


Build a Fine Business 

You Don't Invest a Cent! 
I Furnish Everything FREE! 
Want to have lots of money in your pocket 
-always? Then rush the coupon below and 
start toward your own business. In many 
ways it's better than a retail store of your 
own! I plan to give it to you absolutely 
FREE. You don't invest a penny now or 
ever! Be in this highly profitable business 
QUICK. I HERE'S WHY IT'S BETTERI I 
As the Mason Shoe Counselor handling the quick-sell
ing line of this 50-year old, million-dollar company you 
have a limitless market, because everybody wears 
shoes. Start by selling to relatives, friends. neighbors. 
That will prove the fine quality leathers-superb 
craftsmanship-money-savin� value-and unequalled 
comfort-fit! Then branch out on a big scale. 

It's easy to fit folks in the exact style they want
no need to substitute-you draw on our huge stock of 
over 200.0fJ0 pail·s plus daily production. 

Sales build Ufl fr-om friend to friend quickly. like a 
snowball. Recommendations, repeat orders and new 
customers build you a bi�;.r income in a surprisingly 
sh01·t time. No wonder some of our top Shoe Counsel
ors make from $5 to $10 every hour they snend tak
ing orders! 

EXCLUSIVE FEATURES 
People demand nationally advertised Mason 
Shoes because of their exclusive comfort fea
tures. up-to-the-minute styling. Foamy-soft ex-

clusive Velvet-Eez Air Cushion inne1·sole •·�it'5t\. makes walking a real pleasure-like "walk
ing on air!" Ten-second demonstration lets 

customer actually feel air cushion, 
brings quick sales! 

These splendid shoes bear famous 
Good Housekeeping Guarantee Seal. 

SEND FOR YOUR 
FREE SELLING 
OUTFIT TODAY! 

• • • Full or Spare Timel 

BIG, STEADY PROFITS 
FOR YOU - NO OVERHEADI 
That's right! You have all the advantages of a. profitable f'hoe 
store business without the expenses or rem. light. heat, etc. 
You are inclepenclent and invest nol11ing but rour time. Your 
gt>nerous proflt is ALI.. YOURS.! No wonder Mason men are 
making more money than en·r b<'fore. Ev�:"n if you start in 
spare tim<'. rou will soon want to devote full' time to this 
steady. reoPat-order big-inc·ome businessf 

No Experience Needed . 
Make Money First Houri 
You nel:'d no experience to make mone�' ri�ht away. Some en 
have made up to 20 sales their first day. You feature 160 stYles 
of smart dress shoes; casual sport shoe.">. a net practical work 
and service shoes for men and women, boots 
ami f!ne leathe-r jackets. too. 

St>ll to service station and garage men. waiters, 
fa c t o ry workers. barbe-rs. waitresses. nurses, 
hou,..t-wh·t>s--e,·er�·body! Such features as Hug�ed 
H01"ehide Shoe�. !S'eoorenl:' Oii-Hesistant 
8olf>�. Cork SliD-RE'siMant Soles, Steel 
Sa fet _,. Toe shoes make Mason Shoes easy 
to sell. 

SEND NOW ! 
I have a powerful Sellin� Out
fit I'm going to send you ab
solutely li'REI·; as soon as [ 
rtceive your coupon. This out
fit includes actual 10- second 
rlemom:tr�ttor. famou� Automatic 
S.ellmg Plan, anrl feature:; ex
clush·e Velvet-Eer. Air·C'u�hion 
shors. fine jackE'tS--Qther fast
selling spE'cialties. To take advantage of 
thi..: ODDOT'tttnit�· of your life. rush me the 
COUJ)On beiO\'-'' NO\VI You'll be glad you didl 

SEND FOR FREE OUTFIT 
Mr. Ned Mason, Sales Manager 
Mason Shoe Mfg. Co., Dept. MA-307 
Chippewa Falls, Wis. 
Please put a "Shoe Store Business•• in my poeket 
by rushing FREE and nostnaid your Powerful Sell
ing Outfit-so I can start making Big Money my 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

very first hour t •I 
Name .. .... . . .. . ... ............. ... . ............. I I Address ................................. · · · ... · .  I 
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I Will Train You at Home 
in Spare Time for Good Paying Jobs in 

Viclto Control EftliOM 
"'My position with WNBT i6 
video control engineer on the 
RCA color project. 1 owe a Jot of 
w���. ld:iv:::.��: 

RADIO-TELEVISION 
Ameri(a's Fast Growing Industry Offers You 
GOOD PAY· BRIGHT FUTURE· SECURITY 

illustrated lessons give you basic 
principles you need, and m>'skilllully 
developed kits or parts "bring to 
life" things you learn from the lessolll. 

Fillll Out Allout This Tested Way 
to htler Pay- Mail eo.,.. 
Without obligating you in any way, 
I'll send an Actual Lesson to prove 
that my training is practical, thor
ough. My 64-page book, "How to be 
a Success in Radio-Television'; shows 
what my graduates are doing, earn
ing. It gives important facts about 
your opportunities in Radio-Tele
vision, tells about kits I furnish for 
practical experience. You don't have 
to leave home or give up your job to 
take NRI course. You learn at home 
in your spare time on terms as low as 
$5 a month. Many of my graduates 
make more than the total cost of my 
training in just two weeks. Mail 
coupon below now to J. E. SMITH, 
President, National Radio 'insti .. 
tute, Dept. 4BRI, Washington 9, 
D. C. Our 40tb Year. 
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ALLURE • • • 

with a 
.,PERSONAL" TOUCH 

EX·CITI NC 
PANTIES and NIGHTIE 
With Motto and Initials 
There's "Sheer" magic in the breathtaking loveliness 

of the chantilly style black lace panties. Fetching ond 

fascinating, you "wear your heart on your hip" with 

a daring, darling motto and personalized initials. The 

glorious nightie is an inspiring creation that beauti

fully combines clinging fine quality chiffon with del

icate peek-a-boo block lace. The accent is on lovely, 

lovely you in these glamorous "per

SC?nally yours'' garments. Irresist

ible gifts that make you irresistible. 

Nightie Colors: 

Black 
Maize 

Orchid 
Pink 

Lime 
Apricot 

Blue 

Ponties 

in Block Only 

RUSH 
COUPON 

NOW 

Nighties 
$8.95 ea. 
Panties 

$5.00 ea. 

rouM�v8AzMR--------------------, . Box 683, Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y. 
Please send me ... Nightie, , .. Panties. Enclosed $ .. , ...... check cosh 
or money or.der, postage prepaid. Sorry, no C.O.D. 

' 

NIGHTIE-:-Color ....... 
_
·.,Sizes: 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 r circle size 

PANT I ES--'--Block Only, S1zes. Small, Med1um, Lorge desired 

NAME 

MOTTO C l I Love You I 1 Forever Yours l Check One) C ) Dangerous Curves I l No Trespassing 

INITIALS . . . . . . . • . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . •  

ADDRESS . • • • • • •  , • • • • • . • • . • • • . . • . . . • • • • • • . . • . • . • • . • • . • • • • • • • • • • 

CITY • • • . • • • • • • • . • • . • • • . • • . • . .  ZONE . . • • . .  STATE . . . . • • . . • . • • . . .  
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�� � �: ;})ear Realer: � 
� Those o f  you who love the sound of horse's hoofs and the thril ls that � �� go with racing won't want to miss the lead story in the coming May issue. �.� 
�� And even those of you who are not acquainted with the terms and spirit ���-�� of this sport of kings, wi l l  thri l l  to Helen Erskine's romantic tale set �� e...lr� against the backdrop of the turf. • 
� � � 
�� It a l l  began when Nan Corbett learned that her father was on the verge � �� of bankruptcy. For years Dan· Corbett had been a legend around Ameri..:an �k tracks, but for the past year his horses had been losing every race. In 

desperation he reali zed that something had to be done, and the answer � � � seemed to be Kent Farrell, an up and coming young trainer. � � 
�� ��� �� Enid Carr, wealthy, beautiful, and a newcomer to the racing world, 

had expressed her desire to buy the Corbett stables, but Nan vehemently � refused her offer. But she was baffled by Enid's interest in learning that � �� Kent was joining the Corbett staff. Did she know him? And if so, how �� � well ?  � �� When Nan final ly met Kent she was instantly attracted to him. His  �� 
� interest in her was as strong, and before they knew it, they were in love. � �� The hours they spent in each other's company were blissful, but many � � things shadowed their happiness. To make matters worse, a dark figure � �� from Nan's"past appeared out of nowhere. Lucky Nelson was anything � �
� 

but what his name implied. He had always been a j i nx to the Corbetts 

�� and a menace to Nan's welfare. Why was he so interested in her, she 
WOf?dered. And how did he amass such a fortune? But Nan bravely kept 

� her fears and questions to herself. �;,ts � Kent did much to brighten the Corbett's l ives, but their future grew dark- � � er by the minute. Finally despair and suspicion began clawing at Nan's � �� heart, and danger began lurking around the stable she loved so well. �� � · At last she realized she had to get to the bottom of the mystery that � �� surrounded them, even i f  the truth might hurt her and the man she �� 
� loved. � �� Whether you like horses or not, you won't want to miss this tender and � 
� absorbing story. Its heroine is completely charming, its hero captivating, � �� and its subject matter, off.beat and engrossing. Look for THOROUGH- � 
�� BRED HEART in the May issue of FIFTEEN LOVE STORIES, your big- �(s �� gest buy in love fiction. On Sale February 26th. 

· � �� See you then. � � � �� 
� ?JL-19'/ S.ad#..� � 
�� � 
���������������� 
6 



Bujck Dynafiow. Book crammed with 
2500 diagrams, photos, cutaway pic
tures (of which these are mere mint ... 

Here's the EASY Step-by-Step Way to 11�r:��J!�����
w 
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FIX ANY CAR IN A JIFFY! 

Fuel pumps can cause trouble. 
Pictures show exactly how to 
take them apart, fix them. 

No guesswork. Clear pictures 
show how to fix water pump, 
generator, brakes, chokes, etc. 

Now-Whether You're a Beginner or Expert Mechanic-You Can 
"Lick" Any Auto Repair Job On Any Car Built Since 1935 

Now you can tackle any repair job, and do it quickly, 
easily, right-the first time! MOTOR'S BRAND

NEW AUTO REPAIR MANUAL shows you how
with crystal-clear pictures and step-by-step direction• 
you can easily follow. 

No guesswork. This giant guide tells you where to start; what tools to use. Leads you easily and quickly 
through the entire operation. Covers everything from a 
simple carburetor adjustment to a complete overhaul. 

fverything You 
BIG, NEW REVISED Edi

tion has MORE REPAIR IN
FORMATION THAN EVER! 
Over 850 giant pages, 2,500 .. Thjs-Is ... How" pictures -
clear drawings, diagrams, cut
away photos - make every 
step EASY. Over 200 "Quick 
Check" charts - more than 
37,000 essential repair spect ... 
fications. Over 227,000 service 
and repair facts. Instructions 
and pictures""so COMPLETE, 
so CLEAR - you CAN'T go 
wrong! 

Even a green beginner can 
do a good Job. If you're a top 
mechanic, you '11 be amazed at 

The "Meat" of Over J 89 
Official Sltop Manuals 

The editors have put to
the time-saving procedures. 
gether the "Know-How" from 

Need to Know 
Universals • . . Axles • • • 
Brakes . . . Power Steering 
. . . Shock Absorbers. etc. 

Factory Specifications and 
AdJustment Tables. TUne
up Charts. Tables of Measure ... 
ments and Clearances. Over· 
hauling and Replacement 
Facts-AND MUCH MORE. 

Used by Armed Forces, 
hundreds of thousands of 
auto service men! YOU'LL 
want to try it, too--on the 
following UNCONDITIONAL 
GUARANTEE: 
Try 8oolc for a Weelc fltEf 

• over 189 Otncial Shop Man ... 
Just 2 of the Many uals: "boiled It down" into 

, Letten of Praise one handy Indexed book. 
Does Every Job. "My Includes ALL Automatic 
MOTOR Manual ts a T r a n s m i s s i o n s  (including 
wonder rut help. It has Dual Range Hydra-Matte). 

SEND ND MONEY. Pay 
nothing to postman. Test 
book in your own garage or 
shop, It's GUARANTEED to 
pay for itself In 7 days. I! It 
doesn't just return the book, 
and owe nothing. Rush cou ... 
pon for your free-trial copy 
of this great money-savtng 
Manual. MOTOR Book Dept., 
Desk 93B, 250 West 55th St., 
New York 19, N. Y. 

MAIL COUPON NOW FOR 7-DA Y FREE '1RIAL put me tn a posttlon to do every Covers the newest Carbu- USED BY Job. "-S. L. ShorpltJu, Lo• An- retors, Engines (Including gel••· CoU/. new Buick & Dodge v ... as) ... U.S.ARMY MOTOR B ok Dept Desk 938 Am azed S elf an d Chokes .,, Fuel Pumps .. , 0 '' 
�;:��·8nd.�yr�l����� on Filters ... starting Mo... NAVY 250 West 55th Street, New York 19, N. Y. too. Now do Jobs that tors ... Generators ... Dis· 1 Rush to me at once: (Check box opposite book you want). 
�u
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$8.00 cash with order.) I 0 ��l����,:,�beJ"����n�>N� !:a�cro:����=���r s���O COVERS 872 MODELS
ALL THESE MAKES 

Buick Henry J Nash 
Cadillac Hudson Rambler 
Chevrolet Kaiser Oldsmobile 
Chrysler Lafayette Packard 
Crosley La Salle Plymouth 
De Solo Lincoln Pontiac 
Dodge Mercury Studebaker 
Ford Huh Terraplane 
Frazer Wlllys 

in sev en days. and $2.00 monthly ror three mnnthlt. plus I �;t�r�e���V Pc,�-;;;���:.''V�:��f�nP��=�tRe�rters;'o;oJ ��� 
with order.) 

Print Name . • •  o • •  ••• • • • : . ••• � • • • •  • • •  •. o .Age. o • • • •  1 Prtnt Addre&l . • •  � • • • •  • • •  • • • • • • •• • • • • • •  o • •  o • o • o • • •  

City & Zone No . . .  , , . o , , • • • • •  o o • • • • •  St ate . . . .  , . . . •  , 

I 0 S
A
VE 35c deltvery charge by enclosing WITH ('QUPON 

Auto c:;���,?'M�n°��iY <g;d$8. bOO r��11T�����n���. �r,.�����:sM!�: unl), Same 7-dav return-for-refund privilege applies. 11 
-.-·- -·--------- _.:. 



Timely tips to the readers of Fifteen Love Stories from our 
famous Linda, who is on hand in every issue to glamorize your 

beauty-buying dollar 

Here is a new cream that runs after dirt. And 
it's fluffy as the foamy whipped cream on your 
strawberry shortcake. It penetrates the skin and 
snuggles into pore mouths rooting out grit and 
grime and the day's stale makeup. It's APRICOT 
CREAM by HARRIET HUBBARD A YER and 
it feeds new beauty to your skin and wraps your 
naked face in new tones of loveliness, helping 
you to look lovely even without your makeup 
at bedtime. This newest, film-fine cream will give 
you the silkiest, softest complexion you could 
ever hope to have. In $1.00 tube size or in jars 
at $1.25, $2.50 and $4.00. 

== == 

Complexion does not include just your face and 
throat, says DOROT-HY GRAY, but it's all over, 
and concerns any woman who wants a good ap
pearance. And to be specific, it includes one's legs. 
They should be soft, smooth, and hair-free, be
neath a smart stocking and flawless shoe. For bet
ter leg grooming, more comfort and longer nylon 
wear, DOROTHY GRAY introduces HOSE
METICS. It's not just a leg make�p but an emol
lient lotion especially made for the legs. It's won
derfully soothing and smoothing, without being 
sticky or greasy. It's recommended for use after 
bathing, to be rubbed into the heels and dry 
patches of skin where nylons are apt to snag. The 
six ounce size is $1.00. 

.. .. == 

If you're looking for an alert, alive lipstick 
shade to go with your alert, alive personality, 
you'll really go for YOUNGTIME PINK by 
TUSSY. It's a magic shade that is at home with the 
coloring of blondes, brunettes and even light titians. 
It has been created to blend with the blues, navies, 

8 

greens, greys and browns that are so popular this 
year; and to also complement lovely pastel pinks, 
blues and cream tones. A truly smooth, velvety 
lipstick, it lends the lips an enchanting color, and 
at the same time keeps them soft, smooth, moist, 
and glowing with an inviting sheen. Just $1.00. 

... .. .. .. == 

Your foundation can be the most enhancing par( 
of your makeup. It can give your skin a smooth, 
even texture, help keep it moist, enliven drabness, 
act as a cover-up for complexion flaws, and add 
a glow of color to your skin tone. DU BARRY'S 
new fluid makeup, FLATTER-GLO does all of 
these things-and more. Available in four luscious 
shades: Truly Pink (a natural shade for light blonde 
skin tones) ; Rose Beige (a beauty shade for dark 
blonde and light brunette complexions) ; Champagne 
Beige (for medium redheads and light brunettes); 
and Tropical (for suntanned skins and dark bru
nette complexions). For a creamy, dreamy com
plexion, apply four dots on your face--on the fore
head, the chin, the right cheek and the left cheek. 
Now, with the help of your fingertips, spread it 
smoothly all over your face. Be sure to get it right 
up to your hairline and don't overlook your 
ears and neck. A lovely, flattering effect is achieved 
in a minute but it lasts beautifully for hours. $1.10. 

.. .. 

Be scentsib/e and try FRIENDSHIP'S GARDEN 
LIQUID PETALS. at $1.25. This delicate blue, 
long-lasting cream perfume comes in a dainty 
hobru�il bottle that is decorated with gold and 
flower-wreathed. It should be applied to the skin 
wheFever body warmth will bring out the . true 
floral fragrance. 



YOUR CHOICE OF TWO GREAT BOOKS FOR WOMEN 
MADAME SERPENT by Jean Plaidy 
(Published at $3.00) 

This is the love story of Catherine De Medici who 
ruiPd everything but her husband's heart. She standi 
unit1ue in that French court which waa the most lux
ud ous, the most intellectual, and the moat immoral in 
Ji.:urope. Ahout her move the colo1·ful l)Prsonalities of 
the age. Francis the Kin�. fascinati ng, brilliant, OR witty, the �Teatest lover· of the century. Dazzling 
young Mary StuRI"t, Queen of Scots, and that sickly 
Dauphin, Catherine's eldeat son, who loved her. And 
finally th o�e two whose love affair was one of the most 
enduring in the hiBtory of FrHnce-Diane de Poitiera 
�nd Catherine's hut;band, Henry, the shy vrince who 
became a kinJ.t. 

But this b Catherine' s story-the story of a g irl. 
i(,.owing throliJ.Ch bitt ern et;s into R st range and siniHter 
wuman. It i!:i the atory of C11.thel"ine De Medici in love. 

ANGER AT INNOCENCE by William Gardner Smitb 
(Author of LAST OF THE CONQUERORS) 

(Published at $3.00) 
.. No one is born evil." he told her. That was the 

miracle-she could be what she wanted to be. 
Rodina's Jove for T .. d. who left his wife for hPr, had 

svrung into bei ng b�ause this quiet, Hhy man-80 
ditf�rent from her other loverR-believed in the possi· 
bil it y of her redemption, in her capacity for good. No 
matter how bad and eelf-defexting her life h<� d alrP<-tdy 
been. with its furtive thefts, its casual love Htfairs, its 
ugH ness. 

In this second nove], WiiJiam Gardner Smith. author 
of LAST OF THE CONQUERORS. hRs wl"itten a >tol"y 
reminiscent in its pas8ion, of the morality play�. if it 
is without their strittness of allegol'y. For it i� in the 
conviction of his character�. dimt-n�ioned and vit.aJ, 
that he holds our fascinated intereHt. 

You can have either one of these books for only $1.00-over 60% less than the regular 
published price-by joining the ROMANCE BOOK CLUB. 

OMANCE BOOK CLUB 
r�MA�ewOKa�------------1 

'lf·.-� 
I Suite 2005, Dept. D I �, Only one dollar will bring you either one 1 205 E. 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. I of these truly great st ories for women. I Enclos d pie se f" d ($1 00 0) 1$2 00 o• 

Note: You are not obligated, as In the case of many Pleas: send 
"
me: 

on · · ' I book clubs, to buy three, four, or six Rdditional books! I D MADAME SERPENT 1 Published at $3.001 I This is a special introductory, one-time offer, good I D ANGER AT INNOCENCE I Published at $3.001 I only whilt' our limited supplies last. At no cost or 
obligation to you, also, your name will be 11.dded to the I This does not obligate me in any way to buy further books. I list of the ROMANCE BOOK CLUB and you wjll re- 1 
ceive epe(•ial notifications tJent out on forthcominJ.C Name I 
book bargains. This service IM entirely free and will I ' · '  • •' • •' · · · · · · • · · •• · • '  · · · · · · · · • · · • · • • · • • • • • •" I not obliKate you in any way. Send $1.00 for one book 1 

S N 
or $2.00 for both. NOW. before our supply is ex-

treet and umber . .  • ••• • • • • • • • • ··•• • • •• • • •  • • • • •• ·  •• · I 
hansted. FILL IN THE COUPON TODAY! I . I •••••••••••••••••••••••• L::!:!.:..:.:.; .. :.;.:.:.�.: .. :.:.:.:. : .. ::.:..: _!:.•.:.:.:.:... ��.....: .:.::.:.:.�..J 
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Variatfe CalenJar 
by Gladys Martin 

The gladdest season that l know 
May have a road of gypsy snow, 
Small bluebirds in a bye/ow nest, 
Hill twilight patching ragged vest, 
A pumpkin moon for Halloween, 
Gay tinseled tree of Christmas green, 
The taste of sunshine in the wind, 
White lilacs where some dreams are pinned, 
Lace Valentines that Cupid made, 
Brou•n autumn tl'ith a scarlet spade-
There are a lot of lovely things 
ToJit•e each season satin tl'ings 
An paint the skies u•ith filigree • • •  

What is the happiest for me? 
My very gladdest time of year 
Is ANY time that you are here. 

:JirJI ::bale 
by Catherine E. Berry 

Stl'eep the rugs and dust the room, 
For someone's coming tonight, 

Arrange the flowers, the table now 
With candies of pale starlight. 

Tie a ribbon aro11nd your mrls, 
And quiet your tremblinf!. heart, 

Ring this date in a circle of red, 
For this is the magic Jtart 

Of every wish, of every dream, 
Handle them carefully, 

This is the sweet beginning of love, 
But never let him see!" 



NOW, the pipe smoker's dream come true! 

[olVUJ- 0Jip4UL jJJwollA- • • •  

DR. PHILIP'S PIPE IS THE BEST' 
The ideal pipe for the STEADY SMOKER, the NEW 

SMOKER and the man who doesn't 

like an ordinary pipe. 

Pat. Pw ..... 

• NO BREAKI NG I N !  

• READY -MADE CAKE !  

• DOUBLE COOLI NG ACTION ! 

• CANNOT BURN THROUGH ! 

• FEATHER-WEIGHT! 

• FLAT BASE, W I LL NOT T I P !  

• F INEST QUALITY I M PORTED BRIAR! 

• I NTERCHANGEABLE CERAMIC F I LTER BOWLS! 

This cross section shows the interchangeable inner ceramic bowl 
which burns tobacco dry, cool and clean. The bowl acts as a non
burning sponge that absorbs all of the tar and most of the nicotine. 
The metal radiator ring on top of the Dr. Philip's pipe is the only 
part that can get hot. It takes the heat from the ceramic and 

gives it off to the air FAST. The smoke circulates in the space between the inner bowl and the outer briar shell, 
becoming COOL before you draw it. Your tobacco canno t get wet because cotton or paper tissue packed in the 
space below the inner bowl absorbs all of the saliva and condensation. Rotate the ceramic bowls over and over 
again as you would a set of ordinary pipes. Dr. PHILIP'S pipe is EASY to CLEAN. There is no need to knock 
this pipe against any object to get out the ash. It does not form a cake. There is no need to rest the Dr. 
PHILIP'S pipe for cooling or drying. It has a constant capacity. The SHORT SMOKE MODEL will hold enough 
tobacco for a pleasure packed smoke of 15 to 25 minut�s and the LONG SMOKE MODEL will last from 45 
minutes to a full hour! 

THE LONGER LASTING PIPE-YOU GET 4 EXTRA BOWLS' 

----------------,,----------·--------------------------� 

SHORT SMOKE MODEL 
4 EX���d�nJWLS Only $4.50 

LONG SMOKE MODEL 
Including Only $5 50 4 EXTRA BOWLS • 

If not satisfied th�t this is the most 
amazing pipe you have ever owned, 
return within ten days and your money 
will be refunded! 

QUALI TY AGENCY 
Box 683, Grand Central Station 
New York 17, New York 

Please send me postpaid .... ,, . .. .  DR. PHILIP'S pipe (s). I enclose 

$ . .. ... . . . to cover the cost of the pipe Is) I have checked below. 

0 SHORT SMOKE MODEL tncluding 4 EXTRA BOWLS @ $4.50 
0 LONG SMOKE MODEL including 4 EXTRA BOWLS @ $5.50 

NAME . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  

ADDRESS .................................................. . 

CITY ....................... ZONE . . • . .  STATE . ............. . 
(Sorry, no C.O.D.'s) 

... _______________ ,_ _____________________________________ . 



Helpfully Yours, 
])vw� 5�� 

This is a department for the "happy problems" which everyone encounters every 

day. You may want to know what to wear for certain occasions; how to tackle 

the decorating problems in your house; the things to serve and how to serve them 

at a party; helpful hints for social life and hobbies; and' the thousand-and-one other 

questions which arise in your everyday planning. . 

These .will be helpfully solved for you, if you write to Dorothy Sara, in care 

of 15 LOVE STORIES MAGAZINE, 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. 

and she will answer them in a forthcoming issue. 

Dear Miss Sara : 
Recently I went to a birthday party, 

where they had a cake with real ilowers 
on it. I tried it myself by sticking the 
stems in the cake, but the ilowers drooped 
and the cake broke around the stems. 
Can you tell me how to decorate this 
type of cake successfully'? 

Vie G. P. 

Place the cake un a plate or platter which 
is at least two inches bigger than it. Cut 
the flower stems close to the blossom, dip the 
stems into melted paraffin, and then imme
diately put them into ice water. When the 
wax is hardened, arrange the flowE>rs on top 
of the cake. Do not stick them into it. Also 
place flowers on the plate around the cake. 

Dear Miss Sara : 
We don't have enough solid color car

peting left Qver from the living room to 
use in the hall and on the stairs. And 
we can't match it. Is it all right to use 
a different color carpeting or one with a 
figure in it'? 

Mrs. Beulah F. 

It doesn't need to mateh, but the carpeting 
should harmonize. I suggest you select a 
figured carpet., be<"ause a hallway and stair
case get hard wear. But make sure that the 
texture and the background color of the car
peting is the same as you now have for the 
living room. 
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Dear Miss Sara: 
Is a housewarming different from a 

usual party'? I heard that people just go 
through the house to· see and admire it, 
but that it isn't necessary to serve lunch 
qr dinner. 

Stella S. 

A housewarming i;; no diffPrent wiH'n it 
comes to the hospitality the hostPss extends 
to her guests. If you inYite your friends 
for mealtime hours, serve a buffet lunch or 
dinner. If the invitation i;; for between-

. meals time, serve litt.le Sttndwiches, coffee, 
tea, or other beverages. Also have a bowl 
of fruit, dishes of nuts and small candies 
available, so that 'your guests may nibble 
or not, as they desire. 

Dear Miss Sara: 
I wear glasses, but I also like to wear 

earrings. My girl friend says I should 
dispense with them as they don't go with 
glasses. Who's right? 

Evelyn N. 

You arc. However, some compromisE> has 
to be made for the sake of style. If your 
glasses have any gold trim in their frames, 
don't wear silver earrings, or vice versa. If 
your glasses have colored rames, don't use 
earrings of a different color, but wear gold 
or silver instead. Your earring3 should be 

(Continued on page 109) 



WHAT 
£very u 'MECHANIC 

Wants to Know 
A motor vehicle is a machine of many parts, each part designeCJ 
end constructed lor its own special function. 
All good mechanics, like good doctors, should know the wor�ing ���C�P,§� ttheory and operation of each part and understand what causes ••:,...-:L"l 
trouble and how to remedy it. 

LET AUDELS AUTO GUIDE SOLVE 
YOUR PROBLEMS 

Every auto mechanic, helper, serviceman and operator can use 
;_, copy of AUDELS AUTOMOBILE GUIDE. The information it 
11ives saves time, money and worry. Highly indorsed by all users. 
'It presents the whole subject of auto mechanic:a from A to Z in plain 
language and simple terms. 
fhis Big Practical Book gives full information with working dia• 
11rams covering the principles, construction, ignition, service ancl 
Tepair of modern cars, trucks and buses. 
A complete Guide of 1800 pages, with over 1500 illustrations 
1howing inside views of the working parts, with instructions for 
aervice jobs. Diesel engl.-, Fwid and Hydra-matlc drives fully explained. 

IT PAYS TO KNOW HOW TO 
f-low to fit pistons-How to locale engine knocks-How to fit con• 
fleeting rod bearings-How to service main bearings-How to re• 
aondilion valves-How to time valves-How to adjust fan belts-How 
to adjust carburetors & chokes-How to rebuild a clutch-How Ia 
1ervice automatic: transmissions-How to service brakes-How to ad
·�ust steering gear-How to cope with ignitioA troubles-How to serv• 

ce distributors-How to time ignition-How to "tune up" an engine. 

INFORMATION IN A HANDY FORM 
'13 INTERESTING CHAPTER$-Recra this parlier/ /is/ ol subjects 
on which practical information -;, lully given lor quick relerene� 
under the headings os shown below. Ready Relerenee Index. 

to 
See It! 

GuEngi
Power-Au• 

TO GET THIS ASSISTANCE 
FOR YOURSELF SIMPLY 
FILL IN AND MAIL ..-:
COUPON TODAY. ..... � COMPLETE 

PAY $l A 
ONLY MO. 

AUDEL, Publishers, 49 W. 23 St., New York 10, N.Y .. 

0. K . .. !�!r!lt��r�'���v:D•M� :0,� "Most Useful and Complete" 
.. lt has my Highest Recommendation" 
"The Best Money can Buy" •• Easy for the Mechanic to Understand" 

Sent on 7 Days Approval 
Step up your own skUl with the facts and O.gurPS ol )'our trade. Audela Mechanics Guides contain Prac• tical Inside Trade Information In a handy torm..r 
Fully lllustrated and Easy to Understand. 
Blllhly ff,'i"{!'�d:F:tfi)�cH������.f'f8N�ant IOD Bend No Money. Notblllll to pay postman. 

...-----CUT HERE----..-. 

MAIL ORDER 
AU DEL, Publishers, 49 W. 23 St., "f� �.0q!_' 
Please •end me POitpald for P'RIEE IEXAMIHATION book• 
marked 00 below, If I decide to keep them I acree to m:n.:,' ,:,r:-.7 s�ay�oC:,7h1,·�� b:a0c� 06o�t' oc::r::·:.::1 
have paid prk:e, otherwise 1 will return them. 0 TRUCK & TRACTOR GUIDE1 1299 Pages . .. $ 4 0 AUTOMOBILE MECHANICS GUIDE, 1800 Pages 4 0 DIESEL ENGINE MANUAL, 575 Pages· • • • •  :l 0 MACHINISTS HANDY BOOK,l650 Pages • • •  4 0 WELDERS GUIDE, 400 Pages • • • • • • • • 1 
0 BLUE PRINT READING, 416 Pages • • • . • a 0 MATHEMATICS & CALCULATIONS, 700 Pages. 2 0 SHEET METAL PATTERN LAYOUTS, 1100 Pages 4 0 SHEET METAL WORKERS HANDY BOOK, 388Pgs. 1 0 MECHANICAL DRAWING GUIDE, 160 Pages . • 1 0 MECHANICAL DRAWING & DESIGN. 480 Pages a 
0 AIRCRAFT WORKER, 240 Pages • . • • • • • 1 0 TELEVISION SERVICE MANUAL, 384 Pages. • 2 0 RADIOMANS GUIDE, 914 Pages • • • • • • • 4 0 ELECTRONIC DEVICES, 216 Pages • • • • • • a 0 ELECTRIC MOTOR GUIDE, 1000 Pages • • • • 4 0 ELECTRIC WIRING DIAGRAMS, 272 Pages • • 1 0 ELECTRICIANS EXAMINATIONS, 250 Pages. • 1 0 ELECTRIC POWER CALCULATIONS, 425 Pages. 3 0 HANDY BOOK OF ELECTRICITY, 1440 Pages. • 4 0 ELECTRIC DICTIONARY, 9000 Terms • . . . . a 0 ELECTRIC LIBRARY, 7000 Pages (12 Book Set) 18 0 MARINE ENGINEERS HANDY BOOK, 1258 Pgs. 4 0 SHIPFITTERS HANDY BOOK, 250 Pages . . • L 0 REFRIGERATION & Air Conditioning, 1280 Pgs. 4 0 MILLWRIGHTS & MECHANICS GUIDE.l200 Pgs. 4 
0 POWER PLANT ENGINEERS GUIDE, 1500 Pages + 0 ENGINEERS & FIREMANS EXAMS, 525 Pages. 1 0 PUMPS, Hydraulics & Air Compressors, 1658 Pg�, 4 0 ENGINEERS LIBRARY (3 Book Set) • • • • •  9 0 MECHANICAL DICTIONARY, 950 Pages • . . . 4 0 GARDENERS & GROWERS GUIDES (4 Book Set) 6 
0 CARPENTERS & BUILDERS GUIDES (4 Book Set) 6 0 PLUMBERS & Steamfitters Guides (4 Book Set) 6 0 MASONS AND BUILDERS GUIDES (4 Book Sel) 6 
0 PAINTERS & DECORATORS MANUAL,450Pgs. 2 0 HOUSE HEATING GUIDE, 1000 Paees. 4 
D OIL BURNER GUIDE, 384 Pages • • • • • • • I 
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Occupatton_ 
P.F. &mplo)'•d b�·---------------



It all started with a horoscope 

and ended with a kiss-that 

was written in the stars . 

• 

THE BLUSTERY WIND whipped 
around the corner of the Hi l lsdale Sta
tion and Carol Lee made a grab for her 

hat and tried to keep her coat from billowing. 
She laughed, mostly because she l aughed eas
ily these days with a new and incredible sense 
of freedom. It would take l ittle encourage
ment for her to flap her arms and soar l ike a 
bird up into the heavy, leaden sky. 

The commuters' train to New York came 
into the station with another gust of wind and 
a gray snap-brim hat cart-wheeled down the 
tracks. A tal l  man in tweeds took off after it 
and finally caught up. Carol, along with the 
14 



HYou're even more 
beautiful when you're 
mad as hops." 
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other morning commuters, smiled and the man 
grinned back sheepishly. 

He must ·be a stranger to Hi l l sdale, Carol 
decided, because what girl  could forget him 
if  she'd happened to meet him in the super
market or at a country club dance' He \\'as 
too tall and well bui lt and his face was too 
attractive to be overlooked. As Carol cl imbed 
up the train's steps she noticed two girls 
hanging back a l i ttle until  the man went by. 

Following her usual routine, Carol slipped 
into the seat by the window towa ·d the I ro01t 
of the far, unfolded her newspaper to the 
crossword puzzle and dug a pencil out of 
her purse. Your lndl t,id!laf H oro.rcope was 
next to the puzzle and for the first time in  
weeks Carol read i t :  

Oct. 2 4·  t o  Nov. 2 2  ( Scorpio ) .  Get o u t  of 
town early. Make better and more efficient 
arrangements in home management. Unex
pected message from a distance. New ac
quaintance gives big lift to your I if e. 

A quiet chuckle made Carol turn her head 
quickly. The man with the roving hat was 
sitting beside her. He reached across and 
tapped the horoscope with his forefinger. 

"Do you bel ieve in that""  he asked curious
ly.  

Actually, she only had a mild interest in 
what the stars decreed, but the man's amuse
ment made her defiant. 

"Of course. Some of the most bri l li ant 
minds do too." There, that should silence 
him unti l the train pulled into Grand Central. 

"Mind if I look at i t  fpr a second?" he 
asked and before she r ·o· dd replv the new-;. 
paper was being gently drawn out of her 
l ap.  "Thanks." ... 

He might be pol ite and gentle about it, 
but he st i l l  seemed to take what he wanted. 
It left Carol with a feel ing of being pushed 
around-one she definitely disliked. 

He looked at her and his• sudden shy smi le 
was startling. "Maybe there's something in 
what the stars say after all. What are you?" 

Unless she wanted to make an absurd issue 
out of it she was compelled to answer. ' ' I 'm 
Scorpio." She said it with cold dignity. 

"Ummmmm," he muttered as he read her 
horoscope. ' ' I 'm Taurus. Mine says, 'Analyze 
all points of difference with those necessary 
to your personal happiness.' " He l ifted an 
eyebrow at her. " 'New friends bring better 
understanding and excitement. This can be 
a gainful day . .' " 

He returned the paper. 'Tm convinced. 
You ' re the new friend, I hope." He smiled 
that sudden shy smile again and she couldn' t  
seem to force her  eyes down to the puzzle. 
"A girl  with such honey colored hair and 
such clear dark blue eyes would be necessary 
to any man's happiness." 

Th is time her eyes flew down and she felt a 
warm glow brush her cheeks. She'd picked a 
fine day to read her horoscope, after having 
ignored i t  for weeks. This man had a di rect
ness that was disconcerting. 

"Mind sharing the sports page? After that 
chase for my hat I forgot to grab a paper. ' '  

Wi thout speaking Carol handed it to  him. 
She couldn 't  concentrate on the puzzle so 
she stared out the window, concentrating on 
the tempestuous wind that was bending the 
trees. She was glad this man thought her at
tractive. She wanted to look lovelv today for 
her . fi ance, Johnny. He'd sounded excited 
and a l ittle mysterious when he'd told her 
he'd have a big surprise for her at lunch. 

Carol could feel the man watching her and 
she unconsciously l ifted her chin. 

It  was also with a sense of shame that she 
acknowledged how enchanting her sudden 
freedom from · responsibil i ty was. 

Ever since her father's death three years 
ago Carol had taken care of her younger sis
ter, Sal ly. She hadn't been quite old enough 
for the responsibi l i ty and recently  she'd won
dered j ust how badly she'd spoiled the l<2vely 
capricious Sally. It hadn't been easy bringing 
her up, · and in the exigencies of earning a 
living she had let Sally have her own way 
too much. 

But she would have done an even worse 
j ob without Johnny's constant help. As long 
as she coul d  remember Johnny had lived 
around the corner waiting to malry her. They 
wouldn't go ahead with their own plans, be
cause neither of them wanted to uproot 
Sally. 

· 

Theil suddenly, unexpectedly, twelve days 
ago Sally met a new man. He was a southern
er whose charm had captivated her. A few 
nights l ater. his mother telephoned from 
South Carolina inviting Sally for a visit, and 
she'd gone. And sl·ortly after her arr iva l  
a telegram came announcing their weddir�g 
the following month. Even Johnny's e-manim. 
ity had been ruffled by the abruptness of it. 
They didn't know this boy, Carol argued, 
but after endless discussion they decided there 
was nothing they could do. 
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But Carol"s thoughts were then interrupted, 

as was the t ra in 's  steady jog,ging. 
"I said, ' '  the man sounded plaintive, , 

"wu ldn' t  we talk ?  You' re my new friend. 
You r horoscope and mine prove it ." 

She turned and looked at him with del ib
er,i l t  t horou,chnt,s. " No," she· sai d.  

He stood and tu rned up h i s  col lar .  "You ' re 
a blast nf wi nter . But you ' l l  be sorry," he 
promised. And she caught an unmistakable 
twinkle in  his eye as he wa lked toward the 
smokinc car. 

H er 'dark blue eyes strayed irom the puzzle 
to the horoscope. Taurus, he'd said. A pri l 
t wenty-fi rst to May twentieth. He hadn't 
made this  up. She read a loud, ' ' New friends 
brinJ! better understanding and excitement ."  
Then she glanced at her  own again reading, 
"New ac9uaintance gives big l i ft to your 
l i fe. " Coi ncidence, she thought, was a crazy 
t h in,�:. 

When the train creaked into Grand Cen
t ra l  the stranger was nowhere in sight, and 
she was J:.!lad. I dl y, she wondered why he'd 
been in H i l lsdale, and i f  she'd ever see him 
a.garn .  

COU NTESS DUlAIN'S CHIC costume 
j ewel ry shop was a narrow four story 

bui ld in,g t ucked in between two skyscrapers on 
Madison Avenue. A sma l l  bronze elevator 
whisked Carol up to the top floor. Even after 
several months she sti l l  t ingled when she 
walked through the big work room to her 
office at the back with her name l ettered in 
gold on the door. 

The enormous skyl ight showed up the l it�er 
on her drawin,g table and Carol ha�t�ned to 
straighten things up before she s l ipped off_ 
her coat. As head designer for the firm she' d 
been having trouble with the rest of her 
spring l i ne these l ast day�. Fortunately there 
were sti l l  about th ree more weeks in which 
to finish it. . 

She sat on the high stool dood l ing, trying 
to design jewelry that was chic and one step 
ahead of the fashion trend. As  she crumpled 
the umpteenth sheet of paper, the door was 
flunl! open. Only the Countess herself en
tert·d a room like that. 

She talked with the speed of a machine �un. 
Through her sputtering Carol managed to 
gather that the spring designs had to be 
hnished in one week to meet a new produc
tion schedule. It was with some d i ffiCul ty 
that Carol kept from tumbling off the stool. 

"You see Johnny, non?" the Countess de
manded. 

"I see Johnny, yes, for lunch." 
Because Johnny's father's firm handl9d the 

Countess' legal busi ness he'd suggested Cuol 
for this job after she finished her course at 
the School of Design. She didn't  start as a 
head designer in the beginning, but when the 
Countess fired Carol ' s  boss it  was Carol, 
amazingly, who took over. Her work more 
than j ustified the Countess' gamble. 

' Te l l  Johnny no marriage for a while." 
The Countess' ·eyes gl inted. 'Tm sending you 
to Paris for the fashion showings . It 's  a re
ward," she hastened to add, "for turning 
out a superb spring l i ne." Then she went out 
af:ain like a whir lwind.  

Carol  stared at the blank sheet of d rawing 
paper. Paris! The Countess wou ld work her 
l ike a donkey, but she' d sti l l . see Paris. And 
she'd be as carefree as a lark.  Sal l y  wou l d  
be safely married t o  the man she loved, and 
Johnny who a lways understood wou l d  wait 
a l i t t le longer. Th is wou ld be more than j ust 
a trip to· Paris. It \voul d  be Carol 's  first big 
adventure . . .  

Johnny was waiting near the entrance of 
the 9uiet restaurant off Madison Avenue 
when Carol came in. 

Seeing Johnny al ways brought a n ice warm 
feeling to her. H i s  smile was so eager and 
his eyes had a habit of l ighting as i f  there 
was a torch behind them. He made a gir l  
feel precious and desired. 

' T m  late." She made it an apology. ' Tve 
been tryinf,; to nuke somet h i n p  fabulou� come 
out of my d rawing board, but I only got 
doodles." 

"I like waitin,g for you." He smiled. " l t  
makes me feel superior when I see what the  
other men draw." 

She laughed u p  at him.  " No wonder 
women love you, Johnny.  Even the \.ountess. 
You make us so Yery sp�:cia l .  

H e  looked down at  her .  "You are, Carol ."  
Thei r table was in t he center of the room, 

the flowers on it were the sma l l  yel low roses 
she l iked, and the sherry was dry and de
l icious. Without effort Johnny a lways got the 
best. Life with him would be serene and 
gracious, because he was a 9uiet contained 
man, very gentle in  his relationships with 
people. Yet, Johnny had always been able to 
control Sal ly  when her temper flared and it 
was he to whom she turned with her prob
lems. 
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They were 'drinking their coffee when 
Johnny smiled. ' 'Remember nv: �urrrisei 
Maybe you haven't real ized it, but I 've been 
jumping up and down l ike a yo-yo." 

' ' I 'd love to see that just once . . . Then her 
qutek laughter died. She'd been stupid not 
to have realized that his surprise must be 
her engagement ring. Since their marriage 
had been set for some future date Carol 
hadn't wanted a ring. She'd been afraid that 
it might make Sally feel unhappy: Johnny had 
understood and been sweet. 

Somehow, she had to stop this. For a little 
while she wanted desperately to savor free
dom, to try her wings just once before she 
settled down to marriage, to do the si l ly 
harmless things she would have done if her 
father had l ived. 

"Johnny, I 've never been free before," she 
said with painful slowness. "Not since I was 
a l ittle girl. When dad was al ive I sti l l  tried 
to run the house for him and Sally." 

Carol knew by the quiet watchfu lness in 
Johnny's eyes that he was bewi ldered. She 
told him quickly, the words tumbling out, 
about the Countess' offer. ' ' I 've never been 
to Paris ." She couldn't stop the yearning in 
her voice. 

He took time putting out his cigarette and 
his face was expressionless. "You mean you 
don't want to marry me, Carol?"  

It wasn't what she meant. She was doing 
this badly. From the moment he'd asked 
her months ago she'd never considered any
thing else but their ultimate marriage. She 
loved him, but she needed time to be by 
herself and on her own. She needed a first 
and last glorious adventure. 

"I d idn't think a few more weeks would 
matter, Johnny." 

HE TIJRNED THE MATCHES slowly in 
his fingers, around and around. " I  sup

pose I took it for granted that you loved me. " 
" But I do, Johnny. Oh, I do." Her eyes 

pled with h im. " I  only wanted a l ittle time free 
of responsibil i ty:· 

"In Paris," his mouth twisted wryly, "to 
kick up your heels without me." He thought 
:1bout it, then suddenly smiled. "I have it. 
We' l l  go to Paris on our honeymoon. I ' l l  
show you a l l  the places I went when I was 
in service ."  He covered her cold hand with 
his and kept smi l ing.  

"Now, I ' l l  tel l  you my surprise. Remember 
I 've talked to you about my col lege room-

mate, Zack Talbot? He's a terrific guy. Our 
paths separated when I studied law and -he 
went in for mining engineering, but we al
ways managed to keep in touch. Now, hold 
ti,:.;ht to your cha i r, dar l ing. Zack' s  here ! No 
kidding, without warning he dropped into my 
office yesterday afternoon . "  

' ' Impulsive. " She couldn't think o f  any
thing else to say. 

"Sure, that's Zack . ' '  He grinned. ' 'He's 
between copper mines now and he's staying 
with me in Hi l lsdale. He came out last 
night, in fact, and he's agreed to be my best 
man if we get married in a week . . . He leaned 
toward her and his face was sti l l .  "We wi l l  
get married, won't we, Carol?"  

"(omplete with  red carpet and an organ 
grinding the prisoner's song," an amused 
voice said. Carol looked up quickly, and 
straight into the grinning face of the man 
with the roving hat. She gasped. 

"You look exactly l ike the picture I saw 
of you last night, Carol. Only you're much 
more al ive and so much more beautiful ."  
He pulled out  a chair and sat  across from 
them. ' ' I  rode in with her on the train this 
morning, Johnny. I pretended I didn't know 
who she was." 

Sometimes being a lady is a catastrophe. 
And right now Carol wished she were a 
shrew. ' ' I 'm sorry I can't go along with your 
plans. Besides my j ob there's Sally's wedding, 
so it won't  be possible for me to marry 
Johnny in a week."  She managed to smile 
coolly at Zack. 

"Anything's possible with the Talbots," he 
.informed her grandly. " I  have it all  set. 
Johnny told me your sister is unpredictable 
and that there's nothing she l ikes as much 
as a sudden change of plans. So we' ll have 
her come right back and make it a double 
wedding. "  

He looked del ighted with himself  as he 
ordered champagne. "Since everything's set
tled we' l l  celebrate." 

Carol could feel the color slowly rise in 
her cheeks. I t  took tremendous effort not to 
breathe fire. Here this Zack Talbot sat beam
ing at her while he calmly arranged her l i fe. 
Charmingly he simply ignored any of her 
objections. This morning on the train he'd 
seemed to take what he wanted, even if it 
had been a newspaper. Wel l, he wasn't ar
ranging her l i fe for her. She wished she 
could bribe the waiter to drop a little rat 
poison in his champagne. 
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"I told Zack he and Sally would be great 

pals. They' re a lot al ike. They both make 
<JUick decisions and they're always doing the 
unexpected."  Johnny looked happier than 
she'd ever seen h im. It made her dislike Zack 
even more, if it were possible. 

After a polite sip of �hampagne, Carol 
gathered up her gloves and purse. "This is 
festi ve. but I ' m  knee-deep in designs." It was 
Zack who helped her on with her coat and 
patted her shou lder with big brother affection. 

' This is a gainful day for me because 
you're my new friend . ' '  Zack grinned as he 
reminded her of his horoscope. 

' ' I  wouldn't  count on it ," she said  quietly. 
There was that n ice glow in Johnny's eyes 

again. 'Ti l  cal l  you later at the house, darling. 
You've made me so happy." 

"But, Johnny, I 'm not going to-" 
"Run along," Zack said heartily, "or those 

designs wil l get cold ."  
"Don't let  i t  bother you," she said .  "Just 

let me worry about my business while you go 
tend to your copper. " 

He laughed delighted ly.  " Johnny, you 
didn't tel l me she had a temper." 

"I don't think I knew it." Johnny sounded 
perplexed. 

She smiled much too sweetly at Zack. 
"It 's just that I have to become accustomed 
to your gruesome sense of humor." At least 
she had the satisfaction of seeing him start 
before he laughed again. "Good-by, Johnny, ' '  
she said softly. 

Walking back to the Countess' she ad
mitted that she had never met a man who so 

.thoroughly annoyed her. Well ,  he  wasn't 
bul lying her into a fast marriage. I t  was 
incredible that she thought he was so at
tractive when they met on the train.  

The wind blasted around a bui lding, and 
sent her hat sai l ing through the air.  It  
dropped in  front of a truck whose wheels 
crushed it. The wind whipped her honey 
colored hair as she looked sadly at what 
had been a gay jaunty thing. That miserable 
Zack Talbot had managed to rescue his· hat, 
but hers had to get smashed. It  might be an 
omen. 

Nothing went right for the rest of the 
day. Her mind remained a blank as she 
doodled. At last Carol climbed weari ly  off 
the high stool. She wished she could cal l  
Johnny and ask him to take her for a quiet, 
peaceful dinner, but she was afraid Zack Tal
bot might come along. 

Rushing for her train, the wind snatched 
her umbrella and turned it inside out with 
the speed of a magician doing card tricks. 
She jammed it into a trash can and tried to be 
very nonchalant about her dripping hair. On 
the train she watched the rain pel t  the win
dow and thought unti I her head hurt. Every
thing was about  to happen to her in a week. 
The spring line had to be completed, and 
Johnny was insisting on their marriage, aided 
and abetted by the insufferable Zack. Mar
riage, designs, marriage designs, marriage
the words pounded through her brain in 
rhythm with the train's wheels. 

::��==�<:.___;)�::���� J l J CHAPTER TWO (' 
::�r-..../'V::�<:__)�::�'-.../():: 

Don't Disturb My Heart 

AT HILLSDALE STATION she dashed 
through puddles to her parked car. I t  

seemed j ust l ike a thousand other evenings 
when she returned home from work, except 
for the rain .  The same lights shone brightly 
from every window; the same music was 
heard on her car radio. But suddenly she 
slammed on the brakes ahd stared at the 
house. Something was wrong. No one was 
home but the place was alive with lights. 

In a Aash she was out of her car and runn ing 
across the lawn and up the  stone steps. And 
as she stuck her kev into the lock. she heard 
her sister's warm fl irtatious laughter. 

Carol closed the door quietly and stared as 
if  ghosts were i nhabiting the place. She 
could hardly believe what she saw. 

Sal ly couldn ' t  be here dancing with Zack 
Talbot. 

Carol could feel herself getting cold .and 
hot as waves of indignation rolled over her. 
When Zack had talked so blithely at lunch 
about making it a double wedding, he'd 
a lready contacted Sally and arranged it .  He'd 
made a fool out of her and Carol 's eyes 
blazed. If he thought he could run her l ife 
he had a great deal to learn. 

"Carol, darl ing!" Sal ly cried and started 
to run toward her before she caught the look 
in Carol 's eyes. ' ' I 'm sorry to come home 
again , "  she cried, "but Malcom turned out to 
be a perfect heel ." She shuddered charmingly 
and turned so Zack wouldn't fai l  to get the 
full benefit. ' ' I 'm sorry you're disappointed I 
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didn't marry h im, but you can 't  make you r
self love someone any more than you can make 
yourself  stop loving someone." 

Carol felt sick i nside when she rea l i zed 
that Sal ly had completely misunderstood her 
indignation. She loved her and the thing 
she most wanted was Sal l y " ,  Lappinc :;s . 

"Darl ing, of course I want you here. You 
certainly couldn't  marry a heel . . . 

Zack s l ipped his  arm around Sally with an 
easy fami l iar ity .  ' ' I t isn't you, sweet ie .  I t ' s  
me. Carol ' s  j ust rebe l l ing against what  the 
stars forete l l . "  When he grinned there was 
that infuriating twinkle in h i s  eyes again. 
" But you better pay attention, Carol .  Remem
ber your horoscope said  to make better and 
more efficient arrangements at home. And 
Jidn't i t  say you 'd  get a message from a long 
distance 

. . 
and a new acguaintance? You were 

warned. 
"Do you two know each other( '  Sal ly 

was surprised. 
"This is the th ird time today I 've seen 

him." Carol couldn · t guite keep the bitterness 
out of her voice. ' T i l  go change into some
thing dry." 

Going .up the stai rs she realized with some
thing of a shock that if she'd stayed another 
second she wou�d have burst into tears. She 
hadn't done that in years but then she hadn't 
felt this way in years, either. Her resentment 
of Zack, her worry about the designs she must 
get out, Johnny's insistence upon an imme
diate marriage and the ache she felt for her 
unexpected loss of freedom, made her feel 
awful .  

Carol stayed under the shower a long 
time, think i ng. One thing was certain, Zack 
wasn't guite as infa l l ible as he thought he 
was. Because of Sal ly ' s  return there could  be 
no marriage next week for her and Johnny, 
and no g lorious adventure in Paris. Things 
were exactly as they ' d  been before Sal ly 
left for South Carolina. I t  was as i f  these 
last few days had been make-bel ieve. 

A fter h er hair was dry she sl i pped into a 
taffy colored wool d ress whose ski rt flared 
from a wide sad dle leather cinch belt. She 
wore a gold necklace of her own design, with 
wide bracelets and earrings to match. When 
·;he opened the bedroom door and heard 
laughter, she suddenly, inexpl icably resented 
11 and ran down the stairs. What on earth 
was wrong with her? The stars must have put 
a ' j inx on her today! 

When she entered the room, Sal l y  took 

one look at her and switched off the re(Qrd 
player. "Zack 's  :1 d iY ine J;1 ncer . . .  She sm: led 
at him before she turned to Carol again, 
her eyes narrowing a l i tt le. " I  rea l ly shouldn't  
have come home, " she sa id guiet ly. "Zack 
j ust told me you and Johnny pla nned to get 
married early next week. " 

"Zack 's mistaken , "  Carol 'a i d  l ightl v .  
"Oh ?" Sal ly's smi le was weak. Then she 

changed the subject. "Malcom taught me one 
thing-how to make a magnol ia cocktai l .  
I ' l l  m i x  some so you can see why I l dt h i m." 
Her laughter d idn't hold much m i rth as  she 
went into the kitchen. 

Carol ' s  eyes were col d.  " I  hope you're 
thorou_gh ly S;ltisfied." she Stormed at Z:,c k .  
" None of this i s  any o f  your busine's and 
you act as though your whole mission in l ife 
is to interfere in our affai rs. You're Johnnv · �  
friend and that's h is privilege, but i t  doesn ' t  
mean that I have t o  l ike you o r  want t o  have 
you around. I won't  have you hurting Sal ly." 

'Tm not the one who hurt her,  Carol," 
he said guietly.  

" J  know Sal ly. She's upset enough about 
her latest romance without your tel l ing her 
that Johnny and I are getting married. We' re 
not. That was your plan, not ours ."  

' ' Not yours ,flnyway. "  He smiled .  "You're 
stal l i ng old Johnny, and long engagements 
lose zest and excitement. I f  they keep on l ike 
that for long, soon vou · r�: a s  'ert led and 
unromantic as though you'd been married 
for years." 

H e  watched the color flare into her chet-ks 
and her eyes flash. He smiled again .  "You· re 
going to disl ike this, but you ' re even more 
more beautiful when you're mad as hops." 

He sl ipped his arm around her and prac
tical ly  dragged her over to the record player. 
" Let's dance and bury the hatchet. I won't be 
here long, Carol, though maybe it' l l  be long 
enough." 

When he switched on the record it  was 
easier to dance than argue about it. He held 
her l ightly, yet she coul d  feel the strength 
of his arm around her. And when the music 
ended he sti l l  kept it there. 

' ' I 've wanted to do this ever since I saw 
your picture at Johnny's l ast n ight." There 
was a diabolical g leam in  h i s  eye. 

Then he kissed her. She tried to jerk away, 
knowing it  was useless. She hated his ruth
lessness in  simply helping h imelf to what
ever he  wanted, and she stiffened. Then she 
wondered why she was making so much of 
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this k iss? Other men had k issed her and 
she'd taken it  l ightly enough .  But now she 
wasn 't .  

A TRAY SLAMMED DOWN on the coffee 
table and Zack let her g!J. She whirled 

to meet Sal ly's white infuriated face. "Isn't 
Johnny enough for you) ' '  Sal l y  yel led. "Do 
you have to take a new man I'm interested 
in, too? You always spoi l  everything for me. " 
She rushed out of the room and her angry 
sobs echoed back to them. 

Carol stood perfectl y  sti l l ,  unable to move. 
She'd never taken any man away from Sal ly, 
or even tried. 

' ' I 've done a miserable job with her," she 
fi nal ly said. " But I'm on ly two years older and 
I'm pretty stupid, I guess . ' ·  Her voice caught. 
"Now, she doesn' t  even l ike me." 

Zack lit a cigarette and put i t · between her 
l ips. " You' re right, Caro l , "  he said a lmost 
gently.  "You're pretty stupi d . "  

There was a pecul iar  l ittle tight feel ing 
inside of her, one she'd never fel t  before. I t  
was because of Sally's  outburst. It couldn't  
be anythi ng else. But she wasn't  absolutely 
sure. 

' ' I ' m  sorry, Carol . ' '  Sally said, coming 
back into the room. ' T i l  apologize. I ' m  a 
spoi led ungratefu brat and you do every
thing for me." 

Except give you happiness, Carol thought. 
But she · managed to add, "Zack only kissed 
me because he knew it woul d  make me mad," 
she said. " And bel ieve me, he's the last man 
I ' d  ever want. " 

"You know you shouldn't  flatter me l ike 
that." Zack chuckled. 

Carol didn't glance at h im. , "Johnny' l l  be 
phoning any t i :nc and- - "  

"Oh, I called h i m  when I got into New 
York this afrernoon. "  Sal l y  was off-hand 
about it. " He's bringing steaks and a bottle 
of wine to celebrate my return." 

Carol walked over to the fi replace and 
tossed her cigarette on the brightly burning 
logs. · It a lways had been Johnny to whom 
Sal ly turned. He was a lways around to make 
her feel better when one of her romances 
fizzled. ·It was Johnny who a lways calmed 
Sal ly and made hec behave when her temper 
flared. Zack was right. Carol was stupid.  

Sal ly  held out  her arms to him. "Let's 
dance." 

He had j ust whirled her around when she 
reached up and k issed h im, her l i ps pressed 

haord against his and her eyes closed. Carol 
froze. She d iscovered that her nails were bit
ing into the palms of her hands. Zack wasn't 
any good for Sal ly. But then she was honest 
enough to admit that it wasn ' t  that at al l .  
Incomprehensively, monstrously, Carol was, 
for this  one moment, j ealous of her sister. 

Everything in her screamed out in protest. 
It couldri.'t be true, it j ust coul dn't .  She a lmost 
hated Zack and h is  infuriat ing infa l l i bi l ity. 
He'd never be anything to her. Never! 

Fina l ly she turned and looked down into 
the fi re. She was mixed up and this was 
j ust the end of a hard, confusing, and terrible 
day. 

The front door burst open with the howl 
of the wind and Johnny was standing there, 
h is  arms ful l  of packages. There was that 
wonderful eager smile on h is good looking 
face. 

" H i ,  darl i ng ! "  Sally cal led, and was out 
of Zack's arms and into Johnny's, packages 
and al l .  

They a l l  went into the k itchen and Johnny 
kissed Carol 's  cheek and smi led down into 
her eyes. " Hello," he said softly. 

"Hel lo," she answered and held onto him 
for a minute. 

While Johnny mixed cocktai ls, Zack took 
complete charge of the steak. Sal ly hung on 
his every movement, her eyes wide with won
der at h is  competence. Even Johnny beamed 
with del ight that his  friend was there among 
them, feel ing at home. But Carol didn't  feel 
comfortable, and g lared at them as she mixed 
a salad. You'd th ink no man ever slapped .I  
steak under a broi ler before the way Sal ly  
and Johnny were applauding Zack's cook
ing abi l ity. It didn't  help any when Zack 
caught her eye and winked. 

Dinner was gay enough with Sally at her 
best. She was h i lariously amusing when she 
described her sojourn in  the deep South with 
her ex-fiance. Then Zack took over and Carol 
in spite of herself, was impressed with his 
h igh good humor and h i s  undeniable charm. 
And she was conscious of his hand touching 
hers when he passed her the pepper. 

They were fini shing d inner when Sally 
abruptly asked Johnny, "Did Carol tel l  you 
she kissed Zack ? "  

There was a smal l  startled si lence before 
Carol said, "No, I didn't  tel l  h i m  you did 
either because I s imply forgot about it ." 

Sal ly 's  eyes were wicked as she sltd them 
from Carol to Zack. ' T i l  bet." 
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Johnny didn't  l ook happy about this, bpt 
he smi led. "Zack 's  always been a bear with 
the girls, Sal ly ." 

"Especial ly girls  as beautiful  as you two," 
Zack said easi l v .  ' T i l  admit I shou ldn ' t  hav e 
done it since they ' re your gir ls, Johnny." He 
gnnned. "But it was mighty nice . . . 

Sal l y  shoved back her chair  and j umped up. 
"Let's go see l ights and people. There's a 
midweek dance at the club tonight." She 
raised her arms above her head as though 
she were trying to push through a conlming 
cage, and a restless discontent was m i r rored 
in her eyes. 

"It 's blowing a ,calt, honey," Zack pro
tested. 

"Afraid of a l i ttle wind and rain?"  she 
taunted. 

He chuckl ed.  "Away we go. You and 
Carol coming out into the hurricane with us, 
Johnny?" 

"Later. I want to talk to Carol fi rst . "  
Whi le Sal ly got ready, Carol c leared off 

the table and by the time she brought the 
coffee into the l iving room, Sal ly and Zack 
had left 

JOHNNY STI L L  LOOKED U N H A PPY 
as he leaned against the mantle. "I don't  

think I l ike your kissing Zack very much," 
he sai d  evenl y .  "I don't  think it showed par
ticularly good j u dgment when Sal ly ' s  so ob
viously interested in him." 

She put her cup down hard. "It hasn't 
occurred to you that Zack might have k issed 

")" me. 
Johnny smi led w ryly. " F rom Sal ly's tone 

I don't imagine you objected, and Zack is 
terrific." He shook his  head, evidently re
membering some of Zack's  escapades in the 
past. " My point is, darl ing, that Sal ly 'houl d  
have a clear field with h i m .  I t  wou l d  be J,:reat 
if she coul d  fal l  in love with him." 

"And i f  he reciprocates ."  There wasn 't  the 
sl ightest use: tel l i ng Johnny that she found 
his friend an insufferable bul l y  be:nt on re
arranging their l in:s. 

"Sal ly  and he ;He maJe for e:lCh o: l'er 
They're both unpredictable, sparkl ing and 
volati le . · ·  He was positive about it. There 
was an excited glow in h is eyes, and for the 
first time Carol realized how much he ad
mired such quali t ies in them. "Now, about 
us." He finished his  coffee. 

"We're j ust back where we were, Johnny, 
before we thought Sal ly  was going to marry 

Malcom. We'l l  have to keep on waiting." She 
looked into the fire remembering her short 
taste of freedom and felt ashamed. 

"No, " he said, "we won't keep waiting." 
She looked up at him, startled by the stern 
l ines around his mouth. ' Tve done some 
thinking and I 've come up with a few answers. 
We'l l  get married on Monday. That' l l  give 
us time to get the l icense and for you to finish 
up your sprin,g designs and tel l the Countess 
you ' re quitting."  

He smi led at  her .  " I  want a ful Ltime wife, 
not a part-time designer. \'\1 :  ' I I  t ; tLc Salh· 
along to Paris with us. The three of us w i l l  
have a big time and i t ' l l  be a thri l l  for Sal ly 
too. When we return we' l l  move into my 
house. The important thing is that Sal ly ' l l  
kno'w she's one o f  u s  and that" l l  gi \ e  her a 
feel ing of real secu rity ."  

H e  came and stood in  front of  Carol. look
i ng at her steadi ly .  "You w i l l  marry me on 
Monday, won't you ?" 

She started to laugh and stopped. If  
Johnny didn't  see that no gir l  wanted her 
sister or anyone else on her honeymoon, it 
would  be useless to point it  out. Yet, wouldn't  
i t  be the solution to her  confusion and her 
doubts and a long engagerflent? Everyone 
had to finish growing up sometime and settl e  
down. 

Sudd�n ly she looked hard at Johnny. This 
wasn't l ike him. Before he'd always recog
nized that thei r situation with Sal ly took 
patience and understanding, and at � no time 
had he mentioned taking her along on their  
honeymoon. She began to understand.  

I t  took a second to guiet the turmoil in  
her. "You've been ta l king to  Zack, haven 't 
you ?" 

"Yes. And he crysta l l i zed the entire is<ue 
for me. Zack showed me that you and I 
can't j ust mark time waiting for �al ly to 
sett le down, when we can so eas i ly  take her 
into our l ives and make it a pattern for 
three." He smi led his lovely eager smile. 
"Zack says our long engagement has made 
you rest !..::;-; ,, r_ 1 that ' s  why you wanted :o 
take off to Paris alone." 

Za,-k .r.q .1 . z,,,-k • a  H .  The words beat through 
he until  she thought she' d scream. She 
wished the wind wo�l d  pick him up tonight 
and carry him out to sea where he coul d  start 
fixing things for the gul l s. 

When Carol cou l d  trust her voice again she 
said, 'T m j ust a l ittle t ired of your friend 
Zack" She ignored the shocked surprise on 



ADVENTURE I N  LOVE 23 
his face. ' "And I don't intend to have him 
run my l i fe . . . She sneezed. 

Johnny let out the breath he'd been hold
ing too long and smiled. ' " You're catching 
cold ."  That explained to him why she was 
antagon istic toward Zack. " Let me mix up 
a hot lemonade and then you run on up to 
bed . "  

. .  N o  lemonade, thanks . . . 
He leaned down and kissed her l ightly. 

' T i l  go to the c lub and tel l  Sal ly  and Zack 
our plans ."  He reached fo r her hands and 
pul led her up. ' ' I ' m  so glad it 's  sett led. I ' m  
happy, darling." 

She didn't say anything because there 
wasn ' t  anything to say that Johnny coul d  un
derstand. Zack, the great guy, was always 
right as far as Johnny was concerned . And a 
girl can 't  tear down a friendship that's lasted 
through the years. 

After the wind blew Johnny away, she 
stood staring at the front door.  She was tired 
of everything tonight. Bone t i red. She 
sneezed and went to the kitchen to clean up. 

:!c� '--'�::r.; '--'L__.?��...,==��== 

� CH APTER THREE � 
::��::c;�<:..__;>�::G�t-):: 

The Zodiac Was Right 

TH E  ALARM FAILED to waken Carol the 
next morning. When she opened her eyes 

and took one look at the clock she sprang out 
of bed. She'd missed the early train, but if  
she dressed with speed she coul d  stil l  snatch 
a cup of coffee and make the eight-fifty. 

Rushing to the kitchen, she passed Sal ly's 
closed door and smiled indulgently. Sall y  
never stirred a n  eyel id  before noon i f  she 
could possibly help it. 

But this morning Sal ly must have been up 
and out early because t�!ere were breakfast 
dishes for two stacked in the sink. There was 
also a smal l  astrology magazine with the. 
signs of the zodiac on the cover, propped 
up against the coffee pot. A scrawled note 
c l i pped on the top said : 

IY".Jtch )fJ!Ir JI:JI • .  Cum!. . ZT 
She drank her coffee standing.  So Zack had 

been here to breakfast with Sal ly and they'd 
gone off somewhere together, whi le she had 
to dash to work, cold or no cold.  Suddenly 
she grinned at herself .  Whining self-pity had 
never been one of her qual ities. 

Glancing at the kitchen clock, she j ammed 
some things into her purse and grabbed her 
gloves. As she ran to her car she wondered 
where Sally and Lad; had gone · 

Rid ing into New York, Carol . didn"t  open 
the newspaper to the crossword puzzle. And 
the last thing she wanled was to look at  
her horoscope . 

The morning seemed endless as she s.1t 
on the high stool in her office trying des
perately for an inspi ration. The Countess 
came in, wrung her hands in w i l d  anguish, and 
stormed out again .  

Final l y  Carol pushed back her hair and 
sighed . She opened her purse tor a package 
of cigarettes and the astrology magazine 
tumbled out on the drawing table. She 
rea l ized she must have jammed it in when 
she gathered up her things to make the dash 
tor the trai n .  Id ly, she looked at the cover 
as she l i t  a cigarette. She stared at it. Then 
she smashed out her cigarette and grabbed a 
penci l .  

Working feverishly she transferred the 
zodiac signs to her drawing paper. She was 
concentrating so hard she dido 't  even notice 
when the Countess opened the door and 
looked in. Carol was too busy d rawing c lever 
modern modifications of each symbol,  and 
the possibi l i ties were endl ess. 

It was after four when the Countess walked 
10 agam. 

' ' I 've got it ," Carol cried. "The stars were 
rea l l y  good to me today after a l l .  Come look." 

The Countess looked, and her sharp eyes 
began gleaming. She patted Carol on top of 
her blonde head. 

"Perfect! Superb, cherie. I am proud of you. 
Take off the rest of the week to celebrate. 
Jan, Phi l lipe, Baptiste," she yel led at her 
workmen and went out l ike another whirl
winJ, waving the sketches. 

Carol grinned and stretched her back. It 
was hard to bel ieve that the spring l ine was 
hnished and the Countess loved it. It left 
her feel i ng warm and exhi lerated. 

It was after five when Carol came out of 
the narrow bui ld ing and found Zack waiting 
there. She forgot about disl iking him be
cause he was in d i rect ly responsible for her 
success today. 

"I can't tel l  you how much I appreciated 
your leaving that astrology maga7:ine this 
morning for a gag."  Carol 's  laughter was 
l ight. "You didn't  know it, but you gave me 
the idea for the rest of my designs. · ·  
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He took her arm. ' 'You don't know it, but 
I 've neve:r hetn so glad about anyth i ng.  You 
better start paying attention now to what the 
stars have in mind for you."  He laughed down 
at her. ' "johnny"s car·s parked up the stre:cet. 
We' re meet ing h i m  and Sal l y  at Stone:cy H i l l  
I n n  for d i n ner. " 

She was so t lattd about htr work she didn't  
bother asking what he was doing i n  New 
York. The: wind was st i l l  a l ittle bl ustery but 
most of its fury had d ied in the "night along 
with the slashing rain.  There was a crisp
ness in the a i r  as Zack d rove expertly through 
the heavy traffic. 

Carol was bubbl ing over but she had to 
let it out. Very surprisingly. Zack was won. 
derful to talk to. He l i stened as i f  what she 
had to say was rea l ly  i mportant. 

"You l ike your work, don 't  you, Carol?" 
he asked after a whi le. 

"I love it .  I t 's  exciting." She laughed. 
"Even when things go wrong I adore it. · ·  

She looked down t h e  Connecticut park'way 
scarcely  seeing it. "Johnny doesn ·t want me 
to go on with it. He says he doesn't  want to 
share his wife with her work. But it's such 
a big part of my l i fe." So big that she hadn · t  
been able  to  make hersel f tel l the Countess 
that she was quitting. 

Zack d rove faster. The wind whipped 
about the parkway. Then he glanced at her. 

"You ' l l  miss your work more than Johnny 
real izes . " Then he · asked casual ly, . . Ever 
work in copper?" 

"No, but I hear it 's interesting. You see, 
Countess Dulaine abhors mass production and 
mass appeal . She wants her designs expensive 
and exclusive:. ' '  

Zack tol d  h e r  a lot about copper and sug
gested that topaz or synthetic emeralds would 
be striking combined with 1t . He told her 
there were some South American natiYe de. 
signs that cou l d  start a whole new trend i f  
properly redesigned for the  American mar 
ket. 

CAROL FOUND H ERSELF turning in the 
seat so she coul d  look at him, instinctively 

excited. It  was absurd, but she a lmost fel t  as 
if  she were having a date with a terribly at. 
tractive man who was both intrigui ng and 
charming. She smiled wryly at herself, know
ing he'd deliberately talked about copper 
jewelry to please her. 

"If you· re going to be unhappy not using 
your talent, Carol, why _don· t you talk to 

Johnny about gomg into business for your
sci f?" 

"He wouldn't see it." She turned around in 
the seat again. It was curious, but her antag. 
onisms toward him weren ·t  quite as acute: .ts 
they had been yesterday. 

Zack turned in between two stone gatts, 
and when he stopped in front of the inn, he 
tu rned toward her. "Johnny says t he wedding's 
all set for Monday. Is it, Carol ' · ·  There was 
something i n  his eyes that held hers. 

" Yes, it's set , ' '  she said .  · · But since you · re 
the one who promoted it ,  why are you so sur. 
prised ) ' . She got out of the car, trying to 
ignore him as she walked toward the big 
Colonia l  structure. 

As she entered, Carol smi l ed at Mr. Lord, 
the manager, who in formed her that Johnny 
and Sal ly were i n  the sma l l  a lcove to the 
ri_!iht. Carol sti l l  d idn ' t  speak to Zack as they 
moYed toward it. 

The alcove was fairly good sized with a 
table alonp, each side to a:-.sure reasonable 
privacy. But neither of th<:m was occupied. 
Carol saw Johnny and Sa l l y  standing i nstead, 
in front of the brightly burning fire. They were 
in each other's arms. 

Carol started into the room when Zack 
caught her arm and pul led her gently to one 
side. " Let's l eave them alone tonight. Sal l y  
needs reassurance about going t o  Pa ris with 
you . · ·  He smi led.  . . Please have dinner with 
me a lone. "  

' T m  rea l ly not hun,<5 ry ."  
She . was too resen tful to be. Zack was in

terfering a�ain, trying to make this into some. 
thing it wasn't .  He sounded as if she·d be 
i ntmding if she interrupted Johnny and 
Sa l ly. 

" I f  you don ·t  want any dinner, then l ef s  
stop and have a hamburger. · ·  She nodded .1 
weak assent. 

In the car he looked at her curiously for 
guite a long time before he asked, "You don't  
object to Johnny's k iss ing Sal ly l ike that?" 

"You love to cause trouble, don' t  you ? · ·  sht 
asked him curtly. 'They've a lways adored 
each other and as you say Sal ly's probably up
set about the whole situation. 

"So you rea l ly don ' t  mind, . .  he persisted. 
" Even about the honeymoon. "  He started the 
car and picked up a gay mood. "To heck 
with them. Let's  have a l i ttle fun." 

And Zack was fun. It  was i 11credib1e that 
Carol coul d  have such a delightful time with 
him eating a hambutger and drinking a coke. 
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He entertained her with ridiculous stories 
about South America and the copper mines, 
about the people whom he understood and 
loved. Soon she forgot a l l  her previous re
sent mcnt and .mta,t;on ism 

It was early when he brought her home. 
Surprisingly, after unlocking the door and 
turning on the l ights, he refused to come in. 
Abruptly, h: turned her toward him, his 
hands pres;o.ttg on her shoulders. 

' Do you rea l ly love Johnny, Carol? Do 
you love him enough? Is he in your mind 
every walking hour and are the things you do 
all tied up with him? When the moon,.s 
bright do you think ifs  really just for you 
and Johnny? Is your love your great ad
venture?" 

His voice was low and husky and his eyes 
held a strange burning l ight. "Because if you 
don't  love l ike that, Carol, it 's no good. It 's 
not enough . · ·  Then he turned and went down 
the steps. She stood there unt i l  he drove 
away. 

A lut •e. she repeated to herself, that is yo11,. 
f,feat adveii/Nre. 

She went into the si lent house. What he'd 
said disturbed her. And long after she was 
in bed she lav there thinking. She d id  love 
Johnny. She

· 
always had, even though i t  

didn't tit Zack · ,  dest r iptiol l .  Zack .' he w:t S 
a disturbing influence in their l ives from the 
moment he sat beside her on the train. 

· ·oarn h i m � · ·  she said a loud. 

CAROL OPENED ONE EYE and stretched 
luxuriously. It was nine twenty-seven. I f  

she kept t h i s  up she'd be  running races with 
Sal ly for the sleepyhead sweepstakes. To
morrow was time enough to go in to see 
Countess Dulaine. 

But since Zack might be coming for break
fast this morning with Sal ly, she sprang out 
of bed. She decided to make waffies, which 
were one of her specialties. 

Sal ly's door was closed again when she went 
downstairs. She was sorry because she felt 
that she and Sally ought to have a talk about 
the clothes they'd need for Paris. It was a 
l ittle start l ing when she realized that she 
was thinking .lbout her trousseau and Mon . 
day would be her wedding day. 

While Carol was straightening up the living 
room she suddenly knew Zack wasn't coming 
for breakfast with Sally.  It had been only a 
si l ly idea she'd had when she'd been half 
asleep, and she felt let down. 

The coffee was strong and hot and she 
sipped it while she made her grocery list. 
Then she opened the morning paper and 
glanced over the headlines before she turned 
to her horoscope. It was d isma l :  

OCT. 24 T O  NOV. 2 2  ( Swrpi u )  Tuday's 
planetary aspects show need for pati<::nce 
and understanding. Turn to better in
fluence>. Be duly concern· · . !  .d-,, · " '  your 
inti r n.•tc affairs. 

She threw the paper down ,lJ1d straightened 
up the l iving room again, hating her restless
ness. If this was al l  she was going to do after 
she married Johnny, the days would stretch 
out endkssly. 

Carol was lighting a cigarette when she 
realized the house was too quiet. She flew up 
the stairs and knocked on Sal ly's door. Then 
she opened it. 

The bed hadn't been slept in and there was 
a note on the pi l low. Carol snatched it, her 
hand trembling � l ittle. 

Darlinx. 
/' m xoinx b:tri! to So11tb Carolina and 

Malcom. IY'e p,11cbed tbin.�.r 11p w )OU xo 
on Jour hp11eymoon in peare. Thank' for 
erer)tbmx. C�rol. Tbere'.r .ro lillie I could 
er ·er do to .o hou· / ' r·t• afJprerio.�ted ull }Ott't•e 
don.-. YrJI/rt• Prell) u•onderf11l. 

Sally 

Tears stung Carol 's  eyes and she closed 
them. Sally would never find happiness with 
Malcom because she didn't love him enough. 
She ran to the closet. Most of the clothes were 
gone and it  looked bare and forlorn. What
ever else she did, Carol was going to stop 
Sal ly from making an irreparable mistake. So 
she telephoned Malcom's mother in South 
Carolina. 

When the connection was made she asked 
two qu.estions and got two cold answers. Then 
she hung up and leaned her forehead against 
the palm of her hand . Sally wasn't there, nor 
was she expected, and Malcom announced his 
wgagernent to another t:r r l .  

But  why had Sal ly l ied? And where was 
she? No one l ies and runs away unless she's 
wretchedly unhappy. Tears ran down Carol 's  
pale checks and she brushed them away. 

Zack ! Maybe Sally had told him where 
she'd gone. Frantically she phoned him at 
Johnny's house. 

He listened quietly and then he said, ' T t l  
b e  right there. Have you called Johnny?" 

She was shocked herself that she hadn't. 
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"I wil l ," she promised. But Johnny was out 
of his  office and not expected back for an 
hour. 

The minutes dragged l ike l ittle separate 
eternities. Fear grew unti l  it was a cold, 
terrifying thing clutching Carol 's  heart. Her 
sister must have been desperate or she never 
would have run away. But Carol hadn't noticed 
anything amiss.  How stupid she had been 1 

Finally Zack arrived. Si lently, she handed 
him Sally's note and he followed her into the 
l iving room. After he read it  he smiled gravely 
at her. 

"I  wonder if you know how hard she' s 
tried to be a good sport? She's done every. 
thing she could .  She even tried to marry a 
man she didn't  love." 

Carol looked at him steadily and wet her 
l ips. "I don 't  know what you mean."  

"You' re smart. You figure i t ,  though I ' l l  
give you a key to  the  puzzle. What's a six 
letter word that spel ls  love for Sally and 
starts with )?" , 

Her eyes widened as she stared at him. 
Then with the suddeness of the sun bursting 
through a cloud bank she saw it. "Oh !" she 
gasped. 

Zack grinned . "You 've real ly been bl ind, 
honey." 

' ' I 've been criminally dumb," she said. 
It had been right there before her all the 

time. She remembered the way Johnny could 
handle Sal ly, and the WilY she turn�d to him. 
Now Carol knew that all of Sai l · ; ,  quick 
romances had j ust been a means of escaping 
the fact that she was getting the on lv man 
Sally loved. And Johnny h imself suggested 
that they take Sally along on thei r honey· 
moon because subconsciously he didn't want 
her away from him. 

She dial�d Johnny's office and he was in. 
Quickly she told him a bout Sal lv and th · •  , . .  � 
was sure Sal l y  would get in touch w i th him 
because she loved him. Johnny gasped, as 
Carol went on. " It's Sal ly you've always 
loved. It's she you want on that Paris honey
moon alone. 

"And I 've been awfully stupid, Johnny. 1 
kept using Sal l y  as an excuse for postponing 
our marriage, when a l l  along, I j ust didn't 
love you enough. Sally is the gir l  for you. I 
guess it's been that way a l l  along. ' '  

He laughed shak i ly.  "She did cal l  me 
early this  morning to tell me she's at the 
Plaza. I-I didn't know I loved her, Carol, 
'IDtil last night when she broke down. ' '  

"I  know. Tell Sal ly to come home because 
there are a million things we have to do be
fore she marries you on Monday. ' '  Carol 
smiled at Zack. " And your best man's im
patient." 

Johnny's voice sounded excited and happy. 
"You 've been wonderful about al l th is, Carol. 
I d

_?
n't know how to thank you-for both of 

us. 
"Don't try, Johnny, " Carol said.  Just be 

happy." 
She put the receiver down, though t ful ly. 

.Now she was real ly free. 
She walked back to Zack and stood in frnnt 

of him. " How . did you know this when I 
didn't?  And if you knew, why did you keep 
pushing my marriage to Johnny?" 

"I  knew Sal ly would crack when she 
realized she was losing Johnny to you for 
keeps. I knew he loved her from the way he 
talked about her the fi rst n ight I got there. 
But he d idn't know it himsel f . "  

Zack grinned. "Someone had t o  d o  some
thing and I had a stake in it too. I ' d  fallen in 
love with you that day on the train."  He 
reached out and put h i s  hands on her shoul
ders. "You· re not badly hurt, Carol, are 
you?" 

"No. I didn't love Johnny enough. Not 
the way you said love must be. And I want 
Sally to be happy." 

His hands tightened. "Could you love any 
other man enough, Carol?" 

"Maybe. ' '  
H e  pulled out· a piece o f  paper from h is 

pocket. " Here's your horoscope for today, I 
copied it .  Listen 1 This i .-; the : - > < •st Plomentous 
day of your l ife if you ' l l  l i sten to your heart. -
Follow the man who loves you. You' l l  find 
enchantment · in South America and you'll 
start a new business in copper. Obey the 
stars 1 • . .  

H e  chuckled a s  h e  pulled her into h i s  arms. 
"I know it 's  much too soon, darling, but I 
can stay here another three weeks. W i l l  you 
let me try to teach you to love me the wav I 
love you? W i l l  you give me a chance? We 
can't let the stars down. ' '  

' ' I ' d  love to have you teach me," she said 
and buried her face against him. 

Carol snuggled closer and smiled happily. 
She'd never tel l  Zack that she'd already read 
her horoscope. Not when his was so much 
nicer! �� 
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She knew when the 
door closed she'd nev• 
er aee him a g a i n • 

A MAN FOB MAGGIE 
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When a girl goes on a vacation to meet "Mr. 

Right," she's often surprised when she does. 

E I GHTEEN d o l l ars a day.  She coul d n ' t  
alford i t ,  but that was what Maggie 
Wayne was paying for her share of the 

double room at the Deauvi l le Plaza. Maybe 
it  was because the room overlooked the 
ocean. From the big French windows, she 
could see the Atlantic sparkling l ike a l ive 
thing, in the bright Florida sun. She coul d  
see gulls swooping, sai lboats tossing far out 
to sea, and a long, informal stretch of board
walk. But most important of a l l ,  she could 
see the smartly uniformed young officers f rom 
the nearby navy supply base, as they walked 

along it  when the day·s duty was through. 
Eighteen dol lars a day. Not so bad, Mag

gie thought, in view of the fact that the afore
mentioned young officers used the Deauvi l le
Plaza Hotel as a sort of stopping off p lace for 
thei r social activities. They streamed in  and 
out of the bar, ate dinner on the terrace, and 
made liberal · use of the telephone booths and 
newspaper stands. Now all she had to do was 
to meet one of them. 

That was where June Carlson came in. 
June was a tal l, green-eyed blonde, with a 
flai r  for clothes and a natural born talent for 

29 
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attracting men. It was for these reasons that 
Maggie, who h itherto had not known the 
meaning of the word "shrewd, " '  had been so 
anxious for June to spend this week with 
her. Maggie figured J une wou ld be able to 
round up at least a half dozen of the smooth
est men the first Jay, and the rest would be 
easy. At least, that was what she told her
self. How was she going to pigue the i nter
est of the men June decided she didn' t  want, 
was another matter entirely. 

Now, briefly alone in  her room. M aggie 
started unpack ing her suitcase. Junt had gone 
downstairs to the lobby on the pretense of 
needing cigarettes, but actually she wanted 
to look the place over. At least it gave Mag
gie a few minutes to hang up her dres<es, put 
some film in her camera, and dream big 
dreams of the week that was to come. 

· 

For no particular reason, she began to 
hum. She was really enjoying her freedom. 
Her j ob at Barton and Cummings, a law firm, 
seemed a m i l l ion mi les away, and she couldn't  
help hoping that this winter vacation would 
al low her some fun and gaiety and romance. 

Romance. At the age of twenty-four, Mag
gie sti l l  hoped it woul d  happen to her. She 
wasn't looking for the son of a vice-president, 
who would weigh dowr1 her fourth finger 
with a two-carat diamond, and fly her to Rio 
in his own Beechcraft for a honeymoon. I t  
was nothing l ike that. Maggie, a quiet, sen
sible girl, was looking for a quiet, sensible 
fellow, who could hol d down a job, had a 
sense of humor, and believed in large fam
i l ies. In short, she j ust wanted a nice guy. 

" Maggie! Maggie!"  a voice cried. inter
rupting her thoughts. 

It was June. She'd blown into the room 
with such force that the curtains on the French 
windows trembled. Her green eyes were 
shining. And when J une's eyes shone, i t  
could only  mean one thing. She'd met some
one i n teresting. 

Maggie jumped up. "Oh, June, what hap
pened ) ' '  

June shut the door behind her .  She was a 
tall, slender girl with hair  that reminded you 
of melted butter. I t  was very long, and no 
matter how she twisted it, p i led it or bound 
it, it looked wonderful. Just now, she had i t  
i n  a pony's tai l ,  which seemed particularly ap
propriate for her tailored pink l inen suit and 
her matching low-heeled pumps. She looked 
i ndeed l ike  a high fashion mann ikin who had 
come to l i fe. 

She seized Maggie's hand. � "He's a lieu
tenant ! He's as nice as he can be and he's 
got a friend for you !" 

Maggie sighed. She had known that June 
would come through, but she hadn't dared to 
hope it would be this fast. A l ieutenant ! Then 
he wasn't  too young, and he probably had 
several years of sea duty behind h im, maybe 
he'd even been in the Korean war. 

Then she remembered. The l ieutenant was 
for June, while she had been ear-marked for 
someone as yet vague. shadowy and uncer
tai n.  How many times had she agreed to date 
somebody's frien d, and how many times had 
she been disappointed ' 

"This friend," she said slowly� "What's he 
l ike, June)" 

June shrugged. The matter, as far as she 
was concerned, was settled. She couldn't  see 
any point i n  discussing i t  further. She stepped 
to the m irror, and began dabbing powder on 
her already perfect complexion. 

" I  don' t  know, Maggie," she said.  "You' l l  
have to  take pot luck, I guess. "  

HEARING T H E  PHRASE " pot luck," 
Maggie winced. Although she was only 

too anxious to meet a naval officer, she hated 
the idea of bejng dragged along as a sort of 
poor relation. Why, oh why, did it have · to 
be June who always got the men ! Why, for 
once, couldn't  she get her own date ! 

"All right, June." Her mood, fortunately, 
was a passing one. " I f  it's pot luck you 're 
serving tonight, it's pot luck I ' l l  take-" 

Mag�ie decided to wear her yellow shan
tung. She had planned to save i t  unti l  later 
in the week, but when she saw June. she 
changed her mind.  Ju ne was wearing a daz
zl ing white pique, with a skirt so full and 
stiff that i t  bumped when she walked. Also, 
she' d changed her hair.  She' d taken it out 
of the pony tai l ,  and moulded it on top of 
her head, like a crown. Needless to say, she 
looked terri fie. 

So Maggie wore the shantung. She d i dn't  
really mind the fact that June overshadowed 
her, but she didn't want to be blotted out en
t i rely. After a l l ,  it was ages and ages since 
she'd had any fun and maybe her bl i n d  date 
woul d  be interesting. A girl couldn't  help 
hoping, could she? 

She turned to the m irror. There, looking 
skeptically  back at her, she saw a small, slim 
girl, with candid gray eyes, and a fresh white 
complexion. Her hair was black, like a short 
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bolt of satin cloth. She was pert and attrac
tive, but she wasn't  what you would cal l  
pretty. Maggie was no glamor girl ,  but she 
was wholesome and adorable. 

Pleased, and at the same time displeased, by 
her image in the mi rror, M aggie turned back 
to June. She smi led, and as she smi led , she 
spoke with a false a i r  of bravado. 

' ' Let ' s  go ! "  she said. 
They descended, l ike two d isd,tinful prin· 

cesses, to the lobby. Maggie's heart was beat
ing wi ldly. She wanted to look about her, but 
she was afraid to. No matter what, she must 
appear to be as cool and detached as June. 

Sti l l ,  she couldn't resist grabbing June's 
arm. "Do you sec them- If you see them, 
nod. I promise not to look . "  

June accomplished t h e  unusual feat of sur
veying the lobby without moving her head. 
"I see J immy." 

"Jimmy?" 
"Jimmy ;; · ·  
" M y  date, J i mmy Stockman. Gosh, Mag

gie, he looks as if he's alone ' "  
A t  this point, Maggie completely forgot 

herself. She not onl y  looked quickly around 
the lobby, but p inned her eyes on a tal l young 
Navy man who happened to be standing near 
the reception desk. Since he was the only Navy 
man in the lobby at the moment, she as
sumed he must be J i mmy. 

"June!"  she breathed. "My date fel l  
through ! "  

Sti l l ,  June d i d  not move h e r  head. "Please, 
Maggie ! Don't  stare ! "  

' ' I ' m  sorry." O�ediently, Maggie jerked 
her eyes away. " It 's just that I think I'd bet
ter go back upsta i rs ." 

"You'd better not! "  
They d j ust reached t h e  foot o f  the stai rs, 

and J immy Stockman caught sight of them. 
With long, faci le  strides, he started across the 
polished stone floor to them. Seeing him,  
Maggie fe l t  her  intentions to be cold, practical 
and remote, melt away. She found part of 
herself running forward to meet him.  

He's  perfect, she thought. And i n  the next 
instant, she remembered that he was June's 
date. 

J immy Stockman was six feet two, if he 
was an i nch. He had an easy smile and rest
lessly blue eyes. H i s  shoulders were phe
nomenal, and his  crew-cut blond hair made 
him look very boyish. 

He presented h i msel f  to June. " You not 
only look wonderful, you're on t ime ! "  

June laughed. She enj oyed compliments, 
but she didn't  pay much attention to them. 
Generou sly, she drew Maggie forward. 

"Hi,  J i mmy, " she sai d .  "This is Maggie 
Wayne. I tol d  you about her." 

Jimmy, gravely cou rteous, turned to Mag
gie. " It ' s  nice that you cou ld come." 

They shook hands, and Maggie felt a l i t
tle bud of pain blossom within her and burst. 
Now, why wasn't  he abrupt with her, or at 
least i nd i fferent? That way, at least she could 
disl ike him. 

"Oh, " she said,  'Tm al ways glad to tag 
along after June, but-" 

June finished the sentence for her. 
"She's worried, J immy. She doesn' t  see the 

man we promised to get for her." 
J immy coul d  have chuckled at that, but he 

didn't. H e  put one arm through June's, and 
the other th rough Maggie's and with a faintly 
proprietary manner, got them started across 
the corridor to the bar. 

"Chuck, " he said, " w i l l  be here a l ittle 
later." As 'he spoke, he looked down quickly 
at Maggie, and smi led . " In the meantime, I ' m  
t o  buy you both a d rink." 

Maggie felt as i f  someone had pul led the 
stars down from the sky for her. 

THE SURF ROOM was sma l l  and dim. 
There was a bar made of blue mi rrors at 

one end, and at the other end, behind a huge 
plate glass w indow, there was the sea. In be
tween, there were tables. J immy got them 
seated at a table for four in a corner, pushed 
the dish of popcorn toward them, and sig
naled for the waiter. The waiter, surprising
ly enough, appeared p romptly. 

J immy's glance included both gi rls. "Well ,  
what' 11 i t  be.?" 

"Scotch and soda," June said .  
"Coke," Maggie sai d .  
They a l l  looked at her, even the waiter. 

June, with an unl i t  cigarette in her fingers, 
went so far as to laugh a l i ttle. 

"A coke ! "  she said. "My goodness, Mag
gie ! "  

"A coke." 
She had a reason for ordering the coke. 

Once, when she had di nner with June and a 
couple of engineers, she'd ordered a Manhat
tan. She'd felt at a loss for words with the 
engineers, and in the hope of giving herself 
poise, she'd ordered a single Manhattan. The 
poise had turned out to be something else. 
A l l  evening she'd prattled, she' d giggled, and 
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made herself an awful  carbon copy of June. 
" A  coke, ' ·  she repeated . 
The waiter, seei ng she me:�nt what she sa i d .  

took their orders and van i shed. J une, pol ite
ly refraining from further comment on the 
matter, leaned across the table toward J i m
my's outstretched l ighter. /'-, s the flame came 
up, a pale, golden mask fel l  briefly on her 
face. How pretty she was ' Her skin had a 
moist, luminous qua l ity, her lashes cast fan
tastic shadows on the curve of her cheek . And 
Maggie, looking at ' her. sl umped as un der the 
weight of a heavy stone. 

Oh, come now ! she told herself .  Surely, 
you're not surprised at how beaut ifu l  she is. 
You've known that for a long time. I sn ' t  that 
the reason you were so anxious for her to come 
on this vacation with you ? 

A nd then, l i ke a d i smal, contrapuntal 
theme, the words came from another · part of 
her brain : Yes, yes, t hat 's  the reason I want
ed her to come with me. She attracts men l ike 1 
blue suit attracts l int, and I ' m  too stupid and 
shy to get along on my own. But that was 
centuries ago, before I met J immy! 

That was i t  i n  a nutshe l l .  She'd been 
hearing about love at first sight, but she'd 
never put any stock in  it. You cou ldn't  fall  
i n  love unti l  you k new someth ing about the 
object of your affections. But now, she knew 
she had to throw all her fine theories over
board . She must face the fact that she had 
fal len in love with this ta l l  stranger. 

The drinks final ly  arrived. And as J immy 
paid for them, Maggie stared unashamed at 
his battered wal l et, and thin-fingered hands. 
Deep inside her, she began · to cry. 

A t  eight-thi rty, Chuck appeared. A s l im, 
sandy-haired young man, he was pleasant
faced rather than handsome. . But Maggie 
wasn't especia ll y  i nterested or enticed . And 
it  was a l l  J i mmy's fault .  He loomed so large 
in her mind, that everyone else was crowded 
out. But she had to make it a point to be nice 
to this  amiable srranger. 

"Hel lo!"  she sai d .  " A re you and J i mmy 
in the same boat?" 

Chuck d i dn't  get the joke. "We' re over at  
the base. We're taking the supply course tO
gether. ! '  

" Real ly?  What fun !  Which o f  you does 
the homework 1" 

"We do our own. We've got to. We have 
quizzes every day." 

"Quizzes ! Oh, dear! I ' can remember 
when I-" 

In the middle of her sentence, Maggie 
wondered whether �he shoul d  bother to fin
ish  it .  For during the last moment or  two, 
Chuck had sh i fted his  gaze from her to June, 
and she doubted that he heard a word she 
said. 

She was g i rd ing herse lf  for a fresh a�sau l t  
o n  h i s  attention, when she was i riterrupttd by 
a d istu rbance at the door. Turn i ng. she d is
covered what looked l i ke a fu l l  p latoon of 
young Naval officers. Pressed and shin inJ.! i n  
thei r dress blues, -they wert obviously look ing 
for diversion. And when they caught sight of 
the l i tt le table. they made up their col l ective 
minds that they had found i t . 

The next thing Maggie knew they were 
m i l l i ng around the table. demanding to join 
the party. Chuck j ust stood there. look ing 
confused. Resou rceful ness, she saw was not 
one of his strong points. J immy, however, . 
bowed good -humored ly to the inevitable. and 
invited his  friends to pu l l  u p  cha irs.  They 
almost fel l  over one another in their caper
ness to carry out his suggestion. Two of 
them placed thei r chai rs on either side of June 
and i n  the resultant chaos, Maggie found her
self s i tting next to J i mmy. 

"Oh ! "  she sai d .  "You've lost June 1 ' '  
He smi l ed .  He hadn't counted o n  t h i s  in. 

vasion, but s ince i t  had taken place, he was 
mak i ng the best of it .  There was nothi ng else 
for him to do. J une, on the other side of t he 
table, was chatting with th ree other men. 

He l i t  a cigarette. I t 's Navy policy, Mag
gie, to share the wealth." 

" Do you l i ke that  pol icy?" 
"Why fi,ght it! Things usual l y  work them-

selves out in the end . · ·  
" I  hope so." 
"Why, Maggie, you· re a skeptic ! "  
"Could be."  
"What made you that  way? Did somebody 

tel l  you the moon was made of green 
cheese?" 

"That's right. And when I grew u p, 
found out i t  was made of yel l ow cheese."  

ALL OF A SUDDEN a hand came down on 
her shoulder. She thought, for an in

stant, that i t  was Chuck's. But i nstead she 
looked up at a very young ensign with bright 
red hair and freckles. 

"Say ! "  he p iped. "Maybe you can tel l me 
something. ' '  

She forced a merry n0te i nto her voice. 
"Why, what's the trouble, mate?" 
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"Your girl friend won't give me a tumble. 
What can I do to get her to look at me?" 

"Well ,  you could  try a few card tricks, 
or-" 

At this point, the waiter descended upon 
them and the red-headed ensign, to her re
l ief, promptly forsook her. Watching him, 
Maggie couldn't  help but feel a l i tt le stab of 
disappointment. Even that; ensign, young as he 
was, had been bl inded by June's beauty. 
· She turned .back to Jimmy. "Are you or
dering something?" 

"Guess I'd better." He looked at her. " How 
about you, Maggie?" 

"Yes, please. A-a Cuba Libra." 
" Hey! You ' re breaking training!" 
Breaking traini11g. Yes, she thought, she 

probably was. But she had her reasons. She 
wasn't drinking for p leasure, but to kill the 
pain. 

She gave J immy a side- long look. "You 
won 't tel l  the coach, wi l l  you'" 

"No, Maggie. " His eyes, meeting hers, 
were serious to the point of sadness. It was 
as if he knew what was in her heart. " I  won't 
tel l  this time." as 

The music had begun in the main lounge 
and the red-headed �nsign proposed that they 
leave the bar, and continue the party inside. 
He a lso announced his avai labi l ity as a dan
cing partner, and woul d  have pul led June 
from her chair, if Chuck and another officer 
hadn't intervened. June, they said, was a l 
lergic to redheads. Jimmy, deft as a lways, 
broke up what would  probably have been a 
good-natured wrangle by cal l ing for the 
check. 

"Relax," he said. "You ' l l  get to dance." 
He winked at Maggie. "Don't for_get, we've 
got two beautiful girls with us tonight." 

He'd meant to compliment her, she sup
posed, but the situation being what it was, his 
words didn't come out right. They sounded 
forced and unnatural. 

"That is," he went on, " i f  Maggie is in a 
dancing mood. "  He paused. "Are you, Mag
gie?" 

They were looking �t her _!lOw, some of 
them, she felt sure, for the first t ime. Even 
the red-headed ensign was looking at her, al
though he didn't seem particularly impressed. 

She stood up. "As a matter of fact I 'm 
not in a dancing mood." 

"Maggie ! "  J immy said .  
' ' I 'm pretty t ired. I hope you don't mind, 

but I think I ' l l  turn in ."  

They set up a polite howl. June, belated
ly, howled, too. It was as i f  she couldn't be
l ieve that Maggie real ly meant what she said.  

"Wel l ,"  June said, "if you feel you must-" 
Maggie nodded. "And I want to unpack. 
didn't finish unpacking this afternoon, and 

my d resses wil l  be a perfect mess ." 
There was a stirring sound at the table. 

J immy, was getting out of his chair, probably 
because Chuck, her original date, did not. 

'Ti l  see you to the elevator," he said .  
They wove their way through the phalanx 

of tables to the exit. Maggie felt as if she 
were one big ache. One of these days, she'd 
learn to live with pain. She might even get 
used to it .  

In the corridor, she stopped short, looking 
up at him. "Thanks a lot, Jimmy." 

"Maggie," he said, "you're not fai r to 
yourself ." 

"No?" 
"You wanted to dance. You know you 

d id .  Why don't you do something you want 
to, for a change?" 

"I told you, I'm tired ."  
"You ' re l ike a cocoon. You've got layers 

and layers of protective material around you 
to keep people from seeing the real you." 

"Never mind the real me." 
The elevator doors slid open. The opera

tor, a slight, bored-looking y.outh with plas
tered down hair, said : "Up ! "  She hesitated, 
wishing that Jimmy Stockman would put out 
his hand, and ask her·, even as an after
thought, to let her packing go until ·morning. 
She knew when the door closed she'd never 
see him again .  

"Good night, Maggie ." I t  was a pleasant, 
impersonal valedictory. "Sweet dreams." 

She didn't answer him. She couldn't . As 
she hurried into the elevator, it seemed to 
her that her heart was a bal loon, blown up to 
the bursting point. 

THE NEXT MORNING Maggie got up 
very early. She had breakfast alone in 

the dining room, and then stood on the ve
randa, watching the clouds move across the 
sky, and l istening to the ruffie of the waves 
on the beach,. After that, she put her camera 
strap on her shoulder, and started for the vil
lage. Why she was going to the v i llage, she 
didn't quite know, because she wasn't in the 
market for toothpaste or post cards or any.
th ing. But it was a lovely morning, and 
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June woul dn't  be up for hours, and she had 
to pass the time some way. 

She swung down the wide, sunny street. 
It may have been the weather, or it may have 
been her natural resilence, but whatever it 
was, she felt better this morning. J immy 
was now merely a pleasant shadow- in her 
mind, as substanceless as someone encountered 
in the pages of a magazine. She'd get over him, 
she promised herself. The week was sti l l  new 
and auspicious, and there were other men at 
the supply base. 

The v i llage was sunl i t  and informal, pret
ty much as she had known it would be. There 
was a small, public square, flanked by a movie 
theater, a gift shop, and a drug store. For no 
reason at al l ,  she wandered into the drug store, 
bl i nking a l ittle as she moved from the daz
zle of the outdoors to the dim, sweet-smel l ing 
coolness. She'd buy some film, she decided . 
She had several rol ls  wi th her, but if she didn't 
use them up during the week, she coul d  proba
bly use them when she got home. Photogra
phy was her real hobby, and she'd been ne
glecting it lately. 

"Maggie! Hey, Maggie" 
In front of the magazine rack, she whi rled. 

It shoul dn' t  have been, but i t  was. Jimmy 
Stockman, looking tall and nautically tidy in 
his khaki uniform moved toward her. 
And as she stood there, wordless with sur
prise, he l ifted his visor cap and smiled _at 
her. The smi le  put l i ttle crinkles at the cor
ners of his eyes, and a tiny crease in h is  broad 
forehead. 

"I thought it was you ,"  he said .  " I  had to 
look twice to be sure. What's that you're Viear
ing?" 

"Pedal pushers ."  She was staring at him. 
"June's sti l l  asleep." 

"Did you get unpacked?" 
"Yes. Everything hung out, the way I ex

pected. It must be the air. What are you 
doing off the base so early?" 

' ' I 'm on an errand and stopped off for ciga
rettes. I 've got a car. Can I drop you some
where?" 

"Well-" She said the fi rst thing that 
came into her head. "You wouldn't be go
ing past the hotel, would you?" 

"I would indeed."  
I t  was s i l l y  to  have h im take her right back 

where she started from but what else could  
she do? I f  she  told h im she'd j ust gotten 
here, that she sti l l  hadn't picked out her film, 
he'd march out without her. 

"Let's go," she said. 
The Navy car was long, �lim, and gleam

ing, and fairly bristled with official i nsignia. 
As he helped her inside, he glanced with 
mock anxiety over his shoulder, down the 
long, quiet street. 

"Mustn' t  let the taxpayers see this," he 
said .  "They'd probably sit down and write 
thei r congressmen. They'd ask them where I 
got off haul ing a gal in a government automo
bile on government time." 

She giggled. "You mean to tel l  me I'm il
legal?" 

"You're government approved as far as I 'm 
concerned, but you know these seaside busy
bodies . · ·  

She sank into cool leather upho��tery. The 
window was open, and looking out, she saw 
the glint and sparkle of the ocean, the gleam
i ng boardwalk, the fau ltless blue of the sky. 
Oh, she was happy! If she'd stumBled on a 
mi l l ion dollars, she couldn't have duplicated 
this feeling of fl ight, this sublime sense of 
not wanting her l i fe to move backwards or 
forwards an inch. 

In a moment or two, of course, she came to 
her senses. This whole thing was an accident . 
I f  the Fates had been tending to business, 
they'd never have let her run into J immy as 
she had. 

Jimmy heaved himsel f into the front seat, 
and got the motor going. "The hotel, you 
say!" 

' 'Please." 
The car shot into the street. " Bv the way, 

Maggie, it was fun last night in the lounge. 
You shouldn't  have left . "  

"That's why i t  was fun, because I left." 
"The things you say about yourself !  You 

don't mean them, do you?" 
"Maybe not."  She sat back, resting her 

head against the uphol stery. "\X!hat hap
pened to _Tune) Did you two finally get some 
time together)" . 

" For the space of one dance. A fter that
. well ,  I had to share the weal th ."  

"I  peeked before I left th is  morning. She 
was fast asleep. I was scared to death I 'd  
wake her. That's why I carne out . "  

TH EY STOPPED for a traffic light. J immy 
glanced down at her. In the daylight h is  

face was smooth and his  visor cap set at  an 
angle over one eyebrow, making h im look, 
temporaril y  at least, like somebody's k id  
brother. 
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H e  indicatc:d hc:r tamc:ra. "Going to aJJ 
some: �nap�hots to the family album 1' 

She shook her head . ' ' I 'm not goint: to 
takt: pictures of m) se l f, i i  that's what you 
mc:an. ' '  

"Why not J" 
' ' I 'm not that k i n d  of photographer. 

want pictures of l ighthouses, fi shing boats , 
buried trea,u re . and that sort of t h ing. I 
m<=an, if I ' m goi ng to exhibit-" 

"Exhibit?" 
"Photography's my hobby . My f<1tber 

taught JT1t'. He had a dark room i n  the eel " ar. 
and all the pad,t:tr'i that went w i t h  it . l 'n: 
been takin.!! p ict u res �ince I was t�•elve. " 

"Why. Maggie. I had no idea. " 
The l ight changed, and he started th<: car. 

Shc: blu�hed. She shou l dn ' t ha�e ta lkt:d so 
much about her pictu res. H e  wasn ' t int er<:st
eJ in them. None of the men she'd ever met 
had been. and it made her look so anx ious . so 
fearful--like a c omed ian pu l l i ng every tri ck 
hc: knew. in t h e  hope of waking up a letha rgic 
audience. 

Shc: got up some courage, and moved the 
conversation on to a more suitable subject. 
"What do you l ike to do, Jimmy, when you ' re 
not prepa ring for <juizzes?" 

He eyed her. Promise you won' t  laugh )" 
"J promise." 
"Wel l .  J l ike to watch bi rds. I 'm strictl y  

from Audubon . Do you know what I saw. 
thc: other dav) A red:eyed v ireo." 

"A-what )" 
"It ' s  a l i tt le bird. Its name means ' I  am 

f_reen. '  No,,· you f ' ! OLably think I ' m  a bircl, 
too, don ' t  you >" 

"No ' No. J . - · · 
They ) ,,l l )  rc.;d1td t he h0tel .  Maggie sud. 

denly fel t  r i reJ . The , on -.  t-rsation, she rea l 
iznl, had been an e� :ort for her.  Had J i mmy 
not iced ) He rm"t J ,;l\ c, �hc: thought . She'd 
ta ikl'J too fast , an,J t ri ed to say too much.  

J immy lookl'd at  his watch . "Gosh ! E leven 
o'clock a l ready ' "  

"Yes, "  she said.  
" \'<'hat ti me w i l l  June be U J' ;, · ·  
I t  al most d:,! n ' t  h urt .  �.lt l l r:t l ly, he 'd  want 

to know about June . From the minute a man 
met her, ht w: .

. 
r. t<:d to know about her. She 

sighed, and then. because she was pretty sure 
h e ' d  heard the si,!.!h.  �ht: smi led. 

") don't know She left a note not to wake 
her, but lunch heg i ns <�t twelve-thi rty. so 

'Ti l  Gi l l  about t\\ dve," he �a id . " I have 
the aftt-rn oon off. and I thought-" 

"Of course." 
She opc:ned the door before he could .  As 

she hopped to the curb, her camera suspended 
from its long strap, swung back into the car. 
J immy picked it up. and leani ng across the 
seat. he handed it  to her. 

"Bu ried treasure," he said .  "I must re
member that . . . 

And then he d rove off. 

l\,f AGGIE HUNG AROUND THE lob-
1 by almost unt i l  noon. When she fi nally 

went upstai rs, she found June at the d ressing 
( Cnll fill lll'd 011 /'0.</P 102) 

�or cf!ove 
B"· G t·a('t' Stf•wart-Patterson 

A� soon a� she saw h im.  Jenny knew that 
Simon Bmt (!_rJ was the man for her. But she 
qui<"kly learned that he was wary of love and 
that in  order to win  his  heart, �he would have 
to combat both a beautiful ghost and her own 
glamorous sister. 
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Marcey's past was gluetl to her, and so was the 

man she thought she'd left behind. 

" I  came," he observed cas
ually, "to· warn your friend 

not to marry you." 

SHE CAME OUT onto the wide veranda 
of the o l d  house and stopped, Jet ting the 
voices whi sper : A1aray. yot/re tl·t: la.1l 

of them and you "re J e!li11g 0111. 
When she heard the voices, her mouth 

tw i sted s idewise, and her heart tw isted a l it tle  
too. But t hen she  sh rugged, 'cornfu l ly. She 
was M arcey Pol lock , but  sht wasn't the l i ttle 
gi rl who had wanducd on ra i ny days t h rough 
the o l d  house. who h a d  �1'ent the long sum
mer afternoons deep in a hammock nea r  it .  

She was grown up now and prad ical ,  and 
the house was a m i l l stone. a weight around 
her neck, hol d i n� her back from where she 
wanted to go. 

She moved her shoul ders impatiently, and 
stepped down from the v era nda a nd turned 
at once wi thout t h i n k i ng toward the left .  In
voluntar i ly  her feet fol lowed the path, carry-

37 
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i ng her through a col d  drizzle of March rain 
toward the summerhouse at the end of the 
garden. 

The summerhouse had · always been her own 
special sanctuary. It was where she had taken 
her grief the day her mother died, and it was 
where, much later, on the night of her eight
eenth birthday, Jeff Sloan had kissed her for 
the first time. And it was where, st i l l  later, 
she had gone to say good-bye to the p lace and 
to Jeff, j ust before leaving for New York. 

Her feet carried her up the rickety steps, 
through a pile of dry leaves blown in by the 
wind, into the dimness and gloom. There was 
no honeysuckle  now, no sound of the music 
that had been there when Jeff had kissed her. 
Only a persistent rustling of rain, and a sense 
of decay and death, was about the place. 

· Marcey closed her eyes against it, drew a 
deep breath, and turned to go. 

Then she stopped, with a quick gasp of in
drawn breath, as a voice spoke behind her, 
"The past is always a dreary business, isn't 
it, Marcey? I don't wonder· you've decided 
to sell out." 

Marcey whirled, one hand at her throat. 
"Jeff ! What in the world are you doing 
here?" 

Jeff Sloan rose from the bench where he 
had been sitting and came toward her. 

"Just . looking around," he said .  "If I 'm 
going to sel l  the place for you I want to 
know what I have to- work with. "  

"You!" Marcey was incredulous. "Your 
father was the one I wrote to! Your'e sup
posed to be in Washington !" 

She stopped abruptly, conscious that she 
had said too much. She hadn't meant Jeff to 
know that she had been keeping track of his 
movements. 

Jeff grinned with faint amusement. "I left 
Washington about six months ago," he told  
her. "That place got too hectic for me. It 's 
not the kind of town where you'd want to put 
down roots." 

There was a sense of famil iarity in this, too, 
Marcey thought weari ly. It was as if they had 
played the same scene many times, with Jeff 
taki ng one stand and herse lf  the other, 
with no common meeting ground, and a lways 
the same negative result. 

Yet something drove her on, something 
twisted her mouth · with scorn, and dictated 
her words, "You mean you couldn't take it. 
You mean i t  was out of your league, so you 
came running back home." 

" I f  you l ike." His tone was maddeningly 
indi-fferent. "Dad had been wanting to retire, 
anyway. And this is my kind of town, with 
my kind of people in it .  So I came back ."  

"You had your chance and you lost it," 
Marcey commented bitterly. "That's what it 
boi l s  down to. You could have gotten away, 
you coul d  have l ifted yoursel f  out of a l l  this. 
When I heard you were in Washington, I 
hoped-" 

She broke off, shrugging. "I shoul d  have 
known better. You ' l l  never get away from it, 
Jeff. You' re caught in the old pattern, caught 
in the past. You ' l l  never get out ."  

He matched her  shrug with h is  own. " It 
isn't a bad pattern," he observed. "A lot of 
people have l ived and d ied by it ." 

Marcey felt her face whiten. She turned 
her back on h im, staring toward the huge 
white house that was shuttered, uncared.for, 
dying. 

"Your pattern !" she jeered. "Can't you 
see that it's dead, rotting away, j ust like that 
house? A harsh laugh bruised her throat, and 
she went on, "The old plantation, the lord of 
the manor, ole Marse Jeff-" 

Her voice choked as h is  hands fel l  on her 
shoulders. 

. 

"Be quiet, Marcey," he commanded. His 
voice, though gentle, had a thread of  steel run
ning through it. And his face, close to hers, 
had grown darker. For a moment, she was 
almost frightened, and a wave of faintness 
went over her. Jeff's hands were touching 
her again, Jeff's face was close to her own. 
Then his fingers tightened on her shoulders 
and she gasped .  

"Please," she said coldly. "You're hurting 
me, Jeff." 

HE RELEASED HER AT ONCE. The 
taut lines. of his face relaxed. 

' ' I 'm sorry ,"  he conceded. A faintly mock
ing yet friendly grin touched his l ips. "You 
could always get under my skin, Marcey. But 
there's no point in our quarreling agai n, is 
there? Let's j ust say we don't see eye to eye 
on some things." 

"To put it mi ld ly," Marcey agreed. In  spi>te 
of herself, she returned his smi le. And that, 
she reflected, was a part of the pattern, too. 
Somehow, he always had the power to stop 
their quarrels with a grin and a lightly mock
ing word. All except the last one, which had 
taken place two years ago, here in the summer
house. That had been the final, definitive 
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quarrel, the guarrel that ended everything be
tween them. 

"Wel l ,  then ."  Jeff spoke briskly, returning 
to the original subject. "You're going to sel l  
the old place at last. Considering everything, 
I think ifs a wise move. · ·  

Marcey frowned . "Oh? I was under the 
impression you wanted me to carry on my fam
i ly trad i tion ."  

" But you ' re not, "  Jeff pointed out. "The 
place is going to ruin. A house needs to be 
l ived in, Marcey ."  

She flushed at the implied criticism. "I  
told you two years ago-" 

Jeff cut her off, weari ly. "You told me," he 
agreed . "There was a lot of talk about stag
nation and decay and l iving in the past. So 
al l  right. We' l l  try to sel l  it for you, though 
it may not be easy, you know. The place has 
a lot of drawbacks . . . 

"Drawbacks?" Marcey echoed. 
Jeff counted them off on his fingers. " It's 

old-fashioned. It has too many rooms. It 
costs a fortune j ust to heat it through a 
Maryland winter. Ifs too far from town, 
and · this old summerhouse is a wreck ." He 
shook his head in despair .  "It 's a monstrosity, 
that's a l l .  The only thing you could do would 
be to tear it down."  

"No !"  Marcey cried out sharply. "I t  
doesn 't matter," she said, fighting a deep 
sense of shame and disloyalty. "Just so I get 
rid of you. I don 't care what happens to it 
after that. All I want you to do is sell i t  for 
me. I didn't ask for catalog of i ts bad points ." 

Jeff shrugged. " I  was only warn ing you. 
You mustn't expect too much. Your letter 
said twenty thousand, but of course that's out 
of the guestion. We might be able to get 
ten. "  

"Ten thousand '"  Marcey was startled again 
out of her careful indi fference. "But it worth 
much more. " 

" It 's  worth exactly as much as somebody's 
wi l l ing to pay for it, " Jeff asserted. "Of 
course, i f  you want to wait for a while we 
mipht do a l ittle better ."  

Marcey shook her  head. "No. I must sel l  
right away. I want to  be  r id  of  it once and 
for all." She hesitated for a moment, oddly 
embarrassed. "You see," she explained, 'Til  
be leaving for Hollywood very soon now."  
She hesitated again, d rew a deep breath, and 
finished, " Because I 'm going to be mar
ried." 

There was a long moment of si lence, then. 
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Jeff's face was dark and unreadable, but hi�  
eyes were bitter and accusing. They spoke of 
things that she wanted to forget. They were 
l ike the voices she had been hearing ever s ince 
she came back to her old home, and they 
spoke in almost the same words : So yo11' re 
seiling 0111, Mara) . All do!l 'n the line. 

The sti l lness there in the summerhouse was 
unbearable. Cold gray rain d ripped from the 
roof, and the smel l of dead leaves was strong 
in Marcey's nostri ls. Jeff stood sol id and im
movable before her, and though she didn't 
look at him, she could fe:el his gaze. 

" Married," he said at last, and there was 
a heaviness in his voice that she had never 
heard before. "Somehow, Marcey, I thought 
you and I were enf.!aped . "  

Though she was shaking, she answered ev
enly enough. "That was a long time ago. 
Jeff. You' re forgetting a certain conversation 
we had in this very spot two years ago." 

Jeff moved his shoulders impatiently. "Oh, 
that," he said. "Sure we guarreled. We've 
been guarrel ing, off and on, ever since we've 
known each other. But we've always been 
engaged . There have always been promises, 
between u·s ." 
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ANGER FLARED UP IN HER suddenly, 
but she could sti l l  keep her voice steady. 

"For two years,· · she reminded him, "you've 
made no effort to �e me. You've never even 
written me a letter. And, if you remember, I 
gave back your ring." Some of the anger 
came into her voice now in spite of her ef
forts. "But now, you can tal k  about prom
ises ! "  

Jeff replied guietly, "Yes, Mar<:ey. Oh, I 
don't mean promises in words, but we had 
something that couldn't be touched by words. 
It was a part of us and sti l l  is. It can never 
be changed, by anything. We belong to each 
other. You can't marry this-this whoever he 
is." 

"Roger Denton," Marcey supplied. " He's 
staying at the hotel in town now. He's a very 
talented actor, and as soon as I sel l  the p lace 
we're going to Hol lywood together. He's go
ing to work in the movies. I 'm certainly go
ing 

.�
o marry Roger, whether you like it or 

not. 
Jeff looked at her for a long time. At last 

he shook his head. "Somehow, Marcey, I 
don't think you wil l .  I 've waited two years 
for you, because I knew that some day you'd 
come back to me. And, although you may 
not have realized it, I think you were waiting, 
too." 

Marcey laughed, scornful ly and incredu
lously .  It was true enough that there was 
once something between her and Jeff. She 
had been in Jove with him for a long time. 
Perhaps something of that remained, but she 
doubted it. 

There ha·d been afternoons at the beach with 
Jeff, dancing at the country club, with Jeff, 
and, on the night of her eighteenth birthday, 
kisses from Jeff. Jeff's voice had been husky. 
"You're grown up now, Marcey, and I can 
tel l  you at last how I feel about you. Jeff's 
l i ps then told what his words could not 
ful ly express. And when he k issed her the 
air fil led with music and the scent of honey
suckle . . .  

Thei r love was dead, but the memories sti l l  
had power over her, and sti rred and troubled 
her heart. She shook her head angri ly  to 
shake off the mood. 

"I didn't expect a scene l ike this," she ad 
mitted. "But perhaps it 's ; ,1st as wel l  to have 
it settled once and for al l .  I dqn't  love you, 
Jeff. We've grown away from each other. 
This is j ust another loose end that has to be 
cut off, so we can both go on with our lives ." 

Jeff laid his hands on her shoulders, and 
gazed into her eyes. 

"A loose end, eh?" he murmured, and 
grinned at her. "A l l  right, then, lets cut it off 
properly." 

And before she could move, before she 
could open her mouth to protest, his arms 
went around her and his l ips came down on 
hers. She didn't struggle. That woul d  have 
given the thing too much importance. Instead 
she held herse lf  sti l l , unresisting, l ike a sta
tue sheathed in ice. 

But somewhere deep in the recesses of her 
being, something stirred and moved, and 
there was a choking sensation in her throat. 
But, she told herself through a rising faint
ness, i t  was a l l  memory and i llusion. She 
(ought his kiss, and · wi l led herself not to 
respond. 

And she succeeded. She was cold and 
stil l  and unmoving until he released her 
and stepped back from her, his l ips curving 
again in the old mocking smile. Marcey 
could not speak. She only stared at him 
in frozen immobility. And suddenly the 
mockery was gone from his expression, and 
replaced by an old warm tenderness that al
most melted her and brought tears to her 
eyes. 

He raised one hand and touched her cheek 
lightly with his fingertips. He acted as if  
he were sorry for her. 

"A l l  right, honey," he murmured. " It's a 
tough fight, isn' t  it? The past sticks l ike glue, 
but everything wil l  work out. Don 't worry 
about i t ."  

He cL-opped his  hand, and smi led gently 
before he turned away. 

Marcey stood without moving where he 
had left her, watching his tal l  rain-coated 
figure disappear along the path toward the 
drive. It was some moments before she d is
covered that there was a mist of tears in her 
eyes. They were tears shed for the past, for 
a young girl who no longer exi�ted, for a 
dead love. 

IT WAS WITH a kind of rel i ef that Mar
cey faced Roger across the table in the 

hotel dining room that evening.  Roger, tal l ,  
and blond and clean-featured. No wraiths 
from the past clung ab<;>ut Roger to haunt 
him. His face was turned toward the future. 
He was a part of that great world that Mar
cey used to dream of, a part of the main 
stream of living. 
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" M arcey . " Roger 's b lue  eyes held an ex

press ion of concern. " Someth ing 's happened 
to you. You ' re t roubled about someth ing . 
Can I help?" 

With an elfort she brought her thoughts 
back to the pre�c:nt, anJ t orced her l ips into 
a rc:a�suri ng smile .  _ 

" I t 's noth i ng, "  �he tol d him. And then, 
wi th assumed l i ghtness, " I ' m  j ust d renched 
with emot ion. I 've bad a very teary and sen
timental a fternoon. · ·  

Roger smi led, but h i s  eyes remained 
thoughtful . "The o l d home place, eh? I 
hope we can sel l  it t]u ick l y and get out . I 'm  
a fraid al l  this is bad for you, Marcey ." 

She shook her head. ' T i l  be al l  right. It 's 
just-" She hesitated, wondering whether 
she ought to say anythi ng about Jeff. I t  
wou ld  probab l y  be  better for Roger t o  know, 
to be prepared. There was no tel l i ng what 
Jeff might do or say. " It ' s  j ust, "  she finished, 
" that the real estate man tu rned out to be 
an old Aame of m i ne. And , for a whi le, things 
got rather strained. " 

Roger l i fted an eyebrow and eyed her 
l lJ rious ly . "Jeff Sloan, you mean ? We had 
a couple of beers together this afternoon 
while you were out at your place. He's quite 
a l ikable. intel l igen t sort of fe l low , I thought ." 

Marcey st iffened. "Jeff came here ' What 
did he '\.vant?" 

· 
Roger looked at her for a moment b lank

ly. "You k now, · ·  he admi tted. "he never d i d  
say. H e  a < k e d  about you. a n d  then we sort 
of pot to t a lk ing." 

Ma rcey felt  her l ips tighten, and her hands 
c lench into fi�ts. It was clear enough. Jeff 
had taken the opport un ity to look Roger over. 
to see what he was I ike. 

"Ta lking. " she re1;eated wari l y . " About 
what' ' '  

"Oh. ne>th in,c special . told him about 
my work in The Hidden Door, and that I 
was on my way to Hol lywood to make some 
contacts there. So he used to be in love with 
you' H e  d idn' t  mention that." 

Natural ly he wouldn't .  M Mcey explained 
ca refu l ly. "Jeff not on ly used to be in love 
with me. he st i l l  i s. or so he pretends to be. 
He was rather d i fficu l t  about it. He tried 
to te l l me that we' re sti l l engaged. ' ' 

Roger became white. "And are you?" he 
asked quiet ly. 

Marcey shook her head in impatience. "Of 
cou rse not! We broke our engagement two 
years ago. He hasn't made the slightest effort 

to get in touch with me �mce . · 1 here ' s  not l •
ing whatever between us ! "  

" But then why-?" 
Marcey could only g1ve a hopeless shrug. 

"He thinks he s try i ng to pro\·c: someth ing, I 
suppose. He  can 't bring hilll�elt to admit 
that he was wrong about me . . .  

Roger bit h i s  hp, and drummed nervously 
on the table top. "There's nuthing be can 
do, of course, u n l ess you ' re st i l l in love with 
h im." 

She fe l t  the blood wash into her face but 
she kept her gaze steady and c lear. 

"Certain ly not!"  she den ied. She was sure 
that she spoke the truth. Those deep dim 
feelings that had troubled her a l l  afternoon, 
those wild sti rrings. i n  response to Jeff's kiss, 
were nothing.  But-

She sat bolt upright as a sudden thought 
struck her. There was one way those ghosts 
cou ld  be buried forever. Ther" was one 
way to �top Jeff and one perfect answer to 
the possibi l ity of treachery from herself. She 
leaned forward eager ly and .t retched out her 
hand toward Roger. 

" Roger, " she said, "marry me now ! "  
H i s  face went blank. " Now," h e  repeated . 

"You mean tonight?" 
"As soon as we possibly can. After a l l ,  

we know what we ' re do ing. There's no point 
in wait ing." 

His fingers drummed on the table again, 
he chewed at his  l i p, and h i s  eyes flickered 
away from he.rs. 

" W hat's the sudden rush ?" he demanded 
at last. "Our plans are al l  made. Why get 
into such a hu rry?" 

I t  was Marcey ' s  turn to shift her gaze. She 
couldn't very wel l tell h im her real reason. 
She cou ldn ' t  say : Bua11se I 'm afraid of Jeff 
Sloan and myself. Beca11.1e Jeff ki.rsed me this 
afternoon. Berau..-e the P<l.ll stit'kJ like glue, 
and p111l.r and pt�lls at yot,.' 

She gazed down at the tablecloth without 
answering. and .after a moment Roger went 
on. "] t h ink we'd betttr st ick to our origina l 
p lan. Let's wait unti l you ' ve sold your house 
and we're ready to leave. Why, it might be 
weeks before you find a buyer !" 

Marcey repl ied at once. "That's j ust it, 
don't you see? Why shou ld we wait a l l  that 
time?" 

ROGER SEEMED to have recovered h is 
composure. He sm i led fond ly at her, 

giving her ·hand a gent le squeeze. 
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"Darling," he murmured, "when we're 
married I want you all to myself. I don't want 
you to be bothered with business dea1s. Wait 
till all these loose ends are cut off, and then-" 

He stopped abruptly, his gaze going last 
Marcey"s shoulder. She turned her hea to 
follow his  gaze and looked straight into the 
gray mocking eyes of Jeff Sloan. 

She caught her breath sharply, even while 
she chided herself for being si l ly .  I t  was 
a l i ttle embarrassi ng, of course, having Jeff 
and Roger come together like this. But, she 
reminded herself, they were civ i l ized people. 
They could get over an awkward moment or 
two without making a scene. 

She forced a welcoming smi le as Jeff 
stopped by the table and stood looking gravely 
down at her. 

"Won't you join us for coffee?" she in
vited . "You've already met Roger, I think." 

Jeff nodded. "Evening, Denton."  He 
sounded, Marcey thought, friendly enough. 
But she waited warily, while he sat down. 
He glanced at Roger, and then at Marcey, 
a!:ld gave her a quick smile. 

"I came," he observed casually, "to warn 
your friend not to marry you. H 

Marcey suppressed a gasp. Roger's jaw 
dropped, and he stared in nonplussed aston
ishment at Jeff. 

"What do you mean?" he demanded. 
Jeff turned to him, apparently quite sure 

of himself. "Marcey doesn't love you. She 
may think she does now, but actual ly  she's 
only running away. She's been doing that 
for a long time. But some day she's going to 
stop running." 

Roger had been staring in utter bewilder
ment, but now he gave a short laugh and his 
mouth twisted unpleasantly. 

"I see," he said .  " Marcey told me about 
you just a moment ago. So I 'm not as im
pressed as I might have been ." He laughed 
again, almost jeeringly. "You're a hard loser, 
aren't you, Sloan?" 

Jeff regarded him without changing his 
expression, and neither of them so much as 
glanced at Marcey. Jeff"s gray eyes, steady 
and expressionless, me"t Roger's blue contemp
tuous ones. There was a bitter, vibrant anta
gonism between them, and Marcey couldn't 
help feeling helpless and alone. 

" It's not a question of winning or losing," 
Jeff stated . " It's a question of. Marcey's happi
ness. She can run away from her old home, 
the place where she belongs, and me, but she 

can't run away from herself. You're not her 
kind, Denton. I t  wi l l  only mean unhappiness 
for both of you i f  you go through with this." 

"You ' l l  break my heart," Roger returned 
sarcastically .  "Your concern for Marcey' s  
happiness is  quite touching. But suppose we 
give Marcey a chance to make up her own 
mind . "  

The two pairs o f  eyes, blue and gray, con.. 
verged on her face. Marcey's gaze flickered 
from one to the other. So she had to chose. 
On one hand there was Jeff a,nd the old house, 
and the stagnation she had fled from two 
years ago. Jeff was the slowly dying past, 
while Roger was the future. Roger was the 
world outside, the world of great events, of 
electric excitement. 

Marcey made her choice. She drew a deep 
breath, staring directly into Jeff"s eyes. 

"You spoke of promises," she reminded 
him steadily. " I  have promised to marry 
Roger as soon as you find a buyer for the 
house." 

Jeff met her eyes for an instant. Then he 
l i fted one shoulder in a faint shrug and rose 
to his feet. 

"Stil l  running, Marcey," he murmured. 
His habitual mocking smile was tinged with 
bitterness. "Maybe this will help you on 
your way. I have an offer for you from a 
local girl, Ethel Bixby. She' l l  give you ten 
thousand for it. It 's a l l  she can raise, but she 
loves the old place and wi l l  give it the kind 
of care it needs." 

Marcey's breath caught in her throat. She 
hadn't, somehow, been prepared for every
thing to happen al l  at once like this. And 
the feeling of shame touched her again, as 
if she were about to bet.ray a friend for money. 

" I  don't know," she hesitated. " It 's worth 
so much more." 

Roger interposed swiftly. " I d  advise you 
to take it, Marcey. Nobody's likely to pay 
more for an old wreck l ike that ." 

She fought against a twinge of resentment. 
Roger was right, of course. The place was a 
wreck. It was neglected and uncared for, and 
if she accepted the offer. she and Roger could 
leave at once. I t  would be stupid to al low 
mere sentiment to stand in the way now. 

"Very well ," she agreed tonelessly. 'Tit 
sel l . "  

Jeff nodded, the brisk businessman now. 
"Be out there at ten tomorrow," he instructed. 
'Ti l  bring your check, and the deed prepared 
for your signature." 
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He hesitated then for a moment, and his 

eyes met Marcey"s .  J t  was as i f, she thought, 
he waited for her to say something, to show 
some sign ot wavering in her deosion. Hut 
she met h is gaze steadily� and after a mo
ment he shrugged and walked out. 

I\lf ARCEY'S SLEEP THAT N IGHT was 
'.l troubled, and the old house standing 

isolated beyond the edge of town was full of 
voices of reproach. But she shut her ears to 
them, closed her mind to the memories that 
fluttered l ike birds a round her. She had made 
her dec i �ion. and she was sticking to it. 

A little pale and drawn, she opened the 
door to Jeff at ten o'clock the next morning. 
Roger had arrived a few minutes ear lier. 
Gray rain sti l l  fell outside, but a log fire 
. crackled on the hearth and the flames danced 

- cheerful ly, throwing flickering l ight about 
the room. 

Jeff advanced to the fi re, nodded to Roger, 
and drew papers and a fountain pen from his  
pocket. 

" I t ' s  a l l  set .. " he announced. " Here's your 
c ertified check for ten thousand. Sign the 
deed right here, on th is  l ine." 

Pen in hand. Marcey hesitated for an in
stant. I t  was more than just the house, it 
was a part of her l ife. She was signing awav 
her girlhood. But more than that she was 
signin� away the past, the time before she 
was born. Pollut·ks had l i ved here for a 
hundred years. Her father had been born 
in this house. But  the past was dead. The 
old ways of l i \' i n,g were changed, and she. 
Marcey. belonge-d to the future and to Ro,ger . 

With a swift gesture of decision, she spread 
the deed out on a table and si�ned i t .  

Jeff la id the check before her, rocketed 
the legal paper. and turned to the fire. 

"Funny thin _g . . . he observed in a conversa
tional tone. " I  thought we'd have trouble 
finding a b, ·yer. But I had another offer last 
night,  aftPr I ' d  al ready closed with Ethel 
He offered your fu l l  price. twenty thousand. 

But of course I ' d  al ready accepted Ethel 's 
offer." 

He paused then for a slow doubtful head
shake, and Jinished, "Sti l l ,  you probably 
wouldn't have wanted to sel l to h im, anyway. 
He's a big-t ime gambler, and he wanted to 
remodel the place for business purposes. 

MJrcey shook her head in automatic agree
ment. "Nat u ra l ly  not , ' '  she began. 

An explos1ve exclamation t ram Roger in
terrupted her. "Twenty thousand!" he cried. 
"And you turned i t  down? Are you crazy?" 

"Wel l ,"  Jeff put  in mild ly, "we'd already 
made the other deal .  We couldn't go back 
on i t ."  

Roger made a strangled sound. 'There 
wasn't anything in writing! This B ixby wo
man cou ldn't have held you to i t ! And now 
you 've thrown away ten thousand dollars !" 

He broke off suddenly, his eyes narrowing, 
whi le Marcey sta red at him in blank bewilder
ment. 

"Wait a minute, " Roger said .  "It isn't too 
late ! Give me that deed. Al l  we have to do 
is drop it into the fire. Then you can tel l  
M iss Bixby that Marcey changed her mind, 
and we' l l  go on and sel l  to the other fel low." 

Jeff gazed at him for a moment without 
answering, then turned to Marcey. She 
glanced once into his questioning eyes. Then 
she swung about to face Roger, staring as if 
she had never seen him before. 

"But of course that's impossible," she said 
quietly. ' Tve agreed to sell to Ethel Bixby. 
I can't go back on my word. "  

Roger made a n  impatient gesture. "No
body'd ever know . . . he argued. "Think. Mar
cey' It means ten thousand dol lars I" 

She shook her head. "Don ' t  you see. Ro
ger, I promised. The money doesn' t  matter. 
It isn't  important . "  

"Not important !"  Roger shouted. " Marcey, 
do you real ize that an extra ten thousand 
might make the d i fference between getting or 
losing a contract for me in Holl ywood ? It 's 
going to take money to make contacts out 
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there! We' l l  have to put up a front. We'l l  
have to entertain the right people, and to . . .  " 

H is voice went on, · frantically, almost 
pleading with her, but Marcey hardl y  heard 
him. Shf could only stare in disbelief at his 
flushed, contorted face. This was a Roger 
she had never seen before, a Roger she had 
never known existed. 

And yet, the signs had been there all along, 
if she had only stopped to see them. There 
were Roger's excuses, Roger's evasiveness 
when she wanted to marry him immediately, 
Roger's insistence that she sell her house 
first. It wasn't that he wanted her to be free 
of the past, or free of business worries. It 
was much simpler than that. He wanted to be 
sure of the money. 

And now, he was wil l ing for her to break 
her word, to do anything sly and under
handed, for the sake of more money. He 
would have her turn the old Pol lock place into 
a roadhouse to finance his own future. 

She gazed at him as if across an unbridge
able chasm. Yet, oddly, she felt no sense of 
hurt or disappointment. She must have known 
subconsciously a l l  along what Roger was. 
It was evident that she had never really loved 
him, or she would have been heartbroken at 
this revelation. 

It was Jeff, finally, who finally broke into 
Roger's tirade. 

"That's about enough, Denton," he said 
quietly .  "You're not accompl ish ing anything. 
There's nothin,g you can do to change it ." 

Roger turned on him bel l igerently. 
. "Slick, aren't you?" His voice was choked 

with rage and frustration. "You've set i t  up 
very neatly. I suppose you've already arranged 
with the Bixby woman to sell to this other 
fellow and split the profit with you. Or." a 
look of calculation came over his face, 
"the Bixby deal is j ust a front. I ' ll bet she' s 
j ust acting as a dummy for you 1 You're 
going to put the whole thing into your 
pocket! "  

Jeff's jaw set hard, h i s  gray eyes looked 
cold and dangerous as he took a step toward 
the other man.  But he hesitated thm and 
glanced at Marcey. 

MARCEY SHRUGGED. She was sudden
ly overpoweringly weary. "You'd bet

ter leave now, Roger," she advised. " I t  seems 
that Jeff was right. It seems we're not the 
same kind of people  at all ."  

Roger controlled himself with a visible 

effort, as he saw everything slipping from his 
grasp. 

"Now, wait, " he protested. "Maybe I was 
a l i ttle hasty. But I was on ly looking out for 
your interests. I don't want you to be cheated ." 

Jeff took another step toward him. Roger 
glanced once more, p leading! y, at Marcey, but 
she shook her head and turned away. Then, 
as Jeff continued to advance upon h im, he 
broke for the door. A moment later there 
was the sound of a roaring motor, a clash of 
gears, a scream of t ires, and final ly s i lence. 

Marcey crossed the wide veranda and 
turned to the left, and her feet carried her 
through cold rain toward the old summer
house at the end of the garden. She wanted 
to make one last concession to the past, one 
last concession to sentiment, one last good-bye. 

Jeff walked beside her in s i lence, up the 
rickety steps, through the ri le  of dry leaves. 
As she came to a stop in the d im gloom under 
the roof he kicked the pi led leaves, scattering 
them across the floor. 

"Place needs a good c leaning," he ob
served . "Those steps ought to be fixed, too." 

Marcey didn't answer. There was nothing 
to say. She had lost the right to say anything. 
She was a stranger here now, an intruder. 
Even the whispering voices had ceased . She 
listened, but there was only the ticking of 
rain against the roof, and the slow drip from 
the eaves. 

Jeff continued to look about him, appra�s
ingly. "But it's not too far gone, after all . 
Some minor repairs, a couple of coats of paint, 
and it will all be just like it  was. Remember, 
Marcey?" 

"Oh, shut up !"  she cried. "Haven't you 
done enough? Do you have to go on talking 
about it?" 

He stared at her. h is  face suddenly  grim. 
"Yes," he asserted. "I think we have a little 
more talking to do, Marcey. What are your 
plans? What are you going to do now)" 

Marcey gazed out at the gray curtain of 
rain, and l ifted one shou lder in a hopeless 
shrug. ' T i l  go back to New York," she said 
dreari ly. ' ' Pick up my l i fe where I l eft off." 

Jeff made a harsh sound in his throat. ' ' I 'm 
darned if you will ! "  he gritted. His  hands 
fell on her shoulders, and turned her rough
ly about. 'Tm darned," he repeated, " i f  
we'll go  through a l l  that again!" 

" I  can't very well  stay here," she pointed 
out, steadily enough. "There's nothing more 
for me. The house is gone." 
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Jeff shook her 11 little. "The house! Don't 
you understand yet, Marcey, that the house 
doesn "t really matter? It's only a symbol, the 
way New York was a symbol, for you." 

His voice softened and deepened. "Don't  
you see that places don't matter? I t ' s  what's 
inside you that counts. You don't have to let 
the past drag at you and smother you, but 
you don't have to throw it all away, either. 
You can use it, as a foundation to bui ld  the 
future on. "  

Marcey bit her l ip. H i s  voice, and the 
touch of his hands, reached deep i ns ide her 
to sti r  an emotion she thought was dead. 

"Marcey. "  Jeff's voice was even lower 
now and husky. with tenderness, as h i s  arms 
pulled her close to him. " Marcey, darling, 
l "ve been waiting for you such a long time. 
Aren't you ready to stop running yet?" 

She raised her head, and brought up her 
eyes to meet his clearly at last, without re
servations. Her face glowed. 

" 'Jeff," she whispered. "Oh, Jeff, yes !"  
But then as h is  face came closer to hers, a 
faint cloud went across her happiness. ' I  
wish," she sighed, ' ' I 'd  waked up a little 
sooner, before the house was sold . So much 
of our l ives were here-" 

Jeff chuckled. " And all the rest of our 
l ives will be, too," he promised. "Roger was 
right about one thing. Ethel B ixby is my 
secretary, and she bought the place for me. 
I have her deed to me right here in my 
pocket with the other. "  

Marcey drew back a l i ttle, frowning, and 

a bitter stab of d isappointment shot through 
her. "Jeff ! You were planning to make that 
deal, if Roger and I hadn't broken up!" 

Jeff vras entirely unabashed. If  anything, 
h is  grin broadened. "But you _see, I ' d  already 
l istened to Roger enough to know what type 
he was. I knew what the smell of money 
would do to h im, and, of course, I knew 
you. I knew too that you would both react 
as I expected you to. That's why I felt safe 
i n  inventing a buyer with twenty thousand 
dollars. I knew I 'd never have to produce 
him." · 

"Inventing !"  Marcey echoed. She stared 
up incredulously into Jeff's face, trying to 
adjust herself to this new i dea. "You planned 
it all !"  she burst out at last. "Ethel, and 
the gambler never existed!" 

Jeff nodded, traces of amusement still visi
ble in his eyes. But soon the amusement faded, 
and he stared at her adoringly. 

' ' I 'd  been waiting," he reminded her, "for 
a long time. And I finally decided waiting 
wasn't good enough. I had to do something." 
His  amusement faded then and his voice 
roughened · with emotion. "Darl ing, when I 
think how close I came to losing you, for
ever-!" 

His  arms tightened again and drew her 
close. She ·on ly  had time to breathe out a 
faint whisper, "But you didn't, Jeff. You've 
got me forever." 

His  l ips were on hers, and suddenly the 
ai r was filled with music, and the scent of 
honeysuckle was all around them. C'+-!lc-+-.!l 

Sandra was sure �he was in love with Drake Robert�. His  

soph i�t icat ion. his good looks, evf>n his moodiness attracted 

her. When he asked her to marry h im,  she told hersel f. here 

SH O RT STO R I ES 

was the right · man, at 

last. And then she met 

Chris . . • 

Chris' smile was magnetic, hjs kisses tender. 

Torn between two men, Sandra had to make a 
momentous decision. Don't miss this poignant 

novelette in the March issue of LOVE SHORT 
STORIES. On sale now. 
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Desig� For 
'I 

The Myth and the 
Legend 

Once there was a boy named N a rcissus 
who looked into a pool and fell in love with 
his reflection. But that was only a myth . 

I n  New York City there was a girl  named 
Hyacinthe who looked at her reflection .  
She was no  myth , b u t  she soon become a 
legend. 

When Hyacinthe looked in her mirror the 
story of Narcissus was repeated. 

Surely, she thought, there is no one so 
lovely and charming as me. So she brushed 
her golden hair, powdered her charming nose, 
and went to the Painted Peacock,  a n ight 
c lub, where she was immediately hired. 

She couldn't dance and she couldn't sing, 
but when you have a face l ike Helen of Troy's 
and a perfect figure, talent is too much to 

expect. 
So Hyacinthe paraded nightly in a peacock 

tra in ,  and more than one playboy offered 
her h is purse strings in exchange for her 
hand, if not her hea rt. 

But to the bedazzled men she smiled her 
slow lovely smile a nd shook her head. 
Wea lth was not enough for Hyacinthe. The 
man she loved must be Prince Charming as 
wel l .  So she continued her job at the Painted 
Peacock and her sa lary soared. 

One morning Hyac inthe arrived at the 

Club for a rehearsal. She was early a nd see
ing no one about, dropped into a lounge 
chair .  A moment later she heard a voice, 
"Would you mind moving. I 've got to fix a 
wire behind that chair." 
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I t  was a n  order, not a request. But Hya
c inthe had started to  l ight  a cigarette and  
she continued to  do  so. 

" Look sister," the voice said, "move !  

. I 'm a busy man." 
For the first t ime in her l ife ,  Hyacinthe 

looked at a man carefu l ly. The speaker was 
tal l ,  s lender and red-headed, and at the mo
ment h is face was more pugnacious than 
handsome. 

"Some women ''-he began .  But before he 
could continue, Hyacinthe turned her head 
away and thoughtfu l ly blew out a cloud of 
smoke. 

Suddenly she found herself l ifted into the 

air, carried across the room,  and deposited, 

none too gently, on a
' couch. 

When she looked at the man again he was 
on h is knees splicing a wire. And it was then 
that she noticed h is profi le, which  had the 
clean-cut  qua l ity of a face on a coin. And 
as she regarded h im,  her lovely eyes became 
soft and lum inous. Here was a man who was 
different from the playboys she was ac
customed to meeting. Here, indeed, was her 
Prince Charming. 

They had lunch together at a beanery on 
Broadway and Hyacinthe didn't go back to 
the rehearsal. I n  fact she never returned to 
the Painted Peacock in spite of the man 
ager's frenzied pleas and offers of fame 
and fortune. 

And before the week was out she mar
ried her red -headed electrician and the fol 
lowing year she presentd h im with a red
headed son. Hyacinthe was lovlier than ever 
because happiness made her assume an inner 
glow and radiance. 

That's how the Queen of the Night Clubs 
became a legend. She threw away her 
crown to become plain M rs. Robert Jones of 
New Jersey. 
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"The prettiest reel 
hair I ever saw,'' he 
s a i d . "Anywhere." 



RIVALS 
B'� 

ma'';l Cate!Aer 
Sara's world crashed around 

her, until she realizetl the 

p1eces were big enough to 

save • 

• 

SARA COULD HEAR the heels of her white 
oxfords padding softly on the hard pavement 
as she hurried to n ight duty. The faces of 

some of the people passing her had the bright eve
n i ng shop l ights reflected in them. But there was 
only misery in her own, because she had j ust found 
her sister and the man she'd loved in each others 
arms. 

A cab driver tooted at Sara as she walked against 
the lights. Numbly, she heard his, "If you don't watch 
where you' re going, Nursie, you' l l  get to the hospital 
on a stretcher! · ·  

What d i d  i t  matter? With Karen's a n d  Joe's words 
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sti l l  ringing tn her ears, what d id  anything 
matter? 

After you've faced yourself in a mirror and 
decided you're not the worst looking redhead 
in the world, after you've convinced yourself  
that the man you love cares for you, even i f  
you aren't quite a s  pretty a s  your younger sis
ter, it's pretty hard to accept the truth. It 's a 
nightmare to come home early and find Joe 
holding your sister i n  his  arms, and hear her 
saying, ' ' I t's a beautiful d iamond, Joe. " 

Sara couldn't believe what she had seen 
when she crept blindly from the kitchen door. 
Numbly she had changed into her uniform, and 
slipped dazed ly from the apartment, trying to 
escape the hurt, the awful hurt. 

The last thing she had heard Joe say, was, 
" It 's going to be rough to tell Sara." 

Roug h .' She had a wi ld desire to laugh. 
As she waited impatiently at the curb for the 
lights to change, the l ights changed and she 
stepped off the curb. 

Suddenly there was a screeching of brakes 
and somebody, somewhere, screamed. Sara 
felt a brief, sickening impact. Then nothing . . .  

"She' s  coming to," the surgical supervisor's 
voice said. From other famil iar sounds, she 
knew she was in the famil iar operating room 
of St. John's Hospital. Her arm felt the faint 
prick of a hypodermic needle. It seemed 
strange to be getting a hypo instead of giving 
one. 

She opened her eyes. 
A figure loomed above her, blurred for a 

moment. 
Then she said, " Hel lo, Doctor, ' ' trying to 

make it light, as if her world hadn't toppled 
since she had seen him yesterday. Not that 
Doctor Bi l l  Randal l  wouldn't haven't l istened 
to her while she poured out her heart. B i l l  
was the k ind  of doctor who would  have 
shooed everyone else out of the operating 
room and l i stened for as long as she wanted 
to talk. He had l i stened to her the night she 
told him about Joe and being in love with her 
and he would have now. 

But Sara d idn't pour out her heart. Al l  she 
said was, "My head hurts. Do something, 
Medicine Man.". 

They were pals. They had been friends ever 
since she had assisted him with an appendec
�omy during her student nurse days. She cou ld 
say anything at all to him. 

Bi l l  d idn't grin and crack back at her the 
way he usually d id .  His eyes, she noticed, 
were grave. They seemed suddenly much too 

old for h is  young face. And the touches of 
gray hair that had always seemed out of place 
on his dark head suddenly seemed to belong 
there. He works too hard, she thought. B i l l  
needs someone to look after h im.  He needs 
someone to love him, the way I once loved 
Joe. 

B i l l  was saying, ' 'Don 't you know better 
than to hai l a cab by stepping in front of it, 
especially when the l ight is turning green for 
h . )" 1m. 

"I wasn't hai l ing h im," she protested weak
ly. "And the l ight was turnir.g green for me." 

Bi l l  give her a queer look. ' 'According to 
the driver, it was the other way around. I 
talked to him when he brought you in.  He 
said he  couldn't understand it. You seemed 
to step deliberately in front of him. " 

Sara stared uf' at h im numbly, not quite 
meeting h is eyes, her gaze moving from the 
white surgical cap he wore to the neck of his 
gown. 

Watching her, Bi l l  added cheerful ly, "But 
let's not worry about the psychological part 
until we've made darn sure you ' re all in one 
piece." 

"The psychological part ! "  She realized she 
sounded hysterical .  "What's psychological 
about being hit by a driver trying to beat a red 
light?" 

"Shush," Bill ordered, pressing his hands 
through her red hai r, probing gently. Then 
he began to dictate his findings to the super. 
visor who wrote them down on Sara's chart. 

"Scalp and spinal lacerations," was the 
final d iagnosis. "Nothing serious, apparent
ly, " he said, "but do head and back X.rays 
and hold  for observation, to make sure." H is 
eyes made her feel warm, safe. 

SARA COULD HEAR water running in the 
scrub-up room. The sound reminded her 

of something Joe had said one n ight when he 
had st iII I oved her. 

They had been washing the d inner d ishes 
whi le Karen primped for a show the three of 
them were going to see. Suddenly, unexpected
ly, as Joe bent his head to kiss her, she had 
dropped a lovely old platter. Afterward, when 
she tried to t h row i t  away, he stopped her. 

"I don 't know why," be said ,  "but I al. 
ways· feel responsible for something that's 
broken. Let's. have it mended . "  

" I f  I were broken," she had teased, "would 
you feel that way about me?" 

Soberly, Joe had said, " I f  anything ever 
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happened to you, precious, I would never rest 
unti l 

, .
rou were glued back together as good as 

new. 
joe had sealed that promise with a kiss that 

sti l l  bu rned on her mouth. It had been heaven 
then but now it was torment. She had been 
sure is was love then. Now what was it?  What 
did she feel for Joe? 

B i l l  came back. He put his hands through 
the solut ions and got into a steri le gown and 
g love>, watching her a l l  the time. As he per
formed the necessary surgery under local 
anesthetic, his eyes met hers as if wishing 
something, trying to tel l  her something.  H i s  
hands were gentle, a lmost cares-;ing. B i l l  had 
changed si nce they met . He changed about 
the time she told h im about Joe. 

But Sara was thinking about Joe. What 
woul.d be his reaction i f  she were cri ppled, 
a, she could  have been) Terrible, but she at. 
most wished . . . 

" A  penny for your thoughts, .. Bi II said,  but 
guite seriously. 

"They're not worth it, Doctor," she hedged. 
"Joe and Karen are waiting for you in your 

room," he said, watching her closely. She 
wondered how much he knew, how much he 
was guessi ng. They had told him something, 
that was plain.  

H e  asked for a special dressing, and the 
supervisor went to the supply room to get it. 
The suture nurse left with the instruments, 
beginning to dean up. 

" It 's  not the end of the world, Sara." His  
hand l ingered on her  cheek, softly. 

"Of course i t  isn ' t  the end of the world."  
Trying to keep it  l ight. she faltered a l ittle.  
" Men are l ike street cars. All I have to do is 
wait for another one. " 

' 'Sometimes waiting is a good thing. " He 
pul led down his  mask, reveal ing his strong 
mouth and chin l i nes. · ·some people wait a 
long t i me for the real thing. I know a man 
who-" 

He stopped. H is v oice had been oddly 
husky. She looked up, htr gray-green eyes 
meet ing his dark ones questionin,gly, her pulse 
begin ning to race. H is l ips held hers gently, 
yet with a seeming urgent passion that brought 
a rising, g:J.thering fee l i ng within her. When 
h.: straightened up, his hand remained tangled 
in her red hair for a moment. 

"The prettiest red hair I ever saw," he sai d. 
" Anywhere." 

She couldn't answer, not unti l  heart and 
breathing steadied. 

She and B i l l  had worked together day after 
day, and he had never so much as tried to kiss 
her before.' Now, it seemtd as if . . . And 
then she understood. 

"Some doctors," she said, " w i l l  do anything 
to l i ft a patient's morale ."  

I t  wou ld have been comforting to have him 
deny that rtmark. Her vanity needed comfort, 
desperately. , 

"Sure, . .  he said, again  in that odd way. 
·sure. And now how about 'ome X-rays, and 

I ' l l  see you as soon as I get the report." 
Afttr the X- rays, when Sara was taken to 

her room, Karen and Joe were waiting for 
her, as B i l l .  had said.  Sht looktd at Karen, 
standing beside Joe, so completely beautiful, 
so sure of getting what she wanted. Joe's 
diamond gl ittered, possess1vely on her left 
hand and Sara hated her. 

They must have read it  iu her eyes, or was 
it gui l t  that made Joe look so miserable. 
Finally Kar�n blu rted out, ' Doctor Randall 
says you aren't seriously hurt so I guess i t  w i l l  
b e  a l l  right t o  tell you about Joe and me. I 
can' t  bear it on my conscience any longer." 

The hard, bitter laugh that followed was 
her own, Sara real ized in a dazed, numb way. 
P09r Karen ! She never had been able to bear 
the guil t  after taking one of Sara's beaux. She 
always had to confess. After that, she could 
bl ithely date them in front of Sara. And if it 
ever occurred to her that Sara suffered, she 
never bothered to mention it .  

"Never mind confessing, Karen. I know. 
I heard you 'when I came home to change into 
my uniform this even ing. If you and Joe 
hadn't been so b l inded by the gl i tter of that 
diamond, you woul d  have seen me too. Or at 
least heard me. " 

Joe's hat was taking an awful beating. 
Every now and then he wou ld run a nervous 
hand th rough his brown hai r. He reminded 
Sara of a big handsome dog plead ing with his 
eyes for forgiveness. 

' ' I ' m  sorry you had to find out that way." 
H is voice was as fu l l  of misery as his eyes. 

' T m  sorry, too. " Karen said, ' 'but if Joe 
loves me instead of you-" She spread her 
hands in a pretty gesture. She didn't  utter one 
word about loving Joe. With Karen, it had 
always been the th ri l l  of getting something, of 
conquering. Once she had a man i n  the palm 
o f  her l i ttle, grasping hand, she lost interest. 

"You ' re to be my maid of ho�or, of course," 
she added. "So hurry ao d get well so we can 
go ahead with plans f01 the' wedding." 
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For one awful instant, Sara could  have 
k i l led her. 

"That · can wait, Karen !"  Joe sai d  sharply. 
"We won ' t  even think about i t  unt i l  Sara i s  
back on those pretty l i ttle feet o f  hers, unti l 
she's good as new . · ·  

Good as nell'.' If' 011 '1 ez •en 1hink abo111 it 
until . . .  

CLOSING H ER EYES, Sara prayed that 
she'd never be back on her feet again, i f  

i t  meant Karen wou ld  marry Joe. 
Karen's h igh heels tapped toward the door. 

"We promised your doctor we wouldn't stay 
long, but there is one other th ing I simply 
have to tel l  you. Joe and I want you to l ive 
with us. Don ' t  we, Joe? We' re going to find 
an apartment with an extra room for you ."  

There were two deep grooves in her fore
head. When Sara didn't answer, Karen went 
on, anxiously, "You 'd l ike that, wouldn't  
you?" 

And Sara knew Karen was afra id she would 
l ike it . Sara knew she was supposed to refuse. 
Feeling a w i ld  des i re to laugh, she repl ied, " I  
would  love every single minute of it ." 

I n  the back of her mind, a terrible idea was 
forming, and she cou ldn't let go of it. , 

By that time, Karen was in the doorway, 
but Sara could  clearly hear her d ismayed gasp. 
Karen hadn't expected that reply from the 
indepencfent Sara who had a lways looked after 
her young sister. Now Sara was going to l ive 
in Karen 's  new home. How cozy they would 
be! 

As she l i stened to Karen ' s  and Joe's steps 
rec�de down the corridor, Sara began to feel 
l ike a stranger to herself. She d idn ' t  rea l ly  
know i f  she would  want Joe back even if he 
came to her on h i s  knees. Al l  she knew was 
that Karen was goin,g to get a t aste of the 
bitter medicine she had been dea l ing out for 
years. 

Someone came and stood in the doorway. 
He hesitated a moment, and then came over 
to the bed. It was Joe, and there wa� a plead
ing look in his eyes. 

' ' I 'm glad you' re going to l i ve with us," he 
said .  " I  was afraid you wouldn't .  I wou ldn't 
have been able to stand i t ,  thinking of you 
l iving alone in some two-by-four apartment." 

So it had been Joe's idea 1 She shou ld have 
known. It was. Joe's big heart plus 8 feel ing 
of guilt .  

"Joe-" she stammered. 
"I don't know how it happened," Joe said. 

"I thought the world of you. I sti l l  do. But 
I couldn't marry you-now, feel ing the way 
I do about your sister. She's not half the 
woman you are, but I need her. " 

Quickly, impulsively. he bent and k i ssed 
her, before walking out without looking back . 
Joe had said he didn't know how it had hap
pened. Sara hadn't bel ieved i t  would  happen, 
because Joe seemed d i fferent from the others 
who were trapped by Karen. Maybe that was 
the reason it hurt so. 

Sara met Joe in  the neighborhood radio and 
TV shop he was gradua l l y  turn ing into a pay
ing business. She had taken a small  radio set 
to be fixed because h is  place had been con
venient. When she had stayed to talk whi le  
he put  in a new tube, he invited her  out to 
dinner that n ight. 

From that evening on, Cupid did overtime, 
l eading them straight toward the altar. Then, 
when Sara could  keep them apart no longer, 
Joe met Karen. She was a nurse. too, but she 
had day duty. Sara had been unable to have 
her hours changed right away, so Joe and her 
sister began spending evenings together, in a 
brotherly-sisterly fash ion. Then, overnight, i t  
became a n ightmare to Sara. the k ind where 
you find yoursel f cornered. terri fied, power. 
less to do anyth ing except wait to see what 
happens. 

And what had happentd was that Kartn 
had stolen Joe. the way she had stolen as a l l  
t he  others. On ly the others hadn ' t  mattered 
enough for Sara to fight back. But th is  t ime, 
she was going to fight. Joe st i l l  cared; she 
kntw he did .  

Remembering and p lanning in a hal f-con
scious way, s leep didn't  come. The n i,ght  
nurse made her last round and d immed the 
l ights. I t  must have been quitt late when B i l l  
s l ipped in, closing the door tightly behind 
him. Sara wondered how he had gotten in 
w ithout an at tending nurse. 

"It t-ook some maneuvering," he grinned, 
pu l l ing up a chai r and l ighting a cigarette, 
"but I thought there might be somtthing you 
wanted to talk over ."  

"No," she sai d  sha rply. "No. there's noth
ing I want to talk over. What about the X
rays?" 

"Negative ."  
H i s  steady gaze madt her  movt rtst l essly  

under the white spread. I t  made her say 
against her w i l l, "Don't bother think ing about 
Joe and Karen. It 's j ust one of those things."  

"Sara," Bi l l  sai d  taking one of her  hands in 



R I VALS 53 
his, "don't  bottle it up. I f  you won't  talk it 
over with me, then cry i t  out. Beat the p i l lows 
with your fists. Do anything! But get it out of 
your system." 

She laughed at him. I t  wasn't a very con
v incing laugh. And because it wasn' t  con
v incing, she added, a l i ttle cruelly, "Since 
when did you take up the practice of psycho
analysis' I l iked you better when you took 
care of physical hurts." 

"Sometimes the two go together," he said .  
"You know that." 

"Al l  I know," she said, wi thdrawing her 
hand from h is, "is that I want to go home, to 
Karen's and my apartment." Back to the apart
ment where Joe u•ill be rtmnin!?, in and 0111 at 
every opportllnity. u •hen Karen tl'ill be work
ing in the hos pita/. 

Bi l l  was shaking his head. "I want you 
here where I can keep an eye on you," he said.  
Then, after several other trumped up reasons, 
he gave the real one, "Seeing Joe and Karen 
together w i l l ' be pure torment, Sara. Why 
don' t  you move out, get away from them?" 

"No problem is  ever solved by running 
from it; . . Sara repl ied, knowing i t  was the 
right answer to g ive him. And final ly, and 
reluctantly, he agreed to release her the next 
day. 

l(AREN AND JOE CAME for Sara the 
next evening. B i l l  told them to let her 

sit up for a while.  
"But put her to bed early," he said, going 

down in the elevator with them. And Sara 
fel t  more than a l ittle lost when they left him 
standing in front of the hospital . 

For the rest of the evening Karen was a 
most conscientious nurse. She al lowed Sara 
all of five minutes in a l iv ing room chair be
fore putting her to bed and closing the bed
room door. Through the plywood walls, Sara 
could hear her h igh-pitched voice, but caught 
none of Joe's  low answers. But then Sara 
d ido 't need to hear replies to know that her 
sister was changing her plans to a quick, sin1-
ple wedd ing_._because she was afraid of wait
mg. 

The last thing Karen said to Joe that night 
proved she was afraid of somethi ng else. 
"Joe," she said, "after thinking it over, I don ' t  
think Sara's l iv ing wi th  u · i s  such a good idea, 
after a l l . "  

Joe said something, and then Karen pro
tested, "But-" 

Then there was one Clf those agonizing si-

lences during which Joe k issed Karen, the way 
he used to k iss Sara. 

Sleep came late to Sara. Then she woke up 
suddenly, not quite sure she had ever rea l ly 
been asleep. The hair at the nape of her neck 
was moist, the p i l low damp. She didn't  real l y  
go back to sleep. Somewhere in that black 
world between consciousness and sleep, she 
realized her bark ached and that her legs felt 
a curious numbness. Through a haze she saw 
a traffic signal that kept changing from green 
to red, and a china p latter which Joe mended 
over and over again because she kept on drop
ping it .  

When Sara opened her eyes next morning, 
she couldn't move her legs. This she accepted 
with a strange calmness, as if it were happen. 
ing to someone else, not herself. 

But Karen didn't  accept it calmly. Making 
a wild dash for the phone, she had B i l l  there 
in a matter of minutes. Then Sara coul d  hear 
her phoning Joe, her voice rising in panic, 
asking him to stop in on his way to the shop. 

When B i l l  came strid ing into Sara's bed
room, his face didn't  hide the fear in h im, as 
she knew he hoped it d id .  After a thorough 
examination, he settled h imself into a chair  
by the bed, l ighting a cigarette i n  that easy 
way he had . with patients. For what seemed 
hours, he smoked in s i lence, searching her 
face. 

Then he asked, "Why don't  you tell me 
about it, Sara?" 

"I  don't know what you're talking about," 
she l ied. 

He knew she was lying, but he knew when 
to be si lent, too. For a few minutes, he chatted 
about this and that, and then went out into the 
kitchen 'where Karen was getting breakfast. 
A l l  Sara could hear was their cautious under. 
tones. They were d iscussing her, of course. 
She wanted to scream out at them to stop. She 
wanted to throw something or smash some
thing. 

Joe came as Karen was removing the break
fast tray Sara hadn't touched. When he 
brushed past her and walked straight over to 
Sara, the look of d ismay on Karen's face was 
almost funny. 

Bi l l  dido 't waste any t ime bringing up the 
subject of Karen's and Joe's engagement, 
watching Sara's face as the three of them 
talked. He must have gotten the whole story 
from her sister. 

Bi l l  and Joe shook hands, and B i l l  asked, 
"When's the wedding to be, Joe?" 
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.Jnt>'s eyes bounced from Sara's to Karen's. 
· .n.s soon as Sara is well enough to be maid of 

honor," he said  firmly. 
Bluntly, Karen asked, "When will that be, 

Doctor?" 
Bi l l ' s  reply was j ust as blunt. "When she's 

ready. Let 's see i f  she's ready now . . . 
Sara couldn ' t  get angry at Bi l l ' s  ridiculous 

p�ychological theories because he had such a 
sympathetic way about h im. She al lowed him 
to help her into her s l ippers, l i ft her from the 
bed. 

Sara stood there, clinging to him for sup
port, feeling absolutely nothing in her legs. 
They might as wel l have been made of wood. 

"If  I could on ly do it for you," Bi l l  mur
mured softly, so that she was the only one who 
heard. H is wi l l  for her to walk was so strong 
that for a moment it seemed she must . 

Then Karen urged, "Please walk. I f  it 's 
only one step ! · '  She might as well have sai d :  
Please walk, St;�ra. Walk .ro Joe and I can be 
man·ied. Walk so you ra11 be there to hear me 
•ay the U'ords you should be saying. 

I f  it hadn't been for Bi l l 's supporting anns, 
Sara would have crumpled in a heap at his 
feet. Slipping his arm around her, he helped 
her back into bed. Above his, "We wi l l  try it 
again tomorrow," she could hear her sister 
let out an explosive breath. 

Suddenly, Sara turned on both of them. 
"You think it's all in  my mind, don't you? 
Don't you ! Why don't you come out and say 
so, Karen, the way B i ll does?" 

Vaguely she knew she was being unreason. 
able, i ncluding Bi l l  in her resentment against 
Karen, but she didn 't seem to be able to stop. 

Karen might have been answering a 
naughty chi ld .  "The X-rays were negative, 
Sara." 

Joe hadn "t  made a sound all this time. He just stood there, looking bewi ldered and anx
IOUS. 

Sara said sharply, "Spinal X-rays can baffle 
special ists forever, and you know i t ' "  

Her sister stared at her  accusingly, and .Sara 
stared back, defiantly, feeling sick and miser-
able and all mixed-up. · 

Karen started to say something else, but Bi l l  
took her by the arm, none too gently, and 
closed the door behind al l  th ree of them. Joe 
seemed to want to say something, but Bil l  
ushered him out,  too. ,., 

Sara turned to the wal l .  Tears would have 
been a relief, but none came. Only the weight 
was there-against her heart, crushing 

out all feelings except utter gray despondency . 

IN THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED, Sara 
didn't real ly l ive. A dull weariness settled 

over her. More and more freyuently she found 
herself wishing she could go to sleep forever. 
What was there to l ive for? One miserable 
day marched along behind another miserable 
day. 

Bi l l  provided the few bright spots. She 
couldn "t  have gone on if it hadn't been for 
him. He carne evuy day, l iteral ly forcing the 
wi l l  in her to face another day, another sleep
less n ight. There were more X.rays, special-

, i sts, consulting physicians, and everything Bil l  
could think of. But Sara could tel l he be. 
l ieved the answer lay in her own mind. 

"Try to forget Joe, " he said. And though 
the v isits from Joe brought a kind of du l l  
agony, she wanted and had to  go on seeing 
him. But in reality his v isits weren't a help. 
He d idn ' t  comfort her the way Bi l l  d id, but 
instead brought something more akin to balm 
for a deep wound that wouldn ' t  heal .  

Karen turned ashen the evening she carne 
horne early from the hospital and found Joe 
hold ing Sara's hand sympathetically .  Later 
that evening they lluarreled about it, and the 
day Joe bought a wheel chair for Sara, the rift 
real ly began. As he l ifted her into it, care
ful ly. Karen looked sick. 

"You act as if she were going to b� a per
manent inval id '"  she said in a shri l l  voice. 

Joe l ifted hi' head in shocked surprise. 
"Nothing of the kind. But she has to have 
some way of getting around the apartment, 
doesn't she? You said yourself you can ·t af
ford someone to stay with her ." 

The rift widened when Joe began dropping 
in from the shop to fix lunch for Sara. That 
caused the first bitter guarrel. 

"What do you want her to do?" Joe shouted 
at Karen. "Starve' It 's precious l i ttle atten
tion you're giving her." 

" 'And it 's precious l i ttle attention you ' re 
giving me ! ' '  Karen shouted back at him in 
desperation. And for the tirsr time, Sara be

. gan to wonder if it were possible Karen really 
loved Joe and that he loved her in return. 

Then she bega-n comparing Joe with Bi l l, 
unconsciously at first, but then del iberately. 
And one day she rc;al ized with a kind of won. 
der that it was Bi l l ' s  footsteps that were bring. 
i ng l i ttle tingles of excitement to her. His 
visits were the h igh spot of any day, not Joe's. 

Soon she tried to persuade Karen and Joe 
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go ahead with their  wedd ing p lans. Her sis
ter agreed eagerly, but Joe stubborn ly refused. 
And another quarrc:l fol lowed. Only this t i me 
it was more than a quarre l .  

Joc:'s chin set, and he said,  "We ' l l  wait. 
H.lppiness can' t  be built on a setup like this ."  

Then came the night they quarreled so vio
!t:ntly that Karen gave Joe back his  ring. It  
was du ring a light, pre-spring snow, and Joe, 
Karen and Sara were watching the neighbor
hood chi ldren on their s leds. Karen was keep
ing a l i ve an ar�ument w ith Joe that had 
started during dinner. 

She saiJ, " I  can 't  stand stayi ng here night 
.tfter night, never going anywhere. We haven't 
gone dancing since Sara's accident. "  

"Neither has Sara," Joe sai d  quiet ly,  "and 
she's not complaining." 

"Sara� A l ways Sara ! I 'm sick of this  whole, 
hopeless mess! And I'm sick of waiting to be 
married. I 've waited as long as I'm going to. 
I want a home of my own." She glanced down 
the street at the playing children. "And I 
want it before I ' m  too old to have a fami ly . "  

" Every woman wants a home," J o e  sai d  
softly, looking a t  Sara. 

" A l l  right. A l l  right !"  Karen said .  "Sara 
can live with us. I ' l l  quit my job and take care 
of her." 

I t  was the first time she had ever heard 
Karen make an unselfish offer. Sara couldn't 
believe i t !  And suddenly she was as sick of 
the whole hopeless mess as her s ister was. 

She choked out, "I have a l itt le  money 
saved. I ' l l  go to a nursing home. Go ahead 
with your own l ives-" 

"Don 't  talk like that," Joe sai d gruffly. 
"And get the i dea of a nursing home out of 
your p retty head. We're a l l  going to keep 
working at th is  th i ng until  you' re back on 
your feet. B i l l  says it 's  only a matter. of time 
and love." 

' ' B i l l  says ! A lot he's doing about it !"  
Sara could have slapped Karen for  talking 

that way about Bi l l .  
Karen 's voice rose i n  panic. " It 's  been days 

and · days, and Sara hasn't taken one step by 
hc:rself .  She doesn ' t  want to. She doesn't 
want to ' If B i l l  weren' t  in love with her, he 
would admit she's doing it to hurt me. Can't 
you see, Joe? She hates me for taking you 

. away from her. She means to ruin our l ives ' "  
Joe's eyc:s blazed ' Sara co� l d  see that he' 

had to get away before he struck Karen. He 
grabbed for his hat on the way out. 

" Here-" Karen tore at the d iamond on her 

finger, flinging it into h is hand. "Take this  
with you.  I t  doesn't  mean anything. It  never 
w i l l u n t i l  she's on her feet ' "  

The door slammed behi nd Joe with col d  
final ity, leaving only the sound o f  Karc:n's 
violent sobs as she fled to her room. 

Leaning her head weari ly against' the back 
of the wheel chair.  Sara waited for the feel ing 
of satisfaction that shou ld  have come knowing 
that Karen was fina l ly receiving her j ust des
erts. But outside, the night seemed blacker 
than ;1!1)' she had ever l i ved th rough. 

Kartn's rack ing sobs pounded l ike a pulse 
agai nst her and a real ization came slowly but 
persistently over her. She had never stopped 
loving Karen, as crue l ly  selfish as she had al
ways been. 

And a l l  at once Sara wanted to see B i l l .  
She wisl�ed he would walk in the door. She 
wou ld talk to h im now, tel l  him everything, 
and even admit why she hadn't wanted to 
walk. She had known that Joe would never 
suspect her rr:otives. He was a factual man. 
To him life was l i ke precision tools, with a l l  
parts fitting. A l l  h e  could see was a girl i n  a 
wheel chair, a brokenJlatter that hadn't  been 
put back together, an nothing anyone coul d  

{Contill ul'd o n  pa_qr 104) 

by Alma Robison Higbee 

Cold and lonely blossoms 

With never a fragrant breath, 

You make me think of j ungles. 

Dark with death. 

For your brittle petals 

One pays a b itter price, 

Surely God mislaid your seedl ings 

I n  p.arad ise. 

. Your contraband a question 

But let the answer go; 

One sent me red carnations 

With a silver  bow. 



S H I N I N G  
B EA� O N  

IT HAD BEEN a brave try, l iving on a 
wind-swept rocky island as the wife of 
a lighthouse keeper. But Terry Daniels 

knew she was l icked. 
She couldn't take any more of the bleekness, 

the howling winds, the screeching night birds, 
the raucous sea l ions and k i l ler whales that 
su rrounded the rock-bound coast. She couldn't 
take any more of the confinement, the narrow
ness of the l i fe, and Sue and Bing Olson, the 
MacBrides and the seven unmarried men, 
who composed the personnel on the island. 

But most of al l  she couldn't  bear the deaf
ening foghorn that often blew for days on 
end. And-she had to face it at last-she 
couldn't take any more of Rush, her husband 
of a. year. 

Terry clreadecl 
this final show

clown. 



Terry's husban.d was more interested in 

runnin.g his lighthouse than seeing the 

light in her eyes. 
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If he'd only get upset about something once 
in a whi le. I f  he'd only try to understand 
how she felt about it. To h im it was one bi,g 
lark. He took his work seriously, but he 
never seemed to mind the hardships, the way 
she did. 

He  might have minded the first year, but 
after they were married and she was with h im, 
everything was wonderful .  

Terry was despef-ately ashamed that she 
couldn't feel the same way. At first j ust 
being with Rush had been enough. But now 
he was always so busy, that even the few 
hours they were together each day d idn't 
seem the same. 

Lately she felt so edgy that everything got 
on her nerves. She hated nagging wives but 
that was what she'd become. 

After a · three-day honeymoon, he'd brou�t 
her here to the rocky is land, thi rty mi les from 
San Francisco, out in the open ocean. 

She'd joined the other two wives glad l y  
and tried to fit i n .  But soon she knew i t  was 
hopeless. Al l  she wanted now was to get 
back to dry land and civi l ization, where peo
ple lived l ike people, not l ike exi l es. 

She saw Rush coming over from the shack 
were he'd been o.n duty for six hours, from 
midnight to six in the morn ing. 

Hurriedly she shoved her partly packed 
suitcase under the bed. As yet she hadn't 
gotten up the courage to tell him she was 
leaving when the tender made i ts weekly 
vis it  to bring supplies. 

Rush breezed into the smal l  but .rrett i l y  
furnished apartment, which was in  the  house 
they shared with the Olsons. 

" Hi ,  l ight of my l i fe," he said with a win. 
She clenched her hands. " 'Hel lo, " '  she 

said tonelessly. 
He swun_g her off her feet and k iw·cl her. 

"Been thinking of you for the last six hours," 
he told her. 

She wrenched herself away from him. "You 
have not' You've been thinking of radio 
beams and beacons and electronics, and lovin,g 
every minute of it ! "  

He grinned again. "Sure I have. And I 
do love every minute of i t .  But I also love 
you." 

She turned away and went into the kitchen 
to fix his  breakfast. His  tall leanness. his 
short cl ipred red hai r. his eyes of bright blue. 
did thin,gs to her even now. 

A sudden fierce wind rushed at the white 
frame home and seemed bent on its destruc· 

tion .  The windows rattled and a door ban,ged. 
"Storm coming up. ' · Rush said. standing in 

the doorway watching her . 
She didn't answer. She couldn't bear an

other storm on this ocean-swept rocky island, 
especial ly  since the foghorn began to moan. 

She slammed a pan on the stove but no one 
coul d  hear it. The Olsons cou ldn't even hear 
their baby crying when the darn thing was 
going. Everyone had to yell at each other 
to be heard. 

She yelled at Rush, "I hate th is place! I t ' s  
driving me crazy !"  

"Two eggs' l l  be  enough. i f w e  have enough 
to last until the boat comes . . . he yel led back. 

She opened her mouth to yel l ,  b�t she knew 
he wou ldn't be able to hear her. 

They ate their breakfast in s i lence. It was 
useless trying to out-shout the fo,ghorn. 

A fter breakfast Rush went to bed for some 
sleep and Terry did some washing. As she 
was hanging it on the folding dryer in the 
kitchen, Sue Olson came in the back door. 

" "Looks l ike rough weather ahead," she 
yelled with a wide smile. 

Sue was pretty and blonde and always 
happy. The only thing that rea l ly  bothered 
her was when the weather was too bad for 
the supply boat to get to the island with 
milk and food for her baby. 

Terry had become j ealous of Sue lately. 
She almost hated her for a lways being cheer
ful .  Also she'd heard rumors to the effect 
that Rush used to be in love with Sue, until 
she turned him down in favor of B ing Olson . 
But . of course Rush had never said anything 
about this to her. 

Rush had taken Bing home to Los Angeles 
when they were on l iberty and had introduced 
him to Sue, his next door nei .ghbor. It had 
been love at first sight with  Sue and Bing 
and they'd married after on ly a couple of 
meetings. When the two boys had been as
signed to the same duty on Sea Breeze Is land, 
it had been rather strange for Rush, seeing 
Sue married to h i s  best friend. 

Then, on one of his eight-day l iberties from 
the island, Rush met Terry. 

IT HAD HAPPFNED early one fogu,y 
morning in San Francisco. Tc·rry was 

out early walking her Grt'at Dane. when 
Rush turned a corner and near ly  trirped over 
them. To save him from fal l in v.. �he'd 
grabbed his arm. Then they "d stood ·,�e rf ect ly 
sti l l  and looked at each other. 
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Terry had her short brown hair up in pin 

curls and a scarf was tied around i t  turban 
fashion. Her violet-tinted gray eyes were sti l l  
heavy with sleep, and she knew she must 
look a sight. 

'Tm sorry," she said, after a moment. 
Rush grinned. "Why be sorry? I enjoyed it." 
The Great Dane sni tfed at him and he 

patted her head. She didn"t l i ke too many 
people outside the fami ly. but she seemed 
to adore this tall lanky red-headed sailor. 

Terry had said, "Well, I guess I " l l  be go
ing. " ' 

' ' I  was thi nking about a cup of coffee," 
Rush added quickly. " How about joining me?" 

Terry hesitated. ' 'Oh, I 'm afraid I couldn't. 
Besides there's no place near here. This 
is a residential district." , 

Rush glanced around but a l l  he could see 
was fog. "Then I ' m  lost. I couldn't sleep so 
l decided to take a walk. Guess I got farther 
from my hotel than I realized." 

Lady, the Great Dane, gave a friendly bark 
and licked Rush's hand. Then she stood up 
on her h ind legs and tried to kiss his face. 

Rush laughed and braced h imsel f  against 
the weight of the huge dog. ' ' I 'm glad to 
see one member of the team knows how to 
treat a sailor in a strange port," he said. 

Terry laughed. " How about coming home 
with me for breakfast?" Mother and Dad 
will be up by now. They'd love to have you. 

Rush grinned. "Th�nks," he said. ' ' I 'd 
sure l ike to come. I 'm from Sea Breeze 
Island." 

"The lighthouse? .. 
"That" s right." 
They were walking along together through 

the fog, Lady straining at the leash and lead
ing the way. 

" It .must be terrible exciting to l ive in a 
l ighthouse," Terry said a little breathlessly. 

' ' It"s not bad. We have fun. But we don't 
actually l ive in the l ighthouse itself. There 
are about twenty buildings on the island. 
There are ten of us. We unmarried men 
l ive in a barracks. One couple l ives in a two 
family house, the other half of which is 
empty and Mac, the Chief Boatswain's Mate, 
and his wife l ive in a little five room house." 

Terry smiled warmly at him. 
When they arrived at the house her mother 

and father welcomed Rush quickly and 
whole-heartedly. He kept them entertained 
with stories about the l i fe on Sea Breeze 
Island and made it sound very exciting and 

romantic. And so three l iberties later, he and 
Terry were married. But when she went back 
to the island with h im, she found a very 
different kind of l i fe than she expected. 

To begin with, it had taken them two days 
to land, because of rough weather. That 
mt'ant that Rush would have to deduct those 
two days from his next l iberty. Final ly, when 
the tender was able to get them near shore, 
they were put i nto a small boat loaded with 
supplies. Then a platform was lowered f rom 
a boom arm and they were snatched up as 
the boat heaved to, and several sai lors had 
to haul them onto a concrete p latform high 
above the crashing surf and the raucous sea 
lions that seemed to be waiting for them 
to fal l  in. 

Terry was shaking with fright when she 
finally reached her new home. She wasn't 
afraid of tne water, but she didn't relish the 
idea of being dashed against the rocks. 

But she felt somewhat better when Sue 
and Bing, George MacBride, called Mac, 
his w ife Martha, called Ma, and the sailors, 
welcomed her with open arms. 

In a loud booming voice Mac said, "We're 
sure glad to have you. It may be a l ittle rough 
at first but we'l l  all try to make you h appy. 
And i f  there's anything you don't l ike, come 
and tell me, and 111 see what I can do about 
it .  Ma here, is a good one to tell your trou
bles to i f  it's just woman stuff." 

Martha MacBride, a short woman with 
a jolly face, hugged her and said, "W..e're 
•going to get along j ust fine, honey. You'll 
brighten things up a l ot ." 

Bing, tal l  and slender, shook hands with 
her and grinned. "No wonder Rush went 
overboard for you. You ' re sure whistle bait. 
Glad to know you, Terry. Sorry we couldn't 
get to the wedding." 

But Sue's welcome was a bit more reserved 
than the others. When introduced, Sue look
ed her over and smiled. But Terry felt there 
was a chi l l  in her words. 

"Hi,  there," she said. "Welcome to the 
end of the world." 

The two girls looked at each other and 
right then and there Terry had the feeling 
that Sue had felt she was competition. Be
fore Terry had arrived, Sue had all the 
attention and she loved it .  

But Terry was also pretty and once she 
arrived on Sea Breeze she never wanted for 
someone to talk to. There was always Rick, 
the tall ex-footbal l  player, who l iked to tell 
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her about al l the games he'd won for his 
team. And there was Knox R: :iers, the boy 
from New York, who missed the bright li�hts. 
And all the otht:r coast guardsmen who suf
fered from periodic spel ls  of lonel iness, were 
anxious to tal k  their troubles over with her. 

Rush dido 't seem to mind her talk ing to 
the other boys, or even dancing with them. 
I f  Rush had shown the s l ightest signs of 
jealousy, she wouldn' t  have felt so deserted. 
But once he married her Rush seemed to stop 
worrying about her, and let her take care of 
herself .  

Having been the only chi ld  Terry was 
used to being taken care of. But Rusty seemed 
to take her for granted, now that' he was mar
ried to her. 

But, it seemed he always had time to do 
things fot Sue, and when Bing was on watch 
or working on various jobs, Sue usual ly  man
aged to find something for Rush to fix right 
away. 

And they always seemed to have things 
to talk over. Terry hadn't really minded this, 
unt i l  she noticed that Bing was annoyed by 
these private jokes. 

IN SPITE OF THIS, Terry tried to be friends 
with Sue. She spent afternoons hel ping 

her with the baby and talkin� to her about 
Rush. 

But soon she noticed that whenever Sue 
spoke of Rush she always did so in connec
tion with hersel f :  "Rush and I were always 
paired off in hi�h school. Rush's mother and 
my mother j ust took it for granted we'd get 
married. Our folks • were furious when I 
didn't  marry h im, but I hear Rush's  folks 
thought you were a sweet l i tt le  thing." 

Terry had only met Rush's parents at the 
wedding and she'd thought they were &� r l ings. 
If they had any regrets about his choice 
they dido 't show it. And Rush's father and 
her father hit it o£1 wonderful ly. because 
they both were lawyers. Thei r mothers a l�o 
had l iked each other ·and were friends im
mediately. 

But Sue continued making barbed remarks·, 
and one day Terry, goaded beyond endur
ance. asked, "Why didn't  you marrv Rush?" 

Sue's cheeks became a deep pink "Wel l ,  
I guess I d idn ' t  feel that way about him in  
the final ana lysis. I guess we got too used 
to each other, l iv ing next door and everything. 
It wasn't l ike Bing and me. We met, we 
looked at each otht:r and-Bin� '"  

Terry d idn ' t  think i t  was funny. She d idn't 
even smi le. She said, ' That's the way it  was 
with Rush and me. I guess you only meet 
one person in your l i fetime that h i ts you l ike 
that . · ·  

After that afternoon she avoided long 
chatty sessions with Sue. 

Then one n ight, when Rush was on watch,_ 
Terry bad become frightened and decided to 
go over to the shack and sit out his watch 
with him. Seeing her go out from an upstairs 
window, Sue had cal led. ' ' Better take a flash 
l ight with you."  

So she'd gone back and gotten one. But  
she'd no sooner left  the house than she was 
immediately bombarded by thousands upon. 
thousands of screeching night bi rds. She 
fought them off as best she could, whangin,g 
at them with the l ighted flashl ight. But the 
more she battled them the more they swarmed 
about her unt i l  she was so terrified she cou ldn't  
even cal l  for help. 

Fighting desperately she managed to run 
over to the shack, and when she burst in, 
crying hysterical ly, Rush grabbed the l ight 
from her hand and snapped i t  off. 

"You l i ttle fool ' "  he cried . · ·oon't you 
know better than to u�e a l ight ? That's what 
attracted them. They ' re bad enough in the 
dark but if anyone so much as l ights a match. 
he takes his l i fe in his hands." 

Terry sank down on a chair and sobbed 
unti l  Rush came and• took her into his. arms 
and sooth�d her. 

When she was ahle to stor cryinp she said, 
"Sue told me to take t he fla�h l ight . "  

Rusty gave her  a surprised l ook. "Are you 
sure?" 

"Of course I'm sure ."  
He didnt answer for a moment. Then. 

shak in!! his head. he said.  "You must have 
misunderstood her. Sue knows better than 
that . "  

But Terry knew she hadn't been mistaken 
about Sue\

. 
adY ice. The n ight was c lear and 

the foghorn was si lent. s� she'd heard her 
word� 'quitf d ist inctly. 

After that, Sue never tr ied anything vicious, 
but she never fai led to goad Terry about be
i ng over-sensitive. 

But the is land was too smal l  to bring a feud 
off that sort out into the open. So Terry had 
kept it  to herself .  And Rush was too busy 
to notice. Or if he did,  he dido 't attach any 
importance to it .  

And so, after a year, Terry had enough. 
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Bing and Rush stil l  had another year in  the 
Coast Guard and woul d  probably have to spend 
·it here on the l ight because of their knowledge 
of electronics. After the year was up Rush 
woul d  go to col l ege to get his engineering 
degree. And when that time came, the Olsons 
and tlie Daniels would  separate. But Terry 
couldn't wait that long. After the next boat 
arrived and she left on it, she'd never see 
Sue or the is land again.  

But to avoid suspicion, Terry carried on the 
pretense of 'being friends with her. And 
when Sue yel led, "Going to the movie show 
tonight?" Terry nodded. She might as well 
go. Maybe Rush would go with her. He 
didn't have the watch tonight. But she hated 
the movies lately, because they showed people 
al l  dressed up in even ing c lothes and having 
fun in a civi l ized manner. She'd forgotten 
what it was l ike to have fun. 

RUSH SLEPT unt i l  early afternoon, and 
then she gave him his lunch. Whi le 

they were eating she thought he watched her 
covertly. 

She wondered if he'd d iscovered the partly 
packed suitcase beneath the bed. But it  was 
probably just her guilty conscience. 

When he left to go out and help with some 
work that had to be done before dark, he 
came to her and taking her face in his strong 
hands, kissed her l ips tenderly. Then, close 
to her ear he asked, "Anything wrong?" 

She shook her head but an achey lump came 
into her throat. 

"Sure?" he asked and searched her eyes. 
She shook her head again.  
"Why don't you go over and stay with Sue 

this afternoon I Or go over and see Ma' Or 
take a walk around the island before it starts 
to rain.  Rick's off duty until six. He' l l  go 
with you." 

She pul led away from him, wanting, yet 
hating his nearness. He treated her l ike a 
child who needed a baby sitter! 

When Rush went out, the ache in her 
th roat was too much to bear. Rushing up
stairs to the bedroom she flung herself on the 
bed and sobbed . 

When her emotional storm had spent itself 
she pul led the partly packed suitcase from 
beneath the bed and finished packing it .  It  
was Saturday, and the tender would be out 
Tuesday, weather permitting. 

She made the bed and tried to keep her
self busy all afternoon. With the storm 

brewing, a l l  the boys were preparing for it, 
scurrying around from one buil ding to an. 
other. But Sue was i rontng. She could hear the 
iron as i t  b,mgcd down on the board . Sue was 
so ful l  of vital ity · she banged everyth ing. 

Martha Mac spent her spare time baking 
pies and cakes wl1 ich she di stributed around, 
especia l ly to ·the barracks. Somehow Terry 
hadn't found anything to take up her spare 
time. She wasn't much of a cook and she 
J idn't have a baby to take care of-yet. 

But this afternoon she did make some bis
cuits and a meat loaf and when Rush came 
in for dinner she had everything ready. She 
even took her best blue dress from the packed 
suitcase, and put it on. She'd brushed her hair 
until i t  gleamed and had arranged it back 
from her face, the way Rush l iked it. Why 
she was making a l l  these concessions when it 
no longer mattered whether or not Rush ap
proved of her looks, she didn't know. 

When Rush returned, the foghorn was sti l l  
moaning and the wind howl ing. The dusk 
had fallen early and the rain was beginning 
to come in gusty sheets. The light had been 
turned on and its long penetrating beam 
swung round and round, warning the ships 
and planes of danger and tel l ing them where 
they were, in case they were lost. 
. "Want to go over and see the movie to

n ight?" Rush cal led as he hung his wet sl icker 
in the closet. 

Terry nodded and began putting the dinner 
on the table while he went upstai rs to change 
his clothes. ,. 

Then, l ike a bolt of l ightning it struck her. 
She'd forgotten to hide the suitcase after 
taking the dress out of it. She'd left it open 
on a chair. 

She ran upstairs, hoping Rush had gone 
i nto the bathroom first and she'd have time to 
snap the bag shut and put it away before he 
saw it. 

But she was too late. He was standing 
there, looking down at the packed suitcase. 

Her movement at the door must have at. 
tracted his attention because the foghorn was 
making too much noise for him to have heard 
her footsteps. 

He looked at her mutely. Their eyes met 
and he pointed to the suitcase. 

She nodded, feel ing suddenly faint. She'd 
dreaded this final showdown, when she'd 
have to tel l  him she was leaving. 

He said something, and she cou ldn't hear 
him. But from the movemr.nt of his l ips 
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she guessed he'd asked her i f  she were going 
home Living for such long periods of time 
with the foghorn moaning, they had become 
9uite adept at l ip  reading. 

He came over to her. " Anyth ing wrong 
with your folks?" he yelled. 

She shook her head . 
'You sick or somethinJ.(?" 
She �hook her head again.  
" Fed up, maybe? " '  His blue eyes were 

beginning to look worried . 
She nodded and tears spi l led from her 

violet-tinged eyes and ran down her cheeks. 
He took her · into his arms and put his 

cheek against hers. "You take things too 
seriously, honey." he said clo�e to her ear. 
"You ought to be more l ighthearted , l ike 
Sue. She-" 

She pushed him away. " I  hate Sue ' "  she 
screamed at h im . " Hate her, do you hear? 
1 wish she'd married you. instead oi Bing' 
Then I ' d  never have met you !"  

His  face was  white and h is  l ips tightened. 
Flashing lights seemed to snap on in his blue 
eyes. 

"So that's the way it is?" he cried, his 
broad chest was heavin2 l i ke an angry wave 
in a storm. "You just married me for the 
adventure of comin_g out here to the l ight
house, and then when you ROt here you 
found it wasn't as much fun as you 'd thou,cht 
it was going to be. And you resent Sue be. 
cause she's a _good sport an d can take it ! "  

Her right hand came up and h i t  h i s  left 
cheek with a st i!tging blow. For a frighten 
ing moment they stood ,claring at each other. 

She knew he had the k ind of tjuick temper 
that went with his  red hair, when sufficiently 
aroused, but few things annoyed him to that 
extent. Now, his face white. except for the 
red imprint of her hancl, he stood with his 
hands clenched at his sides. 

"Okay ! Run home to your mama, " he 
yelled. "We need women with guts out here !"  

Wi th  a gasp she turned and r a n  down the 
stai rs and out of the house, s lamming the door 
behind her. 

INSTANTLY THE RAIN whipped her 
clothes into streaming soggy rags. She 

ran bl ind ly, not know ing where to go. There 
were no refuges on the rocky island for frust
rated, unwanted wives. And she didn't want 
to go to the Mac's and get them all upset. 
.And obviously she cou ldn't  go to the barracks 
•nd tell the single boys her troubles. 

Then she thought of the tool house. She 
coul d  stay there until Rush had gone to the 
movie. Then she'd go back; and by the time 
he came in to sleep, she'd be in bed. And 
e\·en if she weren't asleep, she ' d pretend to be. 

When she was there a few minutes Mac 
came in to get some tools. 

When he snapped on a l ight and saw her, 
wet and sobbing, he said, "Well. wel l !  What's  
the matter? ' '  

He was a kind ly man, homely, but  with 
a l ikeable face. His short brtiwn hair stood 
up on his  head in a rather porcupinish manner 
and his face, arms and hands were covered 
with freckles. 

H·e carrie and sat down beside her. "Had a 
fight with Rushl" he asked his voice boom
ing out loud enough to be heard even above 
the moan of the foghorn. 

She nodded. 
" Fi rst one? ' '  
"F i rst serious one." 
He shook his head. "That's too bad. But 

t t ' l l  blow over, just like this storm wi l l . "  
"No, it  won't ! I 'm going home Tuesday 

when the tender comes out . . . � 
"Good i dea. Little vacation' l l  fix you up 

fine." 
"But I ' m  not coming back!" 
He d idn ' t  say anything for a whi le, then 

he took her han d and patted it. "Think 
you ' re d ifferent from Sue and my wife?' '  
he asked. 

She nodded . ' They've got guts. They can 
take it. I can't , . . , 

He kept patting her hand . "They cou ldn't 
a lways, · ·  he confided . 

She looked up at his face and he smi led at 
her. 

He said, " Martha left me th ree times when 
we first came out here. And Sue l eft Bing 
and was sure she wasn ' t  e\'er coming back. 
But that was when her baby was coming and 
she was kind of j ittery." 

Terry was l ettin,c the tear� run down her 
face and sniffl ing l ike a ch i l d .  

Mac took h is  handkerchief and wiped her 
eyes and face, sayin,g, "Blow." 

Then he asked, "You and Sue don't get 
on too good, do you I" 

She shook her head. 
He nodded. "Thought not. Sue's all feline 

but she's a good kid. She makes Bing happy 
and that's what counts most. 1 f  a wife makes 
her husband and k ids happy, nothing else 
matters." 
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He gave her a searching look. "You aren't 

going to have a kid, are you?" 
She began to cry again.  " I  don't know. "  
" Rush know?" 
She shook her head. 
"Don't you think you'd better tell him?" 
"Not now. He hates me. I ' ve made a 

mess of everything. He' l l  be glad to get rid 
of me. "  

Mac stood u p .  ' T m  not so sure about that. 
Takes more than you've done to make a man 
hate his wife." 

He began collecting his tools and when 
he had them assembled, he said, "Better get 
back home now. This storm isn't getting any 
better. Or woul d  you l ike to go over and 
stay with Martha?" 

"No, thanks. I think I ' d  better go home." 
She left  the shed with him and he watched 

her until she'd reached her door. 
But when she got there, Rush had gone, 

and the dinner was ruined. The meat was 
cold and the biscuits, which had been in the 
oven, were burned to hard black discs. 

She turned off the oven, took off her wet 
clothes and put on slacks and a sweater. 
Then she cleaned up the ruined meal. After 
that she went to bed. She d idn't want to go 
over to the movie, and Rush didn't come back 
to take her. 

She dreaded seeing him when he came 
home. But maybe he wouldn't come until 
morning. 'Maybe he' d stay in the barracks, 
or take someone's night watch, just to keep 
away from her. 

But he did neither of these things. He 
came in about eleven. She pretended to be 
asleep and he moved around quietly so he 
wouldn't disturb her. And in almost no 
time at all she could tel l  by his regu lar breath
ing that he was asleep. 

But with the foghorn bellowing, she 
couldn't sleep. Nor wou ld Rush sleep for 
long. On stormy nights like this, none of the 
men slept soundly for more than short periods. 
And Rush was natura l ly restless, getting up 
frequently to be sure the light was working. 

AT TWO, the alarm gong sounded, clang
ing loudly. 

Instantly Rush was on his feet. Then the 
phone rang. 

When he finished talking, Terry sat up in 
bed and snapped on a l ight. "Who was that? 
And what's wrong?" she asked, trembling 
with nerves and apprehension. 

"Bing. The lead -in wtre from the radio
beacon antenna has been carried away. We're 
off the air and a troop ship from Korea is 
due, not to mention other planes and ships 
that may be depending on us in this storm. 
Bing says he tried to lower the antenna so he 
could rig a new lead-in wire, but the pulleys 
are rusted to the mast . "  

"What are you going to dol" she asked . 
Fastening the last button he snapped, " Fix 

it of course !"  
' 

" But you can't go up that pole in this 
storm and in  the dead of night !"  

"Who says I can't?" He started down the 
stairs but she was after him, clutching at him 
as he reached the front door. 

"Rush, please! You' l l  be killed ! "  
H e  pulled away from her. "What d o  you 

care?" he yelled and ran out. 
With her heart pounding she ran back up

stairs and threw on slacks and sweater over 
her pajamas. Then she ran downstai r� to the 
hal l  closet where her raincoat was and out 
into the dark and treacherous night. It  was 
too stormy for the bi rds, but the wind was so 
strong she was afraid she'd be blown down 
on the rocks. 

As she neared the antenna pole she saw 
Rusty start shinnying up. It was sixty-five feet 
high and she knew only too well how slip
pery i t  must be. She could hear it creak in 
the forty-mi le wind and. she held her breath 
as she saw it sway. 

The other men were hurrying about doing 
necessary jobs, but no one paid any attention 
to her. Sue and Martha were probably home, 
calmly worrying about their men, while she 
was out in the sterm making a fool of herself. 

She stood staring up at Rush. He was at 
the top of the pole, holding on for dear l i fe.  
Directly below him were the jagged rocks, 
waiting for him, while the angry surf held 
out its open arms ready to receive whatever 
came its way. Rush moved slowly to the an
tenna and she saw him reach out carefully 
and cut it. He was shaken as the wire snapped, 
and Terry herself fel t  the impact, inwardly. 
She started to rush to him as he slid down 
the pole, but he was up and away the minute 
he grabbed some new wire. 

The rain was coming in sheets now, as he 
began his ascent up the pole for the second 
time. Once more he was on his terrible 
perch, batt l ing the wind and time for his 
l i fe. The minutes seemed like hours before 

(Co11li11ued 011 pa(ll' J()tS) 
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By ALMA PORTECAL 

Living in the exotic surroundings of San 
Francisco, has given Lucinda Baker a rather 
cosmopoli tan outlook as far as cooking is 
concerned. And since this fabulous city is 
the United States' gateway to the Orient, it 

. is only natural that her taste and culinary 
partia l ity wou ld be for unusua l  d ishes. 

When I asked her what her favorites were, 
she replied : 

Chinese cook ing is almost a natural for 
anyone who has l ived in and around San 
Francisco. My fami ly and I have several 
dishes that are favorites, and this one prob
ably heads the l ist. 

SWEET AND SOU R PORK 

2 small green peppers 
I table�poon cornstarch 
I cup •·anned pin<·applt' c h unks 
I teaspoon �ah 
2 cups <:ooked die<"<l pork 

cooked rice 
3 tablespoons huller or oil 

1;.1 <'Up vinegar 
I <'Up pineapple .iu i <'e 

¥2 tea�poon \Voo·cest<>r�hire sauce 
4 tablespoons brown sugar 

First I remove stem and seeds from pep
pers and cut into smal l  strips about 1 i nch 
long. Melt butter, add green pepper strips 
and cook slowly about 5 minutes. B lend 
cornstarch and vinegar together, add p ine
apple j uice, salt .  and Worcestersh i re sauce 
and add to peppers. Add pork and pine
apple and brown sugar and cook slowly, 
stirring constantly until j u ice thickens and 
mixture is· hot and wel l blended. Serve with 
hot cooked rice. 

Another Pork dish we're fond of is also 
Chinese in character. I l ike to make this dish 
when I have some left-over pork. 
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STRING BEANS W ITH SLICED PORK 

I lb. boneless pork 
I tablespoon Sherry Wine 
l tablespoon cornstarch 
I lb. string beans 

¥2 cup stock or water 
I \12 tablespoons soy sauce 
I teaspoon sugar 
2 tablespoons water 
1 tablespoon cooking oil  
1 teaspoon salt 

Cut meat in thin 2 inch S<juares. Mix 
sherry, soy sauce, sugar. cornstarch, and 2 
tablespoons of water, and let the pork stand 
in this whi le string beans, cut i� diagonal 
inch strips, are cook i ng. Cook unti l tender, 
but crisp to the taste. Heat oil and saute meat 
in this for a minute or so, then add marinade 

· mixture, about one-half cup of vegetable wa
ter or soup stock, beans and salt .  Then cook 
unti l hot and blended. Serve wi-th crisp 
Chinese noodles or cooked rice. 

If I ' m  having <]Uite a few people in  for 
the evening, I often make a 

PORCU P I N E  BAI.J. 

� cup cottage cheese 
I teaspoon Worcester�hir•· �aut•e 
3 ta blespoons finel�· •·hopJ><'d walnuts 
3 tablespoon• fin<>ly mi iH'<"d par•ley 
1 box short thin pretzd ;;ti<·ks 
6 oz. cream c:hees<> 
I tea�poon grated onion 

Mix cheeses and grated onion plus Wor
cestershi re sauce and cream wel l .  Let stand 
in refrigerator for several hours to mellow 
and blend. Shape into ba l l  and rol l  in n uts. 
Then sprinkle with parsley. Use more nuts 
if necessary to completely crust the bal l .  Place 
on pretty plate and stick pretzels, porcupine 
fashion, all over bal l .  Place additional sticks 
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around. Let your guests pull  the sticks out. 
They" ll come out coated with the cheese and 
make nice nibbling. Make this just before 
serving as the pretzels become limp if they 
stand around . 

TOMATO BOUILLON WITH AVOCADO 

Here's a quick put-together that always 
gets compl iments and is amazingly simple to 
make. 

Season a large can of tomato ju ice with a 
l i ttle Worcestershi re sauce, salt, pepper, and 
garlic salt to taste. Then heat and serve 
piping hot adding a thin slice of avocado 
just before serving. 

BARBECUED STEAK STRIPS 

We l ike our meat on the spicy side, and 
this one's just right in flavor. 

2 lbs. chu<'k or round steak 
2 medium onions, thinly sliced 
2 tablespoons W orcestersliire sauce 
I teaspoon chili powder 

1,4 teaspoon pepper � cup boiling water 
3 tablespoons fat 
2 tablespoons vinegar 
I teaspoon salt � cup tomato catsup 

Cut meat into three inch by one-half inch 
strips. Remove bones and fat. Brown strips 
in hot fat then transfer to a casserole. Add 
seasonings, catsup and water, and pour over 
the meat. Bake in a 300 degree oven for 
about two hours until meat is tender. Add 
some additional water if necessary. This 
serves 6 or  more and is very n ice with mashed 
potatoes. : 

As a change from meat. I sometimes make 
a fish dish. 

SALMON ROLL 

2 cup baking powder biscuit dough 
I tablespoon chopped parsley 

a can of •·ondensed cream of mushroom 
soup 

5 oz. can of salmon 
I tablespoon chopped onion 

Rol l  out biscuit dough to an oblong. Mix 
salmpn, free from bones and skin, with the 
parsley and onion. Spread on dough, being 
carefu l  not to get it too close to edges. Roll 
up l ike a jelly rol l  and pinch the edges to
gether to hold fi l ling. Put on greased cooky 
sheet and form into crescent. Prick a l l  over 

with a fork. Brush l ightly with rr.i!k or 
di luted egg yolk to give a nice toppil'lg. Bake 
in 400 degree oven for about 2 5  minutes. 
Serve in thick sl ices and serve well-heated 
cream of mushroom soup as a sauce, over i t .  
This serves 6 or more. 

When we are especially thirsty I often 
serve this drink. 

ORANGE MINT DRINK 

2 cups sugar 
handful of mint leaves 

6 lemons 
2 %  cups water 

2 oranges 
ginger ale 

Dissolve sugar in water and bring to a 
goGd boi l .  Pour over mint leaves which have 
been slightly crushed. Add grated rind andi 
juice o f  oranges and lemons. Let stand for 
several hours. Then strain and add about y3 
cup to full glass of finely crushed ice. Fil'f 
remainder of glass with ginger ale. All our 
friends vote this the most refreshing drink 
they know of. 

Californians al l  use lots of raisins, since· 
they're grown here. But you might be very 
interested in this recipe : 

RAISI N COCONUT PUDDING 

Y� <'UP shredd«>d coconut 
I tablespoon melted butter 
I egg yolk 
2 tablesJloons sugar 
I cup raisin� 

Y2 cup bread t•rumbs 
2 cups hot miik 
I egg white, stiffly beat«>n 

1,4 tea�poon salt 

Add coconut, crumbs and butter to milk.  
Beat egg yolk sl ightly. Add sugar, salt and 
raisins, and add this to milk mixture. Cool, 
then fold in egg white. Pour into greased 
baking dish an d bake in 3 7 '5 degree oven for 
about 35 minutes until firm. This is nice both 
hot or cold, and can be given a l i ttle whipped 
cream for topping. Serves 4 to 6. 

Though we l ike the unusual food, we al'l 
adore a trufy American chicken salad. Every
one has thei r own favorite k ind, so here's 
the one we cal l  our own. 

CHICKEN SALAD, SUI'REME 

3 cups diced cooked chicken 
2 tablespoons lemon juice 

(Conlilllli'd 1111 paqe 105) 
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It was just a case of simple arithmetic : One policeman plus his 

girl, tlivitletl by a rival, su.btrnctetl by a sdwol teacher, anti 

multiplied by tlanger, hatl to eq�tal , hnppy entling. 

R OD OWENS H ESITATED at the en
trance to Ware's Drug Store, wish ing 
he d idn' t  have to tell Cindy. Mental ly 

syuaring his shouldus. he opened the door. 
C indy was busy with a customer. She only 

had time for a glance at Rod, but her look 
was adoring and almost said : Good morning, 
darl ing. I ' d  kiss you now if I cou ld .  

Knowing how a caught traitor mu�t fed, 
Rod sat down at the soda founta i n  and asked 
Pol ly Adams to bring him some coffee. When 
it came he swivded around on the stool . and 
watched Cindy fondly. She was smal l .  with 
dark ha ir-much too pretty for those second 
graders she tau,l.lht. Her pup i ls were much too 
young to apprcciate her .  But now she was away 
from them. She was on her Easter vacat ion, 
and helpin.g her father run the store. 

In a few moments she was free and joi ned 
him at the counter. 

"Cindy, I can't take t hat  scholarship, " Rod 
blurted. "I want to stay here." 

Cindy sagged a� if she had heen h i t . Rag
gedly, she asked, "You want to stay bert and 
be a pol iceman a l l  you r l i fe when your tests 
showed such wonderful promise)" 

Rod tried to cloak the firmness of his words 
w ith soft tones. " M aybe those occupational 
tests you ' re so crazy about do show I 'd be a 
whiz at chemistry. But I don't want to be 

"Did those occupational 
teats tell you how I'd be 
as a husband ?" he asked. 

• • 

a chemist. I l ike being a policeman. R ight here· 
in CO(JUina Beach . . . 

"But, Rod, that scholarsh ip  took al l  kinds 
of string-pull ing, and it 's such a llli!rvelous 
chance. With your showing on the tests, I 'm 
sure you 'd be Tit h  and famous." ' 

"The only thi ng I want that I don 't have 
is you, Cindy. Let ' s  get married right now. I 
can get a week otf and we can spend the rest 
of your vacation " in 1\f iami and the Keys." 

Cindy's lip stopped trembl ing and there 
was frost in her voice. 'Tm not so sure I want 
to marry a man as stubborn as-In fact, I know 
I don't ." Her words were tumbling out. "Go 
back to playing cops-and- robbers !" ' 

Rod got to h i s  feet, and looked down at the 
sma ! l  furious face. " Ever since you got home 
from col lege with those fancy tests, you've 
been trying to · make me over, Cindy.  Maybe 
you ought to forget being a school teacher for 
a wh i le anJ th ink abou t being a wi fe. We'd 
bot h be a loi happicr . "  

" Oh, no. w e  wouldn't ." Cindy twisted at 
the diamond ring on her t h i rd finger. " Here. 
You better get your money back on this. If 
you ' re going to be a dumb cop all your l i fe, 
you ' l l  need it ." 

Rod stared at her for a long moment, while 
the veins th robbed in his forehead. His  voice 
was dan�'-\erously low as he finally said, ' 'Al l  
right. Cindy, i f  that's the way it  is . . .  " 

Officer Rod Owens stood at the inter
sect ion opposite the d ruJ( store across the 
street. I t  was a nice look ing store, with big, 
plate-glass windows, and they made the best 
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m i lk shakes in town. But Cindy was sti l l  work. 
ing there. 

Other intersections in Conquina Beach need
ed traffic control, but this was the one he had 
to draw. If he as much as wa rned a careless 
driver, Cindy woul d  see· it. She wou ldn't say 
anything, because they weren 't  speaking any 
more, but there'd be that look. So you're 
playing cops-and-robben aKa111. That's what 
the look would say. 

Resignedly, Rod stepped into the thicken
ing morni ng traffic and, with whistle  and u p
raised hand, began to assist the traffic l ight 
in keeping traffic moving. 

In a few moments Cindy was pushed into 
the back of his mind.  Rod was fa,cinated by 
a l l  kinds of pol ice work and he didn't  even 
mind d irecting traffic. Of course, he was look
ing forward to a promotion where he cou ld 
wear plain clothes. It  v.'ould be more i nter
esting and surely Cindy would take a d ifferent 
attitude when he no longer had to wear a 
uniform. Rod brushed a speck of dust off 
his  natty trousers. A lthough Cindy didn't l ike 
it,  he was darn proud of his uniform. 

THE YELLOW WARNI NG LIGHT 
bl inked on. Rod blew his whistle and 

turned as the light changed to red .  One 
stream o f  traffic surged.. forward and another 
halted abruptly.  A l l  except one ancient se
dan which chugged serenely forward, disre
garding both the red l ight and the cars com
ing from the other d i rection. 

With a gui l ty glance i n  the di rection of the 
drug store, Rod blew his whistle and stepned 
in front of the battered sedan. It screeched 
to a halt and a wide-eyed woman leaned ou t 
the window and stared up at Rod .  A blue 
hat with a red feather rode atop her gray 
hair. 

"Stay where you are, Ma'am, " he ordered 
detouring the traffic around her veh i c l e . When 
the l ight changed again, he Ji rected the wom· 
an to drive across the intersection and stop ,, t 
the curb. A Maryland l icense, he noted. Tour
ist!  

"Driver's l icense, p lease, " he sai d  politely.  
Whi l e  she rummaged in her purse, he asked, 
' 'Didn't  you see the: l ight, Lad\• ) "  

" O f  course I d i d n ' t  see it, young man," she 
snapped. ' 'Think I ' d  drive right out in front 
of those cars if I had ' "  

"Some do," Rod re;, l iecl m i l d l y .  H e  read the 
information on the l i cense rapidly . Her name 
was El izabeth D igby. She was sixty-one and 

she was a school teacher.  He blurted out, 
"School teacher?" question i ngly. 

' ' And what's wrong with that?" she de
manded. 

"Nothi ng, I ' m  sure," Rod answered. Or 
was there? If Cindy weren't a school teacher, 
would  she be so busy with her tests and plans 
that had nothing to do witb police work? 
They'd grown up together, and had been plan
n i ng on marriage since they were ten. The 
other couples they knew were married and 
raising k ids a lready. Yes, maybe there was 
something wrong with being a school teacher. 

"The trouble with you," Mrs. Digby was 
saying, "you didn't  l ike school teachers when 
you were a boy and you haven ' t  grown up 
yet. " 

. 

That same old phrase, "You haven't  grown 
up yet ."  How often Cindy had thrown that at 
h i m  when he patiently tried to convince her 
he honestly l iked being a pol iceman." 

' ' Tell  you what, lady, I real ly shoul d  book 
you. But you see that d rug store over there. 
I t ' s  a n ice place, ai r-cond it ioned. You go over 
there, get some paper, and write ·I promise 
not to po through red l ights' live hundred 
times. Or I ' l l  take you to the station, if you 
prefer. 

Mrs. Digby's blue eyes were col d .  "You r 
deve'opment is even more arre<ted than I 
thought." She opened the car door. "You ' l l  
find me a t  the drug store."  

Rod, a g r i n  on his  face, went back to  h is  
p l�ce in  the  i n tersection. Cindy. o f  course, 
would find out Mrs. Di gby was a school 
teacher and she'd be furio1 1s  a l l  over again .  
But sometimes a man had to fight with what
ever weapons were handy. 

The good feel ing lasted only a few min
utes. It ended abrupt l y when Steven Spack 
drove past, waved langu id ly at Rod, and 
parked in front of the d rug store. 

Rod absently let a car make a proh ibited 
l eft turn w h i le he considered the new devel
opment. Steven, as well as bei ng an assistant 
ci ty counselor, thought he wou l d  make Cindy 
a much more suitable husband. And maybe 
Ci n dy thou ght so too, Rod mused grimly .  She 
often cited him as an example of an aggressive 
young man who knew what to do with his 
abi l i t ic:s .  

Rod ferven t l y  hoped there wou ldn't  be any 
accidents or bad jams w h i le he was away from 
his  post, as he started toward the drug store. 

Ste\·en was at the soda fountain. Ci ndy's 
lovely face was close to h is, and she was speak. 
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ing in a low voice. When she saw Rod she 
jumped up, her dark curls dancing. 

Mrs. Digby sat at a booth, her mouth grimly 
set, while her penc i l  moved swiftly across a 
tablet. 

Cindy disregarded his greeting. Her brown 
eyes showed angry flecks. ' 'Mrs. Digby told 
me about you. I 'm glad I found out what you 
really think about school teachers. · ·  

"Wait, honey-" 
Steven cut in .  "That sort of thing is i l legal, 

Owens. I 've advised Mrs. Digby to tile a com
plaint, but she doesn't want to. You'd better 
tel l her she can go. · ·  

Cindy's voice snapped l ike a whip. ' 'Now 
I know why you l ike being a policeman so 
much. �ou love ordering helpless old women 
around . 

Mrs. Digby piped up unexpected ly. "Just 
who are you cal l ing a helpless old woman? I 
can look after myself, young lady . . .  She thrust 
several pages at Rod. "Here's my home work, 
Officer. May I go now?" 

Rod nodded mutely. Mrs. Digby pul led at 
her hat until the feather rode at a jaunty 
angle, Then she swept toward the door. 
"Good-bye, Officer. I assure you, when I come 
back through Co9uina Beach, I won't pass any 
red lights." 

Steven said severely, "You were lucky, 
Owens. If that lady had preferred charges, 
you'd be off the force." 

With a wry grin,  Rod looked at Cindy. 
"You'd l ike that, I guess. "  

Her jaw stiffened. "What happens to  you 
is of no concern to me, Mr. Owens. And by 
the way, I 'm  sure you realize by now that I 
won't be going to the Easter dance with you ."  

To cover his d ismay, Rod turned and asked 
Polly Adams to get h im a glass of water. Their 
date was made so long ago, he was sure it was 
a chance to make up with Cindy. She'd prob
ably have gone with h im, i f  he hadn't pulled 
that corny school teacher gag. 

"You ' l l  go with Steven, I suppose?" 
Cindy glanced uncertainly at the lawyer and 

nodded. Steven brightened. "With me, of 
course, Owens. Aren 't you supposed to be di 
recting traffic out there?" 

Rod 's hurt soon turned into anger and he 
retorted, "That's fine, Cindy. I wanted to take 
another girl, anyway. You saved me the 
trouble of tel l ing you ."  

Cindy's eyebrows shot up. "Oh, really?" 
"Yes, real ly ." He looked at Polly, who was 
the other end of the fountain polishing 

glasses.. Her blonde head was bent over her 
tray, but Rod was sure she was listening. 

I mpulsively, he exclaimed, ' T m  taking 
Pol ly Adams. Isn· t that right, Polly?" 

Pol ly 's  pony tail hairdo twitched as she 
turned suddenly and straightened up. Her 
wide, blue eyes were doubtful .  "Well ,  Rod-" 

"Sure, you remember, ' ·  Rod interrupted. "I  
asked you j ust a couple days ago. Don't tell 
me ou forgot. "  

Polly's round, pretty face brightened. "Sure, 
I remember now. How could 1 forget that?" 

Rod glanced at Cindy. She turned away 
contemptuously. I f  he had hurt her, she cer
tain ly wasn 't showing it .  

TH E  EASTER DANCE was one of the big
gest annual social events in Con9uina 

Beach. It took place each year, before the 
winter residents began leaving for thei r North
ern homes, and it was somewhat in the nature 
of a farewel l  party for them. 

Rod felt strange going with another girl .  
Ever since he and Cindy had been old enough 
to go anywhere, they had been attending the 
dance together. 

The dance floor was crowded, but through 
a sudden ri ft he caught a gl impse of her, and 
wondered if she felt as strange being there 
with another tnan. 

He missed a step and Pol l v  winced as hi�  
foot came down on her toe. ' ' I 'm  sorry, Pol ly," 
he said abjectly. "I wasn 't  thinking, I �uess." 

Her young face looked up at him wisely. 
"You were th inkin_g, Rod. That's the trouble 
I saw her too."  

Rod pul led Polly clQser and made an  ef
fort to get h is  feet In time. Pol ly was a sweet, 
pretty kid and she deserved more fun than he 
was giving her. 

"You ' re carrying a pretty torch for her, 
aren't you?" 

Rod nuzzled her fine, bright hai r with his 
chin. Polly had the utter frankness of the very 
you,ng. "Yes, I 'm afraid so," he admitted. 

"Then why don't you let her make an edu. 
cated man out of you? I can't see why you 
want to be a cop." 

• 

Rod stopped so suddenly that Polly stum
bled against him. "How did you know that?" 
he demanded. 

Polly massaged her stomach tenderly. "Ev
erybody in town knows it .  Say, put out your 
hand when you're going to stop like that, 
wil l  you?" 
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"Okay, honey," Rod said affectionately and 
patted her shoulder approvingly. She was a 
good kid, one of the best, and she was giving 
him good advice. As she said, there wasn't 
anything to being a cop if he couldn't  have 
Cindy. He could  be happy doing anything, if  
they were together. " 

With resolution forming within h im, he 
said, "I want to cut in on her. Can you man
age by yourself for a few minutes?" 

Pol ly  gave him a pixie grin. "Just watch . . .  
A few steps later they danced by a dark

hai red teen-ager who noddeJ at Polly. A mo. 
ment later the youth tapped him on the shoul. 
der and Polly gave Rod an encouraging smile 
as the boy swept her away. 

Rod moved hurriedly through the crowd to 
tell Cindy his decision before he changed his 
mind.  Al l  of a sudden he saw her, and moved 
swiftly to her side. 

Steven scowled at Rod. "Cindy doesn' t  
want to dance with you. Leave her alone . . . 

"Please, Cindy . . . She moved away, but he 
followed her, aware of the heads turned to 
stare. "Remember, Cindy, we haven't missed 
one of these dances since we were kids. Just 
once, please." 

She relented. "Al l  right, to keep from hav
ing a scene." 

Rod grinned at Steven's sul len look and 
whirled her away. But Cindy followed stiffly, 
refusing to fal l  into the old famil iar pattern 
of his dancing. Then Pol ly  went by dancing 
with a boy in a navy uniform, and Cindy 
asked cold ly :  

" Having fun with your new gi rl friend �" 
"She doesn't seem to be missing you. Per
haps you ought to be protecting your inter
ests ."  

"Let's qui t  fighting, Cindy. I 've been mis
erable. Whatever you want, I ' l l  do. I f  you 
think I 'd  make a good chemist, I ' l l  be the 
best in the country. 

"I don' t  care what-" 
Rod shook her l ightly. 
She looked up and Rod saw that her l i p  

was trembling. "Please, Rod . This is no plale 
to talk." 

"Later? A fter the dance;" 
Polly came close to them again.  Now she 

was dancing with Steven. With on ly a mut
tered word as an apology, Steven turned away 
from Pol ly and tapped Rod on the shoulder. 
Cindy s l ipped out of Rod's arms to meet him. 
Her lips sound lessly formed the words, 'Ti l  
see." 

Polly smiled perki ly  and let Rod dance 
away with her. " I  tried to keep him away from 
you,"  she said .  But he's a l ittle hard to 
handle. " 

TH E  ROOM SEEMED suffocatingly hot to 
Rod. "Let's go for a walk on the beach," 

he said .  "I need to cool off . . . 
Pol ly nodded in assent and they moved out 

on the veranda and towarJ the beach. 
Sti l l  churning inside, Rod walked up the 

hard-packed sand with Pol ly's smal l  hand 
tucked confidently in his. He was g laJ she 
didn't seem to want to talk. H i s  brain was too 
confused to make sense out of anything. 

After they had walked i n  si lence they moved 
back to the beach pavil ion .  Hut the orchestra 
was taking an i ntermission. Not wanting to 
go back inside, they strolled across the t i led 
patio and stopped in the shadows of a palm 
tree. For a moment Rod stood there. staring 
out at the waves glinting in the moon l ight.  
his arm around Polly.  " P retty. isn't  i t?" she 
whispered. 

Rod thought of all the wonderful evenings 
he and Cindy had spent here watching the 
moonlight on the waves. and h is arm in. 
voluntarily tightened around Pol ly. She re
sponded to his pressure. Cindy was forgotten, 
as his l ips sought hers and found them. 

As from a long way off, he heard Cindy's 
contemptuous voice. "I see you've found your 
own level final ly .  A dumb cop finds h is dumb 
blonde." 

Rod . jolted back to real ity, stared at Cindy. 
"Wait. honey. You don ' t  understand ."  

" I  understand perfectly .  And i f  I never see 
you again, that wi I I  make me very happy. "  

Steven before turnin.� to fol low Cindy said, 
"You heard that, Owens. Don't annoy Miss 
Ware again, or you ' l l  answer to me."  

A l l  Rod's frustration and confPsion turned 
to sudden anger which exploded against 
Steven. Pol ly  sensed what was coming and 
tried to hold him. Rod hrushed her aside. 
took one swift stride, and his fist crashed 
sol i dh: aga inst Steven 's  jaw The heavy-set law. 
yer fel l  backward and crashed to the ,!�round.  
Rod, hi-;  head c learing, stared unbelievingly 
at Sidney's prostrate body and then at the 
crowd starting to assemble. He tried to meet 
horror-fi l led eyes, but couldn't .  

Steven opened his eyes. Raising his  head, 
he looked wari ly at Rod . Pol ly was pu l l i ng 
at his arm. "Come on, Rod. We'd  better get 
out of here." 
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But Rod didn't  move. He looked at Cindy, 

his eyes pleading for her to understand and 
forgive. For an instant he thought there might 
be an answering flicker. Then, her chin h igh, 
she said ,  "Yes, you 'd  better leave before Mr. 
Spack decides to cal l  one of your own precious 
policemen."  

ROD STOOD UNDER a eucalyptus tree 
and looked at his  intersection with dis

taste. The morning rush was over and the au
tomatic traffic signal was adequate for the 
volume of traffic. 

Without enthusiasm, he glanced at the oc. 
cupants of every passing car. Two criminal ly
insane prisoners had escaped the night be
fore in Miami, al though they were expected t<? 
head for the other side of the state. Even the 
possibi l i ty that the fugitives might come 
through Coquina Beach didn't excite him. He 
no longer l iked being a policeman. All  the 
fun had gone out of it .  

He raised his  eyes toward the Ware Drug 
Store sign and knew the reason. His  job had 
cost him too much. Because of his stubborn
ness, Cindy was completely lost to him. 

Hardly being conscious of what he was do
ing, Rod found himself walking toward the 
drug store. This was the last day of Easter 
vacation . On Monday Cindy would be back at 
school teaching. 

Polly smiled brightly as he entered and 
reached for a coffee cup. Rod sat down, look
ing around, but fai led to locate Cindy. 

"That torch you're carrying would l ight a 
football  stad ium." Polly said ,gai ly .  "Cindy 
clucked beh ind the prescription counter when 
you came in ."  ' 

"Oh," Rod said lamely and sipped his 
coffee. Polly settled herself in  front of Rod, 
her elbows on the counter, her pixie face only 
a foot or so from him. 

' 'Why don't you relax, Rod. There are lots 
of other girls around. Some of them are 
pretty too." 

Rod had to grin. "You're a monkey, Polly. 
Of course you ' re pretty. Very pretty. "  

A wise, slow smile spread over her  face. 
"Gee, Rod, you really-" 

"Polly ! "  Cindy spoke sharply. She had 
come from behind the prescription counter 
and stood only a few feet away. "You haven' t  
finished the breakfast d ishes yet ." 

Polly sighed elaborately and slowly started 
toward the sink. 

"Your romances are your own business, 

Mr. Owens," Cindy said severely, "but please 
don' t  interfere with our employees when 
they· re working. · '  

"Cindy, we shoulJn't be fighting l ike this." 
" Fighting? Mr. Owens, we' re not fighting. 

I don ·t care what you do, as long as you don't 
waste our employee's time." 

Pol ly smothered a giggle and Cindy swung 
furiously on her. 

"Cindy-" Steven Spack opened the door 
and stood there. 

Rod didn't finish what he'd started to say. 
Steven's j aw still showed the bruise made by 
Rod's  fist. 

"There's a manhunt on, Owens," Steven 
said .  "Every officer should be on duty." 

"Perhaps Mr. Owens finds i t  safer to be 
nasty to old ladies and citizens than try to 
capture a real criminal . "  

Rod stared at Cindy, hardly able to  believe 
what he had heard. "Cindy, you don' t-you 
can't-" 

Steven held up his watch. "Owens, unless. 
you ' re out of here i n  thi rty seconds, I 'm going 
to call your captain." 

Rod glanced at Cindy. Her face was pale 
but her chin was held h igh. With the sour 
taste of defeat in his mouth, he put a coin on 
the counter and left. He hadn' t  even the heart 
to respond to Polly 's impish wink. 

Back on his corner, Rod's mind was in a 
maze of emotions. But one thing emerged 
clearly. Cindy had gone too far. His neck 
turned red with anger as he recalled how 
she taunted him in front of Steven. 

She said she didn't care what he did. Well, 
that worked both ways. He was through trying 
to please her. Maybe he was through being 
a policeman too, at least in Conquina Beach. 

But one part of his mind was sti l l  devoted 
to the escaped maniacs. There weren't many 
cars with just two men in them. A Cadillac 
whispered by, the un i formed chauffeur giving 
Rod a friendly nod. Behind the Cadi llac a 
jalopy banged along, all  its joints protesting. 
There was only  an elderly woman in that. 

Rod's  eyes went to the jalopy and then he 
jumped and took a couple of steps into the 
street. Even as he moved, h is  belief turned 
i nto certainty. The gray-hai red lady driving 
the relic was El izabeth Digby, the school 
teacher from Maryland. 

"Hi ,"  Rod yelled,. and waved. Elizabeth 
Digby turned her head sl ightly, looked at him, 
and then proceeded on. It was as if  she had 

(Conti11ued on page 111) 
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THE NIGHTS WERE DIFFICULT for 
Eve even though a year had passed 
since she had known Jonathan was 

never coming home. She had moved seven 
hundred miles from the town where they had 
grown up, the town which was crowded with 
memories. Now she was making a place for 
hersel f  as a model and designer of teen-age 
fashions in a smart Chicago shop. But when 
darkness came each evening, lonel iness tor
tured her again. 

It was more than lonel iness in the usual 
sense, more than grief. It was an awful un
finished restlessness. Yet, she had never 
talked about it to anyone. Talking wouldn't 
have helped. 

A wind from Lake Michigan blew icy rain  
against the windows of  her North S ide  tower 
apartment. Each t ime the raw gusts came she 
snuddered, as if she were outside, facing their 
cruelty unprotected. 

On such nights, at least she got a lot of 
work done, because she couldn't sleep. Now, 
she walked across the room, opened a neat 
sewing machine cabinet, and unfolded a long 
portable work table. A moment later she un
rolled lengths of mist-pink tulle that was 
ready to be cut and turned into the �ul l ,  
whispering skirt of a gown she was design
ing. 

She touched the soft pinkness tenderly. 
Each dress she designed was one she would  
have loved to  wear dancing wi th Jonathan. 

The doorbel l  chimed. Though she hurried 
to answer, she st i l l  moved with an inherent 
grace and dignity that made her smal l ,  slender 
figure seem more imposing than i t  real ly was. 
Above the sapphire velveteen of her house
coat her pale hai r burned l ike a si lver flame. 

An Army sergeant stood outside her door. 
72 

• • • 
Two brothers-so utterly dif

ferent-had a claim on Eve. 

The one she waited for never 

r-eturned, and the one she de

tested came back to offer her 

his heart. · 

His khaki colored sl icker sti l l  dripped rain, 
and l ittle rivulets of water sl id over his 
tanned skin .  He was young, perhaps twenty
six, but his slanting smile and the l ight in his 

.eyes had an ageless daring, a k ind of chal
lenge. 

"Hello, Eve," he said,  and when she stepped 
back, startled, he came in and took off his 
s l icker. "How's every l i ttle thing?" he asked 
fl ippantly. 

"Kim," Eve said .  ' "Kim." She stared at 
h1m, her voice no more than a breath, her 
eyes darkening. 

And then she felt a savage resentment to
ward l i fe for what i t  had done to her and 
Jonathan. Kim had come back, but Jonathan 
was dead. He had been dead almost a year 
now, though her heart sti l l  tried not to be
l ieve it .  

She had known, of course, that Kim was 
safe, though he had fought in Korea, too. 
She st i l l  got her home town paper every week, 
and there had never been any mention of his 
being wounded or k i l led. 

Actually, Eve hadn't trusted . herself �o 
think much of Kim, because each tune she d 1d  
dark emotions rose in her and were unbear
able. What she felt about Kim could not 
have been put into words. . No, you couldn't hate a man for not gettmg 
k i l led in a war. But you could be bitter, be
cause someone l ike Jonathan, good and fine 
in every way, had to give

_ 
h is  l i fe, whi le a 

man l ike Kim, who was JUSt the oppos1te, 
came home unscathed. 

It was so horribly unfai r. 
And Kim had not changed. As he looked 

at her now, she knew he was j ust as he had 

• • "So it's still the 
same," Kim said. 
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always been--egotistical, irreverent, laughing 
at all that was decent, loving to shock/eople, 
loving danger, holding nothing sacre . 

"I could  use a drink , ' '  he said .  "And I 
haven't had d inner. I had quite a time finding 
this p lush apartment of yours. You're doing 
pretty well tor yourself, aren't you?" As he 
spoke his eyes gleamed sardonically, as i f  he 
were implying that she'd done someth ing 
wrong to get where she was. 

Rage kept Eve from speaking. She started 
for the k i tchen to make the rotic·�. ;�, -.. ,.:n ! a 
l i ttle unsteadily. She would have refused to 
talk to Kim, let alone give him anything to 
eat, i f  there hadn't been two facts she couldn't 
overlook. 

The first reason was that he was Jonathan's  
brother. No matter what he 'd done, no mat
ter what a bad reputation Kim had, Jonathan 
had loved him. But Jonathan hadn 't known 
that Kim had tried to make love to her. 

The second reason she wouldn't send him 
away at once was that she had something to 
give him. She hadn't thought of i t  i n  months, 
but on Jonathan's last l eave, he had given her 
a packet of old letters. 

"I forgot to take them down to the safety 
deposit box," he had explained, "so you' l l  
have to keep them, dar! in  g. They're letters 
and papers belonging to the first Jonathan 
Seabright, my ancestor, dating back to the 
early eighteen hundreds. Keep them for me. 
And i f  I shouldn't get back home, give them 
to Kim, wi l l  you? He doesn't show much 
interest in such things now, but some day he 
will . "  

Jonathan !  How tl1Jsting he  had been, a l 
ways so  sure that Kim was decent a t  heart. 
He had been so fine, he'd been i ncapable of 
seeing evi l  in others. He'd taken it for granted 
that, l ike him, they were good. 

"I looked for you back home in Seabright," 
Kim said, after he l i t  a cigarette. ' They told 
me the old town had gotten too quiet for you, 
that you were off to the city for more excite
ment." 

EVE CLENCHED HER FISTS unti l the 
nails cut into her palms. "You didn't  hear 

that, back home. I came to Chicago so I 
could find work as a designer an_d model, and 
because home held too many memories. I 
missed Jonathan too much," she finished 
stiffly. 

"Sti l l  the faithful l ittle fiancee, aren't you?" 
Kim observed, as if he were making fun of 

her, as i f  he knew something about her that 
no one else knew. 

Eve's face blanched as horror crept thnilugh 
her. Kim sti l l  remembered, obviously, that he 
had brought a secret nightmare into her l ife. 

She said, trying to change the subject, " (  
have something for you-some letters 
Jonathan said to give you i f-if he didn't  
come back." 

She turned then to the task of preparing a 
meal for her unwelcome guest. But rebel l ion 
almost overwhelmed her, and made her 
actuaLly i l l .  Her hands trembled, · and her 
head hurt. 

Kim was alive .' Kim with his et•il .rmile, 
his cock-mre man11er, his n·azy sense of h11m(Jr 
to which 11othing was sacred. Jonathan was 
dead.' 

Kim would probably go on spending his 
l ife as a rebel, a ne'er do wel l .  But what won
derful things Jonathan would have done with 
his l i fe, how many people he would have 
helped ! 

· It was incredible that two brothers could 
have been so different. Jonathan, the eldest, 
had been tal l ,  blond, and gentle, despite his  
deeply mascul ine, strong nature. He distin
guished himsel f in  both scholastic and athletic 
affairs in school and col lege. He had been an 
outstanding citizen as well .  civic-minded and 
responsible. At twenty-eight, before he had 
gone to Korea, he had been a practicing law
yer, known all over the state for his achieve
ments. Everyone said he was sure to be gov
ernor some day. 

In contrast, Kim had been an eternal rebel. 
Five years younger than Jonathan, he was 
only of medium height, dark and wiry, though 
powerful ly  built. He'd done well in school, 
but he had never had Jonathan's  extraordinary 
abi l i ty, and he had none of Jonathan's am
bition. 

All he had had, apparently, was a desire 
to shock people, in one way or another. He'd 
driven the fastest cars, gotten i nto the most 
scrapes, and dated the wi ldest girls. He'd 
taken job after job, t iring of them almost at 
once. He'd finished college, but it had taken 
five years simply because he'd neglected h is 
work. 

Everyone in  town had always said it was 
too bad Kim would never be like h is  brother. 
Everyone knew Kim wou ld never amount ro 
anything, while they were sure Jonathan 
would distinguish h imself. 

Every girl in  town had admired Jonathan, 
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and most of them had loved him at one t ime 
0r another. When he had fallen in love w ith 
Eve, •she'd felt  thri l led and humble and grate
�u l .  It had seemed al most too wonderful to 
be. true. . 

But Kim even tried to ruin that. The 
memory seared through her now in consuming 
violence. For a long time she had avoided it .  
Now. with Kim i n  the same room, she was 
at its mercy. 

Several ti mes, before Jonathan had gone 
away, Kim had kissed Eve against her w i l l .  
Once a t  a dance, once a t  t h e  local swimming 
pool ,  and once on a w intery evening when 
he'd come to her house on a fl i msy excuse. 
And a l l  th ree t imes he had kissed her as if 
he were chal lenging her to resist the thri l l  of  
it '  

And each time, afterward, he' d asked, "You 
nevet reacted to Jonathan l ike that, did you, 
Eve' Why don ' t  you aLi mit  i t '  \V/h•: not face 
it;r You' re marrying him because he's the best 
catch in town, and you'd be a fool not to. 
But I " m  the one you really want . ' '  

Only Kim could have h a d  such shocking 
conceit, only Kim woul d  have tried to steal 
his brother's gir l .  

Eve closed her eyes a�ainst the memory. 
Because though she had never admitted it, 
though she h�d fought the knowledge, those 
k isses had sti rred her. There had been no 
tenderness in them, only a frightening excite
ment, a thri l l  that seemed to rise as much from 
fury as anything else. Even the memory 
sickened her. 

She was thankful that Jonathan had never 
suspected. She had never told him because 
she'd dreaded hurting him or worrying him 
in any way. And she had hated Kim so much 
she cou ld not trust herself to talk about him. 
Some hatreds, like some loves, were too deep 
to put into words. 

SH E  SUCCEEDED NOW, at least, i n  
getting her emotions under control. She 

deci clecl she woul d  be casual ly formal with 
Kim. She wouldn't  tell h im what she thought 
of h i m .  Because he was Jonathan's brother 
she would give him his  dinner and send him 
on h i s  way. And she woul d  give h i m  the 
packet of letters. 

· ·where are you stationed now ?' '  she asked 
pol itely. 

' T m  on my way East to a new assignment 
at an A rmy schoo l .  I got home from Korea 
several months ago, and I ' ve been at a base 

in Cal i fornia. I 've j ust finished a ten day 
furlough. I took my buddies back to have a 
look at my old home town.  Now we're on 
our "''ay East, as I said .  We had a three-hour 
delay between trains and I knew you'd hate 
it if I didn't look you up. " 

He seemed to be laughing at her as he 
spoke, laughing at a l l  that was decent and 
fine, as he always had. "After all, I ' m  
Jonathan's brother." 

Before she could make any comment, he 
went on, l ightly, "You hate me because I 
didn't die instead of Jonathan . It would have 
been more fitting, probably. But you know 
what they say. The good die young." 

" Eve's breath caught. ' "Kim, how can you 
be so flippant?" 

He laughed at her. 'Tm not fl ippant, baby. 
And though you may not admit it to yourself, 
you do hate me because I " m  al ive and Jonathan 
isn't.  When I was home those few days I 
saw that. A l l  of Jonathan's old friends look 
at me as i f  I "d  betrayed them by l iving. A 
couple of them practically told me so to my 
face. ' '  

Then Kim's fl ippancy seemed to melt away, 
to be transformed into treacherous thought
fulness. 

"You're more beautiful than ever, aren't 
you, Eve? You'd real ly  have made a lovely 
wife for a governor. By now Jonathan prob
ably would have been on his way to .something 
even higher than that." 

As he spoke, Kim studied Eve's face, and 
the expression in  his eyes was more i mportant 
than what he said.  She's seen that look be
fore. It was a look of defiance. She'd seen 
it a lways before he kissed her. 

He was going to kiss her now. 
She knew i t  and she was fi l led with dread. 

Yet she couldn't  run from him or escape. As 
he came toward her, she knew that this kiss 
woul d  be more than simply an attempt to 
shatter her composure. It would be punish
ment because she hated him. It would be 
a grim struggle between reason and control .  

It  was a l l  of  that. The kiss hurt her  mouth, 
burned th rough her in a storm of fire. But 
then, unex pectedly, it turned to treacherous 
sweetness, to tenderness and �entleness. Even 
as she responded to it she knew that his 
gentleness was contrived to trick her. Kim 
wasn't capable of  s incerity. Yet she couldn't 
resist his embrace. It  was as i f  she turned 
to it with desperate need and longing, as i f  
she had never known Jonathan's love. 
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Finally, however, she regained her sanity. 
She struggled in Kim's arms, fighting him 
with a strength spe hadn 't known she 
possessed. She pounded her fists against his 
chest, sobbin� dri ly ,  a l l  the time::. 

"So it's sti l l  the same," Kim said. 
As  he let her go, he was very casual, very 

calm, even j aunty. She knew he was remem
bering that every time· he'd kissed her she'd 
forgotten, at least for the space of a second 
or so, that she was Jonathan's gir l .  

"Get out, get out ! "  she gasped, over and 
over agam. 

He picked up his sl icker, but didn't put 
i t  on. Giving her a l ittle salute, he walked 
out, in  that cocksure way of h is .  

She collapsed then, and fel l on the sofa. 
Her body shuddered with grief, but her cry
ing was horribly tearless and dry. 

Finally she was conscious of her own voice, 
saying thinly, repeating, " It meant so l ittle to 
you, Kim. It never meant anything." 

The words shocked her even more deeply 
than Kim's kisses. Because they were the 
truth, wrenched from the dark, secret depths 
of her heart. 

What had hurt her the most about Kim's 
kiss was that i t  meant nothing to him! And 
she knew now that i t  had always been that 
way. Her grief now was grief and defiance 
several years old. It had not been merely her 
voice that cried out, " I t  means so l ittle to you, 
Kim. It ever meant anythi ng." Her heart 
had said it, her heart had mourned aloud in 
bitter grief that Kim could  k iss her and not 
care ! 

His  kisses could have meant a great deal to 
her. They could have meant everything. If 
tenderness had been · a part of them, if Kim 
had taken l i fe seriously, i f  he had been Jccent 
at all, she mif;ht have turned from Jonathan 
to him in the pa>t. 

She had felt a deep reverence and affection 
for Jonathan, but never this lawless rapture. 
Maybe there came a t ime when you had to 
face even the most terrible truth about your
self, when you could no longer escape it .  
This was that t ime for her. And the truth 
was that she was in love with Kim. 

Exhausted by htcr emotion, she sat up, 
brushing her hair away from her face. And 
i t  W e! '  t i · • ·  · s : :,· rc: · · (·Plhcre• ' th · · !  she had 
not given Kim the p�Kket of lcttes. 

She had not carried out Jonathan's wish. 
She knew suddenly she must do so, not only 
be: ause i t  was Jonathan's wish but because 

she wanted to sever the last connection be
tween herself and Kim. Her desire to do so 
was frantic and desperate. It was as if destruc
tion awaited her if she didn't  succeed i n  
breaking a l l  ties with h im .  It would be a k �n d  
o f  destruction to b e  forever in love with a 
man l ike Kim. 

AS LONG AS SHE POSSESSED anything 
that belonged to him there would be a 

chance that she might see him again. She 
had no idea where he would be stationed, or 
what Army school he was going to attend. It 
might take weeks, everr months, before she 
could get in touch with him by mai l  since he 
had no l iv ing relatives. But �he wou ld find 
him I 

I n  unreasoning haste. Eve d ressed in a dark 
gold sweater and skirt, and bound back her 
hair. She put on her old tweed coat, co•ered 
her head with a scarf, and got her umbrel la .  
Then she stuffed the packet of l etters into her 
purse. 

It was only after she was in a taxi that she 
realized she had very I ittle chance of over
taking Kim. He'd said he had only three hours 
between trains. If his train hadn't left by 
now, he was probably at the Union or La. 
Sal le Street Station. 

She went to Union Station fi rst, and spent 
twenty minutes pushing her way through 
the crowd, searching for a dark, wiry man in 
a khaki  uni form. The search was fruitless. 

She gave up, final ly, · and went to LaSalle 
station. It  was raining harder than ever now, 
and the streets were black and shining with 
cold wetness. 

She had no better luck at La Sal le  station. 
She saw dozens of soldiers, but none of them 
were Kim. Finally there was nothing left 
for her to do but go home. 

There were no taxis at the taxi entrance, but 
she cou ldn't endure waiting. She went back 
through the station to the main entrance. 
Just outside the door, she almost bumped into 
a I i tt le group of soldiers. 

Three of them were ci rcled around one of 
t he; r :1u ddies, a SCrf.�eant .  '' 'hO s l c :nd slumped 
and wet, as if he had been walk ing in the 
rain .  There was something vaguely famil iar 
about him. Because of that 11aunting famil iar
ity, Eve, looked at him a_gain. Kim ! Incredibly, 
he was Kim. But he vaguely resembled the 
man who had been in her apartment less than 
two hours ago. That Kim had been swagger
ing, cocksure, antagonistic, as if he had dedi. 
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catcd his l i fe to shocking the world. This 
one looked almost pathetic. 

His ruued and uneven face was no longer 
l i t  by the savage defiance. He was soaked with 
rain because he hadn't bothered to put on the 
s l icker which h ung folded on his arm. 

The man was j ust a dejected, ordinary guy, 
down on his luck. One of his buddies said,  
sharply, · ·we were afraid you'd miss your 
train when you didn't come back, Kim! No 
matter what this girl did to you, she isn ' t  
worth ,�oing over the h i l l .  Not with your 
swel l  record, and you slated for officer train. 
ing school . "  

Another one of  the men held out a cigarette. 
" Buck up. Kim. fort�et her . . .  

The third one said,  h is voice gruff and 
an�ry, "So this Eve sti l l  hates you for l iving 
when your brother was k i l led." 

Kim shrugged, but there was no defiance in 
the fami l iar gesture, only resignation. 

"Something like that ," he said, in a heavy 
voice. "Only I can "t blame her. I had every
thing planned . I knew how I meant to act. 
But the minute I saw her I snapped i nto my 
old routine. I acted the way I used to, back 
home. I couldn't  help it. I acted the way I 
used to, because no one ever knew I was alive 
i f  I d idn't ." 

One of the sol diers said, "Too bad you had 
to have a brother l ike that Jonathan. He must 
have been a prize stuffed shirt ." 

"No, " Kim protested, and for the fi rst time 
Eve heard a note of loyalty i n  his voice. 

"No, my brother Jonathan was fine and 
good. He real ly deserved everything he ever 
got, except that bul let in Korea. It wasn't h is  
fault he had intell igence and the power to 
make people l ike him. But it wasn't my fault  
that I couldn't l ive up to him. Maybe if he'd 
never existed, or i f  he'd been l ike me, people 
would have known I was al ive too." 

Kim waited a moment. " I  had a chance to 
see Eve tonight. But I went i nto the old rou
tine, automatical ly trying to shock her, to 
show her what a tough guy I was. As a re
sult, I lost her. I '  II never see her again ."  

GIVE THE 
GREATEST 

GIFT OF ALL 

There was a calm finality i n  his tone, com
plete defeat. 

He hunched his shoulders, shaking some 
of the rain from his cap. 

In a second, he and his  friends would board 
their t ra in .  Eve tr ied to mO\·e, but her whole 
body seemed paralyzed. She was held trans
-fixed by amazement and wonder and sorrow, 
al l m ingled together. 

This was the real Kim. For the first t ime in 
her l i fe she saw him as he was, as no one else 
had ever seen him back home. Jonathan must 
have known what he was real ly l ike. He had 
had faith in Kim. But not even Jonathan 
cou ld  have n:a l i zcd wh.!l Kim h:td gone 
through, trying to l i ve up to a brother l ike 
him. 

Kim had been desper:tle, trying all his l i fe 
to make people realize he existed, too. The 
onl y  way he had been able to do i t, apparent
ly, had been to take a negative approach. 

But this was the real Kim, and she loved 
h im.  That was why his k isses had always had 
the power to stir her, even though she fought 
them. This the real Kim, the man whose l ips 
had made hers flame, yet who could be unbe
l ievably tender. 

She loved him. She a lways had. Only the 
shadow of Jonathan's perfection had come 
between them. It was not between them now. 
But at the same time she felt a poignant re
gret that she had not understood Kim before 
this. The time they had lost! 

She walked out of the shadows to him. 
"Kim," she said simply.  " I  know now that 
I ' ve always loved you." 

Wonder eame into his eyes slowly. 
Eve started to speak, but the words froze 

on her mouth as Kim took her i n  h is  arms, 
and gently brushed her l ips with his .  This, 
Eve thought, is where I belong. She stood on 
t ip-toe and returned his brief k iss. No words 
were necessary. 

The other sol diers melted into the back
ground and vanished. Kim and Eve were a lone 
in  the rain, alone in the magic circle of the 
shining warmth that was their love. � 

SEE YOUR 
RED CROSS 

TODAY 
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Marta's pets adorea Phil, but not half as much as 

th.eir mistJress did. 

M I S S  M E N A G E R I E  

MART A WANTED TO CRY' The 
only man she'd ever met who had 

. started her thinking about marriage 
was walking right out of her l ife. She was 
figuratively speaking, of course, because Phi l  
Brown would be back. He  wou ld be back 
on(e a month for the next three months, unti l  
Mr.  \vlri;�ht, sen ior member of Jensen & 
Wright, Re.dtors, returned from Mexico. 
Whi le  Mr. Wright was gone, Ph i l  Brown, 
the youngest member uf the firm, was making 
the monthly report to Mr.  Stoner. Since her 
father was incapacitated by arthrit is, the Stoner 
real estate hold ings were managed by the firm. 

A 11,/ ll'hc11 he rome.r bark /lex/ 111011/b. 
Marta told herself tiercely, I tl'fm·l be here.' 
I'll go _, ome pl,tt'e and .riel) all day.' 

Phil was getting into his car. At Marta's 
knee, Carmel, the big boxer whined sadly, 
l1is nose was pressed against the g lass door. 
He �ounded l ike a baby and his body twitched 
and quivered with anxiety as_ he heard the car 
start. On her other side, Shorts, the black 
cocker span ie l ,  yipped sharply, and scratched 
at the door. 

As Phil w�1ved and drove away. Aussie. the 
green parakeet, perched on Marta's shoulder 
said, ' ' Bad boy , . . and then scratched his )'el
low-crested head with a t iny claw. Marta 
smi led wryly .  Out of his vocabu lary of almost 
a hundred words. Aus�ie had picked the one 
p_hrase most nearly appropriate to the occa
SIOn . 

Marta �ot the do�s awav from the door 
and notic�d her father looking at her, one 
eyebr0w cocked in quizzical half - amusement. 

"Those dO' .:s. . .  he said, . . are emotional 
chameleons. i f you· re glad. so are they. If 
you ' re sad. they arc too. And when you stood 
there wish in.!' Phi l wou ldn' t  go just now, 
their d<Jg,gy hearts yearned right along with 
you." 

"Y nu're the cutest 
thing," he • a i d .  

"Oh, pooh !"  Marta said .  Sometimes, i t  was 
hard l iv ing with a man as perceptive as her 
father. "You .know Carmel and Shorts love 
eYerybody. Phi l  h.ts petted them. and let them 
cl imb into his lap, so they're out of their minds 
aLout him." 

Mr. Stoner wa� s itt ing in the old leather 
chair which, after long years of usage, had 
molded itself to his body. He was leaning 
forward, both hands clasped over the handle 
of h is  ctne. 

"But you did stand there yearning after 
Phi l ,  d idn ' t  you?" When she Rushed without 
answering, he said, "Come on, Marta, tell your 
old Dad all about i t. " 

That did i t. She began to cry i n  anger. "He 
makes me sick !" she  stormed. ' 'Coming 
around here two and three t imes a week, tak
ing me out, while he's engaged ! " 

She flounced down on the sofa, brushing 
the wetness from her cheeks with guick hands. 
A l armed by the abruptness of her movements, 
Aussie flew to the top of his  cage. Shorts and 
Carmel flopped down at her feet, their heads 
on their paws. their eyes l impid with sym
pathy. 

"Your statement," Mr. Stoner told his 
<daughter, " is as confuseJ ancl exaggerated as 
most statements made by a female in anger 
ar.d frustration . "  

He l ighted a ciga.rette, h is  arthritis-twisted 
hands awkward with the nutch. " Now then,." 
he saiJ, drawing smoke deep into his l ungs 

_ and exhal ing, " in  the first p lace, Phi l  wasn't 
engaged during this past month when you 've 
seen so much of h i m. Rosal i e  Moore has been 
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in Cal i fornia the past six weeks v isit ing an 
aunt or somebody. If you'd stayed and l is
tened, instead of rushing out, you'd have heard 
him say he became engaged l ast n ight. . . 

Mr. Stoner leaned back in his chair. " I f  
you· d been here, you· d have seen that he  had 
a rather dazed look when he said that, l ike a 
man who's wondering what h i t  him over the 
head." 

Marta gu lped, and sat up a l i tt le straighter. 
"He did?" The boxer and the cocker raised 
their heads, the ir  tails thumping hopeful l y  on 
the rug. 

"He did," M r. Stoner said.  "To these old 
ears, he sounded l ike a man who'd become 
engaged without guite knowing how it hap
pened. Do you know this Rosal ie Moore?" 

"We were in high school together. . . Marta 
brushed back a lock of brown hair, as her 
lavender-blue eyes deepened to a l ight purple. 
"She belonged to a crowd who put on airs, 
and tried to act sophisticated. 'Dah-l ing,' they 
called each other. You'd have thought they'd 
been raised in a night club." 

Mr.  Stoner chuck led. "I remember now, 
you tel l ing me about them. Wel l ,  it's been 
two years since your high school days. I won
der what she's l ike now?" 

Marta told him. She ran i nto Rosal ie now 
and then downtown. "She's right out of the 
pages of Vogue. She's very sleek, a lways 
d ressed in the latest thing. Her blonde hair 
is always j ust so and her cool b lue eyes try to 
tell you she's been everywhere and done 
everything. I can't stand her!" 

"You shouldn' t  mind taking h im away 
from her then ."  

For an  instant, Marta couldn't bel i eve her 
ears. She stared at her father. He was old. 
H e'd been i n  h is  forties when she was born, 
and he wanted to see her happi ly  married 
with a chi ld  or two whi le he was sti l l  around. 
Now and then he said, "Young marriages are 
the thing. I f  I had i t  to do over again-" 

Marta would soon be twenty. In the past 
four years she had met several men she l iked, 
but not enough to marry. And lately, she had 
begun to think her heart was l acking some
thing because she couldn't  fal l in love. But 
that was before Phi l  Brown had walked into 
the house a few weeks ago. Was it love at 
first sight? She'd always pooh-poohed the 
notion, until it happened to her. 

Ten minutes after she met Phil she had 
known that this was the man she wanted to 
love and cherish the rest of her l i fe. But if 

her father thought she could take him away 
from Rosal ie  Moore, he was out of his mind ! 

MARTA LAUGHED SHORTLY. "Take 
Phi l  away from Rosal ie'  Oh. Dad ! The 

trouble with parents is they think their chi l
dren can do anything !"  

" You 're not my ch i ld, Marta-gir l ,  i f  you 
don't  at least try. You love that boy, I know. 
Your eyes fairly shimmer when you look at 
h im. Now, l isten, Marta, you've a lways un
derestimated yourself. You've been too shy, 
too conscious of your freckles. Personal ly, I 
think they add a piguant touch to your face." 

" I  hate them! ' '  
Mr .  Stoner sighed. "Marta\ he  said gen

t ly, "as I 've told  you before, you have to learn 
to l ive with them. Make the best of it. In
stead of doing that, you've made an obsession 
out of your freckles. I don't know why. 
You've had any number of men in love with 
you. That shoul d  have convinced you that 
you're attractive. Why does Rosal ie Moore 
frighten you so? What makes you think that 
you can't  take Phi l  away from her?" 

"Dad, you don't understand. Let's not talk 
about it, please!"  She walked out of the room, 
the two dogs foJJ.owi ng devotedly  at her heels. 

Marta walked into her studio room at the 
rear of the house and stood at the window 
looking out intQ the back yard. March had 
touched the trees and the early-flowering 
shrubs. In a few more weeks the warm sun, 
woul d  bring Shel l  and Pel l ,  the two tortoises, 
out of hibernation to roam the flower beds, 
keeping them free of insects. They were her 
pets too, never retreating into their shel ls  
when she came near, never trying to snap at  
her finger when she gentl y  stroked their 
strange sma l l  heads. People thought she was 
a bit crazy, having so many pets. Several years 
ago, she even had tamed a small garter snake 
she found in the garden, but he'd wandered 
away and never came back. 

Phi l  d idn't think she was crazy. Only a few 
days ago he'd said, " I  think it 's  wonderful, the 
way you l ike animals. When I can get out of 
that apartment I 'm l iving i n, I 'm going to get 
a puppy right away. Maybe I ' l l  get two. Wi l l  
you help me pick them out?" 

Not now, she wouldn 't. Let Rosalie do 
that ! 

Marta sat down at her work table, and 
pushed aside a l i tter of paper. She designed 
greeting cards here and most of them sold 
well, because she had clever ideas, and could 
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write cute l itt le verses. I t  was somet h i ng to 
occupy her t i me and her mind and fair ly lucra
tive too. Many of her ideas featured ani mals, 
and she used Carmel, Shorts, and even Aussie 
as models for her drawi ngs. 

Del iberately, she stopped thinking about 
Phi l  and Rosal ie .  Work was the thing to keep 
her mind occupied.  How about a picture of 
a tortoise on the front of a card, or a sketch 
of a boxer running a fter a b i rd ?  

But down in t h e  hal l  t h e  chi mes sounded 
and she heard her father bel l ow, "Come i n ! "  
Phi l 's voice answered h i m .  

Marta got weak inside. "Phe dogs tore up 
the hal l  to welcome h i m, barking loudly and 
happi ly .  Emotional  chameleons, are they? 
Marta thought, remembering her father's 
words. If they fel t  the way I do, they'd 
wou l d n ' t  have been able to get off the rug ' 

P h i l  came down the hal l ,  into t:1e studio, 
and Carmel and Shorts th reatened to trip h i m  
in their exuberance. Final ly h e  tossed two 
rubber bones on the floor. 

"Presents for this  man's best friends, " he 
said .  " Had them in the car a l l  the t i me and 
forgot to bring them in. I d idn't  remember 
unti l I was back at the office." 

Marta glanced at h i m. then looked quickly 
away. ' T m  sure Carmel and Shorts appreciate 
your leaving work for their sakes . "  

' ' I  h a d  t o  cqme back this  way, anyhow. 
Some people over on the next street want to 
sel l-Marta, what's the matter?" 

" Matter?" Her voice went so h igh i t  a l 
most squeaked. " Nothing's the matter !"  

H e  came close to her chair, and stood look
ing down at her, h is gray eyes troubled. He 
put out his hand, and touched the tip of her 
smal l  freckled nose w ith one finger. 

"You' re the cutest th ing," he said. " You' re 
almost l ike an elf ."  

' ' E lves don ' t  have freck les," she sai d  ston i ly .  
"Yes, they do." 
" You've seen some lately ' "  
' 'No, but I know what they look l ike." 
I t  was the most ridiculous conversation she 

had ever had with anyone. She said, knowing 
i t  sounded waspish and not caring, "Is this a 
new routine for engaged men, going around 
te l l ing other gir l s  they look l ike elves ? "  

P h i l  reddened. "Look, I don't  know how 
to explain that-" 

"There's nothing to explai n !  But I think 
you might have tol d  me you were planning on 
getting engaged ! "  Her voice was col d  with 
outrage. 

"But I d idn't  know ' "  
He d i d  look dazed, a s  i f  he d i d n ' t  know 

quite how i t  had come about. So her father 
was right. Rosal ie  Moore had somehow 
maneuvered P h i l  i nto proposing ! 

Marta drew a deep breath and stood up. 
The top of her head came tq the knot in Ph r l ' s  
tie. S h e  said bravely, even though h e r  voice 
quivered, " It was probably s i l ly of me, but 
I'd gotten the i dea you I iked me a lot. Or 
was it j ust my dogs ' "  

" I  do l ike you a lot,�· h e  declared, h i s  face 
getting redder. . . I think you · re a wonderful 
g i r l . "  It took the ear of love to detect the 
s l ight unst<:ad i ness i n  his voice. "I hope we' l l  
a lways be friends, "  h e  said. "Good friends." 

It
. 
was too much : 

Marta said, ' ' You mean, take rides to�ether, 
go to movies, take the dogs out to the country 
for runsl" 

SH E  D I D N'T KNOW what he had to be 
mad about, but sudden ly he was angry. 

"You l i tt le-" He stopped H i s  sudden 
dignity was a l most ludicrous. · · 1  hope all th ree 
of us w i l l  be friends-you, Rosal ie and me. 
You and Rosal ie have a lot in common, you 
know." 

" Rosa l i e  and I have a lot i n  common ?" 
Marta's lavender-blue eyes widened. 

" Yes. She's a lmost as crazy about animals 
as I am. We i n tend to have dogs, parakeets, 
cats-everrthi ng ! ' '  

A bel l  rang i n  Marta's mind.  She remem
bered Rosa l ie on the h igh school grounJs, 
shrieki'1 g  in terror as a do� came near her. I t  
was j ust a friendly mongrel, some studen t's 
dog, that had come lop ing up to her,  wanting 
a friendly pat. 

Marta stared at Phi l .  Brother. are yo11 beinK 
.raid a bill of gooc/1, she though t .  Or was he? 
Perhaps Rosal i e  had changed. Wel l ,  one coul d  
always fi n d  out, couldn't  one; 

Cool l y, very poi 5ed now, Marta said, 
"That's wonderful ,  because I know you w..:l l  
enough now to k now that you'd never be 
happy with a gir l  who d idn ' t  l ike dogs."  

A l i tt le ashamed. Marta looked down at  
the toes of her  moccasins. She was a novice 
at this k i n d  of th ing, and a l i tt le unsure of 
hersel f. But she continued, "Why don ' t  you 
and Rosa l i e  come for d inner tomorrow night? 
Dad and I would love to have you. And- we 
can talk about dogs. "  

He thought i t  was a wonderful i dea. "You ' l l  
love Rosal ie, " he said. 
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Marta doubted that, but she smi led widely, 
although i t  almost k i l led her. "Seven, then /" 

So i t  was arranged, and when Ph i l  l eft 
Marta wc:nt to look for her father. He was 
s i t t ing in his corner of the l iving room. 

"Wel l ?"  he asked, so eagerly that Marta 
had to laugh. 

"Who says women are match-makers? 
You're awfu l , ' '  she scolded, "egging me on. 

"Pshaw '"  Mr. Stoner said .  "You love the 
boy, don ' t  you ?" 

Marta's eyes blurred with tears. ' 'Yes," she 
sai d  simply. "I love him." 

"Can you imapine h im happi ly  married to 
Rosal ie?" 

Marta shook her head. "No! Oh, I don ' t  
know·, Dad ! "  

H e  reached for her hand, and gripped i t  
with his  twisted fingers. " Listen, Marta-gir l ,  
fol low· your heart . Fight for the man you love 
the way a l l  women who are worth their salt 
do. Young men are easi l y  fooled by a bit of 
glamor, and can easi l y  marry the wrong wom
an. But i f  they're l ucky, the right woman is  
around to--" He stopped, absorbc:d in h is  
own memories. 

"You speak from experience?" Marta sai d  
gently. 

He looked up. "You ' re darned right I do ! 
If it hadn't been for your mother, I 'd  have 
married a g i r l  who- Marta," he roared, "my 
past is none of your business ' "  

She laughed, k issing h im .  "Oh, pooh to 
your past! You're j ust trying to impress me. 
You ' re trying to make me think you were a 
devil w ith the girls when you were young." 

He gave her a smug look. "And so I 
was . . .  " 

The next morning Phil cal led Marta to con
firm the d inner engagement. "We' l l  be there 
at seven," he said gaily, "with bel l s  on ! "  

Ding-donf!,. Marta thought bi tterly She 
said, "Does Rosal ie know about the menage
rie I keep?" 

"Well ,  no . . .  " A l i ttle s i lence came hum. 
ming over the telephone. " I , ' '  Ph i l  said final
ly, but a l i ttle uncomfortably, "wanted it to 
be a s�rprise for her. In fact, I j ust tol d  her 
that we were having dinner with old friends 
of mine. I d idn't see any point in tel l ing her 
that you and I-" He stopped, clearly at a 
loss to explain h imself. 

Marta smiled. Men! 
"You mean," she said coldly, "that you'd 

prefer if Rosal i e  d idn't know that we had 
been seeing each other whi le she was out of 

town. You think it would be easier for the 
three of us to be friends, i f  she didn't  know 
about that." 

"Yes, something l ike that," Phi l  said hast
i ly. 

' T i l  act j ust l ike a sister to you," Marta 
said sweetly, and hung up. 

At six-thi rty, the Caesar salad was crisping 
in the refrigerator, waiting for its dressing. 
Mr .  Stoner came into the kitchen, h i s  cane 
making staccato sounds on the l i noleum. 

He sniffed. "Wel l ,  if Rosa l ie can't cook, 
she's a dead duck ! "  He looked at his  daugh
ter with an objective eye. "Er-couldn't you 
get int�. 

something a bit more-wel l ,  you 
know-

"Glamorousl'  · Marta looked down at her 
peasant blouse and pleated skirt under a pro
tecting apron. 'Tm j ust me, Dad, remember? 
I ' d  look pretty s i l ly  all togged out in some
thing s l inky with these freckles ! "  

"There you go again ! "  He smiled suddenly. 
"You're right, Marta-gir l .  You know your 
own style. You ' l l  do a l l right ." 

His cane had a happy sound as he thumped 
out of the kitchen. Back in the l iving room, 
he roared, "Where are the animals?" 

"Shut in the studio," Marta yel l ed, "and 
leave them there ! "  

"Even Aussie?" 
"Even Aussie ! "  Marta said firmly. 

PH I L  AND ROSALIE arrived at three min
utes past seven. Rosal ie looked seductive 

and fel ine in a hlarL: satin d ress, and Marta 
appraised her carefully. 

"Marta ! ' '  she breathed throati ly ,  turning to 
Phi l .  "Marta and I were in high school to
.�;ether . · ·  Then she turned her blue gaze on 
Mr. Stoner, and held out both hands to him. 
" I  saw you," she said husk i ly, " in the bank, 
one day-oh, maybe a year ago-- -and I said 
to the gir l  I was with, 'Who is  that d istin
guished looking inan with the wonderful pre. 
maturely-gray hairl '  " 

Marta shot a quick glance at her father. He 
was i ncl ining h is  head, gal lantly. " I  remem
ber," he said .  "Your golden hair  was l ike a 
shaft of sunshine in that gloomy place. I 've 
never forgotten ."  · 

Marta d id  a doube.take. There was faint 
mockery in her father's eyes. Then she looked 
at Phil who was beamin,g, as if he had j ust 
invented Rosal ie and had the patent on her ! 

"A spot of sherry?" Mr. . Stoner asked. 
"Marta?" He winked slyly. 



M I SS MENAGERI E  "3 ------------------------------------------------------- 0 
"Of course," Marta sa id .  The t ray was 

ready in the kitchen so she went to get it, serv
in� Rosal ie, Phil ,  and her father. Then, set -
1 m� t he tray on the bookcase, she drew a deep 
breath, and looked at Rosal ie. 

"Now, I " l l  bnng in the rest of the fami ly ."  
She walked brisk ly down the hal l ,  and th rew 
open the door of the studio. · ·c..ome, Carmd, 
wme on Shorb , .. And she opened the door of 
A us�ie·s cage wh ich she'd mov ed out o f  t he 
l i v mg room an hour ago. A us,it flew down 
t he h a l l  aft er the dogs. 

For an hour, the t wo dogs had been con
lined. Now they skidded down the hal l ,  

•bounding into the l iv ing room. Ph i l and 
Rosa l ie wert sittin.g s idt: by side on the sofa. 

There was a �cream as Carmel and Sports 
jumped across Rosal ie 's  lap in  their frantic 
effort to reach Phi l  as t]l9ick ly as possiblt:. The 
scream becamt a seri es of screams, all issuing 
from Rosal ie's muuth. 

When Marta arrived in the l iving room, 
Rosaiie was beating at A ussie, whose tiny 
daws were entangled in her bright hair. and 
she was scrteching. ' Take them away! Take 
t hem away !" 

Phi l  went into act ion. So did Marta. 
" Down ! ' '  Marta yel led at the t wo dogs. 

They beat a hasty retreat to Mr. Stor.er's 
chair, and cowered at his feet . Phi l  had Aus
sit· ptrcheJ on h is fin�cr . Pant ing, the l it t le  
green and gold bird flew to the top of the 
mi rror anJ clung to its frarnC 

r:o,.I!Jt'e me, A�'-'-'lt-, M.trta 1-·lcaJed si lently.  
Rosa lie Moore stood up, a w i l J, hysterical 

look in ht-r eves. Her hand� flew to htr d i s
arranged hair·. 

" F i lthy things ' "  she snapped. She whtrled 
on Pl, i l .  "Get me out of h er<. ! Now � . . 

" But 1-'· He was distr.:ugl •t,  embar-
rassed. 

A convulsiH shiYt'r went t h r l)ui!h Rosal ie. 
"I hate an i l l1als :  Hatt: them' They ' re mes��·. 
d i rty thin::s • · ·  

There wa� a blind look i n  Phi l ' s  eyes a s  he 
glant ed at Marta and Mr. Stoner. ' T m  so 
sorr ry," he S<t id .  ")  guess we' d better go . . . 

Marta handed h i m  R�sal ie's stole. 
"Well, wel l ."  Mr. Stoner said ,  when Ro

sal ie  and Phi l  had gone. " l ma�ine such l 
morbid fear of animals." 

Marta, mopping up the sherry Rosal ie had 
spi l led. said nothing. Finished with that 
job. she went to the mirror, held up a fin
s�r and . �oaxed softly, " Pretty bird, pretty 
b1rd . . .  

Aussie j wnped down onto her finger, and 
flew to her shoulder. 1\-lana sat Jown in  a 
cha ir auos� f rom her father. ·1 he two dogs 
were a� close to his te<:t as t hey cou l d  get, 
tl J<:Jr eyes wary, hal f-gui l ty. Something had 
gone wrong, and they knew i t .  

Marta patted her knee. " Shorts," she cal led 
sof t ly .  · 1.. .armcl ! "  They wriggled across the 
floor to her. She patted their heads, and they 
l i t keJ her hanJ, looking up at her. " It 's al l 
right, ' '  she crooned. " I t 's a l l  right."  · 

M r. Stoner looked at his sherry. " I s  it?" 
"Yes! Rosalie was pretend i ng to Phil  that 

sht was crazy .1bout animals because he was! 
but I happened to remember that in h igh 
sdwol she was scared to d�ath of dogs. 
1\lny I have a cigarette, please?" 

She rarely smoked, only when she was up
set. Mr. Stoner to�seJ her his package. 

She l i t  one, saying, " Dad, it was a beastly 
tr ick, wasn 't  it? I mean, I d idn't even get 
time to know i f  she'd changed. You know, 
I f!=el sorry for anybody who has such a mor
bid fear of dogs or cats or bi rds, or anything 
that's harmless ! But it wasn't fai r  of her to 
pretend to Phil  that she loved animals, was 
i t ) ' . T he yuestion ended in a wai l .  

"No, it wasn't fair. Don 't  feel badly, 
Marta-gi r l . . . Ht fin ished his sherry in  a 
swa llow. .. If she che!itS about one thing, 
she ' l l  l·heat about somtthing else. He' l l  never 
know where he stands with her. " 

Marta picked up her untouched sherry. 
She took •I warm ing sip. " But he left with 
her." Her voice had a wobble to it . 

" Yes. He's a gentleman, which is prob
ably the reason he got engaged to her with
out quite knowing how."  

" H e  won 't be  back," Ma rta said.  
"Give him t ime ! "  
" H e  won 't  be back, ·: Marta repeated dul ly .  

'You s a w  her She's be<luti ful and charm
ing and sht- knows how to make a man feel 
-;pcc i;! l , . .  

" A h, yes . . .  " M r. Stoner said .  " But Marta, 
a. d iet of honey car. get to be pretty sicken
i n.!! · Re.1 l l r  mt·n .1ren 't as stupid as they 
sometimes appear to be. · ·  

- " No)" She puffed mood i ly a t  her ciga
rette. "You ' re old and wi�e, but Phi l  isn't." 

Mr. Stoner looked at his daughter with a 
sl ightly disgruntled a ir. "Women," he said, 
"think they have a monopoly on intuition. 
If I were a betting man, I " d  give you two 
to one that up0n leaving F.osalie tonight, 

( Co11li11ued VII paye 107) 



WHEN KISSES ABE 
l:ASIJAL 

When a man realizes a girl is 

more important to. him than 

his business, he'd better start 

running-for the altar. 

THERE IN THE DISCREETLY l ighted 
restaurant, Harry Reece looked at the 
girl across the table and smiled warmly, 

but a l i ttle uncertainly .  She seemed rather 
pensive and remote tonight. She was slender 
with short dark curls and clear blue eyes that 
had a disturbing way of studying h im .. Her 
name was Letitia Hobart, but everybody cal led 
her Tish .  For several months she 'd been 
working as secretary for Montridge Builders 
Inc., a firm comprised of four ambitious young 
men of which Harry was president. 

He'd been taking Tish out nearly every 
Saturday night since she'd been with them. 
Of course, he couldn',t do anything about it, 
but she was the kind of a _girl he'd always 
wanted to know. Tish was the i ndependent 
type, on ly she had plenty of feminine appeal. 
Laugher came easi ly to her and she was good 
company. Harry could talk shop to her when
ever he felt l ike i t  and she'd be interested 
because her father had been a bui lder. She'd 
grown up in the construction busi ness and 
she understood his problems. 

"You've been pretty quiet ton i�ht, Tish," 
he observed. "Something troubling you �" 

She didn't  answer right away and her gaze 
wandered over him as if she were looking at 
h i m  for the fi rst t ime. He knew she was see. 
ing a big, rangy man with sandy red hai r 
and smoky eyes who cou l d  be called passably 
good looking. 

"I  don 't k now, Harry," she murmured . 
"Maybe there is. Maybe I 've been thinking 

too much late ly ."  
"Such .ls " "  he prompted gently .  
' 'Wel l -" She drew a Jeep breath. " A  lot 

of people are beginning to take it  for granted 
we' l l  be married, Harry, or didn't  you know?" 

He felt a strange chi l l  go down his spine. 
84 
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It was true that he'd been very attentive and 
that every date with Tish had ended with a 
good night kiss, but he had kept those k isses 
casual .  He couldn't let Tish mean too much 
to h im.  

"People sure l i ke to gossip, don't they?" he  
said uneasily. "Wha did you tell them?" 

Her blue eyes met h is. "The only thing I 
could, Harry. I told them money and succe�s 
seem more important to you than anything 
else. I told them that a girl wou ld be fool ish 
to take you seriously." 

Harry winced. She was much too percep· 
tive. Maybe he should  haxe explained the 
situation to Tish at the very beginning, but 
you j ust don't tel l  a girl that you ' re not e l i .  
gible as  a husband. 

"Listen, Tish, I came from a poor family 
and I 've had to fight every inch of the way . 
I 'm going to the top but it 's got to be alone. 
It's rough enough without dragging some 
poor gal along with me. When I make the 
grade. I ' l l  feel differently. Then it will be 
time to think about marriage ."  

" A  girl cou ld grow o ld  wai ting for you ,  
couldn't she, Harry?" she said levelly. "Mar. 
ria,ge is l ike two people bu i lding a house to· 
gether. If you can' t  share al l the headaches 
and >atisfactions as you go along, the final re
sult won't mean anythi n g . "  

" It doesn't a l ways work that way," h e  heard 
himsel f argt ; i ng. " Whv, look at the folks we 
know. There are four rr:en in our firm. Two 
of them are married--Tom Ryan and Les 
Hodge. Paul Evans and I are single and 
we're the only ones .who spark the busine�s. 
Lou i�e Ryan is always m isc rahle because so 
much money goes back into the company fund 
and Doris Hodge spends every cent Les gets 

• • He only had to reach out 
and she'd be in his arms. 
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his hands on. Those girls aren't happy, Tish." "Paul Evans doesn't feel the way you do," 
"Even so, they're in love. That means a lot. Tish said suddenly, as if Paul had been on 

And Harry, please don't be a larmed by all her mind a l l  the t ime. 
this." Tish smi led slowly. "I really have no He fel t  his hands tightening on the wheel. 
designs on you, my pet."  "You've been seeing Paul? I didn't  know." 

He hoped not ! He didn't want to burt her. And yet, why shouldn't  she date Paul or any
"There's another angle, too," he said a one else she l iked . 

l i ttle desperately. "This building business is "Yes. I go out with h im every now and 
risky, and i f  I got married now, I ' d  be afraid- then. Paul's amb-itious but he'd sti l l  l i ke to be 
to take chances. I ' d  have to play it safe and married . "  
there's n o  future to that." Harry said nothing. After all, Paul w.�s 

She looked at h im in that d i rect way of not only the archi tect for the organization, but 
hers. "And so to avoid entanglements, you · a close friend. Harry had met him whi le 
keep your kisses casual, Harry?" she asked they were in Korea and talked him into set
softly. " I t's  aU right as long as a gal is fore- tling in Montridge as a partner. There was 
warned?" nothing wrong with Pau l .  He had brains and 

He was conscious of the flush that spread plenty of charm, but, somehow, Harry had 
over his face. "Tish, please!"  he moaned. never thought of him for Tish. 
"Don' t  make me feel like a hee l !"  A few moments later, he  was opening the 

Tish shook her head. "I  just feel sorry for car door for  Tish. Tl1en, as he'd done so 
what you' re doing to yourself, Hacry. Sup- · · many times before, he walked with her 
pose some day you do decide to get married. . through the courtyard to the pr ivate entrance 
·Can you imagine what it would be l ike to be of her apartment. A l l  of a sudden the 
your w i fe?" thought struck him that he might be seeing 

HARRY'S MOUTH TIGHTENED. ' ' I ' m  
the ogre type, i s  that it?" 

"Oh, not quite that," she assured h im 
bl ithely. "You'd be a very nice h usband when 
you had the time, but other things would 
come first. Love would be way down on the 
list. I think any wife of yours would  wind 
up a neglected Ophelia with faded flowers in 
her old permanent." 

"Okay, have your little joke !" Harry mut
tered. "That's a woman for you-She can' t  
appreciate a man who's thinking of her wel
fare." 

Tish smi led. "Women a�e strange crea
tures, Harry, alm0st as strange as men. And 
now I really think you should take me home. 
It's getting late." 

It wasn't late aj all and they both knew 
it. Obviously, Tish wanted ta be rid of him. 
And there was no use trying to make her un
derstand how he felt about all this. There 
was a tilt to her chin and a look in her eye 
that told him she wouldn't even listen. Har
ry felt strangely disturbed and annoyed all at 
the same time. They'd been getting along so 
well, and now this had to happen! 

They scarcely spoke d riving to Tish's 
apartment. Maybe it was because Harry didn't 
know how to talk to her any more. They had 
once been friends, but now they were like 
strangers. 

her home for the last t ime. 
"Tish, I hope we can sti l l  be friends," he 

told her. But he  couldn't  say any more. 
"Of, course. Harry." Her tone was very 

gentle, a l i ttle amused. "A girl should a l. 
ways be friends with her boss, don't you 
think?" 
- He stared at the pale blur of  her face there 
in the darkness. "You sure know how to tor
ture a guy ! "  he growled. A lmost without 
thinking, he reached out and jerked her· into 
his arms. Then his l ips were on hers in a 
long, fierce kiss that sti rred like wine in his 
blood. He hadn't meant to kiss her with such 
fevor and he was ashamed of himself. 

"Sorry, Tish, that doesn't solve anything for 
us," he said shakily. 

For a moment she was very straight and 
quiet. "Then we'l l  both have · to make very 
sure it doesn't happen again," she said. And, 
without another word. she unlocked the door 
and disappeared inside . . .  

I t  .was a long time before Jimmy went to 
bed that 'night. He paced the floor of his 
apartment, smoking endless cigarettes. He 
couldn't  help the way he felt about love 
and marriage now, and i f  Tish had an ounce 
of understanding, she'd realize that his was 
the sensible, practical way. He'd seen too 
many divorces that had their roots in hard
ship and insecurity. But Tish had stardust i n  
her eves and couldn't wait f o r  any man ! 
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MONDAY MORNING, before going to 
the office:-, Harry drove over to the smal l  

h i l lside tract the company had just opened. 
Two houses were a lready under construction 
and he wanted to check thei r progress. 

He wasn ' t  surprised to find Paul Evans 
there, too, the usual rol l  of bl ueprints under 
his arm. Paul  was a slender, handsome young 
man, not as ta l l  as Ha rry, with l ight wavy 
Mair and brown eyes. He l it  a cigarette as 
Harry .wa lked over to him. 

" H i , I 'm glad you showed up.  I checked o n  
that property just a block from the bus l int 
and the Montri dge shopping district. It 's  
owned by a man named Frank Crowder. He 
l ives in  the city, but when J cal leq his home, 
his daughter said he was away and wouldn't  
be back for two weeks. " 

" Frank Crowder?" Harry frowned m 
thought. ' ' I 've heard he's a wealthy real es
tate promoter with a reputation for stubborn
ness. He's hung onto that property for years, 
Paul .  Suppose he won 't agree to ou r offer?" 

"He's got to and I won' t  take no for an 
answer! I 've got some ideas for one and two
story duplexes for that property that are ter
rific. They ' l l  be very modern and d i fferent, 
and with proper l andscaping the tract w i l l  be 
sensational ."  

"And your reputation as an architect w i l l  
b e  made," Harry mused. " Well ,  Crowder 
may not want to sel l ,  so don't set your heart 
on anyth i ng." Somehow, he wasn't feel in,g 
enthusiastic. 

Paul stared at h im.  "What's eating you, 
Harry boy? You're the last person in the 
world to throw col d  water on deals l ike this." 
He hesitated and then asked curiously, "You 
didn't  have a fal l i ng out with Tish by any 
chance?" 

Harry stiffened. "Why shoul d  we? Tish 
and I are j ust friends. " 

"Just friends?" Paul echoed, and an excite
ment that Harry didn't l ike came into his eyes. 
"You mean, you' re not going to propose?" 

Harry resisted an impulse to tel l  him this 
was none of his  business. ' ' I ' m  not i n  a po
sition to propose to any girl right now, and 
neither are you, I might add ! "  He was more 
fierce than he'd intended. 

Paul smiled twistedly. "You mean, you're 
the noble type. I 'm not, Harry. Tish is the 
kind of girl you don't let escape. She knows 
how I feel about her and now that the field 
is clear, I'm really going to rush her off her 
feet." 

"Do what you l i ke," Harry growled. "Tish 
knows wht she wants, I guess. "  

A n d ,  apparently, Tish d id .  For in  the week 
that fol lowed she had lunch with Paul every 
day and Harry knew they were seeing each 
other even ings. Obviously, there was no time:
or room in her l ife for anyone but Pau l  now, 
so H arry didn't  bother asking her out again.  
A fter a l l ,  he had his pride.  H e  could only 
stand by helplessly watch ing Paul win !ish, 
and tel l  h imself that he didn't  care. 

And then, the next Saturday night, he ran 
into them at a dance at the Montri dge Coun· 
try Cl ub. Someone had sold him two tickets, 
so needi ng a date, Harry had asked Peg Has
tings, a pretty l i ttle blonde he'd known for 
years. Peg was n ice enough but he found 
himself  getting bored with her nervous sma l l  
talk. A n d  when Tish came in  with Paul, 
looking more beautiful than he'd ever seen 
her, he felt worse than ever. 

A l i ttle later, the two couples met and Har
ry asked to exchange partners. When the 
music began again, he gui ded Tish away 
quickly. Tish was very soft in his arms and 
Harry felt cu riously unhappy. 

"You and Paul seem to be hitting it  off 
n icely," he observed wryly. 

Tish looked up at him and smiled.  " I s  that 
bad? Paul is real ly  a wonderful person." 

"Wonderful enough to marry?" he heard 
h i mself asking. 

Tish didn't hesitate. " I  think so, Harry. A 
girl simply cou ldn't  ,f!O wrong with Paul ."  

" Maybe this i s  j ust an  infatuation that wi l l  
blow over, " he  sai d hopefu l ly. He wished he 
hadn't, for Tish grew rigid in his arms. 

"The way you figure a l l  your romances, 
Harry?" she asked indignantly. "You play it 
safe, so that you won't get involved !" 

" For Pete's sake, Tish,  I 'm no wolf  on the 
prow l !" he snapped. 

" Maybe you j ust come in a d ifferent pack
age," Tish informed him.  

The music had ended and they stood there, 
glaring at each other. Then Paul came to 
claim Tish, and Harry was left w ith Pe.f! Jnd 
a curious feel ing of emptiness and frustra
tion came over him. 

"Peg, let 's  go some:- place else, · ·  he mut
tered. "This floor is too darn crowded for 
comfort! "  

THE NEXT WEEK was a bewil dering one 
for Harry, d riven as he was by some in

ner restlessness. He stayed away from the of-
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lice as much as possible, spending his time on "Tish, you're going to be married?" he 
the hil ls ide tract. Previously, he'd had a won- demanded stupidly and his voice seemed to 
derful disposition, but now, without intending come from a great d istance. 
to be, he was a l ittle gruff and impatient Tish looked at him and he heard her 
with the construction crew. The men, puzzled laugh shaki ly. "That's the general idea, Har
by the change in him, decided he was sick, ry. Lots of girls are doing it these days, you 
and good-naturedly advised him to see a doc- know." 
tor. He managed a smile that almost cracked 

Hut he d idn't  need a doctor. He didn't his face. " 'Wel l, congratulations, you two! 
need anything or anyone. He was playing it Lots of happiness ! ' '  
smart, and fall ing i n  love simply wasn't i n  Paul came over and slapped h im on  the 
the cards. As for Tish, she didn ' t  care about back. 'The weddi ng is going to be in a 
him aoyway, so there was no- point in think. month, and you' re elected to be best man .  
ing about her. When h e  was ready, there How d o  you l ike that?" 
would be plenty of girls to marry. But, of He d idn't l ike it. He wanted to tell Paul 
course, the problem would be to find one as he had no right to mary Tish now when the 
lovely as Tish. company was getting on its feet. Tish de. 

Finally on Friday morning, Doris Hodge served something better even if she were a 
phoned that she was giving a l ittle party the headstrong, impractical girl .  But, after al l ,  
next night. what she did wih her life was no concern of 

'Tm just having our own gang, Harry, and his now. 
I want you to be sure to come and bring a "Sure, I ' l l  be b�t man. Why not?" he 
date. For Paul ' s  sake it's very important that asked with forced cheerfulness. "To the bride 
you show up." and groom!"  And with Tish watching him, 

"What's with Pau l ?" he wanted to know. I]e drained his cu·p with a flourish. If she 
"You ' l l  see," she said mysteriously. "Just thought he was hurt, he would show her j ust 

be here." how indifferent he could be. · 
So Harry asked Rita Robbins to go with Harry was in a daze for the rest of the eve. 

him. She was an attractive redhead he used ning. He joined in the general chatter· with
to date before Tish had come into the picture. out knowing what he was saying, and he even 
Rita always went out of her way to be tempt- managed to laugh at the right times. But he 
ing, and, in the past, Harry had found her couldn't keep his eyes from Tish and Paul .  
rather intriguing. But that night, a s  he  drove There was no denying they seemed to be in 
to the party with Rita nestled very close to love. They were holding hands a l l  the time, 
him, he realized that she really hadn't a great and, once he saw them k iss with a swift fer
deal to her. vor that twisted his heart. He looked away 

The gang was a l l  there by the tilne they quickly, and turned his attention to Rita. 
arrived-Les Hodge, a short, stocky young But she was no help. She fl i rted with Les 
man, and Doris, his plump, pretty and frivo- and Tom while their wives watched indig
lous wife. Tom Ryan, a tal l  sober person nantly.  The girls were obviously jealous, 
with prematurely gray hair, and Louise with Harry realized sharply, so maybe Tish . had 
her usual look of dissatisfaction. And Tish been right about Doris and Louise really be
was there with Pau l ! She looked rad iant, her ing in love with their husbands ! 
blue eyes spark l ing bright. She nodded to Harry went over to Rita, took a fi rm grip 
Harry and smi led enigmatically when he in- on her arm, and muttered. "You've had 
traduced Rita. enough party, and I'm taking you home !"  

Les brought i n  a brimming punch bowl, Rita pouted a t  him. "What's the matter? 
fil led the cups and, over the chatter, Harry You used to be fun, but tonight-" 
heard Doris say excitedly, " Listen ! This is a "You'd better get your wrap," he cut in 
surprise announcement party ' Tish and Paul c1uickly. ' ' I 'm tired, that ' s  al l ." 
are engaged to be married ! Show them your Paul came over to him then. " I  wanted to 
ring, honey." tell you before you leave that Crowder is 

Tish thrust out her hand and Harry found back and I'm driving into the city tomorrow. 
h is eyes riveted to the blue while solitaire on -. I ' l l  go straight to his house and i f  I don 't 
her finger. And as he stared, he felt his heart swing the deal ,  I ' l l  stay at the Biltmore. I 
turning to hard, cold ice. · won't leave unti l he agrees to sel l ."  



W H EN KISSES ARE CASUAL 89 

Paul had one very characteristic trait. When 
he went out for something he wanted, nothing 
could sidetrack him. He'd wanted Tish and 
now she was h is. H is duplexes wou ld  be built 
on Crowder's property, too. 

"Wel l, good luck, Pau l !" Harry held out 
his hand. · "And congratulations again on the 
engagement ." He was surprised he could 
hold his voite so even. 

WHEN HE SAID good night to Tish, 
they were alone in the kitchen, bllt she 

was remote as a star. 
' ' I 'm sure you ' l l  be very happy with Paul ,  

Tish," he  murmured, but the words seemed to 
sl ide back into his throat and choke him. 

Tish was fi l i ing a sandwich tray and, for 
a moment, he thought he sa w her hand trem
ble. When she Joked up, there was an ex
pression in her eyes that bewi ldered him. 

"Harry, what's going to happen to you 
and these girls you know? How many hearts 
are you going to break, not caring?" 

Harry felt his nails bite into the flesh of his 
palms. " ]  have more important things to do 
than to spend my time breaking female 
hearts ! "  His voice was hoarse, drowned by 
some inner emotion he couldn't define. 

Tish shook her head. "You would have 
broken mine if I ' d  It'! you, Harry, ' '  she said 
softly .  "But I didn ' t ! "  

He stared at  her, h is  senses reel ing a l ittle. 
He had onl y  to reach out and she'd he i n  his 
arms-this  girl who was marrying his friend. 

"Good night !"  he said abruptly and turned 
away. It was better to go now before it was 
too late, before he said or did something he 
would regret for the rest of his l i fe . . .  

Unfortunately, Harry knew that he would 
have no excuse for staying away from the of
fice that next week. His desk was pi led high 
with mail and he was behind on his book
keeping. Paul was in the city. Les and Tom, 
who were in charge of purchasing materials, 
had to be out at the t ract every day, so Harry 

- knew that he wou ld be alone with Tish. 
There was no escape. 

Monday morning, painfu l ly" aware of the 
queer tension between the!J1, he dictated some 
letters to her, trying to keep from staring at 
the pretty dark head across the desk from 
him. 

"Harry, I ' l l  be quitt ing my job after I mar. 
ry Paul ,"  she said suddenly. "You' l l  want 
to fine! another girl ,  won' t  you?" 

"What?" He felt his heart cringe at the 

thought. "Oh, sure, and, by the way, let me 
know if Paul phones in ."  

But  Paul didn't phone that day, or  the day 
after, or the day after that. And Harry, puz
zled himself, saw the growmg anxiety in  
Tish's eyes. By  Friday she seemed frantic. 

"He hasn't even called me in the evenings, 
Harry. Maybe Paul didn't reach the city. 
It's a fifty mi le trip and he might have had 
an accident." 

"We would  have been notified by now, so 
I 'm sure he's okay, ' ·  he said soothi ngly. ' ' I ' l l  
cal l  the Bi ltmore now and leave a message if  
he's not in ."  

But Paul wasn't registered at  the hotel nor 
at several others that Harry phoned. He 
found himself groping for some explanation. 

" He may have rented a room some place, 
Tish, to cut expenses� And he's probably 
got his hands ful l  trying to make Crowder 
sel l .  Maybe he's wining and d ini ng the old 
boy, and that's keeping him busy ."  

" It 's not very flattering to be engaged to 
a man who forgets you the first time you're 
separated," Tish said  stubbornly.  

"He hasn't forgotten you, Tish !"  he said 
softly. "How cou lcl he when you're the most 
precious gi rl on earth ." Harry broke off, real-
izing that he'd gone too far. . 

Her gaze flew to his face, but he cou ldn't 
read her expression. He only knew that Tish 
was looking at him as i f  she'd never seen him 
before. 

"Oh, Harry, I 'm so mixed up now !" 
He felt terribly shaken. But he knew that 

her tears were for Paul and not· for him. And, 
suddenly, he hated this thoughtless man who 
made a girl l ike Tish cry. 

"I could  ca l l  Crowder but there's a chance 
Paul is there now and it might be embarras
sing for him to talk over the phone. I ' l l  drive 
into the city right now, Tish, and find Paul ,  
whi le  you hold down the office." 

Tish smi led tremulously. · "It's funny but 
I hate to see you go. Thanks very much. 
You know, you're real ly a very n ice guy." 

Then, quite suddenly, Tish got up and 
came over to his chai r. As she leaned down, 

. her l ips brushed his cheek and then she was . 
gone. Harry's pulses pounded crazily and his 
heart fi lled with a sense of utter desolation. 

·THE F I FTY M I LES to the city passed much 
too quick ly  for him, because every mile 

meant he was closer to Paul 's  perfectly logical 
(Continued on page 108) 



Mn. Beauchamp pulled In 
the welcome mat, ignoring 
Nick completely. "Felicity, 
Henry wanta you to phone 
him," she said pointedly. 
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It takes a milkman to know Grade A lot,e
espednlly when it's for a half-pint girl. 

NICHOLAS TRENT FORREST Ill h ap
p i l y  drove h i s  ratt l ing o ld  car a long 
t he wet downtown st reets. The rain 

pelted against the windshie ld,  seeping 
through here_ and there. A few d rops trickled 
down the hack of his  neck from the leaky 
roof. He wa� we.1ring a battered felt hat, a 
blue rul lover sweater with a hole in one e l 
bow, and brown s lacks. H i s  face was r leasant 

but undistinguished except for the merry blue 
of his eyes and the freckles across his nose. He: was just an ordi nary guy, w histl i ng tune
essly,  but it  was a novel and de lightful sensa
tion . 

The gutters ran w i de w i th water, spreadi ng 
out into the street, because when it rained in 
southern Cal ifornia it made up for a l l  the 
months of sunshine. I t  was s ix o'clock and 
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quite dark, and people were huddled on the 
corners, waiting for buses. 

It's wonderful, N ick thought, and .jerked 
the car forward as the light flashed green. No
body knows me, nobody bothers me. He felt 
a small spot of loneliness, but it didn't amount 
to much when he remembered Forrestv i l le 
and the girls who had descended upon him 
with a l l  their feminine tricks. 

As he shuddered at the memory, his eye 
caught a very smal l, very wet figure teetering 
on the curb. He was past the congested area 
1nd she stood there quite alone, looking ab
surdly helpless. His foot found the brake and 
he creaked to a stop. 

She had dark eyes, wide like a baby's, and 
her dark hair was drenched. She was wearing 
1 bright yellow wool suit and high heeled 
sandals. 

This morning, he thought, she must have 
been glamorous, but now, she's a drenched bit 
of lost sunshine. He rather liked that des
cription-a dr.enched bit of lost sunshine. He 
opened the car door, poked his freckles and 
his  blue eyes outside and grinned at her. 

" It's drier in here," he suggested . "And 
I'm going your way." 

She stared · at him with dark baby-wide eyes 
and then she Joked down at her yellow suit. 
Nick looked, too, and suddenly he realized 
that even the smartest girls didn't wear thei r 
skirts so short. And the sleeves were riding 
her slender little arms, too. Quite definitely 
the material was not pre-shrunk. 

"I  don' t  know you," she said. 
"Another five minutes and you won't know 

that suit, either. Hop in." 
She mad� up her mind in a hurry. With a 

soft moan of anguish she was beside him, 
dripping and sodden. The car roared, back
fired once, and took off. 

"The roof leaks a bit," Nick said, rather 
stupidly. 

"What's a leak," the girl said . 'Tve been 
drowned. ' '  

She tunred her head, looked u p  at him, and 
smiled. Nick's hands f roze on the wheel and 
his heart turned over and over. Her smile 
was the loveliest thing he had ever seen. It 
reached down a l l  through him painting his 
freckles with pink and leaving him light
headed. 

"WHAT'S YOUR NAME?" she was 
ask i ng. "And how did you know you 

were going my way? I never saw you before." 

He stammered a little because someth ing 
strange was happening to Nicholas Trent For
rest I I I ,  who had left a small town where he 
had lived all his life, to get away from the 
girls who had pursued him and his money. 
It was mostly his money, he felt that had made 
him so attractive, his major's Air  Forces' uni
form had helped too. Usually he was a mod
est, rather shy young man, but he had an in
ner core of hardness that had d riven him to 
this city. He wanted to go to a place where 
no one knew him, where he would get by on 
his freckles, his smile and his own brains, or 
not at all. 

So now he stammered a little. "Name's 
Forrest. Nick Forrest." . 

"How do you do," the girl said primly. 
"And my name is Felicity Beauchamp." 

· Nick repeated it. " Felicity Beauchamp." 
"My father is French and my mother is 

Pol ish. My sister's name -is Honore and the 
boys, the twins, are Pat and Mike. And now. 
of course, we' re all Americans." 

Nick blinked his eyes a couple of time:; 
and then looked at her quickly. She was per
fectly serious, staring down at her poor little 
suit, trying to tug the skirt down over her 
knees. It was a futile effort and she gave up. 
folding her hands in her lap. 

"Which way?" Nick said, all choked up 
with the tremendous thing that was happen. 
ing to him. . 

"Straight out about two miles." She looked 
at him directly, with that chi ldlike quality 
that left him weak. "We l ive on top of a 
hil l .  It's rather wacky. We' re not at all like 
other people." 

"No," Nick said in a hushed voice, " I  can 
see that ."  

It was indeed a h i l l, he  thought, as  the car 
finally eased to a stop-a good h i l l  for goats. 
There were no other houses around, and the 
rickety wooden steps went straight up into 
the black. Far above them, there was a blurred 
glow of light. 

"Oh dear," Felicity said, pointing to a car 
parked in front of them. It was a long ex
pensive custom-bu ilt job. " Henry is here." 

" Henry?" 
"Henry Osborn." That amazing smile 

touched him again.  "Henry is nice and Moth
er adores him." 

She gathered up her sodden purse, took a 
deep breath and stepped out of the car. " It 
was sweet of you to drive me holl}e, Nick. 
Thanks a mill ion." 
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Nick was standing beside her. H e  had 

found her and he cou ldn't  let her go. He said, 
"Those stairs don 't look safe to me. They're 
all wet and s l ippery. "  

A n d  then h e  did a bold thing, for him.  
But then, N ick had never fal len in love be
fore. He picked her up in his  arms and start
ed up the steps. 

. . Put me down," Fel i icty said,  put even 
Nick cou ld tel l she didn't  mean it. She 
squirmed a l i ttle and her hair dri pped in h is  
eyes and he stumbled. 

He stood st i l l ,  the ra i n  tr ick l i n,g down his 
neck. " You see what happens?" he sai d se
verely. "Now keep CJu iet. You ' re wet enough 
without tramping up these steps. How 
many?" 

"Ni nety-seven," she sa id.  "I count them 
twice a day. ' '  

" No wonder you' re s o  sk inny." 
"lm out . "  
A n d  it  was true. she wasn 't.  She was j ust 

right, just p(\Tfect N ick trud�ed up the steps 
and a fter a whi le he felt her arm around h is  
neck and her  l i tt le  dark head against his  
shoulder. When he reached the top, he tu rned 
around and started down again.  

Fe! ici�y·s head jerked up.  "What on 
earth ?" · 

" I  l ike it," he said .  
B u t  s h e  made him stop a n d  t arry her up 

the porch steps . • Fe l ici ty took her  arm f rom 
around his  neck, reached down and opened 
the door. Nick stood there. holding her. The 
l ight h i t  hi m in the face and for a minute he 

· coul dn 't ,ec '' n} t h i n,c. 
A voice !>aid,  "Co • ••e i n  come in.  just don 't 

stand there. · ·  
A n  another voice ,a i d , " Goodness, who's 

Fel ic i ty brought home th is  t i me' . .  
Fel i ict y  n udged him with her elbow and 

N ick set her down , careful ly, as though she 
were one of the M ing vases back in his house 
in Forrest v i l lt .  Whe'n he st raightened up, ht· 
looked arnund him, and Fel icity introduced 
him to the fami ly. and to H enry. 

N ick looked at each of them in tu rn, smi l ing 
his rather shy smile, h is blue eyes naive. He 
was i ntrigued. Here was the most del i rious
ly wacky assortment of humans he had ever 
seen . 

Fel icity's father was s itt i ng in an old sag· 
giog easy chair, with h is  feet on a wooden 
box. There was a bath towel wrapped around 
his head and he was drink i ng soda pop from 
the bottle. He had d a rk eyes l ike Felic ity, 

only they seemed so t i red and a l i ttle baffled. 
The twins, Pat and M ike, were about n ine, 

and they were th rowing a rubber bal l  to an 
enormous dog ot unce.rta i n  l ineage. He leaped 
over tables, knocking things haywire, and the 
twi ns leaped after him. The rest of the fam· 
i ly ignored the noise and confusion. 

A nd then there was Honore, Fel ic i ty's sis . 
ter. I f  Nick haJn't seen Fel ic ity tirst, he 
wou ld have held h i s  breath, looking .tt her. 
She was blonde and beaut iful ,  but she didn't  
have her sister's  l i ttle-gi rl appeal .  Her eyes 
were deep blue and she was wearing black 
velvet lounging pajamas. Honore was a mod. 
el in a swank dress shop. 

And then, of course, there was Fel icity's 
mother. N ick looked at her, and behind the 
naive blue of his eyes, was the knowledge. 
sudden and sure, that here wou ld be his trou
ble. It was in the set of her chi n, in the alert 
tilt of her head, in the rather wintry smile 
she bestowed upon him. And then she turned 
back to Henry Osborn, ?.nd N ick recognized 
the look for sure. He's  seen it on the faces of 
mothers back home and he d i dn't care for i t .  

So he looked at Henry, too. He saw a good
looking young man who stared back at h im 
co1d ly. All  of a sudden N ick was conscious of 
the hole in his sweater. 

TH EY A LL PEERED AT N ICK for J min. 
ute and then they a l l  ,tarted talking again.  

M r. Beauchamp sa i d  to a twin .  " Pat, bring 
me another pop . "  Honore said, . .  And so I 
simply wal ked off th(' floor. No one can in. 
suit me and f!et a wav with, it." M rs. Beau
champ said. "You d i d n 't th row anyth io,g, d id  

l ) "  you.  c ea r .  
The telephone rang .m d the dog knocked 

it  off the �tand with his t a ; l ,  in passing. M ike 
la t ;ghed and Honore rus! ·cd for it as it rlat· 
tered to the Aoor. 'creaming at M ike, "That' �  
my date, you moro n . "  

Pat, b,t lancing a bott !e of  pop on his head, 
grinned. " H onore ' s m.t d .  That's good, good, 
good. Now we ' l l �ee �orne fun. K ick him, 
Honore, kick him i :1 the shins hard, l ike last 
t ime. ' '  

Fel icity sa id ,  "Hel lo, Henry, ' '  in a smal l  shy 
voice. 

Henry touched her shou lder possessively. 
"You ' re soaking. Go right up and change . · ·  
His fingers recoiled from the feel of  the wet 
shrinking suit .  "Cheap material. Felicity. I t  
never pays." 

"Yes, Henry. " 
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"And hurry. We're going out for d in
ner. 

Oh no, thought Nick. She isn't l ike that . 
She can't be. Not j ust because he has money. 
Maybe he's a better man than I am, but not 
because of his money. We' l l  fight it  out, man 
to man. 

Mrs. Beauchamp said to Nick, ' T m  sure it 
was very kind of you to bring Fe l icity home. 
I f  Henry had known- WhJ.t happened to 
you r share-the-ride car?" 

" Fat tire , ' ·  Fel i icty said .tfter 1 l i ttle pau�e. 
heading for the stai r� .  She turned, came back 
to Nick, and ag.t in  th.tt smile of her> 
knocked him a l most senselc; ; .  

"T hank you, Nick. I hope I " l l  see yuu ag.t in 
some t ime . . . 

" You wi l l , ' '  he :hsured her. 
She pattered away. d r i j >pmg at every step. 

:1! rs. Beauchamp was not t l 1 1·ough wirh h i m .  
however. 

. .  Do you l ive near or  MOU•ld here, Mr. For
n.:si ?" 

He waved a hand vagudy and then he 
sneezed. "Not far. " 

"You work in town)" 
Nick stirred h is brain with a mental fin·  

get. Th ings were coming a bit fast for him. 
"[ work for a dairy." 

That was true, in a way.  H is money, pi l ing 
up for three generations, came from dairy 
herds. 

Mrs. Beauchamp gave h im a chilly eye. 
" Not mi lking the cows?" 

Pat came in on the deal. " I  mi lked a cow . 
GfCe. It kicked me . . .  

'That wi l l  do, " Mrs. Beauchamp said. Her 
voice was icy. 

Honore was carrying on a romantic low. 
voiced conversation. Once in a while she 
would cup her hand over the phone and 
scream, "Wil l  you people p 'ease pipe down?" 

Nick said ,  "No, I don 't milk the cows. I 
rea l ly have a good j ob. I drive a delivery 
truck." 

Henry said,  'Tm sure that is  a worthy, 
necessary job. Someone has to deliver the 
milk." 

" How right you are," Nick murmured. 
"And you can make guite a lot ot money, too. 
It's on commission, you see, depending on 
how many customers you get." 

Mr. Beauchamp said, ' ' Mike, get Nick a 
bottle of pop. He's a l l  cold  and wet." 

Nick looked at h im.  The bath towel had 
sl ipped down over one eye, giving h im a 

rakish a ir. The visible eye winked at N ick, 
and then closed. 

Honore set the phone down, and raised 
her voice. " Felicity, I 'm wearing your gold 
mesh cap tonight." 

From upsta i rs somewhere came Fel icity's 
sweet chi ld l ike l i ttle voice. "Al l  right, hon
ey . I ' l l  wear your green sheer." 

Hopore started for the stai rs. "Oh no you 
don't . "  She took the steps two at a time. 

Nick looked around him. No one seemed 
to consider any of this unusual. Perhaps 
famil ies all behaved this way. Somewhere an 
alarm clock went off and the twins said,  in 
unison, 'Time tu feed the gold fish . "  They 
d isappeared . 

1\1 r. 13e.tu:h.tmp saiL!, w i t hout opening h i -;  
eyes, · · sit dow n , Nick . "  

N ick wanted to stay a n J  yet h e  d idn't .  H e  
wanted to  see Fel icity agam, but she wJ.s go
ing out w i th Henry. He sat down on the 
nearest cha 1 r  and i mmcd iJ.tel y  a leg gwc w.ty . 
He pickc,l hinhel f  up, embarrassed, but no 
one paiL! any attention. 

Henry was saying, "Where was l when 
they came in?" 

Mrs. Beauchamp said, "You were tel l i ng 
us about your summer p l:.!ce in Oregon ."  

"Oh, yes," Henry said .  He leaned aga i nst 
the doorjamb, knowing better than to trust 
the chairs. "It 's  a rather modest place, about 
twenty acres. We j ust use it for a month a 
year. " 

Nick l istened and then he stopped l isten
ing. He hated Hen ry and his loathsome mon
ey and his pride of possession and Mrs. Beau .. 
champ for eating it up. He thought I cou ld 
do that too, but I won't .  I 'm in love with 
Fel i icty, and even so I won' t  do it .  I ' m  ;t 
mi lkman, and i f  that isn't good enought then 
I ' l l  lose her graciously. 

After a while there was a knock on the 
door and there stood th ree young men. They 
wer looking for Honore. Mr. Beauchamp 
gave them each a bottle of pop, which they 
sn iffed hopefully. and drank pol i tely. Hon
ore yelled down that she couldn't see them 
tonight, because she had a date. Henry kept 
on talking to Mrs. Beauchamp while the 
young men went away, and a suave, wiry 
young man walked in, shaking the rain from 
his hat. 

' ' I ' m  �here, angel ," he cal led, and Honore 
swept down the stairs. She was real ly SOflle
thing to look at, now that she was organized 
for the evening. Even Henry stopped talking 
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to look at her. She ran her fingers across his 
face and murmured, "You' I I  make j ust the 
sweetest brother- in-law," and dashed out the 
door, fol lowed by the suave young man. 

Nick's blood froze in his arteries. So it 
had gone that far. He looked at Felicity's 
father, who shrugged hopelessly. 

Bless you, thought Nick, reaching for his 
hat. Sudden ly he coul dn't  take it, seeing Fe
l icty going out with Henry. He said good 
night and he noticed that Mrs. Beauchamp 
didn't ask him to come again. 

:e�('�==�'<:____)�::��l!� J CHAPTER TWO l J ( 
::G".-.?c �:cr"--''---'�):C"'-'�== 

Happy With You 

THE N EXT DAY Nick d id three things. 
Fi rst he thought about Felicity and love 

at first sight . Then he pondered about all the 
girls he had known at home who couldn't  jolt 
his heart. Next he got a job driving a mi lk 
truck. He �·as a stubborn young man and he 
would make his w hite l ie the truth. 

His salary was low, and in the beginning 
he had to ride with an experienced man until 
he learnecl what he had to do. But it  was 
a job, and somehow he got a kick out of it .  
Back home, his  affa i rs ran along whether he 
was there or not. Now he  was on his own. 

That night after work at a quarter to six, 
he waited in his car on the corner where he 
had found Felicity. And afier a while she 
came. It wasn 't raining tonight and Nick 
thought, She".r the I(J t elieJI thinf!. in all the wodd. 

Her eyes got big when she saw him. He  
opened the door for her, and she said ,  "Oh 
Nick ! "  Then �he smiled at h im.  

"Darling." N ick said.  "Darling." 
.They sat in the car. lookin,g at each other. 

and he took hold of her soft l i tt le hands anti 
held them tight. He fon;ot about Henry, 
her fantastic family, and the mi lk truck. 

Her voice was breath less, and so were her 
eyes. "Nick, what i s  ie Are we crazv?" 

" It's loYe," he told her. 
"B!Jt we only met last night . "  
"Doesn 't matter. It's in the stars. Felicity, 

love you. Marry me." 
It didn't surprise him that he, Nicholas For

rest, who had been brought up to weigh emo
tions and causes and reasons was desperately 
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in love. Of course he had been expected to 
marry a girl from Forrestvil le, someone who 
had lived there for years, whose family had 
l ived there for generations, but now he 
couldn't. His heart told him this was right 
and that was al l  there was ' to it. 

So he said, "I love you, Felicity," and he 
took her in his arms and kissed her. Her l ips 
were soft and sweet, and her kiss was magic. 

It was Felicity who broke the magic spel l .  
She pulled away from him and she was cry
ing. 

"Oh Nick. I love you, too. I do, I do. But 
it i sn 't  any good ."  

"Why isn't i t  any good ?" 
She huddled in her corner and her mouth 

was shaking. " Drive me home, Nick. I can't 
see you any more." 

He started the car and it jerked forward. 
"Tell me about it," he said gently. 
"I  don't want to talk about it ." 
"Tell me." This time he wasnt gentle. 
"Well, Daddy isn ' t  strong enough to work. 

He's a veteran of the first war. Honore worked 
ti l l  I was through h igh school .  She sti l l  works 
as a model but her money goes for dramatic 
lessons. The twins aren't old enough to work 
yet. " 

She looked at him and her eyes were piti ful .  
"Mother works too, dressmaking at home, but 
she can't carry it alone. Oh, Nick, don't you 
see?" 

He saw quite a lot and what he saw made 
him an.erv. He could feel his face grow hot. 
"And Henry' The wealthy, handsome 
Henry?" 

Felicity cried harder. "Mother adores him. 
And I-wel l, I l ike him all right, only he's 
always talking about what he has. It was all 
right, until you came along. Why did you 
have to come along?" 

I could tel l  her, he thought. but I won't. 
It's got to be this way or not at al l .  

"We' l l  work it out somehow," he said .  " Let 
me do the worrying. " 

"It 's  not fair, Nick. You're young. You' re 
j ust starting. I won't let you be saddled with 
my troubles. Go away, Nick. Go away ."  

" I  won't go away. You know that." Some
thing hit him. "How old are you, Felicity?" 

"Seventeen." 
That means fami ly permission, he thought, 

and it was hard to hold on to his  resolve. But 
he did, because it  was awfu l ly important to 
his pride. 

They rattled along and after a while she 

stopped crying. He put his arm around her 
and she snuggled agai nst h im, l ittle and 
sweet. 

When they pul led up at the foot of the 
steps, Nick said, " Darling, leave it al l  to me." 
He had no idea what he cou ld do, but some
thing would break. It had to. ' 'We' l l  go 
dancing tonight, and forget everything and 
eevryone but us. " He touched his necktie 
self-consciously.  ' ' I 'm  real ly dressed up to
night. Do you l ike my suit?" 

Felicity looked at his clothes, her dark 
eyes vague. "You look wonderful ,"  she sa:id. 
But then you looked wonderful last night, too. 

"You darl ing," he said,  and kissed her 
again. 

Then he Cl!rried her up the steps and into 
the house. 

Mrs. Beauchamp pul led in the welcome 
mat, ignoring him completely. " Henry wants 
you to phone him," she told Fel icity curtly. 
" Ri,ght away!" 

Nick set her down and she smoothed out a 
wrinkle in her skirt. ' ' I ' m  going out with 
Nick," she said, in that soft little voice. : :call Henry." 

. .  Yes, Mother. 
Nick's heart sank. Perhaps she was j ust a 

puff of cloud, who could be blown here and 
there. Perhaps she didn't mean what she said. 

He stood there, his hands shoved deep in 
his pockets, and she picked up the phone 
and dialed. H.e l i stened to her voice and it 
was so soft and sweet that for a minute 

·
the 

words didn't make sense to him. Then he 
grinned, and expanded his chest. 

She was awful ly sorry, she told Henry, but 
she was busy tonight. 

When she set the phone down her mother 
said, "That's enough nonsense, Fel icity. I 
forbid you-" 

From across the room, her father waved a 
pop bottle. H is voice was quiet and Nick 
rea lized that he and Felicity had the only two 
quiet voices in  the family.  " Leave my baby 
alone," he said .  " I f  she wants to go out with 
Nick, she goes out with Nick ."  

Mrs. Beauchamp stared at  h im.  "But-" 
"That is a l l ,"  he said. " I  have spoken.'' 

He leaned his head back and closed his eyes. 
Fel icity came up close to Nick. "Can't we 

go now? I mean, do I look all right ' We 
don't want to go any place fancy, do we?" 

Mrs. Beauchamp sniffed. "You ' l l  be lucky 
if you get a hot dog, going out with him." 

A tremendous roar nearly knocked Nick 
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off his feet. It  was Mr. Beauchamp. "Quiet!" 
"Come on,"  Felicity sai d, tugging at Nick's 

sleeve. "Come on. "  

G
OING DOWN THE STEPS, she sai d, 

"They fight, terribly. I can't  bear it, be
cause I love them. A n d  this time it 's  my fault. 
I ' m  selfish, Nick, and wick ell." 

He wanted to say what he thought of her 
mother, but of course that was out. He ad
mitted to h imself that perhaps she was only 
fight i ng for her fami ly, the only way she 
knew. 

"How long has your father been i l l ? "  
" Ever since I can remember." 
They Joked at each other and Nick felt like 

a heel. 
" Listen," he said .  " I  can help out. Your 

mot her's had a rough t ime of it. I don't 
blame you for wanting to do your part and 
then some. But the worst is over, sweet. We' l l  
be married a n d  I ' l l  help out." 

Felicity rat ted his arm. "Oh Nick, you're .1 
tbrlinl!, but I won't ld you do it." 

"Where do you work?" 
"Wynne's a smal l  specialty shop." 
"How much de you make?" 
"Twenty-four dollars a week." 
He tried not to w ince. A l l  his  l i fe, money 

had meant l i ttle. It was always there. Now 
he was learning the piti ful, agon izing urgen
ty of money, enough to pay rent and buy 
food. 

"We can do it," he sa id .  ' T i l  be making 
forty, maybe sixty, in just a l i ttle while. We. 
can �ive them twenty out of that and st i l l  get 
by. "  

"That w i l l  leave u s  forty. Oh. Nick. w e  
could J o  i t .  I know where there's a l ittle 
apartment . .  

The hri,l!htness we-nt out of her face sud. 
denly and she turned her head away. " No," 
she said .  "I won't  do it. I t's not fair ." 

He took hold of her shoulders and swung 
her around to face him.  "You mean you 
don 't Jove me enough. is  thaf it? You'd rather 
have luxury and Henry?" 

Her eyes flamed into guick anger and she 
seemed about six inches taller, �laring up at 
him, her mouth tight. "That's not true. And 
you know · i t. I love you too much, that's 
what." 

They were the most wonderful words he 
had ever heard. AJJ my life J'JJ remember thiJ moment. I'm not worth it, but 1he 
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loves ,me, a guy who drit·e.r a milk tmck. 
She said, "And Mother w i l l  never ,give her 

permission. Oh Nick, what are we going to 
do?" 

He folded her in  his arms, his l i ps against 
her dusky hair.  · · I  told you, darl ing. Let me 
do the worrying. Let's go dancing now and 
pretend that money grows l ike weeds." 

They started down the steps again  and 
Honore was dashing up, two at a time. She's 
always in a rush, Nick thought. She pu l led 
up short, staring at Nick in the dark. He 
cou ldn't  see her face very wel l ,  but he was 
conscious of a scent o f  perfume. 

"Wherc's Henry?" she demanded. 
Felicity said, "I have a d,1tc::. with Nick." 
" I  see. Not giving Henry the brush, arc 

you, baby)" . 
Nick cou l d  feel Felicity stiffen against h i s  

arm.  " And what i f  I am? Is it  you r busi
ne-;s '" 

Honore laughed, a gay husky chuckle. but 
she d idn 't answer. A l l  she said was, "And 
a l l  that mon�y. too. You're awfully imprac. 
tica l ."  

Nick said ,  "This reads l ike an old melo
drama. I 'm getting sick of it." 

He fel t  Honore's fingers flick the tip of 
his left ear. "Oh, you're precious, Nick, sim
ply imperishably precious. I adore you, hon
estly I do." 

"Furthermore," Nick said,  "I wish you'd 
a l l  stop c a l l i ng Felicity a baby."  

"Why Nick," Felicity said. 
"Why Nick !"  Honore said slowly, thought

ful ly. Then she dashed up the stairs . . .  
It was a lovely evening, a wonderful eve

ning of stardust and moon-dreams. She love.r 
me, he kept tel ling h imself, she loz;es me. If  
h is  conscience touched him once in  a whi le, 
he stifled it. It would be something to cher
ish a l l  of his l i fe, the knowledge that Fel i 
city loved him because he was he.  There were 
no strings attached. 

In a bright flash, he knew that she would 
l ike it  better this way too, when she knew. 
There woul d  be no confused emotions, no 
love tangled with custom-bui l t  cars and sum
mers in  Oregon. There would j ust be love 
between a boy and a girl, with their  future in  
their hands and their hearts high as  their 
hopes. 

They did not talk of marriage or jobs or  
her  mother that evening. Felicity wouldn't 
let Nick take her to . the more expensive 
places. She was happy just being with him, 

and he loved her so much that it was almost 
painful .  

He took her home before twelve because 
she had to work the next day. Of course he 
had to start out on his milk route while i t  
was sti l l  dark, but he  didn't think about that. 
He felt as though he wou ld never sleep 
again, or need to. He felt wonderfu l .  

He carried her up the steps again and into 
the house. For once it was gu iet and for a 
minute he thought no one was i n  the l iving 
room. But then he saw Honore. s i t t ing on 
the floor, hol ding the phone. As he dosed 
the door, she started talking. He didn' t  want 
to l i sten, but when Honore talked, you coul dn't 
help hearing. At least. not when she was 
angry. And she was angrr now. 

Felicity stood beside him, her hand in his, 
and Honore ignored them. She was talking to 
the suave young man, Tony, and her words 
were red-hot and flame-tipped . When she 
had fin ished . she sd t he phone duwn and 
clambered to her feet, shaki ng out the folds 
of her red chi ffon formal .  

She locked at N ick a n d  Fel i irtv. " H e  stood 
me up," she sai d .  " No man stands me up 
and r,ets away wi th it ." , 

Nick thought, something strange is going 
on. The words are a l l  right, but Honore's 
not real ly  as angry as she pretends. But he 
cou l dn ' t  be bothered think ing about such 
trivia. 

Honore stomped off and Nick put his arms 
around Fel icity and k issed her good night. 
' T i l  pick you up at the store tomorrow," he 
said .  "Thanks for . . .  heaven."  

Perfect Ending 

WHEN HE PULLED UP in front of 
Wynne's Specialty Shop, it was five min

utes to six. He sl id out of the car and 
walked i nto the store. There was no one 
around but he heard a noise in the rear. It 
was a scuffling noise, and then he heard a 
girl 's  voice. It sounded frightened. It was 
Felicity's voice ! 

Nick moved fast, in long loping strides, 
and then his hand was a fist, and it landed 
flush on a man's jaw. 

"Oh, Nick darling," Felicity said, burying 
her face against h is shoulder. 
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"Come on." 
He led her outside, and helped her in the 

car. She went to pieces then, -.:.ery quietly . 
They were several blocks away before he 

asked, . .  Is that rat your boss? " "  
' "Yes. I 've always managed to keep out 

of  his way t i l l  today ." 
Nick's  fingers jerked on the wheel and he 

fe lt as though he were choking. "We're get
ting married, but quick ! " '  he said. "You're 
not working any more." 

"Yes, Nick . " '  
He looked at her a n d  then he remembered . 

They would need her family 's  permission . 

He set his jaw. He would tell them the truth, 
if  he had to. He was sure of Felicity ' s love 
now, and that was all  that mattered. 

But deep inside h im, was a l i t tle prick of 
stubbornness, of pride. He wanted to get by 
on his own; he wanted to convince Mrs. 
Beauchamp that he was solid, worthy enough 
to take care of Felicity . 

Anger was sti l l  hot against his throat as 
he walked into the house. Part of his anger 
was dire"cted to her mother. Felicity was only 
a young,;ter, really, and her mother should 
have checked on her boss. 

So he walked into the room wanting to 
protect her, to take care of her for alway� . 
There was no tact left in him, nothing but 
the deep urgency to marry her, right away, 
now . 

Mercifully the twins were not there. Mr. 
Beauchamp was in his  usual chair, W'ith h is 
bottles of pop, looking as though he had 
not mo,·ed fqr hours. M rs. Beauchamp came 
in from the kitchen. 

Nick said Aatly, '"I want to marry Felicity. 
I'm going to marry Felici ty. " 

Mrs.  Beauchamp st'lred at him. "�h�'s only 
seventeen, " '  she said coldly . "She doe;n"t love 
you. Besides you' re not mak ing enough 
money, and I forbid it . " '  

Felicity took her hand out of his ,  stepped 
up close to her mother. Her mouth shook 
and then it steadied, and her hands were 
rol led into small determ ined fists. 

"I love him, " she said distinctly. " [  love 
him terribly. Mother. Maybe [ am only sev
enteen but I know [ love him. I 'm not a 
chi ld. " 

Her mother's face whitened. "Then you 
should know that you'd sti l l  be working if you 
married Nick. Drudging and slaving in some 
little hole-N 
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"That's d i fferent," Felicity said.  "And it 
wouldn't be d rudgery, married to Nick.  I t  
would be heaven." 

Nick's heart a lmost burst. He said, ' ' I  
can take care o f  her, M rs. Beauchamp. The 
money angle doesn' t  count. I can take care 
of her and we · can hel p here too."  

M rs. Beauchamp said, i n  a t ired voice, " I  
want the best for her. · ·  

Felicity fla red . "Nick is the best, the best 
in a l l  the worl d ."  

Nick SCJUared his shoulders. He was trying 
to tell them but they wouldn't  l isten to him. 
Across the room, there was a movement. M r. 
Beauchamp unwound the bath towel from his 
head, set down his  pop bottle, and got to 
his feet. 

He said, " Baby, if N i ck is what you want, 
you shal l  have him. He's a good boy." He 
looked at them all and they all stared back 
at h im.  He said, " I  wi l l  go to work."  

Mrs. Beauchamp looked as  though she had 
seen a ghost and Fel icity said, " Daddy dar. 
l i ng, of course you ' l l  do nothing of the kind.  
Nick has it  a ! l  figured out." 

Mr. Beauchamp straightened up and N ick 
thought that he looked healthy enough. 

" I  had a position offered to me yesterday," 
he said, in a d ign i fied voice, "as night watch
man at the brass works. I can sit and d rink 
pop there as well as I can here. ' '  

Mrs. Beauchamp walked over to h im and 
touched his arm. Her face was soft for once, 
and her eyes were shining. Her husband's 
fingers found hers. 

'Tve been a heel," he sai d  softly. A l l  his 
p retense was gone now. "And you helped 
me to be that way. I ' ve loafed around, let
ting you and the girls support me. Sure, I 
was shel l-shocked, but that was a long time 
ago. Maybe I ' m  not as good as other men, 
but I can hold down a watchman's job. " He 
looked at N i ck.  " I  had forgotten the pride 
a man has in  taking care of his women. 
Thanks, boy. "  

N ick swal lowed a couple o f  times. He had 
more money than he could spend i n  a l ife
time and he wanted to tel l  them, but some
how he couldn't  do it, not right now. This  
was M r. Beauchamp's moment, and all  ki nds 
of lovely emotions were sti rring and coming 
to l i fe in  the shabby room. 

TH ER E  WAS A VOICE from the foot of 
the stai rs. They all turned and Honore 

stood tbere so beaut ifu l  i t  hurt your th roat 

to look at her. She looked glamorous, and 
she was expensively clothed, but her voice 
was down to earth. 

.. Atta boy, Pop, ' '  she said,  and ran over to 
k iss him. 

A horn sounded from the street far below 
the steps and Fel icity said, "That's Henry's 
car. Oh dear. " 

Honore grinned at her. " It's for me, in
fant.  Henry's arches a re flat, so this once 
I ' l l  go down alone. He' l l  need his a rches be
fore this eveni ng is  over." 

M rs. Beauchamp said, " But J don't under
stand. H en ry was so in love w ith Fel icity. " 

Honore touched her bripht hai r with long 
fingers. "Did you thi nk I ' d  let Henry get 
out of the fam i ly ?  Don't be ridiculous, 
Mother. " 

She headed for the door. Then she poked 
her head in again, and beckoned to Nick. 

N ick closed the door behind him, try ing 
to see her face in the dark. "Honore, t hi� 
isn't  necessa ry. I 've been trying to tel l the 
truth to someone, anyone who would l isten ."  

She wasn't paying any attention to  what he 
was saying. Nobody wou l d  l isten to him. 

"Nick, J th ink you ' re sweet. And Fel ic i ty 
deserves to have what she wants. We've a l l  
taken advanta�e of her .�ood nature for years. 
We're a wacky family but we wake up, once 
in a while." . 

" But Henry--" 
"Hen ry," Honore said fi rmly, " is  my dish 

from -now on. ' '  Her voice changed. "You 
see, Nick, Fel icity loves deeply, from her toes 
to the top of her head. Money doesn't matter 
to her. She's a dreamer and a sweet baby 
and I adore her." 

She threw out her hands in a CJUick gest u re. 
" Wh i le I thought she was i nterested in Henry, 
it was 'Keep off the grass . '  At  least I ' m  t hat 
loyal. But now-well ,  I can love too, Nick. 
And you can bet I fall <Juicker when there's 
luxu ry thrown in ."  

"And Henry-" Nick was dazed, tongue
tied by al l  the upheavals. 

" Henry hasn't a chance, Nick.  And you 
know, he's rather sweet, at that ." 

There in  the dark, they grinned at each 
other, suddenly. 

A l l  at once Nick thought about the girls  
back home. They weren 't l ike Honore. She 
was honest about what she wanted, and she'd 
l ive up to her part of the bargam, too. ·she 
would really love Henry. despite his money. 
She was wise and too sophisticated, but she 
had a wide streak of honor. 
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All at once he felt warm. From a bad situa
tion, everything had been transformed. He 
cou ld have Felicity, Honore cou ld have what 
she wanted, Mr. Beauchamp had won back 
his self respect, and perhaps even M rs. Beau
champ could gather up her pride and begin 
feel ing l ike a real person again, now that her 
l ife would be a l ittle more secure. He looked 
down at Honore, a wide grin spreading over 
his freckled face. Yes, things were fine now. 

"Good luck," he said, and leaned over to 
kiss her cheek. 

"You' l l  do al l  right," she told him. "And 
you certainly brought this fami ly out of its 
rut. Take good care of the baby."  

This time he  didn't resent the word. Some
how everything was wonderful .  He watched 
her running down the steps and he could 
see the lights of Henry's car waiting far be
low. Then he turned and went back into 
the house. 

Mrs. Beauchamp and Felicity had brought 
in cider and cookies and Mr. Beauchamp 
was striding around the room, his chest ex
panded. 

" It's a very responsible job," he was say
ing. 'Ti l  carry a revolver." 

Nick looked at Mrs. Beauchamp and · she 
was wiping the back of her hand across her 
eyes, but her mouth was smil ing. 

Then he looked at Felicity and she set 
down the plate of cookies and walked into 
his arms. 

As he gathered her close to him, he knew 
that all his dreams were finally coming true. 
Life was real and perfect. 

"Oh, Nick,"  she said . �  "Oh Nick, darling. 
Is it too late to look at that l ittle apartment 
I was tel l ing you about?" �c-+-S 
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(Co"tinued from page 35) 
able, putting the finishing touches on a new 
oiffure. It  was an upsweep this time and it 
.attered her enormously, cal l i ng attention to 
. er fragile cheekbones and smooth throat. 
Che col lar of her white pleated shirt wa� 
iared and starched, and her navy slacks were 
o starkly _ s imple that you knew they must 
>e expensive. 

Maggie, agog from her ride with J immy, 
>erched on the bed. If she couldn't  rejoice 
or herself, she cou l d  at least rejoice fur 

; une. Or so she tried to believe. 
"I saw h i m, "  she said .  "Saw him m the 

l rug store." 
June brightened. · ·saw who? Mac?" 
" Mac ) Who s he.?" 
"Why, the ensign, the red-headed ensign ! 

'(ou know who that ensign is, don't you ?" 
"No, I-" 
June p laced thin, vein less hands on her 

· hiny hair. "He's H erb M acGruder, thafs 
.vho he is.  You've h eard of MacGruder zip
)ers, haven't you?" 

"You mean-+-" 
"When Mac gets out of the Navy, he' l l  go 

n with his father. Somedav. he' l l  take h is  
··ather's place. Someday, he' l l  own MaGru-
· ler zippers! "  · 

This, Maggie thought, was the end. For 
ts long as she cou ld  remember, June had been 

,1 sort of shining symbol, a china princess, to 
whom every knight wou l d  pledge his love. 
But here she was. talking excitedly about a 
noisy, undiscipl ined young man .  Why, it 
couldn't  be! These two had no more in com
mon than an Ital ian oil  painting and a slogan 
�cribbled on a back fence. 

Maggie found herself  whispering. "June. 
vou don 't  mean to tell me-" 

At mid-point. she abandoned the rema rk. 
One look at J u ne, and she real ized the girl  
was beyond saving. Since last n ight, she h ad 
undergone an almost chemical change. With 
vistas of affluence before her, she had hard
ened and matured- her green eyes had be
come cold and inflexible. No longer was �he 
the china princess, but a war-like <jueen, pre. 
paring to annex a k i n_gdom. 

So Maggie. infinitely saddened. spoke of 
other r l i i ngs. " I t  wasn't Mac I met, it was 
Jimmy."  

June made a face. "Oh ! Him !" 
"He's goi ng to cal l  you, J une, about twelve 

o'clock. I thi nk he said. He has the afternoon 
ofl, and he probably wants to go swimming 

or do someth ing else that w i l l  be fun . "  
"Well ,  he·s not going t o  swim with me." 
Maggie felt as if  she had been slapped. 

J immy. as far as she was concerned, was as per
fect a� it was possible for a younj! man to be . 
I t  stung htr to realize that June d isagreed 
w ith her idea of perfect ion. 

" But June ! ' '  she cried. " Don't you want 
to �ee him at a lP" 

June stemed annoyed. "No." 
· 'But his looks. his charm-" · 
At this, June laughed out loud. Then, as 

i f  suddenly remembering that it might not 
be polite to express herself so frankly, she 
swal lowed her laugh. But it l ingered on her 
face in the form of a broad smi le. 

" Mag,gie . . . she sai d, " do you mean it? ' :  
' 'Mean what?" 
"Do you real ly th ink he's good. l ook ing? 

J i mmy?" 
"Why, 1 --·- Don't you ?" 
" M aggie. rea l l y ! "  
J une sai d  n o  more. A fter' a brief, i n<Juisi

t ive look at Maggie, she turned back to the 
mi rror, to conti nue arranging her hair. 

The room was deadly s i lent, and Maggie. 
choking a l i tt le. was somehow able to see 
J i mmy Stockman as J une did, and as the rest 
of the world probably d id .  No, he wasn' t  
rea l ly ,1-(0od. looking. His forehead was too 
broad, and his  jaw was too long and th in for 
good looks. Was he rea l ly  charming? Well .  
he 'd  never dominate a formal d inner and he'd 
never brinp a lagging party back to l i fe. He 
wasn't exh ibit ionist  enough for that. 

What was he. then? 

THE PHONE R A I\!G. As the first. sharn 
peal ·died away. Maggie became aware of 

the moisture in her ralms. of the thumping 
of her heart. In fact. evervthinp within her 
was goi ng at ton �peed. J i mmv, she cried si
lentlv. I don 't  care what · she savs about you. 
Even if it\ true. I don't ! You ' re my kind of 
F!UV. T immy. 

The r-hone r� n. r  � �econd time. June. with 
the c h i l l .  Pn� 'l�ke�hlc: calm of a� emnre�s. 
pointed �Cf()S' the room w i th her hairbrush. 

" A nswer that, Maggie. " 
\Xlith her throat straining with soh� she 

cou lti never release. Magl!i� approached the 
telcrhone. She l i fted the recei ver from its 
cradle .. hut she didn't  put i t  to her ear. First, 
she had to get control of her voice. But pres
ently, she said what she supposed she had to. 

"Hello?" 
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Jimmy sounded very near, c�s i f  he were tn 
the next room. · · who's this? Maggie?" 

" Who else? How are you, J immy)" 
" A l l  set to go swimming. Now a l l  I need 

is a pretty girl I can duck. "  
She smi led, weakly. ' 'Well ,  i f  you're going 

to go around ducking girls-" 
"OI 1 ,  and I ' ve got a camera. It 's  a Reflex that 

the fo lks gave me f :- r  my birthday. I 've 
never used it .  I'm £Wt even sure how to load 
i t .  T h i nk you can tell me?" 

She gasped. " Me?" 
"You ' re coming to the beach. aren't you )" 
De.tr J immy . So he wanted her to tag 

along again as she'd done the e\'cn i ng before, 
and i n n ! 1mer:1 b l e  even ing-; before that. 

I t  W<h  t i me. she ,fn·idcd. that she .�ave h i m 
the l "d n(·ws. " J immr. J u ne r.ln ' t  go. 

" H o w ' s  t hat a ·:a i n i "  
' T v e  been t :·v ing to te l l  you t hat she's tied 

u p  t h i :;  a i 1 ernoon . . .  
S! J,. L"X I 'C'l' tc . l  h i m  t o  .�roctn a t  t lut .  But he 

b1 1 r  .• t out lau 1:h i n �  i n ;;tc.J d .  
" M :t �'. � i c '  \l0'11o , _ t id  anrt h i n g  .tbout J u ne' 

It 's  \'<)U I want ' t o -;ce � "  
She p:tuse.l a n d  't:1 r·· · l ;H the receiver, a-; 

If it cou l cl he l p her u nder,t:tnd wh:t t  he h ad 
s,t i c l .  

· ·oh,"  he s.t i d .  " now I get i t ' I sa id I ' d  call 
when J u ne woke u p . tl i d n ' t  P And you 
thought I was ca l l ing t·o ta l k  to her ! "  His 
l augh ter was softe r now. teas ing her affection
,tte lr .  " I  d i d n ' t  mean I wanted to speak to 
her, l'vlaggie. I meant I d i dn ' t  want to cal l  
w h i l e  s he w a s  s leeping. I d i dn't  want to get 
her mad at you . "  

Joyous tea rs sprang to Maggie's eyes. 
' 'Jimmy," she said. "Jimmy-" 
" Why, M aggie, you crazy kid .  I wanted to 

be with you last night, too, on ly I wasn't  sure 
you wanted me for an escort. Wi l l  you be my 
girl at the beach this afternoon?" 

"Wel l ,"  she said, "wil l  you promise not 
to duck me?" 

He chuckled. " I f  you' l l  teach me something 
about photography."  

" I  wil l !"  
' T i l  be a slow pupi l, mind you. It may 

take the rest of week to learn to cl ick the 
shutter. I may · even have to look you up 
when you go back home." 

Maggie felt like a peeress of the realm. 
"Jimmy," she said, "you won't pass the 

course until you give me a picture of a red
eyed vi reo ! "  �co+-:> 
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(Continued from fJa!Je 55} 

say would make t hings right. Nothing coul d  
proceed until Sara walked. On ly then would 
Joe come back to Karen. 

' "Karen ! "  

S U D D E N  L Y A PPREH ENSIVE, Sara 
screamed the name again,  but there was no reply except her own scared voice echoing 

back at her. The deathly quiet of the apart. 
ment struck her l ike a blow in the face. 
Panicky, she cal led again, wheel ing her chair 
toward the bedroom door. I t  was shut but un. 
locked. 

At first she thought Karen had fal len i nto 
a natural sleep, and was starting to close the 
door w ithout disturbing her. Then she saw 
the sedative bottle that Bi l l  had brought that 
morning. It  was empty ! 

That awful moment of finding Karen made 
Sara realize that her sister was transformed 
and completely d ifferent. Thoughts that 
woul d  have taken hours, now flashed through 
Sara's mind in seconds. Karen had sai d  B i l l  
loved Sara, yet she h a d  made n o  attempt to 
take him from her. The old Karen woul d  
have h a d  n o  qualms about that. A n d  the old 
Karen would never have shed a tear over any 
man. Let alone this! 

For the first time i n  her l i fe, Karen was 
truly in love. If Sara had only known ! If she 
had only known ' 

Starin,�; down at Karen, so white, so sti l l , so 
immovable, she promised barely above a whis. 
per, " I f  you ' l l  l ive, I ' l l  get Joe back for you. 
I ' l l  walk . I ' l l  do anyth in,g!  I f  you ' l l  only 
live !" 

How long had it been since she took the 
sedative? Sara had no clear idea of how long 
she had sat in the other room staring out the 
w indow into the blackness. 

"Don't let i t  be too late ! Don't Jet it be too 
late!" Forgetting, she tried to rise to her feet. 
Bil l !  She had to cal l  B i l l .  He coul d  save 
K aren. Bi l l  cou l d  do anyth i ng. 

But Sara's unused muscles gave way, and 
she crumpled to the floor. She couldn't  get 
back into the wheel chair.  And almost sob
bing in her despai r, she dragged herself to 
the phone table, pul l ing the phone down by 
the cord. 

B i l l  d idn't take t ime to ask <jtrestions. He 
w a s  there a lmost before she finished cal l i ng Joe. 

Lifting Sara back into her chair, B i l l  began 
to work on Karen's l imp form. Finally as Joe 

came in, Karen revived and they made lots of 
coffee for her to drink. 

Morning was coming before they knew they 
had won. Sara watched Bi l l  checki ng her sis. 
tcr's pulse as he final ly  let her sink into deep, 
but safe, sleep. As she watched him, Sara 
wondered how she cou l d  have been so bl ind.  
Even Karen had seen he loved her.  The only 
thing Karen had missed was the th ing Sara 
hadn't known herself, because she was too 
busy brooding over Joe. 

Joe had been romance, Joe had been won. 
derful-the c losest thi ng to love she had ever 
known. But Bi l l  was the real thing' 

Call ing i nto the bedroom, Sara made up a 
white l i e  while she waited for Joe to realh 
her. " I  walked tonight, ' '  she told him. " I  
walked t o  the phone. ' '  

Joe's grin wobbled, then steadied. "Thank 
God for that, " he sai d  simply. 

Then touching her shoulder for a moment, 
he went back to Karen. 

B i l l  heard her tell Joe. He came into the 
l i ving room, closing the door behind him. 

"That wasn' t  strict ly the truth, ' '  he said,  
"considering where I found you when I came 
in. But soon it  w i l l  be . . . 

Then he sta rted to leave. "She' l l  be a l l  right 
now," he sai d .  "Joe's goi ng to stay with her 
for a while.  And you, Sara, you ' l l  be a l l  right 
now, too. It  may take a l i tt le t ime, but your 
walking is on ly a matter of practice, now that 
you want to. You won 't  be need i ng me." 

" I ' l l  a lways need you ! ' '  she blurted out. 
"Bi l l , I 've been blind. With Joe. it wasn· t 
rea l ly love. It was wounded vanity, hurt pride. 
Karen had always taken my beaux s ince kind.  
erga.rten. } l iked Joe a lot . I st i  I I  do, but 1 
don t . . .  

A gir l  cou ldn't say more. Not wi thout say. 
i ng, I love you, Bi l l !  

Bi l l 's eyes l i t  up. H e  sa id simply, ' T ve 
waited a long t ime to hear you s�y somethi ng 
l ike that. Too long." 

And then he was leani ng over, trying his  
best to take her i n  his  arms and k i �s her. 

Hold ing on to him, Sara pu l led herself up. 
With grim determi nation, she took one ster 
forward i nto his  arms. 

' The first step,' '  he said happi ly, and k issed 
her, long and sweetly .  "It 's  taken a lot of w i l l  
power on m y  part t o  wait for you t o  take a step 
toward me, ' '  he said adoringly. 

"I coul d  walk a hundred m i les," she an
swered softly, "but this is as far as I want to 
go at the moment ."  �u-+-:J 



Come Into the Kitchen With the Authors ! 
(Coulillurd from page 65) 

1 hard N>Okcd egg 
2 tablespoons rhopped almonds 

· lell ut·e and romaine leaves 
1 teaspoon capers 

several pitted black olive�, salt, pt-pper, 
•·elerv seed to taste. mayonnaise 
heari of I bun.-h of l't-lery 

Dice the celery heart and add to chicken. 
Add egg, coarsely chopped and olives cut in 
pieces. Season to taste with the salt, pepper, 
lemon juice (you may not want to use al l  
of the 2 tablespoons ) and celery seed. Mix 
in capers and enough mayonnaise to l ightly 
bind a l l  together but go easy on it. so you 
can taste more chicken than d ressing. Keep 
chil led unt i l  serving time. then place on let
tuce and sprinkle with chopped almonds. 

Some other recipes that you might find 
interesting are :  

AVOCADO I C E  CREAM 

1 CUll milk 
Y<& rup sugar 
�4 <'UP ht'avy cream 

2 avocados 
I egg 
1 teaspoon salt 

ju ict' of l J .. mon (about 3 tablespoons) 
�4 cup 1•it•tachio nuts 

Combine milk, egg. salt and sugar in top 
of clouble boiler. Heat to scald ing point. Re
move from heat; cool . Add cream and lemon 
)Utce. Peel and mash avocados; add to mix
ture with chopped nuts. Blend well .  Place in 
freezer tray of ref rigcrator. Turn control to 
coldest degree. When set, remove and whip 
smooth. Return to freezer unit and f reeze 
unti I firm. 

RJ(:E APR I COT PUDDING 

11.! ru1> d ri ..  d apricots 
14 <'UP sugar 

20 marshmallows �·l <'tlfl h•mey 
3 rups t·ook .. d rice 
1 •·up whi1•1•i n g  crt•am 

Soak apricots overnight in water to cover. 
Cook slowly in same water until tender. Add 
honey and sugar to taste. Arrange a layer of 
hot rile in a buttered b.1king dish. Cover with 
a l;1yer of apricots sprinkled with quartered 
marshmallows. Let brown in a 400 degree 
oven. Top with a second layer of rice, apricots 
and marshmallows. Let brown again. May be 
served hot or cold  with cream. 

RUPTURE-EASER 
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(C 011/inued from page 63) 
he completed his j ob and fel l to the ground .  
He wasn't hurt. He had lost his  grip near 
the bottom of the pole, but Terry was so 
frightened she almost screamed. As she stood 
there watching, she real ized that if he had 
been hurt, or had fal len against the teeth of 
the angry rocks, she would  have died too. 
She loved him beyond al l  things. 

She wanted to fl ing herself into his arms, 
but instead she mustered up the strength to 
run to the house. She was exhausted physical ly 
and emotionally. Watching Rush i n  his  dan
gerous mission had taken too much out of 
her. 

Her sobs came all at once, but when Rush 
came in, dripping wet, she had control of 
herself, and was maki ng some coffee in the 
kitchen. 

He looked in, and again she wanted to tel l 
him how she felt. She wanted to tel l h im that 
l i fe without him would be · as bleak and cold 
as this awful n ight. But she was afraid .  She 
had forfeited her right to him, and she was 
deliberately forfeiting her right to stay here 
with him. She'd fai led utterly to be a mature, 
understand ing wife, and above all else, she 
had forgotten how to be cheerfu I. 

The coffee was ready and she poured a cup 
and put it  on the •kitchen table. Rush had 
gone upstairs. 

She went to the foot of the stairs and called, 
'Come have a cup of hot coffee." 

He came to the head of the stai r�. A' he 
looked down at  her  she thou�ht his face 
seemed older than it had this morn ing. 
"You ' re al l  wet, " he called. "Where have you 
been?' !  

" I  was out watch ing you ."  She hadn 't reaL 
ized she sti l l  had her rainroat on. 

He came downsta i rs . • "W1hat do you want 
to do, )!et k i l led?" he yelled "That's a vicious 
wind. You cou ld have been blown down on 
the rocks 1 "  

She looked up  into his eves. "So could 
you!" she cried. and returntd to the ki trhen . 

He followed her out and sat down at the 
table. "Aren' t  you going to have coffee'" he 
asked. 

She poured herself a cup and sat down 
facing him. But he got up and came over to 
her, gently taking off her d ri pping coat. 

She didn't  want the coffee because she was 
beginning to feel awfu lly dizzy. Rush seemed 
to be swaying back and forth and then he 
seemed to be going around in ci rcles. 

The next thir.g she knew she was on the 
sofa in the l iving room and Rush was ben,l
ing over her look ing very worried. 

"What happened?" she asked. 
He sat down hc�iJe her. "You fainted ."  
"Oh . "  She sti l l  ft:lt far  away and very 

weak. 
" M aybe I 'd better phone head<juarters and 

have them send a helicopter for you tomor
row?' ' 

"No. I ' l l be a l l  right ." 
" I  shouldn 't have brought you out here. I t 's  

too rough a l i fe for you . "  
" I 'm sorry Sue didn't marry you. I was 

second choice anyway, . . she sa id .  
"Who said said  you were second choice?" 
"Sue as much as said  so. "  
His  l ips tightened. "Then she's given you 

and everybody else here the wrong impres
sion . Sue and I were friends . We l ived next 
door to each other and went to the same 
schooL and our fami l ies were always throw· 
ing us at each ether. But I ncn:r thought of 
her that way . She wag> a good k id and lots 
of fun. and maybe she'd h�ve married me 
if I 'd asked her. But I didn't ask her. Be. 
l ir:ve me, taking Binp home for a visit wa,n't 
any accident . I was hopinf thev 'd l ike each 
other because I wanted out." 

He was lookine i nto her el'e> now and his 
face was very clos

'
e Her heart hegan tq pound 

"I played the field .  l ike a l l  fel lows do. but 
I never found a ,gir l  I cou ld l"ve unti l  one 
morning when I pot lost in ti--e fog in San 
Francisco." He smi led a l i tt le now. " I t  was 
the darnde�t thinv ·· he: sa id . "] tu rned a cor
ner and fel l  ove; the cutest ,.. : rl and the big· 
gest dog I 'd  ever seen ." · 

Tears were ' l id ine down Terry's cheeks. 
She put her hands up and· cu pped Rush's 
face. 

' Tm so glad,' .  she said � h�ki h .  " I 'd  hate 
to think our baby's father didn't love me and 
only me. "  

· 

l{ ush's eyes upe�ed in st a rt1ed surprise. 
Then he grinned. "You mean it' About the 
baby�" 

"I think so." 
Then they were cl inF.ing topether. The 

foghorn was sti l l  moaning, the l ight was 
sti l l  swinging round and round. the wind was 
howling, the rai n  sti l l  washin,c the island. 
But none of i t  mattered any more. Nor would 
any of i t  ever matter again. Together �he 
and Rush could l ick the world and the 
elements. �� 



M ISS M ENAGERI E  1 
(Con·tinved from page 83) . 

Phil  wilJ go home and do a litt le wondering." 
' 'Pooh ! " Marta said.  
" Pooh to you !"  her father answered 

" Look at your dogs ! "  
The i r  ears were pr i cked a t  the sound of a 

car motor being turned o tf out in front. Ten · 
tati vely, Carmel &nd Shorts got up on thei r 
luunches. Thei r tongues lolled expectantly. 
A us-;ie.  apparently t i red of it .t i l ,  .�'tve Marta· ., 
e&r a brief nibble, -;a id, "Si l l y  people ! " an .. ! 
tlew across the room, lovking tor his  cage . 

M r. Stoner gri p f>Cd h i s  c.111e. ' T i l  go get 
i t . '  

"No, I-" 
The c h i mes sou n,lul  .l!ld M .trt.L went to t he 

door. The dogs j umped &ga i nst it as she 
ope ned i t . P h i l  B rown stOl>d tht:re. 

' · I  came back, . .  he sai d  -;heep i sh l y. Ht: 
peer<:cl at 1\Ltrt.i. . . Ros,L i i c  l ied to me . She 
raved .t i l  the w.ty homl'. It 'il'L' Ill 'i someone 
owes her fifty do l la r-; for a ru 1 ned d ress. She 
hate-; Jogs because they shed J.nd scratch and 
a re messy. B i rd s  a re d i rty too, and arc re
lated to reptiles, and-- Oh, I just want to 
forget i t .  But I d i d  come back to apologi ze. 
A ren't you go ing to ask me i n ? "  He sounded 
hurt . 

So, of course, she asked h im in. Carmel 
and Shorts were pretend i ng that they hadn' t  
seen him for at least six months. 

Phil  spoke to them in a voice of authority. 
" Down, you two ! "  They couldn't believe 
thei r  canine ears. "Down ! "  Phil  repeated, 
and they retired to a corner, flopping down, 
heads on paws, eyes bright and intent. " I  
have to kiss m y  girl," Phi l told them. 

He looked down at Marta. "You are my 
girl, aren't you?" 

She nodded, so happy that she couldn't 
speak when he took her into his arms. 

Maybe in time to come she would tell Phil 
what she had done to win him. But there was 
no need for i t  now-not when he looked at 
her so adoringly, and held her so tightly. 

In the studio where Mr. Stoner had gone 
to get Aussie's cage, that elderly gentleman 
cocked his ear toward the hall leading to the 
living room. There had been a murmur of 
voices, but now, there was nothing but si
lence. To Aussie, perched on his shoulder, 
M r. Stoner said softly, " Looks like we might 
be having a wedding soon. What do you think, 
Aussie1" 

And the parakeet whist led gaily. � 
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(Co11ti11ued from page 89) 
explanation. Several times he almost found 
himself wish ing that he wou ldn't find Tish's  
future husband. 

The Crowder home was in an old but ex
dusive neighborhood. It  was a two story Co
lonial p lace that had an air  of grandeur. 

When Harry rang the doorbel l ,  a s l ight, 
middle-aged woman in a mai d 's  uni form an. 
swered. 

' ' I ' m  Harry Reece, ' '  he. told  the woman. 
"And I ' m  trying to get in touch with my 
friend, Paul Evans. I thought perhaps Mr.  
Crowder cou ld  tel l  me where I might find 
him." 

" M r. Crowder i sn ' t  i n  at  t he moment, but 
Mr.  Evans is here. He's  been a house guest. "  

"A house guest?" Harry echoed. 
The garrulous maid sh rugged .  " I t 's  M i ss 

Barbara's doings. She took <JUite a fancy to 
this Mr.  Evans, and her father never crosses 
her i n  anything. I ' l l  take you to them if you 
l ike." 

Harry followed her th rough a large, lux
uriously fu rnished l iv ing room to a smaller 
door off it .  It  was an elaborate study w i th oak 
panel ing and shelf  upon shc.·i f  of books. 

"There they are in the loveseat, ' '  the wom
an whispered with a giggle. 

Harry's e:-yes bulged, for, at that moment, 
Paul had a stunning blonde in his arms and 
was kissing her as if she were the onl y  gi rl in  
the world. 

Chi lled and sickened, H arry turned to the 
grinning maid. "Wi l l  you ask M r. Fva0s to 
come here please? I ' d  l ike to talk to h i m  pri. 
vately . "  

A moment later when he was pacing the 
l i ivng room Paul joined him.  Harry noticed 
that he had a look of annoyance on his hand .  
some face. 

" Hello, Harry .  What are you doi ng 
here?" 

Harry glowered at him. "I can j ust see 
what happened, Pau l .  an d i t ' s  not a pretty 
picture. You wanted th is  deal to go th rough, 
and when you met the daughter, you decided 
things would be easier if you turned on the 
charm ! While you've been making love to 
this gi rl ,  Tish has been worrying about you ! ' '  

Paul shrugged . "You m ight a s  wel l hear 
the truth. From the first moment I met Bar
bara, I knew th is was the real thing. Be
sides, she can do more for me than Tish ever 
could .  Barbara and I have fallen for each 
other so it's just one of those things ! "  

"You're crazy! "  Harry shouted. " Have 
you forgotten that Tish is in love w i th you 
and expects to marry you? Youre not going 
to break her heart, Pau l ! I won 't let you ! ' '  

Paul 's brown eyes narrowed. "You ' re pret
ty concerned over Tish, aren't you? The night 
we announced our engagement, you acted 
<jueer. Maybe that wi l l  be my excuse to Tish .  
1 decided i t  wasn ' t  fai r t o  take her away 
from you after a l l ! "  

H arry stared at him. H e  stepped toward 
Paul .  his hands clenched. " You aren' t  think
ing ot anyone but your.�elf 1 "  Then his fist 
came up, connected w i th Paul ' s  jaw in a stun
ning blow that sent h im sprawl ing. 

DRIVING BACK, Harry felt physical l y  
sick. What was h e  going t o  td l Tish ' 

How cou ld he spa re her the terrible hurt of 
knowing that the man she loved was unfaith
f u l ?  

A n d ,  thinking o f  her dark love l i ne:-,s, Har
ry's hands clenched on the wheel .  What kind 
of an emotional coward was he anyway' Was 
he afra i d  of h imselP Did he have so l ittle:
confidence:- that he thought he had to be stK
cessful  before any gir l  wou ld rea l ly  love him 
and stay married to him? And, more i mpor
tant, why d i d  he have so l ittle trust? 

H i s  feet dragged as he walked into the of
fice. Tish looked up at him and. to h is  sur
prise, he saw no anx iety in her blue eyes now . 
It was as if she ' d  found some answers for her
sel f. She stood up and came to him. 

"Is  Paul  a l l  ri_gh t l "  she asked. 
He nodded. " Yes, but, Tish. I have some

th ing to tell you , ' ·  he said m i serably. 
" Ha rry, before you do. I want to tel l you 

that I 've been sitt i ng here, th ink i ng. I know 
I can ' t  go through with it. I ' m  en,gaged to 
Pau l but the awful thing is  that I 'm sure now 
that I don't love him and never w i l l .  You 
see, I l i ked h im very much. and because he's 
such a fine person, I knew he'd make any gir l  
a wonderful husband." 

· Harry cou ldn't  breat he. There was a 
poun ding in h is  head and he cou ld eve:-n hear 
bel ls  ri nging. "Tish, do you know what 
you're saying' Because if yon do. it's ,going 
to be l ike a reprieve for me. I a l most lost you, 
Tish, and I 've d ied a thousand deaths. " 

She stared at h im.  " But. Harrv.  aren't you 
forgetti ng you aren · t the marrying kind."  

Bl indly, he reached out for her, and gath
ered her dose. ' Tish. honev. I 've been a fool . 
I ' m  an id iot for thinkinf!, that ambition could  



Wtf EN KISSES ARE CASUAL 

be more important than love. I ' ve been in 
love with you, Tish, from the beginning, but 
I thought I had to wait. Now nothing's i m
portant but you and me ! "  

She clung t o  h im and there were tears of 
happiness in her eyes. "Oh, darling, it's been 
that way with me, too. But what wi l l  we tdl 
PauP" 

" Paul knows," he murmured. "That's 
what I wanted to tel l  you. He knows that you 
and I mean everything to each other. Oh, 
Tish , if you ' l l  marry me, I promise that you ' l l  
never be that deserted Ophelia you were talk· 
ing about'" 

'Tve waited so long to hear you say that," 
she sighed . "Say it  again so I can be sure." 

"I love you,"  he whispered. And then, 
Harry was k issing her, and the hunger, the 
waiting, the compromises with love were over. 
For better or for worse, they would a lways 
have each other. 

H ELPFULLY YOU RS 

(Co11fi11ued from page 12) 
of the flat but ton t y pP, i nstead of the ela
bora tl•ly dPsigned or <.l>l llg l i ug type. 

Dear Miss Sara : 
Since my mother-in-law lives out of 

town, and is coming to visit us for the 
first time, I am having a tea party to 
have her meet my friends. How shall I 
introduce her? 

Irene J. N. 

Tt isn 't wrong to in trocl nc·e her as your 
mot lwr- i n - l n w, but i t 's much nic·c·r· to int.ro
duN· her 11s ''.Joh n 's mot her." A woman is 
a l w a .vs hn ppier being unkno w n  as a mother· 
ra t h c•r t ha n  sonrt>body's mot.lwr- i n -la w.  

Dear Miss Sara : 
It gets cold at nights in the country, 

and so I've gotten an eiderdown quilt. I 
haven't washed it yet, and I want to 
know the best way to tackle that chore. 

Mrs. Amy B. 

'Vh i p  u p  war m Wll t l'r sO!r psu cb in your 
b�t t h t u h, s i ru·P you 'l l rwrrl a l ll rg'l' area for 
wa s h i n�r t h l'  quil l . �f) lll'l'7.l' t h e  q u i l t  t h i'Ough 
the· sou p;ntds.  bet Wl'ell yon r ha n lb. RPpeat 
t h is in a s••c•ond tuhful of wa rm so11p�ucls. 
'I'hl'n fi i l l  t lu •  tub with c>le11 r watPr, a nrl ri nsr 
thl' qn i l t  1\'C' l l ,  fiquPrzing t hl' l'X<'!'K� moi shtre 
o•1t lwt wt>t>n your ha nds. Ha n�r lht> quilt  in 
t lu· slm rlr>. W h i l �>  it's rlr.vi ng, shah it oft(•n. 

GORGEOUS 
Full  Color - Life Size 

I 5 FOOT T ALU 
rt·IARII_.j YN 
MONilOE 

PI N - U P  

BEST GIFT GAG EVER 
Big as life-twice as natural-lovely 
Marilyn Monroe, beautifully repro
duced 5 feet tall from a full color 
Kodachrome. The only LIFE SIZE 
pin-up print. Pin it on the wall or 
closet door. A perfect gift gag for the 
man with a den, bar or playroom. An 
eye.opcner anywhere. Order lileveral
order NOW. Overa11 size 62 inches 
high, 2 1  Y. inches wide. Only $2.00 
Ppd. Send cash, check or M. 0. 

Write P I N-UPS Dept. PG2-4 

1HEY'RE FERRIFIC! Brand new series al 
exclusive records. Spicy songs packed 
with teasing wit and lusty humor. The kind all·r.l�- you will like. Complete sel of SIX DIFFER· 
ENT SONGS on finest quality 7 8 or 45 R.P .M. records (state choice), sent preJiaid 
for $4 .. 95 in s•aled package. No C.O.D.'s. 

NATIONAL, Oept. 18, Box 5, Sta. E, TOLEDO 9, OHIO 

I LLUSTRATED COM IC BOOKLETS 
Sell our ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS and other 
NOVEL Tl ES. Each booklet size 4 Vz x 2•.4 and Is fully 
illustrated. We will send 24 assorted booklets prepaid 
upon receipt of $1 .00 or 60 assorted booklets sent pre
paid upon receipt of $2.00. Wholesale novelty price list 
sent with order only. No orders sent C.O.D. Send Co .. 
or Money-order. 

REPSAC SALES CO., Dept. 388 
1 Orchard St. New York l, N. Y. 

��td::!�fc ��1nc���: :X�r��:.:I&ri� Ina for oUter.. It may lead to thrillina: career 
���ba,�gi�;� ����W:n����i�&n�J qualified teaehen provides excellent atartlng - �int for a career. Send foe free booklet. ''A Career In Fashion Desigqing.'' 

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRIESS DIESICN 83S Di¥er'My P&rkf ay Dept. 1 5 1 2  Chiugo 14, til, 

out bow 
ror copy ot 

our Patent Booklet ''How to Prott-t•r Your aud an "lu
vent.ton n.ecord" form. No oh)ilcatlon. Tht"�· are �·ourR t'or the a�kiug. 

McMORROW, BERMAN & DAVI DSON 
Registered Patent Attorneys 

1502 Victor Buildinv Washington I .  D. C. 

MEN ( 16 to 50 ) Go to Sea. • 
T ravel foreign c o u n tries. • 
Ex perience u n n ecessary. e 
Civilian occupation. Excel· • lent pay. Ship and yachting 

- johs n d v e n t u rous·exci t i n g .  • 

• W r i t e  C o r  F .R E E  i n f o r m a t i o n . • 
• DAVENPORT SEAMEN'S SERVICt. Dept. 35 • e a !lOX 1 354, C. P. 0. NEW YORK 1, N. Y. a e 
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lessons in 

S E I..- F - M A S T E R Y  
Home Study Workshop The Belmar I nstitute 
WJI.o\.'rEVEH Y01 �1l :\UE-Why be a tlriv· Wh} IJe out ol thiU:.I's 
- Why not J.;t•t the l.x.>ttcr jc1h� 

'ri i Jt� IU:LMAit I N HTJ'J't iTJ<; will teal'h YOll to be boss of �ou r 
own emotion!i-To IHI'><-'<trl' yourSf'Jf-To ..:l·L what you want-To be 
the h&IJPY. Slll'Ct•s-;l'ul J}t•r-;on you w��.nt to be. ENilOI.L TODAY 
ror your llomc �tud)' Course in Self-)la'itcry. Yonr le�o�som· w i l l  
00 ulannf'll indh itlua l l y  !o1· YOU h) a l'ooflt't' i a l i -;t i n  l',\ •wiH110).() who 
will h+> your p1·rsonal t'IHIIl'it'lor. 
Senct a 0:\E DOLL:\H hill for )'our flr�o�t comph•tt' h•s-:nn 
"'JH::-;T FAC 'T� IN I ' J.: Hl'ON.'\ 1. < : 1 J J DANI 'K � • • • • • • • • • · MAI L  TODAY • • • • • • • • • • 
Home Study Work�hop • • • • - • - THE BELMAR INSTITUTE 
1203 U .  S. Nat'l Bank Bldg., Portland 4, Orugon. Enclos(.>(J $ l .UO. l'l('oH•t• nmil my ll!'J<t •'(llll!'h�•t.<> i<'li�'On t'lHS'I' FACTS 
IN PER�ONAL r.t'IO.<\NCE. 

NAME 

ADDRESS • , • •  , • • • • • •  , , • • • •  , • • • •  , , . • • • •  , , • • • .  , • • • • . • . • .  • 
CITY . • . • . . • • • • • • • • . • .  • . • • • • • . • . .  STATE 

OCCUPATJON 

I N V E S T  I N  

T O M O R R OW 

• 

B U Y  B O N D S 

T O D A Y  

Banish the craving for tobacco as thoup 
sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. Write 
Today for free booklet telhng of injurious 
rffect of tobacco and of a treatment which 

In Business Since 1909 
has r�lieved over 300.000 people. ��IE 
THE NEWELL COMPANY BOOI 
324 Clayton Sta. • St. Louis 5 ,  Mo. 

$ 7 5 0  BUILDS 4 ROOMS & BATH! 

TO HELP THE SICK 
Tbere'a always a demand-at high pay
for thoSf" skilled in carina: for tbe sick. 
You can leam in soare time to be a nurMe'�o� 
aide, practical nurse or tnfa.nt nur�<�e. Men 

and '-"OI•lf'n , 18-60. High 9Chool not requJred l l•h)�i
ci ... nH cmloJ"l!e course ; graduates set )ObR nutckly. Ea�y 
payment f.! :  earn a.s you let.rn. Trial plan. !55th YMT. 

CH ICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 

De�!. 292, 25 East Jackoon Blvd., Chicago 4, Ill. 
Plt�a'le send me frt!e booklet and 16 sample leHSOD pagee, 

Nu�u" . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ..  . 
C�ftt . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • .  814t� • • • • • • • • • •  A11e • • •  -· 
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F I FTEEN LOVE STO R I ES 

W h en it is d ry, IJ .. at i t  wdl on IJOth si des 
w i t h  an o l d  fa..; h i onecl car]'d beater, i n  order 
to d i;;t ri hult• thl' c.lo w 1 1  fil l i ng aml makl' th e 
l] u i l t as Hnfry as lll'W. W u i t  for a warm <lay 
t o  l ;u·k lc•  t h i s  . Jnh, '-,.;, , yon won't m i:-;:-; t h e  
w;� rmt h  of you r· , . . , ,., . n 1 1g 1 n  t.he cnltlc·!r 
wc•a t hc •r. 

Dear Miss S;, ., : 
My husband "-·orks hard all day. Some 

evenings I invite a girl friend for (inner 
or bridge. Now I wonder is it necessary 
for him to take her home, since we don't 
have a car ? She can get home in twenty 
minutes on thr bus. and. it stops right 
at the corner of her home. One of my 
friends says my husband is no gentle
man if he doesn't accompany her . 

Ruth F. T. 

Y o u r  J r i c • J td is 11 11 �1 d u lt, ;; ud eau SHe her
self hnn 1 1 · s;t i 'P i v .  Y o u r  t. i rt>d h usband 
..;hou l d n 't lw l 'orc·c:d t o  1wt 11 s an eseort . I f  
sh t• W!'l'e old or h c·l plc•:,,.,, t l>l'l l of c·OUI'"'' i t  
would l w  a uic·t' gl's t u rc• i f  h c· d i d .  Hot h you 
an<l your h n�h;� nd,  c·nplrl \Hl l k  hf'r to tlH' 
bus stop to ""'' t lw t  sfrp got a hoanl >W fl'ly, 
or l".ould put h c·t· i 1 1 t o  <J  t a x i .  Your husband's 
duty a" 11 host t "  your si ngll' girl fric>ntl:; 
shou l cl not i u c· l u c k  w i sl , , ., tlwt �t ren't v�i l i.-1 .  

Dear Miss Sara : 
My aunt ju�t gave us a lovely old drop

leaf table, which opens up into a square. 
We have no place for it, but we could use 
a coffee tablt> in our living room. Is it 
all right to saw off the legs of this table 
and use it as a coffee table ? I'm not 
sure about being able to keep the drop
leaves on it. 

Barbara K. 

Of .. o u r;,P. i t '� ;d] •·ight to usc• a tablr· 
w i th �H WI'cl - c lown l c ·g" in y nn r  J i v i ng room . 
I t  w i l l  hl' a h mulsonw •·offc·•· t a hiP,  :nul i ts 
leaves w ill c·ouJ t· in l w u c l y  w hPn rc•frPshn�<•nts 
a1·e ht>i ng HPl'V« .. . J  1 ( . gue•st.s. 

Dear Miss Sa.ra : 
One of my prized wedding gifts is an 

electric blanket. Some say to wash it, 
some say to do anything but. What do 
you say ? 

Marie M. G. 

It depends on thP blankd. Fol low direc
tions on thP marmfacturc•r's label. If you 
don't have it, wr·ite to the manufacturer 
and ask for directiou�. I'm !;OJ'r.v 1 cannot 
give you spe ... ific help on .this. 



' 
STOP-AND-GO H EAK-1 
(Cun.tiuttrd fro!ll page 71} 

merely glanced at a lamp-post, for all the 
recognition she had given him.  

Rod stared at  the car  until it was out of  
s ight . So he had received a cold shou lder 
from two school teachers in a hal f hour's time! 
But his pol ice-trained intu ition q u ickly over
came his resentment .  Something was out of 
key. M iss Digby wasn 't  angry at a l l  when she 
left the other Jay. She was rather f riendly.  i n  
fact. Why would she look right through h i m  
today, a s  i f  h e  w .tsn ' t t here' 

A poss ible answer flashed through his  m i nd 
and the though t staggered h im.  H<: looked 
wildly around. Stev<:n Spack was jusl d riv ing 
away from the d rug store. Rod w h i st led and 
brou c:ht him to a stop. 

" f.ook he re. Owens�" Steven spul tercel. 
· ·.shut up,"  Rod snappe d . ' ' Dr i \'c nort h .  I 

w.tnt  to t .tkc .moth<:r look at t hat Lt,r car . · ·  
" Owen>, I clon ' t  know what you r scheme i s ,  

but-" 
Rod d rew his p istol .  ' ' Move over, Stc\'cn." 
Miss Digby's car was far ahc.tJ. Ignoring 

Steven 's outra.!.!:cd cries, Rod pursued her at 
h igh speed. blast ing a right-of-way with the 
horn. As they neared the dilapidated sedan, a 
male face pecked out the rear window and 
disappeared . 

"Get down, Steven," Rod ordered. ' They 
may start shooting . " . 

He was r ight. A man, using a gun as a 
club. broke through the rear window of Miss 
Digby's car. A moment later the windshield 
cracked in f root of Rod . 

"Shoot, you fool," Steven shouted. 
" I  can't. I ' d  hit- Miss Digby." 
In a burst of speed, Rod pulled alongside 

the old .car and blocked its way. That was con
trary to al l  police safety procedures, but the 
manual didn't ever mention elderly ladies be
ing forced to drive get-away cars. 

Then he was in the road, sheltered some
what by the rear fender of Steven's car, and 
trading shots with two men-the two escaped 
criminal. They had been hiding on the floor 
of M iss Digby's car. 

He saw one of the men suddenly clutch at 
his right shoulder and the gun drop from his 
hand. A bullet glanced off the metal close to 
him and whined l ike an angry bee. Rod took 
careful aim at the other man, and squeezed 
gently on the trigger of his gun .  

As the revolver j umped in h i s  hand, some
thing hit his stomach hard l ike a fist. For 

I N V I S I B L E 
REWEAVI NG 
Make Big Money at Homel 

Women ( and men, too) find Finan
cial Security . . . . . AT HOM E !  

The demand is endless. Laundries, cleaner:., 
tailortl, department stort>f', homes- every-
body needs professional rcweu.vinil'servit·e. 
And skilled craftsmen are scarce! You t:an learn to make cuts , moth holt!B, burns, tea1·s DJ�A PPEAH from c-oats. suits. drE"KM"S, all 
fabrics nhno�t like mmdc ! . . . EAKN UP 
H) $10.00 IX A" l l l li'R Al' Hfli<U: i 
The ORIGINAL, Complete 
Professional Course • • •  

Ynn ru'l'll no 81-1<'.-IHI <'diiC'<Iti(>n. ••xprrit•nn• or abilily. Agr> dnf'1'n't mnurr. I.�M'Tl all thr:> 1$('t'I'(.•W; uf this faMrlnnling prnr£>,sion In n ft'w -.hort wt•t'lti--thrll t-t:u·t (':rrninJ:: ••l OIH'Ct 

MAIL Y O U R ORDER TODAY . . .  
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while learn inc. FREE BOOKLET tell a how to .. t darted doinw thl• deli«htful home work 
tor phOtoK"HPhers , •tores, lndl.-lduala. and 
frtenda . S.M todov /tw t'Ot'r' oopv. No oblltratioa. 

NA.TJOHAL PHOTO COLORINC 5CHOOL 835 Dlveney Pkw,., Dept. 1 5 1 2, Chk:aao 14. 111. 

mJDExtra MfJney 
witlr CHILDREN'S WEAR 

Introduce adorably-styled, long-wearing" 
dresses - includin� famous Dan River 
Ginll'hams . . .  and T -shirts, set�al'la'lies, 
mix-and-match styles, play
wear,nightwearforehildren 
from tots to teen-ag"era. 

Huge selection at low prices . ...-:··.,._,,. FREEl Rush name for Bill' 
Display, sent absolutely 
FREE. See how easy 
it ia to make extra 

money and ll'et your own chil
dren'sdresseswithoutone penny 
cost . . . in spare time. Write now. 

H A R FO R D  f.e�te:�·-�3.:� 
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'EAT AIIYTHIIG 
WITH FALSE TEETH 
I f  you have trouble with plates that o
tlip, rock and. ca_use sore gums-;try .· ·7· \\. · ·,. 
Bnmms Plasu-Lmer. One apphca- � . . . • . · · 
tioo makes plates fit snugly without · ......., Powdtr or paslt, because Brimms '"" 
Plasti· Liner hardens permanently to 
your plate. It relines and refits loose plates in a 
'!Vay no powder or paste can do. Even on old rub
ber plates you get good results six months to a 
year Or longer. YOU CAN EAT ANYTHING I Simply lay 
10ft strip of Plasti-Lioer on troublesome upper or 
lower. Bite and it molds perfectly. Easy to use, taste· 
less, odorless, harmless to you and your plates. Re· 
movable as directed. Plate cleaner include<l. Money 
back if not completely satisfied. If not avaJiable at 
your drug store, send $ 1 .2 5 for reliner for 1 plate. 
PLAST I - L I N E R  INC.,  Buffalo 1 1 ,  N. Y.-Dept. 54-K3 

B R I M M S P LASTI - LI N E R  · THE �E"tT D E N TU R E  R E L I N E R  · 

J"ULLY 
TI:RS, 
LUSTY SCENES. YOU 
AT T H E I R  SUBTLE H U MOR. 
TEN OF THESE THRILL 
PACKED COMIC BOOKLETS 

v•sT �K·T SIZE. ALL D I FFERENT �nt postpahl 
in plain sealed envelope. No C.O.D. ROYCO, Box 584-P, Miami Beach 39, Fla. 

FI91Jf Polio I 
.. . �, lotit 1hti' . . 

MARCH OF·.DIMES 
J a n u a ry ·2 to 31 

DIRECT TO YOU • • •  EASY TERMS 
Genuine Beautiful Rockdale Momanents and Markers. $1495 Satisfaction or MONEY BACK. We pay 

_ the freight. Compare our low prices. 
UP W R I T E  FOR FR EE CATA LOG 

Rockdale Monument Co., Dept. 777 Joliet, HI, 
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F I FTEEN. LOVE STO R I ES 

an instant he was sick. Then the gunman i n  
front o f  him blurred. I n  the spl i t  second be. 
fore blackness engu l fed him, Rod wondered 
i f  th is was the end of everythi ng. 

WHEN HE REGA !NED consciousness, 
Rod was i n  a hospital room. For a time 

he was content simply to l i e  there and watch 
the nurse move about.  But his young strength 
qu ick l y  asserted itse l f  and in a matter of 
hours he was demanding food and wanting 
to sit up. 

The chief of pol ice came i n  with the news
papers and cal led h i m  a hero. Rod l earned 
he had d i sabled both the cri m i nals ,  an d they 
had been captured. When the chief l eft , the 
n u rse told him Ci n,dy was wa i t ing. 

The hot anger was gone:, but Rod h ad no 
desire to d is lodge the icy resentment that 
gripped h im .  

"No, " he sa i d .  " I  don't  w a n t  t o  see her.  
Tel l  her I wasn't trying to p rove anyth i ng. l 

was j u st doing my joJ. " And it was his job. 
he thought, with a feel ing of sat isfaction. H e  
l i ked i t  a n d  he had proved h i s  right t o  be 
cal led a guard ian of the peopl e. 

Miss Digby came in .  " l  stayed u n t i l  you 
were strong enough, so I cou l d thank you for 
sav i ng my l i fe .  You did,  you know. They 
were p lanning to k i l l  me and ru n t he ca r into 
the Gul f . "  

Rod mubled someth i ng, too embarrassed t o  
speak coherently.  

" You have great courage, young man, but 
you're a lso a fool . . .  

Rod b l inked and stared a t  her. 
"There's a lovely girl ou t  there, ' '  she con. 

t i nued, "eating her heart out. She tol d  me 
she's been w rong and knows it. Now don't 
you be wrong too." 

Rod turned his face away . ' T m  sorry, M iss 
Digby. That's a personal matter. "  

"Fiddlesticks," she snorted .  
A fter she had gone and the hospital set. 

tled for the n ight, Rod had a moment of 
doubt. Perhaps he was letting his pride run 
away with him. Then he remembered Ci ndy's 
scathing statement, and resentment bubbled up 
all  over agai n  . . .  

The next day the chief came back. "Doc 
tel l s  me you're wel l enough for a l i tt le  cere. 
mony," he said.  "There are some people here 
who want to tell you how they fee l . "  

He signa l led t h e  nurse. I n  trooped a dozen 
sceond-grade chi ldren. Behind them, smi l i ng 



STOP-AN D-CO H EART 

shyly, but lovingly at Rod, was Cindy. 
Anger rose within him. He had refused 

to see Cindy and she'd tricked him. But was 
it anger that was making his pulses race so, 
or was it something else? 

In a soft voice, Cindy bcgan to read from 
a scro l l .  "On hehalf of the citizens of Co-
guina B.:.Lch and its ch i ldren . . .  your chosen 
profession . . .  devotion to duty . . .  outstand. 
ing courage . . .  " He didn't hear all the 
words because he was watching her face 
while his heart pounded wi ldly. • 

The ceremony . was finished and he shook 
hands w i t h  each of the awed, admiring chil
dren . Hesit .l l l t ly Cindy extended her hand ; tnd 
Rod he l d i t .  He looked at the youngsters 
dawdl ing near the door. 

· ·scram, " he said kindly. " Miss Ware and 
I have somdhing to talk over . . .  

He smiled sweetly a t  the chi ldren who stared 
in wonder. l i e waved to them as they left 
the room. Then he turned to look at Cindy 
with adoration. 

He pulled her down beside him. "I always 
said those kids weren 't  big enough to appre
ciate you." 

"Nor I you," Cindy said softly. ' ' I've been 
so wrong. Rod, but now I understand. You ' re 
proud of your work, and I 'm proud of you. 
I wouldn't want you to change, ever. Al
though. when they thought you might not l ive, 
1-1-" 

Her eyes welled with tears and she had to 
turn away while she dabbed them with her 
handkerchief. 

"Tel l  me," Rod asked, "did those occupa
tional tests tel l  you how I ' d  be as a husband?" 

"Perfect," she murmured, her voice trem
bling. "Absolutely perfect." 

She leaned down and kissed him tenderly, 
being careful not to press against his wound. 
Her warm, loving l ips set fire to him, and he 
fiercely pulled her to him. Suppose i t  did hurt 
his stomach. I t  hurt good, didn't it? c-+.9� 

M I DD LE 
AGED !  

Frequently Are Tired-Worn 
Out-Suffer Aches, Pains, 

Urinary Trouble and 
Loss of Vitality. 

These symptoms may be caused 
by Glandular Inflammation. The 
Kansas City Clinic has just pub
lished a new free booklet describing 
more lul l y  the s y m p t o m s  of 
Glandular diseases. Write for your 
FREE BOOKLET that tells about a 
mild treatment. It may save you 
years of suffering. Write today or 
come to: Address Desk P-6. 

7� �41N44 � �  
920 Oak St., Kansas City 6, Mo. 

Go'lll••ous,breoth•taklng Color Slidet 

� NEW�ii' female ligures. Potos dol iboratoly 
planned to rowal tho utmoat In beauty. 
You will be thrilled ot tho detail, c o l  or 
and clarity. 10 DIFFERENT 2 x 2 S l idot 
In each .... Mounted roacly lor proJoc• 
tor or vlowor. Order them a l l  a n d  
you'l l  have a treasure. 

Set of 10 Sl ides • • • • • • • S3.00 
2 Different Sets (2o SLIDES) 5.50 
4 DiHerent Seta (40 SLIDES) 10.00 

PREPAID /If I'I.AIN SEAJ.ID WIIAPPEII. NO C. O. O. t 
IIATIONAL, Oepl 1 8, Box 6, Sta. E, TOLEDO 9, OHIO 

R U PT U R E D? Get Relief This Proven Way 
Why try to worry along with trussea that gouge your 

flesh-press heavily on hips and spine--enlarge opening
fail to hold rupture t You need the Cluthe. No leg-strapa 
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real 
opening-follows every body movement with instant in4 
creased support in case of atrain. Cannot slip whether at 
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in bath. 
Send for amRzing FREE book. "Advice To Ruptured" and 
detail• of liberal truthful 60-day trial otter. Also endorse
ments from grateful users in your neighborhood. Write : 

CLUTHE SONS. Dept. 15, Bloomfield, New Jeroey 

E Y E G LASS E S  B Y  MAI L 
Now buy attractive creations in modern reading
magnifying or bifocal glasses for far or near from the 
oldest established U .S. firm offering this service ! 
Thousands of customers coast to coast! We fur
nish 14-lens sample card with many combi
nations ! 

as
a
l:w $1 95 

SEND NO MONEY! 30 DAYS TRIAL! 

1 1 3  



SECRET of SEX 
MALE SEX ORGAN$ 
FEMALE SEX ORGANS 
The SEXUAL EMBRACE 

1 .  Preparation 
2. Stimulation 
3. Technique 
4. Climax 

How Often SEX UNION 
Should be I 

CHAINED, TORTURED BY�� 
(�I) FEAR OF X �IJ 

' se.GNORANCE� 

COITUS INTERUPTIS 
SEXUAL IMPOTENCE 
VIRILITY REGAINED 
What to Allow a 

lave; To Do 
PROMISCUITY 
SEXUAL STARVATION 

I. Its Effects 
GANGER of PETTING 

..  EUGENICS & SEX HARMONY"-One of the 
Most Comprehensive Books on Sex & Health 

Instruction Ever Published 

ltEAD BY MORE JHAH V.t MILLION I 

It is incredible in this day and age why so mariy Men 
and Women-yes, even Husbands & Wives-are actually 
.. Shackled" by tortures of improper Sex Knowledge. 
Ar� wrong notions about �" chutinjl you out of Supr�m� MarrM.d 
Happiness? NOW-in prohahly th� lluA .. t boolr on Su (576 L.re� P•A�s) YOU GET ALL THE FACTS <XlOctly as written by a fa. 
mous doctor who has counselled thousands of single. �ngaged and 
married people on the subject of Sex R�lationsl 

OVER 1 00 
Illustrations 
576 PAGES 

Jf you ar� one of thou who find It embarrassina 
to visit your fami1y doctor for direct answrn to 
many �" Problems. you like many others will be 
amazed to find all the enlightening FACTS and 
ILLUSTRATIONS in ''Eugenics e. �a Har
mony". Even most intimate details areo written in 
plain. everyday words. 

DON'T be the SLAVE-BE THE MASTER of 
LOVE! Let this tremendous book show you the 
WM7 to a much bettu, more delightful Wedded 
�. Life. 

You won't find these same vital facts in any 
similar book. OVER 1 0 0  lLLUSTRATIONS. 
Study the partial contmto here. then ACT· AT ��---- ONCE-S�nd No Money, just M•il Coupon Now. 
Pay pootman $2.98 plus postage when Big Book 
arrives. GUARANTEED-Rud and test "Eu· 
aen� e. �. Harmony" for 7 days-if not com
pletely delighted in learning more about Happier 
MARITAL RELATIONS. your money is cheer

ABNORMAL EXCITATION 
MASTURBATION 
JRIAt. MARRIAGES 
J�e Girl Who Loses 

Her Honor 
BIRTH CONTROL 
PROSTITUTION 

fully refunded. 

S.fHII •• .. £vtenics & St1 MarMottY" IR plala 
wropper. I will pay postman SZ.91 . Pius post01e 
w�u ltoth ltoo•s ore delivered. I rls• nothlna
Satidactio" ouaranteed or I ntl)' return books •• 
7 deys for rtlufld of purchase 11rice. I a"' owtr 21.  

N A M E  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  
ADDRESS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

CITY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . STAT[ . . • •  ; · ·  I Ftrtito 1. APO •• C.O.O . ...... Ire-Send $3.50 I 0 Clleck �ero If 12.91 It eorlo .. d. Wt ltod 
pntpoll •If• ume Money-BM• GuaraotfO . ..J 

- - - - - - - - -- - -



I 'll Train YOU at Home in  Your Spare Hours for Big 

Pay Job · Your Own Business · Exceptional Opportunity in 

RADIO-TELEVISION 
ON New NO-OBLIGATION PLAN ! 

You Have NO MONTH LY 
PAY M E N T  CON TRACT 
to sign . • .  you pay for your training 
as you learn and earn . . .  ENROLL NOW! 
Be Ready in Little as 10 MONTHS ! 
Now you can get Into Radio-Television. today·s Ca.!-lt
(•st growing big mont'y OllPOrtunity tlcld. In month:'! 
ln�tt·ad or year�! :\ty complrtcly new " tHlC kagc unit" 
training tllan prct•are!i you to ftllal l ty u� a Radio

_ TI"Icvlsion Technician in a� short a t ime as 10 month:'�, 
or rvPn le-:o;� ! I orrer you m y  trai n ing with no monthly 
t•ayml'lll contract to sign-thus X O  R I S I< and NO 
O B L I G AT I O N !or you! This 1:.� A m rrica':-t t1nc�t. 
m o s t  m o d e r n  a n d  r e a l l y  n ra c t l c a l  t r :l i n l n � .  

Incl udes F :\ 1  . . l- H F Television ami all t h e  mo!it rrcen t devel
opnH'nt�. ;\ly training getr-! you ready to hand!£' any practical 
joh In th(• IJOOmin!.{ Rad io-Tele\'ision lndu:;try. Start yc.ur own 
protlta!Jie Radio-Telrvision SrrviCf' Shop . . . or ncccpt a Hue 
pa�·inJ.{ job. I have t rai ned h u ndred� o r  succe!'!�Cul Rad lo-T<'Lc
vision tt•chniclanH-and I can train you rcganli('!iH or tack or 
pn·viou:-� experience. i\Iail coupon and get all t he raets - F R E E: !  

VALUABLE EQUIPMENT INCLUDED WITH TRAINING 
i\tuch or your Bprarherry Training is actual con�truction, 
dem on�t r:ltiu n and ex perimen tatio n. You get pricclr�� pract ical 
exprrh• rH'(' tid:-� way. You huild thP 6 tubr Sprayberry Short 
Wave anti B roaclrast Training Radio Hf>cciver. the S prayhcrry 
Televbiun -"'l'l. rn ul ti-rn.m:e test meter. !'lig-nal generator . �ig:nal 
tracl'r. cn.thocl!' ray o.-;cilloscop!' and many othrr proJeCts. ,\II 
tlti� t·quiplnl'ltt i.-; your:-� to keep. You 1tav1· practical ly C'V('ry
t h i n g  you lll'(·d to s(·t up your own protitahl(' Hall io-T(·\<•vision 
shop . :\I! lessons n.nd books I semi you rPm a i n  your own pro perty .  

OUR 21st YEAR TRAINING MEN FOR RADIO-TELEVISION 
Earn Extra Money While You Learn 

All your S pray berry �(raining Is gi ven IN YO l ' R  0 \\' :-..J 1 10:\.l E 
d uring your rrec time. Kee1> on with your prPl'ient joh ami irtrumc 
wh ile learning Radio-Television. With each �prayiH•rry "Pack
age Trai ni ng Unit" I include money -ma k ing plans and sprcial 
" B w-lirwss B u ilders" tor spare time Radio-T<'I!'vision �ervicc 
jot>:-� . .l-o"ew T<'levision station!i opening t'v!'rywhf'rc OJ)en hiK 
ruon<'y opnortunity Cor mrn to install U H F  antennas - I tt•l l 
you h o w �  I r you !'XJWCL to hr in tlte Arm<'<l Force:-� later. t hrrt� 
Is no !Jetter prrparation t h a n Radio':'Televi!iion. Mail coupon 
below . .  get bCt!'l F R E E .  So ;:;ale.sman 1cill call. 

FREE T O  YOU 3 BIG RADIO
T E LEVI S I O N  B O O K S  

I invite you to  get all the facts-
1 want you to have A L L t h e  ract!-1-wltlt
out cost! Rw�h coupon Cor my th ree hiJ.{ 
Radio-Trlcvision book:i! "How to i\take 

i\1onf'y i n  Radio-TC'Ievb-lion" PLUH> my 
n e w  i l l u �t ratcd Trlevlslon B u l l e t i n  
PLU� a n  actual sam1•lc SJ>rayberry 
Lesson-ALL FREE. No obl igation amt 
no salesman will call. i\t lfU coupo n !  

SPRAYBERRY ACAD E M Y  OF RADIO 
Dept. 5 3 - F, 1 1 1  North Canal Street 

Chicago 6, Illinois 

SPRAYBERRY ACADEMY OF RADIO 

Dept. 53-F, l l l  N .  Canal St . .  Chicago 6, Ill. 

PJ(>ase rush to me all information on your 10-
l\'I O N T H  Rad io-T<•IC\' iSion Training Plan. I 
u n<l<·r�tand thi:-� doe:-� not ohiiJ.{fltc me :wet no 
salesman will call . I nclude � IJooks Jo' l l Jo: E  . 

. . . . Age . 

Zone . S tate .  

0 Are you Expcrlcnc{'d'� 0 N o  Ex twricnce 
·----------------------� 



T H E  STO RY OF A M E R ICA 
I N  PICT U R ES 

472 big pages, nearly 500 
vivid pictures with exciting 
text, spread the whole 
thrilling story or America 
bt.'forc your eyes-from its 
earliest bcR"innings right 
through W o r l d  War II, 
Korea and President Eisen
hower. Pub. $7.50 

K I SS ME A G A IN, 
ST RANG E R  

Daphne du Maurler 
Latest hit by the author of 
Rebecca and My Cousin 
Rachel. 8 thrilling and un
usual stories packed with 
dr·ama and action. ''Filled 
with savage imagery."
St. Louis Post-D i s p a t c h .  
''1\founting s u s p e n s e .••
Washington Post. Pub. $3.50 

Bridges & Baker 
252 Illustrations, 100 
In vibrant full color! 
Introduction by Roy 
Chapman A n d r e w s . 
Callccl the most beau
tifully illustrated wild 
anlmnl book ever pub· 
llshed! F a s c i n a t i n g  

reading. Huge 
7 1/2" X fl 3/4"• 
Pub. $3.95 

THE D E V IL'S 
LA U G H T E R  

Frank Yerby 
Fiery story or Jean-Paul 
Marin and the tnwny
haircd beauty he ador·cd, 
in a " orld mad with the 
wanton cxf"itemcnt of the 
Fr-ench Revolution! New
est hit by the authcw or 
Saracen Blade. Pub. $3.50 

OUTLINE OF H ISTORY 
H .  G .  Wells 

New, enlarged, up t o  date 
e d i t i o n .  Over· 1.300 
pages! The whole excit
Ing story of mankind fl·om 
c<�rliest times to our own 
day. 200 maps and lllu'S· 
trations. One of the most 
acclaimed books of the 
20th Century, Pub. ed. 
$3.49 

Huge 9%" x 1 2 1/4"1 
Br·and-new! C o v e r  a U.S . .  all foreign coun
tri<.'S! 90 up to date 
nl<lPS, 32 full color, 
full p a g e !  Lat.cst 
boundaries, p o Jl u I a .  
tlon figures, etc. 1 5 4  
photos, plus 94 pages 
or valuable facts on 
the world's peoples, 
lndustr·ies, customs. 

WILD AN IM�r rfiB 
���:.�:: 

- - - - - - - - - - 
MAIL THIS  COUPON 

.. WHY WE OFFER THIS HUGE BARGAIN f 
Doubleday Dol lar Book Club, Dept. 2PFG, Garden City, New York 1 

Plf'use f'fii'Oll me as a Dollar Book Club memher. Send me at once 
the ;� books clleC'ked bf'Iow-and bill me O�LY $1 FOU ALL 3. plus 1 
few Cf'nts shipping cost : 

0 The Devil's Laughter 0 The Silver Chalice 
0 Kiss Me Again, Stranger 0 Story of America in Pictures 1 0 The Outline of H istory 0 Wild A n imals of the World 

0 Hammond-Doubleday World Atlas & Gazetteer 

Also send me my first issue of "The llulletin," telling about the 1 
new fGJ·thcoming $1* bargain book selections and other bargains 
for members. I may notify you in advance if I do not wish the following 
months' selections. The purchase of books is entirely \'Oluntary on I nn- part. I do not have to accept a book every month-only six & 
yt"ar. I pay nothing except $1 for each selection I accept, ulus a 
ft'w rents shipping C'OSt. (unless I choose an extra-value selection. ) I NO- R ISK G U A RANT E E :  If not delighted. return all 3 

books in 7 days and this membership will be cancelled. 

��;. - - . . - . . . . . - . . . - . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . -��P:i�� I 
M� I Address 

City 6-
Zone . . . • • . • • • • • • •  , • • • • • • •  , • • • . . •  State • • •  , . ,  • •  , , ,  I 

WE will send you any 3 of these big-value books for 
only $ 1 -as a big introc.luctory sample of the fasci

nating reading and big savings offered by the Dollar 
Book Club. As a member, you may continue to buy 
brand-new best-sellers by top authors-the very same 
books costing up to $3.95 in publishers' editions-for 
only $ 1 .  Nearly a million families now enjoy this 
money-saving service! 

Membership requires no dues of any kind. You do 
not even have to take a book every month; you may 
buy as few as six bOoks a year. 

Accept This Offer Now! When you mail the coupon, 
you will be oent ANY 3 BOOKS YOU CHOOSE 
FROM THIS PAGE FOR ONLY $ 1 , plus few cents 
postage. Two books are your gift for joining, and one 
is your first selection. Thereafter, you will receive 
regularly the Club's Bulletin, describing the forthcom
ing $1 selections, also occasional extra-value books up 
to $ 1 . 49. But you buy only the books you want. 

Send No Money ! When you see your introductory 
Three-Book package-and think of the book bargains 
you will continue to be offered by the Club-you will 
be deHghted to have become a member. If not, return 
all books in 7 days and your membership will be can
celled, without further obligation. Mail the coupon now! 

Doubleday Dollor Book Club, Garden City, N. Y. 




