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LOVE 
STORY 
NOTES 

THEY call her "Illusive Marianne" be
cause with practically every train and 
hoat wh istle, she has a way of disap

Jlearing. Where ? Oh. we'll talk about 
that some other time. Anyway, Mari· 
anne Barrell did land once at the South 
Sea hlaruJ,., and that exquisite Tahitian 
runt:lllcc, " Ne ver, Never Change," in next 
week':> i;;sue-, reflects her rapt wonder at 
its beauty. She has to grin , too, at the 
reAeetion of what the South Sea Islands 
once did to her. They inspired her to 
write her first book, a murder my::�tery. 
Though it'3 nothing to grin about, con
sidering that she killed her vilhin twice, 
choked him for good measu re and, to 
con fu�e the detectives, had him guillo
tined. Right now, Marianne's safely 
ensconced in a sweet little house in Santa 
Monica. with a .sweet little- garden and a 
very di;;tinguishe-d cal named Mr. M. C., 
whose temperament can match a prima 
donna's or a writer';; any day. The im
portant thing to remember about Mari
anne i5 that she believes in love-and be
lieves in writing about it! We'll tell you 
more about her in an early issue ! 

FASHIONS: Suits are definitely news 
this spring. We've seen so many suits 
at the numerous fashion shows we've 
been allending that if we suddenly awake 
in the night and see a suit prancing along 
the foot of the bed we won't be surprised. 
We'll know they're "hauntin'" us. How
ever. being fond of comfortahle sports 
clothes, we liked \'ery much the plaid 

s 

wool suit worn by Miss Joan Ranks, 
lovely actress of the National Broadcast
ing Company, when we lunched with her 
the other day. Our heroine of "Love of 
Him" is wearing a copy of the suit this 
week and looks very smart (see page 21). 
I;s bias pleated skirt and voung turned
down collar are typical of the work being 
shown by the American designers who 
r�alize the value of the all-season suit and 
know that when a woman huys a suit 
these days it is worn all year round, iu
stead of j ust a short season. The pre
dominating colors in the plaid were slat.:)· 
blue and dark red and the off-the-face hat 
that the smart young actress wore picked 
up the two colors. Her hag, glove:> and 
shoes were of brown suede. The shoul
ders of the j acket were square and 
padded. Though we" ve heard lots of talk 
and seen models wearing suits with 
"fluid" shoulders we wou der how the 
a\'erage womau is going to like them. 
Frankly, we don't care for them and we 
heartily approve the stand taken by Mrs. 
Sophie Gimbel, star designer of Sak.t
Fifth Avenue-shoulder� need not square 
off like a football player's; however, 
neither need they sag and droop. We 
hope the dei'igners and manufacturers 
will reach a happy medium 'cause we 
like padded shoulders. 



muiNtlli" Laura Alston Brown 
w�ll-iii.W11 ttuth1rity 1n lrv1 111111 marriort 

DOES a girl's popularity really suffer 
when she objects to petting? Can't 
girls be ideal pals, have lots of fun 

and be friendly with men, without giving 
the impression they can be made love to 
by any man who comes along? 

So many girls write to me complain· 
ing that in order to have dates they are 
forced to allow boys to make love to 
th·em. And that, i� the end, it doesn't 
mean anything, anyway, because after a 
few dates the boys lose interest. Per· 
haps petting cannot be entirely discour· 
aged. But there certainly is a great dif� 
ference between superficial love-making 
and kissing, and the deep, lasting affec· 
lion that exists between two p eople who 
really love each other. And what some 
young people appear .to forget is that 
emotions are not easily controlled, and 
therefore cannot always be taken lightly. 

In the following letter Billie points out 
that a girl can have all the good times 
she wants by being sensible, and that the 
kind of popularity a girl wins by her 
lesser qualities is usually short-lived. 

DEAR MRs. BROWN: After reading 
several letters from girls who say they 
have to pet or go dateless, I think they 
would have a Letter chance to keep boys 
interested if they didn"t pet. That is, if 

the boys are worth '' hile and not the 
type who are out for what they can get. 

I'm eighteen and quite popular, though 
l don't drink, smoke or pet. Once in a 
while I let boys I like kiss me. I used 
to pet when I first started dating, but 
the boys soon found other girls. l 
couldn't imagine w hy, until I decided I'd 
cut out petting. 

Now when I'm out on a date I do my 
best to keep the conversation going either 
by encouraging the boy to talk, or by 
talking abo.ut the boys and girls we know 
in general. Believe me, it helps to keep 
a boy's mind off petting. 

I'm not particularly good-looking, but 
J try to be j olly and good-natmed. I 
don't always hit it off with every boy, 
but that doesn't worry me. What I want 
to say is that I have proved to myself a 
girl can have good times without letting 
every boy she dates pet her. 

I think that a girl can alwa�·s refu�e 
in a nice way to kiss a bov, and that it's 
up lo the girl whether or not  Lhe question 
of love-making comes u p. I like to stautl 
up for other girls, but they often do such 
silly things like drinking. smoking, and 
acting wild to make the boys notice 
them. 

Some of the things girls shonlcl avoiJ 
(Continued on page 120) 
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OF HIM 
by Russe l l  M. Coryell 



LOVE OF HIM 

LuerA MoRELAND's heart was hammer
ing w ith panic as she approached the 
wide doorway to the Ritz dining room. 

It wa-> months since she bad been there. 
The la;;t time had be�n with her. father. 
Her throat tightened at the memory. 
Then her chin lifted a little higher, rein
forcing her courage. She managed a 
quick, friendly smile for the headwa.it�r, 
who was skpping forward S(o eagerly. 

"Good C\'ening, Miss Moreland." 
"Hello, Pierre." She was grateful for 

the �·:tlllinenegs of his greeti ug. Pmc
tieally everybody in her own set either 
cut her dead or looked at her with piiy 
in th�ir ey es and false cheerfulness in 
tltt"ir voices. 

"It i::� a long time that we don't sec 
you, Mi"s Moreland. You are alone?" 

He started to lead the way into the dining 
room. but Lucia slopped him, speaking 
swiftly, and by rote, the phrases she had 
previously determined on. 

"You needn't bother to go in with me. 
Pierre. I'm joining someone." Her eyes 
were sweeping the room, going from 
table to table, her heart hammering. 
Many former friends had noticed her al
ready, &he saw, and their glances went 
through and bey ond her with no. sign of 
recognition. She was wondering whether 
she could go through \\ ith this after all 
when her glance encountered a man's 
ste:tdy, dark eye:>, and again her chin 
went up. "He's just over here, Pierre. 
Please! I prefer to go alone." This lai!l 
was very low and very firm. Then, with 
panic high up in her throat, she starte(l 

Jo'or J.u!l�ia lUorelaad fhe word 

('('love�' had oaly oae meauiag. 

� 
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l()ward the table occupied by the man 
with !!teady, dark eyes. 

No one could have guessed, however, 
that Lucia wasn't entirely at ease. She 
moved with the quiet poise of genera· 
lions of aristocrats. But her mouth was 
dry and her throat was tight. The man's 
dark eyes were so striking in that pale 
face. As she reached his table and 
slopped, smiling down at him, he got to 
his feet. She sensed his height and his 
fine carriage way hack in her brain some· 
where, but the rest of her mind was in 
tumult, ashamed, yet grimly determined. 

"Please ask me to sit down," she said 
in a low, shaken voice. She smiled at 
him, hut her lips were trembling, and 
her eyes were big with desperate plead
ing. It was more of a gasp than any· 
thing else. And her heart was clutching 
as she stood there, conscious of all the 
unfriendly eyes that were observing 
them, while she saw surprise leap into 
the man's dark eyes. She could almost 
read his thoughts: Surprise, reserve
and then sudden decision. The pallid 
face broke into a quick smile of wel
come. Those who were watching 
couldn't guess that he hadn't the faintest 
idea who this breath·takingly beautiful 
girl was, and that he was simply respond
ing to the desperate appeal in her young, 
frightened eyes. 

· 

He held her chair and pushed it lightly 
under her. Then took his place opposite 
her. He saw how pale she had gone 
undPr her rouge. He saw the faint 
quiver in the smiling lips. He saw the 
relief and the gratitude and the courage 
in the earnest face. 

"Thank you." She caught a quick 
brP.:ath. She met his searching look 
!!teadily. "I'm not an adventuress," she 
said. 

. ';I can see that," he answered quietly. 
And his smile was very nice. It had a 
somewhat wan, tired, hut very sweet 
quality. Lucia knew instantly that he 
wasn't well. 

"I'd like to explain why I haYe tlone 
this." 

"I can't deny that I'm curiom," he 
said, and the pale face lighted up 
warmly. The brown eyes studied her, 
smiling. 

"Well"-she bit her lip-"1 saw you 
from the door. You were alone and 
• • •  and you looked- Well, you looked 
n ice." 

"I was thinking practically the �ame 
thing about you," he said, and howetl. 
"I'm flattered." His eyes were search
ing, questioning hers, but they looked 
entirely trusting. That made it ea�ier 
to go on. 

"I haven't eaten anything toda�'," 
Lucia said. "And I'm hungry ." She 
was looking him squarely in the eyeE and 
speaking swiftly, trying to get it O\'er 
with. Trying to be blunt and frank. 
"I'm dead broke. Haven't a cent. I 
know I look as if I ought to have money. 
I mean my clothes are nice," she �aitl 
hastily. "But they're not mine. I'm just 
modeling them. Georges Lointain leis 
me wear them because he thinks it's good 
business. He doesn't have me model in 
his shop any more, however, becam�·'
she lifted her chin in that gesture that 
indicated determination to go on in spite 
of everything-"instead of bringing him 
trade, I was causing him to lose it. My 
friends were going somewhere el�e on 
account of me." 

"Wait a minute." His \·oice was 
quiet. He looked serious, but tl1ere 
wasn't any of that hardening that �he 
had been afraid of. "You're going a 
little too fast for me. Let's get it �lraight. 
Do I understand that you are really hun
gry? That you haven't eaten anything 
all day?" 

"Yes." She caught her lower lip he
tween her teeth because it had started to 
tremble. "I know it sounds funny, hut 

" She stopped because he had ma•le 
a motion to Pierre, and Pierre was corn
ing. So was the regular waiter. In a 
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moment they were both there. And the 
man 11 as speaking to Pierre . 

.. What have you that is nice enough 
to tempt a jaded appetite?" He looked 
at Lucia as if to indicate that he had had 
the greatest difficulty to persuade her to 
eat at all. «you 'II have a cocktail first, 
of course." 

"No, please." She looked at Pierre. 
"Some soup. Then steak. And vege
tables." 

"Yes, Miss Moreland. I know. I 
kuow exactly:' 

«Aud you"ll delay my order until Miss 
Moreland's is ready." He said her name 
as �moothly as if he had known it for 
years. 

l�ierre and the other waiter moved off. 
"Thank you," Lucia said very low. She 

looked iuto his eyes and tried to smile. 
She !;,new how many people were watch
iug her. ":\ow you know who I am," she 
said. 

"I know you are Miss Moreland," he 
answered. 

"I'm Lucia Moreland." Then, because 
she could see that the name didn't mean 
any thing special to him: "Richard 
l\1oreland w as my father." 

He nodded, but still he didn't seem to 
get the full significance. 

'·My name is Elliott-Webster Elliott," 
he said. "l\'ow tell me how a girl like 
)'OU happens to he broke and hungry." 

"Are you being very polite, Mr . .Elliott, 
or doesn"t my father's name mean any
thing to you·�" 

"I've heen in a sanitarium for the past 
six months, and for eight years previous 
to that I was in India. I'm sorry if I 
ought to know who Richard Moreland 
. �' IS. 

"He cnmmitted suicide about three 
m•.JIIths ago," Lucia said. "There was a 
great deal of unpleasant publicity. Father 
had been very prominent socially and 
financially, but after his death we found 
he was absolutely penniless. In tryir!g 
to save some had in\'estments he had lost 

everything. And lost several millions of 
other people's money, too. They said he 
had misappropriated it and would have 
gone to prison if he hadn't killed him
self." 

"Oh!" It was short, expressing under
standing, surprise, and polite disclaimer 
of further curiosity. His eyes were still 
quietly searching. 

"I know, of course, that dad was never 
di!>honest in his life." Lucia's clear, blue 
eyes met Webster Elliott's steadily. "And 
the people whose money he lost wouldn"t 
have thought it dishonest, either, if he 
had earned money for them instead of 
losing it." 

Elliott nodded. 
"You had nothing at all left?" he 

asked. 
"No. E\'erything-everything was 

gone. Mother's and my money as well. 
And since then I've marle a failure at 
earning a living," she said. "At first I 
thought I could sing in a night club. But 
there is a big difference between a voice 
that your friends like and a voice that 
the public will like. I tried the movie3. 
They gave me ·a test and dropped me. 
I tried modeling clothes." She drew a 
slow, tight breath and tried to smile. 
"To!]ight I just got desperate. I had to 
have food, and I had to have money. I 
couldn't beg on the street"-she gave a 
little gasping laugh and then bit her shak
ing lower lip-"so I came in here. If I 
had gone into a cheaper place, I would 
have met cheaper people. And these 
clothes would have been out of place. I 
came with the intention of being very 
humble and asking help from some nf 
the people who used to be friends. l 
didn't deliberately pick on a complete 
stranger. I just lost my nerve when 

when the. others cut me dead, and 
then I saw you. You were looking at 
me. You looked nice-" 

"I'm glad I happened to look nice."' 
He smiled wanly. "And you don't nee..-1 
to say any more. I've been hungry my
self at various times in my life." 



12 STREET & SMITH'S LOVE STORY MAGAZINE 

"You're being perfectly grand about 
this." Lucia's voice nearly broke. 

"No, I don't think so. It's lots more 
fun to eat in comp.any." He smiled at 
her. "You'd better have a roll while 
you're waiting," he said. "You look 
faint." 

"I've hardly been able to keep my 
hands off them," Lucia admitted. "They 
look so good!" Her fingers trembled as 
she broke off a crisp piece of crust and 
put a dab of butter .on it. "And smell 
so good." She put it in her' mouth and 
she thought no food had ever tasted so 
delicious. "I never knew just plain 
bread and butter could be so sweet!" she 
said. 

Webster Elliott watched her and she 
thought how kind his eyes were. And 
how large in that pale face! He was so 
thin, too! Slie wondered what he ha.d 
been doing in India for eight years, 
whether he had got sick while there. 

Their food came, and they were eating. 
Food tasted so good! Her spirits rose. 
Her courage came back. She didn't feel 
so desperate. And yet the worst of her 
ordeal was still ahead of her: Asking 
him for money. She must have money. 
Enough money so that she could know 
her mother would eat for a week at least. 
And during that week she would put her 
pride behind her and go to 'Monty. She 
would ask him for a thousand dollars. 
With a thousand dollars she and her 
m'other could live while she was taking 
a secretarial course. There were always 
jobs for secretaries. 

She knew she ought to have married 
Monty in spite of her father's suicide. 
She had been oversensitive. She should 
have had more faith- in him and his love. 
But the disgrace had shaken her. She 
had loved Monty too much to be willing 
to risk going through with the wedding,
if there was even a ch,ance that he was 
doing it through pity. But she should 
have known that Monty wasn't afraid of 
what others thought. He had loved her. 
She was sure of that now. Now that it 

was too late. Her mother had been 
wrong and still was. Monty hadn't 
jumped at the chance to squirm out of 
the marriage. And if he had married 
Joyce so quickly-well, it was because 
Joyce had caught him on the rebound, 
while he was hurt. It wasn't because 
Joyce was rich, as her mother said. 
Monty was no cad. He had really loved 
her. He still loved her-Lucia's heart 
clutched. She bit her lip. Her eyes 
stung. 

"Your thoughts are very far away," 
came Webster Elliott's voice. 

"Yes." She caught her breath. "With 
my mother." Then she sat looking at 
him. Her heart was beginning to beat 
with panic again. This was her chance 
to tell him about her mother. To ask 
for money. A little chill went over her. 
She hated to ask him for money now. 
He had been so nice about everything 
else. This was going to cheapen her. 
Well- She had to ask him. "I was 
rliinking of mother," she said. "Back in 
our room .. Mother is hungry, too. And 
she's waiting for me to come home. Wait
ing to see whether I'll bring her the usual 
bottle of milk and the loaf of rye bread." 
She faltered, smiled a little harshly. She 
had to smile like that or her lips would 
start trembling. "Yes," she went on, 
"you see, Mr. EUiott, I'm panhandling 
after all. I've got my dinner out of you. 
And now I want something for mother. 
Can you give me ten dollars?" She 
flushed to her temples and then went 
deathly pale. But her eyes didn't waver 
under his. 

"Don't feel like that!" he said very 
low. "I don't think you're panhandling. 
And I don:t think I'm being worked. 
Nobody can look at you, Miss Moreland, 
and not know that you're sincere. And 
it's never anything to be ashamed of to 
ask for food, either for yourself or any· 
body else who needs it. Everybody has 
a right to live." The pale face lighted 
up. "Of 9ourse I can let you have ten 
dollars." 
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Lucia had kept a tight, stiff face. But 
suddenly it broke now. There came a 
blur of tears and her mouth began to 
quiver. Her throat was all tied up in a 
knot. His voice had been so kind! 

She put her napkin swiftly to her 
mouth, pressing it tight. How awful if 
she broke out crying! If she made a 
noise! If people saw her! 

Presently she could take the .napkin 
down. She could force a shaky smile. 
Her chest was still tight with suppressed 
sobs. But perhaps people imagined she 
had been coughing. She did cough . a 
little, as if water had gone down the 
wrong way. And she put the n_apkin to 
her lips again. 

"Could we take your mother out some· 
where?" Elliott was asking. 

''No, thank you. No, mother would 
much rather not. She doesn't go_ out 
much any more. She's not very well, as 
a matter of fact. And she's on a limited 
diet. ·Milk, butter and bread made of 
anything but wheat. And fruits." 

''We'll prepare -a basket," he said. "' 
I ? " "And have you; yourself, had p �nty . 

His eyes were searching hers with that 
nice, grave expression. 

Then they were getting up together 
and she .was conscious again of how tall 
he was. But terribly thin. He must have 
been very handsome once. 

Monty and Joyce passed them as they 
were going out the door. Joyce pre· 
tended not to see her. Monty �owed 
slightly. Her heart caught and then her 
chin went up. Monty couldn't do more 
than that when Joyce cut her dead. 

"There's a very nice fruit shop in the 
arcade," Mr. Elliott was saying. "We'll 
go there first." She wondered whether 
he had noticed how Joyce had cut her. 

"You shouldn't be doing this, Mr. 
Elliott. Ought you really be walking at 
all? I mean . . . you said-" 

"I'm not supposed to do too much." 
He gave a little laugh. "Doctors like to 
keep you sick as long as they can. It 

pays. It ought to be · the other_ way 
around, like in China. You pay.the doc
tor to keep you well. When you get sick, 
he has to pay until you're well again. 

_Good system." 
She wanted to ask him what his trouble 

had been. But it seemed a delicate ques
tion. When 1f man is in a sanitarium for 
six months, and when he is so pale and 
so thin, with such big, wan eyes- She 
hadn't heard_him cough, however. 

"Do you really believe in this health
insurance plan that the .doctors have. been 
fi,.hting so hard?" She tried to. make 0 

"£ her voice_ light and brittle. Just as 1 
she were making polite conversation. 
But she was noticing the little flush that 
had come to the pallid cheeks. The 
brightness of the dark eyes. She was 
sure there was a £eyer there. 

She scarcely heard his answer. She 
scarcely knew what sh':), herself, con
tinued to say. She was th-inking of that 
very kind, patient look· in his big dark 
eyes. Eyes that perhaps had looked on 
death, that perhaps could see it· now, 
standing in the background, waiting. 

It was after she had got in the taxi 
with him ·and they were oil their way to 
the cheap little room in East Seventieth 
Street that she heard him say: 

"What are you going to do tomor
row?" And then he chuckled as her eyes 
went wide. "That did sound like a pos
sible date in prospect, didn't it? I mean 
what are you going to do every day from 
now on? Have you any real hope of 
making good with your modeling 
clothes?" 

"No. Not really." She sat silent, 
looking ahead. "What I really ought to 
do is study shorthand and typing. There 
are always jobs for secretaries. And I 
would make it my business to be a good 
one." 

"Yes," he s�id. And he sat silent, too. 
After a time he gave a funny, grim 
lauo-h. "I don't know how long it takes 0 

- " h to become an efficient stenographer, e 
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said. "But I'm going to make another 
suggestion. Try to understand it in the 
spirit in which it is given." 

"Why, yes, of course ! "  She looked at 
him doubtfully. His mouth was grim 
and tight. His eyes were steady, but em
barrassed. 

"This is probably going to be the 
strangest proposal of marriage that any 
girl ever received." 

"Oh ! "  Lucia gulped. Then she sat 
breathing very fast. Her heart was beat
ing swiftly. They j ust sat looking at each 
other. 

"I think I know how you feel," he said. 
"It's a good deal of a shock. But there 
are business angles to it. In the first 
place, I don't think I'm mistaken in be
lieving lhat you are a girl much above 
the average. You naturally don't know 
anything about me. However, there's 
nothing much to know. I'm an orphan. 
No relatives. V. ery few friends." He 
looked at her quietly and again she got 
that·definite -impression of genuine nice
ness. 

"I'm not shocked," she said. "And I 
appreciate your asking me, but-" 

"Wait a minute, Miss Moreland. Don't 
refuse until I've told you everything. I 
said there were business angles to this. 
I'll be making an investment and you'll 
be making an investment. Your invest
ment will net you over half a million dol
lars. I will deposit it with your bank, 
and le� your lawyers draw up the papers," 
he said gravely. 

Lucia caught her breath. A half mil
lion dollars right now would be a miracle. 
It would lift her mother out of misery. 
She could have a lovely place in the 
country, a nurse and a doctor's care. 
Perhaps get well. But even as she was 
thinking of that she was instinctively 
shaking her head. Marriage to her had 
always meant the most beautiful moment 
in a woman's life. She could never go 
into it as a cold business proposition, 
cheapening herself. 

"Thank you," she said, her voice low. 
"But I just couldn't." 

"I haven't finished yet," he said with 
slow earnestness., "I haven't explained 
why I am making such an offer. It's not 
because I think you are a beautiful girl 
and I'm sorry for you. I do like �nd 
admire you, what I've · seen,'' he added 
quickly, "but I'm offering you marriage 
for • • •  for another reason." 

"What other reason? "  Lucia looked 
into his dark, grave eres and tried to read 
what was behind them. They seemed 
utterly frank and yet there was so much 
way deep in his soul that she couldn't 
fathom. 

"Well," he said slowly, as if weighing 
each word, "suppose I tell you that I, 
have a serious heart condition and know 
that I can't live very much longer. Yet 
I want an heir to carry on the Elliott 
name and to enj oy the money I have 

. worked hard to earn." 
"Oh ! "  Something happened inside 

Lucia when h� said that. She didn't 
know exactly why, but it seemed to 
change everything. It changed the offer 
from charity to...:.....to something else. 
Something in his expression as he had 
looked at her had made it seem quite 
different. The desire for a son, she 
thought, was really the basis of marriage. 
Love was j ust the means by which nature 

· helped men and women find each other. 
And this man perhaps didn't have time 
to wait till he fell in love. ·Perhaps death 
stood closer to him than she knew. Per
haps that was why he · had given that 
funny grim laugh a few moments ago. 
He knew he must act quickly if he wanted 
to leave an heir behind him. She felt 
quick sympathy go out to him. Her 
throat tightened a little as she met his 
eyes. 

"I see, Mr. Elliott," she said softly. 
"And I understand." 

Outside the taxi, traffic was rushing 
by. Horns honking. People crowding 
the sidewalks. The teeming life of New 



"Please ask me to sit 
down," L ucia said in a low, 
shaken voice. She smiled 
at him, but her lips were 
t"rembling and her eyes 
were big with desperate 

pleading. 
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York. But Lucia was conscious only of 
the man beside her. 

"To keep it very businesslike," he said, 
"I suppose I should stipulate that you 
will receive two hundred and fifty thou
sand dollars the moment you become my 
wife ; and that you will receive another 

"two hundred and fifty thousand when a 
son is born. At my death, you would be 
my heir, of course, you and my son." 

Lucia bit her lip. Her heart was beat
ing painfully. She hated to ask him, but 
it was better to be entirely frank. 

"Mr. Elliott-" She broke off, look
ing distressed. "Mr. Elliott, maybe I'm 
going to hurt you." 

"It's all right," he said quietly. "What 
is it?" 

"It's • . .  it's- I mean-you say 
you are quite ill and may not live long, 
and-" 

"I see," he interrupted. He spoke very 
quietly. "Well, I don't know of co.urse 
how long I may live. I can't guarantee 
to. die at any stated time." 

"Oh, I didn't mean that!" Lucia 
wailed. "Oh, please! " 

"We're being perfectly frank," Elliott 
interposed. "There's no reason why you 
shouldn't mean that. A short-term in
vestment with quick returns is certainly 
a better one than a long term." 

"All right." Lucia bit her lip and sat 
very still. "I really didn't mean that, 
but"-she looked him squarely in the 
eyes-"we'll look at it that way, too. 
We'll be strictly businesslike. But what 
I really ineant was that ·I understand 
your wanting a son. And it makes a 
difference to me. It isn't like receiving 
charity. It doesn't cheapen me in the 
same way. Do you know what I mean?" 

''Yes." 
"And I don't want you to think I'm 

. .  I'm just waiting for you to die. I'd 
rather get out of the cab right now and 
never see you again." Her voice broke 
slightly. 

"Don't worry," he said quickly. "I've 
known you only a short time, but in that 

short time I've learned more about your 
honesty and fineness than some men 
learn in a lifetime about a woman. I 
wouldn't hav� made you this very abrupt 
offer if I didn't know that I'm not making 
a mistake in you. And I want very much 
to have you accept i1." 

There was a tight silence between them. 
She. knew he was waiting for her answer. 
And she couldn't give it. It unnerved 
her to think of him as dying soon, know
ing he was going to. She admired his 
courage. She admired his quiet, down
right honesty. She knew what it would 
mean to her mother to have money again. 
But the thought of a cold-blooded mar-
riage! 

· 

There came rushing over Lucia the 
memory of Monty. A love that had had 
fire and thrills and glamour. Then this 
cold financial proposition by contrast. 

"Will you l!!t me think about it?" she 
asked. "Neither of us ouglit to rush into 
this without taking time to consider." 

"I should want you to think . about it, 
of cours�," he said. 

Lucia thought about it  every second 
after they had walked up the two flights 
of not-too-clean stairs to the small room 
she and her mother shared. She watched 
him and her mother together. She studied 
him, noticing his manner with her 
mother. Noticing her mother's reactions 
to him. She was thinking how different 
he was from the men she had known. 
How different his manner and his con
versation. He had no small talk or social 
patter. Everything he did or said was 
sincere. Nothing was superficial. He 
was frank ancl. ' simple, yet she knew there 
were depths that she hadn't fathomed. 
A profound and inscrutable reticence. 

When he was gone, and she and her 
mother were alone, her mother's eyes 
looking up at her searchingly from the 
bed, Lucia said : 

"Mother, would you think I was crazy 
if I told you I was going to marry Mr. 
Elliott?" 

"No," her mother answered. She lay 
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looking up at Lucia thoughtfully. "He 
is very much in love with you," she said. 

"Oh; no ! "  Lucia shook her head 
soberly. "There is no question of love 
or any sentiment, mother. It';; a straight 
business proposition. He wants an heir 
to carry on his name. And I think"-she 
looked off into space-"! think I'm will
ing to give · it to him." Her lips tight
ened. "Do you think that is terrible? "  

"You're .doing this· for me, o f  course," 
her mother said quietly. 

"Only partly, mother. It's mostly for 
myself. And a little bit for him, in a 
way. He's so nice. And so brave." 
There was no use explaining quite how 
awful the last months had been and what 
a relief it would be to have money and 

_security again. No reasou for telling her 
mother how it had hurt tonight to see 
Monty and Joyce together, cut dead by 
one and only furtively acknowledged by 
the other. No use to explain that no 
man could ever again mean to her what 
Monty had. No marriage could ever 
thrill her now. "He hasn't very long to 
Ii,·e, mother." 

"Oh ! "  
"And I'm trying to think of the future 

in a perfectly cold-blooded way. I mean 
what it will be if we go on as we are 
now. I've been deciding to borrow some 
money from Monty, a thousand dollars, 
·maybe. I can study to_ be a secretary. I 
can get a job and make myself valuable 
to some business executive. I can work 
for him eight hours a day and make 
enough for us to live on. And if I work 
real hard," she said grimly, "and cater 
to him I can probably keep my j ob for 
ten, fifteen, maybe twenty years. And 
what will I have at the end of that time, 
after I've given him the best years of my 
life? I'll have gray hairs and the j itters." 
She pulled Georges Lointain's lovely 
gown off over her head and hung it care
fully in the closet. Then she sat down 
and began drawing off her stockings. 
"No. If I'm going to give my life to a 
man for the money I can make, I may 

as well he his wife, with a financial in
terest in the business." 

· "I've never heard you talk like that 
before, · Lucia." 

"I never have. I never even thought 
that way before. I guess I never did any 
serious thinking until recently. I didn't 
have to. All I had to do was live 
through each day as it came along and 
try to have as much fun as possible. That 
seems to be all any of our crowd did." 
She got up and went to the washbowl. 
She washed her stockings and her silk 
underthings and put them up · to dry. 
"Maybe tomorrow morning I'll see this 
whole thing differently," she said as she 
put the light out and slipped into bed. 
"Maybe Mr. Elliott will have changed his 
mind, too." 

II .  

Morning, however, found Lucia very 
clear-headed. Calmly and cold-bloodedly 
she considered the marriage . with Web
ster Elliott from every angle. It seemed 
to her she had nothing to lose. Except, 
of course, the beautiful dream· she had 
always had of a breathless wedding -day. 
And there was much to gain. 

At ten o'clock Elliott came. He was 
quiet and grave, he looked very pale and 
tired, but his mind was unchanged. :By 
twelve o'clock they had agteed ·upon a 
quiet civil wedding just as soon as the 
necessary .arrangements had been made 
and the requited three days' wait had 
been complied with. 

Lucia wanted a quiet wedding with no 
publicity, but she had forgotten the- new� 
value of the Moreland name. Forgotten 
that license clerks are weU taken care of 
by newspapers for keeping them posted 
when well-known people apply for a mar
riage license. 

The very evening after she and Elliott 
went to the bureau every paper in New 
·.York carried a piece about Lucia Mo·re
land, daughter of Richard Moreland. 
And it raked up all the old scandal. They 
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published pictures of her entitled : "At 
the height of her career as glamour girl." 
They published others of her entitled : 
"Lucia tried to capitalize on her beauty 
and former social position to get into 
the movies." They published pictures of 
her and Monty together : "Before her 
father's suicide she was engaged to the 
very eligible Monty Mathews, who 
promptly married wealthy Joyce William
son." And another : "Miss Moreland 
and her mother have dropped completely 
out of social life and their names do not 
appear in the latest Social Register." 

The newspapers forgot nothing that 
could please Lucia's enemies and gratify 
the cruel curiosity of the reading public. 

Lucia was hurt but managed to con
ceal it. She cut out the most cruel and 
most accurate of the accounts and 
handed it to W ehster Elliott. 

"There are things here that I may have 
forgotten to tell you," she said. "You 
are entitled to know them." 

He put his hand on hers in his quiet 
way. 

"Don't let it hurt you," he said. "It 
isn't worth it." 

No, it wasn't worth it. And yet it did 
hurt. It hurt with renewed bitterness 
when, on the day they were married, she 
was confronted by a row of cameramen 
waiting for them outside the j udge's 
chambers as they came out. And it took 
all Lucia's courage to bring a gay smile 
to her lips;  to hold her head up and 
look the smiling rapturous bride as the 
series of flash bulbs went off in their 
faces. But she managed it. 

And when the pictures came out in 
the papers she caught her breath at the 
marvelous way they had turned out. She 
-was radiant and Webb-funny how hard 
, it had been to call him that-was mag
nificent. He had come out so tall and so 
handsome, j ust as if he really were the 
·proudest and happiest bridegroom in the 
world. She hadn't realized how good· 
looking he · was. And how sweet it had 

been of him to play up that way, pre
tending for the sake of the reporters. A 
less considerate man might have made 
it very embarrassing. But he had carried 
off the fiction of gaiety. 

Lucia had felt anything but the breath
less bride, however. She had smiled for 
the photographers. She had clung rap
turously to Webb's arm as they went 
down the steps and got into the car. But 
once ·they were out of sight of the news
papermen she had let go of his arm and 
drawn self-consciously away. There had 
been none of the thrilling rapture in be
coming a bride that she always had 
dreamed of. 

She hoped she wasn't too pale. She 
didn't want Webb to guess how hollow 
and panicky she felt inside. That feel
ing of finality and the knowledge that 
it was too late to change her mind. That 
realization that he was actually her hus
band. 

Lucia couldn't help the little tremor 
that went over her. The quick tighten
ing of her throat. It wasn't exactly 
fright. · And it wasn't dislike of him. It 
was j ust the tense consciousness that the 
step had been taken. 

"I knew what I was doing ! "  she told. 
herself fiercely. "And I'd do it again. 
I'm not going to get shaky now. I'm 
not going to start feeling sorry for my
self. I've done the very best thing in 
the world I could do. I'm not going to 
let him know I'm frightened or let him 
think I regret my bargain. He's too 
decent." 

So she took a brave breath and held 
her chin high. She made herself look 
at him across the taxi seat-he was so 
pale and his mouth · drawn to such a 
tight, grim line. But he smiled at her 
when she looked at him. The dark eyes 
lighted up. 

"I'm sorry mother couldn't have been 
with us," she said. She hoped he 
couldn't guess how fast her heart was 
heating, nor guess the way the knot kept 
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coming up into her throat. "She thinks 
you are very nice," she added. 

"I'm glad she does," Webb said. His 
eyes were looking deep into hers. "You're 
not sorry, now that it's over? "  

Lucia caught her breath. He had read 
her mind so downrightly. 

"No ! No, of course not ! "  she cried 
quickly, and didn't know that her eyes 
filled with involuntary panic. 

"I should be sorry if you were,:' he 
said gravely. His eyes continued to 
probe hers. 

"No ! No, yo.u mustn't think that ! "  
she cried. "I'm not sorry. I'd do it 
again." - Then she looked him steadily 
in the eyes. "I wouldn't have married 
any other man I know like this. But"
her voice was low and a little unsteady 
-"you remember I said I thought you 
looked nice that very first time I saw you 
from the door of the Ritz. Well, now 
I know you are nice. I don't see how 
anyone could possibly have been nicer 
to both mother and me than you have 
been. So please don't think I'm sorry. 
We both know that this marriage is an 
unemotional, business agreement. You 
have your reasons for i.t and I have mine. 
I respect your reasons, and I respect you. 
I couldn't have married you if I hadn't 
respected you. And I couldn't have mar
ried you if I hadn't thought you respected 
me." She hit her lip and her throat 
choked up, but her eyes didn't waver. 

"Thank you," he 1said. "I do respect 
you." 

They sat in awkward silence. Lucia 
was tense and close to tears. But there 
was much still to be said. Much that 
had to be said. The record had to he 
clear. 

"There has been so much else to do 
and to think of in the past five days," 
she said, "that we haven't talked about 
the future." 

"That is true," he agreed gravely. 
"Unless you especially want to," she 

said, "I'd rather not stay in New York." 
She was thinking how unbearable it 
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would be to her to meet Monty or Joyce 
and the others. "Not for a month or two 
at least." 

"We'll go anywhere at all that you 
like," Webb answered. 

"And before we go," she was speak
ing nervously, "I'd like to establish 
mother somewhere." She looked at him, 
biting her lower lip. "That's perfectly 
all right, isn't it? I mean, I may spend 
that money any way I want to, mayn't I ?  
It's really mine ? "  

"Of course," he said. " I  shan't know 
or question what you do . with it. It's 
entirely yours." 

"Then I want to get mother somewhere 
in the country' with a nurse and a good 
doctor available." · 

He nodded grave acquiescence. 
"After that," she said, "we'll go,any

where you like." 
Again he nodded. His dark eyes were 

on her face. She couldn't quite read 
their expression. 

The next few days were tense and 
feverish for Lucia. Webb remained in 
New York while she found and bought a 
place about an hour away in Conn�cti
cut. She established her mother there 
and transferred to her mother's name the 
remainder of the entire two hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars that Webb had 
made over to her upon their marriage. 

"I don't feel quite so much as if I had 
been bought, now that the money is 
yours, mother," she said. She caught 
her breath and her throat went tight. 
She put her arms around her mother, 
held her tight, then kissed her and gave 
her a bright smile. "Be. seeing you, 
mom," she said. 

Then she went hack to New York. She 
telephoned Webb from the station. She 
thought it would be easier that way. And 
then she would arrange to meet him in 
public. She wasn't quite ready to be 
alone with him yet. That was coming 
soon enough. 

Her voice was tense as she asked to 
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be connected with his room. When he 
answered, his voice was reserved. An 
inquiring : "Hello ?" 

"It's Lucia," she said nervously. "I'm 
back." 

His tone changed instantly. 
"Why, hello ! "--quick with surprise 

and pleasure. "I waon't expecting you." 
"I j ust got in. I'm at the Grand Cen� 

tral Station." She found· herself smiling 
into the mouthpiece, her tension dissolv
ing. It was nice to be welcomed. Nice 
because it was sincere, she knew. That 
was the reassuring thing about Webb. 
Everything he did was genuine. "I 
thought perhaps you would meet me and 
we'd have. lunch to�ther." 

Her nervousness was gone when she 
left the booth. His voice was so steady 
and�sure. It came nicely over the tele
phone. 

And when they met she felt the steady, 
searching -quality of his dark eyes. His 
hand clasped hers firmly, then let go. 

"Hello, Lucia." The lips smiled, 
gravely. The voice was quiet. It didn't 
have the spontaneous warmth that she 
had thought she sensed over the phone. 
There was a reticence, a controlled re
serve. Ahd she tightened up at once, 
reacting instinctively; 

· 

Both of them were ill at ease all dur
ing lunch. She felt his eyes go to her 
the moment she looked away. Drop to 
his plate when she looked back. And 
embarrassment grew on her. 

"Had you thought where you would 
like to go? "  he asked. And her heart 
clutched. 

"No." It was a breathless gasp. Then 
she got control of herself. "Aren't there 
some places that would be better for you 
than others ? "  she asked. 

His eyes raised quickly to meet hers 
then. So dark and large in the pale face. 
The cheekbones showed lean and high in 
the thin face. The jaw was very firm. 
The mouth firm almost to the point of 
grimness. 

"It doesn't matter particularly," he 
said. "I've always been fond of New 
Mexico. I still have a ranch there." His 
eyes grew reminiscent. A little glow in 
them. "I haven't seen it for eight years. 
But perhaps you don't like mountains 
and. deserts and plains." 
- "I think it would be very nice," Lucia 
said. It would he far from anyone who 
might know her. Probably as easy a 
place as any. 

"I'll telegraph Chuck," Webb said. 
_"Chuck is my foreman:' He grinned. 
"He'll get the surprise of his life. He 
thinks I'm still in India." Then he said : 
"How soon could you be ready to go? "  

."Why . . .  why any ti�e." Under 
the table her hands clenched tight. She 
didn't want fo ' stay in New York. Not 
at the Ritz with him. "I could he ready 
tonight. I suppose I ought to get some 
clothes suitable for ranch life." She was 
speaking quickly. "What ought I have ? "  

Webb's eyes met hers steadily. 
"I think we ought. to give Chuck two 

·or three days, at least, to get things 
rea·dy," he said. "And I've some buoi
ness in Philadelphia." His eyes dropped 
to his plate. "If you don't mind being 
left here for a couple of days." 

"N.o. . No, not at all." She drew a 
· breath of relief. She didn't believe for 

a moment that he had any business in 
Philadelphia. It was j ust that he sensed 
her panic. And she promised herself 
that she'd never let him guess it again. 
Anyone as decent as that des�rved a wife 
that made no excuses. 

"You'll dress for comfort on the 
ranch," Webb said then. "If you ride 
at all-" 

"l do. I - love it," Lucia said quickly. 
She made herself enthusiastic. "It'll be 
fun .buying an outfit. Come with me," 
she added impulsively. "Help me pick 
it out." And, having said it, she was 
glad of the impulse, for Webb had looked 
pleased. 

It was really the first time they had 
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done anything together j ust for the fun 
of it. Before their marriage it had all 
been very businesslike and rather stiff. 
Just practical arrangements. She hadn't 
seen Webb drop his reserve and be just 
his simple, friendly self. And she found 
him yery good company. She even got 
a little l ift of pride to see the quick at
tention he got in the shops. And he got 
it  without trying to get it. In fact, he 
didn't seem conscious that salespeople 
were particularly eager to please him. 

I t  was the first time they had gone 
out together as husband and wife, Lucia 
giving the name of Mrs. Webster Elliott. 
It  made her self-conscious, hut Webb ap· 
peared not to notice. 

And it  was fun buying things again, 
not having to worry about price. Just 
buying what pleased her. And he didn't 
question price either. All he wanted to 
know was whether she liked i t .  And if  
asked his  opinion he gave it  easily and 
sincerely. 

"Unfortunately, however," he said 
once when she had tried on a sports out
fit that was very colorful, "you make any 
clothes you wear look n ice." 

Lucia hadn't expected a compliment 
from him, and she colored. After that 
their  manner toward each other was 
kept on the lighter, gayer side. But un
der i t, Lucia was always conscious of the 
weight of impending embarrassment. She 
knew they were j ust putting off the day 
of reckoning. 

Her three days alone in New York, 
nevertheless, were a welcome reprieve .. 
Then he returned from Philadelphia
if, indeed, he had really been there
and he made all arrangements. They 
were to go out by plane. 

During the trip, Lucia h id  her nervous
ness behind bright, brittle talk. Ques
tions about his  early life. About the 
foreman, Chuck. About the ranch in 
general. About India. Anything at all 
to keep them from falling into awkward 
s;ilem:es. 

And she knew he was embarrassed, 
too. She sensed it. 

Well, �he mustn' t  lose courage nnw. 
She looked a t  Wel1h's thin face, and the 
steady,  kindly eye�. She had to �o 
through with it. Her father had been 
accused of misappropriation of funds. 
She knew he hadn't misappropriated 
them. And she knew she couldn't either. 
That quarter of a million dollars that 
she had given to her mother had been 
advanced on the understanding that tbe 
rest of the bargain was to be fulfilled. 

Her heart was in her throat, neverthe
less, as the plane came down onto the 
airport field and she knew they were 
there. She didn't have much time for 
introspection, however. She found West· 
ern greetings were very cordial. Chuck 
and Webb gripped hands, looked each 
other in the eyes. Then Chuck began a 
suppressed but hilarious series of blas
phemies while they continued to w ring 
each other's hand and try to pound each 
other's back. She had never seen Webb 
so animated and she was rather worried 
at the strenuous handling he was getting. 

Then she was being i ntroduced, and 
Chuck had his big .hat: off, showing a 
s�retch of untanned forehead where his 
hat covered it. His eyes were very blue 
in . the bronzed face. 

"This is my wife, Chuck," Webb said. 

"I'm shore glad to know you, Mis' 
Elliott." Chuck pumped her arm twice 
and stood grinning at her. And Lucia 
knew those shrewd eyes were seeing 
everything about her and that this cow· 
boy would either accept her as a good, 
cordial friend or take his cue from her 
and be a reticent, respectful foreman, 
whichever she wanted. 

"I'm glad to know you, Chuck," she 
said heartily. "I 've. heard plenty about 
you. " 

There was a wild ride then in a dilapi· 
dated station wagon that smelled of feed 
and leather and insecticide. Chuck drove 
recklessly, turning in his seat to talk to 
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them and point out landmarks without 
slackening speed. 

Lucia got a fleeting glimpse of red 
foothills and lavender-blue mountains, 
stretches of dry prairie, rocks, sand and 
tall cactus. 

A little over an hour's drive from the 
railroad station, they dipped over a hill 
and she saw a- green valley with grazing 
land, cattle scattered over it, a brook, 
and several low, unpainted board build
ings. The station wagon careened down 
the hill raising a cloud of dust and 
skidded to a stop in front of the ranch
house with squealing brakes. A .good
looking girl in blouse and slacks stood 
on the veranda. 

"That's Tennessee," Chuck said with 
pride, "my wife." 

Tennessee greeted them with a soft 
drawl of welcome, her eyes sweeping up 
and down Webb and then coming to 
Lucia, on whom she smiled. 

"I expect you-all want to wash up," 
she said. Her smile was frank and easy, 

a hostess welcoming guests. She led 
Lucia through the big living room with 
its stone fireplace, trophies and heavy 
furniture to a door that opened off it. 
"I've fixed this room up for you and Mr. 
Elliott," she said. "I t's the biggest room 
and it's got the nicest bed." There was 
pride in her voice and she watched 
Lucia's face expectantly as the latter 
stepped inside. 

Lucia had caught her breath, and her 
heart was pumping hard. Panic had 
gripped her, but she was saying fiercely 
to herself : "I mustn't let this girl and 
Chuck guess the truth! I'm not going . to 
let Webb down now!" And then she 
heard Webb's voice directly behind her. 
He mustn't say anything either! She 
whirled to face him, her cheeks like 
chalk, her trembling lips smiling stiffiy 
-and she looked straight up into his 
dark eyes. 

"Look, Webb dear!" she cried. "What 
a lovely room Tennessee has prepared 
for us!" 

Will Lucia stick to her promise to her husband or will she renege? . Follow her story 
in this magazine next week. 

DAUGHTER OF ARIES 
Wait for the conquering lord of March 

R iding forth on the lion morning, 
Tearing the fringe of the virgin larch, 

Deafening me to discretion's warning! 
Off with my silver-embroidered cape, 

Flash its vermilion tulip lining! 
Tingle, my heart, when his tall cloaked shape 

Bends for me, passionate fingers twining! 

Dance with my lora wind high on the mountain, 
Ride with him, shameless, into the sun! 

Drink from abandon's purple fountain, 
Time to be sober when spring is done! 

Homeward, my heart, with the red clouds flying
Weep thr,ough the night for a mad day's dying! 

IRENE STANLEY. 
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A NOVELETTE 

POWDER PUFF 
Down Mexico way where women race against men. 

by Mary Mal'sh 
I. 

THE late-afternoon sun lay across the 
Caliente racetrack . It fell u1;on the shin
ing-coated horses th undering down the 
stretch in a cloud of dust. It picked out 
the brightly colored silks of the girl 
jockey�. For this was one of the 
"po wder-puff" races whe:. the thorough 
breds were ridden by j ockcyettes. 

Of them all, Nicki Brandon was the 
best known, and she heard her name 

called from the grandstands as the horses 
rounded the last turn into the home 
stretch. 

"Come on, you Ladybug ! Bring her 
in, Nicki !"  

B u t  she paid little heed. H e r  eyes 
were on Enid Taft, riding under the 
same red-and-white si lks of the Hamilton 
Stables that Nicki wore. Enid had her 
mount, Piper, ahead by three lengths. 
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But Piper was supposed to he ahead. 
Brian Hamilton had ordered it that way ; 
had given Piper to Enid for a mount. 
And at the end of the race, Enid would 
take the applause-and Brian's praise! 

"She won't ! "  Nicki · cried aloud. 
"Come on, Ladybug ! I know you're the 
better horse, no matter what Brian 
thinks ! "  And she brought her hat down 
very lightly on the filly's rump, taking 
care to ride wide of the rail. It  was 
the only way. As a yearling, Ladybug 
had'"'Deen forced through the rail and, 
ever sin�e; been so shy of it that she 
would_ slow down if crowded close. 

But otherwise, Ladybug was dead 
game'. J\nd now, hearing the familiar 
voice that had urged her on in practice 
heats and fed her sugar for reward, the 
horse spurted. A few more moments of 
blinding speed and the race was over 
with Ladybug the winner by half a 
length ! 

A shiver of pride and excitement ran 
through Nicki as she tossed her bat into 
a waiting hand and dismounted. This 
would be scored as the tenth winning for 
Nicki Brandon-and victory was no less 
sweet when she saw Enid, her face a mask 
of anger, hurrying toward the dressing 
rooms. 

But there was no reason why she 
shouldn't win, N icki told herself loftily, 
as she pulled off her cap and shook out 
her coppery curls. Racing was in her 
blood, her grandfather and father both 
having been champion owners, and her 
whole life had beer:t filled with the sport 
of riding fleet-footed thoroughbreds to 
glory. It was the very reason, when hard 
times struck, that she had been able to 
slip into this job so easily and so natu
rally. The job of being jockeyette for 
Brian Hamilton. 

Brian ! Something tightened in Nicki's 
throat at the mere thought of the man, 
and when she turned to see him striding 
up to her she felt 5uddenly weak and 
breathless. 

"Nice going, Ni�ki, even if you did 
disobey orders ! "  His brown eyes smiled 
down at her, and there were twinkling 
golden lights in their depths. 

Nicki's head came up proudly. - "I al
ways said Ladybug was the best horse ! "  

For a momeQt Brian- looked down at 
her and a quizzical expression crept into 
his eyes, then he said : "Get dressed and 
we'll go to the Feed Box. We'll have 
to talk this over ! "  -His smile was teas
ing. 

Nicki stiffened a little. She rode 
Brian's horses and he was her boss
irking situation though it was-hut 'she 
wanted to he entirely indifferent to this 
fascinati!lg charm that was his. Wanted 
to forget that she had never seen any 
man so good-looking, so laughingly, 
casually godlike as Brian. He was tall, 
sun-tanned and boyish, with dark, unruly 
hair and brown eyes that were gay and 
had a devil-may-care expression in them. 
But Nicki told herself that she couldn't 
like anything about him. Brian was just 
a wealthy, careless playboy with an out
rageous reputation. Women spoiled him 
to death, ran after him day and night, 
cmly to have their hearts broken and 
tossed carelessly aside. Enid Taft was 
his current infatuation and Nicki didn't 
want to be another. So there -was · no 
smile on her lips as  she faced him, her 
coppery head held back, her long-lashed 
gray eyes slightly closed. 

"Are those orders?" 
Brian's grin widened delightedly. 

"Streamlined hut slightly frigid, aren't 
you ? "  he murmured, then nodded. 
"They're orders. I'll walk with you to 
the club and wait." And very deliber
ately he linked his arm through hers, 
drew her close to him. 

The nearness of him sent the blood 
leaping wildly through Nicki's veins and, 
for a moment, she could only stand there, 
breathless, pressed against him. Then, 
suddenly, frantically, she was trying to 
pull away, away from the mad enchant� 
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ment of  him. But Brian only laughed, 
tightened his grasp and led her away. 

It wasn't fifteen minutes later that .the 
two of them were walking past the long 
line of stables toward the eating house 
and cocktail bar known as the Feed Box. 
N icki had changed into a clinging sol
dier-blue wool frock anJ tiny matching 
hat that perched provocatively over one 
eye. She was conscious of Brian's ad
miring gaze-conscjous of it  and yet 
wanting desperately to be llnaffected by 
his charm. 

"You're certainly a hard-headed little 
number, Nicki," he told her smilingly. 
"Cutest I've ever come across, though." 

A flush of color rose in Nicki's smooth 
cheeks. The same line that he probably 
used on every girl lle knew. She opened 
her lips to say something chilling, when 
Brian added quickl y :  

"Don't look s o  fierce, a n d  y ou'd better 
swallow ali those n asty things you were 
about to hurl at me." 

She caught her breat!t and gazed up 
at him, at the infectious grin that, some
how, twisted her heart. You couldn't be 
haughty with a man like Brian ; he was 
too adorable, too carelessly fun-loving. . 

"How do you know what I was going 
to say ? "  Nicki asked him quickly and a 
saucy smile came to her lips. "How do 
you know I wasn't going to tell you what 
a wonderful, handsome creature you 
are ? "  

She said it  with a s  much flippancy as 
she could command, but her pulses ham
mered wildly. The feeling angered her, 
somehow, as she thought suddenly of 
Enid. She didn't want to be another vic
tim, didn't want to lose her heart to this 
man. 

But, to her surprise, Brian didn't smile. 
"I know you weren't going to say that," 
he told her seriously. "I feel sure you 
think me a conceited fool, as well as 
some other very uncomplimentary things; 
That's why I have to try to change your 
mind." 

They were w·alking into the deserted 
cocktail lounge, for the program was only 
half over, and Nicki, in  a daze, found 
herself being led to a secluded booth. 
She dropped down 9,11 the leather lounge 
and lost her breath, as Brian seated him
self very close beside her and took her 
hand in his. Under his touch, her own 
fingers tingled and throbbed in a trail 
of fire that led straight to her heart. She 
scarcely heard Brian giving their order 
to the waiter. She could only sit there 
with delicious little shivers of excite.w.ent 
racing down her ·spine and hate herself 
fiercely for being so weak. 

And then, Brian was looking at her 
and the teasing expression was gone from 
his eyes, leaving only warril · golden 
lights. 

"I've been wanting to talk to you, 
Nicki," he murmured. "Wanting to tell 
you that something's very wrong with 

" me. 
She stared at him. "Why, Brian, what 

do-" 
"That's j ust it. I can't eat, can't sleep 

without forever having a vision of cop
pery hair and gray eyes. Oh, Nicki, say 
that under that hard little shell, your 
heart tells you something, too ! "  

Her breath failed her. He was draw
ing her into his arms, holding her closely, 
fiercely, and a white flame seemed to 
leap between them. She didn't want to 
resist him, Nicki realized ; she was help
less against the mad desire that suddenly 
rioted through her veins. She could only 
relax in his arms and when his lips low
ered to hers, give a little sigh of rapture. 
I t  was a breathless, dizzy moment when 
nothing existed but the warm sweetness 
of his mouth and exquisite ecstasy that 
came in a blaze, setting fire to every part 
of her being. 

"Sweet ! "  Brian ·whispered, his brown 
eyes dancing into hers. 

"Oh, Brian, I'm . . .  I 'm really sorry 
now that I disobeyed orders and let 
Ladybug win," she told him in a low 
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voice that seemed scarcely audible above 
the wild pounding of her heart. 

"It's all right, icki. I knew Ladybug 
was the better horse. I was ju t holding 

· her hack for the big race." 
It was like adding fuel lo the excite· 

ment that already burned within her and 
Nicki's gray eyes fired with eagerness. 

"Then Ladybug's going to run in the 
Sunset Derby?" 

Brian nodded. "I  entered her some 
time ago and made it final today.". 

"And she'll win ! "  icki said exult
antly, and she thought how glorious it 
was going to be to ride Ladybug to vic
tory for Brian. To win for this man 
who, somehow, had struck some mad an
swering chord in her heart ! 

A frown gathered on Brian's bronzed 
forehead. "I hope so. She's rail-shy, 
hut she's faster than the rest. The only 
horse I 'm afraid of is Flamingo from the 
Hartford tables. That hay is a winged 
wild cat ! "  

Nicki smiled. " Don't worry about 
Flamingo, Brian ! "  There was a joyful 
�ong ringing through her whole being. 
She and Ladybug ! She was so sure they 
would win against all the other girl 
jockeys

. 
and their mounts. Together they 

would ride to glory-ride with the vision 
of Brian's brown eyes and laughing 
mouth cheering them on! 

The waiter came to the table with their · 
drinks and, as Brian lifted his glass, his 
gaze met icki's in a message that 
brought a tremulous lift to her spirits. 

"Well, here's to us and to Ladybug ! "  
A little shiver ran through Nicki and 

she nodded. She felt buoyant, vitally 
alive, and she had no illusions as to the 
cause of it. She had tried so hard to 
hate this man, and in tead-

"There's Eni"d ! "  Brian exclaimed sud
denly, and Nicki saw the sudden eager
ness that came into his face. It stabbed 
into her, that look, brought back the 
realization that Enid was really Brian's 
heart interest. 

Through a blur of agony she saw him 
put down his glass and stand up, smiling 
with pleasure, as the dark-eyed, ivory
skinned jockeyette came over to their 
table. In her fur-trimmed. suit with her 
shiny raven hair, Enid looked stunning, 
startlingly attracti�e, and was, Nicki 
knew, well aware of that fact. 

"Oh, hello, darling ! "  The girl's voice 
was a low drawl as she slipped her hand 
into Brian's and stood leaning against 
him in an intimate, possessive w ay. 
"Sorry I didn't win for you, but Nicki 
seemed to want all the glory ! "  She 
flicked mocking eyes at her. 

Nicki opened her lips to make some 
. retort, hut Brian broke in quickly : "For

get it, Enid, and have a drink. Nicki 
didn't mean anything. She was j ust car
ried away by the race." 

The girl's brews 
�
lifted. "Oh, really ! "  

she exclaimed scornfully. "How very 
novel ! "  And with a faint laugh she sank 
down on the other side of Brian, settling 
herself very close to him. 

Nicki couldn't hear to see them to
gether. Brian hadn't taken his gaze from 
Enid's face, she realized.. She couldn't 
blame him for being attracted to the girl 
and yet, there ' as a sense of primitive 
jealousy like a spear point twisting in 
her heart. Hurt and resentment over
whelmed her and her coppery head came 
up. 

"Yes, really ! "  she repeated hotly. "I 
love horses and love riding them. To 
me, racing is more than j ust a means of 
making money-it's; a real thrill ! "  She 
hoped tli.e remark would strike deep. 
Enid only raced for money and pub
licity, and had no real love for horse . 
She used her bat more than necessary, 
too. 

Enid didn't answer, but her black eyes 
filled with hate. Then, deliberately ig
noring icki, she smiled up at Brian, 
laying her hand pos essively on his arm. 

"Darling ! I'm so thrilled about the 
Derby. There's no question but that I 
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can win on Ladybug ! Keep her away 
from the rail and she's got speed ! "  

The words hammered into Nicki's 
brain sickeningly, stunningly. 'iLady
bug! " she gasped. '-'You . . .  you're 
not riding her in the Derby?" 

Enid's glance slid .oveT to her and her 
mouth twisted a little. "Naturally," ' she 
purred. "What else did you think? 
Brian promised me weeks ago." 

"No! Brian ! "  There was agony in 
Nicki's heart as she turned to him. "It's 
not true ! Say it isn't true ! "  

He looked at her, startled, and his 
forehead w.r:inkled a little. "Why, ye�;, 
Nicki, I didn't think it would matter 
which one of .you rode. When Enid asked 
to-" 

"Didn't think it would matter ! "  Nicki 
echoed shrilly. "Didn't think it would 
matter! After · I've made friends with 
Ladybug, takt<� care of her and learned 
all her little tricks ! You . . .  you'd 
dare let this creature ride my horse ! "  

Brian's mouth · t ightened. "Ladybug 
happens to be my horse," he said sternly, 
"and Enid is riding him! You'll have a 
chance on another mount." 

He lo\·ed the girl or he wouldn't be 
defending her like this ! Nicki found 
herself on her feet. She was trembling 
with rage and stinging humiliation and 
something else. that she couldn't explain 
herself. 

"I'll not ride any horse but Ladybug! " 
she cried. "And I despise you,. Brian 
Hamilton, as I've never despised anyone ! 
You did this to me deliberately. Up until 
now I've been aloof to your so-called 
charms and this was your way of getting 

. even ! "  And with that she turned imd 
fled from the cocktail lounge, not stop· 
ping until she reached her car. There 
were hot, stinging tears in her eyes as 
she flung herself behind the wheel of the 
little car and drove furiously �way. 

The natives were having a fiesta in 
Caliente that night, and, all around her 
was a wild rush of preparation. Gig-

gling, dark-skinned Mexican girls hurry
ing up and down the sidewalks, the music 
of guitars on every corner and brightly 
dressed cavaleros riding along in small 
groups. 

But Nicki saw nothing. She drove in 
a blur of anger and hurt that blinded her 
to everything else. Brian letting Enid 
ride Ladybug in the Sunset! And do

_
ing 

it . because he was in love with the girl ! 
A shiver ran through Nicki as she re
membered the thrill of tasting his lips on 
hers. That poignant awareness of him. 
But Brian hadn't meant anything he had 
said. He was utterly ruthless ! He could 
kiss her the way he did, and yet really 
care for someone else! 

Oh, she had tried to build up a de
fense against him, knowing that this 
might happen, but it had been useless. 
Helplessly, unable to fight the desire that 
burned within her, she had offered her 
heart-to be broken ! · 

It was all so humiliating and so mad
dening ! 

Nicki's hands clenched tightly on the 
steering wheel. She wasn't through 
fighting, however. In some way she 
would even the score with Brian, make 
him suffer for everything he had done to 
her ! 

But how? Nicki's forehead wrinkled 
in thought, only to smooth away as a 
wild .idea presented itself, a plan that was 
so daring, so utterly wanton that it took 
her breath. And yet, she didn't care, she 
told herself defiantly. She just couldn't 
be denied ! 

II . 

A few moments later, Nicki was stop
ping her car in front of the big house 
where she rented a small apartment dur
ing the racing season. Cheeks aflame, 
she rushed into the how�e and, without 
pausing, flung herself into a chair in 
front of her tiny desk. A pen and a 
piece of paper, and she was writing 
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Nicki felt the blood rush to her lace, felt her heart pound. Brian had jerked away 
trom her and was staring at Enid. There was a terribly grim look on his lace. 
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feverishly ,  the words spilling themselves 
across the page : 

E•ao ! 
Perhaps you wi l l  understand when J tell you 

that Brian and l have been more than friends ! 
Jf you w i l l  come to my apartment this evening, 
I w i l l  explaiu mauy things you should know. 

NICKI. 

She d idn't  reread what she had w rit
ten . .  She d idn't - dare. She had started 
this thing and she w as go ing through 
w ith it.  The room was almost in dark
ness now and N icki stood up to turn o n  
a light. Then she was w alking swi ftly 
into her bedroom, to the door of her 
closet. A blue chiffon negligee was swept 
from its hanger and a few m i nutes later 
was d raping itsel f down the curved length 
of Nicki's slender figure. Captivating,_ 
daringly revealing ! 

She was beautiful  and she knew 'it, bu t 
her mind was on something else. She 
was thinkin"g that Enid and Brian had 
left the club by this  t ime and were prob
ably at their respective apartments, d ress-
ing for dinner. 

· 

Nicki was trembling as she picked· up 
the phone by her bed awl called Brian's 
number. She was plunging headlong 
into a dangerous complication and yet, 
curiously, she wasn't afraid. There was 
only a sharp sense of excitement, of 
breathless expectancy. 

And then , Brian answered and her 
h�art seemed to cease beating altogether. 

"Oh, Brian, i t's Nicki." She d rew a 
deep breath and rushed on.  "Brian, I 
. . •  I want to talk to you right away. 
It's very important. Will  you come to 
the apartment ? "  

She could sense his hesitation, then : 
"All r ight, I'll be over i n  a few minutes." 
And the phone clicked . · • 

For a while, N icki could only sit  there, 
then she was rushing for the note on her 
desk, h astily scri bbling Enid's address 
on the back of it. Now to fi n d  someone 
to deliver the message. 

She opened the front door and gave a 
l i ttle cry of delight. She had almost for
gotten about the fiesta that was going on, 
but now. the noise and excitement of the 
crowd rushed to greet her. Men wan
dered up imd down,  strumming guitars. 
Venders shouted from the colorful stalls 
that were a blaze of  light along the street. 
The tantalizing odor of sizzling taeos 
blended with the fragrance of perfumed 
candles. Somehow i t  wasn't a n ight for 
unsavory thoughts .or actions and, for 
j ust a moment, Nicki found herself 
weaken i ng. . Then, very quickly, she 
stuck the n ote and_ money i n to the hand 
of  a l ittle Mexican boy who was loitering 
nearby. 

"Deliver this message right away ! "  she 
told him. "Pronto ! Understand ? "  

"Si, senorita !" He grinned good
n a turedly and stood watching her as :<lte 
went back inside. 

Brian came almost immediate.ly after
ward, but it  took Nicki several seconds 
before she could opet1 the .door in re
sponse to his knock. There was a t ight
ness about her heart that, somehow, 
wouldn't let her breathe. Still, she didn't  
forget her plan,  remembering to lt:ave the 
door slightly aj a r, resting on the catch. 

The y oung horseman strode into the 
apartment and suddenly,  the place ;;;eemed 
to be filled w ith his bigness, his haud
some vitality, all  the warm friendli nes,; 
of him. But there was no sympathy in 
his manner now, only a cold sternness 
as he faced her. 

"Well, N icki, what is  i t ? "  His · eyes 
swept over her sheer negligee and for an 
instant little fi res kindled in their bmwn 
depths only to die away again.  

She felt a twi nge of anger at his t•Hh�. 
He was determined to be u n yield ing aud 
stubborn, and it  would •take all her pa
tience to break through that defense. 

"I wanted to talk to you , Bri an. Let's 
sit down fo r a moment." And, slipping 
her hand into his, she d rew him over to 
the d ivan. Her pulses were throbbing 
wildly and she felt a queer, d i zzy excite-
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meut as she watched Brian seat himself 
rather 5tiffiy beside her. She felt as if 
he had placed an invisible harrier he
tween them, but i t  only goaded her on. 

"Well, 1icki ? "  he repeated. 
She lifted her gaze to his. "I'm sorry 
was so n asty this aftemoon, Brian," 

she said softly. "But I love Ladybug so 
much-I j ust couldn't bear the thought 
of Enid riding her." 

"There's nothing wrong with Enid. 
She's a fine rider," Brian returned in a 
level Yoice, but some of the sternness 
vanished from his face. 

Nicki leaned toward him then, a soft 
smile on her l ips. 

"Oh, I know, but, Brian, darling, 
wouldn't you rather have Nicki riding 
for you ? "  

H e  looked a t  her for a moment, his 
eyes darkening w ith sudden intensity, an 
odd excitement. 

"You li ttle devil ! Little gray-eyed 
flevil ! "  he w hispered hoarsely and reach
ing out, caught her to him. Time stopped 
for Nicki and she forgot everything ex
cept that his  lips were on hers. 

Then, suddenly there was a rustling 
sound at the door and a startled gasp 
echoed in their ears-mocking, incredu
lous. Finding the door unlatched, E(nid 
had come in without knocking, as Nicki 
had hoped she would, and was standing 
before them like some goddess of  venge
ance, in a black crepe gown with a short 
fur j acket flung around her shoulders. 

"So it's true ! "  Her dark eyes were 
black with fury. "I couldn't believe it, 
but now I kno.w ! "  

N icki felt the hot bloo<l rush t o  her 
face, fell her heart leap high into her 
throat. Brian had j erked away from her 
and was on his feet, staring at  Enid. 
There was a terribly grim look on his 
face. 

"What is it you know? What're you 
t alking abo ut, En i d ? "  

The girl laughed hollowly. "Stop pre
tending ! It's you an(l N icki, of course ! 

And this note ! "  She waved the paper 
before him. "All along this has been 
going on and yet you let me think-" 

Brian's face t urned scarlet. "W7hat do 
you mean-" 

"I mean that you've deceived me, 
Brian Hamilton, and that I ' m  going to 
smear your name all over the place ! 
And Nicki 's, too ! "  Her Yo ice had risen 
to a shrill pitch. "And when I get 
through w ith you, neither of you'll dare 
show your faces on any racetrack ! "  She 
whirled to the door, jerked it open. "Fur
thermore, I'm no longer working for. 
you ! Hartford Stables needs a girl 
j ockey and I'm going to apply ! "  The 
door slammed as she left the apartment. 

There w as silence after that, a strained, 
taut silence. Nicki couldn't move, 
couldn't say a word. She had succeeded 
in her plan-Enid wouldn't be riding 
Ladybug i n  the Derby tomorro\..·-yet, 
there was no triumph in her heart. There 
was only stunning, blinding conviction. 
The realization that she loved Brian and 
had always loved him ! It was j ealousy 
and pride that had driven her on to hurt 
him, and no w she had done him an 
i rreparable wrong ! She couldn't bear to 
see him standing there, looking at her so 
accusingly, so scornfully ! 

"Brian, I want to tell you-" she be
gan. 
· "Don't bother ! "  he interrupted sav
agely and strode into her bedroom. A 
moment later he emerged w ith one of her 
coats he had picked from the closet. 
"Here ! Put this on and come with me ! "  

She stared a t  him. "But why ? "  
"Well, you don't deserve thi s  con

sideration, but I 'm not going to have 
your name and mine dragged through 
every scandal sheet." His mouth twisted. 
"This is fiesta night and the natives love 
weddings. We'll be married immedi
ately ! "  

Nicki gasped and then began t o  laugh 
shakily, hysterically, through tears that 
choked in her throat. Here was the man 
she loved forcing her to marry him. Not 
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because he loved her, hut because he 
hat�d her ! 

And yet, no malter how great the in
dignity o f  it all, no matter how much her 
pride rebelled, Nicki kne� that nothing 
on earth could keep her from going with 
him. She loved Brian. She had to be 
with him ; otherwise, life was nothing. 

"I never knew I could despise anyone 
so much ! "  she cried, but her heart was 
sobbing against the lie on her lips. "It's 
your name you're trying to shield, not 
mine ! "  

"Nevertheless, you're going t o  marry 
me ! "  Brian's eyes burned with a strange, 
feverish intensity. "We'll get an annul
ment when this blows over. Come on ! "  
His fingers closed around her arm and 
he was half dragging, half carrying her 
from the apartment. 

A few moments later they were push
ing their way through the singing, hilari
ous crowds toward the dusty adobe court
house. There were questions in Spanish. 
Nicki signed something and then they 
were standing before a grinning official 
in his own home. 

Why hadn't she run away ? -she kept 
asking herself. Why was she submitting 
to this grotesque, pride-shattering esca
pade?  She couldn't think, she could only 
stand there, limp, helpless. 

The official's wife held a candle and 
by the solemnity of her face Ni�ki knew 
that the ceremony had begun. A beau
tiful, solemn ceremony no matter how or 
where held. 

The mumbled words blurred in her 
ears as she looked up at the man who 
stood beside her. The glow from the 
candle caught the lights in his brown eyes 
--eyes that were stern, unfathomable. 
She felt a little shiver. He hated her and 
yet, tonight at least, he was hers ! -./ 

Brian turned, gazed down at her, and 
everything was quiet. "And now, do I 
kiss the hridt} " he murmured, but far 
back in  his eyes there was a tormented 
look, perhaps remembering that other 
kiss. 

The bride ! A wild throb of excite
ment was pulsing in her heart. In spite 
o f  everything they were really married ! 

She raised her mouth for his kis5, felt 
a thrill of rapture as his lips brushed 
hers, lightly, careles·sly. It was a caress 
that seemed to draw out her very heart 
and she knew from the sudden tension i n  
Brian's body that h e  felt it, too. 

They accepted the congratulations of 
the official and his wife and in silence 
left the house and went hack to N icki's 
apartment, to close the door on the noise 
and gaiety of the fiesta. It  was only then 
that Brian said in a strained, muffled 
voice : 

"No, don't turn on the light. The light 
makes you see things you wish you 
didn't! You're lovely in the glow from 
the window, Nicki. A saintly look o n  
your face, just a s  if  you hadn't tried t o  
destrov me." 

A sob swelled and ached in her throat. 
"Brian ! " . She came close to him. 
"Brian, you'll never understand why I 
did it, but maybe some day, I can make 
it  up to you." 

"You· re a lovely, alluring little devil, 
Nick i ! "  Almost roughly, his arms swept 
her close to him so that the uneven 
pounding of his heart blended with her 
own. "Maybe that's why I really wanted 
you to marry m e ! "  His lips crushed 
down on hers. 

She couldn't hear that kiss-it stirred 
her so unutterably. "Brian, I love you ! "  
she murmured with shameless abandon. 
"Don't you know that by now? I love 
you ! " And she clung to him wildly. 

His arms tightened and he buried his 
face in her throat. "Don't say that ! 
Tell me to go, Nicki ! "  

"No, Brian ! Don't leave me ! "  
Madness was throbbing through them 

with a beating, pulsing insistence that 
could no longer be denied. The ecstasy 
of d rowning moments throbbed in Nicki's 
veins. Rapture as fairylike as the !'hift
ing pattern of shadows on the floor and 
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Brian was waiting for her as she stepped down from the scales. There were 
queer lights in his eyes. "Do you still want to ride Ladybug?" he asked. 

yet real, the realest thing that h ad ever 
happened to her. Moments sli d  by, each · 
one as long as eternity and as brief as 
a heartbeat. 

Sanity agai n .  Sanity that came as 
simply as snappi n g  on a i ight, as the sick 
look in Brian·s eyes when he said 
harshly : 
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"Heaven forgive me,  Nicki ! I was 
crazy mad ! I thought 'you  were j ust 
a fter my money and I w�nted to fool you. 
I had no  right lo marry you. You won't 
bel iel'e it, but  I dropped a fortune in a 
bad investment not long ago and. have 
been going on my nrrl'e ever since. I 
'was pinning every thing on Ladybug w in
ning the Derby ! "  

Nicki didn't answer. She could only 
stare at him helplessly. At the agonized 
look on his face. He was going to the 
door

· 
and she held out her hand as if to 

stop him. "Brian ! "  For she had to tell 
him that money didn't matter. 

But he shook his head. "We've done 
each other a terrible inj ustice, Nicki. I'll 
always hate myself for this ! "  And the 
door closed after him. 

He was gone ! And w ith him life itself ! 
Hot tears stung her eyes as she huddled 
on the couch. They ha3. betrayed each 
other. only in the end to betray · them
selves. Love, a thing of madness and 
dreams and tears, had been driven away 
by bitterness. And yet, she couldn't give 
up now, N icki told herself desperately. 
She could ride Ladybug for Brian in the 
Derby tomorrow, prove that she could 
fight for something that meant more to 
her than life itself-Brian's love ! 

Derby day ! A dav of golden sunshine 
and gentle breezes. A t  two o'clock in the 
afternoon Nicki was p utting on her silks 
and boots. Then she got her tack, re
po rted at the scales and weighed out. 
Brian was wai ting for her as she stepped
down and something tightened around 
ho::r throat at the sight of  him. 

"You still want to ride Ladybug, 
Niek i "? ., There were queer lights in his 
eye�. 

Her coppery head came u p, but  her 
pul�e� throbbed wildly w ith awareness of 
him .  '•Ride and win ! '' 

nrian said nothing and together they 
walked down the run w ay to the saddling 
stalk I t  wasn't until he gave her a leg 
up that he spoke again .  

"Enid's riding Flamingo from the 
Hartford Stables. The race will wind up 
between you two." 

Nicki's heart twisted, then deliberately 
she leaned forward and stroked the filly's 
neck. "Ladybug won't fail us, Brian . 
She can't ! "  

The bugle sounded then , and fl) f an 
instant N icki's glance locked w ith Brian's. 
She wanted so much to read a message 
t here, but  his face was inscrutable. He 
was asking for nothing, his whole future 
was at stake, but there was no supplica
tion in his eyes. They were both so much 
alike, Nicki thought with a little stah, 
both so proud, so unyielding. 

She nudged her horse and left the pad
dock then, following the red-coated rider 
on the fat lead pony down the track in  
the  parade to the post. Following Lady
bug was Flamingo, with the other h o rses 
behind in a shining, dancing chain. 

An appreciative shout burst from the 
crowd as they came onto the track, but 
Nicki scarcely heard i t .  She w as think
ing of Brian, and Enid riding Flamingo. 
Enid with her rage-filled eyes boring into 
Nicki's back. 

The horses passed the starting l ine, 
t urned and came dancing back again. 
There were a cou!Jle of bad · actors in the 
field, but  Ladybug and Flamingo stood 
q uietly in the midst of the commotion. 
They were veterans with equable tempers. 

Nicki; hunched on Ladybug's saddle, 
couldn't stop thinking about Brian, the 
man she loved, and how much the Derby 
meant to him. She had to win, had to 
hope against hope that she could keep 
Ladybug away from the rail ! 

And then, the bell j angled ! The gate 
wcnl  up ! 

Ladybug broke like a streak of light
n ing, runn ing smoothly w ith the even, 
powerful stride that was hers. And 
Nicki, perched high, urged the little horse 
forward. There were a couple o f  hot 
front  runners in the pack, horses that 
would set a slashing pace for a few fur
longs and then fold up.  But· she wasn't 
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afraid of them. lt was Fla m ingo, the 
po\\ erful Lay En i d w as d r iv i ng, a goo d  
leng th ahead of Larh hug. that cflun ted. 

The field rounded the clubhouse in a 
t hunderi ng pack. Down the back stretch 
they mo ,·ed in a � u n n �· cloud of d ust w ith 
the stands echoing \\ i th frenzied yells. 

N icki " as yel l ing, too. "Co me on, 
Ladybug ! I t's for Brian ! We've got to 
w i n ! "  A n d  she brought  her mount  up 
on the i m ide of  Fla m ingo so that the  two 
were out in front ru n n i ng shoulder to 
shoulder. Th<> sou n d  of  the rail, ripping 
by, was u�ually mus ic to N icki'� ears, but  
today she kept her eyes averted from the 
ghostly " hi te, tr ied to dose her ears to 
the w eird sw ish . 

Suddenly, l ike a flash, "'he saw Eni d's 
wh i p come up and cut  thro ugh the a i r. 
Fla mi ngo l unged and came i n-closer 
and closer , the bay bored toward Lady
bug ! 

N icki's heart dropped sickeni ngly.  
Enid knew Ladybug was rail-shy and she 
was out  to break the little filly's stride. 
The race " ould be lost and Brian r u ined ! 

A sob to re from N icki's th roat . There . 

was only one thing to do. Brian would 
probably th i nk she was throwing the 
raee, but she had no choice ! 

1 t  was a strange th ing that N icki d id .  
A reckless. dar i ng t h ing. She pulled up, 
Idl ing Fla m i ngo-a nd th ree others
rush on,  then brought Lad y bug around 
on the outside.  She had lost almost two 
lengths ! Lea n i n g  far forward, Nicki 
st ra ined clu�e to Lad ybug's ear. 

"Come on, d&rl i ng ! " she shou ted . 
" F'o r Brian a n d  for m e ! ., Her bat came 
down l ightlv on the fi l ly's h ide. 

And the little horse responded, length
ened her stride ! 

N icki sobbed a l i u le. Past one horse 
-two ! Hoofbeats ru mbled all arou nd 
hl'r l i ke voodoo dru m�, the rail  hu mmed 
l ike a erazy dy namo, and the fin ish l ine 

1ras i n  sight ! 
gn ly Fla m i ngo 
streak. 

ra�t the t h i rd horse and 
ahead n o ·,;-, go i ng l ike a 

"Ladybug ! Gu ! Go ! "  The l i ttle . 
hor�e rushed o n .  Her head at Enid's 
s t i rrups.  Gai n i l l l! i nch b�- i nch.  But 1101 
fast enou:rh .  The fin i sh l i ne was almost 
u pon them . 

"Go on -for Bri an ! " N ick i Yelled 
frantical l y into the horse's ear-and at 
that cry the filly seemed to summon some 
h idden source of energy. She charged , 

leaped , plunged ahead, to Flami ngo's 
shoulde rs, then no><e to nose; at last to 
break thro ugh the fin ish line with her 
shoulders ca tapul t i ng out in fron t of 
Flamingo's. They had won for Brian ! 

Nicki was shaking w ith exc i temen t, 

cry i ng for j o y  as she pulled to a w alk 
and turned to j og back to the j udges' 
stand. She saluted 'with her wh ip, called 
"Judges ! "  and sl id do wn-into Brian's 
1\ a i t ing arms ! 

"Nicki ! N icki ! "  He seemed choked 
for words. "You won for me ! You 
took such a desperate chance. Why ? '' 

She looked u p  at him and there was 
tenderness in her gray eyes, rapture i n  
her heart. 

"Because I love you, Brian," she said 
simpl y. "All along, I 've loved you and 
been too bl i nd to see i t ." 

"My precious ! " H i s arm s  were t igh ten
ing around her. "And I've alwan loved 
you, N i cki-you're the onl y gi rl r,·e ever 

loved. But I 've been a stubborn fool !  
Oh, my darl i ng, for;rive m e. Let's for
g,ive each other fo r all t hat's happened ! '' 

She smiled up at h i m  a n d  raised her 
l ips for his kiss. Aroun d  them w as a 

bewilderi ng kaleidoscope of noise and 
cheer-the w i nner's c i rcle, garlands of 
flowers over Lady bug's neck, cameras 
clicking-but N icki and Brian were 
alone. Alone in a world of magic, ever-
last i ng happi ness ! 

TII F: END. 

Have you read our Fashion Notes on page 5 ? 
LS-3F 



by L ibby Lawry 

She was engaged to be 

married but . she didn't aet it. 

S HERIDAN FLEMING, her green eyes 
narrowed with anger, u rged her h o rse to 
a �allop past the new Tucker Dam. She 
hated every i nch as it rose between the 
r ive r  banks to rem ind her why she and 
Carl Adams had had to postpone their 
wedd ing. 

L i fe d idn't seem fair ! Why should 
Harrison Howe, with all his money, his. 
polo ponies and his yacht, be building 
Tucker Dam? He didn't need that con-

tract and Carl Adams did. Poor Carl !  
Though i t  wasn't true, people were say ing 
that  he'd lost out becau;;e he was too hard, 
almost unscrupulous i n  his methods. 

Sherry rode faster and faster. The 
wind made cornsilk "treamers of her hair  
and whi pped t he soft riding shi rt against 
her firm young figure. She wished v io
lently that she could meet this Harrison 
Howe. She'd l ik(> to tell h i m  what she 
thought of him for taking the contract. 
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Suildenly, a man stepped out of the 
Lushe�. The horse shied, catching Sherry 
unaware. She came to face up at the 
side of the road, with a throbbing pain 
in her fool and the blackest eyes she'd 
e\·er seen bem.ling over her. 

'�You know," a deep voice drawled, 
"that neck of yours is much too pretty to 
break.  May I help you up ? "  

Sherry stared a t  the man above her. 
He was tall, with dark hair and steady, 
definite features. Although his tone was 
bantering, his face was white and 
strained. 

Gues�ing that she'd given him quite a 
scare, Sherry tried to step on her foot. 
A thousand needles pricked her to dizzi
ness. She swayed and the man caught 
her, lifting her easily in his arms. 

'Td better take you to my cabin and 
see what can be done for that foot," he 
said gently. "I'm sorry I frightened your 
horse." 

Sherry smiled gallantly over the pain. 
"It wasn't your fault," she insisted. "I 
should have been paying more attention 
to him." 

The sturdy arms tightened about her, 
sending a strange elation coursing 
through her slender body. She looked 
up only to drop her eyes in confusion as 
a dangerous excitement filled her. 

The young man carried her into a cabin 
that had been built on top of the finished 
part of the dam and laid her on a cot. 
Then he bent over her foot. His clothes 
were the clothes of a workman-jeans, 
a rough shirt and worn boots. But he 
wore them with an air ,  as if  he could be 
equally at home in formal dress. Sherry 
wondered who he was. 

"This boot h as to come off before your 
ankle begins to swell," he announced 
fi rmly. ''I'll do my best but rm afraid 
it's going to hurt." 

He was swift and sure, but Sherry had 
to stuff her mouth with the blanket to 
keep from screaming. Then he put her 
foot into a bucket of hot water and salts. 

"You're a good sport," he told her. 
"Your foot's only bruised. Let it soak a 
while and then I 'll-" His hand brushed 
against hers and Sherry knew instantly 
that the touch stirred him as much as it 
did her. He moved abruptly to the door. 

Sherry watched h i m  staring down at 
the activity belo w .  H e  was most attrac
tive. But the grim expression around his 
mouth and the tight hardness of  his j aw 
made him seem unnaturally grave. Sud
denly he spoke. ' 'I'm not very pleasant 
company j ust now. A few minutes ago 
I saw a man inj ured for life." 

So that was it. That was why he 
looked so haggard. Sherry's heart went 
out to him with a rush of pity that be
wildered her. 

He went on huskily, "This fellow has 
a wife and three chi ldren and the acci
dent needn't have happened. It was the 
second one this week. The second planned 
accident. I don't seem able to stop them." 
There was bitterness in his voice. 

"Planned? What do you mean ? "  
Sherry cried. 

"Somebody is trying deliberately to 
slow up the work of the Howe Construc
tion Co., and whoever it is doesn't care 
what methods are used." 

"How terrible ! "  
"Yes, i t  is. You see, I 'm responsible 

for the welfare of the men, and-" 
"Oh, so you work for Harrison Howe," 

Sherry interrupted with a toss of her yel
low head, the old anger blotting out her 
sympathy. "Well, what can you expect? 
When a polo player starts building dams 
anything can happen." She tried not to 
remember an article she'd read once on 
Harrison Howe. It  had called this polo 
player "a brilliant young engineering 
genius." Sherry knew she was being un
fair, but she didn't care. A nger forced 
her on. "You can't get me to feel sorry 
for your dear Mr. Howe ! Frankly, I 
hate him ! "  

"Really ? "  The man's voice quick· 
ened. "Wh y ? "  

"Because h e  took the Tucker Dam con· 
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tract, which he didn't need, away from 
the man I'm going to marry." 

The dark eyes watching her narrowed 
queerly. "So you're Sheridan Fleming," 
he said unexpectedly. 

The girl gasped. "How did you know? "  
" I  know a lot o f  things," h e  retorted 

wryly. 
"But I . • .  I don't know y�u." 
"That's right, you don't. Well, call me 

'Mitch,' short for Mitchell." He went to 
the door again and for an instant the 
silence between them was so acute that 
the noise of the workmen below rang out 
sharply. 

Sherry only had time to wonder i f  
Mitchell was  h is  fi rst or last n ame when 
he turned and strode over to the cot. His 
black eyes flickered over her face and 
wandered to her lips. A frightening tide 
of feeling made her helpless. 

Without speaking, the man picked up 
a towel and started Lo dry her foot. Then 
before Sherry knew what was happening, 
he bent swiftly and lifted her in his arms. 
His lips came down over hers with a 
passion she could not deny. She tried to 
push him away. Then she went limp in 
a rush of emotion. He held her close 
against the hardness of his chest and his 
mouth on hers made her whole body 
throb so that the pain in her foot was 
dimmed to nothing. 

When he let her go, she sank back, 
shaken and unnerved. Something had 
come alive inside her that no  one had 
ever touched before. 

"Don't you think I'd better take you 
back to Carl Adams? "  Mitch asked, his 
eyes burning. They locked with Sherry's 
and she had the awful feeling that she 
couldn't look away. There was some· 
thing challenging about him, something 
reckless and fascinating that made her 
breath catch momentarily in her throat. 

Without speaking, Mitch put her in his 
c a r. Both were conscious of the abrupt, 
physical attraction that hung over them 
like a sword. All Sherry could think of 
was that he would have to carry her into 

the house. There was both pleasure and 
fright in the idea. 

But Mitch was quite impersonal when 
he li fted her out of the car. Suddenly, 
Sherry wanted to shatter his control. Sh� 
ran her fingers along his brown arm and 
a wild, sweet fire spilled through every 
vein. "Will you come in '? "  she asked, 
her voice trembling. 

He shook his head. "I've got to g�t 
back." He put her down at the door and 
bent forward. Sherry thought he was 
going to kiss her and her heart hammered 
in her ears. But instead he took a deep 
breath and moved away. "I'm afraid I 
spoke out of turn. Don't tell anyone. 
those accidents were planned,'' he warned . 
"And let me know how your foot is." 
He grinned over his shoulder and was 
gone. 

That ni::;bt. Sherry slipped a li me-green 
chiffon dinne r  dress over her tumbled 
curls and looked at herself in the m irror. 
The ski rt fell in narrow pleats from her 
tiny waist and her shoulders shone a clear 

· golden th rough the wisp of jacket. She 
stepped closer, touching a slender finger 
to her full  lips. The memor�· of other 
lips, stronger, fi rmer than her own, 
brought the hGt color flooding to her face. 

With a guilty shrug she pi!f�d her hair 
on lop of her head and du�ted powder 
across the tip of her uptumed nose. Then 
she went down�tairs, limping slightly. 

Knowing that Carl wouldn't under
stand, Sherry decided not to tell him what 
had happtmed. As a matter of fact, she 
didn't understand these halcyon feelings 
herself. She determined to stop thinking 
about Mitch. After all, when you were 
engaged, you didn't go about letting 
strange men make love to you no matter 
how thrilling. 

Carl was waiting in the living room 
to pull her close. his thin, severe face 
happy. And because Sherry wanted to 
blot out the memory of other kisses, 
kisses that had torn her w ide open, !>he 
let herself melt into Carl's arms with an 
eagerness she never had shown before. 



STRONG UPS 39 

"Sher ry. darl i n g," he m u rmured i n  
surprise. " WhY. Sherry ! "  Then h i s  eyes 
narrm�·ed.  "You've never kissed me that 
way befo re. K hat's the matter'? You 
haven't done someth i ng you should n't ? "  

Carl was alii a\  s s uspic ious .  Rut Sherry 
couldn't  let h i m  kno\\· that this time he 
had reason to  be. She couldn 't tell him 
that a dark, exciti ng man, w huse full 
name she d id n ' t e\·en know, had touched 
her emotions i n  a way no one eve:· h a d  
before. 

. 

The h a rd.  !'harp t" i>'t of Carl's mou t h  
frightened Sherry . B u t  t h a t  was  sil ly.  
She w asn't  afraid of Carl. She couldn't 
be. They were going to get married . 

" A ren't You being a l i ttle foo] i!;h ? "  she 
parried. 

The icv expression faded. "I suppose 
I am. l t "s j ust that I- Sherry, let's get 
married n ext week, Tucker Dam contract 

" or no.  
I nstinct ively, Sherry d rew back. A few 

hours ago she wo uld h ave been thrilled at  
the  idea .  But now,  1v hen she tr ied t o  
s a y  " y es," a shock of u n ruly black h a i r  
a n d  i mperti nent  d a r k  eyes g o t  i n  t h e  way. 
She found herself putt i n g  Carl off, mak
wg excuses. 5he didn ·t i ntend to fall i n  
love w ith M i tch,  b u t  she h a d  to see him 
once more. 

Carl took her to the Fal\11 Inn, a !J Uaint  
Lui !J ing cl inging to  the side o f  a h ill. 
He w anted to d ance, anc;l Sherry's refusal 
put h i m  in. a bad h u mo r. She d idn't  d a re 
use her foot as a n  excuse. It m ight pre
cipitate too many questions. He was 
rude, almost unbearable. They left early. 

On the way home Carl stopped the car 
and caught Sherry to him.  She was be
w ildered to find herself pretend ing that 
Carl was a b igger man,  a man whose 
arm� would hold her i n  a more i nt imate, 
powe rful w ay. 

A fter managing to stay away from 
Tueker Darn fo r three d a y �, Sherry fin ally 
went rid ing in that d i rectio n .  

Rein ing i n  n ear h i s  cabin .  she p re
tended to watch the act ivity on the river 

bank below.  Suddenly hoofs cl i cked be
hind her. She tu rnecl to see M itch, r iding 
h is ho rse \� i th an i nsolen t grace that 
!' poke at once of m a n y  hou rs in the sad
dle.  He ,,·as h atless, eyes narrowecl 
agai nst the sun,  and his  shirt  1\ as open at  
the neck. 

Shenfs temples throbbed and her 
throat went d r�·· One though t filled her 
min d .  This w as the man she lovecl. n o t  
Carl. I t  h a d  happened l ike a streak of 
l igh tn i n g. Ancl by the same flash, she 
knew w ith absolute cer ta in t �- that her l ife 
would be wasted unless she could share 
it with this man 1\ hom she h ardly knew. 
Shaken by the overw helmi ng force of her . 
discovery, she could only m u rmur,  
"Hello." 

"What are you _do ing here "? "  M itch 
demanded, his voice hard.  

Sherry looked u p  q u ickl y . There was 
n o  warmth i n  his face. His easy grin 
was gone. " I  . . . I came up t� �ee the 
dam," she faltered. 

He sco w led . "I d on "t believe You,  but 
that's beside t he po i n t . J ust see to it  
that you don't  come back." 

"What are you say i n g "?  What  clo you 
mean ? "  Sherry stammered u ncertainly.  
Her m i)1d raced in c ircles. He must be 
j oking. She was completely bewildered. 
. A m uscle tw i tchecl in M itch ·s lean 
cheek. He seemed to be r id ing hard on 
his  temper. Sherry started .to speak, but 
he  motioned her to >'ilence. 

"It was a cheap tr ick,'. he  burst out. 
"to repeat to Carl Adams w hat I said 
about those accidents be i ng planned." 

"What in rhe w orld is  he talking 
about ? "-Sherry tho ught. "What has 
Carl got  to do w i th i t ?  W h y  should I 
want  to repeat that to a n yone ? "  

Her 11 ords came out t ight  a n d  strained, 
vehement in her  effort  to convince him. 
"Mi tch . you're making a mistake. I didn 't 
tell anyone." 

"Well, then, how d icl A dams find o u t ? "  
And at  that Sherry lost her temper. 

Mitch was being unfai r. This whole 
meeti ng was so di fferent from what she 
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had expected. "After all," she flung at 
h im,  ''it can't he any great secret if the 
workmen on the dam know about i t ! "  

"Meaning-" 
"Meaning that i f  you know, a lot of  

other people must  know, too." 
"I  see. And you expect me to believe 

that a very attractive young lady, sup
posedly engaged to a rising engineer, 
would waste her t ime on a-shall we say 
workman of a r ival company because of 
love ! "  Hi; deep, black eyes bored into 
hers. "I'm afrai-d I 'm a bit cynical, 
Sherry. I t  looks to me as if your i n terest 
is i nspi red by the fact that I may d ivulge 
further i n formation." 

'·M itch," she appealed, u rging her 
horse closer. "M itch." She laid a hand 
on his knee and looked up i nto the stern 
fan�. Of  cou rse he didn·t understand.  
Hadn't she told h i m  lhat she loved Carl ? 
How Cfluld he know that she'd changed 
her mind ? That she'd gladly give up the 
secu rity of life w i th Carl for the chance 
to be w ith h i m ?  "I d idn't do i t, Mitch . 
You must believe me. You see, I did 
come back here today because I 'm-" 
She lowe red her eyes in confusion. 

M i tch t i pped up her ch i n  with fingers 
that trembled. She couldn't read.his face, 
but something in  his eyes gave her hope. 
Then almost i nstantly the veil was d rawn 
and they were agai n  cold and hard with 
a h int  of  mockery. 

"It's a good act,  Sherry, but  not good 
enough. So far it's cost me two men and 
a lot of  equ ipment. l don·t intend to be 
fooled twice. !\'ow go along and in the 
fut u re stay off dam prope rly." 

:-iherry was astounded. He d idn't be
lieve her. He was ordering her away as 
he would a n aughty child.  She had to 
conv ince him.  

J ust then a man came running to ward 
them, waving h is hat.  "A special for 
you, M r. Howe," he shouted. He handed 
M i tch a large envelope and h u rried off! 
M itch sl i t  i t  open. 

All at once the truth hit  Sherry. M itch 
was Harrison Howe ! A forgotten para-

graph in that long-ago magazine article 
came back to stare at her m ind.  "Young 
Howe, w hose ful l  n ame is M i tchell Harri
son Howe, is  o wner and manager of  this 
successful construction company ." 

And she'd thought he was an ordinary 
workman ! How he m u st be laughing at 
her. Laughing at the way she'd made a 
foo I of herself. 

A w i ld fury posses5ed her. If she could 
only make him suffer a5 she was suffer
i ng. G rabbing the end of the rope coi led 
on her saddle, she lashed Mitch across 
the mo uth. She had a b·rief glimpse of 
his face gone suddenly wh ite with a red 
mark across it .  Then she was d igging 
her heels into her horse, urging him lo 
a run, craz�' w ith rage. 

Suddenly M itch rode alongside. Sherry 
was j erked off her horse and one of  h is 
arms held her l ike a v ise aga inst h is  chest. 
She heal at h i m  w ith  her fist!;'. try ing 
vainly to  break away. 

She was conscious of  M i tch's face 
above hers, white and haggard. with that 
bright-red welt cutting d iagonally across 
it. His eyes had the same glaring brigh t
ness as a p iece of coal. Then his head 
came toward hers, l i ps parted. 

Sherry tried once more to struggle. 
But those lips came do w n  on hers, hard,  
demanding l ips that blotted o u l  today, 
yesterday and all tomo rrows. 

Shamelessly ,  she th
'
rew her arms around 

his neck and gave him back k1ss for k iss. 
He loves me, she told hersel f. Mitch 
Howe loves me. 

When he took h is l i ps away,  Sherry 
couldn't open her e y es. She wanted to 
shut i n  forever the ecstasv that held her. 
When she d id she found .M itch was laugh
ing, a soundless, terri ble laugh. Scorn 
and contempt l ined his  faf;e and the mouth 
that had tightened so possPssively agai n�t 
hers such a short moment ago was stern 
and b itter. 

" Ha�n't an yone ever told you that fire 
burns ? "  he asked in a mocking voice. 
"When you undertook this l i ttle campaign 
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for Carl Adams y ou didn't know that 
you'd be caught in your own trap." 

She lay in the hard confines of his a:·m 
and her whole new world �haltered 
around her. She had found love, tasted 
i ts glory and then had had it snatched 
away. Snatched away because Mitch 
thought she was leading him on to secure 
information for Carl. It didn't make 
sense. 

If she could j ust explain everythin3 
would be all  right. But Mitch did n't give 
her a chance. His voice told her better 
than \\·orcls how much he despised her. 

"You couldn't see where all this would 
lead, of course. You're a lovely picture, 
Sherry, desirable, too, but I'm giving 
)'OU baek to Carl Adams." Letting her 
slide to the ground, he bowed insolently 
from the Sl!ddle. Withou t  a backward 
look he cantered ofi. 

Through the pain and hurt and m i;;;cry, 
Sherry lwew she had never loved anyone 
i n  her whoJe life as she did Mitch Howe. 
She had a good idea that it  was the kind 
of love a person feels only once. How 
could anyone misunderstand her motives 
so completely ? Tears flooded Sherry's 
eyes and the hot color that Mitch's kisses 
had brought to her face slid away, leaving 
it pale and miserable. Mounting her 
horse, she rode home, a forlorn, little 
figure bent wearily in the saddle. 

Carl w as waiting for her at the house. 
He ran to meet her, shouting, "Sherry, 
I 've got it ! The contract for that dam 
in the next county ! We start work next
week. It means we can be married right 
away." Gleefully, he lifted her out of 
the saddle. 

And because a man w ith stronger arms 
had broken her heart to pieces, because 
she needed someone to love her and take 
care of her, Sherry agreed to marry Carl 
at the end of the week. 

Genuinely fond of him, the girl was 
honest enough to admit that had she 
never met Mitch, she wouldn "t have 
known that her feeling for Carl was not 
the real thing. 

Determined to make the best of it, 
Sherry threw herself into a week of hur
r ietl planning. It  was a week so heclic 
that  she fell into hed at night too tired 
to remember a head of dark, unruly hair 
and strong, brown fingers that left trails 
of fi re in their wake. 

She saw Mitch onee, walking down the 
street, h is face cold. I\ hite and haggard. 
Jt was as if he'd had too little sleep. Her 
heart j umped a m illion m iles and his curt 
nod left her trembling. She wondered 
if it would always be that way when she 
saw him. It made her afraid. Would 
it be better to run away ? She'd like to 
but pride held her back. Pride and a 
sense of fairness to Carl. 

Carl worked day and night all week. 
He sa id he was getting things cleaned up. 
Un.der ordinary circumstances; Sherry 
would have been a little hurt at his pre· 
occupation. But she was under such a 
strain that she let i t  pas�. 

Even the rumor that the Howe Con· 
struclion Co. was having trouble made 
no impression and she was too sick at 
heart to care '"'hen Carl boasted that his  
company would probably finish Tucker 
Dam. 

The night before the wedding was 
warm. The perfume of the roses climb
ing over the house held a promise of 
summer. Unti l  the last, Sherry had hoped 
that Mitch would make some effort to see 
her. But he had made no move. 

Sherry had postponed again and again 
t ry ing on her wedding dress. She hadn't 
wanted to wear one in the first place. It 
was her mother's idea. One short week 
of formal engagement had shocked and 
dismayed the older w oman. She had he· 
come more and more u pset at Sherry's 
plans for a small home wedding, with no 
attendants and only their closest frien«ls 
to w itness the ceremony. But the thought 
of her daughter being ma rried in a simple 
suit ·had made her cry so hysterically that 
Sherry had given in. A fter all, what 
could she say to her mother ? That she'd 
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met a man with black hair  who was all 
tangled up in her mind with white satin 
dresses and tulle veils? 

There was nothing to do but put on 
the satin gown.  After a bath she slipped 
on the foamy lace underwear. It clung 
like a wisp of veiling to her delicately 
curved body. Then she drew on the gos
samer stock-ings and the tiny, white san
dals. Next her wedding slip, with its 
delicate tucks and finally the white satin 
dress. 

Piling her hair in tiny curls on top of 
her head, she brushed the rest in a soft 
cascade over her shoulders, where i t  hung 
a:> naturally blond as a low-headed young
ster':;. 

I 

As she fastened the m isty veil, with its 
J uliet cap of ro;;e point lace, there was 
a sharp knock at th.e door. She open�d 
it. It was Carl. He tried to kiss her, 
but she held him at arm's len gth. 

She knew he must never know how shl'! 
felt. She must be gay, Joying. With a 
lift of her yellow head, Sherry p•;t a 
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Carl must never know 
how she felt. She must 
be gay, loving. With a 
lift of her head. Sherry 
put a smile on her soft 

red lips. 
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smile on her soft, red lips. "Carl, you 
crazy thing ! "  she teased. "You're no t  
supposed to see the bride in all her finery 
until the wedding. Go back downstairs. 
I'll be with you in a minute." 

But Carl only reached out to grab her 
w ith a grip that hurt. She saw that he 
had been drinking. She tried to p ull 
away. 

"Good news for you, baby," he said 
thickly. "The Howe Construction Co. is 
on its last legs. After tonight we're going 
to take over. It will mean the best of 
everything for Mr. and Mrs. Adams." 
With scant regard for her clothes, he 
crushed her in his arms. 

Just then the doorbell rang and Mrs. 
Fleming called up to Carl. He went down 
and Sherry saw him go out on the porch 
with two burly men. A fter a short con
sultation, a car door slammed and Carl 
came back. He seemed to be exceedingly 
nervous. 

Sherry asked him what was wwng and 
he turned on her almost snarling. "Noth
ing's wrong ! Just mind your own busi
ness and everything will be all right ! "  

Sherry drew back as i f  struck. The 
anger rushed from Carl's face at her in
voluntary fear. He caught her roughly 
by the shoulders. "Look here, there are 
some things )'ou don't understand, Sherry. 
Some things I have to handle my own 
way. Now remember ! You didn't see 
those men. That's very important. And 
you don't know where I've gone. You 
mustn't know anything about it." 

"About what ? "  Sherry was genuinely 
baffled. 

Carl bit his lower lip. His face held 
a brutal expression she had never seen 
before. This was another Carl, a Carl 
she didn't know at alL 

"I suppose I might as well tell you," 
he exploded violently .  "I don't intend 
to havt> secrets from my wife and you're 
almost that. I'm going w ith those men 
to !.low up the fin ished part of Tucker 
Dam. With such a setback they'll never 
be able to finish. Their  workmen will 

walk out and when that outfit leaves, I'm 
taking over ! "  

"Carl ! "  Sherry felt the room swaying 
toward her. 

"Don't be a little fool ! You didn't 
think I'd let Howe take that contract away 
from me without a fight, did you ? "  

"Then those men who've been inj ured 
and-" 

His eyes shi fted. "I . . .  I don't know 
anything about that. But I haven't time 
to stand here arguing w ith you. I have 
to go." 

"You can't. I won't let you," Sherry 
protested. 

Carl took her by the arm and dragged 
her to her room. " It's not for you to 
decide whether I'm r ight or wrong. Just 
to make sure that you don't try anything 
I'm going to lock you in until } get back." 

Sherry heard the click of the key as 
she leaned against the door. Slowly, 
things straightened themselves out in her 
mind. She realized that she had been 
too filled with heartache and despair t o  
see what was happening. Now it was 
clear. The destruction of dam equipment, 
the injured men, were all Carl's doings. 

No wonder Mitch thought she was 
working for Carl after the way she'd 
talked against h is company. Mitch must 
have suspected CarL Could it be that 
Mitch had held his hand because of her ?  ' 

And now Carl was going to blow up the 
dam and with it aU Mitch's work', h is 
reputation, h is-

Sherry covered her mouth to suppress 
a scream. That cabin on the edge of the 
dam-,-Mitch stayed there at n ight ! 

With trembling fingers, Sherry tore off 
her vei l  and threw it i n  a heap on the 
floor. She knew what she had to do. No 
matter what Carl did to her, no matter 
how the town gossiped or her mother 
might be hu rt, she had to warn Mitch. 
She pulled off her dress and kicked her 
sandals across the room. 

She looked frantically for someth ing to 
put on. Most of  her things were already 
packed in the new suitL:as�s marked with 
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those unfamiliar initials, "S. A." Even 
in her haste she had time to be glad �he'd 
never use them now. 

She grabbed a sweater and a pair of  
deuim shorts. Slipping on a pair of ten
n is shoes, she turned out the light and 
climbed out the window to the roof of  
the back porch. The old w isteria v ine 
made a nat ural ladder to the ground . It  
was a way she had used many times in 
her childhood. 

Sure-footed in the dark, the girl made 
her way Jo the stable. When she opened 
the door her horse whinnied. Catching 
up the bridle, she forced the bit into his 
mouth and j umped on. There was n o  
time t o  saddle him. 

It was a wild ride, across fields and 
over ditches. The horse, apparently sens
ing the urgency of his rider, was fleet
footed in the dark. Sherry knew that 
Carl ami his men had a head start, but 
they had to follow the road. By urging 
her horse in  a straight line she stood a 
chance of getting there first. 

Tense, expecting at  any moment to 
hear the dread explosion, Sherry reeled 
w hen the dark outline of the dam flashed 
into view. She was in time. Galloping 
up to  the cabin, she swung to the ground 
and burst through the door. 

Mitch was sitting at  a table writing. 
He j umped up. When he saw Sherry i n  
shorts, her hair a cascade of gold tum
bling to her shoulders, his j aw clenched 
and he gave her a queer sort of smile. 
'·So you couldn't stay away ! "  

Embarrassment painted Sherry's cheeks 
a vivid red. She knew what Mitch was 
thinking . .  Panic gripped her. What if  
he refused to believe her reason for com
ing? There was so little time. 

She looked very small and very lovely 
as she faced him. "Mitch; three men are 
on their way here to blow up the dam. 
You must get out right away." 

His face might have been carved of 
stone but for the mocking eyes. He 
laughed harshly. "What kind of a game 
are you playing now ? "  

Desperately, Sherry reached for l1is 
hand. She had a crazy idea that touch
ing him would still the laughter. An elec
tric shock flamed through her, setting u p  
a n  inner trembling she could n o t  control. 

Mitch stiffened. "Suppose y ou l isten 
to me," he ordered abruptly, pushing her 
into a chair. "I don't know what you're 
up to, but I've already been warned about 
those men. The sheriff is  going to arrest 
them as they come on our property." 

"Then you're safe ! "  Sherry gasped. 
"I seem to be," the man told her. " Be

cause of your interest in Carl A dams, I 
refused to sign a warrant for him. From 
now on it's up to you to see that he be
haves." 

"You saved Carl because of me?" 
Sherry questioned hoarsely. But a sud
den hope about 11 hy he'd done it diet! 
quickly before his cold silence. She felt 
that she'd made a fool of herself again.  
Dashing in to  rescue a man who so ob
viously was capable of taking care of him
self. 

Fighting the tears that \\elled into her 
eyes, she stood up, her face blazing. Be
ing so near M itch kept her senses reel ing. 
She started to go 1rhen t hey heard some
one running toward the cabin. Mitch 
strode to the door as Carl burst in. He 

was wild and his bloodehot eyes were 
filled \\ ith a murderous anger. 

He stopped short when he saw Sherry. 
"Why, you di rty lil l ie double-crossing-" 
He caught her by the arm, twisting it so 
that she cried out. '·What do y ou mean 
by squealing on me? So this is what 
you have been doi ng. Play ing the de
voted fiancee and all the t i me seeing Howe 
behind my back." 

Mitch stepped between them. "Let her 
go," he ordered, "and get out ! "  

Carl lunged for him, catching him with 

a terrific punch that sent Mitch sprawling. 
Sherry screamed. 

Mitch gained his feet and went after 
Carl. The little cabin was filled with H. 
thud of fist against flesh and the cra.!!h @I 
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falling furniture. Sherry was afraid for 
Mitch. Carl had such a vicious look on 
his face. But she needn't have been. He 
soon knocked him out. 

Panting, a deep gash in his lip, Mitch 
picked up the telephone and gave a curt 
order. Without a glance at Sherry he 

, went over and stood above Carl. "He'll 
be all right," he announced through 
clenched teeth. 

Two men hurried in, listened to Mitch's 
instructions, and carried Carl outside. 
Sherry remembered thinking that they 
were crazy to let Carl go and then Mitch's 
eyes touched hers. For a minute she 
thought she saw something deep inside 
their blackness, something eager, hungry 
that defied analysis. But abruptly it  was 
gone and they were again blank, imper
VIOUS. 

Wearily, Sherry went outside. Her 
heart was heavy with anguish. She didn't 
know what to do. She could hear the 
gossip flaring about her canceled wed· 

ding. She could see her mother's horri
fied face. .There'd be nothing hut talk. 
She'd have to go away until it was over. 
That was aU there was to do. 

Abruptly, she was swung off her feet 
and like another time Mitch was carrying 
her to  his cabin. He put her down, hold
ing her at arm';; length. His eyes bored 
through her with an intensity that hurt. 
Defiantly, she lifted her head. Their 
glances met and locked. 

All at once, as if he read the truth, 
M itch's eyes went soft. He pulled her into 
his arms and crushed her against his lean, 
hard body. 

"Darling," he whispered, " will you for
give me ? I 've be.en fighting you with all 
my strength. Oh, my darling, my sweet, 
sweet Sherry, I've loved you since l fi rst 
saw you. Can you forgive me.? " 

Sherry could only nod before she gave 
herself up to the ecstasy of lips that kissed 
with a completeness that sent a swift, 
stinging tumult along every nerve. 

THE END. 

TREASURE HUNT 
"Go look," they said, 
"For a pewter spoon." 
But we discovered 
A fair young moon. 

"Bring a china pig 
"And a peacock quill." 
But we found solitude 
On a hill. 

How futile to look 
For an old kid glove
While others were searching, 
We found love ! 

MARJORIE HuNT PETTIT. 
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FOR AN EVENING 
For every new man, a new 

line - that was her slogan. 

by Pear l  Bank  Steward 

kr the Cockerel the music was urgent, 
the food good. The food, in fact,  was 
not only good but, .to be honest , d arned 
welcome. But, i n  spite of it, Daphne 
was beg i n n i n g  to  � i n k .  She'd h a n dled 
Jllt'll who had been one u p 011 their  cock
t a i ls before, but t h i s  fresh man was defi
n itely callow. A n d ,  decidedl y ,  he did n't 
think he w as get t i n g  his  money's w orth. 

He sat ac ross the table n ow, h i s hig hm··!!' 
shoulders determinedly erect ,  h is  eye!> 
glassy, h i s  mouth sullen. 

"See tha' one. tha' redhead .( " He 
pointed t w o  tables d 01� n .  "T wanna 
dance w i th her." 

"::lorry, but I don't kno11· hf"r." Daphne 
said patiently.  Th is sort of t h i n g  had 
been going o n  for h o u rs. 
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A thick lock of hair kept falling over 
the freshman's nose. I n  a slow motion 
his  hig hand wavered up to the right, 
missed, to the left, missed, then centering 
angrily. he shoved . His head snapped 
back, then forward. Do w n  came the re
cal<:i t rant lock again .  

" I  wauna dance with the redhead," h e  
repeated truculently. 

Daphne shook her head. The girl was 
the fabu lous Barbe Santon .  With her 
long coppery bob, her slim figure set off 
by a swinging w hite skirt and a shining 
jacket o f  satin bugles, she was luminous. 
No wonder the freshman wanted to dance 
w ith her. • For that  matter, Daphne 
thought, !'he'd l ike to dance with the big 
man who was the girl's escort. With very 
brown skin and blond hair,  he was almost 
as spectacular as Barbe Santon .  

The freshman pushed hack his chair.  
"rm gonna ask her-" 

Daphne put out a coaxing hand. 
"Please. dance with me." 

The boy looked down o wlishly .  "You're 
j ust another college girl," he said dis
gusted ly. "An' I don't have t'  pay ten 
bucks to take 'em out." 

She looked like a college girl ! Well, 
w asn·t that what she had broken her neck 
to look l ike ? Her blue dress lvith the 
white coin dots was smart, so was the 
halo hat with the red-and-white-striped 
silk cord tied close u nder the brim.  They 
gave her a fresh, young look. But it 
tu rned out th.'! kid wanted glamour. 

Her hngea> tigh tened on the boy's 
slt'el'f'. "Suppose we move on to the 
Gnlrlen Stag ? Ted Harley is master o f  
ceremonies there-awfully clever." 

''Want t' dance wi th th' redhead." The 
freshman moved stubbornly toward the 
other table, p ulling Daphne along. 

"Oh, no, n o !  You can't ! "  Daphne 
was really panicky now. Her fi rst client, 
and she was m uffi ng it. This thing j ust 
had to work, she thought grimly, or  else ! 

�Lipping her arm through the hoy;s, 
her slim round body pushed off at an 

angle toward the dance Aoo r. But it was 
no good. 

They reached the Santon table. The 
boy steadied himself. 

�'May I have this dance ? "  he ho wetl 
with drunken formal it y .  The lock o f  
hair  fell down. H e  w e n t  through his 
routine, right, left, centf'r uppercut. The 
last blow was so violent that he lost bal
ance. Daphne grabbed at him fran
tically. 

"I'm so sorry-" Color burned her 
cheeks. 

Miss Santon's escort rose, amusement 
in h is  eyes. 

"Won't you t wo k ids sit dow n ? "  
That bu rned Daphne. Couldn't the 

dumhqead see that she was a woman o f  
the world, n o t  a half-baked collegian ? 

"I wanna dance," the bo y  reiterated 
stubbornly. 

Daphne's eyes, shamed, met the San
ton girl's. Barbe patted a chair. 

"Park, fella. I'm so hored I 'd begun 
to settle in the boLto m of the glass." 

The boy hesitated, then slid uncer
tainly into the chai r.  . 

"Terry Redmond and Barbe Santon," 
the big blond man introduced himself 
and his  companion. 

Nodd ing gratefully, Daphne took the 
chair he held for her. 

"Daphne Best. And ma\' I present-" 
For one awful moment the boy·s name 
eluded her, then she completed hurriedly 
-"Gray Davis, down from the U '? "  

Barb� Santon . l i t  a cigarette. ble� 
smoke lazily. 

" I've been simply mad to know what's 
behind canceling that last C game." she 
told Gray. "Got any pay dirt ? "  

Daphne tu rned t o  Terry Redmond. 
"She's an awfully good spo rt. And she's 
perfect! y beau t iful .

.
,. 

"Pretty tasty," Terry Redmond agreed. 
"We grew up together and still J can 
stand her around.'' He threw a quick 
look at the boy. " Littl«> hard going !' "  

"A little," confessed Daphne. "You 
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!'ee, I thought he wanted a college girl, 
and he wanted glamour." 

Redmonrl laughed. "And ,rhen you 
didn't produce, he took to his  cups. I'll 
bet you've been i nto every way station i n  
the swank belt." 

Daphne relaxed. "If I had only known 
what he w anted ! "  

"All things t o  all men ? "  Terry's eyes 
scanned the v ivid face beneath the halo 
hat. 

. Daphne nodded. "The customer is al
ways right." 

"\Vateh the curves on that one," Terry 
warned. 

"I al ways watch the curves." .Daphne 
glanced anxiously at the boy. He was 
g rin ning fatuously at Barbe Santon's 
smart talk. 

Terry nodded toward the dance floor. 
''Good m usic. Care to try hurdling the 
crowd ? "  

Terry danced divinely. Daphne gave 
herself to the rhythm. But, finally, curi
o�it y st i rred. 

" What do you do when you
.
re not 

rescu ing lad ies i n  distress ? "  
·' J don't roust out until noon," Terry 

!'aid. "Then sometimes I h ibernate a 
bit in a lab." 

"And in the evenings ? "  
"I swarm." Terry grinned do1m at 

her. 
"Not a very useful life," Daphne said, 

disappointed. 
"That's as you take it." 
They w ere hack at their o1m table 

now. The freshman sat gulping a tall 
drink, his eyes almost closed. 

' · Been pickling ever since you left," 
Barbe told them. " It's about time to put 
him down." 

"H I can only get him into a taxi," 
Daphne said worriedly. 

' ·We'll see you through," Terry prom
ised. 

'·A wfully good of you." Daphne coulJ 
have cried , they were both so swell. 

B�rbe picked up her bag, said to 

Terry, "You help Miss Best get a taxi, 
darling, while I do a reconstruction j ob 
i n  the ladies' room." 

It was only after they had poured him 
into a cab, and the driver waited for an 
address, that Daphne realized she didn't 
know where to send the freshman. 

"Know any of his friends ? "  Terry 
lsked her. 

"I don't know anything about him," 
she admitted. "He just said to meet him 
in  the lobby of the Casterleigh. He 
wanted to do the night dubs." 

"Good thing he had pin feathers," 
Terry said. "Safer for foolish little girls 
who make blind dates." 

Anger flooded Daphne. Here was the 
most attractive man she had ever mel 
treating her like a child again. Under 
her j uvenile hat she glared up at him. 

"Handling men is  m y  busi ness, Mr. 
Redmond. Ouly this time I wasn't quite 
p repared ." 

Terry shrugged. "It's your funeral, 
sweet. Sevepty -five dollars, complete with 
flowers. Suppose we ship this one hack 
to the Casterleigh, prepaid ? "  

That was what they did. Then Daphne 
and Terry said "good-by" very formally. 

A half-hour later, Daphne, putting her 
key in the lock, pau�d to regard the sign 
on the w indow of the little ground-floor 
studio : 

LADY FOR AN EVENING 
Daphne Best, Mgr. 

It came darned close to sounding like 
"ladies of the n ight ! "  She'd begun to 
think that perhaps all the new escort 
bureau would rate was a police raid when 
this rattlebrained kid had phoned. The 
slogan j ust beneath the bureau's name 
should explain everything, of course, or 
almost everything, "See the town with 
your best girl." 

Daphne sighed as she went through 
the outer oflice with its Louis XIV desk, 
rose brocaded sofa and crystal chandelier, 
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into the room behind the partition which 
had once been part of a small shop. It 
contained a cot, one chair, an electric 
plate and a long rack of clothes. 

Cissy Campden had sent the clothes, 
four gorgeous trunks full, when she 
broke her engagement to Caleb Benton 

• to marry PeteF Sloan. Pete j ust wouldn't 
have the clothes around which had been 
picked out to live with Caleb. I t  was 
Cissy's clothes which had given Daphne 
the inspiration for the Lady-Fen-An
Evening Bureau. What else could a girl 
do with no assets except a good figure, 
dancing feet and finishing-school creden
tials ? 

Daphne wondered if Terry Redmond 
ever needed a lady for an evening. Prob
ably not. Too good-looking and too 
many Junior Leaguers around. 

She flung herself into the chair. The 
place seemed pretty empty after the 
warmth and chatter of the night clubs. 
Loneliness nested inside her like a brood
ing hen, she thought resentfully, and 
pecked at her whenever she had a quiet 
moment. Somewhere a spot was begin
ning to hurt. It had hurt to see Terry 
Redmond so gentle with Barbe Santon. 

And the even ing had been a flop. 
Daphne tightened her j aw. But, at least, 
she had learned something. First, n o  
matter whether he w a s  a freshman o r  
Terry Redmond w h o  h a d  been brought 
up with it, a man wanted glamour. Sec
ond, you needed a line. 

Getting up, she looked at her engage
ment book-beautiful white pages with 
only a sprinkling of black notes. All the 
dates by telephone, so far. The next one 
-'·September lOth. M r. William Cooley 
Green. Night clubs." 

Be nice if someone j ust wanted to go 
somewhere quiet to talk and eat a lot. 
Preferably someone with brown skin and 
blond hair. Anyhow, she hoped Mr. 
Green would at least he adult. 

He was. He was at least sixty . Tall, 
gaunt, and a gleam in his eye. He met 

Daphne at her 5tudio. Daphne wore the 
most glamorous job in Cissy's trousseau. 
A white crepe skirt swung on a narrow 
hand, and a blouse which had long, de
mure sleeves but for the rest looked like 
a heavenly bra�. 

Mr. Green's face mottled to an apolllec
tic purple. It made Daphne feel a hit 
squeamish. She couldn't deny that 
Cissy's gown was daring to say the least. 
Hastily, she put on her even i ng coal. 

As they started out in a taxi, Mr. 
Green spoke through his long, hay
feverish nose : 

"I want to go to all the fastest places. 
You know, floor shows, drinks-that sort 
of thing." 

"Of course," Daphne said brightly. 
"We'll . . . we'll shag at all the sham
bles." There, that was a line ! 

"Shag ? "  snutHed :Mr. Green. "Sham-
bles ? "  

"You know, dance a t  all the hot spots." 
"I don't dance," said Mr. Green. 
"That's fine," returned Daphne w ith 

her first enthusiasm. 

She steered away from the Cockerel. 
Terry had said it was his  fa,·orite. She'd 
like aw fully for Terry to see her in her 
glamour dress, but not !vith Mr. Green. 

At the Barbour, Mr. Green ordered 
ginger ale for himself, a champagne cock
tail for Daphne. No food. Daphne 
sipped carefully. If the old goat thought 
he was going to soften her up for his 
n efarious pu rposes he was much mis
taken. These old men who wanted to 
renew their youth ! 

But, of course, this was business. Mr. 
Green had paid his ten dollars, which 
translated iuto exactly twenty-five quarts 
of milk and tll'enty-nine boxes of 
crackers. So, of course, she would have 
to show him a good time, within limits. 

After a half-hour of sipping, she said 
languidly ,  'Tm beginning to seltle on the 
bottom o f  the glass." 

"Huh ? "  Mr. Green didn't take h is 
gaze off the half-dressed girls prancmg 
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with balloons. The gleam in his eye had 
q uite v is ihh· increased its wattage. 

Thev finally went on to the Zoo. Mr.  
G reen . agai n 

. 
ordered ginger ale and a 

champagne cocktail. 
Two champagne cocktails were dis

tinctly Daphne"s limit on an empty stom
ach .  He hadn't been forward yet, but 
h is hright brown eyes devoured the floor 
sh()w, tabulated the women at tables, 
came hack period ically to fasten on her 
own face. 

Then at the Top Hat they ran into 
Terrv Redmond, worse luck. He look a 
tab!� near them. He w as with a slender 
girl w ith a plethora of blond curls. Her 
full-sk i rted dress had a quaint drop 
shoulder, and sh� clung to Terry's arm 
like a limpet. 

But Daphne couldn"t watch Terry with 
the girl because Mr. Green had at last 
come out of h is mist of ginger ale and 
was asking questions. 

''Have you a family, :\ll iss Best?" 
"�o one close." 
"You live alone?" The brown eyes 

were brightly intrusive. 
•··Yes, at present." What was the man 

up to ? Maybe �he'd better invent a big 
brother w ho wrestled. �.fr. Green leaned 
across the table, his eyes almost hyp
notic. 

" :\ o  one to keep an e�·e on you at all," 
he murmured thoughtfully . His eyes n ar· 
rowed, his tongue ran over his thin, dry 
lips. 

'·Have you ever been married, o r-" 
He hesitated. 

Daphne stared at him, her face crim
so11ing. But Mr. Green didn't wait for 
an an swer. His  eye had caught the clock 
above the door. He gave a perturbed ex
clamation, murmured, "Pardon me." 
Then he hunched his shoulders over the 
tahle and put his face in h is hands. 

The seconds t icked off. Daphne gath-
ered herself together. 

"�lr. Green ! "  
M r. Green did not move. 
"Mr. Green ! "  
LS-4F 

Mr. Green sat with only the rise and 
fall of his breathing proving he lived. 

Curious glances began to come their 
way. Now, what was she going to do?
Daphne thought wrathfully. She couldn't 
j ust leave him. 

She ordered a sand wich and ate it de
liberately. Twenty min utes trudged by. 
Their waiter, an elderly man, hovered 
protectively. 

"Anything wrong, miss ? "  
"I  . •  : I don't know." Daphne crum· 

bled the last bit of sandwich nervously. 
"The gentleman has perhaps over

i ndulged ?" 
Daphne giggled hysterically. "-in 

ginger ale." 
The waiter looked puzzled . "Would 

you want me to speak to him, miss ? "  
Daphne nodded. The waiter laid a 

firm hand on Mr. Green. 
"Sir, sir ! "  He shook gently. Mr. 

Green did not move. A voice spoke be
hind Daphne : 

"You should always check the gallon
age before you stop at the first filling 
station." 

It  was Terry Redmond, of course, and 
he was grinning down at her madden
ingly, the limpet clinging to his arm. 

"He isn't drunk," Daphne said shortly. 
"Then what does seem to be the mat

ter ? "  
The whole room seemed centered on 

them now. 
"I don't know. He j ust asked a lot of 

questions and then went into this • • •  

this trance." 
The limpet raised big blue eyes ador

ingly. "It's suah handsome foh you-all 
to botheh, sugah." 

Daphne could have killed her. 
"What kind of questions did he ask ? "  

inquired Terry. When Daphne didn't 
answer, he said gently, "We'd like to 
help." 

"Well, he wanted to know if I had a 
family, i f  I l ived alone and whether I 
• • .  I'd ever been married ! "  Daphne 
confessed in an outraged rush. 
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"The old rip ! "  Terry said it  vehe
mently, but his eyes crinkled. Daphne 
had j ust laid him mentally in a funereal 
row with the limpet, when the girl spoke 
again : 

"Jus' shows how you suah should be 
cahful who-all totes you aroun'." 
• Terry shook Mr. Green, with no result. 
Then, slipping his arms under Mr. 
Green's, he heaved. Mr. Green dropped 
his hands from his face, glared. 

"Take your hands off me ! "  
"Certainly," Terry obliged. "But 

would you mind telling us j ust what y o u  
think you're doing ? "  

Mr. Green brushed o ff  h i s  sleeves a s  
though Terry's touch were contaminat
ing. · 

"Though it is no business of yours," 
he said haughtily, "I w ill tell you. I was 
taking my silent time." 

For a ' moment they all stared at him. 
Then Daphne asked weakly : 

"What is a silent t ime ? "  
Mr. Green's bright-brown eyes grew 

arrogant. "I have the power to withdraw 
into the infinite and commune with my 
inner self." He pulled out his watch. 

"It should have been a full half-hour," 
he said aggrievedly. 

"Sorry I broke your  connection," 
Terry told him. "Can't you dial agai n ? "  

"Young man, y o u  are one reason why 
a silent ti'me is necessary," Mr. Green 
told him sternly. "Careless, unthinking. 
And this poor lost girl-" He turned to 
Daphne. "Naked, drinking-" 

Daphne only half heard the rest of the 
sermon. But she gathered that Mr. 
Green was one of the blessed exponents 
of some sect girded to save the world. 

Terry took hold. He parked the lim
pet, squealing with protest, w ith a friend. 
He steered Mr. Green out of the place. 
In a few minutes Daphne found herself 
once more on the curb w ith Terry, while 
a tax i  took her escort off to new pastures. 

"Well, that's that," Terry said, as 
though dusting off his hands. He stood 
looking down at her with that same mad-

dening grin. "This one coultln't have 
been sold short on glamour." 

Daphne pulled her coat elo!'er around 
her. She was cold, anyway. 

"Well, all men want glamour, don't 
they ? "  she asked crossly. 

"You get awfully fed up with glamour. 
Sometimes it's n ice to have something 
simple, uncomplicated." 

"Something w ith curls on the brai n ? "  
snapped Daphne. 

"Now, is that nice ? "  Terry lightrd a 
cigarette without offering Daphne one. 
"A feminine woman makes a man feel 
a man. Shall we go i n ? "  

''I'm going home, thanks," Daphne 
was close to tears. 

Suddenly, Terry took her shoultlers in 
his hands, his smile gone. 

"Listen, infant, it's none of my busi
ness, but you're headed for trouble pick
ing up j ust anybody. That man was a 
little crazy, and even boys like the k id  
from the U get a little crazy when they 're 
liquored." He gave Daphne a gentle 
shake. ;<How about hitting the hay at 
night? "  

Daphne glared u p  at him. "'How 
about doing that little thing yourself"?  
All you do is sleep all day and dance 
all night. I should think you· d be 
ashamed of yourself." 

A taxi pulled up. Terry helped her in.  
"Maybe I am," he said softly. "Be 
. " seemg you.  

The taxi moved off. Daphne )paned 
her head against its w indow and tried to 
think it out. 

Two customers, two mistakes. Men 
didn't want college girls, anJ they really 
didn't want glamour, except the \'ery 
young ones. What they wantefl was 
women who looked like oiJ-fashioned 
Valentines, and talked like bottles of sac
charine. Y e gods ! If she had to go 
around drooling like that she'd better 
buy a bib. 

Once home, Daphne und ressed quickly 
ami went lo bed, then lay awake. 1 £  oi1ly 
she had someone to talk to. She "as 
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scared. Su pposing she couldn't make a 
go of th is-what then ? 

Daph ne tried to figu re her third d ate 
out 11·hile she was d ressing for it .  

"Sept.  1 :), 11 :00 p. m., Slug Shilton. 
Usual racket ." 

Eleven p. m .  probably meant he'd been 
around.  "Slug" sounded like o ne of 
those college-boy n icknames, tho ugh the 

.. ___ -_:_.; �=-- ·-· ---

' L 
' I  . ,  

They danced slowly around the floor. 
When they got near the bar, DaphRe's 
hand tightened on Terry's arm. " There 

he is!" she whispered. 

voice over the phone had been sort of  
hoarse. Maybe i t  had n't fini shed chang· 
Jng.  

Carefully, Daph ne chose her gown
Kh ite co tton lace w i th an organd y  r u ffle 
at  the hem, a big pink how p i n ned to the 
modest bodice. There \\'ere wh i te lace 
mitts to go with it. She d id up her hair 
i n  coquettish curls, and the very lai!t 



STR EET & S�JITH'S LOVE STORY MAC:\ZI N E  

thing. !<he pasted long eyelashes o n  her 
own short, thick ones. I f  the whole j ob,  
plus a little technique, didn't make her a 
lim pet, then n othing would. 

She couldn 't figu re that "usual racket," 
though. She had asked a second time 
where he had wanted to go, and the boy 

•had distinct] y said,  "Usual racket." 
Probably trying to sou n d  sophisticated. 

Her bell didn't ring until eleven thirty. 
She threw a w isp of pink chiffon over 
her curls and minced out into the recep· 
t ion room. 

"Mistah Shilton ? "  she cooed, then 
stopped. This couldn't be a college boy.  
He must be thirty,  at  least. His  face 
was brown and full of little l ines, like 
soft dirt after rain, his mouth slanted 
precariously. He was in a dinner coat 
that didn't fit,  and he had a battered old 
hat under his arm. 

"Hi, babe, sorry to be late, but I had 
t' check on a little m urder," he said 
hoar!Sely. 

Check on a little murder ! He talked 
like a gangster-he looked like a gang· 
ster . . Daphne ook a deep, quivering 
breath. Perhaps Terry was right, maybe 
this escort-bureau business was danger· 
ous. But she raised her chin. 

"That's all right, Mistah Shilton.  I t  
w as suah n ice of y o u-all t o  come when 
. . . when"-Daphne swallowed hard
"when you-all were so busy." 

" Don't flatter yourself, babe--this is 
husiness." Slug took out a big cigar, 
bit off the end,  spit i t  out, then stuck 
it  in his  mouth w ithout lighting it. 
"C'mon, let's• shove." 

Preceding him to the taxi, Daphne 
asked in a voice w hich shook a li ttle : 

"Wheah would you-all like to go ? "  

" I t 's your racket, babe," Slug an· 
swered. "Choose your own poison." 

"Take us to the Cockerel, d river," she 
said. She didn't care if it was h u miliat· 
ing, running to Terry, but she was 
S(:ared. All this business about rackets 
and murders and poison ! 

But Terry wasn't at the Cockerel. Ancl 
Slug didn' t  order ginger ale, e i ther. He 
took his w hiskey d o u ble and straight.  
A fter looking over the crowd with quick, 
im patient e} es, he turned to her. 

"Well, babe, let's get d o 11 n to business. 
What kind of guys do ) u u  take i n  this 
racket ? "  

"Ah don't know what you-all mean, 
Mistah Shilton . "Ah-" Daphne began , 
but he in terrupted her. 

"What kind of gu ,·s-11 hat kind of 
gu ys? Guys i n  from the sticks 11·ant i ng 
a d rink-around, k ids wanting to 11 ear 
long trousers before the.y shave·-\\ hat  
kind of guy s ? "  

"Well-er. A h  guess most ev'ry ki ntl 
of  fellow,  Mistah Shilton." Daph ne 
shook her curls. "Mah last date 11·as 
with an oldah man, b.ut the one befoh 11· as 
with a boy from the U." Leaning toward 
h im, Daphne clasped her lace-mil led 
hands dram atically. 

"But let's doan talk about the) -all. 
Let's talk about you-all," she �aid so ftly, 
and blinked her ne1r eyelashes. 

"Cut the act," Slug said curtly. 
"That phony Southern accent gripes m e .  
I 'm after facts, see ? :\o 11·, what abo u t  
y o u r  rates-do . they v a r y  1 1  i t h  the 
sucker ? "  

Daphne's tongue felt numb. 
"C'mon, give," Slug said impatienth· . 

" I 've got t' crack a guy uptown before 
the night's over." 

In Daphne's brain someth ing clicked. 
Gangsters "muscled in" on "rackets." 
They collected fortu ne�. :\'Ia ybe if  she 
answered him honestly, he'd t h i n k  �he 
wasn't worth bothering " ith. 

"My rate is alwa y s  the same," she told 
him. "Ten dollars an  evening and ex· 
penses." 

"Price go up as the n ight goes on '? "  
h e  asked with a w ise look. 

Daphne flushed. "1'\o." 
"No extras ? "  
H e  said i t  that way.  Daphne's hand 

tw itched up to sla p him.  then halted . 
Maybe if he got ma(l he'd knock her 



LADY FOR AN EVENING 55 

down as they did in those Apache dances. 
Trembling, her hand went on up, 
smoothed her curls. 

"Have to have a license to operate? "  
Slug· asked. 

"Why, I never thought of that," 
Daphne faltered. 

"Better be nice or I'll turn you in." 
Slug suddenly grinned, and all the little 
lines in his face ran into each other. 

Panic mounted in Daphne. Now he 
"had something on" her. That was the 
way they did it. They "got something 
on" you, then they "turned on the heat." 

Her eyes sought the door frantically. 
If only Terry would come in ! Then, at 
a corner table, where he must have been 
all the t ime, she saw him. He was with 
the most fascinating girl she had ever 
seen. Her hair made two dark wings 
on either side of her creamy oval face, 
and between them were set slanted eyes 
of cobalt-blue. 

As Daphne w atched, Terry and the 
gi rl rose to dance. The girl's dress 
spelled Paris, but she was as exotic as 
an hybrid orchid. Daphne sighed. She 
j ust couldn't compete w ith that, not pos· 
sibly. This girl spelled mystery and ad· 
venture with e\'ery turn of her lovely 
body. 

"Listen, babe"-Slug's voice broke 
the spell-"I see one of the gang. Sit 
tight. rn be back." 

He walked briskly toward the bar. 
Now, thought Daphne, now was her 
chance to escape. Her eyes found Terry 
again. He and the girl had stopped to 
talk to a navy man. The girl's face was 
no longer inscrutable, but animated. 
After a moment she danced away with 
the uniformed man and Terry went hack 
to his table. Daphne got up slowly and 
went to him. 

I t  was humiliating, but this would 
probably be the last time. She j ust 
wa5n't cut out to be all things to all men. 
Especially when you never knew j ust 
what thing to be to j ust what man. 

"Terry"-she couldn't seem to make 

her voice sound definite-"Terry, would 
you help me j ust once more ? "  

Rising quickly, Terry pulled o u t  a 
chair. 

Daphne shook her head. "I daren't 
stay. I • • •  I've got a gangster this 
time." 

"You--what ? "  
"I've got a gangster. He"-Daphne 

gulped-"he wants to muscle in on me. 
Please, could you stay with me until I 
get a tax i ?  " 

"It's getting you, sweet." Terry 
grinne�. "You've got the night-club j i t· 
ters. Gangsters don't bother with infants 
like you." 

Daphne didn't have t ime tiJ be of
fended. "But he did. He wanted to 
know what I make, whether I get a per· 
centage-everything." 

"Where is he now ? "  
"Talking to one of his gang a t  the 

bar." 
"We'll dance around and you show 

me. " 
They began to move slowly around the 

floor. When they got near the bar, 
Daphne's hand tightened on Terry's arm. 

"There he is, the man with the crooked 
mouth." 

Terry took one look, then laughed. 
"That's Slug Shilton, feature writer for 
the Herald. He bring you here? "  

Daphne n odded. Terry would know, 
now, she was just a kid from the sticks. 
A tear trembled on the ambuscade of the 
new eyelashes. Terry stopped laugh'ing. 

"Here, here, infant, we can't have 
that. Chin up. I 'll  tell Slug I'm taking 
you home. Then you can tell uncle all 
about it." 

"But your escort-" protested Daphne. 
"The lady found a friend from Singa· 

pore." 
Wordlessly, Daphne followed Terry. 

There was a quirk to his mouth as he 
spoke to the reporter :  

"Hi, Slug. I'm taking your date 
home, if you don't mind. She's, er, up· 
set." 
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Slug looked at Daphne's wet lashes. 
"0. K., 0. K. I wasn't getting far." 

"Get your wrap," Terry told Daphne. 

Going horne, Terry started in on her. 
"How about staying home n ights for 

a while ? I 'm losing sleep wondering 
•what you're up to." He looked at the 
lace m itts, the curls and false eyelashes. 

"What are you made up for now ? "  
"I ·was trying t o  b e  feminine," Daphne 

said weakly . "I was trying to make Slug 
feel a man." 

Terry shouted with laughter. "Slug, 
the toughest male on the dailies." 

Daphne began to cry softly. Terry 
put an arm about her, drew her head to 
his shoulder. It  felt good.  

"I know how it is. You· re young, 
want a good time, maybe don't know any
body here-" 

Daphne made a little protesting sound, 
but Terry went on : 

"Well, anyway, it's a bit cheap, and 
you're taking chances." 

Daphne sat up, tears beading her 
lashes, but her chin firm. 

"It isn't cheap to want to eat. But 
there's no use trying to make you under
stand. You don't have to work, and yon 
don't know my kind of girl." 

The taxi drew up in front of the 
studio. 

"There"-Daphne pointed to the sign, 
"Lady For An Evening." "You know, 
now." 

Terry stared, then began to laugh 
again. Only this time he couldn't seem 
to stop. After a while Daphne began to 
be worried. She pulled at his sleeve. 

"It's too good ," he gasped, and went 
off into fresh spasms. 

"I don't think it's funny," Daphne said 
with dignity. 

"No ?  Well," Terry choked, "take a 
look at this." Taking out a card, he 
handed it to her. 

The letters, magnified by her tear!!, 

j umbled and blurred. She blinked rap
idly, and they sellled down : 

TERRIS REDMOND 

T H E  MeMA H ON ESCORT BUREAU 

55 W EST 4·2ND STREET 

NEW YOfiK CITY 

Slowly, Daphne raised her eyes to 
Terry's. "You mean, you're oue, too ? "  

Terry nodded. "It's been bread and 
butter until I start a j ob next month, re
search chemist." 

"And . . .  all those lovely ladies ? "  
· "Barbe a n d  I grew up together-we 

both had a free evening. The pa in·in
the-neck from the deep South was a stran
ger from Geo'gia. The girl you saw to
night-well, I 'm sorry for her. She's 
Eurasian. First time in the States, 
wanted to see the sights, called up the 
bureau. Check ? "  

"Check," said Daphne. She ope:ned 
the door, turned on the light m the 
swank little reception room. 

"Nice layout," Terry approved. 
"But all front." Daphne flung open 

the door to the bare back room. '·I in
herited the clothe�, and it  all seemed a 
good idea. But I guess I should have 
left it in the oven longer. Now I don't 
know what to do." 

"Looks as though it  might be cozy to 
stay right here." Terry's smile w as very 
special. "I think we'd better get ac
quainted. I've met the college girl, the 
glamour girl and this little Southern 
beauty, but I've never, you know, met 
M iss Daphne Best in person ." 

"Maybe you wouldn't like her," 
Daphne said in  a small voice. 

Terry came over and, putting his hands 
on her shoulders, looked into her eye�. 

"You don't believe that, do you ? "  
F o r  a long moment Daphne looked 

hack at him. Then, suddenly, her lashes 
dropped. "No," she answered softly. 

"Bright child," l1e said, and kissed her. 

THE END. 
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Why is it that me11 

deceive the wome11 tbey lnve ? 

by Ruth Wood  C a d m us 

A TRIM, graceful vacht swung idly at  
ancho r in  Drexton Bay. A g i rl stood at  
the r a i l ,  stari ng to w a rd tlv• mainland.  She 
wao. a slim g i rl '' ith red·gold cu rls that 
s t o 1od w i ldly  erect as slender, i mpatieut 
fingers combed t h ro ugh them slowly .  
The c u rls  shune bright ,  untarnished, un·  

der a full , s ilver moon,  but  A imee Barron 
saw noth i ng but the t w i n k l i u g  l igh ts o n  
the shore l ine.  

Over t here, i n  Drexton town,  was Bar
rou's. For years the catering siWJl hafl 
been her father's pride and joy_ At h i s  
death, t w o  years before. she took over, 
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but i t  was all �o different. Not only that 
the great Allenbee chain was buying 
more and more into Florida towns along 
the East coast, but Barron's was a rich 
plum with its long-established prestige, 
and that note dangling over the shop and 
her, thought A imee di�mally, made Bar-

' ron's an easy plum to  pick-what with 
the note due in  three days and nothing 
to meet i t !  

The Drexton bank had extended that 
note several times in those two years. 

.She had paid off so li ttle on the prin
cipal. No 1ronder her last extension 
must be the final one ! Aimee scowled 
at the shore and i ts merry lights. They 
should i1ot  be so gay when Barron's was 
in trouble ! 

. Oh, yes, she had known all along that 
she would ·sell sometime, but she hated 
being forced to �ell to Allenbee, the grab
bing monopoly ! 

The chain had not the n ame of being 
a generous buyer. But Preston Bishop, 
Drexton's successful young realtor, was 
trying to put through the deal with them. 
Any day now �he expected a phone call 
from Pres to tell her that all was ready 
for her signature. 

Pres was very wealthy. This was his  
yacht, his party. And, on the shore of 
Drexton Bay opposite the mainland was 
his beautiful estate. More than once he 
had asked her to quit  business and marry 
him. 

Only that night he had started talking 
marriage, when Bill Grace cut in on them 
and whirled her away. Pres was angry 
about that. She could tell by his quick, 
jealous glare. Pres had looked jealously 
at Bi ll and her more than once in !'he 
weeks since Bill Grace arrived in Drex
ton, on what Aimee supposed to be a 
pleasure trip. 

Pres said only a few days before, 
"Just because that ape and I were i n  
Yale together doesn't give h i m  the right 
to monopolize you, Aimee ! And I'm not 
going to have i t ! "  He was extremely 

i rritated when Bill showefl an av irl in
terest in her. A i mee's smile 11 as dreamy, 
satisfied. She l iked that interest. Bill 
Grace was as tall, lean and alive as Pres 
11 as short, stocky and indolent. 

How often Bill's eyes were �a) i ng, 
"You're lovely, you're precious, you're so 
sweet, ·Aimee ! "  But in the t ir o  weeks 
she had known h i m  he had been all too 
discreet with his lips ! 

"There you are ! "  Bill's gay tones cut . 
in on her confused thoughts. "Sueh a 
place to hide ! And to run out on t he 
party, on everyone, and on me ! Come 
on, dance ? "  

She caught her breath. "Not j ust now, 
Bill. Just look at that moon ! Who 
wants to dance when there's all t h i s  
beauty-moonlight shimmering on the 
quiet waters, tw inkling lights on both 
shores like t iny stars-" 

He laughed. "And best of all, moon
rays in your lovely hair," he whispert"d, 
while his arm stole about her, dra1� i ng  
her  toward h im .  Aimee felt a delightful, 
strange quiver pulse through her. His  
lips rested on fragrant curls. 

"I  shouldn't let you do this," Ehe mur
mured. 

"Why not ? "  Bill demanded. "I'm Joy
ing you so, Aimee ! "  

"Oh, no, no ! "  Sudden I�', tears onr
flowed the brow n  eyes and then , to her 
utter surprise, he was holding her \'ery 
firmly and her head was comfortable on 
his shoulder. Bill was tucking a large 
linen handkerchief i nto her hand and 
saying anxiously : 

"Aimee, A imee ! Don't C'r)', plea,e. I 
can't stand seeing you so unhappy. Tell 
me, sweet, what is the trouble '? " 

"But I can't tell you, anyon.e ! "  she 
began. 

"You must, you will tell me ! "  he com
manded. 

"Barron's," Aim�e whispere·d with a 
sob. "We're so terribly in debt and I 've 
got to sell and I 'm so worried. Jf Allen
bee ever finds out ! Oh, I . . .  I-'' 
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"Allenbee ? What about Allenhee? "  
h e  asked sharply. 

"N·nothing." She closed her lips 
fi rmlv. 

"There's no need to worry, sweet. 
Don't ever do it again, do you hear? 
Let me do your worrying. Promise me, 
darli n g ? "  

H e  held her close. After a moment he 
said 3oft! y :  

"Aimee, sweet little n ame. Did you 
know your French n ame means beloved ? 
But, of course, you do. Everyone, all 
the men, would he telling you that." He 
laughed gent! y, and then his lips touched 
hers and all Lhe silvery world dissolved 
in a blaze of glory as A i mee sighed, re
laxed in his arms. 

"You could love me, sweet? "  he asked. 
"I-well, I suppose I do, Bill." Her 

laugh was unsteady. "If one falls in love 
so quickly." 

His arms tightened about her. "One 
doe5-l did ! "  

"Oh, Bill, what • • •  what are you do
ing to me ? "  she faltered. 

" I  hope just what you've already done 
to m e, beloved. Making you very sure 
that you do love me, that you will always 
love me," he declared, "and never leave 

" me. 

"But I must leave you this very in
stant ! It's high time I was seeing to the 
supper and my duties." Aimee wriggled 
out of his arms. "I'm not only a guest, 
Bill, but a business woman." She ran 
along the deck toward the service quar
ters. As she came through the doorway 
an arm reached out, caught her, whirled 
her about  to face Pres Bishop. He was 
sco wling blackly. 

"Aimee ! First you disappear, then 
Bill vanishes. \\;ihat's going on?" he de
manded . 

"Let me go, Pres. I 've work to do
if you and your guests want to eat." Her 
voice was unsteady. She was afraid that 
he could read in her eyes the happy 
tumult in  her heart. If eyes could mirror 

souls, hers must he brilliant, filled with 
stars, she was so happy yet so uncertain, 
sort of confused. All that had happened 
out on deck had come so fast ! 

Pres drew her into a corridor. She 
was impelled into a smal.l room and he 
closed the door and stood with his hack 
against the panels. 

"It's time for a showdown," he said 
crisply. "The way you've been wearing 
your heart on your sleeve whenever Bill 
Grace's about these days is pretty ob
vious ! You've held me off for months 
but you fall for him in two weeks ! '' he 
accused. 

"I have not- Well, what's it to you 
if I have ? "  Aimee cried. 

"Plenty," he said soberly. "You are 
a little fool to be fooled by Bill's charms. 
He doesn't mean a word of his accom· 
plished love-making, pet. It's j ust his 
way and he did the same thing all 
through college. He has a reputation 
that way in the social world." 

Aimee hated the rich color that flowed 
swiftly, warmly, into her cheeks. The 
crimson banners were a silent betrayaL 
Pres shrugged, and she flared into de
fense of Bill. 

"I don't believe you ! Bill's always a 
gentleman. For all the ill temper and 
jealousy you've shown, he never even 
mentions you or says a word against 
you." 

"Why would he, my pet ? "  Pre5 
drawled. "It's nothing to him, the way 
I feel about you. After he's left town 
I will have you to myself again, but I 
want you heart-free from everyone but 
me, Aimee." 

"After he is gone ? "  Ai mee repeated 
slowly. "But-" 

"You didn't expect him to stay on and 
on, did you ? Or did you expect to he 
leaving with him ? "  

"Oh," she cried softh·. She hadn't 
once thought of it until that i nstant, but 
Bill had said nothing about marriage ! 

Pres said dryly, "Did Bill tell you who 
he is ? "  
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"He's Bill Grace, of  course," she an
swered rather hesitantly. "Since he is a 
friend of yours, Pres, I n at).lrally sup
posed he was j ust what he said he was
William Grace of New York City, i n  
flo rida for a pleasure trip-" 

"Hm·m· m ! "  Pres snorted. "Yes, he's 
old Bill all right, but I 'll wager he hasn't 
vet told vou he is Allenbee ! "  ' 

" A-All�nbee ? "  she quavered. 
"Exactly ! "  Pres' voice was filled w i th 

triumph. ":\'ow will you believe m e  
when I tell you once again Bill's a devil  
with the gals ? If he'd meant his sweet 
ehat, wouldn't he have toH you the whole 
truth ? "  

" I  don't believe-" :But, somehow, 
�he had to believe h i m  for Pres knew 
Bill of old. He had gone through college 
with him .  And i n  spite of h i s  jea)ousy, 
Pres would have no reason to lie ahout 
Bill's being Allenbee. That kind of lie 
was too easy to refute. But i f  Bill really 
w as Allenbee, the:J! why hadn't he told 
her the truth, knowing that she was Bar
ron's, that Barron's must sell, that-

"Allenbee was bought by a syndicate," 
she murmured out of the chaos of 
thought. 

"And Bill is head of that same group," 
Pres added maliciously. "You can't get 
around it, pet. He has deceived you, and 
a man who's truly in love with a girl 
doesn't do that to her." 

No, a man who loves a girl doesn't 
deceive her, trick her into telling her 
secret troubles. Why, Aimee thought, 
horrified, she had told Bill Grace-Allen
bee-all about that note ! What a fine 
weapon she had placed into his hands if 
he wished to be unscrupulous and use 
the knowledge to  force a better price for 
Allen bee. 

"Let me out of here," she said slowly. 
"First, I want to put this on the proper 

finger, pet." His tone was suave. On 
his palm lay a huge, expensively set star 
sapphire. A imee stared at it. She was 
beginning an indignant "no," when a 

thought struck her. It was a perfect� 
sure way of proving to Bill Grace that 
she, too, had been playing at love. �he 
winced but she held out her left hand. 

Pres slid the ring on her finger. He 
took her in  his arms. She endured his 
caresses silently. After a moment, he 
laughed in triumph, and released her 
slowly. 

"You may go now, pet. But you won't 
be working like this very long. My wife 
is going to be busy looking after me and 
my comfort , Aimee. Thank goodness 
that deal is going through w ith AllenLee. 
Sure, I got Bill's 0. K. on it this afte.r
noon, but I kept it as a l i ttle surprise for 
you tonight, baby." 

She ran out of  the room, hurried along 
the corridor toward the servic� quarter!'. 
So Bill w as undeniably Allenbee ! A n d  
h e  had not thought i t  necessary t o  tell 
her. But why should he ? He was just 
one of those love-them-and-leave-them 
men. Pres said he had that reputation 
even in college. 

A imee glanced down at the sparkling 
ring on her finger. Bill would see i t .  
That would be her revenge. 

Red-gold curls rampant about her 
head, Aimee went into the dining salon. 
Why must she, first of all, see Bill's eye� "? 
Why must his eyes lie and tell her that 
he had been m issing her all those min
utes? How could he keep up the pre
tense? She moved across the large room 
and ignored Bill's soft, "Beloved, w ait." 
She went to Pres, put her hand on his 
arm, the hand that wore his ring. 

She caught Bill's quick move as his  
eyes saw the gleam of light Jeflected in  
the huge star sapphire. 

A imee smiled up at Pres and said, "AU 
set to serve when you say the word." 

For the rest of the evening she was 
very gay, but she kept close to Pres and 
ignored Bill when he started toward her. 
Once, when he tapped Pres' shoulder and 
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"Stop!" she cried softly. " What right have you to think I came out here to your 
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said, "Cut in ! "  she laughed, shrugged 
�wd said, "No, thanks ! "  

When she �aw the surpri�e and hurt in. 
Bill 's eyes, Aimee's heart wavered. Could 
a man who d idn't minrl taking a girl's 
heart and I w istiniJ it in his hanrls, wear 
a t rue hurt in his eyes, or was he dis
honest even in looking at a girl? 

Fool to have an y �uch thoughts about 
him ! Aimee hit her l i p. She'd save her 
thought!' and her w ords until she could 
confront Bill Grace and tell him that she 
knew what a lying, unfair person he was ! 

He could haYe said, " I  am Allenbee, 
A imee. Don 't tell me anything you �vill 
regret later, darling. Let me fir& prove 
my love by m \· purchase of Barron's at . 
a fair, j ust price ! "  

But h e  didn 't, and she hated him for it. 

More than once in the following days, 
Aimee found herself wavering i n  her 
steadfast decision to ignore Bill G race. 
When he came into the shop and asked 
for her, at least once a day, i t  became 
iriereasingly difficult to tell her clerks to 
say, "Out," each time. 

She was busy i n  her service room on 
an afternoon a few days after Pres' yacht 
party. There was a dinner dance on at 
Pres' mansion. The dinner would bring 
announcement of  their engagement and 
early marriage. Would Bill Grace be 
present ? She was quite sure that Pres 
would see to that ! 

Aimee herself had suggested that Bar
ron's be permitted to serve the banquet 
to the selected list of guests. It was to 
he the final gesture of Barron's under her  
ownersh ip for, on the following morning, 
at eleven o'clock, she would put her sig
nature on the sale papers. 

She would feel lost, Aimee mused, and 
then she smiled . How could a girl so 
soon to marry a fortune and a great 
estate feel so forlorn as she thought her
self to be? And y et she was uneasy and 
-yes, unhappy ! Always, Bill's gray 
eyes rose betfl:een her and her work,  her 
thoughts, fight them as she would. 

She shook her head, ru mpled the red
gold curls once again, and determinPdly 
fixed her mind on oth e r  t houi,!ht,.  There 
were those j ust past two n ·a rs. from 
the time since her father's i l lness and 
death, this trim, one-story stucco build
ing that bore a conservative sign , " Bar
ron's," above the front door, had hef'n 
more her home than the apartment she 
rented a few doors down the street. Only 
by hard work and persistence had �he 
kept Barron's moving, for timf's were 
liard, money tight, collections inen·as
ingly slow. Labor cost m o ney,  �o Yerv 
often she herself had taken over even 
the unpleasant manual j obs. But she 
regretted nothing. Noth i ng, except Bill's 
deceit, his pretenses. 

"Aimee ! Quit your th i nking ahout 
h im," she said half aloud, and j umped 
when someone sai d :  

"Who's 'him' ? "  
Bill Grace stood i n  the open doorway 

leading to the side street and the 1111 i ting 
delivery truck. Aimee scowled. He said, 
half laughing, half rueful : • 

"Sorry. Did I frighten you ? " 

"I am very busy." She 11 as curt. 
"Aimee, beloved ! "  he coaxed. " Please 

tell me why I 'm sudden! y poison to vou ? 
I thought t hat n ight on  the yacht-you 
said-" 

She broke in ,  "I said nothing that 
counted. You should have taken that 
silly, episode as I did, just an episode. I 
am engaged to P:r'eston Bishop-" 

He reached out to touch her, but she 
drew away haughtily. 

"Don't ! "  

"So I can't even touch You no\r and 
yet, that  n ight, you were qu ite content i n  
my  arms. Or  was that all a farce, a 
j oke ? Why, why, A imee ? "  he persisted. 

"I've no thing to say, except that rm 
busy and cannof be bothered."' A imee 
shut her lips tightly and went on into the 
street to hand a tray of pastries to < •ne 
o f  her assistants. I f  she had stayed i n  
there a minute longer she 11 ould have told 
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Bill Crac� j ust what she thought of him 
-ly ing, scheming-

Her fingers ruffied the red-gold curls 
unconsciously. She turned and almost 
bum ped i nto Bill. 

'·You still here ? "  she demanded. "I 
w ish you'd let me alone, Mr. Grace." 

'"You do mean it, Aimee," he said 
slo w l y .  "You are going to marry Bishop." 

'"Yes." she snapped. She sailed past 
him into the !>hop, not once looking at 
him. 

lfnless he was the thickest-skinned per
son, she thought he'd get the idea ! And, 
of course, he would not he present at 
Pres' dinner dance now that he knew she 
despised him. 

Rut Bill was there ! He sat almost op
posite her and "hen a grandiloquent Pres 
rose to announce sonorously, "My dear 
friends. ton igh t  I am the happiest man 
in all the world. Of course, you guess 
why. A i mee Barron has honored me by 
accepting me.  We are announcing our 
engagement-" she could see a slow, wry 
smile starting about Bill's taut lips, but 
she co uld not see his eyes for they were 
lowered. 

S he lost all track of Pres' words. She 
was thin k i ng, wondering, in spite of her 
sternest resolves, did Bill care ? He 
didn't, she tohl herself angrily. He had 
made of that short meeting on the deck 
of Pres' yacht a mere incident. She, too, 
would make it  so ! 

During the long evening, Aimee was 
ever conscious o f  Bill's presence. He did 
not ask her to dance with him. He was 
never far from her, though, and it 
troubled her because through her dis
creetly dropped eyelids, often she could 
fairly feel his burning gaze. 

Must he persist in tormenting her? 
Aimee turned to Pres during a dance. 

"I'm ti red, Pres. Please give me a 
few min utes to rest and relax," she 
begged. 

"Pet, you do look tired. It's this damn 
business. I know. I'll  be glad when to-

morrow morning is over and the shop 
is out of your hands," he said signifi
cantly. "Go out on the terrace, baby. 
I 'll bring you a cool drink." 

A imee slipped through the o pen 
French window and was grateful for the 
cool darkness of the terrace. She found 
a low, deep armchair and sank into it 
with a sigh. From a nearby chair she 
heard : 

"Aimee ! "  It was Bill. 
"Oh ! "  She started up but he rose, 

came quickly to her. He caught her 
hand, held it fi rmly while he knelt there 
on the stone flagging before her. 

"Aimee, beloved ! You came out to 
me. You were so lovely, so infinitely 
beautiful, coming through that doorway 
with the lights be}lind you, reflecting a 
thousand glints in your golden-auburn 
hair." 

"Stop ! "  she cried softly. "What right 
have you to think I came out here to 
you ? "  

"But you've been u nkind, unfair, 
lat.elv.  You've avoided me pointedly, 
and 

.
right after you said you loved me-" 

A i mee interrupted him, "You dare to 
talk this way to me? You, who lied to 
me, who posed as a man in love-" She 
could not go 011. 

"But I am a man in love-with you," 
Bill said gravely. 

"Indeed ? Allen bee ! "  

He started. I n  the dim, shaded ter
race lanterns, their glances clashed. Then 
Bill was speaking in low, even tones. "So 
you know that I am Allenbee. But only 
one person in Orexton knows that. Pres
ton Bishop ! And I thought he wouldn't 
tell because-well-" 

"Go on ! "  she commanded. 

"You are engaged to Preston Bishop, 
Aimee. I'd rather n ot go into a discu>�
sion of him." He was turning away 
when Aimee gripped his arm. 

"You must tell me ! "  

"Bishop warned me at the very start 
that I was never to mention that I am 
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now Allenhee, Aimee. You so hate the 
very name of the chain that was forcing 
you to sell out." 

"Oh, no. Pres couldn't do that- But 
why ?" she faltered. 

"I believe your fiance i s-was-jeal
ous. For what reason, I cannot imagine 
sinc.e you so plainly preferred him to 
anyone else." 

''Bill ! "  Her voice was unsteady. 
"What is going o n ?  What has Pres been 
up to ? He said you hadn't told me that 
you were the new head of Allenhee he
cause I wasn't worth the truth ! That you 
merely wanted a little fun with the small
town girl, on the side ! "  

"The dirty-I'm sorry, Aimee ! I 
shouldn't speak like that about the man 
you love." Bill  sounded hitter, hurt. 
Aimee's hand on his arm tightened in re
!p<>nse to the plea in his voice and, sud
denly, she was again in those strong 
arms. His lips were touching hers, and 
he was whispering : 

"Beloved, m y  darling ! "  
"Oh, Bill, Bill ! M y  heart was almost 

breaking when I thought you were j ust 
a cheat in  love." 

"Marrying Pres, angel ? "  he asked 
after a long, silent interval. 

"Oh, no, Bill. I couldn't marry him 
now. And i n  my heart I never down
right believed what he told me. I t  was 
my head that refused to allow my heart 
to rule me." 

Out there on the softly l ighted terrace 
there was a happy little respite until 
Aimee thought of something. She put 
Bill's arms from her reluctantly. 

"Pres was coming out here. He 
mustn't find us together like this, Bill." 

"Would you mind very much if he 
did?" the man asked gently. 

"No, dear. It is because I want to 
tell him tomorrow, in his office. You 
and I,  together-or weren't you invited 
to the final se!>sion of Barron's ? "  

" I  wasn't, Aimee. I signed all the 

papers this morning. But why not re
turn his ring tonight ? "  

"And spoil h i s  grand party ? I can't 
do that to him with all these guests think
ing I 'm to be the bride, Bill ! "  

"Then it's tomorrow, angel, tomorrow 
w hen you and I can begin making our 
plan s ? "  he urged gent l y .  

"Tomorrow, Bill, and i t  is  going t o  be 
a marvelous, happy day, too." She 
lifted her lips for his kiss, then she said, 
" I'd better go inside. Let Pres have this 
n ight, in spite of his lies." 

Barron's would no longer belong to 
her, thought Aimee, but be theirs, Bill's 
and hers. And there was going to be 
another merger, a delightfully happ y  O!'Je, 
Bill and her, so very soon. She smiled 
dreamily at the young man who sat i n  
the car a t  her side. She drove u p  to the 
curb and shut off the motor. 

"We're here, and I'm a little bit scared, 
Bill darling ! "  she qu avered. 

"Don't be, my sweet." The tall young 
man reached for her and lifted her out 
of  the car. He tucked her· hand carefully 
under his arm. 

Together, they entered Pres' office, and 
that young man rose slowly from his 
chair behind the desk. His eyes nar
rowed. 

"You didn't need to come, Grace," he 
said shortly, his eyes moving to the slen
der hand still cradled in the crook of 

· Bill's arm. 
"I asked Bill to come, Pres." Aimee's 

tones were quiet. 
"It doesn't matter, of course. Here is 

where you sign, Aimee." Pres offered 
her his pen, but she was busy searching 
in her purse. She drew out a small box, 
placed it on the desk and said : 

"Here is your ring. Now I'll sign, 
gladly." Her eyes lifted to Bill's, a gentle 
smile on her soft l ips. She put her name 
o n  the document and laid down the pen. 

Pres said sharply, "What do you mean, 
Aimee ? You and Grace- Have you 
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forgolten or  do you take his word in  
spite o f  a l l  my warnings ? "  

"I shall always take B ill's word before 
anyone else's1 " she declared proudly. 
"You l ied to  both of us, Pres, and I al
most let you svoil my whole life with 
your l ies ! "  

" I 'm not a bit sorry for ,Pres ! "  she 
cried. "Oh, let's forget h i m  and talk o f  
us, B ill darling ! "  

Wh ile Pres stared at them, Ai mee took 
Bi ll's arm again .  She said, "Shall we go, 
Bill '? I'm t i red of lies." 

In the deserted corridor, Bill whispered 
to her : 

"Darling, I love you, do you !}now that 
now? But I felt almost sorry or him, 
he looked so taken aback.'' 

"I 'd l ike that best of ail, sweet. Shall 
we be pla n n ing our own special and pri 
vate merger, Aimee ? "  

"Yes, oh, y es, of course ! "  
"Life sentence, A imee, with me ? "  he 

said softly. 
"Forever, with you, Bill." And when 

his  l ips came down on hers, she knew 
there was no greater joy under heaven. 
For in h is arms was her paradise, and 
in--his love and understanding was l i fe'� 
brightest promise for all peace and joy. 

TilE ENO. 

MEMORIES 
I can recall a p ink plaid gin�harn dress 

My grandma made, and one of l i nen, bl ue, 
S<:hool hol idays, and how I wore my hair, 

Gray m ist, the l ichen o n  a wall ,  and you. 

I can remember still a lamp-l i t  street, 
That one, shy kiss, and how I ran a\yay, 

How blond your hair  was, and a book you read, 
The flowers you sent me on com mencement day. 

A June n ight after rain, a ·dripp ing road, 
The heavy scent of roses, wet with dew, 

And fireflies that 'starred the velvet dark, 
A breath of honeysuckle, voi�;es, ) ou. 

And I remember, too, the l i ttle church , 
The fragrant petal.s strewu aloug the aisle, 

The way a sunbeam kissed the altar place, 
Where you were waiting with your tender smile. 

GERTRUDE HAHN. 



N E.WS PAP E R  
'' uu must 

_
con•tner your 

.
own 

world ltt•fore ynu enn conquer 

of.hers - f bat w;ts the advice 

•.his successful n•an ga,·e Iter. 

THE STORY SO FAR : 

Star Haliclay is caught between her 
love for Jere Malcolm, a young veterin a
rian ,  and her a m b i t ion .  Gerard Geddes, 
her ho�s on a grea t 1 1ewspaper, encou r
ages her to st ick w i t h  her w ork, and on 
Thanhg i '  in g. '' hen h e r family and Jere 
are expeding her home,  he asks to d rive 
her  up. They a rc ca ugh t in a sno w storm 
and have to �lay ovem ighl at an inn .  

by  V i v i an . G r ey  
v. 

IT was still sn01r i n g  11·h en St a r  re
jo ined Geddes at the table. Grea t � . . f t  
flakes t ha t clu n g  to e1  ergr<>ens and 
shru bs, blanketing the grou n ll i n  11 h i te 
bea u t y .  A radio orchestra 11 a !'  pla } i ng 
the "Dance of the Sugar Pl u m  Fa i r y .''' 
There \V< lS som eth i n g:  magic :� l >oul  the  
moment.  Star's lo1 el�· P i e" g:J, , ,, (·d a s  
they met Geddes' .  He gazed fur <Ill  in-
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slant a� i f  e n t ra n ced,  th�n reached for 
hpr hat l ! l  and l i fted it lo h i s  l ips in silen t 
t r ibute to her loveli ness. 

There was a l ittle �t ir  in  the room. 
The headwaiter moved toward the door. 
He re t u rned u�herin g  a man i n .  Star 
;:-l anced at  the JH'II' C O J i l e r  who w as seated 
11ear them-a d i s t inguished man a t r i fle 
p ast m iddle age 11 ho gave Sta r first only 
a preoccup ied glance, wh ich changed as 
he became more aware of her,  to a sort 
of i n te re:;ted stud�·. Geddes, who had 
j us t  released her hand,  d idn't even turn. 
He was himself accustomed to bei ng the 
o n e  '' ho att racted at ten t ion . 

But when, later, they went to the har 
for a drink, the other man was standing 
there. The ! 11 o men opened con versa· 
t i u n  a n d  Gedtles i n vi ted h i m  to drink 
w i t h  then1 .  

He 1 1  as  pul i �hed a n d  pol i te  and q u ite 
f lat ter i n g to Star, but for some reason 
sh!' was glad 11 hen 'they went to separate 
t a bl>:5. ;\ igh t  was l i k e  a soft gauzy cur· 
l a i n  at the " i ndow through which a 
ma gica lh- '' h i te 11 orld was vis ible. 
Lo ,·ely, \1 i th a sort of po igna n t, touching 
luvel i n e�s that  made Star j ust a trace 
sa . ! .  Geddes ca ught a n d  understood the 
luok in lw r c1 e�. 

' ·Th i n king of the d i spleasure at 
home ·� "  he !'a i d , sm il i n g  gent ly  at  her. 
'· Piea�e don 't, Star. Please be the girl 
] t h in k  1 o u a rc, strong enough to make 
people l ike y o u  and accept y o u as y o u  
are. Always, my dear, act as if  you're 
righ t, '' he! her you arc or not. But i n  
t h i�  ca�e y ou a re a n d  very much so." 

'·I keep t h inking they 're worry 1 11g 
abou t  me," she said. 

' ·You make me d o uht the i r real affec· 
L ion  fu r � ou,  Star," was Geddes' answer. 
'· I f  the\· aclualh· " ere concerned abou t  
y o u  yu�·d k n o ll: they 'd ra ther have yo u 
safe here u nder a n 1· c i rc u m:;:tances t h a n  
o u t  o n  that  d a n gerous road. I 'm beg i n · 
u ing to t h i n k  you have a fam i ly of 
!)' rant:; ; that t he i r love for you i s  not 
love at all but a sort  of tyranny w h ich 
masq uerades as affection." 

LS-SF 

That could be true, Sta r thought, d u r· 
ing the silerwe that followed. Then 
Geddes was speak ing aga i n. 

"You'll have to throw that off hdnre 
you can conquer any other world. Your 
oll'n world first, my ch ild, and then 
others." 

Star had been given a pleasant room 
with a big fireplace. Firewood was laid 
wh ile they ate and a match touched to it. 
As their coffee was served the headwaite r  
told them its pleasan t cheer was waiting 
for them. He had misun derstood, Star 
though t ;  had taken them for lovers and 
no wonder. 

Two com fortable chairs had been 
drawn up for them w i th a small tahle 
nearby for cigarettes or d rinks. They 
left the door open so the fitful shadows 
from the flames danced in lovely pattern 
along the hall. Geddes talked qu ietly 
some of t he t ime, and some of  the t ime 
they j ust sat silently. Occasion ally some· 
one passed i n  the corridor. Once Star 
was sure t he person passi ng was the d is· 
t i ngu i shed man who was the only other 
guest at the inn .  

'"I t's only real co mpanionsh i p  can he 
l i ke this." Geddes spoke softly, as i f  
loath to break the si lence, a s  h is haml 
fou nd hers in the shadows. "Qu iet is the 
most difficult thing to share, Star. Wordti. 
noi se of an y sort can he shared with a 
stranger en t i rely u n altu ned. B u t  not 
silence." 

He took both her hands in his when 
finally he rose to leave her. His dark 
eyes, looking down i n to hers, glowed 
w i th a sort of passionate warmth. I t  
seemed for a n  i nstan t · that h e  w as abou t  
t o  take h e r  more i n t i mately close . 

"This has been a da�' to remember," 
he said, the gentleness of h i s  vo ice etched 
w i th deep feel i ng, ' ·happi ly, Star, mo,;t 
happ i ly  for me. A n d  I hope for you.  
My l ife has been beaut i fied b y  i t ."  

" You say th i ngs so bea u t i fully that  I 
never qu i te know h o w  to answer you,'' 
she m urmured. 
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"Honestlv, Star, as you feel." 
She smiled up at him.  
"Then ," she said,  " I  think I've never 

felt more important in my l i fe, taking a 
whole day out of the life of a man like 
you." 

He smiled indulgen tly.  
"That should be tu rned a round," he 

said. '"Good night, my dear." 
There was something as intimate about 

the last as i f  he had taken her in  his  
a rms and kissed her. 

She was slightly flushed as she met her 
own face in the mirror, and u n dressed 
slo wly, thinking of a great m an y  things. 
The people in the big, ugly house a l ittle 
way up the road. They wt>re probably 
asleep now or, at least in  their own rooms 
in  bed after having discussed her thor
oughly. Star knew they weren't even 
try ing to u n derstand her situation. Her 
m(•ther never had bothered to regard l i fe 
from anything but her O\� n  personal 
viewpoint. If it hurt her, disappointed 
her, disarranged her schedule, it was 
wrong. and 1 1  i th  bl ind , u nreasoning vio
lence she rebelled against it. Margery 
w as ever on the alert fo r something that 
made Star seem like an undu t iful, care
less daughter and sister. And Rod w as 

too easy-going to think anything out or 
Luther about anything as long as lovely ,  
fragile Margery was near him.  

And Jere. l t  was  unl ike Jere to pout. 
To bear grudges. To pu rposely m isun
derstand. 

Yet there had been no commu nica t ion 
from him after that brief, sharp tele
phone conversation. 

And under i t  all was a sensation of 
tiuglin1" \\ armth as if Ged des' l ips were 
prt-ssed again�t hers, as i f  his arms 
folded her close. 

There 11·as  peculiar 1nt 1 macy be i ng 
w ith him the next  morning. He was the 
fi rst man Star ha rl eYer b reakfasted w i th 
alone, but the u neasi nt>ss t hat she thought 
sh� would feel was q u i te dispelled by 
Geddes' a<:customed air. 

"More butter for those cakes, chil d !  
A n d  here, sirup-real maple si rup, n o  
dosed up excuse for i t ,  this ! ''-as i f  
every morning o f  h i s  l i fe he breakfasted 
w ith and served a stra ng"! woman. Anrl 
then bending toward her w i th an a i r  of 
young romance : 

"Breakfast with you. my beaut i ful ! 
The one meal of the. day at whieh every 
man wants the most deli

-
ghtful woman o

-
f 

his acquain tance sitting opposite h im ! 
Yes, two lumps because your lovely fin
gers must toueh each on� !  Star, if you 
could know what an occaO'ion this is  for 

" me. 
"They'll m iO's us at the office," Star 

said seriouslv .  "Both of us gone, Y ou 
know." 

Geddes shook his head rueful ly .  
"Still all  female, aren't  you ·? Can't 

forget other things and devote yourself 
entirely to the business in hand. I had 
quite forgotten that the world held any
thing besides you opposite me at break
fast. The thrill of that excluded. every
thing else." 

"I want  to learn to he that  waY ." Star 
said, smil ing. but q u ite earnest. •'J know 
that's the d ifference bet ween successful 
men and 1romen 1\ ho play at it ." 

They were l i ngering over thei r coffee 
and cigarettes w hen Geddes said : 

"I ' l l  remember this  breakfast all my 
l i fe. Star"-a note of muted emot i on in 
his voice-''it 's generally a very lonel y  
time for me. I t 's been years ,: i nl 'e an y 
one has come to the table w ith me. The 
kids u sed to up to thei r early teens, but 
often only because they w a n ted to tell me 
something they w anted. Howe1·er, even 
that w as somethinl!. Xo1r tht>re's o n l y  
the butler. And i t -s pretty sad bus i ness 
when l i fe gets l ike that." 

Star knew a momen t of pity fur the 
man. Strange)�-, the fact of h is w ealth 
seemed to make it  a l i ttle  sadder that he 
should be lonely.  

"Mi nrl y o u ," he 1 1  as going on,  · ' I 'm 
not bla m i n g  any o ne. I i'Ub"e r i he thor
ough] y to t h e  theOJ) that 11 e make our 
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own li vP.s. Sornewhcr� I must have 
missed it w ith them, but that doesn't 
le;;sen the loneliness." 

''I'm sorry," she murmured, her voiee 
w eighted with a sincerity that was etched 
\,· i th tenderness. "I wish there was 
somethi1.1g I could do." 

Geddes smiled. 
''That's someth ing, my dear," he said 

suftly. "Something to take to my heart 
and huld there always." 

Geddes had sent to Croton for cha ins. 
They had been put on by t he time they 
fi n ished breakfast. 

'Tm going to take you home now," 
Cedaes said. "You take the day with 
your  fam ily, the week end i f  you like, 
chi ld. I 'l l  push on back to the city. With 
ch :.tin;; ru make i t  n icely ." 

The car moved quite easily with its 
chain5 on the snowed highway. Only as 
th ·v turned into the road which would 
tr. k� them to Star's home did it slow and 
lahor a litt le. Chai ns robbed the rid ing 
quality of the car of some of its plushed 
l u xu ry, but they made the grade to the 
fu•)t 

.
of the steev d rive of her home. 

T:1ere, as Geddes w as shifting to fi rst to 
a t tempt the h i ll, Star spoke quickly. 

''Please don't try the hill. It's too bad 
and tu rn i ng up there is a trick in good 
''eather. Leave the car here, and won't 
you come in ? "  

She was a l ittle glad when Geddes re
fused, say ing he must get back to town. 

"I'll help you up w ith your th ings , 
however," he added. 

Rod had seen them and mel them half
way up the drive. 

"Help you with the packages, s i r ? "  
he asked as Star hurriedly introduced 
them, sure of Rod's friendliness. 

"Take your sister's, I 'll manage these." 
Geddes' tone was friendly as he smilingly 
lollked llr�d over. In the l i tt le entry way 
a t the ki t,hen door Gedde5 put his paek
age:; on a table. 

''rll push along now," he said to Star. 
"Have a nice week end. See you Mon
day ." 

Star was aware of Ma'msie's frigid 
eyes staring through the door, and o f  
Margery, curious, behind her, and was 
a little glad Geddes hurried away. 
Ma'msie was in one of her moods. 

"WelL he"s certainly han dsome ! "  Mar
gery said, but not pleasantly. 

"About time you're getting home.'" 
Ma'msie's tone was like ice. 

Rod stood for a moment looking from 
one woman to the other ;:,nd then hack to 
Star. 

"Don't let 'em get you down, sis," he 
said eas i ly and then w as off. He w as  
late, as i t  was, for his work, but, then, 
that was habi tual with Rod. 

"Has Jere called ? "  Star asked and 
w ished immediaely she hadn't. 

"Jere ! "  Ma'msie made no effort to 
conceal her displeasure. "Isn't one man 
enough for you ? Haven't you j ust spent 
t h�> n ight somewhere with one? " 

"You know why I didn 't get here," 
Star said patiently. "It was tak ing you r 
l i fe i n  your hands to travel. I tried." 

" I f  you harl come on the train you'd 
h a,,e been h·· re.'' 

"He's my . boss, Ma'msie," Star poin ted 
out wearily. 

"That doesn't make him any less a 
man, does i t?" 

"No, but  it does mean that I wasn't 
try ing to make him. We were together 
because we work together. He drove me 
up here only because he had a day on hi� 
hands that was going to be long and 
empty wit h  h is family away. And the 
storm surely couldn't be blamed on either 
of us. Neither of us could foresee it. 
Who'd imagine there'd be heavy snow on 
Thanksgiving? " 

But Ma'msie's eyes were already on 
the packages that lay on the table. Onl y 
Ma rgery was still watching Star's young 
and vi tal lowliness w ith l ips that curk�d 
and eyes that were coldly hard w ith jc.:!l
ousy. 
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"Out with the boss, so it's business ! "  
she said. "I've heard that tale before ! 
You aren't kidding me, smoothie ! You 
had a room there at the inn even when 
you called so you intended to stay all 
night ! "  

Star turned t o  her swiftly, startled to 
silence, but Margery answered the ques· 
tion unasked. 

"I  called the inn hack after you had 
finished talking, so you can't deny i t ! "  
--triumphantly, a s  if she had accom
plished something. 

"I wasn't going to," Star said quietly 
as she searched among the packages, 
handing some of the things to Ma'msie, 
and then finally finding the box with the 
rose silk sheets. "Here, Marge, these are 
for you. Sorry I couldn't get here w ith 
them yesterday as I intended." 

Margery had the grace to look a l i l lie 
ashamed as she took the package. She 
paused a moment over the name on the 
box, one that represented elegant New 
York. And then opened i t  to touch the 
soft silk wonderingly. 

Star watched her, pleased at the won
de.t:ment on the girl's face. For, actually, 
she ·was sympathetic with vain Margery. 
Margery, who had wanted little more of  
marriage than a husband's pay envelope, 

· and when she took her vows had not 
looked beyond that. 

"Silk sheets," Star said, knowing 
Margery had not solved the r iddle of 
what she was touching. 

"Silk sheets ! "  There was pleased awe 
in the girl's voice. "Rose silk sheets ! 
Oh, Star ! I'll have to write mom and 
the girls about thi s !  I d idn't know they 
made them of silk ! "-in a moment of 
sincerity. And then, swiftly recovering 
the pitiful mask of bored sophistication 
that she habitually wore, added, "They're 
certainly lovely, Star. Sweet of you to 
bring them to us." 

"I meant your father should have to 
pay that," her mother said in hurt and 
shocked explanation when Star spoke of 

the four-hundred-dollar bill at the de
partment store. 

"But you know he's not even in this  
State, and I work right there in the city 
where they can get at me." 

"But they shouldn't have bothered you  
with it ! "-with a funny little a ir  of 
righteousness. 

"But they are business people, Ma'm
sie, and they are going to get their money 
no  matter how. That is the theory of 
business." 

"Well, i t  isn't a very n ice way." 
Star smiled, as she went back to New 

York, over her mother's strange reason
ing. And she tried to tell herself she 
was actually glad Jere hadn't called, for 
now the affair with h im was defi nitely 
finished, and that was ,,·hat she wanted. 
She couldn't  fool around with h im any 
longer. I t  could be fatal to her ca reer 
and her ambition . 

She got to her apartment a fe11· min
utes before five. Glancing at the small 
electric clock on the mantel, she won
dered if  G. D. was still at the office, a nd 
lifted the telephone. Probably he wasn't, 
but she'd try anyhow. He might want 
to know that she was back i n  the city. 
Might have something for her to do. 
Katty, his . secretary, an;;wered the tele
phone. G. D. was there, and she put Star 
through to his private line immediately, 
as if  she knew the great publisher would 
not want to keep his star feature writer 
waiting. 

"But I thought you were going to take 
the week end in  the country," he .said, 
and then : "I hope this means what I 
hope it does ! "  H e  laughed a little at his 
own expression. "Have dinner w i th me 
tonight ? "  

"I'd love to ." 
G. D. was tender and gay and a l i t tle 

bit sad. Star supposed it  was becau;:e he 
1ras lonely.  I t  must be depressing t o  be 
part of an indiffe1'ent family.  Her own 
quarreled and bickered, but there was a 
fierce, possessive underlying lore that 
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"It's only real companion hip can 
be like this." Geddes spoke softly, 
as if loath to break the silence. 
" Words can be shared with anyone. 

But not silence." 

n 

gave her a continuous sense o being part 
of it. That was something. It  was that 
night that Geddes told her he loved her. 

At the office, Star noticed that Katty 
was beginning

. 
to fix herself up a little 

more. he paused on that, wondering 
what change was taking place in  the, girl' 
life that s�e'd suddenly become rouge
consciOus. She began using deep-red 
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pol ish on the n ails of her thin, well-kept 
hands. G. D. h ated it. He called her 
down for i t  and for the first t i me in her 
l i fe Katt�· �ho \\ ed spi r i t  in insisting her  
JJails were her own to wear as she w ished. 

VI. 

Star foun d  that each day brought a 
new, important gift to her apartment. 
One bitter, snowy December day i t  was 
a case of Scotch that waited her arrival 
home. Another a new fur coat. Alw ays 
there were flowers. And in return G. D. 
had asked nothing but the pleasure of 
her compan ionship, the right Lo k iss her 
han ds. and only occasionally seek her 
l ips w ith passion that was held in obvious 
cheek. They dined together and danced. 
Sometimes in glamorous places, but more 
and more i n  qu iet n ooks where pleasant 
privacy was made to seem like a jewel 
i n  a lovely Yelvet case presented to them 
by an anxious"to-please man agement. 
Geddes seemed to delight i n  those quiet 
evenings. He often com mented on what 
a home Star could create. 

Star had few e\'en in gs alone. Geddes 
daimed most of her ti rr.e, plead ing his 
loneliness. Her work suffered a little. 
She wasn't doing all the features she in
tended nor had she sta rted the novel she 
intended do ing . But she was gather ing · 

experience, she told hersel f, and m akin g  
n oles, mental notes. J ere called several 
t imes, Lut Star, hurt at what seemed his 
t oo lon g  silence, his failure to get i n  
touch w i th her Thanksgiving, refused to 
t alk to hi  rn.  

Yet for all  her refusal to see h i m , for 
all the luxun· and act i v i t y  and success of 
her l ife. she mi �sed h im so rely . 

It was on one of the rare eveni ngs 
when she ''as alone that  her phone ring
i llg started her hea rt anx iou sly . Proh
al: ly Jere ! She'd kill that i mpulse to 
hurt him th is t i me and let h i m  come up, 
instead of n• fus ing h i m  and then w ish
inf! afterwa rd \1 i th all her heart that ;.;he 
haJ seen him. 

But i t  \'i asn 't Jere who was annou m·e1l. 
"l'vlr. Curry Han�on to !;ec vou,'' the 

telephone g i rl annou nce><'!. 
Star thought a m in u te. One o f  t he 

young men she'd mel that  fi r;:t  n ight a t  
the club a n d  h a d  seen se\'eral t i me>;: 8i ll t 'c>. 
What i n  the 11- orld could he \ran t ·? ��he·cl 
understood he "·as J uliettc Geddc;: pa r
ticular rave. Or rather she wa� his .  

"Send him up," �he !;aid lcr�ch. 
Hanson came i n w i th a flul ler of �mall 

talk and Star had a sense o f  w a it i ng. t rY
i n g  to h u rry that through, to �<'! In the 
real meaning of h is call. He l l lU�t  ha1  c 
a defin ite reason for com ing,. sureh· . She 
served a drink. 

Hanson was a talL sleek ,·outh w i thout 
much force but with a great deal of 
polish, a thing that had ga the red 1 1  i t h  
the generations o f Hansons unt i l Cu rry 
was so deep i n  it that i t  was hard to 
tell what the ) outh was acluallv l ike, �tar 
reflected . He sniffed the bran ch· a pp re
ci atively . I t  w as some G. D. had sen t.  

"Say," he !<aid, "your l iv ing here �een1s 
to be as rich as a bi rthday cake." 

Some th i ng about the wa1 he said  it 
startled Star. She h ad no repl Y for h i m .  
H e  rose, walked across and dropped 
down on the divan bes ide her. 

He looked at her i n ten tly as he S J >oke 
a gam. 

"As rich as a birthcla1· eake-o n ·h ids 
on the man tel. Su perfine bran dy i n  
su perfi ne gla!;ses . A ncl:'-h i;. h and 
w averl inclusi\'ely-''all the tri m m i ni!< ' 

The things he had n amed h ad been 
gifts from G. D. and Star had the unl·nrn
fo rlahle feel i ng that he knc 11· antl wa!< 
t aun t ing her with it .  She \\  i shed he'd 
go and felt like asking him whY he'd 
come. He moYed closer to her. hi� ann 
along the hack of the d i 1·an.  Then, 1 1  i th
out further w arnin�, h i s  ann was ar c o J I J H I  
her and h is  other h a ntl a�si,.t ing i n  d raw
in g her  clo�P 11· i th a �t rength that  his easy 
manners had not e1 en suggested . 

Sta r re!<i�ted . 
" Piea�e ! You mu�!  he ma<l. (urry ! 

I've gi 1·en ) ou n o rca�on lu t h i n k-" 
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Rnt the words were taken from her by 
the fierceness of h is  attempted caress. 
Star realized in a moment of  pure panic 
no ordinary methods were going to serve 
Iter. Curry was like something gone 
wi lJ. She struck out blindly with her 
cle11ehed hand. There was a ring on  it, 
a large fashionable thing G. D. had given 
her. 

�tar heard Curry cursing, felt his grip 
on her loosen. 

"You've hit me," he said, apparently 
a?:;:rr ieved and startled. 

' ·\\'hat did you expect?"  Star was 
hrealhless. "Did you think I was goiug 
to t ake it? You must be crazy ! "  

"Well, I didn't think you were a wild 
cat ! You're Jll)t human ! Women don't 
fight like th:tt ! "  

· "My kind o f  woman does ! "  
"You r kind ! "-scathingly, out o f  his 

h u rt and humiliation .  Star saw the red 
of the bru ises she had made on his fas::e 
t u rn i ng slowly to a faint green . 

Someth ing ahout h i:> tone and manner 
bit in to her pr ide. She felt herself d raw 
u p  a l it t le and freeze. 

"Well''-when he said nothing mo re-
"were you going to say something, Mr. 
Han.;o n ?  And I think it is only fair to 
warn you to be careful what it is." 

Cu rry stared at her for a sullen mo
ment. 

'TIL have to go back now and tell 
Jul iette I couldn't make it," he said 
fina lly. 

Su rprise tensed Star like an  electric 
shock. 

"J ul iette ? "-unbelievingly. "Juliette 
Geddes ? Not Jul iette Geddes? "  

"Why not? Aren't you her old man's 
nt>wcst rose? G. D.'s sweetie? "  

Star never had l iked the word, and as 
Curry said it  it seemed especially ob
nol uous. Almo:>t eviL Certainly com
mon. 

''How ::an you say that, Curry ?"-in 
" low tone, quite controlled. 

"All right then ! All right !  You're 

his newest find ! Talent and all that. 
Have it your way. That is, if  kidding 
yourself doc5 you any good." 

"Curry, why did Juliette send you to 
? "  me . 

The youth stared at her a moment, and 
then with the brutal frankness w hit.:h is 
modern youth's cult. 

"J ulie likes to have something on her 
dad. Something she can slay him with, 
lay him low when he gets hard to handle. 
When she wants a trip or a car or a dia
mond or something and he ·s slo w  in com
ing across. He'll do anything to save his 
pride. In other words, he doesn't wan t 
Clai r, hi5 wife, to know that his sweetie 
would double-cross him.'' 

"And J uliette would tell her mother? " 
Star asked in amazement. This was a 
new sort of family squabbling, something 
she 11ever had known existed. 

"\Vou!d she? A re you asking me, 
lad y ? "  

'·And what d o  you get o u t  of this? " 
Star asked, still in that low, controlled 
voice. She wouldn't give way to temper 
i f  she exploded inwardly with what was 
pent up there. Not before Curry Han
son for him to carry back to J uliette 
c_,,J ·ies. 

Curry didn't answer immediately. He 
sat looking at the floor for a space. Then, 
final! y :  "I  like Juliette.'' 

"And you think this sort of thing will 
help with her ? "  

"I  don't know what I d o  think," he 
burst out. "Don't ask me what I think ! 
You don't think when you are in love 
with a woman. You just want. You 
should know that ! "  H e  flung the words 
at her. Something about it infuriated 
Star anew, threatened to touch off the 
emotion that churned explosively w ithin 
her. 

"Curry," she said, struggling for self· 
possession, "get out of here. Get out and 
make it snappy. Get out before some
thing else happens." 

Curry left. But Star found it impos· 
sible to compose herself to anything for 
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the remainder of the evening. She tried 
to work on the plot for her novel. She 
tried to read. And finally gave up i n  
favor of mending. She had discovered 
when her mind was troubled doing some· 
thing with her hands helped to compose 
her. But Curry's implications rankled. 
Star was startled at finding herself the 
target for such unflattering beliefs. She 
had been so proud of her work and the 
attention it was bringing her. It was 
shocking to find that other people re· 
garded the work as very minor in the 
situation and personal interest para· 
mount. 

She had been given a glimpse of  an 
entirely new side of G.  D.'s family. They 
were, she tried to tell herself, even a little 
worse than he had painted them. And 
before the evening was over Star found 
herself pitying Geddes even more than 
before because he had a family so lack· 
ing in sympathy and appreciation. They 
were cruel to him. Positively cruel. He 
gave so much to others and. was given 
so little himself. No one, apparently, 
thought of him at all. 

Star was still in that mood at the office 
the next day. G. D., sitting on the edge 
of her desk talking business with her, 
sensed it. Nothing ever escaped the m an.  

"You're sweet today." He bent toward 
her suddenly. The door was swung par· 
tially shut, giving them privacy of a sort. 
"Stay this way always,. will you ? "  

Star put out her hand and touched his, 
the first caress she had ever offered him. 
G. D. took it  quickly and brushed it  with 
his lips. 

"Darling," he murmured, "why are 
you the only person \\ ith whom I lose 
that sense of loneliness that's grown so 
heavy and deep around me through re
cent years, Star ? "  

"Could i t  b e  because I a m  fond of 
you ? "  Her voice was very gentle, ten
der. 

"That means you really are ? Star ! 
Oh, Star, my darling ! You're changing 

my whole life. You're giving me a rea. 
s6n for wanting to go on. It had a!J 
grown so stale, my dear." He had drawn 
her up beside him, hi� arm around her. 
"And now you've gi,•en everything a new 
meaning. Is it any wonder I adore you "? 
That my heart, m y  very life is at your 
feet. This little hand of yours"-he 
kissed its palm as he held it-"holds the 
whole of me. One gesture can send me 
to the heights of heaven or to tormenting 
purgatory. Star, my sweet." 

Somehow, there seemed to be some
thing sealed between them then. Star 
felt closer to him. More a part of his 
important life. He conferred with her 
constantly about business matters. And 
spent much time planning her future 
work. 

It  was one day she had gone home 
from the office a little early to prepare for 
a dinner date with G.  D. that Jere called 
and insisted upon seeing Star. 

"I must see you," he said over the 
phone. "Yon can't refuse me again, 
Star. You can't." 

. Star was adamant. Sh� was busy, 1ras 
preparing for a date, had no time for 
anyone then. Perhaps if  he wanted to 
make an engagement for some future 
time-and j ust there she heard the tele
phone bang and knew Jere was no longer 
on the line. She wasn "t exactly glad. 
Oddly enough she would have likeo to 
see Jere. Her heart got a queer feeling 
at the sound of his voice. But she felt 
for some strange reason that she couldn't 
face him. Then she heard his voice at 
the door demanding adm ittance. 

Star remembered occaswns when 
Jere's determination had been tested and 
knew i t  was no frail thing. She opened 
the door. 

"Why must you do such things ? "  she 
asked wearily. 

"I have to, Star, for you ! "  
"To annoy me." 
"To save you." And then he added 

quickly, "From doing something foolish." 
"I don't like what you're trying to in-
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"All right then!" Curry retorted. "You're Geddes' newest lind! Talent and 
all that. Have it your way. That is, if kidding yourself does you any good." 

7.5 
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!<inuate, Jere, allll i f  that's all you've 
come to say, get on your way ! "  

"Star, you're m i su nderstandi ng." His 
v oice was sud�enly k i nder and more con
trolled. " l 'm not say in g  anyth i n g  about 
you,  Lut  only about the i ntentions of 
,the people you're making your closest 
friends. I know what happens i n-" 
But Star could think o f  nothing but  the 
unpleasant i m plication o f  his previous 
words. She interru pted madly. 

"I hate you ! Get out of here ! I never 
w ant to see y o u  agai n ! Yo u're t h i nking 
t h ings no decent person would. Get out 
or I 'll ha,·e ) OU put out." 

"Star, please try to understand w hat 
I 'm doing. I haYe only your  good-" 

"Don "t talk to me ! I w on't listen.  
W ill you go or must  I ask help i n  getting 
you out of here ? "  Her hand was on 
the telephone. Jere watched her as i f  
fasc inated H e  was meet ing a new Star, 
one he'd nev er realized existed before. 
Yet he understood her anger ami there 
w as none i n  his own face as he. looked 
at her. He kne1r her problems, the pres
sure on her l i fe. And he knew ,  too, how 
ambition can goad. She hadn't had the 
w ise, happily married p arents he had ; 
her home l i fe hadn "t bee:1 one i n  1yh ich 
peace and happiness and pleasant com
pan ionship were the prizes sought and 
cherished. 

He moved toward her, talki ng gently.  

'"Star. my sweet, plea5e l isten to me." 
His arms moved out, but j ust .as  t hey 
would have closed around her, Star 
struck him madly. Jere stood for a star
tled instant, stari n g  at the g irl .  And 
then as i m pulsiYely as she her"'elf had 
moved, struck her. 

Star backed away from h i m  with a low 
rry, stifled, bl indly angry. 

Jere stood starin� at  the girl as i f  
sl1ocked himself a l  '' hal h e  h a rl done. 

" You hit  me ! "  S t a r  fi nally found 
w, m]s to Eay.  "You hit me ! "'-her shock 
seem lllg Lo grow w it h  repetition of the 
th ought. 

" I 'm sorry," Jere sta rted In >"ay and 
then shocked Star st i ll further. ' ·!\u, rm 
not sorry. J 'm not. Y ou a"'ked fo r i t. 
You're acting like a bad child that ought 
to he spanked . Provoke me a l i l l ie  more 
and I 'll do that, too ! "  

"That's what you t h i n k ! Stand there 
one m in ute more and rll thro\1 th is  and 
I don't care where i t  lands. rm �iving 
you fai r  warn ing." She had pil·ked up 
a heavy book end and stood 11  i t h  i t, 
poised, ready to throw. 

"All right," Jere said thro u gh h is ral!e. 
" I 'll go ! But not because l ' m  afra i d  of 
your book ends.  J'm going her·a n>"P I 
don't want  to see the person 1dw's com
ing here for you . l don't ll· ant  to have 
to lay eyes on him becau�e I feel I 
wouldn't be able to control my impnlse 
to fight tonigh t .  I m i�ht do somet h i n g  
t o  y o u r  lover t h a t  we might a l l  h e  �nrry 
for." 

"Thanks heavens you still ha,·e a little 
i ntelligence left," Star said 1r i t h  fine sar
casm. "Braw ling w it h  a man who 
wouldn 't know '' hat it  w as all about." 

" I  won ·L fight ,'' Jere said fJ uietl y .  ·· rll 
not  fight for ) ou, Star. But  rn II  a it 
until you come back to me of your o w n  
accord." 

"That �� ill Le " hen a certa in  )Hll
known spot freezes over.' · Sta·r·s 1·u i ee 
was cold. She �lood at the door holding 
i t  open a m in ute as  Jere van ished toward 
the elevator. Her eyes were chil l .  hut  
no more had she turne{1 and dosed her
self i n  than tears came qu ickly to  their  
v iolet depth�. 

Star h ad not co mple tely reconred 
when Geddes arri ved. He scan ned her 
face with e)·es that mi ssed n oth i ng. 

"What is i t ,  s 11 eet ? "  he asked gently . 
"Sc!lneth ing has happened to d isturiJ � o u .  
Tell me ? "  

"Oh, i t 's nothin g," said S t a r. h i �  �� m
pa thy  b r i n �· i n g;  her o nce t n o ro ·  n c :ar  l !·ars. 
"J u�t  foo f i,-hnes�. I 'm �oft and ld l h in!!S  

'd i stu rb me."' 
� 

"I know." He took her  ha nd . ' · 1 £  
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you weren't that way, soft as you say, 
you wouldn't be capable of  the things you 
are. You wouldn't have the talent you 
have. I 'd call it sensitive. It's the thing 
th at allows life and thoughtless people to 
torture you. But it is also the thing_ that 
makes you the talented person you are, 
that wi ll make you great, my dear." 

Star was smiiing as he finished. G. D. 
always knew how to turn the thing so 
she r lt better about it. He was so kind 
anrl  ;;o sweet. If he could be as big and 
splendid as he was, surely she could 
laugu off such things as Curry Hanson's 
insinuations and J ere's flare-up. Jer� 
was simply jealous, anyhow .  

•·I think what y o u  need tonight i s  to 
be �ay," G. D. said. "Very gay. Let's 
go �.�  nne of those mad little spots 011 the 
E:lst Side." 

St .t r  welcomed the suggestion. Site 
had n"t known until he made it that she 
had wanted to �et out. The walls of  her 
smart, modern istic apartment had seemed 
to he pressing in on her. They taxied 
O\'Cr the snowy streets. It had not  snowed 
so rnuch in December since Star could 
remember. D r i fts were piled high on 
ei tl� <!r s ide of the two traflic lanes. Star 
reHected that what was merely a �o! l�d 
inconvenience in the c i ty had definite 
beauty in the country. 

Aga inst her will, she found herself 
em·i�ioning the beauty of the rolling hills 
of Jere's place, snow-covered, looking 
d.)wn from the i r  white, quiet loveliness 
to the Hudson Hiver, moving maj estically 
between its banks. Jere was p robably 
at that very moment sitting in front o f  
h i s  cheerful fi replace, in  the soft light 
made only by the blaze on the hearth. 
He'd just about had time tG get home 
anJ sink into his favorite chair. Star 
kuf:'w · how he loved the companionable 
quiet of that sort of th ing. Blaze would 
he stretched at hi� feet, his silky gray
blue coat gleaming with the care Jere 
gave it. 

Star's heart tigh tened a moment as she 
thought of Blue Star, the puppy Jere had 

named for her. It would he o n  this cold 
night cuddled close to the .warm silky 
coat of its mother, Streak. S ta r knew 
that Jere would have hurried from her 
place directly to the station ami home. 
All the things he loved were there. All 
the things that called definitely to his 
heart. And those things were, somehow, 
i n  this moment, that ;>he sat beside G. D., 
going on a glamorous errand, calling to 
her heart. 

The t iny night spot their taxi finally 
slopped in front of \ras alive with life 
\\ hen they reached its smoky inclosure. 
A girl was singing, not the slim, slinky 
type of  girl the uptown clubs featured, 
but one rounded and well-fed-looking. 
She gave G. D. an arch look as he passed. 
It '''as evident she recognized him as one 
of the spending patrons of  the place. 
L:�.ter, after they'd ordered, she came to 
their table. 

"Look, big boy"-with easy familiarity 
as she pulled up the long skirt of  her 
evening gown to reveal a leg well above 
the knee-"l'm taking i t  off. I've lost 
twenty pounds. I've lived on nothing 
Lut Yinegar for the past weeks ! "  

Star scanned her quite pretty faoe in·  
terestedly. 

I t  was an intelligent face. Pretty, too, 
in a broad, heavy way. A girl had to 
have something to make a living singing 
in a night spot, Star reflected. Man· 
agers changed artists so often and then 
there was so much competition from 
society girls who did it more for fun 
than anything else. They took the money, 
of course, but i t  wasn't fair competition 
because they didn't actually need the 
money to Ii,·e on, so could work for less. 
And then, too, the glamour of their names 
and positions made it easy for them to 
step in and take j obs from girls who 
hadn't that prestige back of them. Geddes 
was Lalking to the girl. 

"Don't be silly, Dotty." he said good· 
naturedly. "You need weight. The boys 
you're singing to here like a l ittle up
holstering." 
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"Yeah, but not over·stuffing ! "  She 
glared at Star as she replied. And then 
moved swiftly on to a table where two 
men sat. 

"Dotty's. had a tough time," G. D. said, 
watching her begin an animated conver· 
sation with the men, and Star, realizing 
that it must get to be awfully old stuff 
lo the girl, wondered if she could be as 
interested in them as she appeared to be. 
"All these girls have had lately. Too 

.
much competition from the debs and 
ex·dehs. My kid, Juliette, wanted to get 
into it. Wanted me to help her." 

"And you wouldn't ? "  Star asked. 
"Not on your life. I 'd do anything 

else in the world for the girl, but not 
that." 

"Strange that she should want to," Star 
said. 

"Not so strange, after all, when you 
think of it," was G. D.'s reply. "All 
those kids no wadays are sensation· 
seekers. Julie j ust doesn't kno w  what to 
do with herself. She's had everything, 
been everywhere and done everything. 
Getting into public life is about all that's 
left for her. She's pretty and cute and 

smart, but, after all. even if she i� mine, 
I must admit the truth. She ha!'n 't any 
voice, and she'd j ust hold a job bec,nlse 
she is who she is. I don't believe in that 
sort of thing. Not when there are thou· 
sands of girls who have the stuff and 
need the money." 

Which revealed another phase of the 
man to like and respect. Almost all 
G. D.'s theories of life were fine, hollei't, 
a little above the average. It seemed to 
Star that she was constantly discowring 
things about him which increased her re
spect for him. And then, suddenly, Stsr 
was jolted out of her reverie by a Yoice 
and a presence at their table. 

"If it isn't the great G. D. himsel f !  
Having yourself a little slumming party, 
eh ? "  

" Well, Julie ! "  G .  D .  exclaimed. "HaYe 
you met my new feature w riter ? Star, 
this is my darling daughter ! "  

" I've heard of you ." Juliette turned 
eyes startlingly like G. D.'s to Star, and 
there was something peculiar in her in
tonation. Star wondered if she under
stood it w hen she looked past Juliette and 
saw Curry. 

Star is finding that the world is putting an entirely different interpretation upon her 
friendship with her boss. Will she be able to get to the top without hirn or is it /lis 

influence that is pushing her on? Don't miss next week's installm ent. 

* * *  * * *  * * *  * * *  * * *  * * *  

A white girl, reared in the tropics, she knew no 

family other than the old black woman who had 

raised her and was now ready to sell her to the 

highest bidder. You won't want to miss this latest 

story by Marianne Barrett-"Never, Never Change" 

-in this magazine next week. 

* * *  * * *  * * *  * * *  * * *  * * *  
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MAKES A FILM HERO 
I�  is usu�ally u woman�loJ love 

• bat t�reaa fes a 111an�s glory. 

by Jeanne  K i rk  

YouT H's pan demon i u m  shrilled against  
a backgro u n d  o f  j i ngl ing cash registers in 
K no x h u rg Dairy Lunch No. l .  Late pa
tron;; fro m t he Regent Theater clattered 
i n fo r ''Ed Coggi ns Specials" w i th 
" h i ppt'cl c ream. • 

Ed Coggi ns' fi lm success was thei r sole 
t n pi •:. W h a t  11·as there about Ed Coggins 
that naade everyone feel he was a personal 
friend of t heirs ? " [  wo11lrln't  know mv
self, · · t h u u g h t  Martha B u mett as  she  saw 

the magic o f  h is n ame sell o rder ·after 
o rder o f  the gooey concoction of ice 
cream and n u ts. 

Not so many months ago she would 
have laughed at Ed Cogg ins h imsel f if  he 
had dared to h i n t  that he w as an yth i ng 
more than a bright ho 1•, popular i n  h is 
small-town c ircle. But even then she 
knew in her heart he had an i n tangi ble 
m ascul ine charm that made girh · eye:> 
follow h i m .  
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· Holly woocl had found he had i t .  Now 
the whole picture-going world would 
know it .  Martha wondered why it was 
that one never seemed to see a friend in 
his true perspective u ntil  the rest of the 
world placed him there beyond one . 

. As the money piled u p  i n  her father's 
tills, Martha's heart sank lower. Ed 
Coggins' vision and driving energy had 
made those dairy stores successful. Ed 
and she had created them. Now she was 
losing Ed. 

Those movie-mad kid!i were d riving 
her simply frantic. She wanted to read 
Ed's last letter again, but d id  not dare to 
try it here. Just \\ hat were those lines 
he had written ? "I t  w on"t be long now. 
I have found where I belong. I w il l  be 
seeing you soon ." 

Just \\hat had he meant?  He had won 
his first job o n  a stud io lot so, of  course, 
he had found where he belonged. She 
recalled how he had wasted most of that 
precious letter j oking about h is n ight job 
in a Holly wood diner and how he had 
learned stunts that would boost business 
in the Knoxburg dairy lunch stores. The 
}Jig clock on the wall show ed cl osing time 
only fifteen minutes away. She would 
read the letter aga i n  at home tonight . 

The clamor settled to the steady be�t 
of fi fty human dynamos, driving her har
r ied thoughts in rhythm 11  i th tlwir buz
zing chatter 11 h ile she felt Ed Coggins 
vassing out of her l i fe. 

Sitt ing where they could, standing 
when they must, the fifty y o u ng folks 
each insisted, between mouthfuls, on his 
or her i n d i v i d ual right to recogn i t i on as 
the first fan of Holly wood's latest film 
find. 

Upon j ust one statement all agreed. 
Someone had blundered i n  not  show i n g  
him in  the preview. 

Next door, Ray Boland, projection ist, 
slopped on h is w ay out of the theater to 
t:ondule w ith Manager Marlowe at the 
ticket booth because of a poor attendance. 

"We'll pack them i n  Friday and Satur
day," said Marlowe, looking at  the 

posters p roclaim i ng the eom i ng !'how ing. 
Pasted across the bottom of t>aeh, sup

plementary strips announced : 

With  Ed Coggins, Knoxburg Boy, in l l iF Fir�t 
Film. 

"Nice extra publicity in the dairy store, 
Ray," Marlowe said.  

"Naming those sundaes 'Coggins Spe
cials' was not my idea," confessed Ray . 
"Ed's girl, Martha, sprang that one 11 hen 
I told her we would get the film. :-:-wee 
Ed left, she has to be around the !<tores 
all the time to he! p her dad." 

They separated and started home11 a rd. 
The town was sett l i ng down for the n i�ht.  
A few. persons l ingered in the dain· store 
where lights in the rear were alread y  
blinking out. 

Down the street a figure detached it,-plf 
from a shop entrance as Ray approached. 

"Howya, Ray," it said. 
"Well, Ed Coggins ! You old so-and-

so ! You got back j ust in time to see 
you rself  on the screen i n  your own ·home 
town. Marlowe booked that picture you 
w rote us you were i n  and we are show ing 
it Friday and Saturday, even if  they didn 't 
give you sc:reen cred i t .  Why, what's the 
matter? "  · 

"Ray, I \l as fired j ust a cou ple of d a v s  
after 1 w rote you .  I gummed things up 
when they gave m e  a Lit. I t  looked ,; o  
bad i n  rushes they cut i t  and let  me go. 
I was ashamed to w rite again after ha' ing 
written y o u  I had a hit  })art." 

"Cheer· up, old boy . You can try 
again," consoled Ray. 

"No. You can't kid me along that way 
any more since I 've h ad a t:hance to learn 
I can't kid my self i nto th inking that I 
m ight really - become an actor," Ed told 
him det:is ively.  

"Oh, forget that _gloom stuff. Try 
again.  No one here knows you flopped. 
Half this burg will he at the Regent Fri
d ay to sec you walk across the screen once 
or twice. Just frame u p  any old story 
about why you are back home. Let us 
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drop in and tell M r. Marlowe we will have 
you in a per:oonal-" 

"\'Vake up, you dupe," said Ed. "When 
I ;;ay my part was cut out, I mean all of 
that. I roomed near a fellow who works 
in the cutting room. He put it  in the 
w as'te -euttings can himself." 

"T n that case, we're all sunk," moaned 
the proj ectionist. "Oh, why did we 
splurge with those home-printed strips 
across the regular  banners ? "  

' · Is  Mr. Marlowe absolutely stuck with 
this p icture and with the 'idea I am sup
posed to be shown i n  i t ? "  demanded Cog
gin�.  

'·Stuck ! "  echoed the projectionist. 
"We thought we were lucky to get it and 
we advertised you were �n  it .  Everyone 
i n  town is waiting for it. Why, your old
ti rne gi rL Martha, even had the boys i n  
the da iry lunchrooms put on 'Ed Coggins 
Spet:ials' today." 

""'hat a mess," groaned Knoxburg's 
film failure. "�ot only do I flop in p ic· 
hrr.::>, hut I get my best friends i nto a 
j a m .  What will  Martha thin k ? "  

" O h ,  is that what's troubling you ?  
W orryi1 1g ahout that sm:.ll-tow n  girl ? "  
sa i d  Ray. ''·How ahout the theate r ? "  

• ·- :x  ul:;; t o  all theaters. i"m cured. 
Froru now on I can take 'em or  leave 'em .  
I came hack here to wor� at  something I 
really can do." 

From across the street came a girlish 
haiL 

''Hello. Ray Boland ! Remember, you 
prom ised to let me see you running over 
that picture w ith Ed in it when you get it 
in tomorrow. Who is that w ith you ? '" 

"Great grief ! Can you tie that, meet
ing her now, of all t imes? Well, Romeo 
Coggins, that is  your o wn particular 
trouble. Think fast," whispered Ray. 
Then, louder, "Hello, Martha. Here is 
an old friend to sec you for a minute." 

l\'Iutlering a warning, "Don't you for
get to he at M r. Marlowe's home in fi f
teen minule.s-we'll be w ai l ing for you," 

the projectionist s ide-stepped the re
umon. 

Ed c rossed the street to where the girl 
stood hesitant. 

"Well, Martha. I hadn't expected us 
to meet again this way, but with things 
as they are .now, I am j ust  as glad I came 
to say 'good-by.' " 

"I am glad you remembered me 
enough to come back to say 'good-by,' " 
she managed. Then, loyally, "You 
worked for and deserved all you got." 

"Deserved i t ? "  he echoed. "Oh, sure. 
I had it coming- to me. I was j ust a 
small-town amateur allowing my friends 
to fool me i nto thinking I was good 
enough for films. Why, what's the mat
ter, dear ? "  

"What do you mean ? J ust why did 
you come back ? "  

"To see you, o f  course. Oh ! S o  you 
fell for that false alarm about me getting 
a start in Holly wood ? Why, I wrote you 
I was coming back. Is  this town nuts 
o r  am I ? "  

"Didn't you write that you would get 
back some t ime to see me and that you 
would make goo d ? "  

"Certainly I did. I meant I would 
make good here. How could I tell you 
in my letter when · I would be back? I 
wus hitch-hiking." 

Not even a cricket annoyed their silent 
thoughts. Martha broke the spell by 
laughing. 

"Honestly, Ed, I never did think you 
were so hot as an actor," she said. "You 
never were any star in an amateur show 
but you didn't do so bad on a shady 
porch." 

He walked home with her. Glamour 
Boy Coggins of the films m ight have kept 
Martha I\ ondering how she had ever hap· 
pened lo be on equal terms' with him, but 
plain Ed Coggins couldn't. In  spite of 
all that, she could not help loving him 
even if he did have to be set in  his place 
once in a while. She told him she would 
n o w  suhstilute lemon as a flavor base 
for Coggins Specials. 
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"Woman, you ·n ruin those 
lunchrooms w ith monkey 
business like that," he ex· 
postulated. "After all the 
hard work I put into building up that 
busi ness for your father ! "  

"Nonsense. You can dig right i n  then 
and build .them up aga i n .  He says he 
can't run them w ithout you." 

"Ma y be an operation on your head 
would help you to see j ust how serious 
this thing is," he said darkly. "This puts 
a crimp i n  the theater, the lunchrooms 
and ever� thing connected with me or my 
n a mf'. And remember, your father backed 
Marlowe in the theater." 

"Married?" echoed Ed. 
"I'm not married and I 
suppose now I'm never 
going to be. Haven't 
I troubles enough as 

things are?" 

"I had forgotten that. Poor old da<l.  
He always is the one to get hurt when I 
do something dumb. This really is  seri
ous. Things are so badly tan gled now 
we j ust can't let folks kno w  you came 
home a failure." 

" I  would have to have some k ind of 
story to explain \rhy I am back h ome," 
said Ed. "I had better get out of town 
before anyone sees me. and-" 

"You will do nothing of the kind. 
You'll stay right here and take ch arge of 
these lunehrooms. They" re dri,· ing dad 
and me hal! crazy." 

"But how will I explain 11 hen people 
ask-" 
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"Just h int  that you came home to 
settle down and get started in real busi
ness or get marr ied or wmelh ing." 

"Martha, would you do that, after all 
the trouble I-" 

"Don't go soft. I m i ght try even that 
if it would get us out of this jam. Keep 
mum n o w  and admit nothing," she 
warned h i m  as they mounted the porch 
�teps. Through the long w indows they 
could see her father co rrugat ing his fore
head over figures. 

"Well, Ed Coggins ! I certainly am 
glad to see vou, m �· bo,·," he greeted him. 
"I  hear � o u  marle a ;;:uccess in Holly
wood. !\ever di rl t h i n k  much of this 
ad or busi ness m )  self, but I am glad you 
won out.  You certainly got  me into 
somf'thing, though , " hen you ind uced me 
Lo open those da iry lunchrooms. I can't 

LS-6F 

handle m y  d a i ry farms and those, too . I 
simply m u st get a manager for them ." 

"My Hollywoocl tr ip  was not the suc
ce�s you think," began Ed.  

"Now. Ed.  :\lot  another word from 
you about that Hollywood business. I 
misunderstood your last letter," said 
Martha, push ing hirri i n to a chai r. "The 
amateur theatricals, Hollywood and all 
that were fun while they lasted, but it's 
all over. You sit down and go over 
those figures with dad.  I am going out  
on the porch for  a few minutes." 

"She is a mite possy, Ed, j ust as her 
mother was, but she means aU right," 
said Mr. Burnett. " I  don't know j ust 
what is  going on here about this Holly
wood b usiness, but if i t  is  all right with 
you two, i t  is all  right w i th me." 

"I suppose Martha is right, at ti mes," 
said Coggins. So the two men settled 
down to analyze store accounts. 

Across the street Martha could see two 
figures o utlined before the b ridge lamp 
in the Marlo we living room. They rep
resented j ust one more problem she had 
to solve in  her busy day .  

She went over and tapped at the screen 
door. "May I come in for a momen t ? "  
she called a s  Marlowe rose. 

"I  knew we could depend on you to 
fix things up, Mr. Marlo we," she said as 
she smaed at him and his projection ist. 

"To fix things u p ? "  echoed Mr. Mar
lo we. "Martha, your father and I are 
business partners. I would do an ything 
in  the world to help, not only h i m ,  but 
you and Ed. The appearance of  Cog
gins here as a failure breaks up all my 
adverti�ing plans and m akes us all look 
foolish. I t  will ruin my t heater. A busi
ness can stand being criticized , but it will 
die if i t  i s  laughed at." 

"How about u s ? "  asked Martha. "Ed 
has to l i ve i n  this to1m and I am not 
going to have m y  husband made a laugh
ingstock because some director in Holly
wood learned too late that he really isn't 
an actor." 
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"Your husband ? Do you mean to say 
that you two are married already ? " 

"Not yet, but we will be just as so<m 
as you get this tangle about the film 
stra ightened out. You got us into this 
trouble by advertising his success i n 
Holly wood." 

"Yes, I suppose it must h ave been all 
.my fault,'' said Mr. Marlowe. "Sit down, 
Martha, and cool off while we talk this 
situation over and see what can be done." 

"Instead of letting anyone know he had 
failed, you could j ust let them think he 
gave it  all up to come home," suggested 
Martha. 

"It would be a good story, Martha, 
and it would sound fairly reasonable if 
he came home to be married, except for 
j ust one thing," said  Mr. Marlowe. "All 
Ed's friends here heard that he has a 
small part in the p icture and they are 
ex.pecting to see .him in it. Ed told Ray 
that a friend of his in the cutting room 
sa id he had cut out that bit himself." 

"Ed told me that, too," she admitted, 
"but he told me once that all clipp ings 
are saved for some time, even scraps not 
to be uaed in the released pictu re. You 
cou

.
ld patch that scrap into the film, Ray, 

cou ldn't you ? "  

" I  could cut i t  i n  i f  I could get it, and 
not a person here would be the wiser," 
said Ray. "Then I coulcl cut it out be
fore retu rning the film to the exchange." 
Flam ing with a new thought, he added : 

"What a promotion idea ! We would 
neerl rubber walls to hold the crowds. We 
would have personal appearances the fi rst 
day and a wedd ing on the stage after the 
last sho w ing. I would circulate announce

mf,u ts-" 
" I t's my marriage, not a promotion 

stunt, that you are talking about," 
snapped Martha. "I'll arrange my mar
riage my�elf. You j ust get that film 
scrap shipped in here in time ." 

The two looked at the manager hope
fully . Mr. Marlowe considered, murmur
ing to himself:  

" It could be clone, of cou rs�>, hut  I 
never heard of it happening hefore. 
Sti ll, anything is possiole in Hollywood. 
Martha, get hold of  Ed and don't let h i m  
get away or talk t o  anyone. I 'll t ry long 
di�tance. It's only a little after n iue 
o'clock in Hollywood now." 

"I 'll hold him," promised Martha, 
"and I'll be right back ." 

While Mr . Marlowe was making h is 
telephone call, Martha was busy back 
home telling her father i t  would be so 
n ice if they could put up Ed for the 
n ight and keep his homecoming secret 
while he worked out plans to help them 
handle the dairy lunchrooms. . 

"That is mighty fine o f you, Ed," 
sighed Mr. Burnett. "You two got me 
i nto that store business. Now you can 
\\·orry it out yourselves. You are youug 
and can sland it. I'm tired and I 'm go· 
ing to bed. Good night." 

Across the street Marlowe was losing 
what he had left o f  hi.; normal smonlh 
temper. 

"I am not try i ng to appeal to your 
heart , Sam," he sa i d over the telephone. 
"The one you used to have was pet r i fi ed 
clear back in vaudev i l le days. Don"t 
bother sy mpathizing. Get husy protect· 
ing my pocketbook and your o w n .  I ' m  
runn ing the only outlet y o u r  distributor 
eYer had here. As a producer, s ince you 
a re not a friend, stretch a po in t and keep 
this the:�ter from being laughed into 
darkness. 

"Forget whose fault i� was !  That i s  
water over the dan; . Just the loan of a 
scrap film for two days and then it goes 
1·ight back lo you w ith no one the wiser. 
A scrap of film for j ust two days and 
two young l ives are saved from ruin. 
And my theater and you r on ly outlet 
here are saved, too. What are you going 
to do ? "  

Relief spread over his face a s  he lis
tened. He answered slowly, measuring 
each word carefully : 

"You can bet a mi l lion to a d i me n o  
one w ill  eYer know. I will tell her my 
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gooil frien d, the p roducer, w ill  sh ip the 
scrap special, fi rst thi ng in  the morning, 
as a secret wedding present on the sole 
condition that she marry h im and keep 
him strictl y  under cover until  the film 
is repatched and sent back to the ex
change. 

"Absolutely,  n o ! We wi l l  n o t  let him 
show up in town unti l  t he last  run Satur
day night and, even then, only as her 
husband, through with Hollywood and 
home to stay . Sam, you 're a real friend." 

Mr. Marlowe la id  down the receiver 
w i t h  a si gh of relief as M a rtha came 
th rough the door with Ed dub iously fol
lowing and wondering what w as to come 
next. 

"Now, l isten carefu lly,' ' said M r .  Mar
lowe. "I have arran ged to get that  film 
scrap. But that is only the first round 
won.  There may be worse to come. 
Each one of you must act his  part 
through w i thout a hitch. Here is  the 
plan-" 

Carefu lly , he checked the ma i l-plane 
arrival at the n earb y  big-town a i rport. 
Out in the hall the grand father clock 
struck one. It was Th ursda�· morning 
already. Shortly after t w o  o 'clock Fri
day afternoon the face of Ed Coggins was 
to appear on the screen of the Regent 
Theater for 1\:noxburg 's first view of its 
home-town boy making goorl in Holly
wood. 

Two shows on Fri day n i ght and three 
OJl Sa turdav would end the Coggins film 
life, explained Mr.  Marlowe. 

"When I say- that ends you in films, 
Ed . remember that really ends you," said 
Mr.  Marlowe. "Ray can drive my coupe 
to get the fil m patch when i t  comes i n  
Friday morni ng a n d  c a n  get back here 
in time to patch it in before the after
noon show. Ed. how are you going to 
h andle this matter of keep ing h idden 
until after Satu rday n i ght's last run a nd 
then sh ow u p, married anrl back from 
Holly w ood to sellle down here for l i fe ? "  

"Marcied ? "  echoed Ed. ' ' J 'm n ot mar
ried and 1 suppose now I 'm never going 

to be. Haven't I troubles enough of my 
own as things a re ?  What a re you t rying 
to do ? " 

"Well, you are goi ng to be marnf'd 
or else ! Martha, what d i d  y ou tf'll me 
when you told me to call Holly wood ? "  
demanded Mr. Marlowe. 

"I d id n't ask you to call Holl y wood. 
I only tolo you to get that scrap film," 
flared Martha. 

' "You ought to have heard M r. Mar
lowe tell his friend i n  Hollywood that 
that  scrap of film was the only thing that 
would save two young ·l i ves," said Ray. 
"Why, he had me almost crying for you 
myself. I t  was wonderful how he got 
that scrap as your secret wed d ing pres
ent; but you've got to get married and 
Ed is  not to try Hollywood again.  And 
he can't  show u p  here unt i l-" 

Seeing delighted com prehension he
ginn ing to daw·n on Ed's face, Martha 
broke i n  v.· i th an adm i ring tribute to Mr.  
M arlowe : 

"You handle things so fast, you kind 
of  took Ed and me off our feet. Ed and 
I 'l l  talk it over out  on the porch and 
we'll be r igh t  back." 

Only Ed heard Ray's comment as the 
two passed out : 

"I've heard of tomcats thrown from 
skyscrapers land ing on their feet." 

It was an eagerl y  pliant Coggins v. ho 
came back ready to do whateYer the 
emergency requ i red . The theater man
ager had his schedule almost worked out. 

"Where can we hide Ed, Martha, unt i l  
Saturday n ight or Sund ay morning-? It 
must be out of town ." 

"Jurgen s Da iry Farm No. 3 is th e far
thest away ," said M a rtha. "No one there 
knows Eel and, a n y w ay, he hasn't had a 
shave for 1 \ro clays. He can p ass as a 
new farmhand." 

The hide-o u t  coul<l  be worse, thought 
Ed. It would n't be needed long. 

"We will  get you t wo marr ied J USt as 
fJ u ickly as possible," said Mr. Marlowe 
briskly . "Then we-" 
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"They can't he married before Satur
day m o rn i ng," remi nded Ray. "Remem
ber the wait ing here for a l icense." 

"Yes, yes," said M r. Marlowe.  "You 
and I w ill  fi x  all  that,  Martha.  This 
morning I will meet yo u in the l unch
room next t o  the theater and you and I 
w ill  go to the courthouse together for a 
l icense. I will represent Ed and fix the 
clerk to keep q uiet. We w ill marry y o u  
out on t h e  f a r m  Saturday sometime' 
around noon. Meantime, Ed must lay 
low out there. How about your  father, 
Marth a ? "  

"Maybe he won't  admit  i t ,  b u t  he'll 
be awfully pleased," said Martha. "I 'll 
slip a note u n der his bed room door now 
and tell h i m  in it  to waken Ed at half 
past s ix  this m o rn i n g, when he starts out 
to make h is rou n d s  of  the dairy farms. 
He'll take Ed w i th h i m  out to Farm 
No. 3. Good nigh t." 

"June nights  back East have a charm 
all their  o w n ,  Martha," said Ed as they 
t i 1)toed up the B urnett porch. "But six 
th i rty in the morn i n g ! The fogs have 
not begun to break up at  that ti me." 

"Those were Holly wood fog� of the 
morning after," said Marth a. · "We don't  
have morni n g  fogs in  Knoxburg." 

He kissed her in the hall and she re
minded h i m :  

" I  won't be u p  when y o u  two get away, 
darl i ng.  Remember your sto ry to dad. 
He won't bother y o u  w ith m a n y  ques
tions. He is curious ouly w hen a cow 
does . someth i n g  he doesn't  understand.  
Good -night l\011-, u n ti l  Saturday."  

I t  was perfectly normal fo r M r. Mar
lo ire to d rop into Knoxburg Dairy Lunch 
:\o. 1 before eleven o'clock for a cup 
of coffee and a roll. 

�\l[artha had been on the j ob since a 
l itt le after n i ne aud was readv to leave 
and look things over at Lunch No. 2 i n  
Cou rthouse Squ are. M r .  Marlowe was 
going that way. They strolled casually 
up the street together. 

" I s  everyth i 11g all right so far ? "  Mr. 
Marlowe asked her as he n odded to pass
i ng acquai nta nces. 

"Yes, but [ felt mean seein g  Ed start 
out at six thirty in the morning," giggled 
Martha. 

"You g•1l  u p  to see them off ? "  
"Certa i n ly not.  But I couldn't help 

sneaking to my bed room w indow. Six  
thi rty ! Poor Ed ! Of course, dad is 
used to i t ."  

I t  d id n 't take them long t o  settle their 
business at the cou rthouse. The clerk 
was used to premari tal confidences. Fu r
thermore, he w as glad to learn that Ed 
Coggins had not misled the con fidence 
he had had in th at 1 o u th.  

" I  w ill  n o t  enter i t  unt il }londay morn
i ng," he prom ised. "The young man is 
exactly right in giv ing up pictu res to 
come back home. Bright lights are lots 
of fun fo r a week end in town,  but  I 
have lived here close to sixty years and 
always found \\' hat r \\'anted right here 
at home.' "  

His jaw d ropped as he folded the mar· 
r iage l i cense and handed i t  to Ylartha. 

"Sh-h-h Mrs. Whalmsley is  in rny 
i nside office no w,'' he whispered . ''She'�> 
my n ext-door neighbor. Slip out quietly. 
She may 110t have heard you."  

No such luck. M rs. Whalmsley 
e merged from the other door and met 
them in the hall as Ylartha tucked the 
license into her pu rse. To live in Knox
b u rg and not to know of M rs. Whalrns
ley 1ras an impossibili ty·.  Her gossiping 
tongue was a t rad ition.  

" Why, good mom ing, \'Iartha. You're 
looking as happy as a June bride," she 
said. "Seeing you here now rem i n d s  m e  
that I saw yuur father d ri v i n g  out l lf  

town with a strange voung man t h is 
monung. He rem i nded llle so much o f  
soiNeone and I j ust can't thi n k  n o w  who 
he looked l ike." 

"The man w as p rohably a dangerous 
foreign spy," offen•d :\-[r. Ylarlowe in dis
gust.  

M a rtha sy mpath ized w ith his irritation 
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and felt it was up lo her to carry on. 
She, too, knew and respected highly the 
prowess of Mrs. Whalmsley. Here was 
an antagonist worthy of her best efforts, 
but a dated antagonist. The woman j ust 
had to have a weak spot somewhere. 

"Mr. Marlowe sees too many pictures, 
doesn't he, Mrs. Whalm�ley ? "  she said. 
"Won't you come into the lunchroom 
w ith me and have a cup of coffee? I 
was j ust on m y  way there to check up 
things for father." 

"Delighted, Martha, I'm sure. Good
],y, Mr. Marlowe. It was so pleasant see-
. " mg you. 

Mrs. Whalmsley 11·as j ust as glad to be 
t id of Mr. M arlowe, but seeing him had 
reminded her of another news item she 
h?.cl meant to run do1m. 

"Do you know, Martha," she confided, 
"j ust see ing Mr. Marlowe made me think 
of motion pictures and now, as I remem· 
hc·r it, that young man I saw w ith your 
fat her was the spittin' image of that Ed 
Coggins who went to Hollywood? Seems 
to me you knew that Coggins boy pretty 
well. too." 

Martha countered w ith a casual ex· 
planation to dism iss a trivial subject : 

"A man w ith father? I do remember 
dad saying something about a new hand 
out at one of the dairy farms." 

What she wanted to know most was 
j u.st how much Mrs. Whalmsley had 
heard at the courthouse. 

Mrs. Whalmsley's tongue ran on : 
"I have wanted so mu.ch to hear from 

someone who really knew j ust how well 
that talented young Mr. Coggins m ade 
out in Hollywood," she told Martha as 
she settled down for her coffee. "It  seems 
only yesterday that we enj oyed him and 
his young associates here as amateurs. 
He still writes to you, surely ? "  

Like a flash came the solution o f  her 
latest problem to Martha. I nstead of 
fighting Mrs. Whalm�ley she would use 
her. Bless the vagueness of Ed Coggins 

in  his w riting moments!  That last let
ter of his might mean almost anything 
to someone who didn't know the real 
circumstances. She would entangle this 
gossip i n  her 0 1-1  n version o f  the Coggins 
return from Hollywood and use her to 
broadcast it and verify it. 

"Well, yes. Ed does still write to me, 
Mrs. Whalmsley," she admitted. Martha 
seemed reluctant to pursue the subject. 

"You must tell me what he says in h is 
letters about how he likes Hollywood," 
said Mrs. Whalrnsley. "I am going to 
see the last performance of the picture 
Saturday n ight with two more of his old
time neighbors, Mrs. Lemley and Mrs. 
Martin ,  I know they are j ust dying t o  
hear about him." 

"Before I leaYe for" Niagara Falls Fri
day n ight for a couple of days on a vaca
tion, I'll leave a couple of pages from his  
last letter to me," promised :'vlartha. 
"But please, please, don't say a word 
about i t  until Saturday n ight." 

"You know you can trust me, Mar
tha," Mrs. Whalmsley solemnly assured 
her. 

"You're doggone right you can trust 
her, sweet," said Ed Coggins that n ight 
in his hiding place at Farm No. 3. "You 
can trust her to trumpet every thing she 
knows and a whole lot she doesn't know 
all over this town." 

"That is exactly why I am using her 
to tell our story the way we want it told," 
explained Martha. "You would be sure 
to spoil the story wilh some embarrass
ing facts. She won't. She's a genius. 
I 'll pencil a note with the pages of your 
letter I leave for her, saying you retired 
from Hollywood to come home and 
marry me. Then all you have to do when 
we get home fro m N iagara Falls is to 
live up to the story she tells." 

J\nd so Ed Coggins won a lifetime j ob 
as an actor. 

THE END. 
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MANA61NC EDITIJR's OFFICE 

NASON: I GOT BAC K  FROM MEXICO IN 
T I M E  TO HEAR ABOUT THE MUNIT IONS BlOW· 
UP THAT DIDN'T COME OFF, THANKS TO YOU. SO 
YOU YANKE� A GUY OUT OF  A PHONE BOOTH TO 
MAKE YOUR CALL? 
ANN: DO YOU BLAME t-1E ?  HE KEPT TAU<ING 
AND THE BOM.B WAS CLOCKED TO EXPLODE IN 
10 M INUTES. BUT WHILE HE WAS -THREATENING 
TO CALL A COP ANOTHER GUY STEPPED OUT OF 
ANOTHER BOOTH _ _  _ 

NASON: AND GAVE YOU A CHANCE TO SPEED 
THROUGH THE WARNING THAT SAVED 1800 
LIVES ANO OVER 2 t-11LL ION DOLLARS IN 
PROPERTY ! 1 ' �1 PROUD OF YOU, KID. 
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WH I LE YOU WERE ENJOY I N G  THE WINTER 
SPORTS, I TALKED TO EXPERTS ASOUT THE 
F LY ING BUS INESS.  THEN I O RDERED THE 
ANN DREWS' PLANE I JU�T PHONED ABOUT. 
IT'Ll BE AT CURT ISS Fl ELD TH IS  AFTER
NOON . AND  THAT, MY DEAR, I S  YOUR REWARD 
FOR BEI NG A GOOD G IRL  . .----�-' 

HOT Z IGGETY-D IG!  TOMORROW'S 
SUNDAY AND I 'VE GOT A FLYING 
DATE. WITH MYSElF RIGHT AFTER 
BREAKFAST. 

BROUGHT YOU OUT TO W IS H M E  lUCK, 
: CATH

f 
AND HERE I GO FOR MY F I RST 

SPIN . IT BETTER NOT BE A TAl L  SPIN 
E ITHER . KEEP YOUR F INGERS CROSSED. 
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THE PARK 

BA LL  . . . . • TOT O 
. • • • . .  BALL! 

ANN DREWS � SO TOTO 'S YOUR DOG . 
H E  AND MY BABY SARA ARE PLAY
MATES.  BUT WEEK DAYS A COLORED 
WOMAN BRI NGS H IM TO THE PARK . 
BUT I MA G I NE MEET I N G  YOU HERE!  
I HAVE N'T S E EN YOU S INCE YOU GAVE 
M E  TH E A I R  . ...-------. 

YOU MARRIED SOMEBODY. 
ELSE RIGHT AWAY QUICK 
TH O UGH . 

AHA BOY, TOTO, TAKE THE BALL TO 
BABY SARA ! 



NO YELLOW IN H I M, BUT TWO 
AGAINST ONE . H E  WON'T HAVE 
A CHANCE ! HERE - I'LL GET HIM. 

� 
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GET SARA, FERDY !  SHE'S C 
HER BALL IN  F RONT OF THAT 
SPEED ING  CAR. I T 'S R I GHT ON 

· H E R .  OH, TH ERE'S ANOTHER CAR 
IN F R O NT OF US � 
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by Frances E .  St ierhem 
Kaeh 10an r�sponds i n  a different way C. o  ;a woman's tet.�hniqoe. 

WHEN Trudy Farrell heard her boss 
:oming she thrust the article she'd been 
·eading under a p i le of letters. Not that 
;he was afraid of Len Warren- No, h is 
(f)Od-looking face, wouldn't have frig;ht
:ned any p rclly young secretary. Espe
:ially Trudy, whose Llue eyes frankly 
tdored hitn. 

Howe\·er, she didn't want to be caught 
read ing that article on how "To Rate 
Yo u r  ;\late." Remcmhering the fi rst 
paragraph about being casual, her I rish 
eyes d idn't sparkle thei r  usual welcome . 

And she was careful not to even turn her 
dark curly head when he came i n .  

"Morning, Trudy," Len said to her 
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trim back. "Has the cold weather frozen 
you up or something ! "  

Trud)' "s rounrt chin l i fted a s  pertly as 
if they hadn"t  gone dancing and romanc
ing the n ight before. "Js i t  cold out ? I 
hadn "t noticed." But even while she said 
it  she could -feel her heart racing beneath 
her rose wool d re�s, and the gold coins 
that buttoned the d ress u p  to its demure 
neckline rose and ft'H u nevenly.  

For j ust looking at Len made her dizzy 
w ith the memory of his good-night kiss. 
1t was the fi rst time he'd taken her in his 
a rms and his hazel eyes h adn't  been just 
frienflly then, the wav they were now. 
They "d been aglow w i th something almost 
like love. In that one swift min ute before 
his lips had touched hers, she'd thrilled 
to the proud, arroga nt curve of h i s  
mouth. One of her hands had crept u p  
t o  caress his hair thill al ways looked so 
crisply brown. She'd clung to h i m  in 
that fleet m inute and then, suddenly, he 
had let her go . So suddenly that i t  must 
have been a mistakt' to show she cared, 
and maybe the article was right. Right 
about trying t he casual l ine. 

She managed n ot to follow Len with 
her eyes as he hung u p  his overcoat. But 
sh"e didn't ha,·e to look at his tall figure 
to know how broad his  shoulders were, 
and her heart would have known his 
voict' out of a thousand voices. Only, he 
so unded suddenly different when he sa i d : 

"Let's do some letters now." 
"Wh�-, certainly." She swung around, 

peneil poised above her d ictation pad and 
eyes raised expectantlv. If  he wasn"t go
ing to mention last n ight fi rst, she cer
tainly  wasn"t going to.  He"d been leafing 
through h is personal mail  rather absently, 
the way he usually d id .  But now he 
Etoppt'd. abru pt l y .  • 

"Well. J t  s come,"' he announced. 
"What the movies dub the 'call to the 
colors.' Look at  this." 

He handed her the leller and she t ried 
n ot to let the paper shake in her hands. 
She'd been ex pedin� i t .  but now that she 
knew he was actuall) going, Trud) 's heart# 

caught sharply. Of cour!'e, he"d asked to 
be put on active duty in  the armY.  A n d  
as  he w a s  a reserve officer, she"d very 
proudly, very approvingly, w a i ted for his  
call to come. 

But the paper in  her hands made her 
realize that in two short weeks he"·rl be 
gone. "Len Warren, Elect rical Engi neer; 
ing," w o uld be erased from his office 
door. That chair of his wouldn't swing 
back beneath his hundred and seventy 
pounds of hard-muscled strength. A n d  
she woulrln " t  b e  able t o  s i t  here across 
from her reason for l i v i ng, her reaso)J . 
for lovin g. For that's what  he'd come t o  
m e a n  i n  t h e  s i x  months she'd w orked for 
h im.  And last n ight when he'd kissed 
her for the fi rst t ime she'd known that 
he was her w o rld. 

Misread ing the conflid in her face, Len 
reached out and patted her halld comfort
i ngly. "If y ou"re worried about  your j ob, 
I can place you w ith a pal of m ine. He"s 
a swell �uy, m a rried to  a n ice li ttle 
woman, and has two handsome, i m pish 
kids. He's been in here-his n a me is 
George W allace." 

" [ remember Mr. ��all ace. perfectly," 
she said. "And M rs. Wallace also." · 

Trudy did not add that the memory of 
Mrs.  Wallace's younger sister m ade her 
burn w ith j ealousy. She'd come i n  w ith 
the W allaces to collect Len for a week 
end in t he cou ntry, and she'd been l i ttle 
and blond and cuddly, and her 11ame was 
Gloria. In the five m i nutes that she'd 
been in the office she h ad been possessive 
with Len, and practically i gnored TrU<ly"s 
existence. Her u ncle " as a colonel i n  
the army and she and Len h a d  m u tual 
friends " hom she started chattering ahout 
at once. 

"I would n't  care to work for Mr. \fal
lace," Tru d y  said. and then because t hat  
sounded· u ngracious, "I  . . •  1"11 find a 
job on J�)' own,  but thank y ou,  any way." 

There was m uch to do that day, a11d · 

Trudy"-s fl y inl! hands sped over the t y pe
writer. Her thoughts '' ent '' i n g i ng off, 
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too, dreaming of how handsome Len 
would look in his u n iform. She saw her
sel f dressccl in bridal white, leaning o n  
hi;; arm, while friends swarmed u p  t o  COII
gratulate Lieutenant \'\' arren on his young 
and radiant bride. 

"If  only I could make him care ! Some
how, I 've got to, because he's either going 
to lo\'e me or  leave me ! "  

No one knew where he'd b e  sent, o r  
for how long, after h e  went in to u niform. 
But at least if they had love, i f  they had 
each other, she would ask no more of 
l i fe. 

Her eyes wouldn't stay on  her typing. 
They followed Len as if trying to store up 
every detail o f  the way he looked and 
moved. She watched him now, leaning 
acros! his desk, swinging the receiver up 
to  his ear  i n  answer to the  telephone's 
nng. 

He was alwavs so quiCk i n  h is move
ments. So quick, she hadn't even had 
time to answer the phone for h im, and 
now,  suddenly, she was glad she hadn't. 
For the voice on  the other end of the 
phone trilled unmi;;;takably through the 
office, and I..en wa;;; saying, "But, Gloria, 
I had other plan:> for ton ight. I can't 
very w ell make it." 

Trud v could hear the volume o f  pro� 
test pouring from the phone. 

Leu was ouly able to end the conversa
tion by pro mising to call her back. 

But while he'd been talking, Trudy had 
taken a peek at her article. Maybe there 
was someth ing about jealousy. There 
was. She read : 

J,�alousy is to be avoided. A girl should wei· 
come eumpet it ion or, at least, seem to welcome 

it. By st udying your rival,  you can learn t he 
trait" wlti.:h make her desirable, and you can 
mndel yourself accordingly. 

There was . more, but Trudy didn't  get 
a ch�uce to read it .  For now Cen had 
fin i5lted phoning and was staring at her 
w ilh  a troubled frown.  " I  don't  know 
what to do about Gloria. She's throwing 
a party tonight. She'd told her uncle 

and all her friend:> I'll be thr.rf'. I hate 
to let her down,  hut I don't  want ttl go 
ton ight." 

Trudy lon�ed to ning her arms around 
his neck and heg him 110t to go. There 
were so few !t ights left before he went 
away ! If he d idn 't bother w i th this 
Gloria affair, he might-he j ust might 
get serious. 

However, her own technique hadn't 
worked so far. She had n't been casual 
the w ay that article said you ought to he 
when he'd kissed her, and he hadn't  fol· 
lowed the kiss " ith any thing hut a gay 
"good n ight." 

And now, with so little ti me left, she 
had to hurry, hurry ! 

"Why not  go to Gloria's party ? I th ink 
it sounds l ike fun ."  In  try ing to "wel
come competition ," her voice sounded 
strained, almost han-! .  

But, at least, it  made Len look a t  her 
more intently than he had all day. "Su 
you think I ought to go. 0. K. ! You 
probably have the right slant on the situa
tion." Very deliberately, he pulled a 
t iny  en velope out of his pocket. "Mayhe 
you can use these l \1 o theater tickets. I 
bought them on the way to work." 

There, that w as getting results ! He 
was giving her two theater tickets and he 
was really n oticing her. 

"Maybe you'd like to take 011e of  Y •>Ur 
beaux," he suggested brightly. 

"Maybe," she replied, careful to l>e 
casual. "And thanks." 

She didn't  go to the theater, though. 
I nstead, she gave the ticket:- to her land
lady and her daughter, ano up in her 
thi rd-floor room she sat b) her window 
watching n ight come to lVIanhattan .  
Ligh� bloomed i n  the  office windows and 
grew into great clusters that mounteo up 
and up. High in the sky  t h e  crescent 
moon crept out from behind a tall spire 
and becatne part of th� beauty that is 
n ight in  New York. 

I t  was either the gayest or the loneliest 
place in the world,  act;ord ing to how you 
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felt. And tonight, Trudy felt low. She 
t hought of  Len, dancing with Gloria, 
somewhere off across the city. Jealousy 
stabbed through Trudy-jealousy that 
left her sleepless all night. 

Next morning she was in the office 
early. She was wearing her newest out
fit, a blue velveteen jacket dress that 
matched her eyes and accented her slim
ness. Above the high round collar her 
face looked wistful. She got out the new • 

lipstick she'd bought which was as vivid 
as the one Gloria used, and outlined the 
full curve of her generous mouth. Stand
ing before the mirro r  above her desk, 
she saw the office door open, and then 
Len was there, looking at her. 

But he wasn't gay, thP. way he'd been 
the previous morning. He merely 
greeted her then dived into the pile of  
work o n  his desk. A thousand questions 
rose to Trudy's lips and were fiercely 
crushed back. Had he enjoyed himself 
with Gloria? Had he danced with her 
often ? And had he-oh, had he kissed 
her good night? 

A girl l ike Gloria, \ 1  hose uncle was a 
C<olonel, could do a lot for Len .  So i t  
was crazy t o  hope he'd care for the little 
stenographer in his office, only Trudy 
couldn't stop hoping, and praying, too. 

She kept right on hoping in the week 
that follo wed, eveu though Gloria called 
every day. And then came the hope
shattering afternoon when Len was going 
to his tailor to be measured for his uni
form, and Gloria invi ted herself along. 

"Gloria is going over to my tailor with 
me," Len told Trudy.  She searched his 
face wheu he mentioued Gloria's name. 
She was hunting for, and dreading, the 
love she might see glowing in his eyes. 
But his face told her nothing and he said 
only : 

"She's over at Grand Central and she'll 
be here in a few minutes, so I 'd better 
look at that report from the Kemko out
fit. I must get a letter off to them today." 

If Gloria were going out with him to 

order his uniform, they must be almost 
engaged. Sbe �as taking a pre-wifely 
interest in his aff�irs, the way girls did 
at a time like that. The thought brought 
hot tears to Trudy's eyes, blurring them 
as she walked over to the tall filing case. 
Her hands were cold and shaking, and the 
file drawer stuck. She gave a jerk. The 
metal file case that reached j ust above 
her dark head fell forward. 

It was Len who saved her from acci
dent. One arm went around her and 
jerked her out of the path of the toppling 
file case, while his shoulder shoved the 
file case back in place. The sudden 
warmth of  his arms made Trudy forget 
to pull away. His face was very near her 
own, and he was looking at her hungrily, 
yet almost angrily. In that swift instant 
she wondered if he were trying to be 
true to Gloria, and yet, attracted to her. 
And then, the next instant, he was saying 
fiercely : 

"I don't want to care about you, but 
you're so darn appealing with those tears 
in your blue eyes, and there's something 
about you, Trudy--something that gets 
me." He kissed her then, and his lips 
were aflame against her own. Tempes
tuously, he kissed her mouth, her cheek, 
and the hollow of her throat above the 
velveteen collar. 

Lost in  the thrill of  his nearness, Trudy 
didn't hear Gloria come in .  But both she 
and Len heard Gloria's angry gasp. 

"No wonder you're so busy you 
couldn't even get over to Grand Central to 
meet me ! "  Gloria A a shed out. 

"I'm sorry," Len said unevenly, and 
Trudy didn't know whether it  was to her 
he'd addressed his apology, or to Gloria. 

But Gloria answered as if she were the 
only one Len coulrl be apologizing to.  
"Men will be men, I suppose." Her 
shoulders, under her si lver fox cape, 
shrugged with the tolerance of  a woman 
who kno'' s a man is hers, even if  he 
strays occasionally. She said briskly : 

"And now let's be on our way, Len ! 
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You kno w  we have to choose the furniture 
today -the time is so short now." 

Stricken, Trudy stared at Gloria. I f  
they were choosing furniture together, 
then all was lost. Lost, and to a girl like 
Gloria who would never make Len happy. 
Her selfish scarlet mouth, her green eyes 
�.nd flale-blond hair might lure him, but 
never, never could they make up for the 
hardness beneath. 

She watched Len swing his overcoat 
over his arm. He was wearing that deep· 
brown suit of his that always made his 
hair and hazel eyes look darker. And 
standing there, he embodied everything 
that mattered. He paused , with his hand 
on the door, and gazed at her question· 
i !tgly. 

"Won't you come along, Trudy ? "  
H e  was j ust asking her to be polite, o f  

course. Planning a honeymoon was a 
job for two, and she flinched away from 
becoming the third member on suc!t an 
excursion. 

"I'd planned to gel thc;;c letters done," 
she managed, swallo�· ing back the lump 
in her throat. 

Gloria, standing beside Len, cuddled 
her arm through h is. "Well ,  this is a 
rather special errand we're going on.  So 
Len will excuse you, won't you, Len ? "  

" I  guess it  wouldn't b e  much fun for 
Trudy," Len said. 

"Not any fun at all," Trudy choked 
out, and began to type fiercely and 
loudly, to drown out the sob in  her voice. 

After they'd gone, she put her head on  
her arms and cried out  her  heart. She 
couldn't let him marry that girl. There 
must be something she could do to make 
him care. Care the way she did, when 
she'd been in !tis arm� j �st now. 

He'd kissed her, so he wasn't indi£. 
ferent to her. But men were often at
tracted by girls they didn't marry. Every· 
body knew that but nobody seemed to 
know why. 

Maybe in that article on how "To Rate 
Your Mate," there was a suggestion that 

might help. She dried her eyes :twl l •egan 
to read : 

Sometimes a girl can awakert a man's inter· 
est by suddenly walking out of hi• l ife. l n  
mi&sing h er, h e  a ppreciates what she means to 
him. But this is a last -resort measure. and the  
results vary in different cases. 

"r ell, this was time for a la�t-resrnt 
measure, for the wild idea that suddenly 
popped into Trudy's dark curly head. 

"I 'l l  tell him I'm quitting to get mar
ried. I f  he cares at all that ought to 
wake him up." 

I t  d i d  wake h i m  up all right, when 
she t r i ed out her idea. He had returned 
u nexp t>c:tedly, after only a two-hour shop· 
liing t rip with Gloria. 

"We di dn't finish buying the stuff. I 
had ideas on a more masculine type of 
furnioh ing. and 1re couldn't agree on the 
bedroom furniture." 

I f  he hadn't said that last Trudy might 
hare remained silent. 

Pru t ,  suddenly, she heard herself talk
i r:::;--talking fast .  " I 'm glad you came 
l oack j ust now. There's someth ing I want 
to tell you. I'm leaving tomorrow." 

"Lea\·ing ? "  His face looked startled, 
incredulous. His �aze 1�ent from her 
white, tense face to the office beyond her, 
as if trying to imagine this office without  
Trudy. 

"\l/h�·, this is a blow to me, Trudy ! 
Only yesterday we were planning o n  work 
to be doqe up until the day I leave.'' 

"Well, that w as yesterday. Today 
something happened." 

"Any thing I gid, Trud y ?  Or anything 
I failed to do ? "  

From the urgent anxiety in  h is face 
she turned her gaze. She couldn't look 
into his honest hazel eyes and lie; 

"I'm going to get married. I j ust de
cided ." 

"You. married? But, Trud�', you 
never ment ioned anyone else-an yone 
special ! " 

Becau�e her heart was cry ing out 
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Trudy turned her gaze from 

the urgent anxiety in Len's 

face. She couldn't look into 

his honest eyes and lie. 
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against what she was making herself say, 
Trudy'•· voice went hard and cold. "Well, 
a girl doesn't tell her. boss everything, 
anfl we j ust seem to be employer and 
employee-" 

"If that's the way it seems to you, that's 
the way i t  is." His voic� was harder, 
suddenly, than hers. Instead of being 
j ealous, he seemed only angry. "You're 
in such a hurry to leave, maybe you'd 
like to go tonight." 

"Tonight ? "  1 ust go out o f  l ife tonight 
and never see him again?  With shaking 
hands Trudy groped for the support of 
her desk and leaned limply against it.  
Her heart had climbed into her throat and 
the collar of her blue velveteen dress 
seemed suddenly too tight. 

"You'd better get your things to· 
gether," Len said, not even looking at 
her. "As long as this is your last n ight 
here, there'll be a lot for you to gather 
up." 

She tried to speak his name, to tell 
him she'd been bluffing. But while she 
waited for the right words to come, the 
P.hone rang and i t  w as Gloria again, call
i�g from the furniture department, to con
sult him about his future home, from the 
way the conversation went. 

Trudy's heart dropped from her throat, 
down and down. She felt more t ired 
than she'd ever felt in her life, and utterly 
hopeless. After all, maybe i t  was better 
to leave now, better than watching Gloria 
get everything that made life worth while. 
Why be tortured by watching another 
girl gathering the · harvest of love that 
she was starving for ?  

Resolutely, Trudy started t o  gather up 
her possessions. The little mirror over 
her desk that she'd always looked into 
when she heard Len's morning footsteps 
went fi rst, and then she packed up her 
make-up kit and, for no special reason, 
she put in  the dust rag that she always 
used for Len's desk. Rut she left the 
glass vase she'd b rought in  and put on 
hi5  desk. The vase was a �ort of present ,  
the w a y  the flowers had been that she 

often bought to put into the vase, because 
Len had originally been a Southe1 ner and 

. he missed the flo wers that used l•J grow 
in  his mother's garden. 

Mute little token of her davs with Len, 
they wrung Trudy's heart w hen she placed 
them all in a pile. 

Afterward, she never quite rememhered 
what she said wheu she left, or what Len 
said to her. 

Her nrind was too busy with the words 
she wanted him to say and that he wasn't 
saying. When you're praying that a man 
will suddenly break down and beg you to 
stay, you can't quite hea r him say "good
by." 

The next day Trudy was going j oh 
hunting7 but she didn't go. She was sick. 
She must have caught cold after she left 
Len's office, walki ng around in the sn(}W . 
for hours. Her face that had been wet 
with tears hadn't felt the sno1c She'd 
j ust walked on and on through streets 
that were crowded with people, with men 
who looked like husbands homeward
bound. And she'd thought miserably 
that Len would soon be returning to 
Gloria that way, and inside her Trudy 
had felt a silent, desperate weeping. 

But the next n ight her cold began to 
get better ...  To bolster her drooping 
spirits she slipped into her new blue 
housecoat, trying not to remember that 
she'd bought it last month, and never be
fore worn it, hoping it might be part of 

her trousseau some day. It  -,,·as of so ftest 
blue wool, with gold braid j auntily 
marching up from her slim waist to the 
low round neck. The skirt was full and 
feminine above her tiny blue mules, but 
when it came to making up it  was all 
Trudy could do to bother with her hai r, 
to put  on lipstick, w ith that end-of-the
world feeling cram ping her heart. Yet 
she couldn't bear to see hersel f looking 
so lost and forlo rn .  

Her landlady h a d  promised to send up 
some tea and toast, so when Trudy heard 
a knock she went to the door listlessly. 



.. There's a g:f'nt lPman rlownstai rs
l l a mf' of  �'a rren.  He i ns i�ts he·s  got  to 
c o n u- r i�ht  u p ." 

" M r: \Va rrPn--LPn \ra rr e n ? ' '  
Bt-fore tlw l a r l ll l a<h c o u l d  a n!'w e r. Ll'n ·s 

l •rna cl shoul dt'r�  a n d  determ i ned face a p· 
pea recl above the �ta i r  r a i l .  

"\l'pl]. ta lk  abou t he i n ;r  i n  a h u rr y ! · ' 
Tr u1h .!' lancl l a d ,  e o r n pla i ned a� Len �hut 
i r r t u  the t i n 1· rnom. 

t\ t sigh t o f  him. Trucl � ·s  hea r t gave a 
w ild l u rch.  

"Tr u d L  '' In· rlid 1·ou tel l  me you 1rere 
�· · ing to be ma rried ·! ., 

H i� face '' a:< ste rn .  H i !'  h azel eyes 
prr •hed i n to her� and h i s  j a 11· was h a rd 
SPI . " \Vh ,· did  v u u  l iP to me. Trud y , and 
lea 1 e  m e  tht> \\ a �· �·ou d i d ? ' ' 

She bad.f'd u p aga in st the w al l a n J  
lea ned t here fo r support . M avhe h e r  col d  
h a d  left her 1\·eak. hut  t h e  t i n v  roo m 1 1  i t h  
i t �  maple bed and chintz cu rtains was 
!'\\ i mm ing hefore her eyes. She closed 
them a nd said unstead i ly : 

"Why d i d  1 ou come here ? \'<'hat d i f
ference does i t  make, whether I told the 
t ru th  o r  d i d n ' t "? .. A nd she 11 a n ted to 
Mid.  "�ince � u u . re go i n � to m arn· Gloria, 
1v hat d i fferencP does an �· th i ng n;akc ? "  

" T  rud \. r \ p got t o  knO I\·. Did Y OU 
ma rk th is  th i n g:  fu r me ? "  

She hea rcl tlw crackle o f  pa per and 
opened her e 1 e s .  He 1ras hold ing out  
the art ide 0 1 1  h o 11· "To Ra te ' four  Mate." 
She · must ha1·e  left i t  1 1  hen she ga thered 
up her th i n g:� r n  tha t fra nt ic, grief
st r icken rush . Her b reath was pai n fully 
I ight i n  her throat,  hut she managed to 
choke o u t : 

"Give it to n rP--rll  tear the th ing up ! "  
Sha me sen t the hot  col o r  t o  her <.:hceks, 
hut a� she reached for the a rt idc Len ·s 
hand doserl O\ Pr lwrs. ha rd a n d  hungri ly .  
And the n ex t  mnmt>nt  he 11 a s  cl ra 11 i ng 
lwr dose. 

" A l l  t hose era z 1· th i ng� 1 011 d i d  to me 
m u;;t ha 1 ·e hPel l  lwca u�e 1 ou read this 
n r t ide.''. 

H i� l i ps 11 e re very nea r. hut 
a;:.rcd to pu�h him a 11 <1 1· a l i t t le. 
do nnn t h i n gs ! "  

she man 

.. 1 d id u 't 

"Ye�. H ! ll d id .  l i kf' t e l l i ng me to see 
LS- 7 F  
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H e  u'as looking 

for peace . . ..  

but found a 

M urder Charge 

instead ! 

• R u sty w a s  t h e  best shot  in h i s  own 
c o u n try-but h e  l eft to find p e a c e .  He 
d i d n ' t  w a n t  any more gun fi g hts. But 
h e  i s  m i sta k e n  for a m u rd e r e r ,  a nd be
c a use of h i s  d e e p  c h i v a l ry and loya lty 
to the wom a n  h e  l o v e s ,  h e  i s  r e a d y  to 
s a c rifi c e  h i ms e lf. 

This g r i p p i n g  story of d evotion,  coura g e  
a nd l o v e  w i l l  h o l d  y o u  breath less  from 
sta rt to fi n i s h .  Set a g a i nst t h e  g l or ious 
b a c kg r o u n d  of the West ,  with c h a racters  
whose p r o b l e m s  wi l l  become your prob
lems,  y o u  wi l l  fi n d  C R OO K E D  W O R K  
O N  C ROO K ED C R E E K  o n e  of t h e  fi nest  
stories y o u  have ever  r e a d .  R i c h a r d  
H i l l  W i l k i n s o n  i s  t h e  a u thor.  

I t ' s  i n  A p r i l  R O M A N T I C  R A N G E-a l 
w a y s  your  b e s t  bet for g l o w i n g ,  w h o le
some s t o r i e s  of roma n c e  i n  t h e  great 
o utdoors.  

R o m a n tic R a 1zge 
� Oc A COPY 
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Gloria the night I bought theater tickets 
to take you out." 

"To take me? " 
"Sure, what did you think they were 

for ?  I wanted to work up to the point 
where 1 could tell you the way I felt 
about you. After I kissed you I went 
home and thought i t  out, and I knew I 
loved you. But you fvould hardly speak 
to me when I came in next morning. You 
insisted on my going to Gloria's dance, 
and I thought that was your way of show
ing me you didn't want to be kissed 
again." 

"Oh, Len . • .  Len ! And I was so 
mad about you, so afraid you'd go away 
before I could make you care ! "  

They were kissing each other now, so 
there wasn't any time for explapations, 
wasn't any need for words. 

And, at last, he whispered against her 
l ips, "I loved everything about you j ust 
the way you were. Then you changed 
and I didn't want to care any more than 
I would care about a stranger." 

"I guess my mistake was try ing to rate 
a mate, when I'd already found him and 
already rated him without knowing it. 

But you seemed different, too. And I 
still don't understand why you went ·out 
to buy furniture for Gloria-" 

"Not for Gloria, you dear, crazy kid ! 
The furniture was for her uncle. She 
took up interior decorating in college 
and so her uncle gave her a chance to 
fix up the place he's going to oecup y  
when h e  is transferred t o  h i �  new post. 
She thought I'd know more about what 
an army man liked, and asked me to 
help her select the stuff." 

"And 1 thought it was your furniture
yours and Gloria's ! Oh, darling, darling, 
I wanted to die ! "  

"So that's why you quit .  whv you told 
me you were getting married ! I believed 
you, too. Then I stumbled across that 
article and everything was clear. I knew 
that you wouldn't have tried to change 
yourself for me unless you really cared. 
So it actually was the article that brought 
me back to you ! But, o·h, my sweet, I 
came so close to letting you go, to losing . 
you ! "  

"You can't ever lose me,". she said, and 
lifted her lips to his in a kiss that was a 
promise and a prayer. 

THE END. 

SALLY 
Oh, Sally's eyes are a l iquid brown, 
The finest eyes i n  al l  the town. 

Her hair is  curly, shining blaek 
And hangs way down her slender back. 

Her feet and ankles are ·so smal l, 
You wonder she could be so tall. 

She is so trim,  beyond compare, 
All the lownfolk turn and stare. 

Oh, Sally is 
Oh-Sally ? 

the sweetest yet-
She's my dog, 111y pet. 

PHILIP EARLE. 
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YOUR STARS  AND Y OU 
b y  K A I  

Y O U R  W E E K  

I� employment m atters during the week, 
executives st ill rn a�· h ave Yexatious 
problems to solve. but a re l ikely to 

see their way out of  d ilemmas heretofore 
confronting them. Labor disputes, if 
not settled to  m utual satisfaction, may 
result in temporary working agreements 
for the common good .  Greatly increaserl 
ind ustrial activity may gi1·e employment 
to  large numbers of persons 11 ho, for a 
long time past, may have been working 
part t i me or not at all. Produc ts de
signed for war purposes will be turned 

out in vast quantit ies, wi th but lillie in· 
terference, though some subversive ac· 
tivities may h ave to be guarded again st . 

Commercial tra1;1sactions coJJnecteJ. w i th 
peace-t ime prod uds may he somewh at 
curta iled, due i n  some inst ances to re
tailers' being u n able to get ordered goods 
on the dates desired. I t  w ill be a poor 
week for women to shop for other than 
routine necessities as they way h ave 
d ifficulty finding j ust the things they are 
looking for. Social interests may be a•l
v anced in some respects, hut don't talk 
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sho p  or  discuss public or private finan
cial matters if  you would avoid a wolf 
note in the social melod y .  New acquaint
ances may strongly attract you, but the 
attraction may be temporary only, so do 
not cogitate o n  its possibilities unless it 
persists for a number o f  mon ths. Pleas
ant surprises and unexpected financial 
benefit;; may be received. Avoid ex
travagance. 

D A Y  B Y  D A Y  
Hours mentioned are Eastern standard 
time. I f  not using that time, make 
correction to the time you are using. 

Saturday , • March 22nd II During the morning hours, busi
ness and financial benefits may 
be receiYed. Love, marriage and 

social i nterests may be advanced, hut 
subtle opposit ion may be encountered. 
Y uu may benefit in  connection "·ith a 
legal document or other wr it ing or 
through legal proced ure. Some annoy
ance. however, may be experienced in 
connection w ith legal matters. Between 
noon and 3 :00 p. m., environmental 
benefi ts may be received. You may 
benefit i n  connection with correspond
ence or other message. Friends w ill do 
you favors. Between 3 :00 p. m. and 
10 :00 p. m., social  interests may be ad
vanced . Bet,,·een 10 :00 p. m. and mid
n ight. love, marriage and social i nterests 
ma�' be advanced. You may benefit in 
connection w ith a legal document or 
through legal procedure. 

Sunday • March 23rd 

� During the morning hours, mark � time i n  business, financial and 
employment matters. Postpone 

important decisions.  Avo i d  misunder
standings with friends and elderly peo
ple. A void unnecessary environmental 
changes. Between l :30 p. m. and 3 :00 
p. m.,  pleasant surprises and unexpected 
financial benefits may be received. Love 

interest,;; may he advanced 111 an unusual 
manner. A void extravagance in socia l 
matters. Between 4 : 30 p. m. and 6 : 30 
p .  m., mark t ime i n em ployment matters. 
Do not permit  social v isiting to i n terfere 
with the proper discharge o f  your em
ployment du ties. Avoid un necessa ry en
vironmental changes . Ret 1reen .6 : 30 
p. m. and l l  :00 p. m.,  curtail social 
activities. Bet ween l l  :00 p. m. and 
past midn ight. mark t ime i n  em plo yment 
matters. Avoid unnecessar�· envi ron
mental change�. Curtail social activities. 

M onday • • M a rch 24th ll During the early-morning hours 
an , id impulsive actions that may 
cost you monev. Mark t i me in 

employment
. 

matters. , Do not take o f
fense at t rifles. Environmental benefits 
may be received. You may benefit in  
connect ion w ith corresponde�ce or other 
message. The later-morning hours :md 
the afternoon hours ma y  be q u iet. Be-' 
tween 6 :00 p. m. and 7 :00 p. m., avo id 
j ealousy. Bet ween 7 :00 p. m. and P. : :�0 
p .  m . ,  mark time i n  busines� and finan·  
cial matters. Avoid unnecessan· envi 
ronmen tal changes. Curtail so� ial  ar;
tivitie.>. Between 10 :00 p. m .  and mid
n ight, social interests may be ad vanced . 

Tuesday • • March 25th 

During the earl �· -morning hours. 
keep your temper under con trol. 
Avoid hasty actions. You may 

benefit in connection w ith a writ ing.  The 
later-morning hour;; may be q uiet. Be
tween l :30 p. m. and 5 :30 p. m . ,  busi
ness, financial and environmental bene
fits may be received. .  Love, m arriage 
and social i nterests mav be advanced.. 
Elderly people will do y�u fayors. You 
may benefit i n  connection '' ith a legal 
document or other writing or through 
legal procedure. Between 5 : 30 p. m. 
and 7 :00 p. m . ,  social i nterests may be 
advanced. Between 7 :00 p.  m. and ll :30 
p. m., business, financial and envi ron· 



nwn t a l  benefits may be received. S(>Cial 1 
i n l c rc·�l� m a y  he ad nlllced . Bet\\'een 
1 1  : :11 1 p. m. and past m id n igh t, curtail  
s• ·• · i a l  activit ies. A r v id j ealousy. 

Wednesday . . • • March 26th I .  
1.1 �uring

_ 
t he m o rn i ng · -hours, mark 

. l 1 me 111 emplov ment matters. 
Keep cool i f  annoyed.  Love a n d  

marr iage i n le resl5 ma�· b e  adva nced. 
Yon ma,· benefit in co nnec t i on w i th, a 
legal docu ment or th ro ugh legal pro
ced u re.  Bet ween noon and l :30 p. m., 
pleasant su rprises a n d  u nex pec ted fi n an
eial benefits mav be recei ved . Love in
leresis maY be advanced in  an u n usual 
manner. Bel "·een 3 :00 p. m. and 4 :00 
p. m . ,  soc i a l  i n terests  mar be advanced. 
Financial  and em i ron  men tal benefits 
ma\· he rece i ,·ed. Bet ween 4 :00 p. m. 
ami 5 : 00 p.  m., love in te rests may be 
advanced b�· able plan n i ng.  You may 
h<"nefi t i n  con ned ion " i th correspond
ence or other message. Between 5 :00 
p. m. a n d  ·6 :30 p. nr.. mark t ime in em
plovment matters. Do not take o ffense 
at  tr i fles . Bel ween I : 30 p. m. and mid
night .  be conservat ive in business and 
fi nancial matters. Postpone i m portan t 
dPr·isions. A void m i SJ,lnderstandi  ngs w ith 
elderly people. 

Thursday . • M arch 27th 

liiJ During the morning hou rs, love, r.1 marriage an d soci al i nterests m ay 
'he advanced . Be conservative i n  

business a n d  financia l  matters. Between 
noon and 2 : 30 p. m ., employ men t bene
fits may be rece ived.  Love i nteresis m a y  
J ,e advanced . Betw een 2 : 30 p. m. and 
4 :00 p. m., love. m arriage and social 
i nterests nw,· be advanced . Between 
4 :00 p.  111. and ;) : :{0 p. m., love, mar
riage and social i n terests may be ad
vam·ed. Bu5i ne5s and fin ancial benefits 
may he received . Elderly people will  do 
you favor�.  Bet ween .') : 30 p. m .  and 
7 : :{0 p. m . .  m a rk t i me in employmen t 
mail ers. An.id i m pu l s i '  e actions that 
may cost ) U ll money. Love and marriage 
i H I Prests ma) be ad va nced to  some extent 
Lut Le careful i n · courl�h i p. Do not  be-

F U L L  S I Z E  P L A N S  O F  T H E  
4 6 " W I N G  S P R E A D  3 T I M E  

�#;It 
%ujt�lt!l 
»:;nt?P 

TH E WORLD'S BEST RU BBER-POWERED 
MODEL AIRPLANE OFFERED YOU FOR 
ONLY 25 CENTS 
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8 H a v e  you a �roth er?  Does y o u r
. 

boyfriend 

l i k e  fl yi ng ? We l l ,  h ere's a c h a n c e  to m a k e  them 

h a p py with a famous winner  in the model  fie l d !  

T h i s  model ,  designed by Roy Neider, won the 

Moffett Trophy three times, in 1 93 8 ,  1 93 9  and 1 940. 
It j ust must be the world's best model airplane.  

We p u rchased the p lans  from Roy a n d  a re offer

ing you his  ful l-size working p l a n s  so that your 

boyfriend or  brother may bui l t  a model  a irplane 

just l ike his !  A l l  h e  h a s  to do is lay  the p l a ns on 

a flat surfa ce a n d  cut out the balsa wood and 

p a per just as  instructed. 

g ether;  it's worlds of f u n !  

T h e n  he  fits t h e m  to
• 

Send i n ,  today, the coupon a n d  twenty-five cents 

for this c h a m pi o n  model a i r p l a n e .  

Street & Smith Publications, Inc. 
79 Seventh Avenue, New York City 

Here's my q u a rter. Send me the 
ful l -size p l a n s  for the Roy N e ider 
M offett W i n n i ng Model  Air p l a ne. 

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

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

C ITY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . STATE. . .  . . . . .. . .. 
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e There are a pproximately four hundred mil
lion people in the Western Hemisphere. During 
1 940 a lmost twice that number 

LISTEN ED TO . . . .  THE SHADOW ! . .  . .  over the radio 
READ ABOUT . . . .  TH E SHADOW!. . .. in  magazines 

a nd newspapers 

SAW ................. . THE SHADOW ! . .  . .  on  the motion-
picture screen 

And this a udience is growing consta ntly! 

Almost a million words-960,000, to be exact
were written by Maxwell Grant· for stories a bout 
THE SHADOW published during 1 940. This is a 
greater volume of writing than has  been done on 
any one fictional cha racte.,r i n  the world. THE 
SHADOW radio progra m has  the r;fghest half
hour-show popul'a rity rating on record. His movie 
se�ials a re a l l-time best-sellers. T H E  SHADOW 
newspa per strip is  appearing in an ever-increas
ing number of daily newspa pers, and SHADOW 
COMICS is rapidly becom.ing America's favorite 
comic magazine.  TH E SHADOW'S motto, ••crime 
Does Not Pay," h a s  become a natio n a l  slogan. 
His weird laugh is  known all over the earth. ' 

This is THE SHADOW'S tenth a n nivers,a ry. A dee- . 
ade of death tQ crime is its own indication of his 
trerM dous popula rity. 

The greatest mystery character of a II time is , • • 

The SHHDOW ! 
R� THE SHADOW'S GREATEST ADVENTURE IN THE CURRENT ISSUI 
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come romantic. Between 7 :30 p. m. and 
10 :00 p. m., mark t ime in loYe, marriage 
and employment matters. Do not be
l'ome romantic. Environmental benefits 
may Le received. You may benefit in 
connect ion with a wntlng. Between 
1 0 :00 p. m. and past midnight, be con
�ervative in business and financial mat
ters. Avoid extravagance i n  social af
fairs. 

Friday . . M arch 28th 

During the early-mom i n g  hours, 
business and financial benefits 
may be received. Elderly people 

will  do you favors. Between 1 0 :30 a. m .  
and 1 1  :30 a. m. ,  y o u  may benefit in con
nection with a legal document or other 
writing. Business and financial benefits 
may bP. received. Between ll :30 a. m. 
a mi 1 :00 p. m., love, marriage and so
l'ial intere!!ts may he advanced. Financial 
benefits may be received. Between l :00 
1'· m. and midnight, social interests may 
be advanced. 

The in fl uences affecting the particular 
zodiacal group to which you belong are 
given in the "Born Between-" section 
of  this article, which you should also 
consult. 

IF YOU WERE BORN BETWEEN 
March 2 1 st and April 20th 

Aries 
-Aries people born between 
March 2 1 st and 26th will find 
this  an excellent \leek in which 

to advance love, marriage and social in
terests. Business, financial and environ
mental benefits may be received. You 
may benefit in connection with a legal 
documP.nt or o ther w ri t ing or through 
legal procedure. Best days for you th is 
week, Saturday and Thursday. If  born 
hetween March 27th and 31st, love, mar
riage and social i nterests may he ad
vanced. Environmental benefits may be 
reeeive1L You may benefit in connection 

with a legal document or other w riting 
or through legal procedure. Best Jays 
for you th is week, Saturday and Thurs
day. If born between A pril lst anti 5th, 
business and financial benefits may Le 
received. Best days for you this  week, 
Sunday, Thursday and Friday. If horn 
bet ween Apri l  Gth anrl l Oth, business and 
fi nancial benefits may he received. So
cial interests may be advanced. Be�t 
days for you this week, Sunday and Fri
day. I f  born between April l l th and 
1 5th, unexpected financial henefits may 
be received. Keep ) our ten1per unJer 
control. Avoid cuts and burns. Best 
days for you this week, Sunday, Monday 
and Friday. If born between April 16th 
and 20th, mark t ime in employment mat
ters. Keep your temper under contrnl. 
Avoid cuts and burns. Environmental 
and financial benefits may be receive,]. 
Social interests may be advanced. Best 
day for you this week, Monday. Mark 
time on  Saturday. 

April 20th and May 2 1 st 
Ta urus � -Taureans born between April 

!IU 20th and 26th may advance love, 
marriage and social i nterests this 

week. Financial benefits may be re
ceived. Best day for you this week, Mon
day. Mark t ime on Saturday. If born 
between April 27th and May l st, love, 
marriage and social i nterests may be ad
vanced. Environmental benefits may be 
received. You may benefit in connection 
with a writing. Best day for you  this 
week, Tuesday. Mark t ime on Satunlay. 
If born between May 2nd and 6th, mark 
time in love, marriage, business and 
financial matters. Postpone important 
decisions. Avoid misunderstandings w ith 
elderly people. Envi ronmental benefits 
may be received. You may benefit in 
connection with a writi ng. Best Jay for 
you this week, Tuesday. �'lark t ime on 
Sunday_ I f  born between May 7th ant] 
1 1 th, business and financi-al benefits may 
be received. Love, marriage and social 
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interests may he advanced. Best days 
for you this week, Tuesday and W ednes
day. Mark time on Sunday. If horn 
between May 12th and 16th, ,you may be 
put to unexpected financial expense. 
Avoid- impulsive actions. L<YVe, marriage 
and social interests may he advallfed to 
some extent, but be careful in courtship. 
Environmental benefits may he received. 
Best day for you this week, Wednesday. 
Mark time on Sunday and Monday. I f  
born between ::\1:arch 17th and 21st,  you 
will  find it an excellent week in  which 
to advance love, marriage and social in
terests. Financial, employment and envi
ronmental benefits may be received. Best 
days for you this week, Saturday and 
Wednesday. Mark time on Monday. 

II 
May 2 1 st and June 2 1 st 

Gemini 
-Geminians horn between May 
21st and 26th may advance love, 
marriage and social interests this 

week. Financial benefits may be re
ceived. Be careful what you say, write 
and sign. A void unnecessary e

'
nviron

mental changes. Best days for you this 
week, Saturday and Thursday. Mark 
time on Monday. I f  born between May 
27th and 31st, love, marriage and social 
interests may be advanced. You ·may 
benefit in connection with a legal docu
ment or other writing or through legal 
procedure. Be careful what you say, 
write and sign. Avoid u nnecessary en· 
vironmental changes. Best days for you 
this week, Saturday and Thursday. Mark 
time on Tuesday. If born between June 
1st and 6th, business and financial bene
fits may be received. Best days for you  
this week, Sunday, Thursday and Friday. 
Mark time on Tuesday. If born between 
June 7th and 1 1th, business and financial 
benefits may be received. You may 
benefit in connection with a legal docu
ment or other writing. Best days for you 
this week, Sunday and Friday. Mark 
time on Tuesday and Wednesday. If born 
between June 12th and 16th, unexpected 

financial benefits may he received. Avoid 
unnecessary environmental changes. Cur
tail social activities. Be careful in court
ship. Keep your temper under control. 
Best days for you this week, Sunday, 
Monday and Friday. Mark time on 
Wednesday. If born between J une 17th 
and 21st,  mark time in employment mat
ters. Avoid unnecessary environmental 
changes. Be careful in  courtship. Best 
day for you this week, Monday. Mark 
time on Saturday and Wednesday. 

June
.
2 1 st and July 23rd 

Cancer  
-Cancerians born bet ween June 
21st and 27th should avoid ex-
travagance in social matters this 

week. Avoid unnecessary lawsuits. 
Environmental benefits may be received. 
You may benefit in connection w ith a 
writing. Best day for you this week. 
Monday. Mark time on Thursday. I f  
born between June 28th and July 2nd, 
avoid unnecessary lawsuits. Curtail so
cial activities. Environmental benefits 
may be received. You may benefit in 
connection with a writing. Best day for 
you this week, Tuesday. Mark time on 
Thursday. If born between July 3rd and 
7th, love, marriage and social interests 
may be advanced. Business and finan
cial benefits may be received. Elderly 
people will do you favors. Best day for 
you this week. Tuesday. Mark time on 
Thursday and Friday. If born between 
July 8th and 12th, love, marriage and 
social interests may be advanced. Busi
ness and financial benefits may be re
ceived. Best days for , you this week, 
Tuesday and Wednesday. Mark time on 
Friday. If born between July 1 3th and 
1 8th, pleasant surprises anfl unexpected 
financial benefits may be receiYed . Keep 
your temper under control. Avoid cuts 
and burns. Be careful in courtship. 
Best day for you this week, Wednesday. 
Mark t ime on Fridav. I f  horn between 
July 19th and 23rd, employment and 
environmental benefits may be received. 



Mail  coupon today for news about Your Big Oppor
t u n it y  to get into Radio 0: 0\Y-t he Ciant F ield that 
offers big pay ( ma n y  earn $35-S4o-$50 a week or mo�e) 
. . .  steady work . . .  and a great f ut urc. Dozens of tn
tcresting branches now open to T R A I :"< E D  M E N in
dude l<adio BroadcaMing,  Tcle,·ision , Talking Pictures, 
1\:Hlio Sen·icin;:. Public Add re,-s System \\'ork, Ship 
and Air�raft Radio, Pulice Radio, etc. 

!J'/J tf}� 'J{OIU <J� 
I w;wt to help yna �el the training you n('ed . Read the l i:;t below 
, ,f i nteresting subjects whkh you ' ' Learu-Hy-Doing" at Coyne 
Radio School . lt 's  ca..;y . . . practi<'al. You do actual work on 
real. full-sized radin equipment . . .  not by correspondence ur 
},y claSSTOllln red t i nf!. Right now, clwo�e t he course you want. 
( ommon schonl edu<·ation is all  vou need fnr S<-rvicing- Course : two 
y<";lTS i l i}.dt school. or its equh;alent , requ ired for 1.Jaster Radio 
Operat i n� Cour:O=e. 

Even if you don't ha,·e a lot of money. it's still easy for you to 
learn Radio at Co\·ne . . .  hecau�C' I'll  Fiml lll'C Your Training. Pay 
1 u i tion in easy ·n1.on rhly paynlents afler graduation. Mail 
.._·uupon fur detail:;. 

''lEARN BY DOING'' :.( 
Students in Radio Operating. Course�tet actua1 es:�
rleoce at control console .lnd broadc:lst tranamitter. 

ACTUAL SHOP WORK ON REAL LIVE EQUIPMENT 

l:l!l•l [·114 :\9) [ij 1�·11);f11 
8 WEEKS This condensed, easy course pr�

pares rou for a good-pay rad1o 
servke jub. c(ltlrse includes: ElemC'IItary Radio and 
Electronics • Practical Tele,· ision • Bu i lding and Test
ing Radio Recei,·ers • Operation and Function of Var
ious Types of \·a .... ·uum Tubes, Tuning Coil�. Con
densers, Tran�former::s. Speakers, Power Supply t.;nits, 
f�tc. • Auto Rad ios • Frequency l\lodulati011 Rad io 
Receivers • Principle's of l\1otion Picture Sou nd \\'ork 
• Principles of Publlc AUdress �ystcms • Operat ion and 
�rviciug of suund heads, microphones, phohl-cell�. ex
dter lamps, h�ns adjustments. pre·amplifiers, power 
amplifiers. powt>r speakers. tone 
f'Ont rols . etc.:. • Elementary Acou
stic!', Etc, f'tc.,  etc. Full details 
in my big, fn:c book. 

EARN WHILE 
LEARNING 

I :1!1 •l t•l•l � 4 :l!i j I: tCIJt•Xil:PJ I 5 M 0 N T H  S· H l" re i� o u r  <: om p let e , p rac t ica l 
c o u r se t n  R a d t o .  Prepares y o u  h1r 

Government Radio Operator 's License exam .• Rad io Ttlephone 
Jst Class License exam .. Radio Telegraph 2nd Class License exam. 

Course includes everythinC, covered in R weeks' course, PLUS: 
Handling and operating moderft transmitting equipment, including 
short wave • Radio Telegraph code practice • Handling micro
phones and studio equipment • Con�truction. ope-rat ion, care and 
testing of transmitting eQuipment • Handling st udio program� • �l icrophone technique • Operat ion of record ing machines, re(·orO 
players, and pick-ups • FreQuenc:r .M od ulation Transmission • Practical ope�ation of radio control desk and remote control • 

Federal Commu nication Comnti:_;:siun rules and laws • Operation of 1lobile R�rlio Apparatus, Etc., etc . . etc. �1y Big Free Hook has. complete details. 

G.ET MY STORY 
Senrl coupon today._ r,,r m�· Bi� :o-:rw Bonk, "\'our F u t ure in R<l.dio . . . Packed 
with facts and pictures of students at 
work in my Bhops. Coupon will a\!'o 
bring details on how I ' ll Finant:e Your 
Training. A<'t f\:0\o\'! �nding for this 
i n tere�t ing. fr�e hook can 1>e your first 
step to success. r\ o uhli�at ion. �o 
sale�man w i l l  c a l l .  M�ll coupon today. 

- - - - � - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

I.f. C .  LE\V J S .  President 

l\.1any ambitiou� fellows work part
time to help uut with living ex
penses whi le training at Coyne. I f  
you nt:ed this part·timc work, my 
Employmen t  .1-1 anager will help 
you grot it.  Coupon will bring you 
full d<tails of t his · · Earn-\\"hile
l...e;,.rning" Plan. After )'(Ill grad
uate my E m p l o y m c> n t  Depart· 
ment will gi,·e ynu FREE Ll FE
T I M E E M PLOYMENT SERV
I CE-- R EA L H E L P  i n  finding a 
job. Send for compl�te informa
tion today. 

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL. Radio Division 
500 S. Paulin� Sr..  Dept. 31·7A, Chicago, I ll.  I 

H. C. LEWIS, Pres. 
Operating Control Panel of 

short-WQl'C transmit ter 

l'lt>asc �Pnd m(' ,·our BIG.  ;-.." F.\\. RADIO UOOK, aU I 
details of yuur cOur�f'S, and your plans to help tilt! I �:cl ahead . I 
!\i ;\ :\.1 £  . . . • • • • • • • • . • . . . . . • . . . . • • • • • • . • • • . • • . . .  

C O Y N E  E L E C T R I C A L  S C H O O L 

I I I I 
ADDRESS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . • • . . . • •  I 

RADIO DIVISION I 
1'--s_oo ___ s_._P_a_"_'_in_a_s_t_. _____ o_e_p_t_._s_•_· 7_A ____ • __ c_h_i c_a_g_o_� ,: �� ,;.. :..; :..;.;.,;:..:. � ;,;,;,;:..; :.,.:.;"'2� :;:;,;.;,;..·.;.;,;:..;,;,;.:.J 
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Keep your temper under control. Avoid 
cuts and burns. Be careful in  courtship. · 
Best day for you this week, Wednesday. 
Mark time on Saturday. 

July 23rd and August �3rd 
Leo 

N1 -Leo natives born between Jul y  W4 23rd and 28th may advance love, 
marriage and social interests this 

week. Business and financial benefits 
may be received. You may benefit in 
connection with a legal document o r  
other writing or through legal procedure. 
Best day for you this week, Thursday. 
Mark time on Saturday. I f  born between 
July 29th and August 2nd, love, mar· 
riage and social interests may be ad· 
vanced. You rna y benefit in connection 
with a legal document or other writing 
or through legal procedu re. Best day 
for you this week, Thursday. Mark time 
on Saturday. If born between August 
3rd and 7th , mark t ime in love, marriage, 
business and fi nancial matters. Postpone 
important decisions. Avoid misunder· 
standings wit h  elderly people. Environ· 
mental benefits may be received. You 
may benefit in connection with a writing. 
Best days for you this week, Thursday 
and Friday. Mark time on Sunday. I f  
born between August 3th and 13th, be 
conservative in business and financial 
matters. Avoid winecessary lawsuits. 
Best day for yuu this week, Friday. Mark 
t ime on Sunday. I f  born between Au· 
gust 14th and 18th, you may be put to 
unexpected financial expense. Avoid im· 
pulsive actions. Be careful in courtship. 
Environmental ben eftts may he received. 
Best day for you this week, Wednesday. 
Mark time o n  Sunday and Monday. If 
horn between August 19th and 23rd, em· 
ployment, financial and enviro n mental 
1 .. -,nefits may be recei ved. Social inter· 
est:; may be advanced. Be careful 111 
courtship. Mark time 011 Mond ay. 

August 23rd and September 23rd 
Virgo iTri1 -Virgo natives born between Llf.ll August 23rd and 28th may ad· 

vance love, marriage and social 
i nterests this week. Financial benefits 
may be recei ved. Avoid �nnecessary 
environmental changes. Be careful what 
you say, write and s ign. Mark time on 
Monday. I f  born between August 29th 
and September 2nd, love, marriage and 
social interests may be advanced. Be 

careful what you say, write and sign. 
Avoid unnecessary environmental 
changes . Mark t i me on Tue�day .  H 
born between September 3rd and 7th, 
business and financial benefits rn..ay be 
received. Elrlerly people w ill do you 
favors. Mark time on Tuesday. If born 
between September 8th and 1 3th,  busi· 
ness and financial benefits may he re· 
ceived. Soc ia l in terests may be ad· 
vanced. Mark t i me on T uesday and 
Wednesday. I f  born between September 
14th and 18th, pleasant surprises and 
unexpected financial benefits may be re· 
ceived. Love and marriage in terests may 
be advanced to some extent, but be care· 
ful in courtsh ip . Mark time on Wednes

day . If born between September 1 9th 
and 23rd,  mark L ime in  em plovmen t mat· 
ters.  Do not take offense at trifles. Love 
and marriage interests may be advanced 
to some extent, but be careful in court· 
ship. Do not become roman tic. Best 
day for you this ·week, Saturday. Mark 
time on Wednesday. 

September 23rd and October 23rd 
Libra 00 -Li brans born between Septem· 

&iiiiiiil her 23rd and 
_
28th s�ould avoid 

extravagance 1 n social· matters 
this week. Avoid un necessary lawsu its. 
Environmental benefits .may be received. 
You may benefit in connection with a 
writing. Best dar for )'OU this week, 
Saturday.  Mark t i me on Th ursday. [f 
horn be

.
l wet'n Septem ber 29th and . Octo

ber 3rd, curtail social activities. Eavi-
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ronmental benefits may be received. You 
may benefit in connection with a w rit
i ng. Be�t day for you this 11·eek, Satur
day.  Mark time on Thursday. If born 
between October 4th and 3th, be con
servative in business and financial mat
ters. Best day for you this week, Sun
day.  Mark time on Thursday and Fri
dav. If born between October 9th and 
1 3th, business and financial benefits may 
be received . Social in terests rna�' be ad
vanced. Best day for you this. week, Sun
da�-. Mark time on Friday. If born 
between October .14th and 18th, avoid 
impulsive actions that may cost you 
money. Be careful i n  courtship. Keep 
your temper u nder control. Avoid cuts 
and burns. Environmental benefits may 
be received. Best days for you this week, 
Sunday and Monday. Mark time on Fri
day. If born between October 19th and 
23rd, keep your temper under control. 
A void cuts aud burns. Be careful in  
courtship. Employment, financial and 
environmental benefits may be received. 
Best day for you this \reek, �Ionday. 
Mark time on Saturday. 

October 23.rd and N ovember 22nd 
Scorpio 

11'1\1 -Scorpio people born between 1&11 October 23rd and 28th may ad-
vance love, marriage and social 

interests this week. Business, financial 
and environmental benefits may be re
ceived. You may benefit in connection 
with a legal document or other writing 
or through legal procedure. Avoid jeal
ousy. Best day for you this week, Mon
day. Mark time on Saturday. If born 
between October 29th and November 
2nd, love, marriage and social interests 
may be advanced. Environmental '  bene
fits may he received. You may benefit 
in connection with a legal document o r  
other writing or through legal procedure. 
Best day for you this week, Tuesday. 
Mark time on Saturday. If  born be
tween November 3rd and 7th, mark time 
in love, marriage, business and financial 

maiLers. Postpone important decisions. 
Avoid misunderstandings with elderly 
people. Best day for you this week, 
Tuesday. Mark time on Sunday. If  
born between November 8th and 12th, be 
conservative in business and financial 
matters. Curtail social activities. Best 
days for you this week, Tuesday and 
Wednesday. Mark time on Sunday. I f  
born between l'\onmber 13th and 17th, 
you may be put to unexpected financial 
expense. Avoid impulsive actions and 
sudden changes. Love, marriage and so
cial interests may be advanced to some 
extent, but unlooked-for happenings may 
cause you annoyance. Be careful in 
courtship. Best day for you this week, 
Wednesday. Mark time on Sunday and 
Monday. I f  born between _ Novemher 
1 8th  and 22nd, you will find i t  an ex
cellent week in which to advance love, 
marriage and social interests. Business, 
financial, employment and environmental 
benefits may be recei\'ed . Best days for 
you this week, Saturday and Wednesday. 
Mark time on Monday. 

November 22nd and December 22nd 
Sagitta rius • Sagittarians born between No

vember 22nd and 27th may ad-
• 

vance love, marriage and social 
interests this week. Business and finan
cial benefits may be received. You may 
benefit in  connection with a legal docu
ment or through legal procedure. Be 
careful what you say, write and sign. 
Avoid unnecessary environmental 
changes. Best days for you this week, 
Saturday and Thursday. Mark time on 
1\'Ionday. If born between November 
28th and December 2nd, love, marriage 
and social in terests may be advanced. 
You may benefit in connection with a 
legal document or through legal pro
cedure. Be careful what you say, write 
and sign . Best day� for y ou this week, 
Saturday and Thu rsday.  Mar-k t ime on 
Tuesday. If  born between December 3rd 
and 7th, be conservative in business and 
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financial matters. Best days for you this 
week, Sunday, Thursday and Friday. 
Mark time on Tuesday. If born between 
December 8th and 12th, business and 
financial benefits may be received. So
cial interests may be advanced. You may 
benefit in  connection with a j ourney. 
Best days for you this week, S unday and 
Friday. Mark time on Tuesday and 
Wednesday. If born between December 
13th and 17th, avoid impulsive actions 
that may cost you money. Be careful in 
courtship. Best days for you this week, 
Sunday, Monday and Friday. Mark time 
on Wednesday. If born between Decem· 
her 18th and 22nd, mark time in em
ployment matters. Do not take offense at 
trifles. Avoid u nnecessary environmen
tal changes. Love interests may be ad
vanced to some extent, but be careful in 
courtship. Do n ot become romantic. Best 
day for you this w eek, Mon<lay. Mark 
time on Wednesday. 

December 22nd and January 20th 
Ca pricorn 

1111 -Capricorn ians born between Ia December 22nd and 26th may 
receive environmental benefits 

this week. You may benefit in connec
tion with a writing. Avoid extravagance 
in social matters. Best day for you this 
week, Monday. Mark time on Thursday. 
If born between December 27th and 31st, 
environmental benefits may be received. 
You may benefit in connection with a 
writing. Avoid extravagance in social 
matters. Best day for you this week, 
Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday. I f  
born between January 1 st a n d  5th, busi
ness and financial benefits may be re
ceived. Elderly people will do you fa
vors. Love, marriage and social inter
ests may be advanced. Best day for you 
this week, Tuesday. Mark t ime on 
Thursday and Friday. If born between' 
Jan uary 6th and lOth, business and finan
cial benefits may be received. Love, 
marriage and social in terests may be ad
va_nced. Best days for you this week, 

Tuesday and Wednesday. Mark t ime on 
Friday. If born between January l l th 
and 15th, pleasant surprises and unex:
pected financial benefits may be received. 
Be careful in courtship. Keep your tern
per under control. Avoid cuts and 
burns. Best day for you this week, 
Wednesday. Mark time on Friday. I f  
born between January 16th and 20th, 
employment and environmental benefits 
may be received. Keep your temper un
der control. Avoid cuts and burns. Be 
careful in courtship. Best day for you 
this week, Wednesday. Mark time on 
Saturday. 

January 20th and February 19th 
Aq u a rius  

-Aquarians horn between Janu
ary 20th and 25th may advance 
love, marriage and social inter-

ests this week. Business, financial and 
environmental benefits may be received. 
You may benefit in connection with a 
legal document or other writing or  
through legal procedure. Best days for 
you this week. Saturday and Thursday. 
If born between January 26th and �Oth, 
love, marriage and social interests may 
be advanced. You may benefit in  con
nection wi th a legal document or other 
writing or through legal procedure. Best 
days for you this week, Saturday and 
Thursday. If born between January 31st 
and February 4th, mark time in business 
and financial matters. Po5tpone impor
tant decisions. Avoid misunderstandings 
with elderly people. Environmental bene· 
fits may be received. You may benefit 
in connection with a writing. Best days 
for you this week, Thursday and Friday. 
Be careful on Sunday. If born between 
February 5th and 9th, be conservative in 
business and financial matters. Best days 
for you this week, Sunday and Friday. 
If born between February lOth and 14th, 
you may be put to unexpected financial 
expense. Avoid impulsive actions. Love, 
marriage and social interests may he ad
vanced to some extent, but be ca�eful in 



cou rt sh i p .  Best rl ay for y o u  this week . 
Frida 1 . Be ca reful  01i ::'n n rla y  and Mon 
d a y .  I f  b o rn  belli P e n  Febrnarv  1 :1t h  a n d  
l iJih, m a rk l i me i n  emplo Y mPnt  matters.  
Love. m a r r i ag e  and soc i ;!l i n t ne�t � ma) 
he adnt nced, l .u t do not  become ro man
l ie .  En1 · i ron mental  a n d  fi n a ncial  betH'· 
fi l s  may be rece i ved.  Brst d a v  for you 
lhi s  week, Ylon d a y . Re cat•eful on 
\Vf'd nesda y .  

February 1 9th and March 2 1 st 
Pisces � -Pi sceans horn bet11 een FebruPAI a r 1· l t)th a n d  24th rn a y  advance 

love, marri age a n d  !!'oeia l  i nter
ests t h i !!'  11 ef'k. Bu!!'iness. fi n a ncial a n c l  
e n v i ro n mental  benefits n1a1· L e  rece ived. 
You m a 1· benefit in connection w i th a 
legal document or other 11- r i t ing or 
t h ro ugh legal p nwedurc. Be!!'t rla y  for 
you t h i s  IH'ek, \'londay.  I f  ho rn l wtween 
Fehruarv 2.')th and March 1st: low•. m a r
riaf!e anrl social i nterests m a y  he ad
va neerl . You m a v  benefit in con nect i o n  
w ith a legal document or other 11 r i t i n g  
or through legal procedure. Environ
mental benefits m a y  be reeei1·ed . Best 
day for you t h i s  11 eek, Tu esda�· - l f  born 
I •Pt ween March 2nd and (•t h .  l nt!!'i ness 
a n d  fi n a n c i al benefi ts may ht> n•ct>i ved . 
Elrlerl�· people 11 i l l  rlo 1·o u  favot:s . BPst 
dav for you this  w eek, Tuesrl a � . I f  born 
l •el w een M a rch 7th and 1 1 t h .  business 
and fi n ancial benefi ts m a y  he received.  
Sneial i nterests m a y  be adnmeetl . Best 
days for you t h i s  \\ eek. Ttwsda y  a n d  
\Vt>dnesda y . I f  b o rn  betiH 'en "la rch 1 2t h  
and 16th.

· 
Y ou w il l  fi n d  it  an excclle'nt 

week i n  ,;-hi c:h to advan�e Jon·. m arri age 
and soc: i a l  i nterests. Plea�ant s u rprises 
a n d  u n expected fi n ancial  benefits nHty he 
received . Best day fo r you t h i �  11 eek, 
Wednesd ay. I f  horn be t w een M a rch 1 7th 
anii 21st,  mark t i me i n  e m plo1 men! mat
ters. Do n o t  take offense a t  tr i nPs. Love, 
marriage a n d  social i n terests ma) he ad
v anced, but  do not become romant ic.  
Bt-!'t da �'S fo r You this  w eek, Saturday 
and WeJnesday.  

Note for "Born Bel lreen-·' H·aders : 
The week referred t u  he;.r i n>' w i th �at ur-

---....... .:. .. __ 

You qet more fun out of life with a 
Harley-Davidson. Visit famous beau· 
ty spots, explore distant places, go 
on t h r i l l i n g  v a c a t i o n  trips at little 
cost. You can also take in exciting 
club rallies, hillclimbs, race meets and 
similar action-filled motorcycle events 
with other thrill-hunters in the world's 
greatest o u t d o o r  sport. Visit your 
Harley - Davidson dealer - see the 
19� I models with their airplane styl
ing, zooming power, rugged depend
ability and important mechanical im
provements - and ask your dealer 
about his Easy Pay Plans. 

) 1 1  



1 1 2 

Every Welder Should Own This New, Usetul Book contalnlnc clear; 
eonclse. practical !n!ormatlon. pointers and facts relatlnl' to modern 
practice In all Branches. Easy to read and understand-over 400 
page:� Fully lllustrated-Oexible cover-pocket size-a Ready Ref ... 
erence that Answers Your Questions accurately -Money Back it 
not O.K. To get this assistance for yoursell, order copy today. 

THEO. AU DEL. Publishers,49 W. 23rd St., New York 
PIN.ae mail AUDELS WEJ.DERS GffiDE fPrlee $11 .  If aatiatac:toq. I will remit $J. va it. aate arrival. ot.herwiao I will return t.h., buok. 

NUN· ------- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ·  

AddC' ... _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  _ 

0..."CUpatioa _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  .. 

30 DAYS HOME TRIAL! 
Enjoy Diamond lroninJ' for 
a month atourrfak.Wr1te for full parllculan of Trial otrerl 
Akron Lamp & Mfc.Co. 
lOOS iron St.,Akron,Ohlo 

Ho�ne·Study 
Business Training 

Your opportunity 'will never be bigger than your 
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day, March 22nd, and ends w ith Fr iday, 
March 28th .  Compa re w ith  in format ion 
given in "Your Week" and '' Day by 
Day" to see what the general i n fluences 
are. 

More About Arir.s Pr.ople 
Wh i!e A ries nat ives have m uch in com

mon, certain of the i r traits are more or 
less emphasized in some than in others, 
acco rdi ng to the pos i t iou occupied by the 
sun at  the t ime o f  thei r respect ive b i rt h:<. 

If you \\'ere born bet 1\·ee11 ::0.'larc h  2 lat 

and 26th, you h�vc faith in y o u r  abilit y 
and usuall)· accomplish the th i ngs v'ou st>l 
out to do. You cross br i Jges I\ hen you 
get to them a11d obstacles that  m ight 
loom large i n  contemplati o n  seldom havr. 
terror for you  si 1 1ce you are engaged i n  
their mastery before you take t i me to 
co11sider how to overcome them. Th is 
p rocedure has i ts d ral\ hacks. o f cou rse, 
but for you it seems to wo rk to advan
tage, as it enables you to give your un· 
d i v i ded a ttentio n  to the matters i n  hand, 
w ithout anticipating trou ble. Bei n g  a 
qu ick thinker and resourceful, y o u  meet 
exigenc ies accord ing to ) o u r  appraisal at 
the moment when facts must be dealt • 
wit  h. Con templat ing con t ingenc ie5 seem:> 
a w aste of time to �·ou, since they m ight 
not happen . You are re;;tless., part ic u· 
larly so if s.ubjected to m onotony . I f  you 
have interesting work that enables you to 
move about, you may stick wi th i t, but 

uu i nteresting employment spurs you to 
make changes. Localities also at times 
gel on your nerves and you feel that you 
must have a ·change of scenery. The 
desi re for changP may take �·ou to strange 
la11ds, i f  the opportu nity presents itself. 
You may become a colonist in the wil
derness, fighting predator) beasts and 
d isrespectful savages, if  need be. .Na· 
lure in t he raw is capable of hold ing 
you r interest. You would geL a thrill out  
of h unting big game. You may become 
a trapper. If these activit ie;; are beyond 
you r realizat ion,  you may compromise hy 
becom ing a forest ranger or ga i 1 1 ing ern· 
ployment in some outpost. A dude ranch 
m igh t suffice. But numerou;;; factors rn:1y 
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necessitate your remammg in the popu

lous centers of so-called civilization, i n  
which ease y o u  are likely to indulge in  
occupational and  pleasurable p11rsuits 
where the competition is keenest. You 
aim to rise to the top in whatever you 
undertake. You may become a leader in 
civic movements or in politics. You may 
become prominent in  athletic circles. 
You may hold r�sponsible positions i n  
the business world. You m a y  hold pub
lic office or work under somebody who 
does. Should you elect to follow a mili
tary career, you should qualify as an en
gineer or for medical and surgical work. 
You may become a doctor in private life. 
What you do, of course, w ill largely de
pend on your sex. 

If you were born bet\\·een :\1arch 27th 
and 3 1 st,  you are restless and find i t  hard 
to do uninteresting work. You can do  
so, however, i f  necessity demands it ; but 
you do not resign yourself to doing i n
definitely a thing that you do not like. 
When agreeably occupied, you work with 
enthusiasm and accomplish a great deal. 
You prepare yourself beforehand to take 
advantage of favorable opportunities, 
which eventually come your way. Once 
you get into the kind of work you desire, 
success comes w ithout undue delay. 
t:ntil such time there is  apt to be more 
or less uncertainty connected 1� ith your 
financial affai rs. You prefer· to '' ork at 
something that enables you to look after 
your own affairs rather than those o f  
somebody else, but you do a good j o b  of  
handling the business of somebody else, 
if put in charge of it .  You r work may 
place you in a supervisory position over 
others. You are fluent and animated i n  
d i scussing interesting subjects. You are 
proud, impulsive, truthful, honorable and 
just. You scorn to take an unfair ad
vantage of anybody in your deal i ngs with 
them. You like to assist others to better 
help themselve!'l and may become a 
teacher. You may try to enl ighten peo
ple generally on how to improYe their 
lot and may initiate reforms that will 

beneficially affect the welfare of many 
persons. If possible, you occasionally 
get away from gregarious life to relax in 
solitude in pri m i tive surroundi�gs. You 
should not permit jealousy to warp your 
j udgment a·nd possibly destroy your 
happiness. . . 

I f  you were born between A pril 1 st 
and 5th, you are forceful and inclinet1 
to hew your way to success, let the chips 
fall where they may . This sometimes 
arouses antagonisms that make the hew
ing to the line somewhat strenuous, 
whereas a little co-operative effort migl•i: 
find an easy detour around the rough 
spots. Many of the obstacles you meet, 
especially in early life before experience 
has had time to make a deep impression, 
ara. directly due to your disposition to 
ride over all opposition i f  it interferes 
w ith your plans. You will go m uch far
ther on the road to succ.ess if you will 
not consider it so essential to always have 
your way when conflict of interests 
arises. In such cases there is usually a 
mutually beneficial compromise point, 
often {)f greater ultimate benefit to you 
through co-operatiYe effort than if you 
were to go it  alone. You have a n atural 
desire to rule and may rise to a ruling 
position. If others voluntarily put you 
in that position, it is likely to be more 
enduring than if  you get there by 
squelching all opposition. If you will  
select activities that will benefit others 
while bringing you success, you will find 
but little occasion to arouse antagonisms 
to retard your progress. Success built 
at the expense of others is apt to be 
evanescent. You should study and disei
pline yourself to strengthen your self
control. Self-mastery under all circum
stanees, if  you acquire it, will be your 
greatest achievement, causing all your 
other conquests to sink into insignificance 
by comparison. Once the battle over self 
has been won, your success in other direc
tions will be manifold. You may be
come a successful politician, with a sine
cure as your reward. You may teach 
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your own or foreign languages. You 
may become successful in the medical 
profession, particularly as a surgeon. 
You may become a successful writer. 
You may engage in commercial activities 
connected with jewels and metals. You 
may choose a military career. Your 
greatest success will come after the les
sons of youth have been taken to heart. 
You are generous, impulsive, cultured 
and extravagant. 

( Aries article to be continued next 
week.) 

Q U E S T I O N  B O X  
A. 0. M.,  female, born July 4, 1919, 

9 :00 a. m., California : You will come 
under excellent influences affecting mar
riage matters about the first three weeks 
of January, 1942. 

E. L. R., female, born December 12,  
1900. time u nknown, M ichigan : · I do 
not believe that  you wil l  have much in
clination to marry again although you 
ma�· have a number of opportunities to 
do so during the next few years, an ex
cellent one probably coming to you dur
ing 1944. Since you know lots about 
flowers, why not try to get work in  a 
floral establishment, preferably where 
they are grown?  If  you could take over 
a small grocery store in a desirable 
neighborhood , you might find i t  an agree
able way of making a living, although 
competition in that line is rather keen in 
these days. I think you have good busi
ness j udgment in matters that vou under
stand or with which you can familiarize 
yourself. 

Mns. N. V. R. ,  horn February .3, 1901,  
10 :00 a. rn . ,  M ichigan : During the next 
several years you will  come under quite 
a few influences from time to time, some 
beneficial and some otherwise, a few of 
which I note below, not ha1• ing; space to 
mention all of them : Middl� of J uly, 

194.1,  excellent for marriage and envi
ronmental matters. Last part of J uly. 
first part of August, 1941, adverse ; keer• 
your emotions under control. Last half 
of January, 1942, good for marriage and 
environmental matters but adverse for 
sudden changes and j ourneys. Last part 
of May, first part of June, 1 942, good for 
environmental, financial and, marriage 
matters. First three weeks of December, 
1942, excellent for marriage matters ; 
friends will do you favors. Your ques
tion regarding your health should be an
swered by your physician. A wife's hu:>
band and child ren usually affect her ; just 
how can be more or less told from a com
parison of their horoscopes. They usually 
know h o 1r they affect each other from 
their association with each other. 

L. H. R., male, born -:\oYember 4, 
1900, between 7 :00 a. m. and 7 : 1 5  a. rn., 
Wisconsin :  You wi l l  come under in
fluences that may bring you business, 
financial and employment benefits about 
the follow ing times : Middle of Augu:1t, 
1941 ; first three weeks of Februarv, fi rst 
half of November. last part of Decem
ber, 1942 ; first part of Januar�', 1943. 

S. C.,  female, born Se pte mber 1 1 ,  
1923, about 7 :00 a .  m., Flori da : You 
will come under influences affecting ma r
riage matters about the following t i mes : 
M iddle of May, 194 1 ,  excellent. Last 
half of September, 1941 , excellent in 
some respects ; annoying in others. Last 
part pf October, 1941, may be obstacles. 
Month of J uly, 1942, excellent. M iddle 
of September, 1942, adve rse. Last 11art 
of September, 1942. excellent. Middle of 
November, 1942, may be obstacles, which 
relatives, if you have them, may help 
you to overcome. Last half of March, 
1943, excellent. 

M. C., female. born June 17, 1890, 
time unkno wn, England : I do not be-. 
lieve i t  would be ad1·i�able for you to 
make unnece::lsary changes in employment 
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matlen at the p resent time. During 
1942, you will come under excellent i n
fluences that may bring you satisfactory 
employment at sati:dactory pay. I am 
unable Lo tell you the particular month, 
not knowing the hour of your birth. 

"PEGGY," female, born July 24, 191S, 
about 3 :00 p. m.,  �ew York : You will 
come under influences affecting marriage 
matter� about the following times : Last 
part of July, first half of August, 1941, 
last half of January, first half of  Feb
ruary, 1942, excellent. Last half of May, 
1942, may be obstacles. Middle of Sep
tember. 1942, excellent. 

L. J. P., female, born �ovember 25th 
between 8 :00 a. m. and 9 :00 a. m., Iowa : 
You did not  tell me the year of your 
hirth. 

E. D. M., female, born March 2, 1917, 
G :OO a. m.,  New Jersey : You will come 
under influences affecting marriage mat
ter;; about the follow ing times : Middle 
of Apri l .  1941, may be obstacles : Last 
half of July, last half of �ovember, 1941, 
middle of July, 1942, excellent. 

M. E. F., female, born May 1 1 ,  1911, 
between 3 :00 a . m.  and 4 :00 a.  m., New 
York : You will come under excellent 
influences affecting marriage matters 
about the following times : First half of 
A1u·iL last half of �lay, middle of July,  
1941. 

0. A., £�male, born January 28, 1915, 
about G :00 a. m., Ohi o :  You will come 
under in fluences affecting marriage mat· 
lers about the following times : Last half 
of June, 1941, good. Last half of March, 
fir�t part of April, 1942, excellent. First 
three weeks of June, 1942, excellent. 

A. L. B., female, born November 9, 
191-!., 11 :00 p. 1 11 . ,  :\lassachusetts : You 
will come under influences affecting mar
riage matters about the following times:  

LS-8F 

Last part of May, first part of June, 194 1 ,  
may be  obstacles. Last half of J une, 
month of July, 1941, excellent. 

D. L. H., female. born November 1 ,  
1913, 1 :00 p .  m. ,  South Carolina : You 
'rill come under excellent influences af
fecting marriage matters about the last 
half of July, 194.2. 

T. I .  L., female. born March 6, 1898, 
10 :30 a. m.,  Michigan : You will come 
under excellent influences affecting mar· 
riage matters about the following times : 
Last half of December, 1942 ; month of  
January, first three weeks of February, 
last half of December, 1943. 

FEMALE, born August 19, 1918, about 
3 :00 p . m., Louisian a :  Y o u  did not  give 
me name or initials by which to identify 
you. You will come under influences 
affecting marriage matters about the fol
lowing times : Last part of May, first 
half of June, 1941, middle C'f May, 1943, 
may be obstacles. Last half of July, 
middle of November, 1943, last half of 
May, first half of J une, 1944, middle of 
November, 194.5, excellent. 

A. W., female, born April 1 1, 1 895, 
1 :30 p. m., New Jersey : You w ill come 
under i n fluences affecting marriage mat
ters about the following times : Last half 
of May, first half of J une, 1941, may be 
obstacles. First three weeks of August, 
1942, first half of August, 1943, excellent. 

A. B. P., female, born Jun'e 6, 1920, 
9 :00 a. m., Texas : You w ill come under 
influences affecting marriage matters 
about the following times : Middle of  
May,  last half  of ) une, 1941, excellent. 
First three weeks of October, 1942, ad
verse. Middle of January, 1943, excellent. 

E. P., female, born June 9, 1912, 10 :00 
a.  m., Wisconsin : You will come under 
excellent influences affect ing marriage 
about the first half of December, 194.2. 
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F R I E N D L I E S T  

PEN PALS, you will 
surely enjoy corresponding w ith a 
friendly girl who sends her plea all the 
way from Porto Rico. Pictures and 
snapshots are to be had for the asking, 
and Angelica promises to tell all sorts of 
interesting stories about life and people 
and happenings in her part of the w orld. 
And there is  nothing she likes better than 
making friends and w riting letters ! 

DEAR Miss MoRRIS : I really would 
love to have lots of Pen Pals from all 
over. I'm a Porto Rican girl of  twenty
three, w ill  exchange snapshots, pictures 
and letters with anyone, and have lots of 
interesting stories to tell about l ife, peo

ple and activit ies in this part of the 
world. I like to make friends, adore 
writing long, sociable letters, and am i n
terested in everyone and everyth ing. Pen 
Pals, please write to me. ANGELICA. 

Paging all post-card collectors ! 

DEAR Miss MoRRIS : I 'm sweet sixteen, 
and would love to hear from g irls of my 
age, especi al l y those who are kee� about 
collecting post cards, as I'd like to ex
change some of the cards I h ave. I am 
l iving in TexaE, and have all sorts of in
teresting th ings lo tell. Pen Pals, gi ve 
me a 1·hance. CAs. 

U O R N E R  
hy 

Mary Morris 
Sociable farmerette. 
DEAR Miss MoRRIS:  Hello, everybody ! 

I 'm a girl of twenty-two, live on a farm 
in Texas, enj oy sports, reading, drawing, 
w riting stories, and will gladly exchange 
snapshots w ith anyone. Girls, whatever 
your age, don't hesitate to drop me a l ine. 
I'm sure we can be friends. R. W. 

Everyone is welcome here. 

DEAR MISS MoRRIS : \Vho"ll \Hite to a 
lonesome Michigan woman of thirty -two '? 
I'm married, l ike sew in�, writing, danc

ing, movies, camping and making friends. 
I want Pals all over and promise to an
swer every letter I get. How about it, 
girls? Single or married, e\'eryoue 1s 
welcome. A. M. 

Sociable mother of three. 
DEAR Miss MoRRIS : May I have some 

Pen Pals?  I'm a sociable married 
woman of t wenty-two, ha,·e three chil
rlren, and wan t to correspond with other 
married Pals. My hobby is collecting 
photographs, and I 'll f"xchange them with 
everyone who dro'ps me a l inf". Pals. !;lend 
your letters to Kentucky.  Mns. B. R. E. 

Vivacious teen-age Pal. 

DEAR MISS 1\JoR RIS : Th is is  1\'ew Jer· 
sey calling all Pen Pals ! I'm a viva-



cious teen -age �irl ,  st i ll in h igh school, 
and have lots of i n terest i n g  th i n gs to tell. 
Come on, g i rls, try me. I promise to an
swer letters promptly, and feel sure that 
we'll get along fine. Drop me a few lines, 
Pals-yo u  w o n 't regret it. GIGGLES. 

Peppy h igh -school j un i o r. 

DEAR Miss MoRRIS : Please pri n t my 
let ter. I 'm a peppy h igh-school j un ior, 
a girl in terested in everyone and every 
th i ng. I l lve in t he State of M in nesota, 
w i l l  answer let ters p rom ptly , and gladly 
exchan�e snapshots and souvenirs. Pals 
every\\ here, won't you give me a chance ? 

LOR EA. 

Wants a Pal in every State. 

DEAR :vt" Iss MQRRIS : Hi, gi rls ! May 
hear from at least one Pal i n  every 

State i n  the Union '? I 'm a peppy teen
age Texas girl ,  enjoy skat ing, reading, 
sports. d ra w i ng, pai n t i n g, and especially 
m a k i ng [riends. I ha\'e lots · of spare 
t i me to w rite, so hurry, Pals, let's get to-
gether!  ALEXA. 

Likes old songs and good mustc .  

DEAH M iss MoRRIS : I 'm a very lone
some g i rl l i v i ng i n  New York State, and 
h o pe to get lots of letters. M y  hobby is 
collect i ng snapshots, post cards, old 
songs, and I also enj o �· good music. Pen 
Pals every where, won't  you give me a 
chance to be your friend ? I 'l l  be wait
i ng for your letters. LoNESOME DEE. 

Air hostess in the m aking, 

D EAR MISS MoRRIS : Although rm not 
exactly w ithout friends, I'd love to hear 
from Pen Pals all over the countrr. I 'm 
a l i vely gi rl o f  sixteen, keen about sports, 
danci ng. and m y  amhi t ion  is to become 
an a i r  hostess. G i rls everywhere, won 't 
you drop me a few l ines? I am l iving 
in �orlh Carol ina. ELZA. 

Hello, Cal i forn i a !  

Dr.AR MISS M oRRIS : H o w  about a few 
tellers fo r me "t I 'm a pcpp)' Cal i fornia 
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girl, attend high school, like crocheting, 
sewing, collect match covers, pictures of 
movie stars, music, songs and records. 
I promise to answer every letter that

· 

comes my way. How about it, Pals? 
FELIA. 

Mystery stories intrigue her. 

DEAR MISS MoRRIS : Does anyone 1rant 
to correspon d  w ith a lonesome Pennsyl
vania girl? I'm n ineteen, considered 
good-looking, enj oy movies, m�·stery 
stories, collect stamps, and have lots of 
free time to write. Girls everywhere. 
please drop me a line. I have lots of 
interesting things to tell you, and will 
be a real friend. OLGA. 

Who wants a true-blue friend? 

DEAR MISS MoRRI� : I 'm a married 
woman, live in Ohio, and hope to hear 
froni Pals who want a true-blue friend. 
I have two boys in high school, · enj oy 
making friends, and will gladly exchange 
snapshots and picture post cards. Pals 
everywhere, regardless of age, w on't you 
write to me ? I 'll be waiting. DoRA. 

Everyone is welcome here. 

DEAR MISS MoRRIS: Please make 
roO"m for my plea. I ' m  a teen-age Michi
gan girl eager to hear from Pen Pals all 
over the world. I enj oy sports, promi�e 
prompt replies, will exchange snapshots, 
picture post cards and anything else of 
interest to other Pen Pals. Come on, 
girls, let me hear from you ! YYONNE. 

A teen-age married lady. 

DEAR MISS MoRRIS : Who'll drop me a 
few lines? I'm· a girl i n  my teens, mar
ried, and hope to hear from Pals all over 
the country. I'll exchange picture post 
cards, hankies, and w ill send a gift to 
all who answer my plea. Girls, send 
your letters to Wisconsin. ANELLA. 

Who wants to hear all about Holly
wood ? 

DEAR MISS MoRRIS : I hope someone 
will write to me. I'm a peppy teen-age 
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girl ,  live in Hollywood, and can tell loads 
of interesting stories about this famous 
city. I promise to answer every letter 
I get, so come on, girls, let's get busy ! 

Miss HoLLYwooD. 

Brides, get - together ! 

DEAR Miss MoRRIS : I 'm a bride 
twenty-three years of  age, and would love 
to correspond with other brides, or any
one who wants to exchange letters and 
snapshots. I live in Pennsylvania, h ave 
plenty of spare time, and feel sure that I 
can make my replies interesting. Who'll 
try me ? MoLLIE. 

Calling all fifteen-year-olds. 

DEAR Miss MoRRIS :  Pen Pals every
\vhere, especially teen-age girls, please 
write to me. I'm a sociable, friendly girl 
with blue eyes and black hair. I. like 
movies, sports, and will exchange snap
shots with anyone who answers my plea. 
Girls far and near, let's be friends. 

LEAN ORA. 

Who collects salt and pepper shakers? 

DEAR Miss MoRRIS : Here's hoping 
some of the Pals will answer my letter, 
especially those who collect salt and p ep
per shakers. I also collect match folders, 
and will exchange them with anyone. I 
live in the State of Washington, and will 
try hard to make my replies interesting. 

WALLA WALLA. 

She likes mystery stories. 

DEAR Miss MoRRIS : Who'll write to a 
lonesome Connecticut girl? I'm inter
ested in movies, mystery stories, collect
ing post cards, and guarantee answers 
to all letters received. I would especially 
like to hear from girls between fourteen 
and sixteen. Won't someone take a 
chance on me? NAN CEE. 

Fill her mailbox to the brim. 

DEAR Miss MoRRIS : Help me find 
some new friends. I'm a widow of forty
eight, live in Colorado, and get very lone
some. I like the radio, reading, walk
ing, fancywork, and especially writing 
letters. I want to hear from real Pen 
Pals, not souvenir hunters who don't an
swer a second letter. I promise to be a 
true-blue friend and will answer all let-
ters. ELLA. 

Don't keep her waiting. 

DEAR · Miss MoRRIS : This Is Texas 
calling ! I 'm a young married woman 
anxious to correspond with Pen Pals 
everywhere. My hobby is collecting pic
ture post cards, and I 'll exchange them 
with anyone. I promise to answer let
ters promptly, so please, girls, don't dis
appoint me. I'm sure we can be friends. 

TEXAS WIFE. 

Girls, you'll like Twinkles. 

DEAR Miss MoRRis : I'm a peppy 
Pennsylvania teen-age girl, and want to 
hear from Pals all over. I have hazel 
eyes, red hair, am fond of dancing, 
sports, ball games, movies, and collect 
pictures. But most of all I like making 
friends and writing letters. Pen Pals, 
won't you let me correspond with you? 
I'll  answer letters promptly. 

TWINKLES. 

Make way for Robbie. 

DEAR MISS MoRRIS : There's nothing 
I like better than exchanging letters, so 
who'll be my Pen Pal ? Of course, I 
want more than one. I'm a sociable, 
lively girl eager to find Pals between 
fourteen and sixteen. I 'll exchange snap
shots and p ictures of movie stars. So get 
busy, gals, and let's go ! RoBBIE. 

Miss Mar)' Morris 'M i l l  see to i t  that you will  be able to make friends with other readers, though thousands of miles 
may setJarate you. It must be understood that Mhs Morris will undertake to exchange Jetters only between men and 
men, boys and boys, wonten and women, girls and 1irls. All reasonable rare will be exercised in the introduction of 
corrtiSII�ndents. If any unsatisfactory letten are received by our readers, the publ ishers would appreciate their beint 
sent to them. Please sian your name and address when writing. Be sure to inclose forwardinl IIOStage when sendint 
letters. so that mail can be forwarded. We are net responsible for money (coins) sent through the mail. 

Address Miss Mary Morris, Street &. Smith's Love Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avtrtue. New Yorlt, N. Y. 
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T H E  F R I E N D  I N  N E E D  
(Cor�tinued jrom page 6) 

is parking, park benches, or asking a boy 
to come into the house and leaving the 
lights turned off. Petting is  risky and 

' foolish, because very often girls find out 
that it takes more than petting to hold a 
boy. I also think that  the kind of popu
larity a girl wins by gi> ing boys the im
pression she is free and ea

-
sy doesn't last. 

I'm sure boys respect and really like girls 
who expect them to act like gentlemen, 
and that it's up to a girl w hether there 
should be any petting or not. Girls 
should always hold their favors highly. 

Does anyone agree w i th me? 
BILLIE. 

It is human n ature to value highly that 
which seems out of reach, or is acquired 
only after great effort. And we are in
clined to be somewhat scornful of the 
things that are too easily gained. So 
you are quite right in saying that girls 
should remember to hold their favors 
highly. 

What do you think about Billie's ideas 
on petting, readers? Let's hear ! 

DEAR MRs. BROWN : My problem is all 
mixed up. I hope th-at you will help me 
straighten it out. I married when l was 
nineteen, and- for about five years my 
husband and I were very happy. We have 
a little boy now, and my husband is crazy 
about him. 

Then I met a n-ian who worked w ith 
m y  husband, and this man began paying 
marked attention to me almost from the 
first. He was twice my age, but seemed 
much younger, and I thought he was 
quite fascinating. Every once in a while 
I'd date him. 

This went on until m y  husband found 
a letter this man sent me. Naturally, we 
quarreled about it, and my husband for
bade me to even speak to this man again.  
He has a very jealous w i fe and my hus· 
band didn't want any trouble. 

After several months m y  husband 
found another j ob in another town and 
w e  moved. By this time my husband 
began noticing other women, so I thought 
that if he clid that I could have my 
friends, too. 

About six months ago we met a woman 
whom m y  husband had not noticed be
fore. He liked her and I liked her. She 
drank and smoked, and often came to see 
us, and we even exchanged confidences. 
But I found out that my husband was in 
love with her, and that he was thinking 
of divorcing me and marrying her. 

Then I realized what a fool I'd been 
all along. I am sure n o w  that I dearly 
love my husband and don't want to lose 
him. Our little boy needs us both. I've 
tried to talk to him, but he seems to think 
he can't hu rt this other woman by £hop
ping her, though he says he is still fond 
of  me. 

Mrs. Brown, I've told my husband that 
I realize how silly I 'd been, and mean 
to he a good wife and mother in the 
future. Until I found her out, this woman 

- was accepting my husband's attentions 
and pretending to be my friend, too. I 
think he ought to be willing to drop her 
so that we can make a fresh start. 

PEARL T. 

There seems to be n o  explanation for 
these lapses of human behavior. How
ever, very often foolish missteps lead t o  
a clearer realization o f  one's ideas about 
love and marriage, especially when there 
are children. 

It doesn't seem to be so much a ques
tion of hurting this other woman in whom 
your hus.band is still interested as it is of 
trying again.  Have you made nery 
effort ta make him see this problem frum 
your side, and that for your boy's sake it 
might be well worth while for you both 
to forget the past and try to make each 
other happy ? 

It takes character and a big person to 
overlook and forget the fodish, t ragic 
episodes called "mistakes," ami reLuiiJ a 



marriage that has nearly heen w recked on 
the rocks of misunderstanding.  I n  your 
case the main issue is, after all, to suc
ceed w here you t wo have previously 
fai led. ] t is a human weakness to let 
S<>me matters d ri ft.  Don't let this situa
tion dr ift any longer. 

DEAR !VIKS. BROWN : How can a fellow 
be sure a girl's in  love w it h  h i m ?  Six 
months ago I met a girl who appealed 
to me, and ever since then we have been 
dating three or fou r  t imes a week. But 
although she is n ice to me, and seems to 
l ike me, I can't find out i f  she is ser ious 
about me. Whenever I hint about mar
riage she laughs and doesn't seem to be 
much concerned. 

In the past two mon ths I 've made it a 
point to date other g irls, too. About 
three weeks ago the fi rst girl, whom I' l l  
call Ellen, introduced me to her cousin, 
Clare. This girl seems very sympathetic 
and understanding, and I know I could 
l ike her very much. I asked her to go 
out with me and she ·did. 

When Ellen saw w hich way t he \\ i n d  
w a s  blo w ing s h e  became j ealous a n d  
showed i t .  N o w ,  I don't k n o w  whether 
Ellen cares for me, o r  whether she j ust 
d idn't  want me to be friend! y with Clare. 

I f  I could only be sure that Ellen cares 
for me I w ouldn't think about other girls. 
Should I keep on seeing her, or date 
Clare? I'm really i n  love with Ellen, 
and it would be hard for me to let her go 
and forget her. Eo. 

Don't you think there is  a better way 
than hinting to find out how Ellen ac· 

I 
tually feels about you ? Why n o t  tell her 
frankly that you love her and hope she 
will marry you ? A man must always 
take the risk of being refused when he is 
courting a girl .  

I see n o  reason why you should not 
keep on seeing Ellen if  you are in love 
w ith her. But, of  course, so long as you 
are not engaged, you need not feel guilty 
ab9tlt dating other g i rls. However, if 
you want to win Ellen's love, I would sug
gest that you continue to be very atlen' 
tive and devoted to her. 

coRONA 
tH£ poRTA��� ��:UR£5 

1H£ oUTST AND 
d t�P work, s�ves 

fLOAtiNG SHifT- seO
ee 
O�lER-gives ltg_ht: 

SPEED u OR-adjttS• 
your e,ze�Y· tOUCH SELECT llOUND 

· g actzon. h All A . nm ur own touc
h
· 

"It to take zt. 
keys to yo as are m 

FRAM
E - C

oron
ler for free home trial. 

See your dea 
_ __ .. _ ,.. ... - - - I 

-- -- -- - ·wttt'fERS t � C  I 

- _ _ .. __ _ COltON A rtf� rocuse ,  r-1 . y . II 
r c sMlT U & •• hiu&tOR St. � SY 

•. Please nod ... I 1 L k .. 101 '8. W & a coroD 1 � De• 1::;. tbin�;:e0°0t�:tn I 
I (rcCI i11u•tratCI \ 
' �'�· .. · =· \ Addr•••--- � t•t•------:::-.-.1 
I Cit,----::::.----.�-----· 
\.------:-.---

121 

AIJDELS �cn·pentea�s 
and Builde••s Guides 

��F:.•4vols.$6 
ln•IM Tr.t�"• .. fomtat&MI (or Carl)f'ntru. Buildecs. Jm"4 
en. Bulldinc Meeh•llie• ami all Woodwork�n. The•• 
Guidea &iYe you the •h<Jtt ..... t)C lnrlruetiont tbt you want-
!�����t�!. n;l::�e!��·.;,�d;�l 
monry aavinc •ulcettion• An 
ea�y pro�:ru,ive couue {nr tho apprt"ntiee and atudrnt A. pra.ctiul da1l)' ht'l&>er an4 
Qm('k Rdcr�n� (or th(l ma"tt.*'" 
worker. Carpenter:� 'I'Yrty. 
:_h�r·u��:i�:i11.��"�o 'l�':';: \\'orlc:. Better WOf'k and Bet
ftor Pay. 1o l'tt thi. ••Mt-in"�•nJ'':'n!.i�h�1tRift�o�� Imide Trade Information On: Po>< below. 

How to usa tho eteel aauare-IIow to file and aet 
eaws-J-Iow to build furniture-How to use a 
mitrf!l box.-llow to use the chalk l ine--How to use 
rult.s and acalf's-How to make joio.ta-·Carpenter-. 
arithmetic-sot\·ing- mensuration problems-E... 
timatinc etrenc:th or timbers-How to eet cirder-. 
and aill.s-IIow to (rame hou. .. es and roofs-How to 
e�timate COI'li9-Uow to build hoURs. barns. car• 
ages. bungalowtt. etc.-How to read and draw 
plans-Drawmc up epecificatiOn!l-llow to ex· 
ca\'&te-How to use eertin�• 12, 13 and 17 on the 
eteel SQuare-How to bu,td hoisls and acaffc.!d.s
ekylichta-llow to build atairs-llow to put oa. 
interior trim-How to han« doors-How to lath
lay floors-How to paint 
····················-·········································· 

Name . .  , • • •• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • •••••• 

Adcfrt ... . . .... · · · · · • • • • • · • · · � · · · · · · · · · · · · ·  .. · · · • • • • • • • • • • • · · · · · · • · · •  • • • • ••-' .. 

Occ:upatioo . . . . • . . • • • • .  · • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • · • • • • • • • • · · · · · - · · • • • • • • • • • • • ·  . .  ··- 1 
�1cna� • · • · · • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • · • •••• • ··•• • • •• • • • • · • • • • •• • • • - ssu 



122 

EVERY 
ltADIO 
MECHANIC 
-Service Man 
and Student 
Needs "Audcls 
R a d l o m a. u s  Cui de" Just Out! 
The whole sub
Ject O[ Modern 

Radio 
eoverlng t h e  
llastc Princi
p l e s - C o n 
structton a n d  
O p er a t i o n 
S e r v J c e 
U e p a l r s 
Trouble�-

AII Easily 
Uuderstood 

Over 7 50 Page.�. 
400111ustratlons.Part• and Dl31lrams

LATE TELF.VISION DATA
Valuable tor 

REFERENCE AXD HOME STUDY To cet this practical information In handy form 
RADIO 

for yourself just fill i n  and mail coupon today. 
COMPLETE • PAY ONLY $1 A MONTH! +.-� 

iHio7. AUDEL& Co-:7 Pubiist;;.;:- 4i W:23;d5iRiET7"'N�Y: Mail AUUfo:LS JI.:F.W RADIOMANS (;IJIOto..: for free esamlnatiun. It 0. K. I will 
.. .-nd J'OU S l  in 7 dan; tileD remit $1 munthly until price ot $4. Ia paid. OtherWilie, 
I will return it. � Nam• - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

Addre••- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

�t·ua.atioll - - - - - - - --- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
Refe.-.-nl'• _ _ _ _ _ _ _  - -- - - - - - _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  - - - - - - - - - - - - - S::i.J2 

�ell Xylun Hose, gl 
in t·ombin�At ifm ordc.·r. -,,o· c: .. --,-_-_ .-·c:: __ -;.o: 

lou. ;\ :,;€'nts c·oinirl:;: monty w ith �;ens a halt 
t'Ombin�Ation ofTtr. �upply silk hose replut"mcnt guar
anlt't"d 4 to M mon ths, dependln¥ on QUtmtity. Gu�ran· 
l t•Ni by Good Housektt"Ping <U adv€'rtlst>d therein. :!'\t'W 
C'�rs giren llrodm·tr�. Look at thtse txc«>pLional t'<Hnings. 

On ita \Yt:sl, s:m.Io first Wt't'k ; Emma Wall, $47.M7 llrst week. Hu�h 
•uww owcl hu� .. �iu : frt't" c·l•ntidc>nth•l fwd�. 
W l l i< N I T  H OSI E R Y  CO., M idway, 1 6 · 83, Greenfteld, Ohio 

LATEST SCI ENTIFIC 
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METHODS 
Read This A mazing Boolc 

30 DAYS F R E E  
Explains with real cases latest 

The fact t h at she seemrrl jralom whrn 
) OU �ho 11 cd � ou r  intPrP�t in Clare sho1rs 
that  sllf' m ust feel  �onwt h i n l! for ypu.  
though i t  does not  p rove that  �he i s  i n  
love 1r i t h  y o u .  B u t  d o n · t  l osP 1 o u r  eou r· 

age. l f  Ellen loves y o u ,  i t  11 on ·t be l o n g  
before yuu t 11 o n�ach a dd1 n i tc u nde r

stand ing.  Good l u ck ! 

DEAR �IRs. BROW :'\ : A 1 e n r  a n d  a hal f 
ago I met a g i rl 11 h o  seetned to !Je j ust 
the t 1· pe of g i rl 1 coulrl take serious! � . 
S i x  months a ft e r  11·e met l hought t he 
r i n g,; a mi �e\·er a l  months l a ter they were 
a l l  paid fo r. Then I a�ked t h i s  g ir l  to  
marry m e ,  a n d  s h e  sa id  � h e  would, but 
she �eemed to resent  :he i dea t ha t  I 
bough t t h e  r i ngs i n  ad vance. She sai ,] 
t h a t  I had been too s u re of her  all a l r ,ng.  

Ho11 e1·er. we seemed 1·e n' h a ppy and 
made wonderful  plans for ou r  future, a n d  
t h e n  I lost m v  j oh. D u r i n � the t i me f 
11· as out o f  11 o r k  she 11 as as sweet as any 
girl could be. Then l fou n d  a nother j o h, 

a n d  a short  t i me a fter that she sa i d  she 
11 anted to ha1  e a se rious t a l k  \r i th me. 

She said that she 11 as o n l y  ! went\· and 
thought  she was too v ou n ;.:  to settle d o 11 n  
to marr i age. Sht> told mP to go ahead 
and d ate other gi rls . and that she mean t 
to date other fel lows.  

We are st i l l  see i n g  each other. She 
s t i l l  lets me kiss her and m ake love to 
her,  a n d  \\ hen she is  i nv i ted t o  pa rt ies 
she asks me fi rst to go w i t h  her befoie 
she asks am· of the other fello11 s. She 
tells me she st i l l  lo\·es 1111'. b u t  t h a t  she 
w a n ts to h a\-e fun hefo re she marries. 

I am making enoul!h to support u s  c-om
fortably.  What sho u l d  l d o ·? I can"t  g i 1 e 
her up, and on t h e  other hand I can·t  
afford to let her hen peck me. Should I 
slop see i n g  her and let h e r  h ave her fl i ng, 
or 11 ould 1 ou sugge�t that  l l a r  de"' 1 1  
t h e  l a w  and m a ke her  l i �ten to m e ?  DrJI I ·t  
you t h i n k  she is u n reasonal . !e? 

SE:RIOIJS. 

i\o, I don't t h i n k  that  t h i s  g i rl i s  un· 
Icason able. ::\lor do I t h i n k  t h a t  �he is 
h e n peck i n g  you becau se shf' told you !:'l te 
is not rea d y  to sett le  d o 11 n to ma r r i age . 
I t h i n k  she loves y ou .  but is 1 oung and 
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can a fford to wait awhile before getting 
married. And you will gain nothing if 
you lay down the law, as you say, and 
force her to become engaged to you again.  

Be patient, and take all this with good 
grace. Don't n ag or insist on having your 
own way, or drum on the idea that she 
should see all this your way. Go right 
on being good friends and let her have 
her fun. If she really loves you, you 
will not lose her. 

However, why not follow her sugges· 
tion and date other girls now and then ? 
A little competition often helps. 

DEAR MRs. BROWN : You have helped 
me before, so here I am with another 
problem. I'm ni neteen. A year and a 
half ago I met and fell in love with a 
young man who was going with a friend 
of m ine. When he dropued her we be
gan dating. Then he went to another 
town, and when >'everal months passed 
and I didn't hear from him I thought I 
never would. 

Then I met another young man, and 
after going with him for six months we 
became engaged. I was still very keen 
about J im, the first boy. But I didn't 
think he'd ever come back, so I went 
ahead with plans for my wedding. 

A few weeks before the wedding, my 
fiance, Joe, and I quarreled. We made 
up, however, and then he went away on 
business for two months, and we were 
to be married when he came back. 

In the meantime, Jim came back and 
we met again. He dates other girls, but 
that doesn't seem to make any difference 
to me. We see each other whenever we 
can. Once J im per�uaded me to take 
a day "s trip with him and I did. It was 
then that we lost our heads. 

Now I'm an expectant mother. I've 
told Jim about it, and would love to 
marry him, but I know he won't marry 
me unless he has to. I don't know 
whether to make him marry me or stick 
to Joe and tell him the truth and hope 
that J oe w ill marry me. 

I know that I have heen very foolish, 
but I still love Jim in spite of everything, 
and he says he loves me. Joe is still 
away, and I want to clear things up be
fore he comes back. Tell me what to do. 

DISCOURAGED. 

Considering the situation, there should 
be no question in your mind as to which 
man you should marry. And if J i m  cares 
for you, why should·n't he marry you 
without being forced to do so ? By all 
means, tell him that you expect him to 
marry you at once. You have not only 
yourself to think of, but Your child and 
its future. And if  you lo�e Jim, and not 
the boy you're engaged Lo, then marry 
the one you love. 

You don't have to wait u ntil Joe re
turns to tell him the news. You can 
write him now and tell him as gently as 
you know how that you don't love h i m  
as you thought you did a n d  that i t  
wouldn't b e  fair t o  marry him. 

Now get busy and set things i n  order. 

DEAR MRs. BROWN : Please help an
other puzzled girl. I'm nineteen, have a 
good home and fine parents. A few years 
ago my mother was in poor health and 
I was left alone a great deal. I took 
matters into my own hands and did what 
I thought was all right. 

A year ago I thought I was madly i n  
love with a young man. I wanted to act 
the way he and his friends did. I began 
to smoke, drink, and I ran around as the 
other girls did. I even quit school he
cause the other girls didn't go to school. 
They were all working, so I got a j ob, 
too. 

Several months ago I began to n otice 
that this boy was losing interest in me, 
and we finally stopped seeing each other. 
I thought that if I dated other fellows 
it would make him j ealous, but he didn't 
seem to care. 

I stopped going around with these fel
lows and girls. My parents didn't want 
me to have anything to do with them, 
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anyway, and I realize now that l should 
never have had anything to do with them. 
I've done nothing actually w rong, and 
I'm glad of it. 

Now I don't go out at alL I have no 
friends. All I do is go to work in  the 
morning and come home at night. Twice 
a week I go to the movies by myself. 

I want to dance and have fun with 
other fellows and girls. I 'm not bad· 
looking, have a n ice j ob, wear clothes 
well, but no matter how hard I try, I 
can't seem to make friends. Can you help 
me ? BROWN EYES. 

Aren't there any clubs or church or· 
ganizations that you can j oin ? I notice 
that 'you are living in a fairly large city.  
Why not  look around? I am sure that 
you can make friends and enjoy the fun 
you long for. 

It was very wise on your part to drop 
these other so-called friends when you 
f�und out they were the w rong type for 
you.  'I a.n sure that you wi11 always be 
glad you made this change. 

Besides j oining clubs, how about look· 
ing up some of the girls with whom you 
went to  school? Couldn't you revive a 
few of the old friendships ? At any rate 
I think that you can make new friends if 
you get busy and look around. To have 
friends, you must go where there are 
young people, and give yourself a chance 
to become acquainted. Nothing is done 
without some effort, my dear. 

DEAR MRs. BROWN : Won't you help 
me w ith my problem ? I 'm a girl of al
most twenty. Three years ago I met a 
young man who was visiting in our town.  
He stayed here for  three months and we 
went everywhere together. When he was 
leaving he promised to w rite to me,  and 
said that we were as  good as engaged. 

In his letters he always says he loves 
me, and we have set the wedding date 
once, but he asked me to postpone it. 
We've seen each other only twice in over 
two years, but he w rites every week. 

I don't know what to do. How long 
does he expect me to wail? Should I go 
on waiting for him, or break off our en· 
gagemeut ?  Another thing i s  that he sup· 
ports his mother and has told me he 
would never leave her. And if he mar
ries his wife would have to live with his 
mother. 

I could date lots of other boys, but 
I don't go out w ith anyone except m y  
girl friends. I really d o  want t o  marry 
this boy. WINNIE. 

I think it is high time that you called 
a spade a spade, Winnie. You have waited 
long enough, and have given this young 
man plenty of  time to decide what he 
wants to do. I can't tell y ou what is in 
his mind. But j udging from what you 
say,  he cannot be very keen about mar
riage if he is �atisfied to let matters drift 
this way. 

My advice to you is to w rite this young 
man that you think you have waited long 
enough and cannot go on waiting without 
knowing where you stand. There should 
be a more definite arrangement if  he 
really means to  marry you. You can't 
very well spend some of the best years 
of your life waiting around. You are 
young and should have many friends and 
enjoy good times with other young peo
ple. 

You might suggest that you would also 
like to meet his mother, so that all three 
of you can talk this situation over. From 
his response, you w ill surely know which 
way the w ind is blowing. If marriage i s  
t1ot o n  h i s  mind, and h e  has only been 
amusing himself by playing the waiting 
game with you, then it's time to call the 
whole thing off. 

DEAR MRs. BROWN : One part of m y  
problem i s  that I a m  enti rely without girl 
friends. But I 'd better start my story at 
the beginning. 

When I was a child I lived in the slums, 
and hated it so that the thought of get
ting away was an obsession with me. I 



d idn't associate with hoys and girls of 
m y  age. The crowd I went with was 
olrler  and more experienced. I went to 
high school, and wo rked n i ghts i n  order 
to have deceilt clothes. 

When I gradu ated a friend helped me 
get a job. I 'l l  admit I t raded somewhat 
on my good looks. In three years I went 
from one position to other and better 
ones. and n o w  T have a reall y fine job. 

It  always amuses 
�

me when people re· 
mark how lucky I am. I'm glad for all 
I have. but I 've had to give, too. Grow
ing up too soon, having d i nners with the 
boss who, by the way, always turned out 
to he a married man.  Late hours, some 
gossip-all this  doesn't make for  real 
ha ppiness. 

Like most gi rls, I want marriage and 
a home of my o w n .  I 've met the man, 
but  i t  hasn't been a m arry i n g  proposi
t ion.  I'm twenty -one. and he is  in his 
thi rties. I don't  think the difference i n  
age matters i n  m y  case, because I 'm much 
older than other g irls of  twenty-one. An
other thing is  that we have been more 
than friends, and it i s  hard to drop a 
man a girl loves, even though he forgets 
to ment ion ma rriage. 

I make no demands o n  his t ime. He 
tells me he loves me: and I t rust him. 
He is  well off financially. and h is business 
comes fi rst. One trait of  his character 
I don't care about is that he is 11ever 
quite content unless he is maKing a men
tal play of  people. Tearing them apart, 
taking all he can get and then hating 
them. He is  h ard and b itter because of  
an  unhappy chi ldhoorl .  

W e  talk of marriage quite often, but 
make no · definite plans. I 've been of
fered another position in another State, 
and am wonderi n g  if I should accept it.  
It  would mean giving up this man, and 
l know i t  I \  i l l  be hard to do that,  espe· 
cially if  there is  still  a chance that he 
might otTer me marri age. I 've never 
asked him outright whether o r  not he 
ever means to marry me . 

Won't you help me decide what to do ? 

CARRIE. 

Suppose you ask yourself of what pos
sible advantage it is to y o u  to go on l ike 
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Jta iu!'l,  lwn rt buru, 
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this.  Su reh·. vou mu�l realize th at i f  
th i o- man t ru h  lun:d 1·o u  h e  ll < � l l l c l  nul 
Jw,.. i t a t f' l u  o fT;. ,. Y O U l l l :I ITia�c"? J t "''''IllS 
lo 11 1<' that u n der t lw p resen t  · · i rr · u ln
sl a ncc� ' u u 11 n uld not  J ,e bold i f  1·o u  . . 

a,;ke:>d h i 1 11 frankh- h u 11· r n uch lnnl-!rr  he 
ex pr·c · ts \ ou to " a i l  fo r J narria)!<'. But  
go i ng on t h i ,.  11·ay, mereh· l i 1· in� i n  h " l '""  
that  he ll l i)!h t  marry yon some day, i �  
nf' i thPr h e re n o r  there. 

I 11 ould a•h i,.e � ou to t alk t h i ngs m er 
11 i th h i m .  I f  h e  i;;  n n t  i ncl i ned to  1 1 1a r· 
riage. then no I n a l l i' r  hn 11· han! it is  fvr 
) O ll to let h i m  go, do j u"t  that.  .'\cl'f' J >l 
th i � other job  anrl make a co m plete nell" 
change i n  � o u r  l i fe. Who kn o 11 � ?  Y o u  
lll<l�- fi n d  out  la ter  t h a t  he  w a� not  thf' 
man for H l U .  afte r a l l .  .-\ n d  e1 e:>n i f  ' ( •ll  
mar r ied h i m  y o u m i )!hl not be a� hap Jn· 
a� y ou ho pt>d �·o u'd I "' · Rememlwr. ' o u 
can 't m ake a man o 1·er a fter m a r ri a).!t' .  

Stop g:o i np; a r o u nrl in ci rcles. Carr ie. 
Make one or  t 11 o deci,.. inns  and ad on 
them. 

DEAR :\I n�. BROil' '\ :  Plea!'e hf'lp mf' 
11 i th my problem. J ' m  t ll enty ·fi \ e, \I <IS 
1narried at  e i gh teen a nrl have three ch i l 
d ren . \'h· h u sha nd and I are !'t>pa rated 
and 11 i ll  suon he d i 1  o rced . He !<uppo r l �  
the children a n d  h as the highest n•g:ard 
for me. He comes to sec the y o u n)!!'ler!' 
every w eek and 11·e talk,  but 11 e both kno ll" 

that i t  11 ould be of no u,.e to l iT again 
to make a go o f  it .  

1 don't  ca re for m �· h usband at all ex
cept as a friend .  I o ften meet h i m  11 ith 
h i s  gi rl frit>nds, hut it makes no d i fference 
to me. 

My problem is �is : I'm con!' idt> red 
good-looki ng, and l i ke to go C>U t .  1 ha,·e 
many dates, but  e1·ery t i me I go o u t  11 i t h  
a man he gels f re;;h , a n d  1 1  h e n  he fi nds 
o u t  that I 'm not eas1-:�oi n g  he doe><n ' t a;;k 
for another date.  } ( o;;t o f  these fel l o 11 � 
kno\1' that  rm st i l l  m a rr i ed,  a iul  that r m  
go i ng to I ll'  d i ,·on:ed, and they �ee1n to 
t h i n k  that they can act as t hey l ike. W h y 
do sn ma n 1· men ha1  e t he idea that a 
g i rl's no good because she's hPPi t  m a r· 
r iecl '! 

l am l i v i ng 11 i th 1 1 1 1· pa rf'n l ;; a n d  
hel p  me t a k e  ! 'arc n f  the  ch i l d n·n .  
friends can come 01 cr a n y  t ime a n d  are 



welcome. The fellows do come over 
sometimes, but they can't seem to get i t  
through their heads that I 'm not the type 
of girl they think I am. 

What can I do to make them change 
their  minds ? I love dancing, and see no 
harm in  enjoying a little fun. But how 
can I keep on going to da111ies and enjoy· 
ing myself i f  the fellows I date spoil the 
evening? I wish I knew what's wrong. 

PAT. 
Well, my dear, some men have strange 

ideas about married women who go out 
with other men. If you were legally free 
to go out w ith other men, however, the 
situation would probably be different. 

Why not chum only with your girl 
friends until you are free? I know that 
it will mean giving up going to dances, 
but y ou can enjoy  yourself in many other 
ways. How about j oining a women's 
club? Or, if  you have plenty of time on 
your hands, find some hobby that would 
help you pass the time. But I should 
think that with three children to think 
about you wouldn't have too much spare 
t ime. 

DEAR MRs. BROWN : Three years ago 
I met and fell hard for a fellow who 
played in a band. He said he would 
rather die than give up his trombone. I 
didn't ask him to give it up. I loved him 
and was happy with the way th ings were. 
We often quarreled and broke off, but 
usually made up the next day. 

Then he found a j ob. He'd work days 
and play nights, and on the n ights he 
came over to see me he'd fall asleep or 
didn't want to go anywhere. Naturally, 
that wasn't pleasant for me. However, 
we became engaged, and I thought every· 
thing was fine. But again we quarreled, 
and I handed back the ring. Soon after 
that he married another girl and gave 
up playing his trombone, too. 

I can't understand why he married this 
other girl. He still loves me, or did two 
months before he was married. Now his 
mother and friends blame me because he 
didn't marry me. 

I've been going places and trying to 
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enjoy my self, but it  does not help me to 
forget him. I've been worrying, losing 
weight, and wondering what's in store 
for me. l'm only twenty-two and feel as 
if my life were over. J.  J.  

I n  almost everyone's experience comes 
a time when something goes wrong and 
life seems to lose its  savor. But l ike most 
things, this phase passes, and we suddenly 
wake up and readjust ourselves once 
more. In other words, we pick ourselves 
up and go on. 

This young man disappointed you. 
But what is preventing you from picking 
yourself up and making new friends? He 
is married now, so you might as well put 
him out of your mind. You can do it, 
if you use a little will power. I am sure 
that you can find happiness wi th  someone 
else, but you must give life and love a 
chance. 

DEAR MRs. BROWN : May I offer m y  
comments on 'Vebster's letter? I agree 
that it is a girl's privilege to keep her 
past m istakes to herself. But if she feels 
that she simply must tell her boy friend, 
or her husband, then why should he hold 
it  against her ? Most men expect girls 
to be "good." Shouldn't that apply to 
the men, too ? 

From what I 've heard and seen, most 
men are not angels, and if it is  so hard 
for them to forgive a girl who has made 
a slip, they are only j udging her by them
selves. After all, lve are all human and 
have our weaknesses. I think men who 
are so unforgiving are very unfair. They 
seem to think it is their divine right to 
have all the freedom i n  the worlJ. 

I think that human nature should be 
forgiven, no matter who makes mistakes. 

A. M .  D. 

As you say, we are all human, and we 
all make mistakes of one kind or another. 
Certainly, life would be made easier for 
many who've made mistakes, if they were 
given another chance to make good, with
out being reminded of the past. 

DEAR MRs. BROWN : At eighteen I 
married a boy of seventeen, though at the 
time I dido "t know that he was younger 
than I. We lived together for several 
months, but couldn't make a go of i t .  So 
he went back to h is people in another 
town, and when I d iJn 't hear from him 
for a long time I decided to divorce him. 

I'm twenty-one now, have been support
ing myself, and paitl for my divorce. I 'm 
free now and glad of  it .  I3ut I am so tired 
of doing housework for other people. I 
did have 011e good j ob, but I had to have 
an operation, and when I was well enough 
to go back they decided to take someone. 
else. I've had other jobs since then, but 
didn't like any of them. 

My parents want me to come home. 
But if I go home it w ill only make things 
harder for them as they are supporting 
two grandchildren and two of my sisters. 

What can I do to be happier than I 
am ? I long to have my own home, but 
i t  may be years before I have one. I've 
been out with different fellows, Lut they 
don't think about getting married. Do 
you think I 'll ever meet a man who will 
love me and want to marry me? I'm 
considered good-looking, wear clothes 
well, and am a hard worker. 

Maybe my problem isn't very serious, 
but I'm sure you understand how un-
happy I am. DISCOURAGED. 

I can readily understand that you be
come bored w ith housework and long for 
a change. However, we cannot always 
have what we want when we want it, m y  
dear. We must be patient and wait, and 
watch for opportu"nities that will help us 
make a change. Is there any other kind 
of work that you can do besides house
work ? Look into that. But if you are 
obliged to stick to housework for a while 
longer, keep in  mind the thought that 
l ife itself never stands still. Because you 
are doing housework now, it doesn't mean 

· that you w ill continue doing it  always. 
A s  for the future, you are still yo ung 

and, to a great extent, your life can be 



what you choose to make it.  So don't 
give up. Try to find other work, if your 
p resent occupation m akes you so un
happy. And i f  you can't find work you 
like, try not to feel so hopeless about it. 
Make an effort to have some friends, boys 
and

' 
gi rls. There is no reason to suppose 

that you cannot meet a young man whose 
fi rst thought will be to make you happy. 

DEAR M Rs. BRowN : I often wonder 
if other young w ives are as unhappy as 
I am. I'm twenty-one, married, but in
stead of being happy I'm miserable. 

· My husband didn't have a j o b  when 
we married, so we went to live w ith my 
people for a while. Then he suggested 
that we go to live with h.is mother. She 
was very mean, blamed me for the mar
riage. and for the fact that I was expect
ing a baby. Finally she actually asked 
me to leave, and my h usband didn't even 
try to stop me. 

As my people l i ved in another city, 
they had to send me the bus fare, and 
that was the last t ime I saw my husband. 
He doesn "t write to me, though he told a 
relative that after the bSby comes he is 
w illing to have his mother take care of it. 
But I'm determined to keep the baby my
self. 

My h usband and I l ived together only 
fo ur  months. My people say he is worth-
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Jtt!n�rt hement and nt&'lllt ive for hand·('Oiored enlargement free with 
order 2� or more. Enlarce I�hoto, Box 791, lJept. �S. Bo.ston, 
)b'n. 
-i'o=�,.�L�U���; ,�.����I.�O������D�l�ti--p�rl�n�t,-.-.-r�S--v�r l-n�t ,��--.,�,l�a-r•�•-m_e_n�t,-.-.-r 
8 • 41:6 entargt-nlf'nts 25c. Crtdlt ror unorlnt�tble negatives. lte
prinu ��·. IUtl-$ 1 . 1111. Jnrl ude this afl ror free surprise. 
l 'ttrltlll �tucliu. C i r·t'ut  Xorthrrn Rid"., C ' h lu11m. 

Old M oney Wanted 
--,o.,.J.�O,_...,A,.,l"'07X�l·"':v.,-,�,:-. A,.,x"'··=r"'Eo:l l-. --;\\. lli�"Y'$1-on'-. o"'o,.-:r,.-o�r ---;-,1 8"�"4-.D"l_..m,.-,--e, 
� ll int .• $.i0.110 fur l !J i :' Lib!'rfy H<"wd :\irkf'l (not RutTalo l .  Hllc 
prem iunHt J)llid for all  r�tre t·oln!!, �<>ntl 4c· fur J...rxt� t 'oin J;'ulfler. 
May mnn much protit to you. B. �lax �lf'hl, 440 �lthl Bldg., l''ort 
\Vorth 'J'exa�. 

D etectives-Instructions 
D�;-f•::i ·TIVES F.AR:-1 BIG liOXF:Y. WORK HOllE. TIUYEL. Dl':'ri�("J' IVF. part irult�rs free. Experience unn(>t·essary. "·rite 

GEORGJ.-; "'Ar.OXI'�R. �640-A Rroudwa.\· , );'pw York. 
Correspondence C ourses 

--,c"'o""R"'R,.,F�.�"·P:::O:::!<'"·"o""EXCE t·ours<·s--a,id.fduc·<�ot lon�l books. !i!li:ht1y 
U!'eU. ::;old. !tented. Exchangf'd. A J I  wubjf't'l!l. �afis!'ac·t iou guar· 
anteed'. Callh paid ror UHd cour�u. t'omplf'te details anti blir·galn 
t.'atalug .f.�ree. \\'rite Nehmn ComJ)IlllJ', 500 Sherman, Df'pt. D· :H5, 
('hil'li&&O. 

Help Wanted-Instructions 
-;N'"'•"•:""\\-:-, -0=1'-:::POit·T·l'XlTIJ.;s FOit WO�U;�. No t•a:cn:cv: :a-:csl'i'"'· l::-n.-::.--'N""o 
lnnatm�nt. Earn u1• to $:!3 Wf'ekly 111nd your own dtf'S!ilt's Free. 
Write fully givinc a�e. dress slze. }'uhlon Fl'O<'ks, Dept. DD-1023. 

�;��� ��0"'0"'.F"';"'\·"'.:"'R"'Y,..-,B"'t"'·:c-�;-;JN""·E=�s;:. -.7� ;:-b:::solute N ec·t"sslti('s..=o\·er- :!�lj'ijii 
Hemf!. J..owt'sl priC'ts. Bf'at� C'tJmpethlon. l'ommi�sion:; advan,·erl. 
E:.:pf'rlt'nre unnet·tf!sary, :::;ample�� Free. Feder��&l, �Ol·Bl•' �outh 
Desolalnes, ChlcaJ(o. • 

Old Gold Wanted 
GOLD $35 OU="CE. 8hlp old cold tet'th. crowns. jewelry, 

watl·hu-recein cash by return mal l . !"lllltlsfartlon Guaranteed. 
Free information. 1-'aramount Gold Jteftnln& Co., 1500-G Hennepin, 
M i nnt�apoli�.  !\finn. 

Nurses Training Schools 
-;:cAI;-:Ac;K7F"';--;-u;-;�;--;,l;:::'O,-:;::S2"r.�.:o::$�"';;:-;\-;;;Vlo;EK as a traitlcd'-:p::rc-••"'·•"'tc-::•.,-1-::nur�ted 
JA>arn quickly at  hmne. Booklet Jo.,ree. Chh-01.go School ot �urslnx. 
Urpt. O·:.t, ('hira::o. 

Miscellaneous 
-A:-D=Bc;;ftc;J,;;;:.S;;:�c;f.;;:. �:-. 7l'-Jt"'l\�.;-;l F': -,�;;;·T�AR� , IH_R_E_f'ToR-�-· .-PilO_D_l_'!'_EJi-�-. _A_n_y 
r«·!dtll'nt in the Hnll)·wood dl11triH. single ll(hlrf'ss report� r,o,·. 
1-'.pe'C'ial prh·t•s on rnallirtK list". \\'rite for Information. llollywood 
Hirec·•ury l"t'r'Vil'f', ) )t'l) t .  � 1 .  249 :'\urlh l.ctrrhmunt, J tol lywoorl , C;�l. 

Coins-01<!_ M
_
o�ey 

0 Jo; •r;:-;J"'• J"'<o"'•""· •"'·r==-· -.-n:-:d -op r .. E.-\ SU JU; In co lle,·t ing:..,.o kl,.,-.,ro:-:lt-lS-. --="R�c,-1<.,.1 -=r7oc 
for .ili · P"')!e l l lu!tt r;�tf'd roln catalog. You' l1 be clellghled with it .  
�end ft,r it now. K. )fllx Mehl,  :!."i!i �ltohl Rutlding,  Fort \\'orth, 
'J'nas. Largest nre <'Oiu e.st.-bllshmf'nt in l'. 8. Establishell 4 1  
Yt!arF. 

Books 
--,R"'F.,.,.A"'n--,.,· · ·"'n-:-:n-:-: -,A-::\\-:-:.A-:-K;:-�;�x""J :-;"'·n : � bv �l•h·tn 1.. Sc'"ry. Amazing l..fiVf' Jlt;n·httiun. l 'u i flUt' . . .  i·nrorgt'tlablto. .lu!tt publ ished. 
J.imilf·d r•:c J i t ic,n. )f.til S:Z.:iO monty order tndlil' Fo!illf'r Hope t'o., 
l'uhllto:hrr!', :i4l ��·uth �print::, l ..os Angf'lf'!t, t'a1irornia. 

Magic Tricks, N ovelties 
�NilttEAOING ,· I a  'IELBPHONJo.: ! AstonbhinJt tontf'rta lnmf'nt 
mystltlt:�. Ne,-er ft�lls. �ecret & t'ards 25c. Jlapp, Box 432, 
Woneeter,. l.ftts!l. 

less and no good, and are ready to help 
me d ivorce h i m .  But  I d on't know " hat 
to do. 

There's another man in  the pictu re. He 
knows the "-hole stoJT and wants me to 
marry h i m  if I get a d i,·orce, and !'ays he 
will even adopt the baby. I th ink t hat 1 
could depend on h i m ,  but I still  care for 
my h usban d.  

One thing that m akes l i fe so h a rd for 
me is that m �· parPnts are always !'aY i n!!:, 
" I  told you so." A n d  it is geu ing hard 
to take it.  The,· sav i f  l 'd l istened t o  

them i n  t h e  fi rst pla�e I wouldn·t b e  i n  
this fi x  n o \\·, a n d  so o n .  I feel I can 't 
listen to m uch m o re of this. Do . YOU 
think that m\· husband m ight change ? 

BABS. 

Who knows? \Vh) not let matters ride 
unti l  a fter the baby is  bo rn ?  Perhaps 
your husband w il l  feel d i fferently about 
the euti rc situation nuce he becomes a 
proud paren t. You kuu\L Babs, d i von ·e 

is not always the right an;qr er to d i�
agreements in marriage. It is  true that 
your husband has not stood by you a� he 
should have. But i t  is  not out of the . . 
question for h i m  to d1an:re his att i tude. 

Su ppose you 1\ rite and a;;k h i m  to come 
to see you, c i t !  r now o r  " hen the haL,· 
arrives ? Then talk thi ngs over. Find 
out \rhat h i s  plans are for the future. I 
am �ure he realizes that ,·ou two cannot 
j ust let m atters slide forev.er. So sit tight 
in the meanti me. Everything may turn 

out m uch more satisfactori ly than y o u. 
thiuk.  

As for your parents, be patient with 
them. They are h u rt and disappo inted 
for your sake, and becau�e they feel as 
they do they d ru m  on the subject "·itho u t  
real izing i t  is  getting on ) our  nerves. rrn 
sure they have � ou r  best interests at 
heart. Agree '' i th them, if only to keep 
peace i n  the family. 

Mrs. Brown w i l l  b e  tlad t o  solve 11roblems en whith 
you desire advice. Yeur letters will be regarded ronll
dentlally ar.d si gnatures will  be withheld. 

Although Mrs. Brown receives more letters 1han s.he 
un possibly print, she answers all the others by mail. 
So, lay your Jroblem before her with the ltnewledte that 
It will have her full attention. 

Address Mrs. Laura Alston Brown, Street & Smith's 
len Story Ma1azine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New Ytrk. 
N. Y. 



WH I LE 87 LAST 
Positively Lowest Price 

Ever Offered ! 
Tru ly an outsta n d i n g  o ffer! Onlr 
ht't'ilU�t! uf au I ' X t 't •pl io1 1al  p u rel ia :-:•! 
4 " 1 111 1 :--t •ll t ht•:-=t•  n ·hui l t .:\ oi:-:l'l t •:-=s 
lllat'llin•·=-- a t  1 ht• :-:t •H:-:at iona l l  ,.  J o w  
prh't� of ::-:u.�.J t:a:-:h. P I" a t  uui ,. 1;: t '  
a wt•t 'k ou l i lY l ' i l :",\' It >  ! ' I l l  p ri < -1 1 . 

· Eal ' i t  
oHP t·art'f u l ly rph u i l t  :-:o t h a t  il  l o P k :-i 
l i k P  a w · w  mat·i l i uc t·u:-: t i u ;.:- Ut r• · t ·  
r i me:-:; a s l i i Lwh. 'J'It c m fr.«. uriy. :·wll
inq }Jrin' r1n th i.'( U n dtTICOrHI trfl.'( 
$ / .! .) . U IJ.  I t 's :-;put to ,n1u i n  l'nclt•t·
wood )lil<.:k i n g- box wi t I t  Undt•t'Wtttul 
hook of inst ructions o n  cart! aud 
opera tion. 

A NOISELESS MACHINE 

EST TERMS 
E X T R A  VA L U E! 

TYPEWRITER STAND 

For thm:-<' who ha,·c nn t�·pl'\\' r i f ('r stantl or 
ltand:v Jd;u·c tu U�t' a madlim·. 1 rual;:c tltil) spr-· 
c ial nll"l'l". 'l'ids a t t rac t i \·c stanl.l that  ordinal ih· 
!-'e l l �  fur $ 1 . :..::; c·an he your.� fur unl.r $:.!.11!J  cxt ril adJl't.l to your account. Quality bu i lt. Note all 
its convenient features. (See coupon). 

OR I G. 
SELLING 

PRICE 

$125°0 
N O  M O N EY DOWN  
10  DAY TRIAL 
Easy Terms - 9c A Day 

N o  o b l i g a t i o n .  See before you buy 
o n  w i d e  o p e n  1 0  d a y  trial .  l 'a y  1 1 1 1  
J l l l l l l l ',\' I I I I I  il �-ou 1 1 ' :0: 1 ,  i u :-:pt•l ' l , 1 ' 1 1 1 1 1 -
} l : l !'t'. i l l ld l ! :-;1'  t l 1 i :-: l : l l d t • J'Wood ::'\ o i :-;t•
lt· .. :-: .  .I 1 1d.:..::• · for' ,\"o \ 1 1':-:l'lf wi I h o 1 1 f· 
}I : ! IT,\' : 1 1 1 d  wi I i l o u  t r i ;-;1\.  \\" l w n  �·ou 
: t  1·� · , - .. n ,. i lwt•d t l l : r l  t i t  is i:-: 1 l� t ·  ! J i ;.:_::P:-:t 
1 , .pt •\\  l' i l t • J '  l 1a r:!: 1 i n  \'nil  1 1 : 1 \" 1 '  . .  ,.1 ' 1' 

:-;;. , . 1 1  t lw n  �a y ,  , ; 1 . 1 1  n1i_,. . . .  S•· l l t l  n u ly 
fil lc · H \\' l't ·k ol' ��-��U :t I I I O I! I h  l l l l l il 
l t • n u  pri t-P of o J J ! y  �:-;:t_x.-, i� J l a i d .  
'l' r_,. i t  l i rs t .  f�njo_,. a f u l l  1 1 1  d:r r s' 
� ' · · :H I_,· _ u:-:• · :  T h e re is no red t a p e  

'
o r  

1 n vest r g a t 1 0 n - M y  offer i s  e x a c t l y  
a s  I s t a t e  i t .  

2-YEAR GUARANTEE 
I h : l f ' k  t h i s  m:tdd ut' w i t h  my p('r
sona l �-_\" 1'. ;.!"ll<l l':i l l l l ' l '  t lla t a is i n  
. \  1 I 'I I I H i i f iOII  i l l  1 ' \ ' 1 ' 1',\" l't':O:)ll't' l - f h:t t 
il w i ! !  ;.:h·,, l i r ;-; t  l ' l a :-: ;-;  !-'Pn-icP. 0 \'Pt' 
: � 1 1  ,\ • •a rs of fa i r  tlPa l i n �  autl t i l \' 
� 0 1 1 ,01 1 1 1  :-:at i sfif ' rl  (' I I � I H I I I P I':O: J l f'O\"P t l l

.
+' 

:--:o l l l l d l l t - ..: s  o f  I l l ,\' guldt•ll  l'l l l i •  p o l i l -y 
n u l l  J l l' o n� t ll : 1 t  d • · a l i u g  dil•t•<!t w i t h  
J i l l !  :O:H\'C:) YOU lllOlH'j". 

Latest a c h i e v e m e n t  in type w r i ters!  
Provides w r i t i n g  perf e c t i o n  w i t h  
S I L E N C E .  For t ll o:-:t • w h o  wn n l  t lw 
a t i \"CLilf ;tg"t•S of a q ll i t • t I JnTttP 01' o fli c-P. 
Thi:; l ' lltlt •rwocHl':-; .. \'oist•IPsS ll l l ' t 'l la n 
i:-:m t•l i m i u a t P� t h e  1 1 1 '1'\"1' �lla t l t• r i u ;.:  
d a t t e r  t•otnJJwn t o  m a n y  mud.-1:-: . ..I n 
H ill to IJf' l l tT •tcork lil'f'ti iO<l: it alluw.i 
('/('fir 1 /l in J.- i n fl ,  t·rrlur·( ·.� Jrt l i y llf', ·iw 
/JI'IJ I't'.� tt r · r ·unt t·!f. T h i :-:  t.\' } H ' W I'i f Pl' d i �-
1 nrh� 110 OIIP, for it i:-: a l 1 1w :o: t i ni
J I I I��ihl•• t o  lu•ar i t' O J w t·a t P  a ft•W 
fl'l't  a w n y .  Y o u  g-t•l a l l  f l i t >  f•·a t u rt>S 
of au l " u LIPrwuuLI P L U S  N o i seless typing • 

FIRST CHOICE OF TYPISTS 
O V E R  5,000,000 U N D E R W O O D S  N O W  I N  
U S E !  H•·cu;..:-u izPd a :-:  t lu� ti u Pst. :-:1 rou:.:-••st· h u i l t ! JlerP is an o f l i t 'f' � i z" l·rHl • ·n\·uod 
w i t h  l a te modPl'll fpa t n n•:-; t ha t ,:.:i \'1' vou 
Sl L E N T  TY P I N G. lias a l l  " " " " fa nl 
• ·qttiptlll 'l l t-kP:dJOa rtl. ::! t • • lior:-:, had\ :-:pa•···r. 
a u t or11 a t ic 1'1'\"f•r:-:t•, t ah u ! a t or.  • · t t · .  T H E R E  
I S  N O  R I S K !  S E E  B E FO R E  Y O U  B U Y  
O N  M Y  1 0  D A Y  N O  O B L I G AT I O N  
T R I A L  P L A N .  I f  �·ou wish sPud the ma
l'h inc hack a t  my expeu�c. 

• Touch Typing Course 
A cmu plf' l c home �� udr C'n:n·:-:� of fn mnn� Yan 7.atu.lt 
'Tout'h 'l'y p i u :.:  :-:y s l t ·m . J.r 111'11- / fJ 1 !1/H' 'lllii'I; I IJ u u t/ ca.�i( IJ. 
Ca rl'f n l l y  i l l u:--: t ra l l·tl.  \\'r-i t t t 'U < 'Xprt.•:-:sl.r fUr home u:-:'e. 

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE 
231 W. Monroe St. Dept. 312 Chicago, Ill. 



The lively, husky, 
he-Dlan flavor ofWrigley's 
Spearmint Gum is fun 

· to ·chew. 
And daily chewing 

aids digestion, . .  helps 
brighten your teeth. 
-r\. 

Buy sonte tode1J7. 

The Flavor Lasts 




