


MAVIS talcum Guards Your Thrilling 
Daintiness as flte uUrHifes" Tesf Proves 
Close in his arms ... heart pressed to heart-and yet 
the ecstasy of such a moment con be shattered, if 
you've been careless about your daintiness. 

Why run the risk of losing love when it's so easy to 
play safe the Mavis way' Always, before you dress, 
shower your whole body with Mavis T oleum. It keeps 
you safe from giving offense because this marvelous 
talcum has a special protective quality- it prevents 
excess perspiration. 

For Mavis T oleum forms a fragrant, soothing film of 
protection between ·your clothing and your skin. This 
lets the pores breothe ... and yet-in o normal, healthy 
way- reduces the amount you perspire. And you con 
make a startling test that proves what amazing pro­
tection Mavis Talcum gives. 

It's called the undies test. Here's all you do. Tomor· 
row morning, shower your whole body· with delightful 
Mavis Talcum. Then at night when you undress, notice 
that your undies are dainty, fresh and sweet. That's 
convincing proof that oil day long, you've been safe 

from giving offense. 

And Mavis T oleum gives you an enchanting, exotic 
fragrance that makes you thrilling and seductive. Merl 
will crowd around you ... whispering that you're odor· 
able ... begging for dotes. Get your Mavis Talcum at 
once and use it doily- at all drug, toilet goods and 
10c counters. Very economical . .. generous quantities 
in every size- 10c, 25c, 50c and $1. V. Vivaudou, Inc. 

u 
Tune in the original COURT OF HUMAN RELA liONS-MUTUAL NETWORK every SUNDAY 9 P.M. Eastern Daylight Saving Time 



T R U E  R O M A N C E S  

Voer your da/e-book .r�-
11You'd be more popular if you had a lovelier smile! 11 

A GIRL SMILES- and her face glows 
with a touch of splendor. (Dazzling, 

bright t<ak-firm, healthy gums help creal< 
tkat lcvely mome1lt.} Another girl smiles, 
and her charm vanishes. (Dingy teeth 
and tender gums halt yaur atlenlUm, tragic 
evidence of careleu?Uss and neglect.) 

It's a shame when a girl ignores upink 
tooth brush" and risks the beauty 
of her smile! True, upink tooth brush" 
is only a warning- but when you see 
it - see your dentist. Let him decide. 

Usually, however� he'll tell you that 
yours is just another case of lazy gums, 
gums robbed of exercise by modem 
soft, creamy foods. Probably he'll ad­
vise more work for your gums, more 
exercise. And, like so many· dentists, 
he'll probably suggest the healthful 
stimulation of lpana and massage. 

For lpana with massage is especially 
designed not only to keep teeth bright 
ond sparkling but to help the health of 
gums as \Yell. Massage

, 
a little lpana 

into your gums each time you clean 
your teeth. Circulation quickens within 
the gum tissues-gums tend to become 
firmer, more resistant to trouble. 

Start today with lpana and massage. 
Let this modern dental health routine 
help you to a more attractive smile! 

DOUBLE DUTY-Ask your druggist for 
Rubberset's DrnJ;le Duly Tooth Brush, 
designed to massage gums effectively 
as well as to clean teeth thoroughly. 
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BBAU TY 
CBATTBR 

T
HOSE of you who are afflicted with 
split, brittle nails will be inter­

ested to know that it has been proved 
scientifically, that the use of liquid 
nail polish does not cause split nails. 
It seems that in a recent survey, made 
in hundreds of barber shops, it was found 
that men and children, too, have dry, 
brittle nails that split easily. This 
leads to the supposition that the con­
dition is probably caused internally­
perhaps through incorrect diet, lack of 
calcium, or some other physical cause. 
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NO DATES IN MARY'S BOOK 
NO SONG IN MARY'S HEART 

In addition, harsh polish removers will ... 
dry out the ·natural moisture and oil­
the use of an oily polish remover re­
moves that hazard. 

Another experiment on split and 
brittle nails was made by keeping the 
nails entirely free of enamel for a period 
of two months and no impro\·emcnt 
was found in the condition. However, 
these same girls' nails responded amaz­
ingly when brittle nail cream or oil was 
used regularly. 

S
CHIAPARELL!, whose Shocking 
Pink last year took the fashion 

world by storm, this season endorses 
tulip as a nail polish shade for summer. 
Champion of the clowns' hats con­
trived of pink sequins, of shoes with 
two-inch soles, of evening gowns with 
hoods, this designer champions tulip as 
an exciting, stimulating shade of pol­
ish. 

\Year it with mustard, she suggests, 
with luggage browns and dusty blue. 
It lends sophistication to soft pinks 
and pastels and is daringly effective 
with purple and fuchsia. 

P
ERHAPS one of the most unusual 
products to attain remarkable 

popularity this year is bath oil-that 
body perfume that mixes with the 
natural oils of the skin while one bathes, 
and diffuses a perfume that is unmis­
takably one's own. 

You need but two or three drops in 
your bath (sprinkle it in the tub before 
you draw the water so that the pressure 
of the fawcet will diffuse the scent) and 
as you proceed with your bath, the 
fragrance beComes part of your skin; 
as you step out of the bath the fra­
grance lingers and follows you all day 
long. 
Try using bath oil in other ways, 

too: at the crook of the elbow where 
moisture is likely to gather and where 
an individual scent, unmistakably your 
own will result; on your lamp bulbs to 
perfume your room; to scent your clothes 
while it is perfuming your bath by hang­
ing two or three dresses on the shower 
rod; or as a shower perfume by apply­
ing it to a steaming wash cloth. 

She doesn't dream that 
underarm odor is the reason 
men pass her by! 
Mary is pretty, vivacious, and young-she 
should be as popular as any girl around. 
Yet tlie men that she meets always seem 
to avoid her. T hrough glorious summer 
evenings she sits home alone, while men 
take other girls out on good times! 

Too bad Mary doesn't realize that it 
takes more than a bath to prevent under­
arm odor- that underarms must have 
special care to keep a girl dainty and 
fresh, safe from offending. 

Wise girls use Mum! They know that 
a bath takes care only of past pe,spira-

tion, but Mum prevents odor bejfWe it 
starts. To avoid all risk of offending 
friends- use Mum every day and after 
every bath. With Mum, you"ll be sure 
your charm is lasting, you'll be a girl 
that men always find attractive! 

MUM IS QUICK! One-half minute is all it 
takes to smooth a quick fingertipful of 
Mum under each arm. 

MUM IS SAFE I Mum is soothing to the 
skin, harmless to every fabric. You can 
use it right after underarm shaving. 

MUM IS SURE I Without stopping perspi­
ration, Mum's sure procec(ion lasts all 
day or all evening long. No worries, 
then, about unpleasant odor. For Mum 
makes underarm odor impoJJible! 

IT TAKES MORE THAN A BATH -IT TAKES MUM 

I USE MUM! 

For Sanitary Napkins­
No wfW1'ies "" tmbarrass­
mml whm you use Mum 
this way. Thousands do, be­
cause i�s SAFE and SURE. 

MuM 
TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRAnON 
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IIOMB•T 01' MY J.II'B 

F I R S T  P R I Z E  • $ 2 5 . 0 0 

WHEN T was in my last year of 
high school, I was forced to 
leave, as my family was moving 

out to the Coast due to mv dad's ill 
health. Needless to say, we "were quite 
broken up, especially I, who cringed at 
the idea of going to a new school to 
graduate. However, Dad's health came 
lirst and there was nothing for me to 
do but say good-bye. 

I took s.:'ld leave of nw classmates as 
I realized it would be a ·long, long- time 
before we would meet again. However, 
their promise to write me and keep me 
posted about school affairs cheered me 
considerably. 

· 

When we got to the coast, I was en­
rolled in a new high school, and only 

the frequent letters from my classmates 
in the east kept me from being too de­
pressed. In all my letters to them. I 
bewailed the fact that 1 wouldn't be 
there at graduation! 

I counted the days on the calendar, 
and when the da v came for nw class­
rnates to graduate in the east,- T was 

l1cartsick. My family tried to cheer me 
up but to no avail. My thoughts were 
with all my old friends and the teachers 
whom I had learned to love. 

That evening the postman rang our 
bell calling out, "Special Delivery." It 
was a package. Imagine my delight and 
surprise to sec before me on opening it, 
a beautifully bound leather book-a 
souvenir from my eastern high school 
with pictures of all my friends in the 
graduating class. The tears came to 

mv eves. but soon mv face was wreathed 
in� sn�1iles as the hap-piest moment of my 
life came, when on turning the page:-. 
1 saw my own face staring out from the 
pages, included among the class. My 
dear classmates had not forgotten me! 

-V.E. 

S E C O N D  P R I Z E •$ 1 5 . 0 0  
Being the eldest of six girls in a 

depression-stricken family, I was the 
first to be called upon to help in the 
financial matters as soon as I turned 
sixteen. The shock of discontinuing 
high school and having to walk the 
streets looking for a job, caused me to 
he so bitter that I made up my mind 
not to look for a joh. 

I'd start out at six A. M. and return 
at six P. ��r. (Continued on page 44) 
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'floy lh�Ufenal 
LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE 

file denial discovery ol llle 

At all drug counters NOW! 
OHer good only while dealer's supply lasts 

At last a dentifrice energized by saliva! Cleans, 
brightens, and polishes teeth as never before! 
Because it reaches decay-ridden 11 blind spots" 
that ordinary pastes, powders, and even water 

seldom enter. 

Luster-Foam (C1._ Hn 06 S Na), works a miracle in your 
mouth and on your teeth . .. you can actually feel it work. Not 
a soap, yet it has penetrating power far beyond that of soap. 

The moment saliva touches it, Luster-Foam generates tiny 
aromatic bubbles of detergent energy (20,000 to the square 
inch), which instantly surround and whisk away surface de­
posits that dull the teeth. Then, Luster-Foam's energy breaks 
up decay-fostering deposits in the saliva before they have a 
chance to glue themselves to the teeth. 

Areas Never Reached Before 
Next, Luster-Foam surges into and cleanses as never be­

fore, remote spots whic� ordinary pastes and powders, euen 
water, may never reach ... the 60 "blind spots" between the 
teeth and at the gum line where germs breed and decay acids 
form ... the countless tiny cracks and fissures on teeth sur­
faces which catch and hold ftX:ld, mucin, and discolorations. 

Lay aside your present tooth paste and try this extra-safe, 
master-cleansing, luster-giving dentifrice that brings new 
dental health and beauty. And now is the time to try it while 
the Big l cent sale is on at all drug counters. 

LAMBERT PHARMACAL CoMPANY, St. Louis, Mo. 
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Phvto by Albert Pt>tersrn CHASING THE BLUES AWAY 

SOME people are encompassed 
by self pity. One could almost 

say they are never happy unless 
they are miserable. They have 
acquired the habit of being down­
hearted, and such a mental attitude 
is difficult to change. 

Happiness after all is to a large 
extent imaginary, although it is diffi­
cult . . . even impossible to be joy­
ous when suffering from pain, real 
or fancied. 

Many people have a bad habit of 
clinging to the remembrance of un­
pleasant experiences. Somehow 
they seem to be more impressive 
th= happier moments. 

But chronic unhappiness is usu­
ally associated will-I ill health. And 
health can be cultivated, provided 
you have the necessary knowledge, 
=d if this requirement is lacking, 
there are schools and books which 
will give one full information on this 
import=! subject. 

Turn back your memory to your 
teens . . . as a boy or girl 
when your appetite was keen 
when play was joyously delightful 
. . . when you could run, jump =d 
wrestle and frolic with the best of 
them. It is almost impossible for one 

at this time of life to be unhappy for 
a prolonged period. Tragedies no 
matter how serious are soon cast 
aside. 

The mental attitude is important, 
but there a r e  usually physical 
causes back of self pity, =d if one 
will try the outdoor cure . . . sun­
light, long walks, pleasant compan­
ionship, together with a reasonable 
observance o f  healthful eating, 
pleasing results can be assured in 
nearly every inst=ce. 

Happiness demands, first of all, 
normal functioning . . . a feeling of 
well being. Our vital org=isms 
should operate with unconscious 
perfection . . . the heart beats and 
the oxygen adds life to our tissues 
through the lungs, silently yet effec­
tively our bodily functions perform 
their duties. 

A wonderful machine indeed, this 
house of flesh =d blood . . . =d 
happiness requires a reasonable 
amount of knowledge of its mechani­
cal and other requirements to chase 
the blues away. 



DO YOU NBBD ADVICB? 

B ECAUSE love is one of the most 
potent forces in the world, there 
is something about two young 

people in love which makes them want 
their own way at once. It is not always 
realized that even a true and fin.e love 
can become a twO-edged sword unless it 
is disciplined and controlled. Love run­
ning wild can be tearing and destruc­
tive. If properly nourished, it can be 
made into a finer thing than it was at 
the start, into something noble and hon­
est and beautiful, as it should be. 

Love is a great constructive force. It 
is true that the expression of it should 
not be thwarted or cheated. But that 
word "expression" covers so many 
meanings. The mere physical fulfill­
ment of love is not the only fulfillment. 
There are emotional and spiritual 
phases of the fulfillment of love which 
must he taken into consideration. 

Young people, however. when in that 
first ecstasy of love, feel that the only 
fulfillment is the physical. And yet, 
even bv that fulfillment, love can be 
cheatel and thwarted just as surely 
as it can be by a long engagement 

POND 

Pond's ·sunlight'" shades reHecl 

only the sun's sohPr rays­

Hatter )'OU in glaring lighl! 

by .Jane Pol'lel'fleld 

�� 

LOVE 
and years of waiting for marriage. 

Unless you bring to love the full 
nourishment which is its right; unless 
you bring to it the finest that you have; 
unless you offer to your love and mar­
riage the cleanest and most honest emo­
tions of which you are capable, you 
are cheating love even though you may 
be married. 

The problem which young people must 
face, that of waiting for normal mar­
riage under decent circumstances, is not 
a new one. We are all inclined to be­
lieve that our problems are peculiar to 
our generation, and to ourselves. Ever 

siflce the days when parents stopped 
marrying their children off by contract, 
or by arrangement in childhood; ever 
since the days when it was taken for 
granted that parents would set their 
children up in a home and give them 
enough money or land and material 
things to insure their start-the prob­
lem of delayed marriage has been one 
which people have had to face. 

And yet, even though it is not a new 
one, that doesn't make it easier for you 
if you are facing it. Somehow, each 
individual does see certain phases which 
do make his or her problem peculiar. 
And yet, as in all human situations, 
there is a fundamental common cause 
which makes it possible to Jay down cer­
tain rules, and hold up certain examples. 
I think all of you will be interested in 
this letter which I am printing this 
month, because there is in it that funda­
mental throb, that common heart-beat 
which all of us will recognize. 

Dear Miss Porterfield: 
Rex and I talked this over before (Continued 011 page 46) 

LIGHT SHADES 
"'GLAHE-PHOOF"' powder flatters 
your skin in the hardest light 
STRONG sunlight is hard on your looks. It 

sharpens every little fault . • .  and casts dark, 

unbecoming shadows where it is not lighting up 
your weak points. 

But you can make that hard, bright light actually 
flattering to you! Pond's "Sunlight" Powder shades 
are "glare·proor'! They reflect only the softer 
rays of the sun. Give a clear glow to your tan! 

Two glorious "Sunlight" shades, Light and Dark. 
Flattering to any shade of tan. Low prices. Decorated 
screw·top jars, 35¢, 70¢. Big boxes, 10¢, 20¢. 

Pond'w, Clinton, Conn., Dept. 8TR·I'\ 
Plea��e rush me, free, Pond'• "S1.1nlight" sh&des, 

enough of each for a s..lay test. 
(This offer espires Oct. I. 1938) 

CitY-----� 



MARRIAGE 
Promises. Sacred words of ecstasy. Pledges of everlasting love throughout eternity. They were 

beginning to know each other, and he saw his young bride in so many moods in the short time 

that they were alone. And yet she had remained a mystery to him, complete stranger, because-

I WAS twenty-two years of age, parading through an Eastern college, when I was 
shocked out of my pleasurable existence. I wonder which of the two shocks was 
greater-my father's death or his will. 

To sum myself up briefly, I should say that I am tall and I never lacked for dates 
in college. My hair was very dark, and I combed it back tight in the fashion of college 
heroes. Many a time a girl would say to me as I danced with her, conscious of my good 
looks, my tallness and my activities on the field of sports, "Matt, you've got the bluest, 
bluest eyes I've ""ver seen." 

I liked it. Though I pretended superior indifference to that sort of thing, just as 
I belittled my fame as an athlete, I liked them both. I walked through the campus 
swaggering a little, pleased that I was taller than most boys. I dressed with care, and 
when I fixed my tie in front of a mirror, I would find pleasure in my broad shoulders 
and regular features. Then when I was bored with a lecture, for I was not a very good 
student, though I managed to make the grade, I would think of my date for that night 
and the prospect of patronizingly kissing some co-ed. 

These are my immature impressions of my college life, not very flattering to myself 
but essentially true. The news of my father's death was terribly shocking. My dad and 
I were never on intimate terms. Though I was his only child, he kept me at arm's 
length. I can't say that he was a tyrant or lacked generosity. I had my allowance 
and all that I needed. He Jived in New York City, the great metropolis, but he never 
wanted me around. My vacations were spent somewhere else, in accordance with his 
carefully made plans. Never did he talk to me about my mother, who had left him 
when I was five years old and died about two and a half years later. I can still look 
back to that scene when I stood in front of him as he sat deep in his chair, very glum. 

"Your mother died, Matthew. She was sick and she died." 
I stood in front of him and I think I had a sulky expression on my face. I've seen 

pictures of myself at that age, and they are all alike. I didn't cry, but I asked him a 
most amazing question, "Dad, are you going to marry again? I don't want a step­
mother." 

"You won't have a stepmother," he announced, and sent me back to my room. 



10 TRUE ROMANCES 

didn't grieve over my mother's death because at that 
tender age it is easy to forget even a mother. 

Dad owned two drug stores in very advantageous loca­
tions,- but he rarely was seen in either of the stores. He 
was considered a very clever business man, and I have recol­
lec.tions that he operated in real estate. 

There were many people at his funeral, some distant­
relatives of his but no relatives of my mother's. Most of 
the people were unknown to me. I was aware of a tall 
blonde woman with a black veil over her face, standing 
there and lifting a white handkerchief to her eyes. I won­
dered who she was. Even then I didn't grieve over my 
father, for I had never really known him. 

It is not very pleasant for a young man to be stopped 
short in his tracks just when he has begun-for college, 
after all, is just a starting point. In my humble opinion, 
a much over-rated starting point. I went back home to 
the house that had belonged to my father, a small red brick 
house in the outskirts of the city. I would inherit this, I 
supposed, and I didn't know what I would do with it. But 
I was mistaken. After my conference with the lawyer, I 
was startled out of my restless indifference. 

The lawyer, a small worldly man, with. white hair and thin 
lips, told me the facts. He gave me figures and estimates 
which meant nothing to me, though they were so neatly 
presented. I couldn't quite understand. 

"You mean," I asked, "that there is nothing left for me? 
What about the house?" 

"The house belongs to Mrs. Eldridge." 
"But my father always lived in it. It was his." 
He took out 8ome more documents. "It was, until three 

years ago. He sold it to Mrs. Eldridge--or the equivalent 
of that. He lived in it and paid her rent." 

• She had a qenius for beinq lovely. for makinq her­
self seductively lovely throuqh one of many moods 

"Paid her rent?" 
"Mrs. Eldridge, of course, is also my client," he said, 

leaning a little over the desk, as if to examine my feelings. 
"She knew your fa.ther-well. She is willing, in fact eager, 
to have you stay m the house rent-free for six months or 
so, until you find your wings." 

"Find my wings," I grumbled, bewildered. "I'm not an 
aviator." 

The little lawyer looked at his highly-polished nails. 
"Just a metaphor. A weakness of mine. To continue­
your father-shall we say, lived above his means, enter­
tained quite a bit." 

"But I never saw anyone in the house in all these years," 
I cried, scared to death by his implications. "He was a 
recluse." 

"Yes, yes, in a sense." Again he looked at his nails with 
that smug satisfaction that dudes have. Some older men 
who are successful act in such a superior way. "You're 
not a boy any more, Matthew. You might as well know 
what the world knows. Your father and Mrs. Eldridge 
were very good friends. He spent a good deal of time with 
her in her apartment. They went out a great deal, and in 
fact she was his business partner in many ventures. His 
business partner. When he died, his affairs were in bad 
shape." 

"You mean she was his mistress! I don't believe it." 
"The two drug stores are heavily mortgaged. Mrs. 

Eldridge holds the mortgages. If she called them in, the 
stores would be bankrupt. What a pity that would be. 
But I've got the papers here all made out. An agreement 
can be reached. All in all, it would leave you eleven hun­
dred dollars. Of course vou could live in the house for a 
year, rent-free, that's worth another thousand dollars." 

Never will I forget that interview. My father's death 
had been a shock, but this interview left a bitterness that 
was .)ike a poison. Dimly I reviewed my childhood, my few 
contacts with my dad. He never wanted me in the city. 
My vacations were spent in camps. 

It meant that I could not finish college. I didn't want 
to, particularly under these circumstances. Other young 
men go through college on less, but they have an aptitude 
for studies. 

I looked through my father's personal possessions in the 
house, like furniture and clothing and a lot of junk that 
Mrs. Eldridge had not taken away from me. Apparently 
she didn't hold a mortgage on his suits and shirts, nor on 
the old furniture. 

This had all happened during the month of November. 
I would go to sleep quite early in the gloomy little house, 
amazed that there were no letters anywhere about to give me 
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some clue to this puzzle who had been my father. 

He had a little car in the garage which was in pretty 
good condition. This too, was generously given to me, for 
Mrs. Eldridge made no claim on it. 

That first week, I wrote a few dozen letters to various 
of my friends in college announcing my great bereavement, 
but mainly to awaken sympathy for my terrible predica­
ment. Few letters came back . The youngsters who had 
played with me and vowed. eternal friendship, the girls who 
had danced in my arms and pressed their lips against mine, 
had all but forgotten me in that short time. Too bad. I 
wondered at first if it wasn't just as well, for I had never 
belonged to college really, except as a playboy. 

There was a cousin of my father's I went to see, who 
had become a very successful broker. He seemed totally 
indifferent to my visit. He, too, sat at his desk, but he 
seemed tired and he rubbed his weary eyes. I told him 

• Several times, or many times, I whispered to her, 
"Vicky, you're bewitchinq me. You are so beautiful." 
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that I wanted some work, and he let me talk and made me 
feel very uneasy. Only once did he show some interest. 

"I came to see you, Mr. Craig, because you're my father's 
cousin. 

"Second cousin," he corrected, and then he let me go 
on talking. When he finished, he just said, 10I can't do 
anything for you, Mr. Ludington." 

I was hurt that he called me "Mister." He could have 
said "son." Then he mumbled something about my father 
that I couldn't understand, went to a cabinet and took 
out some notes. Father had borrowed money from him. 
M y  father was dead, but he didn't talk respectfully of him. 
He didn't say much, but his attitude 
wasn't very nice, and I le£t him with ·my 

on the ground, and I was dramatizing my own tragedy. 
" I 'm Matthew Ludington. Are you Vicky Dorman?" 

"I am Vicky Dorman," a young chuckling voice chal­
lenged. ..But who are you?" 

"I am Matthew Ludington-your Christmas friend. 
We exc:;hange cards every year. I met you when you were 
a very little girl, and I just thought of calling you up. 
You're the only friend I have left." 

"Oh-oh!" And then laughter. "You're that tall hand­
some boy that I met-" 

"I'm a man, madam." 
.. Oh, oh !" she screamed at the other end. The little 

head low and with a guilty feeling. 
In the middle of December I was at the 

end of my rope. I still had my eleven 
hundred dollars, for I had sold Dad's 
clothes and the few things that h�d been 
given to me uncontested. Carefully I 
had checked on every relative Father 
had. My reception was practically the 
the same everywhere. One relative was 
amused at my visit. He was a bachelor, a 
successful doctor. He laughed at my 
predicament and said. "You'll have no 
trouble, son. \\lith your looks you ought 
to get a rich wife. Well, you'd better 
go now. \\1ith me time is money." 

• "You've got the right girl and the right family. 
You know a good thing when you see it. don't you?" 

COLLEGE had taught me noth.ing, 
and I was bitter against the college 

authorities, not realizing that I had never 
wanted to learn. I fumed against the 
memory of my father a:nd even speculated 
with disgust about my mother, who had 
left me behind and then gone and died. 
A reaction of complete indifference set 
in. Quickly discouraged, I decided to live 
in the house, marshal my funds, use up 
every cent and then blow my brains out. 
I t  would be very dramatic to buy a re. 
volver with the last six dollars and leave 
a note denouricing my father and Mrs. 
Eldridge who was enjoying the riches that 
should have been mine. They would 
find me in a pool of blood at my father's 
desk. 

This was just a period of self-pity and 
sel£-indulgence, for I was only twenty-two 
years old, and though my physique belied 
it [ was really quite immature. A week 
after I had made this desperate resolution, 
I decided to send Christmas cards and 
I carefully checked my list. There were 
the boys and girls in college who had 
deserted me in my hour of need-they 
were out. There were people I used to 
send cards to every year; relatives and 
friends of my· father's-they were out, 
too. There wasn't anybody I didn't have 
a grudge against, except one girl whom 
I hadn't seen for years. I had met her 
when I was eighteen and she, I think, 
was hfteen. It was at a party. She 
was a funny little girl, very thin, with 
black hair and black eyes that peered at 
me, and I had laughed a t  her and then 
felt sorry for her. So I took her address 
and we promised to send each other Christ­
mas cards every year. 

Actually she was the only one on my 
list who had not betrayed me. Instead 
of sending her a Christmas card, I would 
call her up-now. I looked in the telephone 
book and found the name, Dorman. Her 
name was Vicky Dorman, and by checking 
with the addi-ess I found her phone num­
ber. A maid answered the call and then 
a girl's voice inquired who I was. Nat­
urally I was acting, for my feet were not 

girl had developed a provocati\"C voice. She was as homely 
as the night, I remembered. Maybe she had grown out of 
it. But I wasn't interested in looks. I wanted a friend. 
\Ve talked and we laughed over the telephone, and I took 
it that the young lady was very popular, for she had a 
date for that evening and the next and the next. But 
she was curious. I knew enough about girls. She wanted 
to see me. The conversation lasted about twenty minutes, 
and I was thinking of my telephone bill. Silly, but l thought 
that this conversation would shorten my life, because it 
was depleting my fmances. 

Finally, I made a date with her, and she asked something 

• When he grinned at me, I suddenly felt hostile to 
him, and anxious to get away from the family fold 

T R UE R O M A N C E S  1 3  

about dressing. Konchalantly I said. "Of course." I had 
a tux, and it didn't cost me anything to put it on. I could 
press it myself, for I hadn't been able to sell the old irons 
for anything. 

They, too, lived on the outskirts of New York City, 
hut their house was spacious behind a well-kept lawn. I 
was amused, for only rich people could afford a house like 
that. Someone came to the door, and the girl's voice said, 
''I am Vicky Dorman. \\'e should re-introduce ourselves." 

She s tood there in the subdued light of the spacious hall. 
She was small and dainty, with black hair combed silkily. 
It fell o\·cr the sides of her face, a (ContJ.1lued on page 65) 
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WOMEN 
The Story of A Foolish Young Man 

I NEVER thought of my voice-my singing voice-as 
an�thing_ but a social talent. I was always glad to 
obhge wtth a song or two at a country gathering. I 

enjoyed the sound of my clear tenor as I did the farm chores, 
and I found singing an excellent way of keeping myself 
awake, while I made the long trip to New York, driving all 

night in our farm truck loaded with garden produce. 
The �dea of singing for a living, especially for a man, was 

somethmg that never crossed my mind. 
It was an ·old friend, Eddie O'Hara, who ran _a lunch 

room about half way between Maryland and New York 
who put the idea in to my head. ' 

One dark rainy night I 
descended wearily from my 
truck and announced my ar­
rival to him, as I usually did, 
with a song as I opened the 
door of the lunch wagon. 

"HuUo there, Willy/' his 
face· broke into a welcoming 
smile and he put a large hand 
over the tC\,ble for me to 
shake. "What will it be-the 
usual?" 

I nodded my head. As he 
dished up my scrambled eggs 
and bacon, he flipped on the 
radio. A voice, feeble and 
strained, warbled over the 
air. 

Eddie snorted, saying, 
"He's lousy." Then he swung 
around to face me, the plat­
ter of food in his hand. He 
asked, '.'Hey, why don't you 
take a shot at the radio? 
You're better than most of 
them guys I hear." 

I laughed feebly in answer. 
''I know-1 know - that 

sounds funny to a big, healthy, 
handsome farm boy. But 
them singers make plenty of 
dough." He leaned over the 
counter in his eagerness. "I 
mean it. You ought to cash 
in on that voice you have, 
kid. Go on-don't be a hick 
all your life. Take a chance 
at the big city and the big 
money." 

I laughed again. But his 
words had made an impression 
on me. All the rest of that 
night, driving toward New 
York through the heavy rain, 
I toyed with the idea of radio 
singing. I saw myself rich 
and famous; sought after, 
surrounded by admiring wo­
men. It seemed incredible 
that men really got money for 
work like singing. It seemed 

• My voice broken, I cried 
"Did you know of this?" 

more like playing to me. 
My father was one of 

those rare persons-a suc­
cessful farmer. He ran a 
truck farm in Maryland. I 
was the oldest of four sons 
and it had always been as­
sumed in the family that I 
would manage the farm. I 
really liked farming and 
found a never-ending inter­
est in the change of the sea­
sons, the sight of the new 
green things pushing up­
ward through the earth. 

BUT the truth was I 
didn't get on any too 

well with my father, who 
was a gruff, stern, intolerant 
parent. I began to sec that 
a singing career would be a 
way of getting away {rom 
him and being really on my 
own. I knew there were 
other hands to carry on the 
farm work. I hated to leave 
my frail, sweet little mother; 
but soon the idea that Eddie 
had put into my head be­
came an obsession that never 
left me night or day. 

Finally summoning all my 
courage, 1 spoke to Father. 
He sniffed and said coldly, 01just what you'd expect from 
a son called Willis-never did think you'd amount to a row 
of beans. All right. When do you go? But it will have to 
be on your own. You don't get one red cent of help from me." 

So it was settled. I hadn't expected it to be quite so 
definite, or so quick. Maybe even deep in my heart I had 
wanted Father to beg me to stay; to tell me that he couldn't 
get along without me. But that was not Father's way. 
He wasn't even around to say good-bye the morning I left. 

It was Mother who clung to me in farewell with tears 
in her eyes. She was the one who had named me Willis, 
and I was her favorite. She didn't want me to go; but she 
insisted upon giving me a hundred dollars from her savings. 
That added to my own savings of several hundred dollars 
gave me sublime confidence in my ability to conqtler New 
York. I had gone to New York once a week in season during 
the past two years. I would arrive in the grey mists of 
dawn; unload in the market; tumble into bed in a neigh­
boring rooming house; sleep most of the day and start home­
ward again late in the afternoon. I knew nothing of the 
great city but the loud, friendly market life. 

But now, for the first time, I came in contact with the 
harsh, busy, bustling work world beyond the market. I 
took a room in a rooming house in the west fifties. Then, 
day after day, I haunted the radio stations. No one was 
interested in my voice; no one seemed to have any time to 

• He came runninq alter 
me. callinq frantically to me 

listen to me sing. I was lonely and bewildered and unhappy. 
But I had one quality that Father used to say you had 

to have to be a good farmer-then he would always add, 
or "a good anything"-and that was persistence. I had 
come to New York to sing on the radio and I was going to 
get an audition, as I had now learned to call it, if I harl to 
sit in outer offices till my hair turned gray. 

This is almost what I did. By camping in one reCeption 
room after another in a dreary round, finally I was told 
one day I could come in for an audition the next day. 

I was there promptly, but I had a long wait in the cor­
ridor outside the audition studio. Have you ever been so 
excited that you didn't seem to belong to this earth? That 
was the way I felt that morning. My lips were parched and 
my heart kept jumping into my throat; but I didn't seem 
to have any conn&:tion with the people around me or the 
chair in which I was sitting. 

Suddenly I heard a low laugh and a voice saying, "You 
know, really, the electric chair isn't on the other side of 
that door." 

I looked up to face a girl sitting next me. I hadn't even 
noticed she was there. She was young and pretty, with 
bright black eyes, a pert, turned-up nose and a wide, gen­
erous mouth. She was smiling at me and there was something 
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friendly in that smile. 1 smiled back and said, "Do I look 
as scared as all that?" 

She laughed again, a low, sweet, throaty laugh. Then 
she said, "Well now that you smile-[ see it wasn't your 
regular expression." 

S
UDDENLY she made me think of home and the girls I 

knew there. She seemed to have the quality of a small 
town. She was totally unlike the artificial, cold city girls 
with whom I had come in contact the past few weeks. I 
was usually shy with girls but something in her manner 
made me forget my timidity. 

I asked, "Are you here waiting for an audition, too?" 
She nodded her head. 
Her quiet response was in such contrast 

to my nervousness that I said rue- · 
fully, "Well, you're cer­
tainly cool enough." 

"I 've· done this be­
fore." She went on, 
comfortingly, as if to a 
child, "Lots of times. 
Like the best things in 
life, radio jobs don't 
come easily." 

I thought this over for 
a moment. It had never 
occurred to me that if I 
once got a chance to sing 
my songs that I wouldn't be 
appreciated . Why, wasn't I 
supposed to have the best 
voice in Cecil County, Mary­
land ! Hadn't Eddie said I 
was better than most of them 
coming over the air! 

Then suddenly I met the 
eyes of the girl-kind, steady, 
thoughtful eyes. And, in that 
moment, on the very verge of 
doing what I had been Jiving for 
ever since I came to New York, 
I forgot all about my singjng; and 
only knew with a warm, happy 
feelirig that I had found someone 
who was kind and interested. I t  
was nice to have a friend to talk to, 
after long, lonely weeks. She told 
me that her name was Joan Palmer, 
and that she worked in a music 
store, where she sang and played new 
numbers for customers. But she was 
burned with an ambition to get into 
radio. She had had many auditions, 
not only with the networks but with 
advertising agencies and small stations. 
But she had not yet been able to click. 

In a few moments I was called and, as 
I rose, the numbing, desperate fright 
clutched at me again. For a stilled second 
I was unable to move. Then I felt warm, 
soft fingers curled around my hand. 

"Good luck," she said and gave my hand 
a gentle squeeze. 

Urged on by her friendliness, I walked into 
the studio. 

It was the biggest room I had ever been in. 
I t  was Jigh ted by a single light and the long 
rows of empty chairs cast weird shadows. Far 
at the other end was the microphone, stand­
ing beside a piano; with the control room 
beyond. 

I handed the accompanist my music and he said, 
0 10kay whenever you're ready." . 

Standing before the microphone I sang to that 
great empty room. In the control room I could 
see the audition committee, smoking, talking, 
half listening. 

After I had finished I hung around in the corridor 
waiting to see Joan again. However, there was no sign 
of her. Finally one of the men said to me, needlessly 
curtly I thought, "No loitering around here, buddy." 
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So I moved on. 
\Veeks went by and I heard nothing from the studio. 

I knew what that meant. I had failed. I couldn't believe 
it;  I had been so sure. 

One day I went out of the house and started walking, 
aimlessly, like one lost. Finally I fou nd myself in a li ttle 
park. It was a cold, chilly, automn day and a few leaves 
were falling sadly. Suddenly I thought of the 
fall plowing going on at home; the 
rich, brown earth being 
turned over for 

its winter's rest. 
Home was where I should be, I told 

myself. I wasn't a failure as a farmer. I could 
always return to the land. I would probably have to. 

But with a sudden, sickening shame I knew that I 
would starve before I faced my father's biting scorn and 
triumphant air of "I thought so." 

I guess something of my thoughts must have appeared 
on my face, for a dirty, disheveled-looking tramp spoke 
up from the bench across from me. 

11Not a friend in the world, hey, kid ?"  

"That's right," I answered bitterly. 
Then suddenly, with a wild fluttering of my heart, 
I knew that wasn't true. I did have a friend in 
the world ; one. A friend with soft black eyes 
and a charming smile; who, u nasked, had pressed 
my hand -and wished me luck. 

I sprang up quickly from the cold, 
damp bench. I was being persistent again. 
I was going to find Joan Palmer. She had 
said that she worked in a music store. Well, 
there couldn't be so many of them in New 
York. I 'd find her if I had to go into every 
one in town. 
I went into a drugstore and looked in the 
classified directory. My heart sank at the 
sight of the long column of music stores. 
But I straightened my shoulders. I t  was 
all right; it would just take a little time. 
She was . some place and I was going 
to her. 
In the next few days I went into big 
stores and little ones; stores on Avenues 
and side streets, asking politely for Miss 
Joan Palmer. Each time I was met 
by the simple refrain, '4She doesn't 
work here." 
Late in the afternoon of the third 
day I found her. I didn't have to 
ask for her. She herself came for­
ward from the back of the store to 
wait on me. For a moment she 
didn't recognize me, then her 
friendly smile lighted up her face 
and she said, 44How nice to see 
yoU." 
She didn't ask how my audition 
had turned out. I guess she knew 
that if it -had been all right I 
.would have told her. And 

selfishly, I never gave her audi­
tion a thought. I was thinking 
only of her--of her lovely face, 

· her soft lips, her small, 
straight body. 
I blurted out, " I've been 
looking for you in every 
music store in town." 
For a moment a slight flush 
appeared on·her face. Then 
she said lightly, 41And now 
you've found me. I ' m  
almost finished here for 
today. Would you like 
to walk home with me?" 
A few moments later we 
were walking side by 
side through the streets. 
Wonderful how a friend 
can change everything 
for you, isn't it? I t  
··no longer seemed dull, 

damp fall weather; 
but the most beauti­
ful of crisp, early 

autumn evenings . .  Lights 
were springing out in the taJ.I build-

ings and even the people we passed 
seemed different to me. 

Joan didn't live very far away and as we walked along 
she told me that her audition had been a failure again. 
Then it was easy for me to tell her that I, too, had failed. 

S
H E  said, 41I have a piario in my rooms. Would you 

like to sing for me?" 
In that moment I didn't care much about singing. But 

I was glad for any excuse not to have to leave her. She 
had two rooms in an old-fashioned brown front house. 
When we reached them, she lighted a fire in a "tiny fire­
place and started the water for tea in a kettle in the tiny 
kitchenette. 

Then, tossing off her hat, she sat down at the piano. 
She pu.shed her hair back from her (Continued on page 78) 
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THE STORY SO FAR, 

SINCE childhood, Charles A u£us/us 
Lindbergh was obsessed with the 

1/roug/u of aviation, yet in his early years 
as a pilot no one g�tessed that his prowess 
was lo stir the world. And then, in exactl·y 
thirty-three hours attd twenty-nine and a 
luzlf minutes, he became our naJional 
hero. 

lie met A mtc Morrow a year later. 
But A nne was quiet. and shy. No one 
suspected, at first, that it 1va.s A nne he 
lwed. For a time her older sister Eliza­
beth was believed to be the lucky g£rl ·who 
/w.d captured the Lone Eagle. · The11, 
somehow, the world realized it was exactly 
right. Anne was exacJly the girl to be a wife, a helpmate, a rompanion to this 
man. And two ·years a fUr his great flight, 
they were married r;ery quietly with mzh• 
their families f»'eSe11/. 

' 

Both of them were slrangdv innore11! 
and ignorant of evil, but ot•er" them lwt•· 
ered a dark cloud of such Jragedy lhal the 
world will never for�et. They were dupl.y 
happy together. Tluy willulrew a liuJe 
from Jhe world 1uhen their first son was 
born. The11, nn'th the nnus of thrir son's 
kidnappinx., that lragic cloud burst 
abOfle them. A bOfle everytlting-abm:e 
the sord-rending pub/icily, the agony of 
realization of what luui happened to their 
son-was Jhe knonoledge that for them there 
was 11ever again to he eithl'r peace o ... quiet. 

How did this horror affrcl these fu•o-""d their love story? 
• 

THE STORY CONTINUES' 

WHEN the Ambassador's 
daughter, Anne Morrow, 
married the Lone Eagle, 

Charles Augustus Lindbergh. she 
had never learned to fly. In fact. 
she had shown no special interest 
in flying, no girlhood ambition to 
he a pilot. Danger had been no 
part of her sheltered existence. Her 
mind had no bent toward the scien­
tific, and in school mathematics 
had been her one bugaboo. 

It is characteristic of their love 
story that Anne learned to fly al­
most immediately after they were 
married and that Lindy himself 
taught her. 

That statement is a vital one­
and points in dramatic terms to 
part of the thing that has made this 
married couple great lovers. 

Learning to fly is at times an amaz­
ing and often enough a terrifying 

They couldn't dream. 

in those wonderful 

days of holding their 

f i r s t  s o n  i n  t h e i r  

arms, planning for his 

future. watching his 

first steps, his first 

words, his first smiles 

that he would be tom 

from them by cruel. 

death-dealing hands 

experience. Wonderful it must be, 
but it is still filled with dangers and 
thrills far beyond the ordinary. The 
girl who is air-minded, who longs to 
fly, who has dreamed of it as boys 
dream, from the first time she saw a 
plane, will have some unforgettable 
moments when she comes to her first 
solo flight and her instructor says, 
"Take it away." There will be bad 
moments when she shoots landings 
and thrilling moments when she 
starts making iake-offs. Even for 
the born flyer, it is an arduous busi­
ness of long hours and hard work. 

For an average girl without any 
particular flair for flying or any great 
desire to fly, it's a task that perhaps 
only those who have learned to fly 
can appreciate. 

When she became Mrs. Lindbergh, 
Anne Morrow was just such a girl. 
Airplanes had played no part in her 
life. Suddenly, she was confronted 
with an airplane and she had to 



• The Colonel and Anne Lindberqh take oU from a New. York 
airport on the first leq of their famous trip to the Orient 

learn how to fly the plane. 
Teaching flying is also 

something which takes pa­
tience and understanding. 
Great pilots are not alwavs 
great teachers. 

· 

IT isn't at all difficult to 
imagine those first days 

of Anne's instruction. A shv 
person. not inclined to think 
too highly of herself, very 
much in love with her tall, 
blond husband, she was his 
pupil. She was a girl with­
out any mechanical leanings, 
without any scientific knowl­
edge, awkward as most girls 
are about such things--and 
she was being taught to fl y  
b y  t h e  world's greatest pilot, 
the man who had flown the 
unconquerable Atlantic. 

She must have felt stupid, 
awkward, frightened. Per­
haps the average woman 
who has married a man who 
plays a brilliant game of 
bridge, or drives a car su­
perlatively well, or plays ex­
ceptional golf has had her 
husband for a teacher during 
the first tense days of mar­
riage. lf so, she can under­
stand Anne Morrow Lind­
bergh's learning to fly. 

But it  was, as they prob­
ably both saw, essential. 

For the sky was Lindy's 
home. His real life was lived 

-in the sky, in planning, work­
ing and thinking about_how to 

• The two celebrated fliers receive ad't"i.ce from the Gover­
nor General of Ubya concerning their flight to Persia 

• The Mayor of "Point Barrow. Alaska, and the excited 11on 
of a miSBioncuy. cheerfully greet the flying Lindberqh11 

get further, faster, safer, in 
the new world above the 
earth which he above all men 
had conquered. His mind 
and heart were completely 
gh·en to a world which has 
only recently become part of 
man's dominion, and was 
therefore doubly exciting. 

Their marriage couldn't 
possibly be a success unless 
Anne, his wife, could enter 
that world, too. If she were 
earthbound, she must Jose 
so much of him, he must losC' 
so much of her. They would 
be llving in different coun­
tries, speaking different lan­
guages. 

The problem isn't a new 
one to marriage by any means. 
Every wife faces it. But 
with Anne .Morrow Lind­
bergh it  was a concrete and 
definite one. Lindy had 
fallen in Jove with her on the 
ground. Had found in her 
mind and spirit and her 
clean-cut young loveliness 
all that he wanted in a mate. 
But he wouldn't stav in love 
with her nor be hapj>y in his 
love unless she could join 
him in his world above the 
clouds. 

So Anne became a pilot. 
She learned to tly and to fly 
well. She learned to fly well 
enough to take the controls on 
long flights so that her hus­
band might snatch a few (Continued on page 34) 

• The "Aerial Vacationists" at a dinner party qi.nn by Bar­
on Walr:atsuki. an old friend of Ambassador Dwiqht Morrow 



• I  c:dod oat. ""llbe'o dylatf­ob. -r ·- 1o clylavl" 

P A M I L Y 
She searched with her heart. with her mind - in fervent prayer - for 

some way to reach this girl who was her sister. and protect her from 

a marriage that was shameful and loveless. but to no avail, because-

THE STORY SO FAR, 

MY life started to take a ·new and hectic turn �vhen my younger 
sister Peggy and I mO'tled into the house of my sister Winnie. I was only eighteen then, and my parents had both recently died of 

lubercu!osis. Winnie, who was twenty-three, was beautifuL and had 
always attracted many men, but she seemed to be especially fond of 
Eddie Keyes. We were therefore surprised when she married stolid 
Burton Lodge, who owned a large drug store. 

The day that they left on their honeymoon Eddie came up to 
have dinner with Peggy and me. Then he started rushing me. When 
a few nights later he told me that he cared for me, I realized that 
what I felt for kim was love, too. I was happy in that knowledge 
until Winnie and Burton came home and Burton made a terrible 
scene because of my seeing Eddie. Later, Winnie adrlised me not 
to fool around with Eddie-tken she said, "I'm going to break up 
this affair." Later in the week, I felt sick while at the office and 
decided to go home. The house was quiet when I entered. I opened 
Winnie's door-to see her in Eddie's arms. Tkey turned and saw me. 
And tken I felt myself falling to the floor. 

THE STORY CONTINUES, 

I FELT something cool on my forehead and on my 
eyes. Though I was dazed, I searched for some inkling 
as to my whereabouts. I searched for the reason. 

I lifted my hand to free my eyes, but halted it in mid­
air, and then it fell back limply to my side. I think 
l must have groaned with pain. Tired as I was, soul-weary 
and tortured, my heart twisted-[ knew. The whole pic­
ture appeared before me, clear and evil. 

Eddie holding my sister in his arms-his tall body bent 
forward, slim and m uscular! Winnie, with her white 
beauty ! 

It was terribLe. I hadn't been injured physically, and 
yet there was a deep wound in my heart. I could almost 
see it there. 

I felt tears in my eyes. And then I knew that this was 
no time to cry. I opened my eyes and saw two anxious 
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faces bending over me. One had been my sweetheart. The 
other was still my sister. I tried to smile, but my lips refused to 
move. Winnie's hair was disarranged. She was wearing her 
white satin negligee. She seemed unashamed, and unafraid 
at this man's presence. 

l just said, without turning my head to Eddie, "Please 
go." 

He knew I meant him, and he left quietly. Winnie helped 
me off her bed, on to which they had carried me, · and slowly 
I pulled myself over to the door. Even my feet did not func­
tion properly, would not respond completely to the demand 
of the mind. And I was crying now, the tears splashing down 
my cheeks, falling on my dress. 

IN my room, \Vinnie undressed me gently. No one had 
ever served me this way. It was always I who had served 

V..'innie, because of her frequent illnesses. Now she put me to 
bed, covered me with a blanket. 

I said to her, my lips trembling, my body shivering, 1 1 It's 
so cold." 

She went into Peggy's room and brought back another 
blanket of exactly the same texture and fabric. I thought, 
then, of the time Dad had been in Canada and had brought 
back a very long woolen blanket. It had to be torn in two­
not cut, but torn. And all of us had had an argument about it. 
After the tearing operation and amid much excitement, Peggy 
had received one part of the blanket and I the other. 

I smiled as I thought of the incident, and as V..'innie was 
covering me I said to her, looking up, " Remember the blanket?" 

"Yes," she said. 01Now see if you can sleep. "  
I closed my eyes, and I felt \Vinnie sitting near me-on a 

chair near the bed. She was close to me, warm and alive, per­
haps still tingling with Eddie's kisses. 

I didn't sleep, and finally Winnie's hand touched my shoul­
de-r. I opened my eyes. Her words had the quality of a caress. 
There was an apology implied, and yet a sweetness that I had 
never heard in her voice before. "Lulu dear, Eddie is not 
for you." 

I turned my face to the wall, my back to her, but she con­
tinued. 

"Eddie loved me for many years." And then, simply, 01and 
I Joved him. But he is incapable of giving the woman he loves 
that-" she hesitated. "-which any Irian should. He can't 
take his work seriously. He couldn't for me. I love him, 
Lulu. And yet I couldn't trust my life, and my sisters' lives, 
into ·his care." 

"She gave her body and soul to him," I thought bitterly, 
but I didn't say anything. 

"I asked him to come here today, because I wanted to tell 
him to leave you alone. And then-" Her voice was very low 
and shamed. 

I sat up. There was fire in my veins. "Why did you do it? 
How could you? I 'm so ashamed of you. Haven't you any 
will power, any decency?" · 

The words were like sparks of lightning, burning by their 
impact. But I didn't care. I hated her. • · 

Winnie folded her beautiful white arms, and leaned back in 
the chair. Her body was in repose, but her mouth seemed to 
be twisted in pain. She didn't look at me, and she talked 
as if to herself. 

"I married Burt because of you and Peggy." She smiled a 
little bit. "No, not altogether. I don't want to be a heroine. 
I have been sick-I couldn't trust my life to Eddie. He would 
be very noble about it, but he would fail me somewhere. 
Burt is not noble." She sighed wearily. ••He has fat hands 
all right, but he is dependable. Yet that isn't all." 

There was a pause, as if she were selecting just what to say 
to me. My heart was beating with anticipation and fear. I 
was anxious to hear the rest, for I was sure it was something 
\Vinnie had never revealed to anyone else. 

"I do not love Burt. lt is torture for me to be with him. 
I'm frighte.ned when he comes to our room. I can't describe 
what a great effort it is for me just to let him stay near me. 
I thought it would be easier after a time, but now he is wearing 
me down by his sheer presence. He loves me. He is not happy 
unless he is near me, touching me. And every time he does, I 
want tO shriek with pain." 

I remember that I put my hands over m y  eyes, for it was 
something I could never have thought of. It seemed to me that 
my girlish dreams had been desecrated. 

V..'innie saw my gesture, but she must have had a reason for 
going on. "When Eddie came to the house-though I had 

every intention of keeping him in his 
place-! couldn't. I went limp I 
couldn't help myself." . \\'innie left me then, and I fell mto a 
drugged sleep. It was Peggy who 
brought me a tray with food, sOme time 
later. She wanted to know ho� _

I felt. 
Her eyes searched about susptclOusly. 
She looked around the room as if she 
were trying to find some clue, anything. 
But I don't think she was very suc­
cessful. 

The next morning I went to work as 
usual, and as I left the house I �ent 
over to \Vinnie. She gave not the shght­
est sign of any emotional u pheaval. . I 
kissed her swiftly, and she n�dded her 
head and smiled at me. We under­
stood each other. I was beginning to 
appreciate the part she was playin�, 
and she in turn knew that I wasn t 
misjudging her. 

I flirted with a half dozen young men 
that morning, though my heart was still 
twisted into a knot and though I felt 
sure that the bleeding gash was sti11 there. 
But after all, Eddie had really be· 
longed to Winnie. She had marned 
another man, but still he wasn't mine. 
He couldn't be mine. 

He was ever before my eyes, just as 
he had bent over my sister, crushing 
her in his arms. I was still thinking 
of him when I left the office. And, 
even as I thought of him, I saw his 
figure standing before me in the flesh. 
There he was, wearing a light gray 
overcoat with the collar turned up. 
And he wore a light gray hat, the brim 
pulled do�n over hi� eyes. It was 
warm outstde a beauttful fall day-the 
sun pleasing, ' spreading its rays as in 
benediction. ( Co11tiuued on page 50) 

• The dreaded moment came swiftly. We all lmew it when the doctor came oUt 



R E D  • B E A D E D  
My first day as a manicurist in one of the city's large 

barber shops is indelibly marked on my memory, 
for I know it was a milestone in my life. Behind 

me lay my flight from home in search of a career, broken 
dreams, final disillusionment, and then a six weeks' course 
in manicuring. 

I knew why I had been given this job when there were 
so many more experienced girls looking for just such a berth 
in the center of the city and in a large office building. I t  
was m y  flaming red hair, m y  white skin and black eyes. 
Sad and sorrowful eyes they were now, because I felt I was 
fitted for better things, and because I had deceived my 
parents back home into believing I had an engagement as 
a dancer in a motion picture theater. 

In the white uniform, I looked especially striking, and 
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from the first moment, there were men at my table. I didn't 
bless my luck, however, for the touching of men's hand.,, 
this familiar contact of two strangers sitting dose together 
was not to my liking. I was dreadfully afraid of being con­
spicuous in a place run by men for men, but by the end of the 
first day, when my nervousness wore off, I couldn't deny to 
myself, no matter how sorry I felt for my own misfortunes, 
that it was pleasant to be stared at and admired for one's 
beauty. 

The three other girls were a little aloof at first. I was a 
newcomer and a competitor, but at heart they were gener­
ous, and mistook my dissatisfaction for shyness. Louella, 
a small dark; plump girl with rosy cheeks and sparkling blue 
eyes, was the first one who took an interest in me. During 
a lull she came over and tried to make conversation. 

M A N I C U R I S T  
A W R O N G  C O U R T S H I P  

"Is this your first job, kid?" she asked in a kind voice. 
"Yes." 
"What's your first name? That's a pretty good name­

Edith Shore. Of course you could make it a little fancier. 
But wlth your red hair and your figure, you don't need a 
fancy name. You 'II get by." 

11How did you know that this was my first job?" I asked. 
"Well-we girls always know. but the men don't. They're 

dumbbells. Do you know, kid, I've got an idea. You could 
spell Edith with a "y." That would make it classy. I 
mean, when a man asks you for your name and you write 
it, you-just stick the "y" in it. E-d-y-t-h-e. And don't 
ever ask any of them if they're married. Take it from me, 
they're all married. I don't think there are any single men 
left-anywhere." 

· 

This was the beginning of our friendship, for Louella 
considered it her duty to take me in hand and give me pointers. 
During the following days she criticized my behavior. She 
thought I was too solemn. 

"Don't you know that men like a jolly girl? Smile at them, 
and kid them. Tell 'em they've got good-looking hands. 
They just eat that stuff up. You can always find something 
in a man's hand to praise." 

I was not the smiling kind, however, especially since I 
considered myself sadly misplaced. Yet that very attitude 
of indifference had an unpremeditated effect. Men were in­
terested, and they all searched for a secret sorrow in my life. 
That pleased me somehow, in my vanity, and the tips they 
left behind were usually very generous. 

1 fixed up a cozy little apartment-(Conts'nued on page 57) 
" 



IF I hadn't been so lonely, and desperate. 
so beaten and hopeless-yes. and ac­
tually hungry-none of this would 

would have happened. This dark chapter 
would have been left out of my life. Hut 
with the dark chapter there was so much 
besides. I don't know, if I had the choice, 
if I would have left it  out . 

I am a minister's daughter. I was 
brought up carefully in a town in the 
middle west. just after I graduated from 
high school I went to work for the local 
branch of a great, nationally operating 
company. I did pretty well. Men from 
the home office took notice of my work. 
After about six months I had an offer that 
looked dazzling to me. I could go into 
the New York office, with increased salary, 
and a chance for promotion. Of course I persuaded my parents to let me take the 
place. And like so many thousands of other g\r\s 1 turned my face to the great 
city, sure that here all my dreams would 
come true. 

For about a year I had a glorious time. 
I liked my work. I had a good salary. I 
made friends. \�"ith three girls I lived in 
a charming little apartment. \,\·e enter­
tained ; we went out;  we enjoyed the things 
that the city had to offer. 

Then came the depression. Ours was a 
luxury business, and sales fell off shaqJiy. 
All over the country our company began 
to draw in. \:Vith decreasing business. and 
heavily incr�asing taxes the forces were 
cu t  in half. Many branches were closed 
up. After awhile the New York office had 
to retrench. I was one of the newer em­
ployees. I was let out. My employers 
were kind. They said that my work had 
been satisfactory. \\ihen better times 
came there would be a place for me again. 
They'd not forget me. But I was given a 
month's salary, and set adrift in the city 
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• "Look.'' he said. and from 
his pocket he drew something 

• I shrank back with a cry 
of horror. It was a necklace 

where a hundred girls were after every 
job that showed itself. 

At the time this story begins I had been 
out of work for about six months. M v 
money was so nearly gone that I wa

·
s 

frightened. I could pay for the bare little 
room I had taken one more week. There 
was about a quarter for food each day for 
that week, and after that, what? I was 
afraid to think. What did become of a 
girl penniless and homeless in a great city? 
I kept searching frantically for a job. 
On Monday at noon I went into an Auto­
mat for my one meal of the day. After 
calculating what would give the most 
nourishment for the least money, I took 
the tray and collected my food, a bowl of 
soup, two rolls, and a glass of milk. As I 
�urned toward a table someone bumped 
mto me, and the contents of my tray slid 
off on the floor. At once the man began 
offering apologies. 

.. Madame, see, I have just filled my 
tray. You will take my tray, and I will 
fill another for myself. Do not refuse or 
I shall think you do not forgive me 

'
my 

truly unpardonable awl..�ardness. '' 
Before I could speak he had deposited 

a well-filled tray on a small table beside 
us. He took me gently by the arm, and 
turned me toward the table. He drew 
out my chair and was waiting for me. 
What could I do. I murmured thanks 
and sat down. How could I refuse that 
meal? I was so hungry and here were 
meat, vegetables, fruit, dessert and coffee. 

In a few minutes the man was back with 
another tray. 

"May I,  madame?" he asked pausing 
at the place opposite. 

What could I say? Of course I smiled 
assent. He sat down, and now for the 
first time I really looked at him. 

I had known from his speeCh that he was 
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not American. There was some slight accent that I could 
not place. Now I saw that he looked foreign. He was very 
dark, black eyes and satin-smooth black hair. He was rather 
a small man, slight, and not more than five feet six inches. 
But he looked wiry and strong. There was no suggestion of 
the effeminate about him. And he was handsome. My first 
thought was that he must be an actor. 

about my husband. I was alone for two days and a night, 
without his magnetic presence to keep me from thought. 
What did I know about him? Nothing. I had married 
him after an acquaintance of three days. I was sure that he 
was of foreign birth, but I didn't even know his nationality. 
He had volunteered no information about his nationality, 
family, rank or occupation. And now in the cold light of 
reason I remembered that when I had asked questions he 
had cleverly evaded direct answers. I felt vaguely troubled. 
Whv hadn't he confided in me? 

"Madame, I am Rafael Vernaes, at your service, "  he said, 
bowing toward me. 

"I am Janet West," I responded, "but miss, not madame." 
"Ah, so much the better for me," he smiled. 
There was a ·  young American at the next table, and I 

could see he was watching us closely. 

B
·
ut when he returned the evening of the second day all 

was forgotten in the warmth of his love. 

When I got up to go he arose, and said close to my ear, 
"I don't know whether you want to know it, but that fellow 
bumped into you on purpose-so he could scrape an 
acquaintence, I guess. I think you'd better look out for him." 

There were three happy, peaceful months. And then the 
whole lovely dream was shattered by cold reality. Rafael 
came home one evening, and said, "The job is done, and there 
is nothing more for me. VVe must make new plans." 

"Oh, Rafael, do you mean you are out of work?" He could 
"Thank you," I said in 

confusion, and went out. 
Away from the spell of 

Rafael's dark eyes and liquid 
voice I, too, felt that I'd 
better look out for him. 
But I had agreed to meet 
him that evening, and I 
did. 

A week later I was mar­
ried to Rafael, and living 
with him in a cozy little 
furnished apartment. I 
was truly happy. I sup­
pose no sheltered woman 
can ever understand how 
thankful I was to wake u p  
mornings without that ach­
ing fear of want waiting for 
me around the next corner. 
I was loved, desired, made 
much of. Rafael was the 
lover every girl dreams o£. 
His manners were gentle 
and considerate. He left 
me in the morning with 
lingering kisses as if he could 
could not bear· to be sepa­
rated from me. He bought 
me little gifts when he re­
turned. He praised my 
housekeeping and cooking 
extravagantly. He was al­
ways asking if I didn't want 
this or that. He gave me 
money freely for the house­
hold needs. I didn't need 
to ask him for anything for 

. clothes, and I was glad of 
that. I had bought good 
things when I had my job, 
and my clothes were still 
good looking. 

One day, after about a 
month of married life, he 
said he would not be home 
that night. There was 
work that would take him 
out or the city for two days. 

"Oh, Rafael, I shall be 
so lonely," I said. 

"Not so lonely as I will 
be, dearest one." 

He took me in his arms 
with murmurs of endearment. 
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not fail to read the dis­
may in my voice. No job! 
Would I have to go through 
that slowly growing terror 
again? He took me in his 
arms quickly. 

"There's nothing to worry 
about, dear one. Me, I 
go out and find another 
job." 

"But jobs are so scarce 
just now, Rafael. V..'hat is 
your work? What do you 
know how to do?" 

But even now he did not 
answer my question. 

"If all the jobs fail we 
can go back to my home. 
l have plenty of property 
there." 

"Oh. that's good, but 
haven't we any money 
saved?" 

" I  don't save money. I 
spend it," he smiled. 

"Perhaps if you write 
to your people they will 
send you enough to tide 
us over until you get another 
job." 

He laughed aloud as if 
that were a good joke. 
"It's no usc writing, my 
family can't read or write." 

"But Rafael, "  I gasped. 
"And you seem so well edu­
cated." 

"My father realized his 
handicaps in dealing with 
wh- people, and he sent 
me out to school. My father 
is a very clever man if he 
cannot read or write." 

"\�'here is your home?'' 
"In Panama." 
For a moment I was 

stunned. Panama seemed 
as far away as Tibet. But 
I began to draw my mind 
together. What did I know 
about Panama? It was in 
Central America, and I had 
a dim idea it belonged to 
the United States. I found 

"Rafael," I said suddenly, "You've never told me what 
your job is. Think of it, I don't know what you do to make 
our living." 

out afterward I was wrong. Panama is an independent 
government. It is a progres�ive state and advancing in 
importance, though it is so small. 

"You mean we will go to live in Panama?" 
"Yes, and don't look so sad about it. Panama is a beau­

tiful place." 
"Oh, I work down at the docks." 
"I suppose you are a stevedore," I said laughing. For 

Rafael always went out and returned looking immaculate. 
"No, I boss the stevedores," he countered smiling. And 

with another kiss he left me before there were more ques­
tions. 

For the first time I began to ask myself some questions 

"I didn't mean to look sad. I am your wife, and of course 
I will go where you go. I was just surprised. You never 
said anything about your home before. Tell me about it. 
Panama is just a spot on the map to me." 

He told about the thriving city of (Contt.nued on page 39) 



• Panic seized me; I drew 
back my arm cm.d slapped him 

TBE STORY OF l GIRL'S  PASSIO NATE INTERFERENCE 

In her heart she felt a secret shame. She was adopting the tactics of 

a siren in luring Olaf away from her sister. Yet her shame was not as 

strong as her stubbomess in refusing to mind her own business, until-

I \\t AS fifteen when Olaf Swensen first came to our house 
and ate supper with us. Olaf was a huge Swedish lum­
berjack from the camp outside the little town where we 

lived. M y  father, who was a Methodist preacher, had visited 
the camp in an attempt to get some of the men to attend 
church the following Sunday. He had talked with Olaf, 
who was a sort of crew boss, and invited him to come to 
supper that night. 

The scene, as I recall it, is vivid. Outside, the cold blasts 
of a Northern Michigan winter blew in from Lake Superior. 
Inside our small frame house, it was warm, and the smell of 
baked fish, as only my Swedish mother knew how to bake it, 

drifted into the living room where my father sat with his 
glasses hooked to the lower part of his nose, reading the 
big Bible out loud. 

Martha, my older sister, sat prim and quiet, listening. 
Big Olaf was slumped carelessly in a heavy ro�ker, his 
rough calloused hands folded in his lap, his eyes staring ahead 
of him at nothing. As for me, I fidgeted in my chair as I 
always did when Father forced us to listen to biblical read­
ings. 

It wasn't that I didn't have the orthodox faith in religion, 
nor that I lacked a feeling of respect for my father. It  wa� 
just that I was averse to sitting (ContinHed on paf.c 36) 

29 



As always when he had done 

wrong, he took her in his 

arms and told her he loved 

her. But the reconciliation 

didn't last-there was always 

another passionate outburst of 

anger, another storm, until-

THE STORY SO F .u, 

ALTHOUGH my mother and fa.thu retained many of tMir Swedish UkaJs after they had cotM to this country, I trUd my best to become thorOughly American. I loved my mother and my sw-captain jathff dearly, and I didn't want to hurt them, but I knew tha.t it woumkd them duply when I feU in love with Captain Ransome. They consitkred him a man of the world, and not good wmpany for me. But it seemed right to 
1M that I should loot lum almost from the first moment I saw him-the day he came to our house lo see one of his seamen, Sven Knudsen, whom mothu had taken in because he was serio-usly iU. He was so big and strong and dynamic I couldn't MJp but be swept off my jut. And when a few wuks laJer M took me in his arms and said, "I love you, Linda," I knew that I would go wiJh him to.the ends of tht earth if he asked me to. When FaJM:r left on his next voyage, he tried W gd me to promise tlu:U I wouldn't le� with Jim until he returned, but I couldn't promise. Then we had the sudden, horrible news tha.l Father and his men had been lost at sea. That changed everything. I couldn't leave my mother now. But when I tried to e�plain tha.l to Jim, he was furWus and left me. The nnt few years were lonesome, but Mother and I got alont fairly well. With Sven's help Mother tk­wJoj)t.d a sucussful rooming house for sailors. Then Jim came back to sume--andthis time I couldn't let him go. We were quietly nMr..ud, and I sailed away with him-the only woman on that ship of many men. I wa.s happy unt-il Jim�sl41.tt.IJ drinking too much. 
He wa.s morose; then, and jealous. He was especially jealous of S11t11, 'U!ith whom I enJoyed talking. One day, 
as I stood on deck talking to him. Jim a;pproached. He hurled angry words at him, and then he hit him. I heard Sven' i head hilrthe tUck. "Jim, you've killed him," I :screamed: 
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• "I'll teach that Swede to mind his own business. 111 teach him 
to stay where he belongs and not to make love to my wife." 

THE STORY CONTINUES' 

I STARTED for Sven, without thought, but Jim grabbed 
my shoulder and turned me toward the cabin, pushing 
me so hard I almost lost my balance, and his voice was 

like thunder, "Go forward where you belong. I'll  teach that 
Swede to mind his own business. I 'II teach him to stay 
where he belongs and not to make love to my wife." 

"Make love to my wife" -had I heard aright? It struck 
me like a blow in the face. Then he stopped, but I had al­
ready gone back and something broke off my shoulders-1 don't know what-but it was as if a yoke which had held 
me bodily in a vise had snapped, and the fear in which this 
man had held me, snapped. Suddenly I was not afraid. I 
stood in front of him, looked up at him and then at Sven who 

was picking
· 

himself up and whose muscles, I could see, 
were tightening. Sven came forward, but I put up my hand. 
Even as I did so, I noticed a group of the men nearby watch­
ing and I knew this must be cleared up. I spoke loudly, 
"Jim, what did you say? Did you say, 'make love to your 
wife'? Take it back. Take it back, I say," and my voice 
sounded like nothing I had heard before. Jim looked at me 
in amazement and when he started to speak, I interrupted, 
"Jim look me in the eyes," and, reluctantly, he did so and 
I could see the anger dying in his face, but he went blindly 
on. 

"I told that Swede," but he got no further. 
"Jim," and my voice was loud and shrill, "shame on you. 

'That Swede,' as you call him, is Sven. He's your friend 
and my friend. You know he never made love to me." 

• 1 noticed a group of the men nearby watching and 1 knew this 
must be cleared up. 1 spoke loudly, "What did you say, Jim?" 
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The very sureness with which I spoke made itself felt, 
though he continued. 

"Well, he wanted to marry you. He loves you. I know 
he does," Jim's words were as if he were trying to back up 
his evil deed. 

But I could not let him go on, "Suppose he did. I refused 
him and married you. That should be enough for you," and 
then I turned to Sven and found he was "not hurt. I told 
him I was sorry, "Please do nothing, Sven. It was my fault. 
I will be more careful." · 

HE started to speak but I motioned him not to. I 
didn't understand just what this assurance was which 

had come to me, but I stopped him and turned to Jim. "Sven 
didn't come up to me, Jim. I went up to him. I went up 
to walk with him and talk as I often have, and as I shall 
continue to do. Nothing you can do or say will make me 
stop talking to him." 

I put my hand on his arm and literally guided him for­
ward. He started to step into the cabin first, but I waited, 
standing there, until he realized, and stepped back and held 
the door for me to go in first. I told him, as calmly as if I 
were talking to a stranger, that though I loved the sea there 
were times when I was almost 
overcomewithasoi-tof sickness 
-not homesickness exactly­
probably grief for my father, 
especially at sunset when 
something made me remem� her my dad standing against 
the sun as I had last seen him. 

afraid. I'm only watching over you. And the men feel the 
same way. You're safe when you're outside the cabin. 
Men who go to sea see deeper than the surface, and while 
they know he is a good skipper, they know too what kind of 
man he is-and what kind of a woman you are!' 

I did much thinking as we came down towards Capetown 
and looked forward to seeing land again. We laughed a 
good deal over the men's plans on shore. I had been doing a 
good bit of hand work and the big chest in our cabin was 
rapidly filling with lovely things. I had also made two 
linen dr�es, one with handwork in my favorite blue, and 
was glad tt was warm so I could wear them. Jim laughed at 
me, "As if you didn't have dresses enough. Who're you 
planning to meet in Capetown? Got a date with an English­
man down there?" And he went off roaring at his own joke. 
Would he never stop talking about my wanting men? My 
mind and heart were almost disgusted. 

Jim had been steadier as we came toward port, but when 
he was drinking I heard him mutter several times about that 
"Swede," though, when he was sober, he had told me how 
dependable Sven was and how he trusted him. The first 
mate, Charlie, a big hulking man, Jim did not trust, as he 
felt Charlie wanted to be skipper in his stead. I felt Jim 

had no grounds for such fears 
and tried to calm him, but 

He turned gently to me then 
and told me he was sorry, 
"Why can't you talk with me 
about that instead ofto Sven ?" 

But I couldn't tell him 
why, for I had just begun to 

IS LITEIWtY OR ARTISTIC TBErr. 

sooner or later, if I took any 
man's part, jim accused me 
of wanting him. I suffered 
over this and tried to make 
Jim sure of my love for him, 
but when he had liquor in 
him, he was so repulsive I 
was beside myself. I spent 
hours standing aft watching 
the ship's wake and punish­
ing myself because I had been 
repelled. When he was kind 
and tender I did want him, 
but the moment he had drink 

sense that there was an under­
standing between Sven and me 
which was deeper than the 
fact that we came from the 
same country or gratitude for 
his kindness to my mother. 

Then Jim went on to tell me 
that I must remember that 
this was a long voyage, that 
the men were hale and hearty 
men who liked women. 

"I'm afraid for you some­
times, Lindy. You're so beau­
tiful-but maybe I'm just 
jealous." He looked sort of 
sheepish and I felt he was, in 
his way, apologizing for his ac­
tions. Then, as always when 
he had done wrong, he took 
me in his arms and told me he 
loved me and that was why 
he did these things-and then 
he made me forget, as women 
have forgotten all down the 
ages. He was, at these times 
tender. and kind. I showed 
him the marks of his fingers on 
my white shoulder and he 
kissed. them and was wholly 
penitent. 

• So widespr-d has this evil � that the 
publishers of TRUE ROMANCES take this 
means of announcinq that they will prosecute 
to the limit of the law any person or persons 
found guilty of this offense. 

Stories submitted to this maqazine come 
throuqh the United States Mall. . Before accep­
tance the author sends throuqh the mall an 
affidavit swom to, attestinq to the fact that the 
story is an original literary compoaltlon. 

The check in payment for an accepted story, 
also transmitted throuqh the maD. when en­
dorsed by the author, contains a similar war­
ranty as to authorship and oriqinality. 

Despite . these safequards, there are some 
people bold enouqh deliberately to copy stories 
from other publications. and submit them as 
their own. 

Those who have been. or shall be. guilty of 
such practice will be prosecuted to the hilL 
Any co-operation from our �ders is in'rited. 

The Publishers of 
TRUE ROMANCES MAGAZINE 

Will Bot- Permit You to Be Cheated 

· in him he turned into a loath­
some beast. He saw this 
and it made him suspicious. 
One afternoon I saw him 
watching me, for he had been 
moody all day. I went to 
the cabin to get some sew­ing, and while stooping over 
and sorting out my work, I 
heard- the key turn. I was 
locked in. He had threatened 
it several times. 

"Jim, jim let me oue'-1 called several times, but 
heard only his booming voice 
roaring at the men. I went 
back and sat down to think 
what to do, and gradually 
during the afternoon I came 
to see that the thoughts I 
had been holding about 
dropping ·overboard there at 
the stern of the ship would 
not" solve anything. Jim 
would accuse - the men and 
take it out on Sven. I came 
to see· that since I could 
think clearly, I must do so 
and stop being unnerved by 
Jim's actions and jealousy. 
I recalled the breaking of the 

But something had hap­
pened to me. As I told you, 
something had broken off of 
me when Sven fell. · I spent many nights, while Jim snored 
peacefully, in trying to figure out what had happened to 
me. I stayed away from Sven when he was alone, for I 
knew, even though I had heard Jim make him a grudging 
apology for having been so quick, that Jim,. with drink in 
him, was not to be depended on. I had come to see that 
drink does strange things to men and makes them give vent 
to fears they hug tightly to themselves when sober, and they 
do things they would scorn to stoop to. I talked with Sven 
and the others when Jim was near. He understood, I knew, 
for one morning I met him as I was going to breakfast and 
he said, "What the skipper said was true, but he needn't be 

fear when Jim had hit Sven and how I had been able to con­
trol things and save a fight. Something told me then, as 
I prayed to be fair and square and do right that I must 
not only be wife to Jim but a sort of mother, t'!", and try 
to save him from himself. It might not be posstble-but I 
could try, and then the thought of my wise mother came to 
me and I knew I was hereafter to do as nearly as I could 
wh�t she would have done under the same circumstances. 

The first mate brought me some supper, so daintily fixed 
that I remarked on it, and he told me Gus thought I shoul_d 
have something special since I was such a fine lady on thetr 
ship. I was touched and grat<lful and ( Conlinued on page 83) 



"MOST romantic picture of the 
month." That's a pretty nice 
tributt.: tn he able to pay a 

picture-don't you think ? Especially 
,,·hen YOU consider all of the picture� 
release(\ during- a Year and each com­
pany Yieing tO prOduce the fine:'t pic­
ture po:'sihle. Sometime� it i;-; not ca:'y 
to :;elect this "mo:-r rolllantic picture." 
!.lore and 111orc motion picture audi­
ences arc demanding romance on the 
screen, and \\Titers. producers, players 
are constantly seeking to fill that de­
mand. But the other daY I came :1\\·ay 
from the prcviC\\' of C!;ltlll lhia';-; bran(\ 
11C\\' picture. · · Holiday,·· kno,,·ing that 
Ill\' search for this month has ended. 

-·-Holiday" co-stars ]0\·ely Katharine 
Hepburn and Cary Grant, whose tall, 
dark handsomeness invariably injects a 
note of romance into \dntcH·r picture 
he is  in. The u;:;u;d i(!rtnula iur a �uc­
ce:-;:-;ful lo,·e :;tory require:; that the hero 
and heroine be brought together in the 
,-cry hq.!'innin_!!'. then it  introduces con­
flict oi some kind, and in the end true 
10\·e mu:-.t "-in out. 

But " H oliday." with delightful dis­
dain for ::-uch tradition. ha_-. dared !0 he 
di fferent. l t  all ends happily. it i ::;  true. 
but not until the two people \\·ho are 
meant ior each other and don't kno\\· it.  
haYc hurdled all obstacles. And as i s  so 
often the case i n  real l ife-because 
,,·omen seem to ha ,-e a truer instinct i n  
matters of lon�-it is the g i r l  a n d  not 
the man ,,·ho take.-; lllatters into her 
o,,-n hands. 

"I folidaY," ,,·hich incidentalh· ,,·as a 
succc.-;�iul · sta�e play, is the � .... tory oi 
,,·hat happens when a young man, with 
high ideals and a great loYe for his 
fcllo\\·men. i s  unfortunate enough to iall 
in lo,·e with a sclfi�h. nw.terialh· minded 
girl \Yith too much money. 

· 

The man is JohnnY Case (Cary 
Grant) . a young · la\\'yCr. The girl is  
Julia Seton ( Doris :\alan ) .  of the 
Fifth .-\yenuc Setons-one of the �ixtY 
familie;-; \Yho arc ;-;upposcd to 1·eprc:;crit 
the backbone of societ\·. TheY ha ,-c met 
at Lake Placid "'her-e each- has gone 
for a brief winter Yacation. Tohmw 
knows nothing about Julia excePt tkit 
she is ;ndully pretty and Yital and lots 
oi iun. Tulia kno\\'S onlv that Tohmw 
i �  a succCssful la\Yyer ami so goo(J look­
ing her heart does flip-flops CYery time 
their e,·cs meet. There reallY isn't much 
time tO <lo any hca,·y thinki;1g- "·hen the 
drtys are cro\\·cled \,·ith tobogganing. 
icc-:;kating, :; k i i n g  a n d  sno,,·shoeing 

through the "·ood;:; ,,·ith the gay crO\nl 
oi ,·acationisb. Bciore the,· realize 
\Yhat has happened. Julia has- promised 
to marry Johnny i i  her family approYcs. 

\\"e like to think that all that reallY 
doc:'> and should matter is  loYe. \·Ve sO 
often declare that i f  real loYc i s  there, 
nothing on earth i ;-;  going to change it­
but the iacr remains that 10\·e can 
change \\'hen it should, and ' · Holiday" 
proYes the pnint. Because, you sec, 

JOhnny and Julia make the �amc mis­
take ;-;o many oi us make. Simply tJt:­
cause the,· are romanticalh· attracted to 
each other under the mOst au;-;picious 
c ircumstances the,- confu;-;e it \\· ith lo,·e. 
They do this hy - building up an i(k·al 
about each other that is ,·crY different 
from \\·hat they actually ar�. Johnny 
SC('S in Julia a girl man-clou:;ly suited 
to his \\·ays of thinking and liYing. ( Coutirwcd 011 page 63 ) 
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More Revelations about the Love Story o f  Colonel 
a n d  A n n e  L i nd b e r g h  

hours-or moments-of needed rest and 
sleep. Imagine taking over the controls 
from Lindy ! To him, flying was second­
maybe first-nature. The plane was part of 
him. He was born to fly. And this shy 
young girl had to learn to take over and 
fly that same ship, and in his absorption he 
expected her to do it and to do it well. 
And she did. 

That is a supreme example of love, of 
the love of a wife for her husband. 
11\\'hithet thou goest, I will go"-and so 
Anne entered a new world and with a 
courage beyond that which Lindy himself 
had shown when he flew from New York 
to Paris became part of her husband's real 
life. 

In her heart of hearts she must haYe 
been glad that he wanted her to learn to 
fly for that meant that she could always be 
with him, could go with him. If she hadn't, 
she would haYe been left behind, so often, 
just an earthbound wife for him to come 
home to, and that was no part of Anne's 
plan nor her love. 

O
F the day upon which she and her 
famous husband landed in :\ orth 

Haven, Maine, before they began their flight 
across the frozen North to China and 
Japan, Anne h-·forrow Lindbergh wrote, "I 
felt my usual costume of restraint fall off 
me as though stepping into my own family." 

There is infinite revelation and some 
pathos in that simple statement to be found 
in her book, "North to the Orient." 

That was in 1931, before tragedy entered 
their lives. before the glaring spotlight of 
the world's most famous crime was fixed 
upon the young Lindberghs. It shows, in 
in its simple phrasing, that already the 
gracious and natural young girl had learned 
to wear the "costume of restraint" as a 
usual thing. Already she had learned to 
meet the constant demands of press and 
public with as much dignity and friendli­
ness as possible. Her husband hated pub­
licity in all its forms. He did not under­
stand it. He was busy about great affairs, 
mapping new trails in the trackless skies. 
He was busy with things that would in 
time mean much to earthbound men and 
women. His mind was intent upon the 
things he had to do. She had to protect 
him as much as she could, and yet to live 
according to his code. To give out nothing 
arld still do her best to win the good will 
of those she refused. 

"I'm sorry, I really haven't anything to 
say." 

That was Anne Lindbergh's invariable 
answer when the press, sen·ing an eager 
and always interested mass of readers and 
Lindbergh fans, came to her for the color 
and human touches connected with their 
flights and sky enterprises. 

You can see her, slim, excited, very 
young. waiting to take-off on some ne,,· and 
hazardous journey. Bare-headed. in slacks 
and sneakers. the other half of the great 
Liml.bergh and his mighty projects. 

She was a mother when they started on 
that great flight that all men regard as so 
dangerous-north to the Orient. Her son, 
the little Eaglet, was at North Haven. 
Maine. where she had spent so much of her 
girlhood. 

But now we come to the strange and 
beautiful phenomenon of real love-of why 
people love and find each other in the 
complicated scheme of things. 

Lindy had passionately wanted children. 
So had Anne. It had been in their love 
the crowning achievement when little 
Charles Augustus Lindbergh arrived. A 
blond, curly-headed baby, of wh_om friends 

(Continued from page 20) 
and relatives said at once, "But he's ex­
actly like his father !'' And so he was. 
There was no dark premonition of fore­
boding to tell the shy and rejoicing young 
parents that their baby, heir to the throne 
of the skies, Lindy's son, the little Eagle, 
wouldn't be safe, that he \vas marked for 
pitiful disaster. They couldn't dream. in 
those wonderful days of holding their first 
son in their arms, planning for his future, 
watching his first steps, his first words, his 
first smiles that he would be torn from 
them b.v cruel, death-dealing hands. 

But Anne was a maternal woman ; Anne 
was in many ways the most home-loving 
of women. In her heart, it must have 
been that she saw her home, her husband, 
her baby with that pa�sion for safety that 
all women have. ?\o danger. Oh God, no 
danger to any of us. 

Yet already danger beckoned. X ot for 
little Lindy. He was safe. But for her 
and for Lindy. 

For already Lindy must be off into the 
skies again. And there as you will see, 
we find that great magic of love. For 
_-\nne, the shy and reserved young girl who 
had lived so sheltered a life, Anne the 
wife and mother, who wanted safety for 
her loved ones had in her the great and 
flaming desire for adwnture and ior the 
voyages into unknown lands. 

Her reading had done it. All her life 
she had been reading adventure. All her 
life, upon the printed page, she had fol­
lowed this great navigator and that great 
adventurer. Marco Polo was a hero of 
hers. Hakluyt's "\' oyages" had been one 
of her priceless fa,·orites, a book dear to 
her and read over and OYer again. She 
knew the history of the world's attempt 
to find a passage "A passage by the North­
west to Cathaia." Sir Hugh Willoughby's 
fatal expedition, in the days of great Eliza­
beth, was familiar to her in books. Frob­
isher-Davis-all the great explorers were 
her friends-in books. 

FROM the days when Icarus upon waxen 
wings attempted to fly-for the first 

known time in history-she knew the stories 
of flying. 

And she knew that no attempts at new 
flights, new navigation, new routes, new 
ways for man to travel, were without 
danger. 

Always this had been part of her inner 
secret happiness. While she sat safe Within 
her father's house, protected, served, warm 
-the shy, quiet, middle daughter, Anne­
she had been living these adventures in her 
books. Poetry she loved. But strangely it 
was adventure tales that were her real 
loves and that she read secretly, savouring 
their thrill, their sight of new lands. their 
adventures in unknown countries among 
unknown people. 

Her own family and friends scarcely sus­
pected this inner life of adnnture. Anne ? 
Quiet. humorous, understanding little 
Anne? The spirit of great adventure, the 
courage of the pioneer. the soul of the 
conquerer? They didn't know about it. 
How did Lindbergh know ? How did he 
know when he met the Ambassador's 
daughter, with her smooth dark head and 
her bright blue eyes, her charming ordered 
manners, that her spirit matched his own ? 
It was easy, easy for her to know that here 
in her own house meeting her face to face 
was the re-incarnation of those great 
heroes of the olden story books she had 
always loved. Here \vas a new Marco 
Polo. But how did he know ? How did 
he realize that she would get into an aero­
plane with him and fly where woman had 

never flown before-and love it? 
That, perhaps, is the proof of true love­

the magic of the spirit that flows between 
a girl and a boy. It had touched the in­
articulate hero, when he first saw Anne. 
Without words or knowledge, it had made 
him know that this was the one woman in 
the world for him. 

So it proved. 
"I thought of the two of us, ready to 

go in it anywhere, and I had a sense of our 
self-contained insularity. Islands feel like 
this. I am sure, and walled cities and some-
times men.'' . 

So wrote Anne Lindbergh when she 
remembered their take-off on that danger­
ous flight. 

NO mention of love there. No flaming 
words. No impassioned poetry. But 

no words written in our time express love 
with more beauty and more dignity. Those 
are \\'Ords that will live and be remembered 
as long as Lindbergh's great flight itself. "I thought of the t\\·o of us. ready to go 
anywhere in it.'' The two of us-man and 
woman, girl and boy, husband and wife. 
Ready to get in that plane and go any­
where, go where man had never been he­
fore. go into danger, face hazards, take chances beyond ordinary conception. And 
at that nwmvnt thi:;  g-irl had a sense of 
"our self-contained insUlarity." Islands feel 
like this-and walled cities. To those who 
have been in love the words speak for 
themselves·. The thought of an island has 
always been the thought of lovers. Anne 
and Lindy-an island in the midst of all 
life. all pc·ople. the sea of humanity and 
its troubles and wurrie� and sorrow and 
i!�l. pe�pl�

he
�ho�\J f:e�

atlike10:� ��ja�1J�� 
walled city-two against the world ? 

Only a woman knowing love at its 
height, loving and knowing herself loved 
and understood completely, could so express 
herself. 

And it is important to note that those 
words were written after the tragedy that 
took the life of their first born son. The 
flight was taken before. when little Lindy 
was still safe in his mother's girlhood home 
in Maine. But the book was written after 
those horrible nights of suspense, after 
those harrowing days in the Flemington 
court house. 

Still, in Anne's heart, she and her hus­
band were an island, a walled city. Yes, 
islands feel like that and walled cities and, 
as she wrote, "sometimes men." Some­
times when a really great love has joined 
two people. 

There is other proof of the greatest love 
story of our modern times. 

To each man his own fear-so it has 
been written-and to each his own ideal, 
his own standard. 

Courage was Lindbergh's ideal. Perhaps 
he didn't himself realize it. \Vhat courage 
it took to make that great flight that made 
him famous he was the last to understand. 
It \\'as a job of work and he was more 
interested in \Vhat his plane, The Spirit of 
St. Louis. would do in the pinches. He 
was more concerned with its performance, 
with his use of nayigation in the skies, with 
his ability as a flyer. than he was with any­
thing that had to do with him as a man. 

Yet it was courage, his courage, that 
thrilled the listening and waiting millions 
while he made that flight. \Ve, the people, 
weren't concerned so much with the plane. 
We didn't, perhaps, even think of the flight 
with regard to its application to the future 
of aviation. 

\Ve thought of a tall, slim young Amer-



ican alone-utterly alone-flying across the 
Atlantic. \Ye thought of the simple braYery 
with which he had taken off. \Ve knew of 
the other proposed flights. the other fail· 
ures. Plans-people-attempts at safety. 
And suddenly a young man alone had taken 
off. -Lindy's on his way to Paris ! Re­
member? 

It was the courage of the thing that 
thrilled us, that made Lindy our hero-not 
his mechanical genius nor his flying ability. 

In .\nne :\lorro"·· the great quality was 
courage. 

She became a radio operator. It wasn't 
easy. .-\gain. she had no flair ior that sort 
of thing. But she became her husband's 
radio operator. .-\ tough job. at best. An 
all-important one \\·hen their lives might 
depend upon it 0\'er and onr again in their 
flights here and there about the world. She 
was frightened. To read her book. is to 
know that. She admits it openly-but more, 
the ,,·hole book itself shO\n the great con­
quest of fear, which is the highest courage 
there is. The man "·ithout fear-the wo­
man without fear-is fortunate. Brave, 
yes. But not necessarily courageous. But 
the woman who conquers fear to do her 
job, to follow her man, to be part of his 
adventures-she has courage. 

So these two met in tht:ir supreme 
quality-the quality oi courage. 

And never. perhaps, was that quality so 
tested in two human beings as in the days 
following the kidnaping and murder of their 
first born son. 

And in their ability to take up liie aitcr­
wards. 

There you haYe the supreme test of life 
-and of love. 

Human beings bear up. someho"·· under 
stress and strain and tragedy. 

The nights after �larch 1st, 1932, when 
that crib in the Lindbergh nursery was 
empty, had to be borne. X uthing- d:;;t' to 
do. Every man and woman can enter 
into those nights. The baby had been put 
to bed. He had a cold. A little cold. such 
as small boys han:·. His mother-his 
father-were tht>rl' in tile huuse. Then 

ba���::_�h�t 'b�by����ev;-���. 
e\\V���e ��� 

he ? \\'as he cold. hungry. cruelly treated ? 
\\That fiends had their little laughing, cud­
dly baby in their vicious hands ? 

That had to be borne. 
The death of their baby-that little Joyed 

thing in his woolly sleepers found out in 
the cold, wet ground. That had to be 
borne. 

The trial, \vhen their hearts "·ere torn, 
their feelings burned \Yith lire. that had to 
be borne. \Vith such dignity and such 
courage as might be. Then "·hat ? 

There you have the great Ion:: story. For 
after that horror and that sorrow and that 
pain and fear, these h\·o people managed 
somehow to take up their life and their 
love and go on and tind some measure of 
happiness aml achien."ment. They managed 
to keep their Jo,·e for each other as the 
great protection against the world's menace 
and cruelty which they ahoYc all people 
knew so well. They \Yent on with their 
, .. ·ark-together-carrying on the plans they 
had made, carrying out the dreams they 
had dreamed. 

Their courage hound them together. 
never failing each other, never letting each 
other down. 

During the coronation of King George 
VI with all its strange background oi 10\·e 
and tragedy. there was born to .·\nne 
Morro"· Lindbergh in a London hospital, 
a third son. 

.-\I ready there \\'as another little bov. 
Jon. who had been expected '"hen his older 
brother was snatched and killed. Xow. 
there was the third Lindbergh son. Land 
Lindbergh. 

Carrying on. That's what they were do­
ing-the Lindberghs. They were rejoicing 

together onr this new baby, over their 
two new line boys. Yet they had been 
torn from their homeland. They had been. 
as far as they saw it. driven from the 
country they both \\'Orshipped and adored. 
By what ? 

It is no u:;.e to see the thing from any 
standpoint but their own. That is where 
you will find, always, with all people. the 
things of importance. They had both been 
born in America. Anne came of a family 
de,·oted to America. and ready to give life, 
sen·ice. devotion always to that country. 
Her heart \vas tied to that country. She 
had an intense love of home. Her mem­
ories. her girlhood, her childhood, were 
bound , ... ·ith steel bands to the mountains 
and woods and streams of the land where 
she was born. Lindy had ginn his deeds 
-his great deeds-to his country. 

They needed home. They needed their 
homeland. �lore than most people. having 
been through those things they had been 
through, they needed the feel, the protec­
tion, the rest oi home. 

But in their homeland they had been 
through so much. Death-agony-trial­
enrything that people can be forced to 
endure. Xo one is to blame that they 
were and always \vould be the center of 
a,·id curiosity. No one is  to blame that 
their second son was threatened. But at 
last they faced, together as always, the 
fact that they must go away. They were 
targets. They ahvays would be targets. 

So they began a 11ew life in a new coun­
try. :\li:'llnder:'tood. harassed, attacked, 
they still felt that only in some other land 
would they find at last a chance to be at 
peace. But it was a terrible and tragic 
thing \vhen it happened, and more tragic 
and terrible for them than it \vas even 
for the land they had so honored, so served, 
so glorified. They knew little of other 
lands. except to fly over them. They kne\\· 
little of other customs, except as .\nne had 
read of them. They were American to the 
very core of their beings as every act of 
thetr lives had proved. 

THERE was, you know. a house at 
Hopewell, Xew Jersey. It wasn't in any 

sense a mansion. It wa!J an ordinary farm 
house. Re-painted. re-built. made more 
charming. Around it stretched acres and 
acres of ordinary Xew Jersey farmland. It 
was charming in its way, but not beautiful, 
as many who ha,·e seen it know. But there 
the young Lindberghs. with their vast 
fame and their large fortune. with their 
one son and another baby expected, settled 
down. 

There 'vasn't anything spectacular about 
it. It wasn't the sort of place millionaires 
might envy. It was farmland . . . Ameri­
can farmland. A good place to raise 
.-\merican boys. Quiet, out of the way, 
a place where a man and woman in love 
and with their children co·uld make a home 
to which they might come back from great 
adventures in the skies. 

It proves. in hlack and white. what they 
had planned for their lives. How much 
they wanted the ordinary life of an A.meri­
can family. How they yearned for it. How 
they intended to bring up their children. 
Of course. near it there was an airport. 
From it, they would fly away to great 
adnntures. But always there \vould be the 
background of that American farm, with 
its rolling acres, the Sourland �fountains 
in the distance. 

They had to gin up all that. That 
house became a chamber of horrors. That 
house was haunted. From it, their son 
had heen stolen and murdered. From it, 
they had been attacked. 

So. in time, it came about that they had 
to go into exile. 

The pressure of the past was too much 
for them. They had to find peace for a 
little while somewhere else, some,vhere 
away frbm their o"·n memories and the 
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memories of the public. They had to find 
safety for a little while from the threats 
that bore down upon them. Even .-\nne's 
courage, even Lindy's courage. \veren't 
proof against those threats to their second 
son, against the curiosity that surrounded 
them day and night. 

But bear in mind one thing. Through 
all this, they went on \Yith their work­
together. .-\nne wrote her great book, with 
Lindy helping her by dra\\·ing maps. by 
giving her positi,·e a\·iation information. 
Lindy went on \vorking. not only upon avi­
ation but upon scienti lie problems \Yith 
such great scientists as Dr. .\lexis Carrell. 
They kept on with the great vistas they 
had seen when they married, young, glori­
fied. happy. sure oi their great future. 

How did that come about? 
There was only one way that it could 

have come about. That was in their great 
love for each other, their comfort for each 
other and their re-assurance given to each 
other. Xo two people of our times have 
ever suffered "·hat these two did. The 
sorrows and troubles of the Duke and 
Duchess of \Yindsor are synthetic and 
simple compared to the sorrows and 
troubles that our own Lindy and Anne, his 
wife, have faced. 

T IFE had given them the heights and the .l..adepths, without their choice or their 
seeking. Life had brought them fame and 
thrills in their work. and then had riddled 
them with terror and bullets and sadness. 

But their work went on. !\ othing 
stopped that. They made ne,v flights­
together. They wrote new books-together. 
They did great work for science-together. 
They produced ne\\' sons-together. 

The world and its greatest tragedies 
hadn't been able to break through the one 
great stable factor of their lives-love. It 
had survived everything for them. Some­
times, as all men and women know, great 
sorrow tears people apart. Sometimes its 
aftermath makes them draw apart from 
each other. wanting to forget. Sometimes 
sorrow so tarnishes 10\·e that there is none 
of its beauty and little of its romance left. 
That has happened many times. People stick 
together through the great pain of tragedies, 
only to break "·ide apart in the deadly sea 
of memories. 

But Anne and Lindy never faltered. 
Shoulder to shoulder they met the prob­
lems of young 10\·e, of ne"· marriage, in 
the spotlight of the world's publicity. 
Shoulder to shoulder, they met a tragedy 
and a sorrow that no flight of imagination 
can top. And shoulder to shoulder as al­
ways. the slim young American girl, and 
the tall blond American hero, went on 
from there. 

Ten years have passed since Lindbergh's 
flight. Kine years since their marriage­
six years since Charles Augustus Lind­
bergh Jr. was stolen from his crib in the 
house in Hopewell. 

Today, Charles .-\ugustus Lindbergh and 
his wife . .-\nne ).Iorrow Lindbergh, have 
managed to pick up the pieces and to find 
in each other the great comfort, compan­
ionship, help and inspiration that true love 
can give. They were a couple of Ameri­
can kids. A hero-without his expectation. .-\ \Yiie. taking on all his problems. They 
have been beset hy more drama than any 
fiction story could devise. 

But they have kept their love, invulner­
able. sure. strong. It is the one thing that 
has kept them carrying on and still being 
a glory to .\mcrica, still accomplishing. 
still working and still happy. For they 
are happy together, as those close to them 
know. They have each other. That is the 
answer to the fact that they still laug-h, 
that their sons find in them gay and de­
voted parents. Love has been their guide, 
their star and always their protection. 

They are still the island-two together­
against anything the world can do to them. 
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when I felt like doing something. As I 
say, I was fifteen, large for a girl my age, 
and filled with the customary impetuosity 
of youth. 

Presently my mother came into the room. 
Hands on hips, she waited patiently until 
my father finished reading the twenty-fifth 
Psalm. Mother, or anyone, for that mat­
ter, never interrupted Father's reading of 
the Bible. God and my father ruled our 
home-gently, yet leaving no doubt as to 
their authority. 

"Dinner is ready," said my mother. I 
rose first, glanced at my sister Martha 
who also rose. and at Olaf. Father looked 
at ll..fother, methodically closed the huge 
Bible and stood up. He turned to Olaf. 

"Come, Olaf," he said with a smile. 
"Trout. Fresh-water trout for dinner. A 
change from boiled potatoes in the lumber 
camp, I'll venture." 

Olaf lumbered to his feet. 
"Yah, I smelt it," he said, and followed 

us into the dining room. 

FATHER said grace, following which 
we set to with a will. A :Michigan win­

ter is conducive to hearty appetites, even 
though we engage in less physical activity 
than usual. Father dominated the conversa­
tion, talking mainly to Olaf. asking ques­
tions about life in the pine forests and the 
lumber camps. Olaf ga\·e monosyllabic re­
plies. Occasionally, the conversation came 
to a halt, and during these periods, I 
glanced up once or twice to find Olaf gaz­
ing alternately at �{artha and me. More 
often at me, I imagined. 

Dinner over, Mother and I carried the 
dishes to the kitchen, while the others 
went into the living room. Martha. upon 
a request from my father, played the 
piano. I felt sure she was using the harp 
pedal a bit more frequently than usual. I 
peeked in once or twice and saw her sit­
ting stiff and erect, her hair hanging 
straight down her back and secured by a 
small ribbon. Father sat in a stiff occa­
sional chair, hands folded in his lap, his 
eyes closed. Olaf sat silent and motionless, 
his eyes going more than once to Martha's 
figure, then back to a study of his boots. 
Once, as I pecked. he glanced up and met 
my stare. The expression on his face 
didn't change ; leathery, sphinx-like, it sud­
denly impressed me as being the index to 
a character deYoid of imagination. 

That enning set a precedent for many 
others. Always Olaf slouched in the same 
chair, hardly saying a word, never ven­
turing an opinion save when he was asked. 
Always Father did all the talking. drawing 
him out as much as he could about life 
=�d011f ,�!��e 
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directed to our parents. and we accepted 
his growing status as a family fixture much 
as we would have the purchase of an ad­
ditional piece of furniture. Mother would 
answer our fretful im1:.atience at the delay 
in eating with, "\Ye can't sit down till 
Olaf comes." 

Two years went by swiftly for Martha 
and me. Martha became eighteen. then 
nineteen. I was seventeen, and was be­
ginning to experience the first thrills of 
maturing girlhood. I helonged to the 
Junior League. and we had parties and 
socials. and two or three e\·enings a week. 
I would come down to dinner with my best 
frocks on and my hair done up. so that 
I could slip away quickly after the dishes 
were washed, to attend some doings. On 
these occasions, Olaf would watch me 
closely. staring at me furtively when he 
thought I wasn't aware of him. 

At first I was embarrassed by his con-
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stant scrutiny ; then, in time, the self­
possession which comes with the knowledge 
that one looks at one's best overtook me, 
ancj I adjusted myself to the complacency 
of conceit. Olaf liked me, my untutored 
instinct told me. Olaf was thirty-five and 
a man ; I felt a guilty pride in my uncon­
scious conquest. 

I was soon engrossed in a routine of 
activity typical of that of other girls my 
age. Father was, in spite of his orthodox 
leanings. quite broad-minded in regard to 
my comings and goings. Once in a while 
he dropped in at our school dances to see 
how things were going, but as he was the 
pastor of the only church in miles, that 
was to be expected. Everyone knew him 
and liked him. 

One night I returned home from a party 
around ten o'clock and found Mother and 
Father sitting alone in the parlor. I in­
quired about 1fartha's whereabouts. 

"She went out for a walk with Olaf," 
).(other said. and I was aware of a note 
of quiet !'ati!'iaction in her voice. 

As I took off my wraps. I thought 
of Martha and Olaf going for a walk. 
'Martha and Olaf ! The situation suddenly 
struck me as being very funny. I began 
to laugh. Father looked up at me over 
his glasses. 

"\Vhat are you laughing at?" he asked. 
"I was just thinking," I answered, still 

giggling. "�fartha and Olaf. How funny 
they must look ! Big hulking Olaf, shuf­
fling along, and ).fartha-·• 

Father interrupted me, and his voice was 
very stern. 

"That will do, Jenny. Olaf is a good 
man. He wilt make a fine husband for 
�Iartha." [ remember thinking about that when I prepared for bed that evening. I thought 
of it seriousl y :  the humor had become, 
somehow, a bit pathetic. ).fartha and 
Olaf married ! 

I COULDN'T imagine it. It seemed all 
out of proportion. ).fartha had, with the 

years, grown quite pretty in a quiet, un­
assuming way. She had a good figure, a 
sweet, serene disposition, and would event­
ually make some man a fine wife. But 
Olaf ! 

It wasn't that I thought Olaf to be a 
wicked man-1 had come to think of 
things as being either righteous or un­
righteous, and people the same way. No, 
as far as I knew. Olaf was mentally and 
morally sound. But he would always be 
the same Olaf who shoved his feet under 
my mother's table and gobbled his food 
noisily, using his knife in place of a fork, 
and letting dabs of gravy get on his shirt 
front. Kever a spark of imagination in 
his whole make-up. Never a display of 
discontent with his stationary position in 
life. 

Had I been honest with myself, I would 
have realized that Martha was the same 
inarticulate quantity. Humble, tradition­
abiding, God-fearing, she had already 
reached the limit in her development of 
personality. She was a machine, destined 
to bear children, keep house and nothing 
more. But. with a loyal sister's anxiety 
over the future happiness of her own blood, 
I couldn't help but feel depressed at the 
present situation. It was this thought, I 
know, that went with me in to fitful 
slumber that night. The dreariness of 
Martha's future, the definite boundaries to 
the world that would be hers when she 
buried herself with a man like Olaf. 

The next morning, when I sat across 
the breakfast table from Martha and looked 

at the stran�e light in her eyes, I knew 
that the fulhllment of something or other 
was at hand. \Vhatever suspicion I might 
have had the ni¥ht before, that the entire 
situation was a hgment of the imaginations 
of both my father and my mother, was dis· 
pelled. I realized for the first time what 
Olaf's presence at our supper table for the 
past two years had meant. It had been 
a methodically arranged marriage-at least 
the thought had been in my father's mind 
when he continued to invite the burly 
Swede to our home month after month. 

I suddenly had a strange desire to laugh 
again-at the irony of it. For two years 
I had been living in the midst of a court­
ship-and the pitiful subtlety of it had 
escaped me. I wondered if it had escaped 
?o.!artha, too. To my knowledge, in the 
entire two years of sitting in the parlor, 
playing the piano to an unappreciative Olaf, 
never. by action or word of mouth, could 
she han heen giYcn reason to believe that 
she was playing herself into a romanceless 
marriage. 

FROM then on, it was not "just Olaf" 
who came to eat supper with us. It was 

.\lartha's Olaf, �Iartha's beau, her future 
hu�band. And I suppose I should have 
resigned myself to the fact that it was also 
her o\\·n life and nN mine. Since then. 
when I think of the tragedy which followed 
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for not keeping a "hands-off" policy. Had 
I gone my way, leaving Martha to find her 
happiness by herself in her dreary little 
world, there might not ha\'e been that black 
shadow hovering over us-a shadow which 
threatened to descend any moment and 
blast the lives of four people. 

At the time, eYeryone else accepted the 
situation silently, Tht'n' was no outward 
change in demeanor, either of Olaf or 
Martha. My parents seemed content to 
let things take their normal course. 

It was this genial acceptance of what I considered a drab, shabby affair that 
stung me into action. If Martha was too 
near-sighted to realize the dullness of the 
life into which she was drifting, at least 
I could do my part to open her eyes. Then 
and there I made my decision. I would 
awaken �lartha to the truth ! 

It was the first rebellion toward the 
conventionalities of my life as the youngest 
daughter of a minister that I had under­
taken. Perhaps I was a bit more pro� 
gressive-minded than the rest of my family. 
At any rate1 I couldn't help but continue 
to imagine myself in Martha's position, 
after which I always experienced that 
dreadful sinking feeling. 

Possibly it was the remembrance of the 
occasional glances that Olaf had turned in 
my direction at various times· in the past, 
and the dawning realization of what those 
glances had implied. At any rate, I realized 
that if Olaf were capable of any IO\·e, save 
a certain, dumb. animal-like passion, he 
was incapable of expressing it. I couldn't 
stand by and watch my own flesh and 
blood thrust into an existence resembling 
a loveless marriage. 

I doubt if even my parents recognized my 
first attempts at breaking up that potential 
union. I dressed myself more painstakingly 
than ever. I even went so far as to adopt 
rouge, something which would have evoked 
a wrathful outburst from my father had he 
seen through my artifices. I was con-
ii�lu��y 

h���t�gi"Fet:h: :��;�t 0s�:d:e.
coit�vr:� 

adopting the tactics of a siren-how my 
father would have rolled that word in one 
of his Sunday sermons-for the purpose of 



luring Olaf away from ).Jartha. Yet my 
shame was not as strong as my stubborn­
ness in refusing to mind my own business. 

Olaf. who had been taking 11artha out 
for walks or to some social doing quite 
frequently, now preferred staying in the 
house if he kne\\· I was going to be there. 
And I stayed home religiously. I flitted 
conspicuously about the parlor, flaunting 
myself before him. I broke into conver­
s�tions. asking questions with coquettish 
stde-glances at the mountainous lumber­
jack. 
. Once, when I had been particularly 

hnly one evening, my father sniffed the 
air �uddenly and said, "Jenny, are you 
wcanng perfume ?" 

"Just a little. Father," I answered. "On 
my handkerchief.., 

His brow darkened. 
"Child, you know how I feel about such 

things. Go burn that handkerchief im­
mediately. >Jo Godly woman thus adorns 
herself !" 

K S I went out of the room, I stole a n, glance at Olaf. He was eying me with 
a strange expression. For a moment, I al­
most fancied that I saw him wink fur­
th·ely. And I hated myself with a loathing 
that was indescribable. To usc pnimne 
for the purpose of making my:;.tli aurae­
tire to someone I cared ior--enn my 
father could not ha,·c COil\'inced me that 
was wrong. But to resort to such a de­
vice for the purpose of arousing the baser 
in!'tincts of a man whom I had grown to 
dislike. as I had Olaf- ! 

Altogether, it was an ordeal for me. 
The nights I remaint'd at home to "charm'' 
Olaf, I was conscious that the rest of my 
friends were at a dance. a party, or on a 
hayride. I turned down invitations by the 
dozen, for this or that function. I was 
obsessed with the desire to open ).brtha's 
eyes to the realization that Olaf wa� no 
prize as a hmhancl : that ii .�he really ex­
erted herself, :;he could do muc.h better. 

The climax came when I least expected 
it. It was a warm summer evening. Father 
and ):!other were on the front porch, talk­
ing in low tones. ).Iartha and I and Olaf 
were in the front room-the sacred parlor. 
Martha was unusually restless. Olaf kept 
darting glances at Ill(', studying TllC' when 
he thought I wa::;n't looking. \\'c had 
been discussing a forth-coming picnic in a 
rather desultory way. Suddenly Olaf came 
to his feet ponderously and said, "I will 
take vou to the pitcher sho\v if you want 
to go�" 

I looked up. expecting to see ).fartha 
nod agreeably and :;tart for her coat. To 
mv surprise, she \\·as wearing a stunned 
eXpression and staring at him. And he 
was looking at me ! 

I must have blushed ; I know I \Yas taken 
aback Cnwillingly my eyes went to 
1fartha's face. Olaf turned. and in a 
strange, grudging Yoice said, "Do you \\'ant 
to go. too?" 

).!artha rose, her face pale. and got her 
coat. \Ve all went out. \\'e stepped out 
on the porch. past ).father and Father, who 
smiled benignly on us and watched us go 
down the walk. \\'e walked toward town. 
onl)' a few blocks from home. \\'e sat 
through the picture. although aften\·ards I 
couldn't recall a single part of the feature. 1f artha sat straight and silent through the 
program. Olaf slumped awkwardly in his 
seat. but I was aware of him eyeing me 
continuously. And I was concerned solely 
with the fact that I had brought on this 
situation and that it was up to me to 
carry it through to a plausible and painless 
finish. 

For days afterward. I was aware of a 
subtle change in ?>.'[artha's attitude toward 
me. She was intelligent enough not to ac­
cuse me openly. Yet she had sufficient 
lack of subtlety to let me know what she 

suspected. I began to feel like a low 
variety of woman-what my father often 
described to his congregation as a fallen 
woman. 

I became. at times, almost panicky. 
had deliberately engineered this situation. 
).Iy scheme was succeeding. But it was 
getting out of control. 

Hoping that ).!artha had discovered the 
true ticklcness of Olaf's nature by now. I 
relaxed in my efforts to entrance him. But 
the damage had been done. Olaf relaxed, 
too-in hif' efforts to conceal his feelings 
for me. He was quietly defiant in his at­
titude. How it escaped the notice of my 
parents I don't know to this day. 

In the days that follO\\·ed, he plainly 
showed that if there was any choice be­
tween me and my sister, I was the choice. 
His eyes followed me wherever I went. 
I began to loath myself for the misery I 
saw registered on ).Iartha's face. I realized 
that I had played up to the coarseness in 
the lumberjack's nature, and the fact that 
I had succeeded in being more physically 
alluring to him than ).lartha was no con­
solation to me. 

One night. as I was walking home from to\\·n after ha,·ing made some purchases, I 
met him coming from our home. He smiled 
-it was the first time, I believe, that I had 
ever seen him smile-and asked me if I 
didn't think it early to be heading for 
home. I told him that I didn't think so, 
that I was tired and anxious to get to hed. 
He turned "·ith me and began to accom­
pany me. I asked him. for lack of some­thing better to say, if he wasn't going out 
of hi:; way. 

''Xo." he replied, grasping my arm, "I 
have lots of time." 

"VVhere is Martha?" I asked, walking 
faster. 

"�fartha \\'Cnt to bed early. She didn't 
feel so good." 

.-\ftcr a hit. as \\·c neared my home, he 
said. "Beside:;., I like you just as much 
as 1-.lartha. ).fore. maybe." 

He glanced at me as if to· note the ef­
fect of his words. I didn't reply. Some­
how, home had never seemed so far away. 
I began to walk faster. 

SUDDEXL Y he stopped and grabbed 
me by the shoulders. His breath, 

smelling strongly of tobacco and fish, nauseated me. 
"You like me. too," he muttered. "You 

like me a lot." 
I fought to free myself from his grasp. "I do not." I gasped. ".-\t least, not that 

way. Not like ).Jartha docs." 
"You do!" His voice had become low, 

bestial. "You do. For many days you 
have liked me. You have stayed home. 
you put paint on your lips, your cheeks, 
and you smiled at me. You stayed home 
at night. so I would sec you and so I would 
forget ).Jartha.'' He squeezed me until I bit my lips to keep from crying out. He 
tried to kiss me. finally, but I turned my 
head a\Yay. Blind panic seized me ; I drew 
back my hand and slapped him, hard 
across the mouth. Then I broke loose 
from his grasp and fled, running the re­
maining two blocks to my home. 

).fartha was asleep when I went up to 
bed-\\'C shared the same room. I didn't 
turn on the lights. because I didn't want 
to awaken her. I was afraid she would be 
able to read clear through me, and see 
the shame which was turning my soul to 
lead. Everything Olaf had said-that I 
had tempted him-was true. but not because 
I liked him ! To draw him away from 
).Jartha, yes, but not to have him for my­
self. Sudden loathing filled me1 and it 
was hours later before I slept. 

Olaf kept coming to the house in the 
eyening, following his usual custom. I 
suppose he knew that I wouldn't dare men­
tion the incident to anyone. He came and 
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dined with us, but his manner had changed. 
He talked to Father enn less than before, 
and was almost surly to,Yard ).1artha. As 
for myself. I avoided him as much as pos­
sible. Sometimes I didn't even come down 
for dinner. pleading a headache, or no 
appetite. \\'hen I did come in contact 
with him, he eyed me openly, a frightening, 
unholy light in his eyes. I began to de­
nlop a case of nerves. 

).[artha. too, appeared to be undergoing 
some sort of strain. She became pale, 
listless-and a little frightened, I thought. 
Often I would catch her watching me, her 
eyes dull yet intent. I \\·ondered ho\\· much 
of her thoughts "·as suspicion and how 
much knowledge. Had Olaf told her? 

I began to a\·oid !\lartha as I had Olaf. 
Anything was better than facing that si­
lent, unfathomable star. Anything was 
better than watching her pick at her food, 
nibble absently, push her plate a\\·ay and 
suddenly leave the table. On these oc­
casions my mother would ask her if any­
thing was wrong, and my father would act 
surprised, yet unworried. And I would 
sit there, knowing the truth--or thinking 
I did. 

And then, suddenly. life took a turn for 
me. I met Carl. \\'ithout warning, the 
dark. forbidding clouds on the horizon 
Yanished. and everything seemed gloriously 
beautiful and alive. I forgot ).lartha. for­
got Olat, forgot the developing case of 
nerves-for a time at least. 

,.,ARL was a lumberman from ).!ilwau­...V kee, and he had been sent down by his 
firm to look over some timber land. He 
came to see Father about a list of names, for 
he knew he would be more apt to find hon­
esty in the local minister. Father invited 
him to dinner. Olaf wasn't there that 
night. I was thankful for that. Carl sat 
there, a clean-cut man in his middle twen­
ties. and talked amiably with Father and 
:\father. He smiled several times at me 
and at ).lartha. He described Milwaukee, 
and to us who had never been much 
farther than ).1arquette-and, on one oc­
casion ).Janistigue-it was interesting. I 
watched his face as he talked. and sub­
consciously I knew that I ,..,.·ould see him 
manY times after that. I knew I would. I mUst ! 

And I did. Although his expenses had 
heen paid for a three weeks :;.tay in our 
town. he stayed six weeks. He came to 
the house once or twice a week, at first, 
then more frequently. Soon he was as 
much of a fixture as Olaf had been. 

Olaf ! He still was a visitor, of course, 
but seldom more than once a week. And 
when he did come, it was obvious to me 
that he was cle\'Cloping an intense dislike 
of Carl. Perhaps it was because I couldn't 
quite .conceal my delight whenever Carl 
came mto the room. 

At any rate, while Carl was the perfect 
gentleman, cordial to Olaf, courteous to 
me and everyone else, Olaf was surly and 
grouchy toward Carl. 

One nening we were waiting. for supper, 
and Carl was standing in the kitchen 
watching ).[other and me-).fartha had 
gone to bed. complaining of being ill-Olaf 
came in. Hi:;. right hand was bandaged. 

Father noticed it at the table, later, and 
inquired as to the reason for the bandages. "I hit a feller today at the camp," Olaf 
grunted, his eyes on his plate. 

"\\'hy ?" asked Father. 
"He ,,·as lazy and wouldn't mind my 

orders." 
Father shook his head gently. 
"Sometimes there are better ways of 

getting men to put forth their best efforts 
other than striking them," he said. 

''\Vhen a man does not do what I tell 
him, there is only one way to handle him !" 
He moved his bandaged paw suggestively. 

Carl said, jokingly, "He must have had 
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Ot�£5� jaw, to injure your hand like that, 
Olaf raised his eyes. He looked for a 

long moment at Carl. His expression was 
unchanged, yet there was something in his 
stare-something menacing. His right 
hand twitched. Then he glanced fleetingly 
at me. I shuddered involuntarily. I looked 
hesitatingly at Carl, who seemed mildly 
surprised. 

Carl had come to our town in September. 
One eYening, a month later, while the first 
winter snowstorm beat against our win­
dows .. he proposed to me. I need not de­
scribe the answer I gave him-the glorious 
feeling that suffused my heart. Married­
to Carl ! E\'en now, it is impossible to 
describe the sudden happiness I felt. 

Later, when I told Mother and Father, 
they were happy. They thought Carl to 
be a fine fellow. Father looked over at 
Martha. who was staring in a strange 
fashion at me. 

''Soon it will be your turn, M:lrtha. 
You and Olaf !" 

MARTHA'S lower lip trembled a mo­
ment. Suddenly she leaped up and fled 

from the room. \Ve heard her weeping as 
she sped u() the stairway. Father and 
:Mother looked at each other in amazement. 
And once again that dull, sick feeling struck 
me as I thought of poor �Iartha. She knew, 
now, that Olaf didn't love her. Although 
they still went out together once in a 
while. Olaf's attitude was almost surly 
toward her. 

\\'hen I went up to bed later that eve­
ning, she was lying there in the darkness. 
still \Yeeping. I turned on the light and 
saw her face contorted with anguish. 

She sat up and looked at me. Her 
eyes were wild. 

·'Olaf won't marry me. He wants you!" 
I made a feeble attempt to laugh away 

her remark. She stopped me. 
"He wants you. I know it." 
I sat down beside her on the bed. 
"Martha, why waste your time over 

Olaf? There are plenty of nice men­
men who would be better husbands than 
Olaf e\'er thought of being.'' 

I talked to her quietly then. I told her 
that the reason Olaf liked me was that 
I had made him like me-so that I could 
open her eyes to his real self. I tried hard 
not to make my words sound like a guilty 
confession. I began to feel better as I con­
tinued to unburden myself. Surely Martha 
wouldn't condemn me. She'd understand -I thought. 

\Yhen I finished my story, having told 
everything thel'e was to tell, including 
Olaf's declaration of 10\·e for me-Martha 
sat for a moment. sun·eying me out of 
swollen eyes. I wondered what she was 
thinking. ·And for some unaccountable 
reason. I began to he afraid. Martha had 
ne,·er looked like that. 

She said, ''You shouldn't have done 
that." 

''But honey," I protested, "I did it for 
you. Don't you understand? Olaf is not 
the man fo:- you. You'd be unhappy for 
the rest of your life ! I tried to save you." 

"::--\o other man would han me." she 
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I said. "Do you really lo,·e Olaf, 
U artha ?'' I couldn't keep the revulsion 
out of my Yoice. 

"I hate him !" she cried. 
"Then why-?" I hegan in amazement. 

Then I stopped. There was something 
about her, the way she was lying there. 

"Martha. you're-you're-" 
She looked up at me, her eyes flashing. 
"Yes. Kow you know it. I'm going to 

have a baby !" 
"Olaf?'' I asked, falteringly. 
She nodded, sobbed miserably and turn­

ing her face to the wall. 

I decided on a course of action the next 
day. \Vhatever Olaf intended to do, I 
must know immediately. And I meant to 
find out. Soon �Iartha would be unable 
to conceal her condition from Mother and 
Father. 

The thought of the possible result of 
Father's being made acquainted with the 
sordid story drove me to haste. Father 
must not know. I realized he would be 
as fair in his judgment as his church­
restricted philosophy would permit, but I 
knew there would be condemnation in his 
heart. Martha would surely die under 
that condemnation. She had always wor­
shipped Father and he in turn had lavished 
the greater portion of his love on her­
his first-born. Poor Martha ! She had had 
a rough time, all told. If she incurred the 
displeasure of Father to that extent. I "·as 
sure she would be unable to survive the 
ordeal. 

I went to the livery stable just as it 
was growing dark that evening and rented 
a horse and cutter. The snow was falling 
quietly. I headed out toward the camp 
where I knew Olaf was superintending the 
last of the cutting before the severe storms 
would stop all work for a while. I meant 
to confront the Swede with my story. Then 
to get his decision. Desperation filled me 
as I thought of ).fartha. and I whipped 
the horse into a trot. The snow began 
falling more heavily as I neared the clear­
ing where the first signs of tree-felling 
appeared. I turned the horse around so that he 
was headed in the opposite direction, then 
dimheci down and began walking the re­
maining hundred yards. This was a sud­
den bit of foresight on my part. I \\·anted 
everything ready for hasty flight. s.hould 
Olaf prove annoying. I couldn't help but 
remember his feeling for me. 

Halfway to the camp, I noted a figure 
ahead of me, also heading for the Jog 
house, from which a single light glowed. 
Olaf? 1\ o--.--yet there was something fa­
miliar about his walk 

SUDOE:--JLY my heart ga\'e a leap. 
Carl 1 A warm glow coursed through 

me. I v.•as on the point of calling out to 
him, when, as he neared the house, the door 
swung open and another figure stepped out 
and made for a pile of wood. 

Carl shouted, 11Hello, there !" 
The figure turned and I saw it was 

Olaf. He straightened when he heard 
Carl's voice and dropped the few sticks 
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"Is that you, Olaf?" Carl's voice was 

friendly, almost jO\·ial. "I just came over 
for some estimates your boss was going 
to leave for me. Know \\'here they are?'' 

Olaf stared at Carl a moment. 
"I don't know nothing about them," he 

grunted Jinally. 
I had edged up the trail, so that I could 

see and hear them, although I remained 
invisible. Carl moved up closer. A sud­
den foreboding struck me. I held my 
breath. 

"Olaf. you don't like me, for some rca­
son or other. \Vhafs the trouble ?" 

Olaf said, his voice low with hate : .elf 
you know what is �ood for you, you go 
back-back to your City, right away !" 

Carl laughed. ''Come now, Olaf. \Ve've 
got to be friends. \Vhy, soon we'll be 
members of the same family. You and 
1\Iartha-Jennie and I. Did Jennie tell 
you we are going to be married next 
month ?" 

Olaf reached out and grabbed Carl by 
the front of his coat. My heart leaped. I 
tried to call out a warning, but the words 
stuck in my throat. 

Olaf said, "You will not marry Jennie ! 
Jennie is for me, even if she doesn't like 
me now. She will like me-I'Il make her 

like me. You better leave town-quick !" 
Carl shook off the Swede's grip. 

"Why-" he began, and then Olaf drew 
back that tremendous hand of his and 
struck Carl a terrific blow on the side of 
the head, knocking him sprawlin�. Carl 
struggled to a half-upright position and 
Olaf hit him again. 

Carl squirmed to one side, ducked his 
head and rose beneath the Swede's flailing 
arms. He swung his fist hard against 
Olaf's mouth. Olaf staggered back, half 
fell, staggered again, then landed prone on 
his back. 

Carl \\'aited for him to rise, breathing 
heavily. The Swede mond a bit, then 
relaxed-groaning. Carl watched him a 
moment longer, then swung on his heel 
and walked away. He headed down the 
trail at right angles to where I crouched 
in frozen fear. I was tempted to call after 
him-then I suddenly remembered my mis­
sion. I must rouse Olaf and extract from 
him a promise to come and see Martha. I was satisfied that he wouldn't be able to 
hurt me in his battered condition. 

I STC).(ULED through the snowdrifts to 
his side. I knelt down, and suddenly 

noticed a pool of scarlet staining the white 
ground around his head. Then I saw that 
an axe, half-buried in a wooded block, was 
abo con·red with blood-and Olaf's eyes 
were half open and glazing rapidly. A 
waYe oi nausea swept over me. 

Ola( was dead ! \\"hen he had stumbled. 
his head had struck the: axe ! 

My first feeling was of terror. It was 
growing darker every second-and I was 
in the middle of the forest with a dead 
man ! Thl'll I thought of Carl, and of the 
danger that threatened him. He didn't 
know he had kilkd Olaf-but they would 
trace it to him ! 1 didn't know how-but 
I knew that the police had ways of finding 
out things. 

I knew that. without witnesses, Carl 
would not ha\'e a chance. They'd convict 
him without wasting time. I was the only 
one who had seen Cart acting in self-de­
fense-but who would believe me?' 

Carl must have a chance to get away ! 
That was his only chance ! I reached down and grabbed one of 
Olaf's stiffening arms. Had I not been 
so panic-stricken, thinking about Carl's 
peril. I would never have had the fortitude 
to go through with it. I pulled. tugged. and hauled. I dragged 
Olaf's body oY<::r to a small gully, about ten 
feet deep. I pushed him over until he lay 
sprawled on the bottom. Then I seized the 
axe and dropped it into the gully beside 
him. I hastily located a shovel and began 
shO\·eling snow over the edge, until I had 
completely conred Olaf and the axe. Then 
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it would storm that night, that the snow 
would come in hu$'e drifts and cover all 
the gruesome e\•tdence-at feast long 
enough to allow Carl to get out of danger. 

How I made it back to town, how I 
climbed the stairs to my room and 
).lartha's. to sink sobbing with spent 
energy, I can't remember. 

It snowed heavily that night. 
The next day I talked with Carl and 

begged him to marry me within that week 
-instead of waiting a month. He seemed 
surprised, but finally consented. I think he 
was just as eager to be married as I was. 

During that week I was frantic with 
fear that Olaf's body would be discovered, and his death traced to Carl. Several 
times I caught myself on the verge of 
telling Carl e\·erything. The secret of 
this tragedy seemed almost too heavy for 
me to carry alone. 

Each time I opened my mouth to let the 
vi·hole dismal tale come out, something 



stopped me. For one thing, L was lcarmng 
more about Carl cn;·y day. I knc\\", sub­
consciously. that if he discO\·ered he had 
been the cause of Olaf's death, he would 
gin himself up immediately. And I 
couldn't bear to think of that. So I re· 
mained silent, thoug-h it seemed that the 
\\·hole world, including my parents and 
:\fartha, must know the torment oi anxiety 
I was going through. 

The day bciore the wedding. one oi the 
men at the camp came to our house to 
ask Father if he kne\\" \\"here Olaf was. 
\\'hen Father said that he didn't haYe anv 
idea, the man shrugged his shoulder' mur­
mured something about "Guess Olaf de­
"ided to take a trip somewhere.'' and \\·ent 
back to report to his boss. 

.--\nd :\Jartha. thinking the 011)\· possible 
thing, went up to her room a1ld sobbed 
hcrscli to !'l�p. I thought dcsperatclv for 
a s0lution !0 the problem. .).Jy hands "were 
tied. Ii :\lartha's condition \\·ere disco\·· 
ered. it \\"ould not be through any dis­
closure from Ill('. 

Father married us, early the next morn­
ing. :\father stood by, weeping happily. 
�fartha stood by me, \'acant-eyed and pale. 

1 felt guilty abou..: lea\'ing :\fartha in her 
predicament-yet my fear for Carl's safety 
was greater. He hadn't told me. or any­
one. for that matter. of his light \Yith Olaf. 
And if l could help it, he would not kno\\' 
that that battle had ended in death-for 
Olaf. 

My fathe-r ,,-a!' a H'ry ju:-t man, far 
more broad-minded than l had thought 

possible. I rcccind a letter from }.fartha 
after I had been married a month. It was 
a letter de,·oid oi feeling, a bare statement 
of facts. It ;;:aid that Father had bought 
:Martha. a \\·cdding ring. and had told his 
congregation at church ne-xt Sunday about 
her wedding to Olaf a fe"· days before. 
.'\nd everyone was ,-ery happy and con­
gratulated }.Lartha, although they were 
surprised that Olai ;;:hould disappear so 
suddenly right aiter his marriage. 

Father hims.eli \\ rote : 

I feel that God will be much easier on 
i\lartha than would the tongtle!l of gossips. 
Perhaps Olaf wtll ccme back ami make tl1e lie 
a truth . .  \t any rate, l have pr;l\'cd for for· .;ri\·('ne�s for m:·self, as well as for')lartha aud Olaf 
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They disconrcd Olaf's body in the 
spring. \\"hen the snmn: melted. The cor­
oner's n'rdict was to the effect that Olaf, 
in \\·alking about with the axe, had un­
doubt('(lly slipped down the gully and fallen 
on it, iracturing his skull. Accidental 
death. 

I \\'atched Carl's face as he read the 
account in the paper. His bro\\" furrowed 
in m0:11entary thought. then he shook his 
head sli�htly and relaxed. 

:\fartha's child. I da :\lay, was born three 
weeks aiter the discoYery of Olaf's body. 
The shock oi knowing that her child would 
never bear it's rightful name pro\·ed too 
much for poor ).lartha. She liHd six 
\\·eeks longer. a11d then passetl on. 

J think God will forgive me also for the 
secret I held all these years-the tragedy 
which I started in my ieeble attempt to 
sa,·e Martha. and the story of which, 
should it e,·er come to light, \\'Ould ha\·e 
hurt so many and righted no wrong. As 
my atonement to :\Jartha, I am raising 
little Ida May as my own child-mine and 
Carl's. \\·e gave her om· name, to take 
the place of the one we, both of us, de­
prin:!d her of. 

I M a r r i e d  a B a r b a r i a n  

Colon, and thc country about it. He spoke 
oi palm trees, orange trees, tropical vines 
and flowers. Perfume on the air. per­
petual summer, and yet no intense heat. the 
blue waters of the Caribbean lapping white 
shores, towering mountains rising in the 
distance. It was a picture of enchantment. 

".Are we rrally going ;-·• I asked. 
''I think we'd better. As you say j obs 

are scarce. And there is plenty there. I 
O\\·n a whole island off the Panama shore." 

"Oh. Rafael. an island ! .-\1H.I �hall we 
Jj,·e there :·• 

''Perhaps. though I may decide to stay 
in Colon.'' 

I \\._--\S all for starting at once. But 
Rafael seemed to hold back. A doubt 

crossed my mind. as he spent another week 
looking ior a joh. 

"RafaeL will your people like me : \\'ill 
they be glad to see me? Or will they be 
angry that you married up here." 

''They'll like you all right. But of course 
you know things are different down there." 

Raiael soon became convinced that there 
"·ere no jobs ior him in 1\ew York One 
night he counted up his money and said 
we'd better start. li he paid rent again 
he might not ha,·e enough leit to get us to 
his homr. 

There was a flurry of getting ready. 
We had linle to pack besides our clothing. 1 packed a hox. of our books. and another 
box of the fc"· things I had bought for 
our home, mostly bed clothes and things for 
the table. 

''Don't take those.'' said Raiael. when 
h� sa,,· me folding some sht'ets. "You'll not 
need them.'' 

"Xot need them? \\'hy you need sheet:: 
wherever ,·ou arc." 

He said
. 

nothing more but helped me 
with the packing. Two weeks later we 
left the ship at Colon. \\'e went to a 
small hotel. \\'hen we were settled in a room 
1 looked at my husband to sec what we 
:-hould do next. \\'hen would we meet his 
iarnily? \Yere we going out to the island 
at once? But he was as uncommunicati,·e 
here as in X ew York. The next three daYS 
he was out almost constantly, day atld 
e,·ening. He \\"as al\\'ays kind and courte­
ous but nenr seemed to haYc time to talk 
to me. 

I went about the city, thrilled at its 
strangenei's. I saw the tropical flowers 

(Continued from page 28) 
and trees. and man�· small. brown men and 
"·omen. l had plenty of time to think 
about things. I iaund myself looking at 
the Panamanians closely. \Vas Rafael one 
of them ? He didn't look like any I had 
seen so far. Of course there were many 
Americans in Colon. I heard English 
spoken e\·ery\\·here. and some portions of 
the city had an .--\merican look. .-\dmin­
istration officials. employees oi the Canal 
Zone and thl� . \merican railroad men lh·ed 
there. Xo one spoke to me except people 
in the shops. 

On the third day \Yhen I returned late 
in the afternoon from a walk, I found 
Rafael in our room with a roughly dressed 
man. 

").fy brother Francis,'' Rafael presented 
him. He jerked a quick nod at me without 
rising from his chair. A cold hand of 
iear :-eemetl to touch my heart. L had been 
picturing a pro�perou:O., refined Spanish­
American familY of in-laws. But this 
crude man did ·not lit in to the picture. 
Rafael and he immediately went on talking 
in some strange language. paying no at­
tention to me, though they looked at me 
now and then as if I were the subject of 
discussion. .--\nd I in my turn watched 
them. \\'hat wa:- this man ? Suddenly 
the truth dawned on me. and T barely sup­
pressed a cry of dismay. 

That aftemoon I had seen a group of 
Indians coming up from the docks, the 
women in voluminous skirts, and the elabo­
rately embroidered blouses they make to 
wear-and to sdl : the men in khaki 
trousers. and gay-colored shirts. All were 
bareheaded. .--\ fe\\' wore sandals, but most 
were barefooted. But there was that un­
mistakable likeness or features. the 
straight. damp-looking. black hair, the full 
hlack eyes. the sharply cut features, the 
rather sullen expression. And Francis 
was an Indian. 1 could not doubt it. He 
was dressed like them. lie might ha,·c 
been one oi that Yery group. There \\"ere 
the Indian features and expression. But 
what of Rafael ? I stared at him. Di­
,·ested oi his carefully kept :\"ew York 
clothing he would ha,·e looked just like 
Francis. only some\yhat younger. I arose 
and left the room. I needed to be alone 
to think. 

I faced the truth. I was married to a 
Central .·\merican Indian. His people 
might be san'lge-s li\·ing r<'mote from ci,·ili-

zation. It seemed to be his plan to rejoin 
his iamjly, and what would be my fate 
there? I shuddered at the unknown ter­
rors. But presently my common sense as­
serted itself. Rafael \\·as no savage, but a 
man educated. l kne\\' not how, in the 
American manner. He had adjusted him­
self to liie in Xew York. Somewav he 
had made a g·ood living there. EYen if he 
rejoined his people he would not change. 
He was my husband, always kind, and 
courteous. l lOYed him. I could go any­
where with him, sure of protection. I 
would :10t be afraid e\'Cn if we livel.l among 
uncivilized Indians. ).fy own battle over, 
I turned back to the hotel. Francis \\·as 
gone. Rafael was waiting for me to go 
to dinner. I am glad to remember that I 
didn't utter one reproach, nor even ask a 
question. \\'e went down to the dining 
room. Rafael walked beside me, handsome, 
well-dressed. \veil-bred. How absurd of 
me to conjure up terrors. 

THERE was a man in the l.lining room 
"·ho had spoken to Ra iael several times, 

a Doctor \\"ade. As he bowed to us this 
evening I suddenly remembered that I had 
heard :someone say he was a missionary 
doctor who ministered to the Indians. I 
re�olnd to fmd an opportunity to talk with 
him. 

Rafael went ... ut again that evening. Be­
fore this \\·hen left alone I had sta}•ed in 
our room. This (:\•ening I went do\\"nstairs 
after he left. Dr. \Vade sat beside a win­
dow reading a magazine. 

''Dr. \Vade. can you spare me a few 
minutes ?'' I said. 

''Ol1. ).[rs. Veranes. certainly." 
He arranged a chair for me, and sat 

d0\\"11 facing me. 
"�ow what can T do for you?" "I want you to tell me about the Indians," I faltered. 
He sat silent for a minute, and then 

began, and in ten minutes he had told me 
a great deal about the Indians. Dr. \�"ade 
had been working among them for ten 
years : and what he told me was not a 
guess. T learned that the Panamanians were, in 
larg-e proportion. of mixed Spanish and 
Indian blood though of course there \\·ere 
some purely Spani�h families. and there 
were tribes. or rather communities of the 
Indians that had refused to mix with the 
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white race, and had kept their blood purely 
Indian. My husband, he said, belonged to 
one of these purely Indian communities. 
They were a proud people. They kept 
to many of the old customs that went 
back to the time of Columbus. Some of 
them were wealthy, perhaps much richer 
than their neighbors suspected. They got 
gold from the mountains the other side 
of the Isthmus, though no one had yet 
succeeded. in finding their source of supply. 
They had also learned to trade in the port 
towns. They raised fruit and brought the 
natural forest products, dye stuffs. and 
rare woods. As a people they �ere illiter­
ate by our standards, though they had 
keen minds. But now some of the more 
influential families were recognizing the 
importance of American education if they 
were to hold their own in Panama, \vhich 
was filling up with foreigners. So it had 
become the custom for a family to select 
one especially promising son, and send him 
out to the United States, or to some city 
nearer home with good schools, so that he 
might obtain an education. Also the gov· 
ernment was establishing schools among 
them as fast as it could, but it would be 
years before the remoter communities were 
reached. 

I LISTE�ED and a::-ked a question now 
and then. At length I arose to go. I 

wanted to get back to my room. Some inner 
sense warned me that I had better not let 
Rafael see me talking to Dr. \�lade. The 
doctor arose and walked with me to the 
stairs. 

In parting he said. ":\Irs. Veranes, do 
not go back with your husband to the 
island his family owns." 

"But what can I do? I'll have to go 
with my husband." 

"The American authorities will help you 
get back to New York. If you decide to 
go back call upon me. and I will help with 
the arrangements." 

"But why ought I not go with my hus­
band?" 

"These are a primitiYe people. They 
live by their old laws. A white woman 
ought not go among them." 

"What \vill they do to me ?" "Oh, I didn't mean to frighten you. They 
will not offer you as a human sacrifice to 
the dark old Mayan gods they still secretly 
worship. You will suffer no physical in­
jury. But you'd better heed my advice 
and not go." 

I tossed on my bed half the night de­
bating the doctor's advice. Sometimes I 
decided to go to him the first thing in 
the morning, and ask to be sent back to 
New York. Then I was ashamed to give 
up weakly. This was my problem; I 
ought to meet it. I fell into a troubled 
sleep before Rafael came in. 

But in the morning my fears vanished. 
There was Rafael, the dear familiar person 
who had become a part of my life. 'Vhat 
could happen to me while he was \Vith 
me? 

"Don't go out this morning Janet," he 
said. "Some people are coming to see you." 

"To see me?" I asked. "Is it some of 
your family?" 

"�o. Oh yes, Philip belongs to our ���J}Y. a sort of cousin. The others do 

Without anything ever having been said 
about it I had learned that it was no use 
to question my husband. I must wait. 

Three Indian men were ushered in at 
ten o'clock. One was about Rafael's age, 
the other two much older. The younger 
one \vas dressed in American clothes, and 
he bowed to me \\'hen presented. The 
other two mere1y stared. I grew nervous 
as they sat there with their black eyes 
staring at me all the time. Philip asked 
them some question in their own tongue. 
They grunted an assent. So Philip told 

why they had come. 
They wanted to know if I would come 

to the Island of Avradi, and teach in a 
school for their children. They would 
build a home for me, and a school if I 
would consent to come. They knew their 
children must have education like children 
in the States. But they didn't want to 
send them away. So when they heard 
their kinsman, Rafael, had married an 
American they decided to ask her to be­
come the teacher. 

left land. I had yet to learn that the 
Indians do not like to speak to their wives 
in public. 

I put my head down on the cushion I 
had brought with me and dozed. When the 
sail was brought about it woke me. I sat 
up, and saw that we were nearing an 
island. How beautiful it looked from the 
boat. The blue water lapped a white sand 
shore. Farther back was the dark green 
or tropical foliage. Ready to grasp at a 
stra \\' of hope my spirits lifted. 

"It is beautiful," I said. "C m," grunted Rafael. 
And I may as well say here what I 

soon had to notice. From the moment of 
embarking in the boat Rafael seemed to 
become all Indian. Gone were the charm· 
ing manners, and all the endearing little 
attentions. He did not extend a hand to 
help me from the boat. He stalked ahead 
of me up toward the buildings that I saw 
through the trees. The Indians unloaded 
our boxes and left them on the sand. I 
meekly followed my husband. 

"What do you want me to do, Rafael ?" "I think it would be a good thing. Avradi 
is close to our island. One can sail over 
in an hour. But I think you will like it 
better on A vradi. There are more people 
there. There is a store where you can buy 
American things. There are often visitors 
from the mainland. The doctor comes, and 
the padre, and trading boats, sometimes 
tourists and students. You will not be so 
lonely. They will build our house and 
your school. They will keep us supplied 
with food. If I am away you can live with 
Philip's wife, so I will know you are quite 
safe." . _Jl CRO,VD had gathered to see us land. 

"Very well, I will do it, though I don'�Z"1 Men. women and children stared at me 
know anything about teaching. I suppose as I went up from the shore. I looked at 
I can teach the children to speak English them and tried to smile. But their faces 
and to read." remained solemn and inscrutable. Amid 

The Indians departed, and I felt better. this alien and unfriendly looking people I 
I liked the idea of helping my adopted race. must make my new Jife. 
I saw myself leading them out oi igno- ).Iost of the men and women were 
ranee and savagery, and accepting the good dre!'Sl'd in dull clothes, khaki, gray, brown 
things of civilization. or black. The men wore shirts and 

But one evening when we carne back up- trousers, the women ful\ gathered skirts 
stairs my doubts returned, for I saw a side and sleeveless blouses. The children, up 
of Rafael that I had nncr seen before. Dr. to perhaps ten years of age, were quite 
"'ade had come to om table. and talked a naked. But though the grown people 
few minutes addre:"-5ing sc\·eral remarks to were dressed in such ugly clothes they had 
me. Rafael \vas silent until \\·e were in t'lllery ior �pl·,ial occasions. 
the room. Then he said in a low tone, "Ii I iollowed H.aiael to the row of queer 
any man should ever look at you with de- little buildings. Tlwy were set close to· 
sire, I should kill him." gether. There was no privacy. They 

I laughed it off. I said, "I don't think had a bird-cage effect. Rafael stalked into 
any man will. Anyone can see that I am the open door of one of the houses. I 
a very firmly married woman. I don't followed. 
want any other man, and men do not flirt "Here we lin." he said. 
without some encouragement.'' The house \\'aS an oblong box made of 

"Are you sorry you married an Indian;" :'lender poles of bamboo set close together. 

"WHY, Rafael, I never thought of it. I 
married you-not your race. And I 

married you because I loYed you. Any� 
thing outside that doesn't matter." "1 loved you from the moment I saw 
you. I said, 'This is my woman. No one 
else shall have her.' I would never let you 
go." 

He swept me into his arms. But even 
while he caressed me I was afraid. He 
would never let me go. I could make up 
my mind to that. There would be no easy 
American divorce if I found life unbear­
able. In this case the words of the mar­
riage vow would be literally fulfilled : "In 
sickness and health, for better or worse. till 
death us do part." There was no longer 
for me any thought of drawing back. 

A few days later we went down to the 
docks, and embarked in a small sailing 
vessel, manned by three Indians. As sailors. 
these Indians are without equals. There 
were several other Indian passengers. but 
none except Philip could speak English. 

I watched the shore recede. Soon even 
the dim outline of the taller buildings 
sank from sight. There was only sea and 
sky, and the little white sailboat in the 
center of it. My \\'Orld had shrunk to 
this boat filled with brown-faced Indians. I felt cut off forever from my old life. We 
sailed for several hours without a sight 
of land, and while once we saw a ship 
on the horizon it seemed only to make our 
loneliness more evident. 

"Rafael," I said. "are they lost? Ho\\' 
can they know where to go?" 

"They know the way," he answered 
shortly. 

He had hardly spoken to me since we 

There was one room. My house had a 
rough floor, though many of them had only 
the white island sand for a floor. For 
furniture there was a straight kitchen chair. 
and a stool. A shelf along one side held 
a few utensils and tools. 

"Is this your house?" 1 said fighting 
dmvn the panic that was rbing in me. 

"Yes." 
"\\'hen can we get the furniture ?" 
"There is no more furniture." 
"There isn't any table or cookstove or 

bed." 
"\:V e need no table, and you make the 

firc,to cook outside the door. Yonder are 
our beds." 

He pointed and I saw that hvo bright 
hammocks were slung from the ceiling. 

"Oh do we sleep in hammocks?" I said. 
and laughed. "\Veil, if you can stand it 
I can. Perhaps we can get some more 
things from the traders. for you have been 
used to a different kind of liie since you've 
been away." 

"V,Te'll sec." He was unsmiling. I\·e 
wondered since if his sullen air was not 
pride. Perhaps he hated to offer me such 
a home. But I'm glad that I never uttered 
one complaint. He stood across the room 
looking at me. almost glo\\'ering at me. 
I put dom1 my hand luggage and took off 
my hat. He reached for the hat and hung 
it on a peg in the \vall. 

"Vle'll get along, Rafael. and as time 
goes on, and we earn some money, we can 
furnish our house. If those Indian women 
can keep house this way I think I can man­
age to do it. 'Vill you go to the store and 
get something for our supper?" 

"My cousin wilt give us supper," he said. 
"A little later we will both go to· the 
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store and get what we need." 
He went out, and through the slits be­

tween my bamboo \\•ails I watched him 
go down the village street, an incongruous 
figure in his trim New York clothes. 

There is no use going over that painful 
time that passed while I was learning to 
li\·e like a San Bias Indian. Just in brief, 
here is the way we lived : 

I grew used to my bird-cage house. No 
one except small children peeped through 
the slits, and when I complained to Rafael 
that was stopped. I did not miss a city 
bathroom, for there before my door was 
the ocean, with its warm but refreshing 
water. I went down for a dip each morn­
ing and evening. My neighbors, both men 
and women, went in naked, but I wore a 
kimono do\vn to the beach, and I soon 
made a cotton bathing suit for myself. 

There was no house to care for. Each 
day I sprinkled damp sand on my floor and 
swept it off with a broom of bound palm 
fibres. The floor was always fresh and 
clean. Bed-making simply meant drawing 
the hammocks up nearer the roof so they 
would not be in the way. Cooking was 
the worst. I watched the other women 
and did as they did. I made a small pit 
in the sand before my door. I brought 
drift wood from the beach to makt' my 
fire. When I came my utensils were several 
large tin cans like lard cans, and a few 
rusty spoons and knives. I used some of 
my small amount of money and bought a 
frying pan, an enamelled kettle, and a few 
cheap dishes. · 

ft. LSO I persuaded Ha iael to make me a Z'1 table, and we sat down ior each meal 
to a table spread with a white cloth. My 
mother had taught me to be a good cook, 
but my experience was of no use here. I 
had to learn all over again. Rafael's 
cousin Tolita showed me a few things. I 
never learned to cat the- natin �te\\" that 
is the food mainstay for the island tribes. 
It is made thus : 

In the laTge tin lard can they place 
plantain, fish and sometimes rice. The 
mixture is drenched with cocoanut oil­
they make that themselves--and then slow­
ly cooked over the open fire. To me it is 
a horrible tasting mess hut the Indians like 
it and thrive on it. However I did not 
go hungry. There were always fish fresh 
from the sea. There was an abundance of 
fruit, orang·cs, bananas, limes, pineapples, 
avacadoes, mangoes and pomeloes, and the 
always plentiful plantains. I could have 
all the cocoanuts I wanted. I just went 
out under the trees and pilKed them up. 
Orange, avacado and banana trees grew 
close to our house. Tomatoes, yams and 
beans were either raised by the islanders 
or sold for a few cents from the trading 
boats. At the store I could buy canned 
milk, and packages of crackers that took 
the place of bread. So you can see that 
food was never a problem. 

The women ne\•er became friendly. I 
found that most of the people on this island 
could speak a little English. \Vhen I 
went to the home island I was among peo­
ple none of whom could speak English ex­
cept Rafael and his father and brothers. 
The women would answer my questions, 
but they ne\·er spoke first, and even if I 
sat down near a g·roup they never included 
me in a conversation. 

I heard nothing more of the school, 
though for a month or more I continued to 
ask about it. I would have liked to teach 
these children. There were many of them 
running wild about the island, dashing in 
and out of the water, lying on the warm 
sand, seeming to belong to nobody. They 
were shy little creatures, running away 
when I tried to talk with them. They did 
not seem to get into mischief, and while 
I was there I never knew of a child's 
being punished, nor even spoken to harshly. 

While I li\·ed on Avradi I learned how 
many things that we think necessary one 
can do without, and still be comfortable 
and happy. No father on the island had 
to worry about clothes or shoes for his 
small children. They went naked, and 
their little, golden brown bodies were beauti­
ful. No one worried about keeping them 
clean. A dirty child was simply shooed 
into the sea. There were no doctor bills, 
for there was no doctor. You dropped a 
hook or net into the sea and came back 
with fish for dinner. You gathered the 
rest of the food from trees. For a house 
you went to the mainland jungle and cut 
enough bamboo poles to build one. The 
women wove the hammocks which were 
the only beds. A few· yards of cheap 
cotton cloth made the clothing for the 
adults. 

However, every Indian woman had one 
luxury. She made herself one or more 
of the blouses of cut work which I believe 
are worn only by these Indians. They are 
cut on a simple pattern with cap sleeves 
and open neck. Several layers of cloth 
are basted together, and the pretty pat­
terns are made by cutting away one layer 
in a design1 and then sewing in the edges 
with stitches as fine and even as the finest 
embroidery. The Indian women now have 
quite a trade in these blouses, for tourists 
are willing to pay a good price for them. 

There were no dishes, no furniture. and 
hence the \\·omen had no housekeeping. 
There were no automobiles, for the island 
was only a mile or two across. You 
travelled by boats which the men made 
themselves by going to the mainland, fell­
ing a large tree, and hollowing it out. 
t�� ���p1C:'!r:�: ��;;,/
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sang and swam and sailed in the boats. 
They attended the numerous fiestas that 
were celebrated either on the island or on 
the mainland. 

There was one little child on the island 
about whose fate I still wonder. I saw her 
the first day I was there. She was a 
beautiful little creature, blue-eyed, and 
golden-haired, a little fairy princess. Among 
the naked brown children she stood out 
not only because of her blonde beauty but 
also because she was dressed in a white 
dress, white socks and patent leather slip­
pers. The second day I saw her with her 
mother. a slim, p1·etty Indian girl who did 
not look old enough to ha\·e a child of 
five years. But next day I saw her with 
a tall black negro. He was leading her 
by the hand with an air of possessive pride. 
He knelt down on the sand to straighten 
her little socks, and she threw her arms 
about his neck. saying "Dear Daddy" in 
her sweet childish voice. 

I Jl.;ST had to know about her, and 
Rafael told me the story briefly. The 

mother had gone to the mainland when she 
was fourteen to work for an American 
family. She had worked only a few weeks 
and then had married a white man. Her 
husband had died when the child was two 
years old. After trying to keep herself and 
child for awhile she had returned to her 
father's home on the island. She and the 
child had been taken in and made welcome. 
for most of the Indians do not object to 
these mixed matches. But the negro man 
who had been her suitor after she was a 
widow, followed her to the island. and they 
were married. He adored his little blonde 
step-daughter. It was he who insisted that 
.she should be dressed like a white child. 
And he talked to her in English so she 
should know the languafZ"e. and he keot 
watch over her manners. I stopped to talk 
to him one day when he was walking with 
the child. 

"Curtsy to the lady, Rose." he said in 
the soft slurred English of the south. He 
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had been a houseman in a good American 
home in the Canal Zone, and being ob­
servant, he remembered how the children 
were trained. 

The child dropped a charming curtsy, 
and I praised her to the father, making 
him my firm friend. 

"She shall go to a convent school when 
she is older," he said. "The sisters will 
know what to teach her. She shall not be­
come a savage. I am saving money now. 
There will be enough for her.'' 

But I still wonder what will become of 
little Rose Jansen. Will that devoted negro 
step-father be able to give her the sort of 
life he wants her to have? 

There were many half-breed children, as 
I noticed wben I began looking at them 
more closely. There were several white 
men there who were married to Indian wo­
men. But they were the type of men that 
are called beach-combers. They had lost 
touch with their own nationality and were 
willing to sink into this lazy life. There 
were several negroes also. The Indians 
mingle freely with negroes, and they inter­
marry-that is unless they belong to one of 
the proud families that claim descent from 
the ancient J.layas. These frown upon 
inter-marriages either with white people or 
negroes. It was to this sort of family that 
I belonged. 
I DO not know how Rafael filled in his 

time. He was away a great deal. He 
would set out in his boat in the morning, 
either alone or with another man, and 
would not return until evening. He al­
ways seemed to have plenty of money, and 
gave me money when I asked for it. Some 
of the more energ·etic Indians and negroes 
engaged in trade between the islands and 
the mainland. and they made money-money 
in sums that appeared large to these people 
who had so few expenses for necessities. 
Some of the men, Rose's father among 
them. were reputed to be rich. 

The fiestas seemed to be occuring every 
few weeks. Since I could not understand 
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meaning. To the Indians I think they only 
meant a time of merry making ; some had 
been started by the old Spanish mission­
aries. but some were native Indian festivals. 
::llost of our islanders went to the nearest 
tO\\"tl on the mainland, a village called Man­
ita to enjoy the fiestas. They wore all of 
their finery, and stayed to dance until the 
dawn of the next day. 

I was taken just once with Rafael to a 
fiesta. But there was quite a large party 
of tourists that had come to watch the 
dance. Of course they noticed me. I had 
put on a pretty lace dress to do Rafael 
credit. And he was wearing his New York 
clothes. Some of the American men from 
the tourist party came and asked me to 
dance. I refused discreetly. But even the 
fact that they spoke to me roused Rafael's 
jealousy. One of the men. astonished to 
find I spoke English. asked how I came 
to be there with those "savages." 

"Don't you want to go back ?" he asked 
bluntly. J.ly husband was at my elbow. 
I said. "Oh. no. I live on one of the 
beautiful islands out in the bay. That is 
my horne." 

I was never taken to another fiesta. 
Thereafter Rafael went to the mainland 
with the Indians ; leaving me on the island 
with the old people and small children. 

One evening. returning late after a fiesta 
in Manita, Rafael came in looking as if 
he had been in a fight. His nose had been 
bleeding. There was a scratch on his face, 
and his shirt collar was torn half off. But 
Rafael was chuckling. 

"Carlo sure didn't want to get married," 
he said. "But we made him." 

"You don't mean that all this happened 
at a wedding?" 
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"Y cs. for Carlo fought, but we \\·ere too 
much for him." 

"You don't mean the bridegroom was 
unwilling to be married ?" 

"Yes. He didn't like the girl his father 
picked for him. But we threw him in her 
hammock all right. and they are married 
by this time ... 

I had to ask a good many questions to 
get it out of him. hut for the first time I 
learned of the marriage customs of the 
Indians. 

\Vhcn a girl is thirteen or fourteen her 
father looks about for a hu�band for her. 
The fathers of the pro�pcctiYc bride and 
groom arrange the marriage. :\ bamhoo 
house is built for the girl ; her hammock is 
slung in it. \\"hen all is ready she retires 
alone to her hammock. The young men 
of the neighborhood bring in the groom. 
pretending to struggle to escape--only 
sometimes it is a real struggle if the groom 
does not like the girl his father has chosen. 
Tn spite of the struggles the youth is cast 
into the hammock with the girl. The 
captors go away. and that is the marriage. 
There is a feast and dancing the next day, 
the celebration being as elaborate as the 
father of the bride can afford. 

I FOCKD out about the funeral customs. 
too. A neighbor woman died suddenly. 

I called with Rafael to offer sympathy. The 
body was to be carried to the mainland 
next morning. for the funeral in the church 
in )Janita. The ,,·oman had been baptized 
in the church in her infancy. and no,,· the 
church was giving her its last rites. She 
was lying in the hammock in which she 
had slept, and this was her winding sheet 
and coffin. It would be wrapped around 
her and she would be buried in it. in the 
Tndian cemetery on a remote rocky hillside 
on the mainland. 

She was dressed in her fine embroidered 
blouse. and her necklace was about her 
neck. Her necklace was a chain of gold 
on which was strung all the 'nalth she 
had accumulated in her life time. There 
were gold coins, American and Spanish. 
and South American. .\ scientist told me 
afterward that some of these coins are very 
old. and worth a great deal. There were 
also several gold ornaments made oi pure 
gold that the Indians dig out of their secret 
supply in the mountains. That necklace 
represented enough ,,·ealth to keep an 
Indian family in luxury for a good many 
year!=.. 

\Vhen '"e were going home T �aid. "\Vill 
they give the necklace to her daughter?" 

"�o." said Rafael. "they "·ill leave it on 
her." 

. \nd that was the custom. The Indian 
woman's "·ealth was buried with her. :\ncl 
sometimes the graves are dug up. a:1d the 
dead body robbed by greedy "·hite men 
"·ho haYe heard of this custom. 

The German storekeeper was my friend 
from the first. and he was the only man 
to whom I cmlld speak without arousing 
J<afael's ferocious jealousy. Herr Lcih­
shcrm was so old and fat and homely that 
I suppose Rafael thought it ahsurd tO see 
anv interest on my part. But if he had 
knOwn ho,,· much I liked the old man he 
might han� gone into rages e,·cn over him. 

\Ve had a good many touri�ts visiting 
that year. :Host .\mericans had not known 
before that we had ruined cities. temples. 
palaces and pyramids older than those oi 
Egypt. and both explorers and curiosity 
seekers came to try to g-et a glimpse of 
these wonders. ::\Iost of the ruins lie in 
the jungles and are not easily reached. But 
the tourists overflowed in Central :\mer­
ica. some even visiting our island. 

''\Vhen the tourists are going back \\·ould 
you not like to get in the boat \Yith them?" 
said Herr Leihsherm one day when I ::;tood 

with him in the store looking out at a 
crowd of tourists \Yho \n·re taking pictures 
of the Indian children. 

That was the first I knew that he real­
ized my plight there. 

"I wouldn't dare." I anS\Yercd. "I'd 
only get to Colon. and there I \Yould haye 
to \Yait till the immigration authorities al­
lowed me to sail. I would be found. I 
might he killed." 

"Yes, that is true. But if a canoe comes 
and you 1wed help remt>mber that Uncle 
Otto will do anything he can." 

''Oh, thank you. I would like to get 
back to my own people. ::\[y husband is 
not unkind to me, but this is  no life for 
an .-\mcrican woman. Perhaps sometime 
I can persuade him to leave this island. 
this savage life. But I am glad to know 
I have a iriend here.'' 

The party of Proiessor .-\.ngleston, the 
archeologist. stopped at our island the next 
week. And from then on events moved 
swiftly to the climax of tragedy. The 
party stayed on the island only a few days. 
\Ve had no ruins. I suspect these flat 
i:::lands are swept hy tidal waves or high 
:-:.ea::: at inten·als. and all buildings are 
swept awa.r. The scientists wanted to talk 
with the Indians. get some of their legends, 
and stories. and especially to try to trace 
their connection \\·ith the ancient ).[avas. 
.\very Thurston was a writer who l1ad 
joined the expedition to get material for 
a book and magazine articles on Central 
.\merica. Carlos Borja, a Nicaraguan of 
Spanish descent had j oined the expedition 
for purposes knom1 at that time only to 
himself. 

I was the only white woman on the 
island, and both of these young men noticed 
me. I shrank from their friendliness all 
I could, remaining in my house when they 
visited the island. They had located a 
camp almost opposite us on the mainland, 
and either Avery or Carlos came to the 
island almost daily. The exploring party 
had a small gas launch. and the trip across 
was a quick and easy one. They had been 
coming for a number of days before Rafael 
saw either of them talking to me. He 
came home early that day. Carlos was 
leaning against my doorway talking to me 
as I sat se\\·ing in the house. Before 
Rafael's cold stare even his self-assurance 
melted away. He said good-bye, and went 
down to his boat. I kept my head bent 
o,·er my se\\·ing. For a long minute 
Rafael did not speak. Then he said in low, 
frightful tones. '' .--\.mong our people it is 
the custom to bury an unfaithful wife 
alive.'' 

I threw down my sewing and faced him. 
X o\\· my temper \\·as aroused, too . 

··nox·r vou dare call me an unfaithful 
wife. You know that is a lie. Among 

civilized people a woman can speak to a 
man "·ithout ::;uspicion that she is in love 
with him. I am ::;till a civilized woman 
though I live among savages. I shall talk 
to whom I please and you need not com­
plain as long as I conduct myself properly. 
:\nd if you mean ,yhat you said as a threat 
I shall not stay here any longer. Xo one 
would expect me to stay with a husband 
who threatens my life. I shall go home 
at the first opportunity.'' 

"Xo. no.'' cried Rafael. "You shall not �ru. You are mine. I will not give you 
up. I know you are not unfaithful, hut I 
cannot hear to see you even smile at an­
other man. "·hat I said is not a threat. 
I was just telling you oi an old custom 
of my people. I would not hurt you. I 
would die for you.'' 

His arms were around me. and for a 
moment the old feeling was alive again. 

"Rafael. let us go back to Xe"· York. 
\\'e ,n•re happy there. :\.nd you ought not 

he wasting your education and abilities 
living like a savage. Surely you are not 
satisfied." 

He ga,·e me a strange look. "These are 
my people." he said. "Perhaps some time 
we will go hack-not now. There are 
things I must do. But this Carlos Borja­
you will not talk with him anv more. He 
is a had man. If you knew llow bad you 
\\·ould shrink from him in loathing. And 
the nngeance of the old gods will fall upon 
him. [ would not ha\·e it strike you, too.'' 

"l don't like him at all." I :-aiel. "I've 
felt there is something sinister about him. 
I \\·ill not speak to him again if I can help 
it. He came here without anv im·itatio:1 
from me. And now that he'S sec.·n how 
angry you are perhaps he will not rome 
again." ").ly dear one !'' cried Rafael, "You are 
mine. You are mine only." 

He was no long..::r the silent Indian, but 
the ardent lover of our Xew York life. 
.And I clung to him, feeling that my 
troubles were over. But even while my 
husband held me a fear stirred. It was 
true that I didn't want to see Carlos. There 
was something ahout him that repelled me. 
But when A nry Thurston came up from 
the beach tO\Yard my door my heart leaped 
with gladness that I dared not think about. 
Suppose Rafael saw him some day. \Vould 
he suspect. and could I remove his sus­
picions as I had done this time ? 

Hut alas � I did see Carlos once more. 
It was late afternoon when he looked 

into my open door. 

"YOU are here, fairest lady, and you 
are alone?" 

I came to the door. 
":\[r. Borja." I said earnestly, "You 

must not come here. ).{y husband is an 
Indian, and he will not a11ow me to talk 
with you. You are putting yourself, and 
me also in danger. Please do not come 
again." 

"Ha ! I thoug·ht it wa!' so. But what 
do I care for that lo\Y Indian? And what 
do you care, fair lady. The launch is on 
the hrach. Come with me now, and we 
can laugh at his jealous rage. I can give 
you all your heart desires. love, jewels, 
travel and every luxury. Tonight I shall 
gather my cache. and then we will be off 
to �ew York. Paris. \vhercver we will. 
Come, !only lady. You can escape now. 
If I lean you tonight it may he too late. 
Your life is not safe with these lawless 
savag·es.'' 

"Don't talk nonsense." I said coldly. "Of 
course I shall not go with you." 

"Look," he said. and from his pocket 
he dre'"' something that glittered in the 
sun. I shrank bac:k with a cry of horror. 
It \Yas a necklace such as the Indian wo­
men wear. hut this one flashed hack the 
cold fire of diamonds. �Iany of the cru:le 
gold ornaments were set with diamond:>. 
\:Vhere had he got the necklace ? The 
Indian women will not sell them, nor giYe 
them a\\·ay. CYen to those of their O\Yn 
family. 

"Hush !'' he said fiercely. "if anyone 
knew I had this I'd not leave the island 
alive. Keep silent. or my blood will he 
upon you. \\.hy should such treasure be 
left lying in the ground ? An Indian \\·o­
man dead a thousand years ago will not 
be needing this. I showed it to you so you 
mi!!"ht know I haci enough for us both." 

"Go quicklv." I said. ''You arc indeed 
in dang-er when you meddle with tribal 
customS." 

''Bah ! I will he far enough away to­
morrow to laugh at them. but you-you'll 
be sorry if you do not come now. This is 
probably your last chance to escape." 

I turned from him \dthout another word. :\. few minutes later I heard the launch on 
its way back to the camp. 



Of course I never knew j ust what hap­
pened on that terrible night. \Vhen I 
went out next morning I thought my In­
dian neighbors were looking at me 
strangely. At first I thought some acci­
dent might have happened to Rafael, for 
he had not come home at all. But \\"hen I reached the store Herr Liebscherm told 
me what had happened. 

"The man Borja who came to the 
island so many times was found dead early 
this morning. His head was crushed by 
a rock. It could have been an accident. 
He seemed to have fallen down a cliff­
at the Indian cemetery. He had been 
robbing the graves of the old jewelled 
necklaces. Of course the Indians are in 
a ferment. If he had been caught there 
by them he would have been hurled from 
the cliff on to the rocks below. But no 
one will eYer know. Professor Angleston 
is moYing his camp today. The Indians 
are in an ugly temper. Someone else 
might fall over the cliffs tonight. My 
child, would you like to borrO\\' my boat 
and go to the mainland ? You could ask 
Professor Angleston to protect you until 
you were on a boat bound for home." 

"Oh. no, no ! I can't do that." 
"You see. you knew this man \\'ho died 

so strangely." 

"B(jT thc:rc \\·as nothing between us. I 
did not kno\v what he was doing. 

Believe me. I am not that kind of woman." 
"I do beline you, my child, but will 

your husband believe you?" 
"There is nothing-nothing at all that 

can disturb him.'' 
And so I lc.:t that chance oi escape go by. 
Rafael did not return that day. But 

late at night, after I had been asleep, I 
heard him stirring in the house. 

"Rafael,'' I called. 
"Get up and come with me," he said 

in a strange muffled ,·oice. 
''I'm not going any\1·hcrc until morning," 

I said. -
"Get up at once. We are going in the 

boat to the home island.'' 
I protested and begged. It did no good. 

He pulled me out of the hammock, saying, 
"Hurry ! Hurry!" 

I lit a candle and collected a few clothes. 
He seized me b,- the arm and iairh· ·ran 
to the boat with-me. As the wind caught 
the sail and we drew away from the land 
I knew chilling terror. All about us lay 
the blackness of the moonless night. The 
black water around us sometimes showed 
a phosphorescence. the black sky above 
shO\YCd its stars. But I could not see my 
husband's face and he did not speak. Some­
thing had happened and I now knew 
Rafael well enough to know that his silence 
meant black rage. But I knew I had done 
nothing to deserve his anger. Carlos? 
But I had refused to go with Carlos, and 
I had kno\\'11 nothing of his horrible deed 
until it was done. 

At dawn we were approaching a small 
island that I had never seen before. It 
lay remote in the sea. From A \·radi we 
could see several other islands and also 
the mainland. But nothing else was 
visible from this island. I never found 
out its name. Rafael always called 
it "the home island.'' I could see fe,,· 
houses. and also the vegetation was scant. 
A fc\\' cocoanut palms bent before the 
trade wind. X o one came running to the 
beach to see us disembark, as they did at 
Anadi. \Ve walked up the beach and 
Rafael led me to an empty bamboo house 
and gestured for me to go in. Then he 
went away. There is little to tell of that 
terrible h\'O weeks on the home island. 
It was inhabited only by Rafael's family, 
perhaps fifty persons in all. I met none 
of them except his father, the chief and 
ruler of the community. He came in once 

to stare at me, I am sure disapprovingly. 
\Vhen I approached any of the women 
they went away without speaking to me. 
The men did not speak either when they 
met me, though they stared at me curi­
ously. I could see that I was in disgrace. 
Those first two days when Rafael came 
in I begged him to tell me what was wrong, 
and why the people treated me so harshly. 
He would not answer my questions. The 
third day he brought that woman home. 

He came in while I was preparing food, 
a squat little Indian woman walking behind 
him. 

"This is my wife," he said. "I have 
brought her to live with me.'' 

"You can't do that," I said. ''I am your 
wife, legally married to you with a license 
and by a minister in New York." 

"I was married to her before I went to 
New York," he said with a gleam of malice 
in his eyes. 

"If you had a wife before me why 
didn't you leave me on Avradi ? I could 
have gone home." "'N e Indians do not leave an unfaithful 
wife to go to her lover," he answered. 

I "·as too beaten to even answer that. 
"This is the end," I said. "If this 

woman stays here, and if she is your wife, 
I shall go.'' 

"You can't get away." This time the 
fury of a madman was burning in those 
black eyes. Rafael had JoYed me once, 
but now he hated me. He \\'Ould hurt me 
in anv waY he could. 

In ;ilencC I gathered my few possessions 
and monel out. I took shelter under a 
palm tree, and spread my one blanket for 
a bed. There was no hardship in living 
out of doors. These small islands swept 
constantly by the salt winds have no flies 
or mosquitoes. It did not fall belO\\' seY­
enty degrees at night. and while it was 
quite hot in the aftcmoons there was al­
\\'ays the \Yater \\'here I could swim and 
fmd refreshment. 

I stayed for a week in the shade of 
the tree. No one came near me or spoke 
to me. I had no food but the fruit I 
gathered. Fortunately there were ripe 
bananas on the trees. and tht·sc would sus­
tain life for a long time. I wondered list­
lessly what Rafael meant to do with me. 
Surely he didn't mean to leave me camped 
out here on the island. There seemed little 
hope of help from outside. I saw ships, 
but at a great distance-too far away to 
signal. No small boats came near. There 
was no store on this island, and I felt sure 
visitors from the outside world were rare. 
I think Rafael was the only person there 
who spoke English well. 

FROM my despairing musings I was 
aroused one day by a voice at my 

shoulder. 
"'Mrs. Veranes. is it really you? \Vhat 

a time I\·e had finding you. ).'lost of the 
Indians on Avradi said you'd gone back 
to New York. But old Uncle Otto told 
me I'd better. look here before I gave up. 
And he told me how to get here.'' 

I was on my feet. Hope sprang aliYe 
in my heart. It was AYery. He had 
sought me out. I would be saved from 
this living death. 

"Oh, 1Ir. Thurston, take me away. I 
am a prisoner here-and I am afraid. 
Take me, now, quickly. before Rafael gets 
back." 

"You bet I will. Don't fret any more. 
You poor little thing ! You look as if 
you'd been through some beastly kind of 
Indian hell. I guess you have at that. 
!\ow don't worry : I'm not leaving with­
out you." 

"Let's go," I begged. "Let's hurry­
hurry. or it \vill be too late." 

I reached for his hand. And then I 
saw Rafael approaching from among the 
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trees. My heart died within me. This 
was despair. 

But to my utter astonishment I saw 
that Rafael was smiling. He met A very 
with outstretched hand. 

"Ho� d� you do, :Mr. Thurston, this is 
a surpnse 

"Yes," said Avery. "I wanted to see 
both you and Mrs. Veranes again. I got 
directions from a friend on A vradi, and 
borrowed a boat and sailed over. I'm going 
back to New York next week. I'm writing 
some stories about these islands you know." 

"Yes, I'd heard about it. And you 
wanted to visit as many islands as possible, 
no doubt. I'm afraid you'll get no stories 
here, however. My people cannot speak 
English, and they distrust the white mcin.'' 

"Perhaps you and Mrs. Veranes will give 
me some information.'' "] anet \viii not be able to tell you any­
thing. She has never learned our language, 
and she cannot talk with the people. But 
I'll do \vhat I can. Perhaps you would 
like to visit my father. He is chief, and 
keeps to the traditions of ancient times."' 

"I'd like that very much.'' 
"Come with us, Janet.'' said Rafael 

carelessly as they turned toward the 
largest of the bamboo houses. 

I dared not seek Axery's eye, though I 
felt he wanted to give me some message. 
I iollowed behind the two men. I was 
in deadly fear. Under Rafael's smooth 
voice, speaking faultless English. I felt his 
hatred burning like a blasting fire. 

I HAD never been in my father-in-la\Y:s 
house before. I looked round the large 

room which had some semblance of luxury. 
There were couches covered "·ith bright 
rugs. the first I had seen among the In­
dians. The imperious old man sat cross� 
legged on one of these couches. 

"There is the ,,·omen's apartment.'' said 
Rafael, pointing to a door covered with a 
curtain. I had no power in me to resist 
that pointing finger. I pulled the curtain 
aside and entered the room. Half a dozen 
women busy at sewing or embroidering 
sat on the couch or the floor. They stared 
at me coldly. Ko one spoke. I sat down 
on the floor in an angle next to the main 
room. Rafael was translating everything 
that was said. So I knew an invitation 
was given for Avery to remain for a native 
supper. He could set sail in the morning 
when the wind was favorable. Rafael told 
him. :Most of the women left to prepare 
the feast. But one wrinkled old Indian 
grandmother remained \vith me. There 
was no way out of this room except by 
going through the main room where the 
men were. 

Sometimes, even now when I am safe. I hope, from that dark vengeance. I wake 
in a cold perspiration from a nightmare 
dream, living over again that terrible night. 
I saw the fire leaping the black curtain 
of night. I saw the Indian men sitting 
about the fire being served with food by 
the \•.romen. They passed like indistinct 
figures on a darkened screen. I began to 
realize that Avery had been drugged by 
something in his food or drink. I �aw him 
nodding forward. and straightening up by 
an effort of will. In the darkness where 
I sat, watched by the old crone. I wanted 
to shriek out to him to run to his boat and 
set sail. And after. awhile he slid down 
on the sand. senseless. The men carried 
his inert body into the darkness. I thought 
he was dead. or if he were not dead they 
would kill him. 

I must have fallen into a stupor myself. 
When I a\\·oke it was dawn. and Rafael 
was standing over me. ?vfy self-control snapped. "You have killed 
him.'' I screamed. 

''You are a fool,'' said Rafael coldly. "VVe 
4o not kill anyone-not even faithless wives. 
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\\'e just allow them to kill themselves. \\"e 
did not kill that robber of tombs. But we 
chased him where he would fall over the 
cliff. \Vc have not killed your latest lover. 
\\"e set him adrift on the out-going tide 
without oars or sail. \\·e shall not kill you 
-hut you will die.'' 

The bamboo door was closed and fastened 
on the outside. 1 do not know how long I 
lay in that prison. I lost count oi time. !\ o 
one brought me food or water, and I was 
in a stupor of misery and weakness. I was 
roused-it might haYe been the second day 
-by a sound outside my prison. I looked 
between the bamboos. Someone was dig­
ging out on the beach. I watched for awhile 
dully. Then I noticed that the hole was 
long and narrow. "Among our people it 
is the custom to bury an unfaithful wife 
alive." The words seemed written on my 
brain in fire. 

I BEAT against the bamboos. I kept up 
the struggle until I tell exhausted. And 

then r heard the drone of an approaching 
sea-plane. Some inner sense told me it \\·as 
coming for me. �Iy prayers out oi this 
dark place had been heard. I would he 
saved. The men who were digging paused 
in their work, and looked out onr the sea 
toward the sound. Then one flung down 
his shovel and came running toward the 
house. _.\ minute later Rafael burst in 
upon me. His face was contorted, his teeth 
bared in a passion of anger. He j erked my 
hands behind me roughly and tied them. I 
was too weak to resist at all. Then he 
thrust a wad between my teeth, and tied a 
hankerchief about my face. Only then did 
I realize that he meant to hide me until 
the seaplane was gone. He dragged me to 

the couch and thrust me underneath so 
that the covering concealed me. 1 heard the plane land. 1 ht.'ard a strange 
man·s voice say, ''\Ve have information that 
a woman who is an American citizen is be­
ing detained on this island. \Ve would like 
to sec her and find out whether she would 
like to go back with us." 

··You probahly mean my wife." said 
Rafael. "She married me aml came here of 
her own free will. I do not know why 
you say she is detained.'' 

"I do not wish to interfere with your 
affairs. �1r. \"cranes. If  I may just speak 
with the lady. and if she say� she wishes 
to stay. that will settle the matter." 

''Cnfortunately you cannot sec her. She 
is on the mainland.'' 

Then a new voice spoke-A,·ery's. And 
e\'en in my agony of mind I was thankiul 
that he was alive. ''Captain Ames, I know 
the woman was here two days ago, and 
she was being held prisoner. C sc your 
warrent and search the houses." 

Their footsteps die<i away. How I 
strained at the bonds. Someway I must 
make them hear. If  they left, my fate \vas 
l·c::rtain. I heard their voices again. They 
were in the house. They were in the room 
where I Ia\·. 

•·Xot mUch searching neressary. There's 
nothing in these houses. I'm afraid she is 
not here, Thurston." I got my foot against the drapery, and 
pushed it out. 

There was a cry from A very. The 
drapery was torn from the bamboo couch, 
and my eyes looked up into Avery's. Then 
I sank into oblivion. 

I awoke days later in the hospital in 
Colon. Kind American people befriended 

me. I was taken into the doctor's home 
until I was able to travel. :\very visited 
me daily. Dr. \Vade came, and Captain 
Ames of the air forces and his lovclv wife. 
They asked if I wished to prosecute 'Raiael 
for the indignities I had suffered on the 
island. Thev hinted that his father was a 
rich man alld would probably pay compen­
�ation to keep his son out of the toils of 
the law. 

"Xo, no, no !" I cried. ''I wanted nothing 
of them but my ireedom:• 

"Good girl," whispered Avery when we 
were alone. '').1oney can't pay for what 
you went through, and I don't want you in­
debted to them for anything. I'm taking 
care of this. And a year irom now, when 
you are my \\·ifc, and ha"e forgotten this 
horror, we're coming back down here. I 
found out something about the gold mines. 
I think I located one. You can pick up 
hunks of quartz just full of gold. I've got 
some in my trunk I'll show you-" 

'":\o, no, Avery. I don·t want to see 
them. 1 don't want to think about them, 
and I can ne\'er come back here." 

"Of course not, my darling. I was a brute 
to suggc�t it.'' 

I am hack home now. at rest and happy ; 
and I feel safe-almost. Stt\lpose I should 
walk down the street som�da\· and meet 
Rafael ! 

· 

'Vould I shrink and grow weak before 
the blazing hate in his eye s ?  I must not 
think of it. The chapter is closed. I am 
the wife of a fme American man. I must 
forget the past. 

Sometimes I hear travellers speak of the 
bright sunny islands of the Caribbean. 
But to me they are always the dark islands 
of the sea. 

T h e  H a p p i e s t  M o m e n t  o f  M y  L i fe 

every day. Spending my days in the library 
I kept up my education. I kept this up two 
weeks. 

One night. as I \\·as retiring. I overheard 
my mother softly pray, "And please, dear 
kind Lord, bless and watch O\'er my Bette, 
for enduring so bra,·ely the cross she was 
called upon to bear." I smiled bitterly 
and fell asleep. 

The next da\· as I entered the library. 
the librarian aSked me to take care of the 
desk while she returned home for some 
cards. she would need. 

For davs she would let me check hooks 
and arrai1ge them on the sheh·es until I 
was as experienced as any librarian should 
be. 

\Vhen news came that the assistant 
librarian was being married, I at once ap­
plied for the position which was gi\·en to 
me readilv because of the chief librarian's 
word. · 

That night, I carelessly announced my 
getting a position as assistant librarian. 
The happiest moment of my life was when 
I caught the look of lm·e and appreciation 
my parents gave me. -B. L. 

T H I R D  P R I Z E • $ 1 0 . 0 0  

Imagine a bride's disappointment when 
she awakes on her wedding day to find 
that the outside world is drenched in a 
cold hard rain ! That's exactly what hap­
pened to me only a few days ago : and I 
immediately thou§!ht of that old prediction 
that a bride would "shed as manv tears as 
there were raindrops." HoweYer, ·the down­
pour ceased about noon, and my fiance and 
the minister came for me about two o'clock. \Ve were to go to the county seat for the 
license, and come back to my grandmoth-

(Contin!led from page 4) 

er's for the ceremony ; but the clerk re­
fused to issue the license because neither 
of my parents was present, and I wasn't 
twenty-one. 

We drove back to get my father, and 
then it began to rain ! It seemed that 
everything was against us, and we were 
nervous and afraid that the court house 
would be dosed before we could return. 
Finallv Dad was found and we started over 
the mirrow mountain roads that seemed to 
be all curves. �1y spirits were dampened 
by the continual downpour, and my thoughts 
kept repeating, "Teardrops, raindrops, tear­
drops, raindrops." 

But as we rounded a great bend in the 
road, one of the loveliest sights I've ever 
seen met my eyes. A great rainbow was 
only a short distance ahead of us, one end 
meeting the center of the road, and the 
other reaching across the hillside down into 
the Yallev below. Xearer anrl nearer we 
came. and. as I held Ill\' breath, we seemed 
to pass through the veiy end of it that 'met 
the road. A great \veight lifted from me, 
for I remembered God's promise to Xoah, 
and I felt that the rainbow was a benedic­
tion and a blessing-a promise oi happiness 
to come-and my happiest moment ! 

-MRS. T. C. 

FIVE DOLLAR PRIZES 

�1r husband, Jim, is a young petroleum 
engineer. For six years I was radiantly 
happy. Two adorable babies had added 
joy to our lives. 

Anguish entered my life when Jim be­
came infatuated with Rita, a beautiful, 
slim brunette. We belonged to the same 
country club. One night at a club dinner 
dance, I saw Rita in Jim's arms. They 

were on the club verandah. I crept a way 
in the shadows of the night, hurt and 
shocked. I said nothing to Jim. I prayed that 
this was only a flirtation. \Veeks went 
by. · Jim became indifferent to me. Life 
was a hideous nightmare. I tried to be 
bra\'e and sensible and did not show my 
feelings. 

\\·hen I \\·as Jim'!' bride. I was blonde 
and young and lovely. As time went on 
I was busy with my home and babies 
and I did not make an effort to keep 
myself well-groomed. My mirror now re­
vealed drab hair, sallow skin, and a too 
plump figure. 

The company Jim works for sent him to 
South America for four months. After 
he sailed. I took myself in hand. I changed 
my habits. I took long walks, regulated 
my diet and entered a gymnasium class. 
I worked tirelessly to improve myself. 

\Vhen Jim returned I met bim at the 
dock. He looked at me in amazement. I 
had lost sixteen pounds. �{y figure was 
trim and my face glowed with the bloom 
of health. �[y new clothes were attractive. 
I was carefully groomed. 

"Darling," he said. HI hardly knew you. 
You arc beautiful." 

Jim held me close and kissed me eagerly. 
I looked into his eyes and my heart sang 
for I knew I need never fear Rita again. 

i\ly life is again filled with j oy, but that 
one moment was the happiest. 

-�IRs. A. ]. B. 

WHE� I was sixteen years old, my 
own mother died. Shortly after, my 

father began to keep company v .. ·ith another 
woman and naturally I resented it terribly. 
This flame of resentment was only to be 
kindled by relatives and neighbors telling 



me what stepmothers were like and how I 
\\ould probably be treated. I lived in terror 
of the day my father would announce his 
plans of marrying this woman. 

It was scarcely a year later when the 
event occurred. She came to live with us 
and I believe I left no stone unturned to 
make her life uncomfortable. If it ,,·as a 

.nice day to her, I thought it was terrible. 
If she wanted pork for dinner, I wanted 
beef. This went on for some time. But 
my stepmother never once crossed me or 
said a thing against me. 

As time went on I began to awaken to 
the iact that all the hard feelings and 
showings of temperament were all on my 
p�ut, and gradually I began being a little 
mcer. 

On the first mother's day following her 
marriage to my father I sent her a plant 
ol flowers. She was so very pleased she 
broke down and cried and said now her 
dreams were all fulfilled-now she had a 
real daughter. Then she told me that in 
her former marriage she had lost three 
babies and had a! \\·ays hoped to have a 
child of her own. 

'Vhere she can't of course, take my 
mother's place, it was the happiest mo­
ment of my life to know I had been able 
to bury my false pride and make her liie 
a little more happy. I am older now and 
rr.arried to a fine young man ; but my 
stepmother is one of my best friends and 
helpers. 

-MRS. R. C. S. 

A 'VIDOVl. I supplcm<.:llt<.:d my meagre 
income by renting two spare rooms in 

my old-fashioned home. One winter I had 
a middle-aged English couple, new to this 
country. He was a bricklayer, a good.one, 
and was not long in finding work. For a 
time they were the jolliest. happiest couple 
I had ever known. Then one day during 
a spell of scnrc cold, sleety · weather, he 
took cold and in five days was dead from 
pneumonia. It took what savings the two 
had accumulated for the expenses in­
volved, and the wiie \\·as leit penniless. 

Dazed by her great sorrow. she was 
the most heartbroken creature I had ever 
seen. One night I heard her weeping in 
her room and went in to see if I could 
not comfort her. She sat huddled in bed, 
her body racked by great choking sobs. 
My woman's intuition told me she was 
suffering not alone from grief but of fear 
of being alone and penniless in a strange 
country. I sat down beside her and put 
my arms around her. "Don't cry so," I 
said gently, "I am your friend. I'll see 
that no harm comes to you." Lifting her 
tear stained face she gazed intently in my 
eyes for a moment, then with a great 
sigh, her weary head dropped against my 
shoulder, her sobs ceased and the tension 
of her body relaxed. 

As I sat there, my arms around her. 
there flashed across my mind with illumi­
nating clearness, the meaning of the words : 
"Inasmuch as ye do it unto the least of 
these. yc do it unto ).(e." That it had been 
my privileg·e to help this poor. suffering 
woman made me very happy. in fact I am 
sure it was the happiest moment of my life. -]. T. S. 

After having been married nine years. 
and passed from the "people of moderate 
circumstances" to being a "case'' on the 
E.R.A., I discovered the wish of our first 
years of married life was to be realized 
and we were to have a baby. 

We did not like the idea because of my 
age and no money. I had to have special 
care for which the county had to pay. 
When the first baby was twenty-two 
months old she had a brother-still at the 

expense of the county. The son was six 
months old when. to my consternation. I 
discovered there was to be another. 

I just about went out of my mind. Two 
babies crying themselves to sleep with 
hunger, and uow another. A friend asked 
me why I did not do something. I did. 
I did everything anyone told me to and 
when my family scolded me about the 
chances I was taking \\·ith my life, I said, "1 will get it or it will get me." 

After two months "it'' got me. I was 
rushed to the hospital \\o·here my life was 
despaired of. I lay in a coma for hours. 
Before I sank so low. I was conscious 
enough to know how near death I was and 
what a terrible wrong I had done my 
other two babies. 

I prayed as I ne\·er prayed before to 
God to forgive me and let me go home 
again to my babies. 

an�h��Y 
t�lid 
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d 
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\\:as my two babies with their little noses 
pressed against the window waiting for 
their Mommy. 

It was indeed the happiest moment of 
my life to realize that my prayers were 
answered and a live ).{ommy was coming 
home to them. 

-F. L. K. 

Stepfathers and stepmothers are so often 
criticized when they are trying to rear 
the child of someone else. that it is no 
wonder that the incident that I am going 
to relate is the happiest moment of my life. 

At the age of twenty, I fell in love with 

b��n ����ii�� �ntZ1��{�����v���ntfse
w�:� 

God saw fit to call him Home. Natura1ly 
this was a great shock to me as I now 
had a nine-months-old boy to rear without 
the helping hand of his father. 

I \\·ent to Jive with my mother and 
father again. In about two years, I began 
dating again as I was still young. One 
young man whom I met was especially 
nice to my baby and soon won my love. 
We married in about a year. We visited 
in the home of my first husband's mother 
and she visited us as if it "·ere her own 
son living. Once when she spent a week 
with us she said, "Grace, I want you to 
know how well pleased I am with your 
choice of a stepfather to place over my 
precious grandson. If you had picked the 
world over, I couldn't have been better 
pleased, for you couldn't have found one 
who would have been better to you and 
little Tommy." 

That was the happiest moment of my 
life for it was sweet music to my ears. 
We have been married ten years now and 
everyone still remarks about hO\v much my 
husband and son love each other and how 
good they are to each other. 

I am indeed a very happy wife and 
mother. 

-G. T. 

WHEN I married Ed I knew very well 
that there had been a great deal of 

opposition in his family to me. But then my 
own family was up in arms about our mar­
riage, too. only for a different reason. )..fy 
people didn't want me to marry Ed for 
reasons of religion. 

But there was a more personal reason 
for the Thorntons not wanting me in their 
family. They thought I was beneath them. 

After Mr. Thornton died Ed and I got 
married. It seemed then that his whole 
family, and all their friends and neighbors, 
were out to show me what a bad bargain 
Ed had made. I was miserable, especially 
since we would have to live with Ed's 
mother, in their old house. 

But one nice thing happened when we 
came back from our honeymoon. That 
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first morning Ed's mother came to me and 
said : 

"Ellen, I've always wanted a daughter. 
I know there has been bad feeling on both 
sides-but it's all over now. You're in my 
family now, and as far as I am concerned 
you are my daughter." 

The richest reward of my life came one 
day about two years later. Mother Thorn­
ton had been dangerously sick for a month. 
lmmediatcly I had given up my job and 
had nursed her day and night from sick­
ness into health. 

One evening I heard her say to a neigh­
bor who came to sit beside her bed­
" Among the greatest blessings in my life I count my daughter-in-law. She's a fine 
woman and a real daughter to me." 

)!other Thornton's words wiped out, then 
and there. all the misery and wretchedness 
I had gone through when I married Ed. 
I am sure life couldn't hold a happier 
moment for me. 

-L. T. C. 

I HAVE had many happy moments in 
my life. But the nry happiest happened 

in my younger days when my children were 
small. .-\!though my husband and myself 
came from very religious families, we had 
neither one joined church until after our 
darling baby was taken from us. I coUld 
hold out no longer and joined our home 
church. and although I begged and prayed 
for my husband to come with me he said 
"There is no God. If there is He would 
not let so much meanness occur in the 
world." 

Several years later at a revival my hus­
band suddenly surrendered. At the time, 
my happiest moment occurred, and has con­
tinued until this day. �fy husband's first 
consideration until his death, was his God 
and his church. -MRS. S. L. Y. 

I'm sure my happiest moment was when 
I had the courage to refuse a very elab­
orate proposition, by a handsome fellow. 
Of course he was married, and his religion 
did not permit divorce. So he said he 
wanted to rent an apartment for me and 
doll me up in grand style. But having 
read so many stories in True Romances to 
that effect and knowing the results' I 
firmly declined. even though it meant w�rk­
ing twelve hours a day as a maid to keep 
the wolf from the door. Now I am very 
happy with my husband and little son. 

It just shows that sometimes the hard 
way out at first, is really the easiest in the 
long run. 

For years I had struggled. to raise a lit­
tle family that their own father had 
spurned. He left us to shift for ourselves 
and started a business that has brought him 
a wonderful income. He never cared 
whether my five children and � starved or 
froze as long as he gloried in his money 

1_fy health fail�d but I struggled on: 
canng for my bab1es and also earning their 
bread and butter by caring for other chil­
dren. 

Just the other day my oldest daughter 
reached the age when she can help me, 
and her dad tried to tempt her with clothes 
and money to leave me and go to him. 
Her answer was. "He didn't want me when 
I was a baby or when I was helpless to 
care for myself. You, ).fother, stood by me. 
Now I will teach him that nothing in the 
world will break the faith you had in me. 
I will stick by you until my other sisters 
and brothers are able to help you. Then 
I will make a home of my own which will 
be yours too, if you ever need it, and I 
hope if I ever become a mother I can be 
just as good a mother as you have always 
been." 
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I'll leave the rest to you. Could I be 
more happy than I am today? 

-�IRs. P. A. 

llom had very little education-! guess 
you might have called her illiterate-but 
she taught me at least one thing for which 1 shall always be grateful. If  a girl gi,·es 
herself to a man before marriage there is 
apt not to be a marriage. ).len just don't 
like to think of their wives as the free­
and-easy kind they take on week-end 
parties. 

\\'hen I met Jimmy and consequently 
learned what it means to be in Jo,·e I had 
the usual pleas and promises dished out 
to me that girls have heard since Eve 
married Adam. 

Then one particularly lovely moonlit 
night when love and passion blotted out all 
thought of caution, ).!om's words came to 
me as though she were standing at my 
elbow, "\Vilma, when a girl grants a man 
privileges beiore they arc married. he learns 
to despise her." Imag:ine my surprise when 

at my refusal to meet his ardent demands 
my sweet, impetuous lover promptly pro­
posed. 

\Ve were married in late Octoher. As 
we listened to those sacred and lovely 
words, "I pronounce you man and wife," 
I breathed a little prayer. "Thank God 
I took 11om's advice and waited." That 
was the happiest moment of my life. -1hs. R. L. 

K LL my life, enn \\'hen I was j ust a Z'1 small girl. I was very staunch in my 
belief that the very best kind of husband any 
woman could have, was the one an all-wise 
loving Providence had provided for her. So 
ftrm was I in this belief that ahYays when 
it was mentioned I declared very emphati­
cally that I would know when the right one 
came along and I would not marry any 
other. 

It was in the early ::pring of 1923, I was 
working in a store in a small western 
town, when I met L-. I knew at once 
that he was the right one. It seemed that 

the revelation came more quickly to me 
than it did to him (although I never gave 
up). 

I had knom1 him se\·cral months 
before he asked me for a date. But we 
had gone together only a few times when 
he declared his lo\'C for me. lie said he 
knew the first time he ever saw me that I 
wa:: the one for him. But waited to he 
sure. He confided in me that he had al­
ways belie,·ed that God would bring the 
right one to him at the right time, and 
he would know that she was the right 
one. which was exactlv what I bdie\'Cd. 

Time has proven thls to be exact and 
true. For. ::ide by side, hand in hand. 
down the path\\·ay of life, we arc walking 
together. \\'c were happy then and with 
the passing of time we grow happier, and 
as we near the sunset of life, we can 
truthfully ::ay. with the apostle Paul. that 
after the seemingly most desirable things 
in life arc taken into con:'ideration, that 
lo"e is the greatest of all. -11Rs. C. S. B. 

D o  Yo u N e e d  A d v i c e ?  

started writing to you, and we Loth 
agreed that you can help us. You will see 
very soon why it would be impossible for 
us to talk to our parents. \\'c know ex­
actly what they would say, just hmY they 
\VOuld act, and what they would do about 
the whole thing. 'We felt that we would 
get an impartial view from you, and that 
since you didn't know us you wouldn't be 
emotional and personal about it. -�nyway. 
we know vou have had a great deal of 
experience ·helping young people and that 
you can see this situation from many angles 
which we can't even understand, and which 
we feel our parents won't understand. 

I AM twenty, and Rex is twenty-two. I 
can't remember the time when we 

weren't in lo,·e with each other. although it 
was onlv four years ago that I met him. I 
don't su-ppose I was in love with him before 
I met him. but still those four years feel 
like a lifetime. It seems as though I must 
always have known him in my heart, e\·en 
though I had nenr seen him. 

A11yway, for a year n':)\\.- we han known 
we wanted to be · mar ned. A year ago. 
when we became engaged, we certainly 
thought that by this time we would be all 
fixed and ready to start housekeeping . .  �nd 
here we are exactly where we started. with 
not a hope in sight. I don't ha,-e to tell you 
it is discouraging. You don't mind climb­
ing a mountain or trudging along a dark. 
muddy road, if at least you know where 
you are going or what i_s a� the end oi it. 
But if. after a year of chmbmg and tramp­
ing. you still hann't any idea what is at 
the end of the road, or e\·en what the next 
town is-all the work and planning hardly 
seems "·orth,,·hilc. 

A year ago, when Rex and I began to 
plan for our marriage, the two of us to­
gether were earning twcnty-se\·en dollar:: 
and tifty cents a week. I was making ten 
dollars of that. I suppose it wilt seem 
crazy to you that two people with that 
small sum between them should be thinking 
of marriage. And when I look back now. 
I guess it was crazy: �ut Rex was expect­
ing a very substantial mcrease, and I was 
expecting a smaller one. And we felt that 
if we got up anywhere near forty dollars, 
we could manage it. 

Keither of us has any savings, because 
you see we have always had to contribute 
something at home. Of course it is the 
same in every family. Nobody can li\'e for 
himself any more. \Vhether it is two 

(ContiJmedfrom Paf.e f) 
dollars or five dollars or eight dollars that 
has to be contributed, every boy and girl 
I know must give something at home. Of 
course we'd all want to, considering that 
we eat at home and sleep at home. 

Then. in the past year, both in Rex's 
family and in mine. various members 
ha\'Cn't worked from time to time. so there 
just wasn't _any talk about our sa,·ing am·-
thing. It couldn:t be done. 

· 

That was the first hope we had to re­
linquish-of our saving something toward 
simple furniture. Then Rex didn't get 
his raise, and I didn't get mine. So that 
was the second. 

So you see, from this point on. we just 
didn't know where to turn. \\' e arc des­
perately in IO\·e. For a ,�,.·hile we found 
comfort in just being together, and hoping 
against hope. Then for a while. we even 
stopped seeing each other. because we were 
afraid. Our love seemed to be too much 
to handle. But separation wasn't any good 
either. \\-e were both disheartened a:nd 
lonely. and inefficient in our work 

Just getting married, the license, the 
cheapest kind of ring, and the minister's 
fee would cut into our week's wages so 
that \Ve probably wouldn't be able to eat the 
first week Everything seems tied up in 
knots. Whichever way we turn, there is a 
knot we can't untangle. 

It is true that we live in a town \\·here 
living isn't as high as in the big cities. 
But stili, e,·en if we both keep our jobs, 
as we would have to. we must both have 
carfare and lunches and shoes. I know 
that if young people marry on too little. 
there is sure to be trouble ahead. Neither 
of us expects a palace and tine clothes. but 
there is a certain minimum, and to keep our 
jobs we have to keep decent. If two peo­
ple begin to starve right at the beginning 
of their marriage : if they have to pinch 
pennies and live in squalid surroundings­
surely their love can't grow nry beautiful. 
Both are bound to be disappointed and 
desperate. 

And yet there is another kind oi starva­
tion which we are suffering now·, so that we 
are unhappy and discontented anyway. \Ve 
have talked about breaking completely, just 
sacrificing all our plans for love and mar­
riage and never seeing each other again. 
That frightened us both more than any­
thing else, because it seems to us that since 
the world depends on marriage and on the 
raising of families, on homes-surely there 
must be some way that we can be together, 

and out of our To,·e build something valu­
able and beautiful. 

\\'c ha,·e :-;een a number of our friends 
of about our age. perhaps a year or two 
older, marry under the conditions which we 
were facing. And certainly it isn't attrac­
tive. As a matter of actual cold cash, we 
don't see how we would manage it and 
still contribute something to our families. 

You see. whiche\·er way we work it, Rex 
and I together would ha,·e only twenty 
dollars left to live in. Even if we get the 
cheapest kind of furnished room, you see 
that with what we would have to work with, 
it would mean the barest kind of living. I 
couldn't go to work in a g:ingham house­
dress, such as I could wear if I stayed at 
home. But on the other hand, if I gave up 
my j ob. w� \YOuldn't have twenty dollars. 

THERE are a thousand ways we have 
tried to work this out, and I am sure 

you can see them yourself. ).li�s Porter­
field. But it always gets back against a 
stone wall. Frankly both Rex and I are 
getting the jitters. \Yc arc beginning to 
feel that anything is worth while. and that 
you might as ,,·ell take what you can \vhile 
the taking is good. But even so. there isn't 
much to be taken--except one way. 

I suppose you may think it strange that 
I am the one who thoug-ht of that way. 
At tirst. Rex was horriti.ed and wouldn't 
think of it. He wouldn't e,·en talk about it. 
But I am beginning to win him around. 
Frankly. although I have been ver}' per­
sistent about convincing him. 1 han been 
a little airaid and finally Rex confessed 
that he. too, was afraid to take. this step 
unless we han the ad,·ice of some older 
person who would understand the situation 
and not have a closed mind. 

Very frankly. I don't see why Rex and 
I can't lh·e together secretly. If we can't 
have the full bloom of marriage. and it cer­
tainly looks now as if it might be fi,·c or 
six years before we can. \vhy can't we haYe 
some oi the fragrance at least, and a little 
bit o£ the beauty. 

gu�s:u£p���- �h��g���o
\\�� ���triffi�d a,��e� 

I first proposed this. He simply wouldn't 
hear of it. In fact, we almost quarrelled. 
He wanted to know what kind of a man 
I thc.ught he \\·as, and where I thought it 
would lead. 

But as the months ha,·e passed, and still 
there is no streak of dawn in the sky, he is (Continued 011 page 48) 
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beginning to think, too. that since I am 
willing. maybe that is the best \Yay. I 
know that people say a man doesn't respect 
you afterwards ; that a girl makes life too 
easy for a man when she breaks the con­
ventions ; that it relieves him of his sense 
of responsibility. and all that sort of thing. 
But Rex isn't that way. He really loves 
me. I think he is the kind of man who 
would feel a greater responsibility. more 
devotion and a deeper sense of obligation­
if we should do what we have in mind. 

Of course we would ha,·c to keep it secret. 
I know how the world feels about such 
things. I know ho\\' our parents would feel, 
eternally disgraced and furious. too. \\'e 
both �omc from respectable families, even 
if we are poor. \\'e don't \\·ant to hurt 
them too badly. but after all. haven't we 
scme right to find our own happiness ? 
Can't we claim the privilege of being to­
gether, just as our parents _ did, and our 
grandparents before them ? Can the funda­
mental happiness of two people really he 
assured, just because a minister repeats 
the marriage ceremony ; just because they 
have a home to which they openly come ; 
and just because they acknowledge their 
love in public ? Can't there be something 
just as precious in their love if they keep 
the secret to themseh·es, if they nourish it 
close to their hearts like a precious jewel? 
Many of the most beautiful things in life. 
I onCe read some\'.,·here. like flowers and 
poems, are secretly feel, · and kept close in 
some hidden spot in the creator's mind be­
fore they bloom in full. \Vhy can't it be 
the same with our love ? \Vhy can't those 
years or months of our keeping our secret 
mean a beautiful blooming in the end, when 
we are in a position to be married and 
announce our love ? 

IF there are no mean thoughts in our 
minds, does such an arrangement have 

to be mean and furtive ? If we consider it 
as holy as any love has ever been con:.idered, 
then why does it have to be frowned do\vn 
upon for a symbol of disgrace. Certainly 
our love is being cheated now. It is heing 
thwarted and shrivelled. \Ve don't want to 
see it cheated. \71.."e just can't bear the 
thought that we are missing the finest time 
of our love. I have been feeling lately that 
in every experience there is one top point, 
a crest of the wave per,laps. And if you 
don't catch the experience at that crest, 
something goes out of it and you neyer 
reach the same point again. 

I suppose if we were both so certain as 
we seem to be when we are in each other's 
company, we ,,·ottldn't ask_ ior your ad,·ice. 
\Ve'd go ahead and do 1t. I guess you 
know that it is because there is a little 
doubt in our minds that we are coming to 
you. And believe me. J.liss Porterfield, 
we will listen. \\"e will take to heart what-
ever you say. 

Sally. 
Dear Sally : 

You kno\\·, all of us when \\"C are young 
have a common feeling . .  -\nd that is the 
belief that things arc never going to change. 
As we grow older and haye a little more 
experience, we see that life is a constant 
change-that no two days. and certainly 
no two months in eternity are exactly the 
same. I can remember when I was a little 
girl and went to a picnic. I would be broken­
hearted when the picnic \\·as 0\·er. Because, 
while I was running around eating lee­
cream, playing games and s\dnging from 
a tree. I was convinced that the picnic 
would last forever. It \\·as the same with 
unhappy events. It always seemed to me, 
and I know it does to all young people, 
that if we have a little period of unhappi­
ness that. too, is going to last fore\·er. 

\Ve only learn later that if we do the 

( Col!linHed from page 46) 
Yery best we can e\·ery given moment, that 
the situation must change. After all, a 
cloudy sky doesn't last forever, any more 
than the rain does. Life is an alternation 
of day and night. or winter and spring, and 
spring and summer. Even rain and floods 
stop, and the sun comes out. 

So when you say that there just isn't 
any hope in sight, I understand \\·hat you 
mean. \Vhat you mean is that you don't 
see any break in the dull sky. But after all, 
there are so many things in life that we 
don't see. They may be just around the 
turn in the road, or just OYer the brow of 
the hill. And when we come upon them. 
we are so astounded that in our ignorance 
we did not know they were there. 

Because you and Rex have a small in­
come, that doesn't mean that in three 
months. or in six months, or another year 
you will still be living on the same income. 
Haven"t you ever heard of some people 
getting raises and hetter jobs, or getting 
ideas which help them to make money? 
Haven't you ever heard of families coming 
to a point where everybody is working. 
and where they no longer require as murh 
assistance from the children ? Let me tell 
you, that people can never live alone, 
whether they contribute financially to each 
other or whether they have been financially 
independent. The world is not made in such 
a fashion that we live independently of 
each other. In one \\·ay or another, it may 
be spiritual, mental. financial or emotional 
-our lives arc all interwined. They are 
related even to the lives of strangers whom 
we may never see. 

I bring this out here purposely, because 
I want to impress upon you that even in 
love, and the fulfillment which love brings, 
no two people live entirely alone. The 
world still goes on around them. and their 
behavior and acts have far-reaching effects 
on other people. 

Rut let us consider first what sort of 
effect your plan would have on you and 
Rex. You say your love is being cheated, 
that you are afraid of missing the crest of 
your experience. Surely in one year you 
haven't reached that crest. Isn't your love 
stronger and finer than that? Isn't it more 
deenly rooted than to be shrh·elled and 
thwarted by a year's separation ? Only 
superficial things wear out quickly. The 
more fundamental ones endure. And real 
love is enduring. 

LET us be very practical about this idea 
of yours. It means, first of all, secrecy. 

And let me tell you, my dear. that be­
cause we don't live alone in the world, 
there is scarcely any such thing as absolute 
secrecy. You say beautiful things are 
nourished in secret. So they are, but they 
hloom in the open. According to your plan, 
your love would be fulfilled in secret, not 
in the open, and you can not hope for the 
finest kind of flowering. This period of 
waiting which you are now going through 
is that nourishing period of love. And once 
you find fultlllment. you will need sunlight 
and air for your lo\·e. Secret affairs like 
that never remain secret long. Such little 
things can betray you-somebody seeing 
you come out of a house in a distant corner 
of town : or the sudden glare of an auto­
mobile headlight on you ; or somebody's 
excellent memory for faces. 

Just how, in a practical way, would you 
manage such a scheme ? Don't you think 
it would require money ? You would have 
to have some place to meet. And here and 
there you might lind it necessary to bribe 
somebody into silence. It sounds very sordid, 
I knO\v, but that is how such things become. 
There is really no way to keep them on 
the upper levels of human experience. It 
means hiding in corners, deceiving your 

families. making false excuses, worrying 
about detection. Do you think that is the 
soil in whic\1 10\·e grO\\"S ? 

Let me tell you, my dear Sally, you 
would be cheating 10\·e much more merci­
lessly by follO\dng such a plan, because 
you would be cheating yourseh·es. Re­
nH.'mber that marriage is a physical change 
for both men and women. !\ cw emotions 
arc born out of it. One of them. and a 
strong one. is the desire to be acknowledged 
in public. ami to haYe all those things 
which marriage stands for. ?\ ot palaces, 
not jC\\·els-but a home where the two of 
you may come openly. 

Lnder the circumstances which you 
would encounter in ful!illing your idea, you 
would both become more discontented, be­
cause your hearts would know you are 
cheating love and marriage. You would 
be full of fear and a sense of shame. You 
would both come to the point of regret. 
Yes, it does make a difference if a minister 
repeats a marriage sen·ice. You must re­
member that these things we call customs 
arc more than that. The marriage cere­
mony is the official sanction of society for 
t\\·o people to go ahead and live their lives 
togl·tlwr. And the point comes when every 
t\\·o people \\·ant that sanction. 

JILL this hiding and deceit will alter your .n. characters. You will not he happy in it. 
It has been my experience that young peo­
ple never are. You arle merely exchanging 
one kind of unhappiness for another kind 
which can't be undone. Through all of 
your li,·cs you will remember that you 
couldn't wait for the sanction of your fellow 
human beings. If some day you have chil­
dren, you will always be worried that they 
will find out. Believe me, Sally, if you 
eYer have a daughter of your own, you \Vill 
k11ow \\·hat I am talking about-because 
this is precisely the kind of thing you would 
not want your daughter to do. 

Of course you are thinking now, "What 
then are we to do?'' First of all, you must 
expect the g'Ood. You must not think that 
the rain will last forever, but make up 
vour mind that the postponed picnic will 
Still take place. Keep your eyes and cars 
open. If you see any way to have a home, 
\Yhich may be only one room-but yours, 
where you can publicly acknowledge your 
love-seize that opportunity: Talk with 
your parents. Perhaps they can get along 
with less. Perhaps they don't know how 
you feel. and if they know they will see to 
it that the other members of the family get 
together and make it possible for you and 
Rex to get married. 

I know that young people don't like to 
live with one or the other of the parents. 
It is perhaps not the ideal way. And yet, 
as a start, it would help. 

You will have each other openly and 
j oyously, and the added strength which you 
wilt both dra\v from the open. honest rela­
tionship should certainly help you to get 
out of your parents' home as quickly as 
possible. 

But if none of these things work, then 
wait. You are both young. If you make 
up your mind to wait, it can be done grace­
fully and happily. 

Self-control is not the bugaboo which 
people han made of it. In all things ,,-e 
need self-control and discipline. You knO\\" 
that yourself. In your \Vork, you can't 
work just when and where and hO\\" you 
please. You must discipline yourself. In 
your pleasures you must discipline yourself, 
as in eating, drinking and sleeping-and so 
love, too, must be disciplined. And just 
as steel must be tempered in order to be 
strong. a tempered and disciplined emotion 
emerges truer and finer with the strength 
of steel. 
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uThey live_they never 
change_in your snapshots" 

"THERE'S never a time in the life of 
a baby when his mother doesn't 

think he's the sweetest, dearest little 
bundle of humanity on earth. And for 
that very reason, while she wants him 
to grow big and strong, she dreads every 
change . 

" The happiest solution I know of 
has been found by those mothers and 
fathers who use their cameras regularly, 
week after week, recording in snapshots 
every step in their baby's life-all the 
expressions, all the smiles, all the en­
dearing traits . 

1 0Think what this means! Your 
baby grows big and strong, as you want 

says DOROTHY DIX, famous adviser on life and marriage 

him to do. But in the snapshots you have 
him exactly as he is today- exactly as he 
was yesterday - never to change! Isn't 
that almost like magic? "  

* * * 
Whether you're expert or inexperienced 
-for day-in and day-out picture mak· 
ing-use Kodak Verichrome Film for 
surer results. Double-coated by a special 
process-it takes care of reasonable 
errors in your exposures-increases your 
ability to get clear, satisfying pictures. 
Nothing else is "just as good." And 
certainly there is nothing better. Play 
safe. Use it always . . .  Eastman Kodak 
Company, Rochester, N. Y. 

ACCEPT NOTHING BUT THE FILM IN 

T H E  FAMILIAR YELLOW BOX-KOCAK 

FILM - WHICH ONLY EASTMAN MAKES 
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His eyes wavered as he saw me. I stood 
there for a second and looked at him as one 
looks at an enemy. Then he took a step 
forward, and I looked at him in horror. "Do 
you want to talk to me?'' 

He clenched his fists in determination, 
and never before had I felt so much con­
tempt for anyone. "I must talk to you. 
Will you come in my car. \Ve'll take a 
drive-don't look like that. Lulu. Please 
don't look at me that way." 

There were people passing. and so I 
held on to myself. I was sure that my lips 
curled in disdain, that my eyes were hard, 
but all t said was. "I don't want to talk 
to you. There is nothing you can say­
that can make the slightest difference. And 
what is more, I despise you." 

He wavered, and I thought he would let 
me pass. But he said, "I'll drive vou around 
for a few minutes. I love you, ind I know 
that I haven·t got a chance. But if I don't 
tell you what T have on my mind, I'll 
never forgive myself." He became bold 
suddenly. and said in that chaHenging voice 
of his, ;'What are you afraid of? I only 
want a few minutes of your time." 

HE was smart. be<:ause that aroused me. 
With pride I responded. and with even 

more disdain. "Afraid? All right, I'll go 
with you for a few minutes. \\"here's your 
car?" 

He pointed to it. I sat next to him, 
watching his long hands take hold of the 
wheel. Those same hands, I thought, had 
taken hold of \Vinnie's heart and then had 
dropped it into the gutter. Those same 
hands had twisted my heart into a knot. 

We rcxle in silence. How different every­
thing looked. I had been trembling with 
eagerness only a short time beiore, because 
of this man. Now I was filled with hatred 
for the· same man. 

He found a place near the city park 
which was quite deserted, and he began to 
talk at once. his head down. and in a deep 
voice full of contrition. "I loved Winnie­
but not like you. It was different with her. 
I was a young boy, and she was beautiful 
and composed. But you are alh-e, electric." 

I wondered about that. "'hat did he 
mean-electric? But I would never ask 
him. I just sat there stonily. 

He went on and on. I knew he was 
pleading for his life, in a way, but I held 
his life cheaply-just as he had held my 
sister's life cheatlly. Yes, and mine too. 

"I never could give up my freedom for 
her. I never could fight for her, starve­
and really try to make a comfortable living. 
I was in love with a beautiful woman, in­
fatuated. But I haYe never loved her. 
really-the way I love you." 

His voice was shaking when he went on. 
And though his body was tense and 
straight, I knew he was squirming in­
wardly. 

"\Vinnie wanted to see me about you­
honestly. She didn't trust me. But then, she 
didn't know, she couldn't know how I felt 
about you. And when I came to her 
home"-! could see his right hand shaking 
with excitement ; it was a terrible admis­
sion for any man to make-"she was so 
womanly, so gloriously beautiful, I was 
swept off my feet. You can't imagine what 
it means to be in the presence of a woman 
like that. a woman whom you have known 
well in the past.'' 

I sat very still. 
He \'Y·atched me as if he were trying to 

penetrate my brain, touch my heart. "You're 
only a young girl, Lulu. You don't know 
how terribly drawn I was to her. It's all 
wrong-it's unfair. But it happened ! And 

T a i n t e d  Family 
(Continued from page 23) 

now I come to you and humble myself," he 
bit his lips, "-as I have never humbled 
myself before-to any human being. I'll say 
just this. For you, I've given up my old 
job. I'll work like a dog for you, every 
day. I'll make you a good horne. I'll give 
up everything and everybody. And I could 
never have done this for \Vinnie, even 
though-'' He couldn't finish, but I knew 
what that "even though" meant. 

1fy mind was made up. Firmly I opened 
the door of the car, and closed it again 
after I had got out. I knew I stood as 
straight as an arrow. He had only con­
victed himself in my eyes, for to me his 
story was full of contradictions. He loved 
me. he said. was ready to make the greatest 
sacrifices. But eYen before our marriage, 
yes even before we were truly engaged, he 
had succumhed to the temptation of another 
woman-because she was beautiful. My 
sister ! 

I held my hand on the car. to sho\\' him I 
\yasn't running away, that I was unairaid. 
''I'll take the trolley home. I've given you 
your few minutes. That's all you'll eYer 
get." I came a little closer to the car, and 
bent forward deliberately. I knew I was 
pretty in my defiance, and I wanted him to 
remem!)er me that way. ''I'll never speak to 
you again. Our paths will never cross." 
Then I turned a\vay, and flung the final 
words O\'er my shoulder, '"I'm onh· sorrv 
for one thing, and I will never forgive my·­
self foi it. Yes, 111 tell you what it 'is 
-that your lips have touched my lips. I 
wish I could wash away that contact." 

I left him then, crossed the street and 
waited for the trolley. I stood erect and 
proud, making believe that the huddled 
figure in the car across the street was of 
no consequence to me. He didn't budge 
when he saw me enter the car, and I left 
him sitting there, hating him and despising 
him as only a young girl can hate and 
despise. · 

IF the memory of this man still remained 
in my heart, I would have to tear it out, 

painful as it might be. Though my heart 
might bleed, I would have to forget him 
ruthlessly. 

I tried to accomplish just that in the 
next few months. Burt was satisfied, for he 
knew that I had given Eddie up. He was 
pleased beyond words, and he purred like 
a satisfied cat, beamed at me--often smiled 
at me with satisfaction. Once, when he 
bought \Vinnie a hat, he insisted that both 
Peggy and I should select hats for our­
selves, too. They were Austrian velours. 
very simply made-but very expensive. 
Both Peggy and I were delighted, and 
thanked him for the hats. 

Often the telephone would ring while I 
was home, and l would be startled. It was 
like a thrust of a knife, a series of knives 
cold 11gainst my body. But they were mostly 
husiness ca1ls, and I would sit there in the 
living room. my le_g-s stiff with anticipation. 
Maybe it was Eddie. If it were, I would 
squelch him 'vith icy fury. I would add to 
the insults I had heaped upon him. And yet, 
not even admitting it to myself, I would 
hope that maybe it was Eddie. 

Several times Burt would call up good 
naturedly, even humorously in that pleasant 
way of his, "It's for you, Lulu. One of your 
sweethearts." He would laugh boisterously, 
and I thought that once or twice I heard 
someone else laughing with him-perhaps 
a clerk, or a customer. Yes, I did go out 
with some boys-to sit in a movie and hold 
hands, because it was expected of me--or 
perhaps to go to a dance. When they 
brought me home, they \vould want to kiss 

me. It was always the same. Eagerly a 
young mouth would reach out, trv to touch 
mine. And, whoever it was, I �would let 
him. It realty didn't matter. Perhaps it was 
wrong, but I didn't feel as if my inno· 
cence was being tarnished. Giving a kiss 
that way was giving so little. It left no 
mark, no burn. It left no heartache. 

We were preparing for the Christmas 
celebration when Winnie had a sudden heart 
attack. and became dangerou:::ly ill. I knew 
that at once, just h.r looking at her face. 
It was drawn and white. and her lips were 
purple. She was lying very still, as if she 
were trying to preserve every ounce of her 
energy. And when I learned that two 
doctors had examined her that day, my 
suspicions were verified. 

W:E had a dismal Christmas, and the 
: Kew Year started hleaklv, threaten­

ingly. Winnie was in grave danier, for now, 
in addition, she had developed a cold and 
coughed violently. That only aggravated her 
heart condition. Burt was frightened, and 
told me that the doctors had said ven· 
frankly that \Vinn!e's life might be snuffed 
out at any moment. And, though he was 

h���1ed11
t� Y���i��:· �� :Vit�:hi�a;��ie�i

tifi� 
knoWledge, telling me in medical terms just 
what was wrong with my sister. At that 
moment I felt sorry for him, sorry for this 
limitation within him. He was trying to 
make an imJll"L·.� .. dn;r on me, using terms 
that didn't mean anything to me and, I 
SUSJ?eCted not much more to him-even 
whde his_ wife lay on a death bed. 

I offered to give up my job, but he said. 
"I .. caf'! �fiord a nurse. �t's true, Lulu, you're 
\V mme s SISter, but sttll you can't give her 
the sen·ices of a trained nurse." 

I admitted the truth of that argurnerit, 
and I assur� him _'t;h�.t..he . was acting very 
generously. ·· ·· -

By the end of February, there was no 
change in "Vinnie's condition though there 
were whole days when she ielt better. The 
expenditures had been considerable and 
Burt talked the matter over with u's and 
told us that perhaps it would be wiser to 
have a practical nurse who would stay on 
duty all the time, rather than a day nurse 
and a night nurse. He showed us his bank­
book. indicatin"g that he had spent eight 
hundred dollars already. 

"Of course I ha\·e money left," he ad­
mitted, as if he were afraid we might think 
him poor. He showed Peggy the balance 
in one bankbook, and then as if excited 
by her interest and curiosity showed her 
two other bankbooks. Though the whole 
incident seemed tragic to me, yet it had 
its humorous aspect. 

That winter I did not go out at all. 
Tuesday afternoon was the nurse's day off, 
and she would not come back until about 
ten in the evening. Peggy would come 
home from school at two o'clock on that 
day, and stay with \Vinnie until five. At 
about a quarter after five, I would relieve 
her and stay with my sister until ten. I 
was also with my sister every night from 

.eight to ten, also relieving the nurse. 
People get used to everything, even to 

sickness. Burt slept on a cot in the living 
room now. and often in the morning he 
would groan when he got up. I was always 
up earlier to see Winnie, and we could 
hear his groans from the next room. T 
couldn't help laughing at them, and even 
\Vinnie sometimes joined me in my merri­
ment. Once she said laughingly, "He wants 
us to know that he's uncomfortable on the 
cot.'' 

(Continued on pag,e 52) 
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Tb: nurse, who was very tall and angu­
lar and rarely laughed at anything, said1 
·'H'! certainly lets us know e,·ery morn­
ing." And then, as if realizing that she 
was taking too great a liberty, added, "I heg your pardon. It"s none of my business.'' 
an�11Wh��ie.5he�g;��e :��n

��1d3�r���1�1h:; 
eyes dark with rings under them. said in 
that slow way of hers. "It may not be your 
business, but it is funny." In tragedies 
iike these, it is such incidents that we often 
rc•nember. They may be trivial, but they 
stand out in our memories. 

There was still another incident. sharper 
and mere painful. and one which I remem­
ber not very plea!'antlr. I made it my duty 
to sit down at breakfast with Burt every 
morning. He would squirm in his chair, 
tou(.:h his body, and tell me frequently how 
unco:nfurtahll! the cot was and that he pre­
ferred to sleep in a hed. Peggy would sit 
ami listen to hi� recital. her lips pressed 
tightly t0gether. I knew she was controlling 
herself. trying to keep from laughing. 

One day I said to him, "\Vhy don't you 
have a bed put into the tivin� rcom ;·• 

HE hemmed and hawed. assuring me that 
it would only add to the confusion, that 

the cot was only set up for the night, and I 
real1y began to suspect that he was enjoy­
ing this constant complaining. I was also 
aware of the fact that he was eyeing me 
again. watching my e\·ery movement. And 
I became more uncomfortable in his pres­
ence than ever. 

The incident that I am referring to oc­
curred in the evening. It was a Tuesday 
night. Burt was dressing in the living 
room, putting on his tuxedo, for his lodge 
�vffi�e���i

��/l�a�[I:!�u��� �� �h�s
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attend, and \Vinnie had begged him to go 
and not to worry about her. 

I knew, when he dressed, that he would 
he coming in and out of \Vinnie's room. for 
his clothes were still there. And he , ... ·ould 
ent�r in various :-tages of undre�s. At the 
tin·e, I had the unholy feelini that he was 
doing this for my benefit, passing to and 
fro for my benefit, and I couldn't help 
shivering. 

And, since Peggy was still a child, and 
not as sensitive to. or aware of this man's 
thoughts, I asked her to stay with \Vinnie. 
I was sure that with Peggy in the room 
alo11e, he would dress very quietly in the 
living room. I was in my room when I heard his steps 
outside. I went to the door quickly and 
faced him in the hall. "\Vhat is it, Burt?'' 
I asked sharply. 

He held out his bow tie. "\Vill you fix 
this for me?" 

The hall was dark, and I had to ask him 
to come into my room. I began to fix the 
tie. but my fingers were trembling. I didn't 
like the idea of his being in my room, and ,.et he had a perfectly reasonable excuse. 
i;-inalty it was adjusted, and he looked at 
himself in the mirror, thanked me. But 
jmt as I was sighing with relief that at 
h:st he would go back down, he pulled me 
sudrlenlv to him. His rough face was 
against· mine. but before he had a chance 
to kiss me 1 drew away fiercely. I pushed 
him a\\o·av furiously with one· hand. and 1 
fo:1nd m\·self searching desperately round 
the roonl for some kind of weapon. I had 
hated Eddie but not with a fierce hatred 
such as I felt for this man. I wasn't afraid 
of Burt. o{ his proximity, or of being alone 
with him in my room. I knew that if 
he tried to touch me again, I would kill 
him-strong as he was. For the first time 
in my life, I had some conception of what 
murder meant, and of what I would do to 
defend myself from this man. At the same 
time, I am sure that I was calm. 

(Contiuued from page so) 
The door to my room was half open, and 

I walked over swiftly and closed it. I 
didn't want my words to be heard down­
stairs. He was surpris�d, stunrted for a 
second. misunderstanding my gesture. I stood at the door. co,·ering it with my 
body as if I weren't going to let him out 
until I had my say. The words that I said 
still ring in my memory. "Burt. I don't 
���. ��: i��o

cp��g�·�s ���n�g��,;;�,t�o��h 
either of us. if you make a pass at us, I'm 
going to kill you. I'm not fooling-I'It have 
no scruples ahout it." 

He blinked his eyes in consternation. but 
before he had a chance to say anything 1 
continued in a level Yoice. 

''I'm only staying in this house. and let­
ting Peggy stay. because of \Vinnie. I can't 
leaye \\"innie. I know ,,.e·re not paying 
you enough for our beard-but some daY 
I will pay you t:ack. But don't you ever 
touch me, because Burt, if you do, I'll kill 
you." 

It was a terrible oath, and I have often 
regretted it. But I meaat it then, every 
word and syllahle. And he knew it. I 
rnm·ed away from the door, opened it for 
him .and he went out. frightenend and un­
comtort.able. I knew he \\"otlld neYer bother 
me agam. 

It was ,·ery cold that winter. and the 
snow covered the streets throughout the 
month of March. I would go to work en!n­
mon�ing with a heavy heart, not kno\\·in;,. 
whether I might get a call during the da� 
-a fatal call. I wasn't even sure whethef. hy the time T reached the factory. some­
thing might not already have happened to 
my sister. She was sinking, losing ground 
almost from day to day. It looked to us as 
if she couldn't last another "·eek. And Yet. 

. at the end of. March, though she was nlore 
emaciated than ever, more weary-she still 
lin5�e

e��ight, I think it was in the middle 
of April. the doctor came out of her room 
and went over to Burt. They held a whis­
pered com·ersation. 

In the tra¥cdy or these past weeks, my 
encounter wtth Burt had been practically 
forgotten. The stark gruesomeness of the 
situation-an individual fighting for life. 
losing that fight inch by inch, being with 
us and yet about to leave us-had had its 
effect on all of us. 

BURT went around quietly, and he 
seemed to have aged. Peggy cried 

in corners, and her black eyes were wide 
with fright. Many times I had heard her 
cry out in the middle of the night, and I 
would rush to her bed, take her into my 
arms while she cried herself to sleep ag-ain. 

Yes, tragedy and the closeness of death 
had brought us all together:-for even Burt 
was now in that close circle of intimacy 
which he had never penetrated before. 

He came over to me after his whispered 
com·ersation with the doctor, and said 
quietly. "Winnie has no chance. She might �o-" And he made a helpless gesture with 
his hand. 

It struck me then that he hadn't used the 
\\·ord "death'' and I was grateful to him for 
that. Then he mumbled something else, 
and I thought I heard him use the word 
"Eddie." 

I leaned closer. "I can't understand you, 
Burt." 

He was terribly embarrassed, but he re­
peated. "Winnie would like to see Eddie. 
It is her last request." 

I looked at him. My voice was hollow. 
·'It's all right with me, if you want it." 

He explained at length that I would have 
to go to get him. It was eleven o'clock at 
night. and he didn't want to lean '\\rinnie. 
After all, he was her husband and he didn't 
want to leave the house-he wanted to he 

with her until the end. Yes, he was right. 
He was her husband. I was only her sister. 

Thzn h'! began to explain that Eddie 
had no telephone-that was why I would 
have to go for him. A sharp interest caught 
at me. I knew that, of course, but how did 
he? Tense as th� moment was, I had to 
ask for an explanation. 

:\gain he spoke i1�distinctly. "I wanted to 
rall him at once-aiter he called you here. 
I want::d to tell him not to call here again 
-and so I know he has no phone. TheY 
liYc on Elm Street-three hundred and ten 
Elm Street."' 

I got my coat and bundled myself un. 
The air was fairly warm, and I didn't kno�Y 
,�·hy I was h!ng so careful. After all, my 
s1stcr was dymg, and my personal griev­
ances. my petty quarrels and hatreds had 
cca�ed to exist. Eddie Keyes-why, I had 
told him that under no condition would I 
en!r see him again-that our paths would 
never cross. How little WI! know about our 
clestinie� ? How futile my anger had been � 

NO\V I had to go to this man and ask 
him to come to the deathbed of my sis· ter, thus openly acknowledging to her hus­

band, to Peggy. to the doctor, to the who!e 
world-that he had been her lover. As 
the world sees it, that was a terrible admis­
sion. And yet-how silly that admission 
\\·as-how smaiJ, how little it meant to m·: 
si�ter. who was dying. She wanted he� 
last ftw words to he with him, perhaps S?� 
hi.-; i·ace for a icw seconds, the face that 
wa� so dear to her. 

I don't know how I got to his house. It 
was dark, and I. couldn't see the numbers. I stumbled around until I fiilally found 
three hundred and ten. \Vhen I rang- the 
bell. a man opened the door. It was Eddie . 

He didn't recognize me in the darkness. 
and I said, "\Vinnie wanb to see you. She 
is dying." I was composed and serene at first, and then suddenly all that serenity I 
had built up broke. I cried out, "She's dying 
-oh, my s1stcr i� dying. Don't you under· 
stand ? She wants to sec you. This is her 
last request-her last wish !" 

He brought me into the house. His 
mother gave me something to drink. She 
spoke to me, but it was just a jumble of 
meaningless words to me. I drew myself 
up. 

"Let's go," I sajd. "We have no time 
to lose." 

He got his car out of the garage, and 
helped me in. 

The moment I got into the house, I lis­
tened intently for voices, trying to learn 
from the sounds about me whether we had 
come too late. And the moment I reached 
the top of the stairs, I peered at the faces 
that turned toward us. The same solemn 
faces-she was still there. 

In death there were no secrets. Burt's 
head was bowed, realizing that hi-, wife 
was entitled to this last wish. He did not 
move and it was I who motioned to Eddie, 
showed him the way to Winnie's bedroom 
-as if he didn't know. The doctor was 
sitting in the kitchen while Peggy served 
him a cup of tea. E,·en the nurse came out 
of the sickroom, leaving them alone. There 
was a hush, {or everyone was afraid to talk 
-as if the mere sound of words would 
bring that ghastly visitor. 

How clearly I remember every detail. I 
stood there in my coat until the doctor 
came over to me and took it off. I held on 
to !nyself. I must not burst into tears 
a gam. 

The minutes were endless. It seemed an 
incredibly long time since Eddie had gone 
into \Vinnie's room. And yet when I looked 
at the dock, it was just fi.\'e minutes. Finally 
he came out, stealthily as if he were trying 
to sneak through the room-ashamed, and 
yet shaken by the tragedy. 



He came over to me and whispered, "I 
don't think there is anything else I can do." 

I didn't answer him. There was nothing 
I could say to him. Once he had meant 
something to me. l\ ow he meant nothing. 
He was just a man who seemed clumsy and 
out of place in this room. In that other 
room, my sister was dying. It was inevita­
ble. There \vas no hope. And yet I couldn't 
believe it. 

The dreaded moment came swiftly. We 
all knew it when the doctor came out of 
her room. There had been a coughing spell 
a few minutes before, and then it had 
stopped. The three of us had thrust our 
heads forward, straining our ears, waiting 
for that cough to start again. And when. 
it didn't, we waited tensely for a sign-any 
sign. 

That sign canK·-the doctor's serious 
face. I don't remember what he said, or 
whether he really said anything. But we 
knew. 

I don't know what happened to Eddie, 
or how he had left the house, but he was 
gone. All I remember now of that period 
was that Peggy became very white, and 
began to tremble. I had to take her up to 
her room and calm her. I was with her 
for many hours, until Burt insisted that I 
go to bed, and he had the nurse stay with 
her. 

I WISH I could catch the real grimness 
and desolation of the next few days. 

Peggy, who had heen like a flower-spark­
ling, mischevious Pe�gy-was in bed, and 
I had moments of �fierce agony whenever 
I saw her pale face. There were times 
when she looked like our dead sister, 
though there was not the slightest physical 
resemblance. 

There were people all over the hou,se, 
·even waiting downstairs in the drug store. 
Some good neighbor brought black dresses 
for Peggy and for me. But Peggy couldn't 
go to the funeral. She had to remain in bed. There arc stretches of time which 
have remaine4_... blank .. and. desolate in my 
memory, but f do remember the trip to the 
cemetery, sitting alone with Burt, though· 
we did not exchange a word. I rememb�r 
a sea of faces, women holding thefi hanQ.':'· 
kerchiefs to their eyes and men coughing. 
And it seemed natural, too. to sec Eddie 
there, for my sister had meant so much to 
him. 

The grimness of this tragedy! however, 
was eased· somewhat because I was so 
worried about Peggy. I don't know how I 
got home, but I rushed up to her room 
immediately, taking her hand into mine and 
pressing it to my lips. They were such 
small, beautiful hands, and I gathered them 
in my larger hands and held them to my 
heart. She was crying, and I wiped her 
tears away. She was like my own child 
now, my own responsibility. 

The next day she was feeling better. and 
we talked of Winnie more easily-as if she 
were still with us. Peggy remembered a 
few incidents in our girlhood, and told them 
over again. And though she would cry a 
little, these spells did not last long. 

In the aften10on, Burt called up through 
the hall. "Lulu, can I come up to see you 
and Peggy?" 

It was a nice gesture on his part. He 
didn't just come and knock at the door but 
asked permission first. ' 

He came in, and both of us sat near 
Peggy. The tragedy had chastened him. 
and the weeks of grim expectancy had 
thinned his face somewhat. His words 
were very gentl�. 

"I want you two girls to stay here. It is 
your home." I was about to say something, 
but his gesture stopped me. "We can make 
some arrangement that will be satisfactory 
-to all. In the meantime-well you are 
Winnie's sisters. You belong he;e." 
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JUDY: "He nagged and acted so terribly mean, it sure looked like a 

bust·up for a while. I really felt sorry for jane. n 

ALICE: ''Aw. be fair! Tom raised cain-but so 
would you if you always had to go around in 
tattle· tale graY. Jane was to blame for using 

lazy soap. It left dirt behind! Tom's shirts 

and her whole wash showed it.'' 

SALLY: "Well, I'm glad the fuss has 
all blown over!  If we'd only told 
jane sooner how Fels�Naptha's richer 
golden soap and Jots of napt ha hus� 
tle out every last speck of dirt - the 

whole mess wouldn't have happened." 

MARY: "Better late than never! 

Since she listened to us and 
switched to Fels-Naptha Soap, 

everything's peaches again and 
they're off for a second honey­
moon!" 

BANISH "TATTLE-TALE GRAY" WITH FELS-NAPTHA SOAP ! 
NEW ! Great for washing machines ! Try Fels-Nuptha Soup Chips, too! 
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"DANDRUFF ITCH ?'' 

Use This Antiseptic 
Sca lp Treatment 

Skin spec)alists generally agree that effective 
treatment must include ( 1 )  regular cleansing 
of scalp ; (2) killing germs that spread in fee· 
tion; (3) stimulating circulation of the scalp ; 
(4 Jubncation of the scalp to prevent dryness. 

To Accomplish This Is Easy With 
The Zonite Antis�ptic Treatment 

Just add 2 tablespoons of Zonite to each 
quart of water in basin . , . Then do this:-

1. Massage head for 3 minutes with this 
Zonite solution. ( This gives hair and 
scalp an antiseptic cleansing- s timu. 
Jates scalp-kills all germs at contact.) 

2. Lather head with any good soap shampoo, 
using same Zonite solution. ( This cuts 
oil and �rease in hair and scalp- loosens 
dirt and dandruff scales.) 

3. Rinse very thoroughly. (Your head is now 
clea n - your scalp free from scales.) 

4. lf scalp is dry, massage in any preferred 
scalp oil. ( This relieves dryness.) 

RESULTS: By using this simple antiseptic 
shampoo treatment regularly (twice every 
week at first) you do what skin specialists 
say is necessary, if you want to rid yourself 
of dandruff itch and nasty scalp odors. We 
believe that if you are faithful, you will be 
delighted with results. 

TRIAL OFF ER-For a real trial bottle of Zo· 
nite, mailed to you postpaid. send 10¢to Zonite 805 New Brunswick, New Jersey 

U. S.A. 

He stroked Peggy's hair, and smiled at 
me-then left us alone. 

Peggy did not usually hold a mood very 
long, but now she seemed very thoughtful. 
Her dark eyes were fi1led with mysterious 
thoughts, and I sensed that she wanted to 
be alone. 

I had to go hack to work, for I needed 
my salary more than ever now. Some defi­
nite change must come into our lives, but 
I could not see my way out yet. V\'e 
couldn't go on living with Burt forever, 
even if I were to earn more monev and 
pay him board for both of us. i was 
making twenty-six dollars a week, and had 
saved three hundred and tweh·e dollars. 
That money could not take us verv far, and 
it would be practically impossibie to live 
on my salary and send Peggy to a business 
school after she finished high school. 

And so I drifted during the weeks that 
followed. The weather was warm and I 
enjoyed walking to and from the factorv. 
I enjoyed watching the trees starting io 
bud, and I would often sit in the park and 
breathe in the soft odor of the fresh earth. 
touch the grass just to feel its aliveness. I 
was too lazy to make a decision, to face 
the facts. I knew that something had to be 
done, but I postponed the hour when I 
must do it. 

BURT had been marvelous during those 
weeks. Breakfast was still a familY 

affair, but he always came to the tabl'C 
dressed now. The colored girl still pre­
pared our meals, and at times there was 
even laughter in the house. 

I had been paying Burt ten dollars a 
week, but since Winnie's death he had re­
fused to take any money from me. VVe had 
quite an argument about it. but I couldn't 
induce him to accept any payment. He and 
Peggy even became friends, and he would 
oiten buy her little things-inexpensive 
things. I rea1ly began to respect him for 
his attitude. 

Peggy was to graduate from high school 
at the end oi June, and two weeks before 
her graduation we had a birthday party for 
her. Burt gave her a dark green camel's 
hair coat, and I was somewhat shocked 
when I looked at that expensive gift. A 
friend of his had brought the coat from 
Canada, at his request, and apparently Burt 
knew Peggy's size for the coat fitted her 
perfectly. She looked like a little green elf 
in it, and it brought out her black h3.ir and 
black eyes, the softness of her skin beau­
tifully. I was sure Peggy did not know the 
value of the coat. and though I didn't think 
she should have accepted it, I couldn't 
prevent the acceptance. 

The following Saturday when I came 
home from work, I knew that the time had 
come when I would have to make up my 
mind. Perhaps I could ask for a raise. The 
man in charge of my department was very 
understanding, and he liked me. Perhaps 
he would help. 

That afternoon I set out for the park. I 
walked leisurely, hoping that, in among the 
the trees where everything was so cl-ean 
and iresh and full of a complete zest for 
life, I could come to some decision. As I 
walked, I suddenly had an impression that 
there was an automobile following me, but 
I didn't want to turn around. Often that is 
considered a sign of encouragement by 
such people. I found a quiet place in the 
park, and a few seconds later I realized 
that I had been right. 

It was Eddie who had been following me, 
and he '"'"as coming toward me now. He 
wore a light brown suit, and carried a 
straw hat in his hand. He seemed very 
serious, and I thought he was also just a 
bit afraid of the encounter. 

I looked up at him without any emotion. 
I didn't encourage him or discourage him, 
but continued to sit with my hands folded. 

. "I \Vant t? _apologi�c for following yott. 
lve been wa1tmg outside your home for the 
past hour. hoping that you would go out 
for a walk. I was just a little afraid to 
me�t you at the factory." He smiled, a sad 
smile. "You see, Lulu, I'm afraid of you." 

I invited him to sit down. His presence 
meant so little to me no,v-all that was in 
the past. 

"I wanted to se-e you, Lulu, because of 
my feeling for you.'' 

I just looked at him serenelv, and lis-
tened. · 

.''You and Peggy can not continue to live 
Wlth Burt. You will only invite the scorn 
of the community." 

. 
I wa1.1ted to sa� that this wa:::. truly not 

h1s busmess. but mstead I challenged him, 
baited him. •·. \nd since when are you such 
an angel ?'' 

He was confused, and then angry-l 
could tell by the '\Yav his hands clenched at 
his straw hat. He 'reminded me somehow 
of an annoyed little bov, and vet at the 
same time his emotioni were those of a 
grown man. His eyes narro\ved, and his 
jaw set in determination. He knew I was 
baiting him, and he answered mv challenge 
by looking directly at me with · fire in his 
eyes, a fire that reached me and . scorched 
me though I had thought T could not be 
reached. I was coniused. but I didn't show 
it. .. His words were grim, though steady. I want to take you away from Burt. I 
want to marry you. Pegg,· can come to 
live ,·yith u�. I'm not rich, but both of you 
can hn� w1th ).[other.'' 

I just shook m:· :1c<�(l. ).ly gesture con­
veyed the finality vi m\· decision for his 
voice held a tinge of eXcitement 'and des­
peration that I h"ad ftever heard before. 

"I'll te11 you something, - Lulu, that I 
�lave nen� admitted to anybody else. There 
ts somctlung ahnnt tls-Winnie and me­
that :rou don't knuw. \Ye were sweethearts 
-we lived together beiore she married 
Burt.'' 

I exclaimed · Sharply, and looked at him 
in consternation. 

His face wa::; S('1 with a determination to 
make me realize something, even though he 
had to perform an operation. "\Ve couldn't 
afford to get marrit>d. As a matter of fact, 
\Vinnie didn"t want to marn· me. She 
said I would not make a good ·husband." 

HE didn't have the faintest realization of 
how he was condemning himself in 

my eyes by disclosing this unholy past. He 
misunderstood my tensity. He told me anx­
iously that she hadn't wanted to marry him, 
though they were crazy about each other. 

"So you see. Lulu, when I came to see 
her, the step was unpremeditated by both 
of us. I saw this beautiful woman, so 
desirable-my fom1er sweetheart. I couldn't 
resist her. \Ve couldn't resist each other. 
I tell you, Lulu, you have no conception of 
that temptation. I ju!'t couldn't think of 
anything else." And then finished hoarsely, 
''Not even of you." 

I remembered one phrase of that speech 
especially, and I repeated it after him. "You 
couldn't resist her." 

"Yes," he cried out. "You're a young 
and innocent girl. You don't knO\\' what 
a hold such an affair can have." 

I interrupted him bitterly, throwing the 
words at him. ''.<\n affair I An affair with 
my sister ! And now you're worried about 
my reputation.'' I stood up and faced him. 
"You come here and offer me marriage 
and respectability, because it is unseemly 
to you that we should Jive in the same 
house with Burt.'' I laughed, my heart 
bursting with anger. ··You're afraid, now, 
of what the neighbors will think. How can 
a man be such_ a  hypocrite ?" 

He stood up, his fists clenched, his lips 
pale, his eyes bewildered. "You"re not fair 
about this whole thing. You're giving it a 



1-•irlish interpretation. Yes. I've been guilty. 
Hut I IO\·e you. I wish you would give me 
a chance to prove it.'' 

"You've proved it. all riirht," I assured 
him bitterly. "You follow me here to dis­
close something of the past to me. some­
thing that no decent man has a right to ren�al." I raised my ,-oicc, and pointed my 
white accusing fin,!.!ers at him. "Did you 
even think of that. Eddie? Of what a de­
testahlc thing it was you told me-cyen if 
it were true �

.
. I paused. ·• And you want 

me to marry you--after that.'' 
l remember how swiftly he picked his 

hat up from the hcnch and walked awa�-. 
as if he were running from a plague. I 
knew I had hurt him to the core of his 
heing. lie would hat<' mt! after this�and I was glad of it. 

That same da_,. Burt proposed to me. I 
was agha.'-1 at tl1i:-. coincidence. at the �imi­
larit\· IJetwCftn the scenes. l had j ust come 
home. and saw Burt standing in the door­
way of the drug store. I w3.,·ed to him. and 
went up through the side entrance. \\'hen 
I reached the li,·ing room. he was already 
there. 

HE rubbed his hands in excitement and 
asked me to sit down. He was smil­

ing, but he was tense, too, and I coulci tell 
that something unusual was coming-. .  \nd I 
still remember how ;;urpri:>('d ( \\·as when 
he touched :111 th<· :-,<tllll: ,,hase of the 
situation. He started by saying. "You and 
Peggy are wekome to li\·e here, of course. 
But there is suc!1 a t:1ing as gossip. Peopl� 
talk. I feel I have to protect you, and I am 
really fond of you, Lulu." I knew my mouth \\":t:' P[Wil wide. fpr 
foolishly enm1gli l had not cxpcrtcd tili". 
I was still thinking of my sister's death, the 
tragedy of it-his Inn- for her. I had prac­
tically forgotten the time he had tried to 
kiss me. ,;I can well afford to gi,·e you anything­
you want. And Peg.'.!)" could C'nll go tu 
college. She Jm� a goJd lll'ad .

.
. 

And then came the fatal words. 
''\V c coutrl be married right after Peggy 

graduates from high school." 
He was proposing marriage ! \Vas this 

the answer to my problem ? Here was an 
escape-just as my sister had tried to 
escape ! 

}.fy eyes waverc·d. They mu . ..:t han :..:hown 
consternation. I stamme;cd. .. Rut I can't 
marry n;u, Hurt. How can 1 ?'' 

He ff.owned, but thought better of it and 
moved a little closer to me on the sofa. He 
kept his hands to himself, however, and 
suddenly I thought of Peggy and how she 
would have burst into .c;pa!=;modic laughter 
at this scene. Honestly. 1 almost prayed 
for control, for my whole throat seemed to 
be itching with laughter. 

I found myself listening to him only after 
he had already started speaking. He was 
explaining how much he had lo\'ed \Vinnie. 
He cleared his throat. intimating that some 
day he would explain \\"hat it meant for a 
healthy man to have a sick wife-and es­
pecially when thert.· was a beautiful girl 
like me in the house. Then, \\'ith great sor­
ro\\", he alluded to t�at occasion when he 
had tried to kiss me. ''I rlidn"t mean am·­
thing hy it." he assured me. ,;It was jtlst 
an impulse." He added sotemnlv. "I did 
Jon \\"innil·�hut it's wrong to· mourn a 
wife forever.'' "T.�,·o months," I murmured. "is not for­
ever 

WHEN YOU BUY A MAGAZINE 

LOOK ON THE COVER 

FOR THE SIGN 

A M A C F A D D E N  P U B L I C A T I O N  
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Have you tried chewing 
gum while you're driving? 

Many drivers tel l  us - and many laboratory tests ex­
plain why-chewing gum helps ease nervous tension 

under pressure, aids in reducing your feeling of fatigue. 
Just as gum helps an athlete keep ·"on his game," so it 
helps a driver keep on the job, alert and yet relaxed. On 
long trips chewing gum helps co relieve driving dro,vsi­
ness. Keep a package of Beech-Nut Gum or a box of 
candy-coated Beechies always handy in the pocket of your 
car. You will enjoy their fresh, rich flavor . . .  and the aid 
they lend ro better driving. 

A package full of candy-coated in­
dividual pieces of gum . . .  in three 
flavors . . .  Pepperminr, Pepsin and 
Spearmint. Select the kind you like. 

Beech-Nut Peppermint Gum is so good it·s the 
most popular flavor of gum in America. Beech· 
Nut Spearmint has a richness �ou · resure to enjoy. 

BEECH-N UT GU M 
is  always refreshing 
P. S .  Have you tried RUMMIES, the tzew Beech -Nut 

Caudy with the different aud delicious flavor? 
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FoJtJluuile 
SAMOAN GIRL! 

Fanu:J for their ::parl.. liug ,milee 
-the comely maids of Samoa ate 
rough, primiti\·e foods that kept 
their teeth lwalthfully exercised. 
pol ished and sound. We civil ized 
folk eat softer foods, depri,·ing 

ou.r trf'th of llf"f"drrl f'XI"'rC'i;;e. 

CHEW IJENTYXE - -'I ODEHX AID TO 
SOt;.'\UEH. WHITEil TEETH 

Notice how De ut) ne"s specially firm con· 
,;istency invites more vigorous chewing­
healthfully exercising mouth and teeth. It 
" t im'u la t ea circulation of the blood i n  
gums and mouth tissues - and stimulates 
the saJi,•ary glands, promoting natural self· 
cleansing. Helps keep your te('th sounder, 
more "!"'ark ling white !  

TilE FLA \ OK� SPIO - I IELICIOUSI 
You'll delight in that smooth spicine�s­
tllat luscious, lasting Dentyne flavor ! Once 
you ta5tc it. ) OU're sure to want more! 
You'll he pleased with the package, too­
lleat!y flat with �treamlined corners (exclu· 
si,·e Dentync feature)-so h :mfly to carry in 
pocket or purse. 

DENTYNE 

"\\.hat did vou sav ?" he asked. 
I put my h.ind to fny heart. and \\·hen he 

followed that gesture "·ith his eyes I put 
my hand back on my lap. J seemed to be 
sitting on sharp needle!;, hut J realized 
swiftly, in a furiously clear way. that living 
with this man, marrying him. would be the 
greatest torture that I could ever submit 
to. Yes. J knew now that J would die 
from it just as my sister had died from it. 

I said aloud, "I was thinkin!� something 
out. But it's not important. Rurt." 

He gathered courage from my attitude. 
though I don't know why . .  -\od he told 
me what it would mean to him-to u.'\-that 
we would keep \\"innie's memory sacred. 
He was planning to send Peggy to camJl 
for the summer. "She'll get brown as a 
berry,'' he said. "She needs the sun.'' 

I began to understand how he had got 
around \\'innie. She had married him for 
us. and she ga\'e her life for it. She had 
brought herself only suffering and tragedy. 
Those few months that I had li\·ed in this 
house had tau�ht me something about mar-
rage-the murL' intimate aspects of mar­
riage . . -\ml that wa:> what he wanted of me. 

I I KXE\\' I couldn't go through with it. 
Though I was stronger than \\'innie. I. 

too would be a victim of an alliance that 
was all wrong. unnatural. \Vinnie had hcen 
phlegmatic, whereas I was high strung. 
And not onlv had I alwaYS hated this man's 
touch. hut e�·c:n just ha\'ii1g him close would 
be unhearahlt•. His eyes �liding over my 
hody--en-n that was more than I could 
bear. 

I made a pretense oi hcin� sorry. I had 
truly been sorry at the beg·inning of the 
interview, when the whole situation had 
struck me funny. But now I played a part. 
just as Peggy often played a part. My 
eyes were cast down, and J told him that 
I couldn't think of marriage. I was only 
nineteen, and I was afraid of it. "I  don't 
feel happy ahout it." l t'ondmlt:d. 

I saw that he wasn't g-oing- to take it 
like a sport. ''You don't feel happy about 
it ? \\.hat sort of crazy answer is that ?'' 

I looked at him. exasperated. "I can't 
marry you, Burt. I never will marry you. 
As a matter of fact. I don't want to marry 
anybody." 

He stood up and \Valked in a semi-circle 
around me. I turned my head to follow 
him. He saw I was afraid, and he laughed. 
''You're watching me like a hawk. \Vhat 
do you think I'll do to you?'" And then he 
sat down next to me again. and changed 
his tone. ''You're welcome to stay here, as 
I said. It will make it difficult-not for me. 
I'm a man after all-but for you and Peggy. 
People do say things." 

I patted his hand. "I understand. Don't 
worry about it, Burt. I'll find a place for 
Peggy and me. You don't mind if we 
j ust stay a few more days.'' 

He changed again. He apologized. He 
said I had misunderstood his attitude­
that we were welcome to stay, but that he 
loved me and it  wasn't easy for him to 
see me in the same house with him, so aloof 
and untouchable. 

Peggy came up the side stairs just then, 
and he went down to the drug store, leaving 
the two of us alone. Her cheeks were ros,-. 
and she seemed so beautiful that even I w:is 
surprised at the glow in her eyes. 

I had a talk with her aboul the situation. 
and told her that we would have to find a 
place somewhere in accordance with our 
means. I intended to turn to the director 
of the local Y. \V. C. A. for guidance-a 
girl in the office had suggested that to me. 
But Peggy. who had come in so alert and 

alin. suddenly hl C<illit· pt·tulant. Tllt"n: was 
something about her that eluded me. She 
didn't seem to appnn·e oi my intention:', 
and I hroodt·cl ahont it all that nig·ht. 

I could not :-('C th(· director oi the Y. im 
.scnral days. hecausc wt· had a gn:at dt·al oi work at the ntT1cc ami I had to work m·ertime. J wa� pnmJi�t·<l. hO\\"t;'\'t'T, a two 
dollar raise. <111<1 I \\·a ... n:ry murh bright­
ened at thi� prospect. There \\·as also a 
chance that I <"<•llld gt·t 1\·�gy a job in thc 
factory. It wuuld probably b(' ju!<>t a part­
time job in the l<l.bel departmem. Bnt that 
was ideal. he�..·ause Peggy wasn't at all 
strong enoHQh to hol<l down a lull-time juh. 
\Vith our joint (·<lrnin.!!:o:, we c<•tTid manage 
to find a plan·. 

I told Pegg·y <-�bout it during dinnn a 
icw days later. and Burt listem::d without 
saying anything. Pegl-!y :'cemcd n�ry mdan· 
d10ly, and didn't <ln:-wt•r. That wa�n·t at 
all like Peggy-thi:' n·hdliou.... mood. I 
suddenly realized that her t:yt·� had !'topped 
laughing in tht' past few da1·�. She had 
actually het·n <1 1·oidimr me. · 

After dimwr. J�urt. dosed the door to 
the kitchen-telling t i lt maid t,, clear the 
table later. He wa:o: all dressed up in a 
dark suit. and he \\nre a flower in his 
hunon-hole. C"st1ally. he sat dnwn at the 
table without a coat, or just wore tht: linen 
coat he \\·ore in the �tore. \'cry hru�quc·ly, lw :'aid to me, " Lulu. I 
think you :"ht J u !d ; l : ' 1� iir . ..;t , o�·� to know. 
Peggy and I are going to be married­
after she graduate;':-.

.. 

' 'After she gradnatt'� ;·· I cri�J �tupidly. I looked at Peggy, but I didn't need any 
confi rmation inm1 her lips. I ielt. a wa,·C 
i Ji nau . ..;ca :-'ll t l"J': ·.:..· · c:- me in•m hearl to icet. 

He saw my reaction, and ignored it. 
"Peggy is of agt' now. and thou�h we would 
like your-your coll:-t·Jn-still. nw dear 
Lulu, she is of age." He noddtd ·to me. 
and then said to Pt•ggv. ''\Vilt YOU he dnwn 
in a half hour. Peg-gy ;" · 

"\'(' S, Dun." �:  l ... ;1iri. 
The kitchen door wa::. ::.til! cJn�ed, and 

Peggy sat there with her �yes glued to the 
plate before h<'r. I knew :'he wanted to get 
away from me. But J cunldn't ignore this 
situation, and I asked just as k-indly and 
patiently as I knew how. "\\'lw are vou 
doing this, Peg-�y ?'" · · 

SHE was pewlant. hut she answered. " I  
can't help it. I know 1 hann't enough 

strength to take a job. I'm not ieeling well 
-and Burt will give me comforts. He'll 
even send me to the country for the sum­
mer." 

I searched with my heart, with my mind 
-in fen-ent pra�·er-ior some wav to reach 
this girl who wa::. nw sister. •·Don't vou 
realize, Peggy. that this marriage will ·kill 

r�:.? 
y��u 

d��!�·t 
lo���0'hi ,��·h1�·/��;e 

m��� 
riage-it's murder. You catl"t go throu.�h 
with it!'' 

Her eyes flashed angrily. "Yes. I can. 
I can't work. I hann't strength or health 
like other girls. You don't know how tired 
I get. This way I'll have e,·erything I 
want. I don't dislike Burt the \\·ay [ used 
to. I like him now.'' 

I reminded her of how she had laughed 
at him, imitated him with disgust. But she 
sat there stonily. resenting e\'ery "'ord I 
said. ''I'm telling you. Peggy, marriage 
with this man will blacken your �ouL 1 t 
will taint you. You don't lo\'e him-vou 
hate him, in�idt' oi you.'' ).fy \·oice rang 
out fiercely. "And l warn you. He's g-o� 
ing to kill you j�1�1 a..; he has killed our 
sister!''  

If /or.•cly ).'Otmg P.'!f!JY marries Rt1rl. •�·ill she mccl the same fate as /l 'innic-(•1' 'i..-iJJ 
her sister be ablr to sar.·c hrr! A11d n•haf of Lulu's OH'II !ijt'r Ca;� she ��·rr l11·iuy llrr­
sclf to foryir.·r the man shr oucr lm:·rd .J Rrad the fVIt!'flldi!l.tJ iustallmrnt of this 

sfrll'\' i11 the 
D E L I C I O L � C H I·. \\  1 '\ G  G U M  1 SEPTEMBER TRUE ROMANCES MAGAZINE-ON SALE EVERYWHERE AUGUST 12TH 



R e d - H e a d e d  
M a n i c u r i s t  

(Continued from page 25) 

room and kitchenette-in the Greenwich 
Village section of the city, and was busy 
for the next few weeks. Of course I had 
many requests for dates-men con.sidered 
us their natural prey-but I consistently 
refused. Louella, who was very observant, 
said to me : 

"Edith, I've got to hand it to you. That 
line of yours is perfect. ).fe-1 mean I-I 
couldn't get away with it. I've got to jolly 
them along. But your pose is j ust right for 
you. You look as if you didn't care. I'm 
telling you, kid, it just fits your sad eyes 
and that figure of yours. Gee, I wish 
I had your figure." 

We both laughed. "What would you do 
with it?" 

"Oh, I'd just strut around. I like the 
way you hold your tray-just as if you 
didn't care. But me-if I tried that, I'd 
be a flop. It doesn't go with my equip­
ment." 

I LIKED her and was grateful for her 
interest, and yet withal I ,\·as sad. It 

wasn't just a pose. I think my nightly 
letters to my mother about the marvels 
of the big city kept me painfully and con· 
stantly oppressed with a knowledge of my 
deception. After a�-while I began to send 
her small sums of money but I continued 
piling up tittle white lies. recounting flashes 
of backstage life and chattering about dance 
routines, all of which information I gath· 
ered from newspapers and magazines. 

I had been backstage just once, when a 
young actor in the boarding hQ\lSe where 
I first put up, believing I could really 

����e,
ca

��i�g f;r !0 :usJ�:r��m�d��rc 
I 

t�:ft J 
sick right then and there at the marvellous I skill and execution of the applicants. The 
next night I went to one of the big movie 
houses, and the expert predsion of the 
permanent ensemble, their dazzling speed 
and ease told me all I had to know. I 
could never be a dancer, with the kind of 
training I'd had in Miss Sonya's dancing 
school in Beadsville. It was then I regis­
tered for my manicurin$" course. 

Moreover, my conscience bothered me. 
I had left home with the consent of my 
parents but not with their approval. The 
three hundred dollars Dad gave me at 
parting represented the sale of a piece of 
land he had owned for years, and I was 
too ashamed and proud to tell the truth­
that I had made a mistake in accepting this 
sacrifice and leaving my staunch, loyal, true 
parents. In my deceit was the echo of 
many arguments with Mother over the 
error of my viewpoint. 

Yet my work in the barber shop had its 
compensations. I had no friends, and was 
lonely, but many attractive men came to 
my table, and I might have accepted their 
invitations had I met them on another 
level. I felt that, considering my position, 
they were bound to look down upon me 
as "easy." 

One afternoon business was rather dull. 
I was reading a magazine when a man 
passed me, then turned back, and stopped m front of my table. I looked up into a 
pair of blue eyes, and then I saw a massive 
blond head. He was tall and a little 
arrogant. 

"Say!" he said. 
"Would you like a manicure, sir?" 
"Do I look like a sissy? I cut my own 

nails. See!'' He held out his hands and 
I saw that his finger nails were scarred. 

"They look it!" I answered. 44You cer­
tainly need a manicure, sir." 

"Well-all right. But I'm not going to 
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JIM LOVES TO 
DANCE WITH ME ! 

I ALWAYS BATHE 

WITH FRAGRANT 

CASHMERE BOUQUET 

SOAP ! IT'S TH E 

LOVELI E R  WAY TO 

OFFE N DI N G !  

MARVELOUS fOR COMPLEXIONS, TOOl 

You'll want to use this pure, creamy­
white soap for bath face and bath. 

Cashmere Bouquet's lather is so 
gentle and caressing. Yet it removes 
dirt a n d  cosmetics so thoroughly, 
leaving your skin clearer, softer . • •  
more radiant and alluring ! 

N O W  O N LY IQ¢ 
T O  K E E P  7�0affl7Y -BATH; •·;;��m•;'·�;-;·�;·;•D 
CAS H M E RE B O U Q U E T  SOAP 
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A TIRED WOMAN 
MAKES A POOR WIFE 

How You Can Have 
Time for Home and 
for Husband, Too! 

How can you be a comfort to your husband 
and a help ro your children, if you are 

tired out all the rime? Too many women work 
so hard over their homes that they have no 
time for play. Then they wonder why their 
husbands seem resdess, and their children arc 
a burden instead of a joy. 

Here's a suggestion that has been followed 
by millions of women; it makes their house­
work much easier, means nourishing appetiz­
ing meals, and saves a good deal of money, 
too. Several times a week, serve Franco­
American Spaghetti! 

Franco-American is packed with nourish­
ment, and it tastes so good that the family 
never seems to get tired of it. For rhe chil­
dren's lunch give rhem this savory dish­
with milk and fruit you have a complete meal 
that's on the table in a jiffy. For dinner use 
Franco-American as a side dish, or it is per­
fectly wonderful to make left-overs go furrher 
and taste better. 

Franco-American is not like ordinary ready­
cooked spaghetti. Franco-American is the kind 
with the extra good sauce-it contains eleven 
savory ingredients. 1t usually costs only 10¢ 
a can, and that's less than 3¢ a ponion. 

Get Franco-American at your grocer's to­
day and get a little time foe pleasure ! 

Fronco·Jimericon 
SPAGHETTI 

THE FRANCO-AMERICAN FoOD COMPANY, Depr.48 

Camden. New Jersey. Please send me your free recipe book: "30 Tempting Spaghetti Meals." 

Kame {print) -----------

Address-------------
CirY--------Srate'----

get one," he added, laughing as he passed 
on to seat himself in a barber chair. "Give 
me the works," he said to the barber. "All 
except that fancy stuff on my hair. I don't 
want to smell like the flowers of spring." 

I couldn't help noting his hearty, vibrant 
voice although I wanted to put him out of 
my mind. There was a challenge in his 
very presence, though, in his big figure, 
apparently carelessly clad in brownish 
tweeds, yet well-groomed and attractive 
despite the nails. 

He surprised me again when I found 
him standing in front of my table. He 
pulled out the chair and sat down. This 
time I knew I would have to put him in 
his place, for the management did not en­
courage conversation 'vith men unless they 
Were there for business. But before I had 
a chance to say anything, he spoke to me. 

"I guess I'll have my nails done after 
all. I've neglected them of late. In fact, 
I've neglected them since I was born. Do 
me up proud, will you?" 

I stood up to fill my bowl with warm 
water, but before I left I had to throw 
one word at him. "Sissy !" 

H
E looked after me seriously, watch­
fully, but I thought he liked my 

banter. 
I took his hands to examine them, try­

ing to avoid that sudden, intense magnetism 
in them which drew me irresistibly. His 
hands were larg-e and he had worked with 
them at some time, for there were marks 
of toil on his palms and ting-t•rtip�. Yet 
they were warm and alive, so ali\"e that. as I accidentally touched a handsome agate 
ring he wore, a spark flew out at the point 
of contact. I started .in consternation. 

"That's - a good omen," he said. 
'10rnen of what ?" 
"\Vhere there's spark, there's fire," he 

misquoted. "It must be in you. I don't 
naturally gi\·e off sparks." 

I began to file his nails vigorously. 
"There's fire-if there's something for the 
spark to catch." 

"\Veil-some like 'em hot-some like 
'em cold. You know the cold things 
usually burn brighter and harder. Their 
boiling point is hig·her. I ought to know, 
I'm a chemist. Listen-will you tell me 
your name if I tell you mine?" 

His assurance provoked me to play with 
him. "Why did you change your mind 
about a manicure?" 

"Simple enough. I wanted to talk to 
you. I couldn't very well do it otherwise. 
In fact, I want to take you out to dinner 
tonight-and tomorrow night. I would like 
to buy your breakfast some morning, too, 
and maybe lunch. That's all I want to do 
for the present." 

"My name is Edith Shore." I kept my 
eyes down, ignoring his invitation. 

"And mine is \Valter Brinley-\Valter 
for short. You haven't answered my 
question-and I'll be glad to supply you 
with additional information, if that will 
help you make up your mind. I'm twenty­
nine, and single, decidedly so. In fact, I 
have no intention of marrying." 

"If they burn brighter when colder," I 
laughed, "they also fall harder who fly 
higher. But I'm not interested in your in­
tentions-really. I don't go out with every 
man who comes here." 

But there was no doubt in my mind but 
that I would accept his invitation, no mat­
ter how much I pretended to ignore it. I 
just wanted him to ask me again and 
again, to justify, somehow, the crumbling 
of this code which I had so laboriously 
built up. But I was afraid now that I 
had overplayed my hand and his silence 
filled me with regret. 

"What time do you get through here at 
night?" he asked finally, just as if I hadn't 
spoken those last words. 

I flushed and prayed that he wouldn't 

see how eager I was. uit depends on the 
night. Tonight I finish at seven." 

"All right, I'll be waiting for you at the 
north entrance." 

He did wait for me, and although my 
heart pounded, I pretended surprise. "So 
you were really serious." 

"Never more so in my life. Why 
shouldn't I be? I like you-and I hope 
you'll like me. Let's go." 

"\\·here to?" 
"Dinner-d.ance-" 
"Couldn't I go home and wash up a 

bit? It sort of makes me forget the bar­
ber shop-when I change my dress. 

I sensed he was taken aback, but I was 
too simple and inexperienced to knO\Y why 
until later. 

"\\"here do you li\"e ?" 
I told him around Sheridan Square. 
"Alone?" 
I nodded and settled luxuriously in the 

taxi he had hailed. 
"You're not happy in your work," he 

said. 
"No. but I don't want to tell you the 

story of my life." 
"\Vhy not? Let's exchange experiences. 

It's the best way to a fast and furious 
frie11dship.'' 

It ,,·asn't possible to relax very long in 
his pre:'t'!ll'L'. His eves and his mind were 
probing my sii�·:Jce. 

-st'nding out long feel­
ers to im·estigate my mind, and his in­
tensity disturbed me. He was no longer 
a boy, but a man of tm.'!lty-nine, and eight 
years older than L 'Fhis, I realized, could 
not he any boy-and-girl attraction. It was 
more than that ;!ln·�rk. ''Thinking about Ill� :" he broke in. 

"Yes. You want to know so many 
things-even if you don't ask for them. 
You're asking silent que:;tions all the time. 
It scares me." 

Instantly he became solicitous. "I'm just 
used to going after things directly. Don't 
let it scare Y' 111, f\lith. You sec-you 
don't have to tell me a thing. I like you 
for what you are." 

IT was when he had dismissed the taxi at my door, that I realized he had 
thought I wanted him to come upstairs to 
my apartment and that's why he was taken 
aback He didn't say so, but he hadn't 
sized me up as the kind of girl who'd ask 
a stranger up when she lived alone. As 
he hesitated, not knowing what was ex­
pected of him, understanding came to me. 
"You'll have to wait here," I said. "There's 
a little reception room, and I'd rather not 
have you come up. I have only one room 
-I wouldn't feel comfortable, but please­
don't be angry." 

His eyes contracted, with what emotion 
I did not know. "All right, I'll wait for 
you here." 

I dressed with misgiving-and with ex­
hilaration. In accordance with my own 
ethics, this date seemed a little out of 
place. I didn't know anything about the 
man, and yet there was nothing about him 
that I could criticize. I liked his strong 
face, and I could feel, even in my room, 
the intensity of his blue eyes. He might 
just as well have been in the room, for 
his eyes seemed to follow me everywhere, 
and once when I was stepping into my 
best slip with the lace top, Mother's part­
ing gift to me, I thought for the moment 
that he had followed me upstairs, into the 
apartment. He was so close, so vibrantly 
close to me that even when I realized my 
folly, I flushed all over at the wild, thrill­
ing possibility. 

I know I looked my best when finally 
I returned to the lobby. He wheeled as 
I came up behind him, and then held me 
at arm's length. "It's not just your com­
plexion-I mean-you haven't hardly any 
make-up-but you're alive and fresh and 
natural. You can't ha,·e been here in the 



city long-, or you'd han� los:t that color." "Hm\· do ,·ou know so much about com­
plexions?'"' · 

"First oi all-and1odv can sec yours 
is the real thing. ·Thct;-l'm a chemist. 
1\·e dabbled a bit with co:;metics but it's 
not up my alley. ).Jy line at present isn't 
so romantic:· 

Our meal. in n rather expensive restaur­
ant. was high a<h·enture for me. I 'd had 
boy friend_;; at home and they'd taken me 
out hut we always "ent to the same places 
-mo,·ies. drug !:>t0rcs. church dances. This 
"·as different. To hear \\"alter Brinley 
g-i,·e his order to the \\"aitcr. with con­
fidence and precision. to ,,·atch the dancers 
in the island of polished floor set off by 
purple plush rop<:.-.. to hHe him fold his 
arms about me as ,,.c joined the gliding, 
happy, gracdul coupks-that was hea\"C'n. 

He danced \\ell .  and although I hadn't 
enough equipment to be a professional, I 
cuuld certainly make my '' ay about a 
dance Aoor. In his arms so perfectly guid­
ing me. "·ith my body :-o periectly moulded 
to the movcmellts oi his. l didn't belie,·e 
that I had only met \\'alter that day. But I still ielt him asking a host of silent 
questions and tinally 1 decided to te\1 him 
about nl\"r;elf. After all. what had I to 
hide? Slowly at first. we began 10 ex­
change confidence<:, until. all at once. I 
realized 1 \\a:. doing the talking. 

HE might ha,·c held a mirror before 
me, so clearly could 1 tell from the 

expression on his face when my eyes began 
to glisten. when my skin !2Tt'\\" whiter and 
lll)' checks tinted. f /e \\"(ttcJH:d lll)' lips 
so ardently that. perturbed at last. 1 begged 
him not to do so. though I didn't tell him 
that 1 felt it was like being kissed in 
public. 

"But your lips are beautiful, my S\\"Cet. 
especially when you talk. Honest-! 
han'n't heard a won!. I wa:- ju:-t luoking. 
You're !'o--the lll<J!'t gorgeous girl l\·e 
ever met.'' 

Perhaps he was right about cold sub­
stances burning brighter once the spark 
has caught. I had kept that secret place 
in my heart aloof for so long. but now 
the spark had ignited it. and the steady 
flame of it w;1.-; Cfc.'("Jling toward an inti­
macy. daring yet fascinating. 

\\'e stopped in the little reception room 
of my apartment house to :-ay good-night. 
I don't know how it happened. There seems 
to be an impassable chasm between a casual 
handclasp and the tirst kiss. yet in a flash. 
in a blinding· radiant burst of glory we 
bridged that cha�m. r cannot say I felt 
him sweep me off rnr fct"t. I only know 
that lH! had been kissing me in his mind 
all e\'cning. and that nO\\" I iound myself 
in the arms of a tornado. a kind and gentle 
one who did not want to destroy but only 
wanted to fan the llame. 

"').ly sweet," he whispered into my ear. 
';P\('ase let me sec ,·ou soon.'' 

\\'alter had said Somethinp: about a iast 
and furious friendshi1>-and fast and furi­
ous it became. He stopped in frequently 
for manicures. but all the men did that. 
They had too many manicures. more than 
they could usc in a year of Sundays. Soon 
he \\'as known as my "sweetheart." a word 
often used in the shop's ,·ocabulary. which 
meant that he was the one customer who 
had the g-reatest claim on mv time and 
affection. To be perfectly frank, they con­
sidered \\'alter my \o,·cr. 

This attitude caused me a great deal 
of distress. not because of \\"hat they 
thought. but because \\'alter was too smart 
not to understand his position. Louclla 
was the only one \\·ho knew better, and 
she seemed a little impatient with my point 
of ,·iew. 

"Edith. if you don't do good bv \'Our­
seli now. you nncr will. How iot{g do 
you think you can stay in a barber shop 
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11ARMHOLE ODOR" 
may be robbing you ol popularity 

Learn to keep your underarm dry 
and your dress can't smel l  

HEAVENLY MUSIC ! A dozen partners 
to dance with. Yet you sit alone­

unnoticed ! Cruel, yes-but it's bound to 

happen if you neglect that little hollow 

under your arm. 

If the slightest perspiration collects on 
your dress, your dress will smell. A man's 

illusion of glamor will be shattered the 
moment he leads you on to the floor. To 
be sure of not offending, you must keep 

your underarm not only sweet, but DRY. 

M A K E  THIS TEST I One simple test will tell 
you if "armhole odor" is standing between 
you and popularity. When you take off the 
dress you are wearing, smell the fabric under 
the armhole. Horrified, you will instinctively 
draw away from its stale "armhole odor." 
And you will never again wonder why 
other people draw away from you. 
ODORONO I S  S U R E !  Odorono simply closes 
the pores in that one small shut-in area­
and you can't offend ! It insures you and 
your dress against unpardonable "armhole 
odor" by keeping your underarm always 
dry. No more embarrassing perspiration 
stains . . .  no possibility of offensive "arm· 
hole odor" I 

TAKES LONGER, BUT WORTH I T !  Odorono 
takes a few minutes to dry, but it makes you 
safe from embarrassment for 1 to 3 days! 

GREASELESS AND ODORLESS I Odorono is 
really pleasant to usc-greaseless and en­
tirely odorless. It comes in two strengths. 
Regular Odorono (Ruby colored) requires 
only two applications a week. Instant Odo­
rono (colorless) is for more frequent use. 
Use Liquid Odorono according to directions 
on the label of the bottle. 

Protect your share of popularity and hap­
piness by keeping your underarm dry with 
Liquid Odorono. Start today! On sale at 
all toilet-goods counters. 

SAFE I "St�fe-cuts down clothing damage, when 
carefully used according lo directions," says The 
National Association of Dyers and Cleaners, after 
making intensive laboratory tests of Odorono 
Preparations. 
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Grand for the complexion, 
too- and so delicious !  

THERE isn't a thing in canned Florida 
grapefruit to add to your weight. But 

everything in it adds to your health and 
good looks. It's rich in vitamins and min· 
erals that bring glowing radiance to your 
skin and sparkle to your eyes-that make 
you peppier and more attractive. 

So enjoy canned Florida grapefruit ev· 
cry single day. You'll love the chilled sec· 
tions or a big glass of juice for breakfast. 
You'll relish a grapefruit salad for lunch or 
dinner. And a glass of grapefruit juice at 
bedtime will send you off to sound sleep. 
Order several cans of sections and juice 
from your grocer today. Look for the 
name "Florida" and be sure of the best! 

FLORIDA CITRUS COMMISSION, lAKELAND, FLA. 

���----����� 

-holding men's hands? Your friend is a 
gentleman, and if he brings you a present, 
grab it. Make believe you're shy, but grab 
it. You're not making a sucker out of 
him. He enjoys your company-let him 
pay for it. I'm telling you, kid, that a 
man enjoys giving things to a girl." 

This argument was repeated at least 
once a week, for Louella made no bones 
about wanting to know what had transpired 
between us. Gradually, it was difficult for 
me to resist Walter's generosity. At first 
he had sent me flowers, and then a few 
knick-knacks for my room. When he 
wanted to buy me a hat, however, I re­
belled. "l'm not going to let you buy 
clothes for me." 

"Oh, a hat isn't clothes," he teased. 
"Anyway you've got too many prejudices 
and scruples." 

"Yes, I'm · small-town," I agreed. "And 
glad of it." 

FOR a breath-taking moment of chal­
lenge and longing, our eyes were locked. 

"Yes, you are," he said very quietly, "and 
I'm glad of it, too. That's one of the things 
about you that enchants me." 

The magic movement was broken and we 
strolled up Fifth A venue once more, the 
blood beating in my temples. That's one 
thing about you that enchants me-one 
thing-one thing. K ow was the time for 
him to mention other things. 'Vere there 
no others-besides my beauty ? Oh, why 
didn't he talk ? Why didn't he say the 
one thing to release this bursting pressure 
in my soul-this ache in my heart. 

And then he did talk. We had reached 
The Plaza and had gone into the park. It 
was late autumn. The trees lifted mourn­
ful, bare arms and dead leaves carpeted 
the walks. We sat down on a bench, both 
silent until he broke the silence. He took 
my hand, and in a charming way he had, 
thrust it into the pocket of his coat, his 
own covering it. r loved him deeply, and 1 the tender touch of his hand sent wave 

I upon wave of pain through my body. I 
looked up at him pathetically. praying that 
he would touch upon the question upper­
most in my mind. 

He responded to my unspoken plea. 
"Edith-! love you," he said with direct­
ness. 11We can't go on like this." 

A new. soaring hope made me dizzy. 
"No, we can't." 

"There's a way out. I wish you'd be 
sensible. Your notions are so old-fash­
ioned." 

I began to see, but I suppose I didn't 
want to see. A moment before he was 
proud of my ideals. Now-because they 
did not suit his purpose-

He pressed my cold hand. "Marriage 
isn't the ultimate goal of happiness. Look 
at all the unhappy marriages. We love 
each other. The fact is, I can't afford to 
marry." 

I suppose countless girls the world over 
have had their dreams ended in this way, 
but that did not help me to bear my grief. 
I felt frozen inside. I thought I had never 
loved his blond head, his sharp blue eyes 
so much as at that moment, when we were 
worlds apart. He took my silence for 
acquiescence, and continued talking. 

·•y ou see, darling, my business pays a 
fair income but marriage in my set re­
quires a certain standard. An apartment 
in the city-a house in the country-no 
matter how modest-provision for a family 
if we have one. I just can't afford it." 

The bitterness in my heart paralyzed 
me. I should have hated him, run from 
him as from a despised creature. His 
"set" required standards in marriage. Love 
wasn't enough of a standard. They needed 
two homes, though we could only live in 
one at a time. It was easier for him to 
give me expensive gifts, but less expensive 
than creating a home and a family. Of 
course one expects a family in marriage, 
but not from a mistress. That's what he 
meant without saying it. 

He expected me to give up my pride, 
my decency. because he knew I loved him. 
Yet he was not willing to giYe up his 
theaters, his luxuries. to liYC more modest­
ly-for his love. The l ight of the world 
went out. The wind swept through me, 
as through an empty trunk of a dead tree. 
And after turning all these thoughts over, paying- no heed to all the promises he was 
making me, I was able to disengage my 
hand, and rise. 

"Why Edith-where are you going? 
Please-darling, I don't \vant to offend you. 
Listen to reason now." ·· 

11Reason? You told me the first day we 
met that you never intended to marry. I 
should have remembered. The fault is 
really mine. I was a fool-and I am a 
fool, but I don't think that-because I took a 
few gifts from you--I'm obligated to you." 

H
IS blue eyes blazed into mine. "You 

arc a fuol, yuu haven't got sense 
enough to know that I love you-but I ex­
plained why I couldn't marry." 

Alone in my room I was desolate. ] 
had no place to go, no interest to fill my 
days. Mother and Dad were far away. 
Louella would be unsympathetic. I was 
sorry for what I had done. 

Life without Walter stretched out as 
unbearable. I wept bitterly, calling myself 
a fool for having deliberately thrown away 
my chance for happiness. If he had knocked 
at the door then, he could have had me 
on his own terms--on any terms. 

Yet some sleeping seed of pride pre­
vented me from calling him on the tele­
phone. My work seemed more of a yoke 
than before. A young doctor, one of my 
regular customers, asked me to go out 
with him that very week. I knew that, 

• Write me whenever you are troubled about something. 
You needn't sign your name-make up a name that I 
can publish if you want me to answer you in TRUE RO­
MANCES. But remember it will be several months before 

your reply can appear in print. 

If your need is urgent and you want a personal reply, 
enclose a stamped envelope addressed to yourself, and I 

I
. shall write you as soon as I possibly can. 

JANE PORTERFIELD. 



given half a chance, he would propose mar­
riage. But, never before did I realize how 
deep is a woman's love. It wasn't just 
marriage I wanted. I wanted to give my 
love in marriage. 

I was completely shocked when. at the 
end of the second week of my torment, 
\\falter came into the shop and sat down 
at my table. He said nothing. but as I 
greeted him formally, he watched my lips, 
in that old way that was almost a kiss. 
Actually his lips seemed to be pressed 
against mine in warmth and ardor and 
appeal. The memory of delight unnerved 
me. I began to tremble and as I took his 
hands. quick stinging tears filled my eyes. 
Utterly oblivious to others in the room, he 
took out a handkerchief and wiped my 
tears. 

"DOX'T, my sweet. You make me feel 
so badly. Shall I meet you at se,·en 

tonight?" 
I nodded and proceeded to do his nails 

as best I could. Had he left without a 
manicure, as he wanted to do, we would 
have been conspicuous. 

\Ve walked home that night, each know-��� �?a:e��io�.thAt '��td��� fr
a0s1k;1 l;i�� 

to come upstairs-for the first time. He 
said. "If you really want me to, Edith," 
but he knew I did. 

\VaTter explored my apartment with de­
light : then he went down to buy food, and 
he helped me prepare dinner. Hanging 
over our carefree fun was the sword of a 
decision we knew we must make. Before 
the evening was m·er, I was close in 
Walter's arms once more, my scruples 
drowned in the ecstasy of his whispered 
words of love. 

I only knew I would never give him up 
again. I didn't care what happened to me 
-it was so glorious just to feel his cheek 

"You see, Colgate's 
special penelr<lting 
foam gets into the hid· 
den crevices between 
your teeth that ordi· 
nary cleansing meth· 
ods fail to reach . . .  

removes the decaying food de-
posits that cause most bad breath, 
dull, dingy teeth, and much tooth 
decay. Besides, Colgate's soft, 
safe polishing agent gently yet 
thoroughly cleans the enamel­
makes your teeth sparkle!" 

warm against mine, to draw from his 
magnetic, strong body the strength I re­
quired. 

"Edith darling," he begged, "give up 
your job. Take a rest-learn to enjoy 
life." 

"I think-! want to earn my own living, 
Walter," I said. "I want to come to you 
in love-for love, and for no other reason. 
Oh, \;Valtcr, I've had so much time to 
think. There are two sides to Ion, I see 
now. If iove is all that matters-why 
then-you're right. Nothing should stand 
in the way of love." 

Actually, I hadn't thought anything out. 
I only knew I had found my straw of 
happiness and I was going to cling to it. 
I could not make myself promise to come 
to his apartment, nor did I \vant to make 
mine a rendezvous. �r e agreed at last to 
go away for a \\·eek-end, to a place where. 
\\'alter said, I would be protected and 
shielded. 

Our parting was difficult, especially since 
he had promised not to communicate with 
me for those few days until the week-end. 
The few days of postponement gave me a 
breath of relief. Maybe I was hoping for 
a miracle, a change of heart on \Vatter's 
part now that he saw I was ready to 
give my love. 

THE last day, especially, was torture. I 
came home earlier thin usual to pack a 

bag. My heart was heavy. I can't say 
why I looked into the little reception room. 
Perhaps I expected \\'alter to be waiting 
for me. On one of the red plush chairs 
I saw a little woman, trim a.nd erect, a 
valise at her feet, a paper box on her 
lap. I stood aghast for a moment, then 
I rushed forward. 

"Mother!" Here was my miracle. 
We hugged each other hysterically, 

laughing and crying all in the same breath, 
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as I pelted her with questions. "Is every­
thing all right? \\'hy didn't you let me 
know ? How's Dad? Has anything hap­
pened ?'' 

"You ask me questions and don't giye me 
a chance to answer. Everything's fine. I 
just wanted to surprise you." 

The instant �-!other stepped over my 
threshold, a load fell from my shoulders. 
Somebody to lean on. at last, a sense of 
security for a short time at any rate. \\'ith­
out remO\·ing her hat and coal she began to 
unpack the pasteboard box. and somehow 
the sight of the cakes and jellies and home­
made delicacies she had brought broke my 
spirit. 

I BCRIED my face in her lap, and sobbed 
out the whole story of my deceit oyer my 

work-how futile my ambitions had been, 
how I hated my work as a manicurist­
how 1 had enmeshed myself in life. but I 
said nothing about \\'alter. 

· 

"That's better, my dear," :Mother said. 
"I didn't want to doubt you but I didn't 
like your last letters. That's why I came. 
I thought you were unhappy and needed 
me. But you should neYer be ashamed 
of your \York, Edith. If it's honest and 
sincere-why. then it's good. You know, 
when your father and I married, we were 
very poor and once, to help out, I took 
in washing although I came from a well­
to-do family." 

I knew that. for my Dad was so eternally 
grateful he always spoke oi it. I might 
have told her about \Valter, if at that 
moment he hadn't arrived. carrying what 
was obviously a week-end case. His in­
troduction to �!other was embarrassing all 
the way round. Soon, as we chatted. try­
ing to make casual conYersation. it became 
painful. I excused myself to �!other, tell­
ing her I had to see �Ir. Brinley privately, 
and \\'alter and I went downstairs. 

)�, 
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Women everywhere are 
telling other women about Tam pax, che new 
form of sanitary protection for monthly use. 
Tam pax is u·om internally. You can do your 
household work or office work or rake part 
in outdoor sports without even remembering 
you are wearing it. You can wear the sheerest 
gown or a modern swim suit-no bulk, so 
nothing can show. Use Tampax this 
summer; a monrh's supply can be carried in 
your purse. 

Tam pax was perfected by a physician for 
all normal women. It is neatly and efficiently 
absorbent, doing away with pins, pads and 
belts. It will nor come apart and so fail in 
irs prorecrion . No odor. Disposed of easily. 
M a d e  of a b s o r b e n t  s u r g i c a l  co n o n ,  
greatly compressed, hygienically sealed i n  
patented applicator. Endorsed b y  gyneColo­
gists. Sold at drug stores and notion counters 
-month's supply, 35¢. Introductory package, 20¢. If your dealer has not stocked, please 
use coupon. 

"YOU ACTUALLY DON'T KNOW 
YOU'RE WEARING IT!" 

TAMPAX INCORPORATED :'.1\\'G-l!::! 
New Brunswick, New jersey Please send me introductory size package of Tampax with full directions. Enclosed is 20t (stamps or co1ns). 

Namt---------------
Addrm•-------------
CitJ·-------' 

In the little reception room with its 
stiff. red chairs, we both felt choked, be· 
wilclered. 

"I suppose this means you're not coming," 
he said. 

"I can't, \Vatter." 
"How come your mother popped in just 

at this time?" 
"She didn't pop in," I said sharply, more 

in distress than resentment. "She came 
unexpectedly. I think my mother has the 
right to visit me if she wants to." 

"Is she going to stay long?" 
"As long as she wants to." 
He tried to come closer to me, but I 

couldn't endure it. I was torn to a thou­
sand remnants of myself and each piece 
seemed to have a heart and nerves of its 
own. 

"Please-please don't make it harder, 
Walter. I think we'd better say good·bye." 

"Did you tell your mother about me?" 
"I was ashamed to." 
"Did you tell her I love you ?" 

I STOOD up and cried angrily. "No !  I 
told you I was ashamed. Definitely and 

finally-I'm ashamed of such love-of you 
· -o�

. 
my:;elf. I "·ouldn't know how to tell 

her. 
After an eternity, I ,,·atched him get 

into the taxi he had ordered to wait, in 
which he had hoped to drive off with me. 
When I returned to the apartment, 1{other 
seemed thoroughly at home in the kitchen4 
ette. She \Yas bustling about, chiding me 
for having no real food in the house, ask­
ing me what I'd expected to eat. 

I knew I ,,·auld never sleep that night 
unless I told her the whole story. Picce4 
meal, a word here, a sentence there, I de­
scribed the situation with \Vatter, con­
fessed that I had no food because I hadn't 
expected to be home, and finally recounted 
the scene with him, j ust finished. 

She wasn't indignant or outraged. No 
accusation passed her lips. Finally, after 
a long silence during which her very 
thoughts rushed out to comfort me, she 
said, "Don't you think it would be a good 
idea, Edith, to give up your work and come 
home for a visit-until you get back to 
your old self ?" 

I didn't sleep that night. Through the 
dark hours, I cried with relief, with joy 
at the prospect of being home in the white 
house with the green shutters, at home on 
Main Street where everybody greeted me 
by name, at home in Dad's grocery with 
its mixed fragrance of crackers and store 
cheese and new brooms. 

The next day was Saturday, a day of 
long gruelling hours but at the end of it 
I turned in my notice, and told all the 
girls that I was going home. Home ! I 
pronounced the word gratefully, proudly. 
There \vas even a hint of envy in their 
eyes, I thought. 

Twenty·four hours later, having made 
arrangements with Louella to dispose of 
my furniture, Mother and I boarded the 
ten o'clock train for our two·day trip 
home. I tossed sleeplessly in my berth, 
yet when I arose before the first call for 
breakfast, ).(other was dressed and wait­
ing for me to go into the dining car. She 
was so cheerful and fresh, so excited at 
the sights from the car window that I 
couldn't help falling into her mood. 

In the diner, a shock awaited me. \Vatter 
was sitting at a table ! As we approached, 
he looked at Mother, not at me, and said, 
"I \Vas holding this table for you !" 

Mother seemed not at all surprised. I 
almost fell into the chair, and in a daze 
heard vaguely that she and \Valter were 
ordering three breakfasts. I had to spend 
every ounce of energy to keep back the 
tears. Endlessly the small talk between 
\Yalter and 11other continued until she 
excused herself and left us alone. 

"Look at me, Edith," he said. 
I raised my head. 
"Don't you know why I'm here? There'll 

be a \\·edding in that white house with 
the green shutters-as soon as you say­
if you'll still ha,·e me." 

"And what make:; you a different man 
today from what you were Friday ?" 

"Your mother. I paid her a visit while 
you were at work Saturday. I don't know 
why I did-but I couldn't keep away. I 
harl to talk to her." "I don't think." I said slowly, "I could 
marry a man ,,·ho had to be talked into 
marriage by my mother." 

HE covered my hand wifh his. "But she 
didn't. sweetheart. She never men­

tioned your name. \Ve just talked. Lord, I 
admire her spirit ! One thing she said­
and that sold me straight down the river 
for the fool and waster I'd been. You know what it was ? She said young people 
think they're smart and courageous living 
their own lives. throwing marriage over­
board. runnin� away from responsibilities, 
but they're really CO\vards. It takes starch, 
she said, real old·fashioned starch to build 
a home, assume responsibility and bring 
up a family." I could just see Mother telling him this 
in her indomitable way, prodding him, 
goading him to show the stuff he was 
made of. 

Walter's eyes commanded mine. "Will 
you, my dearest, let me supply the. starch 
-and the tables and chairs-and the love?" 

To the delight of the porter, as we left 
the car, we stopped on the platform so 
\iV alter might kiss me, and renew within 
my heart that faith which had almost been 
destroyed. I thank God for my mother 
who had twice given me life, once when 
she brought me into the world, and again 
when she renewed in the man beside me 
the true spirit of love. 

M A S Q U E R A D E  
e "I was beginning to get the light. She was sympathetic now, a little ministering angel-not wanting 
to leave tragedy in her wake. She wanted to keep her hands clean, and she was ready to say pretty 
things to me now, because she was going to marry another man. If that wasn't sweet of her! 

"Inside of me, everything seemed to be burning up. As I listened through that receiver, I felt 
as if my heart was being torn out of me. Finally I managed, 'Harriet, what's the use--1 can't stop 
you. There is nothing I can say or do. But I can't lie to you, because I love vou. So if you want 
my best wishes, you certainly have them.' 

"Again there were sweet words, soothing and precious, yet actually derisive because they were 
given to me in substitution for the girl whom I wanted. Perhaps, however, I had misjudged her. She 
was touched, and felt sorry for me. But who wanted pity? I wanted her, and no substitute could 
heal me.'' 

The Story of a Bride Who Could Not Tell the Truth. Read it in the next issue of TRUE 
ROMANCES on the newsstands August 12th. 
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T h e  M o s t  R o m a n t i c  P i c t u r e  o f  t h e  M o n t h  

A natural. wholesome g·irl to whom the 
simple things of life mean more than the 
tinsd. 

But ] ulia Jm·cs tinsel ! And she. in turn. 
regards Johnny as an attrani,·e playboy 
who will lend just the right sort of 
sophistication to her appearances at swank 
dinner parties and cocktail gatherings. 
\\'hat a furore she will cause when she 
sweeps into ).tary Vv'hosis's coming out 
party, dangling handsome Johnny from hn 
arm ! How she will delight in showing 
him off to her debutante girl friends. 

THAT would all be very fine ior julia 
-only J olmny has absolutely no u:;e for 

or interest in rich and fashionable people. 
Says Johnny : .. 1\·c been working since I 
was ten. 1\ow J want to fi.nd out whv I'm 
working-and the answer can't he ·jUst to 
pay bills or pile up more money.' The world 
is changing. There are a lot oi new ex­
citing ideas running around-some of them 
mig-ht be cOt.·keyed and some of them might 
he right-but they're all affecting our lives. I want to know about them and ] want to 
'know just how I stand-where I fit into 
the picture. You ·can't find that out while 
,-ou"re stuck in $O!Ile 1tlllc:e hc:hind a desk. The minute l earn enough money I'm going 
to knock off for a while-quit. Retire young 
and work old. Come back and work when 
I know what I'm working for. It'll be too 
]ate when I'm sixty. Does that make any 
sense to you ?'' 

.-\ long spec\h, i:-n"t it. and n•markably 
interesting coming from the lips of a young 
man who skis like a streak, dances divinely 
and is almost too good looking to be true. 
It is the sort of speech he should have 

(Conlin,.ed from page 33) 
made to Julie the first time he realized she 
had the power to stir his senses as no 
other girl had cnr stirred them. makillg 
him think seriously about marriage and a 
home and a companion \\·ho would share his 
\·iews as well as his liic. 

Johnny made the spee1..·h all right-but 
he made it to Linda. Julia's sister. Lindt�. 
( Katharine Hepburn ) ,  pretty as a picture. 
hright as a button. real as sunlight, ncwr 
pretending to be anything but what she is 
-a perfectly grand girl who doesn't any 
more belong in the huge and imposing 
Seton mansion than Johnny does. For 
Linda has only contempt for the tradi­
tions of the �ocietv her father and sister 
worship. 

· 

Linda t.:alls herself the black :;heep of 
the famih·. She has dabbled in the arts. 
hurned hCr fingers on lost causes. tilted her 
lance at anv nld windmill for the sheer fun oi it. ai1d has now practically retired 
to the top floor of the big house where the 
playroom is. There she can get away from 
the "museum"' influence of the cold rooms 
downstairs. Yes. Linda is at heart a cru­
.-:.ader-exactly Johnny Case's type of girl. 
X ow do you see what must happen when 
these two meet? 

S
UCH thing� a1·e happening cwry day in 

real lik That is what make:; "Holida,·'' 
such a real. down-to-C"arth picture. A m�m 
and .1drl fall in Jo,·e-or think they do­
then a third person, another girl say, comes 
into the picture and turns · out to be the 
living embodiment of what the man had 
seen in the first girl because that was \\·hat 
he wanted to see. He has inn•sted her 
with all of th.c \"irtues he wanted her to 

haw. Sometimes that happens to us and 
we see our mistake too late. \\'c are too 
dee1> in the engagement. afraid to back out, 
or all tied up in marriage. Then, "like 
ships that pass in the night" two people 
who were meant for each other drift past 
and are lost. 

"IT is exactly this situation that arises 
when Johnny. who comes to the Seton 

mansion to meet J ulia's father ( Henry 
Kolker) ,  arri\'es early. wanders around. 
gets lost in the big place and ,,.-inds up 
in the playroom where Linda has practically 
barricaded herself. 

Talk ahout " LO\·e \\"alked Right In" ! 
Linda has only to talk with Johnny a few 
minutes to discover that she has been wait­
ing for him all her life. This is real 
lo\'e at first sight-plus the realization that 
Johnny ieels exactly as she does about 
all the sensele:;s fuss and ieathers, has the 
same delightful sense of humor that dares 
to be sill" when the rest oi her world is 
cteadh· sei-ious about what iork to use and 
whetller to sit �[rs. Smith on �lr. Green's 
right or left. 

But Linda also loves her young sister 
with a blind sort oi devotion. All she wants 
is happiness for the younger girl. and is 
unselfishly delighted to find that Julia has 
iallen in love with such a rare prize as 
Johnny. Xow, Linda happily tells herself, 
Julia will really begin to break the fetters 
that are ensla\"ing her to useless tradition. 
She will hegin to see the trees no matter 
how thick the forest. Julia will know what 
it is to he alin, to think, to feel. to realize 
that there is  a ,·astly more important world 
beyond the great front doors of the Seton 

'-•-" d.• P;uril.·ia l::lli.\ llH>· 
ltot:!S the freshness that firs1 won her a successful suecn 
test. She's :. feel :. : wci�hs 
1\ ') : loves 10 swim and tide 

hors�back. (Su htr i11 Rtpub­
lic"s ""Rom.mu O•I 'I bt RIIII,""I 

Freshness 

wins Fans 
for young star . .  and Old Gold 

S"J":\ R S have risen, gleamed 
hrilliancly for a time- an(.l 

fadcl.l out of popular sight. Wb;·? 
Their talem was no less. Their 
look.!> were not lost. Yet some· 
thing was Jacking; something 
that makes the d ifference between 
1!:reatness and mediocrity. Fresh­ness. In a star or a cigarette, fresh­
ness gives you an exlrtl thrill that 
no other quality pro\·ides! 

Old Gold spends a fortune to 
bring you the flavor-thrill of prize 
crop tobaccos "' tbe pe<Jk of ap-

pealing freshness; each pack pro­
tected against dampness, dryness, 
dust, by two jackets of moisture­
proof Cellophane-double assur­
ance of the utmost pleasure and 
satisfaction a cigarette can give. 

TRY a pack of Double-Mellow 
Old Golds! Discover what real ]res/mess means-in richer flavor, 
smoother throat.ease! 

TUNE IN on 0\J Gold's Hollywood Scrc::<:"n· scoops, Tuesday and Thursday nights, Co­
lumbia Network, CoasHo-Coasc 

rn:rr pack " r;�pp.::d in 2 jackets of Cellophane; the OUTER jacket opens from 1hc BO'J'T0:\1. 
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Save lime ... Save 
money . . .  make 
your own Curls 

A twist of rhe wrist, and your 
Pro-Curler makes a curl and 
automatically slips ir on to a 
concealed bob-pin. Simple, quick, sure. Pro� 
Curler is strongly built; it is approved and re­
commended by the beaury editors of leading 
women's magazines. A necessity if you do 
your own hair-an easy way ro touch up your 
curls between visits to the hairdresser. Gee 
one today-you'll be amazed at the soft, nat­
ural, professional looking curls a Pro-Curler 
can make. 50¢ and $1 Pro-Curlers, complete with 

PRO-BOB PINS 
Speclally madefor use 
with a I'ro-Curler-a 
superior pin for �:�n­
eral use. :'>ladt' of high 
tempered sHe! -
double coatc>d. Can be 

used over and OI'U 
again without losing 
thrlr spring. 3fl Pro· 
Bob Pins for only JOe. 

bob-pins, a t  department 
stores, good drug and 5 and 1 0  cent stores. 

P R O ·  
C U R L E R  

G U A R A N T E E D  by GOOD HOUSEKEEPING os advertised therein. 

Eastern Trading Co , New York 

with Staley's 
STA R C H  C U B E S 
Fine laundry starch in exact­
measure CUBES. No guess. 
No chance of clothes being 
too stiff, too flimsy. No stick­
ing iron, No spots or scorched 
streaks. Saves %" ironing time. 
Next washday, use Sealey's 
Starch CUBES-avoid need­
less fatigue and vexation. 

Decatur, Ill. 

I mansion. Under Johnny Case's tutelage and 
love Julia will emerge from the cocoon 
of her ignorance. Be herself. Alive. Real. 

Poor Linda ! Her unselfish plans for 
her little sister begin to go awry almost 
immediately. Almost, in fact, with the 
meeting of Edward Seton and his prospec­
tive son-in-law. While Seton does not 
exactly like the idea of welcoming into 
the family a young man with no back­
ground, no important antecedents. whose 
father was never able to make his small 
grocery store in Baltimore pay, whose 
mother had to work, and who, himself. 
while in college ''ran an eating joint and 
a laundrv. and in vacations worked in a 
steel miti and even drove a garbage truck 
one summer," still -Johnny has cleverly 
managed to turn a smart investment into 
real money and, with their meeting, is on 
the. point of quitting his job. 
Edward Seton can use a young man of 

Johnny's financial talents. He is likable, 
presentable, and under Julia's watchful eye 
his social talents can be cultivated. Johnny 
is "in" and the wedding set for the very 
near future. 

A
XD now things begin to happen. Johnny 
sees that he is \Yalking straight into a 

trap. He sees that the breach in under­
standing between Seton and himself can 
never be bridged, when Seton makes it 
plain that he expects Johnny to take a 
job in the Seton bank and give over his 
life and soul to the accumulation of more 
money. But Johnny is still in love with 
the idea that he is in love with Julia-

1 and so he makes a hra \'e attempt to com-1 promise. Yes. he will settle down to the 
business of making more money for Seton­
but only for a few years. Then he must 
take that hard-earned holiday and ''find 
out" the truth about things. 

Julia, of course, is in league with her 
father. She is convinced that at the end 
of three years time Johnny will be so 
much in love with her. so enslaved to 
habit. so set in the path she and her 
father ha\'e set before him that the holi­
day he has planned will drop into the 
limbo of forgOtten things. Only Linda 
hopes that Johnny will remain true to him­
self and see it through. 

So does Ned Seton, Jr. (Lew Ayres) ,  
who i s  s o  hopelessly the tool o f  his father 
that he is too weak to strike out for him­
self as Linda has done. Instead Ned drinks 
too much and leads a pretty empty ex­
istence. 

As the picture progresses it is interest­
ing to watch the struggle going on inside 
Johnny Case. Even when he is forced to 
realize that Julia is so different from the 
girl he believed her to be, he fancies him­
self still deeply in love with her-so deeeply 
in love that even though he practically 
breaks their engagement on the very night 
it is announced and tells old man Seton 
where to get off, he humbly comes back 
for love's sake, ready again to make com­
promises. 

What Johnny doesn't realize is that it 
is Linda and not Julia who is bringing 
him back to the ''Museum"-Linda, whose 
gay sense of humor matches his own, who 
is silently praying that he will hold out 
against her father and show her young sis­
ter the true way to happiness. 

And there are two other people, two 
wise and lovable souls whose eyes are not 
beclouded by any false issues. They are 
the Potters, Susan and Nick (played by 
Jean Dixon and Edward Everett Horton) ,  
friends of Johnny's. His kind. Linda's 
kind. They can see so plainly that it 
should be Johnny and Linda and not Johnny 
and Julia \vho are getting married. 

Then matters come to a head. The wed­
ding date is set. The three of them­
Julia, her father and Johnny sit down 

to discuss the future. Johnny again is 
forced to see that even his hone,·moon is 
being planned for him. And it "won't be 
a honeymoon at all if Edward Seton has 
his way, because he has decided that Johnny 
shall combine pleasure with business and 
visit the representative banking houses of 
Europe. After that they will return, live 
in a house· Julia's father is lending them. 
accumulate possessions, Johnny will settle 
down. 

''Julia," says Johnny quite suddenly, "l"n: 
sorry but I can't stand it." 

''\Vould you mind telling me what YOU 
mean?" the girl asks. · 

"I can see now that if \\·e begin, loaded 
down with possessions and obligations, we'd 
never get out from under them. Let's 
forget the wedding invitations. Let's make 
our own life. Let's get married tonight." 

It's no go. Julia loves her way of life 
just as deeply as Johnny loves his. They 
simply can't get together on it and Johnny 
is forced to tell her that feeling free in­
side is. to him, even better than his love 
for her. 

.-\nd so he goe:- out of her life knowing 
it is the right and only thing to do. seeing 
at last that Julia newr really cared for him 
after she saw his reaction:- to her environ­
ment. Up at Lake Placid where they 
merely played at life an'd. Ion: it was all 
Yery different. 

X O\\" the way is clear for Linda. Johnny i� �ailing for Europe with the Potters. 
Sailing away and out of her life. too, un­
less she has tht cnnragc to go along with 
him. 

Courage? Linda has it. It takes her but 
a moment-once she hears from Julia's 
own lips that she is actually glad to be free of _T ohnny-to throw some clothes into a 
suitcase and race for the boat on which 
Johnny and the Potters are sailing. 

And so begins Linda's and Johnny's life 
together-a life destined to be as replete 
with fulfillment and love as Julia's and 
Johnny's would have been devoid of it. 

THIS is romance with a capital "R"­
the sort of romance that finds its way 

to fulfillment regardless of obstacles. Per­
haps you, like Linda, haYe been waiting 
for "something to happen" in your life. 
Something that really matters, that will 
be meat for your famished soul, bring 
laughter into your heart, give you some 
reason for living. Linda had kept hoping 
for it. Johnny had kept hoping. Neither 
suspected that realization of their every 
dream would come in the slightly cockeyed 
way it did. 

The unexpected I Welcome it. That's 
what makes life an exciting, glamorous ad­
venture. That's what keeps hope flaming 
in our hearts and a love for life coursing 
through our veins. 

See "Holiday" and I believe you will 
agree \Vith me that Columbia has produced 
one of the outstanding pictures of 1938. 
The characters in the picture do the same 
annoying and stupid things thaf the people 
you know in real life do, but tolerance 
teaches us that they are victims of their 
environment and training. 

Most of us are sheep, you know. It 
takes a rare brave man or woman to 
strike out from the herd and blaze a new 
trail. 

It is not always that Katharine Hepburn 
has been so perfectly cast, or that Cary 
Grant has been given a part so ideally 
suited to his fine talents. 

In fact the entire cast contributes to 
make ''Holiday" a really human, true-to­
life story that brings a laugh to your lips 
one minute, a tear to your eye the next, 
but never once lets you down by deviating 
from honestv and realism. 

In other ,\,ords-don't miss this fine pic­
ture ! 



cascade of shining black silk. Her coal· 
black eyes were impertinent hut charming­
ly inquisitive, ready to spring into a smile. 
I didn't say anything for a minute, but 
just looked at her. Her shoulders were 
bare and very white. She wore a simple 
sky·blue dress that seemed to encompass 
her and bring out an effect of a girlish 
figure just beginning to round into ex­
quisite young maturity. "l am Vicky Dorman,"' she repeated, 
holding out her hand. ''l can't bclie'"e it,'' I stammered. 

S
HE knew ,,·hat I meant, for she smiled 
that precious smile that had lurked on 

the surface ready to shine. She helped me 
with my coat and then stood there looking 
at me, and then smiled again. "You've ful­
filled your promise," she announced. 

''\\'hat do you mean. Vicky? 1\ow don't 
say I'm not to call you Vicky. I knew you 
when you were a little baby. I used to hold 
you on my lap, as a matter of fact, and 
play with you.'' 

'"Oh. you did not ! I think you"re ,·cry 
good," she laughed. 

\\'ith a shr"•ck T rcaliz(·d that I wasn't in 
college any mun.', that the line which I had 
just used was out of place. that the tuxedo 
I \\"as ,,·caring \\"aS a fraud, because all I 
had left was a thousand and thirty-one dol­
lars and sixty cents. After that was gone 
-well-

And this girl was bca tni iul and rit:h. She 
took my arm and walked me into a spacious 
room done with exquisite simplicity. And 
then I knew. _-\ha, a decorator. They could 
afford an interior decorator, and here I 
was, a fraud looking like a million dollars 
in my tuxedo. Well, I would not be a liar 

R i c h  M a r r i a g e  
(Continued from page 13) 

but at the Yery first opportunity tell her 
my story, spend a pleasant evening, for she 
was nice and exciting, and then go back to 
mv rent-free rooms. -There were some pictures on the wall, 
and I admired them. I pretended that I 
knew something about art. but I really 
didn't. I looked at my wrist \\·atch and 
asked, "Aren't we going out for dinner ?" 

She took my hand, apparently to see the 
time, and her fingers did something to me. 
It was like a tiny warm electric shock 
"A quarter to seven," she said. "\¥e'll 
ha\·e dinner at seven o'clock �{y parents 
will be down." 

"But Vicky, I want to take you out for 
dinner. Let's renew our old romance. 
Homely little girl-" and I put my hands 
over my eyes-"oh, what a homely little 
brat-" and then I said softly-"who 
blossoms out lik� a princess. I'm here to 
claim Y�llt. I don't want to sit here with 
your J)arcnts. Oh come on, let's go out." 

HER eyes glistened. They were black 
pools of mystery. She was smiling. 

and I thought that she glowed as if more 
life had gone into the life that was already 
there. ''}fatthe\\·-may I call you ).fat­
thew ?'' 

"You mu.-.t. Xo � Call me ).fatt." 
"\\"c"ll g·o out for dinner somewhere and 

danC'c ; And then we'll talk. I'm so ex­
cited ! Cute way we met, sending each 
other Christmas cards every year. But 
Matt, I never thought you'd blossom out 
into such a handsome ca\·alier.'' 

I lit a cigaret and then apologized and 
offered her on�. which she accepted. \\' e 
both ."moked and watched each other, and 
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we both knew that we were excited. Nfy 
excitement was full of misgivings. My 
state of affairs was such that I couldn't 
just jump into a flirtation, for I was on 
shaky ground, economically on the verge 
of disaster, having no profession and, 
what was worse, not knowing what I could 
do. There was something else, something 
that was unrolling in my head. She was 
exciting, she was smart and alive, like a 
coiled wire charged with electricity. I 
couldn't just take her out and talk clever 
college talk and squeeze her a little during 
the dance, and touch m,· face to hers and 
then kiss her when I had brought her home. 
All that, I thought. and more. It wouldn't 
be so easy to forget her kiss. And I was a 
pauper. 

IN the midst of all this exciting confusion, I was meeting her parents, and had 
to look up at her father, who was even 
taller than I was, a giant of a man, with 
gray eyes. He \\"a� nice, I commented 
silently, but not quite in the room. He 
smiled. and I wasn"t sure whether he saw 
me or not. He was a business man and 
he had created these riches. I could sense 
that. ).Irs. Dorman was smaller, but not 
quite as small as \'icky. She had a round 
face. brown hair and warm brown eves. 
She beamed. and I knew that she liked 
me. She was charming and open-hearted, 
but she wanted to kno\\· just who I was, 
and she questioned me rather adroitly. 

''So your father died: Oh yes. I knew 
who your father \\"as." And she turned to 
her husband, ''Joseph, didn't you buy the 
ground for the factory from ).fr. Luding­
ton?" 

�'fr. Dorman searched in his mind. "Yes. 

H ER M OTH E R - I N - LAWS "�� 
V I  S I T  SAV E D  T H E DAY!"" '\" 
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He was a gorxl business man. Hard to dri\·e 
a bargain with." 

3.1rs. Dorman protested. ''You shouldn't 
say that, Joseph. The man is dead." 

Vicky had left us, and she came back in 
a white wrap. "It looks like ermine," I 
thought. 

"Kow, we are going out. Mother," she 
said pleasantly, but resolutely. '':Might as 
well tell you J.fatt and I met years ago. 
I was a very little girl and he took me on 
his lap. Don't get shocked, �father. I was 
yery little. don't you see? And we just 
found each other-" and her voice rose 
deeply as if. in exaggeration, imitating my 
own-"in this great, big city. VVe're going 
to haYe dinner together and we're going to 
dance and we're going to talk of old times.'' 

"Vicky, how you talk," her mother 
scolded indulgently. "How can you talk 
so fast ? \\'hy, you're all excited !' '  

She pulled me by the sleeve and helped 
me in a proprie�ary way with my overcoat, 
fixing my collar. "I'm excited, and ho,v ! 
It's a reunion." She kissed her mother, 
kissed her father, and I wondered ironically 
whether he knew that we were going out. 
whether he had heard a single word. 

NONCH.-\LANTLY I called a taxi. 1\ onchalantly I was playing a part, 
my last fling. And with the peculiarity of 
youth justifying its faults, I felt terribly 
sorry for myself. My outward attitude, hO\\·­
ever, was debonair and semi-sophisticated. 
I leaned back in the taxi. and I remember 
-I know-that I touched the cool soft fur 
with my hand and then bent my face and 
touched it with my cheeks. She sat there 
smiling and a little aloof. and then I pressed 
my cheek harder. Through the wrap, 
through the fur, I was feeling the warm 
b<XIy underneath, while Vicky was smiling 
knowing all the time what I was doing but 
not showing her hand. 

�>rm not going to kiss you, Vicky," I 
said crazily, playing 'vith fire, and reckless 
because of mv fe<:�r. 

"Indeed n)u're not. You certainly are 
not !" 

· 

•·I am not." I announced in a funereal 
voice. 

It was fun. It was danger. And I was 
coming out of a sort of mental stagnation. 
We had dinner in a very lovely restaurant, 
and both of us nibbled our food. We were 
both sparring for time and speculating. 
Vicky didn't know very much about me, for 
once she asked. "Are you going to college?" 

I gasped a little. "Are you ?"' I answered. 
"�.fother ,...-ants me to, but I'm such a ter­

rible student. I should, but I don't know.'" 
I didn't answer her question, but went 

over to her chair, took her elbow and lifted .her into the dance, into the swing of the 
music. lt was play until then, passionate, 
exciting play. �ut as I he_ld �er white bo�y, 
unresisting, pam was begmmng to .creep 111. 
I was a charlatan, in a sense, an tmpostor. 
In my tuxedo, gliding on the floor, I 
seemed like one of the mob-the mob of 
idlers or perhaps the mob of the well-to-do. 
Vicky belonged to this cla�s. Her simple 
dress I knew from expenence, probably 
cost � small fortune. But prettier than her 
dress was Vicky. Lithe and dainty, but so 
delicate so seductively gracious. Yet allur­
ing as her charm \\'as, it was not offensive. 

Gently I leaned over, my cheek against 
hers-a liberty young folk take when danc­
ing. Deliberately � took a �trand. of her 
hair between my ltps and btt a ltttle. I 
said very gravely, "Vicky, I'm falling in 
love with you." 

She didn't answer. Her eyes were 
lowered and she was swaying to the music. 
"Vicky, I have no right to. I'm a pauper. 
I left college two months ago. I came home 
to my father's funeral. and � have nothin�. 
I have no job. The only tlnng I can do ts 

dri\"e a taxi. _--\nd here I'm falling in love 
\dth you.·' 

Some poet has said that the eyes are the 
window::; of the soul. It certainly is a true 
statement. That indifference suddenh' 
melted away. and her eyes widened at everY 
word. There was astonishment. and then 
a sweet smile lit up her soft lips. '').latt, 
do you think I care ? Do you think that 
would make any difference to me?" 

This was an unexpected reception to the 
news, yet pleased as I was. I winced in­
side. \;Ve didn't talk about this phase any 
more, hut I paid the check and we were on 
the sidewalk. and the doorman was whis­
tling for a cab. Gently the ::;no\\· was falling. 

The taxi was warm, and I told the dri\·er 
to take u::; somewhere for a ride. Yicky 
was covered up, the collar of her fur wrap 
lifted over her neck and part of her head. 
L-nderneath that fur coYer, she had a warm, 
pulsating body and a tender heart-and 
courage. 

I wanted to tell her my whole story. but I was afraid the driver would he-ar it, 
nen though the glass panel separated us. 
So I followed her example and relaxed 
in the warm cah, searching for her hand, 
which I found in her pocket. I took off her 
glove, her white glon.•, and held her hand 
in mine, enjoying the sweet tender moments 
of sheer bliss. 

I watched her though I didn't look at 
her. r felt her trust though she didn't say a word. .-\nd then she fell asleep, and 
g-radually her head rested on my shoulder. 
I didn't dare mon. icding her warmth, 
and thrilling at her lovely innocence. 

When she woke up she was terribly em­
barrassed, and she apologized. "It must be 
terribly late !" .\nd she took my hand and looked at m\· watch, but she could not see 
the time in the darkness of the cah. I lit a 
match. lt was a quarter aitcr one. 

"You better take me home. �Iatt." 
"Vicky, Vicky," I sighed. "Let's not go 

home-yet. This is probably my last 
e-scapade.'' 

She picked me up on that. "Escapade ?" 

"IT'S my last fling. I'll tell you about it 
later. So let'::; go to a restaurant-a 

simple restaurant where we can just have 
some coffee and sit and talk." 

I told her my story as we sat in a 
hooth at this late hour. But in K ew York 
City one is really never aware of the late­
ness of the hour. for there is a traffic of 
peopk (Oming and g-oing;, and many people act aitL'r midnight as though it was j ust 
daYbreak. 

\Vith some rductatKl' I started my story. 
I painted frankly my life at college, my 
vouthful conceit and the-n the rest of the 
�tory. 1 even told her of my father's will 
and of )..-f rs. Eldridge, who owned every­
thing Father had, even his soul. Not once 
did \-icky interrupt, not once did she ask 
a question, but her eyes. black and myster­
ious and tender. urged me on. \Vhen I 
came to mY father·::; will. she shivered a 
little. and i got up and helped 11er wrap 
her fur coat around her shoulders. 

I described minutely my search for a 
job. and then how I l"ame to call her. Here 
there was a suspicion of tears in her eyes, 
and she said huskily, "�Iy father will give 
YOU a job, �fatt." 
• "No. he won't Vicky. If I didn't know YOU, it would be different. But that would 
be trading on our friendship, and honestly, 
\.kkY, I just found you. You're my only 
frien(l. But you know. Yicky, you go to 
nw head like wine. It's enn more intoxi­
ca-ting than that. So I want to be with you 
tonight-and then I'll remember you al­
waYs." 

She had a trick of looking quickly from 
under her lashes as if probing underneath 
the \,·ords for the unspoken message. 
"You're haYing dinner with us tomorrow 



night. Oh, I've got a date, but I'll break 
it." 

"You want to take me under your wing, 
Vicky? \Veil, it's no go." 

"Cnder my wing ? I'd like to, but I'm 
not trying to be patronizing, Matt. VVe are 
friends, aren't we?" 

"Vicky, in a sense, no. You're not the 
kind of girl 1 want to be a friend to. As 
a matter of fact, it can't be done." 

"All right, Matt, then I'll see you to­
morrow night. A quarter to seven. Don't 
dress. And any man who's so proud that 
he refuses to share his problems with people 
who like him--oh, �fatt. you're not so small 
as all that ! You can't be. Everything 
about you tells me it's not so." 

THAT was the line of attack from the 
very first. It \\'as in a sense sincere, for 

she wasn't appealing to m'y sympathy but 
to my logic. Definitely she showed me 
that everybody needs help at one time or 
another, but the thing that made the 
greatest impression was her story of ho\v 
her own mother had helped her father. Her 
father was penniless, but took her mother's 
three hundred dollars which she had sawd 
in several years, and opened a little grocery 
store in New England. Promptly they lost 
their money, whereupon her mother \\·ent 
to work again and for tlm.:c years held a 
job in addition to keeping house for her 
husband. 

''That's ho\\' they started, my parents," 
she said softly. And when I took her home, 
I promised that l would come for dinn('r. 1 didn't kiss her. \;Vhen she- gan: me th{' 
key to open tht' door. r could ha\"e, but 
this was too precious to start off with the 
usual kiss. She waved her hand and dis­
appeared into the darkness. 

I spent a pleasant evening in her home, 
and I really did enjoy her mother. She 
treated me like an old friend. though ).f r. 

Dorman acted in his usual way. Vicky's 
brother :\lex surprised me a little. He was 
a replica of his father except in height. 
His shoulders were very broad and his fea­
tures were like his father's, but whereas 
his father was full of silent vitality, Alex 
was voluble. He was the only one who 
wore a tuxedo. and later I found that he 
alwa�s dressed in the evening, whatever the 
occaston. 

It was from Alex that I glimpsed some­
thing of their business. They had a large 
plant where they put up oyster bisque and 
soups derived from sea food. They had a 
large distributing agency and many sales­
men. He, Alex. was sales manager and im­
pressed me \Vith the fact several times dur­
ing the evening. One sentence stands out, 
spoken for my benefit. ")..fatt, take it from 
me, I know from experience-the sales 
department of any organization is really 
the soul of the business, the life of it." 

1Ir. Dorman looked at him a little 
wearily and said, ''Don't talk nonsense. 
What do you know about business ?" 

Alex was offended and he got red in 
the face and tried to continue the argument 
-at his father now. But Mr. Dorman 
left the table, took up a newspaper and be­
gan to read, paying no attention to his son's 
flow of words. 

BUT there was Vicky, quiet as a mouse, 
watching me and thinking her own 

thoughts. and nery once in a while smiling 
a little darting smile which was like a 
quick needle without the sharpness of a 
needle. It had a quickening effect on me 
of physical warmth and of physical delight. 

Alex left shortly after dinner, shaking 
my hand profusely in that manly way which 
some people affect, and 1Ir. Dorman went 
into his study. Mrs. Dorman remained with 
us for some time, adroitly inquiring into my 
affairs, warmly sympathetic but, in spite 
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of her nai\'ete, quite worldly. Talking of 
something else she managed to convey to 
me that she wanted her daughter to go 
to college, but at the same time she made 
me feel that I was a welcome visitor. 

Vicky and I again talked of my pros­
pects, and I was glad to report progress. 
That -morning my father's second cousin, 
Mr. Craig, had called me up and offered 
me a job as his chauffeur. He was buy­
ing a new car and wanted to know if I 
wanted the j ob. It would pay forty dollars 
a week. 

''Does that shock you. Vicky?" 
"It does not." she announced emphati­

cally. "Don't forget how my father started."' 

I \VAS so grateful to her. so warmly 
grateful for the lack of snobbery. My 

words failed me. and I walked O\'er to her chair in the corner. Gently, I lifted her 
hand. and as she stood up looking at me 
surprised, I put her hand through my arm, 
not knowing r: nyself what I wanted to do. 

"Come on," I said. 
''\\ihere to? It's cold outside.'' 
"Let's just walk through the room. you 

and I. It feels so good having you by 
mv side." 
-Quick as a flash she entered into the 

spirit of the little game, and we walked 
through the room, she imitating my long 
stride, and I loving her more and more 
with enry step she took. Her head reached 
exactly to my shoulder. hut smalt as she 
was in· body, she had a \\'arm expanse 
of spirit that was not only exciting. but 
stimulating. 

''It's no use."' I groaned and buried my 
face in her hair. "It's no use," 1 cried, 
and then pressed my lips to hers. 

"It's no use,'' she sighed, responding. 
Vicky, radiating sheer ecstasy, confessed 

to me with misty eyes that she had known 
it from the first. V\' e exchanged con-

ANY WOMAN'S A FOOL TO SCRUB CLOTH ES 
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STAY DI RTY ? 

EVEN IN hardest water the New Rinso 
quickly whips up inro richer, faster­

acting suds than the old. In as little as 10 minutes these energetic suds ;oak 
clothes amazingly clean without the 
hard scrubbing and boiling that soon 
wilt the strongest woman these hot 
days. Yet Rinso is safe even for over­
night soaking. After the soaking give 
the stubborn spors and edges a gentle 
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fidences and told each other everything, 
and little by little a new structure was built, 
with the elements of a song and music and 
love. 

"But Vicky, it's only the second time 
we met-the third." 

Her lips parted and made a little pattern 
of a kiss. "Do you really feel as if we had 
just met ?'' 

''No!'' That very night, after the hour 
struck one and then two, the plans were 
crystallized. taking shape and coming into 
life. Definitely, Vicky told me she would 

1 not go to college. \Ve loved each other. 
It was dear in our minds. Or wasn't I sure 
of myself ?  My kisses convinced her that 
I was. There is only one way out of a 
situation like that. In a clear voice, un­
embarrassed by maidenly reserve she de­
clared herself that when two people loved 
each other they should get married. She 
didn't believe in long engagements. \Vith 
some show of embarrassment, she quoted 
scientific articles on the harmfulness· of long 
engagements. 

"BUT how are we going to live ? On 
forty dollars a week ? Right here I've 

got to make one thing clear!" 
''That you won't live on my father's 

money." 
"That's it exa<;tly." 
With quiet self-assurance she showed me 

that it wouldn't be necessary. She pointed 
out that I had some money left. and she 
would add an equal amount. "You can't 
object to that. Or will that foolish pride 
still get in the way ? Haven't I the right 
to contribute to our happiness in every 
way as much as you?'' 

I had to admit that she was right. though 
I teased her about the eloquence of her 
arguments. They were so precisely clear ; 
her blows were so telling. Vicky didn't 
want to calculate our happiness in dollars 
and cents or in precise plans. "People who 
do things do not plan everything minutely 
-so many dollars and we'll do this and 
this in the next year. Maybe we won't 
haYe to. You're young and intelligent. Al­
most anything might happen to us.'' 

If I had any qualms, her warm-hearted 
convincing words swept them away, and 
her nearness did the rest. \Vithout hesi­
tation she announced that we should get 
married right away. Secretly. VVe were not 
to tell her parents, but take a short honey­
moon and then when we came back, face 
life boldly. There was a magic in her words 
that was like the music of a shepherd's 
flute. ''\¥ e're entitled to a honeymoon-" 
her eyelashes fell a little at that "-some-
where in paradise. Anywhere. And then 
we'll come back. and whatever is-is. \Ye'll 
.face it." 

I was in the clouds when I reached my 
little house. V\1 e had decided that we 
couldn't move into this place. It was out 
of the question. I couldn't bring Vicky to 
this place that had known disappointments 
and-I shuddered-a mistress. l sold the furniture for very little money 
and accidentally found some old letters in 
the attic from my father to my mother. 
They gave me a pang. Mrs. Eldridge must 
have missed these. Then I wrote a letter to 
the little lawyer asking him to thank }l.frs. 
Eldridge for her hospitality in lending her 
home. It wasn't a very nice letter, but 
youth in its excitement is often unneces­
sarilv cruel. 

I ·
took out the license and then called 

Vicky, who was excitedly waiting for the 
news. \Ve decided not to see each other 
for three days, and then she was to meet 
me on the morning after. The wait was a 
self-imposed torture. It seemed so ro­
mantic, and Vicky agreed to it. 

Quietly we were pronounced man and 
wife. The moment that stands out dazz­
lingly clear is when we walked down the 
steps of the big building arm in arm. Vicky 

wore a gray fur coat of Persian lamb, with 
a gray fur hat that rested lightly on her 
head. Her hands were tucked in the muff, 
and as I held her arm, she glanced at me 
in that darting way, electrifying me. 
''You're my wife," I said, squeezing her 
arm. 

''I am your wife.'' 
It was exciting, and Vicky had been 

right. We hadn't made any plans and 
didn't know what our next step would be­
but we were on our honeymoon. The air 
\\'as crisply cold, and I wanted to shout • 
with happiness, to share my happiness with 
eYery living soul. 

''\�·hat will we do now, Yicky?'' 
''Let's have lunch. I'm starving. I didn't 

have my breakfast. I was too excited to 
eat anything." 

\Ve found a restaurant down the street 
and we sat down to our wedding breakfast. 
Precious moments were those, delicate and 
elusive, yet never to be forgotten. We sat 
there listening to each other's voices, our 
hands searching and meeting under the 
table. Everything we said seemed to have 
a deeper meaning, a fuller significance. 
And the food tasted like manna, the aroma 
of the coffee was amhrosia. 

Even then I was a little startled when 
Vicky said musingly, ··You know what 
would be fun? To go home and tell 
�fother.'' 

"But, Vicky, we are going away some­
where. just the two of us. It was you who 
said that newlYweds should absolutelv be 
alone, for the first period of their mari-iage 
means so much. It shapes their lives." 

"Yes, Matt, I said it and it's true. I 
don't mean to go home and stay there. But 
after all, let's be sensible about it. Suppose 
we go down and tell :Mother about it. She'll 
be so happy. Instead of running away and 
telephoning her or sending a wire, we go 
to her in person. The person of Matthew 
Ludington and the person of Vicky Lud­
ington. We tell her we're married, and she 
sees us happy and !>hining. She's my 
mother. It's so little to do for her." 

I Y.,i AS taken aback at first by the change 
in our vagabondian plans. But she was 

right, and her voice was so warm, and her 
eyes, darting and looking at me and con­
cealed by her eyelashes, were ecstatic in 
their joy. Her fingers reaching out and 
touching me were warm with the warmth 
of a young girl's love. :Ko, a young bride's 
love. 

"Vicky, you simply bewitch me. You 
want to do one thing. I'm agreeable. You 
want to do another thing, I'm agreeable. 
You make white out of black, and purple 
out of orange. But I love you, and now 
that I've got you I can't let you go. So 
go ahead, take advantage of me, and if 
you want to make a dishonest man of me 
-I suppose I can even sink to that." 

It was all said in sheer youthful exuber­
ance, crazy words, mad words, but I felt 
as if I had wings, and the girl fc!cing me, 
my young bride. had wings also. And when 
she said, "Darling, I don't want to mislead 
you. I don't want you to do anything 
which isn't right," I wanted to cry out, 
··Darling, I love you, and I never knew 
what love was like, what it really meant. 
Oh, how I love you." 

Later I whispered these words into her 
ear in the taxi that sped us to her parent's 
home, and the driver was smiling as he held 
his wheel, as if some fairy had whispered 
into his ear that he was driving a young 
bride and her groom. 

1frs. Dorman was completely taken 
aback, and at first quite perturbed. Through 
the expression of surprise she showed her­
self taken off guard and words tumbled 
from her mouth. Vicky, excited, was also 
talking fast, almost incoherently. 

·'But you've just met him." 
"I know, but I lo,·e him. Don't you see, 



we've known each other ever since we were 
children, Moms dearest-a great romance 
blazing like a trailer through our youth 
into adolescence. Oh, Moms-" and the 
two women kissed each other as I stood 
there listening to this talk about me. "I don't want to stand in the way of your 
happiness, Vicky dearest, but what will 
your father say? I'm so worried. You 
won't want to go to college, now, I sup­
pose." 

''Who cares about college ? You know 
�!oms, that you'd love to have Matt for 
your son-in-law. The two of you would 
look so well going out shopping together. 
You know you would like that. Look at 
him ! How handsome he is." 

. 
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·
girl ! You're such a silly 

Mrs. Dorman kissed me and asked me to 
call her ';Mother," and she was glad though 
she cried a little. Mr. Dorman was sum­
moned from his office. and when told the 
news acted surprised and laughed at the 
idea of his little girl going off like that 
and getting married. It was Alex who introduced the first note 
of discord. He, too, had been summoned, 
and he insisted on finding a bottle of cham­
pagne. Because of a peculiar remark, I 
remember it so well. "It will take t\vo 
hours to chill this champagne. What a 
pity !" And then with a patronizing air to 
me, "Champagne should be served very 
cold." And he fussed around with a bucket 
with an air of being- used to it. 

I tried not to resent his attitude, but 
\\·hen he said confidl'ntially, "You cer­
tainly pick them right, ).fatt. You've got 
the right girl and the right family. You 
know a good thing when you see it, don't 
you ?"-and when he grinned at me, I sud-

denly felt hostile to him, and anxious to 
ge�ia�!Y J:�e

m 
b�?�g

f��le t��ind my back, 
for Vicky and her mother were whispering. 
My two trunks with my clothes were still 
at the old house and Alex offered to send 
a truck for them right away. 

Dinner was a solemn occasion, and then 
Vicky came to me and pulled me away 
from the table before we had finished our 
food. "Darling,'' she whispered, standing 01;1 tip toe, "we'll go to a hotel tonight. It 
would be more fun than staying here. Of 
course my room is all fixed up, and it's 
large enough-'' "No!'' I cried. 

"Don't get angry, now. We can take our 
grips, but I'll have to pack. Now I want 
you to do something for me ; only don't 
snarl because I'm afraid of you." 

"Afraid of me? Vicky !" We were stand­
ing near the large folding door which sep­
arated the dining room from the living 
room. Vicky closed the door slightly ; the 
family remained at the table discreetly. Vl/e 
were in each other's arms. Her soft lips 
touching mine whispered between kisses. 

"D�;;:� b����t 
n�;·tick�t�t�C:: ����� 

The boat sails tomorrow afternoon at three. 
That's legitimate-a wedding gift like that 
from the girl's parents." She wouldn't let 
me answer. Her lips pressed tightly against 
mine, stifling any possible reply. "A week 
or maybe two in Bermuda. And then we'll come back. \Ve'll start off right then and 
there. the two of us. But this is our honey­
moon, dearest. You've got some money and 
I have some. Not very much, but the 
tickets are a present, and the cabin is all 
booked. It's a surprise." 

I couldn't resist the prospect of a sea 
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voyage. There was more excitement and 
thanks, and then what seemed to me like 
an avalanche of money. Mr. Dorman gave 
me a check for five hundred dollars, and 
before I could protest, Vicky, pulled my 
arm and pressed my knee. Then Mrs. 
Dorman called me into her bedroom and 
slipped two one hundred dollar hilts into 
my hand. Her eyes were misty, and she 
was so motherly, and even at my age I felt 
the need of a mother at that moment. Even 
Alex, Alex whom I was beginning to dis­
like, took me aside and said, "Say, old man, 
here is fifty. It's not a wedding present, 
but we in this family stick together. I can 
spare it. Buy yourself a drink." 

Bewildering moments, moments of tender 
feelings. I was finding a family when I 
hadn't known anything about it a few days 
ago. 

THE suite in one of the large hotels was 
on the seventeenth floor, and as I looked 

down from this height to the lighted streets 
below, I felt as if I were on the top of a 
mountain. Vicky was unpacking some of 
her things, swiftly, efficiently, and I, imi­
tating her, began to put some of my things 
away. I had a lounging robe which still 
carried the emblem of my college on a 
pocket. I looked very smart in it. And 
when Vicky came out she surveyed me and 
cried out, "Matt, you look perfect-like 
one of the college heroes in the advertise­
ments.'' 

''Now. that's a nice thing to say." 
We were estranged for a moment, not 

because of the words but because of a swift 
panicky realization that we were now man 
and wife. Until now we had been playing 
with our thoughts. And now, marriage was 
to present another aspect. Vicky, the clever 
one, the worldly one, was a little scared. 
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And I.  who had walked through college 
with a lilt to my feet, graciously nodding 
to co-eds and at night kissing them with 
experience. I was now scared to death. 

She sat dom1 in a chair. Her black hair 
was shining. for it had just been brushed, 
and it enclosed her head in a soft circle. 
She picked up a magazine from somewhere 
and began to turn the pages. 

"Vicky !" She looked up. "You wretch, 
throw away that magazine. You're not go­
ing to sit here and read-on your wedding 
night.'' Her eyes were glued to the pages 
of the magazine. 1 thought her fingers 
trembled a little. "Vicky !" 

"Just a moment." 
I went onr to her and sat on the edge 

of the chair and gently pulled the magazine 
out of her hands. I wanted to say some­
thing to her which was more than a dec­
laration of 10\·e. something stirring and 
gracefuL ··I  had my misgi,·ings at first. 
Vicky,'' I whispered. touching her hair 
with my lips and pulling it a little. ''The 
idea seemed so crazy�h. Vicky, to marry, 
you. a young princess, and me a pauper. I 
didn't quite understand your spirit. But 
nm,-, dearest. ]'m so grateful to you. Not 
only do I 10\·e you, but I feel like throwing 
myself at your icet to show my gratitude 
because you were right." 

'I'II'TE were now both in the chair, and I VV pulled her to my lap as she com­
fortably pressed against me. "And we'll 
have this glorious honeymoon and I shalt 
not worry." 

''You shouldn't," came her muffled voice. 
"\\.l'"ll come hark. and I'll find something 

-anything. \\"e'll san! some of this wed­
ding money." 

"Oh, no ! Let's spend it. It's more fun 
to start from scratch." 

"All right. we'll start from scratch . .  -\nd 
you'll he just a housewife and cook for me, 
and then-'' 

Promises. Sacred words of ecstasy. 
Pledges of cnrlasting lm·e throughout 
eternity. \\-e were beginning to know each 
other, and I saw my young wiie in so many 
moods in the short two hours that we were 
alone. Perhaps others had loved in this 
spacious suite. Cndoubtedly they had. But 
our hearts were aflame, and there was 
music in our souls. 

\·icky was asleep. She seemed like a 
statue that had been carved out of the 
stuff that stars are made of. But she \vas 
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She. the child. had fallen asleep. But I 
couldn't. The miracle of my young wife 
with her hand under her cheek, sleeping 
there ! Her lips half-opened-and she was 
mine ! 

She stirred and glanced over toward my 
bed. "\Vhere arc you, }fatt?'' 

"I'm here." 
"Can't you sleep?" 
"Xo. I'm just thinking about you, and 

wondering what I have done to desen·e 
yo�bon't be silly. \Vhat time is it?" 

I found my watch and peered at it. 
"Exactly midnight." 

Vicky switched on the lamp on a night 
table. and we looked at each other shyly. 

"You know, �latt-listen, :Matt, I \·e got a great idea. Let's get dressed in our best. 
go down. have a bite and dance and dance." 
She shouted. "It's our wedding night, 
Matt." 

It was an incredible idea, but it caught 
fire and inflamed me with a wild desire for 
merriment. \Ve both dressed. chatting and 
erving and laughing. During that half hour 
we really were learning to know each 
other better and better. 

Sitting at the table, we sipped wine and 
ate caviar sandwiches, intimately, the two 
of us, with a little rose light bet,veen us. 

\Ve didn't miss a dance. and to hold my 
young wiie intimately during the dance 
was a new and searing experience. 

\\·e were both tired when we returned to 
our hotel. and poor Yicky was so sleepy 
that she almost fell asleep while she was 
getting undressed. Still, she t:umbed her 
hair again carefully before the mirror, 
yawning so deliciously that I watched in 
iascination her enn- IUO\"C. 

E\·erybody was ai the boat to see us off. 
Rut they were all on \"icky's side of the 
familr. She sensed my reaction. and her 
hand would find mine again and again with 
a reassuring squeeze. There were more 
presents-flowers and books. �f rs. Dorman 
almost wanted to gi,·e me more money, but 
my horrified look stopped her. \Vhen the 
last whistle blew and the visitors had left 
the boat I was relie\'ed, though Vicky in­
sisted I must go on deck and see if we could 
find her people in the crowd on the pier. 
\\·e did and waved. 

The weather was threatening and cold. 
but we sat in our deck chairs, and it was 
a new re\"dation for me to have nw wife 
next to my chair. with the ocean enClosing 
the ship and u�. It was such a gentle ocean. 
I said to \-icky. "Look at the ocean, 
darling." "I am looking." 

"Don't you see anything ?"' 
'·Yes, the ocean.'' 
She was under a !"teamer rug, just her 

tot::; sticking nut ami part of her face. I 
leaned O\·er her. 

For some reason $ht• was a little startled, 
and then mo\"Cd. .-\nd I whispered, "Are 
you going to cry now, just when we are 
so happy ?" . 

She shook her head vigorously. "Xo. �[att-hut I rca\1\" didn't know ho\\" much 1 lo\"C you-untii now."' 
Then she closed her nes and I closed 

mine, and though we didn't look at each 
other we knew that we were there to­
gether on the deck of a .ship in the midst of 
a vast expanse of ocean. I was searching 
in m}' mind ior something I had read about 
water as the symbol of liie. 

These were the scenes that were intimate, 
and left an indelible impression. They were 
like little cameos buried deeply in the heart. 
I would take out one of these treasures 
and recapture the period of the scene aml 
inhale the fragrance of it. 

WE had a little tahle ior two, which had 
been nry difficult to secure. because 

the boat was tilled with merrymakers. The 
stewards knew that we "·ere honeymooners, 
and though it was a little embarrassing, it 
was pleasant. For they took us under their 
special care. That first night we danced on 
the ship, and everyone remarked how 
smoothly the ship was gliding. The waters 
were still. and it "·as our marriage trip. 

\Ve met some people. and for the life of 
me I cannot remember how. They \Vere 
young men who wanted to dance with 
Vicky. and she regretfully went from my 
arms to theirs. always looking back to me 
from the middle of the floor and sending 
me glances which only I could understand. 

Next day we began to come into warmer 
waters. and during all the day we watched 
the miracle that was taking place before 
us. The color was changing. the color of 
the sk,· and the color oi the water. J..�any 
times ·that da\' we said to each other, 
"Look isn't thit wonderful ? Look, the sky 
is deep blue. I ha\"C ne\·er seen such a blue, 
ha\·e vou? These waters. blue-no, green. 
It's really green. Opalescent green." We 
argued ahout the colors. \Ve accused each 
other of being color-blind, and then for 
fear we were hurting each other, we 
looked quickly around and kissed and made 
up. lt was fun. It was our honeymoon­
and we were unfolding our hearts to each 
other, and I saw the beautiful soul of a 



young girl, her longings and her secret 
thou�hts. 

These experiences were not only up­
lifting, but unified us into oneness. It did.n't 
seem possible that into such oneness, wh1ch 
comes from deep spiritual experience, dis­
cord should creep in. The first day in Ber­
muda we quarreled. \\' e were sitting on the 
veranda of one of the most luxurious hotels 
I have ever seen. The veranda was semi­
circular with glass windows partly open 
into the green semi-tropical gardens. The 
warmth of the trees and the sparkling 
lusciousness of the green were like kindred 
spirits sending us messages of love. 

I was admiring Vicky and her lovely 
costume of lavender. I wish I knew how to 
describe her. hut all I can say is that she 
was spreading her maidenly wings and 
showing even greater beauty than I had 
dreamed of. 

"You should buy yourself a coat here," 
she said. ''They have fine English fabrics.'' 

I demurred. "I won't need a coat until 
next winter.'' 

She went on unheeding. "I'd like to buy 
some perfume," and she began to enumer­
ate the things she desired. 

''But, Vicky;• I remonstrated. "That'll 
take an awful lot of money." ;,\\·c t.:an each bring back a hundred dol­
lars' worth duty frc<'.'' 

"Two hundred dol lat·s· worth of presents ? 
Don't you see. if we stay here a week­
why. it co�t� us twenty-five dollars a day." 

"I'm not going home in ::�.. week." 
"Aren't you?" 

S
HE seemed �o 1.:rc�tiallt:n. and she 
pleaded with me. "Let's stay a little 

longer. \�' e'll never forget this time. We'll 
always look back to our honeymoon, Matt. 
I feel that I'm only beginning to know you. 
\Vhen you get to work, you'll be away for 
whole days." Shyly. she added. "This is 
our chance to get acquiantcd . . , 

She always had phrases that fascinated 
me. But I insisted on figuring the amount 
of cash we had with us. I pointed out that 
we would have to find a place to live, and 
buv furniture. and that the simplest home 
wOuld cost money. But she was annoyed. 
Several times she asked me. "Aren't you 
happy just to be here with me?" 

"I'm happy. But I want to look to the 
future. We can't just burn up this money 
in pleasure. in !'illy pleasure." 

That was obviously the wrong thing to 
say. Young as I was. I saw that she took 
this as a personal reflection on her desir­
ability. She left the veranda, with me trail­
ing behind her. and I had to apologize to 
her in our room and kiss her tears away. 

We went shopping, and it was fun, 
though I was not without misgivings. 
Vicky's idea of money was something 
strange and far away from my own. But 
there was Christmas. which we celebrated 
in Bermuda, Christmas in a strange land 
with phosphorescent waters surrounding us, 
with everything in bloom and not even a 
possibility of snow. There was music and 
Christmas carols and an exchange of cable­
grams. 
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outdone. sent off a half dozen. The charges 
were appalling to someone who intended 
to earn his own living without knowing just 
where to start. But it was impossible for 
me to sulk or worry, for the season was 
festive and full of good will. 

It was obvious now that we were going 
to stay two weeks. and I determined to try 
hard and make those two \veeks happy. 
We bathed in the green waters, we swam 
out and raced each other. we rolled around 
in the white sand, and one night we went 
for a ride in one of the carriages. Sitting 
back, we held hands and breathed in the 
warm air. There were sounds of a stringed 

T R U E  R O M A N C E S  71 

N EW • • •  a C R E A M  D E O D O R A NT 
which safely 

S T 0 P S u11der - arm P E R S P I  R A T l  0 N 
1. Does not harm dresses, does 

not irritate skin. 
2. No waiting to dry. Can be used 

right after shaving. 
3. Instantly checks perspiration 

1 to 3 days. Removes odor from 
perspiration. keeps armpits dry. 

4. A pure, white, greaseless stain­

less vanishing cream. 
5. Arrid is the ONLY deodorant 

to stop perspiration which has 

been awarded the Textile Seal 

of Approval of The American 

Institute of Laundering for be­

ing HARMLESS to FABRIC. 
At drug ond dept. 11ores 

ARRI D 
TRIAL JAR, Send 10 cenu (stamps or coin) for generous size jar 
of Arrid. Feminine Products, �6C Pule Place. New York. N.Y. 

Study the Ads and Make $2 
Cash for Readers' Time 

Pick out the advertisement which you like best, or  dislike 
most, in this issue of True Romances. Th.en tell us  why in  aboul 
fifty words. 

Or, if you prefer, write about the product advertised. Have 
you had any experience with it, favorable or unfavorable . . .  
tell us  that. You can praise or  criticize, it makes no difference 
as long as you believe it helpfu l ,  as long as it wi l l  help the 
advertiser to write a better advertisement or make a better 
product. 

Leaf through the pages now, examine the advertiseonents 
carefully and then write us a letter in  your own words. Fancy 
composition not important. The Macfadden Women's 
Group* will pay $2 .00 for each contribution accepted. 
Address your letter to: 

Advertising Clinic 

M A C F A D D E N  W O M E N ' S  G R O U P  

1 22 East 42nd St., N. Y. C. 

•The Macfadden Women's Group consists of five magazines: True 
Romances, True Experiences, Love & Romance, Movie Mirror and Radio 
Mirror. These five Macfadden publications ore sold to advertisers as a 
single advertising unit. 



n T R U E  R O M A N C E S  

instrument somewhere, and laughter, joy­
ous and provocative. 

"The place is made for laYers," I said to 
Vicky. 

She was in one of her finest moods, vield­
ing and soft and so ready to please .. "VVe 
arc laYers," she whispered. 

She had a genius for being JoyeJy, for 
making herself seductively lovely through 
one of many moods. It \vas ecstasy. One swift experience after 
another. Too swift at times, for it seemed 
that love-making was not only enchanting 
us. but consuming us with an ever-changing 
flame. Several times, or many times, I whis­
pered to her, "Vicky, you're bewitching 
me. You are so beautiful." At that she 
would sigh contentedly. 

ONE Sunday night it rained quite vio­
lently, and it looked as if we would 

have to spend the day in the hotel, but the 
rain lasted actually only fifteen minutes. 
The sun came out, painting the leaves and 
the drops of water with a golden green. 
Vicky was jubilant. "Look ! Look. at this 
wonder. We can go out. I want to see the 
caves, but we can see them next week." 

"Next week ?" 
She was putting on a light costume. 

and I watched her as she dressed swiftlY 
and surely, fixing a belt or a few flower's 
on her dress that made her look so chic 
and desirable. She didn't answer, and she 
turned her face away from me. This was 
something new. this feeling of a mystery 
that I was unable to pierce. She was keep­
ing something in that beautiful head of hers. 
There ·was a shadow. She was different 
somehow from the girl I had thought she 
was, more fascinating unquestionably, but 
more crafty. 

"Next week ? Vicky, come here." 
She was putting on her hat, then pow­

dering her face. 
"\'icky, come here. I want to talk to 

vou. The �Ionarch of Bermuda sails to­
inorrow and we are going back." 

She pouted and said something that I 
couldn't hear. 

''Don't mumble. What is it you said?" 
She turned around and slowly walked to 

me. "�1att, can't you be reasonable ?  
You've got very noble ideas, but they are 
very silly. You are still a noble college 
boy." 

I winced at that. "Just what do YOU 
mean by that ?" I folded my arms and 'felt 
very much injured. 

I listened to her words. "Aha," I thought, 
"that easy trick of talking glibly. I'll be 
on my guard. Just what does she realty 
want ?" 

"VIe can stay here for a while. There 
is no rush for you to go back to work. 
You ha\·e no job, anyhow.'' 

Anger was rising slowly within me, but 
my mind was dear. "I have no job, so 
I'll stay here and be your dancing partner ?" 

"�fy dancing partner ! How you talk ! 
You're my husband. We're supposed to 
share enrything. Suppose I ha \·e more 
money than you do? I wouldn't care how 
much money you had. I'd take it and 
spend it. It's silly, your small-town stuff." 
And as my face grew redder, she cried. 
"Hick ideas!" 

I really felt weak. I was beginning to see 
a crafty mind, the black secret. Schemes 
and schemes were dancing in her head, and 
she hadn't come clean. She had a beauti­
ful body, but the mind was not clean, for 
she was deceiving me. at ways had intended 
to deceive me. Somewhere then I burst out, 
"You mean to say that you planned this 
right along? You married me so that I 

could make love to you-just that, and be 
your little playmate ? Your father's monev 
will pay me for making love to you?'' · 

I \Vas shocked at the transformation in 
her expression. ''�Iatt, I never knew you 
could be so cruel.·· 

Both her fists were closed, and I had 
to admit her anger gave her a new kind 
of beauty, but it \\·as an unholy beauty. I 
had started a torrent, not realizing that mr 
anger would release this fierce torrent 
within her. Her words were swift, cutting. 

I was adolescent and I had hick ideas. 
That cut deep. It was her notion that we 
should spend the winter in Bermuda, and 
then I knew that she had always planned it. 
She had come with two trunks filled with 
her clothes, and I had been stupid enough 
to look upon it indulgently and say to 
myself, ''\\'ell, she's just a young bride.'' 
She was buying new clothes ! And now she 
was revealing her diabolic scheme. It 
\VOuld be time for me to start working in 
the spring. Her father would, of course, 
provide the money. Proudly-yes proudly 
she told me that she had considerable 
money of her own, and an income. This 
should be used for our marriage. \Ve were 
entitled to a good time. �\nd then the final 
dig. 

"And you should not be the one to stand 
in the \\·ay. You should be grateful for 
it." 

I STARTED my speech slowly. It was 
simmering hot and gathering momen· 

tum. "Vicky, I am nOt going to degrade 
myself." "Oh. �o heing \\·ith me is degradation." 

"Put it that \\·ay if you want to. It's 
just a cheap trick of yours to twist my 
words. And don't interrupt me," I yelled 
at her. "Where are \"OUr manners?" 

'':My manners are is good as yours. And 
my family is as good as yours. You-you 
ha\·c nothin.l.f to boast of.'' 

So this was the lun:•ly girl I had married. 
"I am not proud of my family,'' I said 

quietly, "and I am not proud of myself, 
either. I am ashamed because I married 
you. You bought yourself a husband. You 
talked nobly about your parents-how they 
started-and you lied in your mind all the 
time." 

"I am pr0�1d of my parents,'' she said 
icik. "Proud oi their humble start." And 
thei1 she screamed almost hysterically. "But 
we don't have to do that. It's not neces­
sary. It's stupid ! Stupid !" 

I began to look around. "I'm going to 
pack. You can do whatever you like." 
And then I cried out, the words burning 
their way through my heart, "I am not a 
gigolo. If you wanted a gigolo for your 
husband. you married the wrong man. I 
never kne\,. of your devilish schemes. I 
never knew that when you promised your­
self to me in sweetness and innocence, your 
mind was full of cheating plans. You were 
cheating before marriage, just as you are 
cheating now." 

She swayed a little. K o one had ever 
talked to her like that. But she had it 
coming to her. I thought she was going 
to fall, but I was not going to support her. 
But somehow a new anger was born in 
her, a new fury. ''You're not a gigolo, :3fatt, 
you're perfectly right. \Vhen you pay a 
gigolo. he deli\'ers his time and his cour­
tesy. You. my gigolo husband. you are not 
giYing. You are not as good as a gigolo." 

The words were murderous and stabbing. 
It was a desperate situation and I knew 
that I could never forget my humiliation. 
I was being paid in full for a crazy step, 
a crazy marriage. 

What a calamitous cndiu_q to a beautiful lwne)'IHOO/l. r-Vill Jfatt lea<-·e Iris desirable� 
')'Olfllg t(•ife uow that he has fmmd that she tricked him into this hasty marriage? Follow 
the ad'i.'ellfurcs of this modcr11, young couple i11 the 
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COOL 

COMIORT 

PEOPLE would have us believe 
that on the fifteenth of June, the 
entire populace of every city packs 

up and moves to the seashore or the 
mountains, there to remain in cool com­
fort until after L•bor Day. The truth 
of the matter, however, is that the vast 
majority of us remain in the city all 
summer long except for week-ends and 
brief vacations. 

So-we stay at home-hot. sticky and 
uncomfortable. And this is rcallv un­
necessary for half the art of feeling cool 
is in looking cool. For the harried 
housewife, the busy business girl, there 
are a number of short cuts to cool com­
fort which wil l  help make the torrid 
months more bearahle. 

To be cool, ,·ou must fir:>t be clean. 
That's obvious; yet, it is amazing how 
many \VOmen fa11 short of the mark. 
There's Sue. who would no more think 
of missing her daily bath than she 
would overlook her morning coffee. yet 
her girdle frequently needs laundering. 
There's l\frs. �1.. who's a stickler for 
fresh underthings every day, but doesn't 
shampoo her hair quite often enough. 

The only way to be completely fas­
tidious is by unswerving practice of the 
simple, fundamental rules of cleanliness. 
The daily hath and change of under­
wear and stockings, the regular sham­
poo are all necessary to keep you fresh 
and clean, but along with this is the 
importance of using a deodorant or 
perspiration check, especially during 
the summer months when we perspire 
so freely. And everyone needs to take 
precautions against unpleasant perspira­
tion odor because everyone is subject to 
it whether there is noticeable moisture 
or not. The daily bath or shower is es­
sential. but does not prevent unpleasant 
odor later. The only way to guard 
against this is to apply your deodorant 
or perspiration check the minute you 
step from your bath. You may use a 
deodorant. which takes the unpleasant 
odor out of perspiration and other body 
odors or you may prefer a non-per­
spirant which stops perspiration. 

Then there is the matter of super­
fluous hair. which is more of a problem 
than eYer in these davs of sheer dre�ses 
and gossamer stockiiigs and bare legs. 
Much has been written in the past re­
garding the proper method for elim­
inating the embarrassment of superflu­
ous hair. \Vhy, oh. why do so many 
women use a razor to sha,·e their legs 
when a coarse. wiry stubble is the re­
sult? \Vhy, when a depilatory wil1 re­
move the hair simply and effectively, 
and leave the skin soft and smooth ? 

• The art of feeling cool IS m Jookmg cool. and Gladys Swarthout does both picturesquely 

The depilatory people have spent years 
in laboratory work and research devel­
oping products which will remove ugly 
superfluous hair satisfactorily. If a light 
down appears on your face, upper lip 
or arms it can be easily bleached by 
frequent applications of peroxide to 
which a drop or two of ammonia has 
been added. If. however, the growth is 
dark and unsightly, it  is better to re­
move it-and this is where vour de­
pilatory comes in handy. The ilnportant 
thing to remember about using a de­
pilatory is to follow directions carefully. 

But to get back to the subject of cool 
comfort, ft·orn which I seem to have 
strayed to other summer problems, how 
about your hair ? Have you adopted one 
of the new hair styles that won't keep 
your neck too warm for comfort and 
one which is easy to arrange after a 
dav at the beach or a hot afternoon of 
shOpping? One of those new brushed­
up coiffures is as cool as it  is becoming. 
In between visits to the hairdresser. 
you can arrange your hair yourself 
quite simply. Just brush it up all 
around and tie a thread (the color of 
your hair) around those locks that arc 
gathered on the top of your head. Then 
comb those ends into soft curls allow-

BY J A N I C E  P A G E  

ing them to fall over and cover the 
thread. Short ends that persist in fall­
ing down in back may be secured with 
a few invisible hairpins. 

Another cool idea is to wear open 
sandals with the sheerest hose you can 
find. And give your feet a little extra 
attention during the hot months, too, 
for surely it's no fun to tread the siz­
zling paYements if your feet hurt. Try 
bathing them in tepid water to which a 
dash of salt has been added and follow 
the footbath by rubbing the swollen por­
tions of the ieet gently with witch hazel 
or alcohol of mild strength, then dust 
with talcum. If you have time, prop 
your feet up on pillows a"d give them 
a few minutes rest. 

It's a cool idea to keep one of those 
little compacts of facial cleansing pads 
in your purse so that e\·ery time you 
freshen your make-up you can clean off 
the old. These facial cleansing pads 
remoYe make-up in a jiffy and you can 
alwaYS start with a clean. fresh skin. 
Rouie and powder go on more smooth­
ly and last much longer, and it practi­
cally insures against powder caking. 
.-\nother hot weather make-up trick is 
to wrap an ice cube in a piece of gauze 
saturated in skin tonic and pass it OYer 
your face and neck after you have used 
cleansing crearn. It gives you that cool, 
mint-sherbet feeling. 
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SPARE THOSE BLUSHES: It's all 
very well to blush with maidenly mod­
esty when your best beau whispers 
sweet nothings in your ear, but it's 
something else agaln to go about with 
a beet-red face-all because your rouge 
is wrong. There's a new self-blending 
rouge pn the market which is described 
as tinting the natural ·oils of the !'kin 
with transparent color, thus giYing a 
most natural glow. Curiously, this 
rouge is snow-white when first made, 

turns a faint orchid in the box, and, 
when applied, gives a natural col_or to 
the cheeks. Moreover, this powder 
rouge is not applied with a puff but 
blended on with the fingertips. But 
most surprising of all-a blonde, bru­
nette or redhead may each get her own 
harmonizing color from the same box. 
Don't ask me by what magic it works, 
but it does. 

BRUSHING UP ON EYE BEAUTY: 
One of the most engaging and practi­
cal gadgets that has come to your 
beautv reporter's attention is a new 
mascara in stick form with a tiny spiral 
brush attached. The trick in applying 
mascara, gentle readers, is to get it on 
the lashes and not in the eyes. Yet, 
how many of us get taken with an at­
tack of the j itters when attempting this 
somewhat difficult feat ? 

\Yith this little gadget, all you do is 
wet the spiral brush, t"·irl it round and 
round inside the hollow in the cake 
mascara and apply it to your lashes. 
The brush applies the mascara to the 
top side of your lashes as \\"ell as the 
underside and makes them appear long, 
luxuriant and lm·ely. 

THREE-MINUTE SPECIAL: The 
'phone rings and your husband is bring­
ing his boss home to dinner or perhaps 
it's that good-looking man you met last 
week for the first time who ,,·ants to 
take you out dancing-a half hour to 
get ready and no time at a11 for a facial 
at your favorite beauty shop. Isn't that 
always the way it happens ? One of 
the nicest wa,·s to banish five-o'clock 
fatigue, to reJ-110\"e pore-deep dirt and 
to stimulate facial circulation, is to use 
the three-minute :;pccial-a rich. pene­
trating massage Crl'am that restores your 
complexion to clear beauty and youth­
ful freshness. You first clean YOUr face 
in your usual manner. If �:our skin 
is dry, xou leave _a bit of moisture on 
your face before applying the massage 
cream. Then massage your face lightly 
with the fingertips using an upward 
and outward 1110tion. Continue massag­
ing until the ma!'�ag-e cream rolls out. 
Wipe off with soft tis:-ue�. rin:-;e with 
clear warm water and tlnish with a 
dash of cold. This three-minute special 
leaves yoUr skin. tingling, glowing and 
refreshed-and there you are, looking 
young and beautiful and ready for what­
ever the e,·ening has in stqre. 

BUCOLIC BEAUTY: �rilk - pure, 
fresh clain· milk-is one of the in­
gredients Used in a brand new lotion, 
and we all know how good milk is for 
us, externally as well as internaUy. Oils 
extracted f1·om milk. it seems, are 
chemically similar to oils in human skin. 

That's whv this lotion does such a nice 
job of soOthing, smoothing and soften­
ing skin that is dry. rough. or burned 
bv the sun or wind. It's marYelous 
fOr those horny elbows and sand-papery 
legs and if your skin is definitely dry, 
vou might use it as body rub, smooth­
ing it OYer your entire body before you 
get in the tub. In that "·ay, enough 
of it will get worked into the skin to 
do a marvelous job of softening and 
to gh·e it a satiny smoothness. 

If you h'OIIId f{kc furthc1: inform_a­
tion about the arlldcs descnbcd. H'rlfc 
cndosinq a stamped self-addressed 
cn'i.·clopC to JaHit"c Paqc, TRrF: Ro::.\IAXCF.�. 1!2 East 42nd Str.:ct, .Yew York, :\". J". 

SOCIAL SECURITY NOBODY to<lav can face the world 
with anv serlse of social securitv 

unless she is Sure that her breath is fresh 
and clean. 

1\cglected teeth almost always cause 
unpleasant breath, so if you haven�t 
seen vour dentist \\"ithin the last few 
montlis. better make a point of doing 
so at the first ·possible moment. The 
next step toward social securitv for 
,-our breath is to brush YOttr teeth after 

· (.,·cry meal. The mid-<iay hrushing of 
the teeth is !'imple for the housewife 
who is im·ariahh· in her own home at 
noon. Simple £01: the husiness girl, too, 
if she will keep a toothbrush and denti­
frice in her desk drawer or locker and 
use them as religiously as she does her 
lipstick after 1unch. 

Finalh·. there is the matter of the use 
of a motith ,,·a:-:h to insure a fresh sweet 
breath. Proprietary mouth washes on 

-the market today do a great deal more 
than merely flavor our breaths.  They 
not only deodorize hut tighten the tis­
:-:ucs. and have antiseptic properties as 
"·ell. 

It is a good icka to u:-:e �ome of your 
mouthwash first as a gargle, then more 
to pe ju_st held in the mouth and swished 
around. 

The mouthwash ·tsl*an item which oc­
rupil':-; nn important place on the bath­
room rahin(.'t :·hL· li  <lJH! it should occupy 
an equally important place in the· life of 
the busin�s\) · girl. ,. 

She has a small size bottle (because 
it takes up so little · r.oom) and keeps it 
hamh· for use during the day-then she 
can �·n_iny thr social security that be­
longs to those who.sc hrl'ath is alway:; 
fresh and fragrant. 

Don't Forget 
. . . to give your neck the same 

cleansing, toning and powdering that 
you give your face. Otherwise, the 
skin of your neck will be in unpleasant cOntrast to your face. It's a good habit, 
when powdering, to start your puff at 
the base of your throat and powder 
upward-in that way, you won't neg­
lect to give your neck the once-over. 

. . .  to wear your sun glasses if you 
ore out in the sun very much. The 
tinted lenses shield your eyes against 
the bright glare which causes squint­
lines and crows feet. In addition, re­
member to keep that sensitive area 
about the ey�s well-lubricated with an 
eye cream or rich tissue cream. 

. . . to use a darker shade of lip­
stick at night than you do in the 
daytime. The medium and light shades 
seem to fade out under the yellow night 
lights, hence a deeper shade of red is 
necessary to accent your lips. 

. . .  don't forget that oval-shaped 
fingernails are the best looking and 
that long, pointed Chinese nails are no 
longer worn by chic women. Nails 
should never be cut closely at the 
corners but shaped carefully with an 
emery board. Never scrape under­
neath your nails with a metal instru­
ment, for this can spoil the shape of 
the nail. 



• Down to the sea we qo, in a dasb 
1nq prmted su1t ol satin lastique 

• A cool. sallor boy playsuit of 
navy wltb whlle pipmq and buHons 

• Bolero evening gown of Ac:ele ace 
tate rayon cripe lor summer niqhts 

M O R NING, NO O N  a n d  NIG H T  
SUIVI�IER'S here-oll(l here t o  

stay. B y  this time, your :-;tun­
mer wardruhc i s  in pretty good 

shape and you \\· i l l  keep on wearing 
your sunHlll'l" prints, pastels and sheers. 
You'll doubtless spend a lot of time i n  
sport clothe�. too. But just i n  case 
YOur \\"ardrobc doesn't contain suitable 
Clothe� for cn:ry occasion-morning, 
noon. or night--you 111ighr \\"ant to 
till in the gaps. 

Ho\\' about your hathing :-;uit ? If 
the one you purchased early this season 
i� beginning to show signs of \\"ear and 
tear from the sun and salt \\"ater. YOU 
doubtless need a ne\\' one to carry )·ou 
through the season. The one pictured 
ahm·e shm\·s the corseted silhouette. 
lt is  made of satin lastique in a dashing 
print. sleek a� a :--eal.  I i your "figger" 
needs this and that. here and there, this 
is  the suit to do it for \"OU. 

l im\· arc your play-time clothes ? 
There's the freedom of the .--c\·en :--eas 
in till' lla\·y blue �ailor -...horts \\·ith 
\\·hitc piping and sailor-buttoned \\·ai:-;t. 
The tang- of salt air i s  the smartness 
oi the lack Tar halter with cute sailor­
ette :-t<lr::;-aml-�tripcs collar. 

For afternoon \\·car. there's nothing 
quite like crisp white with black acces­
sories. .-\ \\·bite-lace blouse, black crCpe 
skirt. and opcn-cro"·n picture hat is 
\\"Ortl with hand-crocheted filet net 
glO\·es that giYe glamour to bare arms. 

The Chantilly lace design sh0\n1 in the 
photograph is e!'pecially attractiYc, and 
the:->c gossamer-like g-10\·es are unusually 
�trong-. \\"ith it. carry the cocktail 
kohlkerchid \\·hich i;-;  a sixteen-inch 
square of sheer linen. hand cmhroidcred 
and appliqued i n  matching linen i n  Se\·­
eral Chinese floral designs. 

• Crochet qloves m Chantilly Ieee 
desaqn add qlamour to bare arms 

By Mrs. Jordan Davis 

\\"ith manY hot da\"S ahead. it is a 
good idea tO haYe ai: least one good 
black street dress \\·hich YOU can wear 
throug-h August and September. Black 
\\·ith frosty-\,·hite touches is  just about 
the �martest and coolest-looking costume 
for t0\\"11 \\·car. Tie a long, "·bite sash 
around your sheer black dress, pin a 
clump of fresh l i l ics-of-the-Yailey at 
your neck, wear fresh white doeskin 
gioYes and a sparkling \Yhite hat. Or 
\\"Car \\·ith your black dress. a crisp 
\Yhitc pique jacket. tiny \\·hite pique 
pill-box and snO\\"Y \\·hite fabric g\0\·es. 
.-\ black dre:-;s is  ah,-ays a good back­
ground drcs:->. because numerous acces­
sories giYe it the spice of Yariety. 

The bolero eYening go\\·n is  5lllartly 
illu�trate<l in a youthful go\\"n oi acetate 
rayon crepe \\"ith a slightly pebbled sur­
face. You might haYe it in soft char­
treuse, deep pink. or �Iiami blue. or YOU 
may prefer it in all black or all wl-iite. 
\"otc the all-onr braiding on the little 
bolero \\·ith its slightly broadened shoul­
der line. 

The ::.kirt i s  carried out 011 ,-en· :'lim 
line�. opening at center front ha(f \\·ay 
to the knee. The bolero remo\·cd lea \·cs 
a formal gO\\·n with lo\\" hack decol­
letage and square front. \\.ear \\"ith i t  
a t i n y  toque co\·ered \\"ith tiny flo\\"ers 
and a \\·i:-;p of a Ycil. :\"otc the open­
toe sandals \\·hich appear at the slit 
opening in the skirt. 
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"�L\�'AYS enjoy yourself at your 
own dinners and parties,'' is 
what a famous hostess told me 

when I asked her for the secret of her 
popularity. "I'm ahnlys free to be with 
lllY guests and family at dinner time, 
a�d that, I feel, is only possible by 
planning Yery carefully in adYance." 

Here are some very practical and 
interesting points she made. 

"Of course, the planning of menus 
is very important : upon this depends 
whether you're going to have time to 
enjoy yourself or get stuck in the 
kitchen. So, my rule is to select dishes 
that can be made long in advance ; I 
let my refrigerator do most of my 
\\·ork, and this goes not only for parties 
but for e\·eryday cooking as well. 

"And, by the way, I must tell you 
about my new ice refrigerator which 
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I'Ye just bought and which has so many 
nice new features. 

··�Iy foods do not dry out, meats re­
main fresh and juicy for a long time, 
and salads and vegetables stay crisp 
and retain their fresh, garden flavor. 
Food odors are carried off before they 
have a chance to affect or hurt other 
foods. 

''Economy is another advantage of 
my new ice box. It cost so little, and 
requires re-icing only once or twice a 
week. N eYertheless. a constant low 
temperature is maintained whether the 
ice chamber is full or nearly empty. I 
knO\\" it sounds amazing, but it's true ! 

"I can make ice cubes, as many as I 

By Carol Fenwick 

want and to mv heart's content, with 
a cleYcr ice cuber which \vill cut six­
teen icc cubes in less than five minutes. 

"Realh·, to be fair, I must share 
honors \vith my new ice refrigerator 
for the reputation you've given me ; 
that of being a successful hostess. Be­
cause of it I've been able to carry 
through successfully my plan of work­
ing in advance. The dishes I prepare 
keep their freshness and flavor longer. 
I'm finding a lot of new freedom bv 
making real use of my new ice box. · 

·'Another important point which I 
believe leads to successful parties 
is to choose dishes that are old-time 
favorites." 

It was very interesting to hear my 
hostess tell how she had the idea of 
serving Corned Beef and Cabbage, but 
since this was certainly not a summer 



dish. she wanted a similar combination 
that would be cool and refreshing . 

. . �ly original idea of Corned Beef 
and Cabbage/' she said, ''blossomed 
into �Iolded Corned Beef Loaf and a 
Salad Bowl of mixed greens with plenty 
of shredded, green cabbage, tossed 
together ,vith Pimiento �Iustard 
Dressing.'' 

Here's the entire menu which proved 
a grand success : 

Molded Cor11cd Reef Loaf 
Hot Buttered Biscuits 

Potato Chips Carrot Stra'tl'S 
S'ti.'cct Pickles 

Summer Salad Bou•l n•ith Pi111ic11fO 
.11ustard Drcssiug 

C/wrry Refrigerator Cake Coffee 

The menu looks a bit fane\', but it is 
amazingly easy to prepare. -The night 
Udore. in the cool of the eYening, most 
of the dishes were prepared and set 
away in her icc refrigerator to become 
finn and cool which left the next day 
practically free. 

Here are some of her delicious re­
frigerator recipes \Yhich I know you \vill 
welcome. They will help to solYe many 
of your summer cooking problems. 

MOLDED COR!IED BEEF LOAF 

1 %  tablcspoous gelatin }J cup cold 'ti..'afcr 
2 cups boiliu_q 'ii.'aicr 
2 bouillon cubes 

_3.4 teaspoon lVorcestashire sauce � teaspoon salt 
1 cup diced celery 

;l4 cup cooked peas 
0 cup diced picldcd beet:.· 
;4 cup sliced radishc:.· 

1 ca11 ( 12 oz.) corfled beef, chopped 
Lctlttce 

Soften gelatin in cold water ; add hot 
v-.'ater and bouillon cubes, stirring until 
dissolved, and season with \Vorcester­
shire sauce and salt; chill. \Vhen mix­
ture begins to thicken, add celery, peas, 
beets, radishes and corned beef ; mold 
as desired and chill until firm. Unmold 
and serve on lettuce. Yield : 6 portions. 

CHEESE BISCUITS 

2 wps f/o11r 
2 teaspoons baking po'l('der .0 teaspoon salt 

;4 teaspoo11 paprika 
34 cup shortc11ing .0 c11p grated cheese % cup milk 

2 tcaspool/s prepared mustard 
Sift together the flour. baking pow­

der, salt and paprika. Cut in shorten­
ing. Add grated cheese. Place in re­
frigerator. \Vhen desired, remo,·e bis­
cuit mix from refrigerator. Then add 
milk and prepared must.:1.rd, mixed to­
gether, and blend lightly with a fork. 
Pat or roll out on a floured board. Cut 
into small biscuits. Place on greased 
baking sheet and bake in hot oven, 450 
degrees F., twelve to fifteen minutes. 

PIMIENTO.MUSTARD DRESSING 

Add to l\Iayonnaise. 2 tablespoons 
minced pimiento, ;4 teaspoon dry mus­
tard, and a dash each of salt, pepper 
and paprika. Thin with 1 teaspoon 
vinegar and a little cream or eyaporated 
milk. Yields : Two-thirds cup dressing. 

CHERRY REFRIGERATOR CAKE 

Dissolve 1 package cherry-flavored 
gelatin in 1 pint boiling water. Chill. 
V\'hen mixture begins to thicken, beat 
with rotary beater until light. Then 
fold in 1 %  cups canned red cherries, 
pitted. together with 2 stiffly beaten egg 
whites and �i teaspoon salt. Split 1 ;1 
dozen lady li.ngers in half and line a 
small mold or loaf pan with them, round 
side out. Then arrange alternate layers 
of the cherry mixture, and lady fingers 
in the loaf pan. Place in refrigerator 
and chill three to four hours. \¥hen 
ready to sen·e, top with whipped cream. 

REFRIGERATOR DATE COOKIES 

Cream 0 cup of butter and add 0 
cup of brown sugar and 0 cup white 
sugar. Add 2 eggs, one at a time, beat­
ing after each addition. Mix and sift 
2 cups of fl. our, ;4 teaspoon soda, 1 tea­
spoon baking powder, 74 teaspoon salt, 
and add. Blend thoroughly. Add Y, 
teaspoon Yanilla extract. .Make into 
roll, and chill in refrigerator. Combine 
� poun<l chopped dates, ;.-4 cup sugar, 
0 cup water and 1 tablespoon lemon 
juice, and cook until thick. Cool. Then 
remo,·e dough from refrigerator, divide 
dough into two parts and roll out to 0 
inch thickness ; spread with date filling 
and roll up like jelly roll. Return to 
refrigerator and chill thoroughly. Slice 7:4 inch thick and bake in moderate hot 
o\·en, 375 degrees F .. about twelve min­
utes. :\lakes four dozen cookies. 
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APPLESAUCE SPICE CAKE 

;1 cup sllorfe11ing 1 cup sugar % �-�
��i11:eedless / � :��s;;��; 1:a:fn-

2 cups cakC flour 11amon 
1 tcaspoo11 soda 74 tcaspooll mace 

74 teaspoon clO'l'es 1 cup thick ap-
1 egg p/csauce 

Cream the shortening. Add the sugar 
slowly-beating well. Add raisins. Mix 
and sift together the dry ingredients. 
Blend into the creamed mixture. Store 
in refrigerator until desiring to bake. 
Break up mixture with pastry blender. 
Beat the egg slightly and add to apple­
sauce. Then add to cake mixture. l\Iix 
thoroughly, pour into greased loaf pan, 
and bake in moderate OYen, 350 degrees 
F., forty to fifty minutes. 

CARROT PARSLEY MEAT PIE 

0 cup boiling u•atcr 
1 cup left-m·cr gra'i')' 
2 cups left-m·er beef (cut in cubes) 
5 small OlliOils, cooked 
1 cup sliced carrots, cooked � teaspoou salt 6 carrot parsle_\' biscuits 

Blend together boiling water and left­
over gravy and add left-over beef, veg­
etables, and sa1t ; heat to boiling point, 
then pour in casserole. Top with unbaked 
carrot parsley biscuits. (Add }:4 cup 
ra\\· carrot, grated, and 2 tablespoons 
chopped parsley to ordinary baking pow­
der biscuit recipe ) .  Bake in hot OYen, 
450 degrees F., <�:bout fifteen minutes. 

COOL and COMFORTING 
Imagine doing your homework while soft 

silent breezes cool and caress you! That's ex­
act!y what's happening to me right now through 
the aid of my new electric fan. 

And what a streamlined beauty it is-truly a 
thing of grace and balance! You enjoy the feel 
of the air circulating gently without the monoton­
ous and disturbing drone of yesterday's model. 

And there's a safety element about it, too, that 
is mas: comforting-the flexible rubber blades 
eliminate such dangers as curious fingers getting 
hurt and wind-blown draperies getting caught. 

Here's wishing you cool comfort, tool 
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P u r s u e d  b y  Wo m e n  
(Continued from page 17) 

face and said, "'Veil, what shall it be?" 
She ran her fingers over he.r keys and 

broke into the wistful sweetness of ''At 
Dawning.'' I leaned over the piano, and 
forgetting that I was singing for criticism, 
gazed into her lovely eyes and sang-to 
her. 

When I finished. she dropped her fingers 
fr�m 

s:�e d��;,b���d t��d n����� ;i���· seat 
beside her, saying, "I know. You don't 
have to tell me." 

She swung around to face me. Her 
lower lip trembling and a soft mist of 
tears filled her eyes. ';Tell you-tell you 
that you're grand. Look, you've almost 
made me cry. I know a little about voices 
-I've heard lots of them. And I know 
that you've got something real-you're 
marvelous." I flushed with pleasure and 
mumbled my thanks. 

"But ifs going to take a lot of training 
and practice to make it fit,'' she went on. 
''I know now that it was your lack of 
microphone technique that beat you." 

I SHR1.:GGED my shoulders, "Well, I 
guess it's back to the farm for me. I 

haven't enough money for teac�crs." 
For a moment there was quiet in the 

room. The water in the kettle started to 
boil with a soft hiss. Then Joan said, her 
Yoice low. "\Ve can fix that. I'd like to 
help you and I think I can. if you're 
\dlling to ''"ork. Do you want to try?" 

Of course I wanted to try. My eyes. met 
hers and funny. \\·asn"t it, but I was.n"t 
thinking about the praise she had giYen 
me, or even about my voice, I was think­
ing that I'd never seen a pair of eyes so 
sweet and dear. 

The next few weeks were busy ones. 
Early every morning I walked over from 
my room to practise all day at Joan's piano. 
She left for "·ork carlv. before I arrived. 
and I had the place tO myself. I worked 
hard, harder than I ever had in my life. 
I looked back on haying time as some­
thing easy ; and laughed to think how I 
had once thought that singing was just 
child's play. I soon discovered that there 
are few things harder or more tiring in 
life than going over and over one song. 

Soon I got into the habit of filling the 
kettle with water and having tea ready 
when Joan returned from work. It was 
difficult for me to do much work late in 
the afternoon, for I found myself listening 
every second for the sound of her light 
step on the stairs. 

As time went on I began going out at 
noon and doing the marketing and getting 
a little supper ready for us. By watching 
my money carefully I was just able to 
get along and pay my Own share. I learned 
almost as much about cooking during those 
weeks as I did about the value of running 
scales. I used to scrub the floors and now 
and again knocked off from voice exercises 
to \Vash the windows. 

Joan was touchingly grateful for the 
small things I did for her. Grateful­
grateful to me. for what I was doing for 
her ! And what was she not doing for 
me, in encouragement and faith and in· 
terest. Keeping up my belief in myself; 
cheerfully and patiently practising with 
me. More than that she was giving me 
what every human being craves-com­
panionship. 

E,·ery night, after our simple supper. 
we worked together at the piano. She 
played and sang with me ; then I would 
sing alone for her. over and over again 
till she was satisfied. Using a bridge lamp 
as a make-believe microphone she taught 
me when to sing into it and when to turn 

slightly a\vay. 
Sometimes-but I'm afraid not often 

enough-! would protest that I was taking 
up too much of her time ; that surely she 
had other friends whom she must want to 
see. She always smiled and said not to 
worry, this \Vas work and play time was 
coming. 

But one night a man did drop in. He 
was introduced as Alex \Vaxenbaum. He 
smoked thick cigars, called Joan "'Dar­
ling," and listened to us sing together and 
then senral songs alone from me. When 
he left Joan went with him into the hall 
and I could hear their voices, murmuring 
together. 

I stood alone at the window, gazing into 
the darkness beyond. I told myself there 
was nothing really wrong with him-but I 
didn"t like him. I kne\V I was being silly 
and jealous. I had been spoilt. I had had 
Joan's undi,·ided attention for so long that 
I couldn "t stand to see her even look at 
another man. 

When she came back in the room her 
eyes were shining. I thought I had never 
seen her so lovely. Suddenly I ''·:anted to 
take her in my arms and hold that sweet 
lonliness close to me. Instead I said good­
ni!=t"ht. almost curtly, and walked home 
thr(•ngh the night. 

The next day early in the afternoon I 
was busy at the pianu when the door flew 
open suddenly and Joan rushed into the 
room. Before I could ask what brought 
her home so early, she burst'Out excitedly, 
"I\·e quit-I"m through with music stores 
iore,·er. I hope." 

Then at my amazed expression she 
laughed, that dear. adorable laugh of hers 
and said, "Oh, haven't you guessed-Alex 
Waxenbaum is an agent-our agent now 
-or will be as soon as you sign, that is. 
I wanted to keep it a\1 as a surprise. He 
called me at the store todav to tell me 
that he has a job for us. K ot much to 
start, just ·a sustaining program in a morn­
ing spot, but there will be more later ; 
maybe vaudeville and private entertain­
ments, and then a commercial program." 

u � TOAN-you mean it-really-and ta-U gether-" And suddenly the most 
man·elous. exciting, \\"Ondcriul thing about 
her news \\"as that we were going on as 
we had the past couple of months-together. 

I didn"t wait for her answer. I crossed 
the room and gathered her in my arms, 
tilting up that sweet, flower-like face and 
pressed my lips on her quivering mouth. 
"Best friend anyone ever had," I cried 
huskily. 

She freed herself gently, saying softly, 
"That's right-best friends. And that's 
how we can go on, working together." 

That night we celebrated and went out 
to dinner at a little Italian · restaurant 
around the corner and sat over the red­
checked tablecloth and drank white wine. 
In the yellow glow of the candlelight Joan's 
black eyes glowed. \Ve were merry and 
happy. The future lay ahead of us, secure 
and safe. 

Ah, if only it had! 
\Ve did have our job, and in the year 

that followed we got some. if not all. the 
things that Joan had prophesied. We didn"t 
get a commercial program : but we were 
asked now and again to sing at private 
entertainments. And we played several 
we�ks vaudeville around Long Island in 
the summer. 

\Ve made money, too. But somehow we 
never seemed to ha,·e any, or at least I 
didn"t. For some reason we gave Alex 
twenty per cent. He had signed us with 
the understanding that we pay him double 



the usual agent's fee. Joan and I both had 
to have teachers now; and she insisted that 
I get a better one than she had. There 
were diction lessons and always new clothes 
and casual but necessary entertaining 
around the studio. 

Of the one hundred dollars a week that 
I was making, I seemed to have nothing, 
and time after time had to borrow from 
Joan who always had a little nest egg 
someplace. 

A nar ago this would have seemed like 
wealth bevond our wildest dreams but like 
so many things in life, when your dreams 
finally come true, they often don't seem 
so wonderful. 

I gre\.,.. that vear to love Joan, deeply 
and truly ; or �o I thought. The daily 
contact with her onr long months had 
shown me what a loyal and fine person 
she was. I never knew her to do a selfish 
or a mean thing. She never failed me in 
understanding and comfort and sympathy. 

I DIDN'T know if she loved me or not. 
Sometimes it seemed to me that when 

her eyes rested on me, I saw a look in them, 
pensive and sweet, that caught at my heart 
with an exciting little stab. But the look 
would pass and she would be her usual 
friendly self ; like a dozen other girls 
around the studio. 

I never kissed her again after that one 
evening when I had held her warmly, 
sweetly. in my arms. I wanted to. How I 
wanted to ! Sometimes I would wonder 
if my voice was of much importance com­
pared to Joan in my life. It probably 
seems strange to you-almost unbelinahlc 
-that I didn't speak up and declare my 
love and learn how Joan felt about me. 

But apparently there was more of my 
stern. moral father in me than I realized. 
I could not bring myself to tell Joan that 
I loved her until I could ask her to be 
mv wife. and was able to �upport her. 
Ai1d I didn't see how it \,·as at all possible 
on my part of the money we were now 
making. 

I thought I couldn't lo\"e Joan any more 
than I did. But I know now that I was 
wrong. :\�fine was a selfish love. I could 
ha\"e given up my expensive music teacher 
and gone without a few of the little 
luxuries that I now accepted as necessary, 
and had plenty to take care of her on. 

Also, I'm ashamed to confess it-but 
after all what would be the good of my 
story if I were not honest-I was afraid 
of Joan's refusal. She had never given 
me any sign that she loved me ; and my 
ego wouldn't face the possibility of her 
turning me down. I didn't want to take 
any chances of disrupting the friendship 
between us, which was so \"ital a part 
of my life. 

Things went on like this until fall. One 
day, early in October, Joan told me that 
.-\lex wanted to see me in his office. She 
wouldn't tell me what about ; said she 
didn't know for sure. 

I went with sinking heart. I couldn't 
help it-1 didn "t like Alex \Vaxenbaum : 
nner had from that first evening when I 
had been childishly jealous of him. It was 
his attitude toward us. especially toward 
Joan. Not that he treated her in an ob­
jectionable way as far as her sex \vas 
concerned. In fact, it was the exact op­
posite ; he didn't treat her as if she were 
a human being. Or me, either. \Ve were 
merelv merchandise to him and he re­
garded us in somewhat the same \\·ay a 
grocer's clerk regards his hags of flour. 
\Ve made money for him and that was 
all that concerned him. 

However, this afternoon he was quite 
excited. He rubbed his hands and his eyes 
glowed as he told me of the offer of a 
big contract to sing on a coast to coast 
commercial program. As he talked he kept 

saying, "You'' and I assumed that it was 
the plural "You" and meant both Joan 
and myself. \Vhen he announced the 
figure of fi\·e hundred dollars a week, I 
gasped and said, "\\.hat-five hundred 
apiece ?" 

"Apiece-·• Alex chortled. "\Vho said 
anything about anyone else ? This is for 
you alone, Big Boy. You\·e been heard 
and you're about to arrive.'' 

"Oh no, I'm not." I answered quickly. 
"I don't arrive any place without Joan. Do 
you think I'd desert our team and leave 
her high and dry? Vlhat kind of a iour· 
flusher do you think I am?" 

"Now, now," he soothed. ''You can't af· 
ford to turn down this opportunity. Joan's 
a nice dame, \Viii ; _ but \"Ou're the one who 
has the voice." 

· 

I didn't even answer him. I merelv 
turned on my heel and walked out of the 
office. He came running after me. calling 
frantically to me. But, unheeding I went 
on down the stairs. 

I was angry and upset and like a small 
child turning to his mother I went straight 
to Joan. She was in her little apartment 
running over on the piano a tune we were 
rehearsing that week. I stood outside the 
door for a few minutes listening to her 
voice, sweet and low, singing softly. Then T knocked and went in. 

She looked up from the piano. It seemed 
to me that her face was white and tired 
and that her eyes did not glow with the 
same fine light that usually lighted them 
from within. 

She said steadily, ''You'\"e seen Alex ;'' 
"Yes, and I told him no." :Nly voice 

broken, I cried, "Joan did you know about 
this ?" 

Her eyes did not meet mine, as she 
answered, ''Yes." 

"YOU sent me to him! You want this­
this separation-this break up of our 

team ?" 
''I didn't say that, \\"ill.'' Her hands lay· 

white and idle on her lap. Her eyes lifted 
to mine were trembling with tears. She 
said, "But I knew it-it was bound to hap­
pen some time. You see I've kno\vn for a 
long time that-that you were too good 
for me-" She hurried on, as I started to 
protest, "You must know YOurself that m\· 
,·oice is nothing but a Simple, ordinar)· 
singing \·oice : there's hundreds of them 
on the air, doing just what we're doing ; 
small time stuff. But you're too good for 
that-you ha\"e a real voice-and you be­
long just where you are going-·' she 
tried to smile as she ended, "-to fame 
and fortune.'' 

Then she drew in her breath, her lov.:er 
lip caught against her teeth and half 
whispered, "And I want you to go." 

Then suddenly, gloriously, I realized 
what this really meant. I could ask Joan 
to be my ,\"ife l Five hundred dollars a 
week and a new job for me wasn't going 
to tear us apart. It was going to unite us, 
beautifullv. radiantlv. 

I dropPed down beside her on the piano 
seat and took one of her small hands in 
mine. )/fy Yoice thick with emotion, I asked, 
"Joan, will you come along with me-to 
fame and fortune as YOU saY? Xot as m,· 
partner-but as my \\·ife ?'' · 

· 

For almost a second she made no answer. 
Then she raised her e,·es in which there 
still were tears. She · amwered quietly, 
''\Villis-please. wait and let me answer 
that question later. I mean-this is a big 
thing for you ; bigger than you realize. 
I think. .-\nd reallv-well. I beline that 
you should go on yoUr own for a while and 
-we'll see how things turn out." 

So that was the way it was left. And I 
agreed to take the job. It was a wav to 
make Joan my wife. Go on my own_::_for­
get her-what was sh� talking about ! 
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NEW WAY TO 
GET RID OF 
UGLY�� 

AMAZING results in reduc-����:� a��e��i�.t�r�1at
i
h:iu�h theuseof Dietene mcals.This new, safe, dependable way 

consists simply in substituting Dietene meals for breakfast and luncheon. Eat your regular dinner. Nodrugs,no laxatives. 
nohunger orbadafter-effects. Good Housekeeping Approval 

Beautiful Chicago Model Takn OFf 10 Pounds 
"Overweight is 'taboo' for pro­
fessional models. So I tried Dietene meals and took off 10 
pounds in the easiest and most 
�s:;t�k!>' l�h��-hC�ic��: 

Dieteneis a food containing 
proteins, vitamins and min· erals you need, but Dietene meals are low in weight-build­ing calories which }"OU do not 
need. No bothersome menus 
or recipes. just stir Dietene in 
:::�h���

k 
r�u

a
ci:g ��e;ae;_

s &'s�� less than the meal it replaces. • Accepted by Council on Foods of the 
Amer. Medkol Aun. 

FREE SAMPLE 

romance and body 
odors don't mix! us-M-'S'n 
7Ta'!�Sure 

]..fen love personal <lalntlnPSs In 
girls . . .  sodon'trlsk offending. After every bath nUSHwiHkeep 
you sweet and frt'�h Jor I ours longer. You"ll use all 3 types: 
CREAM-Pure.sootltl_m: t-oskin, 
harmless to dresstabrJcs. UQUIO----lnstant. Jlrotects :H 
hours. Rtqular, tor I to J !Iays. 
POW�ER-ldeal for Sanitary 

�J';h��S �r�g� reet 



80 T R U E  R O M A N C E S  

REMOVE GREASE SPOTS 
Annette's Cleanser removes grease, gravy 
and stain spots from most delicate fabrics. Cleans white hats. At drug & department 
stores, or send 10¢ for generous trial size to 

AN N ETTE'S N E:E\:RJUENRS .. �IYCK 

CLEAR SKIN QUICKLY 
Do 88 thousands do. ?-.Ierely 
o,pply NAC cream nt bedtime • 
-use NAC prescription pow· 
der during day Easy to use, • • NAC Is a phystclan s prescrlp. rf/;, � �\ 'i 

� I 
t the unt-
g;����fie�l!h:��{���� • 
NAC Cream 50c·$l·NAC Prescription Powder 55c-$1 PURSE S IZES  20c AT T EN CENT STORES 

NAC ® AI all Drug and Dept. Stores 
11-101 Merchandise Mart, Chicago 

The program was an instant success and 
my singing made a remarkable hit. Indeed, 
fame and fortune had smiled on me. 

I was unhelieYably busy in the months 
that followed. There were work and re­
hearsals and play. Play for some reason 
was becoming an important part of my life. 
Alex managed even that for me. 

He was always at my elbow, seeing that I went to a good tailor, busy making con­
tacts for me. insisting that I be seen here 
and there with important people ; talking in­
cessantly about Hollywood and "the big 
money." Bigger than five hundred a week ! 
For out of the five hundred I still could 
sa,·e nothing. The more I made the more I spent. And with success came demands 
from every side, expenditures of which I 
never dreamed. I know this doesn't sound 
reasonable but life around a radio studio, I found, is seldom reasonable. 

My program was a nine o'clock one and 
from there I usually went to some 

night club ; often on to another party. Some­
times I didn't get home until dawn. I slept 
until early afternoon and then did my re­
hearsing. I ate a light supper and rested 
an hour before m•.-- broadcast. 

Somehow Joan (Jidn't fit into this picture 
at all. I saw less and Jess of her as time 
went on. The truth was she didn "t be­
long. I knew she didn't like or enjoy the 
rather racey Broadway crowd with whom 
I was now going. At first I had insisted 
that she go places with me ; but she al­
most always refused. And Alex usually 
seemed to be around to back her up in her 
refusal. 

I tried to argue with him, telling him 
that I was going to marry Joan soon, 
though strangely in my heart "soon" seemed 
to be getting further and further off. 

He answered, "Yes, I know Joan's a fine 
girl. You couldn't get a better wife. But 
before you think about getting a wife, 
remember that now you're public property. 
You've got to be seen in the right places 
by the right people. and with the right 
woman."' 

'':\nd who's · she?"' I demanded hoth·. 
"The girl that'll get you the most Pub­

licity. This week she'll be that blues 
singer from the Casino, next week that 
blonde from Hollywood, and the week 
after-well, I'll take care of that.'' 

I told him I didn't like it. I tried to 
believe it as I said it ; but I kne\v I lied. 

I was receiving admiration for the first 

time in my life ; and being paid for it. I 
was pointed out in puhlic places ; asked for 
my autograph : written up as radio's latest 
"heart throb." I Jet myself be pulled 
around iike a puppet on wires. I was seen, 
admired. gaped at. A.nd, truth to tell, I 
revelled in it. 

Soon Joan faded almost completely out 
of the picture. I knew that she had gone 
back to work in the music store. I did 
ha,·e a momentary pang at this ncwf', 
thinking of her glo,Ying eyes when we had 
gotten that first job together and she had 
cried exultantly that she hoped she was 
through with music stores foreHr. 

But I soon forgot all about it. I was 
busy with the blonde from Hollywood, 
Alicia Haywood. She was not a Yery good 

·actress-or a Yery good girl. But she had 
had a lot of publicity over a recent divorce 
suit. Our names were soon linked in the 
papers, with pictures of us dining and 
dancing together. 

The gossip columns cnn mentioned mar­
riage, and though nothing had been said, 
Alicia seemed to expect that in time I 
would become her third husband. 

Scnral months later I went to a big 
party giYen by a well-known Broadway 
playboy. It was one of those newly popu­
lar combination society and theatrical 
parties. Society came to look oYer the 
people of the stage and radio; and they in 
turn came to rub elbows with society. It was a loud. gay party ; there was sing­
ing and dancing-, people drifted in and out 
all evening. and th .. · liquor flowed freely. 
I was, of course. asked to sing. At first I refused. I was honestly tired from a 
trying broadcast that evening. And besides, 
I frlt somehow that the host ,,·as using one 
half of his guests to amuse the other half. 

BUT finally I was pushed to the piano. 
There was a flutter of clapping. I 

was conscious of the admiring looks. 
The man who was to accompany me sat 

down at the piano. As he waited for me to 
finish my cheap 11\(!ment of triumph, his 
hands fel1 idly on the keys. And it must 
haYe been a strange, yet smiling fate that 
11rompted those hand:;; to run through the 
first few bars of ''At Dawning." 

At the sound of that soft, sweet music 
in this noisy smoky place, it was suddenly 
as if something in me snapped. I saw my­
self as I really was, an ego-soaked and 
boastfully successful swell head--eYery­
thing that was ialse-worthless. I stood 
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beside the piano : but I did not sing. 
I looked at the loud, drunken men. the 

sleek. artificial women, as if I had never 
seen them before. Then through the door­
way into the crowded dining room my eyes 
fell on the girl I'd brought-Alex's latest 
"find''-flaunting herself before a group 
of men. 

In a flash I saw what mv life had become. 
Kight after night of stupid. boring parties 
like this one. \\"omen playing up to me. 
not because thev liked me but because of 
my publicity ,:alue and their desperate 
desire for attention. ).fy existence a mad, 
never-ending hunt for pleasure : success the 
only thing I wanted ; money my only 
standard. 

\\'ith the music ringing in my ears, I 
remembered ] oan : I had not thought of 
her in weeks. She was the only good and 
real person I knew in the whole city and I had deserted her for this vapid and 
superficial crowd. 

I THOCGHT of the first time we had 
sung "At Da,,·ning'' together in those 

"·arm. friendly rooms of hers. before her 
lire \Yith the kettle softly humming. Sud­
denlv it seemed that all that mattered was 
to get back to her :  to that simple and fine 
companionship that we had once shared. 

To everyone's utter amazement. without 
singing a note, I strode out of the room, 
literally pushing surpri::;ed people out of my 
way. Xo one could stop me irom finding Joan and getting the anS\\"er to my question I had oncc a:;ked her. 

It seemed to me that the short taxi ride to 
Joan's house was the longest I had ever 
taken in my life. I had forgotten it was 
late ; yet it seemed quite right to me that 
even at one o'clock in the morning, there 
should be a light burning in her window. 

In a moment I was at her door . .  \t the 1 sight of me her face whitened. ''\\.hat are 
you doing here at thi::; hour ?" she faltered, 
''Has-has anything l1appened ?" 

"Yes--plenty-I've come to my senses." 
Then noticing that she was fully clothed, I 
seemed to realize for the first time how 
late it was. I asked. "\Vhy are you awake 
and dressed at this hour?" 

She turned away, her eyes not meeting 
mine. ''I-I don't sleep very well lately. 
I've been working and-" I coulcht"t wait to hear the rest. I caught 
her two hands in mine, my heart pounding 
thunderously in my breast. Tremulouslr I 
asked. "Joan-could it possiblr be that­
that I have anything to do with your not 
sleeping?'' Then before she could answer, 
I finished quickly, her nearness and dear­
ness sending an anguish of longing through 
me, "Don't you think it's about time you 
gave me an answer to my question-the 
right answer?'' 

Her eyes filled with that lovely glow 
and her body quivered as if swayed by a 
strong wind. Then suddenly she was in 
my arms, her lips clinging to mine. And 
without a word being spoken, I knew that 
my question had been answered. 

That was five years ago. Joan has her 
wish now for good-she'll never have to 
work in a music store again. I hope she 
has all her wishes granted. For she de­
sen·es them : she's the best wife in the 
world and the finest mother to our two 
small sons. 

I still sing over the air-you probably 
hear me sometimes. But I'm no longer 
after the big money. I'm being paid for my 
voice ; not for notoriety and newspaper 
stories and being a "heart throb" for the 
public. 

Even Alex respects my work now and my 
right to be a human being ; I'm not a 
piece of merchandise. And most important 
of all, we both realize that the things I 
have-hatpiness and love and loyalty­
are finer "than all the money in the world. 
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S t r o n g  M a n ' s  L a d y  
(Contin,.ed from page 32) 

I told him to thank Gus and tell him I 
would eat every bit. I didn't ask him to 
let me out. but he looked me straight in 
the eyes as he turned to go out. "I took 
the kev from the skipper, �Irs. Ransome. 
He's siecping at the supper table," and he 
laid the key on my table. I managed a 
"Thanks very much" before . he closed the 
door. My supper, good as 1t was, was a 
little salty from my tears, but they were 
the clearance of the storm, for I locked 
the door and went to bed and to sleep. 

I awoke when the watch changed and I 
heard the men stepping about and smelled 
the fresh coffee brewed for them, but . no­
body bothered me. It was broad daylight 
when I heard Jim's unsteady step as he 
came up and tried the door. but I was 
dressed before I unlocked the door. 

"DIDN'T I lock you in?" I said nothing, 
but standing outside our door was a 

bucket of water, and as Jim sat down .to 
take off his shoes I lifted it and doused htm 
good and sped away ·as fast as I could. I 
started to go below when I heard t!1e look­
out, "Land ho � .. and .though I stramed my 
eyes I could see nothmg but water, though 
the gulls circling over the ship told me 
land \\·as near. I went to the bridge and the 
man at the wheel gaye me the glas�es and 
after a while I could see somethmg. I 
heard Jim come in and handed him the 
glasses to see. too. Ht.' started to speak, 
but thought better of it and t.hat now 
familiar sheepish grin came over h1s face as 
I told him right before the man at the 
wheel, "Don't ever do that again, Jim." 
He knew I meant he should never lock me 
in again and as I went out I told him to 
ha\·e th� bov clean up the rabin. I started 
on alone, but came back. 

"Come and get some coffee-it will do 
you good." 

He came like a child. and as he went 
down the companion. he put his hand on 
my shoulder, "l'm bad, Lindy. Don't hate 
me." 

Eagerly I turned. though I shook off his 
hand. ''I don't hate you. Jim. But the 
way you are doing certainly does not make 
me lo\·e you more." He was penitent all 
day and wanted me to stay right by him. 
The calmness I had gained during the hours 
alone stayed with me and I knew I could 
never again be as hurt as I had been. 

I stood or sat all day as we drew toward 
the port and then watched the business of 
unloading. At night we went a"sh.ore and 
it seemed good to be on land agam. V\' e 
had a tine dinner and went to a show, and 
Jim did not even want a drink. He stopped 
on the way to the cabin to speak to the 
mate and I was tempted to lock the cabin 
door against him, but wisdom told me that 
was not the right way. 

We were in port for a week and I 
shopped and saw the sights and the places 
I had read about on the way down. It was 
a wonderful city and its cosmopolitan air 
appealed to me. Jim went with me se\·eral 
days and took me wherever I wanted to go. 
He bought me some extravagant things 
and praised my looks and told me how 
proud he was of me when he saw people 
looking at my blonde hair. On the fifth 
day he told me to go alone. that he had 
work to do. and that I should do the shop­
ping for the ship which I had spoken of. 
I dressed in the new blue linen and the 
first thing I did was to buy a blue hat 
to match it. with a wider brim than I 
usually wore. It was very becoming. I 
did my shopping, had tea in a nice place 
and went back to the ship to lind Jim. 
Sven was in charge and he told me Jim 
had gone ashore. 

"I thought he went to meet you, Lindy. 
He was dressed up." I turned away, not 
knowing just what to do. I read awhile 
and when supper came and no Jim, S\·en 
and I ate alone. I made up my mind to 
go ashore, but Sven stopped me. 

"Don't go alone, Lindy," and I looked 
away when I saw what his deep-set blue 
eyes said. 

"Come ashore ,dth me then, Sven. \Ye 
have a long trip before us. Let's go while 
we can. We'll go to the movies." But 
he could not leave the ship and I went 
back to the cabin. But I was restless and, 
getting a wrap, went back to where Sven 
was sitting. 

"Get a chair for me, Sven, and rn sit 
with you." He started to say something 
about the skipper, but I cut him short. 

"I'll go away, Sven, but only if you 
don't want me." 

"\�·ant you ! Don't tempt me, Lindy," 
and then. as if it were literally torn from 
him, "You're another man's wife, but I'll 
always want you. Always." 

He got the chair and a rug and we sat 
there a long time. The stars were bright 
and the boat gently rocked with the tide. 
The men came in. Sven stepped out and 
they spoke to him and when the watch 
changed at midnight I went to bed. X o sign 
of ] im yet. hut Snn walked to the cabin 
with me and then I told him, "It has been 
a happy time. Thanks," and he took my 
hand and in an old-world way kissed it. 
and then went briskly aft. I locked my 
door and leaned against it, for I knew 
at that moment that · though I had been 
married but a few months. 1 already Joyed 
a man other than my husband. 

IT was da\\·n before I slept soundly, and 
still no Jim. After breakfast I went 

ashore again and when I came back in the 
middle of the afternoon he was snoring 
deeply and the room was full of the fumes 
of his unpleasant breath. He woke for sup­
per and we ate in silence. Nothing was said 
about going ashore, for he needed sleep. 
The next day he was kind and good. I 
never asked him where he had been and 
when he started to tell me, I told him. 

"Don't lie to me. Jim. You did what 
you wanted to do. Let it go at that." His 
reply showed his weakness. "Ah, gee. Lindy, 
I don't know ho\v you stand me," and it 
was not until the day after when we stood 
at the rail watching the city that he asked 
me where I had been the night he had not 
come home, and I told him. 

"Here on the sliip." 
After a moment he asked, '1\rVith Sven, 

I suppose." I looked him straight in the eye. "Yes, 
with Sven, sitting over there watching the 
lights of the city. I wanted to go ashore 
but SYcn thought it was not safe for me, 
a stranger. and he could not leave the ship, 
so we sat there until twelve o'clock and I 
went to bed." I saw his sneering look 
and went on. "Don't forget, Jim. Your 
men were here and they know I \vent to 
our cabin at that time. They know, too. 
that Sven was about the ship, for they 
saw him as the watch changed. They 
know, too, that you were not on board1 
what time you came and how. which, by 
the way, is more than I know." 

He muttered something about being sorry 
and then-"But a man has to have some 
fun." 

1 could not forbear any longer. "Fun. 
yes. if that is what you call it. But let's 
stop, Jim. You can always remember that 
with you I have had all the man I want. 
Your behaviour does not recommend men 
to me." I turned to go below but came 
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back and told him I was sorry-"l'm always 
sorry when we (tuarrel. But there is one 
thing you must stop. You must stop ac­
cusing me of wanting other men." I could 
see his heavy lips framing Sven's name, 
but he thought better of it and did not 
say what he had in mind. 

\\'hen dinner time came he said, "Be 
patient with me, little Swede, if you can." 

The next day we started for home. For 
several days I had watched them filling 
our ship with coal. and now the boat was 
low on the water. I stood at the rail watch­
ing the city as it seemed to recede, and 
when we got out into deep water again 
and the ship settled to the swell, I was 
happy again. I realized then that my love 
for the sea was very real. 

BY this time, of course, I had found 
many things to do on the ship and the 

days were full of small duties, but with 
plenty of time to read and think. I loved 
the ship-it was like a stalwart friend. I loved the sea and stars and the waves 
and even the storms. I spent many a happy 
half-hour watching Gus, and his deftness 
\Vith pots and pans interested me. Always 
there was coffee on the stove, for sailors 
drink coffee between every watch, strong 
coffee and several cups. 

After we had been out some days there 
came quite a storm. I helped Gus to keep 
the coffee pot going and made a stew 
they all liked, which I knew was full of 
the nourishment they needed. I found it 
required much skill to keep from burning 
myself. Once Sven ordered me to my 
cabin, and once Jim picked me up and 
carried me to my cahin and fastened me 
in the bunk so I would not get hurt. but 
the storm spent itself and died as quickly 
as it came. I was grateful to the bottom of 
my heart that there was no evidence of 
drink on Jim. I saw how the men obeyed 
him and depended on his judgment, for he 
came through when he was really needed. 
�ly respect for him grew. and when it was 
over and the sun bla7.ing hot again he came 
into the cabin and dropped on the hunk. HI can't even wash," and he was asleep 
before he finished. I got a pail and soap 
and washed his face and hands, but I could I not get his clothes off, he was too big. 
He slept the clock around and after he was 
shaved and bathed I had my chance to tell 
him how proud I was. He laughed shyly, 
pleased at my praise. 

"Well, a skipper never deserts his ship 
when she needs him," and I turned quickly 
away wondering why that same skipper 
could not feel about his wife as he did 
about his ship. But he continued, "You're 
a w�:t�e��l sd!�: f'o�.�ssel�a���vrh���·� I 
had been for a long time and did not mind 
the heat, though Jim made me keep out of 
the sun during the day and I sang a lot 
as I sat sewing-more than on the way 
down. I found the men liked to sing and 
a number of them had good voices. \Ve 
sang songs altogether at twilight, Jim 
standing near, and I could. hear Sven's rich 
voice joining mine when I turned, as na­
turally as could be, into the slumber song 

of my childhood. 
But it could not last. The day after we 

had had a good time singing, immediately 
after noon, I saw Jim had liquor again and 
as I went aft I heard him bellowing for 
me and turned back to the cabin. 

"Come in here. Lindy," and as I stepped 
in he towered oyer me. "Sing with the 
men. will you-well I've told you to stay 
a,�.·ay from them. I'll fix it so there'll be no 
more singing for a while at least." He liited 
me up on the bunk. walked out and locked 
the door. I turned away disgusted, for I 
knew, in his mood, talking would do no 
good. and the hours wore on. I had no 
lunch, but when dinner time came, he 
brought in a tray and I saw his face was 
almost livid. "You can stay right here 
until you gi,·e me your word to stay away 
from the men, especially that Swede." He 
set the tray down and stomped off. 

I resolved then it was time for me to 
take my stand, and when he came in I sat 
in the chair fully clothed and refused to 
bud�c. 

He but railed the more. "Think you're 
smart, don't you ? \Veil, sit there, if you 
want to. I'm going to bed." He jeered 
and jibed and laughed until the tears ran 
down my face in humiliation, but still I 
sat there and bit my lips to keep them 
closed. FinalJy he slept, and when I heard 
his breath coming evenly and knew he was 
asleep, I got a blanket and wrapped myself 
in it and sat in the chair all night. I would 
not giYe in this time. 

The next day was the same thing, but 
this time he tried his love-making tactics 
on me, but I held myself rigid and would 
not talk, and when he asked f_or my promise, 
I shook my head. 
"WELL, stay there then," and he picked 

me up and threw me into my bunk 
so hard my head snapped, but he stomped 
off after Jacking the door. I was so weary I slept fitfully and toward night realized 
I had had nothing to eat all day-and then 
I heard his key. 

"Lindy. if you don't get up and eat, I'll 
force it down you." But I got up with 
all the dignity I had and told him he need 
not bother. I washed my face and ate every 
bit. As he started out, I spoke, as quietly 
as I could. 

"\Vhat do you think your men think 
about your keeping me locked up?" 

He roared with laughter, "Oh. they think 
you are indisposed. Your lover, Sven. is 
very much worried about you, but I think I made it clear to them that you are going 
to have a baby." 

"Jim, how could you. You know that 
isn't so." and the tears I could no longer 
hold back, came. 

"\Vell, why not? Are you ready to give 
in?" But I was stubborn too, and shook 
my head no. 

That night he was sober, and when he 
was ready for bed, he took off my clothes 
forcibly and put me to bed. After he had 
gone off to sleep I rolled myself into a 
blanket and slept the rest of the night on 
the floor. 

By this time I was beaten, and so when 

WHEN YOU BUY 
A M A G A Z I N E  

LOOK ON THE COVER FOR THE SIGN 

A M A C F A D D EN P U B L I C A T I O N  



11,000,000 
COOKS CAN'T 

BE WRONG 
Nearly 1 1 ,000,000 copies of  
Ida Bailey Allen's twenty-odd 
books on cooking have been 
sold. And here's Ida Bailey 
Allen's SERVICE COOK BOOK 
NO. 2, now available to read­
ers of this magazine at only 
20c! 
196 pages of recipes, in big 
easy-to-read type. Loose 
spiral-type stiff-cover binding 
lies flat on the table. Quick 
thumbnail index makes every 
recipe easy to find. Helpful 
information on measures, bak­
ing temperatures, meal plan­
ning, diets, serving. 

• 
SEND FOR IDA BAILEY 

ALLEN'S COOK BOOK 

TODAY 

20 ,/ POST '!- PAID 

• 
Mail stamps or dimes to 

Reader Service Bureau 

TRUE ROMANCES 
205 EAST 42ND ST., NEW YORK, N. Y. 

STOPScratchinQ "'"!REliEVE ltthing "'f Insect Bites 
Even the most stubborn itching of insect bites ath­lete's foo�. hi\·e�, �ales, e�zerna .. and other e:-cte�nally 
cau�d �ku� affhct10ns Qwckly y1elds to cooltng, anti­
septiC, hqUJd D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION. Easy to use. 
Dries fast. Clear, greaseless and stainless. Soothes 
the irritation and quickly stops the most intense 
itching. A JSc trial bottle, at all drug stores, proves it 
-or money back. Ask for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION. 

WAKE U P  
Without Calomel­
And You'll Jump 
Out of Bed in the 
Morning Rarin' to Go 

YOU R =  f..iYER 
�- • • �e .. 

The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not ftow· 
ing freely, your food doesn't digest. It just decays 
in the bowels. Gas bloats up your stomach. You 
get constipated. Your whole system is poisoned and you feel sour,sunk and the world looks punk. 

A mere bowel moYementdoesn't get at theca use. 
It takes those good, old Carter's Little Liver Pi!Is 
to get these two pounds of bile flowing freely and 
make you feel "up and up." Harmless, gentle. 
yet amazing in making bile flow freely. Ask for Carter's Little Liver Pills by name. 25c at all 
drug stores. Stubbornly refuse anything else. 

he asked me in the morning if I "·ere 
ready to gin in. I told him yes. But dur­
ing those days in the cabin all the love I 
had ior Jim died. 

The men \\·ere solicitous. but I stayed 
a\\·ay from them. as I had promised. and 
when Sven \\TOte me a little note. I just 
tore i t  up and shook my head. 1 knew 
they \\'ere all \\·atching me and T felt their 
sympathy. The \\·orst times \\'ere at night 
\\·hen they "·ould gather and sing. ior I 
could not sing \Yith them. The song had 
died in mY heart. 

One da;'. uot long after this. as \Ye \\·ere 
eating dinner, l saw a strange look go 0\·er 
Jtm's face. as he called the boy to bring 
him a fresh glass of water. "\\-hy give us 
warm \\·ater-dra\\· some fresh.'' but when 
the boy brought a fresh glass. he took one 
sip and went out. I tasted my own and 
found it sort of warm. 

Jim came back and ate his meal iu silence. 
I asked him ,,·hat \\·as \Hong. but he an­
swered that he didn't know. absent-minded­
ly, I thought. and I kn"". he \\·as not telling 
what he ieared. Right after \\·e \\·ere 
through I sa\\· him talking earnestly \\'ith 
the mates and kne\\' they were going care­
inlly OYer the ship. I sensed something 
\\·as \\Tong. but .I im laughed when I spoke 
to him about it, but I noticed the water 
was still warm. 

T
HE second dav after this I �c:nsed. as I 
came out of th-e cabin to,,·ard noon. that 

something ,,·as wrong. E,·crything looked 
all right. hut I wnld not 1'1nd Jim. Then 1 heard his \·oicc below, and as I started 
d0\n1 the companionway, the first mate 
called. 

"Better stay on deck, Mrs. Ransome. 
There's a little trouble belo\\" .'' He \\·as 
gone before T could a:;k more. so I \\'ent 
to the bridge. kno,,·ing there ,,·ould be 
50HlC'body there. and the boy at the \\·heel hlld me plainly enou.�h . 

"Then:-·s a fire. �[rs. Ransome. in the 
ior\\·an.J hold.'' I gasped, for I knew what 
that meant. \Ve had a cargo of coal. I 
looked up at the tall boy's face and saw he 
was fi'ghting fear too, but his \\·ords were 
calm as he ans\\'ercd my unspoken question. 

''Combustion. I gue:o.:-.. :\ othing s.et it." 
For a ie\\· minutes I \\'as panic-strickC'n. 

Here ,,·e \\'Cre in the middle of the ocean 
and the ship a1lre. But in a fe\\' moments. 
my heart stopped its erratic beating and 
I could ask. 

".-\nybody hurt?" 
He replied that nobody ,,·as hurt and 

that all hands \\"ere fighting it. "The skipper 
put steam on it. HaYen't you noticed. ma'am. 
that the drinking water \\·as warm ?" 

Of course. that was what ] im had been 
airaid of. I realized then that m,· fears 
had been calmed-! thought it \\·as· camed 
bv the hot weather. The bov went on to tell 
n

.
1e ho\\· theY had turned ·steam on it to 

put it  out ai1d \Yent on "You don't need 
to be airaid. ).Irs. Ransome, the skipper 
can take care of it and already the ship 
i s  headed tO\\·ard an island which he savs 
i s  about t\\·o days a\\'ay. He says nobodY's 
on it. but it's land anyway." 

I \\·ent on deck to get myself straightened 
out. and I knew the time had come ,,·hen 
\\·e mu3t all shO\\. the stuff \\·e \\'ere made 
of. It \\'as exciting. I found. but I was 
not really afraid after I had conquered my 
tirst panic and knC\\. Jim was sober. I 
could hear his Yoice and. occasionallv 
S\·en's which \\·as a little sJO\\"Cr than usual: 
as they gaYe quick directions. I found the 
\\·ater. and \\·hen I drew it yery warm I 
kne\\· they had a real fight on hand. It 
seemed an a\Yiul thing to \\"itness ; I kept 
thinking of this fine sturdy ship-the \\·ay 
it \\·as built-\\·hy it seemed like seeing 
a friend destroyed bit by bit. For quite 
a \\·hilc I could not get this out of my 
mind. but soon I came to see that this 
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sore toes-all are instantly re­
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---- � I must help. To be grief-stricken would � - • l6111tt.. .. � not help the ship, nor me, nor the men. M N e't..l,e a- Jim came up and I questioned him. but 

a ny ' . ' I . his words were few...,--"If the steam doesn't 
work, we'll have to batten down everything. 

hour, only to waken and rush out, without 
a word. 

Wednesday morning, as we "·ere finish­
ing our breakfast, there came an explosion, 
and immediately 1 understood this was what 
Jim had been expecting. The noise of it 
had not stopped before his orders to lower 
the boats were being obeyed . S t Cause of �;a��� we can stifle it," and then he looked 

Uspec "You don't need to be afraid, Lindy. ._:- ._...., ..,.'-' � I'll take care of you. I promised your 
�BACKACH E ���:

h
i���nd,�ff·��c �'::'�:�

d
.n�� :���, :��:.��� 

keep the fire down unt1l we get there. 
The men, in the next room, ate in a 

silence you could almost feel. I have never 

"To the boats." and each man took his 
allotted place and the boats swung off the 
davits. The sea was calm and I was the 
only one who had trouble keeping my 
balance, as the boat rose on the swelL Jim 
was in charge of one boat. with Sven and 
me, and the first mate in charge of the 
other. \\"e drew av .. ·ay from the shop, from 
\Yhich gas \\·as coming heavily, but kept 
lines aboard. :\11 day long we stayed there. 
It was terribly hot. The men didn't talk 
much. They \YCre content to sit quietly. 
\Vhile some slept lightly sitting up, others 
just sat, but all \Yith their hands on the 
oars ready to pull away if another ex­
plosion came. 

This Old Treatment Often Brings Happy Relief �1any sufferers rrlie,·e nag:�;mg backache quickly, 
once they discoHr that the real cause of their trouble 
may be tireU kidneys. 

The kidneys are Xature's chief way of taking the 
excess acids and w:1ste out of the blood. :\Iost people 
pass about 3 pints a day or about 3 pounds of waste. 

Frequent or scanty pass:1ges with smarting and 
burning shows there may be something wrong with 
your kidneys or bb<lder. 

An excess of acids or poisons in ;your blooJ, when 
due to functional kidney disorders, may be the cau.'le �� ���g!�� �:��;�����e��tn�������i�h\�·s1,���ft���sp�ffiS.: 
ness under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. 

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills. used succe:iSfully by millionl:l fur over 40 years. They 
gi,·e happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney 
tubes flush out poi:sonous waste from your blood. 
Get Donn's l'ills. 
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NEURITIS�\���� 
To relieve the torturinj;!' pain of Neuritis, Rheu­
matism. Neuralgia or Lumbago in few minutes, 
get NURITO, the Doctor's formula. No opiates, 
no narcotics. Does the work Quickly-must relieve 
worst pain to your satisfaction in few minutes or 
money back at Druggist's. Don't suffer. Get 
trustworthy NUIIITO today on this guar.r.ntee. 
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felt so helpless. \Vhat could I do? I 
went to help Gus, but he sent me awa)l-, 
saying he couldn't rest when the rest had 
to work. 
"WHY don't you j ust take it easy, ).{is' 

l{ansome ? 'i\taybe you could pray a 
little?" And I wondered why I hadn't 
thought of that. And I did pray, and thought 
of :Mother and her faith : and of my father 
who had weathered so many storms ; of the 
rescues Jim had made and of those I had 
heard the men talk about. I am grateful to 
say that the fact that Father had died on 
his ship in a hurricane never once came 
to my thought at that time, but my faith 
grew and my fears died. This, I recall, 
was on a Monday. 

Jim charted his course and made two 
copies, one for each small boat, and there 
came to me then something I could do. I 
could help to provision the boats and. 
though the men didn't want me to, I fetched 
and carried. packed a small bag for us. 
Each man gave me his locker key and told 
me what he \vishccl to take, and I prepared 
a bundle for each of them. There were 
times when the gas was terrifying, hut the 
boats were ready and we were making 
time toward the island. There was no time 
for talk and Jim and the men worked like 
machines, but I knew things were no better 
when I saw them go about and batten 
nerything down tight. Jim stopped a few 
moments ,,·hilc he drank some coffee. 

"Perhaps that will stop it." and he 
dropped to sleep right there on the ·floor, 
but roused himself enough to say to me, 
"Keep watch." I stood at the door of the 
cabin, listening and watching, I knew not 
what for, and praying while he slept an 

Toward night the fire seemed to go down 
and Jim and the mates talked it over and 
decided to go back on board, leaving Sven, 
the cabin boy and me in the boat. 

"\Ve might han to leave in a hurry, 
Lindy, and in the dark it \Yould be better 
for you to stay here." 

I told him I would do whatever made 
it easier for him, but Sven wanted to go 
back with them. 

Jim told him. "You take care of her­
\Yatch enry minute. \Ye might have to 
leave in a rush." 

THE -boats were pulled up and the men 
went back on the ship, which was listing 

quite a bit. and we three juSt sat there. 
\\"c talked very little-but I prayed, and 
toward morning slept a little. The cabin 
boy dropped off to sh.'ep like a baby and I 
saw Sven put a folded coat under his head 
and throw a coat over him. His only 
question was to ask if I was all right. In 
the morning I saw by the Jook of his eyes 
that he had kept them glued to the ship 
as Jim had told him. 

At daylight \Ve three also went back on 
the ship. The sea had become .heavier 
during the night and we had some trouble 
getting aboard. The first thing I saw at 
the rail was a "bo'un's chair," and Jim 
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SNUBBED BECAUSE OF 
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Act now to help keep your blood free 
of pimple-making poisons 

Don't go on being cursed by loathsome pim­
ples. Don't make others fE>el ashamed of you 
or shun you. Find out what's the matter and 
correct it. 

During the period of adolescence, in the 
years between 13 and 25, important glands 
are developing. This causes disturbances 
throughout your body. Waste poison.s. from 
the intestinPs often find their way into the 
blood . . .  and may break out in ugly skin 
eruptions. You must help free your system 
of these intestinal poisons. 

Thousands of young !>cople have solved this prob· 
!em-simply by eating Fleischmann's Yeast. Each 
cake of this fresh food contains millions of tiny, livi1rg plants that ll<'t to help you eliminate waste 
poisons from the body-btfore they can gl't into 
the blood. Your skin becomes clearN and fresher 
again. Many get remarkable rf'sults in 30 day� or 
less. Don't lose time. Start Pating Fleischmann's 
Yea$1t t�ou• . . . 3 cakl's daily, onp hpfore l'a<'h mPal. 

told me to get into it at once if they had 
to leave the :-hip again. He told s,·en to 
drop to the boat and he, ] im. would swing 
me do\\'n in the chair. { \\'anted to ask 
more questions and felt helpless ,,·atching 
them work. when I could do nothing. ior 
] im had told me to stand by. 

H\\-e'll ha\'C to go in a hurry, maybe. 
Don't want to ha\'e to look for you." 

Toward the latter part of the aiternoon 
there came another explosion and Jim's 
,·oice seemed ahno�t a part of it. ai' he told 
them to take to the boats and pull 3\\·ay. 
His words brooked no refusal and I heard 
him speaking to the first mate. "Keep 
a\\'ay from those rocks, like I told you. 
They're nearer than the island. but your 
boat may be broken up," and then he turned 
to s,·en. 

"JU!.[P, S\'en. and catch her.'' I \\'as al· 
readv in the chair and he \\'as fasten­

ing me in -as the men wem o,·er:_;ide. •·catch 
her." and. as the small boat liited on the 
cre!'t of the \\·an·. he dropped me onrside 
and SYen cau!!'llt thL· chair. E\'C'n I could 
see the ship ' web going down-it l isted 
terribly. 1 wanted to put my hands out 
and right it. All this. and I could hear 
Jim's \'oicc. "Pull a\\'a)'. Pull a\\·ay. I tell 
you. There'll be another explosion in a 
minute,'' and I sa\\' him rub the back oi 
his hand across his face. I saw the other 
boat pulling away. and e\'en as our men 
put their strength to the oar�. Sn::n's quiet 
voice ordered the111. "Pull along:.-ide. men.'' 
and then in a loud ,·oirc to J im-c·n''n aboYe 
the har:-h crackling oi the Aames-"Jump. 
Captain. on thl.! next \\'a\'e.'' I know I 
cal!ed. too, and tried to turn around, but I \\'aS still tied in the chair, and Jim's Yoice 
boomed over all. 11Pull away-pull away ! 
Do as I say. I'm the skipper. I te11 you­
pull away. I promised her mother I'd take 
care of her. no as I say. I'm the skipper. 
Pull away. You'll all �ro do\\'11 . '' They 
pull.c·d. hut S\'en or�krcd them back .an� I a gam r heard 111)' \'OICe. "Stop. Stop. J 1111. 
and S\'en's caiJ rang O\'Cr all, "Jump Cap­
tain." and he maneuvered the boat. 

But Jim stood. and again J sa\\' him 
wipe his face \\'ith his hand. "Pull a\Ya,·. 
Don't cry, Lindy. She's my ship.'' at;d 
then in a raging voice. <;Sven. pull a\\·ay. 
She's your charge. Take care of her." and 
th�: men pulled. I know I saw Jim for a 
moment �tandiniZ. his hand as if  on the 
rail and thL• Aamcs belo\\' and behind him. 
I was conscious of my chair tipping. and I know I tried to get up. Somehod\­
steadied the chair and me-and then therC came another blast and I must kn-e lost 
consciousness for a second. for I saw Jim's 
hand at salute as the wa\·e caught the 
bridge, and then I had to hold on tight ior 
our small boat \\'as pitching and to�:.-ing 
and wea\'ing and the men \\·ere ro\Ying like 
mad. 

For months afterward. e,·ery time T 
closed my eyes I saw that hand over the 
\\'aYe, but then I was too stunned to do 
anything but sit. The men rowed steadily 
and rhythmically and I could catch a iaint 
whisper occasiona\ly, but I was like a per­
son who has been hit a hard blo"· on the 
head. I realized. after a while. it was 
getting dark and we could not see the other 
boat. I drank a few sips of water when 
it ,,·as passed. but shook my head at the 
food. 0\'er and O\'er all that night the 
terrible scene-J im on that burning ship­
,,·ent through my mind. The men were 
weary to the bone and they looked as if 
their eyes would j ump out of their sockets. 
Some had scorched hair, but only one ,,·as 
burned and he bore it stoically. SomehO\\' I kne\\' \\'hat they \\'ere thinking. and I 
felt their kindly sympathy. \\'hen noon 
came 1 ate a fe,,· bites, but when I tried 
to swa11ow, the lump in my throat was too 
big and the tears came like a Aood. Old 
Gus looked up. 
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"Cry it out, Mrs. Ransome. It'll do you 
good.· Don't feel too bad. The skipper 
loved his ship." 

I remember seeing a tear trickle down 
his wrinkled and weathered face and the 
tears of the cabin boy he furtively wiped 
off with his hand. \Vhen I calmed down 
I asked about the other boat-for suddenly 
I realized we had not seen it all day and 
the men, looking at one another. told me 
what I remembered when they spoke of it 
-the first mate thought he knew better 
than ] im and they were sure he had set his 
compass and made for the nearest place. 
Nobody said anything, but S \·en voiced 
their thoughts when \\·ords that were al­
most a prayer came from his lips, , ;The 
skipper knew what he was doing. Hope 
they find it out in time." 

Toward night we sighted the land, 
and as we drew near we were amazed 
to !·ind people watching for us. The island 
had been marked uninhabited on the charts, 
but we found a group of scientists there 
studying tides and birds. and they welcomed 
us, fed us and cared for us. They had not 
seen the other boat. The men dropped to 
sleep like logs. Our cabin boy dropped 
asleep on the beach and two men picked 
him ·up and carried him to a cot. I, too, 
slept the sleep of utter exhaustion, but 
several times roused to see jim's hand at 
salute. 

I X the morning the men told their stories 
and thc:-;e kind people offered their sym­

pathy to me and the tears came again. hut 
this time it was like a flood tide which 
washed some of the pain a\\·ay. As the men 
voiced their thoughts and told of the brave 
fight they had put up and of Jim's courage, 
I grew calm. They knew, and explained, 
that Jim would ne\"er have been happy 
again after ha\·ing lost his ship-e,·en 
though the fire \\"as not his iault. T knew 
this was true. for his pride in his ability 
to do anything on a ship \\·as the strongest 
good in him. 

and it was not until night that they came in 
sight and we helped them out, so weary 
and worn they could hardly get out them­
selves. I saw then that Jim had been right 
in his estimate of the !irst mate, for he 
had thought he knew better than Jim and 
had nearly wrecked his boat by going to 
the nearer land \\"hich he found, as Jim had 
said. was solid rock. Thev had been ,,·ith­
out water and food all -clay. Our kind 
friends helped them from the boat and cots 
were found for them. 

Two years have passed since the cold day 
in �larch \\·hen we \\·ere landed back in 

the States, \Yith only the clothes on our 
backs, broug-ht back by the first boat to re­
ceive the message calling for somebody to 
pick us up. I was deeply g-rateful when I 
found that my mother had not heard of our 
disaster. and my word to her was the first 
she knew of our trouble. The company had 
reported to her that the ship had been de­
layed-that \\"as all. I went home to her, 
knowing her and understanding her better 
than I had before. 

Sven went back to sea and last Year 
earned his skipper's papers. Last sun{mer 
we had our Swedish friends in and were 
married in J.lother's own living room. X ow 
\\"C ha,·c our own home just a block away. 
\\-hen he is a\\·ay I go back and forth to 
her hou:"c. and \\·e are happy. SHn has 
promised, when our first baby comes, he 
will buy a small boat of his O\\'n and stay 
not too far off shore. 

It is useless for me""to ask him to work on 
shore. for the sea is in his blood. but the 
\\"vrk he ha:: no\\· takes him up and do\\'n 
the coast and he i:, home every second 
week. 

I have learned that real love is care and 
kindness and unfailing courtesy. for he 
loves me as girls dream of being lo,·ed. and T had found the harbor and learned the 
truth of the adage my mother spoke so long 
ago. 

All day \\'e \\'atched for the other 
"A slow wind does bring the ship to 

boat harbor." 
THE END 
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HUSBANDS and LOVERS 
Chapter I 

My STORY is really the story of 
a family. It was always that 
way with me. On one side, a 
slim blonde girl with burning 

brown �yes and a heart that throbbed with 
easily-stirred, little-understood emotions. 

·- On the other-a family, unending hard 
work and seemingly hopeless struggle. I 
was trapped between the two. 

There were three of us sisters. I carne 
between Christine Rosamund and little 
Marie who, till I was past sixteen, mat­
tered more than anything else in my life. 
Marie had the sweetest disposition in our 
family, and was the brainiest, too. Night 
after night, in the bedroom we shared at 
the top of the frowsty old brownstone 
boarding house Ma ran, we'd plan how 
Marie would win her scholarship and go to 
college. She didn't belong in this stale 
atmosphere of boarding house cabbage and 
cheap tobacco. 

For Marie I longed to have life perfect. 
She was only two years younger than I, 
but I'd looked after her since she was a 
baby. Ma adored Marie, too, but years of 
struggle, tied to a man who drank too 
much, had swamped her initiative. The 
day's job, from five in the morning till well 
past midnight, was all Ma could tackle. 

For Marie's sake I could make myself 
civil to objectionable roomers. I was 
clever at dodging eager reaching hands, 
seeming not to notice too cordial smiles as 
I cleaned rooms, made beds and cleared 
dishes. 'We weren't always sure of our 
room rents at the end of the week and my 
steady fifteen dollars, as stenographer with 
the Western Shipping Company, was good 
to fall back on. 

Often the roomers tried to date me, but 
Ma didn't like that. Some I'd have liked 
to accept. TaB, twinkling-eyed Hal Col­
burn would stop me, teasing, "Say, kid, 
never clap eyes on you but you're flying off 
somewhere else. Don't you ever take time 
off? Can't you give a poor motor me­
chanic a break? Or is it the smell of 
grease and the sight of overalls? If I was 
a slick bond salesman, Miss Francine 
Marne, would it make any difference ?" 

"Gee, Mr. Colburn, it isn't that ! But 
working in the office all day and having to 
help Ma mornings and nights-" 

"Sure, I understand. You're pretty swell, 
the whole load of this house on those slim 
shoulders. I've watched you heckle old 
meanie Fennick for his room rent and 
laughed myself near sick when you an­
swered up to Mrs. Rix about the custard 
not having enough eggs in it and the pork 
chops being too fat,l' 

"That's nothing." 
"\\That a manager you're going to be 

some day ! Bet you'd like to run a real 
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swell restaurant, white-capped chef and 
flunky outside. No checks less than a dol­
lar and a rose on every table!" 

I shook my head. I couldn't tell him I 
hated all these things and all they stood 
for. Even hated the senseless clack-clack 
of the office typewriter and endless invoices. 
It was music I loved and dancing. When I 
heard music, flame seemed to leap along my 
nerves. In dancing, I knew, I could have 
expressed the fire that burned in my soul. 
Only there wouldn't be time. I'd get old 
first and tired, like Ma. 

"So you're not out to run a swell 
boarding house I Must be something you 
love to do," Hal insisted. 

"Dance," I said suddenly. 
"Say, I know a swell Mexican 

place, down near Riker's Dock. Not 
phony like most of these city joints-an 
honest-to-goodness rhumba orchestra. Say, 
how those yaller dames can shake their 
joints, and do the sailors like it!  Come to­
night, Franny, huh?" 

Could I? Standing there, just inside 
Hal's open door, I was crazy with longing. 
Suddenly Hal's arms reached out and held 
me. He whistled a low tune and together 
we danced down the passage reeking of 
cabbage and yellow soap, back through 
Hal's room and out again. Our bodies 
seemed fused in one as we danced. I was 
under a spell. It was achingly sweet. 

"Too good to miss, Franny I" Hal 
stooped his taU head and kissed me hard 
on the mouth. 11Come to the El Chuca to­
night and I'll teach you some real dancing." 

"I couldn't. Ma wouldn't-" 
"I'll wait at the corner. We don't have 

to stay long. Just time enough for a 
couple of beers and swing a leg. Ten­
thirty okay, kid?'' 

A voice seemed to answer from the 
depths of my being, "Yes, oh, yes." 

It was my first real date with a man. To 
go dancing ! To go on dancing ! \.Vhen 
should I ask M a ?  I could hear her down 
in the basement kitchen. Seven already, 
and not a table set for breakfast l My 
pulses still throbbed with the memory of 
that stolen dance. 

"Franny I" Ma called from the well of 
the stairs. "See if you can get a quarter 
out of your Dad for the gas. This darn 
meter's running out again. If onJy theY'd 
trust us with a monthly-" 

"Can't expect 'em to, way we pay bills," 
I muttered. I tore back into my own room 
to pull on a short-sleeved sweater, then 
jerked the bed clothes off Marie. "Kid, 
time you were skipping !" 

I pulled Marie upright and darted onto 
the landing. "Yes, Mrs. Villert. No hot 
water ? Gee, that is annoying. Wait, I'll 
run down to the basement myself." 

I stopped in at Ma's room on the floor 
below ours. Dad was snoring. I went 
through his pockets-a dime and a few 
pennies. My own pocketbook held only 
fifteen cents, I knew. My carfare and a 
glass of milk for lunch ! Still, we had to 
have gas. 

Hal Colburn was grinning as I rushed 
downstairs. "You couldn't loan me a quar­
ter, could you ?" I stammered. 41lt's the 
gas." 

"Sure." 
That was Hal�eedul, friendly, always 

ready I 
My elder sister, Christine Rosamund, was 

the beauty. At least she had been until 
two years ago. Tall, slim, exquisitely 
blonde, where my hair was ordinary honey 
colored, hers was silvery gold. Her eyes 
were large and brown, too. They'd grown 
hard, though, lately, as if she'd battled too 
long. 

In the old days Marie and I w.ould sit 
on the bottom of Chris' bed and listen to 
her talk. She was falling in love with her 
boss, then, Mr. Hartman, a swell architect 
in Tower City. Christine wore her ra­
diance like a sort of mantle. She was 
mysterious, scented, wonderful ! Always 
humming a secretive little song, coming 
home from dates starry-eyed. 

One day we'd been staggered by a note 
left on her bureau. She'd eloped. They 
were off to Denver, where Mr. Hartman's 
new office was to be establfshed. 

Ma had been tearful but exultant. "Guess 
she's through with greasy dishes for good. 
Chris was always my lucky baby, though 
I'd have liked to see her stand up in satin 
and veil and have cards printed and every­
thing." 

"Never mind, Ma," I comforted, "we'll 
have a swell show at my wedding. Cake 
and lobster salad and streamers and-and 
champagne !" 

Ma hugged me close. "Hate to think of 
you going, Franny. Only I do want you 
girls to have it easier than I did. I had 
them sort of dreams, too, only I married a 
man who--" 

"A boozer," Marie put in unexpectedly, 
"a lazy-" 

"Don't you ever dare to speak of your 
father that way, Marie Marne. I won't 
have it," Ma screamed. "All got our weak­
nesses I One thing, your Dad's never give 
me a moment's trouble far as other women 
are concerned. You all know that." 

"Sure, Ma. Marie didn't mean anything. 
She's only razzing," I soothed. I looked 
at Ma's streaky hair, the deep lines of 
weariness under her eyes. She'd borne 
ten children and raised three. Her days 
began and ended backstairs. Yet nothing 
would quench her belief in romance. She'd 

She felt herself part of the great scheme that swings planets in 
their courses and moves in the deep sea tides. Motherhood. she 

knew. was a path of glory despite the lies and subterfuges that soon 

would hedge her in. But how could she tell the news to her J110ther? 



dream of bridesmaids in sweet pea shades, 
with enormous bouquets of pink streamers. 

"I'm never going to marry," Marie an­
nounced, eyes gleaming in her peaked face. 
"It's a mess. I'm going to school and col­
lege, read books and be something. There's 
always trouble when you get mixed up with 
men !" After her outburst she went into 
a fit of coughing. 

''Maybe you're right, baby," Ma smiled, 
patting her on the back. "Seems natural, 
though, for a girl to want a man around, 
eh. Franny?" 

"I dunno. I guess I'd sort of like a man 
I was crazy about. I'd like a baby." 

"Well, don't start thinking about that 
yet awhile Time enough." 

I'd entered business school at fifteen. At 
sixteen I felt myself an experienced wage 
earner. Boys used to notice me both at 
home and in the office, but I'd been too busy 
to snatch more than an occasional soda. 
Alway's in back of my mind were thoughts 
like groceries, broken stair rods, how to 
cajole rent out of unwilling tenants. Now 
and then I'd remember the look in Chris­
tine's eyes when she was going out with 
Mr. Hartmaii.. A sort of "lost look" but 
thrilling, too. 

My heart trembled when I thought of 
having someone make me look that way. 

There'd be music and a moon somewhere. 
My hands would smell all sv.;eet, like they 
did when I borrowed some of Christine's 
lotion. I'd link my fingers around his neck 
and-and-a delirious wave engulfed me. 
He'd be tall and good looking and refined. 

Maybe something like young ?vfr. Robert­
son of the Pacific Outboard .:\Iotor Com­
pany, our subsidiary. I'd met him at the 
employees dance and we'd danced together 
quite a bit. He'd seemed to like me and 
the girls talked a lot. I'd taken dictation 
from him once but that was all. Nothing 
had really come of it. Well, how could it? 
His father owned the company. 

Maybe my real "romance" would have a 
voice like that English lecturer who spoke 
on Shakespeare in Town Hall. Maybe he'd 
come down from the platform and stop 
where I was sitting. Everyone would see 
him and he'd say, "Miss Marne, Francine, 
my car is outside. Perhaps you'd take pity 
on a stranger in this seaport town and-" 

I'd interviewed plenty of men but they 
hadn't spoken that way ! 

I was seventeen when Hal Colburn had 
first come to board with us. He'd faced 
me in the dingy parlor. "See from your 
ad you have rooms. My name's Colburn 
and I'm with the Pacific Outboard Motor 
Company. Mechanic. I make speedboat 
tests. Don't mind much where I bunk, 
long as I can get my eight hours regular. 
\Vant any references?'' 

I wrote the names down. "VI/e have a 
nice room on the fourth back. Seven dollars 
a week and meals extra. If you'd like me 
to show it to you-" 

"Chow, too, eh? Good?" 
"Best money can procure." I said primly. 
"\Veil, if the beds and the food live up 

to the landlady's standard of looks-say, 
who are you? Look like a babe in arms." 

"I'm the manageress. Of course, it's 
Ma's house, you understand, but I assist, 
settle all complaints and interview pros­
pective roomers." 

"Guess there won't be any complaints 
between you and me," he grinned. Sud­
denly I knew I liked his keen twinkly blue 
eyes in a deeply tanned face. He'd a large 
warm mouth and a shock of nondescript 
colored hair. Bit on the thin side, I de­
cided, as we shook hands. He had the long 
sensitive fingers you often find on a me­
chanic's hand. 

I felt myself coloring. "Sure you 
wouldn't like to see the room first ?" 

"Take your word, sister. Can I move in 
tonight? Want a week's rent in advance?'" 

Gosh, he was a swell roomer ! 
The family always had meals separately. 

During breakfast and dinner I'd be in the 
kitchen, passing hot dishes through the 
hatch to our one slow-moving maid. Her 
orders rang monotonously, "Coupla eggs. 
Hash and fried. Nother cupper cawfee fer 
Mr. Dewberry." 

I'd leave the dishes to Ma and Sophy, 
the maid, gulp down my coffee and fly off 
to the office. Evenings were the same mad 
rush. In my mind Ma's "paying guests," 
as she liked to call them, were hardly hu­
man beings. I thought of them, rather, as 
a dissatisfied pack with whom I constantly 
had to do battle. 

"See here, Miss Marne !" ".Miss Fran­
cine, I wish you'd explain to your mother !" 
"Try sleeping in my bed yourself, Miss 
Marne, you'll understand what I mean." 

Hal Colburn was always an exception. 
I was conscious of something different 
when he was around, as if little unseen 
feelers crept out of me. Coming downstairs 
I'd try to pass him with a casual "G'morn­
ing," but he always tried to stop me. 

"Say, Miss Francine, ever heard the 
story of the tortoise who lost the race?" 

I'd laugh and hurry on, but no matter 
how often I did he wouldn't be shaken off. 
"Can't anybody have a second's conversa­
tion with you except to grumble? I ain't 
got nothin' to grumble about. Swell here. 
Regular home from home." 

"I wish I had more time." 
"Most girls manage a tnO\'ie and a dance 

now and then. \Vhat about a jaunt in a 
speedboat ? Got a dandy new skiff, Skim­
ming Bird III. Mr. Robertson's going to 
run her in some of the cup races. If you 
could sneak out early some morning, or 
even after work-" 

"Love to sometime when we're not quite 
so rushed." 

Once he caught me at the corner of 
Marlboro Road as I was coming home 
from work. 1\fy heart leapt uncomfortably 
at the sight of his tall figure. 

"Any objections to my walking along?" 
"Guess it's all right." 
"What about a coke or a soda? Cute 

place on Denny Street." 
"Thanks, Mr. Colburn, but-" 

"SAY, I can't get you. Call me Hal. 
Here I've been stopping at the Marne 

Mansion nearly a year. Don't tell me ice 
cream won't tempt you. Give you two large 
scoops in this joint. I ahvays have one on 
my way home. Prepares me for that swell 
supper of yours." 

He grinned and slipped his arm in mine. 
An electric feeling shot through me, made 
my fingers curl. Hal held our clasped hands 
close to his chest. 

"That's better!" he smiled down. '1Know 
how pretty you are, Franny? Yeah, I'm 
going to call you that. We've been ac­
quainted for months and here's the first 
time we've sat down at a table together. 
Know that? Scandalous ! Never taken so 
long to get such a short distance \vith a 
girl in my life." 

I laughed. Waves of happiness throbbed 
through me. Sitting, sipping sodas, our 
hands remained clasped. 

"Caught you once. Try to get away now. 
Guess I sort of feel you belong to me," 
Hal teased. 

His look set me trembling. 
"Those eyes of yours for instance ! All 

the guys tell you about them? Talk about 
enormous brown velvet flowers ! No, not 
that, either. Let me look closer. Like those 
dark pools you find in the mountains, deep 
and still, yet shimmery with hidden life. 
See what you're responsible for, young 
lady ! Making a poet out of a hard work­
ing mechanic !" 

The stab of joy frightened me. 
"Listen, I've got some swell new records 

for my phonograph, Fran. Like to hear 
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'em tonight out on that back porch? Have 
your Ma come out and listen, too. We 
might dance." 

I nodded. "But I'm going to be terribly 
late for serving dinner. I must fly." 

I didn't think Ma would take to the 
phonograph idea but Hal asked her nicely, 
and she declared it would be a relief after 
the hot kitchen. Dad came out, too. The 
back stoop was old and rickety and the 
yard had only a couple of trees and some 
straggling weeds, a kind of jungle for 
stray cats. But this night it became an 
exotic wonderland. 

Hal carried cushions and newspapers, 
found a mangy swing chair in the base­
ment. Ma and Dad had kitchen rockers. 
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Melody of Love," and "Just a Song at 
Twilight." He had those too. I caught 
Ma sniffling once, moving her chair closer 
to Dad's. 

I dropped onto a pile of newspapers and 
stuck my head on my knees. ".Music sounds 
swell out in the air like this, doesn't it, 
Ma?" 

She patted my head. Dad cleared his 
throat, "What about splitting a bottle of 
beer ?" 
I FOUND some crackers and cheese in 

the kitchen. Hal left a record playing 
and came in to get the tray. "VVhy can't I 
interest you?" he crooned under his breath. 
The words were silly but they didn't sound 
that way. Maybe I was just a crazy kid, 
a lonesome one ! 

Hal snapped off the kitchen light. He 
groped towards me, "Franny !" 

I wanted to pull away from his arms, but 
I wanted to get closer, too. 11Please, Hal," 
I choked. 

His lips met mine in a fierce kiss that 
was terribly exciting. This wasn't the 
wise-cracking Hal I knew. This was a 
cyclone, driving, furious. He forced my 
head back onto his shoulder, held me there 
for swift, throbbing moments. Then his 
mouth found mine again. I kissed him, 
madly exultant. I wanted him to kiss me 
harder. 

"You care ! You're not an icicle but the 
sweet, warm little darling I knew you 
were--chock full of love. Oh, Fran?" His 
quick change from fierce love making to 
tenderness set me throbbing all over again. 

"Coo----ee. Long time about those bot­
tles of beer," Ma called. 

We pulled apart. "You go on out and 
sit down, sweetheart. I'll bring the tray." 
Ha.l got bottles from the icebox and picked 
out glasses. How could he be so calm 
when the very air was still electric! May­
be men are different ! 

In a daze I listened to Dad's jokes. Ma 
asked for more music. Hal put on a waltz. 
"Dance?" 

I \Vas in his arms again. I adored danc­
ing and I adored Hal. The combination 
made me delirious. He held his cheek close 
to mine when we swung round to the side 
of the porch. "Happy, Fran?" he kissed 
me again. 

"Not here, please, Hal !" 
"Okay, but you know I want to any­

where, all the time. Say to yourself a 
thousand times a day, 'Hal's crazy to kiss 
me ! ' "  

1vfy heart hammered a s  I pushed his face 
away. It had been too much joy, too much 
excitement. I tore upstairs to my bedroom. 
Marie was leaning over a pile of books. 
Her eyes were tired and her face paper 
white. 

"Time you stopped slaving. Come on 
down. Music on the back porch,'' I cried. 
"Dad and Ma and Hal Colburn. Beer and 
cheese, Marie." 

"You look drunk, Franny. What's come 
over you?" 
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"Go on down. There's still some beer 
left." 

I wanted to have the room to myself, to 
live again those thrilling moments of love. 
I was suffocating with happiness. I threw 
the v .. ·indow wide open. I fancied I could 
hear Hal's voice. 

I pressed my hands over my thumping 
heart. "Oh, dear love," I whispered, "dear, 
dear love." Never had I imagined any­
thing like this. Even our drab home seemed 
glorified. 

The music and my longing joined to­
gether forming a kind of bitter-sweet ache 
in my heart. A kind of hunger that I 
couldn't understand. It wasn't enough, just 
kissing Hal. It wasn't enough 1 

"Francine 1·Iarne/' I cried, "you're hor­
rible." I clasped my hands over my ears 
as though to shut out a tempter's voice. 
Something that had been slumbering in me 
had wakened. 'vVonderful, but terrible ! 
Even my mouth, when I looked in the 
mirror, seemed changed, softer, redder ! 

"It's love, Franny. Love ! I don't care 
about the old boarding house. Just at this 
moment I don't even care about Marie's 
getting a chance. I want love." 

To be near Hal, hear his voice, feel his 
lips. I wanted to go on kissing. I threw 
my arms wide open to the night. 

Chapter II 

NEXT morning Ma had an upset at 
breakfast-a letter from Christine. 
Lately it had always been this 
way when my sister's letters 

came. "Things not going too good, 
Franny," Ma said. HSay, what d'you think 
she means by this?" 

"VVhat, Ma ?" I took the letter from her 
shaking hand. Nothing could be really 
wrong with Chris. She was married to the 
man she loved. They were successful and 
now had a swell home in Chicago. I re­
membered Chris' eyes as they used to be. 
Had she loved Mr. Hartman as much as 
I did Hal ? Perhaps not quite. Nobody 
who'd ever lived, not even poets, felt quite 
the way I did this mornin�. 

I read under my breath, 'Guess, I might 
as well tell you straight, Ma, things haven't 
been right with Maurice and me for 
some time. Business knocked into a cocked 
hat, and ever since Mike was born-" 

'vVe all adored Christine's son, tiny blue­
eyed Mike, and had often had him to stop 
with us. Not at all like my sister to look 
at, with his great big blue eyes and sandy­
ish colored hair. Both Chris and Mr. Hart­
man had brown eyes and he had black hair. 
We used to joke about it. Ma said she 
had an uncle once with j ust that coloring. 
I always said :Mike was so swell that to 
look like himself was enough for anyone. 

I went on with the letter. "Ma, if  you 
could let me have fifty dollars just for a 
loan." 

"Yeah." Ma wailed, "what you make of 
it, Fran ? And where does she think I can 
lay my hand on fifty ! She's my own flesh 
and blood but fifty dollars ! My saints !" 

"We'll scrape it together somehow. 1b !" 
It meant pinching and squeezing but we 

did in the next few weeks. A grateful note 
came back from Christine, but no explana­
tion. Now our days were haunted with 
worry about her troubles. If Ma or I could 
have gone to visit her it would have been 
better. But how could we raise the fare to 
Chicago and who'd run the boarding house 
meantime ? 

Another worry came close on the heels 
of Christine's mysterious demand for 
money-Marie came down with a feverish 
cold. We were used to her coughing, but 
this was worse. Ma and I nursed her. We 
called in Dr. James. He pulled me into the 
corridor one evening. "Have your sister 
take the rest of the semester off. She 

needs a complete rest." 
"But, Doctor, she's working for a schol­

arship." 
"That can wait. She needs rest, good 

food and-" 
"Not serious ?" "1 don't like the condition of her lungs, 

Miss Francine. This foggy coast ! We 
should get her away for several months. 
Arizona-" 

"You don't mean she's got-" I stuttered. 
I felt cold all over. The dread of Marie's 
weak lungs had always haunted me. 

"I mean she's got to take care. It isn't 
serious yet, but with overwork and lack 
of sleep--" 

T. B. ! If  Marie got T. B. ! She was 
so brilliant. She had such wonderful hopes. 
Graduating from college with honors. 
Teaching-maybe in a college I Little Ma­
rie, the only brainy one in the lot of us ! 

'vVell, Ma and I would have to save up. 
We'd get her away for six months. You 
can do these things if you want to. A small 
glass of milk would have to do me for 
lunches. There were ways to save. But 
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weekly total that came into the house. 

But, as the weeks slipped by, Marie 
seemed much better, gloriously better ! Just 
as though the spell had done her good 
rather than otherwise. She wanted to be 
back at her books. Ma and I shouldn't 
ha.ve let her, but there were so many other 
tlungs to see to. \Ve decided-Marie 
begged us to-just to push that six months 
rest a little further into the future. 

The only time I could really forget the 
family difficulties was when I was with 
Hal. After the night on the porch Ma 
seemed to trust him. \Ve went to the 
movies together. I loved the warm dark­
ness with Hal's arm around my shoulder. 
We were in love. He said, "There's never 
been anyone like you, sweet. I've played 
around, but this is different. Love me a 
little ?" 

Hal never let me forget his main plans. 
He despised the idea o( getting into a rut, 
Hed been with the Robertson concern, the 
Pacific Outboard Motor Company, longer 
than he'd stayed on any job, he said. He 
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He reminded me of a leashed hound, strain­
ing to get loose. 

"New places, new people, Franny. Al­
ways moving on ! You bet my chance will 
come. Got to. Then, watch my dust ! 
But there'll always be a place for you, kid. 
Like to marry an adventurer? Danger ! 
That's life, Franny. Taking chances I 
Gee, I always felt I'd venture anything !" 

"SOUNDS marvelous, Hal, but I hope 
you'll always come back, that you'll 

never stay long away from Coast City." 
"The world's our playground, sweet !'' 
Was it? I couldn't feel sure. 
Sometimes Hal and I would sneak out to 

his favorite El Chuca Cafe. Ma didn't 
know about these jaunts, because the fun 
didn't get going there till around eleven 
and she wouldn't like me out so late. I got 
so I could say good-night to her without 
a pang, knowing that the kitchen window 
was open and that, on stockinged feet, Hal 
and I could creep in around one o'clock or 
later. Marie'd never tell on me. 

A visit to El Chuca was always a sort of 
celebration with Hal. He chose it for the 
night before he left on what he called his 
Big Chance ! He was so thrilled and ex­
cited it wasn't difficult to get me all tin­
gling, too. 

"My break, Franny, my Big Chance. 
The boss, Mr. Robertson himself. has 
picked me of all the mechanics. We're 
leaving the airport at dawn, flying right 
down the coast to Los Burgos. The 

'Bird' is down there already." 

hi:��lf�f!'· Robertson going to pilot her 

"Takes both of us. Say, and has that 
little Skimming Bird III got wings ! Is 
she a daisy ! Samson, he's our ace me­
chanic, can't get up from Los Deos in time. 
He's had a sprained shoulder and been 
kept down there in a hospital. Don't wish 
him any bad luck, but gee ! A chance to 
pilot the Skimming Bird in the Van Res­
sen Cup races ! Hit the front pages of the 
sporting news, we will, Fran ! I nearly 
went crazy when Robertson said he was 
going to take me. Didn't let him see it, 
though." 

"It's wonderful, Hal. Say, why doesn't 
young Mr. Robertson ever race? He looks 
strong enough and he's athletic." 

''Hasn't got the sporting blood of his 
Dad. Takes more after his Ma. Yeah, I 
believe Craig Robertson's a mother's dar­
ling." 

"I don't believe it !'' I found myself snap­
ping back. "I've spoken to him, danced 
with him at the employees' party. He's 
swell. :O.fiss Nicholls thinks he's the brains 
of the concern. Even if he doesn't race." 

"QH yeah ! \Veil, and what's it to you, 
Franny ? Gee, kid, isn't this going 

to be our night?" 
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I wore my crisp primrose organdie. My 
hair ·was brushed so each springy curl 
seemed alive. 

Now, with the thought of Hal's flight 
down to South America and the possible 
dangers of the cup races, anguish caught 
me by the throat, a somber undertone to 
the bliss of being held close in Hal's arms, 
in the flickering, candlelit dance cafe. I 
was afraid suddenly. I didn't want him to go. 
The throbbing of stringed instruments, the 
wine Hal had ordered, made me reckless. 
"There's a moon on the water, Hal !" 

"So you want to be alone, too ! Glad 
you're going to belong to me some day ?" 

''Someday nenr comes, Hal," I said 
wistfully. The amorous glances of the �:i�hi n�
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many lonely nights. 
The sand was warm under our feet. K o 

one came near this little cove where we 
could watch the white waves frothing in. 
I heard Hal cry, ''You do belong to me, 
Franny, you do, you do !" 

I lifted my face. Oh, the fierce ecstasy 
of his kisses on my waiting lips. I was 
intoxicated with his nearness. 

"Is it wrong, Franny, is it wrong ?1' he 
choked. 

"Yes," I half sobbed. But I kissed him 
again. 

"You don't hate me, Franny ? Franny, 
I've got to go now. Franny, come back 
from where you are !" 

He pulled me roughly to him. "I love 
you, Hal," I whispered. "Remember, I'll al­
ways love you." 

He kissed me again, tenderly, gently. 
We were silent while we drove home. 
When we got there I stood on tiptoe and 
looked straight into his eyes. "Happy 
landing, my dearest heart I" 

Ma was waiting for me. "Why are you 
so late ? 11r. Robertson has been ring­
ing up for Hal all evening." 

"Why, what's going wrong ?" 
"He didn't say. Simply that it was 

important to get a hold of him." 
"He'll get him down at the airport. Hal 

left in plenty of time." 
I couldn't stay talking with Ma. I had so 

many things to straighten out, so many 
jumbled-up emotions. Getting into bed I fan­
cied I heard the whir of a plane motor. 
It was like the throb of my own heart. I 
did hope Hal hadn't gotten in Dutch with 



J..{r. Robertson-that nothing had gone 
wrong ! 

There must have been other girls who 
get up one morning to read newspapers 
with unseeing eyes and suddenly paralyzed 
mind, a mind that refuses to take in glaring 
headlines shrieking that the end of the 
world has come ! Yet, it seemed, there'd 
never been any but me to live through such 
agony. 
TRAGIC AcciDENT TO SouTH AMERICAN CLIPPER ! 
").fysteriOus Engine Trouble. Nose Dive 
into Mountains. Pilot and All Passengers 

Feared Killed. Notable Names-" 
The lines jiggled and jumped. There 

was a list of those who'd purchased tickets 
for the journey. 

Edward Robertson, well-known speed· 
boat racer. Harold Colburn, Robertson's 
mechanic." 

Then, lower down, "At a luncheon in his 
honor yesterday afternoon, Mr. Robertson 
stated confidently that he fully expected to 
return with the Van Resen Cup. The win­
ner of many Jesser races, his heart was 
set-" 

I couldn't read further. Over and over 
my mind cried, "Harold Colburn, Robert­
son's mechanic. Harold Colburn I Hal l 
Hal !" I wept. 

lv!a was kind, everyone was, but of course 
no one knew it was the end of the world 
for me. 

"Nice, dean-spoken young fellow, too; 
pleasant about the house," Ma sighed. "Not 
many roomers-" 

I ran away from her. I couldn't have 
anyone, not even Ma, pitying me. I 
\\'Ouldn't let anyone know how desperately 
hurt I was-as if my heart were bleeding 
drops of pain. 

Ma herself was so near despair these 
days. Ever since we'd had that disturbing 
letter from Christine she'd worried till she 
was almost sick. 

"You think she's all right, Franny?" 
she'd ask a hundred times. '·You think 
he's treating her right?" 

"Of course, Ma. Isn't a man alive 
wouldn't be good to Chris, with her looks 
and-" 
"YOUR Dad says you're going to be the 

pick of the bunch, Franny. Even when 
you were a baby he'd say, 'This one's going 
to make us all rich and happy, Ma !' You've 
been a good daughter to us, Fran." 

"Don't talk that way,'' I begged. "I'm 
not good." 

"Well, anyways, I'm real relieved to 
know you weren't seriously stuck on that 
poor Hal Colburn. Nice fellow, though." 

It was a blessing to have the office to 
get away to. At least there I wasn't so 
conscious of probing eyes. I worked in 
the large stenographic room of 'Vest ern 
Shipping. Miss Nicholls was the head ste­
nographer. Around forty-five, pleasant 
spoken, but a regular glutton for work. I 
didn't care for women bosses any more 
than most girls. It always seemed to me 
Miss Nicholls would pick the meanest jobs 
for me to do. 

But today the pain I was carrying about 
inside me made everything else insignifi­
cant. I couldn't bear to be idle. That 
meant remembering Hal wasn't coming 
back-going over and over every step of 
that last night. Had we been too happy? 
Is glorious piercing joy a sin ? Part of me, 
the wise part, realized that no human being 
should be allowed such ecstasy and then to 
be shut out forever ! 

Late that evening, when I came in from 
a short walk before bed, I found Marie 
and Ma glued to the parlor radio. As I 
came in I heard Ma shriek, "Did you hear 
that one, Marie ? Saints above, did you 
hear what I heard?'' 

"\Vhat ?" I cried. 
Ma had her head in her apron. Marie 

stood over her, white-lipped, her enormous 
eyes staring straight ahead. "Every word, 
Ma," she said slowly. "Terrible." 
"What is it?" I shook her. "What pro­

gram were you listening to?" 
"West Coast Music Halt. Then sud­

denly they switched to police messages­
missing persons." 

"Lord have mercy," Ma groaned, ''and 
her that happy ! I might have knowed it, 
though, when she wrote needing that 
money." 

"You're driving me frantic, Ma. What 
is it?" I yelled. 

"Christine," Marie choked. Then in a 
strange clipped voice, "She's missing from 
her home in Chicago. Five feet seven 
inches, one hundred and twenty-five 
pounds. Had with her a little boy of 
three-woman's hair blonde, brown eyes, 
probably wearing-" 

"Lost ! Maybe they're dragging the 
lakes. Dead ! That's what she is, dead !" 
Ma groaned. "If I could get my hands on 
him I'd kill that brute." 

"Hush, Ma," I panted. "I'll phone Chi­
cago. I'll-" 

I MAN AGED to get the Hartman apart­
ment, Maurice himself. 

"Franny, she's with you, isn't she?" he 
demanded. 

"No, she's not, Maurice. VVe j ust heard 
on the radio. VVh-wh-what happened?" "I got back from a trip tonight. The 
maid had notified the police. I was furious 
with her. She \\'as in a dreadful state, of 
course. No word from Christine for five 
days, and no way in which she could con­
tact me. Christine hadn't seemed herself, 
Ellen said, so she just took things into 
her own hands ; went ahead and rang the 
police. Naturally I can understand Ellen 
being nervous and upset, but if she'd waited 
till !-" 

"But, ).faurice, what can have-did you 
quarrel ?'' 

"Yes, we quarreled, nothing very bad. 
She had money when she left here. I'm 
stunned. I can't take it in yet, Franny, 
can't believe she won't be walking in any 
minute. You'll phone me at once, if you 
hear ? I'll pay for all messages. I'm just 
lost without her." 

He was lost and desperately frightened, 
too. 

Hal gone ! Now Christine missing ! 1fy 
world rocked. The nightmare worry about 
Chris did one thing for me. It dulled my 
aching misery over Hal a little. But for 
that I think I must have gone mad re­
proaching myself, torturing myself with 
memories. 

Did I regret? ':Vherever he was, 
wouldn't we have that shared memory 
somewhere, always ? In years to come, 
when the sting was gone and the pain, 
would I be glad we'd crushed the whole 
life into one hour ? I was only eighteen ! I could live for sixty, seventy years yet­
lonely, terrifying years ! How could I en­
dure them ? 

It was good to work-any sort of work ! 
I had to take some days off from the office, 
Ma was so prostrated. Her courageous 
spirit began to flag. She lay, moaning 
Christine's name. 

In two days she was up again, though, 
a little slower of step, a few more lines 
around her sunken eyes. Dad tried to com­
fort her but there was a vagueness about 
his attentions. Ma had known so little real 
happiness. So little besides unremitting 
work had come her way. 

"I'll manage," she said pluckily, "You 
go on back to the office tomorrow, Fran." 

I was so preoccupied with worrying 
thoughts that I didn't get a newspaper on 
my way downtown. My heart nearly turned 
over when I heard a bunch of girls dis­
cussing the Robertson affair as they made 
up their faces in the office washroom. 

T R U E  R O M A N C E S  

"Gee, am I glad that nice Mr. Robertson 
was saved ! Wonder what happened. It'll 
make some story." That was Isabel Trite 
talking. 

"Say, Francine," someone yelled as I 
came through the inner door. "You knew 
Robertson's mechanic, Colburn. Fwmy it 
doesn't mention his name in the paper. But 
if Robertson's saved, probably-" 

What were they saying? I was panting 
as if I'd run miles and miles. My eyes de­
voured the paper they held out. Not for 
minutes did the truth seep through. "Mr. 
Robertson, well-known speedboat racer, 
definitely reported saved!" He'd been found 
in a peon's hut near the coast. Was now 
on his way back by plane ! 

The office could talk of nothing else. 
Was Hal alive, too? Perhaps. Oh, if he 
only could be ! But why wasn't his name 
there in satisfying black and white ? Was 
he anywhere near a place where he could 
phone or wire me? He'd know I'd be sick 
with worry. He couldn't leave me in this 
agony of uncertainty. My heart jumped 
from peaks of bliss to depths of grinding 
uncertainty. 

There was more news in the evening 
paper but no word of Hal Colburn !  Then 
he hadn't been saved. He hadn't ! Could 
I wait till J\•Ir. Robertson returned? I 
knew I'd have to force myself on him, beg 
for news of Hal. I could hardly sleep a wink that night. 
Marie was restless too and coughed a lot. 
Miserably, I remembered we were sup­
posed to be saving money to send her away. 
She was still working too hard. In sleep 
her limbs twitched nervously. I caught my­
self imagining all the disasters that could 
touch Marie. It hurt me so when she 
tried to stifle that raucous cough in the 
bedclothes. Hot milk and honey often 
helped. I'd better creep down to the kitchen 
and fix some. 

I pulled my woolen robe on. At the 
bottom of the three flights of stairs I turned 
on the dim hall light. Then I stopped dead, 
my heart thumping madly through my thin 
gown. Someone was crouching outside the 
glass door. VVhy hadn't they rung? '"'hat 
were they wanting this time of night ? 

I CREPT closer. A drooping figure, 
hunched up ! My heart seemed turned 

to ice ; then throbbed again crazily. Hal ! 
Could it be Hal returning hurt ? 

"Hal, oh darling," I sobbed under my 
breath. I wasn't afraid any more. I ran 
fonyard and slipped the chain off the door. 

But it wasn't Hal who came half falling 
through the door. It was a gaunt woman 
in a rumpled raincoat. A woman and a 
child. For a moment we gazed at each 
other. Then I opened my arms wide and 
flew to her. 

"Chris 1 Oh, thank God, Chris !" I wept. 
"Mike too ! VVe've been nearly dead with 
worry. So is Maurice. He's phoned. He's 
notified the police. We were afraid. We 
thought you might be-you must be-l 
can't say it. Come on in, darling !" I 
dragged her into the dingy parlor. Mike 
followed, his eyelids drooping with fatigue. 

Chris didn't say anything, just looked 
about her. Her lips moved wordlessly. 
'Vhen I brought some tea from the kitchen, 
she'd taken off her raincoat and Mike's 
woolly jacket. "\Ve're tired. ':Ve've come 
a long way." 

"I know you are, darlings. And if you 
only knew how thankful I am to see you. 
I must call Maurice at once." 

"No ! No ! You mustn't do that. I don't 
want him to know where I am." Chris 
stood up. Her fingers bit into my arm. 

"But, Chris, he's worried to death. You 
don't understand." 

"I understand only too well." 
"Your own husband I" 
"He's not my husband." She spoke the 

words in a kind of dead voice. 



T R U E  R O M A N C E S  

She was deranged. She must have been 
ill, very ill. We both looked up as Ma's voice floated down the stairs. Her worn 
heels thumped. 

"Don't SC\Y that to her, Chri�," I begged, 
"I mean about you and :Maurice not being 
-:\(a's not been well. Don't worry her." ".�11 right. Can you give ).(ike and me 
a bed somewhere?" 

I nodded, then hurried out and put my 
arm around :\Ia before she saw Chris. 
''Good news," I cried, "get your breath, 
::\fa. Sit down a minute." Then, when her 
breath came easier, "Christine's safe. She's 
here. 1fa. She's brought :\like to stay with 
us awhile." 

).[a looked dazed. The next minute she 
and Chris were sobbing in each other's 
arms. I hurried �I ike off to the kitchen 
where I fixed a bite to eat. 

Chapter III 

CHRISTI!\E was safe. There was 
some mysterious trouble about i t  
but still-she was here, with us ! 
Next morning I begged her per­

mission to notify 1fauricc Hartman. At 
long last she consented, but said she'd 
leave immediately if he came after her. 

The relief in Maurice's voice told me that 
he IO\·ed her. \Vhatever was wrong. he 
still IO\·ed her ! I wanted to blurt out a 
question , ask him about that ridiculous 
statement of Chris', but I'd promised her 
I wouldn't. 

).Iaurice said he'd tell the police she was 
safe-on a Yisit to her folks-apologize 
for being �o hasty. 

"Is she al l right. Franny ?" he begged. 
"Could I see her if I came right away ?" 

"Xo, she \V01.1ldn't see you. Please wait, 
J.Iaurice. She'll be better in a few days." 

"Franny, God bless you for all you've 
done." 

").{ike's fine," I said bluntly. 
").of ike? Oh yes, ).{ike.'' He actually 

�ounded as if he weren't interested. Did 
his love for Christine completely eclipse 
all feeling for his child? ).fike was such a 
swell kid. too ! 

T\\·o hours later a wire came from him 
and a huge box of deep red roses. I took 
them up to Chris' room as I left for the 
office. She tossed the 
flowers to the bottom of 
the bed, turned a stony 
face to the wall. ).fike was 
in the kitchen watching 
his grandma fry real sau­
sages to go with the pan­
cakes. I heard his excited 
chatter as I let myself out 
of the front door. 

A jolly little kid. �like ! 
\Vonderful for Chris to 
have him. Yes, enn if 
she didn't love �faurice, 
she"d gotten )..fike out of 
it. I should ha\'e adored 
Hal's child ! 

"Hal darling !"' It all 
swept back 0\·er me. How 
could I wait for ne\vs? Mr. 
Robertson was expected 
back today. I'd have to 
see him. But there should 
ha\·e been a mention of 
Hars name somewhere. It 
could only mean one thing, I thoug-ht 
despairingly. My feet tramped solidly 
on. 

That day \Vas the longest in my \\·hole 
life. Several times, with a quaking heart, 
I rang up 'Mr. Robertson's secretary. He 
was expected, but it wasn't sure when. 
Then, ''later in the afternoon." Then, "pos­
sibly not until the morning." 

How could I face another sleepless night ? 
I watched the hands of the big clock 
crawling tO\vard five·thirty and quitting 
time. \Vhen it was five minutes of, I knew 

I had to do something. I was reckless, 
desperate. 

I asked Miss Nicholls if I could get 
away at once on an important date. Then 
I jammed on my hat and rushed into the 
elevator. I didn't know what I was going 
to say. I had no special plans beyond just 
getting to Mr. Robertson's office. 

Upstairs the girls were all leaving, 
hurrying to the elevator. I caught a 
glimpse of ).-fr. Robertson's secretary going 
down. Too late ! Stilt I rushed through 
the large main office, stopped a second to 
catch my breath outside the door marked, 
''President." 

I knocked. 1fy heart seemed to turn a 
complete somersault, then settled dO\nl to 
a rapid thump-thump-thump. 

A man rose from the big mahogany 
desk, a man with a friendly smile that 
touched his nice gray eyes as well as his 
]ips. It was young }..'fr. Craig Robertson. 

''I"m sorry," I mumbled, "I hoped to 
see-" 

"You expected my father to be here, 
Miss ).[arne? It is ]\-!iss 'Marne, isn't i t ? 
J.liss Francine ).<[arne, if I remember." 

"Yes, we danced once at the-" 
"I haven't forgotten. Now sit down. 

Perhaps I can help you. ).fy father's at 
home. The doctor thinks he should take it 
easy for a fC\\. days after his narrow 
escape." 

WOULD he haYe heard anything about 
Hal? I'd have to ask at any rate. I 

drew a long breath just as the phone rang. \Yould I n�ver get a chance to speak? I 
,,·a� shaking from head to foot with 
nern:s. 
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It made me desperate. I forced my whirling 
thoughts to concentrate on Craig Robertson. 
\\'hat a strong profile he had against the 
light, as he sat calmly talking over the 
phone. A rugged strength about him I 
hadn't noticed before ! Hal didn't like him 
because he wasn't a racing man like his 
father. But even Hal had had to acknowl­
edge his bu�ines� ability. 

But \\·hy did he ha \"e to go on talking 
so long ? I wanted to dash the phone out 
of his hand. His mother, they said. wor­

shipped him. I wondered 
what she was like. Prob­
ably she did spoil him, an 
only son. But Craig 
seemed too sure of himself 
for a mere <jmother's dar­
ling." There must be scores 
of women out to attract 
him. And I'd once thought 
on the strength of a few 
dances, that he'd like me. 
Fool ! 

He dropped the receiver, 
and my blood \H'nt rushing 
through my Yeins. "Hal!" 
I almost screamed aloud. 
�fy heart throbbed it. I 
could think oi nothing else. 
�faybe Craig read the 
agonized question in my 
eyes. 

He said, "There was 
something you wanted to 
ask my father ?" 

"Yes. did he-did he 
mention Hal Colburn? Your mechanic. 
Hal stays in our house. � aturally we 
knew he was flying with 1fr. Robertson. 
But the papers didn't say that he was 
saved. ).,f other and I have been so 
worried-11 

Craig leaned across the desk and touched 
my hand kindly. "No need to worry. He's 
all right." 

"He was saved with your father ? Oh, 
why didn't they say so?" I lifted my eyes 
to Craig's face. There was a strange ex· 
pression there, a very kindly one. 

ui didn't realize it-meant so much." 
His voice comforted me, like sunlight after 
raw mist. He poured me a glass of water. 
''Here, steady !" 

He thought I was going to faint. I al­
most did, the relief was so great. He lifted 
the glass to my lips, his arm about my 
shoulders. I felt safe, suddenly, relaxed 
and peaceful. Then happiness stole through 
me. Hal was safe ! "Thank you," I said 
and rose to go. 

"Is that all you c-ame to ask my father 
about ? \Veil, aren't you interested in the 
details?" 

I sat down again. "Please, if I'm not 
wasting your time." 

He shook his head. ''K othing so very 
mysterious. The plane crash occurred in 
the Chavez district. You've read all about 
it. ).fy father, and one of the other pas· 
sengers managed to crawl as far as that 
peon's hut where they were cared for. 
\Vhen the rescue party came along, the 
peon hailed them. }..(y father's arm was 
set. and, it was altogether a miraculous 
escape." 

"A miracle for Hal, too," I murmured 
happily. 

"But you·rc wrong. Colburn \Yasn't 
there." 

"\Vhat do you mean? The papers said-" 
"A plane ticket was purchased for him. 

Yes, but we'd received word that our ace 
mechanic, Samson, was completely recov­
ered and had gone on to Los Burgos, as 
nrig:ina\l�r !'rlwdulcd. to pilot Skimming llirJ l i i .  He knows every inch of that 
little craft. loYes her a� �omc men do a 
child. You know, I tried all hours to get 
Colburn on the phone that night. \Ve had 
other plans for him. He was only located 
a. short time before the plane left the air· port.'" I remembered. :\!a had said ).fr. Rob­
ertson had been trying to get Hal all en· 
ning. But so much had. happened since 
then, I'd forgotten it. 

"IF he didn't fly to South America, where 
is he:·· l demanded c.uddenly. 

"S0mcwhcrc !)(!tween here and the Great 
Lakes, with Skimming Bird II on a 
trailer. The Lanbilt Cup Races are run 
the end of this week. Colburn. released 
from the southern trip, was immediately 
switched to that job. It'll mean a big 
promotion if he does well, brings the com· 
pany in a first." 

I hid mv face in mv hands. After the 
relief, I ·ielt suctcleniy furious. Tho�e 
needless hours of torture could have been 
sanrl me. Hat hadn"t bothered even to phone. \\"hy not ? \Vas the excitement of 
having complete control of the Skimming 
Bird too much ? Hal had a great pride in 
his job. I could understand that, but didn't 
he realize the torture I'd gone through? 
Had he meant to surprise me ? 

Craig Robertson was still speaking. "Per· 
haps I should tell you Colburn was in­
structed to tell no one about the change of 
plans till the beginning of the races. Se· 
crecy is often necessary in racing. As a 
matter of iact, we hadn't intended to enter 
Skimming Bird II at all-" 

''But surely with the plane crash and 
everything, he would have been allowed 
just to tell us he was safe ?" 

' 'Of course, in an extreme case like this 
-naturally, he shoutd have notified you." 

As I was picking up my hat and purse 
to leave, Mr. Robertson offered to take 
me home in his car. "A run around the 
block to get all this out of your system !" 
he smiled. "\Vel!. thanks, if it's only five minutes," 
I agreed. 

"You know the old saying, 'Grace before 
meat ?' I always say, 'Air after work !' 
Sometimes I can persuade my mother to 
come out with me. We have a game of 
golf before dinner." 



Skimming along Sunset Drive he told 
me about her, painting an utterly different 
picture from the one I'd imagined. Not 
a socialite mother, holding her son by 
selfish throttling affection, but a gay com­
panion. Involuntarily I thought of Ma, 
her . drab hair, hands stained with kitchen 
work. Old before her time. She'd fancied 
herself in love once, borne far too many 
children. 

"Your mother," Craig said suddenly, "she 
must be a fine woman." 

"How do you know ?" 
"Well, you for instance !" It was the 

nearest thing to a compliment we'd reached. 
"If courage counts," I said with a tight 

feeling in my throat, "courage in the face 
of grinding work and disappointment, then 
she's a queen. I adore her anyway." 

His hand dosed over mine. "I love you 
for saying that. Now, you really insist 
half an hour's your limit?" 

"Yes, I'd like to get home, please." 
"We'll turn then. Don't suppose I could 

persuade you to give me a date? We 
might dance maybe-" 

•· Perhaps, sometime. Thank you so 
much for everything." ''I \\'Onder if Colburn realizes his luck ! 
By the way, he's a fine mechanic. One 
of the best. He's going places." 

"That's swell ! Awfully decent of you 
to tell me," I cried happily. 

"I hope I'll never be anything less than 
decent where you're concerned, Francine. 
You see, I haven't forgotten my dancing 
partner. I'm still hoping." 

How dear he was I And some fortunate 
social register miss would marry him. bully 
him. maybe not realize her good luck. 

Ma was on the steps waving a telegram. 
Hurriedly I introduced Craig. Then ran 
indoors to read the message : 

Gl"ESS YOU HEARD MY NEWS 1-'RO)l ROBERT­

SO�. WON EARLY TRIAL HE:\T TOO,\\'. S\\"ELL, WHAT ? WATCH l\IE. HAL. 

Not a word of love ! Stupidly, I felt 
cheated. Of course, one doesn't put love 
in telegrams, but after the first burst of 
gratitude over Hal's safety a numb feeling 
gripped me. His message was so terribly 
self-centered-not one word of regret for 
the anxiety I must have suffered. 

MA was standing at my elbow. "For 
pity's sake. \vhat does it all mean ?" 

"I heard at the office, Ma. It was a 
mistake. Hal didn't go on that South 
American plane. He didn't crash. He's 
alive, Ma ! Isn't it wonderful?" 

"And he never let you know he wasn't 
dead, did he?" 

"He couldn't, Ma. He wasn't allowed 
to. He's piloting one of their other boats 
in races on Lake Michigan. You see, he 
wasn't allowed to say anything about it." 

"Hope you're not getting too sweet on 
him.'' 

"Don't talk that way about Hal, Ma, 
please don't." 

It was the maid's night off. Presently 
I went down with Ma to tackle the dinner 
dishes piled in the sink. Work always ! 
Marie would be studying but why shouldn't 
Dad help ? He did practically nothing. 
And where was Christine ? I'd almost 
forgotten my sister. 

Ma shook the suds off a vegetable dish 
and handed it to me. "That Mr. Robert­
son seems like a nice young fellow." 

"He is." 
"And I know this. There ain't any man, 

don't care who he is, that's too good for 
my daughter I" she finished fiercely. 

When at last she pulled down her 
sleeves, I heard her catch her breath 
sharply. There were tears in her eyes. 
4'Chris is funny, Fran, acting so cagey. 
Won't tell her Ma nothing. Sitting there 
brooding ! It's not healthy and him call· 

ing twice today and she wouldn't answer 
him." 

"Maurice Hartman ?" 
"Yeah. Such a swell husband, Franny. 

Chris had an apartment-well, you know, 
near the lake like that must cost plenty. 
\\That you think's wrong? Franny, see 
if you can't get something out of her. 
Gives me a turn watching her like that.'' 

"I will, Ma. But you quit worrying." 
Christine had moved into a large attic 

room with 1vlike. Standing outside her 
door, I suddenly remem-
bered Hal was alive ! Safe ! 
All was gloriously right 
in my \vorld. Yes, despite 
Ma, the boarding house, 
Marie's cough and Chris­
tine ! 

Ma wanted me to have 
my share of happiness. She 
wouldn't stand in my way. 
Hal and I would be mar­
ried. We'd have our O\vn 
little house where Hal 
\vould come home to me 
each evening. 

I K::-l OCKED on Chris' 
door. "It's Fran !" No 

answer. I knocked again 
and slowly opened it. 

She was gazing out over 
the roofs. Mike's even 
breathing filled the room, 
the sweet talcum-powder-
ish odor of bathed and 
sleeping childhood. How good it seemed, 
how safe ! I crept to the window, past 
).like's cot, and put my arm about Christine. 

"I want to talk to you, darling.'' 
In the twilight her eyes seemed enormous 

in her pinched face. 
"I'm all right, Fran." 
"Ma's wretched about you. I know 

you're worried. VVe'll disturb J..•Iike. Let's 
go into another room.'' 

"Leave me alone. I don't want to talk." 
'Thris, I love you so, darling. Please 

come on." 
I half dragged her across the halt to 

the unused boxroom, settled her into the 
ancient divan with the broken springs 
Ma kept there. There was a musty smell, 
as if the attic were a suitable place for 
ferreting out ugly secrets. I wished Chris 
and I were in some beautiful garden with 
the sounds of :Mike's laughter in our 
ears. 

She didn't give me any help in starting. 
I took her long fingers in mine and 
squeezed them. ''It's not good to bottle 
things up, Chris. You can trust me. I've 
always adored you, so gay and beautiful 
and fine.'' 

"Stop, Franny.'' 
"I can see you're utterly miserable, 

darling. I'm not much help but I'd do 
anything for you. I love you so terribly. 
I know it's Maurice. Something's hap­
pened between you two." 

All at once her face seemed to sharpen, 
as though every line was etched deeper. 
"I think I hate him," she shivered. 

"Hush, you can't say that about Mike's 
father. He loves you. Chris.'' I tried 
to think of comforting things to say while 
her grief spent itself in sobbing. Finally, 
her eyes seemed to blaze through me, 
"Never let yourself love any man, Franny. 
Never trust them. They're selfish, the 
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"But when you love a man and marry 
him?" I felt a stab of pain. I hadn't waited 
for the security of marriage. We'd snatched 
our glorious moment Hal and I, but he 
was coming back to me I 

"Chris," I said softly, "remember how 
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Maurice rushed you-flowers, candies, 
shows. I used to love watching it. After 
you ran away and got married-" 

Her fingers crushed over my mouth in 
an almost maniacal pressure. ''You know 
nothing. You're an infant prattling." 

"Tell me." 
"All right. Listen to this. Love's a 

trap, a cruel one. ]\Jaurice didn't marry 
me. He couldn't. He was married al­
ready." 

"But you told us ! The apartment ! 
�ike !" 

"I got the apartment. 
M a u r i c e  t h r e w  money 
around. He used to think 
he loved me in those days. 
After the first shock of 
knowing he was married, 
I didn't care so much. 
That's what love does to 
vou. Deludes you. You j)retend nothing else mat­
ters. But it does ! A girl's 
got to have security. 

"At first Maurice was 
always saying we'd be 
married at the end of the 
month, next week, the end 
of the year. He was busy. 
Oh, he'd a million excuses. 
We drank a bit. All our 
set did. Guess that dampens 
your sense of right, too. 
But every now and again, 
Franny, I'd see Ma's eyes. 
You know how they look 

straight through you. She's had poverty 
and trouble, but she's straight. Gosh, I 
wish I were !" 

"You are, Chris. It's really all  1faurice's 
fault.'' 

' 'I'm worse than he is, Fratmy. I tried 
to deceive him, thought I got away with 
it. Franny, 1-.burice isn't Mike's father." 

"VI'"hat !" 
"You might as well know. VVe had a 

friend, an artist. He and I got sort of 
stuck on each other. \Veek-ends when 
Maurice was away-you see, he did have a 
wife somewhere-Harry and I spent to­
gether. Once Maurice was away two 
months and I became pregnant. \Vhen 
Mike was born, I didn't think 1-Iaurice 
guessed, but each day it seemed clearer. 
Mike's coloring, everything-Harry's ! 
Harry had gone away to study in Paris. 
VVe'd agreed it was better. Franny, !\-!au­
rice never let me know he suspected. Last 
week Harry returned. Maurice found him 
kissing me. Fran, for three years ,,,..e'd 
lived with a kind of cloud of doubt and 
suspicion between us. Now it burst. Mau­
rice nearly killed Harry, beat ll'irn up hor­
ribly." Chris shuddered. 

THEN she began again. "The strange 
thing is, I didn't love Harry. It was 

only a sort of excitement in my blood, a 
craving. When he came back I realized it 
was Maurice I'd loved all along. But he'll 
never believe me.'' 

"He will. He'll forgive you, Chris, he 
loves you." 

"You can't go back. It's never the same. 
We said such awful things. It's too late, I 
tell you. Maurice would only try to steal 
Mike from me to punish me, I'm finished, 
Franny." 

"You're not to speak that way. I'll make 
Maurice marry you.'' 

"Think his wife would divorce him 1 
She's a regular Eastern blueblood. No ! 
I'm beginning to see things straighter. It's 
always tragic, love without marriage, al­
ways. Remember how we laughed when 
Nelly Pritchard used to tell our fortunes 
in tea leaves ? You were to have love 
and happiness and I was to have dresses 
and jewels-everything !  Remember she 
said there was a blank wall in my cup ? 
I can see it now-the blank wall !" 



T R U E  R O M A N C E S  

I drew her into my arms. She was so 
achingly lovely. "! think I'll go to hed 
now," she said. "You're right. It's helped 
to talk." 

I kissed her adoringly. "No more mor· 
bid thoughts, Chris." 

"Don't worry," she said almost cheer­
fully, "it's going to be all right. You'll 
help with Mike, won't you, Fran? You 
love my boy ?" 

"Of course." 
I kissed her again ; then helped her un­

dress. "I love you so, Chris darling," I 
whispered. 

"Thanks, Franny, I'll always remember. 
I can't go any place \vhere I won't remem­
ber that." 

\Vhen I got to bed horrible pictures 
began forming themselves in the darkness 
-Chris and a furious Maurice, then Ma's 
tearful face. I tried to think of Hal, only 
I couldn't somehow. Craig's friendly face 
was there. I seemed to feel his hand on 
mine, warm, comforting. 

"Good-night, Craig," I murmured, but I 
didn't catch any reply. Then Hal seemed 
to be there, kissing me. Hal-not dea d !  

I slept like a drugged person till-it 
must have been around five o'clock. A 
voice was shrieking somewhcre-some­
\vhcre in our house ! 

Marie jumped upright in bed. "Did you 
hear it, Franny ?" 

"It's nothing. Lie down. I'll go and-" 
Half way downstairs I found Ma, her 

old wrapper clutched about her. Doors 
were opening on every landing. "Miss 
1-iarne, what- ?" 

I flew after 1fa. "Let me go. I don't 
want you in the kitchen. Sophy's throwing 
a fit or something. Please, Ma." 

"But, Franny-" 
"1fiss Murphy," I called to a stolid 

middle-aged schoolteacher, who'd been with 
us for five years, "please quiet Ma. Our 
colored maid's ill." 

\¥hen I opened the kitchen door, Sophy 
was standing with a towel thrown over her 
head. The door to the back porch was 
open, the porch where Hal and I had 
danced ! The milkman stood there, an empty 
bottle in either hand. 

"Shall I call a cop, Miss? You'll want 
the police." 

"Police !'' I shrieked. 
"It's Miss Christine," Sophy moaned 

through the muffling towel, "she's out there. 
She's-'' 

I)J a nightmare I stumbled to the back 
door but the milkman caught me. 

"Shouldn't look if I was you, Miss. Too 
late to do any good. I'll take out this rug 
and cover her. The cops'll have to take 
charge, Miss. She-she's dead." Then he 
turned to Sophy. "Hie you scream­
ing idiot, ain't you got a drop of brandy 
or something ? \Vatch out, before she 
faints." 

But I didu't faint, not even when I 
glimpsed the crumpled form of my sister. 
I'll never forget hO\v kind that milkman 
was. "You go tell the rest of the folks 
some tale, Miss. You don't want them 
running out here." 

It was too late. By the time the police 
came there were curious faces glued to 
every window, morbid eyes staring-star­
ing. I heard a wailing cry from the attic. 
Mike ! I fought down the faintness and 
terror. Anguish hadn't come yet. I'd have 
to face that later. Mike ! Chris wanted 
me to look after Mike. 

I can't say much about the next few 
hours or days. I believe some things are 
so terrible, a wise providence tries to blur 
them for us in memory. I had to keep up 
because of Ma. The shock and sorrow was 
worst of all for her. I never could have 
imagined such desolation as hung over our 
house. I thought Ma was old and tired 
before. Now she was a ghost, haunted, 

shriveled almost. Publicity added its 
scourge. I fought to shield Ma from the 
ugly stories that always creep in about a 
suicide. 

Moments stand out, like that one when 
Sophy called me to the parlor. "Gentle­
man to see you, Miss Francine." 

My heart leapt. Could it be Hal, re­
turning to stand by my side through sor­
row ! But it was Craig Robertson, his face 
grave, his voice deep atJd inexpressibly 
kind. 

"Francine !" Comfort stole from his 
warm hands and crept up to the icy region 
around my heart. Tears came, blessed 
wonderful tears that scorched but eased 
me. Craig just held my hands and let me 
cry. 

"If there's anything at all I can do, you 
must let me know," he said. "Naturally, 
the firm wants you to take all the time off 
you need. I suggest two or three weeks at 
least. But that's sort of cold comfort. 
Though we've seen so little of each other, 
Francine, I'm your friend. If you need a 
man around, to deal with reporters or any­
thing-" 

My lips trembled. "It's because I'm so 
frightened, Craig. Ma's in bed. And 

they all seem to expect me to--I'm so lost." 
"I kno\' ... ·, dear." He took me in his arms, 

a sheltering harbor. There was no hint of 
passion in his clasp, only a heavenly sense 
of comfort. 

"Could you, could you come to the in­
quest with me, Craig? There's only Dad 
and me." 

"Of course, I'll come/' 
)..Iaurice Hartman arrived long before 

my wire could haYe reached him, on the 
very morning of the tragedy itself. He 
seemed middle-aged to me now and his 
eyes held bitter hurt. Looking at him some 
of the resentment faded from my heart. 
Whatever had happened between him and 
Christine he wasn't entirely to blame. 

I remember I blurted out, "How did you 
come? Surely it isn't in the papers yet?" 

"\i\t�hat are you talking about? I'Yc come 
to see Christine. She won't speak to me 
on the phone or answer letters. I've come 
to clear everything up. Where is she?" 

I pulled him into the parlor. He didn't 
know. I should have to tell him ! 

"\Ve've had a horrible shock, Maurice. 
It's unncn,ed us all." 

\V c sat on the stuffed horse-hair chairs 
gazing at each other. 

"I'm sorry. You do look upset, Franny. 
I've been so absorbed in my own troubles 
that-Franny, did Christine tell you any­
thing about us ? I mean about our quar­
rels ? I've been a brute, a senseless stupid 
brute. I was to blame entirely." 

"She told me everything, I guess, Mau­
rice," I said dully. 

"You know we weren't married, that my 
wife refused me a divorce ?" 

We seemed to be acting in a play, as 
though set lines came through our lips. I 
heard myself say, "She told me all that­
about Harry and Mike. I'm the one person 
who kno\vs everything !" My voice rose 
shrilly. I clamped it down. 

"I was a colossal fool, accused her of 
horrible things, taunted her. I was unfor­
givable and unforgiving. But I never 
stopped loving her." 

"She loved you, too," I said gently. 
"God bless you for that, Franny. Gene­

vieve, my wife, is giving me a divorce. 
She's fallen in love herself. In a few 
weeks Christine and I can be married. 
\Ve'll make it very quiet and simple. I'm 
sure I can make her understand." 

I walked over to the \vindow. How could 
I break his heart? I swung round. I'd 
have to make it quick and sharp. "You 
can never .tell her, never make her under­
stand because-she's dead ! "  

I didn't look a t  him. I heard h i s  sharp 

intake of breath, almost felt it  myself. My 
own words were like hammers hitting 
against the icy walls of my heart. "You'll 
find-they've taken her-she's at St. John's. 
She jumped out of the attic window this 
morning, Maurice. Or maybe, it was an 
accident." 

In the silence I felt his brave, broken 
spirit trying to catch hold of itself. 

"I must go to her. I'll come back to look 
after-my son." 

"Your-" 
"My son, I said." The fierce voice rang 

through the room long after the closing of 
the front door. 

The verdict was uSuicide while of un­
sound mind." It was correct. Christine 
had been so sure of her "blank wall" that 
her mind couldn't function sanely. I be­
lieve now, in human experience, there is 
always an escape. Christine's was rushing 
along to her as fast as a westbound, stream­
line express could carry it, but she didn't 
wait that long. Don't think I had this wis­
dom then. I didn't. But no·-.v I know it. 

Then I was bound under a weight of 
grief unspeakable. I longed to rush 
away from newspapers, banked flowers, all 
the horrible grotesquerie of death. Craig 
Robertson's unostentatious help enabled me 
to go on. 11a gradually grew a little 
stronger. The roomers \vere kind. 

Marie was visibly thinner and was not 
sleeping well. Her- cough seemed worse, 
or maybe it was just the state of her 
nerns. 1Ia didn't \Vant to let Mike go, 
but 1Iaurice put up such a fierce fight that 
we couldn't keep him. 

"I'll go nuts, Franny, if I don't have 
something that was Christine's. I'm going 
to make him my son legally, bring him 
up as she'd want. Harry's a selfish weak­
ling. He won't want him. As I hope, one 
day, to see Christine again, I'll be good to 
Mike. I'll let him visit you, see he doesn't 
forget his mother's people." 

"I'd never let him know about those ugly 
things, Maurice. I'm not going to tell Ma. 
Christine loved you. Mike believes you're 
his father. That's enough." 

I winced at the f1erceness of Maurice's 
handshake. "Gosh, what an understanding 
soul you are, Franny. Good-bye, dear." 

Chapter IV 

THERE'D come a long letter from 
Hal for me on the very morning I 
first went back to the office. After 
his condolences-! guess he didn't 

feel he could say much about our sorrow 
-he wrote : 

"Swell news for you and me, Franny. 'The 
!�t��-wopv�e�0�r:;e,f'�!� h;�o!��f:.in� I�e 
have to be away for awhile but-well, wait tift we meet. Reserve Friday evening for me. 
Fran. Silt o'clock at the old El Chuca, huh? 
I'll be putting up at a hotel for a night or two. 
Guess it's best." 
Why shouldn't he have his old room 

back? As practically one of the family, 
shouldn't he carry his share of our sorrow ? 
But, of course, he couldn't possibly realize 
what we'd been through. A glow stole 
through my hurt. We'd be together again. 
Maybe we could be married. Hal's success 
would mean a substantial salary raise. I 
dreamed of my happiness. 

I wanted my own home, my man and 
my children. Yes, despite Chris' tragic 
words. Even her man had offered her 
security-at last ! 

When I told Ma I \Vas going to meet Hal, 
I had to brace myself to turn away from 
her sad face. I had to snatch my happiness. 
I had to 1 None of us wore real mourning 
for Christine. Our grief was hidden in 
our hearts. I had a soft dove gray silk 
dress. For Hal's sake I stuck a little bou­
tonniere of mauve and pink flowers into 
the neck. This matched the ribbon on 
my hat. Even in my sorrow I wanted to 



be iny loveliest for "Hal. /_-We didn't meet at the El Chuca, but in 
. tlie main entrance to my office building. My 

heart nearly jumped out of my breast with 
the joy of seeing him. So strong and sun­
burnt and a new subtle air of confidence 
about him. 

Joy throbbed through me at his " 'Lo, 
darling I" I forgot Ma's tired eyes. Hal 
excited me, made me want to rush out and 
grab. joy; take it in great glorious gulps. 
HiS eager love seemed to burn through my 
gloved hands. It was wonderful, loving 
this way ! 

"Reams to tell you, Franny. Just been 
upstairs handing in my resignation to old 
Robertson 1" 

jjResignation 1 Hal !" I'd dreamed of 
promotion, raises that could have swept us 
into one of those little Meredith A venue 
cottages with two-by-four parlors, a hand­
kerchief Ia wn and porch just big enough 
for a bassinet. 

"Sure, my resignation l Wait till you 
hear my surprise. We've got to talk i that's 
why I decided on a quieter place than the 
old Chuckachuk." 

We took a taxi out to the "Palmeries." 
Hal chose a balconied window with a fine 
view of the sea, where a handful of yachts 
were riding serenely. 

"Pretty view, huh? How would you like 
to see the world, Fran ? English watering 
places, Italy-" 

"Have you been drinking, Hal?" 
"Waiting for you. We'll have some wine 

now so I can _tell you my story straight 
and get some rOses -into your pale cheeks. 
Say, I'm sorry about this family business, 
kid. Must have been a shock." 

I qui\rered under his sympathy. "Please, 
we won't talk about it yet. Ma's been 
wonderful. Of course, it's worst-for · her."· 

He shot me a quick look. usure t But 
don't you forget, yoU've your own life to 
lead, young lady. Can't bury yourself in 
the family always. I figure we should get 
married right away." 

"Yes, Hal, y�s�.,!DX.)!e;>rnhrobbed. "It's 
been ternble Wltl)"otif':j1)1t�-�-:.' - -. -· 

MAYBE he read it in my eyes, for he 
leaned over and kissed me full on the 

lips. I felt faint with the joy of it. 
"Hal, darling," I panted, uyou wouldn't 

mind if just at first we lived on with Ma. 
For a few months. She needs me. So does 
Marie. I could give up the office and have 
plenty of time for you evenings. Later, 
when Ma gets over the shock of Christine's 
death, we can have our own house and-" 

"Wait a minute ! Where do I come in? 
I thought you wanted adventure, too. 
That's what I'm offering you. Complete 
new experiences, Franny." 

I looked into the dear eyes I adored. I'd 
have to go slow to make him understand. 
I changed the subject abruptly. "I nearly 
died when I read the accounts of the plane 
disaster, Hal Why didn't you wire? I 
-Went around with my heart all in little bits 
inside me. Never again, Hal. Please, 
darling." 

"Gee, Fran, you Jrnow how it was. The 
company's rules and all. Of course, I was 
all taken up with having this chance on 
my own. And when I got around to wir­
ing you, the news of Robertson's escape 
had come through. I was on the road, 
taking the Bird by trailer myself. Now, 
my real news will make you forget it. I 

kid!!, to watch your eyes shine. Listen, 

Yes, loving Hal, I suppose I'd have to 
be ready for things like that-thoughtless­
ness. With his adventurous spirit and 
eagerness to try his wings his "woman" 
would have to snatch her happiness where 
she could. But there would be joy too­
moments of utter joy. 

,"Francine Marne, dear Madam I Our 
big chance has come. _We're being mar-

ried right away. Leaving here in a few 
days to go east on our way to England." 

"Darling idiot I We could never afford 
a honeymoon like that l" 

"How about a year's honeymoon? I'm 
not crazy. How'd you like to see the whole 
world? I resigned from Robertson's out­
fit because-yeah, because when it comes 
to ruiUiing a nifty outboard craft, where 

�:���;��r 
d����s

c;,? �ii
s�k {la�:;,dJ!��� 

far lacking. Robertson offered me a nice 
berth, but nothing to what the Hon. Regi­
nald Furrows suggested. He's an English 
racing man. His first love is speeding mo­
tors. Outboard motor boats second. His 
firm builds 'em. 

"Yeah, he watched me pilot the Bird and 
made me an offer. Told me to put it up to 
my boss and if he wouldn't meet it-well, 
Robertson saw it was my chance. Sure, 
he advised me to go ahead." "Go where ?" 

"WELL, I'm to pilot the Furrows' 
motor boats in the big races. Test 

new boats. Maybe train men later. We'll 
always be on the move from one racing 
place to another. Hundred dollars a week 
-and bonuses l Two year contract. How's 
that ?" 

"Wonderful ! The chance you've been 
waiting for. Of course, I'm proud I" 

"Okay. Then, we'll be off!" 
My bright bubble burst into a thousand 

glittering fragments. Could I desert Ma 
right at once ? What would she do without 
my help? "I can't leave Ma right away, HaL She's 
not been well. It'd be cruel to make a sud­
den break like that. In six months per­
haps-" 

I'd never seen such disappointment and 
black anger on Hal's face. 

"You don't love me, Franny. If you did 
you wouldn't let anyone come between us. 
I understand how you feel but, sweetheart, 
thousands of young couples have thrown 
away their chance of happiness over some 
silly scruple, like families. Everything's 
gone _bust on them. You've only got one 
life to ]ive, Fran. It belongs to you and 
me. I'm not waiting, I tell you. I'm going 
ahead. If your Ma's made a mess of her 
life, why should we pay?" 

"Hal, please, you're breaking my heart I" 
"Somebody's got to make you see sense. 

A girl can't have it both ways. You can't 
hold up your family forever. No husband 
would stand for it. It's a choice, Franny. 
Every woman has to make it Get out of 
this piddling treadmill. Live ! Get around !" 

"But I can't desert Ma. It might kill 
her." 

He leaned over and gripped my wrists so 
hard I nearly screamed. "I'm no longer 
a boy. I believe I can make you happy. 
But not even you can ruin my big chance. 
If you love me, you'll live my life with 
me. You'll come now. If you love your 
family better, we'd better understand that 
now. If you send me away, it means you 
don't care, and I'm through." 

For the first time I noticed the bitter 
line about his mouth. I touched him with 
a trembling hand but he pulled away. 

"Times you've got to ride roughshod, 
Franny, even over people's hearts. In the 
long run they understand and forgive you. 
Your Ma would-" 

"Yes, she would, Hal. But could I for­
give myself if she cracked up?" 

"You've always allowed the family to 
drag you down. Even in these two weeks 
they've got their grip in deeper. In six 
months, who knows ?" 

Six months, with Hal having new ad­
ventures, meeting new people ! 

We finished our meal in hurt resentful 
silence ; took the trolley back to town. Hal 
wouldn't come in. He said, "I'm stopping 
at the Hampshire. _ You can get me there 
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till midnight. Leaving in the morning. If 
I don't hear, I'll know." 

"Hall" 
"Yeah, I'll understand your preference. 

Ever hear this-'Forsaking all others I' 
All, Fran ! No alibis." 

I tried to smile. "Kiss me, Hal." 
There was no joy in our kiss, no thrill. 

I forced myself to run up the steps jauntily. 
Oh, what could I do? I wanted life with 
Hal, wanted it desperately. The house was a prison, closing down on me greedily. 
Suddenly I knew. I'd call the hotel right 
away, before he got back. Leave a message 
for him to call me at once. "Nothing'll 
stop me. I'm going to live/' I sobbed. 

I dropped a nickel in the hall phone box. 
As the line buzzed I heard Ma's voice. 
"That you, Fran? Come on up. I've been 
praying you wouldn't be late." 

"Just a minute, Ma. Is that the Hamp­
shire ? I want to leave a message for 
Mr.-" 

"Franny, where are you? It's Marie-" 
"For Mr. er--er-" 
"She's ill, FraiUiy." 
"Mister---oh, I'm sorry. It's a mistake. 

Please forget it!" I dropped the phone. 
"Ma, what's that ?" I flew upstairs. 

"Marie came home early from night 
school. Her head was bad. She's flushed 
terrible. I'm sure she's got fever. Talking 
so funny, and I can't quiet her. Should I 
call a doctor?" 

"Of course, Ma. You should have got 
Dr. James at once." 

Marie had been taxing her feeble strength 
beyond endurance. That and the threatened 
lung trouble, capped by the shock of Chris' 
death had been too much. And I'd almost 
forgotten Marie I How could I ?  

Dr. James ordered her to the hospital 
right away. We'd caught her just in time 
to save a real breakdown. When we knew 
the danger of brain fever was over it was 
like a reprieve from death for Ma and me. 
She lay white and seemingly heedless. I 
visited her twice every day, on my lunch 
hour and after the office. Ma was too upset 
to go often, but Dad would bring a few 
flowers in his trembling hands. 

Marie's scholarship examination was to 
have been on the seventh. Occasionally she 
roused herself and asked for her books. 
She didn't notice that no one brought them. 
Once she asked me how many days she 
had till the seventh. "I'll be too old to try 
again next year, Franny. My whole future 
depends on this time. You think I'll make 
it?" 

"SURE," I smiled. It was the tenth al­
ready and I hadn't the heart to tell 

her. "] ust you get strong and well." 
"Each day seems like years. How tong 

have I been here ?" 
"Hardly any time, sweet, hardly any." 
At the door of Marie's room-a semi­

private one that she had to herself-! ran 
into Craig Robertson, bringing some yel­
low roses. 

11Caught in the act, eh, Franny ?" 
"Come in, Craig !" There wai actually 

life in Marie's voice. 
"Now you've caught me, Franny, I want 

to talk to you. My car's outside." 
"All right. I'll be seeing the nurse." 
How did he know about Marie's illness ? 

He seemed so interested in her. A wave 
of utter loneliness engulfed me. Why 
couldn't this be Hal beside me, helping 
Marie? I hadn't heard from Hal since I'd 

failed to phone that night. But he couldn't 
accept that as final. He loved me. I knew 
he did. When he got over his anger, he'd 
come back. He'd have to. Had I made the 
most terrible mistake of my life ? You 
can't have it both ways, he'd said. Can't 
you? Then should I have left Ma and 
Marie? Oh how-l blinked back tears as Craig came out. 
"I've taken the liberty of phoning Mrs. 
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1.farne. I'm taking you to dinner. She 
says will I please see that you eat ! So 
there's a place I know where the chicken 
and waffles are a dream and we're not 
coming back till ten o'clock. You need air, 
and talking to, Franny, and-and loving," 
he finished under his breath. 

Color flamed into my cheeks. Loving ! 
Yes, I needed Hal, needed his kisses. 

I liked the way Craig's gloved hands 
gripped the wheel as we slipped out of 
town, liked the crinkles about his kind eyes 
and the way his smooth 
dark hair sat on his head. 
There was a trim strength 
about him, even if he lacked 
the glamot1r that my love 
had wrapped about Hal. 

u\Vish we could stay out 
and watch dawn over the 
bay, Franny. Palest prim­
rose and green blazing 
suddenly into gold." 

"THE sunset's lovely 
enough, Craig." 

11Yes, night, too. But 
there's something about 
dawn. You can almost see 
everything jaded and tired 
being wiped out, gidng 
you a clean new sheet to 
work on !" 

"But how quickly we 
daub them up and spot 
them. Guess we don't have 
the knack of living right. 
Craig." :�dy voice trembled as I spoke. 

":Maybe, it's all part of growing. But 
knock me over the head for a pie-eyed 
professor. Out with a lovely girl and 
treating her like a first year philosophy 
class." 

"I like yon to talk this way. You know 
I used to dream about being a dancer. Not 
just to make money. I "·anted to create 
new sort of dances, say in them the things 
I could never find words for. You sec, I've 
never been clever, like :Marie. You think 
I'm crazy ? I've never spoken to anyone 
else this way." 

"I think you're spler.did and original, 
too. That's better than being clever. \Vhat 
a swell kid Marie is, bright as the dickens, 
too !" 

"Y cs, and she still thinks she has a 
chance for that scholarship !" 

u\Vhy not let her? She could be told 
her standard was high enough without the 
final tests. Be fun to send her to 
Stracher's college. She needn't know 
who'd be paying the fees." 01 And who would ?" 

"I," Craig announced shamelessly. 
"Marie'd be a sound investment." 

"No, no, no!" I snapped. 
"Pretty vehement, Franny, aren't you ? 

A shame for her not to have her chance.u 
"But not from a stranger," I almost 

sobbed. 
"That's not very kind. Another thing, 

Dr. James says it's essential for her to 
have six months in  Arizona. Put her back 
on her feet. Now I-" 

"Craig, if you as much as hint at one 
more kind thing, I'll bawl and howl right 
here in the car. I can't stand it I" 

"You know why, don't you Franny? It 
isn't only Marie. I . lm·e everything that's 
even part of your life. It's got to come 
out, darling." 

It wasn't a shock to me. In my heart 
I believe I'd known it. \\Thy couldn't I 
love him? \Vhy must my heart still throb 
with passionate desire for Hal ? 

Over dinner and the long peaceful drive 
home, we spoke o£ general things. When 
we were almost home Craig said, "If your 
feeling for me ever changes, you'll be 
brave enough to come and tell me, 
Franny ?" 

"Yes, I promise." 

"And you'll let me take you out some-
times, just to see you eat a square meal ?" 

"I'd love it." 
"Mind if I kiss you on that ?" 
I lifted my face. I felt none of the rest­

less longing Hal aroused in me, but a sense 
of peace and quietness that went indoors 
with me, up into the bedroom that was so 
lonely, now Marie was away. 

I awoke early. Jumping out of bed a 
strange dizziness sent me reeling back 
against the pillows. My knees shook and a 

retching pain tore through 
me. I'd experienced noth­
ing like it before. Vaguely 
I wondered if the dinner 
last night had given me a 
touch of ptomaine. 

The mere thought of food 
sent me rushing to the 
bathroom where I was vio· 
lently sick. Nauseating 
wretchedness took com· 
plete hold of me. \Vhen I 
got my head back on the 
pillow I began to fight 
against insidious thoughts. 
T h i s  w a s  no o r d i n a r y  
stomach upset. This was 
nature's signal to woman. 
I'd been too \YOrried about 
Marie to notice the irregu­
larity that should have 
warned me. 

\Vhen this morning ex­
perience had gone on a 
week, my dread grew into 

certainty. I was to bear Hal's child and 
Hal had left me in anger. I should have 
married him, let the family struggle along 
alone. I'd got to find Hal. Dread fear 
haunted me. Supposing 1-ra found out be­
fore I got to Hal ! Poor Ma, faced with 
a little illegitimate child. I thought of 
Mike, Christine's love child. Christine's 
tragedy had almost killed Ma. Now with 
fdarie's health so insecure ! This added dis­
grace ! How could I bring this onto Ma ? 
I saw her sad eyes turning from me in 
horror. Ma had to keep her faith in me. 

''I'm so stupid. so frightened !" I cried 
aloud. I was against the blank wall Chris­
tine had faced. Only I had no one, no one 1 

Chapter V 

I DON'T know what would have hap­
pened if I hadn't fainted at Marie's 
bedside, when Dr. James was there 
and Craig, too. They'd been discussing 

arrangements for Marie's going away. 
I remember I stood up and said, "It's 

very kind of you, Craig, but Ma and I feel 
we can't-" 

Then Marie's little face blurred before 
me, Craig's, the doctor's-

It was difficult trying to evade Dr. 
James' expert questions. Something in his 
cool friendly gaze made this impossible. 

HI should advise you to be married just 
as quickly as possible, Miss Marne. A 
new life has definite rights. The man re­
sponsible-" 

"Then I am going to have a baby ?" 
Could I call Hal back, clip his wings 

now? \Vouldn't he hate me, the baby too, 
perhaps ? 

Craig waited for me in the corridor. 
\Vith the cool breezes of Sunset Drive 
blowing over my face, I screwed up my 
courage. "I'm going to have Hal's baby, 
Craig. You better drop the Marne family 
while you can." 

His mouth was a grim line, his eyes 
stared straight ahead. 

"Say something," I choked. "You despise 
me. I know you must. I wouldn't care 
so much for myself, but Ma trusted me. 
She's borne such a lot." 

"Not a crime to have a child, Franny/' 
Craig said quietly. 

"It is when you're not married. I didn't 

dream of this that night. There was only 
once. Hal was going away. I loved him 
so, Craig, loved him. Maybe it'd be better 
if I could die." 

"Franny, how dare you?" His furious 
cry checked my hysteria. "You've never 
been a cowardly whiner. Chin up !" 

"\:Vhy don't you loathe me?" 
"Because I see you aside from all this, 

I guess. One part of me almost hates 
you. I could thrash the daylights out of 
Colburn happily. But you're such a slip of 
a girl and you've been through plenty. 
\Vant me to bring him back? Still love 
him?" 

The face he turned to me was a white 
mask, dark eyes burning. 

"I wish I didn't," I faltered. 
VVe hardly spoke on the drive home. Did 

I have to go on loving Hal ? The fact of 
bearing his child seemed to overshadow 
everything else. I had moments of happi· 
ness after the first despair. I felt myself 
part of the great scheme that swings planets 
in their courses and mons in the deep sea 
tides. i\'[otherhood, I knew, was a path of 
glory despite the lies and subterfuges that 
soon \\'Ould hedge me in. I, too, caught an 
echo of the angel's song. But how could 
I tell �[a? 

CRAIG came one evening to tell her 
he'd arranged for Marie to go to 

Arizona. Her voice sounded stunned as 
she tried to thank him. I was in the hall 
arranging the flowers he'd brought. Ma 
said chokily, "lt's for my Franny you're 
doing it, ain't i t?  ).h. Robertson, you'll 
excuse a blunt old woman." 

"You're right. I've never loved any girl 
this way." 

"She's bright," Ma cried, "she'd learn 
new \\·ays quicker'n a flash. You'd never 
need to be ashamed of her. She's not like 
her Dad and me.'' 

I nearly dropped the vase. V\' aves of 
humiliation swept over me. How could 
Ma-pleading this way J 

"Franny knows I want her to be my 
wife." 

Through the crack in the parlor, I 
watched i\{a's face light up. At that mo­
ment it was a young face, as beautiful as 
Christine's. Ma was thrilled out of her 
everyday self. "That's wonderful !" 

"It would be-if she loved me." The 
catch in Craig's voice set up a dull ache 
in my heart. I couldn't face them then. 
I dragged myself upstairs. threw myself on 
my bed. My eyes \vere dry but they ached. 

''Hal," I cried wordlessly, "I'm going to 
have your child. Oh darling, don't you see, 
they \Yant me to marry Craig. It would 
make e\'erything so simple. He's good, 
better than we arc. Help me, Hal !" 

Ma raved over Craig's kindness. When 
I merely agreed, she seemed almost angry. 
"How can you still think of that fl.iberty­
gibberty speed boat mechanic? \Vhere is he 
anyways ?  \Vhat does he care for you or 
your family? He's warped your judgment. 
You could have everything I've al\\'ays 
wanted for you. No I \von't stop." She 
saw me clap my hands over my ears. 11This 
is the finest chance God ever gave a girl. 
I bet that Hal's had a dozen sweethearts 
since you. He doesn't know the meaning 
of responsibility !" 

"�{a. but how could I marry Craig, when 
every beat of my heart is for Hal?" 

"Yeah, I loved that way once but what 
did it do for me? You're deluded, Franny, 
same as I was." Ma stopped, then sighed 
resignedly, "Still, if you love him I guess 
that's all-" 

11Th en you're not angry with me, Ma ?'' 
She snatched me to her warm slack bosom. 
My face was buried in her moist neck. 
"Why does it have to be this way?" 

"Guess you'll have to ask the One who 
made women's hearts--dratted contrary 
things !" Her smile was a rainbow through 



tears, and it i!iled me with gladness. 
Craig found Otlt for me that Hal was 

making a stop-off on his way to England. 
"He's at Elkington, Franny. Quite a boat­
ing colony on the lake there. Goodish sized 
town, about half way between here and 
Chicago. I was thinking, we have some 
business coming up in Ruthven City, a 
hundred miles west. I could leave to­
morrow, clear that up, see Colburn and-" 

"You'd tell him about me and-hold a 
gun to his ribs ?" 

"That's about it, Franny." 
I shook my head. "I'd rather tell him 

myself." 
"\Veil, could you catch the morning 

plane with me?" 
''I'd better go alone. If people saw us 

together, they'd talk. There's your 
mother-" 

"Sometimes I wish you'd met her, Fran. 
You might have liked me a little better if 
you'd known her." 

"I don't sec how I could like you better. 
All you're doing-" 

" KND I'm fool enough to take you right .&"1 up to Colburn, see you get married, 
because-'' 

"Why ?" 
"Never mind. I guess your happiness 

means something." 
"Craig," I asked suddenly. "would you 

have really married me, even ,,·ith Hal's 
baby coming, and-:" 

His eyes blazed. "Franny, you don't 
have the vaguest idea of what a man's will­
ing to do when he's in love ! What \Yould 
anything matter if I had you? Don't you 
know anything at all about lo\'e ?  1 think 
about you day and night, scheme how I 
can just be near you, make you look at 
me as though I counted." 

I caught a glimpse of Craig's spiritual 
stature. I was in the presence of some­
thing bigger than I'd ever known. 

"If you love me that way, Craig." T fal­
tered, "I-1'11 marry you thankfully ! 
You're so good and kind." 

He swung me to the light, pressed his 
lips on mine-a thrilling kiss but a kind 
one, too. Vaguely I sensed it as a husband's 
rather than a lover's. Marrying Craig, I'd 
be missing something-

He dropped me as suddenly as he'd 
clasped me. "Be ready nine-thirty. Only 
one suitcase, mind. Tell your mother I'm 
taking you to Colburn." 

"But Craig !" 
"Don't you think I can tell by your kiss 

you love that guy?'' 
I sat beside Craig in the plane, pretending 

to read the magazines he'd bought me. I 
wanted to talk. but his expression didn't 
encOt:rage me. There \\·as a sort of armor 
about him I couldn't pierce. 

Swooping at last down into the air­
port he smiled, "Enjoyed the j ourney ? 
Thrilled?" 

\Vas I? This very day I'd be in Hars 
arms again, learn that he lo\·ed me. Xoth­
ing else really counted. The baby must 
come first. My blood began to pound. I 
was filled with the sense of completion. of 
belonging, that is part of marriage. The 
rest is  compounded of comradeship. carv­
ing out the single path of destiny. \Vould 
Hal and I make a success of marriage ? 
We'd cast the die. \Ve couldn't draw back. 
A child meant a home, settled hours. roots ! 

Craig booked a room for me at the Lake 
Hotel, where Hal was staying. He was 
going over to the Vv'oodenough himself. 
The desk clerk asked if we wanted 1I r. 
Colburn paged. But it \vas late so Craig 
suggested we have a meal first. Then I 
should get some rest. He'd arrange an ap­
pointment with Hal for the morning. 

I felt tired and headachy, sorry that 
we'd allowed ourselves to be conducted 
into the Palm Lounge. An orchestra was 
playing and I didn't feel at all festive. 

"Shall we change, Franny?" Craig asked. 
"No, don't bother." 
"Well, what'll we cat ? You like oysters? 

\Vhat about an oyster stew ?" 
VVe said little over our meal. I think 

we both felt it was a kind of farewell. A 
desolate sort of feeling. \Ve'd begin sen­
tences and never finish them. I was so 
near Hal now I felt scared. 

Looking through the palms, as a large 
party was moving out, I suddenly saw 
him. At the far end of the lounge facing 
the orchestra. A woman was with him. 
Even at this distance I could see she was 
exquisitely pretty, in ice-blue satin, cut 
to reveal the beautiful molding of back and 
shoulders. Hal was in tuxedo, more debon­
air than I'd seen him in my whole life. 

We seemed to have grown miles apart 
in these few weeks. He was almost a 
stranger. He certainly hadn't taken long 
to for�et me. I watched him laughing 
down mto the lovely face opposite and a 
jab of furious pain shook me. I felt­
stricken ! He \vas so absorbed, so gay­
and I'd been eating my heart out. 

"Sick, Franny ?" Craig asked. 
"No, just that Hal's over there, facing 

the orchestra. He's with a girl-a beauti­
ful girl !" 

Craig's face hardened. "Looks as if he's 
having a swell time, too. Shall I fetch 
him?" 

"\Vouldn't do. right 110\Y." 
"I should say it's the best possible time." 

Craig's eyes were taking in Hal's lovely 
companion. Did I look hopelessly drab in 
comparison ? �fy gray suit and small hat 
were all right for a flight across country 
but-

Craig pushed aside his demitasse. I 
watched him thread his way between the 
tables. He lacked Hal's huge physique but 
there was a distinction in his bearing. 
Anger shot through me, and desperation. 
How could Hal sit making loYe to that 
girl ,,·hen he belonged to me? He'd have 
to face 1'Tis responsibilities ! 

BUT when Hal returned with Craig and 
I listened to his, "Franny, this is a 

swell surprise !" something melted in me. 
I felt all \Varm and soft. I wanted to throw 
myself into his arms, ha,·e him kiss away 
my terrible heartache. 

Cra ig sa id .  "Franny, 
there's some work I'n got 
to attend to." 

I turned my eyes to his 
face. l'd completely for­
gotten him. 

''Better join us, Robert· 
son," Hat said. 

"Please do, Craig," I 
clasped his hand. 

"Sorry. I'll phone you 
first thing in the morning, 
Franny." 

"All right." I pulled Hal 
down into Craig's chair. 
"I've got something to tell 
you. Hal darling. Some­
thing you must know at 
once." 

"Give me the home dope 
later. I must get back to 
1\fiss Furro,vs. She's the 
daughter of the man I'm 
working for. Isn't she a 
looker? You'd like her. She's got every­
thing. The way I've taught her to handle 
a speed boat, too! Best thing I ever did . 
was leaving the Robertson gang, Fran. 
They're swell people but l'm in the real 
inner circle 110\v-big money, big names. 
Come on and be introduced. Can't leave 
her alone with all these guys hanging 
around." 

"Of course not. But I've got to speak 
to you, Hal. Terribly urgent." 

"Tomorrow morning. Can't break this 
ev;_..nin�'o:: date," Hal urged me forward. 
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"Margery, this is Francine Marne, just 
blown in from the west." 

She was more beautiful than I'd 
imagined, with her patrician features and 
eggshell skin. Her slim fingers, even if 
they could handle a boat expertly, looked 
as though they'd never known a dish-pan. 

"Nice to have one of Hal's old friends 
join us. \Vc're proud of him. Consider 
him a great find. Expect him to snaffle the 
big prizes for us. And I never let Dad 
forget I was the one who first spotted 
him." 

"Margery,'' Hal pretended to groan, "I 
feel my head swelling." 

"Jinks to you ! A man who does his job 
as ably as you would never get swelled 
head. Wait till we're in England and the 
beauties flutter around!" 

She loved him ! I could tell by the way 
she looked at him, chaffing but sincere, by 
the way her fingers rested on his as he lit 
her cigarette. And Hal ? He never took 
his eyes off her. She was fascinating, cul­
tured and fine, and she held his future in 
those two small hands. I wanted to hate 
her but I couldn't. There was something 
so genuine there. She'd been so good for 
Hal ! 

I REFUSED to let myself be a wet 
blanket. I accepted one of Margery's 

cigarettes smiling, "I know you've been 
wonderfully helpful to Hal !" 

Her face was positively radiant. '�You 
know, we'd planned on going out to the 
Pleasure Gardens tonight, �fiss Marne. A 
crazy place, sort of children's paradise, like 
Coney Island. I just love to hang on things 
and scream my head off. You'll come, 
too?" "! think I'd better get to bed." 

"Come on, Franny, you·d enjoy it !" Hal 
echoed her invitation. 

How strange for me to be the odd girl 
when Hal was around. I should be the 
one persuading a third girl to join us. 

Margery's shiny, pointed-nosed car stood 
at the hotel door. She wouldn't let me 
escape ; insisted on driving herself and 
pushed Hal and me in back 

"\Ve can all squeeze in front, :Marge," 
Hal laughed. 

"You two old friends'll want to yarn in 
comfort. Takes half an 
hour to get out to the gar­
dens anyway." 

So Hal and I sat in the 
scented darkness. The car 
ran like velvet. I wanted 
him to reach out and draw 
me close, wanted his hands 
squeezing mine, sending a 
message of love and con­
fidence clear down to my 
heart. But at the first con­
tact of our shoulders at a 
bump in the road, he jerked 
away and began to discuss 
the route with Margery. 

In a panic I caught his 
hand and pressed it to my 
breast, as though he must 
sense the Ion there. After 
a moment he gently with­
drew it. I felt chilled. His 
lips were near my ear. 
"Kot now, Franny, for 
pity's sake-" 

I withdrew into my corner. Maybe he 

i�assh��1�\�u; f��·�� s!�d�d;�b, b:nd0 r��k1!��: 
"Boys and girls, here we arc !" Margery 

swung the car into the parking place. The 
Gardens had a small lake and water chute. 
Margery took my arm. "I adore this! I 
never get enough of fairs and merry-go­
rounds. I love the ferris wheel and the 
cyclone. I want to eat hot dogs and have 
my nic.ture taken in that old 1905 auto­
mobile ! Let's have fun !" 

"Baby !" I winced at the teasing warmth 
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in Hal's voice when he spoke to her. 
"Tomorrow," I whispered to myself, "to­

morrow, he'll know !" 
There could hardly have been a person 

less in the "fair" spirit than I, but that 
night the more my heart ached the more 
I shrieked and giggled. I refused to be 
a damper. That would be letting Hal 
down. I don't know why I did it. It  was 
a sort of desperation, egging me on to 
feverish hilarity. 

The steam organ jazz made my head 
ache, the crack of the shooting range. But 
I held doggedly on, matching Margery's 
insistence on "two tries at everything." 

"You're a grander sport than I am, 
Gunga Din !" she laughed, around one 
o'clock. "What about one more 'go' on 
those crazy coasters, Francine ?" 

"Sure !u I was utterly reckless now, 
more than a little mad in my determination 
to keep up. 

The coasters were funny little indi,·id­
ual cars that slithered about the shiny 
floor, bumping each other noisily. I could 
see nothing but screaming faces and lights, 
lights, lights ! I half stood in my little car, 
swaying as I had bumped to right and 
left. 

"Sit down there," the guard yelled. I 
dropped onto the seat. Horns blared, music 
roared. A stout man in a cowboy hat, stuck 
on the side of his bald head, whizzed round 
the corner. We bumped crazily. My 
coaster spun round and j ammed against a 
drunken sailor's. 

He pushed me free. Bump ! Bump ! 
Bump ! I'd no idea where I was steering. 
The sea of lights swirled. I couldn't see 
Hal or Margery. The stout man again, 
minus his hat. He gave a loud, "Yippity !" 
and made for my car. My hands slipped 
off the pole support. I couldn't catch it 
again. I stood up, swayed, while the car 
spun and spun. 

\Ve bumped with a hideous crash. Every­
where lights shooting like stars-swinging, 
screaming I Then a zigzag of pain that cut 
right through me. I was falling, bumping. 
Again that zigzagging pain. bending me 
double, tossing me. I clutched at nothing. 

"Hall" I screamed through all the other 
screams. "Hal !" 

Then it was dark 

Chapter VI 

IT \vas very still in the room and heav­
enly quiet. I opened my eyes. The 
pain was agonizing, shooting through 
my whole body. I shut my eyes and 

drifted into lassitude. 
Once, when I opened my eyes, ).{argery 

was sitting there. Her lovely face was 
grave. "The doctor says you may talk a 
little now. I've got someone outside wait­
ing to see you. You scared us Francine 
but, praise be, you're going to be all right." 

Hal came in and they both talked. There 
was something I wanted to say to Hal but 
I was too weary. 

When Craig visited me, I just lay and 
looked at him through half shut eyes. 

One day Hal asked, "You know all that's 
happened to you. Franny ?" 

"It hurt a lot." 
"I bet it did. You poor kid. It wasn't 

just the accident of the bumping crazy 
coaster, you know. That bruised shoulder 
and your head ! They're well on the mend 
now. It was something else?" 

"What, Hal ?" I asked simply. 
11You must have lmO\nl. Franny, you 

\vere going to have a baby !" 
I shut my eyes. I couldn't look into 

Hal's face then. Did he want it? Did he 
love me enough ? 

His hands gripped mine. "You-you lost 
it. Franny. Part of the accident. That's 
what you were coming to tell me about, 
wasn't it?" 

I began to cry softly. To lose my baby, 
my own little baby ! Hal's ! 

"I'll marry you, Franny." 
How cold it sounded suddenly, how 

pitifully cold!  
"I don't mind telling you, knowing all 

this has struck me rather of a heap. 
Changes things quite a bit. \¥hy didn't 
you tell me before?" 

"You mean, it'll make it difficult about 
your future? Don't you love me, Hal?" 

"Of course." 
"Kiss me, then." 
I pulled him down so our cheeks touched. 

His was wet. I felt frightened. He kissed 
me harder. "I thought I'd forgotten but 
sure, I love you, Franny.'' 
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somehow. I looked at Hal. As he'd kissed 
me, I'd seemed to sense that he could have 
kissed Margery just that same way. 1\.far­
gery--or any other attractive woman. 
There wouldn't be just one girl in Hal's 
life. A "special" shut away securely for­
ever in his inmost heart. ::\ext week. next 
year there'd be, there'd always Oe, others ! 

I BEGAN to laugh softly. When Hal 
kissed me he'd refound a thrill in my lips 

but I-I hadn't thrilled at all. There'd 
been no answering throb of joy in  me, 
no delicious surge of the blood, no heady 
madness. 

Hal murmured against my lips, "I love 
you. Fran, but-" 

"Dut you·re worried about the future. It  
seemed so big and exciting; and you're won­
dering if loving me will harm it. Be 
honest, Hal." 

"Franny, I don't see why we should lose 
anything. I'm a mutt." 

"No. You're a baby, seeing two dancing 
lights." 

"Franny !" He kissed me despairingly. 
I felt that something beautiful was slip­

ping out of my life but something I didn't 
want to drag back ! \Vhcn ).largery came 
to see me we talked a lot about Hal. 

She said, "I'd like to stand up for you 
at your wedding." There were tears in her 
eyes. Her love for Hal was desperately 
sincere. The words must have been like 
knives. 

I found myself thinking-couldn't she, 
with her interest in his work, her position, 
make him a better wife than I ?  

"I'm not going to marry Hal, Margery," 
I said abruptly. "I don't believe in 
marriage without real love. It took an ac­
cident to show me." 

She drew a sharp breath. Tears spilled 
from her eyes. How she did love him ! She 
was the type to whom everything else 
would be secondary. Hal's welfare would 
always come first. 

"Francine, I've felt so responsible for 
your accident. I dragged you out there, 
onto that stupid crazy coaster." 

"Let's forget it, Margery. I'm just so 
thankful the doctor says there won't be any 
lasting ill effects. I can go home in a week · 
if  I go by easy stages. Home-to 1\'Ia ! 
There's so much I can do for her. Mar­
gery. She's so splendid. I can't tell you 
how much I've missed her." 

"But your marriage? Hal says-" 
"I'm not going to marry anybody. Hal's 

a dear, Margery, and he really adores you. 
Honestly he does. He's free and you love 
him ! "  

"You're sweet. Of course, I can't hide 
the fact that I do love Hal, hut he still-" 

"He doesn't really. In a few weeks he'll 
have forgotten me. I know it. You're 
linked with Hal's career, his success. In a 
month yon can make yourself indispen­
sable, all the world to him, Margery." 

"Will any woman ever be that ?" 
Our eyes met in a look of complete un­

derstanding. 
Hal tried again to persuade me::. I turned 

him down with an ache in my heart. After 
all, he was my first love; he'd awakened 
my youthful passion. r wasn't going to 
marry any man, but I knew that Hal and 
Margery would make a finer job of life 
than he and I. 

It was wonderful being back with Ma 
again. I explained as much as I could 
about Hal, and tried to evade her questions 
concerning Craig and me. Dear heart, she 
didn't pester once she realized I simply 
couldn't talk-yet. 

Good reports, cheerful letters, began to 
come from �darie in Arizona. I tried to 
thank Craig for what he'd done. Dear 
faithful Craig ! He'd come and see us 
often, striving to hide the hunger in his 
eyes. My heart was still too hurt and 
broken to answer that look. I'd done right in giving up Hal. I knew. His irresponsible 
nature would never fully satisfy the deep 
era vings 1 sensed in my own soul. I was 
a woman now, a woman who'd been hurt. 

Someday there might be a blossoming 
of love in my heart again--deeper, more 
durable than anything I had experienced. 
I had so much to give. I dared not risk 
another mistake. 

\¥hen the depression came along the 
speed boat business, a luxury trade after all, almost ceased to exist for awhile. 
\Vhcn Craig visited us, he tried to hide the 
fact that his family was hit harder than 
most. Shipping. in all lines, was going 
through a fierce struggle for life. I suf­
fered with Craig. 

It was then I realized I loved him-for 
himself. Not for his position or what he 
could do for my family but for himself, 
for the dear, brave generous soul of him. I \\'ent to him one night, when he was 
utterly despondent. "I've been a greedy 
child, taking you and all you've done so 
for granted, Craig," I \\·hispered. "I want 
to marry you, Craig. Darling, I love you 
so, I love you !" 

"You once promised you'd come and tell 
me if you changed. didn't you, Franny ?" 
He ga\·e a rueful smile. "I appreciate it 
but how can I marry when business-" 

"The way I feel, business doesn't count. 
That'll right itself. I've been a blind idiot 
l(\'.g enough. Oh, Craig darling, how I 
love you !" 

HE �\\'ept me close, towering above me. 
His kiss roused a passion of bliss in 

me because now he really dared to kiss. 
He knew I loved him. Craig's love was like 
that. 

A trembling cry of joy came from my 
throat. This wasn't the hectic excitement 
I'd known with Hal. This was sheer glory, 
the eternal love of a man for a woman, 
fused through struggle and disappointment 
and pain. Craig's love hadn't come to 
quick showy blossoming like Hal's, it had 
grown from the deep strong roots of real­
ity ! I would always be-the one woman!  

\Ve were married when business was at  
i ts  lowest ebb. Craig's father was suffering 
from a complete breakdown. I learned to 
know and love his mother in those days. 

Our love gave us courage to fight. To­
gether Craig and I are rebuilding the 
business. It isn't what it has been, though 
it's beginning to pick up. We've seen 
many things toppling about us, Craig and 
I, but we've seen one thing grow and grow, 
till it's like an enormous tree that shelters 
our lives and reaches further out to shelter 
both our families, too. That is our love. 

\Vhen Craig takes me in his arms and 
whispers, "Happy. Franny ?" I can truth­
fully answer, "Utterly, and maybe the 
other thing we want will be coming along 
soon, very soon. Our baby !"  

Yes, in Craig's arms I have found the 
love that is the meaning of life, that soars 
at times to almost unbearable bliss, the 
love that is always there. No words can 
express it. 



HERE'S YOUR OPPORTUNITY TO 

- and in addition get all 
YO U R  OWN D R ES S E S  FR E E !  
m this New Kind of Work for Married Women 

NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED • NO INVESTMENT 
• Ambitious women, who want to make c:xrra money, can repre-

sent Fashion Frocks. Inc., one of rhe world's leading dressmak-
ing houses, right in your home community. You can earn up co 

$23 in a week and all your own dresses Free to wear as samples, 
and you nc:ed not invest one penny, and you need no experience. 

fr is very pleasant dignified work, because your friends and 
neighbors and all women love co look ar rhe latest style dresses 

They will gladly give you their orders because you nor only show 
them the newest and most stunning dresses, hut you sa vc them 

money besides, offering dresses direct from the great Fashion 
Frocks facrory, ar rhc lowest fac tory prices. 

N O  C A N VA SS I N G  R E Q U I R E D 
.You can start easily and quickly through our special plan 

that requires no regular house-to-house canvassing You 
don't have co know styk, values or fabrics. Fashion Frock 

way of prcscnration enables you to show the: entire line effec-
tively tO any woman. This dramatic presentation gees her 

• interest. The smart styles, gorgeous colors and rich fabrics 
thrill her. And the low direct-factory prices surprise her 

You merely write the orders. That's all you have to do 
We do the delivering and collecting. 

� Write for Complete....,. Portfolio of 1 50 Smart. 
New ADVAN� 

TURN SPA RE HOURS 
• You d o  nor hav�: r o  work full umc unless you want to. Thus 

you can turn your spare hours into profit and, in addition, get 
smart new dresses, fine lingerie, and luxurious silk hose for 

yourself in your size, wirhour a tx=nny of cost. You can have t�e 
pleasure of always wearing the most advanced dress styles as 

they come out, as well as lingerie and silk stockings. This offer 
is probably the mosr amazing employmenr offer ever made to 

women, because it makes possible such liberal earnings plus 

This astounding offer 
is open to ambitious 
women everywhere 
and is absolutely 
F re e  i n  every re­
spect. There is noth-/jJf,���' 13 98" free dresses. Mail the coupon for the marvelous free opportunity. ing to pay now or 

Or wnte a letrcr-a postal w11l do-and g1vc a�e and dress s1ze at any time. 

. �:.�.���":,{.,,., F.ASHION FROCKS Ad\anced Sn les for F�ll are che hnesc L n  our entJrc }0 years of dress manu 
factunng huton The} are the las• mmure stiles dJrert from P�ns, Hollywood, RL�Jen 

and other famed fashJOn cenrers, where our st..lt,rs rush chc n:"est Sti le trends to us m br: made 
1nto Fashion Frocks 

Personally Selected and Autographed by Movie Stars 
Prominent sueen actresses ha·.e p:-rsonally selected many Fashion Frock dresses for thr: coming 
season. And rhey put their stamp of appro'"a! on these glamorous dresses by autographing them. 

This superior line of dresses is ne•·er so!J in stores, hue b�· dtreH factory reprcsenradves only. They are nationally known because natmnally Jdl"ertised. The�· are endorsed for sryle and 
1·alue b)' Household Magnmc Searchlight, and are appro1·r:d b•· fashion r:dirors of leadi..ng 
magazines This practical, un�nimous 0. K. b� these recognized Juthoriocs m:1.kcs Fashion 
Frocks absolucely :1uchr:mic in S!ylr:, supreme in n!ur: ;�.nd C:I.SY ro sr:ll. 

Fashion Frocks Enjoy Notional Demand 
Women everywhere arc eager ro sr:<: the newest Fashion Frock ;�dl":lnced Fa!l crea{]ons which 
have bcr:o personally sr:lr:c:tr:d and JuiOgraphed by famou� mone St:l.rs. This tremendous dr­
mand hiLS forced us to Lncrease the number of our reprcsematn·es. so this JJ:Iorious opponuntt)" 
is open to you just m;�.il coupon for FREE derails of this :1.muing offer 

FASHION FROCKS, Inc. Dept. CH·200, Cincinnati, Ohio 

�!��.;.;;N-,;�;.:-,;;c------ --------- ---------
Dept. CH.200 

Cincinnati, Ohio 

e I am interested in your Free offer Send me all the details how 
I can make up to $23 weekly and �ct my own dresses without a 
penny of cost. 

Namt 
Addreu . 
City . Statt 

Dreu Si'{t 



VETERAN 
Q/2000 
Tobacco 

Auctions 
Billie Branch says: "like most 
other inde�endent tobacco -- ----
experts, I smoke luckies ! "  
Mr. Smoker: \II,! hat ahout these experts

. 
who smoke Luckies 2 to I ?  

Mr. Lucky Strike: It's a fact . . .  and 
sworn records show it. 

Mr. Smoker: \\-'hat sort of experts ? 

Mr. L. S.: Independent experts. Not tied 
up with any cigarette maker. Auction­
eers, buyers, warehousemen. 

Mr. Smoker: W hat do they do? 

Mr. L. S.: Take Billie Branch, for in­
stance. He's been "in tohacco" since 
boyhood. He is an auctioneer. 

Mr. Smoker: H e  must knuw tobacco ! 

Mr. L. S.: He does. H e' s seen the to­
bacco all the companies buy, Lucky 
Strike i n cl u d ed - and hes smoked 
Luckies for IS years. 
Mr. Smoker: That speaks well. 

Mr. L. S. : What's more, only Luckies 
employ the "Toasting" process. 

Mr. Smoker: \Vhat does that d o ?  

Mr. L. S.:  I t  takes o u t  certain 
harsh throat irritants found in 
alltohacco. ' 'Toasting" makes 
Luckies a light smoke. 

Mr. Smoker: 1 believe I'll 
try them. 

1<� Slf#VI SMW7itJ.·· 
WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO 

BEST -IT'S LUCKIES 2 TO 1 




