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M o n e y  U ia A in y

PORTRAIT 
RING SELLS TO I

eve ry on e! 
NEW! NOVEL! 
SENSATIONAL!
Pays a Golden Harvest of
BIG CASH PROFITS
To  Men and W om en!

B E A U T IF U L !
P E R M A N E N T !

A Treasured Remembrance 
Its Value Beyond Price PflOFITffiSRING!

I t ’s h e r e ! T h e hottest, m ost sensational, 
m ost gripping: selling  idea o f  the a g e !
T H E  P O R T R A IT  RING— the r in g  men 
and w om en everyw here , r ich  and poor, 
you n g  and o ld  w ant to  w ear and keep 
th eir w hole lives  long. W h y ?  Because 
on th is b ea u tifu l rin g  is perm anently 
reprodu ced  any ph otograp h , snapshot 
or  p ictu re o f  som e loved  one. Y es—  
reprodu ced  clea rly  and  sh arp ly  and 
m ade part o f  the rin g itse lf so  it 
ca n ’t ru b  o ff, com e o ff o r  fa d e  o ff.
T h is  sensational new  idea is m a k 
ing an  u n believable  h it . M en and 
w om en— even those w ith ou t an 
h o u r ’s se lling  experience  —  are 
tak in g  d ozen s o f  orders a day and 
m akin g  dollars o f  p ro fit  by  the han d
fu l.  And now , in y ou r  territory , YOU 
can cash  in b ig  every  day w ith  th is exc itin g  
sure-fire p ro fit  m aker and earn m oney so easily 
it w ill seem  m ore lik e  p lay  than w ork .

SELLS T O  EVER YO N E!

Portrait Ring Made
from any Photo or Picture

For only $2.00 retail— look what you 
offer' A made-to-measure onyx-like 

ring adorned with the most precious 
setting in the world— a reproduction of 

the picture of a loved one. The ring it
self can't tarnish. It will wear forever 

with ordinary care. The picture of the 
loved one is clearly, sharply reproduced 

with surprising faithfulness and becomes 
an inseparable part of the ring. It can’ t 

wear off, rub oft', or fade off.

Can you imagine a more novel, more unusual 
gift than tin- Pm trait Ring? How can any man 
i woman fir.-: a mm- ht-aniifu! way to express 

1-wing -entmunt that giving a wife, a child, a 
parent, a friend, a sweetheart a Portrait King with 

the donor's picture expertiy reproduced! What a 
surprise! 10 orders a day is an easy goal— 20 

orders a day are not too much to expect. Only 10 
orders a day pay you $60.00 a week clear profit!

Make Pockets Full of Dollars
Just Wearing Ring!

Once w om en carried  p ictu res o f  their loved  one in lo ck e ts ; 
and m en carried  them  in w atch  cases. T h ose  days are 
gone, b u t the desire to  ca rry  the portra it  o f  a loved  one is 
as stron g  as ever. N ot u n til the am azing secret process 
fo r  tran sferrin g  p ictu res  to  rings w as d iscovered , w as it 
p ossib le  to  rev iv e  th is grand o ld  cu stom  and to sa tis fy  th e  
hunger o f  every  hum an being to  express again  th is grand
est o f  a ll sentim ents. H ow  m others and fa th ers w ill w e l
com e th is op p ortu n ity  to  w ear a rin g  w ith  the m ost 
preciou s settin g  o f  a ll— a p ictu re  o f  their be loved  child. 
H ow  h a p p y  every  m an and w om an w ill be  to  keep alive 
the m em ory  o f  the departed one by  carry in g  w ith  them  
alw ays, n igh t and day, th is b ea u tifu l P ortra it  R in g !

Order Your Sample Ring Now!
You Don’t Risk a Penny!

N ever b e fo re  h as anyth ing like this com e y ou r  w ay. N o 
com p etition  fro m  anyon e— n o look in g  fo r  prospects  (th ey  
are a ll arou n d  y o u ) — no carry in g  a  b ig  s to ck  o r  pu ttin g  
any m on ey  in to  good s . S im ply  sh ow in g  y o u r  sam ple rin g 
a few  tim es a  day, i f  you  on ly  start w ith  y o u r  friends and 
neigh bors, w ill be enou gh  to g iv e  y o u  an endless chain  o f  
orders. W e cu t  aw ay  a ll red tape and are ready to send 
y ou  a S A M P L E  R IN G . T h e  m in ute y o u  take it out o f  its 
b ea u tifu l G ift  B ox  y ou  are ready to g o  a fter  the orders. 
R u sh the cou p on  be low  fo r  Y O U R  sam ple rin g  N O W ! 
T h a t ’ s a ll the ou tfit  y ou  need. I t  w ill do a ll y o u r  selling  
fo r  you . A nd we m ake it easy  fo r  you  to obta in  this 
sam ple A B S O L U T E L Y  F R E E  OF A  P E N N Y  COST under 
ou r libera l o ff°r .

Hundreds of customers write they wouldn’t take a fortune for their 
riii"s if they couldn't get others. $6.00 and even $ 10.00 would be a 
small price'for the PORTRAIT RING— but we have put a price of 
only $2 00 on it! Think of it— and here's the most astounding news 
of all— of this $2.00 — YOU COLLECT IN ADVANCE 
AND KEEP $1.00 as your profit! Don't wait. Hush 
the coupon at once for the sample ring on our NO RISK 
plan and see for yourself what a whirlwind money maker 
this is for you. ACT RIGHT NOW !
W'e solicit foreign orders which should be accompanied 
by full remittance. „  .

F A T H E R  M O T H E R  B A B Y
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SEND YOUR RING SIZE NOW

PORTRAIT RING CO.
Dept, p -5 7 ,12th & Jackson St. 
Cincinnati, Ohio

Enclosed is photo. Please rush my individually 
made Portrait Ring and starting equipment. 
Will pay postman $1.00 plus few cents postage. 
It is understood that if I am not entirely satis
fied I can return ring within 5 days and you 
will refund my money in full.
( ) Send full details only.
Name

City.
■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ •■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ Mil

r> “I

2 ® 1?

m m



DO Y O U  JUST DREAM

Dreaming is a  grand pastime but it will never add a single dollar 
to your pay envelope. The truth is, the only safe way to get more 
money is to deserve more money! You will never be surprised in 
the pay envelope unless you surprise somebody on the job. 
Training (you can acquire it through spare-time study of an 
I. C. S. Course) is the answer! This coupon is the first step.

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E S C H O O L S

B O X  2195-F,  S C R A N T O N ,  P E N N A . . ;
W ithout cost or obligation, please send me a copy o f vour booklet, ‘ ‘W h o W ins and ~ ts
W hy,”  and fu 11 particulars about the subject be j  ore  which I have marked X :

T E C H N IC A L  A N D  IN D U S T R IA L  C O U R SE S
□  Arohiteot O  Sheet M etal W ork er □  P lum bing O 'S tea m  F itting □  B ridge Engineer
□  A rch itectural Draftsm an □  Boilerm aker □  H eating 0  V entilation □  B ridge and B uilding Forem an
□  B uilding E stim ating D T elegraph  Engineer 0  A ir C on d ition in g □  C hem istry
0  C on tractor  and Builder □  T eleph on e W ork  □  R a d io  Q  Steam  Engineer 0  Pharm acy
□  Structural D raftsm an 0  M echanical Engineering 0  Steam  E lectric  Engineer O  C oa l M in ing
□  Structural Engineer □  M eohanical D raftsm an □  M arine Engineer G  M ine F orem an □  F ire  B oeaw
□  M anagem ent o f  Inventions □  M ach in ist Q  T oolm ak er □  R . R . L ocom otiv es □  Navigation.
□  E lectrica l Engineer O  Patternm aker □  R . R . S ection  Forem an D  C otton  M anufacturing
□  E lectric Lighting O  D iesel Engines □  A ir  Brakes □  R . R . Signalm en Q  W oolen  M anufacturing
□  W elding, E lectric and Gaa □  A via tion  Engines O  H igh w ay Engineering □  Agriculture
D  R ead in g Shop Blueprints □  A u tom obile  M echanic □  C iv il Engineering □  F ru it G row ing
D  H ea t T reatm en t o f  M etals D  R efrigeration □  Surveying and M appin g □  P ou ltry  Farm ing

B U S IN E S S T R A IN IN G  C O U R S E S
□  Business M anagem ent □  B ookk eepin g □  Service S tation  Salesm anship □  G ra d e  S chool S u bject*
0  Industrial M anagem ent □  Secretarial W ork O  F irst Y ea r  C ollege S u b jects □  H igh S chool S u bject*
D  T raffic M anagem ent □  Spanish 0  Business C orrespondence □  C ollege P reparatory
□  A ccou n ta n cy □  French 0  Stenography and  T y p in g G Illustrating
D C oat A ccou n tan t □  Salesm anship □  C iv il Service 0  M ail Carrier G  C artoon ing
D  C . P. A ccou n tan t O  A dvertising D  R ailw ay M ail Clerk □  Lettering Show  C ard* C

D O M E ST IC S C IE N C E  C O U R SE S
□  H om e D ressm aking □  A dvanced  Dressm aking □  M illinery □  F ood s and C ookary

1 D  Professional D ressm aking and Designing Q  T ea R oom  and C afeteria  M anagem ent. Catering 1

N a m e .............................  .......... ....... A r e ...... .................A d d r e s s ......................... .............................. .. .............................

City .................................................. ... State. P r e s e n t  P n s it i/ m ...........................  .........................1
I f  inm resid e in  Canada, send this coupon to th e  In tern a tiona l C orrespondence Schools Canadian, L im ited . M on trea l, Canada  j

In answering advertisements it is desirable that you mention A ll-Story.
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ADVERTISING SECTION

M E  YOU BEING MADE 
MISERABLE

BY AN INFLAMED PROSTATE GLAND ?

Blessed re lie f m ay  be r ig h t a t h a n d ! T h ou san ds o f  m en 
past 40 have w ritten  m ost g low in g  rep orts  o f  new  com 
fo r t .  Even a fte r  su ffering years w ith  “ b ladder sym ptom s”  
. . . gettin g up  n igh ts . . . ba ck a ch es  . . . headaches . . . 
p a in  and w eakness due to  u nsuspected  in flam m ation  o f  
im p ortan t m ale  g land— the p ro sta te ! A v ita l new  book  
•‘W hy M any M en Feel O ld a t 40,”  te lls  abou t m odern  drug
less d iscovery ! G et your cop y  
fre e !— w ithout ob ligation . A d 
dress E lectro T h erm al C om 
p a n y , 3012 M orris  Ave., Steu ben 
ville, O hio. I f  you  live W est 
c f  the R ock ies, address T h e 
E lectro T h erm al C o,, 500 W m .
F ox  B ldg., D ept. 30-V, Los 
Angeles, C a lif.____________________

Be a TRAFFIC
m a n a g e r

B ig  business firms need trained traffic m en and p a y  
them  well. T rucking com panies— now  under federal 
registration a n d  control— are eagerly seeking expert 
traffic managers. A lso m any other opportunities w ith  
railroads, steam ship lines, air lines, trade associations, 
express com panies, etc. T rain  in you r spare tim e— a t 
home— for this highly profitable, grow ing profession. 
W e guide y ou  step  b y  step— furnish all training m a
terial. Training prepared b y  leaders in the field and 
given  b y  experienced traffic m en. L ow  cost— easy 
terms. Investigate. Send N O W  for  free 64 page book  
— giving full inform ation.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

f # | | >  AND BIG
fwiBlCl PRIZES!

FOR
YQU-
HOYIEt

BOYS, 12 to  16, a  streamlined aluminum bike for you"; 
Comes fully equipped; balloon tires. Speedy, easy-rid
ing, dependable. Over 300 other prizes, including a 
movie machine with 16 m.m. film, i 
musical instruments, typewriter, 

watches, etc. Earn any prize 
you want. Make M ON EY, 
too. It’s easy. Just deliver 
our popular magazines to 
customers whom you obtain | 
in  y o u r  n e ig h b o rh o o d , j 
M any boys earn a prize the i 
first day. It ’s fun. And you 
get valuable business ex-
perience. Send me a card 
today and I ’ll start you.AMD

F I L M V i x a p  ' Jim Thayer, Dept 695 ________
T H E  C ROW E L L  P U B L IS H IN G  C O .. S P R IN G F IE L D . O H IO

FACTORY TO Y0 U
N E W  R E M IN G T O N  N O IS E L E S S  P O R T A B LE
A T  L A S T !  T h e  fam ou s R em in gton  
N O IS E L E S S  P ortab le  is yours fo r  
on ly  ten  cents a  day. B ran d new . N ot 
rebuilt. Standard keyboard  and  every 
m odern  feature. F ree ca rry in g  case, 
and ty p in g  course. 10-D ay fre e  tr ia l.' 
Y ou  d on ’t risk  a penn y. W E  P A Y  
A L L  S H IP P IN G  C H A R G E S . A c t  
n o w !  W rite  R em in gton  R and In c ., 
D ept, 145-3, 315 F ou rth  A v e., N ew  
Y o rk , N. Y.___________________ __ 10c A  D A Y
PEN PALS ALL O VER TH E W O R L D ! M akes new  frien d s!
T h ou san ds o f  ra ilroa d  fa n s  o f  a ll ages and b o th  sexes e x 
ch a n ge  letters, engine pictu res, etc. No ch arge  fo r  m em ber- 
s h i p i n  In tern a tion a l E ngine P ictu re  Club. No in itia tion  
Ice . N o dues! Y o u r  nam e and  address p r in ted  FR EE in 

R A IL R O A D  S T O R IE S  M A G A Z IN E

w a tch  o r  diam ond you  w an t w hile  
you  p a y  on ly  a  fe w  cents a  day .

Gifts ^  
for Every
Occasion

l Want cl _
DIAMOND?

Thousands have fou n d  it  easy to  own 
A m erica ’s finest d iam ond rings, w atch es, 
s ilverw are o r  jew elry  b y  the Santa Fe 
Plan. B a lova , H am ilton, o r  Elgin  w atches 
— brilliant blue-w hite diam onds— silver
w are  from  w orld -fa m ou s com panies, and 
the great S an ta  F e  Specials— offered  to  
you  a t startling  cash  prices on  con fiden 
tia l liberal cred it term s.

Few Cents a Day is the Santa Fe Way
T h at w atch  o r  diam ond y ou ’ v e  a lw a ys  w anted, longed  

fo r— you  .needn’ t  w a it any  longer fo r  it. T h e

TURN 
PIN MONEY 

INTO DIAMONDS

Don’t  Pay Extra For Credit!
No honest person should pay extra to have someone 
trust him. The Santa Fe trusts you the way you want 
to be trusted— straight from the shoulder without 
any extra charges, extra fees, or taxes. You pay 
only the low advertised cash price in small monthly 
payments. Send for 1937 Catalog NOW!
C D C r  to Adults— Send for this beautiful book 
r n u - today. Sent ABSOLUTELY FREE to 
adults. Send your name and address, and the 
beautiful catalog will come to you by return mail. 
Do it now while you think of it.

SA N TA FE W ATCH  COM PANY
DegtySSTjThoma^BMgjTopekaJCanSj^

L. A. Eagles took in $200 his first 
week. Harry H ill says: “ Paid for 
home with H-B Rug-Washer. Earned 
$86 first day.”  H. I. Riley averages 
about $35 a day. C. R. Bergseth 
writes, “ My profits run about $400 
every month.”  A. L. Miller says, 
“ Have had H-B Rug-Washer 6 
years—have earned as high as $02 
a day.”  Many others make $125 to 
$200 per week. Thousands earning 
quick, easy profits. Electricity does 
the work. Finishes rugs like new, 

on customer's floor. Hundreds of customers in your vicinity and 
nearby towns. Write today for booklet.

EASY TERMS
Inexpensive equipment No 
shop necessary. Backed by 
$58,000,000 Company. Used 
by the United States Gov
ernment and Statler Hotel 
System. Every machine 
guaranteed.

I? D C  IT P a a I? Swk3 today (no obligation) for booklet illes- 
u trating Rug-Washer and telling bow you can
earn large profits at prices below other methods; how you can 
build a permanent year around business; and how you can pay on 
easy terms. Enjoy a larger income. Write today—NOW.
Von Schrader Mfg. Co., 163 PI. Racine, Wis.

In  a n sw erin g  ad vertisem en ts  it is  desirable th a t you m ention  A ll -S toby.



ADVERTISING SECTION

.Sensational in v en tion . Alrnunl human in  ap - /  l   ̂
rerttAOi-e. A ny sn apsh ot can b e  ‘ •imm-nnatizeU”  b y  
ti,.s  strar.i.«- n ew p ro i'e s s  that w il l n ot p ee l, tear, crack. f t ; '  ^  >;>V 
OI so li. tu *  m oney fo r  agvnts. I prieew m ake < - V*' 
iJun .jnotte  b ig  f»*iU*r. High c o m m it . « n s  and m o m n ly H - -  
b on u s . Wv fu rn ish  l»»l o f  p r o s ie r ; .  If you  g « p C -J P ? 2 ,,« r ’ -J& 
want to  m ake m on ey  fast, send nam e fo r  free

it io n . LIFETIM E PO RTRAITS, D ept. t5 -C ,C in c in n a t i, Qhisam ple propo

Acidity Slakes 
Women Look Older

Kidneys Often to Blame
W om en , m ore  than m en, a re  the v ictim s o f  excess 

A cid  in the system , due to  p oor  K idney fu n ction s , w hich  
m ay underm ine health and vitality , dry and coarsen  the 

sk in  o r  cause Getting- Up 
N igh ts, B u rn ing and Itch ing , 
L eg  F a ins, N ervousness, D izzi
ness, H eadaches, Lum bago, 
Sw ollen  A nkles, C ircles U nder 
E y e s ,  o r  R h e u m a t ic  P a in s . 
H elp  y ou r  kidneys filter 8 pints 
o f  A cids and W astes from  your 
system  each day fo r  ju st one 
w eek w ith  the D octor ’s p re
scrip tion  Cyatex. $10,000 de
posited w ith  B ank o f  A m erica , 
L 03 A ngeles, is behind the guar
antee that Cystex m ust fix  you 

up and m ake you fee l and look years you n g er o r  m oney 
back. See results in 48 hours. T elephone y ou r  d ru ggist 
fo r  guaranteed C ystex  (pron ou n ced  S iss -tex ) today.

MEN
A n  enlarged, Inflam ed or fa u lty  P rostate 
G lan d  very o ften  causes Lam eback. F re 
quent N ight R ising, Leg Pains, P elvic 
Pains, Lost V igor, Insom nia , etc . M any 
physicians en dorse m assage as a safe e ffec 
tive treatm ent. (See R eferen ce  B ook o f  the 
M edica l Sciences, V ol. V II, 3rd ed it ion ).
U se “ P R O SA G E R ,”  a new  invention  w hich  
enables any  m an  to  m assage h is  P rostate 
G lan d  in the pr iva cy  o f  h is hom e. It  o ften  
brings re lie f w ith  th e  first treatm en t and 
m ust help  or  it costs  you  n oth in g . No 
D ru gs or E lectricity ,

F R E E  B O O K L E T
EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER, ADDRESS 

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B -1 41 5 , KALAMAZOO,

Whoare
Weak

DR. W . D. SMITH 
INVENTOR

NEW OPPORTUNITY IN
A C C O U M T I N G
— and how you can take advantage o f »'
Never before, has there tn-en a* great 
an opportunity as now faces the ac- 
001111110}* profession. Depression has 
taught executives the vital urgency 
of knowing all the facts about their 
business. Then our new governmen
tal policy forces the keeping of bet
ter and more complete records in 
every office and plant. It is not a 
matter of choice—it is necessity.
Authorities tell ua the demand for com
petent accountantswill probably soon ex
ceed the supply. This spells real oppor
tunity—for those already in accounvinor. 
and for capable men who will start, training imme
diately. The man who ia wise will Investigate promptly 
—he will write for free booklet anil fall information.

 ̂ LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
The Institution Thai Has Trained Over l t350 C. P . A ’s 

Dent. 358 -H CHICAGO

LIQ U O R  H A B IT
Send for FREE TRIAL o f Noxalco, a guaranteed harmless 
borne treatment Can be given secretly in food or drink to 
anyone who drinks or craves Whiskey, Beer, Gin, Home Brew, 
Wine, Moonshine, etc. Your request for Free Trial brings 
trial supply by return mail and full $2.00 treatment which 
you may try under a 30 day refund guarantee. Try Noxalco 
©tour risk. ARLEE CO. Dept 204 BALTIMORE, MD.

O T H E R  MEN have read anti profited by our free booke, “ Patent 
Protection”  and “ Selling Inventions.”  Fully explain many In
teresting points to inventors and illustrate important mechanical 
principles. With books we also send free “ Evidence of Inven
tion”  form. Prompt service, reasonable fees, deferred payments, 
thirty-seven years' experience, Avoid risk of delay. Write immedi
ately to: Victor i .  Evans & Co.. Registered Patent Attorneys, 
217-G, Victor Building, Washington, D. C.

G O V O N M E N ?  J O B S
£1260 to $2100 first year. Clerks—Idle Clerks—Stenographer a—Railway Postal 
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“ You married me, he reminded her. “ Now
laugh that o f f 99

Love JSA.e A g  ain
By VAL NEWELL

TH E scene was set tor romance. 
It had everything— scattered ma- 
drona trees with their back peel

ing, a brilliant, fall moon. A  hundred 
feet below, tiny waves tossed white

streamers against the rocks at the foot 
o f the bluff.

The bay was beautiful, the blue-black 
silhouette o f distant foothills across the 
water. The giH was beautiful, too.

6



“ D on't take it so hard,”  she said. “ It isn't 
the first time I 've  eloped "

There was even, as a little push to 
romance, an owl in -a tree that went 
“ W hoo-oo!”  and startled Jac so that 
she jumped with a little cry.

But Kerry Newton did not take her 
into his arms and tell hephe would pro

tect her, and that everything was all 
right. Not K erry! Oh, no.

He stood so close to the edge o f the 
bluff that a tiny shove would have sent 
him over. He lighted a cigarette and 
sent the flaming match spinning down

7
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among the jagged rocks below. He 
said:

“ Nice night, isn’t, it?”
And he stood quite eight feet away 

from her.
In the shadows Jac suddenly began 

to tremble. Her heart beat terribly, and 
her hands doubled into clenched little 
fists. She couldn’t stand this— she 
couldn’t! One whole week, with dates 
every single night, and tomorrow he 
was going away. The rodeo would be 
over, and he’d go back to being a cow
boy somewhere— she didn’t know just 
where. The important thing was that 
he hadn’t given her a tumble.

Oh, dates and dances and swims and 
that sort of thing. And so nice and 
friendly, so pal-ish about it! Anyone 
would think her a fifteen-year-old boy, 
instead o f a very popular girl o f twenty.

She couldn’t let him get away with
out so much as a kiss. She simply 
couldn’t! Her pride wouldn’t stand for 
it. Why, every other man she knew had 
made love to her. They’d told her about 
her hair and her eyes and her lips. Why 
shouldn’t he?

She began saying things, tensely. 
“ Kerry, you don’t like me, do you?” 
“ Like you?” He turned, and that 

threw his face into a shadow so that 
she could not read his expression. “ Sure 
I like you. W hy not?”

“ Then what’s wrong with me?” she 
demanded in a stifled voice.

“ Nothing. That is, nothing much. 
Y ou ’re badly spoiled and need a good 
switching, but otherwise— ”

She came closer to him. She put both 
hands up on his shoulders and swayed 
a little. Not by intention, either.

“ Then— oh, why won’t you kiss me? 
I ’m not poisonous.”

Kerry started as if a bullet had 
whizzed past him. For a wild moment 
she thought he was going to do it. To

take her into his arms and kiss her 
until she was faint. But he didn’t.

He took her hands down and stepped 
back.

“ Because, Jac,” - and his voice was 
strained, “ I ’m simply not that sort of 
person. When I kiss a girl, I like to 
mean it. And you don’t. You expect 
every man to fall for you. Y ou ’re mad 
if they don’t make love to you. Well, 
I ’m not going to be one o f your— male 
harem. Sorry to disappoint you, but 
you asked for it.”

He turned toward the car, but she 
was there before him. Slim and lovely, 
with the moon shining softly down 
upon her dark blond hair that just 
missed being brown. Putting silver 
glints upon it.

“ Kerry!” she cried breathlessly. 
“ Kerry, you don’t understand. I— ”

She stopped, because she couldn’t go 
on. She couldn’t say' what she’d started 
to say, and she couldn't think of any 
substitute.

He caught her by the shoulder and 
turned her to face the moon. .He looked 
at her for a long time. His face was 
white, and there was a queer glint in 
his bronze eyes.

“ If this is a line, darn you— ” he 
muttered.

And then his arms went around her. 
Thrilling arms that left her breathless. 
Arms that were safe and sure and, oh, 
so strong!

When he kissed her, Jac knew that 
not Boyd Laren nor any other man 
had ever meant a thing to her. She 
knew that if this cowboy asked her to 
go to the ends o f the earth with him, 
she would go. Knew she’d fallen hope
lessly, irrevocably, passionately in love.

Kerry lifted his head sharply. 
Amazement was on his features.

“ Why, Jac— you mean it! You love 
m e!”
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“ Yes.” It was a breathless whisper. 
After a moment his mouth tightened 

grimly. He caught her up and deposited 
her in the deep, springy cushions of the 
car. Her car. Then he was beside her, 
snapping on the ignition.

''Kerry, what are you going to do?” 
“ Get married, of course. Before you 

change your mind.”
She laughed shakily. “ I shan't change 

my mind.”
“ Grand; but we might as well get 

married, anyway.”
“ You do things in a rush, mister.” 
“ This isn’t a rush, my most gorgeous 

angel. I ’ve been wanting to do it for a 
week. Do you mind?”

He pulled on the emergency as the 
car swung up to the edge of the high
way, and caught her in his arms again. 
He kissed her and kissed her, deliri
ously, and after a while Jac admitted 
that she didn’t mind at all.

“ Anyway,”  he added more reason
ably, when they were whizzing down 
the highway with the wind in their 
faces, “ I haven't much time. I ’m going 
back tomorrow, you know. And,” his 
arm pulled her tight against him, 
“ you’re going with me.”

“ It’ll be sweet,”  Jac whispered.
And that thought stayed with her, 

while they came to a sleepy town and 
routed a county clerk out o f his bed aud 
got the license.

It would be sweet to belong to Kerry 
and have people call her “ Mrs. New
ton.” Sweet to watch him ride untamed 
horses as he’d done at the rodeo, and 
know- a thrilling pride because he was 
her man. Her husband!

They stood on the sidewalk outside 
the justice’s house afterward, and eyed 
each other unsmilingly. Kerry looked a 
little scared at what they had done, and 
Jac felt suddenly awfully shy.

She couldn’t think of anything to

say, and she couldn’t quite meet Kerry’s 
eyes with the bronze flames in them. 
She looked at the tips o f her small, 
expensive blue suede pumps until 
Kerry’s hand w-ent firmly under her 
elbow and piloted her back to the car.

They sat in the roadster, both look
ing at the chromium grayhound on the 
radiator cap. Jac murmured, shakily:

“ Dad will be wild.”
Kerry’s hand lifted slowly.
“ Say, you do have some folks, 

haven't you? W e’ll tell them, right 
away. Wonder where there’s a public- 
phone ?”

She caught his arm, frightened.
“ Don’t do that, Kerry! You don’t 

know dad. It’ll be a lot better to see him 
in person. Or we can just go, and wire 
him.”

“ We can't do that, honey,” he, pro
tested. “ He’s your dad. I ’ll tell you, I ’ll 
go to his office.”

“ All right,”  Jac agreed, almost in
differently.

She couldn’t exactly see why he 
should make all this fuss over her 
father. Certainly dad had never fussed 
over her. But maybe that was the way 
they did things where Kerry came 
from.

The night was beginning to lift when 
they passed the airport at the edge of 
the city. And when they stopped in the 
driveway o f the house where Jac lived 
with her father and six servants, crim
son streaks were penciling the horizon.

With her head against his shoulder, 
they watched the sunrise. First red and 
black, then gold and pink, then saffron.

“ Beautiful,” Kerry whispered.
But when she looked up, she found 

his eyes on her and not on the sky. He 
kissed her little laugh into silence.

“ Listen, sweet, the train leaves at 
three. Be ready around noon, will you ? 
I ’ll call here for you.”
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“ All right.” Her red mouth trembled 
suddenly. “ Kerry, dad’ll be nasty. I 
know he will. You won't let him say 
anything that matters?”

His arms tightened. “ Is there any
thing that could matter?”

“ No. Only— ” Her voice was muffled 
against his tie.

“ Don’t you worry, sweet. I ’m good 
at bearding lions in their dens.”

He left her at the door with her lips 
still tingling, and with an ache in her 
heart she watched him go. Against all 
her reason and judgment and common 
sense, she was afraid. Afraid that she 
would not see him again, for a long 
time.

JAC was small and smart in a blue- 
gray suit, and fox  furs. She wras 
the very last word in chic as she 

sat in the leather office chair, facing her 
father.- She was also the last word in 
icy indignation.

“ I f  you’ll stop raging, dad, about 
what a disgrace I am, you might take 
the time to tell me what’s the matter. I 
thought I ’d been behaving pretty well 
lately.”

“ It’s outrageous!” her father retorted 
angrily. “ It’s the most indecent thing 
I ever heard o f.”

Jac waved a small gloved hand 
wearily.

“ You said that before, darling. Sup
pose you tell me just w’hat set you off.” 

“ Sure, I ’ll tell you !” Clive Lowell 
bellowed, lumbering to his feet. “ What 
set me off was a slick, good-looking 
cowboy who claims he married you last 
night! Did he, or didn’t he?”

Jac looked at him in some surprise. 
She had known he would fuss, of 
course, but why so dramatic over it? 
As far as she could see, there was noth
ing outrageous in getting married, even 
by elopement.

“ Yes, I married him,”  she admitted. 
“ And what o f it? O f course I should 
have let you know first. But— I ’d prob
ably do it again.”

“ And make a fool o f yourself all 
over,”  he retorted. “ Cut up all you like, 
Jac. You know I ’ve never kicked. But 
when you go in for affairs with fellows 
like Boyd Laren and this Kerry New
ton, I ’m calling a right-about-face!” 

“ A ffairs!” she whispered, wondering 
if he could ever have the faintest 
inkling o f how she felt about Kerry.

“ Yes, affairs. I suppose I should be 
grateful to him for getting your mind 
off Laren. But as it happens, he’s a 
darned sight worse.”

“ You can’t say that, dad! You don’t 
know Kerry Newton. He’s everything 
fine.”

“ I ’ll admit he gives that appearance. 
I thought so, for the first minute. But 
if he’s so fine, why did he wangle a 
ten-thousand-dollar loan out o f me in 
return for giving you up?”

Jac turned slowly, unbelievingly. Her 
blue eyes were wide with horror.

“ You don’t mean that,”  she whis
pered. “ It isn’t true.”

He snorted. He ruffled papers on his 
desk until he found a small oblong 
thing. Jac took it, sharply afraid to read 
what it said:

One year from date, I, Kerry Newton, 
promise to pay to Clive Lowell the sum of 
ten thousand dollars.

There it was, in black and white, 
with Kerry’s signature at the end. 
Queer, she had seen that signature only 
once before. On a marriage license.

She stared at it until the letters 
blurred together. Her father took the 
paper from her nerveless fingers at last.

“ I didn’t expect it, myself,”  he went 
on brusquely. “ He seemed like a pretty 
decent chap, but just as a matter of
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course I pointed' out the difference be
tween your being my daughter and the 
wife o f a penniless cowboy.

“ Simply to see if he was worth a 
hang, I offered him five thousand dol
lars to let you alone, and not object 
if you decided to have the thing an
nulled. He turned it down, but he said 
he’d take a loan o f double the amount. 
And o f course he realized that, if he 
fails to pay it back, I'd naturally hesi
tate to prosecute. Whatever else he 
may be, your Kerry Newton isn’t 
dumb.”

Jac laughed, a little harshly.
“ All right. What are you going to 

do with the body? I mean with me?”
“ Don’t take it like that,”  he pro

tested. “ The fellow’s worthless. Why, 
I thought it might be a good idea to 
send you out to the ranch.”

“ Have you g-ot a ranch?” she asked 
dully.

He shot her a wry glance. “ I ’ve got 
a ranch. Clever, my manager, wall see 
to it that you don’t get into any 
trouble. And if it’s man trouble you’re 
bound to get into, there are plenty of 
punchers around there, hand-picked by 
Clever. I f  you feel in the mood for 
cowboys, choose any one o f them and 
you’ ll have a man— not a sheik with 
blackmailing tendencies.”

A W E E K  later a big, silver
winged monoplane settled down 
on a level patch of ground be

fore the house o f the Spanish Peak 
Ranch. From the cockpit stumbled a 
very weary little Jac, rumpled curls 
peering out from beneath a white 
helmet.

A stout, middle-aged woman with a 
motherly air came from the house. She 
started talking before the girl could 
get her lips open.

“ You must be Jacqueline Lowell.

Yes, I ’m sure you are! Y ou’ve got your 
father’s eyes, child. And you flew all 
the way in that thing? Land, you must 
be tired to death!”

Jac smiled despite herself.
“ I am rather tired,” she admitted. 

“ Y ou ’re Mrs. Clever, aren’t you?”
“ Yes, I am. Now I ’ll tell you. You 

just come inside and lie down on the 
couch, and in just no time I ’ll have a 
bite to eat fixed for you. When the boys 
come, they’ll put that critter away.” 
With a wave o f a plump hand at Jac’s 
sleek ship.

It was lovely to be taken care of, not 
by incurious, automatic servants, but by 
someone who acted as if her welfare 
really mattered.

Inside the big, beamed ranch living 
room, Jac took off her helmet and re
leased her curls. Mrs. Clever took away 
her jacket, and told her to lie down 
and make herself at home.

Jac did just that. She curled up on 
the davenport and let her eyes rove over 
the room, with its homelike air that the 
big Lowell house had somehow never 
achieved. She sniffed o f frying bacon 
and eggs and warmed-up potatoes, and 
felt as if she had never been so hungry 
in her life. She had the nicest feeling 
that she was going to like it here at 
Spanish Peak.

She got up and wandered toward the 
kitchen, where she watched Mrs. Clever 
scrape food onto a plate, gather up a 
handful o f silverware and a glass o f 
water, and set them on the square 
kitchen table.

“ Hope you don’t mind eating in the 
kitchen,”  she apologized.

Before Jac could reassure her, the 
door opened, and a pile o f wood came 
in. That’s what it looked like, at first 
glance. And then she noticed that atop 
the wood was a rumpled shock o f crisp 
brown hair, and beneath, two long legs.
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The wood went down with a clatter, 
and the man straightened up, brushing 
chips and splinters from his sleeves.

“ Look, Ma, do you suppose if I made 
it sheep, the Spanish Peak boys would 
string me up? There’s quick money in 
sheep.”

He stopped, catching sight o f the 
girl, standing small and slim in her 
flying togs and polished boots. A  dull 
red crept into his cheeks.

Jac wanted to die. She wanted to 
smile icily and say something cutting. 
She wanted to turn and run as fast as 
she could. But all she could do- was 
stand staring at Kerry Newton, her 
blue eyes stricken.

Mrs. Clever smiled brightly.
“ Jac, this is Kerry Newton. Miss 

Lowell is the boss’s daughter, Kerry. 
She just flew out here— ”

Her words trailed off as she watched 
them with growing puzzlement.

Jac murmured, stiffly, after a long 
time, “ I ’ve met Mr. Newton.”

Kerry took a swift step forward. 
“ Jac— ”

But he stopped, because Jac smiled. 
There wasn’t a particle o f warmth in 
that bitter smile. She did not say any
thing, because she did not have to.

He turned swiftly and went out.
Mrs. Clever looked at the slammed 

door thoughtfully.
“ Now, that’s about the first time I 

ever saw Kerry Newton act like that.”
“ Does he— live here?”
“ No, but he’s over here a lot. He has 

a place o f his own, that’s pretty well 
gone to seed. He managed to borrow 
some money when he went to the rodeo, 
but land! With that big place he could 
use three times that much. Why, it 
used to be the biggest bit o f property 
around, before his dad got a-hold o f it.”

Jac sat down at the table with abso
lutely no appetite now. But her hostess

talked on as if glad to have a listener.
“ Kerry’s a real nice young fellow. 

H e’ll be working here for a couple of 
weeks because Bill is short-handed right 
now. O f course,”  she added, “ carrying 
wood isn’t his job ; he’s really our 
broncobuster. 'Y ou ’ll probably see him 
again when he feels more polite. I don’t 
know what ever got into him.”

Jac stifled a laugh, because she knew 
the woman would not understand that 
particular kind of laugh.

What a joke on her! Running all the 
way from the city to the wilderness, 
only to find that o f all spots, this was 
where Kerry lived!

She hadn’t run away from him at 
all, she’d run after him ! H e’d think 
that, o f course. That he’d left her, and 
she had gone after him with her plane. 
What a joke.

She finished the late supper and let 
her hostess show her the corral and the 
bunk-house, and her own little flock of 
chickens, and the back garden that they 
kept watered by a pressure system.

She was introduced to the men when 
they came, and to big Bill Clever. But 
Kerry had not stayed. Mrs. Clever 
thought it was a shame, too, because 
Kerry was a real nice young fellow, 
with neither chick nor child for com
pany on that big, dilapidated ranch of 
his.

It was four days before Jac saw 
him again, and then it was only by acci
dent.

SH E had ridden up Spanish Peak, 
and along the trail found a grassy, 
level spot that commanded a mar

velous view o f the country below. So 
she fastened her horse to a nearby tree 
and flung herself on the ground. She 
hadn’t intended to go to sleep, but it 
was a warm day, with a caressing 
breeze, and somehow it had happened.
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She opened her eyes, a long time 
later, to find that a tall man with bronzy 
eyes was looking down at her. Looking 
and looking, as if he could never get 
enough. Following the lines of her 
rumpled brown-blond hair, and her de
fiantly red mouth, and the curve of 
her throat.

Icy contempt dawned in her eyes as 
she recognized him. She rose swiftly to 
her feet.

Kerry said, stiffly, “ You shouldn’t go

to sleep like that, Jac. It’s dangerous. 
There are rattlers and things.”

And then a moment later she found 
herself caught tight against his chest, 
in arms invincibly strong.

“ Jac, darling, I ’ve missed you so! 
I ’ve been wanting you and wanting 
you, every minute.”

“ Aren’t you breaking your bargain?’ ’ 
she demanded angrily, because words 
were the only thing she could fight him 
with, now.

"Meet the boss’s daughter, Kerry,”  said Mrs, Clever brightly.
And Jac stared, stricken, into the eyes of the husband she had flown hundreds 

of miles to escape.
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He released her so quickly that she 
stumbled. He was terribly white.

“ Yes, I was. I shan’t forget again. 
But— don’t hate me, Jac!”

She turned away, toward where 
Niger was tied.

“ I don’t hate you,”  she shrugged. 
“ You’re hardly that important, are 
you ?”

“ Maybe I ’m more important than 
you think,”  Kerry said, and Jac jerked 
more viciously at the knot than was 
necessary.

Side by side, they rode in silence 
down the trail. Dusk was falling when 
they led the horses into the barn and 
stabled them.

In the semi-darkness, just before 
they went outside, Kerry caught her 
in his arms again. And this time Jac 
did not fight. He kissed her with a 
;weet, leashed passion. As if he could 
hurt her with only his mouth, if he 
let himself go. As if he had lain awake 
nights, thinking and thinking about 
her.

Jac did not intend to respond. She 
had meant to treat him like dust. But 
•he couldn’t help herself when she felt 
his arms tightening about her. And 
only after she had answered his kiss 
iid she double up her fists in panic and 
neat against his shoulders.

When he let her go, she stumbled 
hack against a post and sobbed, silently, 
brokenly. After a minute a warm hand 
closed over her arm.

“ I ’m sorry, Jac. But you wanted it. 
You know you did! As much as I did.”

“ I didn’t !”
“ Darling, don’t lie. You love me. 

You can’t help loving me, any more 
ban you can help breathing, or think- 
n g . ”

It sounded conceited, but it wasn’t. 
Even while Jac was telling herself that 
he was a conceited fool, she knew that

he was only saying the truth. So she 
said, as icily as she could with a sob 
still in her voice :

“ Don’t you think you’re wasting 
valuable time that you could be spend
ing, say, in improving your haywire 
ranch ?”

“ Jac!”
She laughed, a trifle wildly. “ Y ou ’re 

being so silly; I didn’t follow you out 
here. You ought to know I didn’t. I 
admit you interested me for a while, 
but I always get tired o f people quickly. 
Especially the ones that fall in love with 
me. They’re interesting when they’re 
themselves, but when they start talking 
about love, they get so boring!”

“Jac— ” ’ -
“ They do! Only I got to thinking, 

maybe since you were awfully interest
ing there might be other cowboys 
who’d lie different, too. So I asked dad 
if he’d let me come out here. Only o f 
course if I’d known I’d run into you, 
I ’d never have come.”

The fingers on her arm were so tight 
she almost cried aloud in pain.

“ That doesn’t hang straight, Jac. 
You married me. You can’t laugh your 
way out o f  that!”

“ What o f it?”  she demanded reck
lessly. “ It isn’t the first time I ’ve 
eloped. Oh, I ’ve never gone so far as 
to say the words before, but I could 
name half a dozen times when I didn’t 
change my mind until after we’d got 
the license. That night— I think the 
moon must have been especially bright. 
Wasn’t it? ’.’

Silence. And then the hand dropped 
away from her arm. Kerry said, 
quietly:

“ Yes, I remember that the moon was 
especially bright.”

Just that. And then he was off 
toward the bunkhouse, and she was 
stumbling toward the ranch house.
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The first thing she did when she got 
inside was to send a wire to Boyd 
Laren.

BO Y D  was crazy about her. He was 
heartbreakingly handsome, with 
devilish eyes, and he had an endless 

circle o f girls around him. Only some
how he managed to sidetrack them 
most o f the time, so that he could circle 
around Jac.

She’d thought Boyd thrilling, once. 
But he’d lost the power to thrill her, 
the very afternoon they went to the 
rodeo for a lark, apd saw a lean cow
boy stick on a horse long enough to win 
five hundred dollars.

Boyd came to Spanish Peak by spe
cial plane. She had forgotten how much 
charm Boyd had. She had forgotten the 
glamour that the slightest tinge o f 
notoriety had given him. Nothing defi
nite, you know, but—  That sort.

Boyd made himself quite at home, 
and if he noticed that nobody but Jac 
seemed to like him, particularly, he 
never let on.

Very shortly he learned why he had 
been invited— to take up as much o f 
her time as possible, without imposing 
his affections upon her. To keep her 
from thinking about Kerry.

He was patient, at first, but finally 
he registered a protest. It was one of 
those dark, threatening days when you 
think there’s to be a storm any minute. 
They had gone riding over the network 
o f trails, in direct defiance to the rain 
gods.

Boyd said, ruefully, “ Isn’t there 
something else to do here? I ’ve hiked 
a thousand hills, and I loathe hiking. 
I ’ve ridden a million trails, which is 
about one million too many. And we’ve 
worn out all the clouds and used up 
all the gasoline, flying around in that 
monoplane o f yours. What am I,  a

stooge? Let’s make love for a change.” 
“ All right,” Jac agreed. “ You make 

love, and I ’ll listen. Make love to your 
horse, first, and if it’s any good I ’ll see 
if I have time for an appointment with 
you.”

“ You know it’s good, darned good,” 
he retorted. “ What did I ever do to be 
treated like this?”

“ Don’t be unreasonable! I wanted a 
friend to visit me, not a gigolo.”

“ Jac, marry me.”
She turned to look at him, to see if 

he really meant it. And he did, if torrid, 
dark eyes and a slightly grim mouth 
were signs to go by.

“ But, Boyd,”  she said, distressed, “ I 
can't marry you! I ’m sorry if I ’ve 
seemed to encourage you, but I ’ve never 
even thought about you that way.” 

“ And why not, Jacky?”
She was at loss to find words. It oc

curred to her that she had been rather 
thoughtless in her treatment o f him. 
But she hadn’t dreamed he was taking 
her seriously. Before she had met 
Kerry, they had played around at love, 
o f course. She thought he’d known it 
was only play.

“ I know why not,” he went on with 
sudden harshness. “ It’s Newton. That 
cute cowboy pet you found at the rodeo. 
H e’s out here, isn’t he? And you fol
lowed him here, and quarreled, so 
you’re using me as a club to beat him 
back into line. Right?”

“ No, no! Boyd, please, you’ve got 
everything w rong! I didn’t know Kerry 
was here when I came out— honestly I 
didn't.”

He laughed unpleasantly.
“ All right. But if it’s true, why did 

you ask me out here and then treat me 
like a big brother? Lordy, Jac, I ’m 
only human! And you know I ’ve been 
in love with you for months.”

“ I ’m sorry,” she said, and meant it
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“ You won’t marry me?”
“ I can’ t marry you !”
“ Because you love Newton?”
“ No, o f course not! I don't love him. 

I don't even like him, any more. Boyd, 
I ’m sorry. I guess I didn’t realize what 
I was doing.”

“ It’s all right.”
He smiled lopsidedly and tore his 

dark gaze away from her. Jac felt 
more ashamed of herself than she had 
ever been before. How awful, to do 
that to him. Deliberately lead hint on 
and then turn him down, like a heart
less flirt in a movie.

Only it hadn’t been deliberate, she 
told herself anxiously. It really hadn’t. 
She’d thought he felt the same way 
about it as she did. She’d thought— Oh, 
what did it matter what she had 
thought, now? It wasn’t helping Boyd.

They galloped back toward the 
blackest cloud. Boyd silent and Jac 
miserable. Just as they rode into the 
ranch yard, the rain started to come 
down in big, fat drops.

It was while they were at dinner, 
with rain pounding on the windows, 
that Mrs. Clever said, suddenly: 

“ Land, Jac, I forgot to tell y ou ! A  
letter come today from your dad. 
Kerry was in town and brought the 
mail out.”

“ A  letter from dad?” Jac repeated. 
There was a. sudden, scared feeling 

around her heart. As if, somehow, that 
letter might be terribly important. As 
quickly as possible she finished her din
ner and took the letter to her room.

It wasn’t very long. It said briefly 
that he hoped she was getting along all 
right and wasn’t feeling too badly to
ward him. It said that he was enclosing 
some mail that had come to her before 
she left, but seemed to have fallen be
hind the table. It looked important, so 
he was sending it on to her.

The envelope enclosed was addressed! 
to her in a sprawling handwriting. One 
that sent her heart into a dull, terrific 
thudding. She ripped it open with fin
gers that shook, and read:

D arling, S weet Jac—
I suppose for the next few weeks you’re 

going to hate me more than you ever hated 
anyone in your life. But please, darling, try 
to understand!

I saw your father this morning. He made 
me realize In a few brief words what a 
fool I've been. He made me see an en
tirely different Jac from the sweet you that 
I know. This other girl has had practically 
everything she ever thought she wanted. 
Clothes and airplanes and yachts and beauty 
parlors—I can’t think of them fast enough. 
She’s sweet, and she’s spoiled by a stern 
old man who loves her, and she hasn’t the 
faintest idea what roughing it means.

Jac, I can’t ask you to share what I ’ve 
got. You don’t know what it is. Nothing 
much but acres of overgrown weeds and 
brush, and a house with a leaky roof, and 
a job taming colts for a big outfit in Mon
tana. There wouldn’t be any servants, and 
it would be horribly lonely for you. You’d 
hate it, and after a little you’d hate me, 
too.

A  year from now, darling, I ’ll come for 
you. I ’ll have something better, then. Not 
what you’re used to by a long shot, but 
better than I have now. Something fit to 
ask a girl to share with me.

Be angry if you want; you probably will 
be, anyway. But a week from now' or a 
month from now, read this again. Please, 
Jac, do that. And then you’ll see what I 
mean. If we hadn’t lost our heads, if we’d 
been very sensibly engaged for a while like 
most folks, it would have ended the same 
way. It would have been a year before w;e 
could be together. I didn’t stop to think of 
all that, that night.

So Jac, honey, just wait and pray. And 
remember, darling, I love you. And if you 
don’t believe that, if you feel like sneering 
or something, just stop and try to imagine 
for a minute the hell I had to go through 
before I could decide to do this.

K erry.

W H EN  she had finished reading, 
she looked at the letter uncom- 
prehendingly. When big things 

hit you, sometimes you can’t grasp 
them right away. Then she read it over 
again, and this time she understood.

i  S— 27
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“ Kerry,”  she whispered. “ Kerry—  
darling.”

Her eyes had stars in them, her 
cheeks had a lovely flush when she 
finally folded the letter up and thrust 
it into the pocket of the brown linen 
dress she wore.

And then, because she was so crazily, 
deliriously happy, and because she was 
going to find Kerry, she powdered her 
nose and took extra special care with 
putting her lipstick on, and selected a 
crisp yellow handkerchief to stick perk
ily into her breast pocket.

But all the time she felt suspended 
in air. Kerry hadn’t sold her out at all. 
He’d borrowed the money— borrozved 
it— to fix up his ranch for his bride.

She went into the living room with 
a sharp clipping o f small high heels.

“ Kerry’s around somewhere, isn’t 
he?” she asked, with what she hoped 
passed for casualness.

“ Why, no, Jac, he ain’t,”  Bill Clever 
said regretfully. “ He brought the mail 
from town and went straight on to his 
place. He finished working for us two 
•— three days ago, you know.”

“ O h!”  Disappointment washed a 
part o f the joy  from her face, but it 
couldn’t touch the sparkle in her eyes. 
She hesitated, and then her chin lifted 
defiantly. “ But I have to see him. It’s 
very important. Maybe I could ride 
over.”

Both the Clevers protested in one 
breath.

“ You couldn’t do that, Jac! Why, it’s 
almost twenty miles. And it’s raining 
pitchforks. Y ou ’d get lost in the dark.”

“ Well, then, let me use the car. I 
can’t get lost in that, can I ?”

It seemed that she couldn’t, since the 
road went straight past Kerry’s house. 
So Jac went back to her room to slip 
into a green sports coat with a deep 
collar, and a little green hat with a
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cocky feather. When she came out 
again, Boyd was waiting.

“ I ’ll drive you over, Jac. You don't 
want to go chasing over strange roads 
at night.”

“ But— ” It seemed too unfair that it 
should be Boyd who drove her to Kerry 
tonight.

He understood her hesitancy and 
smiled faintly.

“ It’s okay, Jac. I ’ll take you.”
For an instant her hand touched his. 

“ Y ou ’re grand, Boyd.”
He put her into the car and slid in 

beside her. A  little later they were mov
ing through the pouring rain, the wind
shield swipe humming busily.

They had to drive slowly because of 
the storm. It seemed to Jac, who was 
used to fast driving, that they were 
merely crawling. And finally, after a 
long time, the back wheel rutted into 
a boggy hole and spun there. When 
Boyd put on a spurt o f gas, it merely 
whined around in the muck.

He was very thoughtful; his eyes 
narrowed as they rested on her.

“ Seems we’re stuck,”  he remarked, 
and there was a queer undercurrent in 
his voice.

“ But what can we do? W e must be 
miles from either ranch!”

“ I ’ll scout around,”  he decided after 
a moment.

She watched him get out and disap
pear into the darkness. She felt baf
fled, angry. What rotten luck she was 
having!

Boyd came back and poked his head 
inside.

“ There’s a shack o f sorts over here. 
I think it’s what they call the north 
line camp. Come on, and we’ll see if we 
can’t get warmed up a bit. Maybe I 
can find a gunny sack to pull us out.”

With a sigh she got out o f the car 
and followed Boyd to the shack. A
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stove, a table, a chair and a bunk 
seemed to be about all the furniture. A 
string o f  apple boxes against the wall 
formed cupboards. And a kerosene 
lamp gave out a steady, yellow flare.

Boyd lighted a fire with scraps from 
the woodbox, while Jac sat down at 
the table and rested her chin in one 
hand, disgustedly.

“ Y ou ’d better hunt up that gunny 
sack,”  she said. “ W e ’ve got to go on.”

“ What’s the rush to see the Newton 
guy?”

“ No rush at all!”  Disappointment 
put an edge on her voice. “ W e can just 
as well wait until midnight!”

“ Or daylight?”
Something tense, something strange 

in his voice made her lift her eyes 
swiftly. He was standing with his back 
to the stove, legs apart, hands in 
pockets. He moved forward, and she 
was reminded o f the phrase, “ panther 
tread.”

“ I hadn’t figured on that hole out 
there, Jac, but it works just as well—  
maybe better. You see, we weren’t go
ing to Newton’s ranch at all. W e were 
going straight past it, and to town.”

“ But why?”
“ T o be married, my dear,” Boyd 

said softly.

JAC rose slowly, half afraid. But she 
tried to laugh it off.

“ Don’t be silly, B oyd! I told you 
I couldn’t marry you, and I can't.” 

“ You mean that, don’t you?”
“ O f course I mean it. Please be rea

sonable, Boyd, and let’s go on.”
“ Go on?’ ’ he repeated, laughing. 

“ Oh, no, my dear! We don’t go on. I 
happen to be quite fond of you, and 
also quite in debt. It’ll be handy to have 
old Clive Lowell for a father-in-law. 
So we’ll just stay where we are, and 
in the morning maybe you’ll decide

you would like to marry me, after all.” 
“ Boyd, you can’t do a thing like 

this!”
“ N o?”
She saw that talking wasn’t any use 

at all. Nothing she could say would 
make any difference with him.

What a blind little fool she had been, 
not to see through his disappointed- 
lover role before! H e’d probably been 
laughing at her all the while.

She stepped back in sudden panic 
when he moved toward her.

“ B oyd!”  she cried. “ Boyd, listen to 
m e! I didn’t say I didn’t want to marry 
you. I said I couldn’t— and I can’t ! 
Because I ’m already married. Kerry 
Newton is my husband!”

Boyd stared at her, his eyes growing 
harder and a dark flush rising to his 
cheeks. He looked suddenly like a total 
stranger.

“ Why, you little— ”
She took another step back, and it 

brought her against the wall. In a flash 
he had her in his arms, his face ugly 
with fury.

“ So that’s the racket! Kidding me 
along, and all the time behind my back 
you and this cowboy fellow— ” 

“ Boyd,” she whispered. “ Boyd!”
She tried to fight, but she could not 

move in his arms. What was she going 
to do?

“ All right,” he said harshly, “ I ’ll let 
you off on the marriage racket. But 
there are other ways o f getting money, 
and I'm on the spot. Haley at the casino 
holds a note o f mine, and he'd just as 
soon use me as an example to the rest 
o f his suckers. I ’m not anxious for 
lilies in my hand.”

“ I'll give you some money,” she 
promised desperately. “ I ’ll give you a 
check.”

“ Tomorrow is another day, and 
women change their minds. But I guess
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your father and that slick cowboy hus
band o f yours will be glad enough to 
pay, to keep things quiet.”

“ Kerry hasn’t any money!”  she 
cried wildly. “ And dad would kill you 
first.”

“ Your dad’s too smart to get himself 
hanged. And Kerry” — he sneered the 
name— “ has plenty o f money, don’t you 
fear! He borrowed about thirty thou
sand dollars from a big loan syndicate 
the other day. He’ll pay, all right.”

“ He borrowed— ”
“ Sure, he borrowed!” Boyd mocked. 

“ Didn’t he tell you? You haven’t got 
him very well trained, if he holds out 
on you like that, Jac. Thirty grand, and 
little Boyd Laren is going to get his 
slice— in the morning.”

She hardly heard him. She was sick 
with the shock and heartache o f it. 
Thirty thousand dollars! He had been 
able to borrow that much. Then w h y -  
why had he let her father buy him off ?

There was only one explanation. The 
ten thousand was just a little nest egg 
to stow away. An unexpected gift, that 
he had picked up on the side. And the 
letter he had written her was filled with 
lies!

She was jerked back to the present 
by Boyd’s kiss upon her mouth. It 
made her so furious she could :not 
speak. She beat her hands frantically 
against him. Panic grew' in her heart. 
And then a curt voice spoke from the 
doorway.

“ What’s up?”
Boyd lifted his head, and Jac turned 

hers, a frantic plea in her eyes. It was 
Kerry!

Boyd released her abruptly, just in 
time to meet the lean body that leaped 
at him. He was an athlete, but he vastly 
underestimated Kerry’s fury at finding 
Jac struggling in another man’s arms.

Kerry practically mopped up the

place with him, while Jac huddled 
against the wall and watched. And 
Boyd couldn’t stand up to that sheer 
battery, trained though he wras. He 
finally went down and stayed down. 
Pie wasn’t out; he simply refused to 
get up and be pounded any more. Kerry 
prodded him with his toe.

“ Come on, dude— get up!”
Boyd opened one eye long enough to 

take in the other’s fiery bronze eyes and 
rumpled hair. Long enough to notice 
that Kerry’s hands were still doubled 
fists, itching to get at him. Then he 
closed his eye again and did not stir.

Kerry picked him up and tossed him 
out into the rain. And then he picked 
up Jac as he would a doll, and carried 
her out and put her up on his horse. He 
vaulted up behind her and wrapped her 
tight against him under a big oilskin 
slicker. And he didn’t say a word.

Jac didn’t say anything, either. She 
was thrilled and breathless and a little 
scared. She had never seen Kerry on a 
rampage before. She’d never seen him 
fighting mad. Plis mouth was grim, and 
his eyes shot sparks, and his face was 
white under its tan.

Beneath her cheek she could feel his 
heart thudding, and his arms held her 
as if he expected her to be torn from 
him in another instant.

The horse carried them down the 
road and through an open gate into a 
yard. The silhouette o f a big house 
loomed darkly, but there was no light 
in it anywhere.

“ W hy— ” Jac began.
Then in a flash she knew. This 

wasn’t Spanish Peak. It was Kerry’s 
own ranch.

SHE trembled a little, but was silent 
when he lifted her down. He 
carried her, still wrapped in the 

slicker, up steps and across a porch.
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He flung open a door, and a wave o f 
warmth touched her. He set her on her 
feet.

“ Just stand there a minute.”
She heard him moving in the dark

ness, and then a lamp glowed on. She 
was standing in a big, warm, old- 
fashioned kitchen, looking at Kerry 
and wondering what to say. And he 
was looking at her with hot flames in 
his eyes.

“ It’s lucky I felt in the mood for 
riding around tonight,”  he said finally. 
“ Rain or no rain.”

There was no answer to that, so 
after a moment she unfastened the big 
brown buckle and three buttons on her 
coat, and shrugged it off.

Kerry stood looking at her, with half 
the room between them. His mouth 
looked straight and hard and de
termined.

“ Jac, you’re not so awfully smart. 
Maybe that’s occurred to you, too. You 
can’t go around all the time flirting 
with men and driving them crazy and 
not expect them to do something about 
it. Even now that Laren’s out o f the 
picture, I guess you know that half the 
men at Spanish Peak are crazy about 
you.”

“ But I ’ve hardly looked at them!” 
she protested.

He went on as if she hadn’t spoken 
at all. “ I ’m going to take care o f you, 
Jac, from now on. I ’m your husband, 
and I ’ve got the right. I don’t care if 
you do hate me, or if you married me 
just for the excitement. And wiring 
your dad won’t do you any good, be
cause he sent me this telegram today.”

He picked it up, a yellow slip lying 
on the kitchen table, and gave it to her. 
It said:

DONT BELIEVE ALL JAC SAYS 
STOP WOMEN ARE LIKE THAT

STOP USE YOUR HEAD AND GOOD 
LUCK SON STOP

CLIVE LOWELL

She stared at it a moment, then 
crushed it into an angry little ball.

“ What does it mean?” she demanded 
whitely. “ That all along you and dad 
have been playing basketball with me ?”

“ Jac, no! I sent his check back and 
told him why I couldn’t keep it. And 
this was the reply I got.”

She shrugged icily and dropped the 
telegram into the stove. She replaced 
the lid with a clatter. Then she wheeled 
furiously on him.

“ And just what was the reason you 
couldn’t keep that check, that made 
him wire an answer like that? I sup
pose you discussed me as you would a 
carload o f wild bronchos that needed 
taming.”

“ You do need considerable taming,”  
Kerry said thinly.

“ Oh, I do, do I ? Suppose you tell me 
what you wrote him, if you’re not 
ashamed o f it!”

Kerry’s hands closed around her 
arms painfully. He was white, and a 
tiny muscle at the corner of his mouth 
twitched.

“ Sure, I ’ll tell you,”  he grated. “ I 
told him that I loved you, and that you 
were more important to me than any 
darned check or any ranch! I told him 
that you despised me, but that some
how I was going to take you off his 
hands permanently. I ’m going to make 
you love me again, if it’s the last thing 
I ever do.”

“ It’ll be the last,”  she began furi
ously.

And then she stopped, the brilliant 
blue o f her eyes blurring. She didn’t 
want to quarrel with Kerry. She didn’t 
want him to look at her as if he almost 
hated her.



LOVE ME AGAIN 21

“ I can take care o f you,”  he went on 
levelly. “ I found out just lately about a 
ranch loan syndicate that would let me 
have the money to put the place on its 
feet again. It used to be the biggest 
ranch around when grandad had it, but 
dad sort o f let it go to seed, and when 
I was big enough I never had enough 
money to fix it up.

“ But I have, now. I ’ll stock it up and 
repair it and make it a leader again. It 
won’t be any palace compared to your 
standards, but we’ll have plumbing and 
electricity and money enough for any
thing you’d want, living way out here.”

He was silent, looking down at her 
with eyes that were stern, but that 
adored her, too.

Jac moved faintly, her red lips 
parted. Her heart was beating suffocat
ingly.

“ Kerry, don’t quarrel,”  she whis
pered. “ Kerry, I wish you’d kiss me.”

In a flash he was holding her close. 
Kissing her crazily, passionately; kiss
ing her until she was weak and shaky.

Next Week:
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And still he kept on kissing her, as if 
he had been starved for years and 
couldn’t possibly get enough. As if he'd 
taken the check rein clear off his emo
tions.

“ Jac! Jac, darling, you do love me! 
You don’t hate me. You only said those 
things because you thought I ’d let you 
down. Jac, didn’t you?”

“ Yes,”  she murmured, against his 
flaming lips. “ I only said them. That 
letter you wrote didn’t come until to
day, Kerry. It was in the one from dad 
that you brought out.”

“ Jac, your poor, darling little kid! I 
wrote it weeks ago. And all this time 
you must have thought—  Honey, I ’m 
not going to let you out o f my sight 
again. Not ever. I love you so, little 
wife.”

It was going to be sweet, being 
Kerry’s wife. Having him love her and 
protect her and take care o f her. For 
always, sweet— like this.

And Jac stretched up on tiptoe to 
meet that kiss halfway.

LOVE IN PARIS” 
by May Christie



"You have read the letter, Miss Stevens,”  said Austin Jason. " Will you do as
1 ask?”

TheLove T rap
By DOROTHY FLACK

She thought she would gladly pay any penalty for 
one stolen week in another woman's Paradise

SE R E N A  S T E V E N S  sta red  
absently from the broad window 
that bore the name Jason and 

Burton Company. A  window high up 
on the thirty-fifth floor o f one o f Man
hattan’s tallest downtown office build-
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ings. She watched two small tugs 
busily maneuvering a liner into the 
center o f the Hudson River, preparatory 
to heading her out toward the sea.

Serena sighed, and brushed a small 
hand over the prim part o f  her mouse-



colored hair. Her eyes, through their 
horn-rimmed spectacles, sought her 
typewriter— only to return to the ves
sel, now gliding majestically out o f the 
harbor.

It was just such a luxury liner that 
had carried Vina Jason away. Vina, 
who had broken Serena’s heart and did 
not know it to this day. For she had 
been Mrs. Austin Jason these last two

aching years, and now she was on her 
way to England to fullfill a movie con
tract, leaving her husband to pursue his 
business career while she sought fresh 
laurels abroad.

In a vague way Serena was glad the 
other woman was gone. Not that the 
glorious Vina had ever intruded her 
presence upon her husband’s secretary, 
but it was comforting to know that the
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man she adored so hopelessly was not 
returning each evening to her rival’s 
arms.

Serena was excruciatingly jealous of 
the love she bore Austin Jason. She 
had lived with it so long, thrilled to it 
and suffered with it. It was hers alone, 
cherished and harbored within her 
small tight chest; unshared; unsought. 
She hugged it to her in misery and 
silence, and the weight o f it seemed 
to bruise her almost physically.

The door o f the office opened, and 
a tall young man entered and dropped 
a sheaf o f papers nonchalantly on her 
desk.

“ Get these out as soon as you can, 
Miss Stevens,” he said kindly. “ They 
are important.”

“ As soon as I finish this order, Mr. 
Burton,”  she answered dutifully, not 
raising her eyes from her fingers that 
flashed to the typewriter at the sound 
o f his entrance.

Serena always found cause to be 
busy when Robert Burton, the junior 
partner, was around. She disliked him 
intuitively, she told herself; but, had 
she been wholly truthful, she would 
have admitted that she disliked him 
particularly because he had entered the 
firm’s partnership at the unhappiest 
time in all her desolate young life. That 
was when the screen idol, Vina Del 
Ray, had become the wife o f her 
employer.

It wasn’t so much that Austin Jason, 
who was ten years her senior, hand
some and distinguished, w'ould ever 
have given her so much as a glance. 
But it hurt so desperately to have her 
beloved idol become somebody else’s 
property.

O f course she had wished him hap
piness with what she hoped was a 
happy smile, but in her heart she had 
felt, then and ever since, like the dog

in the manger. And when in idle mo
ments she wondered what Austin Jason 
would have thought, had he been aware 
o f her passion, her timid soul shriveled 
in dread o f his amused, astonished 
laughter.

As Serena ripped a sheet o f typed 
paper from the machine before her, 
she glanced out o f the corner o f her 
cool gray eyes at Robert Burton. She 
could see into his office through the 
glass partition. Suddenly her casual 
glance became whole-hearted interest.

He was pacing the length o f his 
cubicle with hectic strides, his athletic 
shoulders hunched, his bronzed fingers 
running through his thick dark hair in 
agitation. Never before had Serena 
seen so perplexed a frown on that care
free young face. For a moment she 
watched him, amused, and then re
turned to her work.

She finished his letters and took them 
to his office. He was sitting quietly 
enough now, tapping his pencil ab
stractedly on the top of his mahogany 
desk. He scarcely seemed aware o f her 
as she entered.

“ I guess they’re all right. I won’t 
bother to sign them now. Put them 
there.”  He indicated a letter basket 
with the tip o f his pencil.

“ But you said they were important, 
Mr. Burton,” Serena put in efficiently, 
passing her hand over her brow as she 
characteristically did when annoyed or 
impatient.

As she did so, the fine edging on 
her lace cuff caught in her glasses. 
They fell to the floor with a small 
clatter.

Robert Burton leaped from his chair 
to recover them, but Serena, flushed 
with annoyance, was already holding 
the offending eyepiece in her hands.

The late afternoon sun poured over 
her small, slim figure in somber black,
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relieved only by touches o f old lace 
at the throat and wrists. It fell on her 
smooth, ash-blond hair, and lent spar
kling life to the soft gray, unhappy 
eyes. Impatience at her own clumsiness 
gave her cheeks a rich color that no 
rouge had ever dared.

Robert Burton stood gazing down 
at her, wonder written in every line 
o f his clean-cut countenance.

“ Well, I ’ ll be— ” he ejaculated, star
ing in ill-concealed admiration.

Serena stared back in equal amaze
ment. Her cheeks burned a deep crim
son.

“ The letters, Mr. Burton. You said 
they were important,”  she reminded 
him. Composure returned like a clean 
wave, washing her face clear again.

“ Forget the letters, young lady, and 
come with me. I have an idea you are 
going to be a lifesaver to our friend, 
Jason.”

His eyes twinkled as he looked at 
her, and a broad grin spread over his 
face.

Serena stared at him blankly, think
ing absurdly what beautiful teeth he 
had. But what had he said about 
Austin? She could be a lifesaver to 
him?

“ Well,”  she thought ruefully, “ that’s 
better than being nothing but an office 
fixture!”

Robert Burton, still smiling, snapped 
his fingers like a small boy.

“ Yes, sir, I ’ve got it! Come on, Miss 
Stevens. W e haven’t any time to lose.”

He grabbed her by the arm and ush
ered her to his door through her own 
office at a marathon pace and into 
Austin Jason’s inner sanctum.

The furrows o f worry on the senior 
partner’s brow deepened as his young 
partner and secretary entered.

Serena straightened her twisted 
sleeve and rubbed the arm that Robert

had clutched, then started shakily to 
replace her glasses.

“ Don’t put them on, Miss Stevens!” 
Burton ordered crisply. “ I want Mr. 
Jason to see what I mean.”

The older man rose from his chair. 
“ May I ask the meaning o f this, 

Robert ? What has Miss Stevens done ?” 
“ She hasn’t done anything, but, boy, 

she’s going to! And what a break for 
you! For Heaven’s sake man, look at 
her!”

T HE bewildered girl turned ashen 
white, as the man she loved bent 
his eyes, sharp as blue needle 

points, upon her.
He peered into her face in embar

rassment, passing his hand across his 
wavy blond hair, already graying at 
the temples. A  deep flush o f anger 
spread over his face as he turned to 
Burton.

“ W'ill you kindly tell me what this 
horseplay is about? You know I despise 
practical jokes.”

The excited young man groaned 
loudly and clapped his hand to his 
head.

“ Ye gods, man! Vina is your own 
wife, and you can’t even see that this 
girl looks like her? Can’t you see your 
blessed inheritance is saved?”

Austin Jason gave his secretary one 
disparaging glance and turned his head 
away, only to jerk his disbelieving gaze 
back to her small countenance in dawn
ing wonder. Like a man just awakened, 
he turned to his partner.

“ You ’re right, Rob, absolutely 
right!” He sat down in his chair, ap
parently overcome.

“ But how is that going to help me?” 
Serena stood gaping at them. Now 

that they had looked her over to their 
complete satisfaction, her presence was 
ignored. She stood wavering, irresolute.
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Only one thing was real: Rob Burton’s 
triumphant, excited voice.

“ Help you?”  he exploded. “ Your 
wife is on the high seas, isn’t she? 
And you have to have a flesh-and-blood 
wife when that old crab of an uncle 
arrives, don’t you ?”

He paused impressively, giving his 
words a chance to sink in.

“ Well, there she is!”
Before either o f his listeners could 

speak, he rushed o n :
“ O f course she isn’t nearly as beauti

ful— I beg pardon, Miss Stevens. Her 
hair isn’t the right shade, and she is 
much thinner. But, Lord, Austin, you 
must see there’s a likeness. And with 
fixing up—  Besides, all movie stars look 
a bit different in real life from what 
you expect.”

Were they both mad, or just she? 
What was all this about? Serena’s lips 
quivered, and then set in a hard little 
line as she heard her lack o f charms 
so candidly discussed.

No wonder she had never liked 
Robert Burton. Now she could find it 
in her heart to hate him. She knew she 
was no raving beauty, but he didn’t 
have to humiliate her, and before Mr. 
Jason, too.

Tears stung the back o f her eyes, 
but proudly she held them back. She 
clutched the side o f the desk. They 
might at least ask her to sit down and 
tell her what it was all about.

As if he had read her thoughts, 
Austin Jason indicated a chair, his eyes 
still focused upon her face. Serena sank 
into it, feeling more confused than she 
ever had been in her life.

“ I owe you an apology and an ex
planation, Miss Stevens. Mr. Burton 
should have discussed this matter with 
me before dragging you in so abruptly. 
I ask your forgiveness for both o f

He paused a moment and selected a 
letter from a file on his desk.

Serena was acutely conscious of 
Robert Burton standing a little to the 
side, a grin lighting his face.

“ He,” she thought, “ is having a 
swell time, anyway— at my expense.” 

“ This is entirely a family matter, 
Miss Stevens,” Austin Jason went on. 
“ But it is one of immediate importance, 
and I am inclined to accept Mr. Bur
ton’s suggestion, if you don’t mind 
helping me carry it through.”

He coughed nervously and hesitated. 
“ I will consider it a great personal 
favor if you will. Besides, I know how 
trustworthy you are, and that you will 
hold this matter in strictest confidence.”  

Serena’s head drooped, and she 
flushed happily at the words o f praise, 
but his next words chilled her heart.

“ O f course I will make this— er—  
favor well worth your while.”

Humiliated, Serena did not raise her 
eyes. She felt like shouting that she 
would do anything— anything to help 
him. But, oh, she wdshed he hadn’t 
offered her money!

Her employer shoved the letter he 
had been holding into her hands.

“ Here, read this. It will explain far 
better than I can. You knew, o f course, 
that my wife has sailed for Europe.” 

Serena accepted the letter timidly. 
The trade name o f the famous mid- 
Western packing house was blazoned 
across the top o f the stationery. With 
mingled awe and eagerness she read:

M y Dear N ephew :
It is useless to remind you of my extreme 

displeasure when you wrote me of your mar
riage to the notorious Vina Del Ray, two years 
ago.

Your caustic letter in reply to mine, by no 
means altered my estimation of the union.

The fact that she is the daughter of my 
ancient business rival, Alexander Del Ray, has 
nothing whatever to do, as you so impertinently 
suggested, with my opinion. She is an actress,
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and our family has never tolerated one of that 
profession.

However, I am now an old man, and it is 
my desire to die at peace with my family.

It is my wish to spend a week in your home. 
If, upon making your wife’s acquaintance, I feel 
that you have not lowered the traditions of our 
family, it is my intention to reinstate your name 
in my will.

I will have you know, sir, that only my son’s 
untimely death, and the memory of your father, 
precipitated this decision.

Sincerely,
C h a l m e r s  J a s o n .

SE REN A looked up from the sheet, 
and for a moment no one in the 
room spoke. Both men watched her 

intently.
“ I want you to pose as my wife, to 

stay in my home, Miss Stevens, during 
my uncle’s stay with me,”  Austin Jason 
broke the silence, choosing his words 
carefully. “ It is* not a deception un
worthy o f you; you know my wife, 
her character. It is, in a way, scarcely 
a deception at all.”

Serena nodded without answering. 
The romance written between the lines, 
as though by the invisible hand o f time, 
entranced her. She saw, in her imagina
tion, an indomitable old man, bent by 
the blow dealt his proud, if antiquated, 
conceptions o f family duty. A  favorite 
nephew, married to the daughter of 
the enemy o f his youth, and that 
daughter o f a profession that his 
puritanical generation abhorred.

She thought o f the death o f the 
proud man’s son, and understood the 
softening that only suffering and the 
long trail o f years can bring; the final 
yearning to bestow his earth’s posses
sions where his heart commanded. 
This, then, was what the man she 
loved asked her to do for him : restore 
his wife by proxy, that he might 
eventually lay at her feet still more o f 
this world’s goods.

All this flashed through Serena’s

mind in a second, and more. Fame and 
beauty, applause and wealth were Vina 
Jason’s. And— much more— Austin 
Jason’s love.

And for her? One week with the 
man she worshiped, under his roof as 
his wife— unloved, uncherished.

“ Are you going to do it, Miss 
Stevens?”

It was Robert Burton’s voice speak
ing. He was leaning toward her, a 
strange expression on his face.

She turned from him to meet her 
employer’s questioning gaze.

“ Yes, I ’ll do it,”  she said clearly, 
surprised at the determination in her 
own voice.

“ Good,”  sighed Austin Jason as 
though a great weight had been lifted 
from him. “ I can’t express my grati
tude. I know my wife will be as thank
ful as I am, when she knows.”

“ That’s mighty fine o f you, Miss 
Stevens! Darned sporting, I ’d say. You 
know, I feel rather responsible for all 
this, since it was my fool idea.”

Serena smiled up at Robert Burton 
as he spoke. Somehow, for all his 
cheeriness, his voice lacked conviction. 
He had been so eager before. Did he 
think she couldn’t carry it through?

Austin Jason was taking his check 
book from the desk drawer as casually 
as though about to pay off a day 
laborer. Robert Burton watched him, 
his face suddenly alert and thoughtful.

“ Perhaps Miss Stevens would like 
some sort o f written statement, reliev
ing her o f any personal responsibility,”  
he suggested affably.

“ Oh, n o!”  Serena’s white face 
flushed scarlet. “ I— really— ”

“ I can’t see that that is necessary, 
Robert. There will be no personalities 
involved,”  replied Jason without look
ing up.

The hot blood flowed away from
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Serena’s cheeks. A  cold-blooded busi
ness proposition; that was all it was. 
Well, she’d treat it as such.

What would have been written on 
that contract, she wondered, had it been 
drawn? “ I, Austin Jason, do hereby 
and in the presence o f this witness, 
release Serena Stevens o f all responsi
bility o f willfully breaking her heart 
for the sum o f— ”

A  sob rose and caught in the girl’s 
slender throat. Austin Jason was hand
ing her the check. She had not meant 
to take it until Robert Burton, sug
gesting that release, had impressed 
upon her the businesslike nature o f  the 
transaction. She thrust it now into her 
purse with shaking hands, and rose.

“ My uncle arrives at Newark air
port at five tomorrow,” Austin Jason 
told her. “ We should be at my apart
ment by six. I will instruct my servants 
accordingly. You need not be embar
rassed ; they are discreet and trust
worthy. My housekeeper, Mrs. Temple, 
will take care o f your personal needs, 
and I think the check will cover any 
expenditures you find necessary.

“ Please dress for dinner. I am sure 
any o f my wife’s clothes will fit you, 
as you are about the same size.” 

Austin Jason ran his hand over his 
chin and looked down at her quizzically. 
A  slow smile spread over his face, and 
his eyes narrowed imperceptibly.

“ I hope you prove a good actress, 
and kindly make an effort to act af
fectionately toward me.”

He dropped his gaze and studied the 
polished surface o f his desk thought
fully. At last he looked up and flashed 
a winning smile at the girl before him.

“ Well, I guess that’s all. The rest 
is up to you.”

Serena made a dash for the door. 
Make an effort to act affectionately 
toward him! When her heart had lain

in pieces, broken o f  love for him, for 
two long years.

She closed the door softly and stood 
looking at the familiar office as though 
she had never seen it before. She 
glanced at the clock. Half an hour be
fore closing time.

Resolutely she covered the type
writer and took her plain coat from 
the closet. Before the tiny mirror she 
smoothed her colorless hair and stared 
at herself reflectively.

She put her hands to her eyes. She 
had left her glasses on Austin Jason’s 
desk. Well, she would not need them 
in her new role.

As she left the cloak room, her 
small, unbecoming felt hat pulled well 
down over her wan face, she nearly 
bumped into Robert Burton.

“ Buck up, Miss Stevens!” he said 
heartily. “ It’s not going to be too much 
o f an ordeal. Austin, I know, will do 
everything possible to make it easy for 
you. And I ’ll turn up whenever I can, 
to lend moral support.”

Serena looked up into his confident, 
smiling face, and her own lips turned 
to ice.

“ I ’m sure you’ll be a great help,”  
she said as she departed.

The young man stood watching her 
until the clanging elevator door shut 
out her slimness. His eyes were alive 
with reluctant admiration as he turned 
back to his office.

SE REN A caught an uptown bus and 
sat gazing out at the throng of 
homeward-bound workers with 

unseeing eyes. Her heart was a seething 
cauldron. Austin Jason— her Austin, 
whose image she had hugged to her 
breast all these long months— was to 
be hers for a week. The thought drew 
the breath shuddering from her body 
and left her weak with ecstasy.
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"Am I all right}”  she asked in a hushed, happy voice. "Do I look enough like
Vina}”

"You ’ve worked miracles ,”  Robert told her. "Brit— oh, my dear, where have
you lost yourself} ”

She shut from her mind the ugly 
word “ proxy.” She would be in his 
home when he returned, weary from a 
long day at the office.

Perhaps at the end o f the week he 
would reward her by telling her that 
she was a good little actress the way 
one pats a faithful dog and says, “ Good 
old Rover.”

A  sorrowful smile curled the corners 
o f her shell-pink mouth. She clenched 
her primly gloved hands together and 
reminded herself that this was a busi
ness deal.

Her thoughts turned to Robert 
Burton, then, and her chin set firmly.

At a corner o f Broadway and the 
Eighties, Serena left the bus. There 
were plenty o f beauty shops open all 
night in the section where she lived. 
She purchased a movie magazine from 
a corner stall and turned its pages.

At last she found what she wanted, 
a good picture o f Vina, and stepped 
into a hairdresser’s. She gave the awed 
operator her instructions, and then put 
herself in the girl’s skilled hands.

A T precisely five forty-five the next 
day, the chimes at the outer door 
o f the Jason apartment, on upper 

Park Avenue, pealed musically.
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The slim, golden-haired girl in the 
drawing-room halted on silver-shod 
feet, and stood rigid. A  bowl o f fra
grant white roses, which she had been 
about to set down, shook dangerously 
in her jeweled hands.

“ Mr. Burton, madame,”  the suave 
butler announced. And Robert Burton, 
handsome and faultlessly groomed, 
brushed past him.

The room was candle lit and its soft 
richness was a foil o f priceless beauty 
for the lovely woman who extended 
her hand in trembling graciousness to
ward her guest.

“ Are they here yet, Miss Stevens?” 
he asked as he crossed the room to her 
side.

Then he gasped as he drew closer 
to her and took her hands in both his 
own. “ Good Lord!”  he whispered. “ It 
can’t be you!”

Serena looked up at him provoca
tively, her head tilted to one side, in a 
pose the absent Vina affected before 
the camera. Her bright gold hair shone 
like an aura about her small, proud 
head.

“ Am I all right?”  she asked in a 
hushed, happy voice, the blood rushing 
to her cheeks under his intense scru
tiny.

“ You —  you’re wonderful,”  he 
breathed. “ So like her, but so different 
— so very different.”  He hesitated, 
seeking words, his dark eyes lost in 
hers.

Serena turned away, and a smile 
flitted across her rouged lips. She was 
grateful, o f course, for Robert’s as
surance, but he really didn’t count. It 
was Austin, her “ husband,”  who must 
set the seal o f approval upon her mas
querade.

Her soft mouth quivered. Her ears 
strained to catch the first sound o f his 
voice; his first footfall, as he entered

the apartment. She shook herself, men
tally, and warned her fast-beating heart 
to remember that she was living in an
other woman’s Paradise.

Suddenly the lights flashed on, 
flooding the room with brilliance. She 
turned angrily to confront Robert, his 
hand still on the electric light switch.

“ I didn’t mean to startle you, 
Serena,”  he said, using her Christian 
name for the first time, “ but it just oc
curred to me— that Austin’s uncle is 
a very old man, and he won’t want sub
dued lights. I wonder if your make-up 
isn’t a bit too heavy. Remember, you 
should look definitely untheatrical to 
achieve your purpose. You must im
press the old man with your gentility, 
even though you are an actress— or 
supposed to be.”

Pie smiled at her apologetically. 
“ You have worked miracles, and your 
hair might be Vina’s own, but your 
lips, your eyes—  Oh, dear, where have 
you lost yourself?”

Serena looked up at him in humil
iation and astonishment. At his last 
words, her eyes filled with tears, and she 
put one exquisitely manicured hand to 
her throat. Tenderness in this man’s 
voice? In his eyes? Tenderness for lit
tle, drab Serena Stevens, whom she had 
audaciously murdered yesterday in a 
beauty shop?

Serena could not tear her eyes away 
from Robert Burton’s face. He stood, 
self-conscious and silent, his strong 
mouth drawn into a firm line. She 
sensed at once that he regretted 
his outburst; nevertheless, something 
warm tugged gently in her heart.

But only for a moment.
“ W hy,”  she t h o u g h t  piteously, 

“ couldn’t it be Austin who stands look
ing at me like that?”

In her heart, Serena had never ques
tioned her love for Austin Jason. Clean
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and still as a virgin lake, it had lain 
there, unruffled by any knowledge or 
response on his part. Her love was a 
bitter-sweet draught, raised to her lips 
alone.

Little did she realize that, to share it 
with the man she loved— another 
woman’s husband —  would sully those 
clear waters past repair.

“ I ’ve hurt your feelings,”  Robert 
said contritely. “ But you understand, 
don’t you ?”

“ Yes— yes, o f course,” she mur
mured hastily. “ I ’ll try to fix it, if 
you’ll pardon me.”

W HEN  Serena, pale but lovelier 
than ever, reentered the room, 

Austin Jason was bending over 
the great chair near the fireplace, care
fully lighting a cigar for an old man.

Timidly she approached them. Aus
tin turned quickly and came to her side. 
Putting an affectionate arm about her, 
he kissed her cheek and drew her fur
ther into the room.

If her appearance astounded him, he 
gave no outward sign o f emotion. 
Serena hoped with all her heart that 
she showed none, either. For the dim 
room had careened madly at that casual 
caress, and only Chalmers Jason’s amaz
ingly bright eyes, beneath their bee
tling white brows, restored her waver
ing senses.

She held out a timid hand to the old 
man, who accepted it formally and re
garded her with piercing interest.

She spoke at once o f his trip, and of 
his bravery in attempting it by air, 
suggesting that he must be weary in
deed. With wifely authority 'she 
brushed Austin aside and took the for
midable uncle to his rooms, charming
ly solicitous o f his comfort. She re
turned to the drawing-room and sank 
into a low chair beside the fire.

Austin bent over her solicitously,
“ You are doing superbly, Miss 

Stevens,”  he said. “ Remember this first 
meeting is the hardest, and I think you 
have captivated him already.”

He straightened, and looked down at 
her appraisingly.

“ O f course you don’t really look 
like Vina, but you are a startling imi
tation. It’s your hair, I think, that’s 
done it. That style o f hers is so dis
tinctive— and mighty becoming to you, 
I might say.

“ And since you are now one o f the 
family,” he laughed, “ I might add that 
it takes very little effort to imagine you 
as my wife.”

His blue eyes traveled boldly over 
her, from the tips o f her silver toes 
to her golden head.

Serena looked up at him, startled. 
Surely he was joking.

She glanced furtively at Robert. 
Had he heard? A  painful flush stained 
her cheeks as she saw him regarding the 
older man’s back with dark annoyance.

“ Don’t look so embarrassed,”  Aus
tin laughed easily. “ My dear child, just 
relax and feel at home. It is your home, 
you know.”

Serena tried, but something was 
marred. Something beautiful and rare 
that had lain in her heart, those two 
long years. She tried, impatiently, to 
push his words from her mind, and at 
last she forgot them completely as the 
evening progressed.

Once again she was lost in the 
meshes o f her love, as she watched Aus
tin’s gentle consideration o f his old 
uncle; his graciousness as host and mas
ter o f his home.

Serena felt that she had never spent 
so lovely an evening as she watched 
the old gentleman’s prejudices toward 
herself evaporate like mists before the 
sun. He watched Austin’s affectionate
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attentions to her avidly, and she knew 
that her pseudo-husband’s future for
tunes were safe.

Serena’s smooth brow clouded as she 
thought o f the reason o f her being 
here. Was it so honorable, after all? 
Was Austin calculatingly charming to 
the old gentleman for the promised in
heritance alone? I f  Chalmers Jason 
had been a penniless old relative sit
ting there, would Austin have treated 
him the same?

She had felt so loyal, so full o f hap
piness in doing this favor for her be
loved employer and now, ugly thoughts 
were popping out their snakelike heads 
on her very first night under his roof.

Suddenly Serena looked up, con
scious o f Robert Burton’s gaze upon 
her. His seeking eyes seemed to burn 
themselves into her own, welding their 
thoughts across the space o f the room.

An ormolu clock above the fireplace 
struck eleven. She rose from her chair 
and, pleading weariness, crossed to 
Chalmers Jason to bid him good night. 
The old gentleman rose with dignity 
and kissed her lightly on the forehead. 
A  sign o f forgiveness, she knew, to his 
nephew.

A  lump rose unbidden to Serena’s 
throat as she looked into the kindly, 
bright eyes. She had no right to be here; 
to know these things.

As she said good night to Robert 
Burton, his warm hand clasp com
forted her. She thought grimly o f what 
he had said yesterday in the office 
about being “ moral support”  for her. 
She was certainly proving a weakling, 
for she felt she needed every ounce o f 
it that he could spare her.

Austin escorted her to her room and 
held the door open for her. He mur
mured something a b o u t  pleasant 
dreams and then, looking down into her 
upturned face, winked broadly.

I f  he had put out his hand and 
slapped her, she could not have been 
more shocked, more hurt. She shut the 
door softly and leaned against its mir
rored side, feeling as though the very 
floor quaked beneath her. Could the 
man whom she had worshiped have 
done that thing? Winked at her like 
an accomplice, gloatingly, because to
gether they had succeeeded in tricking 
an old man?

Surely— surely she had dreamed it! 
To help Austin to something that was 
rightfully his own, by birth and heri
tage, was one thing, but to take part 
in a tawdry farce was quite another.

She was ready for bed, and clad in 
one o f Vina’s gorgeous negligees, be
fore she n o t i c e d  the radiogram, 
propped against the mirror on her 
dressing table. She picked it up thought
fully. Across the face o f the envelope 
were scrawled a few hasty words in 
Austin’s writing:

Thought you would feel better if you read 
this. A. J.

For a moment she studied the bold 
characters, and then reluctantly drew 
the message from its already opened 
envelope. She read:

Congratulations on your scheme. Go to it with 
my blessings. Love,

V in a .

Serena reread the terse message and 
laid it down gingerly.

It should be reassuring to know that 
Austin’s wife approved o f their joint 
deception. But was it ? Somehow it 
wasn’t wholly satisfying to the tired, 
befuddled girl who curled up in the 
actress’ bed.

BU T  the days that followed were 
sheer enchantment for Serena. 
She stood in her elaborate dress

ing room, a small, gold-framed calendar
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in her hand. Jealously she had ticked 
off each departing day o f this glorious 
week.

Her forehead puckered in an un
happy frown as she gazed down at it 
now, pencil in hand. Only two more 
left, then Uncle Chalmers would be 
leaving; satisfied, she knew, to leave 
his great wealth in the hands o f his 
nephew and his “ wife.”

She sighed deeply and clutched the 
little calendar to her breast. Bright 
tears ran unchecked down her cheeks.

Two more days in which to do all 
the loving, small services that had 
given her such joy. Two fleeting days 
to feel Austin’s tender kiss upon her 
cheek morning and evening; to min
ister to the wants o f the old man of 
whom she had grown genuinely fond.

For on the morning after she had 
read Vina Jason’s telegram, she had 
tossed all her doubts aside, and thrown 
herself heart and soul into the perfec
tion o f her role; the role o f the wife 
she longed to be. Never had Serena 
Stevens ever dreamed that life could 
be so gay, so glamorous.

Robert Burton had been a constant 
guest in the Jason household. His 
charm and wit had irresistibly won 
Chalmer Jason’s interest. And if the 
old man’s eagle eyes had followed his 
actions with relentless curiosity, Serena 
had not been aware o f it.

A  tap came at Serena’s door. The 
prim housekeeper stood in the door
way, a long flower box in her hands.

“ Put them in the drawing-room, 
Mrs. Temple,”  Serena said. “ I ’ll ar
range them there, so that I can be with 
Uncle Chalmers.”

The old man looked up from his 
newspaper with an affectionate greet
ing, as she entered the room. She chose 
a tall silver vase and began to arrange 
the fragrant red roses. ,

3 S— 2  7

“ Austin is certainly a thoughtful 
husband, my dear. It isn’t every wife 
that receives such posies every day.” 

Serena turned to him, a nervous 
laugh rising to her lips.

“ But, Uncle Chalmers, they’re not 
from Austin. Rob Burton sent them. 
Aren’t they lovely?”

The old man’s leonine head nodded 
assent, but his lips set soberly as he 
regarded her flushed, happy face 
through narrowed eyes.

“ O f course,”  he said quietly, lean
ing forward a bit in his chair. “ I am 
too old to understand modern ways, 
but it seems to me, if I were my 
nephew, I would not be made exactly 
happy by such daily offerings.”

A  look o f pained surprise altered 
Serena’s countenance. Her heart gave 
a queer, foreboding jerk, and her busy 
hands faltered among the blooms.

“ But he is such a close friend, 
uncle.”

“ He is, indeed,”  agreed the old man 
as he carefully folded the newspaper 
across his knees. “ Too close, I should 
say, for comfort.”

Serena’s white teeth caught her lower 
lip, but she did not answer. A  worried 
line crept between her drawn brows.

NOT until two o ’clock the next 
morning did Serena enter her 
room to retire. It had been an 

exciting evening. The show they had 
seen had been perfect, and the glamor
ous night club they had visited after
ward was something Serena had never 
hoped to see.

The old man had sat alone at their 
table in complete contentment, as she 
and Austin danced to the voluptuous 
music the famous restaurant featured. 
Her only fear was that, in trying to 
entertain his uncle, her “ husband” had 
set too lively a pace. ,
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She heard Austin moving about on 
the other side o f her dressing room 
door now ; the door that had been 
locked since her arrival. Her heart 
throbbed painfully at the thought o f 
him, so near, so dear; still worlds away.

Serena sat before her dressing table 
in her light negligee; eyes dreaming, 
heart yearning. Her small hand rose 
gently to her cheek where his kiss had 
lingered but a little while before.

He had drawn her close to him, and 
his hands had trailed caressingly along 
her bare arms as he whispered good 
night. Small thrills o f delight ran down 
her spine at the memory.

Dead quiet pervaded the apartment. 
Serena smiled thoughtfully as she 
brushed her hair into a shimmering 
cloud about her head. Uncle Chalmers, 
she guessed, had lost no time in seek
ing his slumber. She no longer heard 
footfalls on the other side of the door.

She had put out all the lights in the 
room, save one beside the bed. She 
threw off her negligee and slid between 
the soft silken sheets, snuggled deep 
under their caressing folds— and then 
sat bolt upright, her mind suddenly 
alert. Had she imagined, or had she 
heard, a slight knock?

She leaped from the bed and, trem
bling, drew the negligee about her 
again. She stood poised in the semi
darkness, straining her ears to catch 
the slightest sound.

Then it came again, a little louder. 
Her cold hands flew to her breast. She 
stood, a silver statue, the moonshine 
bathing her in an unearthly light.

“ Serena.”  The voice, Austin’s voice, 
came lightly through the paneled door 
that separated their rooms. She moved 
slowly toward it, as one in a dream.

“ Are you still awake, Serena?”
“ Yes,” she answered in a stifled 

whisper. “ Is anything wrong?”

Silence, h e a v y  with unspoken 
thoughts, filled the room. She was at 
the door now, bending her ear to catch 
his every word.

“ No. Nothing is wrong, dear,” he 
said at last. “ But I want to talk to you, 
alone. I must, Serena. May I come in?”

The muscles about the girl’s tense 
mouth quivered. Torn with sudden de
sire to yield to his wish, she struggled 
with her emotions for one swift mo
ment before replying.

“ No— no, Austin, you mustn’t J”  she 
whispered, a note of hysteria creeping 
into her soft voice.

“ For just a moment, Serena, I beg 
o f you. Tomorrow is the last day I can 
keep you here, like this. Darling, I beg 
o f you!”

The misery in his voice melted 
Serena. So he did love her, after all. A  
great sob rose in her throat at the hope
lessness o f it. Somehow her pain was 
worse, far worse, knowing that he suf
fered, too.

She raised her arms against the door 
as though embracing the man on the 
other side o f it. Hot tears o f shame 
and longing crept in slow tides down 
her tragic face.

“ Serena, y o u ’ r e  crying!” His 
shocked cry came to her with a ring
ing undertone o f triumph.

Suddenly the earth gave way. The 
door swung gently inward. Serena 
clung trembling in Austin's arms.

Hungrily he pressed her softly clad 
body to him. In the silence o f the moon- 
dappled room, his lips sought hers pas
sionately. Unresisting, blindly, Serena 
yielded to his ardor, and in that mad 
moment the searching moonbeams lured 
her senses out the window.

Austin Jason was a lost man. Gen
tly, firmly holding in his embrace the 
fainting girl, he drew her further into 
his room.
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Then suddenly the silence was shat
tered, the spell destroyed. A  loud, agi
tated knock reverberated on Austin’s 
door.

Serena felt her lover's body go rigid.

His arms fell from her. Weak with 
horror, she fell back, a crumpled heap 
upon his bed. A  wave o f burning 
shame gripped her. soul, and she cow
ered, stricken, as Jason clipped on the

Suddenly it was all too much for Serena. "W ife!”  she fairly shrieked. "Pm no
more your wife than— ”



36 ALL-STORY

light and flung open the door, reveal
ing her defenseless, to the eyes of his 
manservant.

“ It’s Mr. Jason, sir, your uncle. Mrs. 
Temple heard him groaning. It’s some 
kind o f an attack, sir.”

“ Call a doctor at once! I ’ll go to 
him.”

Arid Austin rushed from the room 
without a backward glance.

The man gave Serena one flitting 
glance o f disdain and turned swiftly 
away.

Serena fled to her room, her trem
bling hands over her ashen face. Shaken 
to the soul, she flung herself across the 
bed, dry sobs racking her frail body.

From the dressing table, the face of 
Vina Jason smiled at her out o f a 
jeweled frame with veiled, sophisti
cated eyes.

SE V E R A L  days passed before Chal
mers Jason recovered from his 
slight heart attack sufficiently to 

sit, propped up with pillows, in a chair 
in the drawing-room. Serena went 
about the business o f nursing him with 
gentle, sad-eyed thoughtfulness.

He watched her incessantly and 
when her back was turned his old eyes 
lost their bright cheerfulness, and a per
plexed frown drew his bushy brow into 
a straight line.

Serena was reading to him, late one 
afternoon, sitting on a low stool at his 
feet. She looked up unexpectedly as 
she turned a page, and caught his un
guarded, troubled gaze upon her.

“ Why, Uncle Chalmers!”  she said 
in quick concern, putting her hand on 
his knee affectionately. “ Don’t you feel 
well?”

“ I feel as well as an old fellow like 
me usually does, dear child,”  he an
swered gently. “ It is you I ’m worried 
about. You don’t look as well as when

I came. You have circles under those 
pretty eyes of yours.”  He hesitated, 
searching her face keenly. “ I suspect 
you and that nephew of mine have been 
quarreling lately.”

Serena dropped her eyes in confu
sion. How could she tell this dear old 
man that her tears flowed constant
ly; not outwardly, but in her heart? 
That the days she had so reluctantly 
ticked off on the gold-framed calendar 
now dragged by on misery-shod feet?

That the man whom her untutored 
heart had loved had betrayed her by 
his illicit desire; had dropped her after 
consuming her first passion; and left 
her nailed to the merciless scorn of his 
servants? That the sweetness he had 
found on her lips had turned to bitter
est gall, and she now despised the 
man who posed as her husband ?

Could she tell the gentle-faced in
quisitor bending above her that she 
was a wife, bought and paid for by the 
hour ? That the luxurious home she had 
entered with such a light and happy 
heart had become a prison to her?

No. For if she told the whole bit
ter truth, she knew it would only shat
ter the life o f the old man she had 
learned to love.

“ There isn’t anything wrong,”  she 
said at length, in a low voice, a brave 
smile turning up the corner o f  her lips. 
“ Austin has been dreadfully busy, and 
working nights. That is why he hasn’t 
been at home so much.”

“ Funny,”  interrupted C h a l m e r s  
Jason, screwing his eyes up and rais
ing his chin reflectively, “ that young 
Burton doesn’t stay at the office later, 
then, and give him a hand. He seems to 
have plenty o f leisure.”

Serena flushed scarlet. It was true. 
Robert Burton had scarcely missed an 
evening at the apartment during the old 
man’s illness and recuperation. She had
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welcomed his presence casually, too ab
sorbed with her own problem to see the 
hungry look his eyes held when he 
gazed upon her.

Sometimes he was moody and rest
less. But who wasn’t in this house? 
The prolonged situation was getting on 
everybody’s nerves. Still she dared not 
leave.

Austin and she had had an unpleas
ant scene when he tried to resume their 
broken idyl, and again when he had 
shown her a second wire from Vina, 
advising him to keep her proxy on at 
any cost, until Chalmers Jason’s depar
ture.

Serena’s tense nerves had cracked, 
then. She had torn the uncashed check 
that he had given her, in tiny pieces, 
and flung it into his face. Then she 
had rushed to her room, aflame with 
indignation.

Since then she had seen him only 
when it was absolutely necessary.

Chalmers Jason rubbed his chin 
thoughtfully and said he believed he 
was tired. Serena closed the book with 
gratitude and assisted the old man 
from the room.

U STIN  telephoned that day that 
he would not be home for din
ner. Serena breathed a sigh of 

relief as she hung up the receiver. Her 
hurt heart still vibrated with misery 
at the sound o f his voice.

She wandered aimlessly about the 
large drawing-room, touching this and 
that, rearranging Burton’s flowers, in 
melancholy silence. At last she seated 
herself before the open fireplace and 
stared into the embers.

Robert Burton, entering quietly, 
found her there, alone. He came quick
ly and sat beside her, taking her cold 
hands into his own.

“ Serena,”  he said softly, “ Austin

has to do something about this, and do 
it quickly. He’s got to get you out o f 
this mess, or you’ll be ill with worry.”

She glanced up at him gratefully. 
His dark, troubled eyes held hers, and 
a quick sob, that she tried desperately 
to stifle, broke from her lips. She tor
tured the wisp o f handkerchief in her 
hands until it was in shreds.

“ Oh, my dear!”  Robert’s voice, 
deep with pity, fell on her ears like 
balm. “ Can you ever forgive me for 
what I have done to you, getting you 
into this? If I could only have guessed 
what would happen! I never dreamed 
that you loved Austin, But you do. 
Serena, darling, you do, don’t you ?”

His voice had risen, now, on a note 
o f anguish. He took her by the shoul
ders and turned her to him almost 
roughly.

She looked up at him, speechless, and 
he thought he read his answer in her 
haunted eyes. He took his hands from 
her shoulders and began pacing the 
room in long strides, his hands thrust 
deep into the pockets o f his coat. He 
turned back to where she sat, head 
bowed, and stood over her, unable to 
find words o f comfort.

Then suddenly she burst into tears. 
Robert Burton looked at her helpless
ly for a moment, then very gently drew 
her to her feet. Without a word he put 
his arms around her. Her head drooped 
to his shoulder, and she clung to him 
like a wounded child.

“ Cry it out, dear,”  he advised softly.
But suddenly she was not crying. 

She looked up into his face, blue eyes 
wide with self-revelation. A  new 
warmth, new strength flooded her be
ing. Her arms reached up timidly about 
his neck, and her shadowed eyes shone 
with a new glory as he bent his head 
to meet her lips.

For a long moment they stood there,
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and an unseen light seemed to shed its 
radiance over them, penetrating and 
healing Serena’s bruised heart.

She knew suddenly that this was 
love; holy and miraculously sweet. She 
knew that, like a lone wanderer, she had 
been following the mirage o f her infat
uation for Austin, until it had vanished 
and left her alone, stranded in a morass 
o f shifting doubts and fears.

“ Serena, beloved, is it true?”  Rob
ert whispered at last.

“ Yes. Oh, yes,”  she answered breath
lessly. “ I do love you— I have been such 
a fool— such a blind fool.”

“ Don’t say any more, darling. It is 
enough that you love me. Oh, my dear, 
I have been nearly mad, with you here, 
trapped in this place. I couldn’t bring 
myself to speak before, but I love you 
— I worship you. You ’ve got to come 
away with me and end this farce, once 
and for all!”

His deep, urgent voice lit new fires 
o f hope in Serena, as she rested against 
him. Neither heard the soft, shuffling 
footsteps behind them.

“ Farce? Trapped in this house? Mr. 
Burton, be so good as to tell me the 
meaning o f this!”

T H E  lovers swung around, con
sternation painting their faces 
with guilt.

Chalmers Jason stood before them, 
his aged body drawn to its full height, 
trembling with rage.

Serena fell back, and a swift cry es
caped her lips. The old man was facing 
her now, dark accusation written on 
every feature o f his deeply lined face.

“ I had suspected as much,”  he said 
in a voice, high and thin with anger. 
“ Your crying spells. Your restlessness. 
It is a good thing my illness kept me 
here, or I should never have learned the 
truth.”

He turned swiftly to Robert, who 
faced the old man’s fury, outwardly 
calm.

“ As for you, young man, don’t look 
for your hat. You will stay here and 
answer to her husband!”

“ Very well, sir,” Robert Burton an
swered respectfully. “ I shall be glad to. 
You see, I love her.”

Fie sat down quietly, as though pre
paring for a long wait and carefully 
selected a cigarette from his case.

“ Love! Bah!”  retorted Chalmers 
Jason, and started toward his room, 
his cane thumping the carpet with 
venom.

Serena hastened to his side to sup
port him, but he brushed her away 
with one withering look.

They heard the dull thud o f his door 
as it closed behind his outraged figure. 
Serena rushed to Robert’s side as 
though for protection, from what she 
did not know. He put his arms out to 
receive her, only to drop them at the 
sound o f a man’s voice in the hall.

Serena’s startled glance flew to the 
doorway as Austin entered the room, 
a large confectioner’s box in his hands.

“ I didn’t think I could make it for 
dinner,” he said half apologetically to 
Serena, as he handed her the sweets.

His steel blue eyes turned question- 
ingly to Robert, standing aloof, gazing 
darkly into the fireplace.

“ What’s the matter with you tw o?” 
he asked lightly. “ What has happened ?”

Serena’s eyes trailed guiltily from 
one to the other. A  nervous weakness 
overcame her. How could she tell Aus
tin that their well-planned plot had 
proved a boomerang? That Chalmers 
Jason thought her an unfaithful wife, 
carrying on an affair under her hus
band’s roof?

Courage drained from her as she 
faced her employer’s ominous, ques
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tioning gaze. And then a hysterical 
desire to escape conquered her, and 
she fled to her room.

For what seemed hours, Serena sat 
quaking in silence. The two men’s 
voices came to her, but she made no 
effort to listen to their conversation.

She rose at last to shut the door o f 
her room, which in her haste she had 
left ajar. She supposed Robert was tell
ing Austin the whole miserable story. 
What, she wondered, would they do 
now ?

A warm flush stole over her slender 
body; ecstasy gripped her at the 
thought o f Robert. Would he tell Aus
tin, as he had told her, that he loved 
her? W ould he take her away from 
here at once?

She hoped— oh, she hoped with all 
her heart, that they would tell Chal
mers Jason the whole, despicable truth.

Serena’s hand was on the doorknob 
when she heard a groan escape Robert’s 
lips. She started toward the living 
room and then stood stockstill in the 
threshold, tense, listening.

“ By Heaven, Austin, you will have 
to prove what you are saying. I ’ve a 
good mind to throttle you!”

She saw Robert advance, his fists 
clenched, about to put words into ac
tion. But the older man stepped aside, 
narrowly averting the blow.

“ Hold on, Robert,”  he commanded, 
his face flushed with anger. “ I can 
prove it— by her own lips, if you want 
that. Ask her to deny that she was in 
my room at three o ’clock, the morning 
my uncle was stricken.”

A N inarticulate cry rose from 
Serena’s constricted throat, but 
the two men, passionately en

grossed in their argument, did not hear 
her. She stood frozen with horror, 
watching them, unable to command her

limbs to move, unable to defend her
self.

“ What did you expect o f a cheap 
office girl, suddenly thrown into an 
environment like this?”  Austin was 
sneering. “ O f course, old man, if you 
want to carry out your quixotic no
tions, it’s your funeral, but I ’d sug
gest you find yourself a more suitable 
wife. Unless you have no aversion to 
marrying another man’s mist— ”

Sickened, Serena turned away; there 
was a dull thud, but she did not hear 
it. She closed the door carefully, and 
staggered to her room, to the closet 
where her plain black dress and coat 
still hung.

She was not conscious o f pain. O f 
anything at all. Her head felt strange
ly light, and when she put her hand 
to her forehead it felt like that o f 
another person, wholly apart from her
self. Surely someone else in the room 
was making those little, strangled 
noises.

She changed her dress, then pulled 
her black hat over her fair curls, and 
started out.

She had thought the drawing-room 
was empty, now, but as she passed the 
doorway, a voice, sullen with impa
tience, boomed at her. In the dim light 
she saw Austin sitting at the fireside, 
nursing a cut above one swollen eye.

“ Serena,” he said peremptorily, 
“ where are you going?”

She clutched her small purse in 
white, tense hands and raised expres
sionless blue eyes to his.

“ I ’m going out,”  she answered 
shortly.

“ My dear,” he said, rising and com
ing toward her, “ don’t let what hap
pened this afternoon distress you. Go 
back to your room and change your 
dress. Robert told me all about it, and 
I have just talked to Uncle Chalmers.
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I ’m sure I have convinced him that 
Burton’s attentions were pressed upon 
you against your will.”

A  light broke through Serena’s 
dazed mind. She saw clearly that Aus
tin was playing his cards fast and furi
ously. That he meant to try to keep 
her here, his prisoner.

“ Perhaps w i t h  the hope,”  she 
thought wildly, “ o f making me truly 
his mistress.”

When had he had the opportunity 
to persuade his uncle? It had taken her 
only a few seconds to change her dress.

She looked at him, stark hatred star
ing out o f her drawn face. She knew 
that he was simply exposing his whole 
campaign, not knowing that she had 
heard the lies he’d branded on the soul 
o f the man she loved.

He had her in his arms now, plead
ing with her.

“ Serena— Serena, don’t go! I can 
fix it all up. It means so much to me. 
It isn’t the money alone, my dearest. 
Don’t you see that I ’m mad about you ? 
That I want you for my own. I can’t 
give you up. I ’ll take care o f you, lit
tle sweetheart. I ’ll give you anything 
in the world you want. I— ”

A  wave o f faintness very nearly en
gulfed Serena. She tore herself free 
o f his arms and stood, a tragic ghost, 
confronting him.

“ I am leaving this house,”  she said 
in a low, deadly voice. “ I never, as 
long as I live, want to see you again!”

Austin sprang toward her, but when 
the heavy silence o f the room was 
broken, it was not by his voice.

“ You had better let her go, my boy. 
A  woman who would deceive you once 
will do it again.”

Chalmers Jason advanced toward 
them, leaning heavily upon his gold- 
topped cane. His eyes bored into 
Serena’s with undisguised hatred.

“ I knew when you married this 
woman, no good could come o f it. An 
actress! Let her go, I say. A  good 
actress she is, I admit that. I never 
could have believed her treachery, had 
I not seen it with my own eyes.”

In the midst o f her distress, Serena 
found compassion for the angry, tot
tering old man who had been robbed 
of his newly found faith in humanity.

She put her hand out to him in an 
involuntary gesture of appeal. But it 
was Austin who caught and held that 
hand.

“ Vina— my wife,” he murmured. 
“ Don’t leave me. I forgive you.” 

Suddenly it was all too much for 
Serena. The outrage, the irony of it all 
hit her like a blow. Peels o f hysterical 
laughter rang to the rafters o f the 
somber room.

“ W ife !”  she fairly shrieked. “ W ife! 
I ’m no more your wife than— ”

Serena never finished her sentence. 
She was running through the long 
foyer hall as fast as her shaking legs 
would carry her.

S H E gave a long sigh o f relief as 
the elevator carried her to the 
street floor below.

Out in the clean air she walked slow
ly, trying to focus her scattered facul
ties. From blind force o f habit, she 
turned south a few blocks and walked 
across town toward her former board
ing-house. She was glad that she had 
kept her room, paying the rent in ad
vance.

Thankfully, she let herself m and 
drew off the hateful dress, so painfully 
associated with her unhappy escapade. 
She slid into a pair o f worn velvet 
pajamas and sat staring out o f the win
dow at the dust-gray backyard land
scape, that was her only view.

The numbness was wearing off.
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now, and a feverish, aching wound 
seemed to have taken the place o f her 
heart. She closed her eyes and pressed 
her damp forehead against the cool 
windowpane.

“ Serena, beloved!”  Robert’s voice 
seemed to come to her as though from 
a great distance.

And her whole being cried out, across 
the housetops, in loving answer to the 
man she knew, surely, she would never 
see again. The man who had loved her, 
until she had been dragged through a 
gutter o f lies.

Serena never knew how long she 
sat there. A  sound that she had learned 
to fear aroused her. Someone was 
knocking at her door. She sat immov
able, fearing to answer, watching the 
doorknob with wide eyes as it twisted 
frantically.

Then, “ Serena!”
In one bound she was across the 

room, fumbling with the lock. No 
sooner had her shaking hands shot 
back the old-fashioned bolt, than the 
door sprung open and Robert Burton 
stood before her. His dark eyes were 
sunken, his young face haggard.

He did not speak, but closed the 
door firmly behind him. Then he turned 
to the white-faced girl and swept her 
into his arms.

“ Darling— darling,”  he whispered 
brokenly, into the fragrance o f her hair. 
“ Don’t send me away. I love you with 
all my heart. I was a coward to leave 
you there. No matter what you have

been to him, it was all my fault, so 
help me. I sent you there. Serena, be
loved, I want you for my wife.”

She looked up into his face and her 
lips trembled with words she could not 
speak. This— this was enough, for now. 
Later she would explain it all, and put 
his heart at rest; but now—

She closed her tired eyes as his lips 
found hers.

When he released her, she looked out 
on an enchanted world. Her head 
thrown back in his embrace, she gazed 
through the window at the deep blue 
o f the star-studded sky, then at the 
rooftops below. They were painted 
silver now, by the master brush o f the 
moon, and the world, like her heart, 
was clean again.

Robert, brushing the curls back 
from her clear brow, said, “ I ’m afraid 
we’ll be rather poor for a while, dar
ling. I ’ll have to start all over again, 
now. I won’t be a member o f— ”

Serena laid a cool finger across his 
lips. She never wanted to hear that 
other name again.

But she was to hear it, sooner than 
she dreamed.

They had been married two short, 
blissful weeks when the letter came. The 
new Mrs. Burton’s eyes misted with 
tears as she read it. It was half-scold
ing, humorously apologetic, and it o f 
fered Robert Burton a splendid oppor
tunity with a famous mid-Western 
packing house.

It was signed, “ Chalmers Jason.”



Two Poems t>y Gertrude Grymes Smitfi

These I Be Keeping

T H ESE I will be keeping: 
Each cherished little sin, 

The kiss I gave to Harold 
Much to his chagrin.

The ribbon I wore skating 
Because I felt so gay,

With deaf ear turned to laughter
At my childish way.

Little moments stolen 
To dance across the floor 

When no one is looking 
And my spirits soar.

Little sins I ’m saving;
None so very bold.

Still they keep folks guessing 
If I ’m young or old.

Nocturne

T H E  moon wdth magic finger tips 
Has turned the sails o f little 
ships

T o lovely wings o f silver white 
Against the curtain o f the night.

They drift and slowly come to rest 
Upon a crystal foaming crest 
And settle back in peaceful dreams 
Where little ripples gather gleams.

And when the moon is riding low, 
The little ships that come and go, 
Leave long black shadows on her face 
That move with swift and airy grace.

For night has donned a silver veil 
And with the passing o f each sail,
She lifts a corner, peering through 
With eyes that speak o f stars— and 

you.
42
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The Tjvals
By BEULAH POYNTER

“ L ove me, love my P eke!”  H er ultimatum was 
too much fo r  any he-man's pride

SA L L Y  pulled up the shades and 
looked out at the sky. Then she 
gave a happy little laugh, stooped 

quickly and gathered up Peewee’s small 
body in a tight embrace.

,<The sun is shining, baby! It’s going 
to be a glorious day! Oh, Peewee, isn’t 
it grand? Y ou ’re six months old today! 
Your birthday, darling, and the sun 
is shining!”

Peewee wriggled enthusiastically. 
His small red tongue tried frantically 
to caress Sally’s round, pink cheek, and 
his richly plumed tail wagged with ap
preciation o f the day, his mistress, af
fection and his joy in living.

“ O f course,”  Sally added, nestling 
her dimpled chin in Peewee’s golden 
fluff, “ Tod doesn’t know it’s your birth
day. But we know it, don’t we,
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Precious? And it will make the outing 
all the grander.”

She placed the puppy on the floor 
and, singing happily, went about pre
paring her breakfast in the tiny kitchen
ette adjoining her combined livingroom 
and bedroom. Tod was coming for her 
at nine o ’clock. That was enough to 
make her sing. Whenever she thought 
o f Tod and the warm, vital masculinity 
o f him, her pulses raced and her throat 
swelled. She was the luckiest girl in 
the w orld!

O f course the car didn’t belong to 
Tod, but the salesman who had dem
onstrated it to them last week was 
positive he was going to buy it. And 
Tod was hoping fervently that he 
could. Also hoping, Sally knew, that 
she had so fallen in love with the car’s 
smooth mechanism and beautiful lines 
that she would see the advisability of 
being extravagant.

They were going to be married in a 
month. Already their bank accounts had 
been depleted to purchase the furnish
ings for an adorable five-room apart
ment in the West Nineties.

If Tod bought the car, it would have 
to be on credit and Sally loathed debt. 
Last week they had talked for an hour 
or more upon the subject. Tod agreed 
heartily with her that a young couple, 
no matter how healthy, no matter how 
splendid their prospects, should not be
gin married life under a burden o f 
debt.

“ But,”  he had added, “ we’d hardly 
miss ten dollars a month, honey. Mor
gan says he can manage to make the 
payments that low and— ”

“ But it would take two years for 
you to pay for it at that rate.”

“ I suppose so.”  Tod had sighed and 
looked down at Peewee, chewing on 
his shoestrings.

Sally had had a strangled feeling for

a moment that Tod regretted the hun
dred dollars he had spent in buying Pee
wee, though certainly the pup had re
paid, in affection, a dozen times that 
amount.

Sometimes Sally was almost positive 
that, in spite o f her adoration, Peewee 
loved Tod better. His step was enough 
to set every hair in the little animal’s 
body atingle. Peewee wriggled and 
squirmed until he seemed possessed o f 
twelve legs instead o f four, when Tod 
came into the room.

Tod didn’t possess a pair of socks 
that the Peke’s small claws hadn’t 
damaged, in his frantic efforts to climb 
into his lap. And, curiously, Tod paid 
but little attention to the puppy.

“ He’s as cute as a bug’s ear, Sally,’* 
he’d admit, “ but you can’t expect a man 
to go nuts over a Peke. Give me a 
hound or a terrier but— Gosh, I ’m 
always afraid I ’ll hurt these toy dogs.’*

Sally retrieved one of her best shoes, 
just before Peewee made a meal on it. 
She scolded him indulgently, placed him 
on a cushion beside the table, and sat 
down to her toast and coffee.

Peewee looked first bewildered, then 
very sad. His brown eyes, under a 
tangle o f lashes and brows and 
whiskers, reproached her so much that 
she took him up in her lap and fed him 
scraps o f toast.

“ Now you must be good,” she ad
monished. “ I don’t intend to be late 
this morning.”

Peew'ee was ominously quiet while 
she hastily bathed, manicured her nails, 
waved her hair and donned her new 
tweed suit which wras to be part o f her 
trousseau. Too late she remembered the 
hat that had been delivered the night 
before. She had left it on the hall bench, 
with the lid raised and a bit o f  the 
tissue paper drooping over the side.

Now Peewee sat in the center o f torn
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paper, bits o f cardboard, and the re
mains o f thp felt hat that was to have 
been a traveling accessory. He looked 
up with as nearly a grin as a small dog 
could achieve, and wagged his tail.

Sally screamed and snatched what 
was left o f the hat. Ribbon and jaunty 
feather were in tatters. In the brim was 
a hole, and another in the crown. Ten 
dollars gone in thirty minutes.

“ O h !”  Sally wailed and dropped 
forlornly upon the rug. “ I ought to sell 
you ! I ought to sell you to that Mr. 
Parsons across the hall! He wants you, 
but not to love you, as I have. He says 
you’re worth two hundred dollars to 
him, but you aren’t worth two cents 
to me, you —  you abominable little 
nuisance!”

Peewee wiggled into her lap, licked 
her cheek and whined contritely. Sally 
pushed him away. He sat back on his 
haunches, pondering. This was a situa
tion quite beyond puppy comprehension. 
Never in the four long months since 
Sally had taken him into her heart and 
home had she repulsed him. She had 
scolded him, but never in this tone o f 
voice. And never had she cried.

Something was very wrong. He 
growled at the thing that had changed 
his goddess from a laughing girl into 
a strange woman with a harsh voice.

Sally continued to weep tears of 
chagrin and annoyance.

Peew'ee changed his growl to a shrill 
bark. Still no caressing hand patted his 
head. He bit his own tail, then began 
to whirl in frantic race to keep up with 
it. Sally didn’t laugh. So he ceased to 
chase his tail, jerked the hat out o f her 
lap and shook it violently, emitting 
queer, throaty rumbles that moved 
every muscle o f his fat tummy.

“ Peewee!”  Sally cried, and snatched 
the hat away. “ Oh, my good heavens—  
Peewee!”

He lost his balance and fell on his 
back. Four legs struggled in the air 
for two minutes before he could right 
himself, and in spite of Tierself Sally 
laughed.

“ What's the use?” she shrugged. 
“ It’s my fault. I know what puppies 
are. Anyway, nothing is going to spoil 
this day.”

The house phone rang. Sally wiped 
her eyes and answered it.

“ Mr, Collins callin’,” said the boy 
below.

“ Be right down.”
Sally slipped the jacket o f her suit 

over her new white satin blouse, tossed 
the ruined hat into the hall closet, 
found the one she had worn all winter, 
and jammed it on her head with utter 
disregard for her newly waved hair. 
She caught up her purse and, with the 
puppy under her arm, ran to the 
elevator.

“ Nice day,”  said the colored operator.
“ Glorious!”  Sally cried enthusiasti

cally.
It was glorious! Peewee and Tod and 

a lifetime o f happiness ahead! What 
did a ruined hat matter, when there 
was so much love in the ww ld?

Tod stood outside by a fire plug, his 
gold-brown eyes eagerly watching the 
door. Sally cried, “ Hello!”  and he 
grinned.

She loved his grin. It was so boyish, 
and it robbed his rugged features o f a 
certain austerity they possessed when in 
repose. Then, too, it matched his 
freckles, and a nose inclined to be snub.

Tod wasn't handsome, Sally ad
mitted, but he was magnetic. He had 
personality, push, determination. He’d 
go places, and he was going to take 
Sally with him.

There was something about the way 
he walked, the set o f his broad 
shoulders, that informed everyone Tod
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Collins was destined for big things. He 
wouldn’t always be a bank cashier. His 
enthusiasm, his integrity, his aggres
siveness would take him far in the 
financial world.

It always gave Sally a thrill to realize 
that he had chosen her o f all the world 
to help him along in his career.

“ Where’s the car?”  she asked breath
lessly when he squeezed her hand and 
enveloped her with a look that was as 
thrilling as a kiss.

“ Around the corner. Couldn’t park 
in front o f this plug. I haven’t the roll 
to risk a ticket at present. Give the 
pooch to the doorman, and we’ ll be on 
our way.”

“ Do— what?”

IV E  Peewee to the doorman, I 
V_JT said.”  He pulled the pup’s 

ears.
“ Why, Tod, I wouldn’t think o f let

ting the doorman handle him! Anyway, 
he’s going with us.”

“ No, darling, that’s out. The car 
doesn’t belong to me. Knowing Pee- 
wee’s destructive nature, I wouldn’t 
take him joy  riding in borrowed prop
erty on a bet.”

“ You know,”  she said stubbornly, 
“ I wouldn’t leave him behind.”

“ You will this time, sweetheart,”  he 
said with irritating suaveness “ He’ll 
be all right.”

“ Tod Collins! A  whole day! Why, 
he’d grieve himself to death!”

“ Nonsense.”
“ It isn’t nonsense at all. Why, he’s 

simply frantic when I leave him alone, 
just to go to market. Why, there’s no 
telling what would happen to him if 
I left him for a whole day.”

“ Do you intend to lug him along, 
every place you go?”

“ I most certainly do! That is, until 
he’s old enough to understand.”

“ That’s a hot one,”  he muttered. 
“ And just when do you think he’ll be 
old enough to understand?”

“ Not for a long time. He’s only a 
baby now. Six months old!”

“ So that,”  he drawled, his eyes nar
rowing and a funny tight line settling 
about 'his generous mouth, “ is why 
you’ve refused to go to the theater and 
night clubs with me recently?”

She nodded.
“ In other words, where the pup can’t 

go, you won’t g o?”
“ You understand, Tod, that— ” 
“ No, I ’m hanged if I do! I expected 

you to love him and be kind to him, 
but not be a slave to him, nor stand 
me up for him.”

“ Stand you up?” she repeated in
credulously.

“ Exactly. Three times in the last 
month you’ve let me buy tickets for 
shows, and at the last minute found 
some excuse for not going. And it was 
the pooch every time.”

“ Once I thought he was getting dis
temper,”  she said hotly. “ Surely you 
didn’t expect me to desert him, then. 
It’s nearly always fatal. And then he 
swallowed the safety pin, and I had to 
take him to the vet. And— and— ” 

“ He was afraid o f the dark and 
yowled, and the tickets only cost me 
six bucks,” Tod sneered.

“ T od !” she gasped. “ Why, I thought 
you loved him— so little and fright
ened and dependent on me! Don’t you 
love him?”  She held the squirming 
body close to his face.

“ Hell— n o!” he exploded. “ Do I 
look like the kind o f man that would 
love that?”

“ T o d ! Tod Collins!”
“ Well,” he demanded, “ are we 

going, or aren’t we?”
“ I ’m most certainly not going with

out Peewee.”
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He ground his cigarette into the 
pavement, and stared down into her 
slowly whitening face. “ D ’you mean 
that, Sally?”

“ I most certainly do. There’s no rea
son on earth why I should leave him 
alone all day in an empty apartment, to 
eat his little heart out in loneliness 
and fear. He wouldn’t hurt the old car. 
I could keep him on my lap all the 
way.”

“ H ah!” he sneered.
“ He wouldn’t eat or sleep without 

me. He might get into anything. I 
might come home to find him dead, 
just because you don’t own the car is 
no excuse. You don’t want him along. 
That’s all!”

“ All right, I don’t want him. Maybe 
I want you to myself for a change. 
Maybe I want to hear some sensible 
conversation addressed to me. Do you 
realize that nothing has interested you 
for four months but that mutt? That 
you haven’t addressed twenty words to 
me personally? It’s always, ‘Precious, 
tell Tod what we want to do.’ ‘Blessed, 
do you think Toddie would like roast 
lamb for dinner?’ ‘Honey bunch, Tod
die doesn’t want you to climb on his 
lap.’

“ Lord, it’s gagged me! And calling 
me Daddy! I ’m not that mutt’s daddy, 
no matter what you think you are!”

“ W hy— T od !” she gasped again.
“ I ’d like to feel for one day that I 

mattered to you as much as a dog— a 
lap dog, not even a real dog.”

“ Y ou ’re jealous!”  she cried. “ W hy 
Tod Collins, you’re jealous o f Pee- 
wee!”

“ I am not! When I ’m jealous o f a 
two-by-four pooch, you can send me 
to Bellevue.”

“ Better commit yourself now, for 
you are jealous o f Peewee.”

He glared. She glared back.

“ Do w'e go, or do we not?” he asked, 
his voice thick with rage.

“ W e do not.”
“ All right, spend the day with a dog. 

Coddle him. Cuddle him to your heart’s 
content. I ’ll find someone to drive to 
the country with me.”

“ I hope you get a blonde,” she 
flared.

She turned and with irritating de
liberation walked toward the double 
doors leading into the lobby.

He called after her. “ I ’ll let you 
know whether she’s a blonde or a 
brunette.”

“ D o !” she flung sweetly over hei 
shoulder. “ And be sure she doesn’t like
dogs.”

“ You can darned well bank on that! 
I ’ll tell you all about it at dinner.”

“ Dinner?”
That arrested her.
“ Sure. Nothing to do but look after 

a mutt. You might be able to fix up 
some sort o f meal for me out o f his 
left-overs.”

“ Mutt!”  she cried, and flounced into 
the building.

A S SH E waited for the elevator, 
a gentleman came in and waited 
with her. He was her neighbor 

from across the hall. Through Peewee, 
she had a slight acquaintance with him, 
and knew him to be a dog fancier, with 
several kennels out on Long Island.

He was tall and lean, with kind, 
heavy gray eyes and dark, gray- 
sprinkled hair. His skin was leathery 
and full o f little lines, and his mouth 
was tight-lipped. But there was an en
gaging gleam in his eyes, and when he 
smiled there was a friendly quality 
about him that was very attractive.

He said, “ Good morning, Miss 
Dixon.”

Sally stammered, “ Good morning,
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Mr. Parsons,”  and tried to smile.
“ Been taking Peewee for a consti

tutional?”  He stooped and patted the 
pup’s silky head.

“ N o.”  She hoped she wasn’t going 
to cry. Heavens, would that elevator 
ever descend?

“ Great little animal. Shows he’s an 
aristocrat.”

Sally choked. And Tod had called 
him a mutt and sneered at him.

“ He has ten champions in his an
cestry,”  she said fiercely.

“ I don't doubt it. Fine head. I ’d like 
to own him. I ’d make a champion out 
o f him.”

The elevator reached the lobby, and 
they entered it.

Sally said with a choked laugh, “ I 
didn’t know men liked Pekes.”

“ A  man who likes dogs likes any 
kind. Still don’t want to sell him?” 

“ N o! I wouldn’t part with Peewee 
for a million dollars.”

“ I won’t give a million,” he laughed, 
“ but I ’ll raise my offer another fifty. 
I ’ll give you two hundred and fifty dol
lars for him.”

Sally blinked. “ W hy?”
“ I think I could make it back on him, 

and more. He rates several blue ribbons 
if I know anything about dogs. But 
two fifty for a six-month-old pup is 
a pretty good price.”

“ I know,”  she murmured. “ But I 
couldn’t sell him. I ’m glad someone ap
preciates him, though.”

She entered her tiny apartment and 
dumped the pup on the floor. She was 
determined not to let what Tod had 
said disturb her. He’d be sorry and 
telephone in a little while to tell her 
so. O f course he wouldn’t go to the 
country without her. Probably he was 
on his way back to the salesroom with 
the car now.

When he apologized for being such

a brute, she wouldn’t give in at once. 
He should be sorry. The idea o f a man 
being jealous o f a baby dog! A  tiny 
mite he had given to her himself. A  
little bit o f  affection who loved Tod 
more than anyone in the world.

Why, it was ridiculous! Maybe Tod 
didn’t like dogs at all. Oh, dear, that 
would be awful. There was something 
lacking in a man who didn’t like dogs.

Ten o ’clock rolled around, but Tod 
didn’t telephone. He had always been 
the first to apologize when they quar
reled. Maybe he had gone to the coun
try. Maybe—

Panic caught at her heart. Maybe he 
had taken another girl! She didn’t de
serve that. Just because she loved a lit
tle animal that was his own gift to 
her.

She paced the apartment with Pee
wee in her arms, watching the hands o f 
her watch moving slowly around the 
dial. By noon she could endure the 
suspense no longer. She telephoned to 
the man who had demonstrated the 
car.

“ This is Miss Dixon,” she said. 
“ Has Mr. Collins been in your place 
this morning?”

“ Oh, yes, early, to take out the car 
he is thinking o f buying.”

“ Not since?”
“ No. W e don’t expect him until 

around five o ’clock. He wanted to try 
the machine on a country road. I un
derstood that you were going with 
him.”

“ I— I didn’t go,”  she said and hung 
up the receiver.

A  blonde? A  brunette? Oh, Tod, if 
you’ve taken Mabel Drew with you to
day I ’ll never speak to you as long as 
I live! Or that hateful Fleeta Owens! 
Oh, Peewee, we didn’t think he’d do it, 
did we?

Suppose he never telephoned again.

3- 5-27
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Suppose, because o f his dislike for Pee- 
wee, he wouldn’t want to marry her.

She stopped dead in the center o f the 
room, her heart pounding as though it 
would burst through her flesh. Why, 
life without Tod was unthinkable!

For two years she had lived and 
breathed and dreamed for Tod. And 
now he was jealous o f the love she 
bore little Peewee. Peewee was ador
able, but the great reason she loved

him so much was because Tod had 
given him to her.

When another hour had passed, a 
deadly numbness settled over her. Tod 
had gone to the country. And he hadn’t 
gone alone.

But perhaps even if he had taken an
other girl, no one really counted but 
herself. She wouldn’t be angry. She 
vrouldn’t even let him know how much 
she cared. And she would show him

4 S — 2 7
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that he meant more to her than all the
dogs in the world.

At two o ’clock the telephone rang. 
Sally was so expectant that she stum
bled blindly to the private phone and 
sobbed into the mouthpiece, “ Hello 
T od !”  There was no answer.

Then she realized it was the house 
| hone that had rung.

She was tempted not to answer it. 
Some agent, perhaps, wanting to show 
her his wares, or someone she didn’t 
w ant to see, calling on her. But habit 
sent her to the kitchenette. She took 
down the receiver and mumbled, 
“ Hello.”

Tod’s voice answered. “ Sally?” 
“ Oh, T od !”  she wailed. “ Tod, did 

you go to the country?”
“ I ’m in one heck o f a mess,”  he said 

thickly. “ Just wanted to be sure you 
were home before I came upstairs.”

SH E waited for him with the door 
open. But even what he had said 
did not prepare her for his ap

pearance.
His suit was grease-spotted and torn. 

There was a smear o f blood-streaked 
grease on one cheek. His hands looked 
as though he had bathed them in mud, 
and his hair was disheveled. He wore 
no hat.

“ T od !”  she gasped.
He slid into the room and closed 

the door. For a moment he did not 
speak, just stood looking down at her 
with a wild expression in his eyes and 
a sickly grin on his face.

“ Wha— what happened?” she whis
pered hoarsely, visions o f murder and 
theft and every dire thing possible con
jured up by the expression on his white 
face.

“ The worst!”  he groaned and 
slumped into the nearest chair.

Peewee, yapping with delight, leaped

at him, but was neither repulsed nor 
welcomed. And for once Sally had no 
thoughts o f her pet.

“ The worst?”  she repeated.
“ Any o f that brandy left?”  he asked.
“ I think so.” She hurried into the 

kitchenette, found the bottle he had 
left a week before, poured him a drink 
and gave it to him. He swallowed, 
straightened up and laughed.

“ What do you mean— the worst, 
T od?”  she asked, clasping her hands 
over her breast, her face as tragic as 
his had been the minute before.

“ I ’ve smashed the car.”
“ Oh! Is that all? I thought maybe 

you’d killed someone.”
“ A ll!”  he exclaimed. “ Do you 

realize that car sells for five hundred 
bucks— it’s only a year old— and I 
haven’t five hundred cents at the pres
ent moment?”

“ Isn’t it insured?”  she asked in a 
properly squelched voice.

“ What good does that do me? It 
was my fault, and the company will 
make me pay the damages or buy the 
car.

“ It was my fault,”  he repeated as 
her lips parted. “ If I hadn’t been so 
darned sore at you and the pooch, I 
would have looked where I was going, 
and I wouldn’t have been driving at 
sixty miles an hour. Well, anyway, I 
went into a telephone pole, and I ’m 
lucky to be here to tell the tale.”

“ Oh, darling!”  she wailed and 
dropped on her knees beside him. "Are 
you sure you aren’t hurt ? There’s blood 
on your cheek. Let me call a doctor. Let 
me— ”

“ I ’m not hurt,”  he said, softening 
under her sympathy. “ But I ’m worried 
sick. I managed to get the thing back 
to town. It’s downstairs, but I don’t 
know what to do about it.”

She wound her arms around him and
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rested her cheek against his. “ You 
wanted to buy it, didn’t you?”

“ Sure I did. But nobody would buy 
it as it stands. And what would I do 
for money if I did buy it?”

“ If you bought it,” she continued, 
paying no attention to what he said, 
“you could telephone that Mr. Morgan 
you were keeping it, and he’d never 
know what you had done to it.”

He took her face between his two 
hands and looked at her. “ Sometimes, 
Sally,”  he said, “ your reasoning simply 
floors me. Next week when I get my 
salary I could pay for the thing— that 
is, the first down payment— but today 
I couldn’t buy a broken windshield. 
And unless I make a down payment, 
that car has to go back to the store. 
Even if I could buy it, what would I 
do with it? There’s enough damage 
done to set us back another hundred 
dollars.”

She sprang to her feet. “ Wash your 
face and hands,”  she said in a busi
nesslike way, “ then we’ll go downstairs 
and see how it’s damaged. I f  you could 
drive it, it isn’t completely ruined. 
W e’ll buy it.”

“ W e’ll buy it! I ’ve just been telling 
you— ”

“ I know you have. But— ”  She 
looked down at Peewee, and a little 
knife turned in her heart. “ I ’ll get the 
money.”

“ H ow ?”
She bit her lip. “ You know that Mr. 

Parsons who raises show dogs? Re
member I told you he offered me two 
hundred for Peewee? Today he raised 
the offer to two fifty, and maybe I can 
get him to give me three hundred.”

He looked aghast. “ You wouldn’t 
sell Peewee!”

“ Not unless it was necessary. But 
it is necessary now, and anyway”— a 
sob choked her— “ you don’t like him,

and he’d always be a bone o f conten
tion between us.”

He looked at her steadily. “ This Par
sons really likes dogs?”

“ Oh, yes. He loves them and— well, 
later, after the car is paid for we’ll get 
a terrier or some kind o f big dog. 
Wash your face.”

Neither had anything to say as they 
descended in the elevator. The car, 
badly scarred, with a broken windshield 
and a bent fender, w-as parked in front 
o f the building. Seeing it, Sally sent 
up a prayer o f gratitude that Tod had 
not been killed. It would hurt to give 
up Peewee, but she owed that much 
for Tod’s being alive.

They walked around the machine. 
Tod tested the engine, the tanks, and 
decided that maybe fifty dollars would 
put it in shape again.

“ Then we can have a lot o f fun in 
it,”  Sally said cheerfully. “ Take it to 
a garage or a service station and tele
phone Mr. Morgan you’ll be over in the 
morning to pay for it. Come back to 
dinner, and I ’ll have the money for it.” 

“ Just a loan,” Tod said quickly. “ I ’ll 
give it back to you on payday.”

“ Just a loan,”  she said.

AS A L W A Y S , Peewee waited just 
inside the door. She caught him 
up, and let her tears drench his 

shaggy side.
“ You understand, don’t you, baby?”  

she sobbed. “ Even little puppies do un
derstand. Tod is my man, my husband, 
and I ’ve got to help him out. But I 
love you. You know I love you, and I 
wouldn’t sell you to anyone who 
wouldn’t be kind to you and love you, 
too. I ’ll give you your dinner, and then 
we’ll go see Mr. Parsons.”

She watched the pup thrust his muz
zle into the mixture o f vegetables and 
meat that was his meal. Then, when he
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bad finished, her chin set with deter
mination, her eyes glittering with the 
tears she was forcing back, she marched 
across the half.

She rang the bell and waited. Every 
minute she felt weaker in the knees, 
less brave about her sacrifice.

Parsons himself opened the door. He 
looked uncertainly at her at first, then 
exclaimed:

“ Why, bless my soul, it’s Peewee 
and his little mistress! Do come in.”

Sally shook her head. “ No, thanks. 
W e— er— I didn’t come to call. Pve de
cided to accept your offer. But could 
you— er— don’t you think Peewee is 
worth three hundred dollars— I mean, 
to you? I know he isn’t worth that 
much to anyone who doesn’t love him, 
but— ”

“ Just a minute,”  he interrupted, 
laughing. “ Do you mean you are ready 
to sell Peewee?”

“ Yes.”  Unconsciously her arms 
tightened around the dog’s little, fat 
body.

“ Come in, please, and we’ll talk 
about it.”

“ There isn’t anything to talk about,” 
Sally said, entering reluctantly.

If she talked she would begin to cry. 
The only thing to do was to turn over 
Peewee as quickly as possible and flee.

“ Do sit down,”  said Parsons. He 
indicated a roomy divan that was 
largely occupied by a sleepy-eyed col
lie. “ Plato is too old to be annoyed, and 
he likes pups anyway.”

Gingerly Sally seated herself beside 
the collie. Peewee wriggled in her lap, 
and pricked up his ears. The collie 
raised his head, sniffed and stretched 
his neck. In a moment he was nuzzling 
the Peke.

Sally laughed tremulously. “ They’ll 
be friends. He’ll keep Peewee from 
missing me.”

“ No other dog can take the place of 
a beloved master or mistress,”  Parsons 
said gently. “ That’s why we never let 
show dogs get very attached to humans. 
They might grieve themselves to death 
if separated.”

“ Peewee is too young to have grown 
very attached to me,”  Sally said. “ You 
don’t think he’d grieve to death?”

“ N o.”  Mr. Parsons smiled. “ What 
changed your mind ? Why do you want 
to sell him ?”

“ W hy— er— he’s such a gorgeous 
animal, and as you say he would take 
ribbons, and you know how to train 
him and I don’t, and— well, any way 
you can learn to love any kind o f dog, 
and,” she ended feebly, “ I need the 
money.”

“ I see.”  He took Peewee in his arms 
and stood him on the library table. “ I 
see. But two fifty is the best I can do, 
Miss Dixon.”

“ Pll— I ’ll take it,”  Sally gulped. She 
couldn’t look at Peewee.

“ A check? Or would you prefer 
cash ?”

“ If you have the cash— ” she stam
mered.

“ Fortunately I have. I visited the 
bank today.”

He crossed to a little wall safe and 
opened it. For a mad moment, Sally 
felt impelled to grab Peewee in her 
arms and run; then she thought o f Tod 
and his predicament. Tod, whom she 
loved better than anyone in the world. 
Tod, who was going to be her husband.

Parsons extended the roll. “ Do you 
really want to sell the puppy?” he asked, 
scrutinizing her tense little face. “ I 
think he’s a gorgeous little animal, and 
I want him, but I know what it means 
to love a dog. I shouldn’t want to buy 
him unless I thought you really wanted 
to get rid o f him.”

“ 1— I have to do it,”  Sally said, her
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chin tucked into the folds o f her blouse. 
Tears choked her. “ I love him, and I ’d 
never, never sell him if Tod wasn’t in 
such a jam.”

“ T od?”
“ W e’re to be married next month 

and— ”
Suddenly she was telling him every

thing.
All about the apartment she and Tod 

were to have together, how Tod had 
wanted a car, ever since she had known 
him, and once had been ready to put 
a down payment on one but had bought 
Peewee for her instead.

She blamed herself for the accident, 
because after all she could have left 
Peewee at home, and nothing would 
have harmed him. And anyway Tod 
was right in not wanting to take a 
destructive puppy in a machine that 
didn’t belong to him.

“ The payment for it is how much?” 
Mr. Parsons asked, gently stroking 
Peewee’s back.

“ A  hundred and fifty dollars,” she 
answered, “ but it will take another fifty 
to make the car presentable.”

“ Suppose,”  he said, “ you borrow two 
hundred dollars from me? I don’t know 
your young man, but I feel that we are 
friends, and that I am safe in lending 
you the money.”

“ O h!” Sally exclaimed. Color flamed 
her cheeks.

“ O h !” she cried again.
He put Peewee into her arms. “ Take 

him,”  he said, and put his hand on her 
head.

“ Now, now,”  he soothed, as she be
gan to sob softly, “ I ’m doing it for the 
pup. W e wouldn’t make him unhappy, 
would we ? Take the money, and when 
you can, return it to me.”

“ O h!”  Sally wailed. “ You are won

derful. Someday I ’ll— the first son Pee
wee has I ’ll give to you.”

T OD was outside the door when 
she appeared. His face lighted 
when he saw Peewee in her arms. 

“ So Parsons didn’t want him after 
all?”  he said. “ I ’m glad he didn’t, hon. 
I ’d never forgive myself if I did any
thing to hurt you, or if the little codger 
did grieve himself to death. I ’m going 
to try to raise the fifty bucks needed to 
patch up the car, tell Morgan the truth, 
and ask him to let me wait a while on 
the certainty that I ’ll buy the machine.”  

“ Oh, T od !”  she cried ecstatically. “ I 
do believe you love Peewee even if he 
is only a Peke.”

He grinned sheepishly. “ Well, I 
don’t hate him, and I guess for the kind 
o f dog he is, he’s a pretty fine little 
beast.”

“ He is,”  she laughed happily. “ And 
he’s saved your life. Listen!”

And breathlessly she recounted what 
had happened.

“ Well, I ’m darned!”  Tod said. “ Can 
you tie that! Well— say, pooch, I guess 
there’s something in the saying that a 
dog is a man’s best friend.”

Then he kissed Sally vehemently and 
let Peewee lick his cheek, and they 
went into the apartment.

“ Say, Sally,”  he began, “ I ’m 
sorry— ”

“ It’s all right, Tod,”  she interrupted. 
“ I know it was only because you were 
jealous o f Peewee.”

“ I f  you think I ’m jealous” — then he 
laughed. “ Yeah, I reckon that’s the 
truth. But I see what a chump I was. 
A  girl like you has a heart big enough 
for both a man and a dog, and Peewee 
and I know what lucky guys we are 
to have you.”



Girl in a A/Li
By VIRGINIA SAWYER

She hated America ’j hoy friend, sight unseen

A L L Y  ST. JOHN was a girl in a 
million. She didn’t like Gordon 
Turner. Or perhaps she was a girl 

in two million, because she hated him.
Every time she heard his voice on 

a record or over the radio, little shivers 
o f distaste crawled up her spine. 
Every time she saw a preview o f his 
latest picture, she longed to slap his 
smug, sissy boy face. And when she 
read an interview or an article about 
him in a movie magazine, it took her 
appetite away.

“ Mrs. Rigby’s Headache Tablets

now bring you the silver tones o f Gor
don Turner,”  the announcer said.

A  magical hush, the soft opening 
strains o f “ L ’amour Toujours 
L ’amour” and then— His Voice.

Signal for a million women to go 
into a trance. Signal for as many men 
to tear their hair in thwarted rage. 
Signal for black-eyed Sally St. John 
to hop out o f her chair, glare at her 
innocent, midget-sized radio and turn 
it off with a vicious snap.

That was why Sally didn’t go to see 
his personal appearance at the Palace,
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although it was just around the corner 
and it was her one day off from wait
ing on table at the Epicure Restau
rant.

That was why she sniffed scornfully 
at the mob o f fanatical women waiting 
outside the theater in the pouring rain. 
The mob that worshiped and adored 
him; that would hound him for his 
autograph, pull buttons from his coat, 
hairs from his head or perchance tear 
him limb from limb and divide him up.

She wouldn’t put anything past them 
in the state they were in. Excitement 
hit a new high because, not only was it 
their hero’s first personal appearance 
in the city, but the dreaded Purple 
Gang had been sending extortion notes, 
threatening to kidnap him.

It was a well-known fact that Gor
don Turner was completing his tour 
against the wishes o f his Hollywood 
producers.

“ He’s probably scared to death,”  
thought Sally as she rocked back and 
forth furiously.

She looked like a streak o f flame in 
her bright wool dress that lit up the 
dismal, late afternoon gray o f  her 
cheap, furnished room.

“ Yes, he’s probably cringing in his 
dressing room right now, divided be
tween his desires to go forth and dazzle 
the female population o f the city, and 
fear for his precious little neck.”

Through her open window, sheltered 
by the lire escape from the driving 
rain, Sally could hear the mutterings 
o f the crowd and the frequent, shrill 
blasts o f police whistles, trying to keep 
them in order.

Then there was a slight lull.
“ W ell,”  she said to herself, a sar

castic little smile making a scarlet satin 
twist o f her lips, “ Heaven’s gift to 
women must have come and gone, 
Peace reigns.”

And just as she thought it, there was 
a crash that could be nothing more nor 
less than the falling in o f the roof. 
She dropped her sewing and looked 
up, her heart in her mouth.

A  young man lay flat on his stomach 
in the middle o f her shabby carpet, and 
a trail o f  dirt and broken flower pots 
led from his prostrate form to the 
open window by the fire escape.

“ Pardon me,”  he said, “ for not 
knocking!”

HE untangled himself from her 
geranium plants and got shakily 
to his feet.

She saw in a split second that he was 
tall and young and poorly dressed; 
that he was pale and breathless and 
soaking wet from the rain. She saw 
that he had the bluest eyes in the world. 

“ W ho are you ?”  she gasped.
And just as he opened his mouth to 

speak, someone knocked on the door.
He threw her a brief, imploring 

glance and disappeared like lightning 
into the bathroom.

Sally swallowed hard and, opening 
the door a crack, stuck her nose out. 
Tw o fat policemen stood waiting. She 
stifled the little cry that sprang to her 
lips and stepped quickly into the hall.

“ W e’re looking for information 
about the gang who kidnaped Gordon 
Turner, the movie star,”  they told her. 
“ It happened just ten minutes ago by 
the stage door o f  the Palace.”

“ What do you think I know about 
it?”

“ You ’re the only woman we’ve 
found home, so far, whose windows 
overlooked the alley. They all went to 
see him, I guess, and they’re out there 
yet. Did you see anything strange in 
your alley? There’s only a brick wall 
dividing it from the backyard o f  the 
Palace. A  good athlete could scale it

55
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easy enough. The gang got clean 
away.”

“ Oh, no, it didn’t,”  thought Sally, 
beginning to feel wobbly in the knees. 
“ There’s some o f it now in my bath
room.”

She started to speak, and then hesi
tated. He was so young, so hunted- 
looking, with his coat collar turned up 
against the rain, his straight blond hair 
all mussed and on end like a little boy’s. 
He was a dangerous criminal— and his 
eyes were blue as a summer sky.

“ I— I didn’t see anything,”  she lied.
And after a few more routine ques

tions, the policemen went away.
“ You can come out now,”  she called 

in a flat little voice. “ They’re gone.”
“ Friends o f yours?”
“ The police.”  She sat down weakly 

on the studio couch. “ I lied to them. 
They asked me if I’d seen any o f  the 
kidnapers and I said ‘N o.’ ”

“ Kidnapers? What kidnapers? Was 
there a nice new kidnaping in the neigh
borhood today?”

His assumed innocence and his inso
lent grin maddened her. She was on 
her feet, stormy-eyed and shaking with 
rage. Her fists clenched at her sides 
and her voice shook with sarcasm.

"Kidnapers! You ask me what kid
napers! W hy, you and your gang, o f 
course. You can’t fool me. Y ou ’re the 
tail end o f the notorious Purple Gang 
that got Mama’s Boy Turner. You 
must be the— the lookout or something. 
They had to leave you behind, so you 
skinned over the wall, climbed up the 
fire escape and dove into my room.

“ But as long as your friends only 
muss up his curls and scare the smirk 
off his face it’s all right by me,”  she 
went on. “ He earns his money by 
cheating the public, anyway. But the 
police think different.

“ I lied for you, deliberately shielded

you from the law, and you have the 
nerve to stand there and play inno
cent. The least you can do is to admit 
i t !”

Suddenly all the anger died within 
her, and she stood twisting her hands 
and looking out the window at the flat, 
brick wall. She felt all weak and sick 
inside. Why, oh, why didn’t he deny 
or explain? Because, o f course, he 
couldn’t, tie  was exactly what she had 
accused him of being.

“ W hy did you do that for me?”  he 
asked.

“ I don’t know. I— I guess I ’m just 
a pushover.”

But she knew it wasn’t true. She’d 
been out on her own a long, long time, 
and she’d never done such a weak, 
foolish, crazy thing before. As far as 
men were concerned she was the orig
inal hard-boiled Hannah.

For a moment he stood looking 
down at her in a quizzical sort o f  way. 
His mouth was stern, but his eyes 
danced with a gay mockery.

“ So you’re a pushover,”  he laughed. 
“ Well, I ’m a pushover, too. See? A  
pushover for little, dark-eyed French 
dolls with red lips and straight black 
bangs.”

Sally’s fingers were trembling when 
she laid a blue glass ash tray beside 
him on the couch.

“ Have a cigarette,” she said briskly. 
“ Then out you g o !”

A S she hurried about the room, 
cleaning up the remains o f  her 
geraniums that lay all over the 

floor, she could feel his eyes on her, 
boring into her back, laughing at her. 
Her cheeks burned with shame, and 
she bit back the angry tears that kept 
forcing their way up from her proud, 
aching little heart.

She thought, ironically, o f  the words
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that Marie, the other waitress on her 
shift, had said only yesterday:

“ Y ou ’re the hard-boiled type that 
talks a lot and then falls like a ton of 
bricks. Y ou ’re a one-man woman, 
Sally, my girl, and if you fall for the 
wrong man, it’s going to be just too 
bad.”

Well, it was going to be just too 
bad, from now on. Sally looked 
through her eyelashes at the tall, blond 
young giant sprawled out on her couch, 
lazily puffing at his cigarette. The 
police o f a big city were hot on his 
trail, and he could lie there like that 
and grin at her disarmingly like a mis
chievous little boy caught stealing 
apples.

“ He’s hard as nails,”  thought Sally, 
clenching her teeth, “ and I love him. 
Even in this short time I love him. And 
in a few minutes he’ ll walk out through 
that door forever.”

Tick-tock, tick-tock, raced the clock 
on the wall, and thump-thump, thump- 
thump, raced her heart along beside it 
as the precious seconds sped away.

“ W ell” — he was on his feet now—  
“ I ’ll be leaving you, baby.”  It was as 
easy as that for him.

“ W ait!”
He stopped at her urgent cry, his 

hand on the doorknob.
Impulsively she rushed to the mantel 

and reached for the metal can that 
held her tips for the week. She poured 
its contents into his empty pocket.

“ Hey, what do you think I am, tak
ing money from a skirt?” He scooped 
the change out again and held it toward 
her.

“ Y ou ’re broke, aren’t you?”  she 
snapped. “ You can’t get away on noth
ing. Forget it. Just make out you never 
met me and— g o !”

She turned her back on him and 
walked blindly toward the window. It

was a pretty good job  o f  bluffing, but 
it wasn’t quite good enough.

He was by her side in a moment, 
forcing her with firm, gentle fingers to 
lift her chin and look at him.

“ You like me, don’t you, kid?”
His blue eyes were probing the very 

depths o f her heart. Their almost hyp
notic power was forcing her to answer.

“ Yes, I like you,”  she choked. “ So 
what ?”

“ This is what.”
His eager hands pressed hard against 

the small o f her back and folded her 
close. And then he was kissing her. 
Not laughingly, not insultingly, but as 
if— she was afraid to think it— as if he 
loved her, too.

It was too good to be true. But it 
was true, for he was saying so.

“ I love you, honey. From the first I 
did. I ’d made up my mind that I was 
coming back some day to find out if 
you did. It’s so hard to believe even 
now that a girl like you could fall for 
a bum like me.”

Fie held her at arm’s length and his 
eyes were burning into her very soul.

“ I f  I promise to go straight from 
now on, will you marry me and take 
a chance on the future? W e’ll have to 
go in the night, down the fire escape, 
the way I came. W e ’ll bum our way 
to Canada, because if the police don’t 
get me, the gang will. It means being 
hungry and cold sometimes, being on 
the jump and hunted— maybe always. 
I ’ll never be rich or famous or any
thing, just a plain, homely mutt, loving 
you a lot and trying to live down the 
past. Could you love me as I am now 
— for myself alone?”

He was looking at her strangely, in
tently, as if the world stood still and 
waited for her answer.

“ Yes, oh, yes,”  whispered Sally, 
breathless and shiny-eyed.
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A N hour had passed before they 
thought o f  food, o f  packing, o f  
Sally collecting her pay at the 

Epicure to add to their small stake o f 
the tip box.

“ Two against the world,’’ announced 
Sally, hopping up and standing behind 
his chair.

“ Short on cash,”  he added, “ but aw
fully long on love.”

And then, o f course, he had to pull 
her down on his lap again and kiss her 
to prove it.

It wasn’t for another hour, after the 
soft dusk o f late afternoon had crept 
into darkness, that they thought o f 
anything in the world except each 
other.

Finally Sally pulled down the shades 
and put on the light. Removing a 
brown baize screen in the corner, she 
revealed a tiny gas jet.

“ Mrs. Hegersheimer’s boy Gus al
ways was a great hand in the kitchen,” 
he boasted while she tied the sash o f 
one o f her ridiculous little organdie 
aprons around his middle.

“ So that’s your name,” she remarked 
innocently.

And they both nearly collapsed with 
hysterics because tomorrow it was 
going to be hers, also, and she hadn’t 
known nor cared.

“ Mine’s Sally St. John.”  She bowed 
mockingly, while a dimple perked up 
the right side o f  her mouth. “ In case 
you’re interested.”

They pulled out the bridge table and 
laid it with a gay striped linen cloth, 
and Sally dug into the tip box to get 
change for chops and a can o f peas.

She ran down the stairs lightly, 
humming a little tune like a happy 
child. But she didn’t come back that 
way. Her feet dragged as if the news
paper she carried under her arm had 
been printed on sheets o f lead.

Aloud he read the headlines: “  ‘Gor
don Turner Mysteriously Kidnaped at 
Stage Door. Producers in Hollywood 
Frantic. Ready to Pay Ransom.’ ”

And then in smaller type, but most 
terrifying o f a ll:

“  ‘Drag net spread from city to cover 
the whole country. All clues being fol
lowed up diligently by police. Arrest 
expected within twelve hours.’ ”

He sat down suddenly, as pale as 
herself. His confidence was evidently 
badly shaken.

It had seemed so easy, the way he 
had outlined their escape. They had 
been so uplifted by the miracle o f  their 
newborn love, that they had underesti
mated everything: the crime, the pun
ishment, the dangerous task o f getting 
away.

Up here in her little one-room apart
ment, safe in the circle o f his arms, 
she had forgotten for a time the out
side world below ; the man-made law 
that said if you sin and repent, you 
must pay just the same.

“ Sally.”  He was pacing up and down 
the floor nervously, a frown on his 
brow, his mouth a sharp, straight line. 
“ It isn’t easy to say what I ’m going to 
say. Promise me that you’ll forgive 
me.”

He stopped pacing, to stand in front 
o f  her, looking down with tortured 
eyes.

“ I’ll forgive you anything in the 
world,”  she promised. t

And she really believed it at the time 
— before she knew.

HE sat down on the studio couch, 
then, and buried his head in his 
hands as if wracking his brain 

for some way to begin his confession.
She came toward him, her hands 

outstretched, all the love in the world 
shining out o f  her eyes. She would sit
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beside him, and he would lay his head 
on her breast, and whatever it was, 
she would make the telling as easy as 
possible.

But something stopped her. It was 
the tramp o f heavy feet on the stairs. 
And then someone was knocking. So 
fast and so loud it might have been the 
echo o f  her own terrified heart.

Knock. Knock. Knock. It was like 
the tattoo o f death drums, beating the 
funeral knell o f their love. It was sharp 
and incessant and inevitable, like the 
law it represented.

“ Open the door!”
She threw iSm an appealing glance, 

and her white lips tightened noiselessly 
over the words, “ the fire escape.”

But he only shook his head, rose to 
his feet and came toward her. He pat
ted her hand and said aloud, “ Don’t be 
afraid, little Sally. Everything’s going 
to be all right.”

It seemed suddenly as if he had 
turned into a total stranger. He walked 
to the door and opened it.

In a moment the room was flooded 
with people. The landlady, three police
men, a dark little foreign man, who 
pointed at Gus and talked excited, 
broken English. And more came racing 
and laughing up the stairs. Cocky 
young men in slouch hats with cameras 
and notebooks under their arms.

They pushed in ahead o f the police 
and grabbed Sally by the arm.

“ Here’s the dame! There’s always a 
dame.”

Sally blinked and gasped in dismay 
as they took a flashlight photo o f her, 
backed up at the end o f  the room 
against the gas range.

“ You leave her out o f  this, smart 
guy!”  Gus was a whirling, scrapping 
cyclone in the midst o f the reporters.

“ Watch the fire escape!”  somebody 
yelled.

There was a flash o f  blue, and in a 
moment the police had handcuffs oh 
him.

“ N o! N o !”  Sally shrieked. “ You 
can’t. I won’t let you !”

Like a little wildcat fighting for her 
mate, she bit and scratched and kicked 
against that wall o f blue.

“ Sally! Sally— stop it!”  It was Gus’s 
voice, the only thing that could pene
trate the terrible, primitive rage that 
had taken possession o f her.

She caught a glimpse o f his drawn 
face, and suddenly she collapsed on 
the sofa with a little sob. She wasn’t 
helping him any. She was only making 
a fool of herself. Nothing could do 
any good, now. Not all her prayers; 
not all the tears in the world.

“ Is this the guy you saw run up the 
fire escape right after the kidnaping?” 
one o f  the officers asked the foreign- 
looking little man.

“ Yes, yes, I saw him plain. He ran 
up, and in an open window. The same 
yellow hair, and long in the legs. I had 
my push cart by the Palace trying to 
get through the crowd.”

“ Okay, Tony.”  The officer shut him
o f f .

“ He is a stranger to you, Mrs. 
O ’Reilly?”

Sally’s landlady sent her a withering 
look.

“ Yis, and he is.”
“ That’s all now. Get on your things 

there.”  The officer jerked his head 
toward Sally. “ W e’re taking you along, 
too.”

“ Just a minute.”  Gus’s voice was 
low, but steady.

“ W ell?”
“ I suppose you’re taking us to the 

police station for questioning about 
the Turner kidnaping.”

“ Smart guy,”  jeered one o f  the 
cops. “ Any objections?”
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“ How do you know there was a 
kidnaping?”

“ Well, the guy’s gone, ain’t he? 
Come on. Quit stalling!”

“ Gordon Turner was not kidnaped,”  
stated Gus quietly, looking directly at 
Sally. “ There’s been a mistake. I can 
prove it— because I am Gordon 
Turner.”

T H ERE was a hush. Then one o f  
the reporters broke it with a 
laugh. “ Nuts!”  he said.

“ Listen, I’m not so sure about that.”

The one who had taken the flashlight 
picture o f  Sally pushed his way to 
Gus’s side. He took a long look at 
the prisoner’s face, and then broke into 
excited speech.

“ H e’s right, and we’re all crazy. I 
interviewed him today. He was slap
ping water on his hair, then, to take 
out the marcel. Most o f his make-up 
was off, too. It was dim in there, or 
I ’d have noticed before. Just to prove 
it— What was the first question I asked 
you today, Mr. Turner?”

Sally didn’t hear the exact words o f

A  crash like the crack of 
doom broke in on Sally’s 
thoughts. She looked up, her 
heart in her mouth, to see a 
young man sprawling in the 
middle of her carpet, a trail 
of dirt and broken flower 
pots leading from him to the 

fire escape
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his answer, but she didn’t have to. 
Evidently it was satisfactory. So was 
the comparison o f his handwriting 
with the autograph the reporter had 
promised his girl friend. On the 
strength o f it, they took off the hand
cuffs. The world had gone stark, star
ing mad, and Sally St. John alone was 
sane.

Mrs. O ’Reilly and the little foreign 
man slipped away. But the police 
stayed, and so did the reporters.

While they set about untangling the 
mystery o f the kidnaping that wasn’t 
a kidnaping, Sally put icy hands to her 
burning forehead and tried to figure 
out about a love that wasn’t love, but 
was hate instead.

When Gordon came to her finally 
and put his arms about her, she did 
not resist. She only looked at him 
blankly and said over and over, “ I 
don’t understand. I don’t understand.” 

“ I ’m sorry, Sally,”  he said simply. 
“ I was going to tell you, just before 
they came. It was hard, then. Now it’s 
ten times worse.”

He was standing beside her, facing

"Pardon m e h e  said,  

"for  not knocking!”
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the room full o f  men as he told his 
story.

“ It was the women,”  he grinned. 
And the room full o f  understanding 
males grinned back. “ They get me 
down. Kidnaping threats don’t scare 
me, but whenever I see a bunch o f  
women like that gang out in front o f 
the Palace, I get cold feet.

“ Today I made up my mind I ’d fool 
’em. I changed suits with one o f the 
men backstage, took out the marcel 
my contract puts in my hair, and beat 
it out the stage entrance. It wasn’t 
hard to get over the wall and into 
this alley. But then I found the line 
blocked-—the end o f  the alley, too. 
I started to climb the wall again, but 
the crowd had broken In and were up 
around the stage door, so I couldn’t 
get back in the theater. I was caught, 
either way, so I ran up the fire escape 
and climbed in here.

“ I suppose it’s natural enough that, 
when I didn’t show up at the hotel, my 
secretary should phone the police. I was 
so anxious to escape that mob, I for
got all about those kidnap threats. I ’m 
sorry, gentlemen, but that's all.”

“ Oh, no. That isn’t all, Mr. Turner.” 
One o f  the reporters smirked know
ingly. “ How come you stayed here all 
day with this girl ? On the stove is the 
beginning o f a nice little supper, and 
the table is set for two. Over on that 
chair there’s a suitcase, half packed. 
More here than meets the eye, Mr. 
Turner! You owe it to your public to 
come across.”

“ Whatastory! Whatastory!”  Some
one behind him whisked out a pencil 
and began to scribble furiously.

Gordon turned to Sally with an 
apologetic smile. He shrugged his 
shoulders.

“ I ’m sorry, dear. Tell ’em we’re en
gaged, and get rid o f ’em.”

SA L L Y  looked at him through 
lowered lashes. Impersonally she 
studied his face. Straight light 

hair marceled; a Cupid’s bow outlining 
his quite ordinary mouth; a dark dab 
for a cleft in his chin; black mascara 
for his light lashes and brows. With 
grease paint, lights, good clothes, 
glamour— he was Gordon Turner, all 
right.

Now he was playing a polished gen
tleman; a half hour ago he had been 
a gangster, talking slang— winning her 
love. It was all very clear.

A  sob caught at her throat. He was 
even lower than she had thought him.

He had stumbled into her room and 
found her, the only girl in the world 
who frankly despised him. He had 
fallen right in with her foolish mis
take, and to satisfy his loathsome van
ity had made her love him. He had 
kissed her lips over and over, and she 
had been willing to sacrifice everything 
in the world for his worthless love.

He was even willing to go through 
with this mockery for more publicity 
to top his fake kidnaping. And after 
it had all died down, he would laugh 
at her and go his way. Laugh, as he 
must be doing right now, inside.

All these thoughts chased each other 
in maddening circles through her head, 
so that she grew sick and dizzy with 
the poison o f her hatred. She looked 
up and saw that they were ail waiting 
for her to speak.

“ I am engaged to a man named Gus 
Hegersheimer,”  she said significantly, 
“ not Gordon Turner. So you see you’ve 
made another mistake.”

“ Sure, we know,”  laughed the re
porters. “ Gus Hegersheimer’s his real 
name and Gordon Turner’s his stage 
name, but it’s all the same guy. Can’t 
blame him. W ho ever heard o f a great 
lover named August?”
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"S o  your name is really Gus after 
all,”  she said through twisted lips. 
“ Well, well! You can tell the truth 
once in a while, can’t you?”

But the reporters were asking so 
many questions at once that he only 
caught a few o f the words. She looked 
up at his beaming face and saw that 
he had no idea she wasn’t going to 
keep on playing the fool.

In a minute, when the terrible beat
ing o f her heart subsided a little, she 
would tell him what she thought o f 
him. She’d give these reporters their 
money’s worth. In a minute she would.

But she didn’t. For suddenly she 
thought o f something even better.

W hy not let the story go through 
for the morning papers, and then jilt 
him before he had a chance to do it 
to her? “ Waitress Jilts Great Lover—  
Calls Him Flop,”  the next day’s head
lines would read.

She’d go where he couldn’t find her, 
and then she’d wire the papers and 
offer to sell the story to the highest 
bidder. She might make a fortune. She 
might get an offer to go on the stage. 
And she’d take it, t o o !

“ How does it feel to be loved by 
Gordon Turner?”

"T o  be loved by Gordon Turner,”  
she laughed shrilly, “ is the most won
derful thing in the w orld !”

“ I ’ve got to report at the police 
station, honey.”  Gordon was drawing 
her away, trying desperately to whisper 
a few words that wouldn’t go on rec
ord. “ I ’m going to phone Hollywood 
myself and explain as best I can. After 
that I ’ll go to my hotel and dress for 
the broadcast. Tonight belongs to Mrs. 
Rigby.

“ But, honey, I promise you it’ll be 
the last night. I ’ ll cancel the tour and 
the broadcasts for a month. W e’ll go 
to Canada, or Bermuda, or anywhere

you say. Sally, my dear, look at me.”
She raised her chin reluctantly and 

steeled herself against the depths o f  
those blue eyes.

“ I did it because I wanted to be 
loved for myself alone. At first it was 
a joke, I admit, and then suddenly it 
was the most wonderful thing that had 
ever happened to me. You said that 
you would forgive me anything in the 
world. Tell me again that you do. Tell 
me, now, before I go to broadcast, so 
that I can sing for you alone. Oh, my 
darling— ” his voice broke. “ Tell me 
that you’ll be waiting for me when I 
come back.”

Sally dropped her eyes. “ Sure,”  she 
lied. “ W hy not?”

He left,, then, and the others with 
him.

SHE looked around the room when 
they had gone. Mechanically she 
began to straighten furniture 

and pick up cigarette butts. She opened 
the window and let in great drafts o f 
cool night air. She didn’t cry. Perhaps 
tomorrow or the next day she would 
cry, but not tonight.

All her tears were frozen in a lump 
in her breast where her heart used to 
be. She had only one thought, one 
purpose to direct her shattered life : 
revenge, and then oblivion in some 
strange city.

She finished packing and left her 
rent, with a note, for Mrs. O'Reilly. 
She couldn’t bear to talk about it just 
now.

At the Epicure, she collected her 
salary and said goodby. N o one com
mented, because in that restaurant 
people were hired and fired, and quit 
and came back, every day.

She reached the bus terminal, just 
as the girl behind the magazine coun
ter tuned in on KLB, one o f  the local
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stations that went on a national hook
up at eight o'clock. She was standing 
in line at the ticket window when the 
broadcast began. The announcer was 
saying something about a big mistake 
and a wonderful surprise and then:

“ Mrs. Rigby’s Headache Tablets 
now bring you the silver tones o f  Gor
don Turner.”

A  magical hush, the soft opening 
strains o f  “ L ’amour Toujours 
L ’amour” and then— His Voice!

He was singing, “ Oh, love, at last 
I ’ve found thee— ”

Sally covered her eyes. The voice 
went on and on, and she couldn’t turn 
it off. This time she had to listen.

Then he was speaking. Not the 
stilted phrases he used to describe the 
merits o f  Mrs. Rigby’s remedy, but his 
own— Gus’s way o f speaking.

“ That was for you, Sally, from the 
bottom o f  my heart. I want all the 
world to know how much I love you—  
how much I need you, dear."

“ H ow  much I love you, how much 
I need you, dear.”

The words echoed and reechoed in 
Sally’s heart. Drowned out the raucous 
jazz that poured,from the radio as the 
man behind the cigar counter turned 
the dial.

Gordon was a famous star, and she 
was a poor, unknown waitress, yet he 
said he needed her.

Suddenly she saw that he wasn’t 
bluffing or lying. Suddenly she saw 
that she had been all wrong.

Through the magic o f radio, his 
voice had reached out after her; had 
struck just the chord in her heart that 
released a golden flood o f  love and 
forgiveness. She stopped fighting her
self and her love, and let the tide 
turn.

Hate was love in reverse. Gus Heg- 
ersheimer— Gordon Turner. The voice

over the radio had merged them mi
raculously into one being: the man 
she loved.

O f course he needed her! Through 
a strange twist o f  fate, he had found 
the one girl in a million who loved him 
for himself alone.

Not for his fame or his money, the 
tones o f  his voice or his glamorous 
artificial screen personality. He had 
tested her love and found it solid 
gold.

Frantically Sally looked at the clock. 
W ould he reach home before her and 
find the apartment dark, empty, locked 
against him? She thought o f  the hor
rible, vindictive note that was wait
ing for him, and shuddered.

The girl in front o f  her moved up 
a step. She was grumbling because 
someone had turned off Gordon Tur
ner.

“ Say, who do you suppose Sally is? 
I never heard him talk like that before. 
Some swell society girl, maybe. Sally. 
Sally w ho?”

“ Whoever she is,”  Sally laughed a 
little tearfully, “ she’s the luckiest girl 
in the world, you can be sure o f  that!”  
And then, excitedly, “ Can you give me 
two nickels for a dime?”

A  dark-haired little girl with a 
bright red hat and short gray jacket 
stepped out o f  line at the ticket win
dow and ran a breathless, zigzag 
course to the nearest telephone booth.

Some people noticed her because her 
lips were almost as red as her 'hat. 
Some people noticed her because her 
eyes were like stars. She didn’t even 
bother to shut the door or look up her 
number.

There was the clatter o f  a nickel, 
and a little click as she dialed.

“ Give me Radio Station K L R !”  she 
cried. “ And, operator— please, please 
hurry.”

4 S — 2  7



Stowaway K zss
By HORTENSE McRAVEN

She tried to ground her winged heart, berause she 
thought it was the way to please a man

“T? c r :
OR the Iuvva Mike,”  a man’s 
voice said. “ What’s this hiding 
near my bunk?”

Peggy giggled excitedly but very 
softly, and cuddled closer on the floor 

5 S— 2 7

o f Dolph Norton’s tiny compartment 
on the big ship.

He had come sooner than she’d ex
pected— Lieutenant Adolph Norton, 
U. S. N.— tall and capable in his new

65
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blue uniform as he made a final round 
o f inspection before sailing.

“ It's only one o f those kittens Molly 
found while we were in port,”  answer
ed Ensign Jones, hurrying aft.

The light cruiser, Pensacola, was in 
the colorful throes o f the last thirty 
minutes before putting to sea. She 
would make a brief stop at Annapolis, 
and then go South for the brilliant win
ter maneuvers off Cuba.

It was visitors’ day, and mothers 
and wives and best dates had been 
strolling about the decks with the boys 
in uniform.

The bugle sounded to clear the ship 
o f everyone not on duty. Dolph Nor
ton was staring at the bundle in the 
corner.

“ Kitten, my eye! Blow me down if 
it’s not a girl. A  girl in sailor’s pants 
and a cap pulled over her face. H ere!”  
Louder. “ Come out, you nervy little 
so-and-so! Don’t you know you’ve no 
business in officers’ quarters?”

He reached a determined muscular 
arm toward the bundle, and pulled out 
— Peggy. Daring, vivacious Peggy 
Ellison. Only, Dolph didn’t know yet 
who she was. To him she was only a 
girl with a dirty face and hair strained 
back under an old jack-tar cap.

Elis very blue eyes flashed, and his 
mouth made a stern line above the nick 
in his good-looking chin.

“ Come into the light. Let’s have a 
look at you,”  he commanded.

He drew her closer, pinioning her 
arms.

“ Let g o !”  The nervy little so-and-so 
scratched Lieutenant Adolph Norton’s 
hand more fiercely than one o f Molly’s 
kittens would have. Across the grime 
o f  a pointed gypsyish face, the girl’s 
mouth was a scarlet gash. Her dark 
gray eyes smoldered at him strangely.

“ Not till you tell me how you got

here and what you’re up to. You might 
add your name and address to the other 
information,”  he said sternly.

“ I slipped aboard with the other 
visitors, and I’m up to going to An
napolis with you. My name is Peggy; 
I ’m twenty; and I work in the office 
o f the Barnett Bonding Company. I 
heard this boat was shipping to An
napolis, so I thought I ’d come along 
because I have a date for the Virginia- 
Navy football game and for the hop.”

For a stunned moment, Dolph stared 
at the defiant little face.

“ Well, I ’ ll be everlastingly consigned 
to torment! What a screwy scheme! 
So you admit you’re a stowaway, do 
you? Don’t you know you can’t get 
by with that?”

Pleading gray eyes widened in the 
silken thicket of dark lashes, and stared 
dejectedly at the Philadelphia harbor.

“ I’ ll be very good. I ’ve got to meet 
my date. He’s the tops and— ”

“ Can’t be done,”  snapped Dolph. 
“ Not on one o f Uncle Sam’s battle
ships. Even a lady louse couldn’t hide 
here.”

“ Do you mean to call me— ”
“ I ’m not calling you half you de

serve. You smarty little working girls 
make me tired. Talk about the poor 
little rich girls. It’s the spoiled little 
poor girls that own the earth. I once 
fell for one, so I ’m through for life.

“ You thought you’d get a free ride, 
did you? A  thrill to tell the boy friend 
about? It’s a Federal offense to be 
caught prowling around warships. I 
should turn you in and have you 
jailed.”

As he paused for breath, the 
smudged, pointed face looked up at 
him with much the same helpless look 
as Molly’s kittens had.

“ I’ll let you off, if you’ll scram while 
the scramming’s good,”  he offered.
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The helpless look left the stowaway’s 
face. She lifted a determined little 
chin and said:

“ Oh, I was just leaving, anyway. I 
wouldn’t ride on your old boat for 
worlds.’’

Halfway up the ladder, she turned.
“ But how can I meet my date?”  she 

asked the young man. “ I had the 
money saved, and gave it to my kid 
sister, Babs, when she lost her job. I’ve 
got to get to Annapolis, if I have to 
walk every step o f the way. I ’d give 
everything I ever hope to have for just 
one dance with him. Listen, mister, 
haven’t you ever been in love?”

There was a sudden huskiness in the 
voice o f the girl who called herself 
Peggy. She was very near the lieu
tenant. The silken thicket o f lashes 
was wet, sparklingly wet. One lone 
tear went careening down to settle at 
the curve of lips that might have been 
tempting had their surroundings been 
cleaner.

“ Here, quit that.” Dolph was star
ing strangely at the tear.

“ Yes, I’ve been in love. But there’s 
nothing to it. Better skip it.”

“ I can’t. I love him terribly. I’m 
going to that dance if I have to get out 
on the highway and hitchhike.”

They reached the deck, but the other 
officers were too busy to notice Dolph’s 
odd-looking guest. He drew Peggy be
hind a smokestack.

“ Here, you can’t hitchhike. It’s 
dangerous for a pretty girl. At least, 
I suppose you would be pretty if you 
washed your face. If you’re so dead 
in love with this fellow at the Academy, 
take this and go on the train. And do 
be more careful.”

Peggy stared at two twenty-dollar 
bills he’d pressed into her hand.

“ I— I can’t take this.”
“ You ’ve got to,”  he said sternly.

“ Laugh at me if you like. Call me old- 
fashioned. Anyway, I hauled you out 
o f hiding, so get along to your boy 
friend’s arms. Shove off with that last 
load o f visitors.”

“ I— I’ll pay you as soon as I’m in 
funds. Y ou ’re— sweet,”  she told him.

Soft impulsive arms went about 
Dolph’s neck, a pliant body curled close 
against his. And before he could move, 
the stowaway had kissed him. Warm
ly and deliciously. Full upon the lips.

A  strange light went f l a m i n g  
through his sea-blue eyes. The mouth 
that had just been kissed, quivered. 
Slow color surged to his face.

“ You spoiled, forward little brat! 
You go around kissing strange men, 
do you, just for the sensation? Some
body ought to teach you a lesson!”

He seized her wrist and gave it a 
smart slap. Like a teacher punishing 
a pert, naughty child.

Peggy backed away. Her wrist 
stung, but not tor worlds would she 
have rubbed it.

“ You liked that kiss,”  she said slow
ly, furiously. “ That’s why you’re so 
mad. I ’ll make you beg for another—  
at Annapolis, dear Lieutenant Adolph 
Norton!”

He ran after her. “ Here— how do 
you know my name?”

The bosun’s pipe sounded. Bugle 
call to quarters. Men in uniform fell 
into place on the big ship like pieces in 
a picture puzzle. Lieutenant Norton 
snapped to attention.

A  faint laugh o f derision floated 
back to him. The disheveled little 
stowaway who had kissed him had 
gone.

MA R G A R E T  ELLISON, nick
named Peggy, got off the 
launch at the Philadelphia docks 

and stood gazing seaward. The gleam
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ing Pensacola was going full steam 
ahead.

She took off her cap, and her bright 
hair, released from bondage, bubbled 
into a thousand irrepressible curls. 
That hair was the color o f ripe chest
nuts from the sunny side o f the tree. 
With it blowing about her gypsy face, 
she w'as instantly different from the 
gamin of the boat.

“ Bully! Caveman! Girl beater!”  she 
exploded, shaking a fist at the disap
pearing ship. “ It w'as you I had a date 
with, only you didn't know it. T o think 
I ever imagined myself in love with 
you, just from your photograph in 
Angela Cary’s college room.

“ To think I slipped on the boat to 
see you, and actually wrote Smokey 
Lewis I ’d come to the dance at the 
Naval Academy, because Dolph Norton 
would be there.

“ I was willing to dare anything, risk 
anything, just to dance with you, be 
held in your arms. O h !”  she broke into 
her own thoughts, her face red with 
shame. “ Just wait till I meet you at 
Annapolis, charming lieutenant. Peggy 
Ellison is not accustomed to being 
slapped when she offers her lips to a 
man.”

She caught a street car, and sat with 
hands deep in the pockets o f the sailor 
pants. She planned revenge on Dolph 
all the way home.

It made her burn, now, to remember 
how she used to slip into Angela’s 
room, to look at his photograph —  so 
straight and tall in uniform. With 
those steadfast eyes, and lips that didn’t 
quite smile above the funny little nick 
in his chin. She used to sit dreaming at 
her window after lights-out bell. Dream
ing in white moonlight o f what she 
would do if she could meet him.

When she’d heard that Angela had 
broken with him, she had dashed into

this mad scheme o f hiding on his boat, 
to meet him in a way that was startling. 
Fool, fool that she’d been. Well, she 
was cured o f loving Dolph Norton, 
forever, now.

She slammed the door o f the shabby 
house in the suburbs which was the 
Ellisons’ present home, and tossed her 
borrowed cap in the direction o f the 
hall tree.

She looked distastefully about her. 
The usual signs o f a quick getaway. 
“ Out having a good time”  was the fam
ily motto. W hy couldn’t they live in 
order and quietness like other people? 
Dolph’s tiny cabin had been spotless; 
he himself immaculate—

She set her lips and refused to think 
about him. She straightened the rug 
that slithered across the floor, and 
roused the dog from his nap on the liv
ing room couch. Sighing, she went up
stairs.

Her sister Babs was lying in the bed 
watching lazy smoke rings float ceiling- 
ward.

“ Bibs, you’ve burned the pillow cases 
again,”  said Peggy wearily. “ Where’s 
everybody ?”

“ All seven o f ’em gone to the air 
races.”

“ They would be!”  burst out Peggy. 
“ This family can have the latest type 
radio when there aren’t enough dishes 
to go around. They can own an airplane 
and go jaunting around the country in 
it when we live in a shack of a rented 
house!”

“ What’s the matter with you, Pegs ? 
Pining for a better place to entertain 
Dolph? Did you meet him, and was he 
so very gorgeous? How did your crazy 
scheme work?”

“ I met him,”  said Peggy angrily. 
“ Hid in the corner by his bunk. O f 
course, I didn’t really hope to get to 
Annapolis on the boat. I was going
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to tell Dolph I knew Angela, and try 
to find out whether he still loves her. 
But after he slapped me— ”

‘ “ Slapped you?”
“ Cross my heart and hope to die if 

he didn’t.”  Peggy stepped from her 
sailor pants and stood slim and beau
tifully rounded, in silk undies. “ I kissed 
him and he slapped my hand. Hard.”

Babs shouted with laughter, her yel
low curls trembling. “ Well, o f all quaint 
things. Reversed on, you, did he? 
Naughty girl kisses boy. Boy spanks. 
Peggy, it served you right. Y ou ’re al
ways too downright in going after 
your man.”

“ I play fair, Babs. You know it. I 
never made a move to meet Dolph while 
he was engaged to Angela, even know
ing that she’d never make him happy. 
Y ou ’ve seen her sort. Starry eyes, dim
pled elbows, a lisp in her voice. And a 
lisp in her disposition, too. Men go 
mad, simply mad over Angela.

“ She’s not a promiscuous petter. 
She’s too smart for that. But they tell 
me if she once kisses a man, he never 
forgets. The bitter way Dolph spoke 
o f love just now, I think he’s suffering 
from a hangover o f Angela. I thought 
for a while I ’d go on to Annapolis, to 
punish him. But what’s the use? My 
trip is off.”

“ Wha-at? Don’t be a quitter. I ’d go 
or perish on the way.”

“ No use. Good thing Smokey is only 
a cousin. He can get another girl to 
go with him. I wouldn’t stand a chance 
with Dolph. I ’m not the demure, angelic 
type.”

“ You could pretend to be,”  said Babs 
excitedly. “ Do it, Pegs. Y ou ’re a swell 
actress. Always grand in amateur
shows.”

Peggy was staring at a red mark on 
her wrist. “ I lied, Babs, if I said he isn’t 
gorgeous! He is ! Eyes, bluer than blue.

Hair, blacker than black. And his mouth 
— sweet and angry looking at the same 
time, above that funny little nick in his 
chin. Babs, he really should be punished 
for that slap.”

She rose and dashed for the shower.
“ I ’m going shopping for a dress as 

smooth as honey and as lovely as the 
dawn. One o f those timid little dresses 
that will shrink away from my shoul
ders and keep him guessing.”  Her 
laugh, half tender, half mocking, rip
pled out. “ And I’m going to pay for 
it with his own money!”

Babs’ round eyes peeped around the 
shower curtain. “ Now,”  she whooped, 
“ you’re talking like a real Ellison!”

W HEN  Peggy stepped from the 
train at Annapolis, the band 
was playing. And everything was 

keeping step with the band. Flags fly
ing, wine-like autumn air with the 
thrill in it that said, “ W e’re going to 
have a lulu of a football game tomor
row, and as for the hop— ”

“ I look like a wise-eyed nun,”  said 
Peggy to her image in the train mirror. 
“ No one would think I ’m assembled 
from all the Ellisons’ costumes. Babs’ 
suit, Mom’s hat, my own shoes and 
blouse. I always said the family was 
clever to buy the same color. What a 
lucky break it was soft gray this year!” 

Smokey had come to meet her, look
ing awfully important as a first year 
man. Peggy was about to fall upon 
him with her usual yelp o f joy, when 
another uniform stood out to her star
tled glance. Dolph was there, in the 
midst o f a gay crowd.

Peggy looked at him, and the sta
tion, the taxis, the distant ships in the 
harbor, all stood upside down. She was 
stricken dumb. The shout died in her 
throat.

She forgot to act shy, but shy she
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was, in a little suit o f dove gray. Her 
faun-colored eyes were enormous in 
her pointed, gypsyish face.

She kissed Smokey, one eye watch
ing for the effect on Dolph.

Apparently there wasn’t any.
“ Come meet these folks.” Smokey, 

with his infectious grin, was dragging 
her straight to Dolph’s crowd.

First, there must be salutes— navy 
courtesy, Peggy knew. And then she 
was being presented to Lieutenant This 
and That.

“ Margaret Ellison, my little cousin 
and date— ”  That was Smokey’s voice, 
coming through the roaring in Peggy’s 
ears. Then she found herself lifting her 
gaze from the gold braid on Dolph’s 
uniform, up, up, to Dolph’s sea-blue 
eyes.

What would he say? Or do? She 
dared not breathe.

“ How do you do?”  said Lieutenant 
Adolph Norton, with a formal bow.

He didn’t know her! He hadn’t rec
ognized her, minus the grime.

A  flame o f admiration leaped into 
his look, turning Peggy weak. He liked 
Margaret Ellison as much as he had 
loathed the dirty gamin who had kissed 
him. Margaret Ellison, demure in nun- 
nish gray.

“ Good old-red-headed Smokey,”  she 
said, as she and Smokey started toward 
Carvel Hall. “ Do something nice for 
little Peggy? When I get home, I ’ll send 
you a chocolate cake high as a moun
tain if you’ll call me ‘Margaret’ and 
treat me as an adult while I ’m here.”

“ Oh, ho.”  Smokey pinched her ear. 
“ Dolph must have you hopping. Going 
demure, are you? It can’t be done, old 
girl. I’ve seen pictures of Dolph’s home 
in the South. Proud old manor; mag
nolias in moonlight; all that sort o f 
thing. And his mother— white hair, 
young face, quiet manners. That sort

o f thing. Look at the scrambled life you 
Ellisons lead! Much as I love you, 
Pegs, I don’t believe you could ever 
make the grade.”

Tears shone on Peggy’s lashes. “ Oh, 
Smokey! I hate the way we live! I'm 
tired o f being a romp. Besides— ” She 
clenched her teeth. “ I ’ve got to punish 
Dolph Norton for something.”

“ You can’t punish Dolph. He’ll prob
ably never knowr you’re on earth. I 
think he’s still goofy about Angela. 
Besides, once an Ellison, always an 
Ellison. Y ou ’d be sure to bust out 
somewhere and spoil the whole thing.” 

Smokey was right. Peggy admitted 
it bitterly, alone in her hotel room after 
Smokey had gone to drill. Magnolias 
in moonlight— and there was her home, 
with pipes and golf sticks and collies 
gloriously mixed. Ted barging in with 
four extra boys for dinner— Babs 
slipping out at the last moment to the 
delicatessen for boiled ham and potato 
salad—

Then she thought about the little nick 
in Dolph’s chin, and knew she could 
not give up. She’d show him a few lit
tle things.

FOR two exciting days and nights, 
she used her room mostly for hur
ried changes as she dashed madly 

from one date to another.
W ho wanted to sleep when every

thing was keyed to the highest pitch? 
Surrounded with the glamour o f navy 
romance— boys marching, marching—  
colors rippling to the breeze— marine 
band playing. From morning reveille, 
thin and clear, almost till morning 
reveille again, Peggy was on the go.

Smokey’s friends were grand to her, 
but Peggy laughed wickedly to herself 
as Dolph kept coming back for more 
“ punishment.”  She marked secret 
“ X ’s”  in her diary beside the dates with
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him. Dance in Sailor’s Loft. Luncheon 
at the officers’ club. The football game, 
with Dolph shouting like a little boy. 
And the navy sweeping across Farra- 
gut Field to glorious victory.

Peggy was gone. She was Margaret 
now. Shyest o f the shy. Helpless and 
demure. She remembered Angela’s 
tricks, and tried them on Dolph. Told 
him o f the fluffy omelets and cheese 
biscuits she could make. Well, that was 
true. All the Ellisons had to learn to 
cook from infancy, or starve.

She told him she had knitted the suit 
she wore to the game. And she had! 
But she never told him she was a whizz 
in an office, nor that she could manage 
anything from a broken down airplane 
to a wild bronco.

Oh, but it was hard. Hard not to 
jump into a motor boat and go scud
ding across the surf. Hard, when she 
saw the navy planes in lovely forma
tion above, not to shout, “ Come, lover, 
hop aboard, while I show the pilot 
how to go about flying the darn 
thing 1”

No, she told herself, her cheeks flam
ing, she would make Dolph want to kiss 
her more than he had ever wanted any
thing. Then she would laugh at him, 
get even for that little scene on the 
boat.

He took her breath away, at dinner 
one evening at the officers’ club. Charm
ing and handsome in his glitter o f blue 
and gold, he leaned across the table 
and said suddenly, “ Do you know, I 
feel myself going off the deep end over 
you? But haven’t we met before? Your 
voice seems familiar.”

Peggy never could resist playing 
with fire. “ On your ship, perhaps?”

“ N o,”  he said bitterly. “ No one came 
to tell me goodby. No one except a bold 
little imp with a dirty face. After the 
experience Eve had, I thought I was

through with Sir Galahad stuff. But 
this tough child took me in. Handed 
me a sob story about a guy she loved. 
I know now she was only gouging my 
pocket. Just wait till I see her again!”

“ Oh, you’ll never see her again,”  
Peggy said. "But why do you hate girls 
who work? They can’t help having to 
work.”

“ Some can. I was engaged to a girl 
who left college to go into an office. 
Told me she was saving for our home. 
All she wanted was to get the men in 
that office fighting over her. Took me 
for a ride!” His young mouth twisted 
painfully. “ It’s home girls for me after 
this. Home girls like you.”

The silken thicket o f lashes went 
down. All at once, Peggy forgot about 
punishing Dolph. She didn’t want to 
deceive him. She only wanted, desper
ately hard, to make herself the sort o f 
girl he liked. T o  mold herself close to 
his heart’s desire.

“ A  fellow gets to thinking,”  he 
went on, “ on a long cruise. When 
decks are quiet and eight bells sounds 
and the stars o f the Southern Cros3 
blaze in the tropical skies. Navy loyalty 
means a lot to me. That’s why I blew 
up, finding a girl hiding on our ship. 
I ’m sorry to say I even slapped her 
hand.”

“ The impudent thing deserved it,”  
said Peggy. Pier heart added, “ She 
loves the memory o f that slap, now.”

“ I dream o f the girl I want, too. 
She’s got to be the kind who won’t get 
mixed up with other fellow's while I ’m 
cruising. I almost see her in my dreams. 
Then she eludes me. You are like her, 
and yet— ”

“ Yet you aren’t sure,”  finished 
Peggy, forcing her voice to steadiness. 
“ That means you’re mistaken. I ’m not 
the girl for you.”

He can’t forget Angela. The words
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throbbed through her numb pain. 
Angela stands between us like a seduc
tive ghost. I ’m sorry I ever met him. 
It hurts worse now than it ever did 
before.

That night she had a few hours’ 
sleep. And she slept with the wrist he 
had slapped, tucked childishly under 
her wet cheek. Her eyes were fixed till 
the last on the harbor where the Pen
sacola rode at bay. Soon the ship would 
bear him away from her forever.

There were two days more. And a 
great many things can happen in forty- 
eight hours. Next morning, the sun 
and sea made such a rhapsody o f blue 
that hope awoke like golden bubbles 
deep within her.

There was the hop tonight, for which 
she had saved the Supreme Dress. T o
morrow, Dolph had planned an airplane 
trip for just the two o f them, over the 
Chesapeake.

She’d caught her breath when he 
said, “ I ’ll rent a plane. I ’ve a pilot’s 
license, for I once went in for avia
tion.”

She sighed tremulously as she 
slipped the dress over the glory o f 
satin-smooth curls. It was perfect— a 
drift o f misty stars on white mous
seline. And it was demurely tied with 
a blush rose sash. It was a poem of a 
dress; a Strauss waltz dress. A  dreamy, 
dancing-in-the-moonlight dress. It whis
pered o f love words, spoken low It 
smelled of white violets—

Peggy lifted her head. There were 
w'hite violets in the room. A  maid had 
entered with a box, and with trembling 
fingers she tore jt open. Then those 
fingers clenched as she read Smokey’s 
card:

For a girl who is going demure. You’ve 
won the first round o f  firing, kid. Hold 
everything and don’t give up the ship.

AFTE R  what seemed hours, she 
was in flag-draped Dahlgren 
Hall, as close to heaven as she 

ever wanted to be. There were other 
people there— lots o f them— but she 
had eyes only for Dolph.

She had to wait a moment until her 
breath came back, before she could 
speak to him. He was dressed in eve
ning blues, no brighter nor truer than 
his eyes. There were gold epaulettes on 
his broad shoulders.

“ You ’re a love in that dress,”  he 
whispered. “ An innocent looking, 
gypsy baby-love.”  Laughing, he held 
her away from him. “ I see I ’m going 
to ‘float a femme’ tonight.”

“ What does that mean, Dolph?”  
“ Navy slang. Means I ’m dragging 

a popular girl. The stag line will mob 
us.”

They did. And it was fun.
Then they were dancing together, 

and it was as if they were enclosed in 
a shimmering cocoon o f silver threads 
that Peggy had neither the power nor 
the desire to break. They were dancing 
together, and the mauve and amber 
moon came through the window’s and 
made a path o f glory for their feet. 
They were dancing together, and his 
arm about her was unspeakably sweet.

Suddenly he said, “ Come outside, 
Margaret, where we can talk. There are 
things that we must say.”

What things? Had she made him 
forget Angela at last? Peggy’s throat 
felt tight as she followed him to a se
cluded bench in the shadow o f a 
mounted gun. The breeze came gentle 
and pure from foam-crested w’ater. 
The moonlight made a special smile for 
lovers on the features o f old John Paul 
Jones’ statue nearby.

Peggy felt a thrill o f romance at the 
thought o f being a navy man’s girl, 
maybe a navy man’s wife. Dolph was
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looking at her, and something in that 
look sent a flush o f ecstasy to the core 
o f her being. She snatched at some
thing to say. “ Bab’s new slippers are 
hurting my toes. That is, I mean— ” 

“ You little darling.”  He was laugh
ing down at her in tender amusement. 
Childishly, she kicked off the slippers 
and curled her feet under her. Then he 
must take off his coat to keep her warm, 
and she must share it with him. His 
shoulder was hard and comforting and 
masculinely strong against her side. 
From a distance came the beat o f music, 
and overhead were the stars.

Peggy thought, “ Presently he is go
ing to tell me he loves me— kiss me. 
And if I should die the moment after, 
still I ’ ll have had this hour. And I ’ ll 
tell him about the dress being bought 
with his money, and he’ll say it doesn’t 
matter, when we love each other.” 

“ Margaret!1’ He cupped her gypsy 
face in one strong hand, and her gray 
eyes were fixed trustfully on his.

“ Little Margaret, I ’m falling fathoms 
deep in love with you. So deep no 
soundings can measure it. But— ”

The same look o f bewilderment as 
before was on his face.

“ Margaret, when a man and a girl 
get this far, I think they should be 
honest with each other. The first mo
ment I saw you, my pulses leaped. I 
thought, ‘This is my g irl!’ ”  He passed 
a dazed hand over his forehead. “ I 
know it’s crazy o f me. I ’m falling in 
love with you, but I can’t seem to for
get— ”

“ Another girl in your past ?”  Peggy’s 
voice was jagged with pain. “ Another 
girl’s kiss?”

“ Yes! N o! I will forget. It’s crazy, 
I tell you. You are my real girl.”

His arms reached for her, but Peggy 
got up, and with fingers that trembled, 
picked up her dew-wet slippers from

the grass. Little slippers which only an 
hour ago had danced so happily with 
him. This was the end. She knew it. 
He could never forget Angela’s kiss.

She forced her head up proudly. 
“ Listen, Dolph. It was like you— hon
est and fine— to tell me. I can be hon
est, too. I am not the girl you think. 
I ’m not the girl for you. It’s the re
bound from the other girl, the romance 
o f this wonderful place, which has 
made you think you love me.”

She turned toward the music and 
laughter, now gone stale for her. She 
gave Dolph two cold little fingers.

“ Goodby, and good luck,”  she said. 
“ When your ship sails, and you’re 
alone on the deck, you will get it all 
straight. And you will come back— to 
her.”

She must go quickly, before those 
sobs rose and choked her. Before he 
saw the hot tears.

“ Wait, Margaret!”  His face was 
white in the moonlight. “ Have you for
gotten our airplane trip?”

“ There’s no use, Dolph. But I ’ll go 
for goodby.”

He gave a strange cry at that, and 
had her in his arms. He was kissing 
her swiftly, urgently.

With a sob o f pure agony at the 
burning touch o f his lips, Peggy freed 
herself. Her eyes blazed, her mouth 
quivered with anger.

“ You— you have no right!”  she 
panted. “ Do you think I have no pride ? 
I won’t have a half kiss! It must be 
your whole kiss or none! As long as 
you’re remembering that other girl, 
never touch me again!”

She fled into the night.

NE X T  morning, heavy-eyed and 
quiet, she went with him to Bal
timore. She talked o f everything 

except what was first in her mind.
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Why, why must her hopes rise again? 
After all, he had kissed her. Suppose, 
while they were in the air, she could 
make him forget Angela?

Her heart leaped at the sight o f the 
amphibian Dolph had chartered. Just 
to feel a good plane under her! At home 
in the air once m ore!

“ Sure you won’t be afraid?” He was 
smiling down at her.

She wanted to laugh aloud. She had 
shrieked with glee when dad took her 
“ cloud riding” at the age o f two; had 
been in every kind o f aircraft invented. 
With Dolph she would travel to 
heaven’s gates.

“ Only a short trip, Lieutenant?” 
asked the field man. “ W e’ve telegrams 
advising o f rocky weather ahead.”

“ Only circling the bay and so on,”  
said Dolph confidently.

But Peggy’s trained eyes didn’t like 
the look o f things. Dad had taught her 
to fly, and dad had known his flying.

She didn’t like the murky feel o f the 
air, nor the direction o f the brisk gale 
which quickened every moment. She 
didn’t quite trust the amphibian which 
the man was jockeying from the han
gar. It was different from the crack 
navy planes. Her head on one side, she 
listened to the turnover o f the motor. 
She opened her lips to tell Dolph it 
didn’t click in tune. Then she shrugged 
w'earily. What did it matter ?

“ It seems funny to climb into a 
cockpit with skirts on. That is, I should 
have on a movie outfit.”

“ You ’re very lovely,”  said Dolph, 
“ in that short skirt and sweater. Is the 
big coat and cap I borrowed heavy 
enough?”

Lovely, Peggy’s pulses kept repeat
ing. But not so lovely as Angela.

Oh, well— soon she’d forget every
thing in the sheer joy o f the air.

They left Baltimore behind, and

skirted the picturesquely jagged shore 
o f the Chesapeake. Far below lay the 
fleet, shining in the ghostly light o f 
the gathering storm.

The angry cloud bank followed them. 
Dolph tried in vain to outrun it. A  
heavy fog drifted in from the ocean, 
and in an incredibly short time they 
were prisoners. They had been walled 
about with cloud formations which 
they could neither ride above nor dip 
under.

As the storm increased, Peggy’s 
confidence in Dolph’s flying increased. 
He was wonderful. But the odds were 
against him with a motor that was miss
ing badly.

He shouted, “ I feel like a dog, bring
ing you out in this gale. It’s getting 
worse every minute. Try not to be 
frightened. I ’m trying to get down 
under.”

“ Don’t do that!” screamed Peggy. “ I 
sighted sharp cliffs below. Flying blind 
like this, you’d crash one. Try, instead, 
for a landing in the bay.”

“ Impossible! Seas are running too 
high. W e’d be pounded to pieces; 
drowned in less than a minute.”

Peggy’s fingers twitched. Pier ears 
pounded with the sound o f the miss
ing motor. Suddenly, something inside 
o f her snapped.

“ Here, give me the controls. You 
take the radio for a while. You under
stand it better than 1. Call the Navy 
Yard. Signal the Coast Guard. Give 
our location, and tel! them we’re sitting 
down in the bay.”

He was staring at her aghast. “ You 
must be crazy, Margaret. You can’t fly 
this plane.”

“ Oh, so I can’t? Watch me?”  With 
a fierce twist o f her body, she yanked 
the controls from him. “ Get busy with 
the radio.”

Something in her voice made him
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obey. Both knew it was their only 
chance. To Peggy, it meant a chance 
to save Dolph. For her own life, she 
didn’t care. She had ruined her last 
hope with him, anyway. He loved girls 
who were helpless, clinging. And she 
had snapped out o f the role with a 
vengeance.

The plane responded to her touch, 
and her ear heard the limping motor 
grow smoother under her direction. As 
he took over the radio dial, an angry 
flush stained Dolph’s face.

Well, she had lost him now. Smokey 
had said she’d lose out somewhere, and 
she supposed she had. The zoom, zoom 
o f the wind, the mad delicious thrill o f 
danger, had turned her into Peggy 
Ellison again.

Her face was streaked with grime, 
her lips swollen and hard with deter
mination to fight the storm to the last 
thunderbolt. Her bright hair blew in 
madcap curls about her face. Until, 
with a swift gesture, she jerked it back 
and strained it tightly under her cap.

She was not simple. Nor demure. 
And most certainly she was not afraid.

“ SOS.”  Dolph was signaling. 
"Lieutenant Norton calling. Amphibian 
number 426975 M X  Q. Coast Guard 
stand by. Forced landing in bay, south- 
southeast Annapolis light. SOS— ”

Peggy was flying as if inspired. She 
was a flashing-eyed spirit o f the storm, 
riding on the shrieking wind, striding 
across the lightning’s dart. Flying for 
Dolph.

Down— down— down. Not in a ver
tical dive, but slanting expertly, slicing 
the side o f a cloud. Just as one would 
slice a piece of chocolate cake, she 
thought with a wry smile.

“ Take— control now,”  she panted to 
Dolph. “ You must make landing. You 
know better than I. Dangerous— ”

The heavens seemed to split open.

The lightning’s flash and the thunder
clap came at the same instant. There 
was one horrible moment o f realizing 
that the plane’s wing was on fire. Then 
the jar, the splash—  Water, blessed 
water, in which Peggy wanted to sink, 
and heartbroken, rest in forever.

“ Tk /T Y , but it’s funny,”  she heard
iVJ. herself saying in a choked 

voice, hours and hours later. 
“ Awfully funny. I tried to be a lady 
for Dolph’s sake, and I just couldn’t, 
I tried to be helpless— hide my talent 
for flying. And I had to run into a 
whale o f a storm. I broke loose. And I 
love him so. I wanted to make him for
get that other girl’s kiss. I ’d have died 
to please him.”

Her voice came past a lump in her 
throat. Hot tears kept coming. Then 
the air cleared, and she saw she was in 
the sick-bay o f a ship. It looked like 
the same ship the stowaway had kissed 
Dolph on, long, long ago.

“ Funny,” another voice, chokey, like 
hers, was answering, “ but I kept try
ing to love your lady-likeness. And all 
the time, I was remembering a dear 
little gamin’s kiss. No sense to it. Some
thing in me wanted a girl who was a 
bit o f a romp and a bit o f a reckless 
devil and a whole lot o f a beautiful 
darling. Awfully— funny.”

“ Both you kids are groggy.”  That 
was Smokey’s voice, all wobbly and 
relieved. “ You don’t know wdiat you're 
saying.”

Peggy’s eyes opened. They slid past 
the ship’s doctor, past Ensign Jones 
and Smokey. They came to rest on 
Dolph, on a cot beside hers.

Then the d o c t o r  disappeared. 
Smokey had turned his back on them, 
tactfully.

“ Dolph,”  whispered Peggy, “ I ’m not 
Margaret. I ’m Peggy. I work in an
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office. I can ride a bicycle standing on 
my hands, and fly— ”

“ So I noticed, darling little nut,”  
he said tenderly. “ I love you for all 
those things, and not because you tried 
to be demure. I ’ll always love you, 
clearest dear, any way at all. Love you 
in star-dotted dresses, and in big, 
floppy hospital pajamas.”

Flushing deliciously, Peggy pulled 
the sheet to her chin.

“ B-but you don’t like working girls. 
Your home is all magnolias and moon
light. And you couldn’t forget Angela’s 
kiss.”

“ You won’t be a working girl after 
we’re married. And who said anything 
about Angela’s kiss ? I got over her long 
ago. The kiss I couldn’t forget was a 
grimy, heavenly one, from a gamin on 
my ship.”

“ That was me!”  said Peggy, ecstati
cally, ungrammatically.

“ So I discovered on the plane. And 
I’m dreadfully tired o f  magnolia- 
moonlight homes. I want a scrambled 
sort o f apartment with you, where hap
piness doesn’t mean speckless floors and 
silent rooms. Don’t you think, darling, 
if I lean way over, you could manage 
to kiss me again?”

“ I ’ll meet you halfway,”  said Peggy.
She leaned from the cot, and the 

floppy pajama sleeves fell away from 
round brown arms that crept about his 
neck.

His lips quivered with tender pas
sion above the dear little, funny little 
nick in his chin. So it was that Peggy 
gave her own lips over to him, with 
enough kisses to stow away until eter
nity.

To a Modern Maid
T N ages past, when knights were bold, 

Their ladies all were wondrous fair 
(A t least, so ancient writers told) 

With midnight locks or spun-gold hair.

But when I gaze at you, I know 
That no great lady’s form or face, 

Within those years o f long ago,
Held more o f loveliness or grace.

And could they swim, or sew, or cook 
Delicious meals the way you can? 

Or make a modest little nook 
Appear like heaven to a man?

— R obert Avrett.



His words burned her tortured ears. f'l’ ve got to marry her— 1 owe it to her.
But I’H ahvays love you”

By DOROTHY BARNSLEY
C O N C LU SIO N

TAME F R A W L E Y !”  Sylva 
could not suppress the cry of 
horror which rose to her lips. 

Frederic did not seem to notice. He 
went on, his voice bitter with self-con-
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demnation, “ It’s a devil o f a mess. I 
feel like a cad. I thought I was in love 
with her, till I met you. I'm fond of 
her, o f course. Sorry for her, too. You 
see, when she was just a tiny thing her
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father ran away with an adventuress.’ '
Sylva's breath came sharply with a 

little quiver o f pain. So that was what 
the Frawleys had called her unhappy 
mother. An adventuress! Frederic’s kiss 
had made her forget the tragedy o f 
Blanche Tremaine. Now all o f her 
memories came back poignantly.

She was not looking at Frederic’s 
face. She was staring again at the dis
tant horizon, her hands gripping the 
rail for support until her knuckles were 
terribly white. His words burned her 
tortured ears.

“ They ran away to Europe, and 
Diane never saw her father again. I 
don't know the details, but for fifteen 
years the Frawleys have been trying to 
live down the scandal. Old Mrs. Fraw- 
ley has tried to keep it from Diane. I 
think she is afraid to this day that 
somehow the old story will crop up 
again, and possibly ruin the girl’s social 
career.”

Sylva’s voice was tight in her throat. 
She was stalling for time, so that her 
dazed brain might think. It was an in
credulous, impossible situation. Fred
eric, the man she loved, was the sweet
heart o f Diane Frawley!

She said, “ What has this to do with 
us?”

“ With us?”  he echoed. “ Diane’s un
happy childhood was no fault o f ours. 
But the present has plenty to do with 
us. Don’t you realize what it means? 
She is expecting to announce her en
gagement to me, and I— love you!”

The words her heart had been wait
ing to hear him say. “ I love you.”  It 
was unbearable that they should bring 
her such pain now.

She heard herself saying, “ What are 
you going to do about it ?”

“ I ’ll tell Diane, o f  course. It’s the 
fair thing to do.”

It sounded so simple, as Frederic ex

plained it. Diane’s pride might be hurt, 
but surely it was better to hurt one per
son for a little while, than to ruin three 
people’s lives forever? These things 
happened sometimes, he said. It was 
better to make a clean breast of the 
whole affair, and give everybody a 
fresh start.

Only Sylva, the daughter o f the 
woman Diane and her family must hate 
— Sylva, who knew so much more than 
Frederic— was aware that it was not 
simple.

This was history repeating itself 
grimly. Frederic was planning to tell 
Diane frankly, “ I ’m very sorry, but I 
don’t love you any more. I love Sylva 
Tremaine.”

In much the same manner Alex 
Frawley, fifteen years before, must 
have told Diane's mother, “ I don’t love 
you any more. I love Blanche Tre
maine.”

The irony o f it was more than Sylva 
could stand. Her body was torn with 
confused emotion. If only her rival had 
been any other girl in the world but 
Diane!

Because o f the tragedy which in
volved them both, Sylva had felt a 
bond with Diane stretching across the 
ocean, almost as though they were 
blood sisters. She was traveling to 
America especially to see Diane, to re
turn to this other girl the emeralds 
Alex had given to Blanche.

How would Diane receive her if she 
believed that Sylva had stolen Fred
eric’s love? How would Frederic’s 
family receive her? The proud Drewes, 
lifelong friends o f the Frawleys, who 
had set their hearts on a marriage be
tween Frederic and Diane.

Her face an expressionless white 
mask, she looked at Frederic. She knew 
that he would not understand what was 
passing through her mind. Perhaps



AFRAID OF LOVE 79

men never did understand things like 
this in quite the same way that a 
woman did.

Sylva saw with terrible clarity that 
in the case o f a scandal it is invariably 
the woman who suffers most. Just as 
the Frawleys and the Drewes, even 
Frederic himself, had blamed Blanche 
Tremaine for what Alex Frawley had 
done, so would Sylva be blamed be
cause Frederic loved her.

Would it make any difference to Fred
eric if he knew that she was the child 
o f the “ adventuress” who ran away 
with Diane’s father? W ould his love 
be able to stand the inevitable opposi
tion o f the society which was his 
world? This was her problem, and she 
had to face it.

Frederic’s eyes were burning into 
hers, waiting for her to say something.

She said, “ A  few moments ago you 
told me that you thought you were in 
love-with Diane, until you met me. If 
you were not sure o f your love for a 
girl you’ve known all your life, how 
can you be sure o f your love for me? 
You don’t know me. W e have spent 
only a few short hours together.”

FR E D E R IC ’S face looked puzzled. 
Then he laughed, and his tone be
came lighter. “ How can I be sure 

that I love one woman, and not an
other? Can any man tell why he loves, 
or how he knows? Love just happens 
— you can’t explain it.

“ I’m going to be very honest with 
you, Sylva. When I met you that night 
in the storm I was intrigued because 
you were the Sylva Tremaine o f whom 
I had heard so much. I wanted to know 
all about you, and I wanted to tell you 
about myself and Diane. But you didn’t 
choose that things should be that way. 
You wanted to play your own game, 
and I played it with you. That was all

it was at first. Then tonight, something 
happened. W e found ourselves in each 
other’s arms before we had a chance 
to know each other. That’s love, Sylva, 
and that’s all that matters.”

He added in a gently bantering voice, 
“ It’s true that I still don’t know a thing 
about you. W e haven’t cleared up the 
little mystery yet, have we? I have told 
you my story. Now it’s your turn. Is it 
the Russian prince, or the American 
millionaire?”

She could not smile back at him. The 
very lightness o f his tone made her feel 
unaccountably afraid. She said briefly:

“ It’s neither. But there is a story, not 
a very pretty one. I don’t think you'll 
like it much.”

She would have told him then. She 
would have told him everything. But 
there was an interruption. It was Julian 
Lamond’s voice.

Julian was nearsighted. Sylva 
guessed that he saw first her sparkling 
midnight gown shining in the moon
light, and did not at once perceive the 
dark clothes of Frederic beside her in 
the shadows.

His voice was angry. “ Sylva, I 
especially asked you to remain in the 
ballroom. Do you suppose I pay good 
money for gowns for you, so that you 
can moon about on a deserted deck in 
them ? I want people to see you, and 
talk about you. I want— ”

He stopped abruptly. Frederic had 
taken a swift step forward. Sylva’s 
glance flashed from one man to- the 
other. Frederic’s face was tight, and 
suddenly menacing.

And Julian? She had always looked 
upon Julian as a man without emotion. 
What she saw registered in his face 
now came as a shock. It was some
thing more than anger. Jealousy! 
Jealousy o f the stranger at her side.

But why should Julian be jealous o f
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Frederic unless—  Sylva tried to banish 
the thought. It was impossible that 
Julian, staid, businesslike Julian, could 
be in love with her. And yet why should 
he look at Frederic like this ? The situa
tion was intolerable.

Frederic’s voice snapped. “ What did 
you say?”

A  cunning little smile curved the 
other man’s mouth. “ Sylva has no 
doubt told you that she is traveling 
under my— er— protection. Naturally I 
am interested in her activities. Shall I 
repeat what I said before? I pay a lot 
o f money for her gowns. I expect her 
to show herself in the right places.”

Frederic’s face went ominously 
white. “ Sylva has told me nothing. I 
don’t believe it. Y ou ’ll take that back 
or— ”

The stricken girl stood between them, 
her eyes beseeching. But the two men 
were not looking at her.

Julian smiled. “ I can’t very well take 
back the truth.”

Frederic smothered an oath. He 
leaped, and would have knocked the 
older man down, if Sylva’s frozen body 
had not suddenly come to horrified life. 
'She thrust herself before Frederic, 
keeping him from Julian.

She cried wildly, “ You mustn’t—  
you mustn’t fight over me! Y ou ’re so 
much bigger than he is. You might 
kill him. What he says is true, but you 
don’t understand. I want to explain to 
you.”

Frederic’s raised fist dropped to his 
side. For just a second his stormy dark 
eyes burned into Sylva’s with such a 
look o f hurt incredulity that her heart 
was wrenched.

Fie said, “ It’s true? Y ou ’re telling 
me that it’s true? That this fellow— ”

She turned to Julian mechanically. 
“Will you please leave us, Julian? I ’ll 
talk to you later.”

She was alone again with Frederic, 
and the world was different. Even the 
moonlight seemed cold.

He said, “ Well, Sylva?”

W HEN  she did not answer im
mediately he asked, “ W ho is this 
man? What is he to you?”

Sylva turned her eyes. She could talk 
better when she wras not looking at him. 
Her voice was toneless.

“ He is Julian Lainond. He helped 
me when I was broke, and made me” —  
her lips twisted with irony— “  the toast 
o f Paris. He designs all o f my clothes.”  

Frederic’s words cut. “ And also pays 
for them, and travels with you!”

She said dully, “ O.f course he pays 
for them. That’s part o f our bargain. 
I told you I was broke when I met him. 
But I ’m not in love with him, if that’s 
what you are thinking about.”

Frederic said, “ I didn’t suppose you 
were. H e’s old enough to be your 
father. But he’s in love with you. I 
could see it in his face.”

Sylva winced. So Frederic had seen 
it, too. She shrugged weary shoulders.

“ Perhaps he is. I don’t know. I never 
thought about it, until tonight.”

Frederic said, “ What are you trying 
to tell me, Sylva? I remember Lamond 
now. He was the little man who was 
with you that night in Paris when you 
wore the gold dress.”

Sylva nodded.
“ Is Lamond,”  Frederic persisted, 

“ the mystery you were so reluctant to 
speak about?”

“ H e’s part o f it.”
He gave an exclamation. “ So that's 

i t ! It was nothing so romantic as a Rus
sian prince, or an American millionaire. 
Just a little Parisian dressmaker!”

The great Julian Lamond would 
have boiled to hear himself referred to 
as a little dressmaker. But Sylva was
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not concerned with Julian’s feelings 
just now.

Her eyes met Frederic’s burning 
glance. In those few minutes his face 
had gone lined and older. All o f the 
things she had meant to tell him about 
her mother, and Diane Frawley, and 
her own happiness, had been swrept 
away by the interruption o f Julian. She 
did not know what to say to him now.

She remembered that only a few min
utes ago he had said boldly:

“ W e found ourselves in each other’s 
arms before we had a chance to know 
each other. That’s love, Sylva, and 
that’s all that matters.”

But love wasn’t all that mattered. 
He was proving it now by his words 
to her; by the accusation in his eyes. 
She realized vividly that there must be 
many things in the life o f Frederic 
Drewe which mattered to him, besides 
love.

He had held her in his arms, but a 
chance remark o f Julian’s had caused 
him to doubt her. He was doubting her 
now, even while he waited for her to 
speak. He had chosen to misunderstand 
her relationship with Julian, and she 
had not enlightened him. Probably he 
thought that she was Julian’s mistress.

The thought caught Sylva sharply. 
With this doubt in his mind, how could 
she hope to explain to him the tragedy 
o f her life? Her moment was lost.

How could she tell him that she had 
traveled in the company o f Julian La- 
mond, living in the luxury he provided 
her, and returning him only the favor 
o f wearing his gowns for the world to 
see?

Her relationship with Julian had 
been so fantastic that she could not 
expect anyone to understand it. Per
haps, she thought dully, that was the 
way he had intended it to be, meaning 
in his subtle way to keep her always 
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for himself. And she, in her unhappi
ness, had fallen innocently into the 
brilliant web he had woven about her.

No, Frederic would never under
stand her. The world o f the Drewes 
and the Frawleys— the world of society 
to which Frederic irrevocably belonged 
— had not understood her mother. They 
would not understand her mother's 
daughter.

Her mother had been right when 
she said, “ Don’t ever fall in love, 
Sylva. It hurts too much.”

It hurt with a pain which was o f the 
soul as well as the body.

Her first instincts about Frederic 
had been right. She had known that 
this one man, o f all the men she had 
ever met, alone had the power to hurt 
her. She had fought against him, and 
in the end had capitulated to his kiss.

But the reckless ecstasy o f that kiss 
had died at the mention o f Diane’s 
name. She had known in her heart that 
this strange new love o f hers was some
thing which could not be. She could 
not steal the man who had been Diane’s 
friend and sweetheart since they were 
children.

She could hardly explain her reason
ing even to herself. It was just some
thing that she could not do, no matter 
what she might have to sacrifice.

It would precipitate a second scandal. 
It would rob Frederic o f all o f the 
material things which comprised his 
life. It would lead to eventual unhappi
ness for both o f them. That was Sylva 
Tremaine’s fate.

Frederic was still looking at her. 
“ Isn’t there anything you want to say 
to me, Sylva?”

SH E could not bear any more. She 
had suffered too much already. 
Her dull calmness broke in a storm. 

She began to laugh. Laughter racked



82 ALL-STORY

her slim body far more than tears could 
have done. Her eyes were hysterically 
bright in her white face.

Frederic’s face was terribly stern. He 
caught her shoulders, trying to hold her 
still.

“ Sylva, don't laugh like that! There’s 
nothing to laugh at. Sylva, stop it!”

With a tremendous effort she gained 
control of herself. In that moment she 
rose to supreme heights o f courage.

“ But there is something to laugh at, 
Frederic. It’s all really very funny when 
you come to think o f it. W e have played 
our game, and now it’s over. It was 
foolish to pretend, even for a little 
while, that it was real, wasn’t it? I 
guess the moonlight made us forget 
ourselves.”

Her too-bright eyes denied her love. 
Let him think that it had all been pre
tense. Let him think that she belonged 
to Julian. Let him think anything ex
cept the truth— that she was giving him 
back to Diane Frawley, the girl she had 
never seen, in a valiant attempt to right 
a wrong which happened fifteen years 
ago.

She lied bravely, “ I ’ve met men like 
you before, Frederic. Nice young 
Americans seeing the sights in Paris. 
They, too, were intrigued at meeting 
the Sylva Tremaine. My reputation 
fascinated them. They were flattered to 
be seen with me. But in the end it was 
always the same story. There was al
ways a girl at home, waiting.”

Her lips curved into a painted smile. 
“ You, too, Frederic, will go back to 
your Diane. You will forget me, except 
as a fleeting incident in your past. 
That’s life.”

She added, “ And I— I ’ll still be 
Sylva Tremaine. I shall go my own 
way.”

There was a dramatic little hush of 
silence. Emotion struggled in Frederic’s

face so daringly close to hers. She knew 
that he was finding it hard to believe 
the careless words which fell from her 
lips.

He said at last in a taut, searching 
voice, “ Is that all it has meant to you, 
Sylva? A  game to be played, and for
gotten?”

And she forced herself to answer, 
“ That’s all. It couldn’t be any other 
way. W e are a million miles apart, you- 
and I.”

His arms released her slowly. Her 
shoulders ached where his strong fin
gers had gripped. Standing alone, she 
swayed slightly on her feet.

Frederic straightened. The emotion 
was gone from his features, and harsh
ness took its place.

“ I ’m sorry, Sylva. I suppose I ’ve 
made a fool o f myself. But you must 
be used to men making fools o f them
selves over you. If I have caused any 
trouble between you and your— er—  
friend, Lamond, please forgive me.”

He turned on his heel and was gone.

BA R E L Y  an hour later, Julian La
mond asked Sylva to marry him. 
So much had happened this night 

that she was no longer capable o f feel
ing surprise, or shock. She looked at 
him dispassionately.

“ Are you in love with me, Julian?” 
It was some seconds before he re

plied.
“ I don’t know, Sylva. Perhaps not, 

in the sense that a young man loves. 
I have never had time for love. The 
accumulation o f a great business has 
been my one interest in life. I have 
employed many beautiful models, but 
so far as I was concerned they might 
just as well have been machines. You, 
my dear, are different.”

He was standing with his hands in 
his pockets. “ I have encouraged you to
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be seen in the company o f men.”  He 
gave his cunning smile. “ Women wear 
my gowns, but it is the men who pay 
for them. It is good business to make 
friends with the men, too, and you 
have done it successfully. But I knew 
that you were not seriously involved

with any one o f them; I knew that I 
was in no danger o f losing you, and 
that was all right.

“ Then tonight—  tonight when I saw 
you on deck with that man I had the 
queer feeling that everything was 
changed. I felt that this time it was

"1 can see through your game n ow ”  said Diane furiously. "You thought 
Frederic was a good catch, so you plotted to break things up between him

and me!”
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serious. I was angry. I was even jealous 
o f him, whoever he was. I made up 
my mind that, whatever the cost, I was 
not going to lose you to any man in 
the world.”

He said directly, “ I don’t know if 
you call that love. The only way I can 
be sure that I shall never lose you is 
to make you my wife. So I am asking 
you to marry me. The House o f La- 
rnond needs you, Sylva, just as you 
need me and my money. Perhaps I am 
selfish in putting my business first, but 
I love my business. You are an impor
tant part o f the House o f Lamond, 
therefore I love you.”

Sylva sat in a numbed silence. A  few 
days ago, before her meeting with 
Frederic, she would have resented this 
conversation with every fiber o f her 
being. Now it did not matter. She 
found herself listening with a curious 
sense o f detachment.

She was emotionally exhausted from 
those moments in Frederic’s arms. It 
was almost a relief to hear Julian talk 
so cold-bloodedly about his feelings.

Julian was surveying her keenly. “ It 
is not a young man’s passion I am 
offering you. But I have always had 
the idea that for some reason o f your 
own you did not want a young man’s 
love— that you were, in fact, afraid of 
it. I f  I am right, then your position as 
my wife might not be entirely disagree
able to you. It would be a protection.”

A  quiver shook Sylva. She got up 
abruptly, and began to walk back and 
forth. Oh, Julian was clever! He was 
almost inhumanly clever. In some un
canny way he knew her feelings and 
her fears as well as she knew them her
self, and he was playing upon them.

He was right, o f course. Frederic 
had said that he had made a fool o f 
himself over Sylva. But that was not 
so. It was she who had made a fool o f

herself over him. Frederic had Diane 
and his world to go back to. Sylva had 
nothing, no one, but Julian and the 
House of Lamond.

What else was there for her to do 
but stick with Julian, and do what he 
wanted her to do? It would be a pro
tection, as he wisely said— a protection 
from herself.

She would be true to him. She would 
be safeguarded forever from making a 
fool o f herself over another man.

She ceased her pacing and said sud
denly, “ When do you want me to marry 
you, Julian?”

He rubbed his hands together with 
pleasure. “ As soon as we return to 
Paris. It must be the right kind o f  a 
wedding, o f course. I myself shall de
sign the gowns for you and the brides
maids. Your wedding gown, Sylva 
shall be my masterpiece. The whole af
fair will be a pageant which those who 
are fortunate enough to see it will never 
forget.”

Sylva’s lips twisted. Yes, Julian was 
clever. He would turn their wedding 
into a money-making enterprise; a 
lavish fashion parade which had never 
been equaled. Well, perhaps it would be 
a fitting beginning o f the life she was 
to lead hereafter. Even as Julian’s wife, 
her first duty would still be to model 
the gowns he created.

She said, “ I ’ll agree to anything you 
wish, I have only one request to make. 
That we return to Paris as soon as 
possible. I have a duty to perform be
fore I can feel— free. When that is 
over, I shall not want to remain in 
New York.”

For just an instant her blue eyes 
clouded. “ I feel that my home city is 
not going to like Sylva Tremaine very 
much.”

Julian said, “ W e can return on the 
next boat if you wish.”
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SH E  did not speak to Frederic again. 
She saw him just once, and that 
was during the excitement o f land

ing.
Julian’s press agent had done his 

work well. There were reporters and 
photographers to greet Sylva Tre
maine. She stood in the midst of them, 
her classic beauty framed in a setting 
o f soft furs. They fired questions at 
her.

But it was Julian who did most o f 
the talking. Julian confirmed the story 
o f their romance; told o f the extrava
gant plans for their wedding, and of 
the gown which was to surpass in its 
extreme style anything that any bride 
had ever worn before.

Sylva preserved her bright smile, and 
said little. She caught a glimpse o f 
Frederic through the crowds o f people. 
There was someone with him. A  girl 
who had evidently boarded the boat to 
greet him. A  tall, dark girl with a proud 
face. Even in the distance Sylva recog
nized her from her newspaper picture. 
Diane Frawley!

She rushed into Frederic’s arms, and 
it was then that his eyes met Sylva’s, 
above the dark head o f Diane. Some
thing electrical seemed to play between 
them. Something which forced back 
memories, and yet spelled an irrevoca
ble goodbv. Frederic bent down to kiss 
Diane.

T o Sylva, the boat seemed to rock. 
She was conscious o f nothing going on 
about her. Then, through the welter of 
confusion in her mind, she heard a 
voice. It was one o f the reporters, an 
older man, saying:

“ Miss Tremaine! Your name sounds 
very familiar. Are you by any chance 
the daughter of Blanche Tremaine who 
eloped with Alex Frawley fifteen years 
ago? I was just a cub reporter then, 
but I remember the story.”

The smile froze on Sylva’s face. 
Julian answered for her. “ Her mother 
was Blanche Tremaine.”  Publicity was 
to Julian’s advantage, and he did not 
care how he got it.

More questions. “ How do you think 
your arrival in New York just now 
will affect the engagement between 
Diane Frawley and Frederic Drewe, 
junior?”

Sylva’s mind was dizzy. She remem
bered only saying in a wild voice:

“ Don’t ask me any more. Please—  
please let me alone!”

Ensconced in a hotel suite, she read 
the newspaper reports next morning.

“ Echoes O f An Old Society Scan
dal.”

“ Daughter O f Blanche Tremaine 
Returns T o New York After Fifteen 
Years Exile.”

“ The gossips are wondering just how 
the Frawley family will feel about the 
inopportune arrival o f this glamorous 
‘ghost’ from their past, on the very eve 
of the expected announcement o f the 
engagement o f Miss Diane Frawley to 
Frederic Drewe, junior, son o f the 
famous banker. Can this surprise visit 
be a gesture o f spite on the part o f 
beautiful Sylva Tremaine? Sylva won’t 
say. And efforts to reach any member 
of the Frawley family have been in 
vain. Both Mrs. Coningsby Frawley 
and her debutante grand-daughter are 
remaining in seclusion.”

Sylva buried her face in both hands. 
She had not meant to start anything 
like this. The ball o f publicity was 
growing and it would not stop. There 
was a complete re-hashed story of the 
tragedy o f fifteen years before, em
bellished with a highly colored account 
o f her own life on the continent, and 
her romance with Julian Lamond. 
There were pictures o f herself and 
Julian smiling on board the ship.
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It was all horrible and sordid. It 
would be a terrific blow at the pride of 
the Frawleys and the Drewes. N o one 
would believe that Sylva had not done 
this deliberately. “ A  gesture o f spite,”  
as the tabloids put it.

No one would believe that she had 
tried to leave her reputation behind, 
and come simply as an unhappy girl 
seeking the friendship o f another girl 
who was equally unhappy.

But she had got to make them believe 
it. Sylva brightened a little. When she 
returned the emeralds to Diane, the 
other girl would understand that she, 
Sylva, had not traveled three thousand 
miles to spitefully revive a dead scan
dal. Diane could not help understand
ing-

This thought kept up Sylva’s spirits. 
Nevertheless, it was evening before she 
could bring herself to call at the palatial 
residence o f Mrs. Coningsby Frawley.

The butler admitted her. Sylva saw 
his face change as she gave him her 
name. She guessed that all o f the serv
ants must have read the spicy news
paper stories, and possibly smiled 
behind closed doors over the embarrass
ment o f their young mistress.

The butler said doubtfully, “ I ’ll see 
if Miss Frawley is at home, Miss Tre
maine.”

It seemed an age that Sylva sat 
perched nervously on the edge of a 
chair. Then she heard the tapping of a 
stick against the polished floor.

LD  MRS. F R A W L E Y  was sur
prisingly straight for her years. 
She grasped her stick firmly in 

one hand and rested on it ever so 
slightly. Her hair was iron gray, and 
her eyes black and shrewd. Her mouth 
was thin, and not pleasant.

Sylva rose to her feet. “ I am Sylva 
Tremaine. I— ”

She got no further. The thin mouth 
o f the old lady snapped. “ I know who 
you are. Y ou ’ve got your mother’s eyes. 
I ’ve read about you in the papers. I 
suppose the whole o f  New York is 
laughing at us.”

She stared at Sylva. “ Like mother, 
like daughter,”  she pronounced. “ You 
arrive here with your lover just as 
brazenly as your mother departed with 
hers fifteen years ago. Haven’t we suf
fered enough from you Tremaines 
without this ? What has my grand
daughter done to you that you should 
want to hurt her ?”

Sylva’s face went white. But she 
would not allow herself to be cowed 
by the old lady’s insults. She answered 
in a taut voice:

“ I can’t discuss my mother with you, 
Mrs. Frawley. If she was— unwise, she 
paid a bitter price for it. She didn’t 
want to hurt anybody. Neither do I. I 
have come as a friend. I told the butler 
that I wanted to speak to your grand
daughter. I have something I ’d like to 
give to her.”

Mrs. Frawley snorted. “ There is 
nothing you could possibly give Diane 
that she would care to have. I f  you 
wish to prove your friendship the best 
way you can do it is to leave this coun
try as soon as you conveniently can.”

Sylva winced. She said bravely, 
“ Don’t you think that Diane herself 
might be a better judge of that? Per
haps she doesn’t wish to be protected 
to that extent. What I have to give her 
is very valuable.”

But the old lady was adamant. 
“ Diane is busy entertaining her guests. 
Perhaps you don’t know that we are 
announcing her engagement tonight?”

There was a little strained silence. So 
Diane was to become engaged to 
Frederic tonight? Then Frederic must 
be here, too !
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Sylva’s heart skipped beats. She 
fought with a sudden desire to go— to 
get away from this place quickly, lest 
by some mischance she might meet him 
again. Then conquered herself.

She had crossed the ocean for the 
sole purpose o f returning to Diane the 
emeralds which rightfully belonged to 
the Frawley family, and she must not 
be dissuaded. She had the panicky feel
ing that if she left this house now, she 
would not have the courage to come 
back a second time.

She said, “ I ’m sorry. I ’m afraid I ’ll 
have to ask you to allow me to wait. 
I won’t make any trouble. It is impera
tive that I see Diane tonight.”

But her stubbornness was unneces
sary, for at that moment she heard a 
girl's voice in the hall outside, saying:

“ What is it, grandmother? Is any
thing wrong?”

Diane Frawley came into the room, 
followed by Frederic. Sylva felt 
stunned. Her eyes registered a hundred 
things all in one confused glance. She 
saw Frederic staring at her incredu
lously. She tried not to look at him.

And the sight o f Diane Frawley 
crumpled forever the proud purpose 
which had carried Sylva to America. 
For Diane was not at all the kind o f a 
girl Sylva had imagined.

Sylva, lonely and unhappy, had pic
tured in her mind another girl like her
self. Diane, lonely and unhappy, too, 
needing a friend. She had hoped to 
make friends with this girl, believing 
that such a friendship might help to 
break, for both o f them, the memories 
o f the old tragedy which had involved 
Sylva’s mother, and Diane’s father.

She saw now that her mission had 
been in vain. She and Diane could 
never be friends. Diane was looking at 
her coldly.

This daughter o f Alex Frawley’s

was the youthful image o f her father. 
She had the same wilful chin, and 
selfish mouth. Alex had been fascinat
ing, but cruel. Sylva suspected that his 
cold-eyed daughter could be the same.

Old Mrs. Frawley said, “ This is 
Sylva Tremaine, Diane. She says she 
has something she wants to give you.” 

Diane’s mouth curled. A  tiny gesture 
which reminded Sylva forcibly o f Alex.

She said deliberately to Sylva, “ You 
have given me enough already— un
pleasant publicity which I shall have 
difficulty living down. Can’t you be 
satisfied?”

Sylva forced herself to speak. “ The 
unpleasant publicity was not my fault. 
I came here to bring you— ”

She stopped short. Not until then did 
she notice the emerald necklace Diane 
was wearing, and she wondered dully 
why she had not seen it as soon as the 
other girl appeared. The necklace which 
adorned Diane’s slim throat was the 
exact counterpart o f the one Sylva was 
carrying in her handbag!

SY L V A ’S bewildered glance em
braced them all, even Frederic. She 
said:

“ There’s something I don’t under
stand. I came here to bring you a neck
lace which I believe is an old Frawley 
heirloom. Your father, Diane, gave it 
to my mother when— he left her. He 
told her that it was worth a fortune and 
would keep her in comfort for the rest 
o f  her life. But my mother refused to 
sell it. She always felt that it rightfully 
belonged to you. So— ”

She finished simply, “ I have brought 
it to you.”

She took the necklace from her bag 
and laid it on a small table. Her eyes 
strayed again to the emeralds Diane 
was wearing. There was a long mo
ment o f silence, and then Sylva spoke
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again. Her voice, to her own ears, 
sounded strange.

“ I didn’t know there were two of 
them.”

Diane’s mirthless laugh broke the 
tension. “ Two o f them?”  she echoed. 
"O f course there are not two o f them. 
The necklace I am wearing is the only 
emerald necklace in the Frawley family. 
This— ”

She indicated the sparkling circlet on 
the table, “ This one is obviously an 
imitation. You must have known that. 
You couldn’t possibly have thought that 
it was really worth a fortune. What I  
don’t understand is— why should you 
have used such a cheap ruse to gain 
admittance into this house? I f  you are 
trying to make any further trouble— ”

Frederic made a sharp movement. 
"Y ou ’re not being fair, Diane. I am 
quite sure that Sylva did not come here 
to make trouble.”

For the first time since their stormy 
parting on the ship’s deck he was face 
to face with Sylva, his eyes meeting 
hers with a curiously compelling glance.

JTe said, “ There is no doubt, Sylva, 
that the necklace Diane is wearing is 
the genuine Frawley heirloom. This 
one, I think, is a fairly good copy, but 
o f practically no real value. There must 
have been a mistake— on somebody’s 
part.”

Bright spots o f color flared in 
Diane’s face, but her voice was like ice.

“ You two know each other?”  The 
words were an accusation.

"W e met on board ship,”  Frederic 
answered briefly.

“ You didn’t tell me.”
Sylva could see the tired lines about 

his mouth. “ I didn’t think it was neces
sary, Diane. It was— finished.”

Fury trembled in Diane’s voice. “ But 
she wouldn’t let it stay finished!”  She 
turned on Sylva.

“ I can see through your game now. I 
suppose you thought that Frederic 
Drewe was too good a catch to escape 
you. You determined to break up things 
between him and me. But you had to 
have some kind of an excuse to enter 
our house. So you had a cheap copy of 
my necklace made, and— ”

Sylva raised one hand, wearily. 
“ Please stop. I don’t want to break up 
anything between you and Frederic. 
Why should I? I am going to be mar
ried. Do you hear me?”

She was speaking to Frederic, as 
well as Diane, “ I am going to marry 
Julian Lamond.”  She could not help 
adding bitterly, “ Didn’t you read that 
in the papers, too?”

Old Mrs. Frawley had been quiet, 
apparently thinking to herself, and 
oblivious o f what was going on around 
her. She said suddenly:

“ Now I remember. I had a copy of 
the emerald necklace made twenty-five 
years ago. It was a precaution, at the 
time, against jewel thieves. I wondered 
what had happened to the imitation. I 
suppose Alex took it with him. Of 
course, he knew that it was worthless. 
The original, except when it is worn 
on important occasions, is always kept 
in my vault at the bank.”

The old lady’s quiet words affected 
Sylva more dramatically than all of 
Diane’s anger. They served to snap her 
last bit o f composure. Her endurance 
had been tried to its limit.

She cried, “ Yes, he knew that it was 
worthless! As worthless as the love he 
pretended to give ray mother! As 
worthless as the false promises which 
lured her away from her home and 
friends. As worthless as himself!”

Her violent young voice cut through 
the taut silence. “ You are society, all 
o f you. You have condemned my 
mother, and you have condemned me.
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Now it is my turn! You blamed my
mother fifteen years ago, but you for
got to blame the man who turned her 
head with his lies.

“ You blamed me for arriving in New 
York with ‘my lover.’ Julian Lamond 
is not my lover. He is the man who 
found employment for my mother 
when Alex Frawley left her destitute. 
He is the man who has employed me 
since my mother’s death. The reputa
tion o f Sylva Tremaine is a clever pub
licity stunt. I am just a clothes model 
for the famous House o f  Lamond!”

SH E paused for breath, her breast 
rising and falling tumultuously. 

“ But I got sick of being a mere 
fashion plate. I wanted to be real— to 
experience the kind of life I ’d always 
been afraid of. So I came to America. 
I came to bring Diane something I 
thought was valuable, and to be her 
friend, if she’d have me. But I was 
wrong. I shouldn’t have come. There 
is no place for me here. I ’m going back 
where I belong.”

She picked up the false emeralds and 
twined them about her slim hand.

“ Look at them, all o f you. Do you 
wonder that I am bitter? Worthless 
bits o f glass— but they are the price o f 
a woman’s love and life! Do you won
der that I want nothing to do with 
love?”

Tears burned bright in her blue eyes. 
In that instant she saw only Frederic. 
Frederic’s face changed with an un
derstanding which had come too late.

She said, “ There’s your ‘mystery’, 
Frederic. The mystery I wouldn’t re
veal. I told you that it wasn’t very 
pretty.”

Frederic’s eyes would not let hers go. 
“ Sylva, I ’ve got to talk to you.”

Diane gave a little cry, and grasped 
heavily at his arm.

“ Frederic, I can’t bear any more o f 
this. These awful lies about my father! 
I— can’t bear it. I feel— ill.”

She closed her eyes and fainted away 
in Frederic’s arms. Sylva smiled wanly. 
This might be a trick on Diane’s part, 
but she had done it perfectly.

Sylva gave one last look at Frederic. 
Her voice had softened and held a 
touch o f wistfulness.

“ Take care o f Diane, Frederic. She 
needs you. This is where you belong. I 
am going back to Paris to marry the 
little dressmaker.”

She almost fled from the house. 
Frederic, with Diane limp in his arms, 
could not have stopped her even if he 
had wanted to. No one else tried.

In her hotel suite she telephoned to 
Julian. “ I have done what I came here 
to do. When do we sail?”

“ There’s a boat at noon tomorrow, 
if you can be ready.”

Sylva gave a queer little laugh. “ I ’m 
ready now.”

The evening o f the following day 
found her standing alone by the rail of 
a liner speeding back across the ocean. 
She had remained in the privacy o f her 
cabin until now. She had not been 
among those who stood on deck to 
watch the skyline o f New York recede 
into the distance. There was no land 
in sight now. Nothing but the dark
ness o f sky and ocean.

Sylva was alone with her thoughts. 
Julian was below in his own cabin 
drawing sketches o f  wedding gowns. 
He had made numerous sketches dur
ing the afternoon, only to destroy them 
irritably. His masterpiece was not yet 
created.

Something green glittered in Sylva’s 
hand. The false necklace which had 
brought her on such a disastrous quest. 
The necklace symbolized more now 
than her mother’s tragedy. The aches
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o f  her own heart. The poignant mem
ories o f Frederic which she must 
banish from her life forever. The imi
tation emeralds looked like mocking 
green eyes. Sylva could not bear to hold 
them any longer.

On an impulse she leaned far over 
the rail, her hand raised to cast the 
necklace into the darkness o f the ocean. 
A  muffled little cry escaped her as she 
was grasped suddenly from behind, 
and dragged forcibly away from the 
rail.

A  voice said, “ Must I save you from 
drowning a second time?”

She cried, “ Frederic!”
Her ears told her that it was Fred

eric’s voice. Her eyes as she half- 
turned in his arms told her that this 
was Frederic. Her senses swam from 
the nearness o f him. But her brain re
fused to work, or to wonder why he 
should be there.

Her voice sounded dull and un
natural. “ I— I wasn’t going to jump 
overboard. I merely wanted to throw 
away— this!”

Frederic took the necklace from her 
and flung it far out into the water. 
“ There! Do you feel better now?”

His face was stern, yet kind. His 
eyes betrayed the depths o f a man’s 
emotion. It was only then that Sylva’s 
numbed brain began to function.

“ What are you doing here?” she 
asked.

R E D E R IC ’S laugh took some o f 
the sternness from his face. “ Fol
lowing you, o f course. And a devil’s 

time I ’ve had finding you. When you 
disappeared into the night I hadn’t the 
faintest idea as to where you might 
have gone. Early this morning I started 
canvassing the hotels. I f  you think that 
isn’t a job in the city o f New York, 
try it some time.”

Sylva looked at him wonderingly. 
She had insisted that Julian must find 
a quiet hotel where the news reporters 
could not find her. And Frederic had 
gone to all o f this trouble to find her. 
W hy? her heart began to pound.

Frederic said, “ When I finally lo
cated the place where you had been 
registered, you had just checked out. 
They told me you were sailing on this 
boat. I barely made it— they were start
ing to take down the gangplanks when 
I arrived. Well, Sylva, here I am !”

She murmured, “ And what about 
Diane?”

“ Diane!” said Frederic. “ I don’t 
think we need to worry about her. She 
was never really in love with me, you 
know. Ours was one o f those affairs 
which grow upon us from childhood. 
Our parents washed it, and we fell in 
with their wishes because— well, be
cause neither o f us had found anyone 
wre liked better. It took my chance meet
ing with you, Sylva, to show me that 
you can’t call that kind of a relation
ship— love.”

He went on, “ I spoke to Diane after 
she recovered from her— er— indispo
sition. She was furious at first, but 
finally she had to admit that she would 
not care to become engaged to a man 
w7ho would always love someone else.”

He smiled dowm into her face. “ No, 
I don’t think we need to worry about 
Diane. She will always find fresh fields 
to conquer. She isn’t the type that 
knowrs unhappiness.”

Sylva realized that this was true. 
Diane Frawley, like her father, would 
never be really unhappy. She w'as too 
self-centered. Diane was the type which 
takes all, but does not give.

A  glowing thrill crept through 
Sylva’s body as she heard Frederic say 
fervently:

“ I love you, Sylva. You are the
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whole world to me. Can you ever for
give me for doubting you?”

She gave him her smile then, and a 
happy radiance transformed her face.

“ There’s nothing to forgive, Fred
eric. I deliberately allowed you to mis
understand me because— well, because 
o f Diane. As soon as you mentioned 
the name o f Diane Frawley, I knew 
that I could not take you away from 
her. I could not bear to repeat history 
— to add to the old scandal in that way.

“ I had to meet Diane to realize that 
— that— ” her voice faltered, “ that she 
was not worth the sacrifice. But I 
thought it was too late for us then.” 

Frederic’s arms tightened about her. 
“ I see. I didn’t think girls were ever 
as brave, as gallant, as you are, Sylva! 
I am going to ask you to prove your 
bravery just once more, my dear. You 
said you were going back into the 
exile where you belong. Y ou ’re not! 
You are coming back to New York as 
my wife, to take the place where you 
really belong. You are going to make 
the people who condemned your mother 
know and love you, and understand 
your mother through you. You are go
ing to kill the past.”

Sylva felt exalted. His words

throbbed in her ears. As his wife, and 
with his love, she knew that she could 
face anyone, accomplish anything. She 
found her true destiny, at last.

She cast just one regretful thought 
in the direction o f Julian— Julian in 
his cabin making sketches o f a wed
ding dress which would never be worn.

But Julian’s first love was, after all, 
his business. He had created the 
glamorous Sylva Tremaine out of a 
frightened, inexperienced girl, to serve 
his own purpose, in much the same 
manner that he might create a gown 
out of raw material. He could do the 
same thing again with someone else, 
if he chose. Someone who would per
haps like the gay life more than Sylva 
had liked it. The House o f Lamond 
would go on.

A  little stirring movement in Fred
eric’s arms, and Sylva surrendered her
self to him for all time. His lips claimed 
hers in a long, burning kiss. The world 
was theirs. The solitary little world o f 
dark sky and ocean. There was no 
longer anything o f which she had to 
be afraid.

Wherever they might go, it would 
always be like this. Nothing could 
harm them now.



" Lanny’s hurt, Don, and Vve been trying to carry her, 
l guess it ivas a foolish idea”

By VINA LAWRENCE

“ T T  T  IT H O U T  this pug nose, I ’d 
\ \ f  look a little better,”  Patsy 
™ *  thought wistfully. “ Or if I 

had blond hair, instead o f mouse 
colored. My eyes are sort o f nice, but

no one ever looks at me long enough 
to notice that!”

She was sitting before the mirror, 
rubbing lipstick onto her small droop
ing mouth. Lipstick which the adver
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tisement had said would “ make any 
girl alluring, irresistible, seductive.’ ’ 
Patsy stared at herself since her lips 
had become scarlet and made a little 
face.

“ All the allure I've got could be put 
under my finger nail!’’ she said aloud.

She stood up and stamped her foot 
impatiently as she saw her full-length 
self in the long mirror.

She had on an expensive red knit 
sweater suit, a suit that would have 
made little black-eyed Janie Bennett 
look like something for dessert. It 
would have made Ina Ferguson, with 
her blond curls and her cuddly little 
figure, look like a million dollars. But 
on Patsy, who was a little too tall and 
a little too thin, it just looked like a 
red knit suit.

“ I hate myself!”  Patsy said passion
ately. “ I wish I could d ie !”

Tears stinging at her eyes, she 
walked over to the window and looked 
out on the gay winter scene. Down be
low the window of the smart hotel was 
smart Lake Placid, gleaming pink and 
silver in the sunset, edged like a picture 
postcard with tall black-green pines 
and snow-covered peaks o f the Adiron- 
dacks.

Skating on its surface, were brightly 
garbed girls and boys. Girls who were 
successful debs, boys who liked success
ful debs.

“ Nobody, nobody at all, can bear an 
unsuccessful deb!” Patsy said to her
self, and her fingernails dug into the 
palms of her hands. “ The girls pity me 
but they don’t want to be seen with 
me for fear they'll be stuck with me. 
Even my own mother is disgusted be
cause I ’m the first Ashley girl who ever 
failed as a debutante! As if I haven’t 
tried! And tried!”

The door opened and her Aunt Bett 
came in, Aunt Bett who was one of

the poor relations and glad enough to 
get a free trip to Lake Placid even if 
it meant chaperoning a homely niece.

“ How would you like to have a nice 
cup of tea, darling?” she asked bright
ly. “ I saw some perfectly charming 
young men in the tearoom as we came 
up. O f course they were drinking cock
tails but we could probably get a nice 
nip of tea.”

Patsy hoped that Aunt Bett would 
choke on the tea but she nodded pa
tiently. This was the last week in 
January and ever since Patsy’s debut 
last Thanksgiving, all of her relatives, 
rich and poor, young and old, had been 
searching feverishly for a “ charming 
young man”  for her. And every charm
ing young man -who met Patsy was as 
polite as possible and escaped as soon 
as he could.

Not one o f them had asked to take 
her anywhere! She was, without doubt, 
what is known as a complete wash-out. 
She was a flop. She had become, at 
eighteen, “ poor little Patsy Ashley.”

Hostesses pleaded with not-too- 
gallant young men to “ dance just once 
with Patsy. She looks so pitiful stand
ing over there!”  The more generous o f 
the successful debbies tried in vain to 
give her their superfluous boy friends. 
( “ W hat? Didn’t Gilly phone you? I 
told him positively to give you a 
ring!” )

Her mother went about figuratively 
wringing her hands and whispering to 
everyone, “ What can I do about poor 
little Patsy? My dear, the child is 
simply miserable!”

The latest thing that had been done 
for Patsy was to send her to Lake 
Placid with Aunt Bett. So here she 
was.

“ All right,”  Patsy said. “ Let’s have 
tea and get it over with.”

That’s the way I ’m beginning to feel
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about life, she thought as she and Aunt 
Bett went down the wide stairway into 
the luxurious cocktail lounge with its 
gay music and gay crowd. Life has 
become just something to get over 
with!

Day and night, tea and dinner 
parties— all o f them were just things 
to be gotten through.

w/ ~ \  H, it’s so crowded here, dear,” 
V ^ /  Aunt Bett said. “ There’s a 

place for you. Just sit down 
here,”  and she pushed Patsy into a 
chair at a tiny table opposite a young 
man.

“ Oh, Heavens!” Aunt Bett cried. “ I 
left my hankie upstairs. Excuse me, 
dear, while I go for it!”

She rushed away, leaving Patsy sit
ting alone with that young man. Patsy 
felt the blood rushing to her face and 
she pressed her lips together grimly. 
She knew, o f course, that Aunt Bett 
had left her alone with him on. purpose.

She lifted unhappy blue eyes to the 
young man’s face; then she stared. She 
had seen a number o f charming young 
men this season, but she had seen no 
one so thrilling as this. He looked ex
actly as she had always dreamed the 
“ perfect lover” must look. Very brown 
and virile, with black hair waving back 
from a deep V  on his forehead, with 
black eyes and a cleft in his chin.

And, o f course, he was absorbed in 
his drink and completely oblivious o f 
Patsy.

It was ridiculous to hope, o f course, 
but she did. She began to imagine to 
herself that maybe this time would be 
different. Maybe this young man didn’t 
care for beautiful girls. Maybe he just 
liked girls with lots o f character, good 
honest girls with mousey hair and pug 
noses. Maybe he would ask her to dance 
to that heavenly music.

"Cupid has a word fo r  it— "  the 
music wailed in swing time.

Patsy’s heart began to beat harder.
“ Oh, please, God, make him look at 

me and like me!” she prayed franti
cally.

She began desperately to remember 
all the things her mother and her 
friends had advised her to do in order 
to “ make yourself attractive.” Be gay 
and at ease. Find out what they like to 
talk about, and listen.

It was plain that she was going to 
have to begin this, because the young 
man was staring into his cocktail glass 
and hadn’t even looked at her. She took 
a deep breath and plunged in, her 
cheeks flushed, her blue eyes nearly 
black with excitement and fear. Fear 
o f failing again.

“ I hope you didn’t mind my sitting 
here,”  she said, trying to look gay and 
at ease. “ I mean, really, it’s the only 
place left. There's a terrible crowd, 
isn’t there?”

The young man didn’t even look up.
She swallowed. “ I said, there is a 

terrible crowd, isn’t there?” she said 
loudly.

He did look up then, a little startled. 
His black eyes were even more thrilling 
than she had realized.

“ O h!” he said. “ Oh— uh-huh—  
sure.”

There was silence for a few minutes, 
while Patsy suffered tortures. But she 
made one more attempt. She tried to 
think o f something that he might be 
interested in.

“ I— guess you ski, don’t you?” she 
asked. She had to repeat this a second 
time, and still he didn’t answer.

Then, suddenly, her nerves cracked. 
The weeks and months o f trying so 
desperately to get a man had been too 
much. Suddenly, without warning, she 
burst into tears.
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She stood up and would have rushed 
from the room but the young man had 
come to life. He caught her arm and 
made her sit down.

“ Hey, wait a minute!’’ he cried. 
“ What’s this? Were you talking to me? 
Gee, I ’m sorry! I was thinking about 
something.”

“ Let me go,” Patsy said through the 
tears. “ It doesn’t matter. I ’m used to it 
anyway.”

“ Used to what, for Heaven’s sake?”
“ Used to— being ignored!” she cried 

violently. “ I ’ve been ignored by all the 
charming young men in New York this 
winter! I suppose I can stand it if you 
ignore m e!”

“ Easy, now !” he said. “ Let me get 
you a drink. Here, waiter, two sherries! 
Now, look at me. Dry those tears. My 
name is Don Walters, and I had no 
intention o f ignoring such a lovely 
young girl. You must forgive me.”

She had dried her tears, but now 
she was stiff and ashamed.

“ Please don’t be sarcastic!”  she said.
“ Look here, can’t we dance while 

we are waiting for our drinks?”
Even her humiliation dimmed before 

the prospect of dancing with him. She 
looked up, her blue eyes starry.

“ Do you— want to, really?” she 
asked.

He grinned at her and she saw that 
his teeth were amazingly white in his 
brown face.

“ I'm dying t o !” he said.

SHE stood up then and he led her 
out to the dance floor where the 
gay crowd was dancing, and he 

took her into his arms. And they 
danced! Or did they ?

Patsy knew about dancing. Dancing 
was a trying affair that consisted of 
listening to the music so as not to miss 
a beat, following carefully so that you

wouldn’t stumble, smiling stiffly up into 
your partner’s face so that he would 
not be too sorry that he asked you to 
dance, and trying desperately to think 
o f something clever to talk about. That 
was dancing.

This was floating away very lightly, 
whirling about very gayly, in two 
strong arms that seemed to enjoy hold
ing her. This was walking lightly on 
pink clouds.

“ So you’ve been ignored by all the 
charming young men in New' Y ork?” 
Don asked, grinning. “ Y ou ’re a debby, 
I ’ll bet.”

For the first time in her life, Patsy 
could laugh at herself.

“ Some call me a complete wash-out,” 
she confided. “ Others simply call me 
poor Patsy.”

“ I ’ll call you Pat,” he said. “ And 
I ’ll tell you why I didn’t hear you when 
you spoke to me a while ago. I was 
deep in my own particular brand o f 
secret sorrow. You see, I ’ve just been 
ditched. It gives one a very peculiar 
feeling. I should say the feeling was 
on a par with being a complete wash
out.”

They laughed together merrily and 
by the time they were back at their 
table he was telling her all about it.

“ Her name is Lannie Davies, and 
she is red-headed and has great brown 
eyes and a little baby face. I am, at 
least I was, mad about her. I came up 
here to ski and to forget. She is going 
to Florida to marry a millionaire.”

“ Oh, I ’m sorry!”  Patsy said.
But she knew in her heart that she 

wasn’t sorry. She was terribly, terribly 
glad!

“ Now, let’s talk about you again. 
Tell me all about your secret sorrow.” 
He was grinning so merrily that it all 
seemed like a big joke.

But she told him, anyhow.
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“ You see,”  she finished, “ there is 
nothing really that can be done about 
it. I ’ve been to all the best beauty par
lors and they’ve given me what they 
call a youthful permanent. My skin is 
all right and I speak good English. But 
no one can change the fact that I have 
a pug nose and am too tall.”

“ I like tall girls,”  he said.
She blushed at this. “ But most men 

aren’t much taller than I, and they hate 
to dance with me.”

He was looking at her intently. 
“ Y ou ’re right,” he said. “ The beauty 
parlors and dress shops have done all 
that can be done for you— physically. 
You aren’t a raving beauty, so you’ll 
have to face that fact. What you have 
to do is develop something to take the 
place o f beauty.”

“ You mean— study science or some
thing?”

“ Heaven forbid!” he laughed. “ Any 
man hates a brainy girl. What I mean 
is sports! Can you swim or ski or play 
tennis really well?”

“ N o,”  she admitted. “ Not very well. 
I didn’t know that was important.”

He leaned across the table earnestly.
“ Listen, my dear, any man would 

rather have a girl who can swim a 
couple o f miles with him or give him a 
good game o f tennis than to have a 
beautiful blond baby lisping on his 
shoulder. Stop trying to beat the ball
room dolls at their own game and learn 
to play! Men love playmates! Now if 
you could ski, I mean really well, so 
that you stood out, you’d have half the 
men in Lake Placid hanging around 
you in a week.”

She stared at him, her breath coming 
quickly.

“ Oh, I ’ll learn!”  she cried.
“ I ’ll teach you,” he offered. “ You 

see, it just happens that skiing is my 
forte. That’s why I came up here. How

about in the morning, say nine 
o ’clock?”

He was making a date with her! He 
really w as! She couldn’t believe her 
ears.

W H EN  Patsy left him to go and 
dress for dinner, her feet fairly 
danced up the stairs. Nine 

o ’clock in the morning. Were there any 
words in the world so lovely? It was 
now six forty-five. That made fourteen 
hours and fifteen minutes until—  
until—

Aunt Bett was almost as delighted as 
Patsy herself.

“ Don Walters, the ski champion!” 
she cried. “ I think skiing would be his 
forte! He was in the Olympics last 
year! And he comes from a wonderful 
family! The Walters!”

Patsy dressed for dinner as if for 
a Personal Appearance. She changed 
her dress four times, trying to find one 
that made her look sophisticated and 
pretty. Finally she selected a violet 
velvet, very soft with a lace collar about 
her thin, girlish neck.

“ You look sweet,”  Aunt Bett said. 
“ And you look happy. That makes you 
a lot prettier.”

Maybe I ’ll see him at dinner, maybe 
I ’ll see him at dinner! Patsy’s foolish 
young heart cried over and over. But 
she didn’t even dream of the wonder
ful thing that happened.

She was having dinner with Aunt 
Bett and looking about the big dining 
room where the tables were near the 
dance floor. And there suddenly was 
Don, standing over her and bowing.

“ I wonder if I might dance with you 
again?”  he asked.

In a flurry o f excitement Patsy intro
duced her aunt, and then went into his 
arms.

“ I have a couple of friends who want
6 S— 27
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to meet you,”  he said. “ Nice lads. May
be you’ll give them a dance.”

He spoke casually. She might have 
been a popular girl instead o f a poor 
little washout who was grateful for a 
crumb o f attention.

“ Oh— ” she murmured. She was 
afraid to meet the other boys. She was 
afraid they wouldn’t like her.

As the music stopped after the first 
dance, he turned about and introduced 
her to the two other boys. Gay, col
legiate-looking boys who bowed and 

.complimented her until she found her
self flushing and laughing before the 
flattery.

Then she was dancing again with the 
boy named Joe. Then dancing with the
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boy named Tony. And again with D on !
She couldn’t believe this was happen

ing. She just couldn’t believe it. This 
was the sort o f thing one dreamed 
about in the middle o f a sleepless night. 
This wasn’t real.

And yet the next morning was real 
enough. Lemon yellow sunshine spark
ling away on the millions o f diamonds 
that filled the hard-packed snow of the 
mountains. Pines lifted clear green 
limbs to a washed blue sky. Gay red 
and yellow and orange costumes on 
skaters and skiers. Heavenly, heavenly 
day!

Nine o ’clock, magic hour, at last. It 
found Patsy in a black and orange ski
ing suit, a toboggan pulled over her 
curls, her cheeks bright red from cold 
and excitement. She looked nearly 
pretty.

Don grinned at her as he fastened 
her little boots into the skiis. Don in 
a white and blue costume, his black eyes 
flashing in the light.

“ Y ou ’ll have to meet me after this,” 
he said. “ You see, I practice for hours 
every morning over on the south slope. 
I f  you’ll meet me there every morning 
at nine, we’ll have regular lessons.”

Would she? Would she? After that 
first invigorating morning she was 
crazy about skiing.

Every morning for the next two 
weeks she met Don there and they had 
a skiing lesson. During those two weeks 
of happiness and exercise Patsy gained 
six pounds, and looked much more 
graceful and a thousand times happier 
than ever before.

Skiing wasn’t all she did in those two 
weeks. Joe and Tony gave her a rush, 
and Don himself often took her to the 
movies. Either Joe or Tony took her 
for cocktails or driving every after
noon, and during the evening all three 
boys danced with her.
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It was a most heavenly two weeks.
The climax o f it was the day, the 

beautiful white and gold day, when 
Don kissed her. They had been skiing 
down a very steep run that day and she 
had fallen. He caught her in his arms 
and carried her to level ground, his 
dark face laughing down into hers.

Then— he kissed her. She didn't 
know just how it happened, but his 
sweet young mouth closed over hers, 
and the warmth and vitality o f his 
blood seemed to course through her 
veins, the gayety and laughter o f him 
seemed to become part o f her.

It was sweetness and madness 
and beauty, that kiss. It was the answer 
to all her old dreams and all her young 
desire. It was everything on earth that 
mattered.

When he let her go she was limp in 
his arms, her eyes closed, her flushed 
cheek resting on his shoulder.

“ Darling,” he said softly. “ Little— 
Patsy.”

Then he let her go, and spoke a 
little gruffly.

“ I shouldn’t do that unless I love you 
very much, should I, Patsy?” he said. 
“ You aren’t the sort of girl for casual 
kissing.”

And so they were silent all the way 
to the hotel, silent and a little embar
rassed, but she held that kiss to her 
heart. She had that, anyway. That 
much she would always have.

T H A T  evening she was very glad 
that she had that much to remem
ber him by because that evening 

Lanny Davies arrived in Lake Placid. 
Lanny, the beautiful redhead who had 
ditched Don.

He told Patsy about it at cocktail 
time. He told it casually enough but she 
saw that he was pale and that his eyes 
were strangely excited.



CUPID HAS A WORD FOR IT

“ Lanny Davies is in town,”  he said. 
‘ ‘You know, the girl I told you about?”

There was an awkward silence while 
they looked into each other’s eyes. The 
orchestra crashed out, “ Cupid has a 
word for it!”

“ O h !” Patsy said then, and she felt 
a little stab of pain at her heart. “ I 
thought she was going to marry a mil
lionaire !”

“ It seems she changed her mind,” 
Don said; then he was silent for a mo
ment. “ W e’ll continue with our skiing 
lessons, anyhow, infant. Tomorrow at 
nine!”

He left her with that and presently 
Joe came over and asked her to dance.

During that third week, she saw Don 
every morning at nine for a skiing les
son, but he didn't kiss her again. He 
was usually silent and sometimes he 
looked at her as if trying to decide 
something.

She knew that he was spending every 
evening with Lanny. Joe and Tony 
were keeping Patsy entertained, al
though she didn’t care for either of 
them. No one existed, no one had ex
isted since that first day except— Don.

She kept hoping that Lanny would 
return to the millionaire and that Don 
would kiss her again— and mean it.

Then it happened. She was sitting in 
a booth in the cocktail room one after
noon early. There wpre two girls talk
ing in th.e next booth and when Patsy 
heard Lanny Davies’ name, she 
listened.

“ Lanny is so jealous o f that little 
Patsy Ashley that it’s funny!” one of 
the girls said. “ Don’s been giving her 
skiing lessons every morning and 
Lanny is furious about it. She wants 
to own Don.”

“ If she had good sense she’d know 
that he just feels sorry for the little 
Ashley girl. Why, you know, he has

Joe and Tony beauing her around be
cause she was all alone.”

“ I know. Poor Joe told me about it. 
It seems Joe and Tony are here as 
proteges o f Don’s. Don is teaching 
them to ski, and they are obligated to 
him, so when he told them to keep little 
Patsy entertained they had to do it. 
Joe says they flip pennies to see which 
one will have to take her out. You 
know, they say she was a complete 
wash-out in New. York this winter.” 

“ Lanny says that she and Don are 
going to be married in June.”

Patsy didn’t wait to hear any more. 
She stood up and slipped out, taking 
with her what was left of her crushed 
pride and broken heart.

Lanny and Don w'ere getting mar
ried. Joe and Tony talked and laughed 
about her. Don had been teaching her 
to ski because he pitied her. That was 
all.

She rushed to her room like a 
wounded wild thing. Two spots of 
crimson stood out in her cheeks. She 
stood there for a moment after she 
had closed the dopr, leaning against it, 
her breath coming in gasps. She longed 
to hide her head somewhere, anyw’here. 
She could never face anyone here again.

What a fool she had been! She had 
really thought that she was popular 
at last! She had thought that she was 
getting a big rush and that even Don 
Walters was falling in love with her.

She hadn’t had enough sense to rea
lize that he only pitied her, and that Joe 
and Tony were pitching pennies to see 
which one of them would have to take 
her out. What a blind, silly little fool 
she had been!

She ran across the room and flung 
herself on the bed, crying as she had 
never cried before, not even last winter 
when she had been a failure. Then she 
hadn’t tasted triumph; then she didn’t

n
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know what she was missing. But now, 
she couldn’t bear to go back to that 
old life.

And yet she knew that she had never 
been out o f it really except in her im
agination. A gay boy had pitied a poor 
little failure for a little while.

T HE phone rang and she answered 
it, trying to stop the tears in her 
throat. It was Tony.

“ Want to meet me for cocktails?” 
he said.

For a moment Patsy didn’t answer. 
She closed her eyes, seeing Tony’s 
flushed blond face and Joe’s tousled 
head as they leaned forward pitching 
a penny to see which would have to 
take her for cocktails. She drew in a 
deep breath and answered him.

“ N o !” she said, and slammed the 
phone down.

“ Oh, I hate him !” she cried aloud. 
“ I hate Tony and Joe, and even Don! 
He had no right to make a fool of me. 
He had no right to pity me. I hope 
I never see him again!”

Then she threw herself on the bed, 
sobbing, for the thought of never see
ing Don again was heartbreaking.

She refused to go down to dinner 
later, pleading a headache. SJie awak
ened the next morning, conscious of a 
sinking feeling in the pit o f her stom
ach. that old feeling made up o f defeat 
and fear and dread. Then she remem
bered.

She wasn’t going to meet Don this 
morning. She was never going to meet 
Don again.

He would be there waiting on the 
south slope this morning, but she 
wouldn’t meet him. She would stay in 
her room all day.

She dressed and had breakfast in 
her room, glad that her Aunt Bett 
chose to go downstairs. Then restlessly

she moved from window to window, 
looking out on a white world below.

It was snowing this morning, a fine 
steady fall banking up the snow from 
the night before. The sky was white 
with the falling flakes, and the shores 
o f the lake were covered with laughing 
crowds throwing snowballs.

Patsy looked at her wristwatch. It 
was not yet nine o ’clock.

“ Oh, I can't bear to stay in,” she 
said aloud. “ I ’m going out alone. I ’ll 
go for a long hike in the snow.”

She dressed in the black and orange 
skiing suit, trying not to remember 
that Don had held her in his arms when 
she had on this suit. He had kissed her 
in this suit. That day when he had car
ried her, she had on this suit.

“ Oh, I must stop remembering!”  she 
cried.

She rushed down to the hall where 
the ski is were stacked, chose hers from 
the pile and went out into the cold 
snowfall. The flakes felt comforting in 
her face and, in spite o f herself, her 
spirits rose a little as she buckled on 
the skiis.

She went the back way, away from 
the town, up the slope of hill, down a 
hill, away into the snow. She walked 
slowly, her mittencd hands in her pock
ets, walked doggedly. Sloping to tire 
herself out. She turned sharply when 
she heard a cry behind her. And she 
saw at the rise of the hill behind her 
— Lanny Davies.

Beautiful, redheaded Lanny in an 
all-white suit. She had stumbled and 
was just getting to her feet. Patsy’s 
first impulse was to hurry away, but she 
turned back, chin up. determined not 
to give way to weakness.

“ Hello,” she said, forcing herself to 
smile. “ Out for a hike?”

Lanny gave Patsy a cold look from 
her great browm eyes.



CUPID HAS A WORD FOR IT

“ I was following you, if you must 
know,” she said icily. “ Y ou ’ve been 
meeting Don everymorning, and I de
cided to investigate.”

“ I ’m not going to meet him this 
morning,”  Patsy said.

Lanny smiled then. “ Really,?” she 
said scornfully. “ Well, then, I guess 
you don’t mind if I go with you?”

“ Not at all 1”
The two girls walked for a while 

in silence. Lanny handled the skiis 
awkwardly and fell often. It was snow
ing harder now, and the wind was 
blowing hard. Patsy turned back to
ward the hotel. And then she realized 
suddenly that she wasn’t sure where 
it lay. She started across a white hill, 
however, in the direction that seemed 
right.

Lanny spoke again scornfully.
“ Do you usually go so far to meet 

him ?”
“ I told you I ’m not meeting him this 

morning,”  Patsy said steadily. “ If 
you’re so jealous of him,” she added, 
“ why did you ditch him for a million
aire?”

“ If it’s any o f your business,”  Lanny 
answered coldly, “ I ’ve been sorry a mil
lion times. I guess I was too sure o f 
Don. But after he was gone I knew I 
wanted him. That’s why I came here 
for him.”

“ Well,” Patsy said, pushing against 
the wind that had reached blizzard pro
portions, “ you needn’t be jealous of 
m e!”  She "laughed a little jerkily. “ 1 
never meant anything to him ! He— he 
was just teaching me to ski because 
he was sorry for me.”

She stopped and the two girls looked 
at each other,

“ He hasn’t treated me the same since 
I ’ve been here,” Lanny said. “ I ’ve been 
awfully jealous o f you. That’s why I 
wanted to know if you were meeting

him. I thought I ’d .follow you and see 
if he kissed you. I.guess,” she laughed 
a little, “ it was a pretty dumb idea. 
I ’m awfully cold.” she added, “ How 
far is it back to the hotel?”

This was something Patsy was won
dering, herself. They seemed to be in 
the exact center. o f a madly whirling 
white world. All four directions melted 
into one.

Even the wind seemed to be coming 
from all sides at once, and the snow 
was coming down so hard now that it 
stung her eyelids.

“I ’m afraid we’re in for a blizzard,” 
Patsy said, whipping her arms together 
to keep warm. “ I ’ts colder, too, and 
I ’m not so very sure o f my directions. 
I thought the hotel was this way, but 
there’s that same tree we passed awhile
ag°-”  ,

“ I ’m cold!” Lanny whimpered. “ I ’m 
tired, too. I keep falling. And my feet 
feel frozen— ” Her voice trailed off pa
thetically.

“ W e have to keep moving. W e’ll 
freeze if we stop to rest. Come on, we 
have to move even if we go in a circle!”

T H E Y  walked on in silence, push
ing forward, doubled over against 
the wind. And suddenly Lanny 

fell again, a hard twisting tumble, and 
she sat up sobbing.

“ My ankle!” she cried. “ I— I’ve 
sprained it ! I can’t stand u p ! Oh, I ’m 
so tired, I can’t go on! Y ou ’ll have to 
get someone to come for me.”

“ I can’t leave you here!” Patsy cried 
“ Y ou ’d freeze. Besides, I don’t know 
if I ’d be able to get home myself. W e 
have to stay together.”

She knelt beside the sobbing girl and 
felt o f her rapidly swelling ankle. 
Lanny’s beautiful little face was pale 
and blue with cold and she was sobbing 
like a baby.

101
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“ I guess I ’ll have to try to carry 
you,” Patsy said. “ I ’m pretty strong. 
I can’t leave you here. I ’ve heard of 
people freezing to death within half a 
mile o f home in weather like this. You 
might faint and the snow would cover 
you and no one could find you.”

She stopped talking, using all her 
strength in an effort to carry Lanny. 
Half carrying, half dragging her, Patsy 
struggled on down the slope, up an
other slope, through woods. Where was 
she? She didn’t know. But with an in
creasing sense o f panic she realized that 
she was completely lost. She was 
among unfamiliar trees and paths.

She selected one path, keeping to it, 
hoping against hope that it would lead 
her to the town. On and on and on, 
making no effort to talk now, for 
Lanny had passed into a semi-coma 
brought on by pain and fatigue.

Finally Patsy heard a cry and 
answered, and a few moments later 
several men came running up to her. 
Don was among them. She gave a cry 
o f relief.

“ Lanny’s hurt, Don,” she said faint
ly. “ I— I ’ve been trying to carry her.” 
Then the last o f her strength seemed to 
ebb away, and she collapsed in his arms.

They carried the girls to the hotel—  
it was very near after all— and put 
Patsy on a couch before a fire in her 
own cheerful sitting room. Don stood 
smiling tenderly at her.

“ You ’re okay now,” he told her. 
“ The doctor had to put your aunt to 
bed, though. She nearly had a stroke

before we found you. How do you 
feel?”

“ All right,”  she said. She wondered 
vaguely why he wasn’t with Lanny. 
“ H ow ’s Lanny ?” she asked.

“ She’ll be all right. You are pretty 
well exhausted, though. I ’m afraid it 
will be a week before we can be mar
ried.”

She sat up, staring at him, forgetting 
her fatigue, her aching muscles. Her 
curls were tumbled like a child’s on her 
flushed forehead and her blue eyes were 
starry. I f  she had only known it, she 
was beautiful in that moment l

“ Married?”
“ Will you?”
“ You mean— us?”
He knelt beside the couch and 

caught her hands to his.
“ I love you,” he said simply. “ Will 

you marry me, Patsy?”
“ But— Lanny?”
“ I wasn’t sure, darling, until this 

morning when you and Lanny were 
both lost. And then I knew it was you, 
my darling little Patsy with her pug 
nose, that I loved. Can we be married 
soon?”

“ Soon,”  she whispered, but as he 
clasped her in his arms tight and bliss
fully, she looked at him, doubt still 
in her glance. “ But Lanny is beautiful, 
Don, and I am not. What is there about 
me that makes you sure that you love 
me?”

He smiled down at her, his dark eyes 
soft. “ Maybe Cupid has a word for it, 
darling,” he said. “ I— just know!”

Coming Soon:
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"H i, Earle Cochran!”  she cried. " What are you doing here}”
The movie star looked up in amazement. He hadn’ t expected to find a fan

in the middle of the desert

D esert G irl
By ALLYN HARRIS

She fled to her beloved sands for comfort, and 
they whispered, “ G o! You cannot hide from  love99

HE was young, and he was hand
some, and he was very, very 
angry.

A  flat tire on a roadster costing many 
thousands o f dollars is no different 
from a flat tire on the cheapest flivver 
— except that it is a bit harder to 
change.

It had. been a long time since Earle 
Cochran had been forced to change a 
tire, and he looked at the job with dis
taste. As nearly as he could figure, he 
was in the middle of a long stretch o f 
road that led through the desert coun
try, joining Southern California and 
Mexico. There was not a sign o f
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habitation. The sun beat down glar
ingly, and a peculiar, deathlike stillness 
seemed to reign over the land.

He sighed, rubbed a hand over the 
crisp waves o f his black hair, and re
moved the coat o f his spotless white 
suit.' Then he rolled back white silk 
shirt sleeves, said a few harsh words in 
the deeptoned, famous Cochran voice 
and surveyed the offending tire omin
ously.

O f course, he reflected, he should 
have stayed with the rest o f the party 
on this location trip into Mexico. With 
the cavalcade o f machines bearing 
camera men, directors, script girls, 
publicity men and cast.

He had looked forward to the trip, 
too, as a chance to be with Glenda 
Morgan, his leading lady. He and 
Glenda had so few moments together. 
The demands o f their profession 
seemed determined to keep them apart, 
in spite o f the fact that they had been 
engaged for six months.

But Glenda, at the last moment, had 
been possessed of that devil of perver
sity which made her so aggravating, 
and so fascinating, and had decided to 
ride with Martin Beale.

Furiously jealous and disappointed, 
Earle had started out by himself. And 
here he was!

Disgustedly he found the tools in the 
back o f the car. The wrench slipped, 
bruising his thumb, and he glared at it 
bale fully. Five years ago he hadn’t 
minded changing tires, but five years 
makes a lot o f difference in the life of 
a young man in Hollywood.

His meditations were interrupted by 
a faint break in the desert stillness. He 
squinted gray eyes in the direction of 
distant hoofbeats.

Sure enough! A  lone horseman was 
loping down an old trail.

“ G ood!” breathed the young actor.

“ I ’ll give the fellow a dollar and let him 
do the dirty work.”

He sank gratefully to the running- 
board, and lighted a cigarette while he 
waited for the stranger to approach.

As the figure drew nearer, Earle’s 
gaze became once more despondent. 
Tough luck! The rider was only a kid. 
Too small and slim to be much o f a 
help. Then his eyes widened— Lord, it 
was a g irl!

“ H i!” she called, and the voice was 
clear and sweet and young. “ Troubled?”

Then, coming closer: “ Why, Earle 
Cochran! What in the world are you 
doing here ?”

The actor surveyed the vision before 
him in amazement. O f course his fan 
following was scattered all over the 
United States, but how in heck did this 
slim nymph in worn overalls, with the 
loveliest face and most gorgeous yellow 
hair, he had ever seen, recognize him 
so promptly?'

“ Earle!” The little figure had jumped 
from her horse and was holding both 
his hands in her own small, grimy 
paws. "D on ’t you know me?”

She was half-laughing, half-crying; 
altogether adorable.

“ I ’m afraid I don’t,” admitted the 
puzzled young man.

“ Why, I ’m Dell!” she cried. “ Adele 
Gordon's daughter. Oh, Earle, you 
haven’t changed a bit.”

"W hy, Dell,” he muttered. “ W hy—  
kid!” And folded her in a brotherly 
embrace.

She stood with her head against his 
shoulder for a minute, and then released 
herself to lift a pair o f luminous blue 
eyes, radiant but damp with tears, to 
his.

“ You mustn’t hug me,” she chided, 
tiny dimples coming and going at the 
corners of the lovely mouth. “ I ’m 
grown up, now.”
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“ I ’ll say you are,”  the man agreed. 
“And, golly, how you’ve changed! I ’d 
never have recognized you in the world. 
Just six years ago you were a long- 
legged brat with freckles and one of 
the nastiest dispositions I've ever come 
across. You were— let me see! You 
must have been about twelve or thir
teen, and you're eighteen now! Right?”

The girl nodded. “ And you were 
twenty,”  she said, “ and the stubbornest 
ham actor I ’d ever seen. And conceited! 
You were terrible. Mother always won
dered how she was able to teach you 
anything.”

“ Where is your mother ?” cried Earle. 
“ I ’ve got to see her. I ’ve wanted to see 
her so often these last few years. Every 
bit of success I ’ve had, I owe to her. I 
didn’t know a thing about moving pic
tures when I got that chance to play the 
part o f her son. She whipped me into 
shape and molded me into the part 
when everybody else said I couldn’t do 
it.

“ She seemed to know that I ’d been 
living on coffee and doughnuts for 
months, and she used to make me eat 
lunch with her. Said she was lonesome 
and wanted company— when anybody 
in the studio would have given an eye 
to eat with her! Then she’d take me 
back to your place for dinner and coach 
me all evening. Oh, she was a peach!

“ I've wondered if she knew how I 
got ahead. I ’ve wanted to tell her. 
Wanted to try and pay her back. Then, 
when her health broke down and she 
left Hollywood, no one seemed to know 
where she went. Can we go to her now, 
Dell?”

The eyes of the girl were drowned in 
tears. She made a little rush forward 
and buried her face against the white- 
silk shirt.

“ She’s gone, Earle,” she whispered. 
' ‘Mommy’s gone. W e had a little shack

here on the desert. She was so tired of 
the noise and the glare o f Hollywood, 
she wanted peace and quiet.

“ She hated to leave me. She wanted 
to take me back and start me in pic
tures, but— she died last year. I thought 
if I could get enough money together 
I ’d go back some time. Some people on 
a ranch near by are letting me stay with 
them and paying me a little to help. I ’m 
a desert girl, now, Earle, but some day 
I ’ll be a great actress like Mommy.” 

The man put a gentle hand on the 
bowed head. The soft, silky ringlets 
curled and clung around his fingers, and 
seemed to send tendrils down to curl 
around his heart, too.

His eyes were moist, and there was 
a huskiness to his voice.

“ Y ou ’re coming along with me, 
now,” he said, decidedly. “ I owe your 
mother a debt o f gratitude I can never 
repay, but I ’ll feel I ’ve accomplished 
something if I give you a boost the way 
she did me. I can get you started right 
away in small parts. There are plenty 
of people in Hollywood who remember 
Adele Gordon, and they’ll be glad to 
have another Adele in their casts.” 

“ Oh, Earle, you’re sweet!” The girl 
lifted her tear-flushed face. “ But I 
couldn’t. I ’d have to get ready. She 
gave a rueful little laugh. “ About all I 
have to wear are these overalls and 
some dresses of Mommy’s that I made 
over.”

“ You’re coming now,”  Earle re
peated firmly. “ Consider yourself my 
godchild from now on. W e ’ll get you 
some clothes the first place we come to.” 

A  sudden, illuminating thought 
srtuck him : “ Why, Glenda will lend 
you some!” He added awkwardly, 
“ Glenda is my fiancee.”

It had suddenly occurred to him that 
Glenda might not relish the idea o f this 
lovely little thing being his godchild.
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But surely if he did not object to 
Glenda’s masculine friends, o f which 
the suave Martin Beale was only one of 
many, she should not, object to his 
paying a debt o f gratitude.

There was a look o f heartsick dis
appointment in the blue eyes lifted to 
his own, but it was quickly disguised 
by an ironic gleam.

“ Y ou ’d better let well enough alone 
and leave me here,” declared the sweet 
young voice. “ It would have been mad 
enough in the first place, but a fiancee 
complicates matters terribly. Thanks 
just the same, Earle, but I ’ll make the 
grade by myself in a year or so.”

“ Y ou ’ll come now, brat,” said the 
man. “ Here’s a piece o f paper. Write 
a note to your friends and put it on the 
horse— he’ll go home by himself. Then 
I ’ll change this blasted tire, and we’ll 
get going.

“ Now don’t start talking back to me! 
I am your venerable guardian, and you 
will have the kindness to respect my 
superior age and judgment.”

Dell Gordon laughed joyously, 
excitedly. Very well, she would do it— . 
she would go with Earle Cochran. Back 
to Hollywood and the carefree life of 
her childhood.

She had almost forgotten that people 
laughed and joked, and rode in im
ported roadsters, and wore dainty 
clothes. She had almost become a part 
of the somber, awe-inspiring stillness of 
the desert.

Fate must have sent this man, who 
had been the idol o f her childhood, the 
hero o f her youthful dreams.

“ Never turn your back on Fate,”  her 
mother had often said. “ Fate sent me 
to the desert; Fate is taking me before 
3 have a chance to see you started on 
ftie road to success. There must be some 
reason for it. Things usually straighten 
themselves out.”
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“ I ’ll go. Oh, I ’ll g o !”  whispered Dell. 
Her eyes were shining and her cheeks 
flushed. “ I hope you won’t be sorry, 
Earle.”

“ Sorry!”  scoffed the bronzed young 
man, standing triumphantly beside the 
changed tire. “ It will be a pleasure, my 
child.”

T H E rest o f the trip was certainly 
a pleasure. 'They had so much to 
talk about. Memories o f past 

days; some amusing, some tragic, but 
all o f them engrossing to the two who 
sat side by side in the expensive road
ster.

No longer was Earle Cochran the 
popular star o f Reelart Pictures; no 
longer was Dell Gordon a waif o f the 
desert. They were girl and boy, with 
five years o f  separation to bridge.

But when they reached location, 
difficulties began to arise at once.

Glenda Morgan acknowledged Earle’s 
introduction with a glance of amused 
scorn at Dell’s small, overalled figure; 
then, as her tawny eyes beheld the love
liness o f the little heart-shaped face, the 
glance became a cloudy menace, over
shadowed by a smile o f acid sweetness.

“ She hates me already,”  thought 
Dell, fearfully; a chill running down 
her form.

This was what the older Adele had 
had to contend with. The hate and the 
jealousy and the bitterness. That was 
why, sick in heart and body, she had 
fled to the desert.

“ She will do everything in her power 
to turn Earle away from me and keep 
me from getting a chance,”  Dell told 
herself.

The other introductions were differ
ent. The director looked at her with 
interest and a kindly admiration.

“ I remember your mother,” he said. 
“ You are very like her. I f  you are half
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as good a trouper, you should find 
Hollywood an easy nut to crack.”

Martin Beale, as tall and handsome 
as Earle, was frankly delighted with 
this new and unusual girl.

“ You ’re lovely,” he murmured, “ and, 
I trust, not the exclusive property of 
your discoverer. After all, no man 
should have sole rights to the two most 
beautiful girls in the world.”

Dell flushed and looked uneasily from 
the cloudy, vexed glance o f Glenda to 
the furious glare o f Earle.

“ Earle is a sort o f self-appointed 
guardian,” she laughed shyly. “ But I 
warned him that the job might prove 
too big for him.”

“ I only hope that everyone will 
understand the guardianship is purely 
platonic,” said Glenda in a tone full 
o f spite. “ Otherwise, I am afraid that 
I shall have trouble explaining my 
fiance’s interest in another young 
lady.”

“ Everyone knows that Dell’s mother 
was just like a mother to me, too,” cried 
Earle hotly. “ I was sure you would 
understand, Glenda, and be a friend to 
Dell.”

“ My dear boy,” murmured the act
ress soothingly, laying a white, pro
prietary hand on his arm. “ O f course I 
shall be a friend to your little adopted 
sister. W e were teasing you, you silly 
thing.”

“ You ’re a peach, darling,”  said 
Earle gratefully, lifting the white hand 
to his lips.

Dell turned away, sick at heart. She 
was going to hate this new world, she 
felt. Couldn’t Earle see what a cat the 
beautiful Glenda was?

T HE company remained on loca
tion in the little Mexican town 
for two days, and then set out 

for Hollywood. This time Glenda

nestled beside Earle in the big roadster, 
and watched Martin Beale settle Dell in 
his own car with enigmatic eyes.

Although she was engaged to Earle, 
she regarded Martin as her property, 
too.

Dell, meanwhile, gazed at the flying- 
landscape with somber eyes. She was on 
her way to Hollywood, that Mecca of 
shattered hopes. W ould it leave her 
broken and disillusioned, as it had her 
mother ?

Even now she had suffered one 
bitter disappointment. Earle belonged to 
Glenda!

Martin Beale reached out a brown 
hand and caught her own as it rested 
in her lap.

“ What’s the matter, child?” he asked 
tenderly. “ W hy the sigh? Aren’t you 
happy? You should be. It won’t be long 
until you’ll be making Glenda look to 
her laurels.” ,

Dell moved her hand gently and gave 
him a wistful smile.

“ I feel sort o f alone and afraid,” she 
admitted. “ I feel that something un
pleasant is going to happen.”

“ Oh, bosh!” laughed Martin. “ N o
thing unpleasant could happen to any
one as lovely and sweet as you. I 
wouldn’t let it.

“ I wish you would have more confi
dence in me, Dell. Y ou ’re always so 
formal. You mustn’t be, child; I won’t 
hurt you. I ’m a villain only on the 
screen, y ’know. At home, I ’m really a 
very nice chap. Good to my mother, 
fond o f children— and all that sort of 
thing.”

“ I ’ll consider your application,”  Dell 
smiled, demurely.

It seemed that Martin was as good 
as his word. Earle made arrangements 
for Dell to live at a girl’s club, and got 
her several small parts at the studios; 
but it was Martin who took her dancing
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at the Coconut Grove, Martin who took 
her to luncheon at the Brown Derby, 
Martin who took her home to meet his 
mother, and had his sister introduce 
her to the very smartest o f Hollywood 
shops.

It seemed that Earle’s leisure was 
more and more taken up by the exacting 
Glenda. She bound him round with a 
thousand little wiles.

However, he fouijd time to remon
strate with Dell.

“ Y ou ’re getting yourself talked 
about,” he told her disapprovingly. 
“ Martin is noted for being a profes- 
sional lady-killer. Y ou ’re too new in the 
game to start having your name con
nected with any man.”

“ Nerts, my good man!” laughed 
Dell. “ It’s much better to have my name 
connected with Martin than to have it 
linked with an engaged gent like your
self. I can’t sit home and twiddle my 
thumbs, you know. I was buried in the 
desert too long to love the four walls 
o f my room.”

“ I ’m responsible for you,” Earle 
insisted. “ I’m not going to have you 
rushed off your feet by the first man 
you meet. Y ou ’ll have dinner with me 
tomorrow night, and like i t !”

“ What about Glenda?” asked Dell, 
cheeks flushed.

“ She’ll understand,”  said Earle con
fidently.

Glenda, however, did not understand. 
She staged a very pretty scene, which 
included tears, reproaches and finally 
threats.

“ I tell you I ’m responsible for the 
kid,”  protested Earle, miserably.

“ K id !”  Glenda laughed wildly. 
“ She’s old enough to know what she 
wants and she wants you ! She’s even 
trying to steal scenes from me at the 
studios. Believe me, that precious 
mother o f hers trained her well. She

knows just how to go about getting the 
most attention.”

“ Be still!” ordered Earle, his lips set 
in a stern white line. “ Adele Gordon 
was a wonderful woman, and Dell is a 
sweet kid. I won’t listen to that sort of 
talk.”

“ Oh, darling,”  mourned Glenda. 
“ You don’t love me any more.”

“ O f course I love you !”
Fondly he took the silken-clad figure 

in his arms. But the scene left an un
pleasant taste in his mouth.

AND so Earle was distraught and 
uneasy as he sat at a little table 
across from a radiant Dell, that

night.
Such scenes as this could not go on 

forever. He wondered if Glenda would 
keep them up after they were married.

Perhaps he had made a mistake in 
bringing Dell to Hollywood. After all, 
what business has a young bachelor, 
being guardian to such a beautiful 
young thing?

She ivas beautiful, he admitted to 
himself. There was a youthful charm 
about her which Glenda did not possess. 
As they danced, he felt an unaccus
tomed stirring o f his blood. He 
wondered if she could really be attached 
to Martin Beale.

As for Dell, she was living in a 
radiant dream. Earle might belong to 
Glenda but he was here for this brief 
hour. She would make the most o f it.

After dinner, the roadster carried 
them along the shore. The moon shone 
on the glistening waves as they dashed 
upon the smooth sands o f the beach. 

They talked softly, intimately.
"I  have a grand part in this new 

picture,” Dell told him. “ Tomorrow I 
have a scene with me landing an air
plane to rescue my older sister. Glenda 
is the sister— t̂hat’s the lead, o f course.
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“ Bat I love my part! Flying is so 
thrilling. O f course the pilot is really 
concealed in the back seat, but it will 
look just as if I ’m landing the plane. 
It makes me feel so important!”

Earle laughed. “ Baby!” he teased. 
“ Oh, here’s the Beach Cafe,” cried 

Dell. “ I ’ve never been here. Let’s go in 
and have one more dance before we go 
home. I like dancing with you, Earle.”

“ I like dancing with you, too,”  he 
told her as they found a table in the 
crowded little roadhouse.

The lights were dim, and as they 
danced slowly and in perfect rhythm to 
the haunting strains, Earle felt a poig
nant tenderness for the little creature 
in his arms. She was so sweet. So 
dangerously sweet. He rested his head 
lightly on the silky yellow ringlets.
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She lifted her little face qtiestioningly. 
Her eyes were soft and wistful, and the 
crimson lips trembled ever so slightly.

Earle lowered his head, and his 
mouth sought the sweetness o f those 
lips and clung. It all seemed very 
natural, very beautiful.

Neither noticed the couple dancing 
beside them.

Glenda’s eyes were fiery with hate, 
as she dragged her partner toward the 
door.

“ Let’s get out o f here, before I tear 
that little upstart to pieces!”  Her voice 
shook with fury. “ Do they think I'm an 
utter fool? Do they think 111 sit by and 
let them make me the laughingstock of 
Hollywood? I ’ll get rid of her if it’s 
the last thing I d o !”

“ Why do you bother, Glenda?” asked 
Martin, wearily. “ You told me tonight 
that you did not love Earle. You said it 
had always been me. You can’t have us 
both, you know.”

“ Do you think I ’m going to let him 
play me for a sap?” she cried. “ And 
don’t think I don’t know you’ve fallen 
for that baby-face, to o ! I ’m not as 
dumb as L seem. You'll take me off 
Earle’s hands so that she can be happy. 
Nice o f you, Sir Knight! A  noble 
sacrifice. Well, I don’t need your sacri
fices !”

“ You’re hysterical,”  Martin said 
calmly, as they got into his car. “ Any 
man would be glad to have the love of 
Glenda Morgan. Earle and I were both 
crazy about you.”

“ Until she came.”  Glenda laughed 
scornfully. “ Then, manlike, you both 
went crazy over a new face. Never 
mind. Forget it. I f you’re satisfied, I 
am.”

She lapsed into a brooding silence, 
beautiful chin buried thoughtfully in the 
furs at her neck.

jWhen Earle left Dell at the door of

her club he cupped her dimpled chin in 
the palm o f his hand and turned her 
face up to his own.

“ You meant it, my sweet? You really 
love me?”

“ Always.” 'The girl nodded shyly. 
“ Ever since I was a kid. I didn’t want 
you to know. I thought you loved 
Glenda.”

“ I don’t think I ever loved her,”  the 
man said thoughtfully. “ Her beauty 
fascinated me, and we were thrown to
gether in our work. But Glenda is in
capable of feeling real love; she is too 
self-centered. I think she will release 
me, I couldn't go on with the engage
ment now. The touch of your lips took 
me into heaven— a heaven that I never 
want to leave.”

“Oh, darling!” sighed Dell in 
ecstasy, before the young actor once 
again closed her lips with his own.

T HE next morning found Dell 
arrayed in her smart little avia
tion suit, ready for her big

scene.
Glenda was already at the field. An 

accomplished pilot herself, she stood 
talking to the pilot o f Dell's plane. 
There was nothing in her easy manner 
to show that, just a few moments be
fore, she had cleverly managed to 
obstruct the plane's fuel feed so that 
the gas would flow easily until they 
were in the air— and then send them 
crashing to the earth.

She smiled lazily at the trim figure 
o f Dell, as she came across the field.

“ How brave o f you. dear,” she 
purred like the tiger cat she was, “ to 
do the scene yourself. You could have 
had a double, you know. O f course, it’s 
different with me. I ’ve flown my own 
plane for a couple o f years, now, and 
I ’m not at all afraid o f the air, I would 
have loved to do the part.”
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“ I’m not afraid o f the air, either,”  
protested Dell. “ I think it’s a lot of 
fun. I wish I could have done it all 
alone.”

Glenda glanced at the pilot. Too bad 
he had to be sacrificed, too. But nothing 
was too great a price to get this girl 
out o f her way.

She came close to Dell. “ By the way,” 
she said, her voice lowered and seem
ingly kind. “ Earle called me this morn
ing and asked me to release him. I told 
him that I would gladly do so, since I 
had discovered it was Martin I love 
after all. I thought I ’d let you know 
that there were no hard feelings. I wish 
you and Earle every happiness.”

Dell lifted her grateful, astounded 
eyes. “ Why, that’s lovely of you, 
Glenda,”  she said joyously. “ I hope 
you’ll be happy, too.”

“ I will be,” declared Glenda, imper
turbably.

Her eyes were enigmatic as she 
watched Dell climb into the cockpit in 
front o f the hidden pilot.

“ Now, Miss Gordon,” called the 
director. “ Your pilot has his instruc
tions. Y ou ’re to go up and fly around 
for about ten minutes while we set up 
the cameras here. W e want to get the 
complete landing. Have your head out, 
and climb out as soon as the plane stops, 
so that the audience can see that you 
were actually in the plane they watched 
land. Just as we rehearsed it yesterday. 
All right. Tell that guy ‘contact.’ ”

They were o f f ! Gliding across the 
field and lifting gently into the air. Up 
and up, just a little above the tallest 
tree. Soon they would be in the clouds.

There was a cough and then a sputter 
in the booming voice of the engine. The 
worried face of the pilot appeared above 
the cockpit. He motioned to Dell, said 
something. But she could not under
stand him.

The plane turned sharply, whipstalled 
and changed its course abruptly. They 
were quite near the field. Dell could dis
tinguish all the figures o f the directors, 
camera men and cast. They were nosing 
down, almost at right angles to the 
ground.

She clutched the side. There was a 
rush o f air, a horrible sinking and a 
crash. Then darkness.

T HE hospital room was white and 
spotless, but gay with a multi
tude o f flowers. The nurse 

hovered about solicitously.
“ Y ou ’ve been here a week,” she told 

Dell. “ Shock and bruises. Neither you 
nor the pilot was badly hurt, but Miss 
Morgan was killed by the falling plane. 
Wasn’t it awful? Just before she died, 
she confessed that she had tampered 
with the engine and caused the crash.” 

Dell felt sick and tired. She closed her 
eyes wearily and turned her face to the 
wall. She couldn’t understand a hate 
like that. An emotion that would 
destroy.

So this was H ollywood! This was the 
price you paid for success and happi
ness and love. No wonder her mother 
had fled from it.

“ Mr. Beale and Mr. Cochran call 
every day, and telephone goodness 
knows how often, and send all these 
lovely flowers,”  the talkative nurse 
volunteered.

“ Tell them I can’t possibly see any
one,”  requested Dell. “ And find me 
some clothes, please. I ’m going home.”

N'lG H T  lay like a smothering robe 
o f velvet over the quietness of 
the desert.

Dell sat in the doorway o f the little 
shack she had shared with her mother 
-  oh, centuries ago! Her eyes were 
closed, and her long, gold-tipped lashes
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rested quiveringly on her pale cheeks.
She had come back here, hoping to 

find peace. The maelstrom o f emotions 
into which she had been tossed had 
proved too much for her. Hate, ambL 
tion, jealousy— these things were not 
for her. What did success mean if you 
had to take these things along with it?

But she found that'she could not es
cape so easily. Wherever she turned, 
there were memories o f Earle.

And so at last she had decided she 
would go back and acknowledge her
self beaten. She would accept life the 
way it came to her, and if it brought 
her turmoil and ugliness, it would also 
bring her the compensating joy o f love.

An approaching automobile broke the 
stillness o f the night. Automobiles in 
that section were rare. She breathed a 
silent little prayer into the dusk, and 
opened her eyes to find her prayer 
answered.

“ What a time I had getting here,” 
declared her sweetheart. “ The desert 
almost swallowed me up. But if my girl 
was here I was going to be here, too.”

She pulled him down beside her in 
the doorway.

“ I was a coward,”  she said. “ I ran 
away from you— from love.”

“ Silly darling,” said Earle, gathering 
her into his arms. “ Don’t you know 
that you can run away from everything 
but love ? Even the desert can’t hide you 
from that.”

She nodded against his shoulder and 
sighed. A  small sigh filled with a new 
contentment. She felt his lips searching 
for her own and knew, suddenly and 
certainly, that there would be no more 
confusion, no more ugliness in her life. 
Love would wrap her around and pro
tect her forever.

“ I love you,”  murmured the man 
against the crimson sweetness o f her 
young mouth. “ Promise me you’ll 
never run away again.”

“ Never again,” she whispered obe
diently.

“ Hereafter, if things get too difficult 
and Hollywood weighs too heavily, 
we’ll run away,”  Earle promised. “ But 
we’ll always run away together.”

“ Together,” repeated Dell with satis
faction.

And she hoped her mother knew that 
her dearest wish had come true.

£ £ £
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W H A T will I do with my broken dreams?

I shall heap them with soft caresses, 
The light o f  the moon, the dust o f the stars, 

And then scatter them in my tresses.

What will I do with my broken heart?
O f my grief I shall make a cover 

T o hide its wounds, while I laugh and sing 
In the arms o f another lover,

— Edgar Daniel Kramer
7 S-23



JVhat kind o f luck could Lucy Cram  expect? 
Against the advice o f relatives and friends, she

had married

TbeT,owns
IBcid B oy

By Mrs. HARRY PUCH SMITH

C H A P T E R  IX

CO N STABLE JIM PETERS did 
not find anything in Stephen 
Burke’s house to justify the 

search warrant, but Lucy did not wait 
to see. She ran every step o f the way 
to the police station.

She had not even waited to get a 
hat. Her hair was blown by the wind; 
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her eyes were wild with anxiety when 
she came into the small, red-brick build
ing, and then they would not let her 
see Stephen.

“ The sheriff has come over from the 
county seat to take charge o f  the inves
tigation,”  they told her. “ He is ques
tioning the prisoner now. N o one is 
permitted to go in.”

“ But Pm his w ife !”  she cried.
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J w I /«  J « h /  her hand on his. "You will find out now ”  she murmured insinu
atingly,  "which of us really loves you. Your wife has not even come near

you in your trouble/ ”

The deputy merely shrugged hi3 

shoulders.
“ You can sit down over there and 

wait if you like,”  he said, indicating a 
straight wooden bench by the door 
“ But I don’t know when you can 
speak to your husband. It would be 
better if you went home and came 
back this afternoon.”

But Lucy could not bear the thought 
o f returning to their rooms without 
Stephen. Even if she could not see 
him, she wanted to stay under the same 
roof with him, as near as possible.

All morning she sat there on that 
hard bench, staring blindly straight be
fore her, straining her ears for the 
sound o f Stephen’s voice in the exam
ining room down the long narrow hall 
outside, but never hearing it.

Usually the dullest place in town, the 
police station was a bustle o f excite
ment that day. People were going in 
and out constantly. They were all re
quired to state their business to the 
deputy in charge. That was how, little 
by little, Lucy learned the story o f 
Stephen’s arrest.
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Somebody had broken into the mill 
last night, shortly before the watchman 
made his midnight rounds. Saturday 
was pay day at the mill, and it was the 
custom to bring in the money for the 
pay roll the afternoon before. The 
thief had taken five thousand dollars 
in cash.

The police had a strong case against 
Stephen Burke. Just before midnight, 
the watchman saw Stephen’s car drive 
up and park across the street. He ate 
his lunch and then made another round. 
When he came to the mill office, he 
found the door hanging open and on 
entering discovered that the safe had 
been forced. The money for the pay 
roll was gone.

The watchman ran out into the street 
to give the alarm, but somebody was 
lying in wait for him. He was knocked 
out by a severe blow on the head. 
When he came to, it was almost morn
ing-

He immediately called Constable Jhn 
Peters, who went to the room where 
Stephen Burke’s father lived. He 
found Bill lying across his bed in a 
stupor, and in the pocket o f his ragged 
trousers was five hundred dollars which 
was identified as part o f  the missing 
pay roll.

Stupid with drink, hardly conscious 
o f what he was saying, Bill contended 
that the money had been given him by 
his son a little after midnight at the 
Blue Lion Tavern. Joe Winters, the 
proprietor, testified that Stephen came 
into the tavern at that time, looking for 
his father, and took him aw’ay. The 
car was found in an alley behind Bill’s 
dingy rooming house. There was a 
blood-stained iron bar in the car which 
the police said had been used to knock 
out the night watchman, also the strong 
brown bag in which the pay roll money 
had been kept.

The police were on the point o f 
going to Stephen’s home to question 
him, when Constable Jim Peters came 
upon Stephen near the railroad tracks 
and arrested him. Peters claimed that 
Stephen was just preparing to hop a 
train at the water tank. Stephen said 
he was walking to town down the rail
road tracks on his way home.

When ordered to give an account o f 
his movements for the night, Stephen 
told a strange and rambling tale. He 
said that the afternoon before just as 
he was leaving the mill, he received a 
note from his father saying he was 
very ill at a house down the river.

Stephen said he jumped into his car 
and went at once. When he reached 
the place, he was surprised to find it 
apparently deserted. He claimed he 
started to investigate and was trying to 
open the front door, when somebody 
knocked him down and he knew noth
ing else for hours.

When he came to, his car was gone. 
He started to walk home down the 
railroad tracks and was arrested on 
the outskirts o f town by Jim Peters.

Unfortunately, Stephen could not 
produce the note that had decoyed him 
away. He had torn it up as soon as he 
read it, he said. Nor when a deputy 
sheriff investigated the empty house 
was there any sign that anybody had 
been near the place in months.

“ The fellow’s lying like a dog,” Lucy 
heard one o f the police say. “ The 
sheriff has had a doctor examine his 
head. If he was knocked out, it must 
have been with a feather pillow. There 
isn’t even a lump to show for it.”

T H E sheriff was calling witness 
after witness. They passed Lucy 
in a steady stream, and every 

one made things look blacker for 
Stephen.
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Jim Peters clung to his story that 
Stephen was on the point o f skipping 
town on a train when arrested. The 
bank manager identified both the brown 
bag which had been found in Stephen’s 
car and the money taken from Bill 
Burke’s pocket as belonging to the pay 
roll. A  dozen people testified that 
Stephen had resented the way he was 
underpaid and overworked at the mill.

“ He was always saying he’d find a 
way to make them give him what he 
was worth,”  said one mill hand after 
another.

Lucy could hear them talking after 
they came out o f the office where the 
sheriff was grilling Stephen. It seemed 
to her that the evidence was piling up 
like a tremendous black cloud, obscur
ing the sun, filling her heart with a 
terrible dismay. And still they would 
not let her see Stephen.

When she saw her father come into 
the police station, she almost cried out. 
He hated Stephen; there was nothing 
he would not do or say to injure him. 
From the first Joseph Crane had be
lieved Stephen would come to a bad 
end.

“ L u c y !”  he demanded angrily. 
“ What are you doing here?”

“ I ’ve got to see Stephen,”  she said.
“ Isn’t it enough that he’s brought 

this terrible disgrace on us all?”  he 
asked. “ Must you hang around here, 
where no decent woman would be 
found ?”

“ Stephen hasn’t disgraced me. He’s 
innocent.”

“ Innocent!”  snorted the mill super
intendent. “ He stole that money, and 
he was trying to run off and leave you 
to face it alone. Only for Jim Peters 
you’d never have seen or heard o f your 
precious Stephen again. And still you 
stand by him ! Go home, Lucy. Keep 
out o f this business.”

“ He isn’t guilty. He’s my husband 
and I love him! I ’ll always love him,” 
answered Lucy defiantly.

“ Your mother and I will stand by 
you if you give him up,” declared her 
father. “ W e’ll help you out o f this 
terrible trouble, if you’ll promise 
never to see him again.”

“ I ’m his w ife,” said Lucy. “ I ’ll be 
here when he wants me.”

Joseph Crane was red with anger 
when he was finally admitted to the 
sheriff’s presence. Lucy could hear 
him roaring beyond the closed door.

“ Yes,”  he was saying, “ Stephen 
Burke married my daughter, but he’s 
a scoundrel; like his drunken father! 
I wouldn’t put anything past either o f 
them. I ’d rather have seen my daugh
ter dead than the wdfe o f such a man. 
Thank God, this has finished it! After 
what’s happened,, she’s through with 
that rascal forever.”

Stephen, who had been sitting there 
for hours, tortured, like an animal on 
the rack, lifted his haggard face.

“ Did Lucy say that?” he asked in 
a hoarse voice.

“ Yes,”  snapped Joseph Crane. “ She 
wishes she’d never heard o f you. She 
doesn’t want to see you again as long 
as she lives.”

Stephen’s hands clenched on the 
arms o f his chair until the knuckles 
were a shiny white.

“ I f  Lucy feels like that,”  he said 
dully, “ I don’t care what happens to 
me.”

“ You were never good enough for 
her!”  cried her father.

“ N o,” muttered Stephen, his face 
ravaged by pain, “ I know I wasn’t. 
And now I guess she wishes I ’d never 
been born.”

“ What did you do with the rest o f 
the money, Burke?”  demanded the 
sheriff.
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“ I ’ve told you a thousand times,”  
said Stephen wearily, “ that I never 
had it. I never robbed the bank. I ’ve 
been framed. Framed for something 
I didn’t do.”

“ He’s lying like a dog,”  said Joseph 
Crane. “ The truth isn’t in him. It 
never was. From the first he’s been 
a trouble-maker at the mill, never 
doing his work properly, always de
manding higher wages. I wouldn't 
trust him out of my sight.”

The sheriff nodded gravely. “ He’s 
guilty all right,” he said. “ We can be 
thankful that Jim Peters was on the 
job. But for him, Burke would have 
escaped.”

Stephen’s lips twisted with bitter
ness.

“ Peters hates me. He’s lying when 
he says I was trying to hop a train. 
It’s all a frame-up, I tell you, and 
Peters was in on it,” he said fiercely.

“ If that’s true where did you get 
the money you gave your father a 
little after midnight?” demanded the 
sheriff.

Stephen shivered. “ I did not give 
my father any money at that time. I 
wasn’t in the Blue Lion that night. 
At midnight I was lying miles down 
the river road, unconscious.”

“ Do you mean your father’s ly
ing?” sneered the sheriff. “ Are you 
insinuating that he also framed you?”

Stephen turned deathly white.
“ I don't know what to think,”  he 

whispered.
Joseph Crane laughed harshly. 

“ The old man will probably try to 
change his story when he sobers up,”  
he said scornfully. “ He’s as big a liar 
as his son.”

He turned toward the door and 
Stephen started to his feet.

“ Tell Lucy it isn’t true! I ’m not 
guilty!”  he cried desperately.

“ Lucy isn’t interested!”  snapped 
her father. -

Stephen sank back into his seat and 
covered his face with his hands.

11TCY ran to meet her father when 
he came down the hall. “ Is 
Stephen all right?”  she asked

breathlessly.
“ All right!”  sneered Joseph Crane. 
“ He’s about two feet from the 

penitentiary, which is exactly where 
he ought to be!”

“ O h!” she gasped. “ But they can’t 
send Stephen to ja il! They can’t ! 
For something he didn’t do !”

"The sheriff told me himself that 
Stephen did do it,”  said Mr. Crane. 
“ Now will you be sensible and come 
home with me where you belong?” 

He took hold o f her roughly, tried 
to lead her away, but Lucy jerked 
free.

“ I ’m not going anywhere until I 
see Stephen.”

"Y ou ’re making your name and my 
name a by-word in the town,” storm
ed her father. “ A  lot he cared what 
became o f you when he pulled this 
dirty trick.”

"H e didn’t do it! He didn’t !” she 
repeated.

“ I wash my hands o f you until you 
come to your senses,”  her father told 
her furiously.

He stalked away, but Lucy ran 
after him.

“ Stephen needs a lawyer, someone 
to see that he gets justice,”  she plead
ed. “ And we haven’t any money. 
Father, if you ever loved me, help me! 
Get a lawyer for Stephen.”

“ Spend money to keep that scoun
drel from his just dues?” cried Joseph 
Crane. “ Not one penny!”

Lucy crept back to her piace on the 
wooden bench. She could scarcely sit
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upright. She felt as if her heart would 
pull her in two. The deputy looked at 
her pityingly.

“ Can I see Stephen now ?" she 
asked, over and over.

“ Not now,” said the deputy each 
time, and when her shoulders sagged, 
he added kindly, “ Hadn’t you better 
go home?”

“ Not till I see Stephen,”  said Lucy. 
“ Not till he knows I ’m standing by 
him.”

At noon Jonathan Hills came. He 
sat down by Lucy and begged her to 
go out with him and get something 
to eat if she would not let him take 
her to her father’s house.

“ I ’m not hungry, Jonathan,” she 
faltered. “ I couldn’t eat.”

“ But you’ll make yourself ill, going 
on like this.”

“ I won’t leave until I ’ve talked to 
Stephen,” she said stubbornly.

“ It breaks my heart to see you like 
this, Lucy,”  he said. “ Stephen isn’t 
worth your breaking your heart 
over.”

“ He’s my husband and I love him. 
I ’ll not desert him when he is in 
trouble.”

“ Isn’t there anything I can do?” he 
stammered. “ I ’d do anything to help 
you, Lucy, anything!”

“ I know,”  she said, her lips quiver
ing, “ you’re a true friend, Jonathan. 
But I don’t know what to do. I ’ve 
racked my brain. If I had the money, 
I ’d hire a good lawyer.”

She looked up pleadingly into his 
face. Jonathan had money in his sav
ings account, but she did not believe 
he would want to spend it on Stephen 
and she was right.

“ It would be money thrown away, 
Lucy,”  he said, turning red. “ No 
lawyer could save Stephen, because 

i he's guilty.”

“ No, no!”  she protested frantically.
“ Every bit o f the evidence is against 

him.”
“ But he is innocent!”
“ I wish he were, for your sake,”  he 

said sadly.
She drew a long breath. “ Nobody 

except me ever was fair to Stephen—  
unless it’s Detective Hawks.”

J o n a t h a n  flushed. “ Detective 
Hawks is an old fog y !” he cried.

“ But he used to be one o f Pinker
ton’s best detectives,”  Lucy reminded 
him.

“ He’s been retired for years, Lucy. 
He’s an old man, and times have 
changed since he worked for Pinker
ton.”

“ He’s always liked Stephen,”  said 
Lucy. “ Jonathan, will you go and 
get Detective Hawks for me?”

“ But, Lucy— ”  he began.
“ Maybe he can't help, maybe no

body can help,” she said forlornly. 
“ But I must do something for 
Stephen. I must!”

C H A PTE R  X

FIN A LLY , although he plainly did 
not like the errand, Jonathan 
went off, promising to bring the 

ex-detective back with him if possible. 
Lucy believed that Jacob Hawks 
would come. He had been living on 
a farm, raising roses for a hobby, and 
Stephen had w'orked for him several 
summers. He and the old detective 
were great friends.

Lucy felt as if she had begun to 
live again wrhen Jacob Hawks came 
into the police station about two that 
afternoon.

“ What’s this! What’s this!”  he 
cried indignantly. “ Stephen accused 
o f robbing the m ill! Ridiculous! 
Pure tommy-rot!”
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He was a huge old man, tall and al
most as broad as he was high, with a 
shock o f snow-white hair and a beak
nosed face. Lucy clung to his big, 
sunburned hand.

“ Stephen didn’t do it!”  she cried. 
“ O f course not,” scolded Jacob 

Hawks. “ The boy is full o f life, but 
there’s no harm in him. He’d have 
made an excellent man for Pinker
ton’s if he could have had the chance.” 

"Stephen has never had a fair 
chance at anything!”

“ N o,” agreed the old detective. 
“ H e’s had to carry a man’s-sized load 
ever since he was ten years old.” 

“ You won't let them send him to 
jail ?”  she pleaded.

“ Not on your life!”  cried Jacob 
Hawks. “ I ’ll have him out o f here 
inside o f an hour.”

He marched wrathfully down the 
hall to the office o f the sheriff.

Lucy’s heart felt easier. Jacob 
Hawks was still a force among the 
county officials. They would not re
fuse to let him see Stephen.

He was admitted at once into the 
room where Stephen was being ques
tioned and remained there for almost 
two hours while Lucy waited on her 
bench, almost holding her breath.

“ He’ll get Stephen out,”  she kept 
telling herself. “ In just a minute 
they’ll both come walking out that 
door and everything will be all right.” 

But when Jacob Hawks finally ap
peared, he was alone. His face was 
downcast.

Lucy began to tremble.
“ Stephen!”  she asked brokenly. 

“ Couldn’t you do anything?”
“ There, there,”  said Jacob Hawks 

soothingly. “ You mustn’t take on so, 
my child. Rome wasn’t built in a day. 
Stephen has got himself in deeper 
than I thought. But we’ll manage

somehow, though it is going to take 
time.”

“ Tim e!”  she faltered.
“ They have a strong case against 

the boy,” he admitted, shaking his 
head. “ Stronger than I dreamed! 
It’s all circumstantial evidence, but it 
makes a stout chain.”

“ I can’t stand it,”  whispered Lucy, 
and broke into heartbroken weeping.

He glanced at her pityingly. " I f  
you could swear that Stephen was at 
home with you last night,” he said.

Lucy paled. “ He wasn’t home. I 
haven’t seen him since yesterday at 
noon.”

He sighed. “ There’s nothing to 
support the story he tells about where 
he spent the night.”

“ Surely, if he had done it,”  cried 
Lucy, “ he’d have thought up a better 
alibi.”

“ The most damning thing against 
him is the money which Bill Burke 
claims his son gave him. W e might 
believe that Stephen was framed, ex
cept that his father wouldn’t do any
thing to injure the boy.”

“ No,”  acknowledged Lucy, “ Steph
en’s father adores him. He wouldn’t 
help anybody frame Stephen.”

“ And there is the fact that Stephen 
tried to skip town,”  added the detec
tive with a frown. “ Innocent men 
don’t run away.”

“ But they have only Jim Peters’ 
word for that!”  cried Lucy. “ And he 
hates Stephen.”

“ The thing that worries me most is 
Stephen’s own attitude,”  confessed 
Hawks.

“ What do you mean?”  stammered 
Lucy.

“ He sits there with his head in his 
hands, as if he had given up.”

“ O h!”  cried Lucy. “ W hy won’t 
they let me see him? I must see him!
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I’ve got to tell him I know he’s inno
cent! I f  I can talk to him, he won’t 
give up'. I f  he knows I believe in 
him, he’ll fight tooth and nail to clear 
himself. Please, Detective Hawks, 
make them let me see Stephen.”

“ I ’ll do my best,”  said the old man. 
“ But you must be patient, Lucy. The 
sheriff has his hands full. This is the 
biggest case they’ve ever had in this 
town. It may be very late before they 
finish questioning Stephen.”

“ I don’t care how late it is!” she 
cried. “ I’ ll wait all night if neces
sary.”

The detective patted her shoulder. 
“ I ’ll see what I can do,”  he promised. 
“ I ’ll leave no stone unturned for 
either o f you. Rest assured o f that.”

HE W E N T  away, still looking 
grave and worried. Lucy had 
a sinking feeling that Jacob 

Hawks had lost faith in Stephen. She 
locked her trembling hands until she 
felt the nails bite into her palms.

She had not eaten since the day be
fore. The very thought o f food sick
ened her. Her face was as white as 
paper and there were black smudges 
under her eyes. Sometimes it seemed 
to her that it was all a dreadful tor
tured dream from which she must 
awaken at last to find herself safe at 
home with Stephen’s arm about her. 
But the nightmare went on and on.

It was after five o'clock that after
noon when they brought Bill Burke 
into the police station. He stumbled 
along as if he could scarcely put one 
foot before the other. His eyes were 
bloodshot, his face gray and twitching 
with nerves.

With a broken cry Lucy ran to 
him.

“ You ’re going to see Stephen!”  she 
cried, clinging to his hand. “ Tell him

I ’m here. Tell him I love him, and 
know he isn’t guilty! I ’ll never be
lieve he did it, never!”

“ I ’ll tell him,” quavered Bill.
She tried to go to the door with 

him. She even tried to slip into the 
room at his side, but a couple o f depu
ties thrust her back. The door closed 
in her face. She had not got even a 
glimpse o f Stephen, nor he o f her.

Drearily she went back to her 
bench, sank down on it again.

When Bill came out, she felt sure he 
would bring her some message from 
Stephen. But time dragged on and Bill 
was still shut up in the office. And 
then, as the clock struck six, Lucy’s 
father ran into the police station, his 
face like death.

“ Lucy!”  he cried. “ You ’ve got to 
come! Come at once! Your mother’s 
dying!”

She started to her feet, her knees 
buckling under her.

“ Mother! Dying!”  she exclaimed.
Joseph Crane was like a wild man.
“ It’s her heart,” he said. “ The doc

tor says she won’t live, and she’s calling 
for you, Lucy, I tell you she’s dying—  
you’ve got to com e!”

Lucy had never seen her father so 
frantic. He had only one thought, to 
take her to her mother before it was 
too late. For the moment he had for
gotten Lucy’s marriage, forgotten 
everything except that his wife was
dying-

“ Come!” he urged. “ There isn’t a 
moment to lose!”

“ Yes, father,” whispered Lucy and 
ran with him out o f the station. “ Oh, 
mother; mother!” she kept praying. 
“ Please don’t die! Please live for all 
oursakes!”

Back in the sheriff’s office Bill Burke, 
shaking with nervousness, was repeat
ing over and over what he had said
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from the time he first entered the room.
“ I was drunk last night, your honor. 

I didn’t know what I was saying if I 
told Constable Peters that my boy give 
me that money.”

“ If he didn’t give it to you,”  thun
dered the sheriff, “ where did you get 
it?”

Bewildered, Bill put his hand up to 
his forehead.

“ I don’t know, sir,”  he faltered. “ I 
was in the Blue Lion Tavern. Joe 
Winters gave me some drinks and I 
went to sleep. The next thing I knew 
I was at home in bed and the constable 
was hammering on the door.”

“ P U T  you told Peters your son
1 )  gave you the money,” insisted 

the sheriff.
“ Jim Peters says I told him that. If 

I did, I don’t remember it,” said Bill.
“ It will do neither you nor Stephen 

any good, my man, to try to lie out o f 
it now,” snapped the sheriff.

“ It’s my word against Jim Peters’ ,” 
mumbled Bill. “ He says I told him 
that. I say I didn’t.”

“ Why should Peters lie?”
“ He hates my boy.”
The sheriff shrugged his shoulders.
“ As between the word o f an officer 

and the word o f a drunken bum, I am 
forced to believe Peters,” he said 
coldly.

“ I may be a drunken bum,” said Bill, 
“ but my boy is as honest as they 
come.”

The sheriff frowned. “ W e have 
more than Peters’ word to go on,” he 
said. “ Joe Winters swears that your 
son came into the bar shortly after mid
night and took you away with him.”

“ I don’t know how I got home from 
the Blue Lion,” said Bill. “ I was 
drunk. But if Stephen says he wasn’t 
there, he wasn’t.”

Stephen for the first time raised his 
face from his hands.

“ The money was planted on dad,” 
he said in a dull voice. “ While he was 
stretched out at that table asleep, some
body put it in his pocket, the same 
somebody who took him home and 
later planted that iron bar and the 
brown money bag in my car.”

The sheriff frowned. “ You left the 
old man five hundred dollars, Burke, 
because you didn’t want him to starve 
to death after you ran away from 
town.”

“ I wasn’t running away,”  said 
Stephen. “ Peters is lying about that, 
just as he has lied about everything 
else.”

“ Jim Peters is a constable and I have 
never heard any complaints about him 
in the township,” said the sheriff.

“ He’s a snake,”  answered Stephen 
calmly, “ but he’s been able to fool 
everybody except me. That’s why he 
has it in for me.”

“ Stephen wouldn’t have run off 
from his w ife !”  exclaimed Bill. “ They 
are crazy about each other.”

The young man’s lips twisted with 
pain.

“ N o,” he said, “ I wouldn’t have run 
off from Lucy. She’s all I ever had 
that made life worth living. But you’re 
wrong, dad, she isn’t crazy about me. 
Not any more. Slie doesn’t even want 
to see me again.”

His father stared at him blankly. 
“ Lucy doesn’t want to see you? Why, 
she’s been right outside the door there 
all day, waiting for a glimpse o f  you.”

Stephen started to his feet, his dark 
eyes blazing.

“ Lucy’s out there!” he cried.
“ She told me to tell you she knows 

you’re not guilty,”  went on Bill.
“ Did Lucy say that!” cried Stephen, 

and his haggard face looked radiant.
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“ She asked me to tell you that she 
loves you and she never will believe you 
did this thing!”

Stephen was like a different man. 
His head was erect, his eyes were 
sparkling with spirit.

“ I didn’t rob that safe!”  he cried, 
and his voice rang. “ I’ve been framed, 
and I’ll prove it ! I f  Lucy still believes 
in me, I ’ll lick the whole world!”

“ Lucy ain’t the kind to quit her man 
when he is in trouble,”  said Bill.

Stephen drew a long breath and took 
his father’s hand.

“ Don’t deceive me about Lucy, dad,” 
he begged. “ You aren’t saying this 
just to keep up my courage?”

“ Your wife is true blue, Stephen. 
You can bank your life on that.”

Stephen’s shoulders s q u a r.e d. “ 1 
want to see Detective Hawks again,”  
he told the sheriff. “ I ’m going to fight! 
Please send for him at once. And in 
the meanwhile I want to speak to my 
wife.”

The sheriff shrugged his shoulders.
“ I have no objections to your seeing 

your wife for a few minutes,”  he said. 
“ I've done all the questioning I intend 
to do today. You will remain in jail 
till I ’m ready to talk to you again in 
the morning. But before they take you 
back to your cell, I ’ ll have them bring 
in your wife, if you like.”

‘ ‘Thank you,”  said Stephen, his 
hands clenching in his effort to control 
himself.

The constable turned to Bill.
“ You may go,”  he said curtly. “ But 

I ’ll be wanting you again, so don’t leave 
town.”

“ Yes, sir,”  said Bill humbly.
“ Send in Mrs. Burke,”  said the 

sheriff to the deputy who was showing 
old Bill out.

Stephen stood up, his dark eyes 
fastened on the door I f  Lucy still

loved him and believed in him, he could 
stand anything, he thought. It seemed 
to him if he could only hold her in his 
arms again, everything would be all 
right.

But when the deputy at last returned, 
She was not with him.

“ Mrs. Burke has gone home with her 
father,”  he said. “ And when we tele
phoned that the prisoner was ready to 
see her, the answer was that she’s not 
coming.”

“ She —  won’t —  com e!”  g a s p e d  
Stephen, his face ghastly. “ Then my 
old man lied and her father told the 
truth. Lucy is through with m e!”

“ Ready to go back to your cell, 
Burke?”  demanded the policeman.

Stephen laughed bitterly. “ Take me 
anywhere you please! I ’ve lost the only 
thing that matters.”

C H A PTE R  X I

1UCY could not doubt when she saw 
her mother that she was at death’s 
door. Her face was ghastly in its 

pallor. But she was conscious. She 
held out her arms to her daughter with 
a piteous cry.

“ Don’t leave me, Lucy!” she cried. 
“ Promise me, you won’t leave me until 
the end.”

The girl knelt by the bed and took 
the cold hand in hers, cradled it against 
her cheek.

“ I won’t leave you, mother,”  she 
promised.

What else could she do? After all, 
this was her mother and she was dying. 
Every few minutes her body quivered 
with a paroxysm o f pain. Her lips 
were blue, her breathing a moan o f pain 
that nearly broke Lucy’s heart.

“ Is there no hope, doctor?”  whis
pered Joseph Crane.

The doctor pursed his lips.
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“ One can never tell with angina,”  he 
said. “ Each attack may prove fatal. 
On the other hand, the patient may 
rally this time. It all depends on your 
wife’s resistance to the disease and 
her heart’s ability to pull her through.” 

Lucy’s father, tears streaming 
down his cheeks, patted her arm.

“ She’d stopped trying before you 
came, my dear,” he said. “ Now she's 
trying to live for you.”

No, Lucy could not have left her 
mother that night. Her life hung by

a thread and the thread was in the 
girl's hands. Each time the spasms 
o f pain came on, Lucy held her 
mother in her arms and smoothed 
back her hair and called her endearing 
names. Each time the sick woman 
rallied under her daughter’s affection.

“ It’s wonderful,”  said Dr. Blair. 
“ You give her the strength to go on, 
Lucy.”

“ If she lives, she’ll owe her life to 
you, daughter,”  put in Mr. Crane.

But what o f Stephen? Lucy’s heart
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kept crying all through that anguished 
night. What was happening to the 
man she loved? Had he asked for 
her? Did he know why she was not 
at the jail? She could not stand the 
suspense.

“ Haven’t I had any word from 
Stephen, father?” she demanded.

Joseph Crane looked her straight in 
the eye.

“ N o,” he said shortly. “ W  h y 
should you? After what he’s done, 
that scoundrel hasn’t the nerve to face 
you!”

There was no way for Lucy to 
know about the message the deputy 
sent her. Joseph Crane had answered 
the phone with an uncompromising 
refusal. The fellow is a thorough 
reprobate, he told his consicence. The 
sooner Lucy breaks with him forever, 
the happier she’ll be.

“ Stephen Burke doesn’t care any
thing about you, Lucy,”  said her 
father sternly. “ If he had he wouldn’t 
have brought this disgrace upon you. 
Nor would he have tried to run away 
and leave you.”

“ Stephen isn’t a thief, father, and 
he was not trying to run away,”  in
sisted Lucy.

Her father shrugged his shoulders.
“ He could always make you believe 

black is white,”  he muttered.
“ Lucy, Lucy, where are you?” 

wailed her mother.
Lucy moved closer to the bed.
“ I ’m here, mother,” she whispered. 

“ I ’ll not leave you.”
And so it went all night. If Lucy 

left her mother’s side a minute, the 
dying woman called for her. The girl 
herself was almost ill from exhaus
tion.

She had not slept at all for two 
nights, and she had had a series o f  
shocks, one after another.

“ Let me get you something to eat, 
Lucy,” pleaded Jonathan.

He had been there all along, doing 
everything he could to help. Jonathan 
is so good, thought Lucy, a real 
friend. Her father leaned on the 
younger man like a son.

“ I’m not hungry, Jonathan,”  said 
Lucy.

But he went out to the kitchen and 
heated a bowl o f soup for her, brought 
it into the sick room.

“ You must keep up,” he said. “ You 
can't afford to get sick yourself.”

No, she could not afford to be ill. 
She had to be strong. Her mother 
needed her. Stephen needed her. Lucy 
forced herself to drink the soup.

"Feel better?”  asked Jonathan, 
gently.

She nodded. The hot, nourishing 
liquid revived her. But after a while 
weariness washed over her in a black 
sea.

It was all she could do to keep up. 
When she moved her feet, they felt as 
if there were weights attached to them. 
Her head was thick and confused. Her 
eyes burned in her drawn face.

“ You are about at the end o f your 
endurance,”  said Dr. Blair.

Lucy tried to smile. “ I ’m all right.”
"Yrou’d better go and lie down,” he 

suggested.
She shook her head. “ I promised 

mother I wouldn’t leave her.”
Just as day was breaking, Mrs. 

Crane fell at last into a natural sleep. 
The paroxysm o f pain ceased. A  tinge 
o f color stole back into her wasted face. 
Her breathing grew easier.

“ She’ll live this time,”  said the 
doctor.

“ Thank God! Thank God!”  cried 
Joseph Crane.

Lucy had never seen her father go to 
pieces before. It terrified her. But
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Jonathan helped the older man to a 
chair, and the doctor gave him a stimu
lant.

“ He’ll be all right when he gets some 
rest,”  said the doctor. “ It’s just the 
reaction after what he’s been through.”

LUCY, too, was reeling on her feet. 
j  Now that the danger to her 

mother was past for the time be
ing, her limbs were as weak as water. 
But she had only one thought, to go to 
Stephen. She was free at last to re
turn to the jail, to demand permission 
to talk to her husband.

But when she tried to walk, her feet 
fairly refused to carry her.

“ Where are you going, Lucy?” 
asked Jonathan.

“ To Stephen,” she said.
Jonathan glanced meaningly at Dr. 

Blair, who was on old friend o f his.
“ You’re in no condition to go any

where,” the doctor said gravely.
“ But I’ve got to go to Stephen!” she 

cried. “ He’ll be wondering where I am. 
He needs me now, more than ever.” 

“ What o f your mother and father?” 
protested the doctor.

“ Jonathan will take care of them till 
I come back, won’t you, Jonathan?” 

“ You know I ’ll do anything I can 
for you, Lucy,”  he said.

“ Dear Jonathan,”  she whispered 
gratefully.

“ If you must go,”  said the doctor, 
“ let me give you something to pick 
you up. Otherwise, I don’t believe you 
can get through the day.”

He dropped a white tablet into a 
glass o f water and held the glass to her 
lips. I must be strong, I must get 
through the day for Stephen, Lucy 
thought, and made herself drain the 
glass. She imagined she felt better at 
once. At least, her head ceased to throb 
and her nerves stopped jumping.

“ I ’m going— to— be fine— now,”  she 
said in a slow, stammering voice.

For some reason the words were hard 
to speak. She started toward the door, 
but it seemed to be a dreadful distance. 
Her eyelids drooped; she swayed, she 
began to crumple to the floor.

Then Jonathan leaped forward and 
caught her.

“ I ’m —  so —  sleepy, Jonathan,”  she 
whispered. “ But I mustn’t— go to sleep. 
I ’ve got to see— Stephen— ”

Her voice trailed off. She went limp 
in Jonathan’s arms.

“ I gave her a sleeping powder,”  said 
the doctor. “ God knows, she needed it. 
She’ll sleep the clock around.”

Jonathan gave the doctor a long look 
and then turned and carried Lucy into 
her own old room.

C H A P T E R  X II

A FTE R  a sleepless night, Stephen 
was again brought before the 
sheriff the next morning. There 

were hard lines about the young 
man’s mouth. The day before, he had 
seemed dazed with despair, but he had 
changed overnight.

He was now defiant and reckless. 
He still protested that he was not 
guilty o f robbing the mill safe, but he 
did it in a sarcastic, daredevil way 
which angered the sheriff and did 
Stephen’s cause no good. It seemed to 
the officials that only a hardened 
criminal would act as Stephen was 
acting in the face o f the accusations 
against him.

“ Everybody warned me that you’re 
a tough case, Burke,” the sheriff said. 
“ But the law can be tough itself. If 
you want to be hard-boiled, we’ll ac
commodate you.”

“ That’s your privilege,”  muttered 
Stephen. He hesitated. “ I want to
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know just one thing. Is my wife out
side?”

“ No.”
“ Has she been here since she went

away with her father yesterday?”
“ She has not.”
“ All right,”  said Stephen bitterly. 

"Y ou  can get as hard-boiled as you 
like. I don’t care what happens to 
me.”

Lucy had deserted him, he was con
vinced o f it. She believed him guilty. 
She had not even given him a chance 
to deny it.

If Lucy had stood by him, he could 
have borne anything. But Lucy had 
not stood by him. She had gone back 
to her parents who hated him, wffio 
would stop at nothing to part them. 
To Stephen there was but one explana
tion. Lucy was through with him.

“ She said she loved me,” he 
thought bitterly, “ but her love couldn’t 
stand the test. It’s just as Julia always 
said. Lucy needs to be sheltered and 
protected. I should never have mar
ried her. Jonathan Hills is the kind of 
man she ought to have.”

The sheriff was as good as his 
word. Convinced that he had the 
guilty man in Stephen Burke, he was 
anxious to close the case in a hurry.

It was the most important case 
which had come up since he was in 
office. T o  wind it up in a hurry with 
no loose ends would be a feather in 
his official cap. Above all, he wanted 
a confession. And so that day he han
dled Stephen with all the brutality at 
his command.

“ You might as well plead guilty, 
Burke, and get it over,”  he said a hun
dred times.

“ But I’m not guilty,”  said Stephen 
with a reckless toss o f his head. “ Why 
should I do you the favor o f saying

“ If you go to trial, you haven’t a 
chance,”  insisted the sheriff. “ The jury 
will convict you. Y ou ’ll be sent up for 
fifteen years at least. If you’ll save the 
state the expense o f a long-drawn-out 
trial, I can get you off with ten or 
less.”

“ I ’m not pleading guilty to some
thing I didn’t do,” said Stephen 
shortly.

“ You're only making it harder on 
yourself.”

“ When a man has lost everything,”  
said Stephen, “ he can’t lose anything 
else. Fifteen or ten years, what is the 
difference? My life’s done fo r !”

Decteetive Hawks demanded to see 
the prisoner, but there was nothing 
he could do. Stephen was bitter and 
stubborn with him, too.

“ They’re going to railroad me to 
the penitentiary,”  he said. “ But what 
the devil? I ’ve always been an unlucky 
cuss!”

The sheriff did not allow the ex
detective to remain in the room. He 
was told that they were too busy to 
be. bothered with outsiders. Jacob 
Hawks left, swearing to be back with 
a lawyer to look after Stephen’s in
terests.

“ A  brace of lawyers can’t get me 
out of this jam,” said Stephen.

“ That itself is as good as a con
fession,” said the sheriff.

“ But I ’m not confessing,”  retorted 
Stephen with a mocking smile.

“ Don’t be too sure o f that,”  snapped 
the officer.

He sent for Stephen’s father, who 
had been drinking again. He admitted 
in his dull, stammering voice that he 
had been drowning his woes at the 
Blue Lion.

“ Joe Winters and his daughter are 
good friends o f yours, Stephen, my 
boy,”  he mumbled. “ They said to tell
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you they’ll look after me as long as 
you have to stay in jail,”

“ They’re likely to have you on their 
hands a long time,” muttered Stephen.

The sheriff glared at Bill.
“ If you can persuade your son to 

confess, you will be doing us all a 
good turn,”  he said. “ One the law 
won’t forget the next time you get 
into trouble.”

“ How can Stephen confess,”  cried 
Bill. “ He ain’t guilty!”

“ He’s as guilty as hell, and you 
know it!” rasped the sheriff.

Bill shook his tousled head. His 
bleary eyes filled with tears and he put 
his shaky hands out pleadingly.

“ My boy ain’t d o n e  nothing 
wrong,”  he stammered.

“ Then where did you get that 
money?”

“ I don't know,”  mumbled Bill.
“ If your son didn’t steal it, you 

did!”

"Confess! Confess!”  they hammered at him. And within, his own thoughts were 
hammering: "Confess. That's the only way to save your father!”
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Stephen jumped to his feet, his 
hands clenched.

“You can’t lay this off on my old 
man !” he cried furiously.

“Can't I?” murmured the sheriff.
“Whoever is guilty, he had noth

ing to do with it !” exclaimed Stephen.
“The money was found on him.”
“It was planted on him to get me 

into trouble,” snapped Stephen.
“How would you like to see your 

father in jail, Burke?” asked the 
sheriff.

Stephen’s face was deathly white. 
“You can’t do that,” he whispered. 
“He wouldn’t live a month.”

“Of course, if you confess and tell 
us where you hid the rest of the 
money, we’d be willing to forget your 
father’s part in the crime,” insinuated 
the sheriff.

“I can’t tell you where I hid the 
money because I never had it,” an
swered Stephen desperately.

“If you continue to deny us,” said 
the sheriff sternly, “I’ll send your 
father to the penitentiary with you, 
Burke, as an accessory after the 
crime.”

“You couldn’t be that heartless!”
“Will you confess, then?”
“Don’t you confess nothing on my 

"account, Stephen,” said Bill, straight
ening his shambling shoulders. “Let 
them send me to jail if they want. 
What if I don’t last the month out? 
I wouldn’t be no loss to anybody. But 
you’ve got a wife to think of.”

“Have I?” asked Stephen bitterly. 
“Lucy’s through with me for life.”

“I don’t believe it!” cried Bill, 
“that girl is as true as steel, and she 
loves you, boy.”

“She’s gone bade to her folks,” said 
Stephen. “I guess she wishes she’d 
never left them. She hasn’t been near 
me since I was arrested.”

"“She has too—” began old Bill.
But at that moment a deputy 

knocked at the door.
“There is a lady out here, demand

ing to see the prisoner,” he said.
“Lacy!” cried Stephen, springing 

to his feet, his face radiant again.
He felt as if a stone had rolled off 

his heart. For the first time since he 
saw Lucy’s father the day before, 
Stephen could breathe without pain.

"Lucy, Lucy, my darling, my 
sweet!” he was whispering to himself.

But the g;irl who followed the po
liceman into the room was not Lucy. 
It was Julia Winters.

SHE smiled at Stephen, and then at 
the sheriff, to whom she handed 
a note.

“From Constable Peters,” she said. 
“I want to talk to the prisoner alone a 
few minutes.”

The sheriff read the note and he 
and Julia exchanged a glance. “All 
right,” he said, moving over to the 
window out of earshot.

Julia turned brightly to Stephen, 
her green eyes sparkling.

“All your friends haven’t run out 
on you, Stephen,” she said.

"So I see,” he muttered, sinking 
back into his seat, his mouth tortured 
and white with pain.

“Did your old man tell you that 
we’re taking care of him while you’re 
in jail ?” she asked.

“Yes, he told me,” said Stephen 
dully. “You’re very kind.”

“I’m not like that wife of yours,” she 
sneered. “I don’t desert my pals when 
they’re in jam.”

Stephen winced. “Lucy believes me 
guilty?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Julia, “it’s hard to tell 
you, hut she does.”

“You’ve talked to her?”
8 S—2%
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“No, but everybody knows she’s gone 
back to her father and mother.”

“And they hate me,” said Stephen. 
“I guess Lucy wouldn’t have gone back 
to them unless she hated me, too.”

“I tried to tell you all along that she 
wasn’t in love with you, Stephen,” said 
Tulia. “If Lucy loves anyone, it’s Jona
than Hills.”

“Yes,” said Stephen, “you told me. 
Everybody told me she was made for 
Jonathan. But I didn’t believe it. I 
can’t believe it yet.”

“Jonathan spent the night at her 
father’s house last night,” added Julia 
spitefully. “While you were lying in a 
cell, Stephen, he was there, making 
love to your wife.”

Stephen’s face blazed. “I don’t be
lieve that, either!”

She laid her hand caressingly upon 
his arm, but he drew away.

“You should be able to tell now who 
really loves you, Stephen, your wife 
or I,” she said. “She’s quit you cold 
when you needed her most. While I  am 
doing everything I can for you and 
your father.”

“Lucy is the woman I love,” said 
Stephen. “I’ll never love anyone else. 
You should know that by now,”

Her g r e e n  eyes were furious. 
‘You’ve lost her!” she spat at him.

“Yes, I’ve lost her,” he repeated in a 
low voice.

“She’ll divorce you and marry Jona
than ! See if she doesn’t !”

“Don’t talk about it!” cried Stephen, 
springing up. “I can’t stand it.”

But Julia raged on and on.
“She doesn’t deserve you! No woman 

who deserts her man when he’s in 
trouble deserves to be loved the way 
you love Lucy, Stephen.”

“Lucy isn’t to blame,” he said dully. 
“She can’t help it if she’s made that 
way.”

9 S— 27,

“You ought to hate the ground she 
walks on!”

“I could never hate her.”
When Julia had gone, a baffled look 

upon her handsome face, the sheriff 
returned to the attack. This time he was 
determined to carry his point.

“Have you made up your mind, 
Burke?” he demanded. “Will you con
fess? Or are you going to let me land 
your poor father in prison beside you?”

Stephen drew a long shivering 
breath.

“My old man isn’t to blame for any 
of this,” he said. “You’ll put him in jail 
over my dead body.”

“Then you intend to confess?” 
cried the sheriff eagerly.

“Don’t you do it, my boy!” pleaded 
Bill. “Let the police do anything they 
like, but don’t you say you done some
thing you never done. I ain’t scared of 
nothing they can do to me.”

“You’ll feel differently, old man, 
when you’ve had a taste of prison life,” 
murmured the sheriff.

Stephen’s face was ravaged by de
spair. He had lost Lucy, he thought. 
Some day she would divorce him and 
marry Jonathan Hills. The very foun
dations of his life had crumbled away. 
He did not believe that anything could 
happen which would hurt him more 
than he was already hurt. And there 
was his father, poor shambling Bill 
Burke whom Stephen had looked after 
ever since he was a little ragged boy.

“Give me a little while to think,” he 
said hoarsely. “Just leave me alone for 
a few minutes.”

The sheriff nodded. “I’ll be back in 
a quarter of an hour,” he said.

He beckoned to Bill and they went 
out of the room together. The sheriff 
locked the door behind him. Stephen 
sank back into his chair and covered 
his face with his hands.
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CHAPTER XIII

NOT until late afternoon did Lucy 
wake from her drugged sleep. 
At first she could not remember 

anything, even after she recognized her 
old bedroom at home. Then it all came 
back with a rush. Stephen, h er Stephen, 
was in jail!

Still giddy and a little dazed, she 
staggered to her feet. When she saw 
how late it was, she could hardly be
lieve her eyes. She had been asleep 
more than twelve hours. And in the 
meanwhile what had happened to 
Stephen?

She was panting as she ran down 
the hall. Her eyes were wild with fear 
when she burst into the room where her 
father sat talking with Jonathan.

“You shouldn’t have let me sleep all 
day!” she cried frantically. “I wanted 
to go to Stephen. Oh, why didn't 
someone wake me?”

“You were exhausted, Lucy,” pro
tested Jonathan. “You had to rest.” 

“Has Stephen sent for me?” she 
cried. “Surely by now he has asked for 
me!”

Her father scowded. “I imagine after 
the way he has treated you, you’re the 
last person on earth that scoundrel 
wishes to see,” he said sourly. “You 
haven’t even inquired about your 
mother, Lucy. Doesn’t it mean any
thing to you, how ill she's been?”

At that moment nothing meant any
thing to Lucy except her feverish anx
iety to get to Stephen. But she could 
not have been so cruel as to refuse to 
see her mother.

Mrs. Crane still looked dreadfully 
weak, although she was out of danger. 
She tried to keep Lucy there.

“Don’t go away,” she whispered.
It was difficult to deny her, but the 

girl steeled her heart.

“I’ve go to go,” she said. “Stephen 
is my husband.”

“You’ll come back?” begged her 
mother.

“Yes,” said Lucy gently. “I’ll be 
back as soon as I can.”

She fairly ran to the police station, 
and she was out of breath and very 
white when she came up to the man at 
the desk. It was a different deputy from 
the day before.

“Won’t you let me see my husband 
now?” she pleaded. “I’ve got to!”

He shook his head. “There’s a lady 
in there now, talking to him,” he said, 
“I don’t believe the sheriff will let any
one else in today.”

Lucy was trembling from head to 
foot.

“What lady is in there?” she cried. 
“Miss Julia Winters.”
“Oh!” cried Lucy in a strangled 

voice. “They let him see Julia Winters, 
but they won’t let his wife in! It isn’t 
fair! It isn’t fair I”

“I suppose he asked for her,” said 
the police officer.

“And he hasn’t asked for me?” 
“Not so far as I know.”
“ O h !” she cried again. “Oh, Stephen, 

how could you?”
She stumbled over to the bench 

where she had sat the day before. Peo
ple had told her a hundred times that 
Julia Winters was the kind of girl 
Stephen really liked. And now in the 
worst crisis of his life, apparently it 
was to her that Stephen had turned.

“If he loved me, he would want to 
see me,” Lucy told herself.

If Stephen cared for her at all, sure
ly he would want her now. She needed 
so terribly to have him tell her that he 
was not guilty. She needed the reassur
ance of his arms, his kisses. Yet it was 
Julia Winters who was permitted to see 
him.
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“I’m his wife and he’s forgotten I’m 
alive,” Lucy told herself miserably. 
“Just as everyone said he would, 
sooner or later.”

When the door into the sheriff’s 
office opened and Julia came out, Lucy 
got to her feet and advanced to meet 
the other girl. Julia stared at her with 
a sneering smile.

“How can they let you talk to 
Stephen,” cried Lucy, “and refuse to 
allow me in the room?”

“You poor little fool,” murmured' 
Julia, “Stephen took that money for 
me!”

“It isn’t true,” whispered Lucy, the 
blood draining from her heart.

“Before he was married to you a 
month, he was tired of you,” sneered 
the other woman.

“I don’t believe you—”
“Remember the night he took me out 

in his car?” asked Julia. “The night 
we didn't get home till midnight ?”

“It wasn’t Stephen’s fault,” said 
Lucy, her lips quivering. “You tricked 
him.”

“That’s what he made you think,” 
sneered Julia. “But he lied to you. He’s 
lied all along. He wranted me to run off 
with him that night.”

“It isn’t true!”
“He asked me, if he could get hold 

of some money, would I run away with 
him and never come back,” went on 
Julia.

“Oh, Stephen, Stephen! How could 
you?” wailed Lucy.

“That’s why he robbed the safe!” 
cried the other, in an exultant voice. 
“He did it to get money to go away 
with me.”

“You’re breaking my heart!”
“As soon as he got safely away with 

the money, he was going to send for 
me. If they hadn’t caught him before 
he could hop that train, you’d never

have seen or heard of him again.” 
“You’re lying!” Lucy told her. 
“You idiot,” snapped Julia. “Go 

back to Jonathan Hills. He’s your 
speed. Stephen is a wild hawk and you 
could never tame him, not in a thousand 
years! He doesn’t care what happens to 
you. If he did, he’d have sent for you 
today instead of me.”

“I don’t believe it!” insisted Lucy, 
her brown eyes blazing. “Stephen isn’t 
a thief and he never asked you to run 
off with him! I’ll never believe any of 
this unless he tells me so with his own 
lips!”

Julia’s face was convulsed with rage 
as she turned away.

ROPPING back on her hard 
wood bench, Lucy pressed her 

i trembling hands to her lips. For 
a moment her faith in Stephen wav
ered. For a moment she had believed 
the terrible things Julia said. Then, in 
spite of everything, Lucy’s love proved 
stronger than her doubts. She remem
bered Stephen’s eyes looking into hers; 
she remembered their honeymoon and 
how gloriously happy they had been 
fixing up their little home.

“Stephen loves me and I love him!” 
she told herself. “And nothing can ever 
make me doubt him.”

She saw the sheriff come down the 
hall with Bill Burke, but when she 
tried to speak to them, the constable 
brushed her aside.

“I can’t let you see the prisoner 
now,” he said sharply. “He has asked 
to be left alone awhile.”

“Did you give him my message?” 
Lucy called after Bill, whom a police
man was hustling down the steps.

He looked back and nodded, but they 
gave him no chance to say anything.

Lucy went back to her dreary vigil 
on the bench. In a quarter of an hour
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she saw the sheriff go back down the 
hail into the room Stephen was locked 
in. Perhaps they will let me see him 
now, she thought. But when she asked 
the man at the desk, he shook his head.

“The sheriff left word not to dis
turb them under any circumstances,” 
he said. “He thinks he is on the point 
of breaking the case.”

“Oh, then my husband will be 
free!” cried Lucy radiantly.

The deputy gave her a pitying look 
and said nothing.

A few minutes later Detective 
Hawks bustled into the police station. 
Lucy ran to meet him. He looked much 
more cheerful than the day before.

“Everything’s going to be all right, 
my dear!” he exclaimed. 'Tve hired a 
lawyer to defend Stephen, one of the

best in the state. He’ll get the boy off, 
never fear.”

“Oh, thank God ! Thank God!” cried 
Lucy, clinging to his hand.

At that moment they heard a great 
bustle down the hall. People were talk
ing very loud and running in and out 
of the sheriff’s office.

“What is it?” asked Lucy. “What 
has happened?”

A deputy who was hurrying in at 
the door looked at her.

“Your husband has just confessed!” 
he exclaimed.

“No! No!” she protested. “He 
couldn’t have! He’s innocent!”

“He has signed a statement admitting 
his guilt.”

Lucy gave a cry. “Oh, Stephen, 
Stephen! How could you ?”

c T o  Be Continued



W  hat’s in a Name?
By ADRIENNE PEABODY

YOUR fa te  lies in your name. E ve r y  letter of the name by which the world knows you 
is represented by a number,  and the  numbers tell the  true s to ry  of you r ch a r a c te r  and 
your destiny.

Know  yourself , and you can meet the  world w ith  poise and courage.  Mrs. Peabo dy,  a 
numerolo gist  of world-w ide fa m e , is e ag er  to help you to a life of g re a te r  happiness through 
increased self-knowledge.
TH R OU G H  A  S T U D Y  O F  Y O U R  N A M E  A N D  S I R T H  D A T E ,  S H E  C A N  T E L L  YOU  
w h a t  1937 h a s  i n  s t o r e  f o r  Y O U  -  S ee  offer at end o f this departm ent.

F7  ̂YEN this early in the year we can 
see some of the forecasts for 1937 

working out.
It was said in this department that 

it would be a wonderful year for 
women, and for politics and peace in 
general. President Roosevelt’s good
will tour in South America was the 
first indication we had of this.

That women are coming to the fore
ground rapidly is noticeable in every 
field. We have a play with a cast of 
forty women, and everywhere
women’s peace organizations are 
springing up. More and more as the

year progresses will this trend be ap
parent. Women will soon have posi
tions of trust and power in every field, 
especially business and politics.

And, last but not least, there is the 
romantic aspect of “2,” which is the 
number 1937 adds up to.

Judging by my mail the past few 
weeks, the readers of A i ,l,-S t o r y  are 
feeling this urge strongly. Anyway, 
the heart problems are more numerous 
than ever. Love—love—love, all kinds 
and sorts! Possessive and jealous love, 
unrequited love, and love which is all 
in the imagination.
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Here is one of those letters so per
sonal, we will not mention where it 
comes from:

D e a r  A d r i e n n e  P e a b o d y :
How can I stop loving someone who 

does not love me? I have no right to 
love him as I am not divorced. I was 
born M ay IS. How can I overcome 
this desire of wanting to commit 
suicide?

D e a r  M a y  1 5 :
Your birth date shows a great deal 

of restlessness, and of course you can
not be happy with this duality in your 
love life. Make up your mind defi
nitely whether you wish to separate 
from your husband and marry the 
“ other man,” or if you decide to “ stay 
put”  give up the other man. There is 
no other road to happiness.

Frequently marriages are read
justed, and another love comes into 
the life. But there is no happiness for 
anyone when there is deceit for a long 
period of time. It always deteriorates 
into loss of respect, and the “ love” 
vanishes. After all, love which endures 
is based on something different from 
physical infatuation.

I believe if you straighten out your 
love life, and be honest with yourself, 
you can be absolutely happy again. 
And that will solve the question of 
suicide for you.

A n oth er one from  a very  young g ir l :

D e a r  M r s . P e a b o d y :
I was born June 9, 1921, and am 

going to high school. Just cannot seem 
to get adjusted to it, as I am a singer 
and artist. Then, too, I seem to fall 
in love easily, too easily.

Have been in love with a man, but 
found out recently that he is married, 
and now I think I am in love with an
other one. In fact I ’m in love with 
two at once. M y dad won’t let me see 
them any more, but I cannot seem to 
do anything about it— loving them, I 
mean. Please help me.

M a r g a r e t  E.

D e a r  M a r g a r e t :
It ’s all right; you are just at the

age where you are in love with love, 
more than with the individual.

You have too good a head to do 
anything really foolish, and it may 
make you feel better when I remind 
you that most all young girls your age 
become “ boy conscious” about this 
time in their lives. Just be friendly, 
and realize that you want to wait for 
the right one.

And do stick to your schooling as 
long as you can. Many girls who have 
to work wish they could do the study
ing you are doing. Singing should be 
one of your accomplishments, but I 
think marriage will take its place as 
a main issue in your life. However, 
you should always keep up your 
music.

Another young girl writes me.'

D e a r  M r s . P e a b o d y :
M y birth date is February 22, 1916. 

What I would like to know is what to 
do for my life work. At present I am 
doing housework and am not very 
contented.

I am always undecided what to do, 
and most of the time let someone else 
decide things for me. Then, too, I am 
a great worrier.

H. E
M y  D e a r  H. E.:

With your birth date you should 
certainly take a business course: you 
have more ability than you yourself 
realize.

And do make a resolution to make 
your own decisions from now on. 
Even if you seem to make mistakes, 
feel afterward that it was all life’s 
experience. We all make them, and 
that is how we learn.

Don’t be afraid of life. Your birth 
date shows you lack initiative to quite 
a degree, but you can learn that, and 
in a few years you will be a more 
forceful personality.

All happiness to you.

Here is one from a young man:
D e a r  A d r i e n n e  P e a b o d y :

I am very much interested in a  
forecast of my future. A t present I  am
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employed as an office worker, and al
though I like my work, there is some
thing lacking. I wonder if I would be 
more successful in another profession 

I was born December 28, 1908.
C. G. P

M y  D e a r  C. G. P.:
Yes, your present signature is better 

for you, as Gregory, for a first name, 
is not so harmonious with your birth 
date.

Do not know what work you are 
doing, but your birth date shows me 
you would be a wonderful electrical 
or mechanical engineer, and I would 
encourage you in every way to fit 
yourself for this career.

A letter from the mid-West is next:
D e a r  A d r i e n n e  P e a b o d y :

M y birth date on April 13, 1918, 
has always caused me to wonder 
whether I was lucky or unlucky, and 
it seems to me I don’t get out enough 
to really enjoy life.

M y boy friend’s birth date is 
March 16, 1918, and he means more 
to me than anything or anyone else. 
But he never remembers me on spec
ial occasions. He is a very hard person 
to understand, but says we will marry 
some day when he is better off financ
ially. Then I have another friend who

always remembers me on special oc
casions. But I don’t love him.

Probably this letter sounds foolish 
to you, but these are true facts. I 
really don’t know what to do. Would 
also like to be a beauty operator, but 
it costs too much.

G l o r ia

D e a r  G l o r i a .
Your entire name is certainly an 

illustrious one, and why not let it 
make you feel you will be lucky, 
rather than unlucky? Your birth date 
coming on the thirteenth (“ 4” ) to 
a Numerologist merely means hard 
work, or application, especially dur
ing the early life. But things will be 
easier for you when you are older.

As for the boy friend, do you think 
it really so important to have him re
member those special occasions? Some 
of the most devoted husbands I know 
always forget anniversaries, and never 
send flowers; but all the needful 
things of life are attended to, and they 
stand by in important moments.

Think you could arrange the beauty 
work study this year if you have a 
little more faith. There are ways of 
arranging to pay tuition over a period 
of time. Try it.

Yours in service,
A d r i e n n e  P e a b o d y
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THE mail has been gradually pil
ing up with queries about Ted 
Weems. Like this reader’s letter, 

for instance:

D e a r  M is s  K i n g :
I have seen Ted Weems and all the 

boys. Please ask ’em all who and what 
they are. I imagine they have a sense 
of humor.

Yours,
Gracie

Okay, Gracie! For your benefit

MR. WEEMS GOES TO TOWN

For several years, Ted Weems has 
quietly gone about getting the reputa

tion of having one of America’s finest 
dance bands. Less touted than other 
orchestras, the Weems organization has 
finally found its place in the sun. Con
tinually word comes that the Weems 
troupe has broken all records at the 
Trianon ballroom.

And now, step up and meet the boys! 
Let’s see what makes them tick:

T e d  W e e m s  (trombone) : “I was 
born in Pittsburgh, attended high 
school in Philadelphia. It was my re
cording of ‘Somebody Stole My Gal’ 
that really got us in the big leagues. 
I’m married, girls, and a proud papa.” 
(You might have known!)

A r t  W e e m s  (trumpet) : “Of course, 
I’m the boss’s brother. But on the side
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I own a pretzel factory, and with the 
two jobs I naturally get twisted. Often 
I pick up a pretzel and try to blow 
through it.”

Perry C o m o  (vocalist) : “I’m really 
a barber-shop baritone from Warren, 
Ohio. I used to shave all the dudes in 
my home town. Ted heard me while 
he was on a road tour of one-night 
stands. I sure play hot licks on a 
razor.”

E lm o  Tanner (guitar) : “I started 
whistling because when I was a kid I 
had to pass a graveyard every night. 
I’m not related to Whistler’s Mother.” 
(He’s single, ladies!)

“ R e d ”  In g le : “I’m a triple-threat 
man — play fiddle, sax and hold a 
transport pilot’s licence.” (Also single.)

“C o u n try”  W a sh b u r n e : “You know 
those tunes, ‘Oh, Mona’ and ‘Jig 
Time’ ? Well, I wrote ’em, suh.”

O rm on d  D o w n e s : “I’m from Had- 
donfield N. J., and single, girls.” (An
other break for the gals!)

A r t  W in te r s  says: “I do most of my 
talking behind my instrument.”

From D ick  C u n liffe : “I’ve been with 
Ted ten years, play nine different in
struments and hail from McKeesport, 
Pa.”

P e te  Bellm an  chatters: “My favorite 
hobby? Dogs, hunting and platinum 
blondes, like Alice Faye.”

Now you know them—get busy!

DOTS A N D  DASHES

Sedley Brown was a stuntman in 
the movies, doubling for stars in such 
daring sequences as jumping over 
cliffs. (But Sedley watches steps care
fully.)

Radio engineers had to do a lot of 
experimenting before they were able 
to give Donald Dickson, the Saturday 
Night Party’s new baritone, correct

radio “production.” Donald has the 
most powerful voice that has hit the 
microphone in many months. He now 
stands several feet away from the mike 
when he sings.

Marcia Davenport, opera broadcast 
commentator, is the daughter of Alma 
Gluck, the Metropolitan star, and the 
step-daughter of Efram Zimbalist, the 
violinist.

Mary Small received so many re
quests for her photograph that she has 
decided to reverse the process. She asks 
her listeners to send their pictures so 
she “can see what the audience looks 
like.”

Fibber McGee and Molly were seven
teen and sixteen respectively when they 
met at choir practice in Peoria, 111., and 
promptly fell in love. At the same time, 
the United States entered the World 
War.

When the armistice came, Jim lost 
no time in leading Molly to the altar. 
They have two children.

H E R E  A N D  T H E R E

Laura Williams of the Williams Sis
ters Trio recently underwent an appen
dectomy. . . . The household of Author 
Carlton E. Morse of “One Man’s Fam
ily” has been increased by two beau
tiful Persian kittens. . . . Ben Bernie 
loathes high hats, literal and otherwise, 
he himself never speaks unkindly of 
anyone, even though he tries hard to be 
uncomplimentary in public to Walter 
Winchell. . . . The ambition of Billy 
Idelson, the R u sh  on the “Vic and 
Sade” serial, is to become a movie 
star. . . . Betty I to, the Japanese-Amer
ican actress, just dotes on tem pura, 
which is Japanese for fried shrimp 
Bess Johnson estimates that she spent 
forty-five dollars in telephone tolls be
fore arranging her first radio audition.
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A LTHOUGH most comedians have 
“gag writers,” the only parts of 

his “Town Hall Tonight” shows that 
Fred Allen permits someone else to 
write are the alliterative and insulting 
introductions with which Harry Von 
Zell presents him to the audience every 
Wednesday. Harry spends a full eve
ning with the dictionary, looking up 
fancy words to hurl at the lanky comic.

Keep your eye on your local movie. 
Phil Lord and the guests of his Sun
day “We, the People” shows may soon 
be seen in a series of weekly movie 
shorts!

S C O O P !  The M r s . Pinchzvhistle  
you hear on the Streamliners program 
is really your old friend, M r s . P e n n y -  
fe a th e r !

"D ELIEVE it or not, dead people may 
be on the air!

A story of how John Philip Sousa 
conducted a band long after his death 
was told recently by Frank Simon, 
Sousa's former assistant conductor. 
It happened almost two years ago, 
when a group of bandsmen had assem
bled on the stage. On a screen in front 
of them was flashed a motion picture 
of the March King, conducting one of 
his own famous marches. The same ar
rangement was on the music stands as 
that which was being used by Sousa 
when the motion picture was made; 
thus the number was played as per
fectly as though Sousa had been con
ducting in the flesh. If it can be done 
in the movies, radio will copy!

D ID JA K N O W  T H A T

Charles Butterworth never smiles? 
When the studio audience laughs at 
one of his sallies, he just frowns at 
them.

Ed Wynn has been renewed for an
other thirteen-week cycle by his Satur
day night sopnsors.

Ditto McNamee and Don Voorhees' 
band.

Helen Hayes has announced she will 
take her Broadway hit, “Victoria 
Regina,” on a cross-country tour next 
fall-—which means her radio shows 
will emanate from a different city each 
week.

Jack Benny had a recording made 
of Don Wilson's jovial laugh at re
hearsal last week. He wanted a genu
ine guffaw, so he didn’t tip Don off. 
Jack says he wants to keep the laugh
ter for his old age.

Fred Allen’s most characteristic 
unconscious mannerism is snapping 
his knuckles! He makes such a racket 
the engineer had to signal him to stop, 
during one of his programs. The 
wide-open microphones ma de  the 
snaps sound like gun shots.

F r o m  C h ica g o : Betty Winkler car
ries an extra pair of stockings in her 
purse so that she can change if the 
pair she happens to be wearing 
“runs.” . . . Harold Peary, of the 
NBC Tom Mix Serial has a weakness 
for big, black cigars. . . . Walter Blau- 
fuss, conductor of the NBC Break
fast Club, took up medicine when he 
broke his thumb some years ago and 
could no longer play the piano. Two 
years later one of his instructors per
formed a successful operation on the 
thumb and returned Blaufuss to his 
beloved music.

Kenny Baker recently captured a 
deadly black widow spider at his home 
in San Fernando Valley and brought 
it to the NBC studio in a pint milk 
bottle. Playful Don Wilson substi
tuted another milk bottle and pande
monium broke loose. Everybody at re-



RADIOS YNCRASIES 139

hearsa! thought Kenny’s pet had es
caped. “If you must bring animals to 
the studio,” admonished Jack, “bring 
a hyena. At least, he’ll help us with 
the laughs.”

A miss is as good as a contract, 
says George Griffin, who recalls how 
he got his start as a soloist. He was 
singing with a church choir, and failed 
to notice a musical rest. The other 
members of the choir stopped, but he 
continued singing. As a result he was 
asked to repeat the selection as a solo.

Marge Morin of NBC’s Morin Sis
ters, has taken over the additional duties 
as arranger for the King’s Jesters. She 
will do mostly quartet arrangements of 
sweet songs. Incidentlly, it’s Marge 
who does those smooth arrangements 
for the Morin trio.

GOSSIP

There isn’t a drugstore cowboy, or 
cowgirl, in the group comprising The 
Westerners heard on NBC's Log Cabin 
Dude Ranch. . . . Edgar Bergen, the 
ventroloquist appearing on the Rudy 
Vallee Variety Hour, is a graduate of 
the Chautauqua circuits, . . . Ireene 
Wicker is in her seventh year as NBC’s 
Singing Lady. That’s a career in radio. 
. . . Frances White learned to sing as 
a child under the tutelage of her mother, 
former opera singer. , . . Parker Fen- 
nelly is the author of “Fulton of Oak 
Falls,” in which George M. Cohan will 
star.

A /T ARY LIVINGSTONE takes 
great delight in ribbing Kenny 

Baker about his ringleted curly hair. 
“He must have got it short-waved,” 
cracked Jack Benny’s better half last 
Sunday at rehearsal.

After a broadcast of the Kraft 
Music Hall, the discarded scripts look

as if they had been written with a pen
cil and corrected with a typewriter. 
The reason is that Bob Burns and Bing 
Crosby get off some of their best jokes, 
ad libbing and ribbing each other at re
hearsal. Program advisers usually in
sist that the jokes be written into the 
script.

Did you notice that Ben Grauer, an
nouncer on the Robert (Believe-It-Or- 
Not) Ripley broadcast, missed a cue at 
rehearsal ? ( He was dancing at the side 
of the stage to the rhythm of Ozzie 
Nelson’s orchestra with Shirley Lloyd, 
the vocalist).

Portland Hoffa will not sign an auto
graph unless her husband, Fred Allen, 
has penned his signature first. If a fan 
seeks hers and has not secured Fred’s, 
she makes a point of getting it before 
she puts down her monicker. And then 
she signs only her first name.

JU S T  B E TW E E N  US

Jessie: Here are the characters on 
the “ Just Plain Bill”  program: Bill, 
Arthur Hughes; Nancy, Ruth Russell; 
Kent, William Quinn; Mr. Harrison, 
Harold Elliott; Elmer Eeps, Joe Lat
ham; Mrs. Eeps, Effie Palmer; Althea, 
Patricia Calvert.

M. P. T.: Leo Reisman is a product 
of Boston, where he started his mus
ical career at the age of twelve, plug
ging tunes on his violin for song pub
lishers. His fiddling eventually brought 
him to the stage, where he was known 
as the boy soloist. His first appearance 
was at a theater in his home city. At 
seventeen he organized his own dance 
band and played at many of the hotels 
in New England, establishing himself 
as a favorite there and finally becom
ing nationally known through his radio 
work.

R. E. F.: Ray Heatherton was a 
member of the famed Paulist Choristers 
boys’ choir. He also sang with the 
Polyphonic Sextette, a group specializ
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ing in medieval songs. His entire back
ground consisted of classical music.
It was a chance hearing by Paul White- 
man that brought him to the fore. Ray 
sang with Whiteman on the conduc
tor’s first radio commercial. Since then 
he has been heard on many radio pro
grams and on the stage.

Tessie: The cast of “ Love and 
Learn” is as follows: Dick Harper, 
Allyn Joslyn; Sue, Florence Freeman; 
Judy, Helene Dumas; Paul, James 
Meighan,

Here ’tis, the signature of the hubby 
of May Singhi Breen, as per promise. 
Radio’s happiest couple, they are 
called, and certainly they are one of 
radio’s finest couples.

Even as their writings are vastly dif
ferent, and seem to balance each other, 
so are their characters. A happy

medium is reached between the two of 
them.

Look at your own script. Is it small, 
like Peter’s? If so, there’s deep think
ing power, and plenty of concentration 
going on within you. Is it backhand, 
like the composer’s? Answer “yes” and 
you’ll be told you are somewhat re
served; that is, you find it difficult to 
get intimate with anyone you haven’t 
known very long.

And of course if you see a small “t”- 
crossing, you will be lacking in aggres
siveness. You won’t like having to force 
yourself on anyone, nor will you enjoy 
fighting unnecessarily. Always you will 
try to smooth things over, gently.

Although he is one of radio’s pio
neers, and most prominent in compos
ing circles, Peter DeRose maintains a 
quiet, friendly personality. Nothing 
ruffles him, and he ruffles nobody. You 
know—the kind of man you read about 
in books, but seldom find yourself!

MISS HELEN KING,
A ll-Story Magazine,

280 Broadway, New York, N. Y.
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The Lonesome Club
Conducted by DOROTHEA DALE

MAKE FRIENDS! JOIN THE LONESOME CLUB!

J UST write your plea for pals to Mrs. Dale, care o f  the ALL-STORY, 280 Broad
way, I\ew York City, and she will publish it at the earliest possible date.

When you write to other pen pals, enclose your letter in a plain, stamped 
envelope, telling Mrs. Dale, in a separate note, for whom your letter is intended. 
Be sure to sign your full name and address to all Lonesome Club correspondence.

Girls may write only to girls; boys may write only to boys.
( Canadians, send V . S. stamps, or coin. Readers from  all other foreign coun

tries should send International Reply Coupon, properly stamped by post office.)

Dear Mrs. Dale:
Young married woman of 23 who likes 

nothing more than making new friends. My 
husband is in the U. S. Coast Guard and I 
am employed as a secretary in a brokerage 
firm. I stand 5 feet 7, weigh 121. Have dark 
brown hair and large gray eyes. Am fond of 
letter writing, dancing, reading. Love all sorts 
of music from the most modern to the highest 
type of opera. W on’t you help me find new 
friends, especially other service men’s wives? 
Our life is a lonesome one, and we should have 
lots in common. Everyone who cares to write 
is welcome, though. Thank you.

Service Man’s W ife o f  N. Y,

Am a shut-in, very lonesome. Married 
woman, 47 years young. 1 read, write, sew,

embroider, crochet and piece quilts. Would love 
to hear from others similarly engaged, or from 
anyone who cares to write and spread a little 
cheer in my lonely life. So please fill my mail 
box.

Lonesome Shut-In o f  Ga,

American girl of sweet 16 who is interested 
in people of every nationality. I am a sopho
more in high school, and at present I’m taking 
up a ‘‘Fine Fit” course. Almost everything that 
modern girls enjoy, I enjoy, too. People seem 
to consider me pleasant and witty. .1 hope some 
of you will take the time to write to me. If 
you do, I promise to write you a long letter.

Rochester Jessie.

Girl o f  18. A  blonde. Am 5Yz feet tall, weigh
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120. I am a sophomore in college, fairly smart. 
Have as hobbies swimming and ballroom danc
ing. Love to answer all letters, as I am lonely. 
Am an only child—quite spoiled—as all my ene
mies tell me. My friends know better. I prom
ise to answer all letters promptly and will try 
to be interesting. Have traveled a lot.

Heart-of-America Girl.

Peppy girl of 15. Am slim and tall— 5 feet 
6. Have brown curly hair, blue eyes, and am 
considered attractive. My favorite sports are: 
swimming, skating, horseback riding, dancing, 
bicycling and tennis. My ambition is to be an 
aviatrix. I live in a small Western town and I 
am just dying to correspond with girls my age 
all over the world. However, I should espe
cially like to correspond with girls in Fargo, 
North Dakota, as my family is planning on mov
ing there next summer. I will exchange snap
shots and promise to answer all letters.

Montana Bettee.

Young lady of 28. Married. Like housework, 
music and all sports. My nickname is Bert. I 
would like pals from all over the U. S. A., 
and from foreign countries, too. Also would 
like to exchange snaps and postcard views of 
my State.

Bert from  Sunny California.

W oman o f  30—5 feet 9. Weigh 165. Mar
ried, and live in the largest city in the world. 
I believe I ’m the lonesomest person to be found. 
I love to read, write, and go to the movies. But 
above everything else, I love to collect stamps 
from all over the world. I have traveled through 
20 different countries. Also lived in Bermuda 
for two years. I hope to hear from loads of 
stamp collectors, any age, from anywhere. 
Promise to answer all letters.

Anna o f  N. Y. C.

Young married woman of 22. I have a little 
girl of 3. I have brown hair, blue eyes, weigh 
about 119. I am interested in all sports. Love 
to read and collect movie stars’ pictures. Would 
like to have English-speaking pen pals from 
all over the world. Will answer all letters.

Edith from  Little Rhodie.

English lass with light eyes, brown hair. 
Very fond of sports. Also, would very much 
like to have some pen pals.

Sidney o f  England. (5 c  postage.)

Girl o f  12. Have brown hair that is curly, 
and brown eyes. I am interested in all sports 
and receiving letters. Considered good-looking 
and have very few friends. What’s the matter, 
girls? Pep up. Would like to hear from girls 
from 12 to 14.

Curly o f  Md.

It is people like you who help people like 
me to make friends, and I think it is a great 
institution of companionship for modern youth. 
I am a newcomer, a young man, coming to you 
to bring about a change of life for me, namely: 
a life with friends. Hitherto, I have been pre
vented by my family from making friends. But 
now my family is broken up by death of my 
father and I have had to get out and work, which 
I am doing. This breaking up of the family 
leaves me very lonely indeed, especially out in 
this desolate region. I had never known what 
was going on before, but one night I picked 
up an ALL-STO RY magazine lying out in the 
mud. I cleaned it off and the first page I opened 
was the Lonesome Club. I read it through, and 
I became interested. Am 5 feet 4. Have curly, 
dirty blond hair and weigh 135. Am considered 
good-looking but that doesn't count. My favor
ite sports are: handball, tennis, baseball. Hob
bies are: singing, collecting old and new songs. 
Play the mandolin, and hope to play all the 
other instruments in time. Would like to learn 
how to swim and dance. My work is carpen
try. I am very interested in architecture.

Wally, the Hermit o f  L. I.

Girl o f  13. Am 5 feet 2l/i  and in the 8th 
grade. Have brown eyes and brown hair. My 
sports are swimming, dancing and tennis. My 
hobbies are collecting movie stars’ pictures and 
saving souvenirs. Would like to write to girls 
all over the world, especially girls from Hawaii 
or Canada.

Erkie o f  Penna.

Attention, all you who are in search of a 
sincere pal. Here is a young colored girl away 
out in Los Angeles who enjoys doing anything 
that pleasure can be derived from. I enjoy all 
sports, but my special is tennis. My hobbies are 
reading and dancing. I like the latter better, 
for I specialize in tap dancing. Will exchange 
snaps with those who wish. Come on, gang, 
let’s get going!

Buddy o f  Calif.

Station 1-o-n-e-s-o-m-e calling for pen pals
who really and truly want to be friends for a 
lifetime. You who write to me will never regret 
it, for I promise faithfully to answer every post
card or letter I receive. I am 20, shy and re
served : therefore make few friends. I shall 
compose a poem and send to each of you who 
write to me. It will be in honor of our future 
friendship. Please don’t let this plea be a dis
appointment, as so many things in my life seem 
to be.

Brown-Eyed Helen o f  Ohio.

Bather lonesome girl of 14 years and 6 
months. 5 feet 10. Weigh about 160 or 165. Am 
considered fairly good-looking. Will answer ail
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letters. I am very much interested in outdoor 
and indoor sports. I have no definite future 
ahead. Please fill mv mailbox.

Blue-Eyed Martha o f  S. D.

Hello, girls! Here’s an S.O.S. from a young 
colored miss way out in California who has a 
yen for pals from every known part of the 
world. Everyone, no matter what you like to 
do, will be heartily welcomed, as I like to do 
just about everything. My specialties are danc
ing, reading, going to movies, and playing bas
ketball. My hobbies are writing short stories 
and nice, long chummy letters. Come on ! Don’t 
be bashful, girls. Will exchange snaps if you 
wish.

Anxious Jerrie o f  Calif.

Here I com e! Just a happy-go-lucky girl of 
17. I have blue eyes, blond hair, am about S feet 
tall, and weigh 94. Am always considered the 
life of the party and have lots of friends, but 
would like to have still more. Come on, all you 
girls, especially those who travel a lot. I wish 
to meet my pals in person. Am interested in 
movies, music, dancing and all outdoor sports. 
I ’ll be waiting for your letters.

Beulah o f  N. C.

Girl o f  14. Have brown hair. 5 feet 3. Am 
nice looking and have a right hand that is just
itching to write to someone. I am interested in 
all sports, especially golf, as I live on a golf 
course. I think that I can make my letters in
teresting. W on’t someone take the hint and just 
write to

Elmer o f  Penna.

Girls! How about writing to a Canadian girl 
who craves pen pals? I ’m nearly 16, 5 feet 3, 
weigh 113J4 and have gray eyes and brown 
wavy hair. Favorite hobby is collecting auto
graphed movie stars’ pictures. Love both in
door and outdoor sports. My secret ambition 
is to be an aviatrix. I’ll exchange snapshots with 
al! who write. Please, girls, write to

Bunny o f Ontario.

Girl o f  14. Am 5 feet S. Weigh 119. Have 
blue eyes and dark blond hair. My favorite 
sports are swimming and horseback riding. My 
hobby is stamp collecting. I would like to hear 
from pals from all parts of the world.

Lois o f  Hartford.

Am a crippled girl. But I don’t let that 
keep me from smiling. My ambition is to keep 
others smiling, too. So please, won’t you pals 
from the Hawaiian Islands and Mexico and 
other foreign countries, as well as my own 
U. S. A., write to me? I ’ll be waiting for your 
letters.

S u n ;  o f  N. Y.

Young man o f  27. 5 feet 6. Fond of all 
sports. Most of all I like traveling and danc
ing. Have worked in, and visited several large 
cities. I’m now in my home town, only a stone’s 
throw from the coal mines. Would like to hear 
from people of all ages from New York and 
Los Angeles.

G. o f  Penna.

Am a 15-year-old redhead of Irish descent. 
Have the familiar old Irish temper, but get 
over it quickly. Am easy to make friends with. 
Will welcome pen pals. How about it? Please 
write, won’t you?

Joanne o f  Penna.

Young girl o f  16, of Scotch descent. I am 
very much interested in Hollywood and the 
movies. More than anything else in the world, 
I wish to become. an actress. I am collecting 
movie stars’ pictures, of which I have 5,815,620 
and they are of nearly 900 different actors. Am 
5 feet tall, and weigh 99 pounds. Am a brunette 
and have blue eyes and fair complexion. I enjoy 
all outdoor sports, especially swimming, tennis 
and horseback riding. I’d enjoy having all kinds 
of friends any age and from anywhere, but 
mostly those in the movies, stage or radio or 
interested in any of these. I promise to answer 
all letters promptly and will exchange snap
shots with those who care to. I promise to try 
to be a sincere and true pal.

Scotchie o f  Hollywood.

Girl o f  16. Just barely 5 feet. Have dark 
brown hair. My eyes are green, and I have 
long, dark eyelashes. I am considered attrac
tive and have lots of personality. I love all out
door sports. Bicycle riding is my favorite sport. 
Even though I haven’t a bike of my own. I 
usually ride my friend’s bicycle. I would like 
to hear from friends all, over the world. Would 
like friends from 15 to 18.

Fritz o f  Penna.

Young French-Canadian girl from Ottawa, 
who is longing for new friends to write to. I 
have auburn hair and blue eyes. 5 feet 3, weigh 
108. 22 years. My favorite hobby is to learn 
how to count in different languages. I am a 
stenographer in a large departmental store in 
this city. It my interest you that 1 have won 
the title of “Miss Personality” for the past four 
years. I love dancing and all outdoor sports. 
My favorite is fancy skating. I promise to an
swer all letters, and will exchange pictures. 
Would like to hear from some pen pals from 
New York City and foreign countries.

Canadian Frenchie.

Brunette girl. 5 feet 8. Age 16. And quite 
good looking—at least that’s what I’m told* 
Would you please put my plea in the ALL-
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STORY? I ’ll be looking out for it. Well, thanks 
ever so much,

Mary of Scotland. (5c postage.)

Thanks to yon, Mrs. Dale, I have some 
very nice pen pals. But is there a girl any
where who enjoys the same hobby I do? It 
is goldfish and their care. I have several aquar
iums of goldfish and a few tropicals. Perhaps 
there is another girl somewhere who would 
like to write to me. I ’m interested in other 
things, too. Movies, reading, and a little hand
work. I’m 24, quiet and shy. Would rather 
write letters than talk to people face to face.

Pennsylvania Ruth.

Girl of 23. 5 feet 5. Light brown hair, gray 
eyes. My hobbies are dancing, listening to my 
radio, baseball games and driving a car. I have 
traveled some and expect to travel more this 
year. Will tell you about it. I work in a mill 
here in Pennsylvania and enjoy my work very 
much. Here’s hoping to hear from pals all over.

Mary of Penna.

Here is a girl from Cascade, Idaho, a moun
tain town. I have blond hair, brown eyes, weigh 
about 80 pounds. My height is 5 feet, r/ 2 inch. 
My hobby is writing letters. Would like to ex
change snapshots with any of you. I like most 
any kind of sport. Come on, girls.

Mildred of Idaho.

Peppy girl of 13. I have hazel eyes and 
brown hair. Height, about S feet 2l/ 2. Weight, 
115. I would like to exchange snapshots. I like 
all outdoor and indoor sports. I like horseback 
riding, fishing and skiing the most. I can play 
a clarinet. Am in the high school band. Write 
to me, all of you.

Charley of Idaho.

Boy of 17. Collect postal cards and snap
shots. Will gladly exchange snaps with all 
who answer. I live in Maryland and am anx
iously awaiting many letters from all over the 
world. Promise to answer all letters promptly.

A Marylander.

Young man of 25. Have brown hair, blue 
eyes and am rather tall and slim. Crave to 
hear from song writers, musicians, show people 
and radio stars. I ’m a song writer and have a 
little experience along this line. Like nearly all 
sports, but baseball is my favorite. Have collec
tions of sheet music, post cards, books, coins 
and stamps. I have been told I write very in
teresting letters, so let me prove that I can do 
so. Will send you all a snap, and to the first 
five I’ll send a gift. Fill up my mail box with 
your letters, and I'll fill yours with good old- 
fashioned sunshine. Just sling along that penful 
of ink to

Flashing Kid of N. J.

Reader's Choice Coupon
The Editors, A ll-S tory M ag azin e , This coapon good only

280 Broadway, New York City. untl June

Here is what I think about the stories in this issue:
Love Me Again...........................................................................................................................
The Love Trap...........................................................................................................................
The Rivals.....................................................................................................................................
Girl in a Million.......................................................................................................................

Stowaway Kiss.............................................................................................................................
Afraid of L o v e . . . . . ..................................................................................................... ..........
Cupid Has a Word for I t ................................. .......................................................................
Desert Girl....................... ..................................... ....................................................................
The Town’s Bad Boy..................................................................................................................

Name ................................................................................................................

A d d ress .............. .............................................................................................

Five of these coupons (Slled out) from consecutive issues entitle you to an 
original drawing of an ALL-STORY illustration.

This offer applies only to readers in the United States 3-27-37
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\ n u i z i n q  J e u i e l r q  V a l u e

G e n u in e  B l u e - W h it e  D ia m o n d s — F i n e  W a t c h e s  A
Y o u r s  F o r  O n ly  a  F e w  C e n t s  a  D a y !

JUST send your name and address w ith  only $1.00 d e 
posit— stating age, occupation and if  possible 1 to 2 

c re d it re fe re n ce s . A l l  d e a lin g s  s tr ic t ly  c o n f id e n t ia l N o  d irect inquiries 
—  no red tape —  no interest or extras —  no C .O .D . to  pay on arrival.

. 10 FULL M ON TH S TO  P A Y - 10 DAY FREE TR IAL
V .  I f  you  can  surpass o u r  va lu e s  a n y w h e re , just re tu rn  yo u r se le c -

f io n  a n d  w e  w i l l  p ro m p tly  re fu n d  y o u r fu ll d e p o s it.  If fu lly  
sa tis fied  a f te r  10 D a y Trial Period p a y  o n ly  th e  sm all am oun t 

■  K  s ta te d  ea ch  month.

M ) \  SA TISFACTION  GUARANTEED
a w  \  E ve ry r in g  o r  w a tc h  c a rr ie s  R O Y A L ’S w r it te n  g u a ra n te e  
y  \  b a c k e d  b y  4 2  ye a rs  o f  fa ir  a n d  sq u a re  d e a lin g .  M a k e  your
B o th  f o r \  selection n o w —  take 10 months to  pay.

Only $ 2 .8 7  a m onth '

4 G e n u in e  D iam o n d s
L j - 6  . . . P erfectly  matched "Queen nr 
Hearts" engagement and wedding ring en
semble of I IK Solid White or Yellow’ Gold. 
Engagement ring is set with a fiery, genuine 
blue-white diamond, and (tie wedding ring 
with 3 matched diamonds Specify gold de
sired. B o t h  f o r  o n l y  $2.87 a m o n t h .

If purchased separately:
LJ-6 A . .. Engagement Ring o n ly .. . S19.75
L J - 6 B  . . . Wedding Ring on ly ........  $12.50

$1.00  D o w n — B a l a n c e  1 0 %  M o n t h l y

3 G enuine DIAM ONDS 
$2.35 a M onth

L J - t  . . . E xqu isite  engagem ent 
ring o f  U K  S olid  W h ite  or  Y ellow  
G o ld . F iery , gen u in e b lu e -sm ite  
center d ia m on d : m atch ed  d iam on d  
ou each  side. (S p ec ify  co lo r  gold  
desired.; O n ly  $2.35  a m o n t h .

2 D ia m o n d  B agu ette  s-« Q 7 5
O nly $1.87 a m on th  8 m

LJ -9  , . . One cf Am erica's smartest Baguette 
wrist watches at an especially low price. Elegantly 
styled, modern lifetime case set with 2 genuine 
diamonds; fully guaranteed movement. Smart 
‘ ink bracelet to match. R e d u c e d  t o  $19.75 
o n l y  $1.87 a m o n t h .

Latest 17 Jew el BULOVA
Only $ 2 .8 7  a  m onth

LJ-3 . . . B E L O V A 'S  “ G od dess  
o f  T im e " !  G u aran teed  17 J ew el 
B  C7LOVA m ovem en t. T in y , square 
ease in charm  a n d  co lo r  .o f natural

fo ld . Silk co rd  bracelet O n ly  
2.87 a m o n th .

BENRUS “ T h e  W a t c h  th a t  
t im e s  t h e  A i r w a y s ! ' '

SHO CK-PRO O F
JAR-PRO O F

O n ly
*1 css

L a d i e s ’  7 D iam o n d  c l u s t e r  r i n g
Onl y $ 2 .6 5  a month

L J -2  . . . Dazzling ladies' square prong clus
ter ring, expertly set with seven finely matched 
fiery, genuine diamonds. Looks like a $450,00 
solitude 14K Solid Yellow Gold ring. O n l y  
$2.6 5 a m o n t h .

A R O Y A L SENSATIO N!
Only $ 1 .3 5  a m onth

L J - 4  . . . Ladies, ba gu ette  typ e  
wrist watch  in stream lined  perm a
nent w.tite ca s e : fu lly  gu aran teed  
m o v e m e n t .  M a t c h e d  b r a c e le t .  
O n ly  $1-35 a m o n t h .

$1.49 a m on th
LJ -1 2  . . . Nationally known BEN RES at 
the price of an ordinary watch! Hand
somely engraved white ease fitted with a 
fully guaranteed SH OCKPROOF, JAR- 
PROOF. BEN RU S movement. New type 
triple link bracelet to match. $15.95 -  
O n l y  $1.49 a m o n t h .

17 Jew el W A L T H A M  “ D ip lo m a t”  .  
E x t r a  L e a t h e r  S t r a p  F R E E / J  A

$ 2 .3 7  a m onth mm a
L J - 8  . . . Im agin e this for  on ly  $2.37 a  m onth ! 
F a ctory  guaranteed  fam ous 17 Jewel W A L T H A M  
“ D i p l o m a t ”  at a  rem arkably low  price. R ich ly  
engraved, perm anent w hite  case with link brace
let to  m atch  and a sm art, new leather strap  In
cluded  F R E E . U sually $37.50 —  now  offered 
com p le te  as show n at the sensationally low  price 
Of on ly  $24.75 —  $2.37 a m o n t h .

T a k e  a d v a n ta g e  o f  
ou r personalized, m ail 
■order service! R oya l 
b r in g s  th e  w o r ld 's  
finest Jewelry to  your 
very door. A bsolute 
s a t i s f a c t i o n  f u l l y  
guaranteed.

$ 1 .5 9  a m onth $ 1  D W
D iam ond , In itia l R in g  1 V
LJ*7 . . . G en tlem an 's  in itia l ring , 
very  a ttra ctiv e ly  priced . 10K  Solid  
Y ellow  G o ld , set w ith  a brillia n t, 
genu me d iam on d  and 2 S o lid  W h ite  
G old  Init ials oh  con tra stin g , g e n u 
ine b la ck  O n yx , fS pecify  in itia ls  
desired ; O n ly  $1 .59  a m o n t h .

America’s Largest M ail Order Credit Jewelers!

New 1937 “ B ook  o f  G em s
32 p a g e s  o f  feature va lu es  in 

fine, genuine b lu e-w h ite  d ia m o n d s, 
standard  w atches, exqu isite  Jewelry, 
silv erw are , cam eras, to ile t  sets. etc. 
E very th in g  p ictu red  and fu lly  d e 
scribed . S e n d  f o r  y o u r  c o p y  t o d a y  I

I I  D in m o n o  tu iR T C H  co j.
| 1 E s t a b l i s h e d  1 8 9 5

\JjrLu u - D  EPT. 4 1 - T 170 BROADWAY N.Y.C.
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■ M B .  QUICKER STARTIA/s  
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w\ ^  i
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MArnmcT c A v rta ^ ^  "* »>«■ BEEATME® srs^ .sirJ S ’S
I  V p K I « P  I  instantly tell the difference in

x |  A  ^  AT LASTi Automotive engineers have added power and motor perform.
7y 1  C J  O O *  T  ► 1 X 1 /  l smashed down the barriers to perfected com. ance — you quickly notice the
i  ^  ”  ■ " * » ■ »  /  bustlonl The new VACU-MATIC solves the secret cash savings on gasoline.
>“On an International truck on a \ o f greater power! With almost magical action, this
'ft0™red 1 9  gal?0Mof g«. ’ >  f maz,nS invention instantly puts new life and pep ( T i t s  A l l  C a r s  *
f  Seeley, N. Y . /  in any motor. It adds- mileage to every gallon o f

“On my V-8 Ford It works miracles /  * aso,lne * • • produces split-second pick-up, sensitive VACU-MATIC Is constructed o f  
>r Its added power, acceleration and top v  accelerator response, quicker starting, greater six parts, assembled and fused 
\ speed has sold me. The results are I  speed and smoother running. into one unit, correctly adjusted
► unbelievable.” R alph M eld s , Mass. (  and s e a le d  a t  t h e  f a c t o r y . Noth-
i  “Very glad to say, the Bulck showed > / t . - A c  «• *  | « _  f # | ing to regulate. Any motorist can
► f n !5 ! ! 2n'Sr  ° n  5 milw T re tper gal* /  U A U o tn iU d C 'Z  •• n o x m n g  U K e  u ;  attach VACU-MATIC in ten min-

on‘ * rove> 08 ,nff ° n' t  The self-starter— four wheel brakes— knee action—  utes. Once in, its only reminder
rr 2 ,L mi ? ' ? I1!I?n2 , «I*rlMnnn in  ^nl /  stream-lining . . . and now VACU-MATIC! The is the surge o f instant power and 
lcrease of 7  miles. This means a sav- \  sensational money-saving invention! With it, en- speed it gives to the motor and
; Ing of $15 a month or $ 1 8 0  a year." /  gineers have achieved a practical means o f bal- the savings it  affords your
w—F. S. Peck, Calif, /  ancing air and gasoline automatically for all speeds, poeketbook.
: hid toT u yT  g°Uon?e™h day-Vow C Vacu-matlc is e n t i r e l y  d i f f e r e n t  f  It  operates on the n  .  , | a
Joniy 4  gallons."—L . r .  S w eet, Pa. /  super charger principle by automatically adding a c  r e ©  I K t S U S

"My Chevrolet certainly runs smooth- \ dmrge o f extra oxygen, drawn free from the T on owe it to yourself to know 
’ er, has more power and snap to It /  outer air. Into the heart o f  the gas mixture. It is aii about this remnrknhle rliurnv 

U o n  S J aCUM“ ,C 0U-”- >  ®“ t,rely AUTOMATIC and allows the motor to 
y *  u .  n e iso n , Minn. j  “ breathe”  at the correct time, opening and closing Start saving gas with VACU
:m°nesmperDg a f U h ^ f^ p T w erT n 'd  J automatically as required. No idling trou bles-n o MATIC and enjoy a new driving
► pick-up, which la al? VnyoM could S carburetor adjustments necessary It is so simple thriI, r There’s no obligation-so
, ask."—Lee D. E stu , CaUf. \  it will amaze you—so practical It will save you get the facts now 1 Write today!
. -I have twelve Vacn-matlcs on cars > dollars 0D Sas costs-

now, and they all show an Increase j  ■ » ■ ■ ■  A P I M 7B  / ' A f t B A M __
a in mileage. The car owners are very I A a e n t c  A t l l l  r -  *“  "  B M  V w v r w i i ™  ^  " 1

well pleased.” Fred Taylor, Okla. S &  c  ,  , TH E VACU-MATIC COMPANY
! “ I averaged 25 miles per gallon on a \  ®  ^  I 7617-249 W. State St., Wauwatosa, Wls.
► trip with a model A Ford at 40 miles /  V A G iT T -M A T T f?  o ffe r*  a * Gentlemen: Please send me full particulars concerning

per hour, where before I on 'y  a ver-\  « tbe Vacu-matlc and details o f  your Free Offer. This o f  I► aged 2 0 . Also better pickup and \  Splendid op p o rtu n ity  fo r  course does not obligate me in any way.
► smoother running.—W m . L y on * , Calif. >  unusual sales and profits. I |
* “ I have been placing Yacn-matics on S  Every car, truck, tractor Name .......................   |
expert mechanics’ cars. All are well X and motorcycle owner a 1 * ‘ *

' pleased.”—J. W. Donahue, W . Vo. ^  prospect. Valuable terri- , ,
torles now being assigned, j ............................................................................. 9
Check and mail coupon. cltJ ......................................... gtate |

The VACU-MATIC Co. W auw atosa, W ls. n_ch«h tawjf h M i h  .jiun* prepojdttô  ^  j


