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BLUE

GENUINEWHITE
' at lowest

FC 61 . . . Dazzlin
cluster of seven (7
matched genuine blue
white diamonds: ba-
guette effect, square
prong ring.18-K Solid
White Gold. Looks
like $750. solitaire.
Only $4.90 a month,

o $2750
FC'48... Engraved,
Brldul Blossom 18-K

Solid  White Gold
“step”’ model Wed-
ding Ring. Seven (7)
matched genuine
blue-white dia-
monds. Only $2.65a
month.

| Only $4.75 a month.

_DIAMONDS =%
L- IN YEARS

FC39...'"America’s
Sweetheart''—Ultra
modern 18-K Solid
White Gold engage-
ment ring; genuine
blue-white diamond
in center, 6 matched
diamonds in engraved
“'step’’ effect sides.

FC 34... Richly
hand - engraved
18-K Bolid White
Gold solitaire
mounting; with
flery, genuine
blue - white dia-
mond. Only $2.40
a month,

FC 49 . . . Richly hand éngraved
prong ring of 18-K Solid White Gold,
with a perfect, genuine blue-white

diamond in center and 2 matched genu=~
ine diamonds on sides. Only $4.90 a mo.

75

FC654... The'Love-Link’—new,
square prong, engagement ring,
with the elegance and grace of
much higher priced rings. Exqui-
sitely hand engraved; 18-K Solid
White Gold mounting; perfect.
genuine blue-white diamond in
center and 4 matched genuine dia-
monds on sides. Special terms;

mends $5.00 with order. Only $7 a month.

Dia
2 Emeralds or Sapphires

g

FCH53. . Diamond Wrist Watch. Two gen-
uine di and four Sa es or Emer-
alds. Engraved 14-K Solid Whlte Gold
case; Guaranteed 15-jewel movement. Open
link bracelet to match. Only $3.35'a month.

.. American Girl'’—beauti~
fully engrnved Wt(n:ite Gold nlled

case.
lewel movement. Flexible wrlsmorm
racelet to match. Bapphire set stem.

, Only $1.87 a mont

It’s a BULOVA
Nmonslly advertised Wal- e
eed »ocume

FC40. .,
"Lone Eagle" Dedieated to Col. Chas.
_ Lindbergh—Handsomely enmved .
i with a guaranteed

ADDRESS DEPT. 52-U
170 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

FC 50 ... Gentlemen's massive,
<“'step’’ effect ring; 18-K Solid White
Gold or 14-K Solid Green Gold.
Set with a perfect, genuine, blue-
white diamond. Special terms;
* $5.00 with order. Quly $7.00 a month.

Dalance

10 MONTHS
TO PAY

f
sel’o p

DIRECT DIAMOND IMPORTATIONS

AND OVER $2,000,000 in orders yearly
in our national mail order and retail chain
store system, give us tremendous advantages
in the world's most important buying mar-
kets—these benefits we pass on to you in the
greatest values, lowest prices in our history.
HOW TO ORDER—Just send $1.00 with
your order and your selection comes to you
on 10 Days Free Trial. No C.0.D. to pay
on arrival. After full examination and free
trial, pay balance in 10 equal monthly
payments.

Satisfaction Guaranteed
10 Days Free Trial
You have the privilege of 10 days free trial—
if not completely satisfied return shipment at
our expense and the entire d' ‘osit will be

refunded. Written guarantee  >nd accom-
panies every diamond and watch purchased.

All Dealings Strictly Confidential
No Embarrassing Investigations

Nearly a year to pay! No extra charge for
credit-—no red tape—no delay. You take no
risk—satisfaction absolutely guaranteed
or money back.

Residents of Nev' York City and vicinity,
who prefer, are invited to call in person at
our salesrooms for these marvelous values.

ESTABLISHED 1896

DO YAIL|

DIAMOND &
WATCH CO.
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There’s the Man Who’s Holding You Down

Yes, sir! There's the man. You see him every time
you look in the mirror. His name isn’'t Brown or
Smith or Jones but Y-O-U. He's your real boss.
He’s the man who decides whether your salary
will be $35 a week or $100 or $150.

Ir you want to get ahead there’s just one sure
way to do it—train yourself to do the day’s work
better than any other man in the office. Ability
is bound to count. Your employer will gladly pay
you miore if you show him you deserve it.

A home-study course with the Internationa
Correspondence Schools will prepare YOU for
the position you want in the work you like best.
All it takes is an hour a day of the spare time
that now goes to waste.

At least find out how, by marking and mailing
the coupon that has meant the difference between
Failure and Success to so many other men.
It doesn’t obligate you to fill in this coupon.
Do—it—now!

Whrite for Free Booklet

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, Box 4911-C, Scranton, Penna.

Industrial Management
Personnel Management
Traffic Management

Accounting and C. P, A,

aBuslness Management
+  Coaching

Architect

Architeotural Draftsman
Building Foreman
Concrete Builder
Contractor and Builder
8tructural Draftsman
Structural Engineer
Electrical Engineer
Electrical Contractor
Electric Wiring
Electric Lighting

“The Universal University”

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Without cost or obligation on my part, please send me a copy of your 48-page booklet, *“Who Wins and Why,”” and tell me
how I can qualify for the position, or in the subject, before which I have marked an X:

CostAccounting
Bookkeeping
Secretarial Work
Spanish [J French
[] Salesmanship
] Advertising

[JRusiness Corresponence

[ Show Card and Sign
Lettering

[1Stenography and Typing

[] Lnglish

[ Civil Service

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

Telegraph Engineer
Telephone Work
Mechanical Engineer
Mechanical Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice

[ Toolmaker

[ Patternmaker

B Civil Engineer
Surveying and Mapping

{dBridge Engineer

B Gas Engine %pmtinz

Electric Car le Work
Name. Age
City. ..Btate.

Aviation Engines
Plumber and Steam Fitter
Plumbing Inspector
Foreman Plumber
Heating and Ventilation
Sheet Metal Worker
Steam Engineer

Marine Engineer
Refrigeration Engineer
R. R. Positions
Highway Engineer
Chemistry

Railway Mail Clerk
2 Mail Carrier
Girade School Subjects
CIHigh School Subjects
Ilustrating [ Cartooning
Luwber Dealer

Pharmacy

Mining Engincer

Navigation (J Assayer
{J1ron and Stecl Worker
[]Textile Overseer or Supt.

Cotton Manufacturing

Woolen Manufacturing

Agriculture

Fruit Growing

Poultry ¥arming

Mathematics

Radio

Street Address.......................

If yow reside in Oanads, send this coupon to the Internotionil Correspondence Schools Cunadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada

LS—1E

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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LOVE STORY

MAGAZINE

Title Registered U. S. Patent Office

Yearly Subscription, $6.00 Six Months, $3.00 Single Copies, 15 Cents

The entire contents of this magazine are protected by copyright, and must not be reprinted without the publishers® permission,

Vol. LXXXII EVERY WEEK Number 5

CONTENTS FOR JULY 18, 1931
CONTINUED STORIES

Beautiful But Dumb 5 5 : . Lydia Tracy
In Two Parts—Part One

Playgirls In Love . : . > . May Christie . . . 15
In Four Parts—Part Two

COMPLETE STORIES

Worth Waiting For . : . . W. Carey Wonderly . o =17
The Right Hand Of Cupxd : : . Knight Jessee . =33
Under Desert Skies . : = . . Leta Zoe Adams . . - 51
Miracles For Janice . . 5 > . Phyllis Lee .
Living A Lie ¢ : . . Jane Young . ~ . += 96

. . . 1

One-time Girl . 3 % 5 . Yvonne Yves : = . 106
In Love With Vago . . . . . Betty Begnett . . . 121
POETRY

Love’s Faith . . . : 5 . Edgar Daniel Kramer . 16
Dark Magic . s ; : . . Bert Cooksley . : 32
The Promise . x . : . ' . Rubye Woodard . . . 62
On Lido Sands . s 5 5 - . George A. Ward . : . 74
Here in the Garden . 5 s . . Eleanor H. Zimmerman . 95
Camp Fire . : o 5 : : . H. Berton Cole . -~ . 134

DEPARTMENTS
Your Stars And You A % 5 . Kai . 5
The Friendliest Corner . : 5 . Mary Morris
The Friend In Need . P . . Laura Alston Brown . . 146

R o

. . . 135

it S S A T

Selma Baxter, the well-known Love Story favorite, has a' new novelette—
“Forever’—in next week’s issue. Don’t miss it!

e e e e v

Publication issued every week by Street & Sm IH Publications, Ine., 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. Ormond G.
Smith, President; George C. Smith, Vice President and Treasurer George C. Smith, Jr., Vice Presmem Ormond V. uoula,
Secretary. (onvrmm 1931, by Street & Smith Publications, Inc., New York. (opyrlzm 1931, by Ntreet & Smith Pubne
cations, Ine¢., Great Britain. Entered as Second-class ’ﬂatm'r Aprll 21, 1921, at the Post Oftice at New York, N.
under Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. Canadian Submrlpuon $7.50. morexgn $8.50,
We do not accept responsibility for the return of unsolicited manuseripts.
To facilitate handling, the author should inclose a self-addressed envelope with the requisite postage attached.

STREET & SMITH PUBLICATIONS, INC, 79 7th AVE, NEW YORK, N. Y.
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~.Raised His Pay #4800 After Reading
This Amazing Book Which Is Now FREE/

% Based on the combined experiences of F. B. Englehardt, Chattanooga, Tenn.; M. Barichievitch,
San Francisco, Calif., L. Van Houten, Grand Rapids, Mich., and many others.

.

Caught in a Rut
I wonder I put up with it as long as 1 did! Every
day was filled with nothing but'deadly routine
and monotonous detail. No freedom or indepen-
dence. No chance to get out and meet people,
travel, nor have interesting experiences. 1 was
fust like a cog in a big machine with poor pros-
pects of ever being anything more.

.

Long, Tiresome Hours
Every hour of the day I was under somebody’s
supervision. The TIME.CLOCK constantly
laid in wait for me——a monument to unfulfilled
hopes and dying ambition. Four times a day,
promptly or the dot, it hurled its silent chal.
lenge at my self-respect, rerminding me how un.
important I was and how little I really COUN.
TED 1n the business and social worldl

Low Pay

Paid Just enough to keep going—but never
enough to enjoy any of the GOOD things of life
every man DESERVES for his family and him.
self, Always economizing and pinching pennies.
Always wondering what [ would do if I were
laid off or lost my job. Always uncertain and
apprehensive of the future.

Desperate,

Happened to get a look at-the payroll one day’
and was astonished to sce what big salaries went
to the sales force. Found that salesman Brown
made $200 a week-—and Jenkins $275! Would
have given my right arm to make money that
fast, but never drecamed I had any “gift'" for
salesmanship.

\ o

A Ray of Light
Stumbled across an afticle on salesmanship in a
magazine that evening. Was surprised to dise
cover that salesmen wére made and not "‘born’*
as I had foolishly belhieved. Read about a former
cowpuncher, m. Shore of California, fnaking
$525 in one week after learning the ins-and.outs
of scientific salesmanship. Decided that 1if HE
could doit, so could It

The Turning Point

My first_step was to write for a certain little
book which a famous business genius has called
*The MOST AMAZING BOOK EVER PRIN.

TED' It wasn't a very big book, but it cere
tainly opencd my eyes to things I had never
dreamed of~—and proved the turning point of
my entire carcerl

Whatl Discovered

Between the pages of this
femarkable volume, I dis.
covered hundreds of little
known facts and secrets
that revealed the REAL
TRUTH about the science
of selling! It wasn't a bit as
I had imagined. I found
out that it was governed by
simple rules and laws that
.almost ANY man can mas-
ter as easily as he learned the alphabet. I even
learned how-to go about getting into this “'high-
est paid of‘all professions'”. I found out exactly
how Mark Barichievich of San Francisco was
enabled to quit his $8 a week joby asa restaurant-
worker and start making $125 a week as a
salesman: and how C. W. Birmingham of Day.
ton, Ohio, jumped from $15 a week to $7500 a
year—these and hundreds of .others! It cer-
tainly was a revelation!

REE Employment Service

‘Furthermore, 1. discovered that the National
Salesmen's Training Association, which pub-
hished the book, also operates a most effective
~ employment service! Last year they received
requests from all over the U S. and Canada for
more than 50,000 salesmen trained by their
method. This service is FREE to both b

= ~
Making Good At Last!
It didn't take me long to decide to cast my lot
with N. S, T, A,—and after a few weeks I had
mastered the secrets of Modern Salesmanship
during spare time, without losing & day or &
dollar from my old job, When I was ready, the
E ment M found me over a dozen

and employers and thousands have secured posie
tions this way!

&ood openings to

0 n m—and 1 selected one
which paid me over

a week to start!

Get Your Copy FREE

Right now the book—‘“The Key To Master Salesman-

ghip”’—which banished all my fears and troubles and
showed me how to get started on the road to success and
independence—will be mailed as a gift to any ambitious

man, absolutely FREE. And since there is no obliga-
tion, why not see for yourself what amazing facts it con-
tains! Just mail the coupon now—for there.is no better
way in the world to invest a 2-cent stamp! I KNOWI
NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION
Dept. H-584 N. $. T. A. Bidg., Chicago, ill.

Was It Worth It?

Today my salary is $4800 greater than ever
before! No more punching time-clocks or worry-
ing over dimes and quarters! NOW my services
are in REAL DEMAND with bigger prospects
for the future than I ever dared HOPE for back
0 those days when | was just anothier “name’
on a pay-rolll

- —— — G I WS CT G WD D SR G T G A S . S R SR S
! National Salesmen’s Training Assn., Dept. H-584, N. S. T. A. Bidg., Chicago, IlL
| _ Without obligation, plesso eend me @& froe copy of ‘‘The Key To Mastor Sales- |

wesesvevsscssanseee ADAress. .. vciiiscosssssttesrsescnces '

Stau...'

Name.:sovoes
|

Town...oeenvens

sresvveves

LAge N et S R ) Qccuvation.

——— . —— —— — ——— o Do (o G —- Yl WD VOe W o U — o e

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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AnUnpardonable Sin

\ 4 \' Must every woman pay the price of a8 moment’'s happiness in bitter tears and years of

regret? Must millions of homes be ruined——loverl and sweethearts driven apart—marriages

totter to the brink of divorce—the sacred joys of sex relations be denied? YES—just

as long as men and women remain ignorant of the simple facts of life.

An Unpardonable Sin is wm ignorance of the most important subject in the life of
every man and woman—SEX.

Away With False Modesty!

Let us face the facts of :ex fearlessly and frankly, sincerely and ldonﬁnellly Let us_tear
the veil of shame and mystery from sex and build the future of the race on a new knowledge
of all the facts of sex as they are laid bare in plain, daring but wholesome words, and frank
pictures in this huge new nbrm of Sex Knowledge.

“Modern Eugenics”
80 Chapters — Startling Illustrations
This volume abounds in truthful {illustrations and pictures of scientific interest that one
seldom, if ever, finds outside of the highly technical medical books which laymen fail to under-
stand. Every piet.ure is true to life.

«The 544 p-ul of personal secrets reulled ln this nwundlnl truth nrompwd them to complete this edition and offer it to those

work were not put and w who are deserving of knowing the information therein revealed.

thought . of mrudlng bwcnuy—no. on the other hmd. the luumn It you wish to move onward in ll!o without fear, knowing that

sincerest belief that modern eugenics is & present- you are in the ﬂx fortified with kncwledge

day necessity—hias heart-felt wish to carry the m:hl; you are eatitled know, send for your copy
today.

Secrets for Men

EVERYTHING A
MARRIED WOMAN
SHOULD KNow ' DO!

Experience 1s ex-
ode | dcmands that
o i e
er — yos, e jo
price—you do ot pead.ite s marrySabeuld

Your opportunities are
limited by your knowledge.
Your very future—your

freedom

fate and_ destiny are
guided through the
power of your own ac-
tions—Modern Eugenics

How to held a
5 husband

* How to have perfest
¢hildren

arms you with
have to suffer—  Yi"dangers of Jot sex knawledge 30
you can know in ting. How to as your
advanee what every vamp. How to mlﬂlll' uh‘lln{l lur for
e e ™" et SigEtnes 3
uld know. ets and baths. How
o to attract desirable will know:—

men. How to mana1a
men. How to know if
he loves you. How to
acquira bodily grace

Mistakes of early
marriages. Secrets of
fascination. Jeys of perfeet
mating. How te make women

How to preserve and beauty. How love you. Bringing up healthy

youth to beautify face, children. Fevers and conta-
Warding off other womes  hands, hair, ‘teeth glous diseases. Accidents and emer

> Keeping yourself attractive acquire charm. How Hygiene in the home. Warning te young

Why husbands tire of wives todress attractively.

Intimate personal

hn‘lono. How to
a husband.

men. Dangerous Diseases. Secrets of sex
attraction. Hygienic precaution. Anatomy
and physiology. The reproductive organs.
What every woman wants. Education of
the family. Sex health and prevention.

Dreadful diseases due to Ignerance
Diseases of women

Bables

Twilight sleep—easy ohlldbirth
Diseases of children

Family health guide

Change of life—hyglene

Why children dle young mzh‘ie":’:fd 'ﬁg
Inherited traits and diseases minors. When or-
What will you tell your growing giri? dering your
The mystory of twins State your age. .

Rty b sonetss © What will you
tell the.....

Over350000S0LD growing child

This huge volume of sale enabled us to Will_you let your children
e et S B 2, UL TR e BT
l2.98 lmt«d ol the original price of $5.00. Teniodor wf‘ 1 you guide

ould YOU risk your health and happiness them ut-ly t.‘hﬁou o
lm' the sake of having $2.98 more in your N""| hd' |°”
pocket+—Of course not!

Preferred Publications
8568 West 45th Street Dept.7107
New York City.

Plesse send me ‘"Modern Eugenics’ SEALED, in plain
wrapper. I will pay $2.98 and postage to the postman on
delivery, in accordance with your special half price

Rush Coupon for this precious book.

nother opportunity to secure this m‘rvelom book at
dnutlhl)f regular price may never be
Do not be guilty of an Unpardonable sm Order your
copy today. Sign your name and address to the coupon and
forward it to us. n will bring your copy in plain wrapper
by retwrn mail—RIGN NOW—do not forget.

D R P TR PP P T T ey

D R R TR PR PP PAP P POy

Orders érom Foreign Countries must be ace
companied by express or money order of $3.45.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Get Into One Of These

BIG

All practical work on real
Electrical machinery gz

Amal a
Way to Get Into

ELECTRICITY

Don’t spend your life waiting for $5.00 raises
in a dull, hopeless job! Let me show you how to
make up 'to $60, $70 and $100 a week, in Electricity
—NOT BY CORRESPONDENCE, but by an
amazing way to teach that prepares you for real
work in just 90 days’ time!

PAY FIELDS

Student working on Television
transmitter in

Coyne Radio Shops

a2 RADIO
TELEVISION
TALKING PICTURES

Hundredsof jo JW bsopen! 5,000 Service Menneeded.
Big call for Wireless Operators. Many jobs in
Broadcasting Stations. Talking Picture and
Sound Experts in demand. And now Television
is here! You learn all branches in 10 weeks of
practical work at Coyne!

No Books, Lessons or Correspondence
ALL PRACTICAL WORK IN THE GREAT COYNE SHOPS

No Books! No Printed Lessons! In the Electrical School you
are trained on huge motors, generators, switchboards, power
plants, auto and airplane engines, etc. And in the Radio
School you learn by actual work on Radio Sets, huge Broad-
casting equipment, the very latest Television Transmitting

and Receiving apparatus, Talking Picture Machines, etc.
Noadvanced education orpreviousexperience required.
Coyne hae been training men for the ELECTRICAL and
RADIO industries for over 30 years. Let Coyne help YOU
into a Big Pay Job! Getall the facts—NOW !

Free Life-Time Employment Service
SPARE-TIME WORK TO HELP PAY EXPENSES

Don’t worry about a Jobl You get Free Life-time Employ-
ment Service. And don’t let lack of money stop you. If;
you need part-time work to help pay expenses, I'll gladly
help you get it. You can find out everything — ABSO-

LUTELY FREE. There are two coupons below. One will

MAIL ONLY THIS COUPON

FOR FREE ELECTRICAL BOOK

H. C. LEWI1S, President
COYSNE ELEC'I‘RICAL BCI!OOL, Dept.B1-4S
e P linois
Gentlemen: Please send me your bxg Free Electrical Book, with
161 illustrations. Thie does not obligate me in any way.

Please mention this magazine

bring you my BIG FREE ELECTRICAL BOOK. The other
will bring you my BIG FREE RADIO, TELEVISION AND
TALKING PICTURE BOOK. Select the field you prefer
and mail the coupon below. MAIL ONLY ONE COUPON
—BUT BE SURE TO MAIL IT AT ONCE!

MAIL ONLY THIS COUPON

FOR FREE RADIO BOOK

H. C. LEWIS, President

RADIO DIVISION, COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

500 S. Paulina St., Dept.B2-7A, Chicago, Ill.

Gentlemen: Send me your Big Free Radio, Television and Talking
Picture Book. This does not obligate me in any way.

NOWMB oo vicsnrersnasrasnivetihsmtnsvevessaessarss .o .
RUAATEB s v ve vvovvesis s save sasasssesshioveicsscs sy sosee .
(8, O A R S o B 0T 5D Nate i o.oisieee cen

when  answering  advertisements
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"I Had aWaistline
Like His.
1Got Rid of 1t

99

This Eqsy Way.

“I have worn Direc-
tor Belt. I have re-
duced my waistline
eight inches,”

says
LP. l"(mﬁﬁ
banon, Pa.

THE Director puts the

loose, fallen abdominal
muscles back where they belong, and
you immediately take on a slender,
athleticappearance. Then, its gentle
changing pressure on the abdomen
brings results similar to regular
massage, scattering the fat and giv-
ing strength and firmness to the waistline while ther

t

NEW LOW pmcm

Why Pay More?

GOODRICH: GOOD~*YE 1R+ U.S.
| Firestone:ang OTHER T.RES

1 with ruct:
ly you
::?l’; tires at lkut n;i;u in hhtory—

Don’t Delay—OrderToday

ON Tires
ﬂu {mb“
29x4.40 $2.30 §1
29x4.60
4.60

E'S
ss§

2.40

8 e
2 3 B i B Pk Pk bk et
ammmﬁa'a“mﬂ

b as'ss'ssaaaafaass's;—n;—,

d. ::élo%nlnneeg 83‘ gdnct

Ticos feuing to cro Th oes oot L caot 1n fOl meconpanies onler:
YORK TIRE & RUBBER CO., Dept. 542

3858-39 Cottage Grove Ave. hicago, Il

Showing Samples Men’s Shirts
Ties, Underwear, Hosiery, other necessities
brings you big cash commissions and bonuses
besides.OneYear Guarantee.Nosubstitutions.
Pre-shrunk fabrics, fast colors. Initials Free.
More exclusive Rosecliff features establish
leadership, Write for your FREE Outfit NOWI
Rosecliff Shirt Co., Dept. X7

1237 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

of the muscles relieves the strain on the digestive organs. Thm
means better assimilation of food and improved elimination.
In thousands of cases the improvement has not only been
immediate but has become permanent.

Slip the DIRECTOR On—
That’s All

Now you can quickly, easily

and surely rid yourself of a bulg-
ing waistline. Thousands of men who sent
for the Director on our trial offer have
Proved its value for reducing the waist-

ine; and letters from physicians recom-
mend it as a naturel, commonsense way

toobtain thedesired
results.

Don’t continue to
s way

The Drrector is fitted to your §
measure all in one piece. There
are no buckles, laces nor straps to bother §
vou. Light and compact, lies flat, worn
with ease and comfort, cannot be seen.

SENT ON TRIAL

Let us prove our claims. We'll send a
Director for trial. If you don’t get results Th‘ “Director”-will
you owe nothing. You don’trisk a penny. Bive ymmmlm
Write for trial offer, doctors’ endorse-

ments and letters from users . . . Mail the coupon NOW!
l‘ﬁ------------------------------‘

LANDON & WARNER, 360 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago

§

Bl Gentlemen: Without cost or obligation on my part please
: send me details of your trial offer. Dept. E-140
[

Please mention this magazine

A BABY IN YOUR HOME

I have an honest proven treatment for sterility due to func-
tional weakness which I have used with wonderful success in
thousands of cases. It is the result of 35 years experience and
has been praised in the highest terms
by hundreds of married women, child-
less for years, who became happy
mothers. If you will send me your
name and address I will gladly send

you a treatment and a copy of my
\ booklet, ““A Baby in Your Home’
A

which tells how to use it and many

other -things married women should
know. Both will be sent free in
plain wrapper. Write today.

Dr. H. Will Elders, Suite 265-G,
7th & Felix, St. Joseph, Missouri

Play the Hawaiian Guitar
hke the Hawaiians/

Only 4 Motions used in playing this fueinnhn) instrae -
ment. Our native instruetors teach/you to (
master them 3mck|y Pictures show how. Every
thing explained clear]

Play In Half Mour
After you get the four

y motions you pl
'monious chords wi

Easy Lessons
Even if you don’t know
one note from snother,
the 62 printed lessons
vory little prac! and clear pictures make
previous musical knowl it easy to learn quickiy.
edge needed, Pay as you play. 2

GwEN when you enroll
—~a sweet toned
HAWAIIAN GUITAR, c.rrylll.

nd
TE AT ONCE (or artractive offer laying °-ﬂlt—
ms. You ver!
in. o A posteard wll‘l n:o' ig et v.l“m'l'h\:gom!lz.“
TENOR [ and other co: hnro\f‘linmmuon‘l‘mnn
BANJO Violin, Tlﬂ Tnm Gunnr.w"‘ku o, Bn’o Ukulele. Wi

FIRST HAWAIIAN GONS!RVATORY" MU.IC. ine~
9th Floor, Woolworth Bldg. low York, N. ¥,
Amon‘nac‘orr ondence Schesl Und huallhluu-lﬂnrw.
ember. National Home Study Comnest

when answering advertisements
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/ ifMa;: ’
velous Invention ..
Wil Malee Up to »40<°a Day Easy

Just plug in at the nearest electric outlet and presto!—you have instantaneous, continuous
running hot water from your cold water faucet. This tells you in a nutshell why the
invention of the Tom Thumb automatic electric hot water heater will make it easy for you
to make up to $40.00 a day.

The_electric heated steaming hot water comes direct from the faucet instantaneously-—yes,
as quickly as you can turn on the current and the hot water runs indefinitely until you
shut off the electricity, The cost is emall—convenience is great. Useful wherever hot
water is needed—no fuss or bother—attached to any faucet in a jiffy. Works pn either AC
or DC current. You and your customers will marvel and be delighted at this new discovery
of electrical science. The small cost of $3.76 for the Tom Thumb, Junior (110 volts) or
$5.756 for Tom Thumb, Senior (220 volts) does the work of any expensive hot water heating
equipment costing several hundred dollars—the Tom Thumb absolutely eliminates the
plumber or any other additional expense.

No Installation - Stick One On Faucet and Sale Is Made

Think of it! no installation, no extra expense—mnothing else to do but to stick it on the
faucet, turn on electricity and it is there ready for duty. Easily removed when not wanted
and easily carried to any part of house where cold water is running and hot water is
wanted. Has many uses—too numerable to mention here. Weighs only 1 Ib., made entirely
of aluminum. Cannot rust, no moving parts, nothing to get out of order.

If $40 A Day Sounds Good To You Rush Coupon

This new scientific invention offers tremendous sales possibilities. At the low price of $3.75 you should
be able to sell at least forty @& day. You pocket $1.00 cash commission on every sale. If you would 1ike to
know all about this proposition, sign your name and address to coupon or, better still, get started gelling

at gn'wf éAttach money order for $2.75 to coupon and rush to us. We will send complete selling outfit
containin,;

Thumb electrie hgz‘ D G GED G CP G G Gb D P G G D GL EU MR WP G Gh G @D D G G 6 @ e
water heater, order

blanks, ~ gelling par- | Terrilnal Products Co., inc.
ticulars and every- Dept, 1507, 200 Hudson St.,
thing hecessary to § WNew York, N. Y.

hielp, You gol wsrie The Tom Thumb electric hot water heater looks lke a big money maker to
ma(ljdng {m to §40.00 ! me. T am sure interested in knowing how to make up to $40.00 a day with this
I Ooy % At proposition. I have checked below the proposition I am interested in at this
moment. '

] XEnclosed find money order for $2.75. Pleaso send me one Tom Thumb Junior,
order blanks and selling inf tion, It is 3 d upon receipt of this
cample outfit I will be permitted to take orders and collect $1.00 ‘cash deposit
for every Tom Thumb, Jr. I sell, or $1.50 for every Tom Thumb, Sr. I sell.
It is understood I wiil send the orders to you and you will ship direct to my
customers C.0.D. for the balance.

] I would like to hayve additional information before acting as one of your
agents. Please send this by return mail free of obligation.

Name ..
o R SR RS S R s e s us ram sy s sesssssssesessrssves

\\

DOCTOR. | FACTORY:
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Each Book'a Complete Course

Think of it!
develop a definite part of your body for only 25c or six
courses which show you how to develop the entire body

A muscle building course showing how to

for only $1.00. That’s my special offer. I will show you
how to mold a mighty arm for a quarter or how to mold a
mighty chest, mighty legs, a mighty back or a grip of
steel, or I w1ll teach you strong man stunts. Get all of
the lessons in this Strong Man’s Library for only $1.00.

I show you how to add inches on your arm, how to
Yut steel cables on your chest, how to get a back of might.

show you how to develop legs of a giant and a grip of
steel. The strong man tricks which I reveal will amaze
you and your friends. Moldmg mighty men is the busi-
ness of George F. Jowett, The Champion of Champions,

RUSH COUPON—SPECIAL OFFER

= All 6 books are profusely illustrated and will be sent to
you by return maif postpaid. Just slip a dollar bill in an
envelope with the coupon below. For any single book,
just send a quarter. I will include a free copy of my book
titled, ‘“The Thrill of Being Strong.” Rush coupon now.

JOWETT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL CULTURE
422 Poplar Street, Dept. 14Ua, Scranton, Penna,

Dear Mr. Jowett: Your proposition looks good to me.
Send, by return prepaid mail, the lessons I am checking
below and for which I am enclosing my remittance of

| P e oree
0 All 6 Courses $1.00
0 Molding a Mighty Arm 25¢
0 Molding a Mighty Back 25¢
[ Molding a Mighty Grip 25¢
O Molding a Mighty Chest 25¢

0O Molding Mighty Legs 25¢

0O Strong Man Stunts Made Easy 25¢
Nowe......conicsnivies S eiRiage e Sroors e e “saeEse
Address. . ... STsiaelv eieieinle 8o 6 o sleie 0l 0le v N N BTSSRl s a0 8

AGENTS:$2 AN HOUR

men and women to act as
agents for ZANOL Pure Food
Products, Toilet Preparations,
Soaps, ete. 350 fast sellers. Every
home a prospect. Steady repeat
business. Dignified, pleasant work.
No experience or capital required. I show

you how.
$45 First 2 Days
'l‘hat'u Ducat’s record. Mrs. Hackett made
Van Allen cleared
This shows wonder-
ful possibilities. Earnings start at
once. Be your own boss—work full
time or spare time. Ford Tudor
Sedan offered FREE to producers as
extra bonus—in addition to big cash
profits. Write quick for details.
ALBERT MILLS
7644 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohie

DEA!'NESS 1S MISERY

Many people with defective hearing
and Head Noises enjoy conversation,
go to Theatreand Church because they
wuse Leonard Invisible Ear Drums which

ble Tiny Megaph fitting
in the Ear entirely out of sight,
No wires, batteries or head piece.
They are inexpensive, Write for
booklet and sworn statement of pupyAd.
theinventor who was himself deaf.

A. 0. LEONARD, Inc.. Suite 351,70 m Ave,NewYorl

RRECY. |
Your NOSE .

lmprove your appearance with the
Anita Nose Adjuster. Shapes ﬂelh
and cartilage—quickly, ely and
Eainlessly, while you sleep or work.
esults are lasting. Doctors praise
it. 87,000 users. Write for 80-Day
TRIAL OFFERand FRERE BOOKLET.

ANITA INSTITUTE, G-54 Anita Bldg., Newark, N. J.

Talkieand Movie s

you can write one that we can a e and sell for

ou. One writer (V. M.) received 83 00. New York
est Market. Write now for free booklet wlthout
obligation, HOW TO WRITE FOR THR TALKIE

By FAMOUS DIRECTOR'!
Daniel O’Malley Co., Inc., Suite 3, 1776 Broadway, N. Y.
e e R Y S e X

BUCHSTEIN’S FIBRE LIMB

is soothing to your stump.—ltron%
cool, neat, light. Guaranteed &

years. Easy payments. bend
for Catalog Today.

Producers are
clamoring for new
short story ideas,

B. Buchstein Co.
610 3rd Ave., S

Also fibre arms, and
i Minneapolis, Minn.

esforall deformities

lestant freedom jfrom

BURNING FOOT PAINS

GOOD news for foot sufferers. Now you can get

relief in 3 seconds from sore, tired, burning feet
with Coolene. This new ivory-white vanishing cream,
containing healing oils and unguents, gets right down
to irritated nerves and tissues—draws out inflamma-
tion instantly—makes your feet feel cool, soothed and
no(x;xfortable all day long. Cannot stain. ‘Get Coolene
today.
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MONEY in your HAND...

Here's Your Real Opportunity |

ACCEPT this free golden invitation fo represent
|Ca!'lton Mills—nationally known Men’s Wear manufac-
turers—and a recognized leader in the direct-to-wearer

'field. Schooling or ‘training unnecessary. Doesn't cost
you a penny. Cash in on our series of stupendous Free °
Merchandise Offerings. Note the panels to the right,
and you'll understand why they're irresistible... 25%
more purchase power for your customer’s dollar...
and a wide-open competition-proof opportunity for you! |

for Fall and Winter

SPECIAL FEATURE
DEPARTMENT
PAYS YOU

PROFIT
on each unit sale

Carlton is the only shirt
manufacturerto pay a $3.75
unit commission. If you're
after big money, here’s the
department that turns fast
selling, specially selected
merchandise into real prof-
its for you. Full details
sent with samples.

Mail Coupon Today!

= |
(CARLTON]MILLS NG
79.FIFTH AVE.,

Powerful Incentives
Sure to Multiply Your
CASH |NCOME‘

.. Big Cash Commissions . g
Good juicy profits. .. Cone
tinuous Cash,..Paid in
Advance ® $25.00 Cash _
Bonuses... An extra award
... A worthy, weekly goal
for every man ® 40% Cash
Profit Sharing...Paid twice
a year to hustlers... A very
easy-to-earn bounty @ Big
Repeat Business...Carlton {
values sell—stay sold—and

win good will everywhere. 4‘-

NEW YORK|

chan

Lowest Prices in Years
Unbeatable Values
ORDERS COME EASY

First calls give big cash profits. Greatest
and most complete line in America. Finest
dress shirt selections. Stunning neckwear.
Smartest hosiery. Complete Underwear
and Heavy Outerwear Departments. All
handsomely sampled and illustrated. Over
200 unbeatable values...each priced at the
lowest figures in years... Sight sellers, all!

NEW BIG KIT—FREE

Coupon Below — Starts You

Send for New Fall Outfit—also details of
extra $25 Cash Bonus and 40% Profit Shar-
ing Plan. Depend on Carlton to give you the
lion’s share of the profit. Your ambition gets
free rein as a Carlton Representative, and
this opportunity will prove itself the minute
Uncle Sam’s postman hands you the com.
plete Carlton sample equipment...so mail
the coupon—don't delay —there’s a harvest
here for hustlers.

MAIL /242 COUPON

[-_-- —Dept. 6l1-Mm

MR. MANDEL, President

Carlton Mills, Inc., 79 Fifth Ave., New York
Mr. Mandel: I know I can give away Free

Shirts, Ties, Underwear and Hosiery. Send

sample outfit Free. I'm ready for big pay ...

and cash profits on first calls.

Name )

Address. ]

[[< 7. ORPORIS | | SO e—" |
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NE W LOW PRICES on
it 4T GOODRICH
I AFIRESTONE

TKJUSANDSOFSATISFIED
| buy {rom us year after

—
4| upto767,. ‘l’hholden rtllalm ax:l

quality new tubes and standar
structed tires at lowest prices.

NEW AMAZINGLY LOW PRICES

BALOON 'I'II!ES COID TIRES
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EARN MORE P

FREE
SHIRTS
TIES
CASH
BONUS

Start earning right away. Quaker will
help you with a marvelovs free sample
outfit that gets orders everywhere.
Men's Fine Slum, Tl.!, Undmm,
Hosiﬂy,w rh A

AY with QUAKER

hebl lad

valve

9wnn0u
bring easy

Dept. v7

QUAKER SHIRT CORP.

Unique sollmu features
orders. Write NOW.

1107 Broadway, N. Y.

Steady Work
Paid

/
Vacations 7
Common 7 geion:
Education /“er‘r(\,ms'r(:)(

Usually QQ ment Job

Mail © Postoffice Clerk
L Clly Mail Carrier
Coupon / Pural Mail Carrier .
h"hy‘ Ceneral Gfhce (lerk
SUKL 'nspeclor of (ustoms

$1260 to
$3400 Year

Men—Women
18 to 50

LA
/ Franklm Institute
/ Dept. E 190
Rochester, N. Y.

Rush w me, entirely free of
arge, 32-page book with: (1) A
description of the position checked
(2) A list of steady U. 8. Gov-
johs now open to men and women
Tell me how to get a govern-

Sufficient & Railway Postal Clerk . . . . ($1900 to $2700)

........ (51700 to $2300)
........ ($1700 to $2100)

veen. . (52100 to $3300)
ceeenens. (1260 to $2500)

Ceeeeeen.. (52100 to $3000)

/ ;
/ NaMe ST o s

Please menticn this magazine

New S ectales
on 100 Days Trial

Let us send gou these latest Style, New Comfort
Spectacles with Clear Vision Lenses on 100 Days’
Trial. The most beautiful spectacles produced in many
years. Worn by multitudes of people. Popular every-
where. Distinguished in a%v arance. Leaves no marks
on bridge of nose. Light Weight. Will enable you to
read the smallest I;u'mt thread the finest needle, see
FAR or NEAR. Beautiful case included Free. Satis-
faction guaranteed. If you are not amazed and de-
lighted, if you do not think our spectacles at only
$2.98 better than those sold elsewhere at $15.00,

can send them back. You don’t risk a cent. SE D
NO MONEY! Just mail the coupon. We will also
tell you how to get a pair for yourself without cost.

cson wm em w MAIL COUPON TODAY == em am cme
Dr. 8. J. Rithols,

1447°W. Jackson Blva,

Dept. K203,

Chicago, Illinois.

1 want to try your New Comfort Spectacles for
100 days and learn how 1 may get them without cost.

LADIES

1 positively guarantee my grest
successful “Relief Compound.”
Safely relieves some of the long-
est, stubborn and unusual cases
in three to five days.

FOR OVER A QUARTER OF A CENTURY
women from all over thecountry have used this com-
pound with remarkableresults, Testimonials without
number. No harm, pain or interference with work.
Mubsz. Double strength, $3. Booklet Free. lrl!e ioday

P. SOUTHINGTON REMEDY CO., KANSAS C

$-ALWAYS HAVE LUCK'-$

Unlucky in Money Gnmu. Love or
Business? You should ;rry pair of
g genuine MYSTIC BRAHMA RED LIVE
7. HIGHLY MAGNETIC LODE STONES.
Rar Amazing, Compollma. Attractive
¢ t)mo LIVE LODESTONES are carried
by Occult Orlontal ueoulo as a POW-
ERFUL LUCKY CHARM, one to pre-
¥ vent Bad Luck, Evil and Misfortune,
and the other to attract much Good
Luck, Love, Happiness and Prosnonty.
{ Special only $1.97 for the two. With
s, valuable instructions FREE. Pay postman
1.97 and Isa. upotnuo on delivery. Satisfaction or money refunded.
ou can be LUCKY! Order yours TODAY!
Dept. 385, P.S. BUREAU, General P. 0. Box 72, Brooklyn, N. Y.
NGTICE! We :bulutely GUARANTEE these genuine Mystic
Brahma Lolutnnu aro E! Just what you want, for they
are the REAL ING—POWEBFUL HIGHLY MAGNETIC!
GET YOURS NOW!

ACCOUNTANT

and C. P A 's earn $8,000 to $10,000 a year.
of firms n::d them. ' C‘:&hﬁ.d Pnblic Amu-t-
-nh Ill mu United States. We mh you thorvly at home in spare tim
£80 o d.‘w:h llr‘loml -upusl'--o:\ :;
fh b S R L RIS
Ac
A .' inelndln Z‘cgem&ng.thaml'u-icn that Pays.’’

ullllo Exhn-lnn University, Dept. 768-H, Chicag®
The World's Largest Business Training Institution
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No More Shaving!

No Razor!
No Bother!

The Beard!
One—

Two Snow

Three— Applied

and the beard is off without a razor!

Sensational Discovery

Now Makes Shaving Unnecessary! 3 The Result!

Think of it—the quickest and slickest, closest
and smoothest “shave” you ever had—without
using a razor! A face so smooth you never =
knew you had such soft skin! Instead of shav- s B
ing every day use this delightful discovery once The FACIAL Depllatory
or twice a week. It “breaks” the whiskers T!ltuhon]by h.'il]ir }(-m;)\;f'xl'l apptl]i(-d _swigt].\_" ﬂ‘nd vt-.:zsily
o e »q M w1l a prush. us [OllOW 1€ Slmple Imstructions,
(l)l:in:hgt}:lftlzbgsleo‘:heth:u:}\alge Whil(e)uajlﬁzs‘tzogarfgtt)i $1.00 package lasts from one to two months,

beli€ve it till you try it for yourself. And MILLIONS
why not—when you can do so without risking SOLD ABROAD'

a penny? Not a harsh chemical that eats off the hair. But
a gentle compound that makes the beard so brit-

tle it “breaks” off. Thousands of men are now
—WOMEN—— actually enjoying their facial glorification (which,
by the way, may now be pertormed at night, be-
4 1 1 i cause the beard barely grows overnight). In con
Wamen dellght in this new trast with razor-shaving SNOW tends fo retard
and -gentle depilatory which the growth of the beard and to make it much
may be' used on face or lighter, thinner and softer. Indorsed by European

3 = v authorities as perfectly harmless.  Silver Medal
limbs with great speed and Winner at Strasbourg, France,

freedom from pain or un- ESPECIALLY GOOD FOR TOUGH BEARDS!
due stench. A $1.00 pack- No rash—no itch—no pimples.

age is four times larger | Sold by leading department stores, drug stores
“than most others. and toilet goods counters.

i — . S s bt . e e e St B i e St —
" " TO ORDER DIRECT— USE THIS COUPON

I Rasofix Corp. of America,

1 299 Broadway, New York, N. Y., Dept. 384

i I'lease send a large box of “SNOW"” and a special fibre brush. I enclose $1 (or will pay $1.15 on

I delivery). You are to refund the full cost if for any reason I am not delighted with (he resultsy

\ 1 e o s e

1 AdAreds” o e e e e e e e

) Inquiries 'mmtcd from Druggists and Beauticians

Please mention this magazme when answering advertisements
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Win a Buick Sedan

or $2,900.90 in Cash

SOMEONE who answers this ad will receive, absolutely free, a latest model 8§ cylinder

Buick Sedan or its full value in cash ($2,000.00). In addition to the Buick Sedan we
are also giving away six Ford Sedans, an Eastman Home Moving Picture Ou;ﬁt. a
Shetland Pony, a Radio, Gold Watches, Silverware and many other valuable gifts—
besides Hundreds of Dollars in Cash. Already we have given away more than $200,000.00
in cash and valuable merchandise to advertise our business. Misgs Jewel Casey received
$3,720.00; Miss Anna Linke received $2,320.00; Mrs. Robert Ellington received $1,750.00;
and Mr. BE. N. Garrett received $2,320.00. This offer is open to anyone living in the United
States, outside of Chicago, and is guaranteed by an old reliable company of many years
standing.
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Find the Twin Babies

There are eight babies in the picture above. Each one i§ numbered. Two and only
two are alike. These two are the twins. See if you can find them. The rest are different
either in their clothes or in their eyes. When you find the twins, write their numbers on
the coupon below (or on a separate sheet of paper) together with your name and address
written plainly and send it to me right away.

$900.00 Cash Given for Promptness

If you act quickly and win the Buick Sedan I will give you $900.00 in cash just for
being prompt—making a total of $2,900.00 you may win., Altogether there a total of
$7,500.00 worth of prizes to be given and the money to pay the prizes is now on deposit at
one of Chicago's largest banks ready to be paid to the prize winners. In case of ties
duplicate prizes will be paid each one tying, and any winner may have cash instead of
the prize won, if so preferred. Get busy right away. Solve the puzzle, fill in your name
and address on the coupon below and send it to me just as soon as possible to qualify
for an opportunity to share in the $7,500.00 worth of prizes. EVERYBODY PROFITS.
‘Who knows but that you may be the Lucky IMirst Prize Winner? It pays to act promptly.

Robert Harrison, Mgr., Dept. L-511
315 S. Peoria Street, Chicago.

BabyNo . Siom i, and BabysNox . L v are sthe
Twins. Please let me hear from you at once.
INRIN O S ok s ercviate. ot Bisecs esoialeicleknt e v e e tebire oisieisle s
Address i oo L 5
3
“@ Mail Today
Gty st e e Sote v DL ALO s s S etaie s Teneteze e
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In Two Parts—
Part 1.

Beautiful But Dumb

By Lydia Tracy

CHAPTER 1.

MAYBE I shouldn’t have,” mur-

mured Betty Carroll demurely,
with a tiny pang at the sudden result
of her unaccustomed boldness.

“Oh, that’s all right,” the strange
young man with the smooth black hair
assured her easily, settling himself in
the vacant parlor-car seat on her side
oi the aisle. “It just couldn’t be helped,
anyway, so why worry?”

“What do you mean?” inquired Betty,
opening her eyes to their widest stretch
of innocence. “Who couldn’t help it?”

“Oh, speaking for myself only, of

LS—1E

course,” he chuckled. “I'm human and
susceptible, and you're irresistible and
alone. I’'ve been watching you for the

"last hundred miles.”

“Why?” Betty asked in bewilder-
ment,

“Well, if you're deliberately asking
for it, I'll hand it to you,” he said with
smiling audacity. “Don’t you know
you're simply beautifu %

“—but dumb,” Betty interrupted
meekly. “Like I've just proved.”

He stared.

“Why, by letting a handsome young
stranger pick me up—— No,” she cor-
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rected herself with naive frankness, “by
picking up a handsome young stranger
on the train. One of the things I was
specially warned against,” she con-
-fessed, raising a pair of marvelous and
duly contrite eyebrows.

“Call that dumb?” he asked in pre-
tended amazement. “But it was me!”

“Just the way I figured it,” the girl
told him with devastating naiveté. “You
did look so perfectly harmless and so
painfully lonely, glancing around in
every direction once in a while as if
you were just crazy for some one to
speak to.”

“Good heavens!” he breathed with a
sharp, quick look at her.

“And so,” she continued in her
throaty Southern drawl, “since every
body else had his nose buried in a paper
or a compact—her nose in that case, of
course—I—well, little Betty took a
chance. I just had to ask a whole lot
of questions of somebody!”

“Questions ?”’ invited the young man.

“About New York, of course. Every-
thing! You're from New York, aren’t
you?” she interrupted herself anxiously.
“Heavens, have I got to try again?”

“That’s the old home town,” replied
the strange young man with a faintly
superior smile, “so you needn’t go any
farther, beautiful lady.”

“Good news!” said Betty.
tell me——"

And for ten minutes she bombarded
him with question after question, plainly
indicating that Manhattan was as com-
pletely unknown to her as the interior
of Africa. Beautiful but dumb was
right, he thought to himself in scorn-
ful amazement, realizing for the first
time in his life that maybe there were
backwoods in the country where New
York actually didn’t count. But that
a girl like this one could come out of
them! :

“This your first trip to the big town ?”
he inquired quite unnecessarily when
she had to stop for breath.

“Then

“First?” said Betty with a little moue
that created two delicious dimples. “It’s
the first time I ever did anything! The
first time I was ever outside of Vir-
ginia. The first time, almost, I was
ever even away from Railville. It’s
the first time I ever rode on a real
train, if you want to know it, and the
first time,” she chuckled, “that I ever
spoke to a strange man in all my life!
Beautiful but dumb, you see, like ol’
Mr. Walling told me I was, and to look
out for it.”

“Beautiful but not so dumb,” he
countered. “Whoever that idiot was,
he was all wrong,” lied the strange
young man. “If you ask me.”

“Well, not so dumb as I was, maybe,”
grinned Betty. “I have asked you, and
I've learned a lot. I guess the only
question I haven’t asked you is what’s
your name.”

“Oh,” he started. ‘‘De Witt Clinton.
De Witt van Rensellaer Clinton. You
may have heard the name,” he suggested
smoothly. “I’'m down in Wall Street.”

“Gee!” gasped Betty, her eyes a lit-
tle wider than ever. “I may be dumb,
but I studied history when I was in
school. Your name almost spells New
York, doesn’t it, Mr. Clinton?” g

“I suppose it’s pretty well known,”
admitted the owner of the historic com-
bination with becoming modesty. “But
you were telling me about your charm-
ing little self.”

“Oh, was I?” twinkled the girl. “I
didn’t know it. But there’s really noth-
ing to tell. My stepmother died re-
cently. Dad died a long time ago. Be-
ing all alone, T just sold out everything
there was, Stanton Court and the land
and everything, and packed up and ran
away to make my fortune.”

“Ah, in New York?”

“You should ask!” chuckled Betty.
“With your name! Is there any other
place to do it?”

“Sold everything, you say?” inquired
Mr. Clinton with polite interest,
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“Right down to the last antique, and
for cash,” she nodded proudly, with a
betraying glance at the big old-fashioned
bag in her lap.

Mr. Clinton also glanced at the bag
on hearing that pleasing word.

“You mean ” he began in evident
surprise.

“That’s why o’ Mr. Walling told me
I was dumb,” confessed Betty with a
humorous twinkle. “One reason. And
. you ought to have heard him! He just
flapped his hands in the air and washed
me right off of them,” she giggled. “Ol
Mr. Walling’s our village banker, you
know. But what was I goin’ to do?
Couldn’t leave it behind me, could I,
when I knew I'd need every cent of
it in New York? Of course, I'm going
to put it in some bank just as soon as
I get there.”

Again Mr. Clinton could hardly re-
strain his surprise, but he made no im-
mediate mention of it. He changed the
subject.

“Seems to me your face looks quite
familiar,” he ventured. “Unless, of
course, I'm remembering one of those
Venuses or Cupids or something up at
the Metropolitan Museum,” he smiled.
“What am I going to call you?”

“You never saw me before in all your
life, and you know it,” retorted the girl
with a laugh of liquid honey. “So
never mind the sugar and molasses. But
they all call me Betty—Elizabeth Stan-
ton Carroll for short, and I come from
down——"

“What!” broke in Mr. Clinton with
an exaggerated start. “You're not lit-
tle Betty Carroll, from Railville?”

“What? Why, yes,” gasped Betty,
opening her big brown eyes to their very
widest width. “But how could you
know that! I’ve never been away from
home in all my life before, like I told
you—nor even any of us! Except dad.
He did come to New York on his sec-
ond wedding trip”—she flushed—"“but
that was just ages and ages ago. When

I was only eight years old, so how did
you know me?”

“Aha!” exclaimed Mr. Clinton,
brightening electrically. “Didn’t I tell
you I knew you? Of course, that’s
how! I met—I mean, my father met
your father and got quite chummy with
him. Often I’ve heard him tell about

it. And how your father used to boast

of that perfect little peach of a daughter
he had back home and—and all the rest
of it. Didn’t he have some sort of a
picture of you?”

“Oh, he did!” gasped Betty. “In his
watch! He always carried it! Well,
for crying out loud!” she exclaimed in
her fascinating mixture of Northern
slang and Southern stur. “Why, of all
the wonderful coincidences! Oh,” she
burst out impulsively, “how I'll just love
to meet your father, Mr. Clinton, an’
have him tell me about it!”

Mr. Clinton shook his head and
smiled with the proper degree of melan-
choly regret.

“Too bad, but that’s impossible, you
see,” he sighed, “because he—he’s dead,
too.”
(‘Oh!h‘

“But leave it to me,” he assured
Betty tenderly. “And to—to my sister.
I’ll look out for you, little girl—DBetty,
I mean. May I? Because we're really
old friends now, aren’t we?”

“Take me right by the handle,” con-
sented the girl, coloring with vivid
charm. “Why not? This thing surely
does seem to date back to the old child-
hood days of long ago, so maybe I
wasn’t quite so modern and so fresh as
I thought I was when—when I handed
you the glad eye across the aisle. Isn'’t
it just too weird for anything? Maybe
it was fate, or unconscious wireless, or
something.”

“Whatever it was, I call it a lightning
stroke of luck,” agreed Mr. Clinton
neatly and heartily, with a lightning
glance at the bag. “You'll come to us,
of course, just as soon as I can see my
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sister and fix it. And—and you must
let me help you in every way, Betty,
my dear. About the money, too, I
mean, if you'll let me. T'll introduce
you at my bank to-morrow. Too late
to-day, of course.”

“How awfully sweet of you,” purred
Betty.

“Not at all,” rejoined Mr. Clinton
blandly and truthfully. “Se just don’t
do anything till I see you, then. I’ll
give you some good advice about plant-
ing it, see?”

“What a lovely word,” tinkled Betty.
“Plant it so’s to make it grow, you
mean? Down in Wall Street? Suits
me right down to the ground. You bet
I won’t do anything till you tell me to!”

“But the old hick—I mean your

banker friend, was quite right, Betty.

dear,” went on Mr. Clinton paternally,
with a thoughtful glance at the bag.
“That’s no way to carry about a lot of
money. Stealing it from under your
nose would be as easy as taking milk
from a baby, dear child. Are you sure
it’s still there?”

Betty looked at him sharply and paled
a little. She opened the bag and thrust
a hand down into it. Then her hand
and her color came back.

“It’s perfectly safe,” she nodded.
“It’s there, buried down at the bottom
under the lining where the cardboard
used to be, all in the nice little flat
packages ol’ Mr. Walling made up for
me.”

“Just the same,” frowned Mr. Clin-
ton, “it’s risky if any one should sus-
pect it. New York isn’t Railville, Betty.
This burg’s full of all kinds of crooks
who could swipe the pants—I mean,
steal the coat off your back, almost,
without your knowing it. Na place for
a lovely little girl like you alone, and
with a wad like yours. I'd suggest—
maybe you’d like me to take care of it
for you?”

“There’s no need now,” smiled Betty
sweetly. “You're going to help me to-

morrow, you said. And anyway, who'd
ever dream that just a girl like me from
the country was totin’ around a house
and barn an’ all the chickens in a fierce
old bag like this? Would you have?”

“T wouldn’t have,” admitted Mr.
Clinton dryly. “That’s where you had
me fooled. I mean, my dear,” he hastily
elaborated, “you look like a million dol-
lars as far as your own looks go.”

“I know,” she colored meekly. ¢Just
you wait, though, till I've been in New
York about three days and get a chance
to doll up. Maybe,” said Betty with a
shy look, “your—your sister would help
me spend some of it? Of course, I
don’t know the right places to go to.”

“Would she!” asked Mr. Clinton with
flashing teeth. “Nothing she’d like bet-
ter, my dear. Listen, you're going to
stay with us, you know. We simply
won'’t take no for an answer!”

“Oh!” gasped the girl, staring. “Oh,
I—I couldn’t! Why, you don’t even
know 2

“Cut out the objections,” Mr. Clin-
ton broke in calmly. ‘“Where else should
you go except to people who know you
and care for you? Only for just a
day or so,” he remembered. “It—well,
Draga’s just back from abroad, and
she’ll have to open the apartment, you
understand.”

“Of course,” said Betty, still aston-

ished and doubtful. “Draga? Is that
her name? I'm sure I shall just love
her! Is she married?”

“No, she lives with me when—when
we’re both in town. Er—tell me, Betty,
had you planned on any place to stop
in New York? TI’ll see you to wherever
it is, of course, in the meantime,”

“How dear of you,” glowed Betty.
“Yes, I was going to the Hotel Warner
on Fourteenth Street, wherever that is.
It’s where dad stayed ten years ago, so
I know it’s all right.”

“Oh, quite,” said Mr. Clinton with
the slightest lift of his aristocratic eye-
brows.
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“It’s the first time,” she said, “that I ever spoke to a strange man in all
. my life! Beautiful but dumb, you see.”

The outside world suddenly began to
roar angrily, and Betty glanced out of
the window.

“We’re getting in!” she exclaimed ex-
citedly. “Look, we're going down un-
der the ground! Wait, I've got to pow-
der my nose!”

Tossing the precious bag into her
chair, she hurried down the aisle. As
she did so, there appeared at the other
end of the car another upright passen-
ger, a young man who might have got
on at Manhattan Junction. For the all-
observant Mr. Clinton didn’t remember
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having seen him in any of the cars an
hour earlier. The newcomer, strolling
down the aisle with his steel-blue eyes
seemingly resting on nothing but taking
in everything, includmg Mr. Clinton,
halted for a second beside the latter’s
chair.

“Thought you might be on board this
train, Slim,” he said out of the side of
his mouth.

Mr. Clinton stiffened and said noth-
ing. It was one thing for a De Witt
van Rensellaer Clinton of New York
to show friendly courtesy to a lovely
foundling on a train, especially one so
clearly in need of advice and assistance;
but it was quite another thing to wel-
come with open arms an acquaintance
of plainly different social status, whose
clothes looked slightly rumpled, and
whose hair had a reddish tinge under
the brim of his hat.

“Oh, all right,” said the other man
amusedly. ‘““See you later, then, soon
as the other passengers get out of the
way. Don’t forget it.”” And he ambled
on down the aisle.

Mr. Clinton watched him disappear
toward the forward vestibule, and
frowned fiercely. Then he leaned
swiftly toward Betty’s chair and fum-
bled for two seconds under cover of
her wrap. When the girl returned he
was leaning lazily back in his own
chair, though still with a new anxiety
on his handsome features.

“Betty, dear,” he confessed, to ac-
count for it, “I’d quite forgotten that
a friend was to be waiting for me at
the train. Important business, so I can’t
see you to your hotel. Do you mind?”

“Gracious, why should I mind?” pat-
tered Betty lightly, trying to conceal
her disappointment. “Well, I mean,
T’ll try to stagger along by myself till
I see you to-morrow or the next day.
That still on?” she asked as carelessly
as she could.

“It certainly is, dear little Betty,” Mr.
Clinton most earnestly assured her.

“You belong to me—to us. And I mean
it! And besides, about that money of
yours——"

“Oh, yes,” said the girl, diving into
her handbag. ‘Please! If—if you're
not going with me, take it now.”

He put out a quick hand, stopping
and astonishing her.

“No, no, baby. Leave it alone. Leave
it right where it is!”

“But,” admitted Betty, “you’ve actu-
ally got me scared about those crooks
and thieves you spoke of. Mr. Walling
told me a lot about the ogres and gang-
sters and things all over a place like
New York,” she laughed nervously,
“but I believe you. You certainly ought
to know what you're talking about!”

Mr. Clinton stiffened with a faint
suspicion. Then he, too, laughed lightly.

“You said something, sweetness, and
so did Mr. Walling. Just the same, I—
I don’t know yet exactly what I'm going
to do or where I'm going to be to-
night,” he explained with a flicker of
his eyes toward the exit end of the car,
where the porter was already collecting
hand baggage. “The stuff’s probably
safer with you under the circumstances.
That is, if you'll do just what I tell
you.” He frowned at the bag in her
lap.

“Of course,” said Betty. “I see what
you mean. Being who you are, they
might naturally think you had lots of

© money on you, while with me they

wouldn’t,”

“Just that,” nodded her companion.
“Nobody could suspect you, that is, if
you play the game. Don’t take it out,
don’t even look at it, don’t even feel
for it as long as it’s in your possession,
understand? Just pretend it isn’t there
at all, Betty darling! Will you do that?
Can I trust you? Until I see you again,
I mean.”

“I trust you,” said Betty solemnly.
“T’ll do just what you say. I’ll treat it
like it was a poor relation, keep it under
cover, and forget its existence, even.”
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“That’s the idea,” assented Mr. Clin-
ton. “And I'll get to you just as soon
as I can, I promise you! Deuce take
it,” he said, rising as the train slowed
down at the entrance to the station, “I
hate to leave you like this, little Betty.
Almost rather cut a leg off!”

There was no mistaking the sincerity
in his voice. Betty got up, her eyes a
little more velvety, and her cheeks quite
red. She hesitated only a moment.

“You're a perfect darling, Van!” said
Betty impulsively and huskily. “Mind
if I call you ‘Van’? I just can’t say
‘De Witt and sound even friendly, not
to say familiar. But, oh, it has made
everything so different, running into
you in this marvelous way, Van! To
be honest, I was just plain scared like
a rabbit, coming to New York all alone
like this. But now—well, it begins to
seem almost like coming home, if you
know what I mean. Thanks to you!
You and that darling Draga! I'm dying
to meet her.’

There was a catch in her throaty voice
and a look in her guileless eyes that
were too much even for Mr. Clinton’s
sophisticated appreciation of his where-
abouts. Besides, his experience in the
world of men and money had taught
him that audacity was usually a success-
ful card to play. Also, that if one ran
across anything valuable lying around
loose and unclaimed, like a little Betty
Carroll, for instance, it’ didn’t do any
harm to put one’s mark on it. Likewise,
thought Mr. Clinton to himself all in
a flash, the charm attached to this little
Betty Carroll wasn’t all contained in
her bag, by any means!

Mr. Clinton drew a deep breath.
Then, with a recklessness equalled only
by the warmth and spontaneity of his
action, he suddenly seized the girl’s soft
and slender little figure in his arms.
Before Betty knew what was happen-
ing, a kiss, first planted just at the
lobe of her ear, had found its way across
her cheek to her mouth and rested there.

A kiss that would have made the movie
censors take out their watches.
Then he was gone.

Piloted by a masterful redcap through
the stunning turmoil of the big station,
Betty was still in a daze as she was
slammed into a taxi on the dark ramp.
She couldn’t quite make out whether she
felt insulted and indignant, or merely
startled and amused at the warmth of
her reception into the city of her
dreams. But her heart was thumping
so that she was unable to make out the
meaning for the commotion.

Never before had she been kissed that
way, certainly! What did it mean? The
few male kisses Betty had received in
Railville since her father died had
mostly all had whiskers on them. But
Van'’s kiss still prickled on her lips, and
it wasn’t from whiskers, either! And
in a day or two she was to see him
again—actually go to live with him and
his sister. The question that immedi-
ately . forced itself into Betty’s mind
caused her to crimson hotly again in
the dark interior of the car.

Cinderella, thought Betty hectically,
had nothing on her! Cinderella rode to
the ball in a pumpkin, and didn’t find
the prince until after she got there,
whereas she, Betty Carroll, had started
out in a gorgeous Pullman and had
picked up the prince as a fellow trav-
eler. And the immediate future looked
like a whirligig of a palace, and the
social register and lots of money and
—and everything. That is, if one
predicated the future on a kiss, as was
customary in Railville. But Betty had
no time to consider it at length.

Just as her taxi emerged from the
sloping canyon into the street, its door
opened and slammed again. To Betty’s
blank astonishment, for the second time
within an hour a young man sat beside
her. Another strange and good-looking
young man, who smiled at her with all
the assurance of a De Witt Clinton,
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though this one wasn’t so perfect a fash-
ion plate, and had reddish hair.

Heavens, flashed Betty’s mind across
the cloud of her confusion, it certainly
did seem as if a girl coming to New
York needn’t expect to be lonesome for
more than a few minutes at a time!

“Pardon me,” she said icily as soon
as she could gather breath. ‘“You're
intruding, aren’t-you?”

“I don’t think so,” said her new seat
mate easily, regarding her. “But don’t
get frightened. This is just a little
formality.”

“A great big informality, I call it!”
exclaimed the girl with more indigna-
tion than alarm, since the street was
thronged and it was still broad daylight.
“This is my taxi, and will you please
get out of it!”

“When a pretty girl arrives in town
in such unusual company as you did,”
said the stranger dryly, “she must ex-
pect to have unusual attention paid to
her.”

“What?” asked Betty, taken some-
what aback. ‘“Meaning Mr. Clinton?”

“I suppose,” said the man with a
sharp look at her. “Meaning Mr. Clin-
ton.”

His tone was. almost contemptuous,
and Betty bridled.

“What’s the matter with Mr. Clin-
ton? And what business is it of yours,
anyway ?”’

“Didn’t he tell you to look out for
me?” asked the stranger with a peculiar
smile.

“He did not!” snapped Betty.

“How careless of him! The name is
Hawkes—John Hawkes. Ever hear
of it?”

“Never! 'But how appropriate

Mr. Hawkes stared at her.

“Just the way you pounced in on
me,” shrugged Betty. “I almost flut-
tered. And now, will you please pounce
right out again, Mr. Hawkes?”

“As soon as you turn over to me what
your boy friend Clinton gave you,” said

Mr. Hawkes blandly.
it, so—"

“Gave me?’ broke in Betty in as-
tonishment. “He didn’t give me any-
thing! What do you mean?”

Mr. Hawkes seemed to lose his tem-
per.

“Well, he gave you a red-hot Kkiss,
for one thing,” he asserted with a very
hard look. “I saw it!”

Betty gasped, her cheeks flooding
with crimson fury and embarrassment.

“That’s worse than telling about one
of your own!” she exploded in angry
confusion. “It’s, absolutely lcw! Be-
cause how could I help it? How did
I even know he was going to, until—
until—why, I'd never even met him
half an hour before!”

“Quick work,” smiled Mr. Hawkes
nastily. “Not that I blame him. But
T'll do you the honor of calling you
one sweet little liar.”

“I’m not!” she stormed. “I—I mean,
he had known me a long time!”

“I see,” said Mr. Hawkes very dryly.
“Half an hour on the train, you said?
So you were practically brought up to-
gether, weren’t you! Well, I've known
you fifteen minutes myself.”

“You're an insulting beast!” Betty
cried out at him. “It was my father
that knew him—knew his father, I
mean! And he—Mr. Clinton—knew
me from a picture! He told me so!”

“And Clinton’s the name we’re going
under, is it?” sneered Mr. Hawkes,
pointing down at her suitcase with its
painted E. S. C. staring blackly up at
them. “Wonderful how much can hap-
pen in half an hour on the train!”

“That’s my name. Carroll, not Clin-
ton!” choked Betty desperately. “I'm
Betty—I'm Elizabeth Stanton Carroll,
and I can prove it!”

“T’ll prove it!” said Mr. Hawkes sud-
denly, bending over and seizing the suit-
case, to open and explore it with all the
skill and speed of a customs inspector.

At the sight of her most intimate

“He hasn’t got
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things passing pinkly and whitely
through his hands, held out and shaken
into their dainty shapes, Betty screamed
and made a grab for them. The case
and its contents were abandoned to her,
and the bag, temporarily released from
her clutch, leaped magically from her
lap into the fingers of Mr. Hawkes.

For an instant Betty was half para-
lyzed with terror. It wasn’t possible
that such a thing could happen right in
a taxi in a crowded street, and in broad
daylight! Despite his looks and his lan-
guage, this man was just an ordinary
thug, nevertheless, one of those daring
city criminals that old Mr. Walling an~
Van himself had warned her against.
A gangster! A gentleman thief? Some-
how he had learned that she had all her
money with her, and was going to take
it away from her! A friend of Van’s
indeed! Why, he’d never seen or heard
of Van, of course, until she had so
stupidly fallen into the trap and told
him the name. And yet he must have
been on the train. He had seen Van
kiss her!

She leaped all at once upon Mr.
Hawkes like a little wild cat. He was
still fumbling with the clasp of the bag.

“My money!” she cried furiously.
“Give it back to me!”

Mr. Hawkes’s left arm whipped about
her like the tentacle of an octopus.
Betty was mastered in a moment,
clasped in the tightest of embraces with
the bandit’s cheek pressed hard and hot
against her own, while his right hand
held the bag beyond her reach.

“Police!” screamed Betty in a stran-
gled voice. “Help! Police!”

Nobody outside paid the least atten-
tion to her, and the taxi driver just
glanced over his shoulder with a grin
on his face. Then he whirled the car
into some side street, stepping harder
on the gas. Just as if he were in league
with her captor!

Despite Betty’s natural courage and
her gallan: attempt to fight for her

rights, a tear of helpless terror rolled
down her cheek and stopped at the con-
junction of their faces, where it clung
to each. And where her body was
pressed so closely to that of Mr.
Hawkes, Betty could feel her heart jump
into high and pound like a disconnected
engine.

‘Or was it only her own heart?

The man’s face seemed to grow even
warmer, while against her wet cheek she
began to semse the beating of a pulse
that was distinctly not her own. Then

,Mr. Hawkes slowly drew his head back
until he was gazing intently into:her
eyes at a distance of inches.

Never before had Betty looked into
any man’s eyes at such close and inti-
mate range, or into any eyes at all that
had ever affected her so strangely. She
found herself looking rather into than
at those of the gangster, at a mysterious
crew of flitting shadows far -beneath
their surface. They, on their part,
seemed to be penetrating deep into her
own interior, mental, moral and physi-
cal. They burned her, they thrilled her,
they weakened her. They held her and
half hypnotized her, until, for very fear
of succumbing like a silly crystal gazer
to the spell that was so strangely taking
possession of her, Betty closed her own
eyes, though with some difficulty.

Dizzily she felt this singular gang-
ster’s grasp of her begin to relax. Then
it tightened again, suddenly and fiercely,
and upon her lips she felt a reimpres-
sion of Mr. Clinton’s parting gift, only

more so. A kiss that throbbed like a
deep harpstring!
Then, after a moment that she

couldn’t measure, Betty found herself
back in her own corner of the taxi again,
free of all restraint, her bag unopened
in her lap. Mr. Hawkes was fixing her
with a new look, no less disturbing, how-
ever, than the cat-and-mouse stuff he
had brought into the cab with him.

Betty roused herself to some pretense
of rage aund loathing.



10 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

She felt his grasp of her begin to relax. Then ut tightened again,
suddenly and fiercely, and upon her lips she felt a kiss that throbbed like
a deep harpstring!

“I hate you!” she gritted, scrubbing
at her mouth.

Her captor visibly relaxed from a
visible nervousness.

“Then that’s all right,” he breathed.
“I was afraid you might be just plain
angry.”

Further words failed the girl in the
face of such supreme effrontery.

“Listen,” went on Mr. Hawkes gen-
tly. “I’ve got to play this out, because
I can’t afford to take any chances. But
it’s only a gesture that you can forgive
me when—if—well, I'm sure that your
Mr. Clinton couldn’t have taken any
chances, either. He’s no fool.”

“What are you talking about?” asked
Betty suspiciously.
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“I'm saying,” explained Mr. Hawkes
steadily, though even his ears turned
red, “that you're as easy to look into
as you are to look at, and——"

“Oh, yes, beautiful but dumb!” Betty
broke in. “He practically said that,
too!” :

“He did?” said Mr. Hawkes in a tone
of apparent gratification. “I knew he

couldn’t have kissed you without sens-
ing at once how straight and unsophisti- -

cated you are. Let me tell you, Betty,
it’s a revelation, and don’t I know ?”

“Oh!” gasped Betty, her eyes shoot-
ing bright-brown lightnings at him.
“You can tell by the taste, I suppose,
if a lady’s honest and stupid! That
what you mean?’

Mr. John Hawkes burst into a hearty
laugh which might almost have been
called musical. It certainly wasn’t the
kind of a laugh Betty would have ex-
pected from a cold, sardonic city gang-
ster.
© “Well, if you want to put it that

way,” he responded. “But to get back
to business for a minute, there’s the
matter of your money, my dear. Prove
it’s yours and you can keep it, of
course.” _

“Of course it’s mine!” she choked an-
grily. “Do you think I'm a—a thief?
Didn’t you just say I—that you could
tell—"

“And how!” said this amazing gang-
ster with conviction. But he held his
hand out.

“All right,” breathed Betty hopelessly.
“Here it is.”

Opening the bag, she fumbled down
under for the two packages and handed
them over to him.

“That’s everything,” she said with a
lump of terror in her throat. “Fifteen
hundred dollars in cash and two thou-
sand dollars in Liberty bonds. I haven’t
any jewelry. Mr. Walling’s list will
prove these are mine. He sold all my
house and things for me. He's our
banker in Railville.”

“Hm-m-m!” commented Mr. Hawkes,
frowning at the list and flipping the
edges of the packages. “And that’s
all?”

“Don’t you believe me?”

The gangster nodded slowly as he

" handed her back her fortune.

“You need a guardian!” he said with
sudden determination. “And here’s
your hotel.”

The taxi was indeed drawing up to
the curb in front of the Hotel Warner
with remarkable timeliness. A great
wave of relief swept over Betty. She
had her money and she was safe!

“One’s enough,” she said with an ir-
repressible little stab into dark. “Mr.
Clinton is going to watch out for me.”

Mr. Hawkes stiffened and bent for-
ward from his corner.

“What?” he barked.
see him again?”

“Of course,” laughed Betty a little
lightly. “But I'll tell him about your
kind offer, Mr. John Hawkes, and—
and maybe about some other things!”

“Oh, the kiss, you mean?” he flashed
at her.

“You stole it,” blazed Betty. “You
stole it, if—if you didn’t steal anything
else!”

“If you feel that way about it, I'll
give it back to you, Betty.”

“Never mind,” she crimsoned, slip-
ping through the open door. “You can
keep it as » souvenir. Thanks for the
buggy ride!”

But she stood on the curb, still look-
ing at him through the open door of
the taxi. His clear gray eyes were fas-
tened on her as once before. Under
that steady, penetrating gaze, Betty be-
gan to feel less and less sure of herself.
Finally her own eyes wavered, and she
dropped them.

“Perhaps the less you say about me
to Mr. Clinton the more you’ll see of
him,” came the gangster’s calm voice
from the interior of the taxi. “Au re-
voir, Betty!”

“You going to
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When Betty raised her eyes again he
was gone. That is, the taxi containing
Mr. Hawkes was drawing away from
the curbstone.

Once within the room assigned to her,
Betty locked the door and flopped into
its only comfortable chair, her limbs
trembling in reaction to all the excite-
ment that had been packed into her first
hour in and near New York.

What an adventure, or what a pair
of them! First to meet De Witt Clin-
ton so miraculously on the train, with
all the promise of ease and comfort and
friendship that the meeting meant, and
then to fall at once into the hands of
his absolute opposite! Into the power
of one of those terribly exciting des-
peradoes who prey on respectable peo-
ple, like herself and Van. Why, she’d
actually been “taken for a ride,” though,
inexplicably enough, she hadn’t been
either killed or robbed.

Also, for a simple little stranger who
didn’t know a soul in all New York,
Betty decided that she had certainly re-
ceived a warm welcome-to-our-city.
From both of them! Betty’s lips still
tingled, and her cheeks still burned at
the recollection of those kisses. What
would Van say, she wondered vaguely,
if he knew about the second kiss she
had received? Nothing, nodded Betty
to herself; because what was the use
of telling him? None at all!

At last Betty got up and stared out
of the window at Fourteenth Street.
Then she gave her quarters a long once-
over. Both hotel and room were some-
what disappointing to her, even if they
did put it all over Railville. They
didn’t quite correspond to her concep-
tions of New York grandeur. The car-
pet of the room was worn and scuffed,
and the furniture, consisting of a heavy
brass bedstead, an ornately turned wal-
nut bureau, a small, flat table and two
chairs, was of two generations before.
The brass knob on one of the bed-
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posts, Betty noticed, leaned over drunk-
enly, half unscrewed.

Oh, well, in a day or two she’d be
a guest in what she instinctively felt
would be New York at its best and
grandest.

Betty unpacked her suitcase, hanging
up her few dresses and stowing away
her lingerie still crumpled from their
mishandling by the gangster. Then she
started to straighten out her bag, into
which she had merely stuffed things
back after being forced to exhibit her
wealth to Mr. Hawkes. The two pack-
ages of bonds and cash were at the bot-
tom, underneath her nightwear and .
toilet articles and loose nothings. And
she remembered vaguely that even on
the train, too, when she had started to
give them to Van and he had refused
them, she had done no more than stuff
them back down into the bag instead
of carefully concealing them in the hid-
ing place under the lining. Well, that
was all right, luckily. They hadn’t been
stolen, and she’d put them back and
forget them, as she had promised Van.

As Betty’s fingers, holding the two
small packages, reached the bottom
again and began to fumble for the slit
opening of the lining, she froze to a
frightened statue. There was something
already in there! She could feel it!
Hastily putting the money and bonds
on the bed, she stared into the bag.
Then she tremulously slipped her fin-
gers into the slit and felt two flat pack-
ages!

Gingerly she drew them forth. Two
flat packages they were, of money or
the like, done up almost exactly like her
own, with rubber bands around them.
But two and two made four! She
touched her own pair on the bed just
to see if they were real. Then she bent
the end of one of the new ones so she
could see an inch or more of its con-
tents, and nearly passed out. The fig-
ure on the upper corner of the top one
read 1000! Blinking, Betty removed
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the rubber band and fanned the sheaf.
It consisted of twenty one-thousand-dol-
lar bills. Things she didn’t know ex-
isted. And the second alien package
held the same.

Forty thousand dollars!

A cold chill crept over her as she
stared at this prodigious and incredible
treasure trove. . She racked her brain,
trying to imagine how it could possibly
have found its way into her bag. Could
Mr. Walling—but no  mistake there!
She had tucked her money away with
her own hands at home after receiving
it from him at the bank.

On the train, though she had told Van
about it, she hadn’t even shown it to
him. He had particularly asked her not
to give it to him then. He hadn't
touched it. As for the gangster, it was
true that John Hawkes had snatched the
bag from her and had held it for per-
haps two minutes. But all that time it
had remained unopened in his extended
right hand, where she could see it. And
he had returned it still unopened.

Besides, though a robber might take
pity on a girl and refuse to rob her,
he wouldn’t turn around and slip her a
dozen times as much as she had, instead.
That sort of thing just wasn’t done in
gangster circles, Betty was sure!

For one crazy moment Betty even
suspected her bag. Had some one
switched with her? But this one was
hers, and it had contained her own
things and her own money. She had
just taken them out.

Footsteps out in the corridor turned
Betty’s chilly fright into a glacial panic.
Somebody had planted forty thousand
dollars on her! If the money were
found in her possession she’d be ac-
cused of stealing it! She’d have to go
to prison! Indeed, could there be any
other possible reason for anybody’s do-
ing such a thing? She must get rid
of it!

Betty’s first mad impulse was to rush
to the window and throw the alien
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money out. But even her distracted
mind could guess that a rain of thou-
sand-dollar bills on Fourteenth Street
might start more of an investigation
than she cared to face.

Holding to the big brass bedstead, she
stared wildly around the room in search
of a hiding place. The loose knob came
off in her hand. Catching herself, Betty
instinctively glanced at the sudden dislo-
cation to perceive that the bedpost was
now merely a thick hollow tube, and
that she had but accidently completed the
unscrewing of the knob. It dawned
upon her that here was a clever place
of concealment. Picking up the perilous
packets of big bills, Betty folded them
lengthwise until she could stuff them
into the open bedpost, one upon the
other. Then she frantically poked at
them until they were far down in the
tube. And finally she screwed the knob
back into place, straining at it until it
was so tight she could no longer twist
it either way.

Then Betty made up her mind that
she wasn’t going to stay any longer in
that room with anybody’s forty thou-
sand dollars! Owner, thief or treach-
erous enemy, somebody knew she had
it, and would be after it or her! She
couldn’t very well leave the hotel, since
Van wouldn’t know where to find her,
but——

Repacking her things in her suitcase
and carefully stowing her own money
and bonds back in their private com-
partment of the bag, Betty boldly went
down to ihe desk and asked to be
changed.

“Let’s see,” said the shabby clerk,
scratching his head. “I gave you No.
14 on the second, didn’t I? How about

No. 142, top floor back, miss. Will
that do?”

“That'll. do beautifully,” Betty
thanked him.

The clerk casually added the figure
2 to her original room number, and
Betty started toward the elevator. But
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upon arriving in her new chamber, she
decided to transfer her own personal
wealth to the First National Bank, one
package to each stocking just above the
knee. Because anybody looking for
forty thousand and not finding it, might
decide to make the best of three thou-
sand five hundred.
Oh, if Van would only hurry!

CHAPTER II.

“Some dump!” conceded the glitter-
ing blonde, finding herself once again in
the gorgeous thirty-foot living room
after a tour of the Park Avenue sky-
scraper apartment. “Only they should
have got one of those real decorators
who isn’t blind to throw a little jazz
into it. Too much like a church, what?
Just watch me brighten it up!”

Her escort, leaning languidly- on a
malacca stick, frowned beneath the brim
of his glossy silk topper.

“Nix! Listen, now, Draga, instead
of trying to turn this joint into a block
of the Big White Way, you just tone
yourself down to it! This place is
highbrow, and you’ve got to be refined.”

“Who’s talking?” asked Draga
haughtily. “Didn’t they use to hand me
all the swell-dame roles not only on
account of my looks but because they
wasn’t a girl there that could put on
dog like me? I guess I can act just
as ritzy as you can, little boy! And
then some!”

“You sound like a song out of Tin
Pan Alley, the way you're talking now,”
the man said freezingly. ‘“And look
like the cover of one, by the way.
You're sporting twice too much ice.
You watch your step, Draga. I'm not
paying a thousand a month for this
hot stage setting to have you make a
break and queer things.”

“Leave it to me,” sniffed Draga. “I’ll
have you looking like a poor relation.
By the way, Slim, what do I call you

2

for a pet name?
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“Make it Van,” he grinned dryly.
“That was her choice.”

“Oh, it was,” said Draga softly.
“And so soon? I thought this was a
business -proposition, Mr. De Witt Clin-
ton. Tell me some more about her!”

“Nothing to tell,” he said shortly,
“except that she’s just a little hick from
the backwoods and as dumb as the fly
leaf in a dictionary. So don’t be a

fool.”
“Is she good looking ?”
“Some people might think so,”

shrugged Mr. Clinton. “I suppose her
face wouldn’t exactly stop a clock.”

“Tell me another one,” jeered Draga.
“Don’t tell me you're setting up all this
front just to take chicken feed off a
poor little hick from the sticks. What
are you trying to put over on me?”’

“I told you she was packing a big
wad along with her right out in a bag,
didn’t I?”

“And you couldn’t make it when it
was wide open, right there on the
train? That’s a hot one!”

“Listen,” snapped Mr. Clinton.
“What do you mean I couldn’t make it
when she even offered to hand it over
to me!”

Draga stared, her lovely mouth half
open. Then she shut it tightly.

“Seems to me you’ve got something
still to explain, darling. Somebody fell
butter-side down for somebody, I see.
Which was which, and why, and how
come, anyway?”’

“Well, the fact is, kid,” said Mr.
Clinton, slightly embarrassed, “I was
under the eye. That guy Hawkes was
on the train, and had me spotted.”

“Hawkes!” whispered Draga. “I
never saw that bird, but I’ve heard of
him!”

“Yeah!” said Mr. Clinton darkly.
“Tougher than a bootlegger’s guns. * He
had me cold, or thought he did, and
frisked me to the skin before I got off.
So where would I have fitted with all
that extra jack?”
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® “Yes, but how about the other stuff ?”’
demanded Draga breathlessly. “Slim!”

Mr. Clinton frowned.

“Worried about the meal ticket, are
you? Ever know me to get caught with
the goods yet? Say, listen, Draga, who
do you suppose is carrying around that
load of greens for me right now? The
little dame from Virginia!”

“Oh, you fool!” exploded Draga.
“You mean you planted it on your
pick-up cutie? Have you gone nuts?
And then you plant us up here, where
we stick out like the Empire State
Building? What’s she going to do!”
demanded the girl almost hysterically.
“The poor boob will go to the cops the
second she finds it! Slim, we got to
beat it!”

“Lose your head and you flop around
like a chopped-off hen,” said Mr. Clin-
ton disgustedly. “Stop stripping your
gears! What I pulled on that skirt will
hold her like a Scotchman hangs onto
a nickel, I'm telling you! I filled her
up with dope about the dangers of the
big town till you could see it running
over. Me, De Witt van Rensellaer
Clinton, I'm the one and only fair-
" haired boy in all New York for that
baby, believe me! I'll bet everything
she’s got on her that she’s glued to a
chair this minute, with her door locked,
just waiting for dear Van to show up.”

“She must be dumb!” smiled Draga
dryly and incredulously.

“Well, maybe,” smirked Mr. Clinton.
“But when I sneak up on their little
heartbeats they usually stick right to
the fly paper. You ought to know
that,” he added impudently.

“Your opinion of yourself is easily
one of the ten leading industries,” said
Draga, narrowing her eyes. “But don’t
you forget that there’s a panic on, and
anything’s liable to blow up.”

“It had better not be you, my dear,”
retorted Mr. Clinton through very thin
lips. “You keep your shirt on, because
you're going to need it. Come, Draga,
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cut out the jealous stuff. This is big
business, and you’ve got to ladle out the
mush just as thick as I have. She’s
rotten with money of her own, actually
wants me to invest it for her! Get an
earful of that! Must be fifty or sixty
grand. She spoke of selling a place
called Stanton Court. Sounds like one
of those old Virginian estates.”

“Well, for Pete’s sake,” inquired the
puzzled Draga, “what’s the matter with
just going down and letting her give it
to you? Why all the fancy scenery and
the crazy play-acting?”

“You're just as dumb as she is! Get
this, you little bonehead. The girl cuts
some ice down where she comes from—
got a pedigree like a prize pup, to judge
from the names they hung on her. I've
heard ’em before somewhere. And if
she was trimmed clean and raised a hol-
ler, all the papers from here to Hono-
lulu would give her the front page. Be-
sides, there isn’t a jury in the world
that wouldn’t send John D. Vanderbilt
to the poorhouse if she told 'em she
owned the oil wells. And she wouldn’t
even have to vamp ’em, either.”

“I see,” said Draga slowly.

“You’d better,” growled Mr. Clinton.
“First, we take her right into the Clin-
ton family for old time’s sake, like I
told you. Then I invest her money for
her, along with all of mine, in some-
thing good. Then we go broke together.
Absolutely cleaned out, so that you and
I even have to give up the old family
apartment and join the breadline. Get
it? Instead of putting up a squawk
she’ll be sorry for me, see? She’s that
kind. But that can’t be done all in a
minute, Draga. That’s why the scen-
ery, and why we take her in for a few
weeks. Big-time money. Isn’t it worth
it?”

Draga nodded. “Sometimes you show
brains like a chorine shows her shape,
Slim. It sounds good, only——"

“Only what?” he asked as she hesi-
tated.
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“Only don’t you fall for anything be-
sides her money, that’s all!”

“Listen,” said Mr. Clinton omirously.
“As far as that goes, I could marry that
baby to-morrow and cop the money le-
gally if I wanted to. And I wouldn’t
need any sister to help me do it, either!
So if you can add two and two, you
know where you stand with me, as long
as you behave! Otherwise——" He
broke off, giving her a meaning look.

“Oh, all right, sweetie,” Draga broke
in hastily and meekly. “I’ll behave.
Aren’t I your ever-loving doll?”
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“See that you stay so!” threatened
Mr. Clinton. “And now get a hustle
on. If I can grab off a swell furnished
apartment like this at half a day’s no-
tice, you can dig up a couple maids and
a man for it without wasting any extra
time. Get busy. The sooner that kid
comes home with all the jack the bet-
ter.”

“I’ll say!” agreed Draga. “Leave it
to me. I’ll show you some old family
retainers that’ll date us Clintons back
to when Columbus settled New York!
Let’s go!”

TO BE CONCLUDED.

LOVE’S FAITH

THOUGH I hear folks saying
That they pity me,
Lad, my heart is knowing
You will quit the sea,
And across the darkness
Ghostly candles burn,
Making bright the pathway
For your safe return.

Lad, you will grow hungry
For my clinging lips,

And you will be stumbling
From the luring ships;

So, despite their sighing
And what folks have said,

Trembling in the shadows,
I await your tread.

Epcar DANIEL KrAMER.
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Worth Waiting For

By W. Carey Wonderly

CAROLA planned and built the road-

side stand by herself, and when it
was finished, she had to admit that it
was the most attractive thing of its kind
she had ever seen. Daphne said noth-
ing. She was too busy posing in a sun-
backed bathing suit off the White Rocks
to bother her sunny head over such a
tiresome matter as business.

Suddenly one day the Woodward
girls had found themselves faced with
the necessity of making their own living,
and Carola had jumped in and tackled
the job. She consulted Daphne, but
never dreamed of asking her sister to
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help. Daphne was the beauty, all gold
and pink and white, like a fairy-tale
princess, and it was a foregone conclu-
sion that she would make a brilliant mar-
riage.

Carola didn't insist upon Daphne’s
helping with the roadside stand, where
hot dogs and cold drinks were dispensed
to passing motorists. The location was
ideal, situated on the speedway, and
just a stone’s throw from the fashion-
able bathing beach. It all looked so
dainty and tempting, and Carola ap-
peared so eager and willing that many
parties parked for refreshments.
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If business kept up, Carola decided,
she would have to engage an assistamnt,
for of course she couldn’t expect Daphne
to help behind the counter. Seomehow,
one didn’t expect too much of Daphne.
. She seemed to have been created spe-
cially to decorate the landscape, as she
was doing to-day out on the rocks. She
detested hot dogs, and thought ice-cream
cones were messy. But Daphne, of
course, was the pretty Woodward girl,
a fact which she had taken advantage of
from the cradle days. Always it was
Daphne who had the new dress, the
biggest slice of cake, the chair nearest
the fire in winter, the least work to do.
Not that Carola rebeled ; Daphne had a
way of getting around even her sister.

On that particular gold-and-turquoise
morning, almost breath-taking in its ex-
quisite beauty, Carola was busy prepar-
ing the succulent frankfurters, when a
man drove up. Instead of calling, he
jumped out of his car and walked up to
the stand. He was a stranger; Carola
had never seen him before, though she
knew most of the men in the summer
colony at least by sight.

This man was big, rugged, and hand-
some in an outdoor fashion. She felt
that his tan was permanent, and that
his muscles hadn't been acquired in a
private gymnasium. Nor were his
clothes the accepted masculine sports
costume of the neighborhood. Lovely
Daphne would have snickered and
dubbed him a total loss, but there was
something about Garret Walker which
instantly commanded Carola’s attention
and respect. Perhaps it was just his
coming to her instead of shouting his
questions from the car.

“I'm trying to discover how to get
down to the ocean,” he confessed with
a friendly smile. ‘“That big fellow at
the gate down the road won't let me
come in.”

“But that’s a private bathing beach,”
Carola explained, as he paused, waiting
hopefully for her answer. “I mean, you
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must be a member of the club in order
to use that particular stretch of beach.”

“Just like that, eh? he grinned.
“Well, I was invited down by a member,
but for the life of me I can’t remember
what I did with the card he gave me.
That places me on the outside looking
in, I suppese. And the water looks
good to-day.”

“The beach club deesn’t own the en-
tire Atlantic Ocean,” Carola ventured
with a merry twinkle. “If it’s the swim-
ming you crave and not just the society
trimmings

“Who, me?” .

“It’s not unheard of along this shore.”

“I suppose not.” His brief flare-up
vanished, and he looked solemnly seri-
ous. “I don’t want you to get me
wrong,” he said after a moment. “I'm
not a society bird nor do I hanker to
be. The fact is, I just got in from the
West a couple of days ago, and met
this chiap who invited me down to Bays-
water in a business deal. He gave me
a card to this club, which I thought very
nice of him. But now I've lost the card.”

“Did you explain to the gateman?”
asked Carola.

“I guess he listens to a hundred ex-
planations like mine every week,” Gar-
ret admitted ruefully. “It's my fault
entirely. Since the club doesn’t own the
whole Atlantic, just where can I take
adip?”’

Carola came from behind the coun-
ter to direct him more clearly. Her
brown little face was flushed and eager,
and for the moment it seemed the most
important thing in the world that this
stranger from the West should have
his swim.

“You go down this way,” she said.
“The public beach and bathhouses are
down there. T don’t think you see where
I mean at all,” she broke off plaintively.

For Garret was looking at her, not
following her directions. He was think-
ing that she wasn’t so skinny, as most
girls he had met in the East were, and
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he liked the browness of her—brown
hair, brown eyes, and golden-tan com-
plexion. Besides, for the sake of the
sylvan setting, Carola wore the quaint-
est and most becoming Arcadian shep-
herdess costume. She looked so rustic-
ally attractive that the big man began
to wonder if he really wanted to go
swimming so badly, after all. He had a
perfectly good car, and the roads were
both excellent and picturesque. Garret
seriously commenced to consider a
change of plan.

And then a party of three drove up
to the stand, and Carola sprang to serve
them. Just his luck! For of course she
couldn’t leave; she had her business to
attend to.

Garret asked for a soft drink and a
hot dog. There seemed no other ex-

cuse for lingering, since the party of -

three had driven away.

“Wonderful view you have from
here,” he observed politely.

“We adore it,” Carola said, including
Daphne, as she always did, in her reply.
“But you said you were a Westerner,
I believe. Does the ocean take the place
of your mountains?”’

“I'm familiar with both ocean and
mountains,” he answered. “I’m from
Oregon. We have the Pacific out there
—and your ocean here makes me sort
of homesick. Except for the water, the
country isn’t very similar, though. We
don’t have bathing beaches fenced off,
for instance. That’s a new idea. When
Carlton gave me that card, I was kind
of stumped for a minute.
name is Garret Walker.”

He introduced himself rather lamely,
and looked at Carola so hopefully that
she smiled to herself and handed him
one of the cards which were piled neatly
on the gay cretonne-covered counter.
Opver the cretonne was a glass slab which
Carola kept spotless and shining.

“‘D., and C. Woodward,”””” he read
aloud, and raised questioning eyes to the
girl’s amused face.

Now—my

“D. is my partner,” she told him.

“Yes

“Yes. My sister.”

“Oh! And you are C. I guess it's—
Clara. And yet you don’t look like a
Clara. Maybe it’s Charlotte ?”

“It’s—Woodward,” Carola said with
just the proper dignity. She liked this
big, friendly, virile man, but because she
liked him, she sensibly refused to in-
dulge in personalities. He was from the
other end of the country; he was here
as a rich man’s guest, and she was just
the girl at the hot-dog stand. There
must be no mistake to be apologized for
later.

Carola was immensely popular with
the people who patronized her little
business. When motorists stopped, she
was friendly and interested in what they
had to say. Men and girls from the
beach club dashed over to her stand be-
tween dips or after a swim, and pro-
claimed her a darling. Women liked
Carola, one reason being that she didn’t
try to steal their men. She was effi-
cient, light-hearted, and intelligent. She
had seen better days, but she didn’t com-
plain against the fate which made it
necessary for her to earn her own living.

“And her sister’s living as well,” Mrs.
Marsh-Towers always added. “Heaven
knows the other Woodward girl would
starve without Carola.”

“Oh, no, she wouldn’t,” put in Mrs.
Marsh-Towers’s daughter. ‘“Not with
so many fool men around.”

Daphne, on her rock, was a lure and
a challenge to any man. Garret Walker,
after having said good-by to Carola, de-
cided that if he couldn’t go driving with
Carola, he might do considerably worse
than disport himself in the green and
rolling ocean. C. Woodward had prom-
ised to look out for his car for him.
Garret changed to a bathing suit, and
started to swim out to the White Rocks
without a suspicion that this golden-
crowned mermaid was the sister of the
girl behind the hot-dog counter.
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Garret was strong and handsome,
Daphne readily perceived out of the cor-
ners of her baby-blue eyes. When he
had almost reached the rocks, she dived
overboard, remaining so long under
water that the man became uneasy and
went to her aid. The difference, of
course, was that Garret was lonesome,
while Daphne was flirtatious. Not in-
clined to pick up a man casually, with-
out excuse, which would have hurt her
reputation in the summer colony,
Daphne resorted to a rescue.

When Garret had assisted her to
safety on the rocks, she thanked him
prettily, explaining that the undercur-
rent was so swift and strong that for a
moment she had lost her head. It was
such a lovely head that the young West-
erner glanced unconsciously at the
bright-golden halo, for' Daphne had re-
moved her bathing cap.

From her hot-dog stand up on the
shore, Carola saw the second figure on
the White Rocks and with a little sigh
of disappointment, realized that it was
Garret Walker. She was sorry, but
it was always like that. Daphne was
the charmer, the siren who drew men
to her like a magnet, and the pity of it
was that Carola had taken a distinct
fancy to Garret, whom she had seen
first. :

But she was soon too busy to give
more than a passing thought to Garret
and her sister, frolicking in the pleas-
ant waters of the sea. Yes, she'd like
to have gone swimming herself, but
there was too much work to do. Men
and girls came running and skipping
across from the beach club and stood
chatting gayly while they consumed
countless frankfurters and bottles of
pop. There was an excellent restaurant
at the club, but somehow it had become
the thing to go over to the Woodward
stand and get a hot dog after the morn-
ing dip. Nothing else tasted quite so
good, her fashionable patronage assured
Carola.
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She was pleased, of course, and filled
the orders just as quickly as possible,
but there was too much work for one
person at the stand. Young Jimmy
Scarlett, seeing Carola trying to do a
dozen things at once, gayly vaulted the
counter, taking up his position on the
other side, where he turned his atten-
tion to opening the soft drinks. Jimmy
was the only son and heir of one of
the richest men on Long Island, but he
worked with an enthusiasm which
amused and interested the crowd.

“You'll want to get a cash register,
Miss Woodward,” cried Jane Marsh-
Towers, “if you're going to let Jimmy
Scarlett make change for you.”

“Never could count,” grinned Jimmy.
“It’s a good thing everything costs a
dimc.’)

Carola, well liked and respected in
the community for the way she had
rolled up her sleeves and gone to work
when it became necessary, was friendly
with all the young people in the colony
without being one of them. The fact
that Jimmy remained behind when the
others returned to the beach club trou-
bled her not at all. Jimmy was a kid.
He was a whole year Carola’s senior,
but to her he was a kid just the same.

She smiled as she saw him jump in
to help her clean up the stand after her
rush hour.

“Please don’t,” she said. “You'll only
get yourself wet and sticky.”

“In which case I'll go jump in the
ocean and let it wash me clean again,”
Jimmy smiled, glancing down at his
swimming suit. “Say, that’s an idea,”
he added more seriously. “Come on
over to the beach club this afternoon
and take a dip with me. Come on—it’ll
do you good.”

“Business before pleasure,” Carola
told him, shaking her nut-brown head.

“Let your sister take care of the stand
for once,” Jimmy Scarlett blurted.

Carola felt the blood rising in her
cheeks. “Of course, Daphne would if
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I asked her, but just the same I feel
that T ought to be here, too. Besides,
I never do, you know.”

“Never do—what ?”’

“Go in swimming at the beach club.”

“Well, there’s no earthly reason why
you shouldn’t. It’s your own fault.
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“You work like a slave,” he grum-
bled.

The smile deepened. “A happy,
rather successful slave then, Mr. Scar-
lett. Thanks a lot for your invitation,
but——"

“Oh, all right if you don’t want to
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“My name is Garret Walker.”
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He introduced himself rather lamely,

and looked at Carola so hopefully that she smiled to herself.

Everybody’s crazy about you. You're
ritzing us.”

A little ghost of a smile crossed
Carola’s pretty face as she answered
gently: “Everybody’s very kind to me.
But, you see, I happen to take my daily
dips early in the morning or late in the
afternoon, when there’s no one about
and Ffeel I can safely leave my stand.”

be seen with me,” Jimmy muttered, be-
traying his youth. “But when you start
calling me Mr. Scarlett 2

“You say ‘Miss Woodward,””’ Carola
reminded him, and instantly sensed her
mistake.

But Jimmy always seemed so im-
mature, so boyish, always laughing and
joking, and—yes, jumping in and help-
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ing with the soft drinks. It was hard
to take him seriously, to remember that
he was a man.

“You know mighty well I'm crazy
about you, don’t you, Carola?” he cried,
suddenly seizing her hand. “Well, I
am. I love you, Carola. I want to take
you away from this place and give you
all the beautiful things you ought to
have. I want to take you to Europe;
I want to show you California and the
coast—our other ocean, the Pacific. Oh,
I'll do anything for you!”

Carola’s brown eyes turned seaward,
and she was no longer listening to
Jimmy. When he spoke of the Pacific,
he stepped right out of the picture, and

another man took his place. She looked .

for the powerful, athletic shoulders of
Garret Walker in the water, and noticed
for the first time that the White Rocks
were deserted. The next instant Garret
came up from the public beach in search
of his automobile.

“Thanks for keeping an eye on it,”
he said to Carola.

Beside Jimmy, he looked like a giant
as he bent over the car and commenced
to tinker with it. Apparently there was
much to be done before driving away.
Jimmy glared, but Garret refused to
budge. Finally, in a childish rage at the
interruption, the boy took himself off
in the direction of the club. Imme-
diately Garret lowered the hood and
faced Carola, smiling.

“How about coming for a ride now?”
he asked. “Everybody seems to have
gone home, and there’s sure to be a lull
of a couple of hours.”

“I know everything’s quiet at the
beach club,” Carola answered, “but sup-
pose a party of hungry motorists comes
along.”

“They won’t starve until they reach
the next stand on the road.”

“No, but if people begin to wait until
they reach the next stand, I may—
starve, you know,” Carola smiled

quietly.
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“Say, you can think up more weak
excuses !”’

“Are they weak?”

Garret thought for a moment. “No,”
he admitted with a frank and winning
smile. “I admire your stick-to-itive-
ness. If you've got a job to do, do it.
I was watching you from out on the
rocks. You've been pretty busy.”

“Yes, thank goodness,” Carola an-
swered. “The people around here are
wonderfully loyal, and they neglect the
chef at the beach club scandalously.”

“Does that young fellow work for
you?”’

“I should say! He’s Judge Scarlett’s
son, and he was just being sweet and
kind and helpful.”

“That’s no hardship,” sniffed Garret.
“By the way,” he added, “I know your
name. It’s Carola. I asked a young
lady I met out on the rocks, and she told
me.”

“What else did she tell you?” Carola
asked curiously.

“Just that you're called Carola—and
a lot about herself. I like your name.
I keep saying it over and over and
thinking how much it suits you. I never
heard it before, but I think it’s fine.”

Carola absently smiled her appreci-
ation, but she was thinking about
Daphne, who hadn’t told Garret Walker
that she was the sister of the girl at the
hot-dog stand. The truth saddened
Carola, yet didn’t surprise her. Daphne,
of course, had -tried to impress this
stranger with her social standing and
importance in the colony. That was
why she wasn’t with him now, no doubt.
Daphne had permitted the Westerner to
go alone to the public beach, lingering
behind and pretending that she belonged
to the exclusive club. Poor, foolish lit-
tle Daphne. She exasperated Carola
and yet evoked pity.

“I’ll tell you what I'll do if you really
want me to,” Carola said suddenly, as
she caught a glimpse of her sister’s
golden head coming up from the_beach.
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“I’'ll be off duty at seven o’clock, and
I'll go for a ride with you then—for
an hour 2

“Have dinner with me?” the man in-
terrupted hopefully.

“I didn’t promise that. Besides, I've
got dinner to get at home.”

“I see. Well, I'll wander over to the
hotel and wait for seven o’clock. You
bet I want to take you for a drive. I
need you—as a guide. Otherwise, I'd
go away without half appreciating your
country.”

She liked the twinkle in his gray eyes
and the deep note in his voice.

Daphne kept out of sight, on the
other side of the road, until his car had
disappeared in a cloud of dust. Then
she came hurrying over to the stand.

“lI went swimming with that man,”
Daphne told her sister with a contemp-
tuous little laugh. “He may look like a
Greek god in a bathing suit, but his
clothes sure are all wrong. Make him
buy a decent tie, won’t you, Cara? Was
he trying to date you up?”

“I’'m going driving with him after
supper,” Carola answered quietly.

“In that cheap car of his? You must
be hard up. When we were in the
water, he asked me if I'd go, but I
couldn’t be bothered. Too many fish in
the sea.”

“Interesting,” murmured
without adding, “If true.” Daphne
was like that. For instance, she hadn’t
told Carola that Garret Walker had
asked about her while they were swim-
ming together. Daphne would never
tell when a man showed interest in an-
other girl.

As Carola closed up the stand for the
night, she was reminded of how hard
she had worked that day, while Daphne,
who shared equally in the profits, had
enjoyed herself in the water and on
the beach.

“I’ve been terribly rushed,” she con-
fessed, frowning. “To-morrow you'll
have to stay here and help me, Daphne.”

Carola,
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“The frankfurters make me ill—you
know that.”

“Then handle the drinks and the
cones.”

“Cara dear, I’'m like a fifth wheel to
a wagon around this stand.”

“But I must have help,” Carola in-
sisted firmly. “If you won’t work, then
I'll have to get an assistant, and the
wages will come out of our profits.
Come down to earth, Daphne. We're
poor, and we’ve got our living to make.
Stop imposing upon good nature, hang-
ing around and waiting for some one
to invite you into the club—out of pity,
too. Get on your job.”

Daphne’s blue eyes filled with tears.
“All right,” she sobbed. “Go on and
nag! I never have any pleasure like
other girls of my age. I'm a sdcial
pariah, according to my sister. I'm not
good enough to associate with girls who
apparently like me in spite of my fright-
ful poverty. I must be denied every-
thing. Oh, why was I ever born?”

In spite of herself, the tears moved
Carola. “What’s the use of going on
like that?” she asked more gently.

“In a few years I’ll be old and ugly
and ready for the rubbish heap,” whim-
pcred Daphne, without believing in the
least what she said.

“And I suppose my job is a beauty
tonic,” Carola ventured mildly. “You’ll
lose your good looks faster by crying.”

“I don’t care if I look like a hag if
all T can look forward to are frankfur-
ters!”

The last shutter was in place at last.
Daphne hadn’t moved or offered to help.
And Carola had a nasty splinter in her
thumb.

“Come on,” she said wearily, tired
of the argument. “If I'm going riding
after supper, I have plenty to do first.”

“T’ll wash the dishes,” cooed Daphne,
feeling that she had gained her point
about working at the roadside stand.

“You'll ruin your hands putting them
in dish water,” Carola reminded her.
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“That’s so,” sighed the lovely blonde.
“You spoil me, honey. You won't let
me help. O Cara, don’t be cross with
me. I feel so helpless and alone.”

Daphne didn’t Jook helpless, and her
sister couldn’t remember seeing her
alone for more than five minutes at a
time, except from choice. But she
couldn’t wrangle with Daphne. It was
much simpler for Carola to shoulder
their burden alone. She sighed as she
turned up the hill to their tiny bungalow
to prepare dinner.

While she was busy in the spotless

white-and-blue kitchen, Daphne lounged -

in a hammock on the porch, ahsorbed in

a magazine. If closely pressed, Daphne -

would admit that she felt awfully sorry
for Cara, but it really wasn’t her fault
if she didn’t have her sister’s talent for
housework. Besides, if she made the
wealthy marriage which she hoped for,
she’d soon yank Carola away from the
pots and pans. That was Daphne Wood-
ward’s great ambition—money by mar-
riage. She forgot that she played around
with too many men ever to win the
honest affections of one.

After supper, she hurried to her
highly perfumed, souvenir-strewn bed-
room, leaving Carola to clean up.

“I'm in an awful hurry,” ventured
Carola, glancing at the Dutch clock on
the wall. “I’ll never be ready by seven.”

“Leave the dishes until morning, dar-
ling,” Daphne called from behind her
door.

But somehow Carola was ready when
Garret drove up in his battered old road-
ster, which had provoked Daphne to
laughter. Daphne’s preference was a
foreign limousine. But then, of course,
even a dilapidated roadster was a treat
to Cara. Behind her dainty curtains,
the work of her sister’s hands, Daphne
watched Carola go down the walk to
Garret's car which was parked at the
gate. It was just too bad that Cara
was so domesticated and lacked the
beauty and charm to attract the spending
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boys from the beach club, Daphne
mused.

Never for a moment did Carola sus-
pect that she was an object of pity to
any one, least of all to her sister. She
looked as fresh and wholesome as ripe
strawberries to the man who helped her
into the saucy little car. Perhaps it was
daring of her to go driving with Garret
Walker, whom she had known so short
a time, she meditated, but on the other
hand, she would have refused an invi-
tation from Jimmy Scarlett, and she had
known Jimmy all summer. Garret, she
confessed blushingly to herself, was
different.

The sun was just setting, a red-gold
ball of fiery glory, as the roadster spun
noiselessly along the boulevard, with the
the sea on their right. For a mile or
two they were happily silent, drinking
in the beauties of the evening and some-
how feeling that life was good. But
Garret soon showed himself to be full
of fun, reminding Carola of a schoolboy
on a holiday. Sometimes he even made
her feel old, and she was only twenty.
But he wanted to know so many things;
he possessed a lively imagination and a
healthy interest in each and everything
they .saw. Carola found herself taking
a certain pride in pointing out the
beauty spots of the neighborhood.

“You mustn’t go back to Oregon with
the impression that the Pacific has it all
over my beloved Atlantic,” she said.
“The ocean thrills and awes me, but I
adore it. Even my stand seems less hot
and tiresome when I can stand beside
it, gazing out at the surf.”

Under her directions Garret drove
down to Herring Point and there, above
the sandy beach, he parked his car. Be-
fore them spread the vast, rolling ocean,
the same sea that touched England,
France, all the foreign countries she
longed to visit. Eagerly she breathed
the clean, salt air. She pulled the scar-
let béret from her dark curls and stood
there facing the sea like a golden-brown
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nymph. Her sheer happiness checked
the words which trembled on Garret’s
lips, and for several moments he stood
there beside her without speaking, lost
in silent admiration.

For Carola wasn’t plain. A girl with
such eyes, such wind-tossed hair and
tremulous lips would never be called
plain. She was more than pretty; she
was even beautiful, Garret thought. She
was modern to her finger tips, the owner
of a successful little business, yet she
breathed the sweetness of a fragrant
old-fashioned garden, and the man felt
strangely humble in her presence.

“A penny for your thoughts,” he ven-
tured at last, striving to speak lightly
because he was deeply moved.

“I was thinking,” returned Carcla
quite seriously, “that it must be a long
swim to Europe.”

They both laughed. Garret was some-
what relieved. Oh, yes, there was noth-
ing dull or antiquated or even awe-in-
spiring about Carola. She was intensely
human, and therefore to be loved and
won.

“Do you know, I've decided not to
return to Oregon at the end of the
week P’ Garret said, as they walked back
to the parked car. “I was going home
on Friday, but I've changed my mind.”

His words were fraught with mean-
ing. Carola never dreamed of question-
ing this sudden decision of his to re-
main longer in the East. But some-
how she felt happier than she had been
in months. She knew this man found
her charming and desirable, and the very
thought of love made the whole world
brighter. How big and strong and ca-
pable he seemed, sitting there beside her
in the car, homeward bound. She
adored the pungent odor of tobacco that
clung to his tweed suit. She thought
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