
our pockets. Now shake a leg an’ man 
them dories. Did ye pack ’em at dawn 
with bread an’ meat an’ them jugs o’ 
tea like I told you to?”

They had. The dories were packed 
and ready. The boys began to lift the 
first ones out from their nests.

Honesty suddenly felt a surge of ex
citement. The moment had come for 
which she had been waiting. This mo
ment, when the dories would swing out 
and down, when the girls would drop 
over the sides and take their places at 
the oars. Big girls, husky girls, girls 
born and reared in the ways of the sea. 
Two girls to a dory and one of them in 
each boat who had laid trawl before. 
Not this heavy deep-sea trawl but 
lighter stuff that still worked on the 
same principle.

“I’ve doled ye out a good husky dory 
mate,” said Cap’n Obadiah to Honesty. 
“I’ve give ye that Peebles gal. Some 
ways she ain’t too smart but she’s husky 
as a bull seal. If ye can manage th’ 
oars—”

“I can manage the trawl, too,” said 
Honesty, “as well as Ruby Peebles. 
Maybe I don’t  look husky, but I’m kind 
of tough even if I’m little.”

Captain Obadiah snorted. “Tough! 
Ye don’t know what the word means. 
Wait till you get out there, holdin’ the 
dory against them waves, an’ payin’ out 
that heavy trawl. Didja get it all 
baited?”

Honesty waved her hand toward the 
filled and baited tubs, each with the 
words Laughing Girl painted on the 
sides above the dory number.

"We’re all set,” she said.
Then it was her turn to swing the red 

buoy over the side and pay out the line

until it floated, bobbing and bowing, on 
the water. Ruby had climbed into the 
dory and Honesty climbed after her, 
picking up the oars a moment later as 
they splashed into the water.

She had rowed dories, heavy and cum
bersome as they are, ever since she had 
been a little girl. She had rowed them 
around coves and across the harbor, but 
she had never rowed them over seventy 
fathoms of water, on her way to do a 
man’s job of deep-sea fishing. Suddenly 
a shot of fear was mixed with her ex
citement and she had to think quickly 
of all the other girls, all over the world, 
doing men’s work with a courage and 
strength that had to be the strength of 
men, before she could force back the 
stab of fear and bend to the oars.

The sea was as calm and flat as oil, 
with only the deep surging roll that was 
more like the rise and fall of breathing 
than like the restlessness of water. Be
hind the dory, bobbing along in the 
wake, was the little black keg buoy with 
the Number 1 flag whipping in the 
breeze. And athwart sat Ruby Peebles, 
her yellow hair tied in a blue handker
chief and her pale eyes watching the 
sea that ran, in a line of white foam, 
past the dory side.

Ru b y  Pe e b l e s  at sea, with lip
stick still thick on her lips and her 

eyebrows swooping up in a darkly pen
ciled line.

Honesty kept her eyes fast on the 
buoy. Once she looked off toward the 
Laughing Girl, sailing away to stand by 
a little later and let down the next dory. 
The Laughing Girl sailing away. Hon
esty and Ruby Peebles alone in that 
huge flat expanse of blue water under 
the bowl of blue sky.

“We may as well drop the buoy anchor 
overside, Ruby,” Honesty said finally. 
“I’ll row more slowly and you can begin 
to pay out the trawl. The heaving stick’s 
on top of the tub.”

Ruby leaned forward to pick up the 
anchor and the breeze w'hipped out her 
yellow hair. Honesty looked at it. A 
thick swatch of yellow hair batting 
across Ruby’s eyes.

Honesty felt her throat go tight, her 
mouth go dry. A shaking began inside 
her and the tips of her fingers felt 
capped with ice. Of course, she had 
known all along. Ever since she had
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seen that wad of hair gripped in her 
own fingers the night before. And now 
she almost said to Ruby:

“You tried to push me overboard last 
night. Why?”

She didn’t say the words, of course. 
She just sat there looking at that 
swatch of yellow hair blowing across 
Ruby’s pale blue eyes. Then, her hands 
steady, she shipped the oars and leaned 
toward the tub of trawl.

She lifted up the heaving stick and 
handed it to Ruby, then began to row 
slowly again as Ruby shoved the stick 
under the first loop of line, lifted it up, 
with its gangings and baited hooks hung 
at intervals, and dropped it over the 
side. Then, with the heaving stick, Ruby 
lifted up the next loop of coiled trawl.

Honesty said nothing during the 
whole operation. Her fear had left her. 
She had driven it out by sheer force of 
will, though occasionally her eyes 
couldn’t help wandering over toward 
the horizon where the Laughing Girl 
still banked and filled, letting down her 
dories with their fishermen. It was a 
long way off, and should anything hap
pen there would be no one to hear her 
scream as there had been the night be
fore.

At last the final ganging with its 
heavy baited hook dropped over the side 
and Ruby dabbled her hands in the 
water and wiped them on her overalls.

“Shall we have some lunch?” said 
Honesty, and reached for the package 
of bread and meat and cheese, and the 
jug of tea.

“Thanks,” said Ruby.
The two girls ate, as they had worked, 

in silence. But as Honesty finished the 
last crumb of her sandwich Ruby spoke.

“Look,” she said. “Everything’ll be 
all right if you’ll just leave Garth 
alone.”

Honesty stared. “Garth?” she said. 
“Garth!” At the sound of his name all 
the confusion and misery she had been 
fighting for days flowed through her. 
“Garth!” she raged. “I wish I’d never 
seen him. He’s broken up everything 
between Jonathan and me. He’s—”

“If he’s done that,” said Ruby, lean
ing forward, “you must love him. If you 
didn’t, he couldn’t have.”

“No!” said Honesty. “No! I don’t 
love him.”

But Ruby kept on looking at her, her

pale eyes without expression. Then
slowly she shook her head.

“I think you love Garth,” she said, 
“and I know he’s crazy about you. And” 
—her voice went low, choked—“I’m 
crazy about him. I’m so crazy about 
him”—she hesitated, then plunged on— 
“I’m so crazy about him I’d commit 
murder, I guess, to get him. Oh, you 
don’t know what it is to love a man the 
way I love Garth! He’s the whole world 
to me. And to stand there and see him 
look at you, to see him kiss you, to—to 
hear him tell you how' much he loves 
you . . .  Do you wonder I—”

She broke off suddenly, her hand 
whipped up to her mouth and above the 
fingers her eyes, startled, frightened, 
stared at Honesty.

HONESTY knew W'hat it  was Ruby 
had almost said, but she didn’t want 

Ruby to know she knew. Ruby had al
most said, “Do you wrnnder I nearly 
pushed you off the ship last night?”

No, it wasn’t yet time for Ruby to 
know that Honesty knew that. Perhaps 
it never would be time.

“I didn’t know you loved Garth like 
that,” Honesty said, and suddenly she 
felt sorry for Ruby, breaking her heart, 
beating her emotions out over a man 
who didn’t care. “Please believe I’m not 
doing anything to take Garth away 
from you,” she said gently. “I’m in love 
with Jonathan. I’m going to marry 
Jonathan.”

But the words didn’t  sound convincing. 
Honesty couldn’t make them convinc
ing. Partly because of the confusing 
milling around within her, partly be
cause she couldn’t help thinking that 
Jonathan, with his Puritan background, 
his deep feeling that a good girl was 
pood—would Jonathan still want to 
marry her after seeing Garth kiss her 
as he had?

“Maybe you think you’re going to 
marry Jonathan,” Ruby said, doubt edg
ing her voice. “But men like Garth . . . 
Have you ever known any men like 
Garth very well? They get what they 
want.”

“Well,” said Honesty, “Garth won’t 
get me. So let’s forget it, shall w'e?” 
And she wished, frantically, that she 
could.

Ruby looked at her and for a second 
Honesty thought she was going to smile.
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Then her eyes went over Honesty’s 
.shoulder and into their pale blue flared 
such a fire of hate that Honesty, star
tled, turned to see what she saw.

Halfway over toward the horizon the 
Laughing Girl had tacked about and 
was setting her course toward them. 
There was nothing else to see over the 
entire expanse of ocean. Just the 
Laughing Girl, the open sea and the sky.

“Do you hate our ship—that much?” 
Honesty said, half to herself.

“That much?” Ruby flamed. “I hate 
it more! If you hadn’t brought her out 
here, if you hadn’t  been the first on the 
banks, Garth would have won the prize. 
He was all ready to sail, when all the 
boys he was depending on for crew went 
with you. And if he’d wen the prize, and 
got the money, he’d have married me. I 
got him to promise that once—before he 
got so crazy about you. And if you’d 
stayed out of this, he’d have done it. I 
know he weuld have!”

Ruby’s pale eyes were filled with fire 
and they glared at Honesty desperately.

“Now do you see?” she said. “Norv do 
you see?”

“Yes,” said Honesty slowly, “now I 
see. I really—see.”

That night, back on the Laughing 
Girl again, with a fine first day’s catch 
stowed in the pens, Honesty went to the 
cabin and cornered Cap’n Obadiah. She 
sat down in a chair across the table 
from him and watched while he stuffed 
his corn-cob pipe full of tobacco. He 
tamped it down, lighted it, and pulled 
until the blue smoke rose in great puffs. 
Then he took it out of his mouth and, 
cupping the bowl in his hand, sparkled 
his blue eyes at Honesty across the table 
from him.

“Spit it out,” he said. “When a gal’s 
got somethin’ on her mind ain’t nothin’ 
a man c’n do but listen to her.”

So Honesty told him what was on her 
mind. She told him about the hair she 
had found in her fingers and how she 
remembered grabbing at something soft 
as she stumbled on the slippery deck. 
She told him all that Ruby had said, 
about hating the Laughing Girl and 
why she hated her.

T THINK, Cap’n Obadiah,” Honesty X ended, “she’d scuttle the ship if she 
could, and know7 she’ll do whatever she 
can to keep us from getting back before

Garth does. I think she figures even now 
Garth could get the prize if something 
happened to prevent our getting our 
pens full as fast as we think we can do 
it.”

“I ain’t so int’rested in what you 
think,” said Cap’n Obadiah. “Pussenly, 
1 don’t give a hoot. That Ruby Peebles 
alius was sort of looney. I’ve said so be
fore, and this foolishness bears me out. 
G’wan, child—g’wanto bed an’ forget it. 
She ain’t gonna do nothin . She’s just a 
crazy gal with a mouthful of talk. So 
run along. If you was a man I’d offer ye 
a snicker of rum. But bein’ as yer a 
weak an’ futile female—”

“You might offer me a Pepsi-Cola,” 
said Honesty. “I saw some in your chest 
just now.”

She let him pour the Pepsi-Cola out 
and she sipped it slowdy. She tried to 
pretend she was taking the old man’s 
advice and forgetting about Ruby. But 
she couldn’t  forget her, and she wished 
Cap’n Obadiah wouldn’t. Finally, when 
she said good-night, she broached the 
subject again.

“About Ruby—” she began. But the 
old man would have none of it.

“Forget it,” he said. “That’s wrhat I 
said an’ that’s what I meant. I’ll send 
ye out with another gal tomorrer an’ 
you just don’t bother your head about 
that looney trick again.”

“All right,” said Honesty politely, but 
neither her head nor her heart would 
let her forget it.

She was troubled and, down in her 
bunk at last, she tossed and turned, un
able to sleep, unable to do anything but 
live through again that feeling of hands 
pushing her along the slippery deck, and 
the look in Ruby’s pale, shallow eyes 
when she had said the things she had 
out there in the boat.

Tossing and turning on her bunk. 
Would sleep never come? Her mind 
churned and circled. She lived again 
through that moment on the slippery 
deck, and through her talk with Ruby in 
the boat. The girl was pathetic, loving 
Garth as she did. But that very sin
cerity and loyalty to Garth made her 
dangerous. She mustn’t  forget that, 
Honesty told herself. She mustn’t allow 
herself to be swayed by any too great 
sympathy.

Her loyalty, after all, belonged first to 
the girls on board, the girls she had
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talked into coming. She thought of 
Lucy. Lucy’s whole family would be 
supported by Lucy’s share of the catch. 
And Priscilla Snow’s father, waiting for 
the Laughing Girl to come into port 
with full pens so his life could be saved 
by the specialist.

Sleepless, Honesty kept thinking of 
this, and more. Lucy and Priscilla were 
only typical. There wasn’t a girl aboard 
who didn’t need the money she would 
earn. There was Hattie Adams whose 
two brothers had joined the Navy and 
whose father, right afterward, had died. 
There was Millie Hopkins. . . .

Honesty tossed again. Her thoughts 
broke and scattered.

Suddenly, across the soft sounds of 
wave and wind, had come a voice, a far 
hail, and the answering hail of the boy 
on night watch.

CHAPTER VII
S h ip s  t h a t  M eet  in  t h e  N ig h t

JUST as she had the night before 
when the storm had waked her, Hon

esty swung her feet over the side of the 
bunk and shoved them into her boots. 
Five minutes later she was on deck, 
standing beside Cap’n Obadiah and 
watching the clean break of a Coast 
Guard cutter through the moonlit 
water.

The moon was at the full, making the 
Atlantic a broad, slowly heaving ocean 
of silver, and the long slim cutter was 
like a dark knife cleaving it.

Honesty stood still watching—and 
then her heart was turning over, her 
breath was strangled, and her knees and 
wrists were gone to water.

The voice, hailing again from the cut
ter! Jonathan’s voice! Jonathan stand
ing there in the bow.

Honesty closed her eyes and when 
the shock passed she found herself lean
ing far over the rail crying:

“Jonathan! Jonathan!”
And at the same time, beside her, 

Captain Obadiah called through his 
megaphone:

“Hail, Coast Guard. Laughing Girl 
from out Jason Harbor.”

“The Laughing—” It seemed to Hon

esty she could heard Jonathan’s breath 
catch, as he realized it. Then, low and 
firm his shout came again._ “The Laugh
ing Girl! Hail, the Laughing Girl!"

The cutter circled, cleaving the water 
in a wide sweep, and the next instant 
she was close alongside and in the 
bright moonlight Honesty could see the 
gold braid of her officers’ uniforms shin
ing—except that Honesty wasn’t look
ing at officers, Honesty was looking at 
Jonathan. A tall dark figure, with no 
gold braid, nothing but a seaman’s dark 
blue uniform—but he was Jonathan, 
and how could she ever have doubted 
for a moment that she loved him?

“Jonathan!” she called, and then her 
heart twisted at the white, stark look 
that swept over his face as he lifted his 
eyes and saw her.

“Honesty!”
Just her name—but all the grief, all 

the reproof, all the things he had been 
feeling were there in it.

She leaned farther so that, with the 
cutter so near, their faces were not too 
far apart.

“Jonathan, can’t I talk to you?” she 
pleaded. “Jonathan, you must under
stand! Garth didn’t kiss me because I 
wanted him to. 1 didn’t know he w as 
going to. He just grabbed me and did 
it. Can’t you understand? Can’t you 
know?”

It all poured out of her in a rush—all 
the words that suddenly welled up in 
her heart, all the words that wore sue!' 
a sure deep comfort to her, that stilled 
this confusion that had been rioting 
within her.

But Jonathan continued to stare at 
her. Jonathan’s face continued to be 
white and stiff.

“Garth had kissed you before, hadn’t 
he?” he said coldly, and something 
about his words made her knowr they 
had been in his mind a long time. “That 
wasn’t the first time.”

Honesty moved, and felt as if he had 
slapped her.

“Jonathan, please!” she said.
“You can’t love two men, Honesty,” 

Jonathan said. “Not if I’m one of the 
two. And you’re not the girl to let a 
man kiss her unless she cares. So what 
am I to think?”

She stood there at the rail, her face 
draining as white as his. She didn’t 
know what to say, for she knew the con
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fusion that beat at Jonathan now was 
the same confusion she had been fight
ing for days.

What was he to think ? What was she 
to think? Her heart loved Jonathan, 
yet when Garth was near, when his 
voice held a certain note, when his 
hands touched her—

“Jonathan!” she said wildly. “I love 
you! Really, I do. I’m sure—”

BUT she was not sure. He heard the 
doubt in her voice and she herself 

heard it. So that she let her words trail 
and couldn’t force the rest of the sen
tence through her dry throat.

“It’s all right, Honesty,” Jonathan 
said. “I’m through the worst of it, I 
guess. And if there’s anything I can do, 
ever—if you should need me—”

“Don’t, Jonathan.” She was almost 
crying, almost there were sobs in her 
voice. “You—you make it sound so final. 
Like—”

“Well,” said Jonathan, “it is final, 
isn’t it? I mean, I’m not playing a game, 
Honesty. 1 love you. I want you to 
marry me. And if you’re not sure—” 

“But I am sure,” said Honesty des
perately. “I—”

“Not while you let other men kiss 
you,” said Jonathan. “If you’d really 
loved me you’d never have done that.” 

“But Garth—” began Honesty, and 
stopped.

She couldn’t, in real truth, lay the 
blame on Garth. She remembered too 
well the vibrant effect he had had on 
her. She knew too well she had returned 
that kiss. She could say nothing. All 
she could do was stand still, her white 
face turned toward the cutter as the 
officers returned from their parley with 
Captain Obadiah.

The cutter slid off a little after that 
and Captain Obadiah came back to 
stand beside Honesty again at the rail. 
Together they watched in silence as the 
long slim Coast Guard ship slid through 
the water, farther and farther away, 
leaving an ever-widening stretch of 
tossing moonlit water between them. 

Finally Cap’n Obadiah said:
“Did ye hear what that commander 

man said to me? Do ye know why they 
hove to alongside us like that?”

“No,” said Honesty heavily. “No, I 
didn’t hear anything.”

Cap’n Obadiah said nothing for a

minute. He pulled his pipe from one 
pocket, took a small canvas bag of to
bacco from another, and jerked the yel
low string on it with his teeth. He shook 
the tobacco into the bowl, and finally 
he spoke.

“Come into the cabin, lass,” he mut
tered. “I’ve not made up my mind what 
to do yet. Come along.”

She followed him into the yellow 
lamplight and sat down in a red plush 
upholstered chair toward which he 
jerked his head. Cap’n Obadiah didn’t 
sit. He tramped slowly up and down. 
Finally he stopped in front of her.

“Do ye mind the question I put to ye, 
a couple days back?” he asked. “The 
question ye told me ye’d given thought 
to?”

“About the danger of submarines?” 
said Honesty, and as she said the word 
she felt a sharp chill tiptoe up her spine.

Captain Obadiah nodded. “That was 
the business of the cutter,” he said.

“They’ve got wind of a pack some
where in these waters. They’re runnin’ 
it down. They wanted to know if we’d 
seen hide or hair of it.”

“No!” said Honesty.
“I told ’em not yet,” said Captain 

Obadiah, “but 1 added there was alius 
another day.”

His voice sounded grim as if, once he 
laid eyes on an alien periscope, he would 
punch it down with his bare hands. 
Honestly felt her lips twitch, though 
this was no time for smiling. Tomorrow, 
out in the dory, with the Laughing Girl 
no more than a far sail near the horizon, 
she certainly wouldn’t feel like smiling.

“I can’t figger out whether to tell yer 
females an’ scare ’em to death,” Captain 
Obadiah said, “or whether to put back 
to port an’ say nothin’ to ’em till the 
whole mess is safe on land.”

“Put back to port!” said Honesty. 
“Put back to port with fish pens practi
cally empty? Are you crazy?”

“Nope,” said Cap’n Obadiah. “Ain’t 
crazy. Just got a mess o’ women on 
board an’ don’t know what to do with 
’em. I knowed when I put out with a 
shipload like this I’d come to no good 
end. I knowed—”

“Well,” snapped Honesty, “you may 
have ‘knowed’ a lot, but if you think 
we’ll let you put back to port before our 
pens are filled you don’t  know much! 
Have you forgotten how much depends
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on our success? If we take back twenty- 
five thousand pounds of fish—as we can 
if we stick it out and fill our pens—we 
get the prize, and the people get food. 
Of course, we'll stick it out! What do 
you think we are? Sissies?”

CAP’N OBADIAH stared at her 
blankly. Slowly the blankness gave 

way to warmth, to admiration, to a 
twinkle.

“By Jupiter,” he said slowly, “and I’ll 
bet you think you mean it, too.”

“Of course, I mean it!” said Honesty. 
“Do you want me to tell the girls what 
you’ve told me and have them take a 
vote on it?”

“Well—” said Cap’n Obadiah. 
“Well—”

So Honesty did just that after break
fast the next morning. The long deal 
tables were lined with girls, ready in 
sweaters and oilskins to take to the 
dories. Coffee steamed in thick white 
cups in front of them, thick slices of 
bread were piled high on big plates, fish 
balls made brown mounds on platters.

Honesty got up and banged on a 
drinking glass for order. The girls 
stopped eating and their faces, turned 
toward her, made splashes of paleness 
in tiie shadows. Honesty told them 
about the cutter and its errand. She 
described in detail the danger of re
maining in these waters. She told them 
that Captain Obadiah was ready to put 
back to port to return them to safety, 
because he didn’t want the responsibil
ity of keeping a “mess of females” in 
such a dangerous situation.

“I told him," ended Honesty, “that I’d 
put it up to you. He’ll do with the 
Laughing Girl just as you tell him to do. 
We’re going to put it to vote. Do we 
stick by the job and fill the pens and 
sail back for the prize? Or do we go 
home now—because we’re afraid of the 
enemv?”

“Stick by it!” yelled a voice instantly, 
and just as instantly every throat in the 
room took up the cry.

Every throat but one. Ruby Peebles 
sat at the foot of one of the tables and 
said nothing, though her pale eyes nar
rowed a little.

It was the middle of that morning 
when they sighted another ship. Sailing 
in she was, as they had sailed, though 
she was not dependent on her sails. Un

derneath her decks there was an engine 
and oil. Cap’n Obadiah knew this be
cause he knew who she was. Honesty 
knew, too. She had seen that vessel sail 
in and out of the harbor of Jason too 
many times not to recognize it. Garth 
Holker’s Smile Pretty had joined them 
at the grounds.

Captain Obadiah laid down his 
glasses and turned to Honesty.

“There she is,” he said. “A couple of 
days late, but maybe he thinks he can 
work faster’n we can and get his pens 
full first an’ get the prize, after all. 
Humph! Maybe we’ll have to hustle 
-more’n we intended. Maybe—”

He went off then, muttering, and 
Honesty was left to keep her eyes on 
those distant sails, and think of Ruby 
and the narrow look in her eyes.

She turned to find Ruby looking at 
her, her eyes not narrow now but wide 
and friendly, and with a flame of ex
citement burning in their depths.

“Have you seen her?” she asked. 
“Over there to the southwest? Did you 
suppose, if he’s as near as that, that I’ll 
see him?”

“I don’t know,” said Honesty. “I hope 
so, Ruby—if that’s what you want.”

“Want!” said Ruby. “Want! I feel as 
if I’d give my life to see him. Just to see 
him, even if lie won’t speak to me. Even 
if he’s still crazy about you. That’s how 
much I love him.”

She whispered the last two words and 
suddenly Honesty, looking at her wide 
eyes, with tears so close behind them, 
and the small quiver on the scarlet lips, 
was sorry for her. She felt the same 
surge of sympathy she had felt before 
in the dory. Impulsively she held out 
her hand.

“You’ll probably see him, one way or 
another,” she comforted. “And if you 
love him that much, Ruby, I certainly 
hope you get him. If—-if there’s any
thing I can ever do to help you, I will.”

RUBY smiled. It warmed her blankly 
pretty face and put a little depth 

into her eyes.
“Thanks,” she said. “I wish—I sort 

of wish we could go out in the same dory 
again. I mean—well, I can talk to you 
about Garth and you understand how I 
feel. Nobody else does and— Well, I 
guess w'hat I’m trying to say is I’d like 
for us to be friends. If you don’t mind.”
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“Of course, I don’t mind,’’ said Hon
esty instantly. “And I’ll speak to Cap
tain Obadiah about our going out to
gether if you like.”

She remembered, then, the decision 
she had made not to let her sympathies 
for Ruby influence her. But going out 
this way with Ruby would be a fine idea 
from both angles, wouldn’t it? She could 
keep friendly with Ruby, which was im
portant, and at the same time hold a 
watchful eye on her and try to find out, 
if such a thing were possible, just what 
was in the girl’s mind.

So it happened that, two days later, 
Ruby and Honesty were together, haul
ing in their trawl at sunset, when they 
discovered their hooks had been robbed.

Honesty pulled in the first empty 
hooks and thought it must be a poor 
catch and a poor day. But she remem
bered how the water had looked that 
morning—the lovely rippling green that 
was a sign to all good fishermen that 
halibut in plenty were feeding in the 
grounds.

No, it hadn’t been a poor day for fish
ing. It was that someone, something, 
had reached their hooks before Honesty 
had.

She looked up at Ruby, the sixth 
empty hook in her hand.

“Sharks?” she said. “Swordfish? 
What do you think?”

Ruby’s eyes were veiled a little and 
the corners of her lips looked as if she 
were trying not to smile.

“I don’t know,” she said demurely. 
“What do you think?”

A bell rang in Honesty’s mind. With
out realizing what she was doing, she 
turned and her eyes swept the horizon 
looking for sails. She found them. The 
Laughing Girl off to the westward, the 
Smile Pretty down farther toward the 
south.

There were other sails, too, scattered 
here and there. In the last thirty-six 
hours the fleet had really begun to col
lect. Not many—so few, in fact, that 
Captain Obadiah, looking at them, had 
shaken his head, talking of the old days.

Besides; thought Honesty, glancing at 
them now, they didn’t matter. Some
how, that small smile of Ruby’s made 
her feel that nothing mattered but the 
Smile Pretty hovering off there to the 
southwest. And yet, why would Garth 
steal their fish? Garth who was in love

with her, Honesty, and who was doing 
everything he could to prove it. Cer
tainly he wouldn’t.

CHAPTER VIII 
F is h  P ir a c y

WHEN Honesty got back to the 
Laughing Girl she went straight to 
Captain Obadiah.

“Look,” she said. “How easy would 
it be for a dory from another ship to 
row over and rob our trawls ? I mean, a 
small boat’s pretty well hidden by waves 
and if we weren’t  suspecting it and 
looking for it . . .  It could be done, 
couldn’t it?”

Captain Obadiah looked at her, his 
eyes losing their twinkle and turning to 
blue-edged knives.

“What’re ye drivin’ at, lass?” he said. 
“Make yer meanin’ clear.”

“I will,” said Honesty, and told him 
about the empty hooks.

The old man’s eyes went icy cold, his 
face went lobster red, and a vein began 
to bulge along his temple.

“It’s that Garth,” he said. “TIT old—” 
He went on talking but in the middle of 
his remarks Honesty covered her ears.

“Your mother,” she said, “should 
have brought you up not to cuss.”

Cap’n Obadiah paid no attention to 
her.

“If I ever catch that blitherin’ cur
mudgeon touching our lines I’ll hook 
him in one of ’em with my own hands 
and tie a sinker to his neck. The old—” 

He was off again and Honesty, hear
ing the cook’s bell from the galley, went 
below for supper and left him stewing 
in his own rage.

She found the supper table in a fer
ment. All the girls had had the same ex
perience Ruby and Honesty had had. 
The day’s catch was almost a total loss. 
The air was a thick buzz of wonderment 
and conjecture. Honesty said nothing. 
Neither did Ruby. But Honesty was 
sure they were both thinking the same 
thing—tnat if Garth robbed their lines 
two more days like this he would be able 
to go back with full pens before they 
could. And win the prize.

Honesty’s lips grew tight. She still
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couldn’t believe it was Garth, but Ruby 
still had the small smile of triumph on 
her lips.

It was while they were eating their 
dessert of stewed apples and ginger- 
snaps that they felt the ship tack and 
lean into a wide circle. The girls looked 
their surprise.

“Changing course?” they said to Hon
esty.

Honesty shrugged. She had an idea 
what was happening and when she went 
up on deck again she found she was 
right. The Laughing Girl had tacked

dark figures began to cluster on the 
deck, shadowed now, with only the tops 
of the masts silvered by the rising 
moon.

“I’m hailing Captain Holker,” called 
Cap’n Obadiah. “I want to have a word 
with the master of yer ship.”

A tall figure detached itself from the 
group and came walking leisurely to the 
rail.

“Ahoy, Cap’n Obadiah,” called Garth. 
“How’s the fishing?”

“Don’t ask me that,” shouted Oba
diah. “If ye’re as smart as I think ye
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until the sails of Garth’s ship were 
right across Iter bow and site was head
ing for the Smile Pretty with all sails 
set.

She came within hailing distance just 
as dark definitely fell over the ocean and 
as the moon showed its first silver haze 
on the horizon. Cap’n Obadiah, up at the 
wheel, hailed her himself, his old voice 
going out clear and strong over the 
waters.

“Ahoy, Smile Pretty!" he called. 
“Laughing Girl coming alongside for 
c o m m u n i c a t i o n .  Ahoy—Smile— 
Pretty!”

There was an answering hail and

are, ye c’n find it out for yerself. I’m 
just here to give warnin’! My trawls 
was robbed today. Maybe, for all I 
know, yours was, too, an’ I’m come, as 
one fisherman to another, to issue 
friendly warnin’.”

GARTH leaned over the rail. You 
could see the dark hulk of his shoul

ders and the silhouette of his cap shoved 
back on his head. Then the first wash of 
moonlight came over the rim of the 
ocean and showed his grin, the flash of 
his white teeth in his dark face.

“Friendly warning,” he said. “Well 
—thanks. I’ll sure keep an eye out for
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anyone who’d be apt to steal our fis-h. 
Because we’ve no intention of anyone 
getting the best of us or. this trip. Noth
ing’s going to keep us from getting back 
to harbor first with full pens, and you 
may as well know that now.”

“Humph!” snorted Cap’n Obadiah, 
and his temper snapped, “Any fool c’n 
get back first if they steal all the caught 
fish they can find!”

Garth stared for a second at the old 
man. You could see the whites of his 
eyes go wide, and then you could see the 
flash of his teeth. This time he laughed 
right out loud, a long peal of merriment 
that rang out into the still night.

“So you think I’m the thief!” he said. 
“Well, prove it. That’s all I’ve got to 
say—prove it.” He threw back his head 
and laughed again, and clearly those on 
the Laughing Girl could hear Garth’s 
crew chuckling with him.

Captain Obadiah gave orders to tack 
again and return, and when Honesty 
found him tramping the deck he was 
madder than he had been before. She 
laid a hand on his arm.

“Don’t get so upset,” she said. “It’s 
not worth it. I don’t think he’s the one 
stealing—”

“You don’t think!” roared the cap
tain. “O’ course, he’s the one stealing. 
An’ if I catch him at it—”

“You said that before,” said Honesty. 
“Besides—it just occurred to me—are 
you sure the prize will be given this 
year? I mean, with the war and not so 
many fishermen—”

“Not so many fishermen is just our 
luck,” mumbled the captain. “That 
prize ain’t got nothin’ to do with war 
nor no war. That prize was given by old 
Silas Winthrop while he was alive and 
when he died he left some kind of money 
in a bank, so it goes on. That prize is 
given spite o’ everything, an’ that lyin’, 
schemin’ son of a bantam rooster ain’t 
goin’ to get it away from me if I have 
to board his ship and put him in chains.” 

“Teh, tch!” said Honesty. “You talk 
like an old pirate.”

But she was nearly as upset by all 
this as he was. It would be a fine thing 
to sail into Jason Harbor and be the 
first, of all the fishermen in the dozen 
(.owns eligible for the prize, to come in. 
A fine thing, a flying glorious feather in 
her cap, to bring her girls in ahead of 
any man, even though men were few

and far between this year.
It was Honesty’s trick at the wheel 

and she stood there, holding the great 
thing easily, for there was no sea run
ning and only enough wind to fill the 
sails gently. She was thinking about it 
all when she saw the slim, dark thing in 
the water running across the band of 
bright moonlight ahead of the bow.

For an empty second she couldn’t 
think what it was. A huge water snake 
so far from land? A limb of a tree bent 
up in that grotesque fashion? And then, 
in a burst, she knew! She lashed the 
wheel and ran to the captain’s cabin.

“A submarine!” she panted. “Off the 
port bow. It’s circling. It’s not attack
ing. It’s—”

But she was talking to empty air. 
Cap’n Obadiah was on deck, glasses in 
hand, calling to the lookout, asking if 
he, up there in the crow’s nest, had seen 
the same thing Honesty had seen. He 
hadn’t. No one had seen it.

Now, Honesty couldn’t see it. The 
moonlight lay in a pale wash over the 
water and there was nothing else in 
sight. She stared, and empty ocean, the 
slow waves, moonlit-tipped and dark in 
the trough shadows, was all she could 
see. Nothing else, anywhere. Had she 
imagined that dark, evil-looking eye jut
ting up out of the water? Perhaps she 
had, though she knew she hadn’t.

SHE found, a little later, that she 
could not sleep. Every time she 

turned from the open deck to the hatch 
leading to her bunk she turned back 
again. The thought of being cooped 
up below, of lying in her bunk wide- 
eyed, listening, wondering, remember
ing the look of that dark eye skimming 
the sea—no, she would stay on deck if 
she had to stay there all night. She 
would stay out in the open where, if 
anything happened, she would at least 
have the wind in her face and the wide 
free sky overhead.

It was cold. The wind had veered 
from west, to northwest, to north, and it 
was coming down icy and sharp with 
the smell of icebergs clear on it. Hon
esty huddled down in the lee of a coil of 
rope, the collar of her reefer pulled high 
around her ears, her wool cap pulled 
low and each of her hands bundled into 
the opposite sleeve.

She must have slept this way, for she
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woke to the sound of oars being lifted 
carefully out of the water, allowed to 
drip a moment, then slid carefully back 
in again. Honesty sat still, listening. 
Then, noiselessly, she straightened from 
behind her coil of rope. Straightened 
and stood up, peering out and around to 
see where these sounds came from.

She could see nothing but, as she 
looked, a dory nosed its way around the 
stern of the Laughing Girl and came 
slipping up her port side.

Honesty lost no time. She went to the 
rail and called firmly:

“Who goes there?”
Her voice rang clearly in the night 

and immediately there was a stir of 
movement, from the helm, where one of 
the boys held the ship on her course, 
from the watch who was high in the 
bow, from the cabin where Cap’n Oba- 
diah always slept with one eye open and 
both ears cocked.

The cabin door was flung back, re
leasing a gold band of light across the 
deck, the watch came scampering down 
—and the dory vanished. The moon had 

. been dropping lower in the sky and the 
shadows were deeper, the moonlight 
paler than earlier in the evening. The 
dory, cutting suddenly off at right 
angles from the ship, was quickly lost 
in the ocean’s heaving, shifting shad
ows.

“What was it?” Captain Obadiah ap
peared in the stream of light from the 
cabin, pulling on his coat, still working 
his feet into his boots. “What’s the 
shoutin’ for? Oh—that you, Honesty?” 
he peered at her in the gloom.

“Yes,” said Honesty. “I did the shout
ing. A dory was out there. I couldn’t 
see the men rowing her, but I heard the 
oars and when I looked she was coming 
around the stern of the Laughing Girl.”

“Humph,” said Captain Obadiah and, 
leaning over the rail, peered out over 
the sea. “Ain’t nothin’ in sight,” he 
muttered. “Not ’nless my eyes ain’t 
what they used to be.”

Honesty said nothing. She felt fool
ish. The second time in one evening that 
she had seen things no one else saw. The 
second time she 'had raised an alarm, 
roused Captain Obadiah, and had noth
ing to show for it.

“You sure you feel all right?” Cap
tain Obadiah said. “You sure you ain’t 
got no fever?”

“You mean,” said Honesty, “am 1 
sure I’m not seeing things? Yes, I’m 
sure. And if you don’t believe me—”

“Oh, I b’lieve you,” muttered the old 
man. “I ain’t callin’ ye no liar. It’s just 
all part an’ parcel of what happens when 
a man’s fool enough to tie liisself up to 
a mess o’ high hysterical females.”

“I’m not hysterical,” began Honesty, 
and stopped. Why bother to say so? 
She couldn’t prove it. She had better 
keep quiet, go below, and try to get some 
sleep.

“I’ll walk ye around the deck once,” 
said C a p t a i n  Obadiah grudgingly. 
“Mebbe it’ll do ye good an’ calm them 
nerves o’ yourn. Come along.” He took 
her arm and they set off. “What was ye 
doin’ on deck anyhow,” he wanted to 
know.

ONESTY didn’t tell him.
“I had a headache,” she mur

mured, “and came up for some fresh 
air.”

“Humph,” said the old man, and Hon
esty knew he didn’t believe her. But she 
knew, too, that he couldn’t guess the 
truth because he had not credited her 
story about sighting the U-boat peri
scope earlier.

It was as they swung around the 
stern toward the starboard deck that 
they saw, against the last pale light of 
the dropping moon, the far silhouette 
of a ship. She had sails, though she 
wasn’t under them, her masts and spars 
standing naked against that circle of 
moon. She was moving away from them 
rapidly, which meant engine power 
along with her canvas. The same thought 
occurred to both Honesty and Captain 
Obadiah. Captain Obadiah put it into 
words.

“If that ain’t the Smile Pretty, I’ll eat 
her,” he said, and added thoughtfully, 
“maybe you did see that dory after all. 
But what in tunket was he doing over 
here?”

Honesty didn’t know, but for some 
reason her thoughts went instantly to 
Ruby, and with an instinct she didn’t 
bother to analyze she turned and went 
below immediately. She worked her way 
aft until she came to the row of bunks 
where Ruby slept. And there was Ruby, 
her almost colorless lashes making pale 
shadows on her cheeks, and her chest 
rising and falling with the deep slow
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breaths of one in the deepest of slum
bers.

Yet, as Honesty turned away, she 
knew Ruby was not asleep, and she had 
a strong hunch that Ruby had had some
thing to do with the visit of that dory 
from Garth’s ship.

Honesty went back up on deck. The 
very thought of sleep, of lying still in 
her bunk staring with wide eyes into 
the darkness, made her a little sick. Be
side it was nearly dawn. The wind had 
that fresh, sweet, clear smell that comes 
with the new day and the sky, low in 
the east, was washed with faint pearl. 
Perhaps it was only false dawn, but 
even so the real dawn could not be far 
away.

CHAPTER IX 
U n w a n t e d  V is it o r s

HONESTY went back to her old 
stand at the rail. She stood there 

a long time, while the false dawn faded 
to a deeper darkness than ever the night 
had held. And that, thought Honesty, 
was like her life at this moment. Black, 
dark and bewildering.

She thought of Jonathan, and the 
thought was like an ache, heavy in her 
heart. She thought of Garth—and sud
denly she could understand why Ruby 
loved the man so much. Garth had such 
strength, such power, he had such a 
way of sweeping everything before him. 
But Garth—and the more she thought 
of it, the more sure she was—was not 
the one robbing their lines. Garth, try
ing to win her love as he was, would not 
do a thing like that.

At last her eyes grew heavy. A little 
sleep, an hour’s nap, seemed a possible 
thing now and she turned to go below. 
She never took the second step. The 
corner of her eye, as she turned away, 
had registered a movement in the sea 
that stopped her dead. She didn’t move 
her body again, but she turned her head 
until she could see it clearly.

The same black snout she had seen 
earlier in the night but now, as she 
looked, more—much more.

The thing rose swiftly, once it started. 
The periscope clear, the conning tower

up, the oval ring of deck. Honesty heard 
her own voice, loud and clear.

“U-boat on the port side! U-boat 
sighted to port!”

With the sound of her voice was the 
call of the watch, the cry of the girl at 
the wheel. The cabin door flew open 
and, as once before that night, Captain 
Obadiah appeared, stamping into his 
boots, shrugging his shoulders into his 
reefer as he came.

The U-boat was up, in full view on 
the dark heaving waters. Men were 
emerging on her deck, and she was mov
ing so that less and less of the black 
Atlantic showed between her and the 
Laughing Girl.

Then a voice, deep and guttural, 
called out in English:

“We will not attack. We come as 
friends, to talk.”

Beside her Honesty heard Cap’n Oba- 
diah’s grunt. She knew what he was 
thinking. She had heard the stories, 
too. of ships like theirs being boarded 
under one pretext or another, and time 
bombs being placed. Then one, two, or 
three hours later a roar, a burst of 
flame, and sometimes one or two es
caped to bring back the tale. Sometimes 
the ship was never heard from again.

Once more Captain Obadiah grunted. 
And under his breath Honesty heard 
his words.

“Females!” he muttered. “I mighta 
knowed. Can’t risk nothin’ with fe
males on board. Can’t  open fire .with 
what guns I got on account o’ how 
s’long there’s any hope to escape fight 
I gotta keep these dratted gals out of 
it.”

“You’re not going to—” Honesty 
said, and couldn’t finish because, sud
denly, her throat felt like rock and her 
mouth was filled with cotton.

“Steady, gal,” Cap’n Obadiah said, 
and the voice of the U-boat commander 
came again across the narrowing ex
panse of water.

“You will speak with us, yes? We 
will come aboard to talk?”

“No,” said Captain Obadiah. “If ye 
got anythin’ to say, say it from yer own 
decks.”

There was a small silence. Honesty 
heard the waves and the wind in the 
rigging and the terrible thud of her own 
heart. Then the commander’s voice 
came again, r
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“It is unfortunate,” he said, “but it is 
necessary the talk be private. We come 
on your decks or . . .  We will not waste 
the time in talk.”

FOR the third time Honesty heard 
Cap’ll Obadiah’s grunt. And his 

mutter:
“As if I could take a chance like that, 

with this mess o’ gals on board!” Aloud 
he called, “Have your way, then,” and 
moved down the deck to receive his 
guests.

A few minutes later they were on 
board. Three officers. Tall, heavily-built 
men, two with their faces shadowed in 
beard, the third with a drooping heavy 
mustache that shone blond in lantern 
light.

“Whatever your business we can do 
our talkin’ here,” Captain Obadiah 
said.

The commander, one of the men with 
a beard, said:

“We will discuss our affairs in your 
cabin. If you will lead the way?” 

Honesty saw Captain Obadiah stiffen. 
She saw the movement all three officers 
made simultaneously. She heard the 
grunt Obadiah gave. Then, without an
other word, he turned, opened the door 
of his cabin and the yellow lamplight 
swallowed them all. Honesty was left 
alone on the dark deck.

The whole thing had happened with 
surprisingly little noise or disturbance. 
No one on the Laughing Girl had waked, 
no one except Honesty, the lookout, and 
the girl at the wheel was aware that 
anything was wrong. Neither of the 
other two could leave their posts so Hon
esty was left alone with her thoughts 
and her fears and her wonderments. 
With all this churning around inside of 
her she couldn’t keep still. She moved, 
restlessly, up and down. She stared, 
fascinated, at the window of the cabin 
behind which she could barely hear the 
low rumble of voices. Finally she moved 
away.

The night was again fading and the 
first gray light of real dawn was be
ginning to creep over the world. Hon
esty slipped around to the starboard 
side to see the east and the promise of 
the rising sun. But as she rounded the 
stern, and the sea off the starboard side 
came into view it was neither the sky 
nor the ocean itself that she noticed.

Nothing else filled her eyes, in that 
moment, but the long slim lines of the 
Coast Guard cutter cruising silently a 
mile out to sea. And for that first min
ute, seeing it, it wasn’t the U-boat she 
thought of—it was Jonathan. Jonathan 
was out there, if that were Jonathan’s 
ship, and perhaps she might see him. 
Then she remembered. Jonathan didn’t 
want to see her. Jonathan, who was so 
sure she cared for Garth.

For a small second Honesty stood 
there, biting her lips. Then her mind 
clicked into action. She turned and 
vanished down the nearest hatch.

Three minutes later she was back on 
deck with an electric torch in her hand. 
She flashed it fast, three times. It was 
then she began to pray.

“Let them see it!” she murmured, 
over and over. “Let somebody be look
ing this way. Let them see it. Please— 
please let them see it!”

One—two—three. One—two—three. 
Over and over.

They saw it. The answering flash 
came back, and Honesty’s heart seemed 
to fly right out of her body. Then, 
swiftly, she sent the message, knowing 
a surge of gratitude for all the hours 
she had spent as a child flashing mes
sages across the dune and cliffs for fun. 
Now all the old skill came back to her 
as she flashed:

U-boat on port side. Comm ander and officers 
on board.

She waited then, for a second, to see 
if they wanted a repeat. But all they 
flashed was the one word, “Coming,” 
and that was enough. Honesty leaned 
against the rail, watching the slowly 
graying water and the approaching 
cutter slice its way through it. A sense 
of satisfaction touched her.

THERE had been no way for the 
U-boat, tied on the port side, to see 

any part of her flash, shown off at star
board. There was no way now for them 
to know the cutter was coming. She 
turned slowly from the rail and moved 
back around the deck the way she had 
come. As she rounded the stern loud 
voices caught her like a blow and the 
next instant strong aims grabbed her 
and a guttural voice shouted unintel
ligible words.

She was rushed down the deck, the
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door of the cabin was yanked open, she 
was thrust inside and the door slammed 
behind her. She heard the key click in 
the lock, and then she saw Cap’n Gba- 
diah’s eyes staring into hers. He was 
bound and gagged, lashed to a chair, 
and above the white gag and his beard 
his blue eyes were darting tire.

Honesty’s fingers twitched and pulled 
at the gag and. as it dropped, she whirled 
back to the door to pound it with her 
lists.

It was opened almost instantly by a 
girl whose eyes were filled with excite
ment.

“What’s happened?” she cried. “I 
woke up and heard a lot of yelling—”

Honesty paid her no attention. She 
shoved past her and leaped for the rail.

The U-boat had gone. The sea was 
empty and turning gray and yet lighter 
gray in the light of the coming dawn.

Honesty stood still, staring, and be
hind her Captain Obadiah mumbled, 
through swollen lips.

“Do you know why they tied me up? 
Because I wouldn’t play a game with 
my ship they wanted me to play. If I’d 
been willin’ to do it. . . . Holy hoptoads! 
Looka that!”

Honesty whirled, stared, and knew a 
great surge of exultation. The cutter 
had arrived, knifing through the water 
and passing the Laughiny Girl as if she 
wasn’t there because, up ahead, in the 
now clear light of dawn, the U-boat was 
again visible, her conning tower and 
half her deck out of water.

The cutter tore down on her, guns 
ready. The new day was ripped apart 
by ilame and shell. Too late the sub
marine tried to submerge completely. 
Too late. The guns of the cutter raked 
her, she tilted, for one instant her bow 
rose clear out of the water, for one in
stant it was outlined, black against the 
rose and gold of the rising sun. Then it 
was gone. Down beneath the waves, 
Down—and down—and down.

Honesty watched in still horror, her 
cold hands clutching the rail, her eyes 
pressed wide. Then she heard Captain 
Obadiah’s long breath released.

“It’s a grand country we live in,” he 
said, “that can show fighters like that.”

Honesty said nothing. She was think
ing of Jonathan. Was he aboard that 
cutter? Had Jonathan had a part in 
sending this U-boat down? She strained

her eyes through the pearly mist of 
early morning, as the cutter sliced its 
way toward them. And then, suddenly, 
her heart was stopped, a chill was wash
ing over her.

Someone on the cutter had been 
wounded. Someone was being lifted 
from the deck onto a stretcher. Suppose 
it were Jonathan! Suppose he had been 
killed!

She leaned over the rail, and the cut
ter slid alongside. The stretcher bear
ers were just going through a doorway. 
Yellow light poured out, for the short 
minute the door was open, and Honesty 
saw the man’s face. It was Jonathan. 
She cried out, calling his name again 
and then again.

ONE of the guardsmen came to the 
rail.

“You know him?” he said.
“Of course I know him!” cried Hon

esty. “I’m going to marry him! Oh, 
can’t I see him for a minute? Can’t 
I—”

“Sorry,” said the guardsman. “It’s 
against rules. But I can take a mes
sage.”

“I want to see him,” said Honesty. 
“I’ve got to see him!”

She didn’t dare send a message. Jona
than might still doubt her. He might 
send her a message back telling her so. 
No, she had to see him.

The commander came on board to 
speak to Captain Obadiah. Honesty 
drew a deep breath and went up to him.

“The man who is wounded,” she said. 
“Please—can’t I see him? i. . . . Oh, 
it’s so necessary and—”

The commander looked at her. His 
eyes were gray-blue under shaggy 
brows. His mouth was the mouth of a 
man accustomed to issuing orders.

“There are rules against such irregu
larities,” he said. “I am sorry.”

Honesty bit her lips. The need, at 
that moment, to see Jonathan was so 
great it was like a sickness. She had 
to see him! She knew, then, that all this 
doubt and confusion bothering her was 
less than nothing. Garth was less than 
nothing. The intoxication that had held 
her, for those moments in his arms, had 
been of no more importance than the 
shock you get when you touch a live 
wire.

At last, clearly, she could understand

\
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it all. And she had to tell Jonathan. 
She must tell him. He mustn’t, for an
other second, be kept in this miserable 
doubt.

“You don’t know,” he told the com
mander, “how important it is that I see 
him. Why, when I was signaling for 
you—”

“You?” said the commander. “It was 
you who sent the signal?”

“Yes,” said Honesty. “Yes, I—”
The commander held out his hand. 

“That, mv dear young lady,” he said, 
“puts quite another light on it. I shall, 
with great pleasure, offer you a permit 
to go aboard the cutter to see—” The 
officer’s eyes twinkled. “Your brother?”

“No,” said Honesty. “No, he’s the 
man I’m going to marry.” And the 
words, she knew, were a prayer.

The guardsman who was still on deck 
showed her below. Jonathan was lying 
on a bunk, in a small cabin, and when 
she came in he opened his eyes.

“Jonathan!” she whispered.
He saw then who it was. His lips 

tightened a little. Pain flashed into his 
eyes and was gone again.

“Hello, Honesty,” he said.
She came into the cabin quickly, 

reaching his side in a little rush.
“I had to come, Jonathan,” she said, 

“and the commander gave me permis
sion. I—I wanted you to know I was 
sure.”

“Sure?” said Jonathan, and his voice 
was the voice of a man moving on thin 
ice, “Sure of what?”

“That 1 love you,” whispered Hon
esty. “I—I really was sure all the time 
but you confused me so, doubting me, 
that I—I almost began to doubt my
self.”

Jonathan lay for so long, held in si
lence and with his eyes closed, that Hon
esty began to be afraid he’d fainted.

“Darling!” she said. “Darling, are 
you all right?”

He opened his eyes then and she saw 
the look in them. Cool and quiet, con
trolled, and as far away from her as the 
stars.

“You needn’t have bothered to go to 
all this trouble, Honesty,” he said. “I’m 
not badly enough hurt to need such a 
fine gesture of sympathy. It was fine 
of you, but I’m all right without it.”

She stared a second, trying to make 
sense out of his words.

“Jonathan!” she stammered. “You 
think I came just to offer you sym
pathy? You think I’m telling you 1 love 
you just because you’re wounded and 
I’m sorry for you? But—but—”

Jonathan moved his head wearily. 
“Don’t bother,” he said, and his voice 
was inexpressibly tired. “I know you 
mean well but . . . Please, Honesty, I’ll 
talk about it some other time, if you 
like, but just now—”

It was a dismissal. Honesty could 
take it no other way. She backed out of 
the cabin slowly, her eyes on Jonathan’s 
face. He never opened his eyes. She 
leaned against the wall of the dark com
panionway for a minute till she could 
control the sobs that shook her.

She got back to the Laughing Girl— 
and a whirl of excitement. The Coast 
Guardsmen had come on board, at Cap
tain Obadiah’s request, and they had 
found a time bomb down in the hold.

“I knowed blame well it was there!” 
shouted Cap’n Obadiah. “I knowed they 
put it there when they tied me up in 
my cabin. Blast their timbers!”

Honesty didn’t  stay to hear any more. 
She went wearily down to her bunk, and 
lay all the rest of the time until break
fast with her eyes wide and burning, 
fastened on the ceiling above her head.

But she couldn’t spend much time 
either worrying a b o u t  Jonathan’s 
wounds or her own broken heart, The 
fish continued to be stolen from the 
hooks and, if it wasn’t stopped soon, all 
possible chance of winning the prize 
would be lost. The girls were getting 
frantic and begging Honesty to do some
thing about it.

Finally she thought of a way she 
might discover who the thief was. Near
ly everyone suspected Garth, but Hon
esty still couldn’t believe he’d do it. 
However, she would set her little trap 
and find out.

CHAPTER X 
A  T h ie f  for L ove ’s S a k e

PUTTING her belief to the test, Hon
esty didn’t  take Ruby with her that 

day—she took Lucy. Because, if the 
thief should be Garth, Ruby was not the
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girl to have sharing Honesty’s boat. She 
explained her idea to Lucy while they 
were munching their sandwiches after 
their trawls had been sunk.

“Your plan sounds all right,” said 
Lucy, nodding her neat brown braided 
head. “And I don’t see why it wouldn’t 
work. If Garth is pulling in these lines 
before you get back to them—certainly 
if he’s anywhere around and sees an 
empty dory bobbing around helpless, 
he’s going to investigate. And if you 
can prove he’s in these waters, where 
lie’s no business to be . . . Yes, it really 
ought to work.”

So the two girls shipped the oars and 
lay down in the bottom of the dory.

It was a safe enough thing to do, since 
the more weight there is in the bottom 
of a dory the steadier the dory travels. 
And the sea was calm, with only the 
great ground swells heaving it slowly 
up and down, so there was no chance of 
their getting caught and swamped in 
the trough of a wave. They lay there 
comfortably, talking in murmurs, and 
watching the high white clouds sail on 
their ocean of blue.

But when the hail came they stopped 
talking. It came again and again. They 
didn’t answer and, when Honesty 
winked, they both closed their eyes. 
They didn’t  open them when they heard 
the splash of oars, they didn’t open 
them when they could sense another 
boat near, but when they heard voices 
calling, alarmed, they sat up.

“My goodness!” said Honesty, rub
bing her eyes. “I must have fallen 
asleep. I . . . Oh!”

She broke off suddenly, a little sur
prised, a little doubtful. Garth wasn’t 
in the other boat, twenty feet away and 
laden with fish. The two men in the 
boat were men Honesty had never seen.

“We rowed over thinkin' mebbe your 
boat was empty,” one of the men said. 
“Thinkin’ mebbe you was drowned or 
somethin’.”

“If we’d drowned,” Honesty said, 
looking at his narrow eyes and slashed 
mouth, -“you could take our fish with a 
clearer conscience. Is that it?”

The man’s eyes shifted. “Your fish?” 
he said. “I ain’t stealin’—”

Just then a wave brought his boat up, 
heavily laden as it was, clearer of the 
water. Honesty saw the name painted 
on it.

“Oh, so you are from the Smile Pretty 
after all,” she said. “I thought so.” 

“Now look here, Miss,” the man said, 
“I told you I wa’n’t—

A hail interrupted him. A hail and 
the sound of a motor that had, till that 
second, been blown back by the wind. 
It was close and the next instant the 
motor was silenced and the hail came 
again.

“Garth!” said Honesty, and watched 
his face as he took in the situation—the 
men in his own dory, the dory laden 
with fish, when Garth’s own trawls were 
sunk a league away.

“What’s all this?” Garth said, scowl
ing. “What’s the trouble?”

“Plenty of trouble,” said Honesty. 
“Your men are stealing our fish.”

“My men!” said Garth. Then he 
turned on them, his eyes narrowed, his 
face black. “Didn’t I tell you to stick 
to your own lines? Didn’t I tell you if 
I caught you disobeying me I’d cut 
your share of the catch?”

THE men looked at the fish in their 
boats, they looked at Garth. One of 

them muttered under his breath. 
“Garth—” Honesty said.
Garth’s eyes swung to hers and met 

them fairly.
“Honestly I don’t know anything 

about this,” he said. “And if you have 
any more trouble let me know.”

“I will,” said Honesty, and picked up 
her oars.

They didn’t have far to row. The 
Laughing Girl was on her way, as she 
always was at this time, to pick them 
up with their catch.

Honesty told Captain Obadiah about 
Garth’s men as soon as she was swung 
up in her dory and could reach the deck. 
Captain Obadiah growled in a fine fury 
behind his beard.

“Ye say ye saw them with yer own 
eyes? Saw them with their boat filled 
with your fish?”

“Filled to the point of sinking,” said 
Honesty, and added, “Garth made them 
transfer every fish into our boat.” 

Captain Obadiah snorted. “What does 
that prove?” he wanted to know. “That 
the squid’s smart, or innocent?”

“I don’t know,” said Honesty. “I— 
don’t—know.”

Two days later, though, she knew she 
had to find out. The lines were still be
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ing robbed, and even if Garth were in
nocent, she was sure his men were do
ing it. She went to Cap’n Obadiah and 
said so.

“I don’t  see why we can’t do some
thing about it,” she told him. “We’ve 
a right to protect our property at sea, 
haven’t  we? And the minute fish are 
caught on our lines they become our 
property, don’t they? So why—”

“Why!” roared Captain Obadiah. 
“She stands there, the witless woman, 
and asks me why! Me, loaded to the 
gun’ls with females! Me, with not an 
able-bodied man walkin’ my decks—an’ 
she asks me why I don’t pick a fight 
with a bom fighter who’s crewed his 
ship from the Boston waterfront. 
Think, you idiot! Use your noodle and 
think why.”

Honesty was silenced. She stood in 
front of him with not a word to say.

Later that same night, though, she 
had plenty to say. They had, by this 
time, been out at the grounds, a good 
ten days. The Smile Pretty had been 
out eight days. She had been stealing 
the greater part of the Laughing Girl’s 
catch for nearly a week. According to 
all calculations the Smile Pretty’s pens 
ought to be about full. In another day 
or two she should be ready to sail back 
to Jason—for the prize.

The Smile Pretty was. She told them 
about it that night. She had the nerve 
and the cast-iron impudence to flash 
good-by and good luck to them. Her 
pens were full. She was sailing for Bos
ton in the morning.

Captain Obadiah came thumping 
down the deck, fit to be tied.

“Behind bars I’d put ’em if I could 
get ’em!” he roared. “I know as well 
as I know my name half the fish in them 
pens is ours.”

“But if Garth doesn’t know his men 
are stealing—” Honesty began, but the 
old man interrupted her.

“Know? Know? Sure he knows, the 
squid. And if that blame Coast Guard 
cutter would show up like I sent for 
’em to—” .

“You sent for the Coast Guard?” 
Honesty’s heart turned. The cutter, 
with Jonathan on board.

CAPTAIN OBADIAH turned heavily 
away. “Yeah, I sent for ’em,” he 

muttered. “Sent for ’em as well as a

body can with no radio an’ nothin’ but 
a word o’ mouth message. I told Sam 
Parsons when he went by with his Sea 
Gull two days ago that if he picked up 
the cutter anywheres to tell ’em to come 
by.” He grunted. “Maybe all of an
other week before we see ’em, if they’re 
off fightin’ fights somewheres else.”

“Hmm,” said Honesty, and didn’t 
say more because the mere mention of 
the Coast Guard had brought Jonathan 
to her with aching vividness.

Perhaps if he were well enough by 
now she could talk to him again and 
convince him. But no, she couldn’t. She 
could never, she realized suddenly, say 
anything more. If Jonathan didn’t be
lieve her now—

She turned away quickly so no one 
could see the tears coming. If only 
things were different so she cou'd look 
forward to Jonathan’s coming with the 
Coast Guard! But the Coast Guard 
wasn’t anywhere in sight, anyway, and 
the Smile Pretty was sailing for Boston 
in the morning.

As things were, there was no one but 
Honesty herself—Honesty herself! Her 
thoughts broke as the idea exploded. 
Hadn’t Garth said if there was more 
trouble for her to tell him and he would 
stop it? Hadn’t  he told her that day in 
the dory. . . .

She turned quickly from Captain 
Obadiah and walked up the deck.

Honesty went up where she could be 
alone. Far up in the bow where coils 
of ropes and the big anchors made a 
kind of cubby-hole. Behind all this she 
curled up, feeling under her the high 
lift as the ship met the slow heave of 
the sea, and knowing the sweet cool feel 
of the salt wind against her cheeks.

Nobody could find her here and she 
could think what to do.

She was still there, a long time later, 
when, by the calls of the watch, she 
knew it was nearly midnight. Everyone 
on the ship w'ould be asleep by this time 
and Captain Obadiah, not seeing her 
again, would figure she had gone below 
to sleep too. Well, she hadn’t. Nor was 
she likely to.

She slipped back down the deck from 
the bow, keeping to the shadows. The 
moon was rising later each night so now 
the east was just beginning to show 
silver, and the entire deck was still deep 
in darkness. That was how it happened
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she nearly bumped into someone stand
ing in the waist of the ship before she 
realized anyone was there. Then, star
tled, she took one step back into deeper 
shadow and stood still before she was 
seen herself.

The next moment she recognized the 
girl who was standing there. It was 
Ruby Peebles. Ruby, with a dark lan
tern in her hand, carefully flashing a 
message out to sea.

Honesty waited there, watching Ruby. 
She couldn’t read the message for the 
dark side of the lantern was toward 
her, nor could she see Ruby’s face clear
ly. She just recognized the silhouette of 
her figure in the darkness and the fa
miliar motions of her hands and head.

After that waiting moment, Honesty 
stepped forward.

“Ruby.” she said, low. “Ruby!”
Ruby jumped and swung around. The 

lantern dropped from her hand and 
rolled a little on the deck. Honesty 
stooped and picked it up.

“So that’s how Garth has known so 
well where we lay!” she said. “You’ve 
been signaling him during the night, so 
he wouldn’t lose us.”

“I told you I love him enough to do 
anything for him,” Ruby said sullenly. 
“And”—she spoke a little louder with 
a kind of bitter triumph—“he’s still go
ing to marry me if he gets the prize. 
So why wouldn’t I help him?”

“Even to the point of committing a 
theft for him?” said Honesty. “Because, 
helping him like this, you’re as much a 
thief as he is.”

“1 don’t care,” said Ruby. “I’d do 
more than steal if he asked me to.”

HONESTY stood silent, touched, as 
she had been twice before, by the 

utter depth of Ruby’s love. Love like 
this, sweeping, complete and strong, you 
have to have respect for. No matter 
what its object was, no matter how un
worthy or hopeless or insane you felt 
it to be it was love, and as such it was 
precious.

But Honesty couldn’t afford to be 
sympathetic with Ruby now. She had 
decided, up there in the bow, just where 
her duty lay, and Ruby was no part of 
it. Ruby loved Garth. Ruby, whatever 
happened, must take care of herself. 
Honesty must look out for the girls on 
the ship. For Lucy and Priscilla Snow,

for all the others to whom she had made 
glowing promises, and who, without her 
blazing enthusiasm, would never have 
been here at all. She, Honesty, was 
alone responsible. Somehow or other she 
must see it through.

“You’d better go below now and get 
some sleep,” she said to Ruby, her voice 
gentle, but firm.

“Are you going to report finding me 
doing this to Cap’n Obadiah?” Ruby 
said, frightened.

“I don’t know,” said Honesty. “I’ll. 
. . . I don’t know.”

“If you do I’ll jump overboard,” Ruby 
said. “I’m not going to be put in chains 
in the brig. I’m net going to have all 
the girls laughing at me for loving 
Garth as much as this. They’ve always 
laughed at me for it and I’m not going 
to—”

“Be quiet,” said Honesty, “and go on 
down to bed.” Then, as Ruby turned 
away, she had another thought. “That 
was what Garth came over here for that 
other night! He came over to talk to 
you, to get you to send him these sig
nals. He—”

“It was the only way to get word to 
me,” she said. “He came over and he 
whistled like a curlew. It was a signal 
we’d had before and I’d have heard it 
even if I’d been dead. So I came on 
deck and there he was.” She added 
softly. “He—kissed me that night.”

Then she turned again and slipped 
away into the shadows. Honesty heard 
the hatch open and close and knew she 
was again alone on deck.

She lost no time, and she thanked her 
luck that Ruby, in her excitement at be
ing discovered, had forgotten the dark 
lantern that still hung by its brass ring 
from Honesty’s fingers.

Honesty swung it up into her hands, 
stepped to the rail and began to flash 
her message.

Honesty calling Garth. Honesty calling 
Garth.

Then she waited. In seconds she saw 
the quick short light of an answering 
signal and instantly she continued her 
message.

Send boat for me. Wish to discuss personal 
matter.

That was all. She figured it was 
enough. She stood there by the rail,
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holding tight to it with hands gone cold, 
and wondered what was going to hap
pen next.

In a surprisingly short time she 
heard, muffled by distance, the sound 
of an outboard motor. Then silence. 
Then the quiet, regular dip of oars.

CHAPTER XI 
M i d n ig h t  M e e t in g

IN ONLY a short time, Honesty could 
distinguish the dory itself, dimly 

seen by the thin light of the tilted, wan
ing moon. A man was on a thwart, an
other at the oars. She could see the 
oarsman ship them back in the row- 
locks and wait. She knew they were 
both listening.

She said one whispered word. “Here.” 
And waited.

They heard her. Instantly the oars 
were slid into the water again and there 
was the small sound of dripping as they 
were lifted up and down. Then she could 
see Garth’s face lifted, clear in the pale 
light. And she knew he could see her 
face above the rail.

“Garth,” she said, “will you come on 
board'! I’d like to talk. I mean you told 
me to report to you if anything—” 

“Don’t rouse the ship, Honesty,” he 
said, his voice low. “Don’t start any
thing. Come along over to the Smile 
Pretty where we can talk freely.” She 
saw the flash of his grin in the gloom 
and heard his faint chuckle. “Nothing 
will happen to you,” he promised her.

She had a small moment of hesitancy, 
but too much lay in the balance for her 
to hesitate for long. With the whole 
success of the trip to consider, and 
everything it meant to the girls—

“All right,” she said, and tossed over
side the rope ladder she lifted from its 
hook.

As she raised her eyes again from 
this job i,t was to look straight into the 
eyes of Ruby Peebles.

“I’m going with you,” said Ruby 
calmly, “and if you say one word 
against it. I’ll rouse the ship.”

“You—” began Garth.
“Be quiet,” said Honesty.
She didn’t  want the ship roused. She

didn’t want anyone, certainly not Cap
tain Obadiah to know what she was do
ing. There would be a lot of argument, 
and Garth might be angered. She could 
manage this situation with Garth on 
her side as he was now, but if he got 
mad—

“All right,” she said to Ruby, “come 
along if you like, but don’t make a 
racket.”

“I won’t,” said Ruby, “unless you 
make me.”

Honesty slipped over the rail and 
down the rope ladder to the dory. She 
had to stand hanging on the last rung 
for an interminable time while the dory 
rose and fell, swinging and shifting on 
the restless ocean. Then the right kind 
of a rise came, Garth’s arms gripped 
her, and she was safe in the dory.

“Now get me,” said Ruby, “or I’ll 
yell.”

Garth got her, yanking her down 
roughly and grumbling:

“Why on earth you had to come—”
“I’m not going to have you sail back 

to Boston without me,” Ruby said. “I’m 
leaving this ship for good and coming 
with you. We can be married in Bos
ton.”

Garth didn’t answer her. He put the 
girls side by side in the stem, wont back 
to his thwart and the oarsman picked 
up the oars. Once safely out of earshot, 
they started the outboard motor and in 
an amazingly short time the weathered 
sides of the Smile Pretty rose sheer 
above their heads from the water. Lad
ders were swung to their hands. Hon
esty scrambled up and felt the wide 
deckboards of Garth’s ship underneath 
her feet.

“This way,” he said and led her to the 
door of his cabin.

IT WAS comfortable inside, as almost 
all captain’s cabins are comfortable. 

Deep, piush easy chairs, brought from 
home, a large round oak table with the 
lamp swinging above it. A few books, 
a few magazines, Garth’s bunk neatly 
made up as a seaman’s bunk should be.

“Sit down,” he said, and took off his 
cap.

Honesty sat down, watching him. 
Ruby stood by the door, watching him 
too. He paid no attention to her at all, 
pouring out drinks, offering one to Hon
esty. Honesty shook her head.
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“I don’t drink anything stronger than 
Pepsi-Cola,” she said.

Garth grinned at her. “No such thing 
on this ship.” Then he held his glass up 
to her. “Here’s to us,” he said.

Honesty heard the quick pull of 
Ruby’s breath. Garth heard it too.

“Go along, Ruby,” he said, without 
turning. “We want to talk.”

“1— began Ruby.
“I said go along,” snapped Garth. 

“Didn't you hear me?”
“Yes,” said Ruby.
She opened the door, slipped through 

it, and closed it behind her. But just 
before the door closed, Honesty caught 
a glimpse of Ruby’s eyes. Bright, glit
tering, filled with a hatred that was as 
slashing as knives, they stared into Hon
esty’s, stared just that instant and 
they were gone. And Honesty thought, 
“That was the way she hated me that 
night she tried to push me overboard. 
I wonder what she’ll do now? I’m sure 
1 can manage Garth. But Ruby?”

“Now she’s gone,” Garth said. “Now 
we can talk.” His eyes met hers measur- 
ingly. “Just w'hat’s on your mind, Hon
esty?”

She smiled at him. “It’s the fish, 
Garth,” she said. “You told me to come 
to you if we had more trouble, and we’ve 
had more. Each day the catch is half 
gone—sometimes more than half. And 
■—and you’re sailing for Boston in the 
morning. I t . . .  I should think you could 
see how it looks to us.”

Garth looked at her a long moment. 
Then, slowly, he leaned across the table 
toward her.

“Look, Honesty,” he said. “Let’s be 
frank with each other. I love you—you 
know that. And I can make you love 
me. I think we both know that.”

“No,” said Honesty. “No—I love 
Jonathan. I—”

“Love Jonathan!” he scoffed. “You 
tell me you love Jonathan after the way 
you kissed me good-by? Jonathan will 
never—”

“Whatever Jonathan does,” said Hon
esty, “I like. And anyway”—she moved 
her shoulders—“that’s not to the point. 
I came over here to ask you to stop 
your men from stealing our fish and to 
please return whatever they’ve taken. 
It seems to me—”

She stopped. Garth was laughing at 
her.

“Child,” he said, “do you really think 
it’s as simple as that? Don’t you re
alize I got you over here for a purpose?
Can’t you see—”

“A purpose!” said Honesty. “But you 
didn’t get me here. I came voluntarily.”

“Oh, no you didn’t.” He was still 
laughing quietly. ‘T set a trap. I knew 
it would work, that you’d come over to 
talk to me. The fish, and getting your 
girls back in jig-time, was just that im
portant to you. And now that you’re 
here, you’ll only leave as my wife.”

“You’re crazy!” said Honesty, and 
stood up.

“Sit down,” said Garth.
Honesty continued to stand.
“All right, then,” he said. “Stand if 

you want to, but it’s not going to get 
you off the ship one second sooner than 
if you sat down and were comfortable.”

HONESTY said nothing, but she be
gan to think fast.

“I’ve tried every way I know,” Garth 
said. “You won’t listen to me. You 
won’t give me a chance to get to first 
base. So I’m trying this. You might”- - 
he looked at her hard—“be darn glad 
I’m kidnaping you only to marry you.'' 

“Oh,” said Honesty, “might 1?” 
“Now will you sit down?” said Garth. 

“You see you might as well. You’re go
ing to be here a long time.”

Honesty sat down slowly. Not be
cause she wanted to. Not because Garth 
had told her to. But simply because her 
knees were suddenly too weak to bear 
her weight any longer.

“It appears that I made a great mis
take in trusting you,” she said, forcing 
her voice to be steady, forcing her fin
gers to stay relaxed in her lap. “Cap
tain Obadiah doesn’t. He knows you, 
evidently. But I did trust you, Garth. 
Trusted you in spite of what everyone 
said. I thought . . . Well, I thought if 
you cared for me at all and when you 
found out how much it meant to me to 
get the Laughing Girl back to port in 
good time with her pens full, I—well, I 
really did think we could come to an 
understanding about it. That’s why I 
came.”

“Oh,” said Garth, “it was, was it?” 
He picked up his glass, drained it, and 
set it down. “Well,” he said quietly, 
wiping his lips, “it would seem you -were 
wrong. As you say, Captain Obadiah;
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knows me better than you do—or did.” 
Honesty sat still. She had played all 

her cards, and she had lost. She had 
been so sure that if she only could talk 
to Garth that he would be generous. She 
had been so sure—and yet, what else 
could she have done? Stayed safe on the 
Laughing Girl and felt, all the rest of 
her life, that she had let the girls down? 
They trusted her, and if she had not 
acted as she had they would have been 
sure she was afraid to prove that trust.

She couldn’t  have done that. Even 
now, sitting in Garth’s cabin, with 
Garth’s eyes watching her over the rim 
of his glass, she knew she’d had to come. 
Under the same circumstances she 
would have to do the same thing again. 
Everyone, always, had to gamble with 
their courage. That’s what courage was. 
If you won you were a hero. If you 
lost—

Honesty shrugged faintly and Garth 
said: “Does that mean you’re giving 
in?”

“I’ll never give in,” Honesty said. 
“Not if it means marrying you.”

“Oh, yes you will,” Garth said, and 
reached for her. “You—”

But he got no farther. There came 
the sound of heavy boots on the deck 
outside and, with no knock, the door wras 
burst open. Officers stood in the door
way. Alien officers, in alien uniforms, 
though Honesty recognized them. She 
had seen such uniforms the night the 
officers from the U-boat had boarded 
the Laughing Girl.

Honesty felt the same clutch of terror 
now that she had felt then. But through 
her flash of terror, she realized that 
Garth showed no surprise. It was al
most as if he had expected these men, 
though he had not expected them to be 
angry. They stood there, three of them, 
their faces scarlet, the veins in their 
necks bulging like ropes.

“What—” said Garth, and got slowly 
to his feet.

ONE of the men took a step forward.
“Swine!” he snarled. “You take 

our money, you promise you will lend 
your ship for our purposes, and now you 
and this girl—”

Anger choked him. He sputtered. He 
broke forth in a torrent of guttural 
words.

Honesty, her eyes wide, looked from

one to the other. Garth! Had Garth 
taken money from these men? Had 
Garth promised them the use of his 
ship? For what? Was G a r t h —a 
traitor?

Honesty stood up slowly. She had to 
do something. She couldn’t sit still.

“What’s this girl got to do with it?” 
Garth said. “She’s from another ship. 
She—”

“We know all about her,” the heavy, 
accented voice plowed through the 
words. “We were told who she was. 
Another girl out there”—he jerked his 
head—“told us it was she who signaled 
your Coast Guard one night last week. 
The Coast Guard came. One of our 
U-boats was sunk. We do not like girls 
who do things like that.”

“And you,” another officer added, 
“are making love to her. As we came 
into this room you were taking her into 
your arms.”

“You don’t understand,” said Garth. 
“It’s just that I—” His voice trailed. 
He moved his tongue across dry lips.

The officers came into the cabin. They 
closed the door. They advanced slowly 
on Garth who stood there, his eyes nar
rowed, watching them.

Then, for an instant, his eyes went 
past them to Honesty. A trapped look 
flashed into them. In that moment he 
realized the spot he was in. If he con
vinced the officers that he hadn’t be
trayed them he was, at the same time, 
convincing Honesty he was a traitor. 
If he escaped with his life from the 
Germans, he would have to face the 
authorities of the United States.

All this Honesty saw in his eyes in 
that second he stared at her. Then his 
look went back to the officers. And his 
words showed what he had decided to 
do.

“I haven’t  doublecrossed you,” he 
said. “I made promises to you in good 
faith. I’ll lend you my vessel. I ask no 
questions about the use you put her to. 
I won’t need to ask questions when you 
pay me the rest of my money. 1 won’t 
even need to go back home. I’ll get a 
ship, somewhere, for South America 
and, so far as the United States Govern
ment’s concerned—I’m dead.”

His eyes whipped across defiantly to 
Honesty’s eyes. She knew, now, why he 
had wanted to trap her on his ship. His 
plan had been to buy two tickets for
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South America; not one. She moved her 
eyes away. This was not the time to 
bother about things like that. There 
were other and more important things.

The officers were clustered now 
around the table where Garth had been 
sitting. Their eyes, their attention was 
all on him. Honesty moved slightly. No 
one noticed her. She took a step. Not 
a head turned. She took three steps, 
one after the other, and reached the 
door. The officers were leaning on the 
table now, their voices eager, pleased. 
Garth was smiling.

Honesty opened the door and slipped 
out.

The deck outside was blind dark after 
the golden lamplight of the cabin and 
for a second Honesty stood still getting 
her bearings and waiting for her eyes to 
become adjusted to the gloom.

It was in that minute that she knew 
she was not alone. Someone was stand
ing near her. She could feel a presence, 
hear the soft whisper of breathing.

“Ruby?” she said quietly.
“What do you want?” said Ruby.

HONESTY didn’t  want anything.
She simply wanted to know who 

was there, and she had found out.
“Garth is in danger, there in the 

cabin,” she said, thinking as she talked. 
“If there’s any way of signaling—-I 
mean anything better than flashing a 
light—” She kept on thinking out loud. 
“Are there any rockets on board?” 

“Yes,” said Ruby, “in a chest. There. 
Behind you.” Then, suddenly she be
came suspicious. “How do I know 
Garth’s in danger?” Her tone was tight. 
“How do I know—” She broke off, 
grabbed Honesty’s arms. “How can he 
be in danger. Those officers in there—” 
She stopped again.

“Don’t be afraid of talking, Ruby,” 
Honesty said. “I know the whole set-up. 
Garth was going to lease this ship to 
those officers, but he’s changed his mind. 
And they’re mad about it. They’re go
ing to set a time bomb and go off and 
leave us here, the way they tried to do 
with the Laughing Girl. That is, they 
are if we don’t do something about it 
fast. . . . Help me open this chest and 
get the rockets out.”

Ruby helped her, but she said, “The 
crew of the U-boat’ll see the rocket, and 
then what will happen? The U-boat’s

tied up on the other side of this ship.” 
Honesty had thought of that. She 

was ready with a plan, but she wasn’t 
ready to tell Ruby about it.

“I think I can manage,” she said. 
“Give me the rockets. Now you wait 
here and wTatch the cabin.”

That would give Ruby something to 
do and take her mind off watching Hon
esty.

The scheme worked. Ruby turned 
back toward the cabin, to keep her eyes 
on the spot where Garth was. Honesty 
slipped away into the darkness.

CHAPTER XII 
L ove C o m e s  H om e

SKIRTING the deck until she came to 
the spot where, not an hour be

fore she had climbed aboard, Honesty 
peered anxiously into the dark water. 
Then she relaxed in relief. The dory 
was still tied below. The rope ladder 
still swung above it. Evidently Garth 
had not told his crew that he was keep
ing her on board and they had left the 
dory ready for the return trip to the 
Laughing Girl.

Honesty swung over the rail, groped 
with her foot for the rung of the rope 
ladder, found it, and started on her trip 
down.

It was a nerve-racking, perilous busi
ness, and nothing but the terrible im
portance of the thing to be done could 
have induced Honesty to attempt it. 
The rope ladder swung with each move
ment of the ship, the dory below lifted 
and fell with each motion of the water. 
If Honesty missed her footing, or if, in 
a sudden clutch to save herself she 
dropped the rockets—•

She did neither. She reached the last 
rung of the ladder and, as she had so 
often done climbing down the wharf at 
home, waited until the waves lifted the 
dory to their right position. Then she 
dropped, and the next moment was 
crawling over the thwarts and reaching 
for the oars. Silently loosening the 
painter, she shoved off.

She rowed for some time, then fol
lowing the tactics Garth had used be
fore, when she was out of earshot of the
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Smile Pretty she started the motor. The 
dory began to make good time. Honesty, 
though, didn’t need to go far. Just far 
enough so that the officers and crew of 
the U-boat would not connect the flares 
with the Smile Pretty. Of course, even 
at a distance such flares might scare 
them off. That was a gamble, like her 
gamble with Garth, but she had to take 
it.

She finally decided the time had come. 
She sent up one rocket, and another, 
and another. Then she crouched in the 
dory, her head down, until the flares 
had died in the sky and the sea was 
again dark. When she lifted her head it 
was to see, as the dory rose on the lift 
of a wave, the dark slim outlines of a 
cutter slashing toward her.

She couldn’t believe it. The dory had 
sunk again in the trough and, with 
water all around her, she could see noth
ing. Then the dory rose, and the dark 
shape was still there, its phosphores
cent wake shining out in great wings.

Honesty stood up in the dory and 
yelled. Her voice carried clear, but she 
knew it couldn’t  be heard above the 
sound of engines on the boat and the 
sound of the sea around her. Yet dis
tinctly she could see the cutter alter its 
course and bear down more directly on 
her.

Pulling her breath in almost to burst
ing she yelled again. And heard the an
swering hail. After that the cutter cir
cled, sending out the long finger of its 
searchlight for her. Finding her, the 
craft bore down. Five minutes more and 
strong arms were lifting her, broad 
shoulders bending above her.

“Honesty!” cried Jonathan’s voice. 
“Honesty!” Fear was in the cry, and 
alarm, “What on earth—alone—out 
here!”

Honesty’s first thought was, “What a 
miracle!” Then she knew it was no 
miracle. The men aboard the cutter 
must have received Captain Obadiah’s 
message. They must be on their way to 
the Lauyhiny Girl. Or perhaps, know
ing that U-boats had been in these 
waters, they were coming back to check 
up. But now there was no time to ask 
questions or explain.

“There’s a U-boat tied to the Smile 
Pretty, and Garth Ilolker is selling out 
to them!” she said, her voice breathless 
with haste. “Please hurry!”

Then, abruptly, her knees gave way. 
She swayed, and black nothingness en
gulfed her. . . .

HONESTY opened her eyes to a deaf
ening roar, to bursts of flame that 

made the night crimson. Dazed, she 
struggled to her feet. She was still on 
the deck of the cutter. She must have 
fainted just before the cutter went into 
action, for the men had apparently laid 
her down, and had rushed to man the 
guns.

She- stood for an endless minute, star
ing about her. Men moved past her and 
near her, moved with quick, sure, prac
tised movements, and every movement 
told. She had never seen such discipline. 
Such swift positive action.

Then, rapidly, she saw more. Dark 
shapes out on the water, half submerged. 
U-boats. A nest of them. One—-two— 
three! She couldn’t be sure. She could 
only see the stabbing flame from the 
guns, and the terrible effect of the depth 
bombs.

She stood there not moving, knowing 
the best thing she could do was keep out 
of the way. And the fight went on.

Honesty lost track of time. Hours— 
minutes—it might have almost been 
days she stood there. Except that the 
sky was still dark, the stars still serene, 
when at last the guns were still, and the 
ocean empty of U-boats.

It was then that she saw a tall shadow 
come down the deck swaying a little, 
and heard Jonathan’s voice.

“Honesty!” he called. “Honesty!” 
“Here,” said Honesty, waiting to see 

what he would do.
He came toward her and just stood 

there, in the gloom, his face a pale 
smear.

“Jonathan,” she said. “Your wound 
the other night. Are you all right?”

He laughed shortly. “I’m on my feet. 
Any man’s all right when he can walk.” 
Then he added, “It wasn’t much.”

“Wasn’t it?” she said inanely, and 
wondered what you talked about when 
all you wanted to say was, “I love you— 
I love you—I love you!” And you knew 
the man wouldn’t believe you.

“You said — s o m e t h i n  g — about 
Garth,” Jonathan said, as if the words 
were being pulled out of him.

“Garth?” said Honesty, and then, in a 
rush, remembered. “Oh, my goodness!
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Garth! Go get him—you’ve got to! I 
mean, I guess it’s because of Garth you 
fell into all these U-boats. I guess . . . 
Oh, go get him and I’ll tell you about it 
afterward!”

Jonathan strode off up the deck and 
in a minute returned with the com
mander.

“Tell him about it,” he said. “I didn’t 
begin to get it straight.”

Honesty told him—not everything, 
but enough to make him order the en
gines slowed until she could explain the 
approximate position of Garth’s ship. 
She could figure it pretty closely since 
the commander knew where they had 
picked her up, and she was able to tell 
about how far and in what general 
direction she had rowed from the Smile 
Pretty. The cutter swung to her change 
of course.

The commander walked down the 
deck to the spot where Honesty was still 
standing in silence beside Jonathan.

“You’ve done a good job tonight,” he 
said. “It seems to me you’re the kind of 
stuff the Spars need. Ever thought 
about it?”

Honesty caught her breath. To join 
the Spars! To work shoulder to shoulder 
with Jonathan. And then she remem
bered. Jonathan probably wouldn’t want 
her in the same outfit with him. Jona
than didn’t  believe her, or trust her, any 
more. But she had to answer the com
mander.

“No, I’ve never thought of it,” she 
said, still a little breathlessly. “Though, 
I will now. I mean, after the fishing 
season’s over, I will. It seems to me 
now . . . Oh, food is so important! It’s 
so necessary that we do all we can to 
feed everybody—the Army and Navy 
and the folks at home, and the whole 
world!”

“You’re right there, young lady,” said 
the commander. “And I think you’re 
doing your share. But after you’ve done 
this bit, think about the Spars, won’t 
you?” And he walked on, a square 
rugged figure in the gloom.

RIGHT after that they picked up the 
Smile Pretty, and thirty yards 

away, riding the waves side by side, was 
the familiar silhouette of the Laughing 
Girl.

Honesty’s breath caught in a near 
sob. She hadn’t known until then how

worried she had been about her own 
ship. Had they discovered her absence? 
Was Captain Obadiah frantic with anx
iety?

Ten minutes later her questions were 
answered. She was taken with the 
boarding party aboard the Smile Pretty.

“It’s not usual,” Jonathan had told 
her. “No woman has ever before done a 
thing like this. But if Garth is to be ac
cused and put under arrest—” His eyes 
seemed to watch her.

“Of course, I’ll go,” said Honesty, and 
felt a swift rush of excitement run 
through her.

They hailed the Smile Pretty and 
went aboard right after. Honesty’s feet 
wrere just touching the deck when 
Garth’s cabin door opened—and in the 
bright yellow oblong stood Captain Oba
diah !

“Darling!” screamed Honesty, and 
ran to him.

“Jupiter!” gasped the old man. “Jupi
ter!” And then, "Honesty!”

“Don’t!” gasped Honesty. “Don’t 
break my ribs.”

“But where did ye come from? Where 
had ye got to ?” The old voice was shak
ing, the old eyes suspiciously liquid. 
“The boy on watch said he sawr ye go 
overside. He said he heard a dory and 
after that a motor. So I sez, ‘It’s that 
lyin’ fish-stealer,’ I sez. ‘That bloomin’ 
female ijit must have gone, or been 
took. An’ if he touches a hair of her 
head,’ I sez, ‘I’ll have his hide before I’m 
an hour older.’ So we sailed the old girl 
over here an’ I’ve been . . .  1 guess 
maybe I’ve been half killin’ the squid to 
make him tell me wfiere ye were.”

“Oh!” said Honesty. “Oh!” And she 
pushed past him into the cabin.

Captain Obadiah apparently had not 
exaggerated. Garth, slumped at the 
table, looked considerably battered.

“I didn’t know-,” said Captain Oba
diah, “that I could do so much in a 
pinch. But every time I thunk about 
you, and that mebbe he had ye stowed 
away somewhere in the ship—well, 
strength seemed to come to me an’ I 
give him some more.”

“But didn’t he—” said Honesty. 
“Didn’t  he—”

“Sure, he did,” said Cap’n Obadiah. 
“He fit back right smart at first. After 
that I got in my licks first.”

Garth looked up out of the slit of his
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one good eye. Then the slit widened, as 
much as a black and swollen eye can 
widen. He got slowly to his feet. He 
swayed.

“The Coast Guard,” he said, and 
gulped.

The commander came into the cabin.
“This the man?” he said to Honesty. 

She nodded. “Will you please,” asked 
the commander, “repeat the conversa
tion you have already told me?”

Honesty repeated it, watching the 
color drain from Garth’s face, watching 
his lips go white and his eyes go wild 
with the terror that was washing over 
him.

“I don’t know what they wanted the

came aboard on the starboard and they 
must have gone off to port.”

“1 see,” said the commander. He was 
trying to reconstruct the sequence of 
events. “They probably observed the 
flares and came to investigate after they 
left here, hoping to sink whoever might 
be in trouble. As a matter of fact”—he 
smiled thinly—“I presume they hoped 
to sink us.”

“Fat chance!” muttered Cap’n Oba- 
diah.

THE commander had turned back to 
Garth. His voice cracked sternly.

“I arrest you—” he began.
But he got no farther. Garth lunged,
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Smile Preffty for,” said Honesty. “I only 
know—”

“The purpose is obvious,” said the 
commander. “The enemy has been hav
ing increasing difficulty in establishing 
bases for their U-boats. Many of their 
bases we have destroyed, more we have 
captured and converted to our own 
uses. They have become desperate. So 
desperate that they have actually con
tacted many of the fishing boats hoping 
to buy them out — as they succeeded 
doing with, this man here.”

“Yeah,” said Captain Obadiah, “they 
tried to do it with me, too. I punched 
’em,” he added dreamily, “in the nose. 
I’d have punched these gazabos, too, if I 
hadn’t just missed ’em.”

“They weren’t on board when you ar
rived?” said the commander.

“Nope,” said Captain Obadiah. “I

beating with his fists, battering with his 
shoulders. So suddenly, so unexpectedly, 
had he moved that, for that first instant, 
the men were caught off guard. And in 
that first instant Garth was through the 
door, across the deck and over the rail.

“Get him!” yelled Cap’n Obadiah. 
“Get him!”

But Honesty had no time to think of 
Garth. For with his plunge another fig
ure had leaped from the deck shadow's 
and reached the rail.

“Hold her!” cried Honesty. “Hold 
her, Jonathan!”

Jonathan, from somewhere, was 
there. He grabbed Ruby in his arms and 
held her, struggling.

“They’ll get him,” the commander 
said. “Don’t  worry. They’ll put him 
right on the cutter and run him back to 
Boston—and prison.”
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“I didn’t know lie was like this!” 
Ruby sobbed heartbreakingly, her voice 
rising in hysterics. “I didn’t know! Oh. 
let me die! 1 want to die! I didn’t 
know— ”

Honesty went to her, held her, spoke 
gently, and gradually the girl quieted.

“I love him, anyhow, Honesty,” she 
said finally, still sobbing. “Is that aw
ful? And there’s good in him. I know 
there's good in him. I—1 couldn’t love 
him so If there wasn’t. Could I?”

“No,” said Honesty. And then, to her 
surprise she added. “Don’t worry about 
my tellling about the part you played 
with stealing the fish, Ruby. I won’t 
tell. I think—when a girl loves a man 
as much as you love Garth—well, I think 
a lot will be forgiven her.”

She lifted her eyes and they met Jona
than’s. Jonathan was looking at her as 
if a new dawn were rising.

“Maybe I’ve been a fool, Honesty,” he 
said, “but I didn’t believe you, really, 
till I heard you accuse Garth and hand 
him over to justice. I knew you’d never
do that if you loved him.”

“Jonathan!” said Honesty. “Oh, 
Jonathan!”

“I s’pose,” said Cap’n Obadiah, “that 
there ain’t no law ag’in our transferrin’ 
all our stolen fish from these pens to 
our'n, is there?”

“There’s no law,” said the com
mander, “against your taking every fish 
you can find in the pens and doing what 
you please with it. I think, from what 
I’ve observed, you’ve honorably won the 
cargo of the Smile Pretty.”

“Oh, boy!” said Captain Obadiah. 
"Oh—boy!"

Rut Honesty, apparently, heard noth
ing of all this, because Jonathan was 
kissing her as if he’d never stop.
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Tony laughed gaily as he called to Cathy

By SYBIL ALLEN
Cathy Richards tried to make him jealous, but Marine Lieutenant 
Tony Mathews had the situation well in hand— and heart!

CAT-HY waved from the float be
fore the Richards’ bungalow. 
Then she pretended to be busy 

with the killy cart while the launch 
from the mainland deposited Lt. Tony 
Mathews at the float next door.

Tony hated a fuss. He wouldn’t want

everyone crowding around asking ques
tions about Guadalcanal the moment he 
was home. He’d always resented any 
toeing in on his private world—it was 
his and he lived as he pleased.

Reckless, daring living through all 
the summers Cathy had spent next door
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to him. Midget auto racing. Speedboats. 
Flying. Things had to be fast for Tony. 
He was a natural for the Marines, when 
the war came.

Cathy had known he’d come through. 
He was too far-sighted to be ambushed. 
Look how he had avoided matrimony!

She didn’t know how he had done it, 
what with the sophisticated girls he 
brought to the bungalow for parties. 
But she knew how he had done it with 
her. . . .

Cathy had been seventeen, three sum
mers ago, a blundering fool because of 
the warm tingle she got whenever she 
was with Tony.

“Tony,” she had said, resting beside 
him on the sandbar across the inlet 
after a swim. “Tony . . . what do you 
think about love?”

He had laughed abruptly. “I’m not 
thinking about it.”

She’d flushed at his laughter. “But, 
Tony, you must have thought about it 
sometimes.”

“It’s a trap,” he’d said. “A trap to 
hold a man down.” Then he’d turned to 
■squint his dark eyes down at her. “I’ll 
find out about it from other girls, Cathy, 
not you. It might spoil what we have.”

He hadn’t meant that, she’d thought. 
He’d meant little Cathy Richards was 
too tame. She had challenged him.

“What do we have, Tony?”
“We’re pals.” He had grinned, pulled 

her to her feet. “I'll race you back!”

PALS. They were still pals. There 
hadn’t been a shred of romance in 

his few letters this year.
Cathy pushed the killy cart into the 

water with an unnecessary splash; Pals. 
It wasn’t nearly enough when she ached 
to skim the stairs to the boardwalk be
tween the bungalows, ached to throw 
herself in his arms and tell him of the 
lonely hours.

A hubbub of voices drifted down as 
Tony’s parents greeted him. Cathy 
straightened, a siim, lovely figure in 
white pique shorts and a red halter, 
pushing back a tawny bob with sun
baked hands. She could go up now 
without being too obvious about it.

She climbed the stairs slowly, her 
throat tightening with a nameless ache. 
Tony was handsome in the two-toned 
blue, the smart military cap. He gave it 
all a savoir faire with his lean figure

and that trick of swinging his shoulders 
ever so little.

“Cathy!”
He met her halfway across the board

walk, hugged her, and held her off while 
his mahogany-tanned face blurred be
fore her.

“You still have those four freckles
across your nose.”

“Oh, Tony . . .” She laughed because 
she wms afraid she’d cry.

“Frecklepuss!”
He hadn’t changed. The war hadn’t 

touched him really. She swallowed.
“They don’t show at night,” she said 

hesitantly.
“It’s a date. I want to see!”
Cathy gasped. “Do you mean to

night?”
“Sure. Fourteen days isn’t much. I 

told some of my buddies to meet me at 
the club. I thought you might help me 
manage a picnic for them on the sand
bar tomorrow.”

Cathy stiffened. She should have 
known Tony wouldn’t give his first 
night strictly to her. He wanted her to 
manage the picnic for him. He never 
gave her more than the crumbs, she 
thought. Hostessing his picnic . . . Be
sides that, she’d have the odd moments 
tucked between bigger and better dates. 
A morning swim across the inlet, an odd 
afternoon, a chatty hour before dinner. 
And then he’d be gone with another 
brotherly hug!

“Is it a date, Frecklepuss?”
She nodded because she didn’t have 

the moral strength to refuse.
Tony grinned and left her, a flash of 

two-toned blue and white. And Cathy 
went quickly to the glider on the ver
anda because it hurt to watch him go.

Cathy wore white organdy that eve
ning. The dress emphasized the honey 
tones of her skin, falling away from her 
slim shoulders in a soft decollete.

“I won’t let him do it,” she promised 
the vision in the mirror. “I won’t take 
the crumbs.”

It was p e r f e c t—at first. Standing 
proudly by at Shep’s Bay Yacht Club 
while Tony’s old friends shook his hand. 
Dancing close to him when he whisked 
her away from someone who wanted to 
talk about Guadalcanal.

Tony danced as well as he did every
thing else. Living in the moment, en
joying it to the full. He smiled down at
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her, applauding for an encore when the 
music faded.

“You’re right, Frecklepuss, they 
don’t show at night.”

Cathy leaned provocatively back from 
him as the rhythmic beat of the orches
tra began again.

“There aren’t any priorities on 
glamor,” she challenged. “Couldn’t you 
say I’m lovely tonight?”

Tony laughed and they were back in 
their old camaraderie.

“Other men say it,” she added im
pulsively.

“I wouldn’t take those 4-Fs too seri
ously, Cathy.”

It was maddening to have him so far 
removed from jealous pangs over her. 
Tony whirled her to the far end of the 
floor and back, improvising on the 
Lindy.

Then Cathy caught a glimpse of Vin
cent DeMott coming into 'the clubhouse. 
Vinny was always at the club between 
divorces, though his boat was in the 
hands of the Coast Guard for the dura
tion.

INNY DeMOTT isn’t a 4F,” she 
said. “He manages his defense 

plant. Besides, he made a day nursery 
of his Ocean Avenue home!”

“Mmmm . . .  A loyal defender for 
Vinny DeMott. Step carefully, Freckle- 
puss. He’ll pack you off to Reno with a 
broken heart like he did the others. 
Though, frankly, I’d say you aren’t his 
type.”

This infuriated Cathy to silence. Tony 
meant she was too tame for Vinny, just 
as she was too tame for him. And it was 
true, she thought, the soft line of her 
mouth tightening involuntarily. There 
was nothing between Vinny and her ex
cept a few drives down to the dock when 
he happened to be going her way.

Cathy helped at the DeMott nursery 
three shifts a week. That, and her hours 
as a nurse’s aide, filled in the summer 
months until the school where she sec- 
re taried for. the faculty opened in the 
fall.

Tony took her back to their table.
“Scotch and soda, Cathy?” My bud

dies should be along any minute now."
She nodded abstractedly. She just had 

to prove to Tony she wasn’t a drip.
A singer interrupted her musings and 

she saw a lovely girl in a flood of light

on the dais before the orchestra. The 
girl was beautiful, with her sleek figure 
and jet hair tipping her shoulders. Her 
pert face filled with mischief as she 
sang. It was a risque song.

Cathy saw the interest in Tony’s face 
change to pleasure. He hitched his chair 
for a better view.

“She’s really good,” he said when she 
had finished.

“Who is she?”
“Renee Rouge. I’ve seen her before.’
He was putting it mildly. Renee 

Rouge lifted a small hand, interrupting 
the opening strains of her next number. 
She stepped forward on the dais, her 
dark eyes on Tony.

“I will sing this one for Lieutenant 
Tony Mathews of the United States 
Marine Corps who is here with us to
night.”

There was a round of applause and 
Cathy smiled as Tony flushed under his 
tan. But the smile froze. Renee Rouge 
was singing “My Man,” and she was not 
only singing it for Tony, she was sing
ing it to him.

The girl came over to their table im
mediately afterward.

“Tony Mathews! I haven’t been so 
glad to see anyone in a long time!”

Tony took both her hands in his.
“I’m glad to see you, Renee. You’re 

looking lovelier than ever. Will you stay 
and have a drink with us?” He pre
sented Cathy, and Renee slipped into a 
chair.

“Forgive me,” the girl said to Cathy, 
“but it’s so long since I’ve seen Tony.” 
She turned her full attention to him. “It 
was Chicago, wasn’t it? You came to 
the Club Null. We danced. Remember? 
I sang ‘My Man’ for you then.” The 
words tumbled out with a fascinated 
lilt. She laughed a light crescendo.

Cathy gritted her teeth as the rem
iniscing went on:

“Of course, I remember, Renee. That 
was before the world started spinning 
on Hitler’s axis instead of its own.”

Renee laughed and Cathy felt herself 
shrinking into the background, until she 
could bear it no longer.

“Excuse me,” she said getting up. “I 
want to powder my nose.”

Renee turned quickly. “I’m sorry. I 
didn’t mean to intrude.”

“You haven’t,” Tony said. “Cathy 
and I are old friends. As a matter of
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fact she’s hostessing a picnic for me to
morrow. Would you like to join us?” 

“But of course, Tony!”
Cathy pinned on a smile. “I’m glad 

you’re free to come, Renee.” Then she 
hurried away to the powder room, not 
daring to stay another moment for fear 
of losing her temper.

FRECKLEPUSS. Old friends. That 
was all Tony had for her, while 

Renee was looking lovelier than 
ever. . . .  A sick wave of jealousy swept 
over her.

It wasn’t only for Renee, she thought. 
It was for all the girls he had made love 
to. He Juid made love to Renee. She 
didn’t know how she knew, but she 
knew.

Her nails dug into the soft palms of 
her hands. She had to do something to 
make Tony see her as someone more im
portant than the girl next door. In the 
catch of a breath Cathy knew what to 
do—she had to ask Vinny DeMott along 
for the picnic tomorrow.

When she came back to the clubroom 
she winced at the sight of Tony dancing 
with Renee. The girl’s pert face was 
lifted to his in animated conversation.

“I hate him,” Cathy thought, and 
knew she only hated what he could do 
to her. The beat of her heart was smoth
ered with the hurt that whipped up to 
her throat, contracting it with pain.

She turned away and saw Vinny De- 
Mott at a side table.

“Why, Vinny! How nice to see you!” 
“Hello, Cathy.” He stood up, scrap

ing his chair along the floor. “Would 
you like something to drink?”

There wasn’t enough enthusiasm in 
the offer. Cathy widened her smile.

“I'd rather dance, Vinny. Mind?” 
“Are you punishing Tony?”
It amazed her that his bored, tired 

eyes saw so much. But she couldn’t let 
him know. Vinny was too egotistical to 
fall in line that way. She laughed, sur
prised at the merriment she managed to 
put into it.

“I’ve always wanted to dance with 
you. Vinny.”

He raised a quizzical left eyebrow. 
“Hasn’t your Mama ever warned you 

away from Vinny DeMott?”
“Warnings against a man always 

make him more fascinating,” she ban
tered.

The boredom suddenly left his face.
“Quiet rivers run deep, Cathy, or so 

they say. However did I overlook you?”
He drew her onto the floor, into his 

arms, and smiled down at her. He was 
an excellent dancer. Smooth was the 
word for Vinny DeMott, Cathy decided, 
and she silenced a quiver of fear. Maybe 
she was swimming in deep waters and 
was heading for trouble, but if Tony 
saw Vinny interested in her it would 
surely make him jealous.

Vinny danced her past Tony with 
deft, sure steps. She leaned back in his 
arms to flash her eyes up at him.

“You’re a marvelous dancer! I’m 
breathless but I love it!”

“You’re lovely, breathless. In fact, 
Cathy, I’m beginning to think I’ve been 
wasting time.”

She slipped her hand into his when 
the dance was over.

“Why don’t  you join our table, Vinny. 
That is, if you aren’t expecting any
one.”

“Would you be disappointed if I re
fused?”

A reckless excitement stirred in her 
veins when she caught Tony looking her 
way.

“Terribly disappointed, Vinny.”
Cathy believed she was making prog

ress the next day when she saw Tony 
watching her and Vinny with a puzzled 
frown. The wealthy thirty-five-year-old 
business tycoon who married and 
divorced his wives so easily never left 
her side.

“Am I doing all right, Tony?” she 
asked, pretending to mean, was she 
managing the lunch to his satisfaction.

He nodded briefly. “You’re doing fine, 
Cathy.”

It was strange to miss the nickname 
she detested. Tony hadn’t used it once 
all day. Her heart leaped. It could only 
mean she was outgrowing it.

SHE left Vinny, challenging Tony for 
a race to the raft. She flashed her 

warm smile when he finished a yard 
ahead.

“Vinny’s awfully nice, Tony, isn’t 
he?”

He shook the spray from his dark 
head.

“I guess he is if a girl happens to 
want diamonds and orchids and a 
divorce decree.”
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Her heart seemed to stop. Tony 

wouldn’t care if Vinny did cast the mat
rimonial net her way.

“It’s nice to be eligible!” she retorted.
She swam back to the shore, the reck

lessness growing. It reached dizzying 
heights when she looked out to the raft 
where Renee had joined Tony. The 
pretty singer in a vivid scarlet swim 
suit was bent over him, laughing. She 
rested her face on his for an instant, 
leaped to her feet to stand poised on the 
edge of the raft before she disappeared 
into the bay. Tony followed.

Cathy could feel the tears very near 
the surface. Tony hadn’t followed her! 
She turned to Vinny.

“What did you say, Vinny?”
“Let’s ditch the crowd as soon as we 

can.”
“Sure, Vinny, where will we go? A 

night-club?”
She was eager to get away, to forget 

Tony and Renee altogether. She wanted 
to be gay, blot out all thought of the 
man who could splinter her heart to 
fragments because he didn’t care.

Vinny said the day was a complete 
success when he brought her back from 
New York that night. He didn’t seem 
to know what an effort it was for her. 
Nor did he guess the lips she gave him 
for a brief good-night kiss meant noth
ing more than that.

Cathy saw little of Tony the next 
week. The nursery and the hours at the 
hospital filled her days. Vinny filled the 
nights.

He rushed her as only he could. The 
theater. The clubs. Dinners and supper 
snacks in fascinating places. Cathy 
grew bone weary for rest, but she 
wanted Tony to miss her when she 
wasn’t around for those odd moments, 
or to hostess his parties.

Cathy saw he was doing all right 
without her the night Vinny brought 
her back to the float and the gaiety of a 
party in the Mathews’ bungalow 
reached her ears.

Vinny asked the boatman to stop back 
for him. The launch had other passen
gers for the bungalows farther along 
the inlet. He went with Cathy to the 
glider on the veranda, drew her down 
beside him.

It was a romantic setting. The music 
of the tide slapping the float. A full 
moon lighting the bay across to the

sandbar, with its dunes a fantastic 
stretch of silver shadows. But Cathy 
felt no response to the man beside her. 
She could only remember that Tony was 
giving her the go-by as she had never 
dreamed he would.

“I didn’t want the crumbs,” she 
thought, “and now I have nothing at 
all.” Tony did not deign to notice that 
Vinny found her attractive. He was ig
noring her completely. He might have 
left word with her mother about the 
party tonight.

Presently Vinny said, “The launch is 
coming back. How about dinner at my 
apartment tomorrow night?”

She didn’t want to go—she wished 
she had never started this thing with 
Vinny. She had felt nothing all the 
hours she had spent with him, but only, 
ever, this disquieting emptiness in her 
heart.

She opened her mouth to refuse but at 
that precise moment Tony and Renee 
came from the bungalow next door and 
walked to the dock. They stood at the 
veranda rail overlooking the water. 
Tony’s arm was thrown carelessly 
around Renee’s shoulders and Cathy 
felt a flame of pain sear her heart.

ALL right, Vinny, you can pick me up 
at the nursery. I’ll be through at 

seven.”
She was afraid Vinny might be angry 

if she refused, and she didn’t want him 
to leave angry tonight of all nights. She 
wanted to walk with him to the float 
where Tony could see them together, 
saying good-night. Maybe the sight of 
her in Vinny’s arms would reach him as 
the sight of Renee with him always 
reached her.

He did see them. Tony called out to 
her when the launch got under way and 
Vinny was out of ear-shot.

“Are you sure the last divorce was 
legal, Cathy?”

She flushed in the darkness when 
Renee’s light crescendo of laughter 
reached her. Tony was asking her if she 
were sure she knew her way around and 
it flashed across her mind that Tony 
might have guessed she was only bait
ing him.

“I’ll ask to see the papers tomorrow 
night when I go to his apartment for 
dinner,” she said.

But Cathy knew she would not go to
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Vinny’s apartment for a tete-a-tete din
ner, She had been antagonized into say
ing she would go. Antagonized into 
flaunting the invitation in Tony’s face. 
Now she knew Tony’s reaction to 
Vinny’s attentions. He was merely 
amused.

She was blunt when Vinny picked her 
up at the nursery the next night.

“I’m sorry, Vinny. I’ve changed my 
mind. It’s a woman’s prerogative,” she 
told him, trying to sound light.

He looked at her for a long moment.
“Maybe I’ve rushed you, Cathy.”
She was relieved that he wasn’t 

angry.
“I’m glad you don’t mind, Vinny. I 

guess I did lead you on."
He smiled. “You mean you knew I in

tended to ask you to marry me tonight. 
You mean you want me to know you 
wouldn’t marry Vinny DeMott.” He 
said it slowly, a little sadly.

“I . . .  I don’t think I’ll ever marry 
anyone, Vinny.”

“It’s Tony, isn’t it, Cathy?”
She nodded because she couldn’t 

speak with the tears so close.
He took her cold hands in his, and she 

had never thought Vinny DeMott was 
capable of what he said next:

"I don’t know if I’m in love with you, 
Cathy. I’ve grown a lot of scar tissue 
around this heart of mine that keeps me 
from feeling too deeply. You see, I was 
in love once, a long time ago, I couldn’t 
have the girl I wanted but I’ve been 
shopping for substitutes ever since.”

She felt let under the wire. Shep’s 
Bay had wondered about him.

“Thanks for telling me, Vinny.”
He lifted her chin with his hand and 

laughed.
“Well,” he said, “let’s not be morbid 

about it. I’ve celebrated a lot of things 
in my life. Now I’m going to celebrate 
my first refusal. Cathy! We’re going to 
say good-by and good luck with cham
pagne !”

Cathy reached home a little after 
midnight with Vinny’s orchids pinned 
to the lapel of her linen jacket. Vinny 
did not ride in the launch with her. He 
left her at the dock, and never had 
Cathy liked him so well.

She looked down at the bay waters 
from the float, thinking of him. Vinny 
shopped for substitutes because a girl 
had broken his heart. And she won

dered if Tony’s actions ran a parallel. 
Did Tony choose gay, carefree girls be
cause lie still believed love was a trap to 
hold a man down? Was he filling the 
void with substitutes?

CATHY gasped. If this were true, she 
was working in the wrong direction 

by flaunting Vinny’s attentions! It 
would have been far better to mark 
time.

She went slowly up the steps to the 
veranda, stopped, startled at the lighted 
tip of a cigarette across the walk, a lean 
silhouette in a wicker chair.

‘‘You’re early,” Tony said.
“So are you.” She wondered if he 

had deliberately waited up to taunt her.
He came over. “Did you have a good 

time?”
“Lovely!” she said firmly. Let him 

think what he liked, she decided. She 
wouldn’t tell him she and Vinny were 
through. She wouldn’t tell him any
thing. It was too late to go back to the 
beginning.

He laughed. “Little Cathy Richards! 
I wasn’t sure you’d fall in line. But you 
did!”

There was something very funny 
about it all to Tony. He laughed again 
and Cathy turned away. There was a 
hollowness in his laughter that soiled 
her. She wished she could wash it 
away. . . .

There were shadows under Cathy’s 
eyes the next morning. Tony’s laughter 
had stayed with her the night through, 
haunting, tearing at her heart. Until 
she understood the hollowness. Tony’s 
respect might have led to love if she had 
been patient, and now she had lost it.

Tony ivas using substitutes for love. 
It was what he’d meant when he said 
she had fallen in line. But he didn’t like 
her for it. She had tried too hard for 
Tony’s love and lost him with the try
ing. She had blundered at seventeen, 
she was blundering still. Tony would 
never marry Renee or any of the Renees 
in his life. They were love plastics and 
Tony knew their worth.

She tried to reason that it was better 
this way. She couldn’t compromise with 
life where Tony was concerned. It was 
better to have nothing than a taunting 
friendship refusing to bud into any
thing more.

Cathy went down to the nursery very
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early, anxious to lose herself in work. 
There were only live days of Tony’s 
furlough left. It would be easier after
ward.

She read to the children, and despite 
her empty heart, laughed when one of 
the little boys interrupted the story of 
the Three Bears with a piping, “But 
there wasn’t any cream or sugar on the 
porridge because on account of ration
ing!”

He was a darling, she thought, deli
cately featured, with an unruly mop of 
dark hair. Tony must have looked like 
that. She gritted her teeth, kept read-

Having Robert was a wonderful di
version. Cathy found she could forget 
herself keeping him amused. She did 
not think of Tony until the child was 
tucked in bed. And then only to remem
ber she would not see him. Tony always 
had a big date for Saturday—tomorrow 
she would be off to the sandbar before 
he was awake.

She kept her mind focused on Robert, 
planning the day ahead.

THE child was completely fascinated 
with the rowboat the next morning, 

with the lunch, the umbrella, the folding

My sailor lad has come to town,
I’m happy as can be,

With eyes of blue, and heart so true, 
My sailor lad’s with me!

My sailor lad is just a (job,
But he’s so trim and smart,

That here on shore, I ’ve made him more—- 
The captain of my heart!

— H e l e n  A r d s l e y .

ing, but Robert climbed into her lap and 
she did not tell him to get down.

Cathy was glad she had let him stay 
there when news came from the defense 
plant that Robert’s mother had been 
rushed to the hospital with acute ap
pendicitis.

"I’ll take him home with me for the 
week-end,” she offered. It was Satur
day, the nursery would be closed tomor
row. The child’s father was a soldier at 
Fort Penning, and the nearest relatives 
were in Syracuse. Robert went along 
with her, enjoying the adventure of rid
ing in the launch to the bungalow.

“I’ll take you over to the sandbar to
morrow,” she said, feeling his confi
dence in the way his hand stayed in 
hers.

table and back rests. Cathy chose a spot 
behind the dunes where they weren’t 
likely to be disturbed if anyone came to 
the sandbar. Robert was all the com
pany she wanted today.

But scarcely an hour later, a shadow 
fell across the fort she was building for 
Robert in the sand. A long, lean shadow.

“Cathy!”
It was Tony, his bathing trunks wet 

from the swim across the inlet. Obvi
ously, he had not known she was there. 
He was looking from her to the child, 
back again, his face a study of emotion 
she could not understand.

The color drained from her face. She 
was too startled to speak. Robert sensed 
something wrong, perhaps Cathy’s sud
den tension.



b4 P G P U L A * LOVE

“Is—is he a bad man?” he whim
pered.

Cathy patted the tousled head. “He’s 
a Marine, Robert.”

He shook his head, disbelieving. 
“Where’s his uniform?”

Tony smiled, knelt beside him.
“1 am a marine,” he said earnestly. 

“I’m not working at it now but I’m 
going back to finish m y  job.”

Robert beamed. “My Mother is in the 
hospital. Cathy is going to keep me 
until my uncle comes from Syracuse. 
And maybe my Daddy will come home 
from the Army. Cathy is nice, isn’t she, 
Mr. Marine?”

Cathy thought Tony would laugh. 
Tony always laughed. But he didn’t 
now. He was searching her face and 
she realized he had not answered Rob
ert’s question.

She flushed because she could not 
read behind the gravity of his face, and 
his laughter of last night rang in her 
ears.
' She burst out, “I wasn’t going to tell 
you but in case you’re thinking I’m not 
fit to have the child for a few days, I’ll 
tell you I didn’t go to Vinny’s apartment 
last night.”

Tony sat down then.
“Last night isn't important, Cathy,” 

he said with a deep seriousness. “But 
today—this moment is. This is the mo
ment I’ll look back on and regret as long 
as 1 live if I don’t make it count.” He 
went on slowly, groping for words. 
"Something happened to me when I 
came over the dunes and saw you here 
like this. My whole plan of living crum
bled away.”

She stared at him. Tony’s new earn
estness, the deep sincerity in his voice. 
This was a new Tony sitting beside her 
in the sand. A dearer Tony than she had 
ever known, and she wondered if a man 
could be two people—the man he tries 
to be and the man he really is under
neath.

This Tony seemed to be emerg
ing from beneath the old recklessness 
and daring for the first time.

“I love you, Cathy,” he said simply. 
“Perhaps I’ve loved you for a long time 
but I didn’t know it until now. Perhaps 
1 didn’t want to love you, or anyone else. 
A man who treasures his freedom as I 
always have, doesn’t  fall in love easily. 
He’s afraid it might check him—until it

grows big enough and he knows nothing 
will ever be more important than the 
girl he loves.”

He bent dose. “Cathy, if Vinny 
doesn’t mean too much to you, will you 
let me try to make up the time I’ve 
lost?”

She found her voice under the turbu
lent pounding of her heart.

“Vinny . . .”
“I’ll make you forget him. I’ll make 

you forget his kisses. . . .”
He crushed her to him and her mouth 

trembled under his. She felt her eyes 
fill with tears. Tony’s kiss was sweeter 
than she had ever dreamed it would be. 
If she had gone on with Vinny, she 
would never have known this quicksil
ver radiance.

SHE blessed Robert standing there 
round-eyed and solemn when Tony 

released her. Reverting to the simple 
code of forgetting herself for another, 
had brought Tony to her.

“Cathy! You're crying. Don’t  you . . . 
can’t  you . . . ”

“I do love you, Tony. Only I can’t 
understand it happening like this when 
last night you laughed so cruelly.”

His arm tightened around her shoul
ders.

“Last night,” he explained, “I felt 
free of whatever claim you might have 
taken on my heart through the years. I 
knew I could always push you out of my 
mind because you fell in line with Renee 
and the others.

“But when I saw the homey picture 
you made here with Robert, I knew I 
had to have you here, waiting for me 
after the mess is over. It’s what we’re 
fighting for, Cathy. Those we love, and 
the future generation. The preserva
tion of the American home. It’s my heri
tage and I’ve been denying it too long. 
Can’t I make you see?”

She nodded. “I do see, Tony. I’m glad 
you see . . . ”

Robert was growing impatient. 
“Aren’t you going to kiss her again, Mr. 
Marine?”

“You bet I am! I’m going to kiss her 
all the way to Frisco if she’ll marry me 
and go back with me as far as she can.” 

Cathy’s eyes were sjiining with hap
piness. “The girl says ‘yes’, Mr. Marine. 
She’s been waiting to say ‘yes’ for a 
long time!”



By ALICE TISDALE HOBART
Author of “The Cup and the Sw ord” and Other Famous Boohs

rTK) THOSE Americans who have lived 
outside their own country, home-coming 

is a poignantly arresting thing. I was one 
such and it seemed to me upon my return 
I had stepped into the garden of the Lord.

The crops in the valleys and on the plains 
were so abundant, the roads were so smooth 
and so far reaching, and in the cities and 
towns men, women and especially children 
were so safe and so free.

Safety and freedom to me, then, seemed 
like rocks which could not be blasted from

the soil of America. But I know, now, they 
are flames which must be tended every mo
ment of our lives. Like the fires in our pio
neer fathers’ log cabins they must never be 
allowed to go out.

To that tending some give their lives, and 
some the ones they love best. Some of us are 
only permitted to give money. It is not pos
sible that we should fail to give and let the 
flame go out!

Our government has asked us to buy bonds.
Then let us buy and buy again.

A WAR BOND MESSAGE FOR ALL AMERICANS
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” 1 don't think I can stay here if you go ,”  Eunice faltered

By SUSAN CARROLL
Euny Baker distrusts love— and she can V  forget 
her suspicions when the right man comes along!

T HEY walked out in the moon
light on Euny Baker’s last 
night home. They walked hand 

in hand and they made, as the towns
people said, “a handsome couple.”

Tom Curran was tall, dark and en
gaging. He was considered a prize 
catch in Monroe. Eunice was little and 
fair, with softly waving corn-silk hair.

They took the road that slipped out 
back of Monroe. Euny Baker loved that 
old dirt road, its grass-grown ruts, its 
trees leaning overhead, even the elder
berry bushes and wild grape vines 
which plucked at their sleeves as though 
urging them to stay.

They found a grassy bank in Ben 
Blue’s orchard and sat down with their 
backs against a twisted old apple tret', 
smelling the fragrance of ripening fruit 
in the night.

Tom Curran put his arms around her 
and Euny lifted her face to his. His lips 
touched hers, softly at first, then harder 
and stronger until her pulses began to 
race and she felt that swift leaping of 
excitement rush through her body. It 
was grand, it was wonderful—for Tom 
Curran, the heart-breaker, the despair 
of Monroe’s girls was hers! She could 
tell it in the grip of his arms, in the 
eager searching of his lips, in the fast,
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heavy pounding of his heart, so close 
to hers.

Tom held her tight and asked softly:
“Euny, do you have to go away?”
“Don’t, Tom,” she said shakily. “I’m 

getting cold feet now and if you start on 
me, 1—I’ll just never get to Washing
ton.”

“Is that bad?”
“I can’t make thirty-four dollars a 

week in Monroe,” she said practically. 
“And we need money, Mother and I.”

“I know, darling,” he said swiftly. 
“And I can’t ask you to marry me be
cause the draft board says my number 
comes up in thirty days, and fifty dol
lars a month isn’t much for a wife to 
live on. Is it, Euny?”

She put her shining head against his 
neck.

“Don’t worry about me, Tom,” she 
whispered. “Everything’s going to be 
all right.”

He kissed her smooth forehead and 
her closed eyes and the tip of her nose.

“Promise me you won’t forget me in 
Washington,” he breathed. “Promise 
you won’t break my heart.”

“I promise,” Euny answered, and 
lifted eager lips for his kiss.

SO Eunice Baker went to Washington.
All the way down she saw Tom 

Curran’s profile as it had been limned 
against the stars in Ben Blue’s orchard. 
And she heard his voice whispering, 
“Promise you won’t break my heart.” 
She hugged the remembrance to herself.

Union Station overawed her when she 
got off the train. It was a kaleidoscope 
of uniforms—Army, Navy, Marines, 
WACS, WAVES, SPARS, lady Ma
rines. And so many distinguished-look
ing men that Euny wondered how many 
Senators and Cabinet Ministers she was 
brushing elbows with.

The War Housing Administration 
found her a room for six dollars a week, 
which was high by Monroe’s standards 
but dirt cheap for Washington. Monday 
morning, bright and early, she reported 
to the new War Department Building 
just south of the Mali, to begin her new 
job.

She went through the whirl of finger
printing, filling out forms and being 
photographed for her badge. Then she 
was presented to her new boss.

He was big and shaggy-haired and

young, with the silver bars of a first 
lieutenant on the shoulders of his trim 
uniform. He held out his hand while an 
amusingly gentle smile lighted up his 
strong, craggy features.

“Miss Baker? I’m Lieutenant Woods. 
Welcome to Washington.”

He held Euny’s hand while he ran his 
eyes over her approvingly.

“The nicest thing about Washington 
these days,” he said, beaming, “is all the 
pretty girls who come here. They 
brighten up the place!”

It was on the tip of her tongue to say 
“Smoothie!” but she remembered in 
time that he was her boss.

“If you’ll show me where I’m sup
posed to work—” she suggested.

“Oh, yes!”
But for all that, Euny found that 

Lieutenant Woods was a hard worker. 
He kept her on the jump all day. Yet he 
was never brusk, always polite, unfail
ingly gentle and charming.

“He’s nice,” she thought, and knew 
that a less considerate boss would have 
meant homesickness. As it was, Euny 
was too busy and thrilled to be home
sick.

The uniforms, the new war slang, the 
grim professional way in which prepa
rations went on to win the war exhila
rated her. She felt the vast strength, 
the grim resolve of the whole country 
poured into the big stone building of the 
War Department. And she knew a 
brand new strength and faith in her 
country’s destiny.

So the weeks slipped away. Euny 
made friends with the girls in the office, 
and Sundays she roamed the city, loving 
its odd mingling of modern architecture 
with the quaint old houses that dated 
back to George Washington’s adminis
tration.

If only Tom could have been there! 
But Tom was preparing to enter the 
Artny, too busy even to write often.

At the end of her first month in 
Washington, Euny awoke suddenly to 
the realization that she hadn’t heard 
from him in two weeks. Had she fallen 
so in love with Washington that she was 
forgetting Tom? But why hadn’t he 
written about his plans, the Army ?

On her way to work this Saturday 
morning, she stopped and claimed her 
copy of the Monroe Gazette, which the 
newsdealer ordered especially for her.
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When she was aboard a trolley she 
opened the paper, and Washington and 
her new life faded away.

E UNICE was looking at a picture of 
Tom on the front page. His arm 

was around a smiling, pretty girl. The 
headline read;

CURRAN EN TERS ARMY AND 
MATRIMONY

Under it was a subhead:
Cupid B eats Uncle Sam by Ten Minutes

Euny’s dazed eyes skipped over the 
lines of the story:

Ju s t before his induction into the Army, 
Monroe’s popular young bachelor, Tom Cur
ran , was m arried to Miss V irgin ia Gilmore of 
Mills Road in a climax of a whirlwind w ar 
courtship. The happy couple— ”

Euny folded the paper quietly and 
kept folding it until it was a tight wad. 
At her stop she got out mechanically 
and sawr no one as she marched straight 
to her desk and sat down tensely, star
ing straight ahead.

All she could see was Tom Curran’s 
smiling face, all she could hear was his 
voice whispering, “Promise you won’t 
break my heart, Euny.”

“Yes, promise!” she said to herself 
savagely. “Promise I won’t break his 
heart. Oh, the liar—the Harp It hurt 
more than she had dreamed anything 
could hurt. “What a fool I’ve been! I 
promised him—and all the time he must 
have been laughing at me, planning 
what he’d do as soon as I was gone. Ran
straight to that Virginia Gilmore----- ”

She turned swiftly.
“What?” she said aloud, breaking 

through her fog.
“I said,” repeated Lieutenant Wood, 

knitting his brows at her, “is anything 
wrong? You look—”

“I’m all right,” she said hastily. 
“Sorry.” She stripped off her gloves. 
“Ready for work.”

“Well, if you’re sure,” he said doubt
fully".

She assured him more shortly than 
she meant, that she was all right, and so 
in his cheerful manner he piled the 
work on. It was the best thing that 
could have happened to her. In the rush 
and pressure of work there was no time 
for stark grief and self-pity.

At one o’clock Lieutenant Woods 
stood before her desk again.

“You look terrible,” he declared. 
“And so, regardless of argument, I am 
taking you out to lunch. You are going 
to relax in my cheerful company until 
those lines around your mouth go away.”

Euny started to protest. But Phillip 
Woods did not even listen. She gave up, 
still protesting feebly.

They had lunch in a restaurant where 
the linen was snowy white, the silver 
heavy and solid, the walls softly colored, 
and where music floated unobtrusively.

“Eat,” said Lieutenant W o o d s. 
“Afterward you can tell me or not what 
is bothering you.”

“Nothing’s bothering me that isn’t 
my own fault,” she said.

He nodded wisely. “All right. Eat 
your lunch!”

She ate what she could. Wood talked.
“There’s no reason why we can’t  be 

friends when that office door shuts be
hind us,” he said. “In there I’ll have to 
be be Lieutenant Woods and you Miss 
Baker. But with a whole Saturday 
afternoon before us, wouldn’t it be bet
ter to be just Phillip and Eunice?”

“Why not?” she said.
She was wondering where Tom Cur

ran was now, whether he and Virginia 
Gilmore were still on their honeymoon 
or he on his wmy to camp.

“I beg your pardon?” she said, start
ing.

“I said finish your ice-cream,” Phillip 
Woods said sternly. “We must be up 
and doing.”

From the restaurant they walked 
across the green lawns of the Mall to
ward Washington Monument.

“Been up there yet?” Woods asked 
her.

“No.”
“Shame on you.”

THEY rode to the top and stepped out 
into the eight-windowed room in the 

heaven-pointing needle’s point. A sharp 
wind came in, fresh from the hills of 
Virginia. Washington lay spread below 
them like a giant relief map. Eunice 
saw the whole vast-flung machinery of 
government, the shining white monu
ments to Jefferson and Lincoln, the 
placid, winding Potomac, the White 
House and the noble dome of the Capitol 
atop its hill.
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“You’ll never see anything more the 
heart and soul of your country,” Phillip 
Woods said in her ear.

“It’s glorious!” she breathed.
They walked past the reflecting pools 

and stood in reverence before the ma
jestic, seated sculpture of Lincoln. They 
watched small boys sailing boats in the 
reflecting pool, and gazed across at the 
huge new Pentagon Building in Vir
ginia, just across the river.

“I feel as if I’ve just gone back 
through our country’s whole history/ 
Euny enthused.

“That’s the way you’re supposed to 
feel,” said Woods. He glanced at his 
watch. “Would it surprise you to know 
that it’s time for dinner? And maybe a 
spot of dancing?”

“Good heavens, Lieutenant—” 
“Phillip!”
“Phillip,” she said obediently. 

“You’ve been wonderful, and 1 appreci
ate it more than I can say. But I’m all 
right now, truly I am.”

“Have I done something for you ?” he 
said. “Then now you can do something 
for me. Have dinner with me.”

“I’m sorry, Phillip,” Eunice said 
quickly. “It’s been lovely, but I have 
things to do. Thank you very much.”

He was taken aback by the sudden 
drop in temperature. But he bowed.

“I’m more disappointed than I can 
say. I’ll take you home.”

“Please don’t bother. Just put me on 
the car.”

Afterward she told herself she was 
pretty awful, treating him that way 
when he had been so nice. But she’d 
had a warning—watch out for that 
charm. The way to avoid trouble was to 
keep him at arm’s length.

The trouble was that it was hard to 
keep Phillip Woods at arm’s length. In 
the office he was all business. But eve
nings and week-ends he rushed her. And 
now that she had a grip on herself, she 
went.

“I’m asbestos-lined,” she told herself. 
“Nothing can touch me now.”

So some of the thrill she might have 
felt in visiting places like the famed 
Mayflower Hotel for dinner and dancing 
was lost in her absorption over keeping 
her resolve unyielding. She was so.busy 
being cool and remote that she had little 
time for anything else.

Curiously enough, she had little time

for brooding over Tom Curran either. 
There was a scar on her heart now, and 
her sole concern was to see that there 
would never be another.

The one spot that could make her re
lax was the broad marble floor of the 
Lincoln monument where the great 
President sat eternally in the muted 
glow of the spotlights. She went there 
often, to gaze across the long stretch 
of the Mall toward the shining dome of 
the Capitol. It was here that Phillip 
Woods came to look for her when he did 
not find her at home.

“I’ve got something to tell you, 
Eunv.”

“Yes?”
“You’re going to have a new boss the 

first of the month. I’ve been granted 
active service.”

“You’re going away?”
“The first of the month.”

SHE turned it over in her mind slow
ly, visualizing Washington without 

him. He had been a part of the city 
since she had arrived and so he was as 
much part of her life there as the monu
ment itself.

“I—I don’t think I can stay here if 
you go,” she faltered.

Lieutenant Woods’ face lighted up. 
“Euny, do you mean that?” With one 

giant stride he had caught her in his 
arms. “Euny darling, you’ve been so 
distant I haven’t dared to say this be
fore. But now—- Darling, I love you! 
I’ve been crazy about you from the very 
first day. Euny—”

He ran out of words and so started to 
kiss her.

Eunice was confused, all mixed up in
side. She didn’t know what to do.

“Darling,” he said. “Dsn-ling little 
iceberg. Eunice, I don’t know where 
they’re sending me yet. Will you wait? 
Promise me you’ll wait, Eunice. Prom
ise you won’t break my heart.”

Her lips froze on his. The same 
words! And the same charm! Another 
Tom Curran! Coming to her with a 
story about going away, knowing she 
would be touched, would be easy prey!

With arms suddenly strong she 
pushed him away.

“I’ve heard that before, Lieutenant 
Woods,” she said, her eyes glinting. “I 
wish you luck in your new assignment. 
Good-by.”
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She ran down the marble steps, deaf 
to his calling. She had been a fool once, 
but not again!

Eunice wrote out a resignation and 
put it in the mail. Shi IfSS back in Mon
roe by morning.

Her mother was startled at her re
turn, but waited for Eunice to tell her 
why she had come home.

Tom Curran was gone. His new wife 
had gone home to live With her mother.

Only Eunice was different. She kept 
seeing the long straight avenues of 
Washington, the shining marble build
ings, the waving flags, the green of 
parks, trees, lawns. And in spite of the 
highest barricade she could erect, she 
saw Phillip Woods’ tall craggy figure 
and the gentle charm of his smile.

With nightfall she walked out on the 
dirt road. She went past the wild grape 
vines and elderberry bushes to the 
orchard and settled herself on the 
grassy bank. The stars blinked through 
the leaves.

Euny clenched her fist and pounded 
it into her palm.

“Once is enough!” she said tensely.
“Only for some things,” Phillip 

Woods said, as he loomed over her.
“Phillip! How did you get here?’’
“Your mother, Miss Baker, is a 

woman of great discernment. She gave

me pretty explicit directions.”
"Phiiiip, you shouldn’t have come!” 
“I think you owe me an apology 

and—”
“I do, and I’m sorry—”
“Pm not interested in apologies!” he 

roared, “i was going to ask you to 
marry me when you ran out like that! 
Can’t you live on a lieutenant’s allow
ances?”

“Marry you?”
"Certainly, Dopey,” he snapped. “What 

did you think I was talking about?”

IN A flash he was kneeling at her side, 
his aims around her.
“Oh, Phillip, I’m such a fool!” she 

wailed. “Just because you were charm
ing and nice I thought you were like 
someone else who—”

“I know, darling,” he said gently. 
“My mother’s been talking out of turn 

again!” Euny cried indignantly.
“Now, Baby, your mother told me a 

little and 1 saw the paper. So what? 
Who cares? Euny, will you marry me 
before I go away—marry me quickly?” 

She put her arms around his neck.
“I love to hear you say it,” she sighed. 

“Ask me again.”
He asked her again. And his answer 

came in two soft lips pressed warmly to 
his own.
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A R M Y  N U R S E  F IR S T  W O M A N  
T O  W IN  S O L D IE R ’S M E D A L

THE heroism of Second Lieutenant Edith 
E. Greenwood of North Dartmouth, 

Massachusetts, in saving her patients from a 
hospital fire has won her the first award of 
the Soldier’s Medal ever made to a woman. 
The decoration, instituted in 1926, is given 
for heroismnot involving actual conflict with 
the enemy.

The fire broke out in the early morning 
in a station hospital at Yuma, Arizona, when 
a kitchen stove exploded. Lieutenant Green
wood gave the alarm and, with a ward at
tendant, tried to extinguish the flames. Find
ing that impossible, she removed all her pa
tients to safety with the soldier's help.

L A N D  A R M Y  P IO N E E R S

THE first enrollee in the Women's Land 
Army in South Carolina was Miss Selma 

Lisenby of Chesterfield County. The next 
two were the Deesc sisters, Mollie and Katie, 
also of Chesterfield.

Mi ss Lisenby s father runs a three horse 
farm. Both her brothers are now in the 
Army, so she is pitching in. According to 
Mr. Lisenby, his daughter, doing the work of 
both sons, has helped him to produce the 
best and cleanest crop his farm has ever 
known.

The Decse sisters, whose parents are inva
lids and whose older brother has gone to war, 
have helped their seventeen-year-old younger 
brother to produce a successful crop working 
before and after school and during vacation.

A  S T IT C H  IN  T IM E

YES, the old adage that a stitch in time 
saves nine is still good. This has been 

brought home as hundreds of thousands of 
women have gone into war jobs.

According to the Liberty Mutual Insur
ance Company, unless extra stitches had 
heen added in time to a safety apron worn 
by certain women workers, the lost stitches 
would have been required in lunnwn--flesh 
and hundreds of lives might have been lost. 
Demonstrating one practical application of

the campaign against carelessness—the “7th 
Column'"—is the safety apron as it is made 
today. So that girls may carry a micrometer 
and rule to prevent it from falling from 
their pocket when they bend over, the bot
tom part of the pocket must be a flap. This 
flap is similar to a laboratory coat pocket. 
However, this flap is a hazard, since it might 
easily catch in machines.

To eliminate grave and possibly fatal acci
dents, the pocket is chain-stitched to the apron. 
Thus, if the pocket does catch in machinery, 
the whole thing rips off and does not cause 
the worker to be pulled into the machine.

G IR L  “E S C O R T S ” IN  S E R V IC E  A T  
C E SSN A  A IR C R A F T  P L A N T

NEATLY uniformed girl “escorts” have 
been put into service at the Kansas 

plant of the Cessna Aircraft Company to 
meet official visitors and guide them through 
the plant. Army regulations necessitate such 
a service, and the girls have been given these 
jobs in view of the man-power shortage.

D IR E C T  T R A N S F U S IO N

FIVE young Jugoslav nurses serving with 
the guerrilla bands engaged against Axis 

occupation forces around Kurpanj were not 
daunted when their supply of blood plasma 
ran low. As most of the wounded were fast 
reaching a state of collapse through shock, 
the nurses came to a swift decision.

Already two of them had given their own 
blood, and to risk giving more under the 
stress of battle was to risk becoming casual
ties themselves. The only alternative lay 
in obtaining blood from the enemy. So, 
leaving two nurses in charge of the tempo
rary field hospital, the three remaining 
women crawled for more than a mile 
through mud and prickly weeds.

W hen they reached the rear of an ad
vanced Axis gun position, they attacked 
and surprised the enemy into a quick sur
render. W ith three live Nazis, they made 
their way back as they had come and, within 
five hours of setting out, had drawn seven 
pints of German blood to aid the Jugoslav 
wounded.
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Y O U N G  P A T R IO T

I W A N TED  my first job to be patriotic,” 
says Anne Levindcr, who operates a 

power machine for sewing powder bags at 
the New River Ordnance Plant. “T hat’s why 
I didn’t go into bookkeeping, although I’d 
studied it in high school and had a job wait' 
ing at home in Salem, Virginia.” Anne, who 
is 21, travels a distance of 108 miles a day to 
get to and from her war job.

N O  JO B S H O R T A G E  F O R  IR E N E
TRENE PIVONCE of Saline County, 
X rural school teacher and member of the 
Nebraska Land Army, is certainly battling 
with a will on the home front. Her brother 
is in the service and her father is not able 
to do heavy outdoor work. So Irene has dug 
in and not only continues to teach school but 
is managing the family’s 240-acre farm as 
well.

Last fall, she was able to drill 65 acres of 
wheat in her off hours. This spring, by 
working evenings until 9 p. m., she planted 
20 acres of oats and prepared the ground 
for and planted 90 acres of corn. Now, 
having gone over the corn once and tended 
to the small grain harvesting, she is handling 
the heavy harvest.

She can and does repair and service her 
tractor herself, works from 12 to 16 hours 
daily. W hen she isn’t busy on her own 
family’s farm, she can usually be found 
helping out a neighbor with his problems.

N U R S E  IN  M A R A T H O N  
M E R C Y  H O P

SECOND LIEUTENANT ELEANOR 
W HALEN of Chicago, an Army nurse, 

didn’t let the fact that she was not a regular 
flight nurse stop her when an emergency de
manding plane travel arose. Not long ago, 
when a Negro soldier suffered a broken neck, 
a sergeant caught a malignant disease and 
an officer was badly wounded at her station 
in Northwest India, all of them demanding

evacuation to the United States, she didn’t 
stop to count ’em or weigh ’em.

The trip from Karachi to the W alter Reed 
Hospital in Washington, D. C., is a little mat
ter of 13,000 miles. But Lieutenant W halen 
made it in five days by air without folding 
up. Furthermore, she brought her patients 
back in good shape.

G IR LS T A K E  O V E R  S T R O N G - 
M A N  JO B A T  B O E IN G

AT  THE Seattle plant of the Boeing A ir
craft Company, one of the unusual jobs 

taken over by women is that of warehous
ing, heretofore regarded as strictly a job for 
muscle men. Stacking and storing heavy 
boxes and parcels once was done by teams 
of two husky men with a mechanical car 
loader. Now there are not enough ma
chines to keep up with the work. This lack, 
however, does not dismay the ladies.

Girls somewhat above average site and 
strength are on the job. They form some
thing like the old-fashioned bucket brigade 
and toss the boxes up into ten-high piles. 
Boeing is now on the prowl for more w are
house ladies.

W O W S  E R IE  A N N IV E R S A R Y
RIE W O M EN ’S ORDNANCE W O RK 

ERS had a big moment recently at the 
celebration of the Proving Ground’s 25th 
birthday. Reporters were on hand from New 
York City, Pittsburgh, Cleveland and other 
major cities to see the girls demonstrate test- 
firing of artillery soon to be used on our 
fighting fronts.

In zero w'eather and blaring heat, these 
EPG women handle everything from the 20- 
mm. gun to the 240-mm. howitzer. The girls 
take to the 37-mm. anti-tank gun the way 
they take to knitting needles. As effortlessly 
as trained soldiers they can send out a stream 
of 2-pound AP pellets over a 5,000-yard 
range. They take great pride in their job and 
“score” their “hits.”
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By TUGAR DE PASS
Nancy  V  pride almost got the better o f her until 
the man she loved put her in her place!

D ARLING, you’ve made me so 
happy,” Hal whispered. “I was 
desperately afraid you were 

going to say no.” His dark cheek pressed 
against the moonbeam brightness of 
Nancy’s hair.

Over his shoulder, Nancy stared fix
edly at the snowflakes swirling against 
the window pane. Butterflies, she

thought, little white butterflies. An
napolis would be like a giant, lacy val
entine tomorrow—

A little shiver ran through her taut 
body. It was no good, trying not to 
think about it. The fact remained that 
she had just promised to marry Hal 
Randal. Slowly, she raised her gray 
eyes to meet his triumphant brown ones.
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“Hal, it’s not fair, really it’s not— 
you know 1 don't iove you—”

He stopped her with a quick kiss. 
“Now, Nancy, you know we’ve been 

over that so many times. If I’m satis
fied, why should you worry?”

“But I can’t help worrying,” Nancy 
cried. “How can 1 be sure you’ll go on 
being satisfied after we’re married? 
You say I’ll learn to love you, but I don’t 
know, Hal, I don’t know!”

With a low, exultant laugh, he held 
her off, his eyes flickering approvingly 
over the ruby velvet gown which clung 
so enehantingly to the slim curves of 
her figure.

“Little goose, adorable little goose,” 
he said softly. “Don’t you know that 
marrying you is the one thing I’ve 
dreamed about this whole past year? 
Even if you never learn to love me, I’ll 
still be the happiest man in the world.” 
He paused for a moment, smiling, then 
added gaily, “And now let’s hurry on 
to that dance and find your dad. I 
want to tell him the good news.”

“Yes, dad will be pleased,” Nancy 
murmured, as he turned to pick up her 
white velvet wrap from the chair where 
she had placed it.

HAL had come to live with them two 
years ago when Captain Ross de

cided to write a book on naval strategy 
and needed a secretary. Nancy knew 
that her father would be glad to see her 
married to Hal Randal, glad to believe 
that at last she had forgotten Biff Jar
vis.

Biff had walked out of this very room 
and out of her life almost a year ago 
now. But would she ever really forget 
him, Nancy wondered dully as she 
slipped her arms into the wrap Hal was 
holding. Her eyes were drawn, as they 
had been so many times this past year, 
to a spot a little to the right of the 
chintz-covered sofa, the spot where Biff 
had stodd that last night.

Almost she could see him, so tall and 
straight in his ensign’s uniform, dark 
red hair gleaming with the sheen of old 
polished mahogany, blue ayes flashing 
with the anger she had provoked. It had 
been such a stupid quarrel—just be
cause Biff had danced almost as often 
with Rita as he had with her! Why, 
Rita Raeforth was her best friend and 
a great pal of Biff’s.

Even while the hot words w'ere flying

thick and fast, Nancy hadn’t taken the 
quarrel seriously. Actually, she had 
been thinking that quarrels were rather 
nice; it was always so much fun making 
up afterwards. It wasn’t the first time 
she and Biff had quarrelled and she had 
never imagined that it would be the last.

And when she learned the next morn
ing that Biff had been ordered back to 
duty, and gone without a word to her, 
she hadn’t worried. He would write, of 
course. But the weeks and the months 
went by and he didn’t, and Nancy’s 
pride—that pride that had caused so 
many of their quarrels—refused to let 
her make the first move.

How thankful she was to be for that 
pride, for it wasn’t long before she dis
covered that Biff was writing to Rita.

Walking unannounced into Rita’s 
room one morning, Nancy recognized 
his handwriting on the letter she was 
reading. Rita had laughed and said it 
was only a friendly note.

“Nothing like the ones he writes you, 
my pet,” she said, slipping the letter be
neath her pillow.

Nancy almost told her then that Biff 
hadn’t written her at all, but instead 
she said quite lightly,

“You’re behind the times, darling, 
Biff and I aren’t that way about each 
other any more.”

It was after that that she started 
going out with Hal, and when Rita tried 
to talk to her about Biff she always 
managed to change the subject.

“Why talk about the past when the 
present is so fascinating?” she wrould 
laugh, letting her eyes follow Hal ador
ingly.

Hal! . . .
With a little start Nancy came back 

to the present and turned abruptly to 
find his dark eyes fixed intently on her 
face. She had an uneasy feeling that 
he knew exactly where her mind had 
been wandering.

“Goodness!” she laughed. “I was day
dreaming. Why didn’t you wake me 
up?”

“I believe this is the proper way to 
wake a sleeping beauty,” he chuckled, 
pulling her into his arms and pressing 
his lips down hard on hers. And be
cause she was feeling guilty for think
ing of Biff at such a time, Nancy forced 
herself to respond to that kiss.

“You do like me a little, don’t you, 
Nancy?” Hal whispered happily.
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“Oh, of course, of course I do!” Nan
cy cried. “You’re so sweet to me, Hal.” 

I will forget Biff, I will! she told her
self firmly. I’I1 do my best to make Hal 
happy, and perhaps 1 may even find 
a little happiness for myself.

BUT half an hour later, when she and 
Hal walked into the gaily festooned 

dance hall, she knew that, at least for 
tonight, she would never be able to for
get Biff. For he was there! Wearing a 
lieutenant’s uniform now, and dancing 
with Rita, of course, his head bent inti
mately close to her gleaming black hair, 
his blue eyes laughing down at her.

Nancy’s heart began to behave wildly, 
and she could only stand numb and 
shaken, gazing after that achingly fa
miliar figure. He had glanced once in 
her direction and looked away again 
as though he didn’t even recognize her!

“I—I think I’ll freshen up a bit,” she 
told Hal hastily and fled for the powder 
room.

“You’re a fool, a double-deckered, 
triple-threat little fool,” she said to her 
white-faced reflection. “Where’s your 
pride, that good old navy pride? You 
go straight back out there and show 
him! Prove to him that he doesn’t 
mean a thing to you any more, that 
you’ve forgotten him completely, just as 
he has you.”

And ten minutes later she marched 
out of the powder room, red mouth 
smiling, silver-gilt head held arrogantly 
high, and if her gray eyes were a little 
too wide and bright, that wasn’t sur
prising, was it? A girl was supposed 
to be excited when she had just become 
engaged.

“I located the captain in the card- 
room,” Hal told her as he led her out 
onto the dance floor. “He’s so engrossed 
in the strategy of a poker game that I 
didn’t have the heart to drag him away, 
even to tell him the good news.”

“Then let’s tell someone else!” Nancy 
exclaimed wildly. “It’s much too nice 
a piece of news to keep to ourselves.” 
And perhaps wrhen we’ve made it public 
I’ll really'begin to believe it myself, she 
added silently.

“Darling,” Hal murmured, his arms 
tightening about her and his cheek rest
ing for a moment against her hair. “I’m 
so glad you feel that way about it. I 
want to shout it from the housetops my
self. But whom shall we tell first?”

Nancy glanced around the room 
crowded with familiar faces; she had 
grown up in Annapolis so she knew 
practically everyone here tonight.

“I know!” she said brightly. “When 
this dance ends, we’ll tell the couple 
who happens to be standing closest 
to us.”

“Even if they are perfect strangers?” 
Hal laughed.

“Even—” Nancy began, but broke 
off abruptly as the music crashed to a 
close. And then her breath caught in 
her throat, for there, standing so close 
that her elbow brushed against his 
sleeve, were Rita and Biff.

Hal, tucking her arm through his, was 
already saying gaily,

“Maybe you two don’t know it, but 
you’ve drawn the lucky number to
night !”

“Lucky number?” Rita stared coolly 
at him, raising her brows a little. 
Abruptly Nancy remembered that 
neither Rita nor Biff had ever liked Hal. 
Why, oh, why had she ever suggested 
such a foolish thing!

“Lucky is right,” Hal laughed. “You 
and Jarvis are the first to hear the won
derful, amazing, miraculous news— 
Nancy has promised to marry me!”

There was a brief, tense silence; Rita 
flicked a glance at Biff, then back to 
Nancy and Hal.

“Well, congratulations,” she said. 
“But why are Biff and I chosen for this 
honor?”

As Hal explained, Nancy looked up 
slowly to Biff’s face. He was staring 
at her with utter contempt in his eyes.

ABRUPTLY, anger welted up within 
her. He had no right to look at her 

like that!
“Aren’t you going to congratulate us, 

Biff?” she asked sweetly, but her eyes 
were flashing gray sparks.

Biff’s set lips twisted into a scornful 
smile.

“Of course,” he answered coolly, and 
as the music started up again, “But I’d 
like to do it in style. Shall we switch 
partners for this dance, Randal, so I 
can tell the little lady just how lucky 
she is?”

And before either Hal or Nancy could 
object, he had caught Nancy’s free hand 
and pulled her almost roughly into his 
arms. With a brief, frantic glance over 
her shoulder, Nancy saw that Hal’s face
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had turned a dark, angry red. But Rita 
had already slipped into his arms, and 
without making a scene, there was noth
ing he could do about the situation.

And why should he do anything? 
Nancy reminded herself bitterly. I 
mean nothing to Biff and he means 
nothing to me; there’s absolutely no 
reason why he shouldn’t dance with me.

But only a fraction of a moment had 
passed before she knew that at least a 
part of that thought was utterly false. 
The feel of Biff’s arms about her was 
almost more than she could bear, the 
light pressure of his hand on her bare 
back seemed to sear her flesh, so acutely 
conscious was she of his touch.

Frantically she sought for some light
hearted remark to relieve the tension. 
The gold bars on his shoulder caught 
her eye.

“I believe you're due for some con
gratulations yourself. Biff,” she mur
mured, and was amazed that her voice 
could be so light and casual when her 
heart was pounding so madly. “I see 
you got your promotion.”

He gave a short, harsh laugh. “Yeah, 
Pm a full-fledged lieutenant now, but it 
didn’t turn out to mean quite as much 
as I once thought it would.” Then, 
abruptly, in the same taut voice he 
added, “Listen, Nancy, you can’t marry 
Hal Randal.”

Nancy’s eyes flew wide. “I believe 
it’s my privilege to marry whom I 
please,” she said, each word icy. “And 
I can’t imagine what business it is of 
yours!”

“You’re quite right,” he answered 
shortly. “It’s not my business, but I 
hate to see you throwing yourself away 
on a man like Hal. Just because we 
we’re once in love with each other and— 
and aren’t any more, doesn’t mean that 
I don’t care what happens to you.” His 
arms tightened a little as he added in a 
softer voice, “I’d like to know that you 
were happy, Nancy.”

So it’s your conscience that’s both
ering you, Nancy thought furiously. 
She tilted her head and smiled straight 
up into his face.

“It’s very sweet of you to take such 
an interest in me, Biff,” she said, “but 
you can set your mind at rest—I am 
happy, and I’m going to be happier still 
when Hal and I are married. We’re 
very much in love with each other.”

There! That ought to show him that

he needn’t feel sorry for her, that ought 
to prove that she wasn’t marrying Hal 
just because he had walked out on her. 
And just to tie it up tight, she added.

“That quarrel of ours was certainly 
a lucky break for me, Biff. If it hadn’t 
been for that I might never have re
alized that it was really Hal I loved all 
along.”

“I had no idea I was disrupting the 
course of true love,” Biff answered 
lightly, but his eyes were narrow slits 
of blue anger. “1 hope you’ve forgiven 
me for being so dense.”

“You couldn’t possibly know—I 
didn’t know myself until after you had 
gone,” Nancy murmured, almost pray
ing that the dance would end. She 
simply couldn’t keep this up much 
longer!

“I guess I ought to feel flattered,” 
Biff remarked. “I must have been quite 
a guy in those days, to black out the 
handsome Hal.

“Why do you dislike him so?” Nancy 
demanded desperately.

“It’s not a matter of liking or dislik
ing,” Biff told her slowly, not meeting 
her eyes. “It’s just that I’ve known Hal 
for a long time—he was in my class at 
the academy, you know—and, well—” 
He broke off with a little shrug. Then, 
gruffly, “Skip it!

“As you pointed out a moment ago,” 
he went on, “the whole thing is none of 
my business, and as long as you’re sure 
you love Hal, that’s all that matters.” 
His eyes flicked to hers and held them 
in a tense gaze. “You are sure, Nancy?” 
he whispered urgently.

NANCY was devoutly thankful that 
the music came to a stop at just 

that moment, and Biff wras forced to 
release her; looking straight into his 
eyes like that she knew she could never 
have lied. In spite of herself she would 
have blurted out the truth.

Before he could repeat the question 
she exclaimed gaily,

“Oh, there’s Hal and Rita, just over 
there. Let’s join them, shall we?” And 
she began making her way through the 
crowd, leaving Biff to follow behind her.

A moment later she felt a frantic im
pulse to laugh when she saw the wor
ried, searching look Hal gave Biff as 
they walked up. He probably thinks 
Biff’s been making love to me, she 
thought ruefully.
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Hal knew, of course, that she and Biff 
had been in love a year ago, but she had 
been very careful to give him the same 
impression she gave everyone else, that 
she herself had broken off the affair be
fore Biff went away. He couldn’t know 
that Biff had not written her, even once.

Suddenly she realized that Rita had 
asked her a question and they were all 
waiting for her answer.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she gasped in con
fusion, “—the noise—I didn’t hear -what 
you said, Rita.”

“I said this calls for a real celebra
tion,” Rita repeated, after an oddly 
searching glance at Nancy. “How about 
the four of us going over to my place 
for scrambled eggs after the dance?”

“I call that a swell idea,” Hal agreed 
heartily. “Can’t think of any nicer way 
to celebrate, can you, Nancy?”

Nancy forced herself to answer 
lightly.

“It will be grand fun, thanks, Rita.”
But she didn’t know how she could 

go through with it. So many times in 
the past she and Biff had ended an eve
ning in the Raeforth’s big kitchen, with 
Rita and an intimate group of friends. 
She looked desperately at Hal, wonder
ing if she might not yet refuse, but he 
seemed so pleased that she could not 
bring herself to do it.

Hal had spent only two years at the 
academy, and that was more than five 
years ago. When he came back to An
napolis to take the job as her father’s 
secretary Nancy knew he’d been hurt 
when he wasn’t  included in the gay so
cial life of the town. Lately, because 
of her she supposed, he had been invited 
most places, but never before to one of 
Rita’s select little parties.

The world was a fairy-land of white 
and silver when, hours later, Hal 
brought his roadster to a stop before 
Rita’s home. Rita and Biff were already 
climbing out of BifF’s car parked just 
ahead. Hal had turned on the parking 
lights but even that pale glow was 
enough for Nancy to see clearly the 
little scene which was taking place. Like 
a knife stab, pain shot through her 
heart as she saw Biff tilt Rita’s chin 
and kiss her.

Rita’s husky laugh rang out on the 
still night air.

“You impatient wretch!” she ex
claimed softly. “Can’t you even wait 
until we’re alone?”

He’s so much in love with her that 
he doesn’t care who knows it, Nancy 
thought dully as Hal opened the door 
and helped her out of the car.

“I don’t believe I can wait either,” 
Hal chuckled, and before Nancy could 
say a word his arms were around her, 
his lips against hers.

"Break it up, you two,” Rita called 
gaily. “I’m starving!” And she caught 
BifF’s hand and ran up the walk to the 
house.

“And I’m freezing,” Nancy gasped. 
Hal would have kissed her again but she 
broke away and ran after the others.

Hal overtook her at the steps and did 
kiss her again, but this time she put her 
arms around his neck and kissed him 
back, hard, for Biff was struggling writh 
a laughing Rita and saying, “Hold still, 
you vixen, so I can show ’em a kiss 
what is a kiss!”

WHEN they trouped into the big, 
cheery kitchen a little later Nancy 

had to hold her breath to keep the sobs 
back. If Hal kissed her again or if Bill 
kissed Rita she would simply scream, 
she told herself, and they could think 
she was having hysterics or something.

And it didn’t help matters to hear 
Biff calling Rita “darling” and “sweet
heart” and “precious” every other word, 
nor for him to act as though he couldn’t 
bear her out of his sight.

When Rita went into the pantry for 
bacon, Biff followed her; when she went 
into the dining room for silver, Biff 
was right behind her. Nancy banged 
the frying pan on the stove as hard as 
she could to shut out the sound of the 
little scuffle she heard taking place out 
there.

Hal, standing jjeside her, laughed and 
bent to kiss the back of her neck.

“I believe you’re angry with me,” he 
teased.

“Because you kissed me? Don’t be 
silly!” Nancy almost snapped. “You 
have a perfect right to kiss me when
ever and wherever you like.” Then she 
turned to him contritely. “Oh, Hal, I’m 
sorry—I—guess I’m just a little tired. 
We should have gone straight home 
from the dance instead of coming here. 
Let’s go now, Hal—Rita and Biff won’t 
even miss us.”

“But we can’t do that, it would be 
rude,” Ha! frowned.

Nancy scarcely heard him, for a sud
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den, amazing thought had just occurred 
to her.

“Hal, let’s get married right away— 
tonight! Let’s elope!”

Hal stared at her incredulously, then 
abruptly his hands were gripping her 
shoulders.

“Do you mean that, Nancy? I’ve been 
so afraid that you might change your 
mind before we could be married!”

“Of course I won’t  change my mind,” 
Nancy told him impatiently. “But I 
think it would be fun to elope—so—so 
romantic.” And once I’m actually mar
ried to you I can make my crazy heart 
behave, I know I can, she added to her
self.

“Then we’ll do it!” Hal’s face was 
blazing with a triumphant excitement. 
“And we’ll ask Biff and Rita to go along 
with us as witnesses.”

“Yes!” Nancy nodded. If she could 
go through a marriage ceremony with 
Biff' standing there watching her, surely 
she could face anything that might come 
afterwards.

She swung around as the dining room 
door opened and Biff and Rita came in 
with their arms around each other.

“You two have drawn the lucky num
ber again,” Nancy told them, in a high, 
gay voice. “Hal and I are eloping to
night, and we want you to come along 
as witnesses.”

Rita gave a little gasp and the forks 
she was carrying clattered to the tiled 
floor.

“Heavens!” she exclaimed, bending 
quickly to pick them up. “Announcing 
your engagement and getting married 
all in the same night! Aren’t you rush
ing things a little, Nancy?”

“Of course I’m not—I think it’s just 
thrilling,” Nancy said, but to save her 
life she couldn’t keep her eyes from 
going desperately to Biff’s face.

Biff wasn’t looking at her though. 
He was staring straight at Hal.

“If Nancy loves you this much,” he 
said to him, “I’m beginning to wonder 
if I could possibly have been mistaken, 
Randal.”

“I told you, you were at the time,” 
Hal answered easily. “How about prov
ing you’ve buried the hatchet by coming 
along tonight?”

Biff turned away, lighting a cigarette.
“Sorry,” he murmured. “I’m afraid 

I can’t oblige—duty calls. I’m taking 
the six o’clock plane for Norfolk.”

Nancy’s heart sank; she realized sud
denly that the whole point of this mad 
thing she had suggested wras to prove 
something or other to Biff, and if he 
wasn’t even going to be there—

And then Rita was saying, her arm 
in Biff’s smiling up at him,

“You’ll have to count me out, too . . . 
You see, I’m flying with Biff.”

R ITA was going with Biff! That 
could mean only one thing.

Nancy swallow'ed the treacherous 
lump in her throat and forced a smile 
to her stiff lips as she turned to Hal.

“It seems w'e’ll have to take our wit
nesses where we find them, darling. 
And if we’re going to get married before 
morning, we’d better get started, hadn’t 
we?” She threw a bright glance at 
Rita and said, “You’ll forgive us for 
running out on the scrambled eggs— 
honestly, I couldn’t swallow a bite, I’m 
so deliriously happy.”

“I’ll forgive you for running out on 
the eggs, but—”

“I think we’d better skip the eats, 
too, Rita,” Biff broke in, giving her a 
sharp warning glance. “This most in
teresting discussion has taken quite 
some time; it’s past four-thirty now and 
I have to pack before I meet you at the 
airport.”

“Well, don’t let us delay you any 
longer,” Nancy told him stiffly. “Come 
along, Hal, let’s get started.”

Half an hour later she was tiptoeing 
down the stairs of her own home. She 
had changed the ruby velvet frock for a 
trim little navy blue suit with absurdly 
large brass buttons, a cocky, blue felt 
hat was tilted rakishly over one eye and 
she was wishing desperately that she 
could pull it down over both eyes.

How much longer she could hold back 
the tears, she didn’t know. But I’m 
doing the best thing, I know I am, she 
told herself for the hundredth time.

At the foot of the stairs she hesitated, 
glancing at the closed door of the study. 
Hal had told her he wanted to leave 
things in order for her father, and she 
could hear him now moving about with
in the room. Well, she would wait in the 
living room across the hall until he had 
finished.

But one glance through the open door 
and she turned away with a little shud
der. She couldn’t  wait there; the place 
was filled with memories of hours spent
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with Biff. She walked quickly to the 
study, not wanting to be alone for an
other moment.

Hal was bent over the open fireplace, 
poking at a charred mass of papers 
when she opened the door.

“Playing at ambassador?” Nancy 
asked, trying to strike a light note.

He swung around, startled; evidently 
he had not heard the door open.

"Ambassador?” he repeated sharply.
Nancy gestured toward the burned 

papers.
“You looked as though you were 

burning the secret documents before 
taking flight,” she laughed.

The startled expression faded from 
Xilfll’s f̂ CG

“Oh!” he laughed back. “No, it’s 
nothing so romantic as that. Just some 
old—er—papers that were cluttering up 
the desk.” Then crossing swiftly to her 
side, “All ready? I’ve finished every
thing here.”

Suddenly Nancy wasn’t  ready at all; 
perversely she wanted desperately to 
put off the moment of departure a little 
longer.

“Let’s have a drink before we go, a 
drink to our future happiness,” she sug
gested brightly.

“Swell idea,” Hal agreed. “I’ll go fix 
them.” He cast a swift glance toward 
the fireplace and added, “Wouldn’t you 
rather come into the living room? The 
fire’s almost out in here.”

“No,” Nancy said quickly. “I’ll wait 
in here. But hurry, Hal, it is awfully 
cold.”

But Hal didn’t hurry. He left the 
room slowly, almost reluctantly, Nancy 
thought absently. She dropped into the 
low wing chair close beside the dying 
fire and leaned forward to hold her 
hands to the few remaining embers.

THE corner of an envelope protrud
ing from behind the wood basket on 

the hearth caught her eye, and she 
reached down idly to pick it up. It must 
have fallen there when Hal tossed the 
other papers into the fire. Probably just 
an advertisement or a circular of some 
kind—

And then, as she glanced at it, her 
whole figure stiffened and her hand 
began to shake so that she could scarce
ly hold it. It was addressed to her, and 
in Biff’s sprawling handwriting! And 
the postmark was February the twen

tieth a year ago, just a little more than 
a week after Biff had gone away.

Biff had written to her! That was 
all she could think for a moment, as, 
somehow, she managed to draw the 
folded sheet of paper from the envelope. 
All this time his letter had lain there, 
mixed up in the old ones Hal had 
burned tonight—

And then, as her eyes flew across the 
words, she began to feel almost sick 
with shock and incredulity—this wasn’t 
Biff’s first and only letter, it was his 
fourth.

She read,
My D earest:

A re you bored getting  so m any le tte rs  from 
me— four lengthy epistles in one week? I hope 
not, fo r I ’ve enjoyed so w riting  them , telling 
you over and over again  how much I love you. 
E very  tim e we quarrel I th ink  I love you a 
little  more, you’re  so cute when you pretend 
to be angry , funny-face. L et’s make i t  a  ru le 
to quarrel a t  least once a  week a f te r  we’re  
m arried, shall we?

Sorry, I ’ll have to cu t th is one sho rt; i t ’s 
e igh t bells and I ’m on duty. J u s t w anted to  
rem ind you once more that. I love you, sweet. 
I t ’s been such a long, lonesome week fo r we’ve 
been moving about so much th a t  your le tters 
haven’t  caught up w ith me yet, I ’m expecting 
to find a  whole batch of them  w aiting  fo r me 
in Boston tomorrow.

Goodnight and sweet dream s,
Biff.

Her letters! Those letters that she 
had never written. If only she had 
written just one! If only she hadn’t 
let a stupid thing like pride stand in her 
way.

Her tortured eyes went to the charred 
mass of papers in the fireplace. It was 
so clear what had happened. Hal had 
intercepted Biff’s letter’s, he had been 
burning them tonight—that was why 
he had looked so startled when she came 
into the room! Oh, it had been quite 
simple for him to do i t ; one of his regu
lar duties was to separate the mail, 
leaving hers on the hall table and tak
ing her father’s into the study. But 
why, why had he done such a despicable 
thing?

And now it was too late ever to repair 
the wrong he had done her, too late to 
go to Biff and tell him what had hap
pened. Biff, his letters unanswered and 
quite probably hearing through mutual 
friends that she was going everywhere 
with Hal, had naturally assumed that 
she no longer loved him. And it wasn't 
surprising that he had fallen in love
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with Rita. They had always liked each 
other.

Too late? Suddenly Nancy was on 
her feet. The clock on the mantel had 
j ust struck the half-hour—five-thirty! 
If she hurried it was barely possible 
that she could get to the airport before 
the plane took off. She had to see Biff 
once more, had to tell him that she 
hadn’t simply ignored his letters. Even 
though he was in love with Rita now, 
she wanted him to know the truth—

She was running now, snatching her 
coat from a chair in the hall. She could 
hear the rattle of ice cubes in the kit
chen and breathed a silent prayer for 
the length of time it took to loosen them.

Down the front walk to Hal’s road
ster. Had he left the key in it? Her 
breath came out in a sharp sigh of re
lief as her fumbling fingers found it. 
A moment later she was driving madly, 
recklessly along the slippery road.

When she slithered to a stop at the 
airport she didn’t even wait to switch 
off the engine; almost before the car 
stopped she was out and running fran
tically across the field toward the huge 
silver plane. The big propellers were 
turning and people were already climb
ing aboard. In the dim light of the 
dawn, her eyes sought wildly for a tall 
familiar figure.

“Biff! Biff!” she screamed in the 
face of the wind.

E COULDN’T possibly have heard 
her, but by seme miracle he must 

have caught sight of her, for there he 
was, hurrying to meet her. Rita, too, 
almost running to keep up with his 
long-legged stride.

“Nancy! What on earth—” A sharp 
gust of wind drowned the rest of his 
words, but Nancy thought she had 
sensed impatience and annoyance.

Oh, this was madness! How had 
she ever imagined she could say the 
things she wanted to say with Rita here 
with Biff, Rita who was her friend and 
had only fallen in love with Biff after 
she herself had renounced all claim on 
him?

“I—I just thought I’d like to say 
good-by,” she stammered miserably as 
they came up to her.

“Well, for heaven’s sake!” Rita ex
claimed. Then suddenly her dark eyes 
were searching Nancy’s face. “Where’s

Hal?” she demanded. “I thought you 
two would be on your way to get mar
ried by now.”

Nancy’s chin came up.
“I’m not going to marry Hal, ever,” 

she said. At least she could tell Biff 
that much; he hadn’t wanted her to 
marry Hal so maybe it might make him 
feel a little more friendly toward her 
to know’ that she had changed her mind. 
She needn’t tell him why.

“But why?” Biff asked sharply. “You 
said you loved him—”

His eyes were boring into hers, and 
without meaning to at all, Nancy heard 
herself saying.

“I never loved him. It wras just—just 
that I waited and waited and never 
heard from you and I knew you were 
writing to Rita and so—”

“What do you mean, you never heard 
from me?” Biff broke in, his hands 
gripping her shoulders, shaking her. 
“You know perfectly well I wrote to 
you. It was I who never heard from 
you.” He was almost shouting now, his 
eyes blazing down in hers. “What kind 
of a game is this anyway?”

“It’s no kind of a game!” Nancy 
shouted back at him. “I didn’t get your 
letters because Hal took them—I caught 
him burning them tonight. But you 
needn’t let it worry you; I have no in
tention of trying to come between—” 
suddenly she choked. She and Biff were 
at it again, quarreling, but this time it 
wasn’t fun, because they’d never have a 
chance to make up. In a few minutes 
Biff and Rita would be on the plane 
together. . . .

“Well, I hope you realize now that 1 
wasn’t mistaken about the fellow,” Biff 
growled, shaking her again. “He was 
always a cheat. He was thrown out of 
the academy because he was suspected 
of copying another fellow’s exam paper 
—mine to be exact. It was all kept quiet 
because they couldn’t prove anything, 
but the board took my word instead of 
his and he’s hated me ever since.”

Just then a steward with an armful 
of luggage hurried past.

“Plane takes off in five minutes,” he 
called. “You folks better get aboard.” 

“Oh!” Nancy choked, twisting her
self loose from Biff’s grasp and throw
ing her arms around Rita. “I do hope 
you’re going to be very happy.” Over 
her shoulder she said to Biff, even man-
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aging to smile. “ I just wanted you to 
know about the letters. You and Rita— 

She broke off abruptly as Rita burst
into a peal of laughter.

“Goose!” Rita gasped. “Biff and I 
aren’t in love! I persuaded him to put 
on that act tonight in hopes that the 
green-eyed monster might make you 
come to your senses. I never believed 
you really loved Ilal Randal, though 
couldn’t imagine what had happened to 
you. If you had only told me you hadn t 
heard from Biff, I could have straight
ened everything out.”

“But—but he was writing to you— 
“Hoping I could put in a word toi 

him with you, and I must say 1 did my 
darnedest. But that pride of yours kept 
rearing its head and I couldn t get to 
first base. I wasn’t convinced until to
night, though—”

Y OU’D better run for that plane, 
Rita,” Biff broke in. “Your grand

mother will be worried if you don t turn 
up in Richmond tomorrow.”

“Grandmother!” Nancy gasped. 
“Blessings on you, my children. Rita 

called gaily and sped for the plane. t 
“She—she wasn’t going with you? 

Nancy stammered, raising wide eyes to 
Biff. ‘ She felt as though she were on 
a merry-go-round going double time. 
Things were happening so fast she 
couldn’t seem to make sense out of 
them.

“In words of one syllable, Biff 
laughed, “she’s going to visit her grand
mother in Richmond!”

The plane’s motors roared. Nancy 
suddenly came out of her daze.

“Oh. Biff, hurry, hurry!” she cried. 
“You’re going to miss it, and you said 
that you had to be back on duty tomor
row.”

Biff shook his head, still laughing.
“I just said that because 1 couldn’t 

bear to stick around after you told us 
you were actually going to marry Hal 
tonight. Matter of fact, I’ve got a 
week’s leave.”

Nancy- never knew exactly what hap
pened then, but the result was very sat
isfactory. For Biff’s arms were holding 
her close and his lips were pressed hard 
against hers in a breathtaking kiss. Her 
heart began to pound and she scarcely 
heard the roar of the plane as it took 
off.
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Finally when the sound of the motor 
faded away into the distance Biff raised 
his head and whispered against her 
cheek:

“You haven’t told me that you still 
love me, but you do, don't you, little 
Nancy?”

“Always and forever,” Nancy whis
pered back, knowing now, beyond a 
shadow of a doubt, that he felt the same 
way about her.

“I’m darn glad I got my promotion,” 
Biff sighed. “Now that I’ve got you, 
too!”



H AVE you met your Fall silhouette? Now is the time to get in trim for Fall 
clothes. You are shopping for them, I know. Give your new ensemble a fair 
chance—bulges and that extra pound are taboo if you wish to step out gayly into 

the fashion limelight.
Before you don that super Fall outfit, get in front of your mirror and give yourself a thor

ough once-over. Start at the top of your head and decide if, first, your hair is in good 
condition—or if it is streaked from the sun and dry from exposure. If it is, get to work
on it immediately with oil shampoos and v i g - ------------------------------------------------------ --------
orous sessions of brushings. only too easy! If you have, promise yourself

Is your skin smooth and soft—or does that, not to wear that new outfit until you have
too, show the drying effects of the sun? If 
it isn’t perfect, determine to make it so by 
getting more sleep, creaming it well, keeping 
it immaculately clean and changing your diet 
to include more milk, fresh fruit and lots of 
liquids. You’ll be amased at the results!

H andy H ints
Would your hands and nails pass inspec

tion over the dinner table—or have you let 
your victory garden, bandage rolling, etc., 
get the upper hand? If your nails are split 
and the cuticle ragged, give them the oil 
treatment.

First, file them all to the same length and 
then scrub them well. Now wrap little bits 
of cotton soaked in oil around the ends of 
your fingers and let them set there for a 
while. Take a nap and relax while this is 
going on.

Now scrub again and push the cuticle back 
gently with a towel. Rub hand cream into 
the knuckles and fingers, Two or three 
treatments like this should make your hands 
soft and well groomed again.

How  Do You Stand?
Is your posture good enough to show off 

that new dress well? Do you keep your chin 
tucked in, your chest out, your tummy flat 
and your hips in their proper place? Unless 
you can answer “yes” to all these, you’re not 
being fair to your new clothes—or yourself.

Have you put on any extra weight? W ith 
ice cream sodas and Summer sundaes, it is

exercised off or dieted off all the excess 
weight and lumps. Be stern with yourself.

I t’s Patriotic to  Conserve!
Now that you have decided what you have 

to do about yourself, go through your closet 
carefully and decide which of your last year’s 
things you can count on for this season. 
Don’t think you have to do a whole new 
wardrobe. Spend some time going over youi 
things carefully, pressing some, sewing new 
collars on others, fixing hems and buttons and 
all the other gadgety items that take time. 
It's patriotic to conserve!

And remember, this year, it’s smart to 
look efficient, brisk and well scrubbed as to 
face. But also remember your duty as the 
gal-back-home and be feminine and soft in 
your off-duty hours.

T he Slim Silhouette
Since Uncle Sam has gone into the fashion 

business, the Fall styles will feature the slim 
silhouette. And there can’t be any back 
talk about his orders to conserve fabrics. The 
new legal line of our dresses is a straight 
and narrow one, and to keep our ladyish 
curves well inside this line is going to take 
some doing.

Everybody knows how good a narrow, nar
row line can look since Mme. Chiang Kai- 
shek made the rounds of our cities. And you 
can’t deny that she looks beauteous in her 
pencil-line dresses. And I hear tell that our 
gals love that long and narrow  look. There
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will be tbe sheath dress, the chemise dress and 
that “slip of a dress” for evening wear.

There will be a widening of the shoulder 
line to balance up the narrow parts. There 
will be lots of softening details so you won’t 
look too severe and hard. You’ll have extras, 
like pcplums, flounces, jabots and drapery.

There will be the soft flattery ol furs and 
hats to help along.

Teen agers will get first whack at the 
pretty checks for Autumn. You will see 
checks done in wools and mixtures—fresh 
blue and white, green, red and yellow with 
white—and with that very young look.

And the big timer in the millinery world 
is the newest edition of the beret—it’s a 
giant size that comes tumbling over the fore
head.

Be a Pin-up Gal
Look pretty, please, if you’re planning to 

have your picture taken. That man of yours 
would like one for his special "pin-up.” More 
than anything, you’ll want to look your very 
best—natural, but just the tiniest bit glam
orous.

No doubt, too, you’re a little vague about 
the make-up you should wear. You’ve heard 
that certain tricks of the trade conceal faults, 
and others bring out your best points—and 
you want to know about them. Here they 
are:

The camera has a tendency to eat up the 
natural Vividness of your face—and at the 
same time has a nasty little way of focusing 
attention on little complexion flaws which 
the naked eye overlooks. So your photo
graphic make-up must do two things: it must 
bring out your good features and must cover 
up the small blemishes and fine lines.

Use a much darker foundation than you 
ordinarily wear to avoid that washed-out 
look.

Either a cake foundation or cream base. 
Use dark powder over it generously. Take 
your time drawing the outline of your lips 
with a lip brush— a hair-fine's difference will 
completely change the expression of your face. 
Check with the photographer before decid
ing on your lipstick shade. Dark red lip
stick shows up black on some kinds of film 
and gives you a hard look, while the same 
lipstick appears natural on another kind of 
him.

Even if you don’t use eye make-up you 
should for a photograph. Eye shadow is a 
“must.” Use it heavily nearest the lashes 
and fade it up towards the brows and out 
towards the temples. Use a sharply pointed 
eyebrow pencil to fill in the blank patches 
of your brows, first brushing the hairs up 
and out. Avoid a hard, heavy extended line. 
Mascara is applied wnth the side of the brush 
to avoid “beading” the lashes. A line drawn 
(eyebrow pencil) across the upper lid of your 
eyes, close to the eyelashes and slightly ex
tended out at the corners will add depth to 
your eyes, make them appear larger.

Do not use rouge except as a shadow. A 
faint tracing of it on too prominent fea
tures minimizes them in the final picture. 
Darker foundation, too, will make such fea
tures less noticeable.

Relax while you pose . . . forget everything 
. . . just think of HIM!

Hallowe’en Party
Hallowe'en used to be fun when you were 

just a little girl and the boy next door came 
over to duck for apples. Remember? But 
the boy next door is in the Army now, or the 
Navy, or the Marine Corps!

W hy not have a Hallowe’en party for the 
servicemen stationed nearest your home? For 
each of them is a “hoy next door” to some
one. Make it a gala evening for those hoys 
in training. Ask some of your neighbors to 
help with the party. And be sure to include 
an armful of pretty girls. Then all you will 
need for a good Hallowe'en party are the tra
ditional games, some jack-o’-lanterns and 
good food.

There are all the well-known games like 
bobbing for apples, spin-thc-bottlc and blind- 
man’s huff. But have you ever tried to bite 
an apple hung on a string when your hands 
are held behind your back and there’s a part
ner biting from the other side?

Play spin the bottle with variations. Draw 
a large wheel on a piece of heavy cardboard
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SUPER
S T R E N G T H

THROUGH THESE
E A S Y  S T EP S

f n \

SUPER POWER 
CRUSHER GRIP 
"Moulder of MEN!'
Tin amazing super 
power Crusher Grip 
pictured In the two 
exerclsee, made of %" 
hi£h tension steel, has 
been used by some of 
the strongest men In 
the world! America 
today has no pl&co for 
weaklInga, A m erica  
needs STRONG MEN. 
men who will build 
flits better world of to
morrow. Prepare for 
tomorrow's successes 
by developing crush
ing strength today I 
Complete Illustrated! 
instructions with each ] 
Crusher Grip.

ADO INCHES 
TO YOUR BACK. 

I CHEST. BICEPS
[ H e r e  i s  y o u r  
chance to develop 
a  b o d y  p a c k e d  

I with rock ribbed 
[ m a n  - mu s c l e ,  

surging with vi- 
| brant, d y n a m i c  

power . . .  a  body 
that men and wo- 

j men m ust admire. 
J  ust these tw o  
easy steps, prac- 

1 tised only a few 
I m i n u t e s  a day ,
I w ill h e l p  build 
I in ches  o f  pow er 
| p acked  m uscle on 
I your frame, develop 
■ crushing biceps, husky 
( f o r e a r m s ,  s u p e r  
| strength back, chest,
I stomach and leg mus- 
J clei. make a new man 
I of you. . .  ALL MAN!

W IT H , y o u r  ORDER 
S U P E R  P O W E R  
h a n d  g r i p s
P o w e r f u l  high tension 
nam! grips. Builds now- 
errul wrists, forearms,

fingers . . .
It’s FREE with 
your order.

DOUBLE!
Money Back/

Guarantee 
If these mus-1 
cle Iniiliters ' 
don't b r in g  
you satisfac
tory r e s u l t s  
in an amaz
ingly s h o r t  time W B
WILL (ilVH YOTJ DOUBLE YOUR 
MONEY BACK.

S E N D  N O  M O N E Y
Just fill in and send coupon. When 
postman delivers your Super Power 

Crusher Grip and free Super Power Hand Grips, pay him 
only $1,98 plus postage. Develop champion strength as 
champions do. Rush coupon. . . . Now!

MUSCLE POWER CO.
Dept. 6411, P. O. Box No. 1 
Station X, New York, 54, N. Y .
Send mo tlio Super Strength Urushor Grip as described. I will pay 
the postman only $1.93 plus postage. Also enclose the Super Power 
Hand Grips free with my order.

and tack securely to the floor. W rite short 
fortunes in the various sections of the wheel. 
Each player spins the bottle in the center of 
the wheel—and if it stops with its neck 
pointing to “you'll marry a red-headed wom
an with a ferocious temper"—that's fate!

The Sultan’s Favorite
Another game is “The Sultan’s Favorite." 

Have all the girls go into an adjoining room 
with a curtain completely covering the door
way. The curtain should have two holes, 
cut just large enough and close enough to
gether for a pair of eyes to look through.

The lights should be turned off and a pair 
of candles (or for safety's sake, a flashlight) 
lighted on the boys’ side of the curtain and 
placed close enough to the peepholes to light 
up the eyes that look through.

This game may be played in two ways. 
Tallies can be kept, each boy identifying the 
eyes in the order in which they appear and 
writing the name of the girl he thinks to be 
their owner. A  price is given to the boy 
who correctly matches the greatest num
ber of eyes to the correct owner. Or, each 
boy, as he sees the eyes, may call out if he 
believes them to belong to his partner for 
the evening. In case of error, the boy who 
claims a pair of eyes belonging to  someone 
else's girl must continue through the evening 
with his new “Sultan's Favorite."

If you have a fireplace, you might like an 
old, old game which is still as enchanting 
as it was in our grandfather’s day. A  boy 
and girl each take a chestnut and put these 
to roast side by side on the coals. The ac
tions of the chestnuts predict the course of 
their love! If one hisses and sputters, it 
indicates a bad temper on the part of the 
owner of that chestnut.

It one or both pop away from each other, 
the couple will be parted. But if the two 
chestnuts roast tranquilly side by side, the 
couple will live long and happily together.

After everyone is “played out" serve your 
refreshments:

Chicken ami Olive Sandwiches 
Chocolate Doughnuts

Red Apples Oranges N uts
Coffee

After supper, let the ghost stories begin! 
Of course, all good ghost stories are told in 
the dark. Leave one jack-o’-lantern lighted 
or rely on the glow from the fire.

Name................................................................................................

Ada r.M l...................................................................................................................

(SPECIAL) If you are aboard ship or outbid* tba 
U. y. A. ploaso aernl money order for $2.15,

Dress for W inter
This year dress for winter! If you shiver 

at the thought of fuel shortages, take com
fort from the fact that it can make a healthier 
girl out of you. Doctors point out that a 
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coolish room is less hospitable to germs, and 
it exposes you to less violent temperature 
changes when you go outdoors.

But the less heat you have indoors, the 
more protection your clothing must supply. 
If you think winter undies must make you 
look like a well-plumped pillow, you're all 
wrong. War-styled knitwear in woolen 
mixtures adds no more bulk than skin-fitting 
tights do to a circus-ridcr s figure. Skin
fitting tights describe the panties that keep 
you snug trom the waist to just below the 
knees.

You can wear these with vests, or, if you 
prefer, you can go m lor all-in-one undies 
If you're the kind that doesn't thaw out all 
winter, you can top undies with a slim-mak- 
ing knit petticoat and wear it instead of a 
flimsier piece.

Best warmers for top layers of clothing 
are woolen or part woolen suits and dresses. 
When you need to add warmth to suit, have 
a woolen blouse that you can slip into. Pull 
a sweater on over y-our woolen dress when 
the thermostat drops or hearth fires turn 
to ash.

For pre-bedtime padding about, have a 
woolen housecoat and some fur or felt-lined 
slipper. For sleeping, switch from flimsies 
to flannels.

If you arc an air-raid warden who may 
have to fall out at the shriek of a siren, sleep 
hi flannel pajamas or snug ski-styled union 
suits-'rover which you can pull on your out- 
you-go slacks.

Filmy hosiery, which never pretended to 
keep legs warm, can be worn over sheer, 
ilcsh-eolorcd inner-stockings, which needn't 
make the legs look thicker, or can be replaced 
—and this year with no sacrifice of smartness 
—lay thicker lislcs, woolen-knits and nylon 
fleece. These thicker and warmer stockings 
are all set to defend the reputation of the 
world’s lovlicst legs.

Even in sheerer stockings, you can have 
your pretties and your comfort, too, thanks 
to thicker, more warmly reinforced feet. For 
outright comfort, you can always depend on 
woolen socks worn over sheer stockings, to 
keep your two feet as warm as toast.

Those Small Repairs
Perhaps the man of the family is with the 

troops or up to his eyes in defense work— 
and you hate to tackle those small repairs. 
You keep putting them off until suddenly one 
day your conscience nudges you, you roll 
up your sleeves and go to work.

Fill splinters or those unsightly nail holes 
in woodwork with plastic wood, allow to dry,
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1 reference set. See it now.and

Costs You Rotting to 
Examine ibis 3-VoL Set of 
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Say, d o  you like E lec
tr ic ity ?  D o you want to  

i learn about E lectr ic ity ,
' R adio  and the  develop

m en ts  and  p rog ress  o f  
SE lectronlcs? Are you In
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I ’m offering. K i r .  C .  L J A W 4 .

F R E E  ^ ithThi9Training; I

B ig  8 # x l l  in .  b o o k  o f  
1 5 0  C o y n e  S h o p  P r i n t s .  
A c tu a l  w i r in g  d i a g r a m s ,  
m o t o r  w i n d i n g s ,  r a d io  
h o o k - u p s ,  e t c .  F o r  d a i l y  
u s e  o n  j o b .  L i m i t e d

f u a n t i t y . s o  A C T  N O W .
y r .  P e r s o n a l  T e c h 

n i c a l  S e r v i c e  b y  m a l l  
f r o m  t h e  C o y n e  S t a f f  
o n  a n y  E l e c t r i c a l  o r  
R a d i o  p r o b l e m , F R E E  
w i t h  s e t .



B g a d ln

M O D E R N  
E L E C T R I C I T Y
IN C L U D IN G  R A D IO  

and R E F R IG E R A T IO N ^
H e r e ’3 g r e a t  n e w s  f o r  a n y b o d y  I n te r e s te d  i n  E le c t r i c i ty .  N E W  
1 8 th  e d i t i o n  o f  A p p l ie d  E le c t r i c i ty  b r o u g h t  r i g h t  d o w n  to  d a t e  w i th  
N E W  E le c tr ic a l  s u b je c ts  f u l l y  c o v e re d , i n c l u d i n g  E le c t r i c a l  B lu e  .P r in t  
"  10  b ig  V o lu m e s  a n d  a l l  s h in n e d  F R E E  fo r e x a m in a t io n .

BIG FIELD! BigDemandi
D j  # y  D a u V  M e n  w h o  u n d e r s t a n d  e le c t r i c i t y  
^ B6 "  a r e  u r g e n t ly  n e e d e d  In  th o u 
s a n d s  o f  W a r  P ro duct i on  i n d u s t r i e s .  A i rp la n e s ,  
s h i p  b u i l d in g ,  a r m s  p l a n t s ,  m a c h in e  sh o p s —  
p r a c t i c a l l y  e v e ry  i n d u s t r y  d e p e n d s  o n  e le c 
t r i c i t y  a n d  m e n  w h o  k n o w  t h i s  s u b je c t  m a k e  
b i g  m o n e y . P l e a s a n t ,  f a s c i n a t i n g  w o rk , e a sy  to 
l e a r n  a n d  d o ;  l e a r n  w i th  th e s e  books. S e n d  
c o u p o n  f o r  a  s e t  fo r  F R E E  ex & m in aticx i a n d  
s e e  fo r  y o u rs e lf .

A y e a r 's  c o n s u l t in g  p r iv i le g e s  i

New Edition 
For Beginners 
and Experts 

Over 300 0  p ag es! 
— hundreds of |
illustrations—thei 
m ost com plete 
work of i t s  kind 
we have ever pub
lished. Dynamos, 
motors, power 
stations, wiring 
radios, everything 
e l e c t r i c a l  ex 
plained so any
one can under
stand it.

SEND I
n o w !

w ith  o u r  e n g in e e r s  n o w  g iv e n  
to  a l i  b u y e r s  o f t h i s  fa m o u s  | 
C y c lo p e d ia  o f E le c tr i c i ty ,

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY 
Vocational Publishers since 1898

American Technical Society, Dept. E849. Drexel at 58th St., Chicago37 
Send for ID days’ free use, IO volume set of N ew  18 th  Edition, Ap
p lied  Electricity, including ;> certificate entitling me to consulting privileges for ono year. I will pay the delivers- charges o n ly  on the 
books. I f  I  w ish  I may return them in 10 days and o w e yo u  no thin g, 
bu t if  I keep them. I  w i l l  send $2.00 a fte r  10 days, then  8 3 .0 0  a 
m onth until th e  to ta l p r ic e  of only $ 2 9 .8 0  is paid.
NAME . .
AD DRESS
CITY ....................................................................... STATE.................... ..
P le a s e  a t t a c h  l e t t e r  s t a t i n g  a g e ,  o c c u p a t io n  a n d  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  o f  
e m p lo y e r a n d  g iv e  a t  l e a s t  ono  b u s in e s s  m a n  a s  re fe r e n c e .  M e n  In  
se rv ic e , p le a se  g tv o  h o m o  a d d r e s s .

sandpaper smooth and hnish with paint or 
wax to match the surrounding surface.

For doors and drawers that stick, wait for 
good dry weather and then rub paraffin or
one of the special preparations sold for just 
that purpose on the points that stick.

Graphite is the cure for a stiff lock; you 
can buy a tube of it at the hardware store. 
Oil makes the lock gummy and even stiffer.

To mend broken furniture, clean off all 
old glue with hot water, soaking wood no

Constipation May 
Cause Rectal Abscess

FREE BOOK —  Explains Dangers 
of Neglecting Treatment

A new, illustrated 40-page book on Fistula, Rectal 
Abscess, Piles and other rectal and colon disorders 
is now FREE to all sufferers. It explains the dan
gers of delay as well as corrective treatment for 
these ailments and associated conditions. Write to
day — a card will do — to Thornton & Minor Clinic, 
Suite 1156, 926 McGee St., Kansas City, Mo.

[
H i g h  S c h o o l  C o u r s e
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go na rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Couraa 
equivalent t o  resident school work—prepares for college 
entrance exams. Standard H.B. texts supplied. Diploma.
Credit for fi. S. subjects already completed. Siosrle subjects if desired. High school education is very Important for advancement ta
business and industry and socially. P .................... ‘lift tie a High School graduate. S1 
Bulletin oo request. No obligation.
American School, Dept. H-858, Drexel at 58th.Chicago37

SONGWRITERS
W e are offering n new and B ETTER  service to you. 
Our complete service includes revision, completion of 
your  song, recording, radio  broadcast and m arketing. 
S en d  your so n g  or song poem today for our liberal offer.

S CREENLAND RECORDERS  
Box 1247C Hollywood, California

more than necessary. W hen dry, sand
paper the surfaces to be glued. Apply cabi
net maker's glue to both surfaces; fit together 
solidly, wiping off excess glue. Tie up 
mended joint with a first-aider’s tourniquet 
twist and leave until glue is well set.

Don’t let your door s-q-u-e-a-k in pain. 
All they need is a drop or two of oil applied 
to the pins in the hinges.

W hat to Send Service Men
Until Johnny comes marching home again, 

his folks and friends will be sending him 
things. And it’s a safe bet that he gets a lot 
of things he can’t use, doesn’t need and 
would like to swap for something else.

First of all the boys want the most eco
nomical things you can send—letters, fre
quent and fat. W hat else to send? Here’s 
a clue from a serviceman. “The woods are 
full of fudge and cookies. Send us cigarettes, 
tooth paste, socks and soap."

Here, in order of votes, are the most de
sirable things to send: Cigarettes, money, toi
let and shaving articles, candy, books, articles 
of clothing and stationery.

If you're dead-set on something to cat, 
whip up this fruit cake which should reach 
him in time for the holidays:

W arm together 1% cups molasses, 1 cup b u tte r or 
m argarine. Add 1 cup peach, jam , 1 cup finely chopped



butternu ts or w alnuts. Vj  cup each candied orange 
and lemon peel, and 3 cups seedless raisins which, 
have been cut up. Sift together 5 eups all-purpose 
flour, a  teaspoon each cinnamon and grated nutmeg, 
3/2 teaspoon each allspice and ground cloves. Mix to 
gether 1 cup th in  applesauce, % cup quince or o ther 
jelly and two well-beaten eggs. Add the  sifted dry 
ingredients alternately  w ith the  applesauce m ixture. 
When all ingredients are combined, blend together 
very thoroughly. Bake in a  greased, paper-lined pan 
in slow oven 275 degrees Fahrenheit, for 1% to  2 
hours. P u t pan of hot w ater in oven to  keep crust 
from becoming too hard, and if cake seems to be 
baking too fast cover w ith brown paper. W hen done, 
remove from pan, cool, sprinkle w ith a  little  sherry 
wine. W rap securely in waxed paper before packing.

W hen you do send stuff to that man of 
yours remember that all articles should be 
packed in substantial boxes or containers, and 
he covered with strong wrappers. Further- 
more, as each parcel is subject to censorship, 
you can save time on its delivery by wrap
ping it so the contents can be readily in
spected.

Fur Coat Facts
So you’re buying a fur coat! Next to red 

flannel underwear, a good investment in this 
fuel-rationed winter may be—for you—a fur 
coat. W hat with more walking and more 
waiting on street corners for buses and trol
leys, and the need to save on wool, a bunny 
wrap is a sensible idea. Of course, you won’t 
buy one unless you really need a coat and 
can afford the fur kind.

Buying a fur coat is a long-term invest
ment, not to be made on impulse, especially 
these days when wise buying is a patriotic 
duty. Remember that dealers arc not per
mitted to misrepresent and the label on your 
coat should be a true statements of its type 
of fur. Be sure you don’t throw away your 
money on a shoddy garment.

To judge the quality of a fur coat, ask to 
see the same kind of fur in several price 
ranges. Good furs are bright and lustrous; 
low-grade furs are apt to be dull and life
less in appearance. Fur should be especially 
thick at important friction points—the edges, 
cuffs, sleeves, pockets, back of the neck 
and bottom of the coat.

Be sure the coat fits properly. Fur coats 
should be loose and roomy, and should hang 
from the shoulders. A  well-fitted coat never 
feels bulky or heavy. Make sure there is no 
strain on the fur across the back, under the 
arms, or in the sleeves. This is especially 
important in coats made of weak furs or small 
pelts.

In general, remember that short, flat, or 
medium-haired furs arc most flattering to 
short figures, while medium, high or very 
high haired furs look best on tall figures.

Take care of your coat, once it is yours. 
Don’t drop it on chairs, or drape it on radi
ators, or throw it around. Furs are delicate.

(C o n t in u e d  on p a g e  89)

To People 
who want to write

but ca n ’t get started
Do you have th a t constant u rge  to  w rite  but 
the fe a r  th a t  a  beginner hasn’t  a  chance ? Then 
listen  to  w hat th e  ed ito r o f L iberty  said  on 
th is  subject:
“ T h ere is  m ore room  for  n ew co m ers in  th e  w r it in g  
fie ld  to d a y  th an  ever b efore . S om e o f  th e  g re a te st  o f  
w r it in g  m en  an d  w om en  h ave p a ssed  from  th e  scen e  in  
recen t y ea r s . W h o  w ill ta k e  th e ir  p la c e s?  W h o  w il l  
!>e th e  n ew  R o b e r t W . C ham b ers, E d g a r  W allace*  
K u d y a rd  K ip lin g , an d  m an y  o th e r s  w h o se  w o rk  w o  
h a v e  p u b lis h e d ?  I t  is  a ls o  tru e  th a t  m ore p eo p le  are  
t r y in g  to  w r ite  th a n  ever  b efore , b u t ta le n t  is  s t i l l  
rare an d  th e  w r ite r  s t i l l  m u st  learn  h is  cr a ft, a s  few  o f  
th e  n ew com ers n o w a d a y s  seem  w ill in g  to  d o. F am e , 
r ich es  a n d  th e  h a p p in e ss  o f  a ch iev em en t a w a it  th e  n ew  
m en an d  w om en  of p ow er.”

Writing Earnings Already Equal 
Half His Regular Salary

“By devoting an hour or two 
each day to writing, /  am earn
ing an amount equal to half of 
my regular salary. The prospects 
of writing for a living loom 
brighter and brighter, thanks to 
N . l . A — Albert C. Smith, Med
ford, Mass.

Writ ing Aptitude T e s t — FREE!
T H E  Newspaper In stitu te  of America offers a free 

W riting  A ptitude Test. I ts  object is to discover 
new recru its for the  arm y of men «an<l women who add 
to  th e ir  income by fiction and article w riting. The 
W riting  A ptitude Test is a simple but expert aim lysis 
of your la ten t ability , your powers of im agination, 
logic, etc. Not all applicants pass th is test. Those 
who do are  qualified to  take  the fam ous N. I. A. 
course based on the practical tra in in g  given by big 
m etropolitan  dailies.
This is the New York Copy Desk Method which 
teaches you to w rite by w riting. You develop your 
individual s ty le  instead of try in g  to  copy th a t of 
others. You “cover” actual assign
m ents such as m etropolitan repo rt
ers get. A lthough you work a t home, 
on your own time, you are constan t
ly guided by experienced w riters.
I t  is really fascinating  work. Each 
week you see new progress. In  a  m at
te r  of months you can acquire the cov
eted “ professional” touch. Then you're 
ready for m arket with greatly im
proved chances o f m aking sales.

Mail th e  Coupon N ow  
But the first step is to take the W riting  
Aptitude Test. I t  requires hu t a  few 
m inutes and costs nothing. So mail the 
coupon now. Make the first move to
wards the most enjoyable and profitable 
oecupatiou—w riting  fo r publication !
N ewspaper Institxite o f America, One 
P a rk  Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.
(Founded 1925)

NOTICE TO 
CANADIANS

Newspaper Insti
tute's operations 
in Canada have 
been approved by 
the F o re ig n  Ex
change Control 
Board, and to 
f a c i l i t a t e  a l l 
financial transac
tions, a special 
permit h a s  been 
assigned to their 
account with The 
Canadian Bank 
of Commerce,
Montreal.

' W
Send me, w ithout cost o r obligation, your 

I  W riting  A ptitude Test and fu rth er inform ation 
about w riting  for profit.

Newspaper In stitu te  of America 
One P a rk  Ave., New York 16, N. Y.

Miss 1 
Mrs, \ 
Mr. J
A ddress ................... .................................................................
A ll  c o r r e s p o n d e n c e  c o n f id e n t ia l  N o  s a le s m a n  w i l l  c a ll  o n  y o u . 0 4 -R -6 6 3

Copyright lt>43 Newspaper In s titu te  of America
87



This one's going io hurii
Invasion comes high— in blood and money.

Part o f the cost must be paid with human life. That means 
deep and lasting hurt for many an American family.

Part of the cost must be paid in cash * . . this September. 
And that's going to hurt, too!

The IVar Loan Drive is herei
To pay for invasion— to keep our fighting machine going 
—you are asked to invest in at least one extra $100 Bond in 
September.

$100 EXTRA, mind you—for everybody!
N o man or woman can hold back. No one can point to hii 

Payroll buying and say, "They don't mean me!" No one can 
say, "I'm  lending 1056 or 12% or 2056—I'm doiog enough!"

Sure— it’s going to hurt. It’s going to take more than 
spare cash. It's going to take money you have tucked awayi 
It’s going to take part of the money we've been living on! 
Money that might have gone for anything we can get along 
without!

Sure—it’ll be tough to dig up that extra money. But we've
got to do it—and we wiU.

We’ll do it because o f the look that would come over the 
faces of our fighting men if we should fail. We’ll do it be
cause the cheapest way out o f this rotten business is to  chip 
in all we can to end it quick. Because there’s no finer, safer 
investment than a U. S. War Bond.

But mostly, we’ll do it because America is right smack in 
the middle of the biggest, deadliest, dirtiest war in history;

And we’re Americans.

Bach the attack with War Bonds
y T h is  sp ace  co n tr ib u ted  to  th e  T h ird  W ar L oan  C am paign  b y

THE PUBLISHER OF THIS M AGAZINE

88,



YOUR HOPE CHEST
(C o n tin u e d  fr o m  pa  fie  87)

Hang them in wide, well-padded hangers and 
keep them in your coolest closet. Heat may 
dry out some of the oils of the leather. It's 
a good idea to shake out a fur coat before 
hanging it up, and after removing it from a 
hanger. The fur will remain fluffy.

Never dry a wet coat on a radiator. Comb 
it lightly with the flow of the fur, then brush 
it in the same direction. Shake the coat, 
then hang it in a cool room, where air circu
lates freely.

Try not to wear out one part of your coat 
quicker than the rest of it by carrying pack
ages, books, or handbags under the arm, slid
ing in and out of seats, and wearing collars 
high and close to the neck. A  scarf is a 
good protection for a fur collar. W hen sit
ting down, always unfasten a fur coat and 
shrug it loose at the shoulders.

Strong sunlight isn't good for furs; it 
may fade them and dry out the oils.

Date Etiquette
W hen you’re out on a date—night-club

bing for instance—you must behave. So, 
lady, refrain from chattering with another 
man on the telephone while your date is 
forced to listen. I t’s not his idea of fun. 
After all, he only pays the check!

Shouting across tables and waving madly 
to Inends across the room dubs you as loud! 
So even if you’re the popular “glamour gal,” 
please behave.

Necking in public is particularly offensive. 
Thumbs down on it. It's cheapening.

Don’t comb your hair in public.

W atch  Your Hemline
Your hemline can tell a lot about you. 

First of all, if it’s short, it cither shows that 
you have attractive underpinnings or that 
your legs would be better covered a little 
more. Secondly, it tells whether you are a 
tidy person. Cover up the rest of a gal 
and you need sec no more than her hemline 
to tell how she looks all over.

Haven’t you observed a hemline that sags 
and dips so as to spoil a woman’s whole ap
pearance? Ten to one, she’s careless about 
other things, too.

Men may hesitate to remark that a wom
an’s hemline is not even all around, but they 
rarely hesitate to say something about a pet
ticoat showing. I t’s a phobia with them. 
They are embarrassed to walk in public with 
a woman whose petticoat is peeping below 
the hemline.

[Turn page1 
89

SICKNESS o r ACCIDENT
Insure NOW, before it’s too late 1 Pro
tect your savings against Hospital 
expense. Here’s an amozing offer of 
safe, dependable coverage under 
America's most popular Hospitaliza
tion Plan, family or individual 
eligible. No Medicol Examination. 
W hen sickness or accident strikes, 
you may go to any Hospital in U. S. 
or C anada under any Doctor's 
care. HOUR EXPENSES WILL BE 
PAID exactly as Policy specifies. 
WAR coverage included.The Com
pany under supervision of the 
Insurance Dept, No agent wilt call.

S S S l W s
-  to

*5 4 0 . 0 0  

1 3 5 . 0 0
""wA**1 *'•*
’ 3 o a <)0

i o o o h l
W a r  C o v ., 1
• etherv°luabt, boneflf,

MAIL COUPON AT ONCE!
NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO. 
Dept. TG3-11, Wilmington, Del.

Please send me, without obligation, details about 
your "3c A Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan".
Wome— - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ......................................... -
/ddress-*------------------------------------------ ----------------
C ity - ............- - - - - — . . . . . . . .  S la te— .............. ...............



k e tv  C lm apuî . 3 -  V cd u n te,
M A C H I N E  S H O P  

T R A I N I N G  C O U R S E

Machine Tool® completely de
scribed and fully demonstrated. 
Covers Measurements, Lathes, 
Drill Presses, Milling Machines, 
Shapers. Planers, Grinders. 
Blueprint Reading &. Drafting, 
and Hundreds of Other Subjects 
essential In your daily work 
leading to higher pay.

N A T I O N A L  SC H O O L!

Easiest wav to get
M A C H I N I S T

T R A I N I N G
World of machinery concen
trated into 3-Volume Course. 
Vitally necessary for Machinists, 
quick Training Course for Be
ginners. Written in easy-to-un- 
rierstaad language by practical 
shop instructors in National 
Schools, which has operated suc
cessfully for 38 years, with 37,000 
graduates. Hundreds of illustra
tions, diagrams, charts and time* 
saving tables. You get absolutely 
FREE 7 Drafting Lessons. Ma
chinist's Dictionary, and 2 Shop 
Mathematics Texts if you MAIL 
THE COUPON IMMEDIATELY.
FOR BEGINNERS & EXPERTS

lot AAfmlu*, Ĉ tu iOm

F R E E  7 - D A Y  T R I A L  E X A M I N A T I O N
NATIONAL SCHOOLS, Dept. Y -fl Paste on Penny
4000 S. Figueroa St., Los Angeles 37, Calif. Postcard
Y e s . without o b l ig a t in g  myself in a n y  w a y , ship t o  m e  a t  o n c e , 
your b ig  3 - V O L U M E  M O D ICU M  M A C H IN E  S H O P  T R A I N I N G  
C O U R S E . W i t h i n  7 c la y s  after receiving t h e  C o u rs e  ( a n d  m a r 
v e lo u s  U o n u s  G i f t  for promptness), I  w i l l  e i t h e r  r e tu r n  the 
s h ip m e n t ,  a n d  ow n y o u  n o t h i n g :  o r  if satisfied, I ‘l l  s e n d  y o u  
$ 3 .0 0 , a n d  $ 3 .0 0  a  m o n th  u n t i l  a  t o t a l  of $ 1 3 .5 0  i s  p a id  (f in a l 
p a y m e n t ,  $ 3 .5 0 ) . You m ay  deduct $ 1 .2 5  i f  you en c lo se  cash 

I  ($11.25) with this C o u p o n . S a m e  r e tu r n  p r iv i le g e .
|  N A M E  .................................................................................................................................
■ ADDRESS ......................................................................................
• C IT Y  ................................................................................ S T A T E ..........................
I o c c u p a t i o n  ......................................................................... A O B .....................

S T U D Y  A T  H O M E
Legall y trained men win high

er positions and bigger suc
cess in business and public

Hfo. Greater opportunities now than 
ever before. Biir corporations ar* __  _  _ beaded by men with legal training.

More Ability: More Prestige: More Money
Ve guide you step by step. You can train at horns _urlnff epare time. Lkieree of LL. B. tiueoeoefol Kradnntes in every section of the U-8. We furnish •H tort material, including 14-volume Law Library. Low cost, easy terms. Get oar valuable 4«*p*ge,iLaw Training for Leadership and 

•'Evidence'* books EltEE. Send for them NOW*
LaSalle Extension University. Dept. 11329-L Chicago 

A Correspondence Institution

A S T H  M  A
' Z ' m e m m m M

i t  you suffer fro m  A s t lu n a ,  P a r o x y s m s ,  from eougiu* . 
g a s p in g .  w h e aE ln g — w i t o  q u ic k  f o r  d a r in g  F R E E  T R I A L  
O F F E R  o f  b le s s e d  r e l i e f .  I n q u i r i e s  f ro m  *>-called 
" h o p e le s s "  c a s e s  e s p e c ia l ly  i n v i te d .  W r i t e  
NACOR, 426-A, State Life Bldg., Indianapolis, lad*

^  S o tu jW D ti w a n te d  s .
cm  TO BE SET TO MUSIC Q

S e n d  y o u r  P o e m s  fo r  o u r  n ew  o ffe r  
a n d  F R E E  " R h y m in g  D i c t i o n a r y "  to d a y . 

Phonograph Record* Made
VANDERBILT MUSI C STUDIOS

Dept. TG -fl, Box 112 •  Coney Island, N. Y.

LO DESTON E LIVE AND STRONG 
$1 per Pair

.7 Keys to  Power, $1. Postage ex tra  if C.O.D. Charms. 
Powders. Oils. Herbs. Novelties, etc., described in 
FBKK C atalog.
D. SMYTHE CO. Box T, NEWARK, MO.

To get back to the hemline that should be
worn. Don't follow too accurately what the 
fashion trends say about skirts being worn 
so many inches from the floor. Skirt lengths 
change from year to year. But we urge you 
to wear the length that is most becoming to 
you.

A  frayed hem, too, with threads in need of 
cutting off, or a hem that is coming down, is 
not pretty. Do remember that nothing is 
so flattering to legs as a neatly sewn hem that 
is even all around.

W inter Sports Make-up
The winter sportswoman knows that a 

great deal of make-up is not appropriate for 
active sports, but the beauty-minded one re
members that using cosmetics too sparingly 
on cold, blustery days is pretty bad for the 
skin.

In other words, she makes sure that her 
make-up for skiing and skating is lightly ap
plied to give the skin a natural, fresh look, 
but at the same time heavy enough to provide 
a little protection against wintery winds.

Before getting into your ski togs, cleanse 
your face and throat with cream. If your 
skin is quite dry, apply a layer of night 
cream, pat it in for a few seconds and remove 
with soft tissues.

Dry your lips, put on lipstick, remember
ing not to moisten your lips, and give the 
color at least live minutes to set before blot
ting with cleansing tissue. To prevent chap
ping you can put on a second layer of lip
stick over the first. A  colorless pomade in
stead of lipstick can be used for the second 
coat.

You wouldn't dream of wearing eye make
up with sports clothes. But you will find 
that a fine film of plain white vaseline will 
give your eyelids that dewy look and protect 
them irons icy blasts.

Use hand lotion immediately before going 
out. And as soon as you’re back from your 
jaunt, wash your hands in luke-warm (not 
hot) water, massage cream into them, wash 
them again and apply hand lotion once more. 
This simple treatment takes little time but it 
will keep your hands soft and smooth all 
winter.

Grooming Secrets from Hollywood
W hen Ida I.upino is in need of a face “re

fresher," she soaks a cotton pad in cold water, 
squeezes out the excess liquid, dips the pad 
in skin lotion and works it over the face. 
She removes the cream excess before dipping 
another pad in water, squeezing it partly dry, 
then patting on more skin lotion. All with 
the promise of being able to meet your enemy 
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or date with a face you don’t have to hide 
under a veil.

Alice Faye says you can't be weary or 
bodily sick and manifest enough vibrant 
charm to attract anyone. You have to be 
loaded down with vitality and energy. She 
recommends a trimness of appearance to ac
company this radiance and says there must 
be smooth, slender figure beauty. The art of 
proper make-up, the correct and subtle use of 
perfumes and a color sense are the finishing 
touches.

Betty Grable is a girl who goes all out for 
cleanliness of the most meticulous kind—of 
person, of dress, of such accessories as han
kies, gloves, inside of pocketbooks, Looks it 
too, doesn’t she?

The lovely blonde Annabclla says to avoid 
the depressing effects of having a husband 
off in the service, one should share her loneli
ness with another war widow. These com
panionships are most helpful.

Gorgeous Maureen O ’Hara thinks some 
people come by great eye beauty naturally 
and others have to attain it with persistent 
care. A good tip to remember.

A W ord of Advice
Don’t get careless about writing and mail

ing those letters to the man in service. Fill 
them with the brightest and gayest new6 from 
the home front. I t’s a way of keeping up 
your own courage as well as his.

Now on Sale 10c A t A ll Stands

He Could Change 
His Face

But he could not alter 
- his "Tell-Tale"

FINGER PRINTS
M aster criminal, John D ilanger, had his 
fea tu res b o  altered th a t  m any associates 
could no t recognize him, bu t his linger 
p rin ts, which he  unsuccessfully tried  to 
a lter, w ere positive proof o f  his identity.

S C I E N T I F I C  
C R I M E  D E T E C T I O N

Ended his criminal career

Learn this good-pay 
steady-employment 
Profession At Home:

There is always a demand for Finger 
Print Experts; G O O D  TIMES : : :  or BAD
Now . . . when the demand fo r our graduates ta greater than ever be
fore, is a mighty good time to  get into this profession which provides 
good pay, steady employment jobs a t  all times. Let I. A. S. train you 
to fill a  splendid position in this fascinating field of scientific crime de
tection .

N o t Difficult to Learn
Crime detection is not simple, but with our modern method of teach
ing it is not difficult to  learn. I t ’s a s c ie n c e — a  r e a l  science, which when 
mastered THROUGH TRAINING gives you something no one can 
EVER take from you. A little o f  your spare time each day devoted 
to the mastery o f this Course n o w  should pay you big dividends for 
years to come.

0/ of All Identification Bureaus 
'0  in the United States

Employ I. A.S. trained men. Yes . . . over 5:1 per cent o f all the Iden
tification Bureaus in the United S tates employ students a nd graduates 
of l.A.S. A majority o f  these men are heads o f Bureaus. Many of 
them knew absolutely nothing about crime detection before they be
gan training with l.A .S . Now they have steady jobs, good salaries 
and a fine future. Writ© today for full particulars and free book. 
Please give your age.
r p r r i  "the blue book of crime-

* This book takes you right behind the scenes where 
crime and science come to  g r ip s .lt will show how y o u ,  at low cost, 
can get started in this big important work without delay. Clip the cou
pon . . .  send it NOW I

INSTITUTE O F APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnysidd Avo., Dept. 796® , Chicago 40, 111.

Mail this Coupon for Complete 
List of l.A.S. Operatives i|

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE, Depf.796B 
1920 Sunnysida Ave., Chicago 40, 111.
Please send me illustrated "Blue Book o f Crime,’* complete list of over 
840 bureaus employing your graduates, together with low prices and 
E a s y  Term oiler, (Literature Bent ONLY to persons stating agt.-.)

Name.__________ _____________ _ _________________ __________

Address ___________________________________________________ _
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DRAWforMONEY
Be An A R TIS T!

PREPARE TO DAY FOR THE  
FUTURE TH A T LIES  AHEAD  

Trained A rtists A re  Capab le  of Earning
$ 3 0 -$ 5 0 -$ 7 5  A  W E E K

Use ywar spare time to prepare for a  profit
able Art career! Start training at home, now I
I t ’s pleasant and iiiteit'.stinc to study Art the 
W. H. A. -way COMMERCIAL ART, DE
SIGNING. CARTOONING all in OXE com- 
plf'to t*ourse. No previous Art experience nec
essary--we teach you step-by-step by our prac- 
lii-a! home study method well known since 
] :i I -1. HM7c to d a y  lo r  in fo r m a tio n  in  F R E E  
H O O li» "Art for Pleasure & Profit"—tells all 
about our course, the art material furnished, 
MT\n*e— and commercial opportunities for you 
in Ait. State age,

W ASH IN GTO N  S C H O O L O F ART
Studio 66II-F, 1115- 15th St.. N. W., 

WASHINGTON 5, D. C.

BUY FROM THE OLDEST ESTABLISHED 
FIRM IN THE UNITED STATES SELLING
E Y E  G L A S S E S  B Y  M A I L

Pc' ;■ iV:

1 6  D A Y S  T R I A L
CS»«* of the LATEST STYLES—remarkably L6W PRICES. 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED or your siioncy back. If you ar» 
naf satitf ied—ihey will not co$t you a cent.

SEND NO MONEY
our many styles and LOW PRICES R

A D V A N C E  S P E C T A C L E  C O .
537 $. Dearborn St.

W rite for FR EE catalog today 
thawing all of

BCPMRtD 
*T LOW COST•

SONGWRITERS
Send us your sonpr or sons: poem. Take advantage of our 
complete service. Melodies written for song poems WITH
OUT CHARGE. We also revise, record and submit your songs 
to leading publishers. Free examination. Write for details.
CINEMA SONG CO. •  DEPT. 1-B •  P. O. BOX 670

Beverly Hills, Calif.

ASTHMA S y m p t o m s  R e l i e v e d .  
W rite  to d a y  fo r free  in 
fo rm a tio n  an d  sp ec ia l 
m o n e y  b a c k  o f f e r .

W. K. STERLINE, 830 Ohio A ve, Sydney, Ohio

FREE!
TA MOV S

BLUE BOOK 
CATALOG

DICE • CARDS
Perfect Dice. Magic Dice. 
Magic Cards— R E A D  T H E  
B A C K S  —  Inks, D aubs. 
Poker Chips, Gaming 
Layouts, D-ice Boxes. 
Counter Games, Punch- 
boards. WRITE FOR 
CA TA LO G  TO D AY .

K. G. CARD CO., 1223 W. Washington Blvd., Chicago, 111.

The Giant Crossword Puzzle Magazine

BEST CROSSWORD PUZZLES
TW EN TY-FIVE CENTS A T  ALL STA N D S

POEMS WANTED
--------- For Musical Setting---------- 1
Mother. Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic, Comic P 
or any subject. Don’t Delay—Send us your ■ 
Original Poem a t  once — for immediate ex- I  
animation and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. |

Richard Brothers 74

LOVE NUMEROLOGY
(Continued from, page 12)

The November-Number 11 girl has a more 
even track to travel. It isn’t so hard for 
her to make up her mind, and she doesn’t ex
pect others to do her favors. All she wants 
is a chance to show what she can do. She 
has a double power of independence and self 
confidence, her danger being over-confident 
and impulsive action when discretion is the 
better part of valor.

The November girl is a pretty frank 
speaker and lets the chips fall where they
may.

She loves in the same way and some
times becomes too possessive and jealous 
when there is any opposition.

One cannot take love for granted, nor 
can any girl make a man love her. Love de
mands coaxing, not forcing.

O f course, there is much reason why a 
November girl can feel sure of her lover.

She is bright, energetic, emotional and gen
erous. H er spontaneity attracts men and 
she can handle herself well in any kind of 
situation.

She is quick on the trigger of wit and can 
put one in his place when he steps out of it. 
She is not a clinging vine. She is rather a 
rose with thorns. But she is loyal and not 
a complainer. For that reason she makes 
a wonderful mate. Nothing keeps her down. 
A husband is glad to come home to her be
cause he knows he will not be nagged. He 
may be criticized at times, but he is appre
ciated and loved, and his comfort is his wife’s 
first consideration.

The Possessive Attitude
Only when the November girl becomes dic

tatorial does she find trouble. And she can
not expect a man to give her all of his time. 
It was this possessive attitude which made 
for heartache with Julia Margus, a girl of 
November. She failed to understand the 
heart of the man she loved.

Julia was very proud of Tom Goodwin, 
the foreman of a lumber camp near her 
home. He was a handsome fellow and manly 
and powerfully built. She loved him for his 
kind character. Once she had seen him beat 
up a man who had been abusing a horse.

But one thing distressed her—Tom would 
never dress up and show his real handsome
ness. Sometimes he had come to her parties 
dressed like a lumber-jack although always 
clean. She longed to see him in a dress- 
suit. She knew how the other girls would 

(Continued on page 94)
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Mystery Fans!
Here’s Your Chance to Obtain 

World-Famous Best Sellers
A T  ONLY 2 5 /  PER COPY!

Current POPULAR LIBRARY Hits
THE EEL PIE MURDERS............b y  D a r id  F ro m e

TO  WAKE THE DEAD.....by J o h n  Dickson Can
DEATH FOR DEAR CLARA......... b y  Q. Patrick
DEATH DEMANDS AN

AUDIENCE................................ b y  H e le n  R e illy

THE STONEWARE
MONKEY........................ b y  R . A u s t in  F reem an

DEATH SITS ON THE
BOARD........................................ b y  J o h n  R h o d e

Formerly priced at #2.00 and more, these master
pieces of mystery are now only 25£ each at all 
stands in the new POPULAR LIBRARY EDITION 
—complete and unabridged—packed with thrills, 
suspense, surprises, and action!

POPULAR LIBRARY books are easy to read 
and easy to carry—they represent America’s biggest 
entertainment value!

Only books of proven merit are selected—and 
they are printed and bound attractively for your 
permanent enjoyment.

Ask your newsdealer for Popular Library books
O r. to order d irect, send 30c tor each title (which includes 
cost of mailing and handling) to POPULAR LIBRARY. 
Dept. PL11, 11 East 39th Street, New York, N. Y.
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ELECTRICITY
• AUDELS HANDY BOOK OF ELECTRICITY ... i
HANnY ^or £r!--,'r,fTrs» Ei-vlru-urw. S'.1: lev.- ;■ mi ,ii 1 inter* 
f lAnUT es'.cJ ia lili'ctri.-ity. A qua. <, ; i : . . ; v . r e a d y

Eclcrciice, giving.:' .mr!•• to t r  „i.; i in 
iiid pt u:u.mI n. Ri;y
to understand. A reliable .au
thority and a handy helper 
that answers your questions. 

• INSIDE TRADE 
INFORMATION ON 

The Rules and Laws of Electric* 
ity-Maintenance of Machinery** 
A. C. and D. C. Mo tors "Arma
ture Winding and Repair-Wir
ing Diagrams—House Lighting- 
Power Wiring—Cable Splicing— 
Meters-Batteries-Transformers 
— Elevators — Electric Cranes -  
Railways "Bells-Sign Flashers" 
Telephone—Ignition—Radio Prin- 
ci plea -  Refr i ge ration- A ir Con- 
ditioning-Oil Burnera-Air Com-

PAGES 
2600 ILLUS.
S THE oVfS .Pleas.

0  pressors-Welding, and many 
Modern Applications explained 
you can understand.

To get th i s aasis ta n ce for your set f, si mpl y 
fill in and mail the FREE COUPON below.

A U D E L  &  C O . ,  4 9  W e s t  2 3 r d  S t r e e t ,  N e w  Y o r k
leas© Bond m e “ A udele H nndy Kook o f  P rac tica l E lec

t r ic i ty ”  fo r  f r e e  ex am ina tion . I f  s a tis fa c to ry , 1 w ill send■ yon $1 in 7 daya. than %l monthly until 54 ia paid. Otherwiaa
■ 1 will return it.M
a Name. — ■ . —■ ^

READ F O R r COTp,uon* 
PROFIT! S Reference—

d o n ’t  W O R R Y
Why put up with years of 
needless discomfort and 
worry? Try a Brooks Auto
matic Air Cushion. This 
marvelous appliance per
mits the opening to dose, 
yet holdsreducible rupture 
securely, ccmfortably-day 
and night. Thousands report amazing results; 
Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads or stiff springs 
to chafe or gouge. Made for men, women and
children. Durable, cheap, Sent on trial to prove it. 
Never B o l d  in Btores. Beware of imitations. Write for 
Free Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order plan, and 
proof of results. AU correspondence confidential.
BROOKS COMPANY, 182-1 State St, Marshall, Mteb.

WORLD LAKUtS j  P L A T E  MAKERS MOM 1 ••by

| On 6 0  D ays9 Trial! V
g from Our Laboratory Direct to  You I
1 Dental Plates made to  meaaare— Indi*

1 ‘ vldualty—by MAIL,. 1
Take own impression 
a t  h o m e .  O v e r  
100,000 men & 
women wear 
te e th  we made

r n r r  I m p r e s s io n  M a t e r i a l ,  Infor- 
F R L L  m a t i o n .C a t a l o g .L o w P r i c e s .
U N I T E D  S T A T E S  D E N T A L  C O .
1SS5 M ILW AU K EE A V E .f D E P T . B -82, C H IC A G O ,

BUY WAR BONOS AND STAM PS!



Gas on Stomach
Relieved in 5 minutes or 
double your money back

When excess stomach acid causes painful, suffocating krs, sour 
stomach ami heartburn, doctors usually prescribe the fastest-acting 
medicines known for symptomatic relief—medicines like those in 
Hcli-ans Tablets. No laxative, Bell-ans brings comfort in a jiffy or 
double your money back on return of bottle to us. Ho? everywhere.

FALSE
TEETH

6 t h  Y E A R
W e make FA LSE TEETH for 
you from your own impres
sions in s fric t  accordan ce  

I w ith new U. S . Law .

6 0  D A Y  T R I A L
M O N E Y  B A C K  G U A R A N T E E  of
S A T I S F A C T I O N  protects  y o u .  .  „

W r r  te  T o d a y  . f o r  t  r e e  
S E N D  N O  M O N E Y  B o o k le t  a n d  M a t e r i a l

J .  B . C L E V E L A N D  D E N T A L  P L A T E  C O .
DEPT. 2-R3 EAST ST. LOUIS, ILLINOIS

P I M P L E
(E X T E R N A L L Y  CAU SED) s

U se  th is effective home method for relief o f externally caused  
pimples, black heat Is, enlarged pores, sim ilar skin blemishes. 
Get the genuine, original PERM A K LEER SK IN  to help get 
rid o f  these social and business handicaps. Sold only by us. 
AMAZING R ESU LTS G U A R A N TEED  OR MONEY BACK. 
Generous supply and full directions, only $1.25 postpaid, or 
C.O.D. plus postage. Rush your order to d a y ! PERM A, 
£9 FI at bush A ve., D ept. T - l l ,  Brooklyn, N . Y.

INVENTORS Pro tect your idea w ith a 
patent. Don't delay. Get

______________ Free “ Patent Guide.”
"C LA R EN C E  a . O ’BRIEN & HARVEY JACO BSO N  

R e g is te r e d  P a te n t  A t to r n e y s  
38-L Adam* Building Washington, D* C .

DICE.  C A R D S .
Specialties for M agicians use. Inks. 
Shtnera. Check-Cop. Daubs. Catalog 
ten cents, stam ps or coin.
H IX X  B R O S ., B o x  T , S a lld a , Colo.

DO Y 
L WANT

OU Q - T  
TO °  1 O P TO B A C C O ?

m
t / /

Banish th e  craving f o r  tobacco aa 
thousands have. Make yourself f re e  
and happy w ith  Tobacco Redeemer. 
W rite fo r  f re e  booklet telling  of in
ju rious effect o f  tobacco a n d  of a

jfjjV

i Eeved many m en.
3 0  Y e a r s  In  B u s i n e s s
THE NEWELL COMPANY 

1 J 53  C lanton  Sta., St, Lo

FREE
BOOK

u js . Me.

(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents)
Bell our Illustrated Comic Booklet, and other novelties. Each booklet 
K irs  4% by 2%. Ten different sample booklets sent for 50c or 2o *i- 
Borted for $1.00. Shipped prepaid. Wholesale novelty price list sent 
with order only. No C.O.D. orders. Send Cash or Stamp.-:, Print 
name and address. _ . . . .  .. „  , w
RtPSAC BALES CO., I West i3th St.. Dept. 4411, Ntw York II, N. Y.
C A S H  FOR YOUbT suRPLUS, UNUSED U. S. STAMPS
Mail Order Dealers: Collectors: We buy accumulations and surplus 
l ’NUSKD U. S. postage Stamps at 90% face value for denominations 
y>c to 19c. 85% face value for dfnominations 20c to 50c. Small 
lots 85 %. MAIL STAMPS REGISTERED. Money sent by return mail. 
GARBER SERVICE, 72  Fifth Ave., Dept. 4411, New York II, N. Y.

SONG PO EM S W A N TE D
W e w ant song poem s and lyrics on all subjects. W e offer 
th e  services o f  a  noted Hollywood m otion picture studios 
composer and arranger. Send your poem  today for our 
consideration and liberal offer.

HO LLYW O OD M ELODIES P. O . Box 2168B
Hollywood 2#( Californio

LOVE NUMEROLOGY
(Continued from page 92) 

look at him in envy.
She would get so mad when he would say: 

“if people don't like me as I am why should 
I dress up like a dude to please them?”

It became almost a mania with Julia. She 
loved him, but she knew she couldn't be 
happy if at times he wouldn’t be a well' 
dressed gentleman. She looked forward to 
entertaining friends in her home when mar- 
ried, and if she always had to apologise for 
her husband’s appearance, it would soon 
break down her respect for him.

So she decided to make a gentleman out 
of him or stop going with him. And the op
portunity for the great test soon came. There 
was to he a formal charity affair at the local 
hotel. She would not let Tom refuse to go 
because he hated to dress up. She would 
force him to take her, or break with him.

And with such determination she put it 
up to Tom bluntly. “Oh, Julia,” he said, “if 
you only know how I hate to dress up like 
a monkey. I ’m a lumberjack.”

Julia snapped back. “You are just a stub
born fool, Tom Goodwin. If you loved me 
you would want to make me happy. If you 
don’t come to that ball dressed like a gentle
man, then you needn’t come to see me again. 
That’s final.”

"All right,” said Tom, “have it your own 
way. But you’d better go with someone else. 
Good night—princess.”

How She Loved Him!
W hen the afternoon of the ball drew on, 

Julia was unhappy. She hadn't heard a word 
from him. She had been hoping he would 
call her and give in. Well—she might as 
well know it now than too late.

But how she loved him! Even if he came 
to the ball in lumberjack clothes, she knew 
she would fall in his arms. Then she stomped 
her foot, and tried to make herself believe 
that gentlemen are born, not made. Maybe 
it would be better to look for a man of her 
dreams—a real Prince Charming, who knew 
how to dress.

So she went to the hall, asking her brother 
to escort her. A t least she would try and 
have a good time with one of the gentlemen 
there. She knew that Tom would not come 
now.

She was right. He wasn't there. Several 
people asked about him but she made up 
some logical excuse and danced with those 
who asked her. One man seemed to attract 
her. He said he had known Tom Goodwin 
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in college, but Julia made him change the 
subject.

Later in the evening, Julia was talking to 
this man, when suddenly she got the shock 
of her life. There was Tom Goodwin stand
ing near her—he was smiling sheepishly. But 
oh, how handsome he was in his full-dress 
suit! She was right—he was an Apollo. Her 
first impulse was to rush to him—but then 
she trembled—maybe he had brought an
other girl just to hurt her!

Before she made up her mind what to do 
or say, the man beside her jumped up: “W hy 
Tom Goodwin—you old fox—and in full 
dress—and you swore you would never wear 
a dress suit again!’’

“Hello Julia,” was all he said. “Hello, 
Tom,” she answered falteringly. Then she 
realized w'hat the friend had said, and she 
turned to the man and asked:

“W hat did you mean—Tom swearing 
never to wear a dress suit again?”

“Why, didn’t he tell you?” smiled the 
friend. Tom tried to stop him, but Julia 
made him reveal the secret. “It’s this way, 
Miss Margus,” he said, “ In college Tom was 
a model. He used to model clothes at an 
exclusive shop. He was the handsomest man 
in college. But he got tired of being called 
a collar-ad, and swore when he left college 
he’d never wear a dress suit again. And only 
love would make him put one on now, I'm 
sure. W ho’s the girl, Tom?”

Julia didn’t have long to wonder; for with 
that, Tom took her arm: “Let’s dance, sweet
heart—I guess I was a hot-headed fool— 
but love is the master—will you give me a 
chance to prove it?”

Julia fell into his arms with joy. Now he 
was hers for life—hut still she felt remorseful 
for not understanding him and getting his 
story from him herself. So she said:

“ I’m the one to ask forgiveness, Tom. I 
realized before I came tonight, that I could 
love you in overalls.”

“Are you sure, Pet?”
“Yes—sure," and she kissed his cheek— 

“and you knew it too—didn’t you?”
“Yes—but just one promise—don’t make 

me wear this monkey suit too often.”
“I promise . . .  In fact, I ’d be afraid of 

losing you."
But the strength of his embrace assured 

her that all was well, now that they under
stood each other.

Your Number Influence
Have you a Number 10 or 11 in your 

Numbergraph? These correspond with digits
[Timt page]
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A GOOD WAR-TIME JOB
m ,  W ITH  A  P E A C E -T IM E  F U T U R E !

Mai! coupon today for details of my 
famous Coyne “ L earn by D o in g ’* 
method of practical shop training 
th a t prepares you for a  good war
tim e job with a real future after the 
war— in Electricity, tbebig-pay field. 
Serve your country now by getting 
a training and a t the same time you 
will be helping yourself by prepar
ing for a peacetime future. A ge or 
la ck  o f  m o n ey  n eed  n o t  h o ld  
y o u  b ack .

I’LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING
G et training fir st; then take 12 m o n th s  to  complete small 
monthly tuition payments starting 60 days after your train
ing period is over.

“LEARN-BY-DOING” AT COYNE
Coyne Training is practical training, easy to  grasp . . . you 
learn quickly by doing a c tu a l jo b s  on 
r e a l  e l e c t r i c a l  m a c h in e r y  in  m y  
sh o p s . N o t  b y  corresp on d en ce— you 
are trained right here in  my big Chicago 
traininf shops. Y ou  d o n ’t  n e e d  pre
v iou s exp er ien ce  or ad van ced  e d u 
c a t io n . Expert instructors guide you  
every step of the way.

NOW! RADIO and ELECTRO NICS
INCLUDED AT NO EXTRA COST
Now I am including with my regular 
electrical training a special course In 
Radio anoLiectronics, a t no added tui
tion cost. You can remain a t  Coyne 
after finishing your Electrical training, 
and tak e th is  ex tra  in s tr u c t io n  that 
prepares you for great opportunities 
now  an d  a fter  V ictory .

Earn While Learning— Job Help When Trained
I f  y o u  n e e d  p a r t - t i m e  w o r k  t o  h e l p  w i t h  l i v in g  e x p e n s e s  w h i le  
a t  C o y n e ,  m y  e m p l o y m e n t  d e p a r t m e n t  w il l  h e l p  y o u  g e t  i t .  
A f t e r  g r a d u a t i o n  y o u  w il l  b e  g i v e n  F R E E  U N L I M I T E D  E M 
P L O Y M E N T  S E R V I C E  f o r  y o u r  l i f e t i m e .

MEN! WHETHER YOU ARE 16 
O R U P TO 50 -G E T MY STORY
M y  F R E E  B O O K  w i l l  i n t e r e s t  a n y  f e l l o w  w h o  
w a n t s  t o  g e t  a h e a d  e v e n  t h o u g h  h e  m a y  h a v e  b u t  
v e r y  l i t t l e  m o n e y  .  .  . F i l l  i n  t h e  c o u p o n  t o d a y  
a n d  m a i l  i t  t o  m e  a n d  y o u ‘11 g e t  m y  b i g  F R E E  
C a t a l o g  a n d  a l l  t h e  f a c t s .

M. C. LEWIS. President
C O Y N E  E L E C T R IC A L  S C H O O L  ,  . 0
500  S. PAULINA ST. CHICAGO. ILL. < ¥ .  C . L M 1H4

I H .  C .  L E W I S ,  P r e s i d e n t ,  C o y n e  E l e c t r i c a l  S c h o o l  I
|  5 0 0  S. P a u l i n a  S t r e e t .  D e p t .  83-84. C h i c a g o ,  111. |
I  S e n d  m e ,  w i t h o u t  o b l i g a t i o n ,  y o u r  B ig  F r e e  B o o k .  T e l l  m e  I  
|  a b o u t  t h e  e x t r a  R A D I O - E L E C T R O N  I C S  C O U R S E  i n c l u d e d  |
m w i t h  C o y n e  E l e c t r i c a l  T r a i n i n g  a n d  g i v e  d e t a i l s  o f  “ P u y - T u l -  |
I tion-After-CJraduution” Offer, j

j  N A M E......................................................................................................J

{ ADDRESS...............................................................................................J
| C I T Y ..................................................................................S T A T E ................................. . J



Policy Costs O n ly $1.00 a Month
Provide for th o se  you 
love th is  w ise, easy  w ay.
O nly a  few  p en n ie s  a  d ay  
will pay  fo r  T R IP L E  IN 
DEM NITY L IF E  IN SU R
ANCE, backed  b y  L e ra !
R eserves. Old r e l i a b l e  
Pioneer L ife Insurance  
Company o ilers  th is  a s 
sured protection  w ith out  
restriction s a s  to  your 
Occupation* T r a v e l  o r
R esidence and  i n c l u d e s  ____________
•va lu ab le Incontestab ility  Clause— a l i a s  wlalnly 
sta ted  in  the policy. Men, w om en and children, 
Irom 1 day to  70 years o f  rure eligible. No B ed  
Tape—No M edical E xam ination! Full d eta ils sen t  
by m ail. N o A gent w ill ca ll. W rite a t  onca  
lo r  FREE Inspection  offer. DON'T DELAY!
p i o n e e r  l i f e  .i n s u r a n c e  c o m p a n y
8 2 8 0 Pioneer Building a Rockford, Illinoie

5 - P O I N T
P R O T E C T I O N

l’aya for
L O S S o f L I F E

duo to
1- Natura I Causes. . .
2- AH Sicknesses . . .
3- Ordinary Accidents
4- Auto Accidents . . .
5- TraveB Accidents . .

*
*
*
*
*

SONG POEMS
Publishers need new sonps! Submit on© or more of your best 
poems for immediate ei'm-ideration. Any sub'ict. Semi poem.

PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE 
FIVE STAR Ml'SlC MASTKItS, 611 Beacon BUifi.. Boston, Mas*.

Free for Asthm a
I f  y ou  suffer w ith  a tta c k s  o f  A sth m a  s o  te r r ib le  y o u  
ch ok e and  g a sp  fo r  b reath , if  r e s tfu l sloop  is  im p o s 
s ib le  boon u se  o f  th e  s tr u g g le  to  b rea th e, if  y ou  fee l  
th e  d isea se  i s  s lo w ly  w e a r in g  y o u r  l i f e  a w a y , d o n ’t  
fa il to  sen d  a t  on ce  to  th e  F r o n tie r  A sth m a  Co. for  
a  fr«*e tr ia l o f  a  rem ark ab le  m eth od . N o m a tter  w h e re  
you  liv e  or w h eth er  y ou  h a v e  a n y  fa ith  in  a n y  rem ed y  
u n d er  th e  S un , sen d  for  th is  free  tr ia l. I f  y ou  h a v e  
suffered  for  a l ife t im e  an d  tr ied  e v e r y th in g  you  cou ld  
learn  o f  w ith o u t r e lie f;  even  i f  y o u  a re  u tte r ly  d is 
cou raged , d o  n o t a b an d on  h o p e  b u t sen d  to d a y  fo r  
th is  free  tr ia l. I t  w ill c o s t  y o u  n o th in g . A d d re ss

F r o n tie r  A sth m a  Co. 467-K  F r o n t ie r  B ld g .
462 N ia g a ra  S t. B u ffa lo , N . Y.

7 3 0  SHAVES FROM 1 BLADE
m W w m  8 I M 7 I N C  NCWAMAZING NEW 

BLADE SHARPENER
New nharpener for all makes of 

'doublc-edt;** razo r b lades 
perform s m iracles 1 “ N ot 

n ecessary  t o  change b lades,” 
w rite s  o ne  user- A n o th er says.i r,H-----_.<<•<) 1 L> takeover730 times.'1’KAZOROLt*il'y sharpens blades because it strops on ieatli- 

' er.times keen, smooth shaving edges. No guesswork. Blade held at correct angle find proper
8reasure—automatical ly, .lust turn crunk to sharpen lo gears-Well made. liandHoine, compact, sturdy. |  Weighs few ounces. Will last years. Makes ideal gift.

SEND NO MONEY! S J S 1 S
RAZOROLL for 5 days and if you're not delighted with smooth, velvet shaves you got, return HAZOKOLL and w-ll return your dollar. Uurr>—order today. RAZORO'.’,  COMPANY 

bill uurtii Michigan Avenue. Dept. 2017, Chicago, Illinois

S O N G W R I T E R S
If you're really Intereated in nonswriUntf, you should write for our free 
booklet. I t  explains our splendid service plan which new writers praise 
to lilRhly. I* t us holp you as we have helped others. Write today for 
FHKW INSPlFUNt? BOOKLET.
ALLIED MUSIC CO., Dept, 32, 204 E. 4th St., Cincinnati. Ohio

1 and 2. If you have these numbers, then 
take advantage of your tendencies good and 
bad, and profit by the true stories of Jane 
Macauiey and Julia Margus.

Nature is kind to those who understand 
the birth-given qualities and use them to 
advantage. W e arc all stars and numbers 
in the firmament of Hie and love—and we 
should know our course to get the most out 
of our span of years.

Happiness is the heritage of every mortal 
and we arc supposed to be joyful, not sad. 
Wisdom is the secret. Make the most of 
your number influence.

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

D ear S y lv io n :
AY lin t arc  th e  m ain  q u a lilb -s  o f  a N u m b er 3 m an ?

11 ELK X F A IR C H IL D .

Dear Miss Fairchild: You will not have to worry 
about your Number A man rclupin" to wear a lull 
drc.es suit. He is a man who believes in con veil' 
tional forms. He likes nice things and neat girls.
D ear S y lv io n :

I h ave th ree  2 s in m y N u m b ergrap li. W h at k in d  
o f  w ork  sh o u ld  I fo llo w ?

R IC H A R D  R O C K  M LR .

Dear Mr. Rockmer: You would succeed in intcl' 
ligcncc work or diplomatic service. Also police 
work.
D ear S y lv io n :

I am  not a p rot tv  g ir l. How’ can I a ttra c t a  m an ?  
I w a s born M arch -1, .!{j2d.

M A R Y  L .

Dear Miss L.: You have the subtle power of 
Number 7—the mystery number. Your appeal must 
be one of silent mystery—keep the man guessing 
as though you had some great secret.

SYLVION.

I .o  vo N u m e ro lo g y  P o p a r t m en t
F aro o f  F O r i'L A H  LOVK
10 F a s t  40tli S treet, N ow  Y ork  16, N . Y.

I am  R ending fo r  m y  a u th e n tic  F R E E  N U M E R - 
( ll.O i.’V R EA PIN '! I an d  N I’M P E R U  RA P H , c o n 
ta in in g  a fu ll a n a ly s is  an d  m y  p erso n a l tr ia n g le  
and  birth  n um b er. I  am  e n c lo s in g  a se lf-a d d r e sse d  
s ta m p ed  en velop e .

N am e .............................................................. ...................................

A d d re ss  .............................................................................................

D a te  o f  B ir th  ................................................................................
M onth  D a y  Y ear

M y op in io n  o f  th is  is s u e  o f  P O P U L A R  L O V E  is :

. 11-43

S P E C IA L  F R E E  O F F E R !
C lip , S I  o n  a n d  M a il in  T h is  C o u p o n  T o d a y !  

F o r e ig n  read ers  a re  req u ired  to  sen d  I n te r 
n a tio n a l R ep ly  C ou p on s or A m erican  S tam p s.



i

*W4ene ’l l  *? ea t?

’l l  *? S leep?  

’TtlHe’iee  my $&il?
Last w eek on  K P  I  k ep t th in k in g , 

*W hen  I  ge t to  N ew  Y ork on  m y fu r
lough , th a t’ll be th e  day I”

So here  I  am , on ly  I d o n ’t k n o w  my 
w ay a ro u n d  any n io re ’n th e  M an F rom  
M ars. C an’t  even find m y g ir l  in  th is  
w hale  o f  a  sta tion .

Tell m e: w h a t’s a  guy to  do?
L isten, so ld ier, sa ilo r, m arine! W e'U  

find  a ro o m  fo r you, a good  p lace  to  eat.
W e l l  even h e lp  you find  y o u r g ir l, 

w h o ’s p ro b a b ly  h o v e rin g  a ro u n d  th is 
m in u te , lo o k in g  fo r you.

T h a t’s w h a t th e  T ravelers A id  is here  
fo r—at th e  b o o th  w ith  th e  k in d ly  lig h t 
—to  he lp  you out!

TRAVELERS AID SOCIETY

•123 service m en’s lounges headed 
by those in Grand Central and 
Penn Stations, N ew  Y ork, 2 ,000  

booths to help the troubled traveler, service 
man or civilian, friendly service for those w ho  
find themselves stranded, all this and m ore, 
w ithout charge, is rendered throughout the 
country daily by the Travelers Aid Society. 

T h i s  s p a c e  i s  a  confr/bu#/on to  t h e  a l l - o u t  w a r  
e f f o r t  b y  t h e  p u b l i s h e r  o f  t h i s  m a g a z i n e .

FISTULA
Often Undermines Health.

FREE BOOK— Explains Facts
F istu la , Rectal Abscess, P iles o r o ther rectal and colon 
troub les are  a  fru itfu l source fo r associated chronic 
nil in cuts and underm ine health. Learn the facts. 122- 
pnge book on these ailm ents and la test treatm ent sent 
F I  IK 10. A ddress a  card  o r le tte r to the  MeCleary 
Clinic, 1197 Kims Illvd., Excelsior Springs, Mo.

e A A I A  H A r U I C  OR MELODY WRITERS.
^ ■ 1  N i l  H I I  K  I V 1  ^  W rite for my attractive, 

^  convincing composing ortVt'.
(4) of my popular son?s alone sold over a HALF MILLION' phono

graph records, led by Y1CTOK! Seeing is  behoving. W rite uie NOW! 
RAY HIBBELER, C-47, 2157 N. Avers Avenue, Chicago

Getting Up Nights 
Makes Many Feel Old

Do you fool older than  yon are or suffer from G etting 
Up Nights, JJackache, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizzi
ness, Swollen Ankles, Rheum atic Pains. Du ruing, 
scanty or frequent passages? I f  so, remember th a t 
your K idneys are vital to your health  and th a t these 
sym ptom s may be due to non-organic and non-system ic 
K idney and Gladder troubles—in such cases Cystex (a 
physician’s prescription) usually  gives prom pt and 
joyous relief by helping the  K idneys flush out poison - 
out excess acids anti wastes. You have everything to 
gain and nothing to lose in try in g  Cystex. An iron-clad 
guarantee assures a refund of your money on return 

of em pty package unless fully 
m  T T Q f  -«7* satisfied. Don’t  delay. Get 

y o t C  J S k .  Cystex (Siss-tex) from your J  Helps Flush Kidneys druggist today. Only 35*.
97



How to pass a genius
AiI o f  u s c a n ’t be  geniuses. B ut an y  
o rd in a rily  ta len ted  m o rta l ca n  be a 
success—a n d  th a t ’s m o re  th a n  som e 
geniuses a re .

N ow , as in  i ^ s o p ’s tim e , th e  race  
doesn’t  alw ays g o  to  th e  o n e  w ho 
p o ten tia lly  19 th e  sw iftest. T h e  
tra in e d  m an  h a s  n o  tro u b le  in  pass
in g  th e  g en ius w ho  h a s n ’t  im p ro v ed  
h is  ta len ts.

I n  w ar a n d  peace , in  every  tech 
n ica l a n d  business he ld , th e  tra ined  
m a n  is w o rth  a d o zen  u n tra in e d  
ones, n o  m a tte r  how  g ifted .

T h e  In te rn a tio n a l  C o rresp o n 
den ce  Schools c a n ’t  m ake y o u  in to  
a  gen ius. F o r  m o re  th a n  50 years, 
how ever, I . C. S. h as been  h e lp in g  
its s tu d en ts  to  becom e tra in ed ,  suc
cessfu l leaders — a n d  i t  c a n  d o  th e  
sam e fo r  you.

M a rk  y o u r special in te re s t o n  th e  
c o u p o n . D o n ’t be like th e  unsu c
cessful g en ius w ho wastes hi9 life  in  
d ream in g  o f  w h a t h e  in ten d s to  do. 
A c t  now!

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S
H E L P I N G A M E R I C A N S V I C T O R Y

BOX 3967-Y, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about 
the course b e fo r e  which I have marked X :

T E C H N I C A L  A N D  I N D U S T R I A L  C O U R S E S
£3 C o n trac tin g  an d  B u ild ing  ED M anagem en t o f In v e n tio n s  
Ci C o tto n  M an u factu rin g  L A tarine E ngines 
Cl Diesel E ngines 
C l E lectrical D raftin g  
O  E lectrical E ng ineering  
O  E lec tric ian  
D  E lectrical M ain ten a n ce  
Cl F oundry  m a n  □  H eali

O  A ir B rake
t_j A ir C ond ition ing
□  A irplane D rafting
Cl A rch itec tu ra l D rafting
□  A rch itec tu re  '
O  A u to  E n g in e  T une-up  
Cl A uto  Technician
O  A viation  □  A viation  M echan ic 
D  B lueprin t Heading 
Cl B oiler m aking 
r i  B ridge Engineering  
U  C h em istry  O  C oal M ining
□  Civil E ngineering
Q  C oncre te Engineer m g

D  A ccounting O  A dvertising  
D  Bookkoepiug 
13 B usiness C orreepondence 
D  B usiness M anagem en t 
P  C artoon ing  Q  C iv il Serv ice

D  M echanical D ra ftin g  
O  M echanical Engineering  
D  M ine F orem an  
□  N av ig a tio n  □  P a tte m m a k in g  
D  P lastic s  □  P lum bing 

' 13 P ub lic  W orks E ng ineering
D  H e a t T re a tm e n t of M eta ls  O  P u lp  a n d  P aper M aking
O  H ighw ay E ngineering:
□  H ouse P lanning  
O  In d u s tria l M eta llu rg y  
Cl Locom otive E n g ineer .
D  M a c h in is t '"  Q  InspeetorV

V □  R adio , G eneral 
□  R adio  O perating  
D  R adio  Servicing 
13 II. R . Section  F o rem an

Cl Sanitary Engineering
Q  S h ee t M etal W o rk  t 
£3 S h ip  D rafting  
O  SI lip fitting  □  S hop P r a c tic e  
O  8 team  E lec tr ic  D  S te a m  E n g in e * 
D  S team  F ittin g  
O  S tru c tu ra l D raftin g  
D  S tru c tu ra l Engineering  
□  Surveying  an d  M apping  
O  T eleg raphy  □  Telephony 
O  Textile D esigning 
O  Toolm aking  □  Tool D e sig n  
D  W elding, G as and  K lee trio

D  R . R . S ignalm an □  R efrig e ra tio n  O  W oolen M anufactu ring

E3 C ollege P rep a ra to ry  
. D  Com m erciai 

Cl C o m iner vial Illu s tra tin g  
Cl C oet A ccounting  
Q  C . P . A ccounting

B U S I N E S S  C O U R S E S

□  A dvanced  D rceem aking  
D  Food* a n d  C ookery

□  F in st Y e ar C ollege 
{3 F orem aneh ip  D  F ren c h  
f j  G ood E nglish 
(3 H igh  School 
C" M anag ing  M en a t  Work: 

H O M E  E C O N O M I C S  C O U R S E S  
D  H om e D ressm aking
Ci Professional Dressmaking and Designing

D  R ailw ay  P o sta l C le rk ] '
D  Salesm anship
□  Secretaria l 13 Spanish
D  Show card  *nd Sign L e tte r in g
□  Traffic M anagem ents

O  T e a  R oom  an d  C afe te ria  
M anagem en t, C aterin g

..Age.., ..Address...

City......... ................................................................................ State.........................................Present Position...................................................................
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian. Lim ited, Montreal, Canada 

ttritrtih KmifUmta send coupon to / .  C. 8., 71 Kitwsway, Lotidon, W. V. 2* h'ngland



(T he e x c itin g  ex p erien ce  o f '
Margaret Bridges, o f the Lon- 
don Auxiliary Ambulance service, during one 
o f London’s heaviest raids. Pretty, attractive 
30-year-old Miss Bridges is part English, part 
American. She volunteered for the ambulance 
service, reporting for duty just three days be
fore w ar was declared.)

O  "We had about 40 ambulances and 
other cars stored in a building with a great 
glass roof —a virtual greenhouse — when 
Jerry’s bombers arrived. When they began 
finding our section of London we started 
getting the cars o u t. . .

"Naturally, the trans
parent roof taboo’d ordi
nary lights. Yet we hadn’t 
a  moment to lose; with 
every sickening crash we 
expected the roof to 
splinter into a million 
heavy daggers. I got out 
my flashlight. In about 
ten minutes I had guided 
all the cars to safety. . .

¥ M

©  "I was working alone in my office when the roof 
finally did cave in. Only my flashlight could have 
helped me find a way through that deadly, glittering 
sea of broken glass . . .  You begin to see why ambu
lance drivers must always carry flashlights with fresh 
batteries!”

.Your d e a le r  may have no "Eveready” flash
light batteries. I f  so, please d<ta’t  blame him — 
the entire supply is currently going to the 
armed forces and those w ar industries w ith 
the highest priority ratings.

Send fo r "You an d  th e  W a r / ' official O.C.D. 
guidebook to  all vitally im portant w ar posts 
available to  civilians. This free booklet tells 
exactly w hat there is to  do and how to do it. 
W rite N ational Carbon Company, Dept. DW, 
30 E. 42nd St., N ew  York 17, N . Y.

N A T IO N A L  C A R B O N  C O M P A N Y , IN C . 
30 East 42nd Street, N e w  Y o rk

]nit oj Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation

EH3
The word "Eveready" is a registered trade
mark of National Carbon Company, Inc.

F R E S H  B A T T E R I E S  LA S T  L O N G E R .
Jo o ifrltJ ie  D A T E - L I N E



Sharpen yoar Undos d  

" ■ a iw a u m  FROM 0 «  , u S ^

a w f e j ®

"Best sharpener I ever used.” 
vReally does the job.”
'Very well satisfied.”

* So writs many satisfied 
users.
Names on request.

OVER 3,000,000 already sold . . . hundreds 
of unsolicited testimonials . , ..attest to the 

remarkable efficiency of SPEE-D-HONE . .  . com
pact, easy-to-use safety razor blade sharpener.

Men tell us SPEE-D-HONE enables them to use 
each razor blade dozens of times. Many get from 
50 to 100 quick, cool, comfortable shaves from a 
s ing le  b lade. Ju s t a few  l ig h t s trokes over 
SPEE-D-HONE each time you shave puts a keen 
edge on your blade.

Help Uncle Sam save finest cutlery steel for war 
effort and help yourself put up to $10.00 per year 
extra into W ar Stamps by using SPEE-D-HONE.

Each SPEE-D-HONE carries simple, complete in
structions. Only 10c at your dealer’s today.

DEALER OUT OF 
SPEE-D -H O N ES?

Just send us 10c, plus 3c 
s ta m p  f o r  e a c h  SPEE -D - 
HONE desired. W e’ll send it 
by return mail. Offer expires 
Feb. 29, 1944. Address Dept. 
T P ., C u r t i s s  Candy Co.* 
Chicago, 111.

ONLY 10* EACH
. . .  AT YOUR DEALER’S

Mfd. by CURTISS CANDY COMPANY, Chicago, III.
Producers of Fine Foods

50 TO 100 BETTER SHAVES 
FROM EACH BLADE

GREAT FOR SERVICEMEN.* Send one or more to your 
friends in uniform. Special mailing card for easy mailing!

BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS


