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IS GOD DEAD?
NO—God is  not dead. The Pow er 
of God is a com pletely unknown 
facto r on the  e a rth  — th a t’s all. 
W hen the  fu llness of the  scintilat- 
ing beau ty  of th e  Pow er of God Is 
m ade known to  hum anity, such 
w o r l d - d e s o l a t o r s  as Tojo and 
Schickelgruber will vanish  as the 
m orning m ists before the  rising  
sun.

The “P sy ch iana’’ M ovem ent is 
b ringing to A m ericans everyw here, 
the  plain sim ple facts of God. We 
have discovered th a t the  invisible 
Pow er of God is the  m ost s tag g er
ingly dynam ic Pow er in existence. 
W hat m en and women can do with 
the  Pow er of God in th e ir  lives 
beggars descrip tion . The p ity  of i t  
all is th a t  no idea or theory  of God 
advanced to da te  has been able to 
disclose the actual, lite ra l Pow er 
of God to hum anity. T h at revela

tion is now coming. W e brought 
knowledge of the  Pow er of God to 
hum an ity  some fifteen y ears ago. 
N aturally , w hat h as happened  in 
the  lives of those who found and 
use th is stag g erin g  P ow er Bf God 
is beyond description.

W e w ant you too, to know  the  
am azing, invisible Pow er w hich 
ex ists h e re  and now for YOUR use. 
So we have p rep ared  two booklets 
w hich will be sen t you w ithout 
charge on rece ip t of your nam e 
and address . T ry  and im agine w hat 
your life would be if  you knew  
th a t you had, a t  your in s tan t dis
posal, ALL T H E  PO W ER OF GOD. 
W ell you can have. T he Pow er 
exists. I t  is free  fo r all. So send 
us your nam e and ad d ress  now, and 
we will send you the  two free  book
le ts by re tu rn  m ail. The add ress  is 
"P sych iana” Inc. Dept. <4,
Moscow, Idaho.
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Men Wanted NOW for 
all Skilled Jobs iffifif#'

THESE QUICK TRAINING 
BOOKS ARE SHIPPED
far Examination. Got ahoad faptor. T'ao tliip quick rr-fcrcncG 
way lo find the facts on hundreds of important, subjects. The 
jiffy index helps you to find out what you need to know In a 
hurry. M achinists, Toolm akers, D raftsm en, A utom obile 
Mechanics, Aviation Employees, Diesel Engineers, and 
men in almost any other similar field can protit by having 
these books. Remember, any set will be sent to you free for 
examination. Just Solid the Coupon.
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AUTOMOBILE ENGINEERING
Hr e n d  New S e t 6 V olum es. W h eth e r  
y du a re  a  m ech an ic  o r  lie lper. e x p e r t o r  
ap p ren tic e , a u to  ow in 't  o r  d riv e r, y o u  
wi.il tiiwl g rea t va t tie in  th ese  a u to  books 
(lU th  e d itio n -} w hich  te ll  y o u  s to p  by  
s tep  how  jo  m ak e  d i Hi c u lt rep a irs . 2,500 
p ag es , 2.000 i l lu s tra tio n s . A1 urine  e n 
gines, a v ia tio n  m o to rs, D iesel engines, 
w iling d ia g ra m s  in c lu d ed . T o ta l prictj 
o n ly  $24.80* S e n t  an  t r i a l .

s

I

DRAFTING
F or Bogin pats o r  E x p o rts  in  
M ach in e  T rad es . W rixten so 
yo u  ru n  u n d e rb a u d  every  
w ord , b y  w ell-know n engi
neers. D o .Luxe m odern istic , 
w ashable c in tb  b ind ing , over 
1,000 pae.es. h e n d rrd s n rb lu o -  
p rin ts , eh n ri s a n d  d iag ram s; 
p repa res  you Tor a good d ra f t
ing  jo b  in m re h a m ra l lines. 
T o ta l p ric e  fa s 'c o m p le te  se t 
$19-8*3. S e n t  v n  t r i a l .

BUILDING, ESTIMATING AND CONTRACTING
9  V o lu m e s '.  T h i s  n o w  e d i t i o n  
shou ld  m ak e  ii easy  to r an y  c a r
p e n te r  to  becom e i 
in v a lu a b le  to  bu ilder 
ism , s te e l  R<|imri,1 a re  
d raw in g  a n d  desh;:i, i 
p a in tin g  a n d  d eeo rau u  
b u ild in g , eon  i re e l iuvi 
fornid, an d  m an y  o th e r

•out

iiiK

■actor. 
iVam- 
■iural

l im;td m g,
heating , 

co n e  re t o
byte

well c*
S e n t u n  trial*

•d. T o ta l p ric e ..$29.80.

8 Big Books. 3,000 pages with nearly _
3.000 illu s tra tio n s  w hich  cover to o l m ak - M  
Ing, p a t te rn  m ak in g , fo u n d ry  w ork , H  
m echan ica l d raw in g , fo rg ing , m acltiuo  
sh o p  p rac tic e  a n d  m a n ag em en t, a n d  
h u n d re d s  o f  o th e r  su b jec ts . T h is  se t. 
“ M o d ern  S h o p  P rac tic e ,”  will g ive a n y  
m echan ic  w ho  uses th e m  a n  a d v a n ta g e  m  
o v e r u n tra in e d  m en . W ith  each  .sob w:> igjf 
will inc lude  e x tra , a  b ig  b in d e r o f  n e a r ly  n  
800 pages w ith  h u n d red s  o f o rig inal JB 
s h o p  t ic k e ts  a n d  1,200 HI u s '. r a t io n s  — 
w hich  show  s te p  b y  s te p  how  to  set. u p  
a n d  ru n  a lm o s t a n y  k in d  o f u  job . T hese  
a re  in  a d d itio n  to  th e  s  big books pic
tu red  above. ToiaS p ric e  o n ly  $34«40* 
Sent on tria l.

ELECTRICITY 10 V olum es
T h i s  n e w
s e v e n te e n th  
e d i t i o n  o f  
A  p  p l i e d 
E l e c t  r i c i  i y  
h  a  s  o \' e r
3 .0 0 0  pages, 
h u n d re d s  o f 
illu s tra tio n s .
D yn an io s.m o to i’s. p ow er-sta tions, rad io , |B  
te lev ision  a n d  m an y , m a n y  o th e r  s u b - ®  
je c ts  a ll  covered . Tota l p rice  only $23-30. {jH 
S e n t on  t r i a l .  13

AVIATION
6 Volum es. A irc ra ft eng ines. B luep rin t 
read ing . Aerial p h o to g ra p h y , a  com 
p le te  en cycloped ia . T o ta l Price $13.30.

DIESEL ENGINEERING
6 Volum es. O v e r 2,500 P ages. H u n - L  
d  ret Is o f  ill u s t ra tio n s . Tota l Price  $24.30. |K

HEATING & VENTILATING I
INCLUDING AIR CONDITIONING ®
6 V o lu m e s .  2 .000 Pastas. SOO ilia* - 
t  ra t ions. T o ta l P rice  $24.80.

• i  
1 
1

ANY SET SHIPPED F R E E !
fo r  Exes *3.? in a t  io n t o rA ll y o u  n e e d  d o  t o  g e t  a  s 

“ D ra ftin g  fo r M ach in e  T ra d e s ”  A 
v'ol.mn-s, “ M odern  S hop ih g u iie e ” 3 volum es Pius b inder. 
‘ Applied F l e e t r i e i l I P  volum es, “ A utom obile  F iig io rer- 
it.g "  e  volum es. “  B uild ing , E s tim a tin g  uud  t  Am true i m g '' 
t volum es. “'L leat ing-Yeni i(at m g '' b volum es, “ Diesel t ia -  
gir leering” C> volum es, “ A v ia tio n ”  0  vobiices, for fV'\* 
e x a m in e  ion is to  .-end in  th e  coupon . T h e  books vvih bn 
■seni, promnM y. Vi".; pay  the  de live ry  charges only , Keep 
li.'eni !\>«? lb da  v s. i f  not sa t;shed , send th em  baca and  you 
vx i!t o . '  mu l une .  t f sa lis tie d , smid only %z.U\> in  F D iay s  
:md iiieri 35 O;i a. m o .;: li u n til th e  to ta l  price  show n  is pi-uxi. 
T hat > • •; tio fuel ti« ••• • «Uj;gM t ion.
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LOVE'S SECOND CHANCE
By JOYCE HILTON

When Peggy and Keith hop the plane that carries them away from it 
all, their mad escapade leads to more adventure and intrigue than 
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J. C. SMITH
President

National Radio Institute 
Established 27 Years

You Build These and 
Other Radio Circuits with 
Parts MyCourse Includes
You Conduct 60 sets of Experiments. 
Make Hundreds of Interesting Measure
ments and Adjustments to Give you 

Valuable Practical Experience.

NOW MORE MAKE $30, $40. $50 A WEEK 
THAN EVER BEFORE

Here is a Quick way to better pay. MAIL TH E COU- ! 
PON. Get my Sample Lesson and Free 64-page Book. 
See how complete and practical my Lesson Texts really 
are. how the information they contain is designed to j 
help you make more money quickly. Bead about the I 
SIX Big K its of Standard Radio Parts I send you with 
my Course. See for yourself how you LEARN the fun
damentals of Radio from, my Lesson Texts—PRACTICE 
what you learn by actually building some typical Radio 
circuits you study—PROVE what you learn by making 
tests and measurements while you adjust the circuits 
you have built.

HOW YOU GET PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE 
STUDYING RADIO AT HOME NIGHTS

I  send you. in all, more than 100 standard Radio parts, 
including tubes, condensers, a meter, punched chassis 
bases, even a soldoring iron, solder and wire. With 
these you perform more than 60 sets of experiments: 
make hundreds of practical tests and measurements. I  
give you special training to show you how to start mak
ing money fixing Radios a  few months after you enroll. 
Many make $5, $10 a  week extra fixing Radios in  spare 
time, and gain extra valuable practical experience as
WCU* BIG DEMAND NOW FOR TRAINED 

RADIO TECHNICIANS. OPERATORS
The Radio repair business is booming and will boom 
more as more and more old sets need repairs, new 
tubes, parts. Tim Government is spending MILLIONS 
for wartime Radio Equipment; Civilian Radio Tech
nicians and Operators are needed in large numbers 
by the Government. Broadcasting. Police, Aviation, 
Commercial Radio Statious and Loud Speaker Systems 
give good jobs to many. The N. R. I. Course has 
led to good jobs in  all these brandies of Radio.

FIND OUT HOW I TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
FOR A GOOD JOB IN RADIO 

MAIL THE COUPON. I 'll send you a Sample Lesson 
and my 64-page Book Free. Read them. Learn about 
my Course; how I train  you; the types of jobs in the 
many different branches of Radio. Read letters from 
more than 100 men I trained, so you can see what 
they are doing, earning. MAIL THE COUPON NOW, 
in  an envelope, or pasted on a penny postcard.

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 2K09,
National Radio Institute, Washington. D. C.

s u p e r h e t e r o 
d y n e  RECEIVER, 
with p rese lec to r, 
o s c il la to r -m ix e r - 
first detector, i. f. 
stage, diode-detec- 
tor-a. v. c. s t a g e  
and audio stage. 
Receives local and 
distant stations.

E  $2C0 A MONTH
If BUSINESS

ffl “ For several years 
$j I  have been in 
m  business for my- 

s e l f  m a k i n g  
if  around $200 a 
as month. Business 

has steadily increased. I have 
N. R. I. tc  thank for my 
start in this field.”—-ABLIB 
J. FttOEHNEK, 300 W. T ra
in Ave . Ooaw Creek. Ter. 
W TO $10 WEEK j U K t l  
IN SPARE TIME 
•T am engaged in K  
spare time Radio 
work. I average 'M  m W  
from $5 to $10 a  
w eek . I of te n  lg £  y  
wished that I had W m  J#  JM 
enrolled sooner because all 
this extra money sure doee 
come in handy.” —THEO
DORE K. DuBREE, Hor
sham, Pa.
m m m y  s e r g e a n t  in
■ p i p y  SIGNAL CORPS

" I  am now a Ser- 
geant in the U. S. 
A rm y , S ig n a l  

f i & raP f Corps. My duties 
cover Radio op- 

»iv.*i,s£; ©rating, mainte
nance Of Army Transmitters 
and Receivers, handling du
ties of the Chief Operator In 
his absence.” —-81380EANT 
RICHARD W. ANDERSON. 
IT. 8. Army. (Address omit
ted for military reasons.)

MEASURING IN 
STRU M EN T you 
build early in the 
Course, and use in 
your training and 
p r a c t i c a l  Radio, 
work. I t is a vacuum j 
tu b e  v o l tm e te r  
and  m u ltim e te r , 
measures A.C. and 
D.C. volts; D.C. 
currents; resistance; 
receiver output.

A. M. SIGNAL
G E N E R A T O R , 
provides ampli
tude-m odula ted  
signal for test 
and experimental 
purposes.

Extra PayP^TW) 
M s  A  5n Army, p .f  y  

Navy,
Men likely to go into m ili
tary service, soldiers, sail
ors. marines, should mail 
the Coupon Now! Learning 
Radio helps m^n get extra 
rank, extra prestige, more 
interesting duties, much 
higher pay. Also prepares 
for good Radio jobs after 
service ends. It’s Smart to 
Train for Radio NOW!

Mr. J. E. Smith, President, Oept. 2K09 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington. D. C.
Mail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page book, 
“ Rich Rewards in Radio.” (No Salesman will calL .Please write plainly.)

Name

Address

State,



ita 90 Days at Home
Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to 
$20.00 in a  single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is a big demand from 
Hospitals, Sanitariums. Clubs, Doctors and private patients.aa 
well as opportunities for establishing your own office.
Learn this interesting money-making profession in your own 
home by mail, through our home study course. Same instructors 
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. A diploma 
is awarded upon completion of the course. Course can be 

completed in 3 to 4 months. High School tra in 
ing is not necessary. Many earn big money while 
learning. The Army and Navy need hundreds of 
experts—both men and women.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet f  REE
Enroll now and we will include uniform coat, 
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller and 
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra, coet. The 
reducing course alone may bo worth many times 
the modest tuition fee.
Send eoupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet 
of photographs and letters from successful 
graduates. These will all be sent postpaid— FREE.

THE College of Swedish Massage 
Dept. 663—30 E. Adams St.. Chicago
You may send me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Charts, booklet con
taining photographs and letters from graduates, and complete details 
of your offer.
Name
Address ..................................................................................
City ........................................ .................................... State.

BUY WAR SAVINGS 
B O N D S -S TA M P S

This advertisement has hern prepared, 
and the space donated by the publisher 
of this magazine entirely without cost 
as a patriotic g ift to the Government

I

PROVES MAN IS GOD
A strange method of mind and body control, that leads to immense powers 
never before experienced, is announced by Edwin J. Dingle, F.R.G.S., 
well-known explorer and geographer. It is said to bring about almost un
believable improvement in power of mind. Many report improvement in 
health. Others acquire superb bodily strength, secure better positions, turn 
failure into success. Often, with surprising speed, talents, ability and a 
more magnetic personality are developed.

This startling method was found in remote and mysterious Tibet, 
formerly a forbidden country, rarely visited by outsiders, and often called 
the land of miracles in the astounding books written about it. Here, be
hind the highest mountains in the world, Mr. Dingle learned the extraord
inary system he is now disclosing to the Western world.

He maintains that all of us are giants in strength and mind-power, 
capable of surprising feats, from the delay of old age to the prolonging 
of youth, and the achievement of dazzling business and professional success. From childhood, how
ever, we are hypnotized by a false idea of what we really are.

Most of us know that God is everywhere, but never realize that God cannot be everywhere with
out being also in us. And if He is in us, then all His wisdom, all His power — unlimited knowledge 
and infinite power — is likewise in us. If God is everywhere, then there is nothing but God, and 
we also are that — a completely successful human life being the expression of God in man. The 
Holy Spirit of the Bible is an actual living force 
in man, and through it we too can do "greater 
things than these.” The method found by Mr.
Dingle in Tibet is said to be remarkably instrumental 
in freeing our minds of the hypnotizing ideas which 
blind us to the vast power of this living force 
within us.

The Institute of Mentalpbysics, Dept. A -7 1 , 213 So. Hobart Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif.

A nine-thousand word treatise, revealing 
the startling results of this system, is now 
being offered free to anyone who quickly 
sends his name and address. Write promptly 
to the address below, as only a limited num
ber of the free treatises have been printed.
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This is coupon O'Brien sent 
to  get FREE Book. Tours 
is  below—clip i t  NOW I

C H A R L E S
A T L A S

HE Hailed This Coupon

J. G . O ’ B R I E N
Atlas Champion 

Cup Winner
Tills is an ordinary 
snapshot of one of 
Charles Atlas’ Cali
fornian pupils.

•  • • and Here*s the Handsome 
Prize-Winning Body 
I Clave Him/

J G. O’BRIEN saw my coupon. He clipped and mailed it. He 
* got my free book and followed my instructions. He became a 
New Man. NOW read what he says:

“Look at me NOW’ ! 'Dynamic Tension’ WORKS!
I ’m proud of the natural, easy way you have made 
me an ‘Atlas Champion’!”

J. G. O’Brien.

“HI Prove that YOU, too, can
be a NEW MAN”-c*«fa* A tla s
I  don’t care how old or young you are, or how ashamed 
of your present physical condition you may be. If you 
can simply raise your arm and flex it I can add SOLID 
MUSCLE to your biceps—yes, on each arm—in double- 
quick time! Only 15 minutes a day—right in your own 
home—is all the time I  ask of you! And there’s no 
cost if I fail.

I  can broaden your shoulders, strengthen your back, develop your whole muscular system INSIDE 
and OUTSIDE; I can add inches to your chest, give you a vise-like gTip, make those legs of yours 
lithe and powerful. I can shoot new strength into your old backbone, exercise those inner organs, 
help you cram your body so full of pep, vigor and red-blooded vitality that you won’t feel there’s 

* oven “standing room" left for weakness and that lazy feeling! Before I get through with you I 'l l  
have your whole fratoe “measured” to a nice, new, beautiful suit of muscle!

Oqly 15 Minutes a Day
"Dynamic Tension!” 'That's the ticket! The identical natural method that I  myself developed 
to change my body from the scrawny, skinny-chested weakling I waB at 17 tp my present super
man physique! Thousands of other fellows are becoming marvelous physical
specimens—my way. 1 give you no gadgets or contraptions to fool with. You i ....... mmm mmm " "
learn to develop your strength through "Dynamic Tension." You simply 
utilize the DORMANT muscle-power in your own God-given body— watch it 
increase and multiply double-quick into real, solid LIVE MUSCLE.

An untouched 
p h o t o  o f  
Charles Atlas, 
w inner and 
holder of the 
t i t l e  “ T he
World’s Most 
Perfectly De
veloped Man.”

My method— "Dynamic Tension’’— will turn the trick for you. No theory—  
every exercise is 'practical. And, man, so easy! Spend only 15 minutes a day 
in your own home. From the very start you’ll be using my method of "Dynamic 
Tension” almost unconsciously every minute of the day—  
walking, bending over, e tc — to BUILD MUSCLE and 
YITAUTY.

•EVERLASTING HEALTH 
AND STRENGTH*'

In  it I  talk to you in straight-from-the-shoulder language.
Packed with Inspirational pictures of myself and pupils— 
fellows who became NEW MEN in strength, my way. Let 
me show you what I helped THEM do. See what I can do for 
YOU I For a real thrill, send for this book today. AT ONCE.
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77-Z, 115 E. 23rd S t , N. Y. C.

FREE BOOK

C H A R L E S  A TL A S , Dept. 77-Z
115 E. 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

I want the proof that your system of “ Dynamic Tension”
can help make me a New Man—give me a  healthy, husky 
body and big muscle development. Send me your FREE 
book, “ Everlasting Health and Strength." No obligation.

(Please print or write plainly)
I
|  Address

...................State................. J
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. . . A N D  INBUSTRIAL WARFARE HAS ITS

b O / U M A M D 0 & : ™

O h the battlefield, daring “hit-and-skip” 
raids can only succeed when every man is 
tr a in e d  to  do his part to perfection.

In d u stria l w arfare, too, has its  “ com 
m andos” —w orkers whose skill and  experi
ence are backed b y  sound, p ractical, up-to- 
the-m inu te  tra in in g !  These are  th e  men 
who were Johnny-on-the-spot when the 
nation  called on ind u stry  to  outproduce 
th e  Axis!

M any  of these “ shop com m andos” got 
the ir basic and  specialized tra in ing  through 
th e  In te rna tiona l C orrespondence Schools 
—a t surprisingly low cost! I t ’s no t too  late 
for YOU to  jo in  th e ir ran k s—by  sta rtin g  
now to  get th e  tra in ing  th a t  will m ake you 
a b e tte r  soldier on th e  industria l fr».:,t, and

qualify  you for a m ore responsible, b e tte r  
paid job!

Sim ply m ail th e  coupon, and  we will 
send you com plete in form ation  on I .  C . S. 
Courses in your line o f work.

NOTICE! P lease show  th is  a d ver
tisem en t to  yo u r fr ien d s. E v e n  i f  yo u  
have m ailed  th e  coupon, th e y  can g e t  
p ro m p t in fo rm a tio n  b y  m a iling  a p o s t
card or le tte r , te llin g  th e ir  nam e, age, 
address and occupation , to  Box 3968-V,

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOLS, SCRAWTOM, PEMNA.



LOOK OVER THIS LIST OF I.C .S . COURSES — 
THEN MARK AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY!

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
A ir B rake
A ir C o n d itio n in g
A irp lan e  D ra ftin g
A rch ite c tu ra l D ra ftin g
A rch ite c tu re
A uto E n g in e  T u n e -u p
A uto  T ech n ic ian
A v ia tio n
A v ia tio n  M echan ic  
B o ile rm ak ing  
B rid g e  E n g in ee rin g  
C h em istry  
C ivil E n g in ee rin g  
C oal M in ing  
C oncrete  E n g in ee rin g  
C o n trac tin g  an d  B u ild ing  
C o tto n  M an u fac tu rin g  
D iesel E n g in es  
E lec tric a l D ra ftin g  
E lec tric a l E n g in ee rin g  
E lec tric  L ig h tin g

A ccoun ting
A d v ertis in g
B ookkeep ing
B usiness C orrespondence
B usiness M an ag em en t
C arto o n in g
C ivil S e rv ice
C ollege P re p a ra to ry

F o u n d ry m an
H eatin g
H e a t T re a tm e n t  of M eta ls  
H ighw ay  E n g in ee rin g  
H o u se  P la n n in g  
In d u s tr ia l M eta llu rg y  
L ocom otive E n g in ee r 
M ach in is t
M an a g e m e n t of In v en tio n s  
M arin e  E n g in es  
M ech an ica l D ra ftin g  
M ech an ica l E n g in ee rin g  
M in e  F o rem an  
N av ig a tio n  
P a tte rn m a k in g  
P lu m b in g
P rac tic a l T e le p h o n y  
P u b lic  W orks E n g in ee rin g  
P u lp  an d  P a p e r  M ak in g  
R ad io , G en era l 
R ad io  O p e ra tin g

BUSINESS COURSES
C om m erc ial
C om m erc ial I llu s tra tin g
C ost A ccoun ting
C. P . A ccoun ting
F ir s t  Y e a r  C o llege
F o rem a n sh ip
F rench
G ood E n g lish

R ad io  S e rv ic in g  
R . R . S ec tio n  F o rem an  
R . R . S ig n a lm an  
R e fr ig e ra tio n  
S a n ita ry  E n g in ee rin g  
S h ee t M e ta l W ork  
S h ip  D ra ftin g  
S h ip fittin g  
Shop  P ra c tic e  
S te a m  E lec tr ic  
S te a m  E n g in es  
S te a m  F it t in g  
S tru c tu ra l  D ra ftin g  
S tru c tu ra l  E n g in ee rin g  
S u rv ey in g  an d  M ap p in g  
T e le g ra p h  E n g in ee rin g  
T e le p h o n e  W ork  
T e x tile  D esign ing  
T o o lm ak in g  
W eld ing
W oolen  M an u fac tu rin g

H ig h  School 
M an ag in g  M en  a t  W ork  
R a ilw ay  P o s ta l C lerk  
S a lesm an sh ip  
S e c re ta ria l □  S p an ish  
Show card  and  S ign  

L e tte r in g
Traffic M an ag em en t

A dvanced  D ressm ak in g  
Foods and  C ookery

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES
H om e D re ssm ak in g  
P ro fess io n a l D ressm ak in g  

an d  D esig n in g

T e a  R oom  an d  C afe te r ia  
M an ag em en t, C a te r in g

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
H E L P I N G  T O  . T R A I N  A M E R I C A N S  F O R  V I C T O R Y

BOX 3969-V, SCRANTON, PENNA.

i W ithout cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, . 
”  “ W ho W ins an d  W hy,’* and full particu lars about your course rC

N a m e - Age

Address

C ity ---------------- ---------- _________________________ S ta te _________________________

Present P o s itio n ---------------------------------------------- ----- --- ---------------------------------------
Canadian residents send coupon to Interna?! ona’ Correspondence Schools Conod; an, Li mi fed, Montreal, 

Canada. British residents send coupon to l. C . S., 71 Kingswa/, London, W . C. 2, England

L



1801, HOw T ciNCh TA  
I do vow i » u t r « o r
KEEP C R O W N
R « c  m o m  I r e l i n e r
SUPPING ? / kCCM  I P

[HI LOSES HiS >  PLATE 
VMSl TIETK V^7ROUat«

O U R  A M A Z IN G  O F F E R
D o n 't  mifTer e m b a r r a s s m e n t  a n d  d is c o m f o r t  c a u s e d  b y  lo o s e  

d e n ta l  p la te s .  A p p ly  CROW N R E L IN E R . I n  a  J if fy  y o u r  p l a t e  f i ts  
l ik e  n e w  s n d  e ta y s  t h a t  w a y  u p  t o  4  m o n th s .  N o  o ld  f a s h io n e d  
h e a t in g  to  b u m  y o u r  m o u th .  J u s t  s q u e e z e  CROW N f ro m  t u b e  a n d  
p e t  y o u r  t e e t h  b a c k  in .  T h e y ’l l  f i t  a s  s n u g ly  a s  e v e r .  I n v e n to r  
i s  a  r e c o g n iz e d  a u th o r i t y  in  d e n ta l  f ie ld .  A p a t e n t  h a s  b e e n  a p 
p l ie d  fear CROW N R E L IN E R  to  p r o t e c t  y o u  f ro m  I m i ta to r s .  A f te r  
y o u  r e i i n e  y o u r  p l a t e  w i th  CR O W N , t a k e  y o u r  f a l s e  t e e th  o u t  fo r  
c le a n in g  W ith o u t a f f e c t in g  th e  CROW N R E L IN E R . CROW N R E - 
L IN E R  i s  g u a r a n te e d  . . . i t ’s  h a r m le s s .  N O T A  PO W D ER OR 
PA ST E ! I f  n o t  s a t i s f ie d ,  e v e n  a f t e r  4  m o n th s ,  r e t u r n  p a r t l y  u s e d  
tu b e  fo r  f u l l  r e f u n d .  _____

J .  C le m e n t*  o f A tg o n a c  w r i t e s :  “ M y p l a t e s
w e re  so  b a d  th e y  r a t t l e d  w h e n  I t a l k e d . "  
“ N o w  I c a n  e a t  s te a k s  or  c o rn  o n  th e  c o b ."  
R e i in e  y o u r  p l a t e  w i th  C R O W N . I t ’s  t a s t e 
l e s s .  H a s  t h a t  n a tu r a l  p in k  c o lo r ,  o r d e r  a  
t u b e  o f  C RO W N  R E L IN E R  to d a y  . . . e n o u g h  
to  la s t  a  y e a r .  W e in c lu d e  F R E E  a  t u b e  , 
o f  CROW N p l a t e  c lean er-. SE N D  NO M ONEY. 
J u s *  s e n d  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s .  P a y  p o s tm a rk  j 
$ 1 . 0 0  f o r  c o m b in a t io n ,  p l u s  p o s ta g e ,  o r  

1 s e n d  c a s h  a n d  w e  p a y  p o s ta g e .  A c t a t  one®-] 
a n d  e n jo y  t h i s  n e w  h a p p in e s s .

e CROWN PLASTICS CO.. Dept. 6410 J
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detroit, Mich.

S O N G W R I T E R S
Wo want your song or song poem. Melodies written for songs, 
poems without charge. We also revise, record and market your 
song. We have helped others, why not- you? Send your song 
or poem today for free examination and details.

H o l l y w o o d  R e c o r d i n g  S t u d i o s
Dept. B23, Box 87, Preuss Sta., Los Angeles. Calif.

■ ' . M . ' I ' . ' T V U T r
B U IL D  A B IG  PA Y R O U TE

SELL TO STORES ON NEW PLAN
Carry a complete "Wholesale Supply House" in 
your hand. Let us start you making Big Money 
in  permanent business of your own. Show 
Storekeepers in every business how to DOUBLE
Sofits on Nationally Advertised Goods.

0 Products. No experience needed. Free 
Book gives amazing facts. Write today. 
World’s Products Co.. Dept. 730, Spencer, Ind.

INVENTORS Protect your idea with a 
patent. Don’t  d e la y . Get 
“ P a t e n t  G u id e ” a n d  

"Record of Invention” form — Free. W rite today I 
CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN and HARVEY B. JACOBSON, 
Beg. Pat. Attys., 28-K Adams Bldg., W ashington, D. C.

F A L S E  T E E T H ^ « / ^ l $ 6 § 5

90 DAYS TRIAL
T E S T  TH EM  

EX A M IN E TH E M
We make FALSE TEETH for you BY MAIL from 
your mouth-impression l Money-Back GUARAN
TEE of Satisfaction. FREE impression mate
rial, directions. Booklet of New 
Styles and Information. Write to-

fin *-. ABKER DENTAL LABORATORY 
127 N. DEARBORN STREET, DEPT. I7K, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

H E R E  IT IS!
America’s Best Dime’s Worth 

of Picture Entertainment

NOW  ON SALE A T  A LL STANDS

PUZZLES OF EVERY VARIETY 
IN

B U S T  C R O S S W O R D  
P U Z Z L E S

T H E  BIG QUARTER’S W O RTH  
A T ALL STANDS

Approved by Parents and Teachers

Now on Sale 1 0 ^ Everywhere 

It’s New! It’s True! It’s Different!



MEN; l6or50
YOU ARE VITALLY NEEDED IN OUR

NATIONAL VICTORY PROGRAM
Trained Electrical m en are needed now! I t ’s not how young you are, or how old 
you are. The question is—have you the  training to hold a particular job th a t m ust 
be filled. Electricity offers you the opportunity you have always wanted—if you’ll
prepare for your place in this field.

ELECTRICITY
B e a r n  B y  D o in g  in  f 2 H f e e k s

H ero a t  C o y n e  y o u  c an  t r a in  Jn 12 w eeks—n o t  b y  b ooks o r le sso n s , bu t on  re a l  
a c tu a l  e le c tr ic a l m a c h in e ry  a n d  a p p a r a tu s .  You “ L e a rn  b y  Doing**. A nd yo u  
d o n ’t  n eed  m u c h  m o n e y . I ’ll f in an ce  y o u r tu i t io n  a n d  yo u  c an  pay  i t  in  easy  
m o n th ly  p a y m e n ts  a f te r  y o u r t ra in in g  period  is  over.

NO BOOKS-NO CLASSES — NO RECITING
G et in to  the  fascinating, fa s t growing, well paid 
field of E lec tric ity —a  field t h a t  offers y o u  o p 
p o r tu n i t ie s  a n d  a  f u tu r e —in  good t im e s  o r 
bad  tim e s—a field th a t is a  p e rm a n e n t  n ecessity  
in  w ar o r peace . Here is y o u r c h an c e  to  p re p a re  
yourself fo r a  la s t in g  p e rm a n e n t  fu tu r e .

Here a t  Coyne, in  12 w eeks, you can train  for 
your 13ig O pportunity by  working on real electrical 
tuachineiy. Here you learn airplane ignition, wind

arm atures, learn power p lant operation, do  house 
and factory wiring, etc. Coyne training is e asy  to  
le a rn . You “ L earn -B y -D o in g ” , not b y  books. 
N o t a  co rre sp o n d en ce  co u rse . You don’t  need 
previous experience or advanced education. W ith  
this brief description of my school I  w a n t to  b r in g  
o u t  th is  im p o r ta n t  fa c t—you d o n ’t  n e ed  m u c h  
m o n ey  to  get my training. I  h av e  m a n y  p la n s  to  
h e lp  th e  fe llow  who needs training b u t hasn’t  
much money. M ail c o u p o n  fo r a ll  th e  fa c ts .

Get the 
Facts

T h is  s c h o o l is  43 
y e a rs  o ld — C oyne 
tralningis tested and 
p roven . M a il  th o  
co u p o n  a n d  le t m e  
sen d  y o u  th e  b ig , 
f r e e  C o y n e  book . 
This does not obli
gate  you. So act a t  
o n c e .  J u s t  m a i l  
coupon.

3 ' l l  tyU ta w ce  l^auSi <7'taU urt^ ,
Coyne Training is EASY, PRACTICAL 1 You LEA RN  BY DOING. N o 
dull books. No baffling charts. N o reciting. You get individual training. 
First th e  instructor TE LL S you how to  do a  job. Then he SHOW S you 
how. Then YOU DO T H E  JOB YOURSELF on real, full-sized electrical 
equipment. You work on one of the  greatest outlays of electrical ma
chinery ever assembled. D o n ’t  l e t  la c k  o f m o n ey  s to p  y o u . Y ou can  
g e t t r a in in g  f irs t—th e n  pay  fo r  i t  in  easy  m o n th ly  p a y m e n ts  a f te r  
yo u  g ra d u a te . If  you need p a r t - t im e  w ork  to  help o u t w ith living ex
penses, I ’ll help you get it. M y Em ployment M anager will give you L IFE 
T IM E  EM PL O Y M EN T H E L P whenever you're looking for a  be tte r job.

H. C .  L E W IS ,  P r e s i d e n t

COYNE Elec tr ica l  School
5 0 0  S o u t h  P a u l i n a  S t r e e t ,  D e p t .  72-84, C h i c a g o ,  I l l ino is

RADIO — Right now I ’m in
c lu d in g  a n  e x tr a  4 w eek s! 
R a d io  C o u rse  a t  no  e x tr a  
tu ition  charge.

M A I L  C O U P O N  NOW !
i H . C . LEW IS, P r e s id e n t” ” ” ” ” ” ” ” ” ” “ “  f 
I CO YN E ELECTRICA L SCHO O L, D e p t. 72-84
y 500 S. P a u lin a  S t . ,  C h icag o , HI.

Send me your F ree  B ook and te l! m e  a b o u t  yo u r 
p la n s  to  h e lp  m e .

N A M E.

ADD RESS.

L w - I - c



rU L L Y  ILLUSTM TKD

A KEY TO SHOP PRACTICE
For Every Machinist, Tool- 

m aker, M ach ine  O perator.' 
D  r augb tsm an, M eta l W orker. 
M echanic or Student. Covers 
Shop Practice in All Branches,

A READY REFERENCE
Tells How to  Operate and Se* * 
U p Uathes, Screw and Milling 
M a c h in e s , S h a p e rs . D r il l  
Presses and All M achlneTools.

5 PRACTICAL B O M S  IN ORE!
60 FULLY ILLUSTRATED CHAPTERS 
Covering: l—M odem Machine 
Shop Practice. 2—Blue P rin t 
Reading and How to Draw. 3— 
Calculations A: M athematics 
for Machinists. 4— Shop Phys
ics. 6—How to  Use Slide Rule.
Get Till* Infomtatton for Yourself. 

_ Mall Coupon Today. No Obligalioi 
Unless Satisfied. ASK TO SEE IT. 

H 'C O W I P L E T E  • P A Y O N L Y $ l  W O .

T H E O . A U D E L  &  C O . ,  4 9  W E S T  2 3 r d  S T R E E T .  N E W  Y O R K
M an AUDKLS M ACHINISTS & TOO LM A K ERS HANDY BOOK. P ric e  *4 o o  f  
Devs F ree T ria l.  I f  O . K. 1 will rem it $1 in  7 d a rn  and  »1 m onth ly  until H  w paid . 
O tliorwiue I will r e tu rn  i t .

Address
O ccupation .,

STUDY AT HOME
Legally trained men win high

er positions and bigger suc
cess in business and public

..............  co rp o ra tio n s a r a
h e a d e d  b y  m en  w ith  legal tra in in g .

M o re  Ability: M o re  Prestige : M o re  M oney
W o g u id e  y o u  s te p  by s te p .  Y ou can  tra in  a t  hom o 
d u r in g  pparo  t im e .  D e g re e  o f  LI.. IS. S u ccessfu l 
g ra d u a te s  in  ev e ry  sec tio n  o f  th e  U . S . W e furn iab  

a ll t e x t  m a te ria l,  includ ing  14-volum e I-nw L ib rary . I.ow  co s t,  easy 
te rm s .  o u r  valuable  4b-nnrro’T / iw  T ra in ing  fo r L ead e rsh ip ”  and 
* 'E vidence* ' hooka l-TEK . S end  fo r  th em  N OW -

LaSalle Extension University, Dept. I0329-L Chicago
A Correspondence Institution

MAKE M ORE MONEY
Staking Orders For The NIMROD Une

Kam more every day in the year repre- 1 
sen I leg old Mtahllahed 11 mi with a com
plete tine of fast selling necessities: Shirts | 
of all kinds. Tics, T-riderwear. Hosiery, j 
Pajamas, Sweaters. Jackets, Pants, lie Its, j 
Breeches, Shoes, Sport Coats, Uniforms, 

Every item imaraiiteed. Experience ' 
minecessary. j
Writoquickfor FREE SALES EQUIPMENT 

NIMROD COMPANY 
4922-1 Lincoln Ave., Chlcaao, 111.

Exciting Photos of 
F U N  O N  T H E  C A M P U S

college Humor

c g - E D S

(falling oAll 
(Puzzle Fans!

ENTERTAINMENT ON EVERY 
PAGE OF

* 0 P  l !

(R 0 5 SUI0 R 1

PUZZLES
THE BIG DIME'S WORTH 

O N  SALE EVERYWHERE

MSAVINGS BONDS eSTAMFS

Read Am erica ’s Favorite
Comics Magazines

•

THRILLING COMICS 
EXCITING COMICS 

STARTLING COMICS 
AMERICA’S BEST COMICS 

THE FIGHTING YANK

Each 10 Cents A t All N ew sstands Jlach a©C A t A ll Stands



Our Graduates Run
of A L L  the
Identification Bureaus 
in America!

Here's a Partial List of City and State Institutions 
In Which Our Graduates Were Placed As

FINGER PRINT EXPERTS m :".

■

Arrest Him, Officer! 
I ’ ll have complete facts on 
the other fellow tonight!

Send fo r complete list of over 8 40 bureaus where  
our graduates are placed. T H E N  w rite  the nearest 
bureau and learn what our graduates think of us.

State Bureau of 
Massachusetts

State Bureau of 
Illinois

State Bureau of 
Iowa

State Bureau of 
Idaho

State Bureau of 
Colorado

State Bureau of 
Washington

State Bureau of 
Michigan

State Bureau of 
Utah

8tate Bureau of 
Ohio

Pittsburg, Calif.
Kokomo, Ind.
El Reno, Okla.
Boston, Mass.
Mexico City, Mex.
Parsons, Kans.
Tallahassee, Fla.
Columbia, S. C.
Hull. Que., Can.
Portsmouth, Ohio
Selma, Ala.
Atchison, Kans.
Hot Springs,

S. D.
Glens Falls,

N. Y.
Billings. Mont.

Sault ste. Marie, 
Mich.

Laconia, N. H. 
Salem, N. J. 
Cedar Rapids, la. 
London, Ohio 
Elgin, III.
Miami Beach, 

Fla.
Asheville, N. C. 
Ft. Scott, Kans. 
Augusta, Ga. 
Florence, S. C. 
Hinsdale, III. 
New Bedford. 

Mass.
Neosho, Mo. 
Sapulpa, Okla. 
New York, N. Y. 
Lufkin, Texas 
Tijuana, Mex. 
Berlin, N. H. 
Greenville, S. C. 
Havana, Cuba 
Seattle, Wash. 
Meridian. Miss. 
Dodge City, Kans. 
Danville, Va. 
Easton, Pa. 
Syracuse, N. Y. 
El Centro, Calif. 
Tampa, Fla. 
Gadsden, Ala. 
Decatur, Ga. 
Anderson, Ind.

Massillon, Ohio 
Waltham 3) ass. 
Grand Forks,

S. D.
Bremerton, Wash. 
Long Beach, Cal. 
Ft. Worth, Tex. 
Nunda. N. Y.
St. Louis, Mo. 
Lansing. Mich. 
Salisbury, N. C. 
Elyria, Ohio 
Carson City, Nev. 
Burlington, Iowa 
West Chicago, III. 
Amarillo, Texas 
Winfield, Kans. 
Cambridge, Ohio 
South Orange,

N. J.
Savannah, Ga. 
Omaha, Neb. 
Paterson, N. J. 
Beverly, Mass. 
Canon City, Colo. 
St. Cloud, Minn. 
Franklin, Mass. 
San Juan, P. R. 
Henderson, N. C. 
Erie, Pa.
Pecos, Texas 
Orangeburg, S.C. 
Berkeley, Calif. 
Lancaster, Ohio 
Mingo Jet., Ohio

Okmulgee, Okla. 
Hazleton, Pa. 
Yakima, Wash. 
Oklahoma City,
Des Moines, Iowa 
E. Lansing. Mich. 
Globe, Artz. 
Hamtramck.

Mich.
London, Ont„ 

Can.
Compton, Calif. 
Trenton, N. J. 
Buena Vista, 

Colo.
Gainesville. Tex. 
Elma, Iowa 
Chillicothe, 0. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Great Bend, 

Kans.
Kulangsu, Amoy, 

China
El Paso, Texas 
Everett, Wash. 
Schenectady,

N. Y.
Alhambra, Calif. 
Livingston, Mont. 
Saginaw, Mich, 
Wilkes-Barre,

Pa.
Scranton, Pa.Mobile. Ala.

Want a Regular Monthly Salary
Be a Secret Service and Identification Expert!

Enjoy all the thrill of getting your man I — with no personal danger — PLUS a regular monthly paid salary and the 
opportunity to share In Rewards. Become a well paid Finger P rin t and Crime Detection Expert. Learn a t homo— in 
your spare time — and at low cost — the unique secrets of this young, fascinating and fast growing profession. We offer 
you the same course of training as we gave the hundreds of our graduates who now hold splendid positions In the 
more than 840 institutions partially listed on this page. Bach of these bureaus has numerous graduates of ours on 
regular monthly salaries — and new openings develop from time to time.

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN in This Young, Fast Growing Profession
Of the many thousands of cities in America, more than three-fourths are STILL without identification bureau9 

and many more are bound to cornel That spells OPPORTUNITY! But you must be READY for it I You can easily 
master this profession that combines thrills with personal safety AND the security of a steady income I We show 
you HOW — just as we have already shown the hundreds who now hold good pay positions.

Lincoln. Neb. 
Seattle, Wash. 
Ferndale, Mich. 
McAlestor, Okla. 
Negaunee, Midi. 
Lawton, Okla. 
Crown Point,

Ind.
Bay City, Mich. 
Roanoke, Va. 
Chatham, Ont., 

Can.
Glendale, Calif. 
Joplin, Mo.
Lima, Ohio 
Selma, N. C. 
Stillwater, Okla. 
Drumright, Okla. 
Victoria. B. C., 
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LET’S GET
THIS

STRAIGHT

TH IS W A R  is being fought by 
a big Army. I t’s an army that is 
called the United States.

Millions of us are in uniforms 
and many more millions are not, 
but how we happen to be dressed 
isn’t what’s important.

W hat is important is whether 
every one of us is in this fight, 
giving it everything we have. 
A ny less won’t win.

W hether you’re a soldier on 
the firing line, or are backing him 
up as a soldier on the production 
line, you’re fighting for the same 
things.

The decision, whether or not 
we are to live in a decent world 
as free men in the years to come, 
is in the making now. It’s up to 
you, Soldier.

Colonel, G.S.C. 
UNITED STATES ARMY



"Are you going to <ke Coot*?" Peggy diked Keith

LOVE'S SECOND 
CHANCE

By JOYCE HILTON
When Peggy and Keith 
a way from it all, thei, 
adventure and intrigue

CHAPTER I 
Chance Meeting

P EGGY YOUNG turned for a 
last look at the airport as the 
door of the a i r l i n e r  was 
slammed shut, and the motors roared. 

She saw the young man across the 
aisle then—noticed, without seeming

hop the plane that carries them 
r mad escapade leads to more 

Imn the)) bargained f o r !

to do so, that his handsome face was 
a picture of gloom. That moody ex
pression, she thought, must he a good 
match for her own. He, alone, among 
the plane’s passengers, had some
thing in common with her for every
one else was smiling or cheerful- 
looking.

Presently, she forgot him, saying
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Bayard introduced Peggy and

good-by with her eyes to the city of 
her dreams, her broken dreams. Nos
talgic. memories tore at her heart; 
bitter memories.

The planes were lined up on the 
runway, nose to tail, waiting their 
turn to get into the air. To Los An
geles and to Atlanta they were going 
—to Miami and Montreal—and some 
to South America.

As always, the promenade of the 
great terminal was lined with fas
cinated spectators, the eternal ro
mantic-minded e s c a p i s t s  whose 
grandfathers had similarly hung 
about railway stations.

E q u a l l y  enthralled onlookers 
watched from the Kitty Hawk bar, 
and front the restaurant terrace,

watched the fantastic lights against 
the sky as the flying monsters slid 
down from the darkness overhead 
like prehistoric pterodactyls.

The silver ship wheeled out, turned 
in a sharp circle, then, with motors 
roaring, skimmed along the ground 
and began to rise in a slow, careful 
climb, the focus of a thousand up
turned eyes. As the somber-faced 
man and dejected girl looked down, 
they saw an Atlantic Clipper plowing 
through the basin of the anchorage 
off the far end of the field, splashing 
water from its huge bow like an ugly 
duckling- of the sea. Then they were 
soaring above the pinnacles and tow
ers of Manhattan, its myriad win
dows flashing. 

ig  t



Keith with casual nonchalance

As the ship crossed the Hudson She forgot all about the young 
and its Palisades, the two young peo- man, lost in her somber thoughts, 
pie strained for a last look at the until they reached Pittsburgh. There, 
vanishing metropolis. The man gave as they strolled up and down outside, 
what seemed to Peggy a wry farewell stretching their legs, she noticed that 
salute, then turned, just as Peggy he was covertly watching her, al- 
sank back into her seat. though not attempting to flirt. She

Their eyes momentarily met. She saw that he was tail and rangy, and 
recognized a flicker of interest in his might be interesting, 
glance, and turned away. Her red- They were off again. When dinner 
dish-blond hair, engaging nose and was served, they dined on trays, 
slim figure had excited masculine in- across the aisle from each other. Both 
terest on first sight too often to be a were elaborately indifferent, yet nev- 
novelty to Peggy. The fact that the ertheless very much aware of one an- 
young man was exceptionally good- other as young people will be. To 
looking, in a rugged sort of way, Peggy's mild gratification, when the 
made little difference. Peggy had too airliner had left Columbus, Dayton, 
much on her mind to be interested in Indianapolis and St. Louis behind, he 
men. was still aboard. Then, again she for-

17
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got him, lost in her gloomy thoughts.

EIGHT hours out of New York they 
arrived at Kansas City, the end 

of the plane’s run, and all the passen
gers filed out. It was about eleven 
o’clock at night, and raining lightly. 
Peggy was to take the El Paso plane 
and then change again at Albu
querque.

Peggy sought out the covered pas
senger entrance where her plane was 
scheduled to land in about twenty 
minutes. By the time she reached 
there, someone brought up her bags 
and hat-box. She stood beside them, 
watching a big plane come in from 
the north, and make a landing. It 
was lonely out there in the rain, but 
she was too depressed to care.

“Is this where I get the San Fran
cisco plane?”

“Yes, sir. It’s due soon now.” 
Peggy turned. It was her neighbor 

of the New York plane. He half- 
smiled at her, looked away, lit a ciga
rette. They stood there, both wait
ing. He had set down a bag and a 
briefcase next to her own baggage.

A new roar sounded overhead, then 
an airliner arced down, its motors 
momentarily idling, its red port light 
and vow of lighted windows gleaming 
as the pilot followed his runway to 
the concrete apron in front of his 
landing stall. Blue flames shot from 
exhaust stacks, as attendants ran up 
steps to the plane’s door.

“Do you suppose that’s our plane?” 
asked the young man, politely.

“I think so,” said Peggy. “It—” 
Before she could say anything 

more, a couple came rushing toward 
them, the man loaded down with two 
bags and a briefcase, the woman 
carrying a small dressing-case. They 
were young and attractive, but there 
was an air of agitation about them.

“I beg your pardon,” said the man, 
“but are you the two who are taking 
the plane for Albuquerque?”

“Why, yes, I believe we are,” 
Peggy’s companion said. “Why?”

The man set down his bags and 
briefcase.

“I understand you two have the 
only vacant places left on this ship.” 
He looked anxiously from one to the 
other. “I wonder if we might ask a 
great favor of you?”

Peggy and the tall young man 
looked at each other, then at their 
questioner.

“We’ve just flown down from Can
ada,” explained the stranger, “en 
route to Colorado. Our seats are on 
the one o’clock plane, but I've just 
found a wire here that the person 
we’re visiting has had a heart at
tack, and is in a bad way. They want 
us to hurry, and unless we get off 
now, we’ll miss the next Denver plane 
out of Albuquerque, and be delayed 
heaven knows how long!” He hesi
tated, apologetically. “I was -wonder
ing whether you might not be kind 
enough to give up your seats to us, 
under the circumstances, and take the 
next plane to Albuquerque, instead.”

The y o u n g  man with Peggy 
shrugged.

“I don’t mind.” He looked at 
Peggy. “As for this young lady, how
ever—”

The pretty young woman broke in.
“Please say you will!” she begged 

Peggy. “It’s frightfully important, 
and—”

“I don’t see how I can refuse,” 
Peggy said slowly, “under the cir
cumstances.”

“Better hurry aboard, folks!” one 
of the airport attendants near the 
waiting airliner called to them. “She’s 
taking off in a couple of minutes!”

“You’re both so kind!” said the 
man with relief. “There’s no time to 
go through the red tape of changing 
our seats officially. Since all our 
tickets call for passage through Al
buquerque, it doesn’t really matter. 
You just take our places in the next 
plane. Thev’re both in the name of 
Mayfield.”

The tall, rangy young man nodded.
“My seat is in the name of Webster
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—Keith Webster. Good luck to you.”
“Mine’s Young—Peggy Young,” 

said Peggy.
“All abo-o-ard! ” came warningly.
“Thank you both again!” May- 

field told them.
He picked up his bags and brief

case quickly, and started toward the 
ship. The heavy door was slammed 
shut behind them, and the steps run 
back out of the way.

CHAPTER II 

Two-faced Lady

PEGGY and the man named Web
ster watched the plane they had 

intended to take skim along the rain- 
wet runway, begin to climb the in
visible ramp of the midnight sky and 
vanish into the unknown.

“Well, that’s that!” said Keith 
Webster, philosophically. “There’s 
our good deed for the day.” He 
looked at Peggy. “I’m sorry you have 
to wait a couple of hours.”

“No one’s m'eeting me,” Peggy told 
him. “Anyway, what else could we 
have done?”

“Well, we’ve a couple of hours to 
kill,” Webster smiled. “Won’t you 
come and have a cup of coffee with 
me, Miss Young? Or a drink?” 

Peggy hesitated, then nodded. Why 
not? He was attractive, and she was 
lonely.

"Thank you. Hot coffee would be 
nice.”

“Let me take those bags, and check 
them.” He took their bags, and 
Peggy picked up his briefcase.

"I’ll carry this for you,” she of
fered.

She walked on to the door of the 
all-night restaurant-cafe. He joined 
her there after checking the bags.

"Oh, I forgot to give you the brief
case to check!” Peggy remembered. 
"I’m sc sorry!”

“That’s all right, I’ll carry it.”
He took it from her, and put it 

under his arm, his eyes on her face.
They went into the lunchroom and 

found seats overlooking the flying 
field. The restaurant was nearly 
empty, which somehow made them 
seem cozier, more friendly.

“How about a Western sandwich?” 
Webster asked.

Peggy brightened. “That sounds 
marvelous. I am a bit starved.”

He ordered, and for a moment they 
were self-consciously silent. . Then 
Peggy broke the strain.

“Are you going to the Coast, Mr. 
Webster?”

“Yes—after a stop-off or two. Are 
you?”

Peggy frowned. “No, I’m going to 
El Paso, my home.”

"Oh—I thought you were a New 
Yorker!” He was surprised.

“I’ve lived there for two years,” 
she told him. Her eyes took on a far
away expression. “It’s a heavenly 
place to go away from, and a more 
heavenly place to come back to—if 
you know what I mean.”

“Yes, I think I do know.” Webster 
nodded, as they were served sand
wiches and coffee. “Do vou like El 
Paso?”

“I hate it!” said Peggy. “There’s 
just my father, and a step-mother. 
I don’t mean my step-mother is a 
story-book villainess. It’s just that 
we don’t get along together. And my 
father and I were never close either. 
But,” she shrugged, “it’s the only 
place I can think of to go, now that 
I—I guess I’ve lost interest in a ca
reer.” She laughed a little wryly. 
“Funny, isn’t  it, how you’ll tell in
timate things about yourself to a 
stranger? I wonder why.”

“Because,” he hazarded, “I suppose 
everyone likes to open up to some
body, sometime or other. . . . Have a 
cigarette?”

"Thanks.” She took one, and they 
talked on idly, becoming acquainted, 
growing more at ease.
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Peggy told him, with a faint trace 
of bitterness in her voice, how she 
had left Texas for New York two 
years before, hoping to go on the 
stage, Unsuccessful, she had drifted 
into modeling work, with spells of 
jobs as salesgirl. The past two years 
came back so vividly, she wanted to 
talk about them and herself.

KEITH WEBSTER told her things 
about himself, too, but Peggy 

did not realize then, how general was 
his information. In fact, it was not 
for a long time that she did realize 
it, or recognize how vague had been 
the information he had given about 
this Western trip of his. So vague 
that he might as well have said noth
ing about it at all.

“I’ve w o r k e d  in a brokerage 
house," he told her, grinning. “Press- 
agented a night-club, sold insurance, 
written advertising and radio scripts, 
and worked last in a travel agency." 
His voice took on a tinge of bitter
ness. “What I've wanted to do most 
of all, was to join the army. But I 
guess that will have to wait for a 
while. There are reasons, though I'm 
a double orphan, and a poor rela
tion."

Peggy thought she would like to 
know those reasons, but of course she 
couldn’t ask. Instead, she said:

“I saw you wave good-by when we 
flew over Manhattan. I couldn’t help 
noticing your expression, and won
dering—"

He looked away. “If you must 
know, there was a girl. She married 
somebody else, several months ago.” 

“Oh, I see,” Peggy nodded.
“You don’t—you can’t! It wasn’t 

just the girl. It was the general set
up.” His mouth was grim. “The man 
she married is rich. That’s fair 
enough. But what burns me is that I 
know lie made his money crookedly. 
She knows it, and so does everybody 
else. But no one cares.

“He’s still respected and catered 
to, and can buy what he wants— i n 

cluding a wife. How he made his 
money doesn’t matter, as long as he 
has it.” He ground out his cigarette 
butt, his eyes tortured. “It's a crazy 
world.”

Peggy saw that he was disillu
sioned, and hurt to the core of his 
idealistic young heart. She felt a 
spirit of kinship with him, a keen 
desire to comfort him.

“That’s life, though, isn\. it?” she 
asked.

“Sure,” said Keith, cynically. “And 
since that’s how life is, that’s the 
way I'm going to play it. I sound 
like something out of a cheap play, 
don’t I?” He stared into his empty 
coffee-cup. “I’ve had chances to make 
money—-big money—by pocketing my 
scruples. But that was out. Maybe I 
was just a plain sap. Well, I ’ve about 
made up my mind to start all over 
again, with the Golden Rule and the 
Marquis of Queensberry out. I’m go
ing to look out strictly for Number 
One.”

“Maybe you’re right,” said Peggy. 
“Maybe it doesn’t pay to be unselfish, 
and play fair with other people— 
with men.”

She was thinking of herself now, 
and of those past two years, feeling 
the bitterness of it. But she couldn’t 
tell him, she couldn’t tell anybody 
about the man and girl who had bro
ken her heart. The rich man she had 
loved, the man she had been so sure 
loved her, and the gold-digger who 
had taken him away from her.

Peggy had wanted only his love, 
which was ashes in her mouth now, 
and that other girl had taken every
thing—given nothing. Peggy’s room
mate had toid her she was a romantic 
fool, but she had decided she would 
rather be a romantic fool and run 
a,way from it all than be a gold-dig
ger.

“If you had to live your last two 
years in New York over again,” 
Keith Webster asked her abruptly, as 
if he could read her mind, “would 
you live them the same way?”
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“No," Peggy admitted, candidly. 
“I wouldn’t. For I’ve been taught a 
lesson I needed. Women can get what 
they want out of life—and the worse 
you treat men, the better they like 
it.”

“So now you’re going to blitzkrieg 
every male who crosses your path.” 
He grinned.

Her answering smile held little 
mirth.

“I'm through with romance. When 
I marry, it’s going to be a mar. who 
can give me everything in the world 
I want. The moon, if I want it.”

“What about love?” asked Keith, 
curiously.

“From now on,” said Peggy suc
cinctly, “I’ll take spinach!”

An airport attendant hurried into 
the restaurant. Excited, he spoke to 
the counterman, but his raised voice 
was meant for anyone who cared to 
listen.

“Heard about Flight P’ortv-seven?”
“No, what?” The restaurant man 

turned a startled face.
“Crashed—just this side of Wich

ita! Albuquerque plane—left this 
airport about forty minutes ago. 
Burned to a cinder, with everybody 
in it!”

PEGGY and Keith looked at each 
other.

“Hovr awful!” said Peggy, shocked. 
“Albuquerque!” Keith wheeled on 

Peggy. “Good Lord, that was our 
plane! We just missed being killed.
UsT

Peggy went white, and he caught 
her by Vue arm.

“Steady, now!”
“I—|'m  all right.” Peggy mois

tened her lips. “But to think that 
we—that it might have been—”

“ I  know,” said Keith, low-voiced. 
“Except for a trick of fate, an acci
dent—"

“Those people who took our place, 
those poor Mayfields!” Peggy choked 
up. “Oh, it’s too horrible!”

“Look here, can we have a drink?”

Keith called to the counterman. “We 
almost took that plane ourselves!” 

“Sure thing!” said the counterman 
sympathetically, and produced a bot
tle and glasses. “I feel like a snort 
myself!” He poured three drinks, 
and downed his own quickly. “If 
you’ve got any religion, brother, 
you’ll get down on your knees and 
say, ‘thank you, Lord!’ ” He grinned, 
’weakly. “I’ll go out and see if there’s 
any more news on the radio. Mind 
watching out, for me?”

He went out. Keith and Peggy, left 
alone in the great room, looked at 
each other, as they drank the liquor. 
Their horror was still reflected in 
their eyes.

“I can’t believe it!” Peggy shud
dered. “It’s incredible! Those things 
happen to other people!”

Keith nodded somberly.
“Mayfield and his sister happen to 

be the other people tonight!”
“How do you know' they were 

brother and sister?” Peggy asked, 
trying to regain control of her nerves.

“I just got that impression,” Keith 
admitted. He looked up quickly as 
the counterman re-entered, “Any 
more news?”

“They’re all gone,” said the coun
terman. “They don’t know what hap
pened yet, but investigations won’t 
do those poor devils much good any 
more. We’ll know by the morning 
papers who wms on board.”

He went out again, and Peggy ami 
Keith looked at each other once more, 
the same thought in their minds. 

“Our names—” she began.
“We’d better report what happened 

to the airfield authorities,” he said 
slowly. “They’ll have to notify the 
Mayfield family.” He stooped, and 
picked up his briefcase, and got a 
good look at it for the first time since 
he had taken it from Peggy at the 
restaurant door.

“Look here!” he cried. “This isn't 
my briefcase! Mayfield must have 
taken mine, by mistake, wliert he 
picked up his bags out there. Yes—
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see here? His initials—‘P.M.’ "
Peggy stared, fascinated. It was 

hard to realize that this little leather 
case belonged to a man so suddenly 
dead.

“What a shame you lost yours. But 
still, it’s better than if—”

Keith nodded soberly, staring at 
the bag.

“I still can’t believe it,” said Peggy. 
“Those two people, taking our places, 
and that happening! Why, just think. 
At this moment we’re the only two 
people on earth who know they’re 
really dead.” She shivered. “It makes 
me feel—spooky. Let’s take that bag 
to the authorities here, right away!”

“No!” said Keith quickly, and there 
was an odd expression suddenly in 
his eyes, as if something had just 
dawned on him. “I want to know 
more about those Mayfields. Call it 
a newspaperman’s curiosity, if you 
like. But 1—well, I just have a feel
ing, that’s all.”

“What are you going to do?” Her 
eyes were on his.

"Open this bag, and see what we 
can find out. We’ll examine it to
gether.” He looked around, noted a 
row .of booths across the room. “Let’s 
take our coffee over to a booth.”

HE TOOK his own cup, and led 
the way. Peggy hesitated, then 

followed him. He was already exam- 
5ng the bag when she got there.

“Here’s luck!” he said. “It’s not 
oven locked—only strapped.”

Keith emptied the contents of the 
briefcase upon the table, between 
them. There was a miscellany of let
ters and papers, baggage checks, a 
large note-book, and a bundle of let
ters tied up with a mauve ribbon.

Peggy watched Keith hastily run 
through the loose letters, telegrams, 
and papers, putting aside the little 
bundle and the book. He scanned a 
few, some more carefully than others, 
read one through with attention. He 
kept his eyes lowered on what he was 
reading, and she could not see his

expression—which would have star
tled her if she had. Nor could she 
have known with what an effort he 
had repressed a start when he had 
read one name and address.

Those lowered lids of his were veil
ing a sudden fire in his eyes that those 
who knew him would have recognized 
for what it was—a battle light, a re
alization that Fate had tossed at him 
a chance at something which might 
hold as much danger as would flam
ing guns. And it must be grasped 
and faced with reckless daring.

“Who was he?” asked Peggy im
patiently. “What’s it all about?” 

“Seems his name is—was—Philip 
Mayfield,” Keith said, as coolly as 
though he had not read something 
that had kindled a fire in his veins. 
“Most of these letters are addressed 
to him at a London address, a few to 
Quebec. Seems to be an American, 
but had been serving in the British 
forces until he was invalided home, 
. . . Pardon me while I read this let
ter from Colorado. May be where 
they were going.”

He took up a letter, and read it 
quickly, but with care.

“I was right. It’s from a man 
named Charles Estabrook, written to 
Mayfield in London. It mentions & 
check enclosed for expenses.”

"He mentions how anxious he is to 
see him and Janet, and says he’s look
ing forward to their first visit to Sky- 
top.” Keith looked up. “That’s odd. 
This Estabrook doesn’t  write as if 
he’s a relative. Wonder why he sent 
them money to come to see him?”

He opened the little bundle of let
ters, glanced at one or two, and whis
tled. Then quickly opened the little 
book, and riffled its pages.

“Hnim,” he said, “this seems to be 
a diary. Mayfield’s, evidently. I 
didn’t  know men still kept them.” 

“What are the letters tied with the 
ribbon?” Peggy asked curiously.

“Love letters, apparently. From 
Estabrook to a Boston lady—Miss 
Fanny Whitehead.” He shuffled
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through them, rapidly. “Some are 
addressed to a Mrs. Arthur Mayfield, 
in England, twenty-five to thirty 
years ago. Say, she must have been 
Mayfield’s mother! Here, look at 
them.”

Peggy, who had foresworn romance 
forever, looked intrigued.

“But, we oughtn’t really to read 
them, ought we?” she protested.

He grinned. “I’m a newspaper
man, and you’re a woman. We’re 
both curious by nature, so why pre
tend ? Anyway, I’ve got an idea about 
something that affects both of us. 
Please read those letters, while I read 
the diary.”

He fell to reading the diary, and 
finally Peggy began on the letters.

CHAPTER III 

New Horizons

KEITH was the first to finish read
ing. He stared out of the win

dow onto the shiny glare of the wet, 
flood-lighted airport field, and again 
there was a strange expression in his 
eyes.

“These letters were to Philip May
field’s mother,” Peggy said suddenly. 
“The man who wrote them was in 
love with her long before she was 
married and went to England to live. 
Two of his letters written to her there 
congratulate her on the birth of a boy 
and a girl. He mentions planning to 
send a pearl necklace to keep for the 
little girl until she grew up. Sounds 
like he has money, doesn’t it? But 
he is—or was—an astronomy pro
fessor at Harvard. I thought profes
sors were poor.”

“Maybe he inherited money,” Keith 
hazarded, “and gave his life to 
science. There are people like that.” 

“He sounds like a darling.”
“He's out in Colorado now, at a 

place called Skytop,” said Keith.

“This diary says he invited the May- 
fields to visit him there, sent them 
the money. Apparently, he's never 
met either of them—and their mother 
is dead.”

“Poor old man! What a shock it 
will be to him to learn what’s hap
pened tonight!” Peggy shook her 
head. “Why, Mr. Mayfield said he’d 
had a heart attack! This news may 
kill him!”

“Maybe,” said Keith Webster in an 
odd voice. “And maybe not."

“He’ll have to know, won’t he? I t’ll 
be In the papers, anyway, after—”

“Not if we keep quiet,” he said 
slowly.

“I don’t  understand.” P e g g y  
stared.

“Listen! From this diary, and a 
phrase or two in the old man's letter 
to Mayfield, it’s apparent the May- 
fields were pretty much alone in the 
world. It probably won’t make too 
much difference to anyone whether 
the truth is known for a while yet, 
anyway.” He leaned forward, his 
eyes on hers. “There’s no one to give 
a hang whether I died tonight in that 
crash or not.”

Peggy’s eyes grew wide, her lips 
were parted.

“And you said yourself,” he added, 
“that your death would make little 
difference to anyone except your 
father—and you two have never been 
very close. Do you follow me?”

“What do you mean, my ‘death?' ” 
Peggy hardly breathed the word.

“You and I missed taking that 
plane and getting killed tonight for 
some reason. Get it? And I think I 
know why.”

Peggy merely looked at him, 
amazed.

“Why?” he repeated. “Because 
Fate has decided to take a hand in 
our lives—and maybe sometime you’ll 
know why, as I knowr now! A good 
reason—-the best!”

Peggy couldn’t believe she was 
hearing right. She stared at Keith, 
as if he had spoken to her m soma
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foreign tongue. For how could she 
ever realize how elated Keith was, 
how he had seized on this tragedy as 
the biggest break of his life? It was 
a break that not only meant much to 
him, personally, but one that had far- 
reaching possibilities for others— 
millions of others.

He had not known how he was go
ing to accomplish something he had 
set out with firm, grim determination 
to do—and here it had been dropped 
right into his lap. It was an oppor
tunity that must not be missed! It 
must be taken advantage of, at all 
costs!

But Peggy only looked at Keith as 
if he had suddenly gone crazy—for 
how could she understand.

"What do y o u  m e a n ? ” she 
breathed.

"Just this,” he said swiftly, eag
erly, his plan forming rapidly in his 
mind. “Both of us have pretty much 
made a mess of things with our lives, 
haven’t we? Both of us have deter
mined we’ll run our lives differently. 
Well, here is a chance to start from 
scratch—to take on entirely new iden
tities. We’d be fools not to take ad
vantage of it.”

npiIE N  Peggy understood.
"You mean that we take the 

Mayfields’ places? You must be mad!”
“Why not?” He scented in deadly 

earnest. “I'm a newspaper man, used 
to going here, there, anywhere where 
there's adventure. And you—instead

of going back to your stepmother’s 
house to brood, why not take this 
chance ?

“Of course I can’t swing the 
scheme without ‘Janet’. We can al
ways go on, if it doesn’t pan out. 
Besides, we may be doing a rather 
fine thing by keeping the truth about 
the disaster tonight from Professor 
Estabrook until it’s safe for him to 
know.”

"But we’d never get away with it!” 
“Why not? He’s never seen the 

Mayfields. The risk of anyone being 
out there who knows them is neg
ligible. You’re an actress, and I have 
imagination. Why shouldn’t we put 
it over, for a while, anyway? Who 
knows what it might lead to?”

“To the penitentiary, maybe,” 
Peggy suggested, wryly.

"We’ll not be doing anything crim
inal. Whatever we do will lie only 
between ourselves and our own con
sciences. All we have to do is to take 
that Albuquerque plane, using the 
seats that are in their name. In Al
buquerque, we can easily exchange 
our own tickets for a Denver plane.

"At the very least, we’ll both have 
a pleasant vacation. I may run across 
something in the line of my business 
that I’ll be glad about all my life, and 
you may meet someone worthwhile. 
What say we try it?”

Peggy was silent for a long minute, 
digesting his remarks. He was si
lent, watching her. He thought he

[  Turn paffM ]
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could read something of her reac
tions, too, in her lovely mobile face, 
But he was far off the track.

What she was really thinking, deep 
down, was to wonder why this man 
could sway her as he did. She was so 
conscious of him, so aware of the 
throbbing1 of her pulses when he 
looked into her eyes. It sounded 
crazy, on such short acquaintance, 
but it was true.

Because of the nearness of this one 
tall, rangy man, the other man back 
in New York might not have existed. 
But this man must not know that— 
nor should she allow him to sway her 
against her will or better judgment, 

“But I don't know' you,” she ob
jected, feebly. “After all, you’re an 
utter stranger to me.”

“So were the Mayfields to Profes
sor Estabrook,” he argued, “even if 
he did know their mother thirty years 
ago, Look here—-think it over, while 
we fly to Albuquerque. If you decide 
not to, we can tell the airport authori
ties there how we changed places on 
Flight Forty-seven. We can pretend 
we didn’t know about the accident 
until we saw the morning papers.” 

“That’s fair enough,” said Peggy. 
Through the hours that followed, 

Peggy struggled with the problem, 
struggled with the temptation. She 
reviewed, over and over again, the 
past two years; her heartbreak and 
broken pride. She thought of how she 
must go back home, to face the petty 
irritations her stepmother always 
managed to throw in her way. And 
then what? What was there for her 
in El Paso?

There was much in what Keith 
Webster had said, she decided. And 
his idea of their having a second 
chance at life. Didn’t this look like 
it? ‘Didn’t miracles sometimes hap
pen? Why else should the tragedy 
have happened to the Mayfields?

It would be an adventure—one 
doubly alluring, shared with Keith— 
but dared she undertake it? Gradually 
she reached her decision.

Keith had not mentioned the sub
ject aboard the plane, nor did he 
when they landed in Albuquerque. He 
took Peggy to breakfast, and bought 
all the morning papers, as they went 
in, dividing them with her. Anxiously 
they scanned the front pages.

BLACK headlines told of the air
liner’s disaster of the night be

fore. There were photographs of the 
charred wreckage, and a list of the 
names of the victims.

“ ‘Keith Webster, of New York,’ ” 
Keith read aloud, slowly, and looked 
at her.

“ ‘Peggy Young,’ ” said Peggy. “In 
cold print. I can’t believe it.” 

“Well?” he asked, meaningly. 
Peggy made no pretense of mis

understanding him.
“I’ve been thinking it over, ah 

night,” she told him. “I thought about 
those love letters—about that dear 
old man, waiting for those poor May- 
fields to arrive.” She drew a dean 
breath. “I’ll do it.”

His face lit up.
“You may be saving his life, you 

know.”
Peggy shook her head.
“Why pretend? I don’t  know just 

what opportunity you may be expect
ing at Skvtop, but I may get a second 
chance, as you said.” She smiled. 
“I’m going to stick by what I said, 
too, about living life differently."

He thrust out his hand.
“Then we’re partners!”
She hesitated, eyeing him quizzi

cally.
“But only partners, mind. This ad

venture stays platonic.”
“That’ll be the easiest part of it,” 

he declared, and grinned boyishly, 
“Wait and see.”

Peggy gave him an odd look, a 
feminine look. . . .

While in Albuquerque, Peggy and 
Keith read and digested all the May- 
field papers, and carefully discussed 
the story they were to tell. It seemed 
fairly certain that Professor Esfca-
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brook had been out of touch with his 
former sweetheart and her family for 
years. The outbreak of the war, and 
the siege of Britain, and Philip’s war 
record after that, had evidently in
spired him to invite the young people 
to come back to their own country, 
and stay with him for the duration.

Neither would attempt, they de
cided, the dangers of a too Anglicized 
accent.. After all, the Mayfields were 
Americans. There were other details 
to be worked out. The rest, they 
would have to trust to their wits— 
and luck.

Two hours later, they flew north
ward. And now that the die was cast, 
and the adventure begun, Peggy 
knew indecision, panic and regret.

She had embarked on this under
taking for several reasons. For one 
thing, it had appealed to her love of 
adventure, and tempted her when she 
was at a loss what to do next. Then 
Keith’s argument that this was a 
chance to begin her life completely 
over again, coming hard on the coin
cidence of the tragedy, had appealed 
to the fatalistic streak in every ro
mantic woman.

Finally, although she tried hard 
not to admit that even to herself, 
there was Keith! There was some
thing in Keith Webster at once boy
ish and devil-may-care that struck a 
sympathetic chord in herself. Some 
blind, inexplicable instinct made her 
want to stay near him, to go where he 
went, never be away from his twisted 
little smile. She could not understand 
it. It was simply there.

They flew over canyons and buttes, 
mountains and glacier meadows, cas
cades, lakes and forests. Peggy cov
ertly studied, instead, the young man 
beside her. Was she making a mis
take, joining him in this fantastic 
adventure ?

Beyond, to the west, rose the east
ern slope of the Rocky Mountains, 
and below them the great foothills of 
the mighty range. What was she 
going to find in Colorado?

Unexpectedly Keith turned and 
smiled at her, pointing downward at 
the magnificent scenery. She smiled 
back, but none too convincingly. 

“Getting cold feet?” asked Keith. 
“Once I start something,” said 

Peggy, “I finish it.”
“That’s good!” He grinned. “Look 

—here’s Denver!”
It was true. The airliner was al

ready arcing down to the airfield.
Almost before they knew it, they 

were stepping out into the dazzling 
Western sunshine. Peggy felt a little 
pounding in her throat.

“Janet Mayfield” and her brother 
had almost reached the end of their 
journey.

CHAPTER IV 

The Great Divide

LEAVING the plane, Peggy and 
Keith walked uncertainly across 

the landing apron to the passenger 
exit, where a small group was await
ing the airliner’s arrival. From Pro
fessor Estabrook’s letter to the May- 
fields, they knew he was to have met 
them at the airport, but since his 
heart attack, they were uncertain if 
they would be met at all. If not, they 
planned to go on to Skytop by motor 
or train.

“Mr. Mayfield?”
A man was approaching them, 

smiling cordially, as he waved. He 
was tall, bronzed, and wore a clipped 
mustache. Although he was dressed 
in a somewhat Western manner, his 
clothes bore the mark of a good tailor, 
and his whole bearing was that of an 
Easterner. Only his Stetson and boots 
were definitely of the country,

He probably was in his middle 
thirties, and his hair was prema
turely graying at the temples. Peggy 
decided that he was good-looking— 
almost too good-looking.
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Although he addressed Keith when 
he spoke first, he was looking at her, 
with eyes that -were at once bold and 
appreciative.

“This is Philip Mayfield, I believe? 
Pm Harvey Bayard, a friend of Dr. 
Estabrook’s.” He gave Keith his 
hand. “And this, of course, is Mrs. 
Mayfield!” He removed his hat, smil
ing at Peggy. “Welcome to the 
West!”

Peggy blinked, and gulped. 
“Th-thank you!” She was a little 
dazed, aware of the startled look 
Keith flashed her.

“How is Dr. Estabrook?” Keith 
asked quickly.

“Much better, this morning,” Bay
ard told them. “He is over his heart 
attack, resting quietly—or was, when 
I left the observatory late last night. 
He’s so anxious to see you both, how
ever, that I promised to bring you out 
there to him first, before I took you 
home with me.”

He correctly read the surprise in 
their faces, though he was unable to 
understand another expression in 
Keith’s face that flashed there, then 
was instantly gone.

"You’re to be my guests,” Bayard 
went on smilingly. “I’m not only the 
professor’s nearest neighbor — my 
place is only three or four miles down 
the pass from the observatory—but 
we’re old friends of years’ standing. 
The accommodations at the observa
tory are not too comfortable, particu
larly for a woman, so I insisted on 
putting you up.” He held out a hand 
hospitably. “If you’ll give me your 
baggage checks, Mayfield, I’ll have my 
man get your things.”

“Did you hear what he called me!” 
breathed Peggy, as Bayard strode 
away. “I’m not your sister! I’m your 
wifeJ”

“How was I to know!” Keith mut
tered.

He was confused, and with good 
reason, for with all his secret plan
ning there was something for which 
he had not bargained. He had been so

sure that he could protect her against 
any and all eventualities that might 
arise, that as far as she was con
cerned, the whole thing would be 
nothing more than an interesting, 
perhaps exciting, adventure. And now 
th is! lie didn’t know what to say.

“You ought to have found out, you 
idiot!” she told him furiously, a 
glassy smile on her face for Mr. Bay
ard’s benefit. “This is a pretty kettle 
of fish! What are we going to do 
now?”

“I don’t know. But for Pete’s sake 
don’t give it away until we’ve decided 
what to do!” he begged.

“I’m going to tell him that—”
“Hush!” he warned. “Here he 

comes!”
They both were ready with answer

ing smiles when Bayard came back.
“Bill’s getting your bags,” he told 

them. “Shall we go? The car’s just 
outside.”

A SPOETY-LOOIyING convertible 
sedan of expensive make waited 

for them. They got into the tonneau 
while the cowboy named Bill stowed 
away the bags, then took the wheel. 
They headed northwest, toward the 
Switzerland Trail.

Bayard pointed out the snow
capped line of mountains on the hori
zon ahead.

“That’s the Snowy Range, that 
we’re heading for. I’ve a hunting 
lodge up there, not far from the ob
servatory. I t’s in the most out-of-the- 
way spot imaginable. In a w a y ,  it 
sometimes seems to be cut off from 
the world, but at least I can be near 
Dr. Estabrook.

“I’ve been worried ever since the 
professor came here—the altitude, of 
course, and his heart—but though 
he’s retired now, no one can ever stop 
him from working at his astronomy. 
It's his life. And naturally being the 
astronomer in charge of the observa
tory, he has a chance also to take 
charge of the coronagraph himself. 
That's his pet.” ?
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“What’s a coronagraph?” asked 
I’eg-gy, more to make conversation 
than anything else. She desperately 
wanted time to think.

“A coronagraph, Mrs. Mayfield,” 
Bayard told her, “is a combination 
telescope and camera that creates an 
artificial eclipse when it photographs 
the sun. I t’s a rather recent inven
tion. Dr. Estabrook, who’s been chas
ing eclipses all over the world for 
years, you know—he’s one of our 
greatest astrophysicists and astrono
mers—came from Harvard last fall 
to take charge of the new one here at 
the observatory. He was particularly 
interested and enthusiastic naturally, 
because this is the highest astronomi
cal station in the world.”

For some reason Keith had shown 
keen interest the moment the corona
graph had been mentioned, and it did 
not all seem to be for the reason that 
he, like Peggy, was anxious to keep 
the man talking on any subject except 
themselves.

“I wonder just why,” he said, “this 
observatory with its new corona
graph was located in Colorado. There 
are higher places in the United 
States, aren’t there?”

“Oh, yes, but the chief advantage 
of this location is because it’s up on 
the Great Divide, where a cloudburst 
that occurs every day, lasts about an 
hour. It washes the sky an intense 
blue, clear as any in the Western 
Hemisphere. Motes of dust can make 
lots of difference on a telescope lens, 
you know. And especially with the 
necessity of missing no single thing 
if the coronagraph is to be depended 
on for accuracy in determining the 
weather—often for as much as two 
weeks ahead—a clear sky is impor
tant.

“Besides”—Bayard laughed a little 
—“well, there’s our isolation up here, 
and astronomers are mighty queer 
about not being disturbed. It would 
be next to impossible for anyone who 
had no business up there to get within 
miles of the observatory.”

“I’m sure we’re flattered, and 
highly honored at being allowed 
here,” murmured Peggy, but the side 
glance she gave Keith said wordlessly 
that she wasn’t feeling either flat
tered or honored.

“Do you folks hunt, by the way?” 
Bayard changed the subject, to ask.

“If you mean foxes,” volunteered 
Keith, “I'm afraid I haven’t my pink 
coat with me.” He was well aware of 
Peggy’s annoyance.

Harvey Bayard grinned.
“Oh, I meant typical Rocky Moun

tain game.”
“He knows you did,” said Peggy, 

coldiy. “He was just trying to be 
funny.” Her annoyance at poor Keith 
was growing.

“We must see that you bag a griz
zly and a couple of wild mountain 
sheep and deer, for their heads. A3 
mementos of your visit here.”

“A white bearskin would be lovely 
in my wife’s boudoir before the fire
place,” said Keith. “She could lie on 
it and see pictures in the fire.” He 
was still resenting the “Idiot!” she 
had thrown at him.

“Or pictures of men in striped 
suits, making little rocks out of big 
ones,” she said sweetly, and turned to 
their politely mystified host. “Do tell 
us more about the observatory, Mr. 
Bayard.”

CLEVERLY, Peggy drew him out.
Bayard spoke enthusiastically 

of the old astronomer, under whom 
he had studied, in Harvard. Now 
Bayard's law firm was handling Pro
fessor Estabrook’s estate, and what
ever other legal affairs the old man 
had.

“The professor’s one of the most 
lovable men living, and a great scien
tist,” he said, “but he’s also one of 
the loneliest. I’ve never seen him 
more eager for anything than he is 
for your visit. He never married on 
account of your mother, you know, 
Mayfield.”

“Yes, I know,” Keith said humbly,
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and threw a glance at Peggy.
She didn’t  know just why that look 

touched her heart, as furious at him 
as she was. But it did, and she came 
to the rescue.

“Are you married, yourself, Mr. 
Bayard?” Peggy asked the first ques
tion that popped into her mind.

“No. I’m afraid I’m a confirmed 
bachelor.” He laughed. “You’re in a 
nest of bachelors, Mrs. Mayfield. I 
have two other guests, from the East 
-—Charlie Ames, my associate, and 
Sherman Childs, of New York.” He 
threw Keith a smiling look. “I hope 
you haven’t a jealous husband.”

So he would like to be flirtatious, 
would he? Peggy glanced at Keith. 
He was the one who was annoyed 
now. She laughed inwardly.

“Heaven’s no!” she said airily. 
“Philip’s a very modern husband, in
deed. Aren’t  you, Philip dear?” 

“Ultra-modern, you might say,” 
said Keith, unexpectedly. “I don’t  
even mind Janet’s looking around for 
a new husband, as long as he’s solvent 
enough!”

HE WAS not too meek, Peggy was 
glad to see. Well, they might be in 

for it, here in Colorado, but at least 
it would not be without excitement.

After a long drive, they reached the 
entrance to Bayard’s ranch and pri
vate game preserve. A station wagon 
was parked near the gate.

“The road to the observatory is 
new, and pretty narrow,” said Bay
ard, “so we’d better switch to the 
station wagon. Bill will take your 
baggage to the lodge.”

In the station wagon, their host 
took the wheel, and shortly turned off 
into a road that led up the pass.

"How blue the sky is!” Peggy mar
veled.

"The Indians hereabout used to 
call the Arapahoes of the Continental 
Divide, the ‘Men of the Blue Sky’,” 
Bayard told her. “You see why, now.” 

“Look—there's a runaway horse!” 
exclaimed Peggy.

A pinto mountain pony, saddled 
and bridled, but riderless, was pick
ing his way, zigzag fashion, down a 
trail on the mountainside.

Bayard smiled at her. “He’s a re
turn horse,” he told her. “Release one 
of those ponies anywhere in these 
mountains, and they’ll find their way 
back home, somehow.”

Peggy fell silent, letting the men 
talk. There was so much for her to 
think about. It was an odd feeling to 
pretend to be married to someone she 
had known less than twenty-four 
hours. But somehow Keith hadn’t 
seemed like a stranger, almost from 
the time she had met him.

His wife! An odd thrill swept her, 
in spite of her attempts to force it 
from her consciousness. What would 
it be like actually to be his wife, to 
feel his strong, protecting arms about 
her? Somehow, she was sure they 
would be protecting.

There was a far-away look, a soft
ness in her lovely eyes at these 
thoughts. Then determinedly she 
shook them off. How foolish to let 
them spin through her head, even for 
a moment! Keith was not thinking- 
such thoughts of her. All he wanted 
out of this was that “opportunity” he 
had talked of so eagerly.

It was an odder sensation, still, to 
wonder into what strange waters 
their dangerous deception might 
carry her. Had she made a terrible 
mistake? Should she, somehow, back 
out of her agreement now?

But how? If she didn’t  quit now, 
how would she handle Keith in the 
role of her husband. Would he need 
handling ?

Of a sudden they rounded a bend 
in the road, and there was the ob
servatory, looming above them, its 
white dome-shaped roof silhouetted 
picturesquely against the silent blue. 
Below, lay a breath-taking vista of 
mountain scenery. But Peggy could 
think only of the ordeal that lay be
fore her. Oh, why, why had she ever 
embarked on this adventure?
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“Last stop,” said Harvey Bayard, 
as he cut off the ignition switch of the 
station wagon. He made a broad ges
ture. “In case you’re interested, 
you’re now standing squarely upon 
the Continental Divide!”

CHAPTER V 

Peggy Is Eclipsed

TWO men emerged from the ob
servatory, and came to greet the 

party. Bayard introduced them. The 
short, balding, bespectacled man was 
a Mr. Prescott, the Weather Bureau 
meteorologist stationed at the ob
servatory, and acting as second as
sistant to the professor. The other, 
tall, rangy and possessed of <* peculiar, 
unfamiliar drawl, was Kenneth Hol
land, Dr. Estabrook’s chief assistant.

Peggy and Keith, taut with antici
pation when told how anxiously the 
professor was awaiting them, fol
lowed the men inside. They entered 
via a little vestibule directly into the 
main room of the observatory, its 
ceiling a great arch with little round 
windows in the dome.

In the center of the floor stood the 
coronagi’aph—Peggy recognized it at 
once—a large telescope with a com
plex camera attachment that much 
resembled a big anti-aircraft gun. 

They passed on through, to be 
shown immediately into Professor 
Estabrook’s study, a small, unpreten
tious room, with a littered work
table, a confusion of maps and books 
and charts, a chest of drawers, aryl a 
bed, in which the astronomer sat 
propped up on pillows, a Lincolnlike 
shawl-about his shoulders.

He was a beaming-faced man, with 
a thatch of silk-fine white hair, and 
bushy white brows arching above 
keen dark eyes. When he smiled, as 
he did now at sight of them, h ; face 
grew cheerful with hundreds of wrin

kles. Peggy warmed to him instantly.
“Philip, my boy!” The old man 

held out his hand welcomingly to 
Keith, shook it vigorously. He smiled 
at Janet. “And this is the lovely Miss 
Janet Gray from Omaha whom you 
married! My dear, Philip’s glowing 
written descriptions of you didn’t do 
you half justice!”

Peggy sat down beside him when 
Bayard brought up a chair for her.

“You children must pardon my not 
being up to greet you properly,” the 
old astronomer said, “but the medico 
insists that I stay in bed a day or two, 
and Holland refuses to let me disobey 
him. What kind of a journey did you 
have?” He smiled benignly. “With
out incident, I hope?”

“It was—lovely,” said Peggy. 
“We’re delighted to find you so 

much better, sir,” put in Keith. 
“When we heard about your attack 
we—er—were very worried.”

“It was nothing,” deprecated Esta- 
brook. “The altitude, you know, some
times—”

“Well, all that matters is that 
they’re here, and you’re feeling fit 
again, Professor,” said Bayard 
briskly. “And you’re going to stay in 
bed for at least a week!” 

“Fiddlesticks!” The old man smiled 
at Peggy and Keith. “It was only bad 
luck that got me down yesterday, of 
all days. But when I heard over the 
radio today about that airliner trag
edy, and realized that only a delay of 
a few hours in your schedule—of 
which your telegram earlier had in
formed us—had prevented you from 
being aboard the ship, I knew that 
Dame Fortune had been generous. 
You children did just mk*' talcing 
that ship out of Kansas City, didn’t 
you ?”

“Yes, we just did miss taking it, 
sir,” said Keith. “But a miss is as 
good as a mile, isn’t it?”

“I remember, once flying over the 
Andes, when we were chasing an 
eclipse down in Peru—”

“Doctor’s orders are ‘no talking,
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plenty of rest,’ ” interjected Bayard 
firmly. "Mr. and Mrs. Mayfield have 
only stopped to say hello, Professor, 
and you—”

“Nonsense! Do you realize I’ve 
been waiting for years for this mo
ment? Philip and I—”

"I also realize that the Mayfields 
have been traveling for days, and 
must be very tired,” retorted Bayard. 
"I’ll bring them back tomorrow, Pro
fessor, in the morning when you’re 
more rested.”

The old man was contrite. He took 
each by a hand.

"Many thanks for coming so far to 
see an old man.”

There was a mist in Peggy’s eyes. 
She suddenly reached over and kissed 
him on the cheek.

“I’m glad we did, Professor—so 
very glad. We’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Thank you, my dear. Holland will 
show you about the observatory. I 
want to talk to Harvey a bit before 
he leaves.”

He smiled after them as they left 
the room, then turned to Harvey Bay
ard.

“Did you bring it with you?”
The attorney nodded, and removed 

a typewritten paper from his inner 
pocket. Professor Estabrook took it 
with a sigh of relief.

"Do you know,” he said, “that at
tack gave me quite a scare yesterday. 
I should have done this long ago. I’ve 
meant to, but put it off until Fanny’s 
boy got here. He’s a fine boy, isn’t  he, 
Harvey? Doesn’t resemble Fanny 
much, but he’s got all her charm.” 
His eyes looked back fondly over 
thirty years. “And his wife—she’s a 
pretty thing, isn’t  she?”

“Mrs. Mayfield is very beautiful,” 
said Harvey Bayard. He went to the 
door, .and stopped there. “As your 
attorney,” he said, “it’s my duty to 
remind you that before you sign that 
paper, you want to be sure you want 
to do +his.”

“If I change my mind, I can always 
lear it up,” chuckled the professor.

IN THE main room of the observa
tory, Holland, the astronomer’s as

sistant, was explaining the function 
of the coronagraph to Peggy and 
Keith. She stared at the telescope, 
listening, but her mind was full of 
her own confused thoughts.

Now that she had seen what this 
visit meant to that dear old man, she 
was glad she had come. But what 
complications might evolve out of 
that marriage masquerade!

But Keith wasn’t thinking of any 
of that now—a glance at him proved 
it to Peggy. He wasn’t thinking of 
the old man, of the fact that he had 
just acquired a “wife”, nor of any
thing else at the moment except that 
coronagraph. He was interested only 
in the telescope, and listened intently 
to what was being explained to him.

“The sun, you see, like a great 
dahlia,”' Holland was saying, “is 
ringed with petals of light. Often the 
corona is racked by violent eruptions 
that produce violent magnetic storms 
through the earth’s atmosphere. But 
it is practically impossible to detect 
such phenomena with an ordinary 
telescope because the sun’s brilliance 
obscures its crown.

“But nowr with this coronagraph, 
however, with which artificial eclipses 
can be created and photographed, 
astronomical science has given a 
great gift to the world, because”— 
he paused to let the effects of his 
words sink in—“with the instrument 
we can predict magnetic storms in 
advance and even forecast weather 
at long range.”

“Isn’t that marvelous!” Peggy paid 
tribute. “I should think, now that the 
Nazis and the Japs and all the others 
can’t get weather reports from this 
country, that they would want a 
coronagraph of their own. But one 
in other places wouldn’t do them any 
good, would it? And, of course, they 
couldn't possibly get up here?”

“Not a chance,” said Holland 
firmly, “not a chance in a thousand 
years. This observatory is as well
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protected as a fort by its natural ap
proaches and also by guards.”

P^ffgy noticed, though, that just 
before Holland answered her, he had 
given her a somewhat startled glance. 
And Keith was looking at her queerly, 
too. She hoped she hadn’t made a 
faux pas. But in the strange situation 
she was in, she wasn’t sure just what 
minute she might say something or 
other that was better left unsaid.

She had no time to think of that 
now, though. Her greatest anxiety 
was to be alone with Keith, to have a 
talk, Bayard emerged from the pro
fessor's quarters just then.

“We’re ready, Mi-. Bayard!” She 
gave him a radiant smile. “Frankly, 
I’m dying for a bath!”

Harvey Bayard assured her she 
could have one in less than half an 
hour. They left with him, heading 
down the pass in his station-wagon.

BAYARD’S hunting lodge, a pic
turesque sprawling structure of 

logs and native stone set in a grove of 
limber-pine and spruce high on a 
mountain, was larger than Peggy had 
expected it to be. She and Keith ex
changed involuntary glances, as Bay
ard ushered them inside.

The two-story main room was 
dominated by a huge stone fireplace, 
and great plate-glass windows gave 
out in three directions upon breath
taking views. Crossed snow-shoes 
hung above the mantel, and about the 
walls hung mounted heads of big
horned Rocky Mountain sheep, of 
antlered deer and moose. On the floor 
the skins of white grizzlies and black 
bears served as rugs.

It was a masculine abode, yet a 
luxurious one. Peggy and Keith had 
not expected anything like this.

“This’ is Mrs. Woodley, my house
keeper,” said Bayard, as a spare, 
black-clad woman with pince-nez 
came forward to meet them. “Mr. 
and Mrs. Mayfield, Mrs. Woodley.” 

“How do you do?” The house
keeper’s accent was definitely New

England, her very appearance oddly 
out-of-place in this Rocky Mountain 
lodge. “You must be fatigued, Mrs. 
Mayfield.”

“I am a little, thanks," said Peggy.
She instinctively disliked the house

keeper at first sight, with a woman’s 
prescience. But she could find no rea
son for that feeling.

The housekeeper led the way down 
a gallery, and Peggy and Keith fol
lowed her, as their host called after 
them that they would all meet for 
cocktails before dinner. Mrs. Wood- 
ley opened a door, and stepped aside.

“I’m sorry we couldn’t lay out your 
things, Mrs. Mayfield, but your bags 
were locked. If you would like any
thing please ring for Wong or my
self.”

Peggy thanked her, and stepped 
quickly into the room, followed self
consciously by Keith. Mrs. Woodley 
vanished, closing the door behind her,

It was a luxurious room. There 
was a fireplace, a bath to one side, a 
dressing room to the other, and mag
nificent views from the windows. But 
those two only noticed the large, dou
ble bed!

Peggy turned on Keith, shapely 
fists on her hips, her eyes blazing.

“Well, isn’t  this cozy!” She added, 
hastily. “The situation, I mean—not 
the room!”

Keith, embarrassed, was plainly 
trying hard not to show it.

“I’ll ask Mr. Bayard to give me an
other room,” he said quickly. I’ll pre
tend I suffer from insomnia, or some
thing. I’ll think of some excuse!”

Peggy began to pace the floor.
“I practically curled up and died 

when he first called me Mrs. May- 
field !”

“It’s a tough break,” admitted 
Keith. I—’’

“You said the woman was May
field's sister. How do we know she 
won’t pop up? Now what are we 
going to do? We can’t stay here like 
this, pretending to be married!”

“Why can’t we?” he fired at her,
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unexpectedly. "As long as I-—er— 
sleep somewhere else?”

“You mean, you want me to—”
“Who’ll know the difference? It’s 

rotten luck, but we can’t  very well 
change it, without showing ourselves 
up for a pair of impostors, and letting 
the professor know the truth. You 
saw how happy he was to see us. How 
do you think: it would effect him to 
find out who was really in that wreck 
last night?”

“And what about that new life you 
wanted, the chance to be a real man- 
hunter?” His lip curled. “Bayard 
seems to be just what the doctor 
ordered—wealthy, important. Or one 
of his bachelor friends might be your 
meat. It’s a perfect set-up, as far as 
you’re concerned.”

“That’s all very well, my fine- 
feathered friend,” Peggy said sar
castically, “but what good does that 
do me as long as they think I’m 
married ?”

“You can always get a divorce, 
can’t  you?” he retorted. “Anyway, 
if you were unmarried, these bach
elors might be afraid of you.”

Her lovely eyes narrowed.
“I suppose it wouldn’t  break your 

heart if one of them wanted to marry 
me so badly that they’d pay you to 
give me a divorce!”

"For two cents and a twisted col
lar-button I’d wring your neck,” he 
told her helplessly.

“Where are all those scruples you 
said you were throwing in the ash- 
can?” she asked sweetly.

"I never said I meant to go 
crooked,” he told her coldly. “I sim
ply said—”

“ ‘From now on I ’m looking out 
strictly for Number One!’ ” she 
quoted, her eyes twinkling. Then she 
suddenly smiled at him.

“I wonder why we fight so much? 
It can’t  be because I dislike you. I 
never would have come on this junket 
if I did.”

Keith grinned sheepishly. It made 
him feel better, a lot better, to see her

taking it like this. She certainly was 
the thoroughbred he had sized her up 
to be. And smarter and lovelier.

He couldn’t  tell her, yet, just why 
he had so impulsively asked her to 
come along, but he was sure that if 
she did know the reason she would 
have gone into this thing whole
heartedly, without a single question.

“What do you say I shave and 
change, then turn the bathroom over 
to you?” he suggested. “I’ll ask Bay
ard about the extra room, after din
ner.”

"Good. I’ll start unpacking.”

SHE headed toward her bags, and 
he anticipated her, raising the 

heaviest and laying it on the bed. Of 
a sudden he gave an exclamation. 

"What is it?” she asked.
“Look at the initials on your bags.” 

He pointed toward the initials 
“M. Y.” stamped on each bag.

** ‘M’ stands for Margaret,” she 
told him. “But they’ve always called 
me Peggy.”

“Your name is supposed tc be Janet 
Gray Mayfield.”

“Oh!” She stared at the initals. 
“Then they should be ‘J. G. M’! What 
shall we do?”

"We can’t scrape them off, without 
it looking odd,” he mused.

He glanced around, and his eyes 
fell on a desk upon which lay pens 
and ink, stationery, and a little box 
of postage stamps. Inspiration came. 
Hastily he pasted a row of stamps 
over the initals upon each of her 
bags, then dipped his thumb in ink, 
and smudged the stamps.

“There! They’ll look like Customs’ 
seals, or something. Luckily May
field’s initials are on my briefcase, 
and my own bag hasn’t any.”

Keith took that bag into the bath
room, and shaved, showered, and 
changed clothes in record time.

“I’ll go now,” he told her. “Thanks 
for the loan of the bathroom.”

“No,” Peggy objected. “You’d bet
ter wait for me. If you run into Mr.
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Bayard, you may say something to 
each other that I should hear. I'll try 
not to be long.”

Peggy vanished into the bathroom, 
carrying her dressing-bag and an 
armful of clothes.

CHAPTER VI 

Wife by Chance

IT WAS nearly an hour before 
Peggy emerged. She had pur

posely done a good job. Keith, smok
ing at the window, turned, and stared.

“How do I look?” Peggy asked 
demurely.

Keith swallowed hard. She was 
wearing a smart summer print din
ner-gown that revealed her supple 
lines and, for the first time, he saw 
her without a hat. It was a revelation.

“Your hair,” said Keith. “It is red- 
blond, isn’t it?”

“Natural, I’m afraid,” said Peggy. 
“Do you mind?”

“And your mouth,” he went on, 
wonderingly. “It’s different.”

What he meant, but did not say, 
was that it was more seductive-look
ing.

“Just a change of war-paint,” she 
told him airily.

But he still stared.
“Why, you’re beautiful!”
“I’m glad you think so.” Her eyes 

were mocking. “You want your wife 
to be a credit to you, don’t you, Mr. 
Mayfield?” She tucked her hand in 
his arm. “Shall we join our host?” 

A little dazed, Keith accompanied 
her to the big room. For the first 
time, her nearness gave him a dizzy 
feeling: And he had thought her 
lovely before. Lord!

They were a gay group at the din
ner table—all but Keith. He couldn’t 
understand himself. When he had 
more important things to consider, all 
he could think of was Peggy.

She was enjoying herself im
mensely. Both Sherman Childs and 
Charles Ames were definitely attrac
tive, and put themselves out to be 
agreeable to such a pretty girl. As 
for Harvey Bayard, Peggy knew im
mediately, with a woman’s sure 
knowledge of such things, that she 
had made an instant and indelible 
impression upon him.

After dinner, they gathered about 
the fireplace over coffee and liqueurs. 
While Ames and Childs continued to 
make themselves pleasant to the fas
cinating Mrs. Mayfield, her “hus
band” inveigled his host into the gun
room, on the pretense of an interest 
in Bayard’s elaborate collection of 
firearms. After a while Keith brought 
up the subject that had been on his 
mind all through dinner.

“I say, Bayard, might I ask a favor 
of you?”

“Certainly, old man. What is it?”
“I wonder if you happen to have 

another spare bedroom ?”
Bayard, who had picked up an an

tique pistol from its case to show 
Keith, put it down abruptly.

“Another bedroom?” Bayard was 
puzzled. “Is anything wrong with—•”

“Not at all I” Keith said hastily. 
“You see, I suffer terribly from in
somnia, and when I read, or become 
restless, it keeps Mrs. Mayfield 
awake. So we try to have separate 
bedrooms, if possible, whenever we 
can.”

“Oh, I see.” Did Bayard look skep
tical? “That’s unfortunate. There 
are only three master bedrooms in 
the lodge—mine, which you have, the 
one I’m occupying, and the third 
which Charlie and Sherman are 
sharing.”

“Maybe I can sleep out here on a 
couch, or something,” Keith sug
gested desperately.

“You’d be too uncomfortable, old 
man. I’ll tell you what. I’ll send a 
man down to town tomorrow to get a 
cot and have it set up in the dressing 
room of your suite. Tonight I’ll give
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you a sleeping powder so that you’ll 
not disturb Mrs. Mayfield. “You’ll 
probably sleep like a top anyhow in 
the mountain air.” @

“Thank you,” Keith said unenthusi
astically.

When Keith escorted Peggy to their 
room later that evening it was with 
heavy feet. The moment their door 
was closed she turned on him, her 
bright smile vanished.

“Well?”
He told her, tersely, what Bayard 

had said, and showed her the little 
bottle of sleeping tablets which his 
host had passed to him, during the 
course of the evening.

Peggy stared at it, and then at 
him, horror-struck.

“You’re not going to—take them— 
and stay here!”

Keith shook his head hastily.
“Certainly not! I’ll just wait in 

here for a while, if you don’t mind, 
until they’ve all gone to bed, then I’ll 
take a pillow and a couple of blankets 
and go out and sleep on the couch in 
the lounge. Unless you think it might 
be a better idea if I slept in the bath
tub.”

“The couch, by all meaiis!” said 
Peggy decidedly. “But be sure you’re 
up before anyone’s about, and get the 
blankets out of sight.”

“Don’t worry—I’ll be up with the 
birds,” Keith assured her. “Leave 
your door unlocked, so I can throw 
the things into the room.”

“I hate to have people look at me 
when I’m asleep,” she said flatly.

“I won’t,” he promised. “And I’ll 
shave in the outside lavatory.”

THE next half-hour dragged by.
Keith found a checkerboard and 

suggested a game.
They played grimly, pretending an 

interest in the game neither felt. 
They were excruciatingly self-con
scious, intensely aware of each other; 
of the intimate silence; of the near
ness, each to the other, which each 
was trying to force away.

At last Keith judged it safe to 
leave. Blankets and pillow on one 
arm, a few toilet articles in hand, he 
stole out on tiptoe into the hall.

“Good-night,” Peggy whispered.
“Good-night!” Keith mumbled 

grumpily.
She gently closed the door, smiling 

to herself.
Keith grunted, and tiptoed down 

the corridor to the main lounge. The 
fire in the fireplace was dying out, 
but there was enough light from its 
glowing embers to see by. He made 
up a rough bed on the couch that 
fronted it, and tried to make himself 
comfortable. But the night that fol
lowed was one of the most uncomfor
table he had ever known.

The couch was too short, the covers 
too scant as the room grew icy cold. 
Long before he fell asleep at last, in 
the unfriendly hour just before dawn, 
his muscles were stiff with unex
pected aches and cramps.

Keith awoke with a start to bright 
sunlight. He sat up, with a muffled 
groan, and could have sworn he heard 
light footsteps in the service passage 
across the room. He had overslept! 
Leaping to his feet, he swept up the 
bedclothes and his other possessions, 
and raced to Peggy’s room, letting 
himself in soundlessly.

Peggy, as if afraid he might come 
in and see her after all, was almost 
invisible in her own bedclothes. He 
tiptoed past her to the dressing room 
beyond. A haggard visitant.

P eg g y , w a tc h in g  furtively, 
smiled. . . .

Harvey Bayard was at his desk, 
going through the morning mail, 
when his housekeeper came in. His 
guests were all down at the stables, 
watching the horses being saddled. 
He would join them soon.

“Yes, Mrs. Woodley?”
“Mr. Harvey, there’s something I’d 

like to tell you about.”
She had been with his family long 

before he was born, and still called 
him by his first name.
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“What is it?”
“It’s about Mr. and Mrs. Mayfield.” 
“What about them ?” He was imme

diately alert.
“I thought you ought to know, Mr, 

Harvey,” she said primly, “that Mr. 
Mayfield was asleep on the couch in 
the lounge when I came in early this 
morning. He awakened, just as I 
slipped out, and ran back to their 
room as if Satan himself were after 
him. I thought it very odd.”

“It’s not odd at all,” Bayard told 
her. “He suffers from insomnia, and 
asked me if he could have an extra 
room or bed last night so as not to 
disturb Mrs. Mayfield. I told him I’d 
get him a cot for their dressing room 
today, and gave him some sleeping 
pills for last night.”

“Then why didn’t  he use them, and 
sleep ::i his wife’s bed like a Christian, 
instead of freezing, cramped up on 
the couch? You should have seen the 
way he looked when he got up!” 

“Maybe,” Bayard shrugged, “they 
had a quarrel. You know how mar
ried people are sometimes.” But his 
eyes were thoughtful.

Mrs. Woodley sniffed.
“It couldn’t have been much of one, 

then, or they wouldn’t  have been on 
such good terms when I brought in 
their breakfast tray,” she said. “He 
was dressed, and she was in bed 
wearing a bed-jacket.”

“Well, why not?” He smiled. 
“They’re married, aren’t they?”

“Are they, now?” suggested Mrs. 
Woodley, with peculiar intonation.

“What do you mean?” he asked 
slowly.

“There’s something funny about 
those two, Mr. Harvey.” Mrs. Wood
ley’s eyes were agitated behind her 
pince-nez. “You're a man—you don’t 
notice-—but a woman can tell. When 
they’re alone together, or think no 
one’s looking, they don’t act like a 
married couple. But that’s not all!

“I couldn’t help but notice yester
day when I thought to unpack for her, 
that the initials on Mrs. Mayfield’s

bags were somebody else’s.” Her thin 
mouth was grim. “ ‘M. Y.’ they were. 
And her name’s Janet Mayfield, isn’t 
it?”

“Yes. But she probably borrowed 
them from someone. Really Mrs. 
Woodley—”

“1 thought of that,” said she. “But 
what do you think has happened 
now?” She drew a deep breath. 
“Those initials have been covered up! 
Somebody’s stuck postage stamps on 
them, and smeared them with ink. I 
just saw that when I took fresh 
towels to their bathroom. What do 
you think of that?”

He looked at her, impassively.
“I prefer not to think about it. It’s 

obviously none of our business, Mrs. 
Woodley.” His voice was firm.

“I only thought you should be told.”
She sniffed, tossed her head, and 

walked out.

Ha r v e y  b a y a r d  bit hts lip.
Her news had startled him more 

than he would admit. He arose and 
walked up and down. He was remem
bering odd little things he had noticed 
perhaps only with his subconscious 
mind, the day before. But they were 
suddenly coming back to him. Puz
zling bits of conversation between the 
Mayfields, the tail-ends of looks ex
changed between them. Could it be 
that Mrs. Mayfield was not Mayfield’s 
wife, after all ?

He stopped dead, thinking hard. 
Of course, it was none of his business 
if Mayfield were traveling with a 
woman not his wife. But if so, where 
was his wife, and why the deception 
of Dr. Estabrook? More important, 
as far as Bayard was concerned— 
who was this girl?

Suddenly he went to the telephone, 
and gave a New York City number.

“Get me Mr. Standish Cartwright. 
A person-to-person call, from Harvey 
Bayard.”

Minutes passed. As he waited, he 
speculated. If she were not Mayfield’s 
wife, and they were not occupying
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the same room for quite another rea
son than the insomnia excuse May- 
field had given . . .

“Hello, Stan? This is Harvey . . . 
I’m fine, thanks . . .  Look, Stan, you’ve 
got pull in the State Department. I 
want to get a copy of a passport 
photograph of a Mrs. Philip Mayfield, 
but the passport may be in her 
maiden name — Janet Gray, of 
Omaha. Got that? I’d be ever so 
much obliged, if you could rush it to 
me air-mail.” He hesitated. “It’s a 
legal matter, an establishment of 
identity for Mrs. Mayfield . . . 
Thanks, I’ll do the same for you 
sometime . . . When are you coming 
out to get a grizzly? . . . Fine! Thanks 
again.”

Harvey Bayard hung up. Thought
fully he pondered, then, making sure 
through the window that his guests 
were still down near the stables, he 
went to the Mayfields’ room.

He stepped in, tentatively, and 
looked at their luggage. What Mrs. 
Woodley had said about most of the 
bags was true. Only one—evidently 
Mayfield’s—had no initials at all. 
Then his eyes fell on the well-worn 
briefcase. Under its lock were 
stamped the initials “P. M.”

He heard a servant approaching 
and hastily tiptoed out of the room. 
For some unaccountable reason he 
felt cheerful, rather than not.

CHAPTER VII 

Suspicion

BAYARD rode up to the observa
tory with Peggy and Keith on 

horseback. When they entered, they 
found Dr. Estabrook not only out of 
bed, but seated in an armchair which 
was placed on a small platform on 
rollers at the telescope. His thin 
body was clad in a dressing gown, 
and his eye was glued to the view

finder. He looked up, smiling his wel
come.

“Good morning—good morning! 
You’ve come just in time to take a 
good look at Venus!”

“Do you study stars in the daytime, 
too?” asked Peggy surprised.

“Planets, yes, my dear. Both Venus 
and Mercury are best observed in the 
daytime. When they are high in the 
heavens, as they are now, there is a 
minimum of turbulence of atmosphere 
to distort the telescopic images.” He 
motioned to Peggy. “Take a look, 
Janet. What do you think of your 
rival?”

Peggy looked through the telescope.
“Why,” she exclaimed, amazed, 

“it’s as bright as the Star of Bethle
hem !”

“Some folks think that it was.” He 
chuckled. “We astronomers know that 
Venus was abnormally low in the 
eastern heavens in the year Four 
B. C., and Christ was born anywhere 
from Four to Twelve B. C. Anyway, 
there was an amazing triangular
shaped juxtaposition of Jupiter, 
Uranus and Mars, low in the eastern 
sky of Palestine, at about that time.

“The ancients were probably as 
amazed at the sight as we would be, 
and likely called the three shining 
planets so close together, a star. A 
friend of mine at the Berlin-Babels- 
berg Observatory in—”

“You’re supposed to be resting," 
Bayard broke in. “Why aren’t  you in 
bed? Holland knows the doctor 
said—”

“Holland doesn’t know I’m out," 
the old man admitted guiltily.

“You’re going straight back to 
bed,” said Bayard firmly. “Venus can 
wait.”

“I never keep ladies waiting,” said 
the professor, chuckling, but per
mitted himself to be returned to bed.

Peggy tucked him in. He smiled at 
her, patting her hand.

“It’s nonsense, of course, but I’ll 
admit I am tired. This altitude isn't 
the most desirable for my condition."
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“Then why stay up here, sir?” 
asked Keith.

Professor Estabrook shook his 
head, and set his jaws firmly.

“No,” he declared, “it’s impossible 
for me to leave the observatory now, 
even though I have full confidence in 
Holland, and know that he can do my 
work as well as I can—perhaps bet
ter, since he’s younger. No, I’m 
afraid”—the small sigh he gave 
seemed to be pitifully quivery, Peggy 
thought—“I suppose I am getting old, 
not needed much any more. Not with 
two assistants like Holland and Pres
cott. Why, Holland even knows as 
much about the coronagraph as I do 
myself.

“But”—his keen old eyes lighted 
up—“how can I leave now, when 
there’s to be a total eclipse of the sun 
on the eighteenth! Can you imagine 
me missing it, with this new telescope 
and camera to my hand? It’s im
portant, you know. A genuine eclipse 
is the only opportunity we have to 
prove whether light rays are deflected 
by a strong gravitational field, as 
Einstein says. I’m writing a paper on 
it.”

“Your health is worth a thousand 
papers,” insisted Bayard.

“Don’t worry, I’m going back East 
shortly, anyway, and taking these 
children with me.” He twinkled at 
Peggy. “You two are not ever going 
back to England, if I can help it. I’ve 
got plans for Philip, back in Boston.” 
He smiled at Bayard. “Which re
minds me—I want a private word 
with you, Harvey, before you leave."

“Have it now,” said Peggy quickly. 
“We want to look around.” She 
tucked her arm in Keith’s, with a 
bright smile, and led him out.

PEGGY and Keith left the observa
tory, and strolled over to the rock 

parapet along the edge of the clifflike 
drop to the pass.

“Look at that view!”
Peggy gestured downward, to 

where the forest edge at timberline

appeared like an unending shoreline 
as it swept away for miles along the 
steep and uneven sides of the moun
tains.

“Just think—we’re standing on the 
very summit of the Great Divide! I 
wonder how the pioneers felt when 
they first crossed it?”

“I suppose they knew that it meant 
leaving the past behind, too,” said 
Keith. “That it divided the old from 
the new, the past from the future.”

“Isn’t that what it means, for us, 
too, in a way?” she asked, thought
fully.

She was intensely aware of him, 
there beside her, and thrillingly it 
came to her, with a jarring shock to 
her complacency, that perhaps she 
didn’t want the new, after all—what
ever it might be—-if that should mean 
leaving Keith Webster somewhere be
hind with the old.

“Our Continental Divide is back 
there in Kansas,” he told her, frown
ing.

She looked at him, her eyes a ques
tion.

“You ought to be glad you came,” 
she told him sternly. “Didn’t you 
hear what the professor said? He has 
plans for you. I wonder what they 
are?”

“Sounds like a good job, of some 
sort,” Keith said, and his lips twisted 
a little wryly. “Maybe he wouldn’t 
want me to have it, though, if he 
didn’t believe I’d already done my bit 
in this awful world mess. If he knew 
that I haven’t been in any man’s 
army, yet, why—”

“He could give you a wonderful 
job, though,” Peggy insisted. “Mr. 
Bayard says the professor owns large 
blocks of stock in some of New Eng
land’s biggest companies—stuff he in
herited—and they have war contracts 
now. Maybe this is just that ‘oppor
tunity’ you were talking about. 
Maybe you were right to take a 
chance.”

“And what about you?" lie de
manded.



40 POPULAR LOVE

“What do you mean?” Peggy gave 
him a sidelong look.

‘Harvey Bayard. You know what I 
mean. You know he’s gone off the 
deep end about you. I can tell the 
way he looks at you.”

“Can you, now?” she asked inno
cently.

“He’s a gentleman all right—the 
perfect host, and all that sort of 
tiling." Keith paused, scowling. “But 
th ere’s the wolf underneath. He’s one 
of those wealthy men-about-town 
types. If he knew you weren’t my 
wife—’*

“You don’t think he’d want to 
marry me?”

“He might, if you played your 
cards right.” Keith shrugged, but his 
jaw was set. “After all, you’re a 
beautiful girl, and you’re clever. You 
could probably land him.”

‘ You think he’s worth landing?” 
she listed sweetly.

Unaccountably, she was suddenly 
furiously angry with Keith. And as 
angry with herself.

“ By all means,” Keith flung at her, 
“He’s rich—his law firm is one of 
those family affairs that have been 
handling Back Bay trust funds for 
generations,” His face set, he did not 
look at her. “Bayard seems made to 
order for you, doesn’t  he? At that, 
even Ames or Childs would do in a 
pinch.”

Peggy’s lovely face hardened.
“We didn’t  exactly come to Colo

rado for the ride, did we ?” she asked 
levelly,

'No, we didn’t,” Keith said shortly.
He seemed relieved, Peggy thought, 

when Bayard appeared, just then, to 
summon them within.

T HEY returned the next day and 
the next, their visits becoming 

longer each time. They came to grow 
very fond of the white-thatched old 
scientist with the birdlike eyes. It 
would have been hard not to, for he 
was always so happy to see them. 
Peggy nursed him, waited on him,

catered to him, and Keith helped her, 
as much as he was permitted.

Estabrook loved to talk about the 
past—particularly about Philip May- 
field’s mother—and they learned all 
the exact details they needed to know 
about the Mayfields, merely by listen
ing, with here and there a tactful 
word inserted that was more a re
mark than a question. That was how 
they learned that Philip Mayfield’s 
sister had died when a child.

Peggy and Keith looked at each 
other with faint relief in their eyes as 
they heard that. One less hurdle to 
face.

Peggy, particularly, was enjoying 
herself these days. They rode the 
mountain trails and picnicked, began 
to tan in the hot Western sun, and 
slept like logs at night in the winey 
mountain air.

Her personal relationships grew 
more intriguing daily. Ames and 
Childs paid her gallant compliments. 
Harvey Bayard, under her subtle en
couragement, gave every sign of be
coming more and more interested. 
And daily Keith grew more jealous. 
Of the three, the last, oddly enough, 
gratified Peggy the most.

If there was any flaw at all, it was 
caused by her own restlessness at 
such times as Keith would leave her 
and go off alone on long treks over 
the mountains, carrying a hunting 
rifle, and with a dog following him. 
He seemed to get satisfaction out of 
those trips, glad to leave Peggy to her 
swains.

When he would come back, she 
would be glad to see him—so glad— 
but she wouldn’t let him know that. 
He was usually abstracted at such 
times, too; thoughtful. Almost as if 
he were disappointed in something. 
Was he disappointed, too, in this 
Peggy Young, who was pretending to 
be his wife?

Bayard had purchased the cot, and 
now Keith was sleeping in the dress
ing room off Peggy’s bedroom. It was 
a situation that was at once embar
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rassing, and piquant, and both knew 
it.

One night, Keith, unable to sleep, 
reached up and turned the handle of 
the door between the two rooms, 
opened it. The moonlight was stream
ing through their windows onto the 
floor.

“Are you asleep?” he asked.
“No,” said Peggy, softly. “Are 

you ?”
“No. It’s this moonlight, 1 think.”

For a moment there was silence, as 
they lay in their respective beds, in
visible to each other, yet only a few 
feet apai't.

“If you weren’t  supposed to be 
married,” Keith finally said, “you 
could be out in that romantic moon
light, working on Bayard. It’s a 
shame to have your style cramped 
like this.”

“I’ve thought of that,” she told him 
coolly, and smiled in the dark. “Tell
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“I can see the moon from where I 
lie,” said Peggy. “It looks like a face 
in the sky. A sort of surprised, ques
tioning face.”

“It’s a dead, dry world, without 
wind or water or sound,” Keith said 
shortly. “The professor says so. He 
says it’s so near, that with modern 
telescopes we could see objects the size 
of Grand Central Station, if we 
wanted to.”

“Who wants to?” asked Peggy. 
“Leave a maiden some illusions, can’t 
you?”

me, Keith, do you ever think much of 
your old girl, any more?”

“Not for days,” he admitted, with 
some surprise. “How about you? 
Don’t forget you almost as good as 
told me there was a guy in New York 
who had given our Nell the run
around.”

“There’s nothing as dead as a dead 
love. Tripe, maybe, but true, thank 
heaven." She gave an audible sigh. 
“I love it out here, don’t you?”

“You girls get over things quickly, 
don’t }ou?” His voice was annoyed.
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“Only a few days ago you were run
ning away from New York be
cause—”

“That was several days ago. We 
women are realists, my fine-feathered 
friend. It’s you men who are the 
romantics.” She wondered if he be
lieved her, listened for his answer. 
“Don’t you think so?”

“I never thought about it,” said 
Keith, shortly. “Good-night!”

He reached up and closed the door. 
Peggy stared at the moon for a 

long time. Could it be that Keith was 
falling in love with her? Did she 
really want him to? Her heart said 
one thing but—well, hadn’t she vowed 
that never again would she listen to 
her heart? She wondered if she 
would. She fell asleep, wondering.

CHAPTER VIII 

Seen in the Stars

HARVEY BAYARD, the next day, 
suggested that the Mayfields ride 

up to the observatory on their daily 
visit without him. They knew the 
trail well, by now, and he wanted to 
stay home and wait for the mail to be 
brought from town. He was growing 
more impatient to hear from the 
friend whom he had telephoned in the 
East. With mixed emotions Bayard 
watched them ride away on the pinto 
mountain ponies, which with their 
riding kit, he had loaned them. A 
wary bachelor of long standing, and 
a man of the world, he still was close 
to earth enough to realize that there 
was no controlling certain of the 
human emotions.

‘He was falling in love with the girl 
he knew as Janet Mayfield. It was a 
pulse-quickening, yet by no means 
comfortable, sensation. If she were 
Mayfield’s wife—-was she in love with 
her husband? No one knew better 
than a lawyer like himself, how often

wives fell out of love with their hus
bands, to eventually marry other 
men.

And if she were not Mayfield’s 
wife, as Mrs. Woodley so sourly sus
pected, then who was she? And why 
was she here? Philip Mayfield had 
brought her, of course, and if she was 
not married to him it had been for 
some reason not quite clear to a man- 
of-the-world, as proved by those in
cidents of the couch and the cot in the 
dressing room.

The objects of his thoughts reached 
a bend in the road, and turned to 
wave to him, before they rounded it. 
He waved back, his face expression
less. Then he heard a motor laboring 
up the mountain road. He saw his 
own car approaching, with Bill at the 
wheel, back from town with the mail.

Ten minutes later Bayard was 
eagerly opening the air-mail-stamped 
letter for which he had been waiting. 
There was a small photographic re
production in the envelope. He 
snatched it out, and held it up to the 
light. The first glance was enough to 
tell him the indubitable truth. The 
photograph was definitely not that of 
the girl who had ridden away with 
Philip Mayfield.

Smiling cynically, Harvey Bayard 
studied the picture, curiously. Al
though the real Mrs. Philip Mayfield 
was attractive, she was by no means 
as pretty as the false one.

“That explains part of it,” Bayard 
muttered. Staring at the picture, he 
thought idly: “I wonder where she is 
now?”

Still wondering, Bayard went re
flectively into the lodge. As he moved 
along, he took out his friend’s letter 
and, with the action, a second small 
photograph tumbled into his palm. It 
was also a passport photograph—that 
of a man. He looked at it intently. It 
was the picture of an utter stranger. 
He turned it over, and saw scrawled 
on the back in Cartwright’s hand
writing, the notation:

This is Philip Mayfield’s picture. The
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State Department sent them both, so am 
sending it along.

The lawyer stopped short, flab
bergasted, So they were both im
postors !

His jaw set, and a hard gleam came 
into his eyes. He would deal with the 
man, at least, summarily!

The first thought that flashed into 
his mind, naturally, with his country 
at war, was the one word—spy! This 
man who had been posing as Philip 
Mayfield had had the run of the 
observatory, as isolated and well 
guarded as it was.

But that didn’t make sense. Of 
course, the weather reports were im
portant, vitally important, to the 
Government and the conduct of the 
war, but this man or any other 
couldn’t get them or learn a thing by 
just walking around looking at the 
eoronagraph. And Bayard could 
swear the fellow hadn’t even been any 
too near the thing.

Besides—well, there was some
thing about this man who was posing 
as Mayfield that told Harvey Bayard 
that the fellow was a true American, 
of good American stock. It must be 
some other game than a spy game 
that these two were playing. But 
what ?

Then Bayard’s native caution as
serted itself. He would put detec
tives to work before he took any 
steps; find out what had happened, 
check up on the real Mayfields. He 
would play with his male guest as a 
cat does with a mouse.

As for his “wife” . . . Bayard’s 
eyes took on a faraway look. This 
was a complicated business! But an 
intriguing one.

Thoughtfully, H a r v e y  Bayard 
walked into his house. He had plenty 
of‘long-distance telephoning to do.. . .

KEITH and Peggy rode leisurely 
up the mountain, close to the 

wide and silent sky, saying little, pre
tending to be absorbed in the scenery. 
The night before Peggy had stayed

up late, playing bridge with Bayard 
and Ames and Childs. Keith, who de
tested bridge, and had felt himself de 
trop anyway, had gone early to bed, 
but not to sleep. He had heard the 
echoes of their laughter and badinage 
as they played, and had heard her 
later, come in and go to bed.

Both had lain awake far into the 
night, on either side of that closed 
dressing-room door, staring through 
their windows at the moon climbing 
over the Rockies. Acutely aware, in
tensely conscious of each other and 
the door between. . . .

There was a cluster of clouds mass
ing overhead, but sunlight still, where 
they rode, and bright sunshine on the 
pioneer trees, rusty cliffs and far-off 
waterfalls, below.

They rode on, toward the summit, 
leaving timberline behind, and sud
denly, like a bowl of water inverted 
in the sky by a giant hand the rain 
came down. A few drops, a brief 
drizzle, a downpour, then a veritable 
deluge.

The two pinto ponies stopped dead, 
and Peggy and Keith slipped off them 
almost automatically. Keith saw a 
cavelike depression under an arch of 
rock not far away, and pointed.

“Run for that cave!”
The very heavens seemed to open, 

just then, and the two let go their 
horses’ reins and scrambled across 
the rocky terrain toward the cave 
refuge. As they reached its shelter, 
soaked and panting, they heard the 
pounding of hoofs and turned, in 
time to see their ponies loping off 
down the trail, bridle-reins dangling.

“They’re running away!” Keith 
swore whole-heartedly. “I’ll never 
catch them, now!”

“Don’t w o r r  y—they’re ‘return 
horses’, and know the way back. But 
I guess we’ll have to walk from here 
up to—” Peggy suddenly gave a lit
tle scream, and clutched at him. 
“Look out!”

Taking her into his arms, almost 
automatically, Keith whirled about.
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Just above them, on a narrow ledge 
along the mountainside, a wild Rocky 
Mountain sheep appeared, coming to
ward them. It was a ram, with huge 
curving horns, its coat heavy with 
rain, its little eyes fierce.

Even as Keith caught sight of it, 
miraculously skimming upon the bare 
surface of the mountain wall, it came 
on, its wicked little hoofs flashing, 
seemingly about to jump down upon 
them.

Peggy, frightened by the unex
pected apparition, burrowed against 
Keith’s chest, her arms around his 
neck. Even as Keith twisted himself 
about, to protect her with his body, 
the ram jumped. He sailed out into 
watery space, and disappeared.

“It’s all right—-he’s gone!” Keith 
gulped. He patted her back.

“Are you—sure ?” she mumbled.
She lifted her face, still clinging 

to him, and their eyes met. He was 
suddenly aware of her soaked, slim 
figure in his arms, of her lovely wet 
face close to his own.

Keith’s arm tightened, almost with
out volition. He kissed her. Softly, 
at first, then hard, possessively, as if 
he had been hungry, starving, for 
that touch of his lips on hers. Peggy 
did not resist. She only went limp, 
for a moment, in his arms, then 
quietly pushed him away. She was 
faintly smiling.

“What-a-man Webster!” she said 
sardonically, and pushed the wet hair 
back from her forehead. Her eyes 
did not meet his, though for inwardly 
she was shaken to the core of her 
being. “What about that platonic 
pact of ours?”

Keith colored. He could still taste 
her rain-wet lips, in memory, and was 
confused as he had never thought he 
could be:

“I’m sorry,” said he stiffly.
“Are you sure you didn’t plant that 

prehistoric beast up there?” she in
quired, and laughed unsteadily. “I 
never was so frightened in all my 
life!"

“I was kind of startled myself,” he 
admitted, not looking at her either. 
“This must be the daily cloudburst 
Bayard spoke of. Didn’t  he say it 
lasts an hour?”

“Yes, and we’ll catch our deaths 
of cold if we stay here soaked as we 
are, and wait for it to stop raining. 
Why don’t  we walk the rest of the 
way to the Observatory? It’s not 
far.”

“I was going to suggest that,” he 
told her.

They waited until the downpour 
slackened down into a steady rain, 
then made their way through it to 
the trail. They began to walk up the 
mountain, bending against the rain. 
At the next turn of the road, they 
saw the dome of the Observatory 
against the lowering sky, perhaps a 
quarter of a mile above them.

Soon Keith was forced to lend 
Peggy a hand, scrambling up inclines 
as they made short-cuts. It was a 
warm rain, and they were not cold, 
but they were soaking wet and 
winded, long before they reached the 
summit, still hand in hand.

UPON their arrival, the professor 
discovered their condition, with 

shocked surprise, and bustled around 
like a motherly hen, getting them out 
of their wet clothes into dry ones, 
and making them hot toddies. Esta- 
brook was quite himself again, and 
told them that they must stay for 
dinner and have a real visit with him. 
He would send word to the lodge, and 
they could drive back themselves in 
the Observatory truck.

After dinner, Professor Estabrook 
took them to the great telescope, had 
the section in the roof slid open, and 
showed them the spring heavens. 
The immense black bowl of the sky 
was studded with millions of stars, 
seemingly close enough to be touched.

And as the professor lovingly dis
closed their wonders, making the 
firmament come romantically to life, 
Peggy forgot the inner conflict that
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had been tormenting her all after
noon. She, like Keith, watched and 
listened, fascinated, as they walked 
with the old astronomer down the 
luminescent Milky Way, heard him 
tell of fallen meteors, of comets that 
had astounded civilizations.

“But what do you astronomers see 
up there that’s really new?” asked 
Keith, and the professor smiled.

“Nowadays,” he said, “with our 
powerful telescopes we see suns that 
glow and fade as if some hand were 
turning up or down an impossibly 
immense gas-flame. We see double 
stars with revolutions so complicated 
that even the mathematicians are 
stumped. We measure masses and 
luminosities at a distance so great 
that we must use light years!” His 
voice grew faraway.

“And we ask ourselves questions: 
What is the grand plan, behind all 
those billions of stars? Where are 
we headed? How long will it be be
fore we can catch a faint glimmer of 
the truth?”

“But science must have discovered 
something!” cried Peggy.

“Well, for one thing, Shaplow of 
Harvard who diagrammed the Milky 
Way, has concluded that, just as our 
planets revolve around our sun, so the 
whole visible universe is revolving 
around some remote, invisible, un
knowable center—some stupendous 
Immensity with a gravitational clutch 
so powerful that our whole system 
cannot escape it.” He walked up and 
clown, animatedly.

“But that’s not all. The modem 
astronomer says that not only is our 
earth not the center of the solar sys
tem, but that the solar system is far 
from the center of the universe, that 
it is not the ‘center’ of anything, and 
matters about as much as a speck of 
dust on a plate-glass window.”

“But what is the center, then?” 
demanded Keith.

Estabrook shrugged.
“Who knows? According to Ein

stein, there is a definite limit to the

size and mass of a star, so something 
besides an impossibly gigantic sun 
must be at that unseen place. It is 
that incomprehensible cosmo—that 
Great Plan—for which we are eter
nally seeking.” He repeated, “The 
Great Plan.”

“It makes you dizzy to try to think 
of it!” said Keith.

“It also makes one realize, my boy, 
how unimportant are the things we 
humans consider important!” said 
Estabrook, gently.

“It makes you feel awfully insig
nificant,” said Peggy. “Tell me, do 
you think the stars really affect our 
lives?”

“You’re talking about astrology, 
my dear—not astronomy. How much 
truth there is in astrology, I don’t 
know.” He twinkled at her. “We 
scientists never state a thing is true, 
you know, until we’re sure. But my 
dear, I do believe that the only thing 
that can most affect one’s life is one
self. Each of us is the sum of our 
living, or habits we’ve formed. And 
inherited traits can’t be changed.”

“Do you mean that if a man had 
his life to live over again, and decided 
he would not make the same mistakes 
that he couldn't do it?” asked Keith.

“I doubt it.” The astronomer 
chuckled. “We bad an old gardener 
when I was a boy, w’ho used to say 
that if everyone in the world could 
hang their troubles on a fence, and 
wrere then given their choice of ex
changing their own troubles for 
somebody else’s, t h a t  eventually 
they’d take back their own again.” 
His face wrinkled as he smiled. “But 
there’s the pedagogue in me—lectur
ing again!”

“But suppose the world won’t give 
you a fair break, when you’re will
ing to play the game fair, yourself?” 
Peggy said earnestly. She looked at 
Keith, and away again. “What then?”

“Life only gives you what you give 
life, child,” he told her. “Be your
self, dear Janet—and be happy. Make 
Philip happy. For happiness with the
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one you love”—there was nostalgia in 
his voice—“is the only thing worth
while on this planet. Money—glory 
—material things. If only you young 
people could realize how unimportant 
they are!”

He caught himself, and smiled at 
Peggy, and patted her hand, pater
nally.

“Don’t worry, my dear. Philip is 
going to be more than successful—a 
husband for any wife to be proud of. 
Meeting you two has been like dis
covering a son and daughter. And I 
am going to take a foster-parent’s 
privilege by giving you a worthwhile 
start in life. A selfish idea, I admit, 
but it will keep you near me.” He 
smiled from one to the other.

“One of the largest textile firms in 
Boston, Philip, is holding open a fine 
job for you, a position with a sub
stantial salary and an opportunity for 
rapid advancement. Harvey Bayard, 
as my attorney, has arranged it.” 

“But, Professor—”
Keith was embarrassed, had never 

been so much so in his life. There 
was such a lot he wanted to tell this 
kindly old man, such a lot now that 
he ought to know. But how could he? 
Besides, his hands were tied, as com
pletely as if he were physically 
strapped to his chair.

“I’ll tell you the details some other 
time, my boy.” The professor cov
ered a yawn, and smiled apologeti
cally. “The altitude seems to make 
me tire very easily these days. If 
you children will forgive me, I think 
I’d better retire early tonight.”

The were instantly solicitous, in
sisting on saying good night then and 
there.

“Harvey Bayard said something 
about taking us on a hunting trip for 
a day or two,” Peggy remembered. 
“Would you mind, Professor?” 

“Certainly not, child. Go, by all 
means! But don’t forget to be back 
by the eighteenth—that’s Friday. 
You’ll want to witness the eclipse 
of the sun with us.” Again he smiled

at them. “After that, we’ll go East. 
You’ll like living in Boston, my dear. 
I’ve a huge barn of a house in Back- 
Bay that’s been lonely long enough.” 

Impulsively Peggy kissed him, and 
Keith wrung his hand. They said 
their good nights, then, and went out 
into the starlit evening.

CHAPTER IX 

“I Happen to Know—”

AS PEGGY walked over to the rock 
parapet, her mind was full of 

confusions and contradictions, her 
emotions in a state of flux. The old 
astronomer’s remarks had impressed 
her deeply, made her wonder if he 
were not right, after all, and she and 
Keith wrong.

Too, she was in a mood to be ro
mantic. Keith’s kiss that afternoon 
had stirred her strangely, and Peggy 
was not a girl to be affected easily 
by a kiss. It had brought to the sur
face, at least for her to recognize, all 
the stirrings of her recalcitrant heart 
that seemed bent on making her won
der what it would be like to be in his 
arms, to feel his lips on hers.

Now she knew. But she must fight 
it. Then, there had been the strange 
magnetism between the two of them, 
since she had known him.

“I feel like a heel,” Keith, beside 
her, told Peggy abruptly.

Peggy nodded.
“I know. But badly as we feel, 

we’re really doing him a kindness. 
He would have taken the truth about 
the Mayfields—the accident—very 
hard.” She was silent a moment. 
“Keith,” she plunged ahead then, to 
say abruptly, “I want you to know 
that I appreciate the way you’ve 
behaved since we learned that we’re 
supposed to be married. Other men 
might have tried to—well, be sticky!” 

He stared into space.
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“Today on the mountain, when I 
kissed you—” He hesitated.

“Yes?” she said softly.
“I suppose I ought to apologize. 

But I’m not really sorry I did it.”
She was pleased, but masked her 

pleasure. That would be no way to 
tight the tender feeling she was de
termined to conquer.

“Why not?” she said.
“Because I liked it,” Keith ad

mitted, grimly. “You were so soft 
and beautiful. That is, you seemed so 
frightened—” He corrected himself, 
trying to sound unconcerned, but 
knew that fell flat. “Oh, what’s the 
use! What difference does it make, 
anyway ?”

Peggy smiled a small enigmatic 
smile, and lifted her lovely young face 
to the firmament. It was a moonless 
night, and the stars were like so 
many brilliant electric bulbs, the 
Milky Way a silver neon sign span
ning the enchanted heavens.

“Look at the stars!” Her white 
face was silver in the starlight. “Tele
scopes and mathematics are all very 
well for astronomers. But I’ll take 
the stars’ romance for mine.”

Keith smiled indulgently. His head 
was reeling, his heart pounding, be
cause of her nearness, but he was 
lighting to disguise it.

“There’s the North Star up there,” 
lie indicated. “See the Big Dipper 
pointing at it?”

She pointed to another.
“Venus,” she said. “That’s my 

star. The professor said so the other 
day. Remember?”

“He also said it was a planet, not 
a star,” he reminded her.

“There you go, being technical! 
You haven’t  any romance in your 
soul!”

“Haven’t I?" he exclaimed fiercely.
He looked at her, and she looked 

back at him, mockery in her eyes, the 
soft starlight on her face. She seemed 
to be almost waiting. His lips tight
ened.

“No, you’re right,” he said, “I

haven’t. And you should leave ro
mance in the ash-can, too, if you 
know what’s good for you. Have you 
forgotten your resolutions so soon?”

Peggy was silent for the space of a 
full moment.

“Thanks for reminding me.” She 
turned, with an abrupt movement, 
just in time to see a fiery flash in the 
sky, just above the Observatory 
dome. “Look!” she exclaimed invol
untarily. “There’s a shooting star!”

“Did you make a wish?” he asked 
with a wry little grin.

Peggy shook her head.
“No, I think I’ll personally attend 

to making my wishes come true, my 
fine-feathered friend. . . . It’s getting 
late. We’d better be going, hadn't 
we?”

They got into the Observatory 
truck, and drove down the mountain, 
off the Great Divide. Peggy said little 
all the way home. The mockery was 
gone from her eyes—but so was the 
stardust. . . .

THE Peggy who started off on the 
hunting trip in the mountains the 

next day was not the girl who had 
dreamed under the stars the night 
before. It was the new Peggy, the 
sensible Peggy who has listened to 
Keith’s scheme on that memorable 
night in Kansas City, and had been 
impressed by the urging that for her 
there might be a second chance.

The others might be out to shoot 
grizzlies and wild Rocky Mountain 
big-horn sheep, but Peggy was se
cretly out for bigger game. With her 
lovely lips set in determination, she 
meant to make the most of these three 
days of propinquity, as the only 
woman in a party of admiring males, 
to win Harvey Bayard.

Like the others, she carried an ex
press rifle—she even managed to 
bring down a black bear the second 
day—but her real weapons, though 
secret were far more potent. A wom
an's silken weapons, craftily used. 

Only Keith, watching her, knew
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what was going on, and Peggy knew 
that he knew. It made her use those 
weapons a lavish godmother had 
given her with an almost savage 
pleasure.

Even without the little drama that 
was being played out, beneath the 
surface, the hunting trip, from the 
beginning, proved as exciting as any 
girl could have hoped for. Here 
Peggy was, in the most rugged sec
tion of the Continental Divide, and 
the majestic scenery, the unbelievable 
sunrises and sunsets, offered ever- 
new marvels.

Each morning Peggy awoke and 
got from her sleeping bag with the 
exhilarating feeling that fresh excite
ment was ahead for the day. And she 
was not disappointed.

Peggy, like the rest, slept snugly 
in a sleeping bag, but Bayard had 
also provided her with a little tent, 
which she occupied alone. Though 
she and Keith were supposed to be 
married, he managed so that he slept 
outside with the others.

There was a coolness between them 
that grew, with the days. Bayard 
suspected it, however, but even he did 
not realize that Peggy deliberately 
wanted him to do that. She was man
aging to be in his company most of 
the time; prettily letting him show 
her how to handle firearms properly, 
letting him teach her how to track, 
learning from him, rather than from 
Chester, the guide, how to make flap- 
jacks for breakfast, and properly 
grill fresh-caught fish.

She was, incidentally, enjoying her
self immensely. And, with the per
verseness of a woman, she knew that 
not the least of her enjoyment was 
seeing Keith’s glowering face. He 
didn’t  know much about women, she 
thought.' He couldn’t  hide his jeal
ousy.

Nights, they dined on bear steaks 
and venison before a roaring fire, 
and yarned.

Bayard, who had been coming to 
Colorado for years, told them of path

less forests, of unvisited gorges, un
named lakes, unknown localities; of 
Specimen Mountain that was a dead 
volcano, of geologists working in the 
glacier meadows nearby on glacial 
records and lakes, studying the mo
raines and uncovering the stories of 
two separate ice ages.

Chester, the guide, hard-bitten and 
garrulous, told them of snowslides 
and forest fires he had known; spoke 
affectionately of the tricks played by 
the thaws with the yearly coming of 
the warm, westerly Chinook wind. He 
had a wealth of anecdotes of Indians 
and pioneers—of Arapahoes, Sho
shones, Blackfeet and Cheyennes, of 
Kit Carson and John C. Fremont.

ON THE afternoon of the last day 
of their hunting trip, they went 

bear-hunting and separated in cou
ples, not far from each other, yet out 
of ear-shot. Bayard and Peggy en
sconced themselves in a thicket 
among some rocks.

From where they sat, she could 
just make out Keith in his own hid
ing-place with Chester, the guide, 
across the clearing. She saw Keith 
look toward her, several times, and 
smiled inwardly.

She turned, to find Bayard looking 
at her with an oddly smiling expres
sion. She smiled back, tentatively.

“Do you know, you’re a very" beau
tiful girl, Janet.” He was looking at 
her with a curious intentness.

“And what am I to say to that?” 
she laughed. “Except thank you?” 

“If you weren’t married to some
body else,” he told her, lightly, but 
with an undercurrent she felt, “there 
are many things I would love to say 
to you myself.”

Peggy’s eyes met his, then dropped. 
“That’s sweet of you,” she mur

mured, but her heart was pounding, 
half with elation, half with fear. Was 
his declaration on the verge? Did she 
really want it? Should she inveigle it 
from him? A strange reluctance 
touched her.
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“I’ll bet you say that to all the 
married women you know,” she said, 
with a forced light laugh. “It’s so 
safe!”

“I wouldn’t  say that exactly,” Ba
yard said slowly. “You see, my dear, 
I happen to know that you’re not 
Janet Mayfield.”

Peggy went cold all over. Slowly 
she turned her head to look at him, 
the color drained from her face. And 
she saw, at once, that there was no 
use in denial.

“You—said—”
“I know that you’re not Philip’s 

wife,” he went on, matter-of-factly. 
“Where she is, I don’t know. But I 
know that you’re not the Janet Gray 
he married.” He smiled. “Who are 
you, anyway?”

Peggy drew a deep breath, com
pounded partly of relief, and oddly 
that relief was not for herself at all. 
At least, he did not suspect Keith!

“So you know I’m not—Janet.”
She moistened her lips, She was 

a little frightened now, but somehow 
she must see it through, no matter 
what he thought. After all, she had 
wished this on herself. She couldn’t 
blame Keith. She was a free moral 
agent—still an American, free, white 
and twenty-one.

“How do you know that?” she 
asked slowly.

“I took the liberty of sending for 
Janet Mayfield’s passport picture,” 
Bayard admitted. “Something hap
pened that made me suspicious.”

“Wasn’t that rather rude?” she de
manded. “Suppose I had been—”

He nodded, smilingly.
“Yes, it was. But don't forget that 

I’m Dr. Estabrook’s lawyer. It was 
my duty to clear up my—doubts.” 
He hesitated. “Why Philip brought 
you here, I don’t quite understand. 
If he were in love with you, or acted 
like it, I’d understand. But I happen 
to know—”

“You happen to know a great deal, 
don’t  you?” she asked him, defiantly.

He smiled faintly.

“At least, I know all about his 
sleeping on the couch in the lounge, 
the first night you two came,” he 
told her. “And why he wanted the 
extra bedroom.” He looked away. “I 
don’t  exactly understand, but I’ll ad
mit I was glad it was that way, after 
I realized another truth.”

“Why?” she asked, her throbbing 
voice low. “What truth?”

“That I happen to have fallen in 
love with you,” Harvey Bayard said 
evenly. “I wouldn’t have told you 
this, or even admitted it to myself, 
if I had thought you were married to 
Philip. That’s what I meant, saying 
I was glad.”

“Isn’t that rather unwise?”

PEGGY found herself regretful, 
rather than triumphant, and she 

should have been overjoyed, she tried 
to tell herself angrily. Wasn’t this 
what she had been angling for?

“Unwise?” she repeated. “Falling 
in love with a stranger? And one 
who turned out to be an impostor?” 

“Preposterous, if my Puritan an
cestors had anything to say about it,” 
he agreed calmly. “But they haven’t. 
Neither have I, for that matter. It 
just—happened.”

“But you don’t  know me, Harvey!” 
she protested. “You do know I’m an 
impostor, but what else? I may be a 
—a—-crook, a criminal—anything— 
for all you know!”

He flashed her an odd look.
“That’s quite true. But you also 

happen to be the loveliest girl I ever 
met. And the only one I’ve ever met 
that I find I would want to marry.” 
He smiled his peculiar smile again. 
“Since that happens to be true, there 
are some things I’m afraid you’ll have 
to tell me.” He hesitated, then shot 
his bolt.

“Perhaps it’s best we completely 
understand each other. You see, I’ve 
been partly pretending. I know more 
than I’ve told you. I also know that 
‘Philip Mayfield' isn’t Philip May- 
field. That you’re both impostors.
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Peggy caught a sharp, quivering 
breath, and her face turned paper- 
white this time. Her heai’t seemed 
to stand still. Keith! He knew about 
Keith!

She was more upset by his discov
ery that Keith was not Philip May- 
field than by Bayard’s confessed 
knowledge that she, herself, "was sail
ing under false colors.

“You—know—” she quavered.
He nodded.
“Yes. I’m sure of what I say. But 

I’ll have the proof in a few days. The 
most important fact I want to know 
now is—why? Hadn’t  you better tell 
me the whole truth now?”

PEGGY drew a long breath. There 
was nothing to do, she saw, but 

tell him. It did not seem such a diffi
cult thing to do now, not after his 
declaration of love for her.

It was almost with relief, then, 
that she poured out the whole story 
to him, there in the sun-dappled 
thicket on the mountainside, within 
almost plain view of the unrealizing 
Keith. Bayard listened intently, his 
eyes on her lovely face.

“And there you have it,” she fin
ished, and drew a great sigh. “I’m 
glad you know.”

“So that’s how it is,” said Bayard. 
He hesitated a long moment, his 

eyes impersonal as he studied her, 
saw the truth in her own clear eyes. 
There was silence in the clearing.

“Are you going to tell the profes
sor?” she finally asked, in a small 
voice. That was what she really 
dreaded.

Bayard shook his head, quickly. 
“Not for a while, perhaps, until he 

is completely well. It would be too 
great a shock for him to know about 
the real Philip Mayfield’s death.” His 
eyes were opaque as he looked at her. 
“You realize, of course, that I could 
have Keith jailed as an impostor, 
nevertheless, on the grounds of in
tent to fraud?”

Peggy shivered.

“You wouldn’t  do that!” she cried. 
^ “I don’t know. It’s my duty, as 
Estabrook’s attorney.”

“But the poor boy didn’t mean 
actually to. . . . Oh, I know—you 
surely must know that all he was 
looking for was that ‘opportunity’ he 
was talking about so vaguely, and—” 

“What happens to Keith depends 
entirely on you—er—Janet,” he cut 
in coolly.

“What do you mean?” she de
manded, her eyes wide, startled.

“I’ve my duty to my client, of 
course. But on the other hand, there’s 
—what I feel for you.”

“Yes?” she breathed.
“Promise to marry me,” Harvey 

Bayard said slowly, “and I’ll drop the 
whole matter. Help your friend Web
ster get a good job, even. But if you 
don’t. . . . ”

She stared at him, swallowing 
hard.

“You’re threatening me?”
He shook his head, quickly.
“Not in the least. I love you, and 

I want you as my wife. Everything’s 
fair in love and war. I’m only taking 
an advantage—a lover’s advantage!” 

His lips were smiling, but in his 
eyes was firm determination.

“Think it over, dear. Carefully. 
But you must give me your word of 
honor that you won’t breathe a word 
to Webster, under any circumstance, 
that I know his real identity. By the 
same token, I won’t let him know 
that I suspect anything.”

Peggy gave him her word. Any
thing to help Keith, tc protect Keith!

“But it looks as if it were only be
ginning!” she wailed to herself.

The words of her promise to Ba
yard were still echoing when there 
was a noise in the clearing. Turning 
quickly, she saw a black bear lumber 
out into the sunlight. Even as she 
exclaimed, Bayard, b e s i d e  her, 
swiftly put his gun to his shoulder, 
drew bead, and fired, pumping sev
eral shots into the animal’s body. It 
fell to the ground, clawing and roar-
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mg', dripping dark,-red blood.
“I’m sorry, darling!” Bayard said 

penitently. “I shot before I thought. 
That should have been your bear,” 
He smiled at her. “I simply couldn't 
resist it!”

She saw the cold light in his eyes, 
and shivered, despite herself. What 
he couldn’t resist, he got, she thought, 
forlornly.

Without a word, she went out into 
the clearing to meet the others, who 
had come running at sound of the 
shots. To meet Keith, with eyes 
averted.

CHAPTER X 

Problem—And a Shock

FOR the rest of that day, Bayard 
wag the quintessence of courtesy 

to both Keith and Peggy. She went 
around in a fog, her mind engrossed. 
So much had happened—and Keith 
was blissfully ignorant of it all! She 
ached to tell him, yet there was her 
word, given to Bayard. She dared 
not break it, for many reasons.

That night they lounged about the 
campfire near a small lake somewhere 
above Glacier Gorge. Chester, who 
had resurrected an ancient guitar, 
was singing to his own accompani
ment a dolorous rendition of “When 
It’s Springtime in the Rockies,” as

sisted in the chorus by Ames and 
Childs.

Bayard, who had excused himself, 
was sitting apart from the rest, bus
ily writing by lantern-light. Peggy, 
watching him, apprehensively won
dered what it was he was writing.

Keith had disappeared. Peggy 
could not help but wonder where he 
had gone. This was the third or 
fourth time he had done a disappear
ance act on this trip. Was she to 
blame? Had she goaded him so, in 
accepting Harvey Bayard’s atten
tions, that he couldn’t stand it any
more, and had to go off alone? Per
haps to get her out of his system?

That would be best, of course, but 
wildly Peggy didn’t want him to. And 
she did wish she knew where he had 
gone.

Peggy stared dreamily into the fire, 
as she listened to the nostalgic song. 
Not only was she wondering where 
Keith could be, but she was thinking 
of the new problem of Harvey Bayard 
and Keith, of Bayard’s declaration, 
and half-veiled threat.

When she had told her story to 
Bayard she had somehow not been 
able to bring herself to tell him that 
she had come on this adventure with 
Keith for anything more than the 
adventure—that the truth of the mat
ter was, that, being disillusioned with 
romance, she had wanted to marry 
for money.

Had he guessed that, anyway?
[ T urn  page ]
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Bayard was shrewd. It was an odd 
feeling to know that she could marry 
him, for the lifting of a finger, to 
marry his wealth, his position, his 
security. And he did love her. There 
was no doubt about that. Bayard was 
the kind of man who knew what he 
wanted, who would go after it, and 
toss the whole world aside—his world 
—to get it.

Yet there was Keith. Keith and 
that kiss in the cave. A kiss could 
enmesh a girl’s heart the same way 
a quicksand can trip a man’s foot. 
Was it the memory of that, which had 
entrapped her? Or tire piquant 
propinquity these past few nights. Or 
just that inexplicable attraction she 
had felt for Keith, right from the 
start? And how much had that kiss 
meant, exactly?

Of a sudden, Keith himself mate
rialized out of the night and dropped 
down beside her. He looked terribly 
tired, as if he had walked a long way 
through the mountains, after that 
strenuous day. They were out of ear
shot of the others.

“Hello,” said Peggy, rather more 
friendly than she had been for days.

“I’ve been walking—thinking a lot, 
too,” said Keith, staring at the fire.

"What about?”
“About you, principally, when I 

shouldn't have been,” Keith said 
(juietly. “About us both. I want to 
apologize for the sulky way I’ve been 
acting.” He did not look at her. “If 
you must know the truth, it’s because 
I’ve been jealous of Harvey Bayard.”

Peggy’s heart seemed to do hand- 
turns. She could feel its furious thud
ding.

“Jealous?”
“Yes. You see, I’m in love with you 

myself. I have been, I guess, ever 
since that night in Kansas City. But 
I didn’t know it until I kissed you 
that day. And now—”

“And now—what?” she asked 
softly.

He stared doggedly at the fire.
“Well now, you know, that’s all. I

only want to tell you how sorry I am 
1 talked you into this. It was a silly 
thing to do, for a fine, sweet girl like 
yourself. The thing of it was that I 
thought I had a reason—a justifiable 
reason—and I guess the coincidence 
of the plane, and your talk about 
what you would do with another 
chance—I guess I put that into your 
head, too. . . . Well, the combination 
was just too much for me.”

“You needn’t apologize too much, 
as far as I’m concerned,” Peggy said 
softly. “The trip has worked out all 
right for me. Harvey practically pro
posed to me this afternoon!”

He turned quickly.
“But he thinks you’re married!” 
She remembered, belatedly, her 

promise, just as she was on the point 
of telling him what Bayard knew.

“He thinks we’ve seriously quar
reled.” she said quickly. “That per
haps we may divorce.”

"Oh.” He looked at the fire again. 
"You’d be a fool not to marry him.” 

"You think so?”
“I know so.” His voice was dis

pirited. “He can give you everything. 
I can’t give you anything—not now. 
And because of certain—er—circum
stances, I don’t  know when I can. 
And I’m sorry for the cracks I made 
about him, at the Observatory. That 
was only jealousy, I guess.”

PEGGY was aching to tell him what 
had happened, but she did not 

dare. If she had ever doubted it be
fore, or tried to make herself believe 
she doubted it, she was realizing now 
that Keith meant more to her than 
she had ever dreamed. More than any 
man in the world ever had meant, or 
ever would.

She knew-, too, that Bayard’s threat 
to jail Keith was a potent fact to be 
faced—and averted. And she knew, 
wildly, that she must do that, and do 
it alone. Keith could do nothing to 
help himself, for he could not fight 
against something he knew nothing 
about. And she could not tell him,



LOVE’S SECOND CHANCE 53

because there was her promise.
She felt happy and depressed at 

once. Happy because Keith loved her, 
which meant so much—so much! And 
depressed, because of his danger f rom 
Bayard. She could only protect him 
by placating Bayard, until she could 
think out what to do. And she dared 
not tell Keith anything now, for fear 
of upsetting the whole apple-cart. 
She must have time to think.

She was just wondering what she 
could do, when of a sudden, she heal’d 
a shout, from somewhere to the 
southeast. The group around the fire
place stopped singing, abruptly. They 
all looked in the same direction.

The shout came again, and then, 
hard on its heels, the flickering beam 
of a flashlight was seen, not far away. 
They heard the clatter of hoofs even 
before they saw the nearing horse
man.

Chester, the guide, was the first to 
recognize the man who was riding 
towai'd them.

“Why, that’s Blackie, from the 
ranch,” he cried. “Wonder what’s 
up?” And the guide called, as the 
cowboy from the ranch dismounted: 
“What’s the matter, Blackie?”

“Been tx*acking you all day,” 
Blackie said, grinning. “Was making 
camp for the night, when I saw your 
fire across the lake, and followed it 
around.” He looked at Bayard, who 
had strode up. “Got some news for 
you, Boss. Mr. Prescott sent me, 
frofti the Observatory.”

“What is it, Blackie?” Bayard was 
tense.

“It’s the professor,” said the cow
boy. “He’s dead.”

“Dead?” Bayard was stunned. 
“When—what happened.”

Peggy pushed forward, a sudden 
ache in her heart, and clutched at 
Keith’s arm.

“He never woke up, this moi'ning,” 
said Blackie. “Mr. Prescott said to 
tell you it must have beexi his heart, 
again.” He added, solemnly: “Mr. 
Prescott said to find you, and bring

you back. But I guess we’ll have to 
wait until moi'ning, now.”

B a y a r d  nodded, momentarily 
speechless. He turned then, and 
found Keith and Peggy facing him, 
the gil l white-faced, the man shocked.

“You mustn’t take it hard,” he told 
them. “Dr. Estabi’ook would not want 
it that way.” He bit his lip and stared 
past them, into the dying fire. His 
eyes were fax-away. “I ’m glad it hap
pened—in his sleep.”

He turned, suddenly, gave Peggy 
an odd glance, and walked away into 
the shadows.

PEGGY and Keith looked at one 
another. The rest were still gath- 

ei’ed about the cowboy Blackie.
“I’m glad he went away, not know

ing,” she said softly. “I’m glad we 
came to Coloi-ado.” She looked at him, 
“I’m glad you made me come.”

Keitli raised his head, and stared 
at the sky.

“I’m glad I got to know him.” said 
he, jerkily. He turned to her. “You’d 
better get some sleep. We’ll probably 
be breaking camp before dawn.” 

Peggy nodded, and with a mui*~ 
mured good night went to her tent. 
Silently, she undi-essed, and cx-awled 
into her sleeping bag. Through the 
open tent-flap, she could see the stars, 
The millions, the trillions of stars. 
Her eyes filled with tears. All those 
cosmic answers the professor had 
wanted to know, he must know, now 
—even what lay behind the Great 
Plan. He must even know the truth 
about the Mayfields. About herself 
and Keith.

What a situation she and Keith had 
deliberately placed themselves in! 
She was an odd admixture of emo
tions, tonight. Happy, in a bitter
sweet way, to know that Keith loved 
her. Flattered, despite herself, that 
Bayard wanted to marry hex*. After 
all, wasn’t that what she had wanted 
—to marry a wealthy man ?

Peggy thought back over her life, 
over her career in New York, her
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ill-fated love-affair. Her resolution 
that night, in Kansas City. She and 
Keith had gambled, and she, at least, 
had won. He had said she would be 
a fool not to jump at this unexpected 
second chance that life had given her, 
and she guessed she would. If only 
she had not fallen in love with Keith!

Then she remembered Bayard’s 
threat about Keith that was hanging 
over her, and her heart froze. She 
had to marry Bayard whether she 
wanted to or not, if she was to save 
Keith from serious trouble! Bayard 
was a clever lawyer. He would never 
have threatened, without knowing 
that he could make his threat good. 
She was vague about what law she 
and Keith might have broken, but 
Bayard would find something.

Yes, she would have to marry him. 
If she did, maybe then Keith could 
get that “opportunity” he wanted, 
too. Maybe Bayard would get him 
the job the old professor had talked 
about.

She lay there staring at the stars, 
and her eyes filled with tears. She 
wished the professor had not died. 
Not just yet. And she wondered what 
Keith was doing—now. . . ,

AT THAT very moment Bayard 
and Keith were sitting together 

by the dying fire, conversing in low 
voices. The others had all gone to 
their sleeping-bags. Both had lighted 
their pipes and for some time after 
Bayard had joined the thoughtful 
Keith, they sat and smoked, there, 
silently.

“1 loved the professor,” said Bayard 
at last. “So would you have, if you 
had known him long enough.”

“I can believe that,” Keith said 
slowiy, his eyes still on the fire.

“I’m glad you got here in time to 
come to know him,” the lawyer told 
him. “It’s important, in a way, for 
he liked you very much. In fact, he 
came to be veiy fond of you.” He 
spore with a queer emphasis.

'T bi glad to hear that,” Keith said.

Bayard hesitated.
“You’ll know, sooner or later, so 

I might as wrell tell you now,” he said. 
“Dr. Estabrook had me draw up a 
new will for him, when he recovered 
from his last attack. He signed it, 
shortly after he met you.” He puffed 
at his pipe. “Under his old will, he 
left his entire estate to the Astro
nomical Foundation. But under his 
new will, he left half his estate to 
you.”

He gave Keith a sideward sardonic 
look. Keith looked up in utter aston
ishment.

“You’ll have nearly seven hundred 
thousand dollars, after the inheri
tance tax is paid,” the lawyer went 
on calmly.

Keith found his voice at last.
“He left that money—to me?” He 

was stunned.
“To his old sweetheart’s son,” said 

Bayard. He knocked out his pipe. “As 
his attorney and executor, I think I 
can turn over your share of the es
tate to you in liquid condition as soon 
as the will is probated. I shall be 
very happy to be of any further serv
ice to you, of course, when that is 
done.”

Keith, giving him a sidelong glance 
saw the curious expression in his 
eyes. Keith felt his own mouth go 
dry.

“I—I hardly know what to say,” 
he managed to mumble.

“Of course!” Bayard rose, his face 
a mask. “We’ll talk about it some 
other time. In the meantime, con
gratulations.”

“Thanks,” said Keith, rising in
turn.

“We’d better get some sleep,” 
Bayard suggested. “I want to gc-t 
back as quickly as possible. There is 
a great deal to do. Good night.”

“Good night,” said Keith.
He went to his sleeping-bag like a 

man in a dream. But not to sleep.
“Good Lord!” he said to himself. 

“Good Lord! Now what have I got 
myself into! I’ll have to tell him. . . .



LOVE'S SECOND CHANCE 55

But I can’t—yet. That might upset 
everything. So far, nobody has any 
suspicions. . . . ” He laughed dryly. 
“I've got to get back there on the 
jump. And he thinks he has a lot to 
do!”

He pulled the sleeping bag close 
around his neck.

“Good Lord!” he mumbled,
A coyote howled in the mountain 

distance.

CHAPTER XI 

Surprise for Bavard

WHEN Keith and Peggy arrived 
at the Observatory late the next 

morning, a shabby hearse was parked 
outside. The coroner and the under
taker from the next town were there, 
awaiting Bayard’s arrival before tak
ing the professor away.

Peggy and Keith, with Harvey 
Bayard, went inside, Prescott was 
in the big, domed room, walking 
about restlessly, but there was no 
sign of Holland, the professor’s chief 
assistant. Prescott was plainly an
noyed over Holland’s absence.

“I can’t imagine where the man 
can be,” Prescott said irritatedly. 
“He went some place—I don’t know 
where, but probably the professor 
sent him—not long before Dr. Esta- 
brook went to bed early last evening, 
for the last time. Holland didn’t come 
back all night, and isn’t here yet. He 
doesn’t even know the professor is 
dead. But he did know that the pro
fessor was depending on him, as well 
as me, to help with the eclipse.” 

Peggy looked surprised at that, and 
a little shocked. So did Bayard. But 
when Peggy glanced quickly at Keith, 
she saw one of those odd expressions 
flit across his face. It was just as if, 
for some peculiar and unfathomable 
reason, Keith was not surprised at all. 

Prescott’s mood changed quickly.

He stopped his restless pacing and 
went over and sat down in the arm
chair on rollers, adjusting the great 
telescope. The slit in the roof was 
open, and the sunlight streaming in.

“You’re just in time for the 
eclipse,” Prescott told them quietly. 
“It’s due to begin any minute now.”

Bayard nodded, but led Keith and 
Peggy into the professor’s room. He 
lifted the shrouding sheet, and Keith 
instinctively put his arm around 
Peggy, as they looked down. The old 
astronomer, his white thatch as un- * 
ruly as ever, seemed to be sleeping. 
Peggy swallowed a sob, and turned 
blindly from the room. Keith fol
lowed her.

Prescott looked up from the tele
scope. There were a few others in 
the room now, and they were staring 
up through the slit in the roof, wear
ing smoked glasses that Prescott had 
handed around.

“Would you like to take a look 
through the telescope?” the old as
tronomer’s assistant offered.

Peggy, overcome, shook her head, 
and headed for outdoors. Keith took 
two pairs of of sun-glasses from Pres
cott, and followed her. She walked 
over to the rock parapet, Keith in her 
wake.

“Here,” he said, “take a pair. He 
wanted us to see this, remember."

She took the glasses, and donned 
them, as he had. Together, then, they 
craned upward, staring at the sun. 
Already they could see the edge of 
the dark disc that was the moon im
pinging inexorably upon the blazing 
face of the sun.

Silently they watched the slow 
progress of the phenomenon. They 
knew it was being photographed from 
inside the Observatory, knew that 
millions of eyes, like theirs, were 
watching it, from valleys and plains 
and mountain tops.

When the shadow of the moon be
gan to move off the sun and the world 
began to lighten again, Peggy took 
off her sun-glasses, turned away.
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“It’s a pity he missed it,” she said, 
her voice choking.

Keith nodded. “I had a talk with 
Bayard last night,” he told her, 
abruptly. “After I talked to you, and 
the news came.”

“What did he say?” Her voice was 
tense.

“Professor Estabrook made a new 
will, after we came here. He left 
Philip Mayfield—a fortune.”

Peggy stared at him.
“No!”
Keith laughed mirthlessly.
“Bayard says he can turn it over 

to—Philip Mayfield—as soon as the 
will is probated.”

PEGGY drew in a deep breath. Oh, 
she had to tell him now!

“But you can’t ! Harvey Bayard—” 
She caught herself. That solemn 

promise to Bayard not to tell Keith! 
She wanted to—terribly—and it must 
have been instinct that urged her not 
to break that promise. Not just yet, 
anyway.

“Are you going to marry him?” 
Keith asked.

She hesitated, her eyes looking into 
his piteously. It was amazing, how 
her bones turned to water from his 
mere nearness. That was love.

“I—I don’t know,” she whispered, 
her heart breaking. “I’ve got to think 
it over.” She looked away. “Maybe 
I will. Wasn’t something like that the 
reason I came into this thing with 
you, anyway? Well, this is—my sec
ond chance.”

He was silent a long minute. 
“You’re right. It is.” His face 

hardened. “And this chance that’s 
been thrown my way. . . . What am 
I going to do about it? It’s not the 
opportunity I was looking for, far 
from it, but it looks as if I’ve got to 
take it. At least until I can do some
thing else about it. What else can I 
do, and not let you in for losing the 
chance you want so badly.

“They think we’re the Mayfields, 
and once I say I’m not Philip May

field, so can’t  take the money, they’ll 
know you’re not . . . Then blooey 
goes your chance to marry a rich 
man. You’ve helped me out—more 
than you know, and I can’t  let you 
down now. Once you’re safely mar
ried to Bayard—” He shrugged.

Peggy stared at him, aghast. If 
only she could tell him that Bayard 
knew the truth!

“You mean you’d go on pretending 
to be Mayfield? Take the legacy? 
But that’s dishonest! It’s criminal!”

“Is it any less dishonest marrying 
a man for money, than taking it un
der f a l s e  pretenses?” he asked 
harshly. Then his voice softened, de
spite himself. “I suppose I sound like 
■a cheap villain in a melodrama. Well, 
I’m afraid I’m not. I’m just trying 
to be a realist.” His moody eyes were 
avoiding hers.

“Don’t worry, though. Whatever 
you tell Bayard about me, I’H keep 
my mouth shut about all those nice 
little resolutions you made in Kansas 
City. That’s your own business.”

Peggy yearned over him, divining 
what tortures of jealousy he was suf
fering, yet not daring to tell him the 
truth.

“Think it over, first, Keith,” she 
begged, “before you make up your 
mind you’ll go through with this, 
even if you think you’re doing it for 
my sake. Don’t worry about me. I’ll 
get along. Promise me! And prom
ise me, too, that you let me know 
your decision, before you go through 
with it. Please! It—it all sounds too 
much as if you wanted to go through 
with it, and somehow I can’t be
lieve—”

He looked at her, hesitated, then 
nodded.

“Very well. But my mind is made
up.”

Just then Bayard emerged from the 
Observatory. Peggy turned away 
quickly, and walked over to the sta
tion wragon. Keith waited until 
Bayard had climbed in beside her, 
then slowly got in himself, in the
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rear seat. The shabby hearse was 
already backing up to the Observa
tory door.

“We’re taking the professor back 
East tomorrow morning,” Bayard 
said. “I’ll get the tickets. You two 
will be my guests in Boston, of course. 
Won’t you, Mayfield?” His eyes held 
a curious expression.

“You’re very kind,” said Keith.
There was nothing else to say. For 

not yet, for Peggy’s sake, could he 
tell them that it might be a long time 
before he ever saw Boston, or that 
while they were on their way he 
would still be here, though they 
would now know it, taking advantage 
of his real “opportunity.”

They drove down the mountain for 
the last time. . . .

THERE are hours that seem like 
days, and there are days that seem 

like hours. To Keith, the remainder 
of that afternoon of the eclipse 
seemed the longest period he had 
ever known. For, though Keith Web
ster was used to facing crises, used 
to making quick judgments and act
ing on them instantly, he was utterly 
unused to facing a crisis with an emo
tional background, or one that had 
for him such a personal interest as 
the present one.

In the first place, he was com
pelled to admit that he was com
pletely, irretrievably in love with 
Peggy. So much in love that all he 
had cherished in his life before this 
was nothing beside his devotion to 
her. For her sake, he would do any
thing; for her happiness he would 
hurl everything else to the winds, 
even take a chance on dishonesty— 
if it would do her any good—though 
it would mean abandoning his pride 
in his 'own good name forever.

As for Peggy herself, he was cer
tain that his case was hopeless. 
Though that did not lessen his deter
mination to see through, to the bit
ter end—for her sake—what he had 
started*

His intentions, in the first place, 
as far as she was concerned, had been 
so different. He had never meant to 
get her into difficulties, and all in all 
his action had been justifiable, he had 
thought. In many high places he 
would have been applauded for quick 
thinking.

He had seen a chance to carry 
through a certain plan that had to be 
brought to the right conclusion. He 
could never have done it in the way 
he had, without her. And now that 
she had a chance to gain what she 
most wanted in life, he couldn’t let 
her down. Not if, by keeping his 
mouth shut and carrying through this 
Mayfield hoax, for a time, he could 
get it for her.

But two things he had not fore
seen when he and Peggy had gone 
into this thing. He had never dreamed 
that someone was going to toss a for
tune into his lap, a fortune he might 
be forced to take, dishonestly, even 
for a short time. And he hadn’t 
known he was going to fall in love 
with Peggy Young.

Some men who turn to dishonesty 
for the first time, do so from neces
sity or through fortuitous circum
stances. Few, like Keith, find delib
erate dishonesty easy. His greatest 
apprehension was the prospect of los
ing his self-respect.

And what was Peggy thinking of 
him, after he had said he might take 
that fortune? Especially when he had 
said he was doing it for her. That 
was much as Adam had acted and 
talked after he had eaten the apple.

All afternoon he stayed away from 
the lodge, fighting out his battle. For 
hours he told himself that it was 
right for him to carry on the decep
tion, to take the fortune and, by con
tinuing to be Philip Mayfield for & 
time, to give Peggy her chance.

Yet, in the end, as he sat watching 
the sun set in the silent reaches be
yond the mighty mountains, Keith 
knew inevitably what he would do. 
Not even for Peggy could he go
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against the rule of life that had been 
set down for him long before he ever 
was born ; the rules that had been up
held, and passed down to him by the 
generations of his upstanding Ameri
can forebears and made him the kind 
of a person he was.

His decision reached, he was in a 
lever to bring matters to a climax, 
the adventure to an end.

He went back to the lodge, to 
find that everyone was dressing for 
dinner—the last one in that house 
for some of them, for some time to 
come.

Keith had no stomach to sit around 
a table with them again; no heart to 
watch Peggy playing up to Bayard 
further, knowing what he knew. He 
would tell Bayard the truth, and 
quietly go.

He had accomplished what he had 
come here in the first place to do. 
Now he could leave, get in touch with 
those who were expecting to hear 
from him, wind up that business that 
had brought him here, and go on 
about important affairs that were 
calling him. And try to put Peggy 
out of his mind and heart. He must 
forget her.

But there was his promise to 
Peggy, to tell her his decision. His 
overwhelming desire for her to know 
that he was decent. He went to her 
room, raised his hand to knock at the 
door, then hesitated, his hand in mid
air.

After all, why rub salt in his 
wound? She would know’ he had let 
her down, once she knew he was gone. 
And he could not bear the thought 
of seeing her again, knowing it was 
absolutely good-by, that she was go
ing to marry Bayard. He would 
rather always remember her as he 
had seen her up there at the Obser
vatory, atop the Continental Divide, 
with her profile etched against the 
mountain sky.

“Good-by, darling,” he whispered. 
"Be happy.” And he turned away 
from her door.

CHAPTER XII 

“Noblesse Oblige”

KEITH went down the gallery to 
Bayard’s study, knocked lightly, 

and heard his host’s summons to en
ter. He went in.

The lawyw greeted him cordially, 
if with watchful eyes.

“Hello, there. Been out for a walk? 
We missed you.”

Keith came directly to the point. 
“I’m leaving in a few minutes for 

Denver, Bayard. There’s something 
I want to say to you first, though. 
Something you ought to know. In 
fact, several things which may sur
prise you.”

The lawyer’s eyebrows arched, 
then his eyes narrowed.

“Is that so?” He smiled, pleasantly. 
“Well, spill it.”

“You think I’m Philip Mayfield,” 
Keith said steadily. “Well, I’m not. 
My name happens to be Keith Web
ster.”

Bayard looked at him expression
lessly.

"You’re—not Mayfield?”
“No, I suppose I’m an impostor.” 

Keith hesitated. “It’s quite a story. 
I think you’d better let me tell it to 
you in my own wray, before you ask 
questions.”

The lawyer hesitated, then nodded. 
Quietly, trying hard to be casual, 

Keith told Bayard of what had hap
pened that night in Kansas City when 
the real Mayfield had taken his own 
and Peggy’s seats on the doomed air
liner. Keith did not spare himself in 
telling how he had persuaded Peggy 
to undertake this adventure with him, 
had talked her into considering it in 
the nature of a lark, and had got her 
around to believing that she actually 
would be doing a big favor to a heart 
victim like Professor Estabrook to 
keep him from learning of the trag-
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edy for just a little while, at least.
But Keith did not tell Bayard—at 

first—about v.hat his own reasons for 
the deception had been, nor how he 
had pounced on the “opportunity” 
to get to Skytop, unknown, when he 
saw it. That would come later, but it 
must be told to Bayard now.

If Bayard was the true American 
Keith believed him to be, and truly in 
love with Peggy, as of course he was, 
Peggy’s part in the whole business 
would make no difference to him.

Keith told, frankly, how he and 
Peggy had examined Philip May- 
field’s briefcase, how they had found 
material for their posing, and of how 
they had fallen into the error of 
imagining themselves posing as 
brother and sister, instead of hus
band and wife; of their embarrass
ment since.

Harvey Bayard heard him through 
in attentive silence. He was like a 
cat playing with a mouse.

“Why didn’t  you tell me this last 
night, when I told you about Dr. 
Estabrook’s legacy?” he asked, un
expectedly.

“Because,” Keith confessed, “I 
thought I had a reason—a good rea
son—for keeping quiet for a time. 
Two good reasons, in fact. Because 
of one of them, I must tell you 
frankly that I played with the idea 
of going on with the deception for a 
time, of taking the money and let
ting you continue to believe that I 
was Philip Mayfield. But I couldn’t 
do it, even for what I believed the 
best reason in the world. Perhaps 
what I’ll tell you now will better ex
plain to you why I couldn’t go on with 
the Mayfield business. I—”

He reached into his pocket, and 
when he held out his hand to Bayard, 
palm up, in it lay a glittering badge. 
Bayard stared at it as though he 
couldn’t believe his eyes.

“Secret Service!” he said, and 
whistled low. “I’d never have be
lieved i t ! You! But what—who . . .  I 
don’t understand!”

“It’s simple enough,” said Keith. 
"The Department had learned that, 
in some way, the enemy, both Berlin 
and Tokyo, were getting as complete 
reports on the weather, with the most 
accurate advance information, as 
though their own weather bureaus 
were set up in this country.

“We’ve had men checking every
where to find out where they might 
have come from. My own assign
ment was to Skytop, but when we 
checked up on the observatory we dis
covered it was not so simple for a 
stranger to get anywhere near.

"And because of the peculiar situ
ation here, it was necessary that any 
investigation should be made without 
arousing suspicion. Dr. Estabrook 
and you, yourself, Mr. Bayard, are— 
I mean he was—above reproach. The 
other people connected with the ob
servatory appeared to be also, but 
those wreather reports were coming 
from somewhere, and Skytop seemed 
to be the obvious place, after every 
other place was thoroughly elimi
nated. So—”

“Don’t tell me we’ve been harbor
ing spies!” Bayard ejaculated, his 
eyes flashing, fists clenching at the 
thought, everything else forgotten 
for the moment. “In spite of all our 
isolation, our guards, the care we 
have taken?”

EITH nodded soberly.
“I’m afraid you have been, Mr. 

Bayard. A spy, at least. I’m glad the 
professor never knew. It would have 
broken his heart—a man he trusted. 
I was suspicious of a certain man as 
soon as I saw him, as soon as I heard 
his peculiar drawl that he attempted 
to make Southern, and saw his deep 
interest in the coronagraph. But—” 

"Great heavens!” cried Bayard. 
“You don’t mean—”

Again Keith nodded. “I do. Hol
land. You noticed he was missing 
this morning. Well, that was because 
he was—and still is—in a certain 
cave where I found him last night
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when I disappeared from the hunting 
party. He was busy with a short
wave radio—I had hunted all over the 
mountains for it before—with a 
ready Luger beside him, the weapon 
well known to men of his nationality. 
He is German, as you may have 
guessed. He had been as thorough as 
all the other Nazis and had taken a 
long time to win the professor’s com
plete trust.

“But lie had no time to use his 
weapon. He was not expecting com
pany, so I had little difficulty with 
him. I left him there, handcuffed to 
the strong metal standard for his 
aerial that was imbedded in the rock 
floor. He won’t starve. I left food 
and water where he could reach it. 
And I left him because I wanted to 
send for men to get him off the moun
tain without exciting the professor, if 
possible.

“I’ve already phoned the men. Hol
land’s probably on his way down the 
mountainside with them now. But I 
think, Mr, Bayard, now that the pro
fessor is dead, that the Government 
will take over the observatory and 
that dangerous coronagraph.”

Bayard shook his head, all but 
speechless.

“It doesn’t seem possible,” was all 
he could say.

“But I suppose you can see why I 
was so anxious to come to Skytop in
cognito?” asked Keith. “And why it 
seemed like a God-sent opportunity 
when those briefcases were switched, 
and then that plane accident.. . .  But, 
of course, there had to be tivo May- 
fields, so—”

“Does Miss Young know anything 
about this?” Bayard asked quickly, 
and Keith shook his head.

“No, .not a thing. I was afraid to 
take anybody into my confidence, for 
obvious reasons. One single word, 
one slip, might have ruined every
thing. But”—his jaws set firmly—“I 
can say this. If she had known, she 
wouldn’t  have had to be persuaded to 
come on an ‘adventure.’ " >

Harvey Bayard nodded soberly.
“You’re right,” he said. “You’re 

very right.”
Keith straightened, and grinned. 

“And now,” he said, “there’s my case. 
What are you going to do with me? I 
suppose you could prosecute me, if 
you wished. I don’t imagine you will, 
frankly since you are a good Ameri
can, and since I’ve made a clean 
breast of things.

“This—er—shall we call it confes
sion of mine has at least saved you a 
lot of trouble. And I’m not really 
sorry I did it,” he added defiantly. 
“At least, the professor died happier 
than he would have, if he had known 
the truth about the Mayfields’ death.”

“You’re right,” approved Bayard.

HE WAS feeling pleased, quite sat
isfied the way things were work

ing out. His suspicions about this 
young Webster and Peggy being in 
love with each other were evidently 
unfounded. Keith was clearing out, 
leaving the field entirely to him. Bay
ard felt he could afford to be magna
nimous. It would impress Peggy, 
when he told her.

“Under the circumstances, I’m glad 
you did, too,” he went on, “since no 
real harm has been done—and a great 
deal of good to our country. And—er 
—say, Webster, did the professor 
ever speak to you about that job back 
in Boston he had arranged for you?” 
As Keith nodded, he continued: “It’s 
still in my power to get you that job, 
Webster, under your real identity. 
I’d be glad to.”

“Thank you,” Keith said a little 
stiffly, “but when I leave the Secret 
Service—there’s the Army.”

“I’m sorry.” Bayard rose, and 
offered his hand. A thought occurred 
to him. “Are you—do you intend to 
say good-by to Miss—to Peggy?” 

Keith shook his head.
“I’d rather not, if you don’t mind. 

I’m in a hurry. I’l l . . .  Well, perhaps 
you’d say good-by for me.”

They looked at each other, under
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standing. Bayard nodded.
“I think you’re right,” he said. “If 

you like, Bill can drive you into town, 
at once. You can easily make a plane 
connection for wherever your next 
assignment will take you.”

Keith thanked him, acquiescing.
In less than ten minutes, Bayard 

heard the station-wagon driving 
away. Taking Keith out of his life— 
and Peggy’s. He breathed a sigh of 
relief and smiled. Then went slowly 
to find Peggy.

CHAPTER XIII 

A Kiss on the Mountain

BAYARD found Peggy, at last, in 
the gun-room, curled up over a 

magazine she was not reading. She 
was staring, instead, at the moun
tains outside the great window. A 
pale, sad-looking Peggy.

She looked up quickly when he en
tered, with anticipation, and could 
not help showing a faint disappoint
ment at sight of him. She had been 
hoping it was Keith. She had not seen 
Keith leave, on the other side of the 
lodge.

“Hello, there,” she greeted Bayard. 
“Hello, yourself!” He smiled at 

her. “Did vou see Keith before he 
left?”

She sat up abruptly.
“Before he left? What do you 

mean?”
He sat down beside her.
“He’s gone—for good.” He did not 

look at her. “He came to me about 
half an hour ago, and told me the 
whole story—everything.”

He did not tell her all that Keith 
had told him. Once she knew what 
Keith’s real mission to Skytop had 
been, her romantic mind would take 
her thousands of miles away from 
Harvey Bayard’s arms. That part of 
Keith’s story could come later—when

Bayard held her secure as his —ife.
“He did!” She gave a sigh e; re

lief, her eyes suddenly shining. It 
was as if a great weight had been 
lifted from her. “Oh, I’m so glad!” 
Then her face fell. “But you say he’s 
gone?”

“Yes, he thought it best to go off 
quietly. He asked me to say good-by 
to you.”

Peggy looked suddenly out the win
dow, so that he would not see the hurt 
in her eyes.

“I tried to get him to change his 
mind,” Bayard said smoothly. “But 
he was in a hurry to get away. I even 
offered to give him that job in Boston 
that Estabrook wanted him to have. 
But he refused.”

“He would,” Peggy said softly. 
“He’s a very fine person, Harvey, no 
matter how he may have been 
tempted. I’m just realizing how fine. 
Only a little bitter and disillusioned 
and lonely.” Her eyes were faraway. 
“All that time, he never once—” She 
fell silent.

“Pm a rather lonely man myself,” 
Bayard told her. He took her hand. 
' But since I met you—”

“But now that you know the whole
truth—”

“It doesn’t make any difference,” 
Bayard informed her. He smiled. "I 
understand.”

"But you don’t, Harvey!” she told 
him desperately. “Did Keith tell you 
the real reason why I came with him? 
Why we did this?” She faced him 
defiantly. “That he wanted an oppor
tunity, as he called it, and I wanted a 
chance to live my life over again? 
That, for my part, I had determined 
to marry a rich man—any rich man? 
That I was tired of being poor, tired 
of being a fool where men were con
cerned, tired of believing in ro
mance?”

“You’ve been hurt,” said Bayard. 
“I’ll make it up to you. I can give
you—”

She shook her head.
“I’m sorry, Harvey, but it*s no use.
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I can't marry you. I know that now.”
“If you’re angry at me for threat

ening you, for threatening Keith—”
“It’s not that, Harvey. I just can’t 

marry you. Not even if it is true that 
perhaps I’m a fool not to, after what 
I’ve been through. But I don’t  love 
you. I never could.” Her mouth 
twisted wryly. Her eyes were 
haunted. “Keith isn’t the only one on 
whom the joke was played.”

Harvey Bayard, wise in the ways 
of women, and the world, looked long 
at her.

“You’re really in love with Web
ster. ai’en’t  you?”

“Yes, I am.” She nodded. “But he 
doesn’t know it.” She smiled uncer
tainly at him.

He hesitated only shortly. He was 
a gambler, and he knew that he had 
lost. He could lose like a good gam
bler.

“Webster’s in love with you, too,” 
he told her. “I could tell. I’ve been 
watching him.”

“I know' he is,” she admitted. “I’ve 
been a fool. But I guess it had to be 
this way, and it’s better so." She 
looked at him pleadingly and asked 
anxiously: “Can I catch him before 
he gets to Denver, do you think? I’ve 
got to!”

“I’ll drive you myself,” said Har
vey Bayard. He was a sportsman to 
the very end. “Good hunting, my 
dear.”

He offered her his hand. And if 
there was an ache in his heart, his 
smile hid it. This, he thought, was 
love, real love. Without question she 
was going to the man of her heart, 
even though, as yet, she believed he 
might have had in him a crooked 
enough streak to have wanted to take 
a fortune, dishonestly, when chance 
offered.

When she discovered the truth 
about that man, found out how fine 
and honorable he really was, then 
would come her greatest reward. If 
there could be greater reward than 
love. . . .

IT WAS a bright, moonlit night, and 
Keith, waiting near the edge of 

the airfield, could see the dim hulk of 
the Snowy Range in the west, the 
mighty mountain rim that was the 
Divide. Gloomily he ground the glow
ing butt of his last cigarette under
foot, waiting for the signal to go 
aboard the airliner, which was 
squatted like a giant firefly out upon 
the landing apron of the field.

“Is that our plane, Mister?”
Keith whirled about at the sound of 

that voice. And there was Peggy, her 
bags at her feet. The same girl in the 
same tailored suit to whom he had 
spoken on that rainy night in Kansas 
City days ago—centuries ago.

Peggy saw Keith blink.
“Where—what—when—how?” he 

spluttered.
“Your train pulled out just before 

we got there,” Peggy told him casu
ally, “so Harvey drove me down. I 
just said good-by to him, outside the 
terminal. Although it might only be 
auf wiedersehen . . .  It all depends.” 

“But how come?” he demanded.
“I was in a hurry,” said Peggy. “I 

had to ask you a question.”
“What kind of a question?” He 

was devouring her with his eyes.
“It’s about a kiss in the rain. 

What’s a girl to think, when a man 
kisses her on a mountain in the rain ? 
And more specifically, on the lips. 
Hard, as if he meant it. What would 
you think, if you were an impression
able young woman?”

“It depends on the man,” said 
Keith, judiciously. “What kind of 
character has he ?”

“None to speak of, in particular,” 
said Peggy. “He’s utterly selfish and 
unscrupulous. The kind of man who 
never heard of the Marquis of 
Queensberry or the Golden Rule, and 
probably never wants to.”

“And what kind of female might 
she be?” he asked softly.

“A bird of a feather,” she told him, 
huskily. “A gold-digger. A hard
hearted Hannah who's out to marry
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money— anybody’s money.” Her 
voice broke. She was at the end oi 
her tether. She asked: “Tell me, yon 
big h«g, do you love me or don’t  you?-’

‘T told you once—up there on the 
mouniain. . .

“Then will you m any me? Right 
away 7”

Keith stared at her, tiying to find 
words. She got them first.

“Ob, don’t be worrying about a 
little old job—if you’ve got to get one. 
You will, and we’ve plenty of years 
ahead, haven’t we? We’re young, 
aren’t we?” Her voice softened. “And 
we love each other, don’t we? What 
else could possibly matter?”

Keith gave a great sigh, a happy 
sigh, and took her in his arms.

"Nothing, lady — absolutely noth
ing!-’

Peggy was suddenly giddy with 
happiness. She looked up at him, her

face silvered in the moonlight.
"Harvey, outside there, still wants 

'Vii to take that job the professor 
warned you to have. He says you owe 
it to me.” She smiled. "But me—i’ll 
go where you say, anywhere. As ’eng 
as it's with you.”

He started to say something, to ex
plain, but stopped short. He was too 
happy to explain anything now. There 
Vras plenty of time ahead for that. 
Years, hadn’t she said? There 
couldn't be too many of them!

An airport attendant near the air
liner shouted over to them, as the 
motors suddenly roared.

“All aboard!”
Keith smiled down into Peggy’s 

eyes, holding her close. He lowered 
his face, seeking her lips.

The roar of the airplane propellers 
merged ecstatically with the roaring 
hi Peggy’s heart.

Next Issue’s Novel: SALUTE 10 LOVE, by MONA FARNSWORTH



SENTIMENTAL
PILGRIMAGE

By LEONIE MASON

A  gallant London g ir l steps out with a memory-—  
only to walk straight into the arms o f  romance l

H E WAS young and blond and 
lonely, and when he first 
saw her she was sitting by 

herself a t a small, glass-topped table 
with two pink gins in front of her. 
He watched her covertly from be
tween his eyelashes and, from a dis

tance, liked almost everything about 
her.

He liked the small, cheeky black 
hat and the slimly tailored black suil 
with a buttonhole of scarlet gerani
ums. Especially he liked those gera
niums after rafts of girls who wore

64
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carnations or gardenias or, .when 
they could get them, orchids.

He liked her wide mouth, that 
matched the flowers, and the way her 
short nose tip-tilted. He liked her air 
of complete indifference to the other 
people in the hotel lounge. Few 
women, he thought, could sit alone at 
half past six in the evening without 
looking either embarrassed or nerv
ous.

He wondered idly on the sort of 
man who would appear, presently, 
and drink the second pink gin.

For a moment he indulged in 
dreams. The man would be someone 
he knew—Tex Hillier from Toronto 
or Peter le Grande from Montreal. 
He would come into the lounge and 
sight him and say:

“Aw gee, there’s Jerry Fletcher. 
D’you mind if I ask him to join us, 
honey?”

But it was unlikely in the extreme. 
Both Tex and Peter were in the 
Army, whereas he wore Navy blue, 
with two wavy stripes round his 
sleeve, and Canada stamped across 
his gilt buttons. Both Tex and Peter 
had answered his wire inquiring if, 
by any chance, they had leave at the 
same time as he had, with an uncom
promising “No”.

He finished his beer and strolled 
across to the reception desk to buy an 
evening paper. It was too early for 
dinner and he couldn’t  think of any
thing else to do except to sit here, 
drinking and reading. The reputa
tion London had for being a wow of 
a place in which to spend one’s leave 
was sadly undeserved, he thought. 
Maybe, if you knew people, or where 
to go, it might be different.

Someone had been seated at his 
table in his absence, but the table 
next to the Pink Gin girl was vacant. 
He sat down there, and ordered an
other beer.

Suddenly she leaned forward and 
poured the second pink gin into the 
vase of early daffodils on the table in 
front of her. She did it quickly,

deftly, but as she put the glass back 
she caught his eye.

He grinned.
“That’s a heck of a waste of good 

liquor,” he said.
She shook her head.
"Not really,” she said, ‘‘it was a 

gesture, that’s all.”

APART from thinking she was the 
best looking girl he had seen this 

side of the Atlantic, he was interested 
in the reason for a gesture that en
tailed pouring pink gins into flower 
vases. He picked up his beer and 
stood up.

“Mind if I sit here and talk until 
your friend turns up?” he said. “I’m 
going crazy on my own.”

For a moment she hesitated.
“This isn’t a pick-up, I promise 

you,” he said quickly. "I’ll retire to 
prepared positions the moment your 
friend appears.”

She laughed.
“You see,” she said, “there isn’t  a 

friend to arrive. I’m not meeting- 
anyone.”

He sat down beside her,
“Well, that’s swell,” he said. 

"That’s the swellest thing I’ve heard 
in months.”

She thought, quickly, “Well, why 
not? He’s lonely, and he’s come a 
long way to fight for us and, after 
tomorrow I shall never see him again. 
This is the last night of any old life, 
so it might as well be shared with 
someone else.

“Okay, Canada,” she said aloud. 
“Sit dowrn and talk.”

“To begin with,” he said, “my 
name’s Jerry Fletcher.”

“Mine,” she told him, “is Iris 
Dodd.”

“That being that,” he said, "how- 
do-you-do and without being unduly 
curious I’d like to know if it’s a habit 
of yours to pour pink gins into vases,” 

She laughed.
“No,” she said. “But you see to

night is something of an occasion. 
I’ve joined the A.T.S. and this is my
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last night as a civilian. The—the per
son I should have spent it with 
couldn’t get leave so . . . Well, did you 
hear that song, ‘I’m Stepping out 
with a Memory’?”

“Sure,” he said, “I get you. Some
thing about ordering two drinks and 
two dinners and a couple of seats at 
the theater. I remember.” He took a 
sip of his beer. “You’re going to find 
it mighty difficult disposing of the 
second dinner in a vase of daffodils, 
aren't you?”

She laughed.
“I should think so. I shan’t try. I 

shall just leave it on its plate and 
ignore the interested stares of the 
populace.”

“That’s the trouble about this 
country,” he said. “Do anything a bit 
out of the normal and everybody 
stares at you. Now in Montreal if I 
chose to go around ordering dinner 
for six and sitting down alone to it I 
doubt whether even the waiter would 
raise an eyebrow.”

“Canada sounds a nice country,” 
she said.

“It is,” he agreed, “it’s the grand
est country this side of heaven. 
Though you’ve not got such a bad 
little island here yourself. Look, Miss 
Dodd, I’ve an idea. How about letting 
me understudy the guy who couldn't 
get leave. I mean you’d be doing me 
a big favor by letting me trail around 
with you tonight, honest. I came up 
here on leave a week ago and I’m 
bored stiff.”

“Bored stiff?” she said. “In Lon
don? Nonsense! You can’t  be.”

“I take it you’re a Londoner?” he 
said quietly.

She nodded.
“So you know where to go and 

what to see. Oh, I don’t mean the 
Tower And Westminster Abbey and 
the bomb damage in the city. I mean 
the bright lights and the shows and 
all the fun. I’ve heard so much about 
it, but I’m hanged if I can find the 
places.”

“She looked at the clock over the

revolving doors.
“We’re too late for a show now,” 

she said. “No, we’re not. ‘Rise Above 
It’ at the Comedy doesn’t start until 
seven. Have vou seen it?”

“No,” he said. “I saw ‘Blithe 
Spirit’ and a couple of films. It was a 
riot but you needed someone with you 
to laugh with.”

She pulled on her gloves and called 
a page boy over and asked him to get 
a taxi at once. The Canadian was a 
little awed by her air of assurance. 
So this was what a Londoner was 
like. Sophisticated, poised, debonair. 
Now he could understand the stories 
he had heard of the blitz. He couldn’t 
conceive of anything liable to ruffle 
Iris Dodd’s nonchalance, or to make 
the slightest dent in her morale.

“By the way, this is Dutch,” she 
said, as they walked across the hall.

E LIFTED one eyebrow.
“Dutch?” he said, “It’s double 

dutch to me.”
She laughed. “Sony. I mean we’re 

going fifty-fifty on this evening, so 
will you please take mental notes on 
what you spend and let me know.”

He thought, “I shall do no such 
thing,” but he was wise enough not to 
argue with her then.

In the taxi he asked, suddenly, 
about the blitz.

“Was it terrible?” he said. “Last 
winter?”

She shrugged, and instinctively 
held her chin a little higher,

“It was all right,” she told him.
He thought of one of the phrases 

that Mr. Churchill had made famous 
—“Grim and gay.” He had never, 
until then, realized how appropriate 
it was.

“That’s why I’ve joined up,” she 
said suddenly. “To try and give them 
something back for their imperti
nence. I’m hoping to get into the anti
aircraft side. If my mathematics and 
my instructions ever bring down a 
plane, I’ll be quits with them. I 
couldn’t  volunteer before because it
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took me nearly a year to train an 
older woman to do my job and I 
wasn’t allowed to leave until I had. 
Here we are.”

He paid off the taxi driver and fol
lowed her into the foyer. He saw her 
back view at the booking office and 
presently she handed him two pink 
tickets.

“I thought I’d buy these in 'case 
you suffered from a lapse of memory 
later on,” she said, smiling inno
cently. “You had a look in your eye

“PH consider it,” she said. “I won
der if you’d like the Hungaria. You 
can dance there as w'ell as eat and it’s 
—part of my pilgrimage.”

“I’m sure I’ll like it,” he said. 
“Which way?”

“We cut into Lower Regent Street 
and turn right,” she told him. ‘‘It’s 
too near to take a cab.”

Walking up he was surprised that 
Iris Dodd’s remark about her pilgri
mage had upset him so much. It had 
been like a sudden touch of cold

(DEEP IN  M Y  HEART
One kiss is ever on my lips,

One smile to light my way, 
One wwd of love is graven in 

My heart of hearts to stay.

One , one smile, one word of lope, 
Ah, precious legacy—

To have and hold till freedom’s won 
And you come back to mel

— H e l e n  A r d s l e y .
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when I suggested going ‘Dutch’ that 
i don’t quite trust.”

He flushed a little. She was as 
quick as a Hash, this Iris Dodd.

When they came out of the theater 
she turned to him.

“Enjoy it, Lieutenant Fletcher?” 
He nodded, “it was swell, and hav

ing someone to laugh with made all 
the difference. Where do we go from 
here, and could you consider calling 
me Jerry?”

water. He thought, incredulous, 
"Steady, Jerry. You’re going crazy. 
You can’t fall seriously for a dame, 
however cute, in three and a half 
hours.” He reminded himself, 
sternly, that he was understudy tc 
some guy who couldn’t get leave. H e  
thought, “Later I’ll ask her if she’s 
engaged to him.”

He did, sitting across from her at 
a small table on the dance floor.

“This guy who couldn’t  get leave,”
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he said, crumbling his roll into small 
pellets. “Are you engaged to him?” 

Iris looked vaguely surprised, then 
she said quickly:

“No, not exactly. Jerry, for 
heaven’s sake don’t do that, Lord 
Woolton will have you clapped into 
jail under regulation Eighteen-B.” 

He felt a faint ray of hope. He de
cided not to delve any deeper into the 
matter.

“Tell me about Canada,” she said, 
“and—the girl you left behind you.” 

He grinned at her, disarmingly, 
and she thought suddenly, “But he's 
enchanting with that blond hair and 
those thick, fair lashes, and that look 
in his eyes of having been staring at 
far horizons. It’s just as well, my 
girl, that you are leaving London to
morrow. You know what happens to 
girls who fall for sailors!”

“Canada?” he repeated. “That’s a 
swell country for you. The towns 
seem cleaner and wider somehow 
than they do over here.”

He leaned his elbows on the table 
and told her something of his life, 
painted word pictures for her, added 
a flippant, amusing story of the time 
he went out shooting grizzlies in the 
Rocky Mountains and nearly got 
killed for his sins,

“I’m talking a heck of a lot,” he 
ended. “Let's dance. And, by the 
way, there isn’t  any girl.”

Absurdly, her heart was pleased. 
Presently, he asked her where she 

was going to be stationed with the 
A.T.S., and she named a town on the 
West Coast.

“You mean it?” he said, “Iris, 
that’s tremendous. That’s where I 
sail in and out of with monotonous 
regularity.” He touched wood super- 
stitiously.

She thought, “Yes, and perhaps I”I 
meet; you once and then you’ll forget. 
It’s absurd and crazy, but I think 
you’re the nicest person I’ve ever met 
in all my life.”

“And what’s more,” he said, “m.y 
leave’s up tomorrow, we could travel

down together.”
She laughed.
“We could,” she said, “and shout 

snappy remarks to each other down 
the corridor. Naval officers travel 
first class. A.T. privates definitely do 
not!”

Suddenly she looked at her watch.
“Time to move on,” she said. “The 

pilgrimage calls for coffee at the Cor
ner House.”

“Darn it all!” he thought. “Every 
time I start to forget this man of hers 
who couldn’t  get leave, she reminds 
me of his existence. He must be a 
terrific bloke with a swell line to 
make her so goofy about him.”

He asked for the bill and paid it, 
and they made their way out into 
Regent Street.

Jerry took Iris’ arm because it was 
so dark, and they moved cautiously 
toward Piccadilly Circus. A long wray 
away a searchlight stabbed the sky 
like a questing finger, reminding 
them that there was a war.

They lingered over their coffee and 
then Iris started to put on her gloves. 
He had a cold feeling in the pit of his 
stomach. This evening, which he had 
enjoyed more than anything in all his 
life before, was ending and there 
wasn’t a thing he could do about it.

He wanted to take her hand and 
tell her that he loved her, truly and 
absolutely. He wanted to beg her to 
stay with him until it was time for 
their train in the morning—to just 
wander around the half-empty 
streets, to stare at the stars reflected 
in the river to have breakfast in some 
ail-night cafe. Just to be with her.

But he couldn’t. He had a suspicion 
that if he showed her he cared at all 
she would be frigidly polite and final. 
He was an understudy for somebody 
else, that was all.

“What now?” he said, when they 
had reached the pavement.

She hesitated and said, gaily:
“Well, strictly speaking it ought to 

be a taxi and twice around the park, 
slowly.”
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"That suits me!” he said. “That’s
swell!”

He hailed a cruising taxi and 
helped her in.

“Twice round the park, slowly,” 
h e  told the driver.

The driver looked at him sourly. 
He opened his mouth to speak about 
the petrol shortage and then he got a 
gleam of gold braid and the impres
sion of a cap worn at the Beatty 
angle. His son had been at Dunkirk 
and there just wasn’t anything he 
wouldn’t do for the Navy.

“Hop in, sir,” he said. “Anything 
you say, Admiral.”

He engaged his gears and shut the 
sliding glass panel behind his head.

JERRY slipped his arm through 
Iris’ and held her hand lightly. 

“How’m I doing?” he asked, keep
ing his voice gay.

“Beautifully,” she said. “Although 
you ought, strictly speaking, to tell 
me that I’m the most beautiful thing 
you’ve seen in a month of Sundays 
and that you love me dearly.”

“Right,” he said, “how's this. Iris, 
you’re the most beautiful girl I’ve 
ever known in all my life. I love you, 
so help me. I guess I loved you from 
the moment I first saw you in that 
hotel lounge wastefully pouring away 
liquor. You’re all the things I’ve ever 
dreamed about.” He put his arms 
round her and kissed her hard on the 
mouth. “Iris—darling, will you
marry me?” His voice was shaken.

Her voice sounded a little husky, 
too, when she replied.

“Jerry,” she said, “you’re over

playing your part. You didn’t  have to 
go as far as that.”

"Darn my part,” he said. “I’m not 
an understudy any longer. I’m play
ing lead now. I mean it, every word 
of it.” He kissed her again. “And 
now I suppose you’ll throw me out of 
this cab.”

"No,” she said. “You see, I hoped 
you meant it. I . . . It’s crazy, isn’t  
it, after knowing you seven hours, 
but I would like to marry you if the 
offer’s still open.”

“I’ll say it’s still open, honey,” he 
said. “But listen. You’re not being 
carried away are you? You won’t re
gret it tomorrow? How about this 
bloke who couldn’t  get leave? What’s 
he going to say?”

She grinned.
“There isn’t  any bloke,” she said. 

"At least not any definite one. He 
was a sort of composite picture in my 
mind of half a dozen friends I used 
to go out with. He just stood for 
civilian life and the old days, like that 
statue on the Old Bailey used to stand 
for Justice.”

"But what about ‘twice round the 
park’ and ‘I-love-you-dearly’ ?” he 
demanded.

“That,” she told him, “was just a 
bit I put in.”

He opened the sliding panel that 
separated him from the driver.

“Hey!” he said. “Fourteen times 
round the park, or, if you’re short of 
petrol, we don’t  care a lot if you stop 
and take a short walk.”

"Okay, Admiral,” the taxi driver 
said. "Just give a shout when you 
want me, will you?”
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IVhen Myrtle and Bill Tried to Teach a School Girl a Lesson They 
Found They Also Could Learn a Lot About Love— in

GIRL SNATCHER
By LETA ZOE AD AM S

A  Delightful Short Story Coming Next Issue!



W HEN you glance down at the delightful tan you labored to get, and which 
looked so dashingly healthy, and you notice that it’s slighdy faded and out of 
place, you know that tail is here. Autumn spells activity, even more than 

you have already been doing—defense work, canteen work, nurses’ aides—and you 
even fmd time to squeeze in a couple of football games and festive dinner parties.

With all this lively energy comes the need and desire to buy new clothes and to 
complement the new fall wardrobe, you. must appreciate the necessity of “new faces ‘
During the humid summer heat, your oil 
glands worked overtime and now your skin 
suddenly feels dry and drawn because 
there is much less moisture in the air

Fme little lines may show about the eyes 
and across the forehead. Something must 
be done about it— and the three m usts are 
cleansing, nourishing and protecting.

Your usual brand of cold cream will take 
care of the cleansing process. Use a heavier 
cream for massaging and a cream base be
fore powdering. Before you know it, you 
will look new again.

How to W ear Flowers
If you are one of the lucky girls who 

rate invitations to a big game, it should 
challenge you to make the most ol your 
looks on the red-letter day.

Whether the man In your life wires you 
flowers to wear on the football special, or 
calls in person to take you to the game, 
you owe it to yourself and to him, to give 
concentrated thought to wearing your 
flowers where they'll do the most for your 
personal style of good looks.

For perfect grooming, choose your lip
stick with an eye to complementing, not 
quarreling, with your flowers. If the blos
soms you wear to the stadium arc purple 
orchids, a lipstick with a bluish-red tinge 
will be most flattering.

If pink roses or the pinkish, daisy type 
chrsyanthemums are used for the big game 
corsage, it’s smart beauty technique to use 
a lighter shade of lipstick.

If your uniformed beau sends you one

of the patriotic corsages of red, white and 
blue flowers, blue eye-shadow will add an 
extra bit of glamour. If you are the proud 
possessor of one of the large-sized fut 
muffs, you'll make an effective picture with 
an extra size stadium corsage of flowers 
pinned to it.

Pin your flowers on with an eye to ac
centing your best features. And wait, you 
can transform your posies into a headdress 
later on, if you go “formal’’ to a victory 
dance.

Lapel corsages give drama to your fur 
jacket, whether it’s coonskin, sheared 
beaver, opulent mink or dyed muskrat, and 
you can transfer them to the neckline ot 
your frock for the occasion after the game

Vital Vitamins
Have you taken one of the Nutrition 

Courses offered by the Red Cross as a pa
triotic measure to keeping fit and feeding 
your family the proper vitamins? And do 
you know the purpose of these vitamins?

The five vitamins are A, B, C, D, and G 
—you need them all for health and charm. 
Each vitamin is vital.

“A ” helps to keep skin, hair, eyes, ears 
nose, throat, bronchial tubes and lungs 
healthy. These influence your appearance. 
And you will find Vitamin A in milk, but
ter, eggs, liver, green leafy, or yellow vege • 
tables, cod liver oil or other fish oil.

Vitamin B helps to keep nerves stead 
and the digestive tract regular. These m 
fluence your poise and disposition. It can 
be found in dark breads, dark cereals, en-



ridaed bread, green and root vegetables, 
egg yolk, lean pork, nuts, milk, fruit and 
yeast.

Vitamin C helps to keep gums and teeth 
in good condition. Your appearance and 
your comfort is affected. Eat citrus fruits, 
berries and other raw fruit, tomatoes, raw 
vegetables such as carrots, green peppers, 
yellow turnips, cabbage and white potatoes 
cooked in their jackets.

Vitamin D helps everything else do its 
part. Be sure you get it. It’s found in cod 
liver or other fish liver oil, Vitamin D 
milk and direct sunlight.

Vitamin G helps to keep your skin fresh 
and glowing and puts a gloss in your hair, 
promotes vim and vigor. It helps give you 
“oomph.” You can find this one in liver, 
kidney, beef, pork (lean), eggs, milk and 
yeast.

And minerals arc very important, such 
as calcium which plays an important role 
in providing good health and charm—good 
teeth, good digestion, steady nerves are but 
a few.

Milk is the greatest source of calcium 
and adults need at least two glasses a day. 
If you don’t like just plain milk—try this 
Top-of-thc-Stove Baked Custard.

Kent. tog! Ih o r 1 cup  m ilk , 1 ogg  nm l 2 ta b le sp o o n s  
u n g a r  in  to p  of a don  bio bo iler. S p r in k le  n u tm e g  
on  to p . r o v e r  a n d  cook over h o i w a te r , n o t a llo w 
in g  w a te r to  to u eh  u p p e r  p a r t  o f pan . T/se low  
h ea t. TVs't c u s ta rd  w ith  knife . I f  k n ife  eomo« ou t 
c lean , c u s ta rd  is doin '. Serve  w arm  to  cold . M akes 
tw o  o r th re e  h e lp in g s .

Office Etiquette
For you gals who are just embarking on 

your career in an office job remember that 
an office personality is just as important as 
a social one. Be as friendly, gracious, help
ful and well-gruomed in the office as you 
are at any social gathering.

Don’t let constant association with your 
fellow workers break down the desire to 
put your best foot forward. Remember 
that the woman who is successful in busi
ness cultivates a pleasant disposition and 
keeps herself attractively groomed and 
dressed.

You will not be minus becoming make
up or a well-fixed coiffure. You will not 
bcmoa.n the fact that some one else gets 
all the “breaks” or gives a snappy reply to 
a well-meant request to do a small favor.

You will not borrow other people's 
working tools and forget to return them. 
And you will not be an idle gossip.

Canning Bees
You gals who planted victory gardens 

should be harvesting about this time of
year and you can do your patriotic bit 
nght at home by canning as much food as 
possible. Lots of girls I know arc giving 
canning bees. It will help stretch the na

tional food supply and banding together 
in groups is not only fun, but speeds up 
the work.

Two people can double up on shelling 
and paring while the others assemble the 
canning equipment, wash jars and put 
them on to sterilise in a deep kettle of 
water.

Another member of the party washes 
vegetables, and so on, until the entire 
process is completed. It takes the drudgery 
out of the work and turns it into a smart 
kind of way to have an alternoon tea.

Hallowe’en Fun
Are you giving a Hallowe’en party this 

year? It might be fun to entertain some 
of the boys on leave with this one, Hal
lowe’en in Spooky Town. Send this invita
tion:

H eap s  of fun  w e h ave  in s to re ,
G ipsies, g o b lin s , g h o s ts  g a lo re ;
AH t h a t ’s le f t  o f  u s to  do 
I s  sen d  th is  n o te , in v it in g  you.

Goblins, witches, ghosts, black cats, owls, 
skeletons gather in Spooky Town on All- 
hailows’ Eve. They wander through Sheet 
Lane where dim blue and green fights, 
colored blubs, shine eerily. Strange figures 
extend limp hands — gloves stuffed with 
cotton. Heads come in contact with 
clammy bats — sponges slightly dampened 
with ice water and tied to strings. Weird 
sounds arc heard.

Here and there are candles that go out
71



for no reason at all. The secret is, they’ve 
been cut off at various lengths from the 
top and heated, then stuck together again.

From the Witch’s Hat
When the guests arrive, girls draw small 

envelopes from a witch’s hat; men draw 
their envelopes from a hollowed-out pump
kin. One girl’s envelope may read, ’‘Girl 
Whose Dog Was Lost,” and contains this 
instruction, “Find Dog Pound Keeper." A 
man’s envelope might be marked “Dog 
Pound Keeper,” and tell to “Find Girl 
Whose 1 log Was Lost.”

Other characters to be linked up are 
Spooky Town's Burglar and Spinster, the 
Mayor and the Telephone Operator, 
Chauffeur and Back-seat Driver, I;e Man 
and Society Leader, and so on. In this 
way, partners arc matched for the first 
dance.

Give the Burglar a toy gun; the Mayor, 
a broom; Dog Pound Keeper, a toy dog; 
Ice Man, a toy truck. Men cut in on girls 
by handing over their trade symbols; girls 
cut in on men by doing the same. In this 
way the symbols are kept in circulation 
and your party gets warmed up.

Wishing Games
To dip into the future, fill a large tub 

almost full of water. With a drop of hot 
wax fasten a small orange candle in a 
walnut shell. Every one writes a wish on 
an orange-colored slip of paper, folds it 
lengthwise, and prints his name on the 
outside.

Place slips around the outer rim of the 
tub. Stir water briskly and set in it a wal
nut shell with a lighted candle. If a slip 
burns all the way, the wish comes true; 
halfway, there’s a delay. If slip doesn’t 
burn, the wish is hopeless.

Have a Gipsy F’ortune-Teller wandering 
through Spooky Town. She carries two 
decks of cards, one of which is dealt out to 
the players, and chants such questions as 
Abracadabra, abracadabra— “tell me who 
stole the other fellow’s sweetheart," or 
“who is green-eyed with jealousy.” She 
holds up a card from her deck.

The one with the corresponding card 
must hold it up and admit that the fortune 
fits him.

Fortune Cake
For supper spread an orange and black 

crepe-paper cloth on a buffet table, and use
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orange candles in black holders. Your 
guests will help themselves to:

A sso rted  S andw iches 
P ick le s  C a r ro t S tick s

G reen an d  R ipe  O lives 
F o r tu n e  C ake w ith  O ran g e  Icing*

Coffee W a ln u ts  A pples

To make the fortune cake use your reg
ular layer cake recipe—but bake tiny sym
bols wrapped in waxed paper in the cake 
—such as a tiny slipper, thimble, coin, 
ring, button, tiny doll, etc.

The Black Cat’s Story 
After supper, gather round for the Black 

Cat’s Story. Give guests slips of paper 
with parts—sound and lighting effects they 
are to produce. One or two may be given
the same part. Sound 
Family and Haunted 
every one — so tell 
sounds are before the
D a rk  an d  S to rm y  N ig h t 
R aven
W h is t l in g  F a m ily  
H a u n te d  H o u se

Skeleton
Clock s tru c k  tw elve
T h u n d e r
R ig h t n in g
W ind
M y ste rio u s  fo o ts tep s

R o o s te r  on  fence 
M ules in th e  m eadow  
D aw n  b re a k in g

Some one with a < 
following story:

effects for Whistling 
House are made by 
players what these 
story begins.

W hoo-oo 
C aw -caw
E v ery o n e  w h is tle*  
E v e ry o n e  g ro an s , 

s ig h s  o r  sn o re s  
R a t t le  dice 
C ount to  12 
R an g  pan  w ith  spoon  
W ork  llu s lilig h t 
W hee-ee o r w h is tle  
S lap  fo ld ed  p a p e r  on 

tloor
C «ick-a-doodle-doo
H ce-liaw
D rop  p an  on  floor 

rood voice reads the

’Tv,-as a D A R K  A N D  STO RM Y  N IG H T . T h e  
R A V E N  sh iv ered . T h e  W H IS T L IN G  FA M IL Y  in 
th e  H A U N T E D  H O U SE  w ere  ex p ec tin g  th e  
S K E L E T O N . W hen  th eC L O C lv  S T R U C K  T W E L V E  
th e  d o o r opened  an d  in s p ite  o f T H U N D E R , L IG H T 
N IN G  an d  W IN D  and  th e  R A V E N ’S C R O W 
IN G , M Y S T E R IO U S F O O T S T E P S  w ere  h eard . 
T h e  H A U N T E D  H O U SE shook  and  th e  W H IS 
T L IN G  F A M IL Y  tre m b le d . N e a re r  cam e th e  M YS
T E R IO U S  F O O T S T E P S , echo ing  th ro u g h  th e  
H A U N T E D  H O U SE an d  te r r i fy in g  th e  W H IS 
T L IN G  FA M IL Y . T h e  M Y ST E R IO U S F O O T 
S T E P S  ad v an ced  in to  th e  room . T h e  W H IS T L IN G  
F A M IL Y  a lm o s t fa in te d . R u t ju s t  th e n  th e  g reen  
cheese m oon peeped  in th ro u g h  th e  w indow , th e  
M U L ES IN  T H E  M EA D O W  m ad e  th em selv es  
h e a rd , th e  R O O S T E R  ON T H E  F E N C E  an nounced  
th a t  D A W N  W A S B R E A K IN G . A nd a ll w as s till.

Of course, the longer you make yout 
story, the more fun it will be and you can 
send your guests home giggling and trem
bling at the same time.

Stocking Care
Nice stockings are so very precious these 

days, I think you should all learn how to 
really take care of them. And good care 
does not only mean in your laundering 
method.

Put your stockings on by rolling down 
from the top to the toe. Slip the rolled 
stocking over the toes and instep, adjust



the reinforcements to their correct posh 
tiori'f; and smooth the heel in position with 
scam at dead center. Unroll the stocking 
straightening the seam up the leg. Be sure 
that the scam is straight above the heel. 
While seated, fasten garters hallway down

the welt. This will assure sufficient stretch 
and help to prevent stockings from burst
ing at the knee.

Prevent snags and runs by being careful 
with rings and rough fingernails. Cotton 
stockings snag just as readily as silk, nylon 
or rayon but they do not run as easily as 
the others. Rough linings in shoes and 
garters with too little stretch are demons 
lor causing runs.

All kinds of stockings should be laun
dered immediately after wearing. Perspira
tion and soil weaken the fibers. Wash them 
with soaps that are free from alkali. They 
should be washed in warm, not hot, water, 
at a temperature not over 100 degrees.

Dry them without putting undue stretch 
on the material. For example, it's better to 
dry stockings by laying them on a flat 
towel, rather than hanging them on a line. 
But if you do use a line, hang them from 
the foot. Don’t expose them to direct sun
light or put them on radiators to dry.

Everyday Hairdo Success
One thing that this war will teach us to 

do many more things for ourselves in the 
way of grooming, hairdressing, massaging 
—even clothes pressing and cleaning per
haps—to say nothing of manicuring, pedi
curing and shampooing.

Learn how to take care of your own 
hair, it is foolish to go to the hairdresser

once a week and have your hair look un
kempt and apologetic the test of the time. 
Here are some rules to make your hairdo 
an everyday, rather than a once-a-week
success.

Don’t be afraid to brush your hair thor
oughly twice a day. Properly set coif
fures will look better for the brushing.

Learn to part your hair with a hrm, 
swift stroke, not a timid wiggle with the 
comb. After you have done it several 
times you will begin to feel the pia.ee on 
your scalp where the part should go.

Remember that one great secret < f a 
neat coiffure is a trim, brushed-up hah'.ine. 
Alter you arrange the hair, stroke it up
ward from the hairline to give a smooth 
sheen.

Brush your hair thoroughly and com
petently each night before going to bed. 
Don’t leave your hair wild and untamed 
all night. Arrange it in place before you 
hop into bed.

Learn from the hairdresser the rudi
ments of setting your particular type of 
hair. Then, once a week, dampen it slightly 
and arrange it in ringlets with hairpins 
under a net before bathing or doing your 
housework. If you are rushed, don’t dam
pen it at all. Just set it in dry ringlets under 
a net. Never think you can arrange your 
coiffure by dampening and brushing it into 
form. It will fall into kinks or lank strings 
instead.

Wartime Habits
Arc you learning wartime habits? They 

arc quite different from your peacetime 
routine.

You are going to carry home all but the 
heavy things instead of having everything 
you buy delivered to your home.

You are going to buy a week’s supply at 
one time instead of requiring many differ
ent deliveries made to your home during 
the week.

You are going to carry a market basket 
when you shop.

You are going to ask the grocer to ccen- 
omi;e on paper bags instead of allowing 
him to wrap everything in separate bags.

You arc going to make more use of dried 
fruits as a dessert.

You arc going to start or do more can
ning, drying and preserving of home- 
grown fruits and vegetables.

You are going to turn over for salvage 
ail old rubber and metal and rags.

You arc going to choose the kind &£ 
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shoes that look attractive and wear well, 
instead of shoes that just look attractive

You are going to boy War Stamps and 
Bonds this month and the next and the 
next one after that.

Do’s and Don’t’s
I know you are doing lots of war work— 

and more additional work than you have 
ever done—but don’t let it get you down 
—don’t let it make you tired and droopy 
looking. Remember your make-up do’s and 
don't’s.

Don’t use too much foundation cream: 
you cannot remove excess successfully.

Don’t apply foundation cream over i  - 
skin that is not scrupulously clean.

Don’t apply rouge over wrinkles. It only 
accents them.

Don’t use mascara on your lower eye
lashes.

Do remove all trace of cleansing cream 
with an astringent lotion or with cotton 
pads dipped in cold water.

Do apply a make-up base in a flattering 
skin tone. Apply a little at a time and 
blend

Do keep your rouge high, blending the 
edges and avoiding areas that show 
wrinkles.

Do use eyeshadow if your eyes are not 
deep-set.

Do apply mascara to your upper lashes 
if you would make the most of your eyes

Hints to Harried Housewives
Try putting a lemon in hot water before 

cutting. It will yield double the amount of 
juice.

Add a few thin slices of white soap to 
water before putting flowers in. They will 
keep fresh for almost two weeks.

If you add a little baking soda to dried 
peas or beans when cooking, it is not neces
sary to soak them overnight. They will 
soften in half the time, too.

Bread crumbs, not too stale, rubbed over 
scorched cloth, will make the burn disap
pear.

When whipping cream that is light you 
tail add a small amount of lemon juice. It 
will make it thicken more easily.

A  W ord of Advice
When you are troubled over some slight 

or petty thing these days, just ask yourself: 
“What does this small thing matter in view 
of the important tasks ahead of us in our 
battle for democracy?’’

“It's Not H er Audience Which Matters to a Bride. I t ’s the Picture That
H er Husband W ill Carry

Tint's what Liza Trainor was brought up to 
believe. But when her own marriage ap
proached, she faced bitter disillusion. Read 
the engrossing story of Liza’s romance in

HATE’S HONEYMOON
A Fascinating Complete Novel 

By JEAN FRANCIS WEBB
in the October

Afterward, in His Heart—”

Now on Sale 1  OX A t A ll Stands



She Found Her Man
By ETHEL MURPHY

Joan Clayton’’s masquerade is harmless— but she learns 
that the one man always wants a g ir l to be her real se lf l

JOAN CLAYTON picked up the 
telephone that was ringing fran
tically on her desk. When she 
heard Charles Burke’s voice on the 

wire her eyes brightened.
“Hello, Charles, darling!”
“Joan, listen carefully—this is 

business.” Charles sounded worried.

“That man from the Phillips Assem
bly Plant is getting into town on th $ 
evening plane!”

“But, Charles, he’s three days' 
ahead of his scheduled visit!” Joan, 
cried in dismay. “And you and K i
rin are both out of town!”

Karin Daley took care of publicity
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and contacts for Charles’ real estate 
company, and when their out of town 
clients came to town, it was always 
Karin who entertained them.

“That’s why I’m calling you, 
Joan,” Charles said impatiently. “I 
can’t possibly get away from this 
conference before tomorrow. So it’s 
up to you, Joan! I want you to meet 
this man at the airport and keep him 
away from the Roberts people until I 
get bad: to town. They’re trying to 
sell Phillips a site, too!”

"I’ll do what I can,” Joan said.
But she knew the Roberts Real 

Estate Company had some resource
ful men working for them. Almost 
as resourceful as Charles himself. 
And Joan didn’t  like meeting strange 
men.

"His name is Brian Foster,” 
Charles went on. “Be friendly and 
interested in him. You know how 
Karin and I planned to entertain him 
while he was in town, so go on up to 
Karin’s apartment, pretend you live 
there. Karin won’t mind. I’m count
ing on you, Joan!”

Joan’s heart leaped up. She -was 
Charles’ secretary, and for a year 
now she had been engaged to Charles. 
It made her feel w arn  and close to 
him to know he was counting on her 
in anything as important to him as 
this.

"I won’t fail you, Charles!”

THE connection was broken, and 
she hung up. She caught her 

breath as she looked at the watch on 
her slim wrist. The plane would be in 
in about twenty minutes. She didn’t 
have much time to lose.

She knew that her nose was shiny, 
and her red-brown hair had burst 
into soft, free curls. But there was 
no time for make-up now. She got 
her hat and coat and dashed out of 
the office.

It was a cold, early winter clay and 
she drove fast. She dodged around 
a truck, and almost got picked up by 
a cop.
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The plane was already in when 
Joan got to the airport. She parked 
and went inside hurriedly. No one 
could give her any information at the 
desk and she pushed her way through 
the crowd, and out onto the runway. 
The wind was strong, and she had to 
hold onto her hat. Suddenly she ran 
into a man who had turned away 
from the chained enclosure.

"Oh, I’m sorry,” she cried.
"I’m the one to apologize,” the man 

said.
She started to hurry on, then she 

looked back at him. There was some
thing about him that would make 
anyone turn and look at him twice. 
Not that he was so handsome. But 
he was so nice-looking, and he han
dled himself so well.

"Can I help you?” he asked. “Were 
you looking for someone?”

His voice was deep, pleasant. Nice 
eyes too, she thought. Very blue. 
Steady. Joan took off her hat and 
held it in her hand.

“Yes, I was looking for a man,” 
she said worriedly. “He must surely 
be around somewhere. I’ve never seen 
him. He’s an executive, so he’s prob
ably important-looking, and middle- 
aged, and bad-tempered, too. His 
name is Brian Foster.”

The man laughed. “I think you’ve 
found your m an! I’m Brian Foster.”

Joan almost lost her breath in sur
prise and consternation. Oh, darn, 
she’d given him a bad impression of 
her right at the start ! But at least 
she hadn’t  let the Roberts men get 
him.

She smiled at him. “Why, that’s
fine!”

“I think so,” he said slowly.
His eyes went over her slim figure, 

her wind-blown curls, her small nose 
with the sprinkle of freckles that she 
hadn’t had time to cover with make
up. The look in his eyes made her 
feel confused, and a ridiculous little 
lump was in her throat.

“I’m Joan Clayton, Charles Burke’s 
secretary,” she explained. “He asked
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me to meet you here. He’s out of 
Iowa. He’s awfully sorry.”

“Oh, that’s all right. I ’ll see Burke 
tomorrow.” He grinned. “And please 
don’t hold my age against me, and 
I’m afraid I don’t look very impor
tant, but I was never in a better 
humor in my life!”

Joan flushed. “I—I’m sorry for 
what 1 said. But most executives are 
sort of middle-aged, and, well—”

“1 know,” he laughed.

Th e ir  eyes held for a long mo
ment and Joan’s heart jumped 

around wildly. Everything about this 
man excited and quickened her 
pulses. Then suddenly there seemed 
a special kind of understanding be
tween them. They both laughed, and 
Joan felt better.

“I have my car,” she said breath
lessly. “I’ll drive you to your hotel.” 

His bags were put in her car and 
Joan sighed with relief as they drove 
away from the airport. The Roberts 
men hadn’t shown up, and she hadn’t 
minded meeting this man at all. She 
thought she had managed things 
quite well.

As they drove downtown Jean 
pointed out things of interest to 
Brian, but she had a feeling that he 
didn’t hear much she said. But he 
kept on looking at her as if he 
couldn’t stop. The street lights were 
coming on, and there was frost in 
the air. Joan loved nights like this, 
and her eyes sparkled.

She told Brian that she had worked 
for Charles for two years. But it 
didn’t occur to her to tell him that 
she was engaged to Charles.

She remembered how Charles and 
Karin had planned to entertain Brian 
while he was in town. Charles had 
told her. to go up to Karin’s apart
ment and go through with their plans. 
They were to have cocktails at Ka
rin’s apartment, and then dinner at 
some smart restaurant where they 
could dance, and where Brian could 
meet some of the smart, sophisticated

people that Karin and Charles knew.
When they came to the hotel where 

Brian was to stay he said quickly:
“Oh, wait! Will you have dinner 

with me this evening?”
She sighed with relief again. He 

was making everything so easy for 
her.

“Oh, yes, I’d like to,” she said, her 
eyes shining.

She gave him the address of Ka
rin’s apartment and drove away with 
her heart in her throat. She knew 
that Brian liked her. He wanted to 
see her again!

She went up to Karin’s apartment 
on winged feet. Joan always caught 
her breath when she first entered 
Karin’s apartment. It was so exactly 
the kind of apartment a smart, suc
cessful girl like Karin would have. 
Smooth. Streamlined.

Sometimes Joan wished that she 
could live in a smart apartment like 
Karin’s. But of course she couldn’t, 
because she lived with her mother in 
a small gray stone house in a not very 
fashionable suburb. The house had 
been left them by her father, and 
Charles didn’t approve of the house 
or the neighborhood.

Once he had suggested that she 
take an apartment of her own. But 
she had said firmly that she couldn’t, 
because her mother would be dread
fully hurt if Joan left her before they 
were married.

Joan explained to Karin’s little 
maid why she had come. Then she 
telephoned her mother that she 
wouldn’t be home tonight. She would 
have to wear some of Karin’s clothes. 
There just wasn’t time to go across 
town and get something of her own.

“I want to wear something that 
will make me look a little like Karin,” 
she said to the little maid. “As if 
I’d been places.”

THE little maid got out a dress 
of flame-red with a cream-colored 

velvet jacket. It was a dress’that 
took your breath away. Glamour plus.
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Then Joan told the little maid that 
she had better fix the cocktails, be
cause Joan didn’t  know much about 
making cocktails.

She was ready when Brian came. 
Her heart stood still when he came 
in. He was nicer looking than she 
had thought at the airport. She liked 
the slow wray he smiled.

“Hello,” he said. “Remember me?”
“Wait, don’t tell me!” she cried 

gaily. “Nowr I know! That man at 
the airport!”

Brian’s eyes went over her slim 
figure in the red dress, her brown 
curls that were sleek and smooth 
now. He was still smiling, but Joan 
had the strangest feeling that his 
smile had changed, wras forced. Dis
appointed. But she told herself that 
she was being foolish, because she 
knew she had never looked as lovely 
in her life.

He said that he liked her place, 
and she said she liked it here, too. 
But of course she couldn’t  tell him 
that she didn’t  live here, that she had 
just borrowed this apartment for the 
evening because Charles had told her 
to.

The little maid brought cocktails, 
and they talked about light, gay 
things. Now and then Joan had to go 
and answer the telephone. So many 
people were calling Karin. They 
wanted to know when Karin would 
get back to town, or they thought 
she was Karin, and wanted to take 
her out.

“I’m sorry I have an engagement,” 
she said each time, then she would 
hang up quickly before she gave any
thing away to Brian. She couldn’t 
tell him that they were another gild’s 
friends.

After awhile they went to a club 
where Joan knew Karin liked to go. 
There was a good orchestra, and 
plenty of orchids around, and cham
pagne bottle popping. Brian and 
Joan found that they danced per
fectly together.

“I’m usually not much of a dancer,”
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Brian said with his slow smile. “All 
the girl’s wear their oldest slippers 
when they go dancing with me.”

“As if I believe that!” Joan cried.
He was charming and gay and 

amusing and attentive. But some
how she had a feeling that he spent 
a great many evenings like this, 
dancing with pretty girls, telling 
them that he liked the way they 
laughed, or the color of their eyes. 
Evenings that didn’t mean much to 
him. No more than this one did.

When she saw any one she knew 
she said, “Hello, Phil, or Jerry, or 
Kirk,” with a bright smile. Then she 
would introduce Brian. These were 
the kind of people that Charles had 
wanted Brian to meet.

Phil and Jerry and Kirk looked at 
Joan in surprise, then their eyes 
lighted with admiration. They could 
not understand why they had never 
seen how lovely Joan was. A lot of 
men wanted to dance with her.

Brian took her home at last. He 
said the evening had been lovely, and 
she had been a little angel to bother 
with him.

BUT in Karin’s apartment Joan 
felt let-down, blue. It had been a 

nice evening, but there had been a 
little . illusive something between 
them at the airport this afternoon 
that had escaped them tonight.

But she hadn’t  failed Charles. She 
had done exactly as he had told her. 
And Charles and Karin would be 
back tomorrow and take charge of 
everything. She wouldn’t  see Brian 
again.

She still felt blue when she awoke 
next morning. She turned over and 
Karin was sitting on the foot of her 
bed. She sat up with a start.

“Oh, hello, Karin,” she stammered. 
“I guess you’re surprised to find me 
here?”

“Oh, no,” Karin said quite coolly. 
“Charles wired me about everything, 
and I took the night train. Charles 
chartered a plane and flew in this
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morning.” Her eyes were mocking. 
“But I don't think we should have 
rushed. You managed things quite 
well. And you seem to have made 
quite an impression last night too. 
Celeste tells me that half a dozen men 
have called up this morning to find 
out if I could get them a date with 
you.”

Joan didn’t know what to say 
about that. She lay back with her 
hands behind her head.

“I tried not to fail Charles,” she 
said. “He said he was counting on 
me. I’d do anything for Charles!” 

Karin got up quickly and walked 
across the room. She was tall and 
slim, with black hair and green eyes. 
Sometimes Joan had a strange feel
ing that Karin hated her. She got 
out of bed quickly.

“i ’ll get my things and run along 
now.”

“No, wait!” Karin cried sharply. 
“ You can’t do th a t! Charles said you 
were to stay here. I have a friend 
who will take me in. It would be 
rather silly to let Brian Foster know 
that you—er—borrowed a n o t h e r  
girl’s apartment. He might want to 
know why. He might think we were 
—well, trying to put something over 
on him.”

Joan stared at her. “It was just 
for one night. I didn’t know I'd ever 
see him again.”

“You’ll see him again!” Karin said 
dryly. “He sent flowers this morn
ing. Roses. Two dozen of them. He 
wants you to have lunch with him.” 

“Oh!” Joan gasped. “Oh, well!” 
Karin went to her closet, and took 

out a severe black dress.
“Wear this today. After that red 

dress you wore last night I don’t 
think you’d better wear that tweed 
suit of yours. It makes you look too 
woodsy. A man like Brian Foster 
likes his girls to look sophisticated.” 

Joan didn't like the black dress. 
But she didn’t argue with Karin. She 
already felt much better because she 
was going to see Brian again. Not

blue at all any more.
In the privacy of his office Charles 

kissed Joan, and said he was proud 
of the way she had managed things. 
Charles had never been in a better 
humor in his life. There was a drive 
and force about Charles that Joan 
had always admired, he never let 
anyone get ahead of him.

Joan had lunch with Brian. That 
evening Brian and Karin and Charles 
came up to Karin’s apartment for 
cocktails. Joan wore another of Ka
rin’s dresses—a gold lace dress with 
a black velvet jacket. She felt strange 
playing the hostess, and there was a 
mocking light in Karin’s eyes that 
upset her.

AFTER awhile they all went out 
to dinner together. At first 

Brian danced almost exclusively with 
Joan because he said they danced so 
well together. But it was not long 
until more people joined them, and 
there were always two or three men 
wanting to dance with Joan. She 
could see that Charles was proud of 
the hit she was making.

This evening was much like the 
last one had been. Music and laugh
ter, and orchids, and champagne bot
tles popping. But empty, somehow. 
Meaningless. Nothing much that 
mattered, or went very deep. And 
that night when Joan went to sleep 
there were tears on her cheeks, and 
she didn’t know why she was crying.

Those next three days when Brian 
was not in business conference with 
Charles, Joan showed him around 
town. They drove, danced, had cock
tails in the best bars, had dinner 
with Charles and Karin.

But Joan could not shake off her 
mood of restlessness, and when she 
got home at night she didn’t sleep 
well. She told herself she should be 
having a good time. She had always 
wanted an apartment like Karin's, 
she had wanted smart friends, and 
striking clothes.

But somehow the perfection of
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Karin’s apartment was a little wear
ing, and she wished that Brian knew 
she didn’t live there. But when she 
had said something about going home 
Charles had almost lost his temper, 
and told her flatly that she couldn’t 
do it. It might spoil everything at 
this stage of the game, make Brian 
distrustful of them all.

One night Joan and Brian got sep
arated from Charles and Karin and 
their crowd at a club. When they 
were tired of dancing they went out 
on a little flagstone terrace, leaned 
against the rail. They didn’t  say any
thing for awhile, and Joan thought 
it seemed a little like that first day 
at the airport.

Abruptly Brian threw away his 
cigarette.

“I’ve had a week here,” he said. 
“But I’ve finished my report on that 
site, so there’s nothing to keep me. 
I'll be getting on my way tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow!” Joan cried involun
tarily. A little chill caught at her 
heart. “I—I’ll hate to see you go, 
Brian.”

He laughed shortly. “You sound as 
if you meant that, Joan. But I guess 
you do. You hate to see any of your 
men go away. You have so many 
men. You won’t miss me long.”

Suddenly he reached out and pulled 
her against him. His arms were hard 
and strong. He put his hand under 
her chin and raised her face to his.

"I haven’t  kissed you,” he said 
harshly. “I didn’t mean to kiss you! 
But I have to kiss you—just once!”

Before she could move, or say any
thing, his lips came down on hers, 
strong and warm and tender. Joan 
was swept to dizzy, breathless heights 
of ecstasy. Nothing in all her life had 
been like this.

At last he let her go, stood back.
"That’s what I mean,” he said 

huskily. “I was afraid if I kissed you 
I’d get to like your kisses too well. 
If I stayed on here I might fall in 
love with you. And I don’t  want to 
fall in love with you!”

JOAN’S eyes were wide, incredu
lous.

“You’re like heady wine to me,” 
Brian went on. “You’re lovely, sweet, 
exciting, intoxicating. But I’ve met 
a lot of girls like you. Play girls, out 
for a good time, another conquest. I 
like to take girls like you out, but I 
don’t want to fall in love with you. 
I t’s just not in my scheme of things. 
I’m going to forget you as scon as I 
can, Joan.”

Joan drew a long, quivering breath, 
She felt as cold as ice. Then she 
had never been so angry in her life.

Brian was charming, gay, attrac
tive. But that was all. There was 
no real depth to him. He liked to go 
out with pretty girls, have a good 
time. But he didn’t want to get se
rious about a girl. It wasn’t in his 
scheme of things. He had told her 
so. He wanted to be free to have a 
lot of girls.

There was a tearing ache in her 
heart. Her hand flew up and she 
slapped him hard.

“Maybe that will help you forget 
me!” she cried.

Then she started crying. She 
couldn’t help it. She turned and ran 
across the little terrace. She got her 
wrap and went out a side entrance 
and got a taxi. In the seclusion of 
the taxi she sank into a sobbing 
heap. She had never been so humili
ated in her life.

Why, the sheer insolence of him ! 
He had talked as if she wanted him 
to fall in love with her. Why, the 
vegetable! She would like to tell him 
that she wouldn’t marry him if he 
was the last man in the world. Why, 
of course she wouldn’t. She was go
ing to marry Charles!

She sat up with a start. She’d had 
so many things on her mind that she 
had forgotten she was engaged to 
Charles. Her red mouth set. She 
wished she had told Brian that she 
was going to marry Charles. That 
would show him that she cared noth
ing about him.
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She paid the taxi at Karin’s apart
ment and went up in the elevator. 
She would get into her own clothes, 
and go right home.

She marched into Karin’s apart
ment, and Charles and Karin were 
there.

Charles sprang up. “Why, Joan, 
we were waiting for you. Why didn’t 
Brian come up?”

Joan stood very straight. “Brian 
didn’t bring me home! I—I went off 
and left him!”

Charles looked at her blankly. 
“Joan, you don’t mean you walked 
out on Brian Foster!”

“Yes,” Joan said.
Charles had to believe her.
“For heaven’s sake, Joan, you 

haven’t made Brian Foster angry, 
and ruined this deal for me?”

“He—he kissed me!” Joan said.
“He kissed you?” Charles echoed 

blankly. Then his face darkened with 
anger. “Why, the nerve of him! I'll 
break his neck. I’ll show him he 
can’t.play around my girl!”

The buzzer sounded. Karin went 
and opened the door, and Brian 
walked into the room. There were 
little lines around his mouth.

For a moment no one said any
thing at all. Then Karin said:

“How nice! We’re so glad you 
came up.”

Brian’s eyes were desperate. “I 
came to tell Joan that I love her, and 
that there’s no use trying to forget 
her. I’ve been a fool! I want to apol
ogize if I said anything to hurt her.”

FOR a moment Joan’s heart almost 
stopped, then she remembered the 

things he had said to her. Her red 
lips tightened.

“Tell him, Charles!”
Charles just gulped.
“I’m - engaged to Charles,” Joan 

rushed on. “We haven’t announced 
our engagement because Charles 
thought it was better to wait until 
the emergency was over and he could 
take me on a long honeymoon.”

Now Brian would know that she 
cared nothing about him. He would 
know that she had been engaged to 
Charles all the time, and that she was 
not the kind of girl who just wanted 
to have a good time and have a lot of 
men around her. And Charles would 
throw him out of here.

There was a moment of stark si
lence. Joan looked at Charles ex
pectantly. But Charles didn’t move. 
He didn’t look angry now. But he 
certainly looked worried.

“Now, wait,” he said. “We’re all 
going too fast. Joan is—well, so im
pulsive. It’s hard for a lovely, popu
lar girl like Joan to make up her mind 
just what man she wants to be en
gaged to. She may think she loves 
one man one day—and change her 
mind the next.” He laughed indul
gently. “We can never tell about our 
Joan!”

Joan stared at Charles incredu
lously. Why, he wasn’t going to ad
mit that he was engaged to her! He 
wasn't going to throw Brian out of 
here! He was going to smooth things 
over, keep Brian from getting angry. 
He was making her sound exactly the 
kind of girl Brian thought she was. 
Her eyes looked sick.

“I think we all need something to 
drink,” Charles said genially. “Joan 
will help me.”

Joan had to follow him helplessly. 
In Karin’s shining little kitchenette 
he caught her arm in a hard grasp.

“Joan, you little fool! What do you 
mean putting me in a spot like that? 
You know if I told him we were en
gaged he’d think it was funny we 
hadn’t said anything about it before. 
I don’t like this any better than you, 
but we’ve got to play along. You can 
send him on his way later!”

Joan’s eyes still looked sick. Charles 
resented this w'hole thing, but he 
couldn’t  afford to offend Brian. He 
wouldn’t let anything come before 
his company or the money he was 
going to make. He didn’t care if he 
had to use the girl he loved. She
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could see dearly what Charles was 
like now, and she no longer admired 
his drive and force, or the way he 
never let anything get ahead of him.

He got out cocktail glasses, and 
they went back to Karin’s living 
room. Karin and Brian were talking 
as if nothing had happened. Pres
ently Brian said good night and left.

Then Joan stood up.
“I’m going home,” she said. “I 

want to see Mom.”
Charles looked annoyed. “For 

heaven’s sake, Joan, don’t start be
ing difficult again. If I hadn’t done 
some quick thinking we would have 
been in a spot.”

“I suppose so,” Joan said. “But I 
was wrong when I said I loved you, 
Charles. I don’t  love you! I’m not 
going to marry you! I can’t  give you 
hack your ring because you’ve never 
let me wear it!”

“Joan, you don’t  mean that,” 
Charles cried. “You’re just angry, 
but you’ll feel differently tomorrow.”

“I will not!” Joan cried.

SHE picked up her wrap, and 
Charles tried to stop her.

"Joan, you can’t  do this. You said 
you loved me. Doesn’t  that mean 
anything to you?”

Karin laughed mockingly. “It 
doesn’t  always mean anything when 
someone says they love you. You 
should know that, Charles, because 
you told me once that you loved me! 
That was before you met Joan. Re
member?”

Charles flushed. “Karin, this is be
tween Joan and me.”

But Karin didn’t  have to say any
thing else. Joan thought she must 
have been blind not to have seen it. 
Karin loved Charles. She had thought 
he loved her too, then he had fallen 
in love with Joan. But Karin loved 
Charles too much to go away, or 
maybe she had thought she could get 
him back. Well, Karin could have 
him. Joan didn’t  at all care that she 
had lost Charles.

She went out of the room. Down 
on the street she got another taxi, 
and as she got in someone got in 
quickly behind her, and gave the 
driver a quick order. It was Brian.

Her small form was taut.
“Haven’t you done enough to me?” 

she demanded.
“I’m sorry for everything,” Brian 

said. "I couldn’t  stand to see you cry, 
or know that you were hurt.” His 
voice shook. “Did you—did you car® 
about Charles?”

She looked at him quickly. She 
knew that he had believed her when 
she had said she was engaged to 
Charles. He had known she was tell
ing the truth.

“I—I guess I made a mistake about 
Charles,” she admitted.

“I waited for you to come down,” 
he said. “I knew you’d go home.” 
His eyes glowed. “Karin told me 
everything while you were helping 
Charles with the cocktails. She said 
she thought I should know, and I 
promised to hold nothing against 
him.”

“Our house isn’t  in a very smart 
neighborhood,” Joan said. “Charles 
doesn’t like it. He told me to take 
you to Karin’s apartment. But I 
didn’t like Karin’s apartment any too 
well.”

Brian caught her hands tight.
“Joan, I fell in love with you that 

day at the airport! A girl with the 
wind in her hair, and freckles on her 
nose. Lovely and natural and free. 
The kind of girl I knew would some 
day come walking right into my 
heart. When I saw you that night 
you weren’t  like that. You were an
other girl. I saw right away how you 
lived, that you didn’t have anything 
real. I didn’t  w'ant to fall in love 
with a girl like that.”

His arm was about her, close.
“But when you left me tonight, I 

knew I couldn’t  live without you. I 
had to go after you and tell you how 
I felt.”

(Concluded on page SO)



LO V  E
GAME

By SYBIL ALLEN

J u d y  though t she kn ew  a l l  the  
rules— until her heart ran astray !

A  MAN’S hand came down over 
Judy’s shoulder as she sat at 

t the piano, and snatched her 
fingers from the ivory keys.

She knew that hand. She recog
nized its brown squareness, the light 
hairs on the wrist, the red onyx ring 
on tires little linger.

“Why, Judy Martin!” the man’s 
voice said.

She knew that voice, too. Its depth 
and richness and the laughter that 
lurked in it.

She looked up into a pair of gray 
eyes, all crinkled at the corners.

“Yes, Mr. Lawton,” she said, trying 
not to show the annoyance she felt.

Owen paid her to play at these 
cocktail parties. She had to be polite 
to the guests, even to this man she 
had every reason to hate.

“I scarcely knew you, Judy. You 
were only a child the last time I saw 
you.”

Not too much of a child, she 
thought, but she held her tongue. She 
had been sixteen; old enough to un
derstand about Alva.

“How is Alva?”
The words were a thunderclap to 

July's ears.
“Why, she’s—she’s fine!”
Judy lowered her black lashes. He 

had the nerve to ask about her sister 
in that offhand way! Gentle, loving 
Alva, plowed under with memories of 
Cliff Lawton in the Martin cottage at 
North port. "G w e n  and  I w a n t fo  d a n c e ,"  C liff to ld  J«d,y

S3
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He smiled.
“Can’t  we find a quiet corner and 

some drinks, Judy?’*
She shook her black curls.
“Later, perhaps, when the cocktails 

get working and there aren’t  any 
lulls.” She waved a slim, tapering 
hand vaguely. “I’m supposed to fill the 
gaps.”

“Gwen knows her atmosphere.” 
His eyes approved the slight, scarlet 
figure, a vivid etching against the 
white grand piano. “If we can’t have 
the corner, can we have the drinks?”

Judy nodded, her hands automati
cally seeking the keyboard as she 
watched him push through the laugh
ter and gaiety to the luxurious bar. 
There was a nonchalant swing to his 
wide shoulders, a bold tilt to his 
brown head that was insufferable.

She didn’t want the drink he had 
gone to get for her. She wanted time 
to think. She saw him stop to talk 
with Gwen and her mouth tightened. 
Cliff was an incurable flirt.

He -was flirting with Gwen, flatter
ing her.

But he had just been flirting with 
her—Judy! Alva’s sister! It was not 
only in bad taste but humiliating, 
when she knew Alva’s loyalty to her 
lost love.

“Let him flirt,” Judy thought 
grimly. “Especially with me. I’ll lead 
him on as he led Alva and then I’ll 
even up the score.”

Her black eyes shone with her im
pulsive decision.

Darling Alva! She never mentioned 
Cliff any more. But Judy knew from 
Alva’s quiet brooding, and the way 
she lived only for her and Dad, that 
Cliff’s shadow blocked Alva’s every 
step.

CLIFF was back presently, holding 
out a glass. Judy motioned with 

her head for him to set it down.
“ 'Liebestraum,’ ” he requested, lis

tening, and Judy realized that her 
fingers had wandered into the haunt
ing melody of Liszt’s dream of love.

Alva’s dream of love, too. The dream 
that Cliff Lawton had destroyed.

Judy glanced at him and saw him 
bent toward her. Saw, too, that she— 
or perhaps the song—-had scratched 
beneath his suave nonchalance. There 
was a mellowed softness lurking in 
his gray eyes.

She felt a thrill of anticipation in 
the triumph that would be hers when 
he would put his heart in her hands. 
She would crush it as he had crushed 
Alva’s. She would teach him a lesson 
not to play with hearts and discard 
them like withered flowers.

Or so she told herself.
Cliff rushed Judy the following 

weeks. Cozy dinner parties. Shows. 
Dancing at the Rainbow Room. Picnic 
parties aboard his beloved boat Pil
grim. Late drives along the black 
ribbon of the Hudson River. Judy 
felt light-headed with her success.

Her moment of triumph drew 
nearer. Cliff asked for more and more 
of her leisure. She pretended to like 
it—drawing him on to where he had 
drawn Alva.

She was humming one night while 
she combed and recurled the dark 
sculptured curls. She frowned into 
the mirror. Cliff was taking too long.

She suggested a drive through Cen
tral Park after their dinner.

“I’ve been having a glorious time 
these last few weeks,” she said, with 
just the right shade of appreciation.

Cliff reached over and touched her 
hand.

“It seems incredible, Judy,” he said 
slowly. “I’ve fallen in love with you.”

“Incredible?” Judy tried to keep 
the relish out of her voice.

“Love is always incredible to the 
man who believes himself a bachelor.”

He pulled the car to the side of the 
read and stopped.

“Little Judy Martin, do you mind 
that I love you?”

She did not resist as he drew her 
within the circle of his arms. This 
was the way he had held Alva, she 
thought, and the way he had talked to
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Alva. She had to endure the touch of 
his arms, even his lips, and then 
throw him aside as he had thrown 
Alva aside.

He made no move to kiss her and 
Judy relaxed against him, aware that 
she had held her body rigid. Then she 
felt his lips against her hair.

“When you played ‘Liebestraum’ 
that night at Gwen’s, I felt my heart 
open and shut tight again and I knew 
you wei'e locked inside. I love you, 
Judy.”

SHE stirred in his arms and raised 
her face.

“ I— I— ”
She didn’t have to say she loved 

him. She didn’t love him; she hated 
him because of Alva.

This was her moment. She kept her 
face raised to his, waiting for his 
kiss, veiling her eyes as his voice 
came tenderly prompting.

“Do you—could you love me, Little 
Judy?”

Alva’s lost face was before her in 
vivid outline. She felt the mad racing 
of her heart and the blood whirling in 
her brain. She had planned this mo
ment and it was perfect!

She burst into laughter.
He released her and she laughed 

again.
“No, I don’t love you, Cliff Law- 

ton,” Judy said evenly. “I—I hate 
you.”

For one incredulous minute he 
searched her face. Then with a quick 
movement he bent over her, forcing 
her head against the cushioned back 
of the car. She pushed with futile 
hand against his solid strength. He 
was smiling, but only with his mouth, 
his eyes reaching down with long fin
gers, tearing at her heart. The smile 
spread then to his eyes.

“You’re a liar, Judy. You do love 
me,”

She shrank further into the cush
ioned back as his face came steadily 
closer, closer until his lips were on 
hers. She felt that kiss tingling to her

fingertips, sweeping her into a swift 
current, new unchartered channels 
with no light to guide her.

She closed her eyes and felt the 
tears on her face. He must have felt 
them, too.

“Little Judy, forgive me,” Cliff 
whispered. “But I had to make you 
see.”

She looked at him and turned her 
head away from the urgent plea of his 
eyes. Her lips moved mechanically in 
the speech of triumph she had pre
pared.

“I see only what I saw long ago. My 
sister Alva and what you did to her. 
You made her iove you. You took her 
heart and crushed it with your heel. I 
see Alva living without a heart, with
out hope, because she loves you and 
she knows you have forgotten her,”

He winced.
“Judy, you don’t understand.”
She didn’t  hear.
“Now you’ll find out what she has 

suffered. You’ll have a sample of what 
you’ve been handing out.”

“But, Judy—”
“I planned this moment and I don’t 

intend to spoil it. I have enough men
tal discipline to keep from loving 
you.”

He laughed, a short, brittle laugh.
“You planned this moment because 

of Alva!” He was looking far into the 
distance, carefully choosing his words. 
“And you call me unfair! It wa3 a 
rotten game, Judy.”

He started the car abruptly, head
ing into the night, while she sat small 
and still beside him, his bitter words 
whirring in her brain, in time with 
the powerful motor.

MUCH later Judy lay wide-eyed 
and wondering in her lonely 

room on East Fifty-seventh Street. 
Where was the triumph she had 
planned? She couldn’t even share it 
with her sister over the week-end. It 
would only lessen Alva’s self-esteem 
to know.

She decided it was one of those se
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cret triumphs to be kept behind the 
locked doors of her heart. But even 
that was denied her. The attic of her 
heart was full: full of the tenderness 
Cliff had shown her before her out
burst. Full of his bold attraction when 
he forced his kiss upon her. Full of 
that kiss itself, hurtling her through 
space, bewildered.

Judy sobbed and felt the weight of 
her empty arms. Cliff was right when 
he said that she loved him. Mental 
discipline was a poor weapon pitted 
against love. She did love him, with 
all the bitterness stored up against 
him turning viciously upon her, tak
ing its toil in the dull throbbing ache 
that was her heart.

She turned and buried her head in 
the pillow. Cliff might have loved her 
but he despised her now.

“It was a rotten game, Judy/’ he 
had said.

The torment elaborately prepared 
for hjSS was strangely her own. He 
need never know, she reasoned. But 
his heart had known she loved him 
when she hadn’t known, and his eyes 
were wise and knowing, too. Then 
perhaps he knew she had fallen into 
the darkness planned for him. Now, 
'while she writhed, he knew and 
laughed at her.

She crept from her bed and went 
to the window. Even if tonight had 
never been— If it were to be lived 
again without any bitterness, there 
was still Alva.

She couldn’t present Alva with Cliff 
for a brother-in-law. Life was difficult 
enough for Alva now.

Judy went back to bed, where she 
lay staring at the wide expanse of 
ceiling. Her life wrnuld be like that 
without Cliff: flat and dull and empty. 
Instead of avenging Alva’s hurt, she 
was taking her place beside her sister 
Isi the shadow.

He's broken my heart too, she
th d U g iV i.

The days passed without a word 
from Cliff- Judy was planning to 
spend the week-end with Alva and

Dad at Northport, when she received 
a summons from Gwen to play that 
Saturday. She shuddered at the 
thought of a probable meeting with 
Cliff. She had been a i'ool to imagine 
herself immune to his attraction. But 
she couldn’t let him know how deeply 
she had hurt herself by trying to hurt 
him.

She had to go and face him, smiling 
and pretending she didn’t care. It 
was ironic to know that the game of 
pretense was only beginning when 
she fancied herself pretending all 
along.

Her lips trembled as she wielded 
the lipstick and she smiled wanly. 
War paint. There was a spiritual up
lift in the thought.

J UDY played gay melodies at the 
white piano that night, trying to 

bolster her crushed spirit, and was 
soon lost in the center of a boisterous 
group singing lustily.

Suddenly she knew that Cliff was 
behind her. She hadn’t seen him but 
her heart told her he was there. She 
forced her attention on her playing, 
striking the pale ivory keys with a 
careful firmness.

The song ended with the usual 
back-slapping and applause and the 
gaiety drifted off in the direction of 
the bar.

Cliff didn’t go with them. Jiuly 
knew that as she sat with her hands 
gripped together in the lap of her 
white gown. She waited tensely for 
him to speak and saw Gwen coming 
toward them.

Gwen’s sleek blond beauty headed
straight for Cliff.

“Cliff, darling! You’ve neglected 
me shamefully.”

“Neglected my charming hostess?” 
Cliff’s words came glibly and Judy 

clenched her teeth. A hot flame of 
jealousy swept her, turning her sick 
at the pit of her stomach. Indignation 
came next. Indignation at the non
chalant charm Cliff turned on and off 
as easily as if he controlled it with a
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spigot. He was an outrageous flirt!
“Judy." He bent over her care

lessly, his face brushing her hair. 
“Will you play one of the Strauss 
waltzes? Gwen and I want to dance.”

Gwen, clinging to Cliff’s arm, 
smiled at Judy.

“Strauss is divine, isn’t he?”
Judy stumbled over the introduc

tory chords of the “Blue Danube” and 
felt Gwen’s raised critical eyebrows 
in her direction. She flushed as her 
fingers shook on the ivory keys. Men
tal discipline. She needed it now, all 
she could summon.

With a superb effort she found the 
right notes and swung into the lilting 
melody while Cliff and Gwen wdiirled 
on the polished floor. A sidelong 

* glance told her the others were watch
ing the dance, and a quick stab of 
flame pierced her heart. Every nerve 
in her slim body clamored the wish 
that it was she and not Gwen whom 
Cliff Lawton now held her lightly in 
his arms.

Judy didn’t know she had quick
ened the tempo to a breathless pace. 
She only knew she had been a fool to 
come here tonight, a target for Cliff’s 
mastery at the game of love.

Hot tears stung at her eyes as she 
finished the waltz and slipped quietly 
away from the w7hite piano.

She got her wrap and left a note 
for Gwen. She couldn’t  bear to stay 
another minute, with Cliff so near 
and yet so very far away.

She was in the foyer when Cliff’s 
voice cut through to her.

“May I take you home, Judy?”
“No, thank you, Cliff,” she said 

frostily, drawing her wrap tighter 
about her. “I wouldn’t  think of tak
ing you away from the others.”

“From Gwen, you mean, Judy.” 
His eyes were steady on hers, laugh
ing a little. “I found out what I 
wanted to know, Judy.”

She stood stiffly.
“What was it you wanted to know?" 

she said archly.
“You were jealous of Gwen. That’s

why you’re leaving. You do love me, 
Judy!”

She flared up at that. “Jealous of 
Gwen!” she cried.

She wasn’t now. It had left her 
with Cliff at her side. But she had 
been, and he knew she had been. Cliff 
always knew. She felt insufficiently 
small beside him in the foyer, the 
triumph in his voice feeding her 
anger at her lack of control.

Judy’s voice was thin-edged as she 
went on.

“You imagine yourself quite a 
heart-throb, don’t  you, Cliff?”

“I’m not a complete fool, Judy.” 
His square jaw set. “I’m honest 
enough to know I’m in love for the 
first time in my life, and I’ve been 
trying to make you see—”

SHE swayed and leaned heavily 
against the wrall. She had to push 

him away mentally to keep from 
throwing herself into his arms. It 
didn’t matter, she thought dully. It 
didn’t matter how definitely Cliff 
made her realize that she loved him. 
She couldn’t acknowledge it, because 
of Alva.

She couldn’t  turn Alva as sick with 
jealousy as she had been, when Cliff 
and Gwen had danced together. And 
she had to spare herself the humilia
tion of having Cliff know how she 
felt.

Judy threw back her dark curls and 
laughed.

“Cliff, you’re funny! I told you I 
had enough mental discipline to keep 
from falling in love with you, and I 
meant it.”

She stifled the whisper from her 
heart. “Oh, Cliff,” her heart said, “ t 
shall miss you eveiy minute of the 
rest of my life.”

She forced her eyes to his.
“Why don’t you go along and ped

dle your charm where it will lie ap
preciated?”

He controlled himself with a visible 
effort.

“Judy, I’d like to wring your pretty
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white neck for what you’re doing to 
me.”

She had to get away before she be
trayed herself. She couldn’t bear to 
see the deep hurt bared in his gray 
eyes.

Judy gripped the doorknob until 
her knuckles showed white.

‘‘See you around, Cliff!”
It was the best she could manage 

with the weight of her heart drop
ping, dropping, and she eased the 
pain with her hand.

Gwen’s blond beauty came bearing 
down on them.

“Why, Judy, where are you going?”
“I’ve a headache, Gwen. 1 left a 

note for you.”
Gwen shrugged and turned to Cliff.
“Cliff, darling!”
But Cliff brushed rudely past her. 

Gwen turned to Judy with an air of 
injury.

“Now what on earth’s the matter 
with the man?”

“I wouldn’t  be knowing,” Judy said 
through tight lips as she opened the 
door and slipped outside.

J UDY wept into her pillow that 
night, the jigsaw puzzle of her 

mind a hopeless muddle. None of the 
pieces fitted together. Cliff had hurt 
Alva. She had hurt Cliff and dug for 
herself a deep black chasm of tomor
rows. Empty days of going through 
the motions of living while all the 
time a part of her had died.

She told herself vaguely that it 
would pass. After awhile she would 
forget, but there was a haunting fear, 
remembering that Alva had not for
gotten. The aching, tearing pain of 
love denied—would it never leave 
her?

She decided to go home to North- 
port. She hadn’t seen Alva for weeks, 
since devoting her wreek-ends to her 
f utile campaign. It might be easier in 
Northport, away from the carelessly 
strewn memories of Cliff left hap
hazardly all over New York.

It might. And it might not,

Judy’s step quickened that Satur
day at the sight of the white cottage 
with its neat hedge. It reached out 
for her with a warm welcome. Home 
and Alva.

She threw herself into Alva’s out
stretched arms, arms only five years 
older than her own, but arms that had 
given comfort over and over through 
the motherless years.

“Judy, darling! Is something 
wrong?”

Alva always knew about her, knew 
almost without the telling. She shook 
her dark curls.

“Nothing wrong, except that I’ve 
been terribly busy and all of a sudden 
I got homesick.”

Alva nodded.
“I’ll f ix  some tea,” she said.
Judy went around the homey 

kitchen, touching the bright curtains, 
the painted kitchen chairs with their 
checkered gingham pads, the pile of 
fresh linen Alva had finished ironing. 
It was good to touch things. Things 
that stayed in place and didn’t  bounce 
back and smack a person between the 
eyes.

ALVA tucked away a wisp of light 
brown hair with a nervous hand 

and smiled, that tender smile reserved 
for her sister.

“Come. Sit down, Judy. There’s 
something about a cup of tea that 
makes talking easier.”

Judy shook her head.
"There’s nothing to tell,” she said 

quietly.
Alva stirred her tea busily.
“It’s a man, isn’t  it, Judy?”
Judy felt the tears spring up be

hind her eyes. She couldn’t tell Alva. 
She couldn’t tell her about Cliff!

“I know how you feel,” Alva said in 
her patient way, and her face flushed 
as she wrent on. “But you mustn’t  be 
like me, Judy. You mustn’t let what
ever has hurt you spoil your life. It’a 
all wrong to bottle things up tight in
side,” she added shyly.

Judy leaned across the table. She.
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could scarcely believe it with Alva 
talking like this, Alva who had Clift 
bottled up inside her.

“I know what you’re thinking,” 
Alva nodded, and her face flushed a 
bright pink. “There’s a new minister 
here now, Judy. You haven’t  met him. 
He’s a wonderful man. He says that 
everybody is lonely and hurt some
time in their lives. It’s a part of our 
character building and gives us a 
true insight into life. He’s a wonder
ful man,” she finished lamely.

Judy gasped. Alva’s scarlet face, 
her halting voice, her downcast 
eyes— An hysterical laugh rose to 
Judy’s lips.

“Alva! You’re in love with him!”
Alva nodded.
“Yes,” she said happily. “We talked 

about it last night. Judy, you’ll be my 
bridesmaid, won’t you?”

Judy’s heart leaped and fell back in 
place with a dull thud. The jigsaw 
puzzle of last night danced merrily 
before her eyes and she laughed, a 
metallic laugh filled with tears. She 
had spurned Cliff’s love because of 
Alva. Because she hadn’t wanted to 
hurt her sister. She had belittled him 
and laughed at him.

“Judy!” Alva was alarmed.
Judy couldn’t stop laughing. She 

had blamed Cliff for jilting Alva 
when he had known they weren’t 
suited to live their lives together. 
Alva’s gentle, quiet ways didn’t fit the 
pattern of a wife for Cliff, but they 
were perfect for a minister’s wife.

“Judy!” Alva fussed over her anx
iously.

It was a full minute before Judy 
got control.

“Then you don’t love Cliff anymore. 
Alva?”

“No, Judy. I told George—” She 
seemed' to linger over the name. “He 
made me see I’d been selfishly holding 
onto something that never really was. 
Cliff never loved me, Judy. I see now 
it would never have worked~out', and 
I’m glad because of George.”

Judy gulped and swallowed. Cliff

hadn’t explained about Alva. She 
wondered now if it was out of respect 
for Judy’s loyalty to her sister.

“Oh, Alva!” she groaned. “It’s such
a mess.”

She told her then, all about it, while 
Alva gasped and shuddered.

“I did that to you, Judy?" She 
shook her head, her eyes glistening 
with unshed tears. “Judy, darling, 
I’m so sorry.”

I’M SORRY, too, Judy thought.
Sorry that I wouldn’t trust Cliff. 

Sorry that I made him so miserable. 
Sorry that I wrecked my life.

She went back to New York the 
next day. She had to find Cliff and tell 
him. Just to still the throb of her 
guilty conscience.

But she couldn’t find him. He 
wasn’t  at his office or at his club. His 
apartment was locked and all she 
could learn from the superintendent
was:

“Mr. Lawton’s gone away.”
Frantic, she called Gwen.
“Do you know where I can find 

Cliff Lawton?”
Gwen stalled and Judy knew she 

was curious. She really didn’t know 
where Cliff was.

It was late when she reached the 
rooming house on East Fifty-seventh 
Street. Her fine dark brows were 
drawn into a straight line.

That last night at Gwen’s had been 
too much for Cliff. Obviously he had 
pulled up stakes and gone away. But 
where? How could she find him and 
tell him what was in her heart? Even 
if she did find him, would he laugh 
and turn away as she had done?

She closed her eyes. She didn’t 
know, but she knew she couldn't sit 
here doing nothing when she should 
be looking for Cliff.

There was a blinding flash of light 
in the darkness of her thoughts. Cliff 
and his beloved boat! She had for
gotten the Pilgrim. He must be leav
ing on a cruise.

Judy almost fell down the long
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brownstone steps in her mad rush to 
the curb and a taxi.

“The Hudson River Yacht Club, 
and hurry!” she instructed the cab 
driver.

The sun was setting- behind the 
backdrop of the Palisades, shooting 
rays of tire into the dusky sky when 
Judy arrived.

She stood, a tiny figure, on the 
float, looking out across the choppy 
white-capped river to where the Pil
grim lay at anchor. She breathed a 
sigh of relief that she was not too late 
—a sigh that stopped halfway when 
she saw a tall, broad-shouldered fig
ure in slacks and sweat shirt. He 
came around to the prow of the boat 
and began to pull up anchor. It was 
Cliff! He was leaving!

She cupped her mouth in her slim 
bands.

“Cliff! Oh, Cliff!”
Her voice carried across the water 

and he turned toward shore.

“Hello!”
“Cliff! It’s me, Judy!”
He passed his hand across his eyes 

a s  if he did not believe it was she who 
stood there.

“Judy!”
She watched while he lowered the 

dinghy. Watched each movement of 
that muscular figure etched against 
the twilight as he rowed toward 
shore. Then he was beside her.

“Is something wrong, Judy?”
His voice was quiet, the voice of a 

man who goes slowly for fear of tak
ing too much for granted.

“Oh, Cliff, it iras wrong—but not 
now! If you still love me—”

Her face flushed as every nerve in 
her body ached to have him take her 
in his arms.

“Judy, darling!”
He reached out for her, drawing 

her close, and this time there was no 
ghost of Alva between them as his 
lips crushed down on hers.

BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS 1
and 1
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SHE FOUND HER MAN
(Concluded from page 82)

Joan's heart wjas warm and glad. 
Brian was not a man who liked to 
play around. He was fine and real 
and solid and strong. Now she knew 
what the little illusive something was 
that had escaped them since that day 
at the airport. Now she knew why 
she didn't care if she had lost 
Charles.

“I wanted a real home with flowers 
growing in the gardens,” Brian said. 
“And wood smoke coming out of the 
chimneys, and dogs and things. I

wanted a girl who liked those things
too.”

“Oh, Brian, I do!” she said. “I
do!”

His arms tightened about her. 
“Joan, do you think I could make 

you forget Charles?” he asked softly.
“I can’t even remember Charles 

when you hold me like this,” she 
whispered. “I—I love you, Brian!” 

Brian looked as happy as she felt. 
When he kissed her she knew that 
Indeed she had found her man.
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P e a r  M rs. H ope: I w ould  like' to  becom e one 

of j o u r  fam ily  <*i' p m  pu ls . I  tun a  g ir l  o f fo u r- 
to m , }) a v < ■ b row n  It a i r  am i b lu e  eyes. I lovo every  
kirn! of sp o rts . I like  m usic  a n d  (Inuring . I 
would like  to  hoar from  g ir l s  b e t w orn  th e  ag< s 
of fo u rteen  a n d  seventeen , so com p on , w rite  to  
m o . 1 p ro m ise  an sw e r p ro m p t I v.

D O L O R E S. No. 133-9.

D ear M rs. H o p e : I  nm a  g ir l  from  R ennsy l- 
yaoia. jiRcen y e a rs  o ld, a so p h o m o re  in  High 
‘■I hool. H ave  b ru n e tte  h a ir  (w ith  som e re d d is h  
<oior) a n d  brow n eyes. I  lik e  a ll k in d s  o f sp o rts . 
My hob b y  is w rit in g  to  pen  pals.

SOS AN. No. 1330.

D ear M rs. H o p e : W ould  like  to  co rre sp o n d  
v/*Mi a few  b ro ad m in d ed  follow s betw een  th e  
ages  of tw e n ty  an d  th ir ty .  I  am  a  w ire le ss  
o p e ra to r on  tin* Now E n g la n d  co ast, so  th a t  if  
th e re  a re  a n y  th a t a re  in te re s ted  in  th is  sec tion  
of th e  c o u n try  w rite  m e a  lino  a n d  w ho  know s 
1 'it it m ig h t be* th e  m ean s o f dev elo p in g  w h a t 
1 m ig h t call a b e au tifu l fr ien d sh ip .

JO E . No 3340.

P e a r  M rs. H o p e : I am  a  g ir l  o f fo u rteen  w ith  
d a rk  b lond  h a ir  a n d  b lue  eyes. 1 w ou ld  a p p re 
c ia te  it if  som e one w ou ld  w rite  to  me. I am  con 
sid ered  p re tty  an d  w ou ld  e x ch an g e  sn ap sh o ts . 
1 lik e  all s p o r ts  a n d  good  m ovies. P lease  w rite .

G IN G E R . No. 1341.

P e a r  M rs. H o p e : I w ish  to  jo in  y o u r b a n d  
hi th e  p a ra d e  to  fr ien d sh ip . I  am  an  A m erican  
g ir l of fo u rteen , l love s p o r ts  a n d  m y  h o b b y  
is co llec tin g  s n a p s h o ts  an d  in te re s tin g  n ew  item s 
i o n co m in g  m y . fr ien d s . So lo t's  jo in  th e  fr ien d -  
>hip caravan . S H IR L E Y . No. 1312,

D ear M rs. H o p e : I h ave  been re a d in g  y o u r  c o r
respondence  a r tic le  fo r  q u ite  som e tim e  a n d  
w ould  like  to  jo in . I  am  a  g ir l  seven teen , have 
d a rk  b row n  h a ir  a n d  eyes. I love a ll k in d s  of 
sp o rts , esp ec ia lly  sw im m ing . M y h o b b y  is  h o rs e 
back r id in g . P lease, ev ery b o d y , w rite . I ’ll a n .  
► vver a ll le t te rs  p ro m p tly  an d  w ill e x ch an g e  sn ap -  
(h o ts . LOUISE). No. 1343.

unless a stamped envelope is enclosed. 
NOW! Do not neglect to give your
e reference.

H ear M rs. H o p e : I  am  a  M ich igan  g ir l  o f  s ix 
teen , a  ju n io r  in  h ig h  schoo l, a n d  have  b row n  
h a i r  an d  b lu e  eyes. I e n jo y  a ll  s p o r ts  and  w r i t 
in g  !• I te r s .  1 p ro m ise  to  show’' m y ap p re c ia tio n  
» y ans w e rin g  a ll  le t te r s  from  pen pals.

B E A T R IC E . No. 3344.
H oar M rs. H o p e : I  am  a  b a ch e lo r  in  m y  fo rtie s , 

five feet seven inches ta l l ,  h a v e  b ro w n  eyes and  
l ig h t  h a ir . H ave  a  p le a s in g  p e rs o n a li ty ,  b ro a d 
m inded a n d  f r ien d ly . Am in te re s te d  in  m a k in g  
r'*al fr ien d s h ip s . I  p ro m ise  to  a n sw e r ev eryone  
•who w rite s . JA C K . No. 3345.

G oer M rs. H o p e : I am  a  y o u n g  g ir l of fifteen 
and  I h ave  b ro w n ish  h a ir  a n d  b ro w n  eyes. I 
h av e  h ad  m an y  ex p erien ces  a n d  m a n y  e x c itin g  
th in g s  to  te ll, i f  som eone  w ill w r i te  to  m e. P lease  
vend som eone to  w rite  to  m e. I  am  a b o u t five 
fee t tw o  in ch es  ta l l ,  an d  I  love to  re a d  F ren ch  
novels  a n d  w rite  le t te rs .  M y fa v o rite  sy m p h o n y  
fo n g  is  th e  B lue  D a n u b e  W a ltz  a n d  m y  fa v o rite  
o rc h e s tra  le a d e r is G lenn M iller.

FA N N Y . No. 1340.
P<-ar M rs. H o p e : As I re a d  y o u r  m ag azin e , I 

w o u ld  lik e  to  g e t a cq u a in te d  w ith  o th e r  re a d e rs . 
I h ave  been in th e  ca fe  b u s in e s s  fo r  m an y  years . 
I  am  fo r ty -o n e  y e a rs  o ld , lik e  a ll  sp o rts , a n d  read  
lo ts . 1 p ro m ise  to  a n sw e r  a ll le tte rs .

B IL L . No. 3347.
IW .r  M rs. TTope: I am  a  g ir l  A rg e n tin ia n , in 

te re s ted  in a ll s p o r ts  a n d  p lay s . I  w o u ld  lik e  
4t r y  m uch  to  h ave  h ig h  school g ir ls  w r ite  to  me.

JO . No. 3348.
D ear M rs. H o p e : W o u ld  l ik e  to  h e a r  from  pa ls  

a ll  •:"•< i\ w ho a re  in te re s te d  in le t te r  w r it in g  and  
trav e l. I  am  tw e n ty -s ix , s ix  fe e t ta l l ,  h av e  lig h t 
brow n h a ir ,  a n d  w e igh  105 p o u n d s . I  am  q u ite  
b ro ad m in d ed  a n d  w ill a n sw e r a ll w ho  c a re  to 
writ'*. ROY. No. 3349.

1’eav M rs. ITope: I  am  a  lonesom e s o ld ie r  and  
am  :u search  o f a t r u e  b lu e  p a l .  I  am  fond  of a ll 
o u td o o r s p o r ts , th e  th e a te r ,  m usic , a n d  a r t .

JO E . No. 1350. 
[Tu',v Page}



D ear M rs. H o p e : X am  th ir te e n , h av e  M onde  
h a ir  an d  b lu e  eyes. M y fa v o rite  s p o r ts  a re  h o rs e 
back  rh l in g  an d  sw im m in g . M y fa v o rite  p a s tim e  
2s a r t  arid re a d in g . STO RY . No. 1351.

P e a r  M rs. H o p e : I  am  a  y o u n g  w om an  of 
th irty -o n * '—h ave  d a rk  b row n  h a ir ,  h aze l g ra y  
eyes, live fee t fo u r  inches  a n d  v e ry  p lu m p . I 'v e  
been h a p p ily  m a rr ie d  fo r  s ix  a n d  a h a lf  y e a rs — 
n o  ch ild ren . I 'v e  been in a  w h ee lch a ir  fo r  th e  
la s t  e ig h teen  y e a rs  d u e  to  in fa n tile  p a ra ly s is . 
I  love to  re ad , c ro ch et, em b ro id e r, b u t m o s t o f 
oil I e n jo y  pen  p a ls . E v ery o n e , re g a rd le s s  o f age, 
w h e th e r  fa r  o r  n ea r , n o rm a l o r  in v a lid s , If y on  
w a n t a s in ce re  pen pa l th a t  is  w ell no ted  fo r  
w r i t in g  ‘‘lo n g  le tte r s .” w r i te  to  me.

P O T T IE . No. 1352.

P e a r  M rs. H o p e : 3 am  a  w idow , five fee t seven 
Inches ta ll, d a rk  h a i r  a n d  eyes, a n d  w e ig h  100 
pou n d s. I am  in  b u s in ess  h ere , h u t g e t  r a th e r  
lonesom e fo r  pen  p a ls . W ould  lik e  to  h o a r  from  
•om eonc  a ro u n d  m y  ow n age. f if ty -e ig h t to  s ix ty .

M AKER. No. 1353
P e a r  M rs. H o p e : T mn n g ir l  o f n in e teen  y ears , 

w ith  b lack  h a i r  m id  d a rk  b ro w n  eyes. C o llec tin g  
flow ers an d  p o s tc a rd s  a re  m y  hobb ies. I w ou ld  
lik e  to  w rite  to  som eone  in H a r tfo r d ,  C o n n ec ticu t, 
as  X w ill be liv in g  th e re  soon.

LA U RA . No. 3351.

P e a r  M rs. n o p e :  I  am  n g ir l  o f  s ix teen  w ith  
red  h a i r  an d  g ra y  eyes. M y fa v o rite  s p o r ts  a re  
d an c in g , te n n is  a n d  ro lle r  sk a tin g . I w o u ld  lik e  
to  h e a r  from  g ir ls  a ll over th e  c o u n try  an d  p ro m 
ise  to  an sw e r each  le t te r  fa ith fu lly .

D O R O T H E A . No. 1355.
P e a r  M rs. H o p e : I  nm a y o u n g  g ir l of e ig h teen . 

I  am  m a rried . I  e n jo y  sw im m in g , d a n c in g  and  
ro lle r  s k a tin g . I co llec t sn a p s h o ts  a n d  m ovie 
sc rap b o o k . I  have a lso  w on a b eau ty  c o n te s t and  
w as in a d iv in g  e x h ib itio n  tw ice . W o u ld  lik e  to  
h e a r  from  g ir ls  a ro u n d  m y  age, m a rr ied  o r  s in  gin.

RUNNY. No. 3356.
P e a r  M rs. H o p e : I ’d lik e  to  h av e  a lo t  o f  pen 

p a ls  from  everyw here . I  am  n y o u n g  m a rried  
w om an o f tw e n ty -fo u r , in te re s ted  in a ll s p o r ts  
am i hobb ies. I  w ill a n sw e r a n y  an d  a ll le tte rs , 
bo p lease  w r i te  everyone.

F L O R E N C E . No. 1357.
P e a r  M rs. H o p e : I  am  a y o u n g  g irl o f s ev en 

teen  an d  w ould  lik e  to  h e a r  from  g ir l s  all over 
th e  c o u n try . M y h o b b ie s  a re  ice s k a tin g , h o r s e 
b ack  rid in g , b o w lin g  m id  sw im m in g , a n d  I  ju s t  
love to  w r i te  le tte rs . I have a  bo y  fr ie n d  in  th e  
A rm y, so i t  is  v e ry  lone ly . I  w ill a n sw e r a ll l e t 
te rs . LA RU E. No. 135*.

P e a r  M rs. H o p e : I ’d like  v e ry  m uch to  c ra sh  
In to  th e  o v e rlan d  m ail and  ro p e  m y se lf  a co u p le  
o f pen  pa ls . I  nm a  fe llow  tw e n ty -sev en  y e a rs  
old w ith  b ro w n  h a i r  a n d  haze l eyes. M y hob b y  
Is fish ing , and  m y p a s tim e  dogs. I  w ould  lik e  to  
h e a r  from  fellow 's m y  ag e . B IL L . No. 1356.

P e a r  M rs. H o p e : I  am  a  y o u n g  m an  o f  tw e n ty , 
d a rk  w avy  h a i r  and  b ro w n  eyes. M y in te re s ts  lie  
in th e  th e a te r ,  s tag e , opera  a n d  good m usic . I 
sh o u ld  lik e  m a n y  new  fr ien d s , e sp ec ia lly  New 
Y orkers, because  I go  th e re  q u ite  o ften , b u t e v e ry 
one is w elcom e. I  sh a ll a n sw e r  nil le tte rs .

S T E P H E N . No. 1330.
P e a r  M rs. H o p e : T w o u ld  lik e  to  h e a r  from  m id 

d le -ag ed  m en, b ach e lo rs , o r a n y  fe llow s w ho w ou ld  
lik e  to  w rite  f r ien d ly  le tte rs .

J O S E P H . No. 1361.

D ear M rs. H o p e : I  am  a y o u n g  F ren c h m a n  s e rv 
in g  in th e  U. S. A rm y . As I  h a v e  no one in  th i s  
coun try*  I  w o u ld  en jo y  w r i t in g  to  som e one. P lease , 
ev eryone, w r i te  to  me.

C A P T A IN  JO H N . No. 1362.

D e a r  M rs. H o p e : I  am  a  v e ry  lonesom e  so ld ie r 
an d  w o u ld  lik e  to  h ave  som e pen  p a ls . I live in th e  
N o rth , b u t n o w  I  am  a t  cam p  in  th e  S o u th , a n d  It 
is  v e ry  h o t. M y h o b b y  is  w r i t in g  a n d  co llec tin g  
p ic tu re s  o f pen  p a ls  a ll o v e r th e  c o u n try .

NORM AN, No. 1363.

D e a r  M rs. H o p e : I  am  a j 'n m ig  w idow  th ir ty -f iv e  
y e a r s  o ld, b ro w n  eyes  a n d  b ro w n  h a ir . I  live  in 
th e  c o u n try . I  w o u ld  lik e  to  c o rre sp o n d  w ith  som e 
go o d  pen p a ls . I  l ik e  m o s t s p o rts . I w ill t r y  to  
a n sw e r  a ll  th e  le t te r s  I  receive.

L E E . No. 1364.

P e a r  M rs. H o p e : J am  seven teen  y e a rs  o ld  and  
m a rr ie d  to  a  sa ilo r . I t ’s  very  lonesom e fo r  m e and  
I  w o u ld  lik e  to  h av e  lo ts  o f pen p a ls.

BOBBY. No. 1365.

D ear M rs. H o p e : I  w o u ld  lik e  to  h e a r  fro m  som e 
pen  fr ie u d s  w ho  w ou ld  lik e  to  e x ch an g e  le tte r s  and 
sn ap sh o ts . I am  fif ty  y e a rs  o ld, an  em ployee  of a 
h o s p ita l .and s a n ita r iu m  an d  w o u ld  lik e  t o h av e  lo ts  
o f pen  p a ls .

AL. No. 1306.

D e a r  M rs. H o p e : I  am  a g ir l  o f s ix teen , a n d  have 
l ig h t  b ro w n  h a i r  an d  d a rk  b ro w n  eyes. I  w ould  
lik e  to  c o rre sp o n d  w ith  a  g ir l  n e a r  m y age. My 
h o b b y  is  c o lle c tin g  s n a p s h o ts  I  lik e  m o s t sp o rts , 
b u t  ro lle r  s k a t in g  is m y  fav o rite .

M IL D R E D . No. 3367.

D ear M rs. H o p e : I  nm  a  y o u n g  b a ch e lo r tw e n ty -  
five y e a rs  o f a g e  w ho  w  »uld lik e  to  m ak e  th e  a c 
q u a in ta n c e  o f som eone w ho w o u ld  a p p re c ia te  a  real 
fr ien d sh ip . I  havo_ b lu e  ey es  an d  b row n  h a ir .  Am 
in te re s te d  in  p h y s ic a l c u ltu re , m usic , o u td o o r life 
a n d  s ta m p  co llec tin g . Am fr ien d ly , b ro ad m in d ed  
a n d  g e t a lo n g  w ith  a ll.

JO E . No. 3363.

D e a r  M rs. H o p e : I  am  a fo u r tee n -y e a r-o ld  g ir l  
w ith  d a rk  b ro w n  lu iir  a n d  d a rk  b ro w n  eyes. My 
h o b b y  is  re ad in g . I  a lso  en jo y  s p o r ts  a n d  s in g in g , 
an d  am  in te re s te d  in  jo u rn a lism . I  w ill ex ch an g e  
s n a p s  a n d  a n sw e r p ro m p tly .

E T H E R . No. 1370.

D e a r  M rs. H o p e : W o u ld  an y o n e  lik e  to  be m y 
f r ie n d ?  I  am  tw e n ty -e ig h t y e a rs  o ld, m a rr ie d , an d  
h av e  th re e  ch ild ren . I  w o u ld  lik e  to  w rite  le t te rs  
to  an y o n e  w ho c a re s  to  w rite .

W IN N IE . No. 1371.

D e a r  M rs. n o p e :  I  w ou ld  lik e  to  jo in  y o u r  c o r 
re sp o n d en c e  c lub . I  am  a fe llow  o f tw e n ty -tw o , 
h ave  b ro w n  h a i r  an d  b row n  eyes. M y h o b b ie s  a re  
p h o to g ra p h y  an d  co llec tin g  s tam p s . I  lik e  a ll 
s p o rts , e sp ec ia lly  b aseb a ll.

LOU. No 3372.

D e a r  M rs. H o p e : I s  th e re  ro o m ?  I am  n o t a b it  
u n p o p u la r , b u t  I  w an t som e re a l s in ce re  f r ie n d 
s h ip s . I am  a  y o u n g  m an , th ir ty -f iv e , w ith  d a rk  
h a ir ,  b lu e  eyes, fa ir  com plex ion  a n d  a v e ry  p le a sa n t 
p e rs o n a li ty .  I  have h a d  n u m e ro u s  o c cu p a tio n s , b u t 
re m a in  to  m y  old  s ta n d b y —n u rs in g . I  h av e  s tu d ie d  
n ie d -n a tu ro p a th y , p h ilo so p h y  an d  p sy ch o lo g y , and  
m a n y  o th e r  th in g s  w h ich  h av e  to  deal w ith  hum an  
b e in g s, a n d  c h a ra c te r ,  a n d  can  ta lk  a b o u t m ost 
a n y th in g .

J O S E P H . No. 33G9.
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Double
Wedding

By RUTH BROWN
Thar first “hello" was a good-by 
kiss, m d  Cupid had to hack-pedal to 
bring Chandra and Kerry together!

T HE counter of the station 
coffee shop curved in a horse
shoe shape, so that Chandra 
Dexter and her sister Adrienne were 

sitting directly opposite the strange 
young man.

"My, my!” Adrienne murmured, her 
deep blue eyes sparkling behind their 
long bronze tipped lashes. “Do yon 
see what I see—or is it an optical 
illusion? I wonder whatever brought 
that to Meadowdale!”

C h a n d r a wondered, too. The 
stranger was young, perhaps twenty- 
eight or nine, with a thin, interesting 
k w i i  face topped by two wings of

burnished, almost blue-black hair. 
His eyes were gray and singularly 
penetrating, due, perhaps, to their 
enormous black pupils, which seemed 
in look not only at the two girls, but 
through and through them. The 
hands manipulating the cheap coffee 
shop crockery were slender and well 
shaped—clever, creative hands.

S3
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Adrienne was still staring, raptiy, 
when Chandra spoke,

“You’d better concentrate on your 
sandwich, and forget about tall, dark 
and handsome,” she said decisively. 
“Don’t forget my train leaves in ex
actly eight minutes.”

“I know,” Adrienne responded 
dreamily. “Chandra—I’ll admit I’ve 
been pretty resentful. The fact that 
we’ve only enough money for one of 
us to go to New York and study art, 
and that you won the toss-up.

“Somehow, I’ve always felt that I 
should be the one to go, that I’d make 
more of my opportunities than you 
would. But now—well, I’m rather 
glad I’m staying here.” Her blue 
eyes still dallied on the dark 
young man’s face, “After all, there 
may be more than one kind of oppor
tunity.”

“Nonsense,” Chandra said, flipping 
open her compact and beginning to 
repair her make-up. “That young 
man is probably only in town between 
trains. I’m afraid you’re building 
yourself up to an awful let-down, 
sis.”

“Well, we’ll see,” Adrienne mur
mured reflectively, as she slipped 
down from her stool and followed 
Chandra out to the station plat
form.

THE train pulled in a minute later, 
and Chandra hugged her sister 

warmly and prepared to board it. She 
was already halfway up the Pullman 
steps when she heard a male voice 
shouting behind her. Turning, she 
saw a long-limbed figure in well-cut 
tweeds covering the platform with 
gigantic strides.

it was the stranger from the cof
fee shop, and he was waving some
thing in his hand.

“You left this on the counter," he 
told her, reaching the train. “I 
thought you’d probably hate to lose 
it.”

Chandra saw that the object was 
her small enameled compact, which

she had been using just before leav- 
ink the coffee shop.

She extended one small gloved hand 
and took it from the man’s thin, sen
sitive fingers.

“Thanks so much,” she murmured, 
“It was very good of you, Mr.—"

“Abbott. K e r r y  Abbott,” he 
grinned, with a flash of teeth that 
were startlingly white against the 
bronze of his face. “It was lucky 
that I noticed you’d left it and darned 
unlucky that just when I have the 
opportunity of getting acquainted 
with a very charming young lady, the 
young lady has to be leaving town.”

Suddenly Chandra felt that it was 
unlucky, too. She began to see what 
Adrienne had meant about there be
ing more than one kind of opportun
ity.

Some sixth sense told her that 
she would have liked this Kerry Ab
bott very much upon closer acquaint
ance, but now she’d never know.

“It is too bad,” she agreed de
murely. “But my sister Adrienne 
isn’t leaving, and perhaps she could 
do something to make your stay in 
Meadowdale pleasanter. I’m Chandra 
Dexter—my sister and I are the last 
of the Dexters who practically 
founded the town.”

Kerry Abbott’s quick grin flashed 
from Chandra to Adrienne and back 
again.

“That’ll be great. I’m sure Ad
rienne and I’ll get along famously. 
But there’s one thing missing in this 
set-up, and I don’t get it. When a 
beautiful girl goes on a journey, there 
should be a young man at the station 
to kiss her good-by. How come there 
isn’t?”

Chandra colored under his banter
ing tone.

“Maybe because there isn’t any 
young man in the girl's life,” she 
countered. Suddenly Chandra knew 
that she wished there were. She wished, 
there were a young man exactly like 
Kerry Abbott in her life, but wishing 
didn’t make it so.
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His gray eyes danced daringly at 
her.

“Then, in that case I won’t be tres
passing- if I do the honors!”

BEFORE Chandra was more than 
half aware of his intention, his 

long arms went around her. Kerry 
was on the level platform, and she 
two steps above it, and it brought 
their faces exactly level. The bril
liant dark pupils of his gray eyes 
seemed to burn completely through 
her for a fraction of a minute, and 
then his mouth took possession of 
hers.

Jt was all over before Chandra 
knew what had happened, and a sec
ond later the train was pulling out 
of the station.

From her seat in the slowly moving 
Pullman, she looked out and saw the 
two of them, Adrienne and Kerry, 
moving away with arms companion- 
ably linked. They looked back at her 
once and waved smilingly, and then 
the train gathered speed and they 
were out of sight.

Weakiy, Chandra sank back and 
tried to segregate her scattered emo
tions. A half hour before, she would 
have told you that she hadn’t a single 
regret about leaving Meadowdale, 
that she was glad and grateful for 
the opportunity to leave it. But now 
—she brushed cool fingertips across 
her mouth, where Kerry’s kiss still 
burned—now she wasn’t so sure.

She was being pretty silly about it 
aii, she told herself. A chance en
counter with a handsome stranger in 
a railroad station, a casual kiss 
dropped thoughtlessly upon her 
mouth, was all it was, really. She was 
exaggerating its meaning and impor
tance out of all proportion but she 
couldn’t help it. She knew she’d 
gladly get off the train again, give 
up all idea of New York and art 
school just to be near Kerry.

But Adrienne had the innings this 
time, as she nearly always did. At 
the thought of her sister, a tiny pang

of what she hoped wasn’t jealousy 
pricked Chandra’s conscience.

People said of the Dexter sisters 
that they were very much alike, and 
that was so, as far as it went. They 
had the same softly curling brown 
hair, but Adrienne’s danced with 
overtones of gold. They had the same 
deep blue eyes, but Adrienne’s lashes 
were tipped with bronze. They had 
the same healthy, creamy complex
ions and short, well-modeled noses, 
bat freckles marched over Chandra’s 
in straggling disorder.

In short, Adrienne was a year 
younger edition of her sister, but 
with glamour added.

Kerry Abbott was the first man 
Chandra had ever seen that she felt 
she could have become interested in, 
and now Adrienne was going to have 
him, too. It didn’t seem fair. Chan
dra wished devoutly that Adrienne 
had won when they had flipped that 
coin to decide which of them should 
go to New York. But it was too late 
to think about that now. She, Chan
dra, had won, and now she had to see 
it through.

E1ROM the very first instant, the 
friendship between Kerry and 

Adrienne flourished. Adrienne’s let
ters told Chandra that, and the post
scripts that were appended to them 
in a bold masculine hand, Kerry’s 
own. Oddly enough, it seemed that 
Kerry was an artist. A success
ful one, too. He was spending a 
month in Meadowdale for the pur
pose of painting the scenery. He was 
helping Adrienne with her work, 
seemed to think that she had consid
erable talent.

But not all of their time together 
was spent in working. Adrienne’s let
ters were full of picnics and movies 
and evenings of fun and dancing that 
she and Kerry shared together. Every 
time Chandra read of them, the now 
familiar little jealous pang twisted 
at her heart.

Pier work at the Art Institute was
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perfunctory and, she knew, unin
spired. Her evenings were dull and 
full of the nostalgia of homesickness. 
All in all, Chandra began to feel that 
she had made a great mistake in coin
ing to New York at all. Being con
tinually confronted with Kerry’s 
name at the institute didn't help, 
either. It seemed that he had worked 
and studied there during his own 
student days and was a director 
nowr.

it all seemed a shame, because, 
once the money for the art course 
was exhausted, Adrienne’s chance to 
do anything with her own talent 
would be gone forever. When she 
thought of that, Chandra worked 
harder and really tried to accom
plish something, but somehow ambi
tion and the creative spark vanished 
into some unnamed limbo along with 
everything else.

A month crept slowly by, and then 
a letter from Adrienne shattered the 
dullness of Chandra’s existence like a 
bombshell.

“Kerry has been pulling wires to 
get me a scholarship at the institute, 
and at last he’s succeeded,” Adrienne 
wrote exuberantly. “So I'm coming 
on to New York right away, and 
Kerry is, too. He’s finished his work 
here. Oh, won’t New York be grand, 
with all three of us there—” and so 
on through a half dozen pages of 
superlatives.

Chandra thought it all over, uncer
tain whether to be glad or sorry. Cer
tainly it would be nice to be with 
Adrienne again, nicer still for her 
sister to have her chance at the in
stitute. But to have to watch Ad
rienne and Kerry romancing—that 
wasn’t going to be quite so nice. Be
cause, of course, neither of them 
could be expected to know that Ker
ry’s careless kiss that day at parting 
had left such an indelible impression 
upon her.

But maybe, she thought hopefully, 
maybe when she saw Kerry again, 
she’d find that the way she felt about

him was just an illusion, sponsored 
by a too fertile imagination and the 
dearth of presentable young men in 
Meadowdale. Fervently, Chandra 
hoped that it would be true. It had 
to be true, for all of their sakes.

She met them at the Grand Cen
tral station on a Friday evening, her 
heart in her mouth, in a new and 
quite insane red hat that she’d bought 
to bolster her morale.

Adrienne was flushed, bubbling, 
entrancingly pretty as they came up 
the ramp to where Chandra waited. 
She had almost forgotten how really 
lovely her sister was, Chandra 
thought. And there was Kerry, every 
bit as tall, every bit as strikingly 
handsome as Chandra remembered 
him, with his brilliant, penetrating 
eyes and quick, flashing, effortless 
smile.

ADRIENNE threw herself into 
Chandra’s arms, talking ex

citedly, laughing, dimpling. Some
thing—or someone—was making Ad - 
rienne very happy, Chandra thought 
dully, and she was quite sure that 
that someone was Kerry. She dis
entangled herself finally from the 
younger girl’s embrace and extended 
one hand to him, feeling very stilted 
and formal as she murmured words 
of greeting.

But Kerry wasn’t having any of 
that. He took the proffered hand only 
as a means to pull Chandra closer to 
him, and lifted her from her feet in 
a gigantic bear hug.

“We’ve missed you, Chandra,” he 
told her in the split second before his 
lips claimed hers for a second time.

It was just a kiss, every bit as brief 
as the first one he’d given her, but 
Chandra’s soul was in turmoil as he 
put her down again. If only Kerry 
hadn’t done that! But he had, ana 
this time Chandra knew for sure the 
way things were, the way they’d al
ways be. No man’s touch would ever 
be able to move her as Kerry’s had. 
She was in love with him, finally and
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irrevocably, and at all costs Kerry 
must never know it.

An hour later, Kerry left the girls 
alone together in Chandra’s tiny 
studio apartment.

“You won’t want a third person 
around tonight,” he grinned. “After 
a month’s separation* you’ll want to 
take down your hair—I know what 
girls are like! But get set for a big 
time tomorrow night. I’m bringing 
my best friend, Wayne Tabor, to meet 
you. You’ll go for Wayne. He’s a 
grand guy, apart from having all the 
money in the world.”

Adrienne’s wide blue eyes were 
narrowed thoughtfully as she said 
good night to Kerry. Later, drifting 
about the small combination living 
and bedroom in pajamas, unpacking, 
she spoke musingly to Chandra.

“Wayne Tabor—I wonder if he’s 
connected with the Tabor drug mil
lions? Kerry said he was rich. Chan
dra, I’m going out in the morning and 
buy a new evening dress. You can’t 
impress a millionaire in a Meadow- 
dale gown!”

Chandra looked at her, startled. 
"But, Adrienne, I thought that you 

and Kerry—I mean—”
Adrienne chuckled mischievously. 
“I know just what you mean, dar

ling! Of course I like Kerry. He’s 
swell, but personality won’t  buy mink 
coats! Kerry’s all ready to propose 
to me the minute I let the conversa
tion turn in that direction. But I’m 
not going to let it, not until I’m sure 
I can’t do better. Kerry’s successful 
enough as an artist, but he does have 
to work for all he gets, and if I can 
feather my nest any better—”

The rest of her monologue was 
drowned in the rushing of water as 
the bathroom door closed after her.

CHANDRA sat stunned where her 
sister had left her, scarcely able 

to think coherently. Adrienne was 
revealing a predatory, mercenary 
side to her nature that Chandra had 
never suspected, and she wasn’t  rel

ishing the exposure. She’d pictured 
Adrienne as being overwhelmingly, 
romantically in love with Kerry, and 
he with her, but she’d never remotely 
imagined a one-sided, calculating af
fair like this.

And Adrienne proposed to keep 
Kerry dangling until she was quite 
sure there weren’t  better bargains to 
be had in the metropolitan marriage
market!

Chandra’s first instinct was to pre
vent it, by fair means or foul. She 
could throw herself at Kerry’s head, 
do something to get him away from 
Adrienne, who didn’t  really love him 
at all. But a minute’s sober reflection 
showed her that she had missed the 
point, which was that Kerry did love 
Adrienne. It was Kerry’s heart she’d 
be breaking if she did anything to 
separate them, and not the resilient 
little organ that did duty in Ad
rienne’s breast.

The best thing she could do would 
be to keep this Wayne Tabor as in
terested as possible, leaving the field 
clear for Kerry with Adrienne. Not, 
Chandra thought wryly, that she was 
apt to be very much good at interest
ing smart young New York million
aires, but at least she could try.

The next evening, as the two girls 
dressed for their date, Chandra’s 
heart sank all the way to her toes. 
The way Adrienne looked tonight, 
Wayne Tabor wouldn’t  even know 
Chandra was in the vicinity.

True to her threat, Adrienne had 
bought a new evening dress, a bril
liant, strapless creation of soft white 
velvet. She’d had her soft curls 
washed, and, Chandra suspected, 
rinsed with some concoction that 
made the soft tendrils more gold than 
brown under artificial light. Beside 
all that, some inner bubbling excite
ment was tinting her cheeks and 
sparkling in her blue eyes. She made 
Chandra, in the black crepe dance 
dress she’d brought from Meadow- 
dale, look drab and dowdy by com
parison.
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Presently Kerry arrived with a 
blond young giant in tow.

“Chandra, Adrienne — t h i s  i s  
Wayne Tabor, the prize I promised to 
bring you if you were good girls! 
Didn’t I tell you they were knockouts, 
Wayne? Did you ever see so much 
feminine pulchritude being monopo
lized by one family?”

Wayne didn't answer at once. His 
dark brown eyes, which contrasted 
strikingly with his fair hair, had 
fallen upon Adrienne, and after that 
they never once left her sparkling 
face.

Chandra’s spirits drooped still 
more. She should have known that 
was the way it would be, she told her
self disconsolately, and in her worry 
and heartache she drew still further 
into the stiff shell she had built 
around herself. She followed the 
others, almost unwillingly, down to 
the waiting taxi, and then they were 
embarked on a hilarious and exten
sive tour of the city’s most famous 
night spots.

FROM Chandra’s point of view, the 
evening could scarcely have been 

called a success, although Wayne and 
Adrienne seemed to be enjoying 
themselves hugely. But Kerry was 
quiet and distraught, and, seeing the 
troubled look in his gray eyes, Chan
dra’s heart ached worse than ever. 
He was, she thought, already begin
ning to regret having exposed Ad
rienne to Wayne Tabor's laughing, 
insouciant charm. It had been a 
sound idea, bringing Wayne around 
to make a foursome of the affair, but 
plainly the foursome had not devel
oped as Kerry had expected.

It was nearly three o’clock when 
the two girls were once more alone 
in the studio, but Adrienne was still 
sparkling.

“Isn’t Wayne wonderful?” she bub
bled as she undressed, scattering her 
evening finery indiscriminately over 
the furniture. “Without a penny, 
he’d be everything a girl could ask

for, but with all that money thrown 
in—”

An almost uncontrollable desire to 
spank Adrienne boiled within Chan
dra, but she managed to control her
self.

“I still like Kerry better,” she an
swered coldly.

“Oh, sure, Kerry’s all right,” Ad
rienne concurred carelessly.

But from the dreamy, far-away 
expression in her blue eyes as she 
finished preparing for bed, Chandra 
knew that her sister’s thoughts 
weren’t on Kerry.

The ensuing two weeks were a 
nightmare to Chandra, all the more 
dreadful because of Adrienne’s light
hearted enjoyment of everything.

There were flowers every day from 
Wayne Tabor—flowers for both girls, 
but Chandra knew that hers didn’t 
count. They were only a polite ges
ture, because she was Adrienne’s 
sister. There were also nightly ex
cursions to the city’s glamor spots, 
excursions which always included 
Chandra, because Kerry, grimly de
termined, refused to be left out, so 
Chandra couldn’t be.

Watching Adrienne being her most 
fascinating, flirtatious s e l f  f o r  
Wayne’s benefit, Chandra was sure 
that the whole thing was going to end 
in disaster, and her heart ached with 
renewed agony.

Late one afternoon, getting ready 
to leave the institute for the day, 
Chandra was surprised and startled 
to find that Adrienne had already 
gone. It was an unprecedented oc
currence. The two girls always left 
together and walked the few blocks 
to the apartment. However, Adrienne 
had left a note, and Chandra’s heart 
failed her as she read i t :
Dear Sis:

I’m leaving early, because Wayne wants 
to drive me up the Hudson to a place he 
knows for dinner. After all, how can a girl 
make a man propose if she’s never alone 
with him? You and Kerry can keep the 
home fires burning—sec you later.

Adrienne.
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Chandra wondered dully if Kerry 
had had any inkling of what the two 
were planning. She felt sure that he 
hadn’t, and her heart dropped still 
further as she thought of having to 
tell him.

She cooked herself a simple meal, 
and got into a candlewick housecoat. 
At least, she told herself grimly, to
night there’d be no necessity for 
wearing her out-dated evening frocks 
and being an unwanted addition to a 
group of people who were all inter
ested in one another, and not in her.

Shortly before nine o’clock Kerry 
came, and Chandra let him in, her 
eyes rebellious. She tried valiantly 
to conceal the pity she was feeling for 
him beneath the surface brusqueness 
of her manner.

SHE didn’t ask him to sit down.
She only told him, as briefly as 

possible, what she knew* of Adrienne’s 
whereabouts, and tried not to watch 
his face as she did it. It seemed, 
somehow, indecent to spy upon his 
emotional reactions, to see his disap
pointment reflected in his eyes.

But Kerry evidently had more con
trol than she’d thought, because his 
eyes were enigmatic, his face impas
sive.

“That so? Well, that sort of puts 
as on our own. Like to go out some
where, Chandra?”

“No,” Chandra told him curtly. 
"I’m really glad to have an evening 
at home for a change. I’ve been doing 
too much.”

“Well, that suits me, too,” Kerry 
retorted amiably. Without waiting 
for an invitation, he divested himself 
of his hat and topcoat, and deposited 
his tall frame comfortably in an easy 
chair. “Got any makings, Chandra? 
We might have a drink.”

Hot with rebellion, Chandra went 
into the kitchenette and mixed the 
drinks. Since Kerry had come to see 
Adrienne, and since Adrienne wasn’t 
here, why couldn’t he go away again, 
decently and quietly? It was sheer

cruelty to force her to spend an en
tire evening here with him alone. 
And Kerry was quite capable of stay
ing put until Wayne and Adrienne 
returned, no matter how late the 
hour. In fact, his air of indolent per
manence assured her that it was pre
cisely what he was contemplating.

She prayed silently that the other 
two wouldn’t  be so very late after all 
and served the highballs.

"You don’t  like me, do you, Chan
dra,” Kerry said abruptly over his 
second one. “Why?”

Chandra was completely taken 
aback. She felt her face grow rosy 
with embarrassment as she struggled 
with a reply. Because you couldn’t 
say, “No, Kerry, I don’t  like you, be
cause I love you. Love you terribly, 
and much good it will ever do me.” 

So sire stammered away with an 
attempt at lightness.

“Why, whatever gave you that 
idea, Kerry? Of course I like you. 
Why shouldn’t  I?”

"I don’t  know why,” Kerry said 
soberly, “but it’s plain enough. You 
freeze up whenever I’m in the same 
room with you. I suppose I’m a fool, 
Chandra, but I had hoped—” his 
words tapered off gloomily, and 
Chandra didn’t ask him to go on.

SHE knew well enough what he’d 
hoped. He’d hoped to marry Ad

rienne, which would make him and 
Chandra brother and sister, and 
things were so much pleasanter when 
brothers and sisters liked one an
other.

“Nonsense, Kerry,” she retorted 
lightly. “You’re just imagining 
things. I’m just not a good mixer, 
like Adrienne. It’s nothing personal.” 

The sound of Adrienne’s key in the 
lock brought the tension to an end. 
Chandra heard it with an overwhelm
ing sense of relief. Whatever hap
pened, she must at all costs avoid 
any repetition of this intimate scene 
with Kerry. It was more than her 
frayed nerves could stand.
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Adrienne’s small, piquant face was 
glowing beneath her wind-ruffled, 
gold-brown curls as she came into the 
room with Wayne close at her heels. 
He, too, looked exuberantly happy. 

With a swift little rush, Adrienne 
threw herself into Chandra’s arms.

“Oh, sis, I !m so glad you’re still 
awake! I just had to tell someone 
tonight or burst. Wayne and I are 
engaged—isn’t it wonderful ?”

She'd known it, Chandra thought 
chaotically, from the first second Ad
rienne had entered the room. And it 
was all wrong. Adrienne wasn’t in 
love with Wayne, no matter how 
much of an act she was putting on. 
She only wanted Wayne’s money. And 
Kerry, poor Kerry—her heart con
tracted painfully as her agonized blue 
eyes veered in his direction.

She saw a small muscle tighten 
ominously in Kerry’s jaw, and his 
whole body seemed to tense as he got 
to his feet. The compelling gaze of 
his gray eyes wasn't for Adrienne, 
though, nor were his words. They 
both were centered on Wayne.

“ Wayne, you can’t  do i t ! When we 
planned all this together, I didn’t ex
pect you to carry things this far—” 

A flushed, uncomfortable look 
spread over Wayne’s handsome face, 
and Chandra could see her own ex
pression of puzzled bewilderment re
flected in Adrienne’s eyes. What, she 
wondered confusedly, did Kerry mean 
by “planning all this together’’—all 
what? And why shouldn’t Wayne 
marry Adrienne, if it was what they 
both wanted?

“I didn't know, then, that I was go
ing to fall in love with Adrienne,” 
said Wayne, “Really in love, I mean.” 

Kerry’s answering voice was stern. 
“All the more reason, then, why 

you should tell her the truth. Tell 
her now, Wayne—or I shall!” 

Adrienne found her tongue ex- 
ci tedly.

“What & all this double-talk?” she 
demanded, “Tell me what? Kerry,

you’re acting like someone out of a 
third-rate melodrama. What is this 
deep, dark secret that Wayne’s 
omitted to tell me? Whatever it is, I 
warn you that it will make no differ
ence between Wayne and me!”

“I wouldn’t be too sure about that,” 
Kerry retorted grimly, “until you 
hear it. Go on, Wayne, spill it!” 

Wayne must have felt the utter im
placability under Kerry’s voice, for 
at once he began to speak, hurriedly.

“Adrienne, it’s nothing, really. Just 
about all those millions that I’m sup
posed to have—well, I haven’t  got 
them. I ’m just a moderately success
ful painter, in the same class with 
Kerry.”

NO ONE said anything for a full 
minute. With her eyes on her 

sister’s face, Chandra broke the si
lence at last.

“But what was the idea, pretend
ing to be rich? How could it possibly 
matter?”

“It was all Kerry’s idea,” Wayne 
said. “Somehow he got the idea that 
Adrienne was pretty mercenary, and 
he was trying to prove something or 
other.”

Swiftly Adrienne went to his side. 
Her tiny white hand rested like a 
butterfly on Wayne’s sleeve.

“Well, he succeeded, Wayne,” she 
said softly. “He succeeded in prov
ing that I was only kidding myself 
along with my mercenary ideas. It 
wouldn’t matter if you were flat 
broke, Wayne, not a bit. I may have 
thought I was making a play for your 
imaginary millions, but somewhere 
along the way I fell in love with youV’ 

Wayne’s arms went around her 
then, holding her close, and Chandra 
-felt a lump gathering painfully in 
her own throat. That had been the 
real Adrienne speaking, her own 
sweet, sincere little sister, and Chan
dra was unspeakably grateful that 
the newer, harder Adrienne had van
ished—for all time, she was sure.
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Adrienne would find her happiness 
with Wayne, had, indeed, already 
found it, and Kerry—well, some day 
he would get over Adrienne, just as 
some day she, Chandra, would get 
over him. Life moved on, and you 
moved with it, no matter how cold 
and numb you were inside.

Because she couldn’t bear to look at 
Kerry, Chandra went swiftly out 
through the swinging door to the 
kitchenette. She couldn’t endure see
ing what the sight of those two in 
their lovers embrace would do to him, 
and besides, she wanted to think.

Wayne had said that his masquer
ade as a millionaire was all Kerry’s 
idea. Kerry had wanted to prove 
something, but what, exactly? In view 
of the way Kerry felt about Adrienne, 
it didn’t make sense.

SHE leaned against the kitchen 
wall, and holding her throbbing 

temples between her hands, tried des
perately to concentrate. There, a min
ute later, Kerry found her.

"It’s positively indecent to stay in 
there with those two,” he told her, 
and amazingly, he was grinning. 
Chandra looked at him with wonder 
in her eyes.

“I don’t see what you’re smiling 
at,” she told him childishly. “Another 
man gets your girl, and you go around 
grinning like a Cheshire cat. One 
would think you were pleased about 
the whole thing!”

"Of course I’m pleased,” Kerry re
torted. "And as for Adrienne being 
my girl—how do you get that way? 
There’s only one girl in the world 
that I’d like to call mine, and she 
won’t  give me a break. Why won’t 
she, Chandra?”

He put his hands on her shoulders 
and stood looking deeply down into 
her eyes. Something was blazing in 
his. Something that disconcerted 
Chandra, frightened her, yet thrilled 
her to the very core of her being.

"You're asking me?” she countered 
weakly.

His hands tightened.
“Yes. Because you’re the girl.”
The sense of unreality that sur

rounded Chandra deepened, became 
more acute.

“But you—you were in love with 
Adrienne.”

“Adrienne,” Kerry said grimly, 
“has been throwing herself shame
lessly at my head ever since you got 
on that train and left us in Meadow- 
dale. I’m a fairly intelligent fellow, 
Chandra, and it didn’t  take me iong 
to realize that she was just playing up 
because I was probably the best mat
rimonial chance that had ever come 
her way.

“So I got the idea of throwing a red 
herring across her path by providing 
what would seem like a much better 
chance. That was where Wayne and 
his fictitious fortune came in. And 
apparently she fell for it. But little 
sister’s stock has risen a good many 
points in my estimation in the last 
half hour. She wasn’t nearly such a 
predatory fortune hunter as she made 
herself believe.”

"I still don’t see how I get into the 
picture,” Chandra said, a little un
steadily.

“You’ve been in it since the begin
ning, when I gave you back your com
pact and kissed you good-by,” Kerry 
told her. “In fact, you’re the whole 
picture! Why do you think I ever 
bothered with Adrienne, wangling 
her a Scholarship and everything? 
Only so that I could be near you, and 
try to make you care for me. And then 
we got here, and you’ve been freezing 
me ever since.”

"Only,” Chandra whispered, "be
cause I thought you loved Adrienne. 
Oh, Kerry, it’s been that way with 
me, too, ever since that day at the 
station—”

Kerry’s arms went around her, 
tightly, compellingly.

“What a lot of time we’ve wasted, 
sweet, misunderstanding each other. 
But now that Adrienne is safely off 

(Concluded on page 113)



By SYLV IO N

T HE August Number 8 girl, like the 
well rounded and evenly balanced 
numeral 8, should keep her romantic 

life on even keel and never allow tempera- 
rnent to make her too strong or too weak. 
Impulsiveness or sudden emotional out
break will carry her to  regretful extremes.

She can ruin her love happiness by over
doing her affection or allowing temper to 
put words in her mouth which she will re
gret for the rest of her life. Poise should 
be her policy.

She is the girl of possession and action. 
She speaks her piece and lets the chips fall 
where they may. She has a mind of her 
own and likes to make other girls’ minds 
agree with hers. A nd the same thing ap
plies to her man. She more often will 
make up his mind for him than vice versa.

But there is a certain amount of luck 
that follows the Number 8 girl. H er per
sonality gets her by when others might 
fail—she is so confident that others think 
she is tight even when she isn 't sure of it 
herself.

Happiness in Achievement
H er greatest happiness is achievement in 

anything she makes up her mind to do. 
She goes out to  meet love, more often 
than waiting for it to come to her. Some 
men don't like that tra it—but the man 
who does like it, can be happy with such 
a girl, unless of course, she becomes the 
master rather than the mate.

The best motto f ar the Number 8 girl is

—poise brings happiness, as well as power. 
Don’t be overconfident unless the facts are 
all on your side. And be prepared for the 
unexpected.

A  Typical No. 8 Girl
Mildred Stevens was a proud Number 8, 

She was quite talented as a speaker and 
active as a W elfare worker in her town. 
Everyone respected her.

H er latest efforts were in behalf of the 
poor children of the community who 
needed a hospital in their section. She had 
been working for some time to get the 
city council to pass the bill. Many signa
tures were needed.

Perhaps the main reason she worked so 
hard was her interest in Doctor Oursler, 
who had been appointed school physician. 
She had fallen in love with him the first 
day she met him, although she wasn’t sure 
she was ready to admit it. If she was to 
get him to propose to her, she felt that 
she would have to show him that she was 
the kind of a wife a young doctor should 
have.

The way he had treated her assured her 
that he was interested in a serious way, 
but there was another girl, the Mayor’s 
daughter, Beth Babcock, who was worry
ing Mildred a lot. Beth had the advantage 
of a notable father.

This promised to be a real love battle. 
Beth had belittled M ildred’s activity in 
the proposed hospital. A t a party one 
night, both girls had waxed warm in argu-
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mcnt in front of Doctor Oursler Beth 
claimed that the city couldn’t afford the 
new hospital. Mildred claimed it could. 
Then Beth had snapped:

‘‘Maybe you think you could get Dr, 
Oursler appointed head of it, so that he 
might he under obligations to you.”

This had hurt Mildred deeply. She felt 
it had cheapened her in the doctor’s esti
mation. But being proud, she wouldn’t 
stop now, even though Doctor Oursler had 
hesitated about taking sides:

Seeing It Through
It was the day before the meeting of 

the city council which was to consider the 
appropriation for the hospital. Mildred 
stopped at the doctor’s office. She had 
worked herself almost ill. She had a bad 
cold and the doctor told her that maybe it 
would be better if she didn’t  speak at that 
meeting. She had done enough by getting 
all those signatures. ‘‘Let the councilmen 
fight it out themselves,” he said.

Even though she wanted to  throw her
self in his arms and forget the whole thing, 
her nature wouldn’t  let her. She had made 
up her mind to talk and win the battle for 
the doctor. Achievement is paramount 
with the Number 8 girl. N o matter if he 
did think she had a selfish motive, she had 
to go through with it.

So in order to fight off the temptation to 
side with the doctor and leave it to his 
better judgment, she forced herself to say: 
“I hope you don’t  believe what Beth Bab
cock said. You don’t have to fear being 
under obligation to me.”

He looked at her sharply, then dropped 
his eyes. He did not answer.

“All right,” she said. “Silence means 
consent. I shall speak tomorrow night, if it 
kills me. You can think what you wish.” 

Then she left his office and went home 
to bed. There were tears to accompany 
her rising fever.

Her Pride at Stake
She stayed in bed till the following 

afternoon. She was weak. Had the doc
tor called that day she would have col
lapsed in his arms and begged for his 
kisses.. But he didn’t call. She felt that 
she had lost him by her impulsive talk.

W ell, it was too late now. H er pride 
was at stake. She would appear and talk 
even though her voice was hoarse.

I t was a dramatic moment. Mildred saw 
the doctor a t the rear of the council cham-

“! kat*n'l ttad to fix a tingle flat tinea I  ttarted pooling 
_______________ tar."_________  ______

bers. Beth Babcock was sitting beside him. 
A  few minutes before she would be called 
on to speak, her throat seemed to be on 
fire. She had to get a drink of water. She 
went out to the lobby. W hen she got 
there, the doctor was beside her.

She tried to speak to him, but only a 
whisper came out.

“Just as I feared,” he said. This time 
he looked at her pleadingly. “Let me look 
at that throat.” And as she opened her 
mouth he took an instrument from his 
pocket. “I brought this, just for this emer
gency.” Then he' proceeded to spray her 
throat, and in a jiffy her voice had re
turned.

He led her over to the far side of the 
lobby where no one could see them. “Listen 
here, you sweet little bundle of fire—you 
can talk if you want to. Your voice might 
last and then again it might not. But 
whether you believe it or not—I am more 
interested in your throat and in you, than 
all the hospitals in the world. My only 
interest in persuading you not to talk to
night, was to protect you for yourself. I 
want my wife to be healthy, and to stay 
healthy. I  don’t  want her talking with a 
squeak the rest of her life.”

Give and Take
Mildred saw seriousness in his eyes. She 

loved him—-she couldn’t  defy him. And 
than he added: “You need me just as much



as I need you. T hat’s the best way to 
get along. You don’t have to prove what 
a real wife you can be. I saw that many 
months ago. Tonight I’m master."

She wilted now for good. "Yes. Doc
tor," she said. "W e’ll let the hospital speak 
ior itself. Take me home.”

And that ride home in his car didn’t 
need any kind of a voice for love to ex
press itself. The Number 8 girl had learned 
her lesson of give and take—and it was 
sweet in its revelation. It was nice to be 
bossed after all by the man you love. Give 
and take also applied to their kisses.

The No. 9 Giri
The September Number 9 girl differs 

from the balanced Number 8 girl, because 
the numeral 9 has comet-like qualities—a 
ball of fire going places and doing things. 
This girl moves fast—is energetic, dra
matic, romantic, passionate, but more or 
less has the natural ability to control her 
speed. A fter all, a fire which is always 
blaring doesn’t need sudden energy to burst 
it into flames. And that is the difference 
between the Number 9 and the Number 8.

The thing that the September Number 9 
girl must take into consideration if she 
would get the most out of her love life is 
to keep practical about practical things and 
not let unreality and the world of make- 
believe take the place of reality.

W hile some people think that all the 
world is a stage the Number 9 girl must 
not believe that she must always act or 
pretend. She has to  be real when she

faces realities. Day dreams are good if she 
doesn’t let them hoodwink her common 
sense. There are times when she must 
keep her feet on the ground—otherwise 
she will get an awful bump, especially 
when her ideal turns out to be just a h u 
man being.

Talent and Luck
Julia Ormond was a typical September 

Number 9 girl. Even as a child she was 
dramatic, always pretending to be a great 
actress. But when in high school she 
hadn’t become the Number 1 actress of her 
class and had to be content with a minor 
part in her school plays, she refused to be
lieve that she wasn't a gifted actress.

“I ’ll show them, someday,’’ she told her
self, " I’ll get a break," little realizing that 
talent is one thing and luck is another.

Then when she passed twenty and had 
not set the world on fire she refused to 
admit it was lack of talent rather than hard 
luck. She wouldn't listen to a friendly 
critic’s advice that she try  for radio sing
ing rather than the stage, for she did have 
a sweet voice.

So she stuck it out, and one night at 
a party she met Franklin Fox, the popular 
movie star. He was attentive to Julia after 
he saw her take part and sing in a little 
impromptu sketch. His flattering state
ment that she had talent made Julia happy.

Madly in Love
Because he was the first one of the 

theatre who had recognized her as a gifted
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actress, she fell madly in love with him, 
although he had not shown any affection 
other than gentlemanly friendship. And 
after he had escorted her to  several parties 
she was sure he was going to propose 
sooner or later. She looked forward to 
her double triumph—in love and on the 
stage! A t last Fate was being kind.

But when Fate did step into the picture, 
Julia found out how practical Fate can be. 
I t  happened at a party one night. Julia 
arrived escorted by Franklin. As they both 
walked into the room, a beautiful girl, 
about Julia’s age, jumped from her chair 
and rushed to Franklin’s arms, kissing him 
.ificctionately,

Julia, bewildered and hurt, stood trim -
[Turn page]
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blrng awaiting the inevitable humiliation. 
This girl must mean a lot to Franklin the 
way he embraced her and kissed her. “My 
darling,’' he had said.

Then turning to Julia, he smiled. 
“Haven’t you met Gloria?’’ he asked. 
Julia shook her head.

“Well, Julia,” he beamed—“May I pre- 
sent my treasure—my daughter?"

Julia Faces Reality
Julia tried to act unconcerned about her 

first feelings, but gradually she faced real
ity as she talked with Gloria. Franklin 
Fox was close to fifty although he looked 
thirty-five. He had two other daughters 
and one son. His wife was the actress 
Constance W est, who had been touring 
for some time with a road show. The 
newspaper? bad never played up Frank
lin’s home life on account of his manager 
not wanting the public to know the age 
of the movie star.

It was a hard pill for Julia to swallow, 
but the hardest one was when Gloria said: 
“Yes, Julia—Daddy has often mentioned

Y o v  H jv e  t o  

s o m e o n e  y o n  t a w  

w h e n  y o n  g i v e

t o U S O

106



you in his letters. He said that you had a 
lovely voice and someday you would get a 
break in radio. Being seen w ith him, you 
know, will help your prestige. Daddy has 
helped many a young girl get her start.”

Radio singer! N ot an actress! T hat was 
the talent he had meant. A nd Gloria woke 
up.

Thus it was that Julia made up her mind 
to forget the stage and seek a radio career 
which she did with success. She is now a 
celebrated radio star on a national hook-up 
under another name. And only a few 
weeks ago the newspapers announced her 
engagement to the director of her pro* 
gram. She finally faced realities and made 
the most of them. Every Number 9 girl 
should follow that example.

The October Girl
The October Number 10 girl is still dif

ferent from the Number 8 and 9. A h 
though the Number 10 has the numero- 
logical characteristics of Number 1, the Oc
tober girt is not quite as independent as 
Number 1. The October girl must have 
companionship in everything and depend 
on another person to  help make up her 
mind.

She is courageous and loyal but some
times stubborn, especially when she wants 
to do a certain thing her way and her 
friend tries to argue her out of it.

Maybe this stubbornness is another 
word for pride—but whichever it is, when 
the October girl closes herself in her shell 
of self-assurance, she often misses the 
viewpoint by failing to see the true picture 
which would benefit her considerably.

So if there is any lesson the October, 
Number 10, girl must learn, it it this: 
“W hen a friend’s opinion differs from 
yours, try  as hard to understand that view
point, as you do to convince your friend 
of yours. In other words, seek the best, 
whether it is your idea or your friend’s. 
Nature has advocated cooperation for the 
October girl, rather than self-assertion and 
decision.”

An Artistic Type
Eileen Campbell was an October N um 

ber 10 girl. She had been going for a 
long time with Stanley Lawson, whom she 
cared for deeply. He was employed in the 
local bank and Eileen expected to marry 
him sooner or later. But Eileen was ar-

[T u rn  page]
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AVE you ever tried? Have you ever at
tempted even the least bit of training, un

der competent guidance?
Or have you been sitting back, as it is so 

easy to do, waiting for the day to come when 
you will awaken all of a  sudden to the dis
covery “I am a writer”?
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I t  is  se ldom  t h a t  an y o n e  becom es a  w r i te r  u n t i l  h e  
(o r  she) h a s  been  w r i t in g  fo r  som e tim e. T h a t  is  w h y  
so  m an y  "au tho rs a n d  w r i te r s  s p r in g  u p  o u t o f th e  
n ew sp a p e r b u s in ess . T h e  d a y -to -d a y  n ece ssity  o f  
w r i t in g —of g a th e r in g  m a te r ia l  a b o u t w h ich  to  w rite  
—develops th e ir  ta le n t,  th e ir  In s ig h t, th e ir  b a ck 
g ro u n d  an d  th e i r  confidence a s  n o th in g  e lse  could .

T h a t Is w hy  th e  N ew sp ap er I n s t i tu te  o f A m erica  
b a se s  its  w r it in g  in s tru c tio n  on  jo u rn a lis m —c o n tin u 
ous  w rit in g —th e  t r a in in g  th a t  h a s  p ro d u ced  so m an y  
su ccessfu l au th o rs .

Learn to write by writing
N EWSPAPER Institute training Is based on the New York Copy 

Desk Method. It starts and keeps you writing in your own 
home, on your own time. Week by week you receive actual 
assignments, just as if you wero right 
at work on a  great metropolitan daily.
Your writing is individually corrected 
and constructively criticized by veteran writ
ers. You will find that (instead of vainly 
trying to copy someone else's writing tricks) 
you are rapidly developing your own distinc
tive, self-flavored style— undergoing an ex
perience that has a thrill to  It and which 
at the same time develops in you the power 
to make your feelings articulate.

Many people who should be writing be
come awe-struck by fabulous stories about 
millionaire authors and give little  thought 
to the $25, $50 and $100 or more that can 
often be earned for material that takes little 
time to write— stories, articles on business, 
hobbies, travels, sports, recipes, war work, 
civilian defense, etc— things that can easily 
be turned out in leisure hours, and often 
on the impulse of the moment.

Let us help you test your native abilities.
Our interesting Writing Aptitude Test will 
do it. I t’a free— entirely without obliga
tion. Send the coupon today. Newspaper 
Institute of America, One Park Avenue,
New York. (Founded 1925)

WAR MAKES 
WRITERS

E v e r y  w a r  h a s  
launched or marked 
the turning point in 
the careers of innu
merable sreat au
thors, such as Lau
rence S t a l l i n g s ,  
Willa Gather, Ern
e s t  H em in g w ay . 
Edna Ferber, Irvin 
S. Cobb, Fannie 
Hurst. This war 
may be YOUR gol
den opportunity to 
express Y O U R 
SELF! Send TO
DAY for your N.I.A. 
Writing Aptitude 
Test. Special terms 
and privileges for 
U. S. Service Men.

I NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF AMERICA
( Ono Park Avenue, New York

Send me. without cost or obligation, your Writing Aptitude 
. Test and further information about writing for profit.

Address ...»...................
(All correspondence confidential. No salesman will call on you.)

94S36S

)
I
I
I
I
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FALSE
TEETH

5 t h  Y E A R
Buy w here thoueend* have 
bean sa t is f ie d . We m ake 
FALSE TEETH for you from 
your o w n  I m p r e s s io n s .

M  A S

W rite Today fo r  Free 
Booklet and Material

7 * s
90 S A Y  T R I A L

MONEV BACH GUARANTEE of 
SATISFACTION protect* you.
S E N D  N O  M O N E Y
j .  B .  C L E V E L A N D  D E N T A L  PLATE C O .DEFT. 2-P2__________  EAST ST. LOUIS, ILUNOiS

/•SONG POEMS WANTED
A t to music. Phonograph records made. Send your poems 

for our offer and FILER Rhyming Dictionary. Vanderbilt J
to be i
Music Studios, Dept. D.C., Box 112, Coney Island. N. Y ."

PICTURE
ring
MaqoMt* Picture Rloa-roada from snyi
Sen q>l o Rincon lu 4ScTSend f ‘“ ..........
im pur e tr ip f o r  r in g  «izo. r e v  1
a g o . H and t in te d  lo c o x tro . rh___r --------------------------— ..

ie p d  N o  M oneyF M ail photo  w ith  I  
j.P B y  p o stm an  on ly  48c p lus p o s t-  |  

OJrt TO./‘ho to  ro ta  ro o d .M a k o tn o n c y f  I 
Munoy back  tsuaran tco . O rd e r I

L O D E S T O N E LIVE AND STRONG 
$1 per Pair

■J H ey#  to  T ow er, $1. P o s ta g e  e x tr a  If C .O.D. C h arm s. 
P o w d ers . O ils. H e rb s . N ovelties, e tc ., d e sc rib ed  in  
F R E E  C a ta lo g .
D. SMYTHE CO. Box T, NEWARK, MO.

— SPECIAL WORK FOR 
MARRIED WOMEN

Earn up to $23.00 weekly and your own dressts 
Free. No canvassing no investment. Full or 
part time. Write fully, giving age, dress size. 

1 FASHION FKOCitS, Inc.. Dept. 44042, ClncmauM, O.

Get into the 'BAKING BUSINESS
Bakery make good money! Now 7th Industry in w a g ^ ^ n T ^ !*  
Nearly depression- p r o o f .  Now home study Baking Course 
qualifies you. Common B ehoof education sufficient. If you’re  (T'JT' /  
anobitioas, write for FREE BOOK,* 'Opportunities in Baking.”  VSt J  
N a tio n a l  B a k in s  In&tttutg, 1 3 1 5  Michigan, D e p t .  1 8 0 7 ,C h ic a g o  V - /

P IL E S
L e t  u s  t e l l  y o u  o f  a  m i ld ,  p a i n l e s s ,  
to w  c o s t hom e tre a tm e n t  p e rfe c te d  b y  
T>r. O. A . Jo h n so n , fo r  28 y e a rs  h e ad  
p h y s ic ian  o f  one of A m erica 's  F in e s t  Itoo-

_ _______  ta.1 C lin ics w h e re  th o u s a n d s  o f case s  havo
been su ccessfu lly  tre a te d . W rite  to d a y  fo r  Free 
Triai Offer. N o o b lig a tio n . A d d re ss  JOHNSON 
RECTAL CLINIC, Desk 976, Konsos City, Missouri

Why Fistula Is
Dangerous Ailment

Any person suffering from Fistula, Rectal 
Aibsccss, Piles or any otlier rectal or colon dis
order— may obtain a new 40-page FREE 
BOOK on these and associated chronic ail
ments. The book is illustrated with X-Ray 
pictures, charts and diagrams for easy read
ing. Also describes latest mild institutional 
treatments. Write today — a card will do — to 
Thornton & Minor Clinic, »Suite 1056, 926 
McGee Street, Kansas City, Missouri.

tistic. She had studied interior decorating 
and often argued with Stanley that he was 
too wrapped up in practical banking to un
derstand the artistic side of life.

Stanley was perfectly willing to follow 
her advice when they furnished thc r own 
home, but once in a while he would assert 
himself when it came to an opinion on 
other matters.

Thus, when Eileen told him that she had 
a chance to work for Dewitt Wallace, the 
famous designer and interior decorator, in 
a larger city some twenty miles away, Stan
ley advised against it. Because he couldn’t 
give her any concrete argument, Eileen be
lieved him selfish.

Stanley told her he could see that she 
found employment locally and that his 
bank would finance her in a studio of her 
own if she wished. But no— Eileen wanted 
to work for the glamorous Dewitt, and 
that was all there was to it.

Thus, they had a serious argument and 
Stanley stopped calling. Eileen pretended 
she didn’t care. “R e ’ll get over his peeve 
when I make good,” she said—and bought 
her first month’s commutation ticket and 
started to work.

[ Turn to page 110 ]

R e a d  O u r  C o m p a n i o n  

M a g a z i n e

E X C I T I N G
L O V E

Featured in the Fall Issue

HEAVEN FOR 
TWO |

A Full-Length Novel of
Love's Promise j

By jj
MONA FARNSWORTH !

Note on Sale w  Everywhere
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Keep Faith w ith  
Them

MAKEBS M o w

Jo in  th e  w ork  of th e  
Havy Relief Society and BACK UP  

TH E  N A V Y’S F IG H TIN G  MIEN

T O HELP TH E NAV Y  M A N  and his 
dependents, his \vidov.\ his orphaned 

child and his mother, is the purpose of the 
Navy Relief Society. Now, with the risks of 
war, and a greatly expanded Navy, with a 
larger Marine Corps and the inclusion of the 
Coast Guard W elfare, the Society needs your 
help.

No amount is too small. None too large. 
Every contribution will help to free from 
worry more than 500,000 men in our Navy, 
Marine and Coast Guard* Services.

^ t h r o u g h  C o a s t  G u a r d  W e l f a r e

President Roosevelt says . . .
*'There it nothing finer than to build up this fund 
for the Navy Relief Society. I urge you to d® 
your utmost, and do it non!”

CUP ENROLLMENT C O UP ON , 
below , end send It t o  the N avy 

Relief Society* G ive all y*w 
can — and flSve todays

i-.!;{>([ft! bo ibumTo i»ayiiWi> to N:wy £;»*.sy'*  ̂
3 Society jhjuI n-ou£ to  N eik /m ti C’i! i/('«■■• * Conim ktAc, f 
|  *i>0 S-'iI'liSa \v e ,t U e\v l o r i ;  ( 'i ty .  j
* fl lwl|> Os(i TNisftv;,* mm jjn.l ’h.-C.r ' i:;cn?I!i
i JviHioviMC iblkMso fin d  any co n i r ib  Mi ion  o f  <»....................  \

mi.' 

Kii cvm* 
r- wy .

r n r r  Impression Material, In fer- f  
U i l l  mation.Cataloir, Low Prices, V 
UNITED S T A TES DENTAL CO* 2 _
1555 MILWAUKEE AVE,, DEPT. A-82, CHICAGO, 1UUI

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

I
Co as rapidly as  your tlmo and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to  restdent school work— prepares for college 
entrance exams. .Standard H .S. texts supplied. Diploma.

C red it fo r  H . S . nobjocfa a lread y  com p le ted . S ing le  snb jo e ta  if d e 
s ire d . H igh acbool euuca tio n  in very  im p o rtan t fo r a dvan eo m aa t u* 
business, a n d  in d u s try  ootl soc ia lly . D o n 't  be  handicapped  all y o u r  
lif.i lie  a  H i*h School g ra d u a te . S ta r t  y o u r  tn u o io tf now . Pro* 
B ulletin  on  re q u e s t.  N o o b liga tion .

______ American School, Dpt. H758, Prexal at SStH, C h togo

S U P E R  J U J I T S U
G e t  T o u g h  Q u ic k !
For persona! defense Rnd counter-attack 
. . . po system i:t more powerfuLt Almost 
unbelievably efthient. You don't need big 
muscles. Lick brutes twice your size toilh 
only your bote hands, even if they are 
armed. (Jet ready now for any emergency 

—protect yotir loved one*. This amazing 
new self-study course teaches you double- 
quick. Startling low price. Satisfaction 
puaranteed or your money back. FRKK 
1>KTA1LS. Write today sure . . . time li 

short.
NELSON CO., 500 SHERMAN, DEPT. K-5M, CHICAGO

S T A R T
$1260  to $2100  Y EA R
Hundreds War 
Appointments being 
made.
Get one for 
yourself,
32-Page 
Civil Service 
Book.
Mai; Coupon i 
Today —  /
SURE. /

★  /  N a m e/
/  A du resa

.  IhruiiuUin ffpststnt©
^  D ep t. N-2.TA

^  KOflirHhT, N.

G en tlem en : Itn s li to  mo 
q  I ’iliOK o f  olinrgv, li,;t Of 

Q TJ. S. G overn im 'd I bis: p a y  
jo b s . Send  mo PKKIfl 82- 

^  P age  book d e sc rib in g  srtki- 
i rios, x aeutiouji, h o u rs  e tui 

v o r k .  T oll mo Iiour to  q u a lify  
fo r  one o f th e se  ja b s ,



E Y E  G L A S S E S  B Y  M A I L

, **•)/ S») ,
\Ly V 7 J

1 6 D A Y  S T R I A L
Choice o! the LATEST STYLES—remarkably LOW PRICES. 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED or your money back. II you are  
riot satisfied— they will not cost you a  ce n t

SEND NO MONEY s h e w in g  a l l  «i« ‘’" • ' - 't T
e tg  m any  styles a n d  LOW PR IC E Sir^^jrB lcL A SSE S I

ADVANCE SPECTACLE CO.
537 S. D earbo rn  St.

f t t  to w  COST

R O L L S  D E V E L O P E D
Two 5 x 7  DcuMo Weight Professional Enlargements, 2 5 *

8 Gloss Deckle Edge Prints. COIN
CTLXm P H O T O  R ER V IC E, D ep t. 15, laC ro fig , Wifi.

(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents)
Sell our Illustrated Comic Booklet, and other novelties. Each booklet 
elsr-e 4% by 2 % . Ten different sample booklets sent for 5<i<J or 23 as- 
ported for $1.00. ,Shipped prepaid. Wholesale novelty pi ice list sent 
with order only. No C.O.D. orders. Send Cash or Stamps. P rin t 
name and address.
REFSAC SALES CO., I West 13th S t ,  Dept. 4410, New York City 
rOR YOUR SURPLUS CASH — UNUSED U. S. STAMPS
JMu.il Order Dealers. Collectors: Wo buy accumulations and surplus 
UNI\SMl> U. H. Postage stamps at 90% faoo value for dentmiinotions 
%e io 19c. 8'»%  fitu: value for denominations 20c to  50o. .Small 
lots y ‘> % . MAI L STAMPS KliGIHTEKJ2D, Money sent by return in a  iL 
CiARBER SERVICE, 72 Fifth Ave., Dept. 4410, New York City

P I C E .  C A R D S .
Specialties for M agicians use. Inks, 
Shiners, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catalog 
ten cents, s tam ps o r coin.
H IL L  B R O S ., B o x  T , B allda, Colo.

Powerful Vision — 8 Mile Range

BIN O CULAR S
20 Days Free Trial 75
Postpaid or C. O. D. *f

&&
S - S  Scientifically ground, powerful lens that 
1 -g l n f » « & «  srive clear vision equal to 110 yds. at 1000 

yds. distance 1 Adjustable for all distances 
and eyo widths. Binoculars come with 

• ' handsomo case and straps. GUARANTEED.
E not wutnfied after 20 days free trial money refunded. American 

IrmuI&t Co., 7759 S. Halsted, Dept. F-285, Chicago.

Easy Roney for Christmas!
You make F>0c cash on every 21-card 
JLeuder Christ mas Assortment you 
t to n  at $1.00. Only 20 boxes pay you 
$10.00 cash. Also take fas t orders for 
EOtorSl Kamc - Im p r in te d  EMBOSSED 
C h r is tm a s  G r e e t in g  C a r d s .  G orgeous 
•y e -A ite h fn g  cicHiKtis. A m «sin« v  at non i rFiown beforef 1] o th e r  popular s a s a r tm i__

"  "  '  "“ ftps e tc .  A lho $1 I
:p en en ce  n e ed ed . |

r b e fo re ) 11 o th e r  po p u la r a s so r tm e n ts— I  
"  ”  '  l i f t  W raps
. ...........N o  e x p e l----------------  --------------

f l t a r t  e a r n in g  now . W rite f o r e a m p le e o a a p p r o v a l .  I

Religious. C 

A R TIS TIC  CARO C O .,  242 Way, E lm ira , N .Y . I

g&sss
Complete home-study courses
a n d  e d u c a t io n a l  b o o k s ,  s l i g h t l y  u s e d .  

S o ld ,  r e n te d ,  e x c h a n g e d .  A ll s u b 
j e c t s .  M o n e y -b a c k  g u a r a n te e .  C a s h  
p a id  f o r  u s e d  c o u r s e s .  P u l l  d e 
t a i l s  a n d  i l l u s t r a t e d  7 f? -p ag e  b a r 
g a in  c a t a lo g  F IIE K . W r i t e  to d a y !  

N ELSO N  CO.
500 SSiarman, Deal, K-227. Chicado

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
ftbte 8 v IV Incites or smaller If de
vised. Same price for full length or 
fcuct form, groups, landscapes. p e t( 
nuiirmlH, etc,, or enlargements of any 
p a r t of group picture. Safe return of —
O r ig in a l  p h o t o  g u a r a n t e e d .  3  T0F

SEND NO IWONEYfrt̂ !li,.t>ho“ °r
4

sum !  w i t h i n  a  w e e k  y o u  w i l l  r e c e iv e  y o u r  b e a u t i f u l  
« r , t n g u a r a n t e e d  f a d e l e m .  tV y  p o s tm a n  47c p tu s  
w y b .K O  —o r  P « n d 4 9 c  w ith  o r d e r  a j « t w «  w as p o » ta « e .  B ig  
& 6 x 2 0 - ln c i )  e n l a r g e  in  o u t  R e n t 0 . O . D , 78o p lu s  p o b ta g o  
o»«*xi'i80« a o d w e p o y  vostage.TakO B dxaJitaH O oftbm ajnaK - 
feiK o f f e r  flow- t> o d  y o u r  p h o to *  to d a y .  S p e c ify  e ixe  w a n t e d .
*TANDAF!0 AST STUDIOS, II3S .M !« M ltS t, De*!.402»,Clllca<>l>

LOVE NUMEROLOGY
( C o n t i n u e d  f r o m  p a g e  1 0 8 )

Then came a fatal night three weeks 
later. The moment Eileen came home, her 
father who was the manager for an invest- 
ment firm called her in. The first thing 
he said to her was: “Did you infer to Dew- 
itt Wallace that my firm would finance 
him in a large loan for his business?”

Embarrassing Revelations
Eileen said she hadn’t. Then her father 

continued, “W ell, today, Wallace called on 
me and asked for a loan saying that he 
would make you secretary of his company 
if I put it through for him. Do you want 
me to?”

A t first, Eileen seemed proud, but her 
father's expression made her wonder. 
W hat was behind it all? Had Wallace 
hired her just to help him get that loan?

Then her father startled her. “ I’m go
ing to call up Stanley Lawson. He should 
know about W allace’s financial status.”

Eileen wanted to tell her father not to 
do it, but she hadn’t revealed her quarrel 
with Stanley. Now she was in an embar
rassing position. But she did want to see 
Stanley—at least her heart did, even if her 
mind was stubborn.

TW* Space C o n t r i b u t e d  t o

ARM Y EMERGENCY RELIEF
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So Stanley came over. He acted cold and 
business-like, for Eileen's father v/as a 
depositor in Stanley’s hank and this teas 
a business call.

W hen Stanley heard the whole story, he 
smiled and looked at Eileen. He spoke 
both to her and her father. "W hen Eileen, 
told me she was going to work for W al
lace I tried to advise her against it, but un
der business ethics I couldn’t tell her that 
Wallace was facing bankruptcy and maybe 
was hiring Eileen just to get an in with 
you, Mr. Campbell. But I can tell you 
now, because you arc one of our best pa
trons. Eileen wouldn't have believed me 
anyway, and after all, I wasn't sure of his 
intentions, but now I am."

A  Valuable Lesson
That was enough for Eileen. "Please 

forgive me, Stanley,’’ was all she said. But 
that was sufficient and the father under
stood too, for he walked out of the room 
as Eileen and Stanley embraced.

Another October Number 10 girl had 
learned her lesson of cooperation and un 
derstanding of the other person's view
point.

Have you a Number 8 or 9 or 10 in 
your Numbergraph? If you have, then

[ T w  i t>a,7e]

jLov« N u m a ro lo g y  D e p a r tm e n t  
C a re  o i  P O l 'l iL A H  L O V E  
I d  E»f»t 4Dili S t r e e t ,  N ew  Y o rk

I  am  B e n d in g  f o r  m y  n u t lion  t ie  N U -
M UrrO V aO ttY  ILKA D IN G  m i (I N  UM !t K« Ml A1 *H, 
r ;> < u m 's g  ft fu l l  a n a ly s is  a n d  in \  p e r s o n a l  t r i -  
illicit* a n d  b i r t h  n u m b e r .  T a m  e n c lo s in g  u s e lf -  
;< u I *ft,sP d. b til n tp c (1 o ilvc lope .

N a m e ............................................................................................

A d d r e s s .......................................................................................

I  k tie  of. Us r i b ............................................. ............................
M o n th  l>ny Y > '- \c

M y o f  ( liis  is s u e  o f  P O P U L A R  L O V Ii

20-42
S P E C IA L  F K lttC  O i ’F S l t l :

CUp, Sign and Mail in This Coupon Today! 
F o re ig n  ren d ers  a re  re q u ire d  to send lntor- 
a.AttOtt4kl R ep ly  C oupons o r  A m erican  S tam ps.

DRAFTSMEN

•x. -̂ ii—M t v i ; : L ;  ciamor»n4
i te r more drafumea. io.v $

i!m j./w c a n 't s ta rt i>a* 
til pinna nro dr.f-cu. Bi'Miug,. *>* * 

planes, tunchiu** >, r o - n ,  tanks, bridges* 
a ll s ta r t  on the  d rafting  board, «t> i t ’d no wonder tliufc 
every good draftsm an hits a  fine job. Yes, m ore draftsm en 
a re  needed NOW. The pay  is  good and fciio oppor&umUe.) 
fo r advancem ent g rea t.

Learn at Heme in Spare Time
Begin now to  tu rn  spare hours In to  money. Bo a  draftsman* 
the  connecting link betw een a  mechanic and an engineer, 
Hujoy tho wonderful opportunities fo r promotion tha t exist 
now. No experience o r  a rtis tic  ta len t is  needed. You don 't 
have to  leave your p resen t job  while learning. Use sparo time*

Employment Service Included
Students who take ©ur home study drafting course are entitled 
to  our employment service without extra charge. We are In 
constant touch with many great firms needing men, and trt times 
like those Industry welcomes applications from American Sciiooil 
advanced students and graduates.The total tuition cost is low and the monthly payments aro easy. Write today for free bulletin outlining our instructions 
a m i  (giving you the details of our selective otnployuteut ,
No obligation of any kind. Write today,

A M E R IC A N  SCHOOL
1 Avenue a t  56 th  S t, Dept. DD-7J3 ChSeajp,

FALSE TEETH
LOW AS 

$700
9 0 - D A Y  T R I A L ,  
G U A R A N T E E !
CATALOG-FOLDER F R E E  |

T r y  B rookfie ld  p la te s —m ad e  u n d e r  
su p e rv is io n  o f licensed  d e n tis t.  P r ic e d  to  fit y o u r  p ock- 
efcbook ON M O N E V -B A CK  G U A R A N T E E . W rite today
SEND. NO M O N E Y  fo r  FRICK I m p r e s s i o n

M ate ria l, a n d  in fo rm a tio n
B R O O K F B E L D  D E N T A L  P L A T E  C©„
D ep t. 35-L2 BrookfieM , Mo

W A N T E  D
TO BE SET TO MUSSO

Publirhom need new songs l Submit on a or more of you.- bsr.t. poem 
for iiijino-liaic consideration. Any subject. Send pootu PbON-i- 
GKAt*H RECORDS MADE.
HIVH STAR MUSIC MASTERS, o n  Butt coo Bldg., Boston. V iV-*.

S O N G  P O E M S

F A M O U SF R e e . f

lawlWSllIlKtlfllllillllH
9 I C £ * CAR9S
V e x l e c ' t  D ice , Magi© D ie  - 
M agic C a rd 3 — R E A D  T H 7  
B A C 2CS  —  l a l <9, Dauao 
P o k o r  C h ip s*  G l a m , ;  
L a y o u ts ,  D ic e  3o i d -- 
C o u n te r  G a m s j ,  P uuoU - 
b o a r d s .  W R IT  £ F O *  
C A T A L O G  T O O A T ,

K. C. C A R O  CO.
3223 W , W ash ing ton  i l y i i . ,  c h ls  z .p . SSL,
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MASYmr..

__ This remarkable CARS discovery,
TTNTZ Jet Black Shampoo, wa&bes out 
dirt, Jooee dandruff, grease, grime and 
Safety givea hair areal smooth JET BLACK 
•WTthal fairly glows with life and lustre. _
Don't put up with faded dull, burnt, off color hair 
•  minute longer. TINTZ Jet Black Cake works 
gradual. . .  each shampoo leaves your hair blacker, lovelier, softer} 
eJtaior to manage. No dyed look. Won't hurt permanents. Pull cake 
,C0« (3 for $1), TINTZ comes in Jet Black, light, medium and dark 
Grown, Titian, and Blonde. Order today 1 State shade wanted- > 
C C ftlT O  R J A  H / iA M C  V Ju3t pay postman plus poet*;

J 11 i l l #  S Y n / r i C i  ■ ago on cur positive assun** 
,’*mce of satisfaction in 7 days or your money back. (We Pay Postage 
M remittance comes with order. * Don't wait -- Write today to 
?fNTZ COMPANY, Dept. 7 01 ,207  N. MICHIGAN CHICAGO 
Conadtaf) Office, Dept. 701,22 College S t., Toronto

1 —
Write today for free Bockltt cut- 
lining urofit sharing plan.

A L L I E D  M U S I C  
D opt.32 ,204E.4thSt.,Cincinnati,0. 1

W/lMi (Pitt &F A N Y  £*#i& rO
Jnpt to  ge t acquainted, we will make a  FREW PRCFES- 
WONAL Hollywood Enlargement of an^snapshot, photo. jkodaU picture, prijit. or ncKntiva to r.x? Inch sire. Include color or ryen, ban* anil clothinp for information on a lifo-Ficc- cu'or enlarge- Client in a J?TU£U MtAMK. Original returned with the cniarfrcmant. Mft; fur return omlliuarapprcciatod. Act n&to.Offeroood onluinU,S»J.I.HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS 
*621 Santa Monica Blvd., Dept. 440, Hollywood, C&lif.

Protect Entire Family 
for $1 a Month

Certificate Paying Benefits up to $1,000.00. F  TO F  ff*
Sent for FREE Inspection g HlbE*
Covers accidental or natural death. No medical examina
tion. Ago limits 2 to  75 years. SEND NO MONEY— 
jost your name and address. No ohlijtntlon.. No salesman 
will call, Postcard will do. Atlas Mutual Benefit Ass’n,
Depi. I9-K5, Wilmington, Delaware.

S O N G  &  P O E M  W R IT E R S
MEW S0NGWR5TERS in great, demand. Send ua your Poems. Wo 
pet them to music FHJbJS. Hear your song on a  record. Send tor 

Polder today.
CINEMA SONG CO.. P.0. Dox 2828, Dept. B-9, Hollywood, Calif.

I ih.iw Big, Complete 72 page Original 
t Book. Contain* n>yetif)ing novel lies,

I magicians and conjurers specialties—
| DICK-CARDS-GAMES, Inks, Layout*, dc. 

Swpplkfl of all kinds. Writ* today I
I H. C. E V A N S  & CO*

Dept. IS-K •  1520 W. ADAMS STREET •  CHICAGO

7 3 0 SHAVES FROM 1 BIAM
m m m  a m a z in g  n e w  a s l .

BLADE SHARPENER
New sharpener for all makes of 

tJonfcle-odge razor blades performs j  
mlracloal "Not necessary to change (. 
bladea," writes one user. Another says,

"Have used I blade over 730 tim e.."
RAZOROLL really sharpens 

blades becamo it  strops on leather. Gives 
keen, smooth shaving edges. No guess-work. 

Blade held a t correct angle and proper pressure 
—automatically. Just turn crank to sharpen 
blade. No gears. Well made. Handsome—• 
compact—in attractive case. Weiirhs few ounces. 
Will last years. Makes Ideal gift.

'S E N D  NO MONEYS w rllr  today. Pay post-i * « v n » -  i  .  man only $1.00 plus few 
cents postage. Use Bazoroll for 5 days amt If you're not 

delighted with smooth, velvet shaves you get, return RAZOROLL 
and wp’M return your dollar. Hurry—order today.
HAZOROLL CO., 020 It. Miehtfian. Dept. 20(0, Cbicag*, III,

profit t!y the true stories of Mildred Ste
vens, Julia Ormond and Eileen Campbell.

Q U EST IO N S A N D  A N SW ER S

D e ar K y lv io u : I w a s  h o rn  on F e b ru a ry  20th. lin t 
eeleb rn fe  jn y  b ir th d a y  on F e b ru a ry  2Sth. D oes 
th i s  affect m y  N u m b e rg ra p h ?

B E S S  SIT,COX.
Dear Miss Silcox: No. Your Numbergraph is 

based on February 29th, tbe vibrations of tbe clay 
you were born, which affected you accordingly. 
It is your psychic birthmark, so to speak.

D e ar S ylv ion  : I  h av e  been to ld  th a t  th e  U n ited  
S ta te s  w ill have  a n  im p o r ta n t c h an g e  in  po licy  in 
1945, W h a t is  th a t  p re d ic tio n  b ased  on?

M AX D U E It.
Dear Mr. Ducr: It is based on the end of the 

13th cycle of 13 years which is 169 years, from 
1776 to 1945. And the United States ha* been 
influenced by 13 from the very beginning. It 
will probably be a change for the better.

D e ar S y lv io n : D oes a  ch ild  u s u a lly  have s im ila r  
n u m b e rs  to i ts  p a re n ts  o r  g ra n d p a re n ts ?

J  OS K P 111XE W  A L T  E It S.
Dear Miss Walters: More frequently one oi 

the grandparents.
D ear Sylv ion  : I  u n d e rs ta n d  th a t  each  y e a r  show s 

a  c e r ta in  le t te r  m ore  p ro m in e n t th a n  o th e rs . W h a t 
is th e  o u ts ta n d in g  le t te r  fo r  1912?

JA C K  H IE  B L E B .
Dear Mr. Hicbler: Prominent letters for 1942 

are those corresponding to Number 7, namely 
G, P and Y. Those should be lucky. People 
with those initials should expect better breaks.

SYLVION.

iiiiinaiiliiiiia: i fi;: ii:ii ii i tiiiiui ii ■Miiiiiiiiiiiiiiininiiiiii mi

A Fascinating Novel 
of Romance and 

Intrigue in Washington

S A L U T E  

T O  L O V E
B y

M O N A  F A R N S W O R T H
®

EN TERTA IN IN G , TIMELY A N D  
DELIGHTFUL!

Coming in the Next Issue
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DOUBLE W ED D IN G
(Concluded from page 101)

our hands, I’ll make it all up to you, 
Chandra.”

He swept her against his heart, and 
his lips came down on hers, blotting 
out all the heartache and insecurity 
of the past weeks in one joyous, blind
ing moment.

It was a long, long kiss. How long 
Chandra never knew. She only knew 
that it was interrupted, at last, by low 
musical laughter from Adrienne and 
Wayne.

“Well, it looks as if it might be a 
double wedding, after all,” said
Wayne.

“That’s just what it does look like, 
from here," said Kerry.

His brilliant eyes were asking a 
question. She let her own blue ones 
answer wordlessly in the affirmative. 

•
N ext Issue

GIRL SS*IJVTCHER
A  Story by LETA ZOE ADAMS

Buy War Bonds and Stamps Regularly!

M i n g  Up N ig is  
Makes Many Fed Old

Do you feel older th an  you are  o r n u fferfro m  G etting 
U p N ights, Backache, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizziness, 
Swollen Ankles, Rheum atic Pains, B urning , scanty o r fre
quent passages? I f  so, rem em ber th a t  your Kidneys a re  
v ita l to  your health and th a t these symptoms may be due 
to  non-organic and  non-system atic Kidney and Bladder 
troubles — in such cases C y stex  (a  physician’s p rescrip 
tion) usually gives prom pt and joyous relief by helping the 
Kidneys flush ou t poisonous excess acids and wastes. You 
have everything to  gain  and  noth ing  to  lose in  try in g  Cysbe*. 
An iron-clad guaran tee  assures a  re fund  o f your money on 

re tu rn  of em pty package unless 
fully satisfied. Don’t  delay. Get 
C y ste x  (S iss-tex) from  y o u r 

Help# Flush Kidneys druggist today. O n ly  85c.

ixn iron-ciaa guaran tee  asCystex
V  Helps Flush Kidneys

F A L S E  T E E T H
Save money b y  or- 4$ LO W  AS  
d e r i n g  b e a u t i f u l  
life - lik e  M A R V EL 
p la te s , b y  m ail.
Send for Illustrated PER PLATE  
folder showing many 
styles, including popu
lar transparent. FREE 
Impression material sent 
with Instructions on taking your own mouth 
impression. Write Todny.

MARVEL DENTAL COMPANY 
Pept. 59-0, 343 S. Dearborn 8t.. C h ie f

$ 7 - 9 5
PER PLA TE

r popu- t------------------- 1
f r e e  90 Days' Trial

ial sent 1-------------------»

S T O P  T O B A C C O ?

f t
I Banish the craving fo r tobacco a* 
thousands haro. Make yourself freo 
and happy with Tobacco Redeemer, 
N ot a substitute, not habit forming. 
Write fo r free booklet telling o f In
jurious effect of tobacco m—  -----
und of a treatm ent which ■ 
has ro lleved many men. 1
THE NEWELL COMPANY 1 J 
153 Clayton Sta.* St. Louis* ftta.

POEMS WANTED
I

   For M usical S e ttin g  — — j!
Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic, Comic 3 
or any subject. Don’t  Delay—Send us your 9 
Original Poem a t  once—for immediate con- 9 
eideration and FR E E  Rhyming Dictionary. Q

RICHARD BROTHERS 74 c S IcaS oT lE

C O L O N  T R O U B L E S
Causes —  Effects —  Treatment

Colon troubles and Piles rate with bad teeth 
and tonsils as a fruitful cause of other ail
ments. Learn facts from 122-page FREE 
B O O K  with charts and X-ray pictures. A ca rd  
will do. McCleary Clinic, H -1097 Elms B lv d ., 
Excelsior Springs, Mo._____________________

A B llT Z k R 'E C  tor 
SALES and PROFITS

" lift  
dH/l/TdR* 57V&

fflXF© ** 4
Sensational, soft as glove leather Military *
Stylo Oxford selling like wlldflro. Making tn 
raendous profits for Victor salesmen. This is 
one of over 250 specialty shoe styles fen 
dre39. sport, work, including new Zip
per and Air Cushion Insole Shoes 
for men and women. Prices low as 
$2.98. Biggest commissions. Write 
today for FREE Outfit of Actual .
Sample Shoes. Reserve your ter- ( 
ritery. ACT NOW.

VICTOR THOMAS SHOE CO.
«(« W. VAN BUREN S T , DEPT. V-21, CHICAGO, ILL.

US



Learn music in just
lO  MINUTES A DAY!

Look At the diagram. The first note on the musie if  C. 
Follow the dotted line to the keyboard and locate "C" on 
the piano. Find the other notes the same way. Now strike 
the notes *u» Indicated and you'll be playing the melody
of that famous patriotic hymn, "America." Easy as 
A-B-C, isn’t  it?

Thousands have learned to play their favorite instrument 
this amazingly quick, easy way— YOU CAN, TOO!

See how easy it is !
MY C O U N T R Y  ’T IS  O P  TH E M  
S W E E T  L A N D  O F  L IB E R T Y

Y es. th o u s a n d s  h a v e  le a rn e d  to  p la y  q u ic k ly  a n d  e a s ily  
th is  re m a rk a b le  P r i n t  a n d  P ic tu r e  w ay . A n d  I f  y o u  fo llo w  
th e  in s tru c tio n s  . . . a n d  g iv e  o n ly  a  h a l f  h o u r  o f y o u r  s p a re  

tim e  each  d ay  . . . you , to o , s h o u ld  be a b le  to  p la y  s im p le  
m elod ies  so o n er th a n  y o u  ev er d ream ed  po ssib le .

T h a t 's  w h y  i t 's  s u c h  fu n  le a rn in g  m u s ic  th is  m o d e rn , 
U. S. School w ay . W ith  th i s  q u ick , e a s y  m e th o d  yo u  n eed  
no  spec ia l ta le n t  o r  p re v io u s  m u s ie a l t r a in in g .  N o r do  yo u  
n eed  to  s p e n d  en d le ss  h o u r s  on  h u m d ru m  sca les  a n d  e x e r
c ises. Y ou le a rn  to  p la y  re a l tu n e s  a lm o s t fro m  th e  s ta r t .  
A n d  y o u  c an ’t  g o  w ro n g . F i r s t  y o u  a r e  told h o w  to  do  a  th in g  
b y  s im p le  p r in t e d  in s tru c tio n s .  T h en  a  p ic tu re  shows yo u  h o w  
to  do  I t. F in a l ly ,  y o u  do  i t  y o u rs e lf  a n d  hear h o w  i t  so u n d s. 
N o th in g  cou ld  be c lea re r .

A n d  j u s t  th in k !  Y ou c an  n o w  ta k e  le sso n s  on  a n y  I n s t r u 
m e n t y o u  se lec t, fo r lees than 74 a d a y! T h a t  in c lu d e s  e v e ry 
th in g  . . . v a lu a b le  sh ee t m u sic , p r in te d  in s tru c t io n s ,  d ia g ra m s  
a n d  p ic tu re s , a n d  o u r  P e rs o n a l A d v iso ry  Serv ice . N o w o n d e r 
th o u s a n d s  h av e  ta k e n  a d v a n ta g e  o f th i s  m o d e rn  w a y  to  le a rn  
m u s ic  , . , a n d  to  w in  n ew  fr ie n d s , a n d  g re a te r  p o p u la r i ty !  
V .  8. SC H O O L  O F  M USIC, *9410 B ru n s w ic k  B ld g ., N , Y. C.

Before I  took your oourre 
I  didn’t know one note 
of music. Three months 
later I started to play 
tor daneee. I’ve teen in- 
rtted to many parties.

Vancouver, B.O.

It is beyond boiief what 
benefits I have derived 
from your course that you 
aent me at such a bar- 
gain -* W. It., Omkh, 
Washington.

* Actual papas’ names on regnest. Pictures by Professional Models.

r ------------------ -— ----------- \
YOU NEED MUSIC TO  RELAX AND 
CHEER YOU UP AFTER A HARD DAY

I To do your best in  tu rn in g  o u t w a r m ate
rials, you need re laxation  and  recreation  
a f te r  th e  daily g rind . A nd th e re ’s no th ing  
like music to  give you a  “ L if t” a f te r  a  
hard  day. So why no t s ta r t  lea rn in g  now. 
Mail th e  coupon fo r ou r F R E E  P r in t  and  
P ic tu re  Sample, and  illustra ted  Booklet.
See how easy it is  to  learn  to  p lay  your 
favorite  in s trum en t th is  quick, m odern, 
m oney-saving way. Check in s tru m en t you 
w ant to play. Fill in and  m ail coupon today J

\___________________—  /
S U C C E S S F U L  4 4 —  Y E A R

I
U. S. 8chocl of Music
29410 Brunswick Bldg.. Now York, N. Y.
1 am interested in music study, particularly in the 
instrument checked below. Please send me your free 
illustrated booklet. “How to Learn Musio at Home," 
and Free Print and Picture Sample.
Piano Saxophone Mandolin
Violin Cello r n n M w
Guitar Hawaiian Guitar Comet
Plano Accordion Tencr Banjo Trumpet

i
i
L ‘

Name .. 
Address
City

Have You 
Instrument 1.

State.
Hoto: If  you aro under 16 years of age, parent must sign 
this coupon. Save 24: Stick coupon on penny postcard.
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Ynt to getU|J“" J. g !7)V o u r . ^

HE Mailed This Coupon

J. G. O ’BRIEN
A tlas 'Champion 
Cup W inner

This is an ordinary snap
shot of one of Charles 
Atlas’ Californian pupils.

•  • • and Here's the Handsome 
Ptrize-Winning Body 
I Cave Him/

I  G. O’B R I E N  s a w  m y  co u p o n . H e  c iip p ed  a n d  m a ile d  it. H e  g o t m y ^  
f r e e  b o o k  a n d  fo llo w e d  m y  in s tru c t io n s .  He b e c a m e  a  N ew  

M an— a n d  a lso  w o n  one  o f m y  A tla s -C h a m p io n , S te r l in g  S ilv e r  ; 
C ups fo r  h is  p h y s ic a l im p ro v e m e n t. N O W  re a d  w h a t  h e  s a y s : /  
“L ook  a t  m e  N O W ! D y n a m ic  T e n s io n s  W O R K S ! I ’m  
p ro u d  o f th e  n a tu ra l ,  e a sy  w a y  y o u  h a v e  m ad e  m e  a n  
*Atlas> C h am p io n ’ !” — J . O . O ’B R I E N

Let Me Prove I Can Make 
You A  New M a n !

W o u ld  Y O U  lik e  to  h a v e  in to  “T h e  W o rld ’s  M ost 
P e rf e c tly  D ev elo p ed  M an ,” 
th e  t i t le  I  w o n  T W IC E  
a n d  h a v e  h e ld  E V E R  
S IN C E , a g a in s t  a l l  co m 
p e tito rs . M y s e c re t  is  D Y 
N A M IC  T E N S IO N .l t  is  a  N A T 
U R A L  m eth o d . I t s  p u rp o se  is 
n o t o n ly  to  g ive  y o u  th e  pow erfu l, 
r ip p l in g  m u s c le s  y o u ’d  lik e  to  see  in  
y o u r  ow n  m ir ro r , b u t  a lso — fo r  th o se  
w h o se  s y s te m s  a r e  s lu g g ish  fro m  
lack  o f p ro p e r  ex e rc ise  —  to  h e lp  
th e m  to n e  u p  th e i r  e n t i r e  body , in 
s id e  a n d  ou t.

a  h a n d so m e  b u ild — g re a te r  
p h y s ica l d e v e lo p m en t —  a  
s tro n g , m u s c u la r  body? 
T h e n  lis te n  to  th is :

I ,  m yself, w a s  o nce  a  
s k in n y  w eak ling : o f 97 lbs. 
I  d id n ’t  k n o w  w h a t  rea l 
h e a l th  o r  s t r e n g th  w ere . I 
w a s  a f ra id  to  fig h t, 
a sh a m e d  to  be seen  in a  
sw im m in g  su it.

T h e n  I  d isco v ered  th e  
s e c re t  t h a t  c h an g e d  m e

Accept My 7-Day Trial Offer

8ILVER CUP BEING GIVEN AWAV I Thi» OUP, 14" high on I a mahogany baaa, will 1 bo awarded to pupil who makaa greateat physical Improvement In neat 3 months.

D o  ^TOU w a n t  a  b e t t e r  b u i ld ?  A re  Y O U  d is s a t is f ie d  w i t h  y o u r  p r e s e n t  
p h y s ic a l  d e v e lo p m e n t?  A ll I a s k  is  a  7 -D A Y  T R IA L . J u s t  o n e  w e e k !  I n  
e v e n  t h a t  s h o r t  t im e  y o u  w il l  n o t ic e  y o u r  c h e s t  h a r d e n in g  a n d  f il l in g  o u t  
w i th  so lid  m u sc le — o r t h e  7 -D a y  T r ia l  w il l  c o s t  y o u  n o th in g .  S u re ly  t h i s  is  
p ro o f  e n o u g h  t h a t  b y  c o n t in u in g  w i th  m y  “ D y n a m ic - T e n s io n ” m e th o d  I  
w il l  m a k e  y o u  a  N E W  M A N — g iv e  y o u  b o d i ly  p o w e r  a n d  d r iv e ,  a n d  p u t  
y o u  in  m a g n if ic e n t  p h y s ic a l  c o n d it io n  w h ic h  w in s  y o u  t h e  e n v y  a n d  r e 
s p e c t  o f  e v e ry o n e .

F R E E  B O O K  on D Y N AM IC  T E N S IO N
L e t  m e  s h o w  y o u  t h e  r e s u l t s  p r o d u c e d  f o r  o t h e r  

m e n . I ’ll  s e n d  y o u  F R E E  m y  f a m o u s  b o o k  “ E V E R L A S T 
IN G  H E A L T H  A N D  S T R E N G T H .” I t  s h o w s  a c tu a l  
p h o to s . W r i te  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  c a re f u l ly  o n  
co u p o n . M ail to  m e  p e r s o n a l ly  T O D A Y . I ’l l  r u s h  y o u r  
f r e e  c o p y  to  y o u  A T  O N C E ! C h a r le s  A t la s ,  D e p t .  4 J ,
115 E . 2 3 rd  S t.,  N e w  Y o rk , N . Y.

CHARLES ATLAS
Dept. 4J, 115 East 23rd Street,
New York, N. Y.

I want the proof that your system of Dynamic 
; Tension will help make me a New Man—give 
i me a healthy, husky body and big muscle devel- 
| opment. Send me your FREE book. “Everlast- 
| ing Health and Strength” and full details about 
i your 7-DAY Trial Offer.

(Please print or write plainly)



MAIL COUPON NOW

you rStop
and look

Rupture 
Younger!

worries

W ouldn’t  it be a g rand and glorious feeling to forget rup ture  
w orry  com pletely and let peace of mind and new  zest for 
living make you look younger? B ut you can’t  if a gouging, 
uncomfortable truss nags you constantly, if you never know a mo
ment’s security, if you feel your rupture is growing worse all the 
time, with not even hope of the opening closing up. Worry, worry, 
worry, day after day, for all your life . . . why, it’s bound to make 
any man or woman look old, haggard, and worn out beyond their years. 
Don’t, don’t, don’t submit to this terrible, needless tragedy of dragging, 
ageing worry. At this very moment, as you read these words you can

decide to enter upon a 
glorious new life. Not 
by some c lap -trap , 
senseless “magic” ; but 
by the thoroughly effec
tive aid of the world- 
famous BROOKS Pat
ented AIR-CUSHION 
Rupture Support—that

A— Pad which comet 
in contact with 
the body.

B — Lifjht weight disc 
which holds pad. 

C — Shows the shape 
of soft rubber pad 

^  before it is pressed
V  against body.

O — Dotted line shows 
how the pad flat
tens o u t  u n d e r  
pressure, expelling 
air.

E - O  rifice t h r o u g h  
which the pad fig
uratively breathes 
as it adjusts to 
conform to differ
ent body pressures. 

Brooks Rupture Cushions are made 
in over 75 Shapes and Sixes.

Brooks Appliance Co.
421-B State St., Marshall, Mich.
In PLAIN ENVELOPE, please send your 
FREE BOOK on Rupture, PROOF of Re
sults, and TRIAL OFFER. No one is to call 
on me personally about my rupture.
Name-----------------------------------------------------
Street-
City.

holds with a velvet touch; yet so securely that you practically for
get rupture; banish worry, become normally active and again know 
the zest and joy of life that cannot help but make you look younger. 
Scores of thousands know this is true. Let the Brooks help you.
A BROOKS APPLIANCE WILL BE S EN T ON TR IA L  

TO  PROVE ITSELF ON YOUR OWN BOD Y
BROOKS asks no man or woman to buy a Brooks Appliance out
right, on faith alone. Instead it will be sent you on a thorough trial. 
Wear it. Put it to every test for heavenly comfort and security. If 
you or your doctor are not satisfied, return the BROOKS and the 
trial will cost you nothing. So if you have reducible rupture send for 
a BROOKS Air-Cushion truss and let it prove itself on your own body. 
How doctors regard the BROOKS is shown by 
the fact that more than 9,000 have ordered, 
either for themselves or their patients.

LOW COST . . .  AND TH E  AIR-CUSHION 
Support Gives Nature a Chance to 

Close the OPENING
Rich or poor—ANYONE can afford to buy a 
BROOKS. But look out for imitations and 
counterfeits. The Genuine BROOKS is never 
sold in stores or by agents. It is made up, after 
your order is received, to fit your particular case.
The Patented Air-Cushion Support does away 
completely with hard, gouging, painful pads.
There are rib stiff, punishing springs. Instead, 
the yielding, clinging, secure AIR-CUSHION 
and velvet soft body band. Sanitary, light
weight, inconspicuous. No metal girdle to rust 
or corrode. And the Patented Automatic AIR- 
CUSHION continually works to give Nature 
opening. What a contrast to ordinary hard-pad uncomfortable trusses!

Learn How To  Look YOUNGER —  Send for 
F R E E  Rupture Book and T R IA L  O F F E R

No . . . don’t order a BROOKS now . . . FIRST get the 
complete, revealing explanation. How the BROOKS securely 
holds reducible rupture is made as clear to you as ABC. Why 
rupture worry ends is utterly plain. How the Patented AIR- 
CUSHION Support gives perfect security with heavenly comfort 
is shown at a glance. Learn how you can be fitted individually 
for any kind of reducible rupture. THEN you’ll never rest 
until you wear a BROOKS, prove its advantages on your own 
body. And remember, if not satisfied, the TRIAL is at OUR 
risk, NOT yours. Don’t pass up an opportunity like this.

Is  Your Rupture?

chance to close the

-State-
State whether for Man □  Woman □  or Child □

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.
421-B STATE STREET MARSHALL, MICH.


