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The depression’s over

® THE question is, are you over the depression? Tough? You bet it was—it
was the toughest depression this country ever had. But listen: The future is
‘_'the brightest that ever beckoned a man. Opportunity calls from every side —
"calls to ambitious and trained men! If you have the ambition, the International
Correspondence Schools can supply the training. Get going! Snap out of it!

Hurry this coupon along to Scranton.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 4907-H, SCRANTON, PENNA.

* Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and *

Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X: °

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAI. COURSES
O Architept {1 Sheet Metal Worker [J Plumbing O Steam Fitting (] Bridge Engineer
[0 Architectural Draftsman O Boilermaker O Heating 0 Ventilation [ Bridge and Building Foreman
O Building Estimating [ Telegraph Engineer O Air Conditioning O Chemistry
O Contractor and Builder [ Telephone Work O Radio [J Steam Engineer [0 Pharmacy
0O Structural Draftsman 0 Mechanical Engineering O Steam Electric Engineer [ Coal Mining
[ Structural Engineer [0 Mechaaical Draftsman O Marine Engineer [l Mine Foreman [] Fire Boasea
£] Management of Inventions O Machinist O Toolmaker [ R. R. Locomotives [ Navigation
] Electridal Engineer O Patternmaker O R, R. Section Foreman O Cotton Manufacturing
[0 Wectric Lighting [0 Diesel Engines 0 Air Brakes [] R. R. Signalmen [J Woolen Manufacturing
CI Weldm: Electrlc and Gas o Avunon Eumeu [0 Highway Engineering O Agriculture
ta 0 Au i O Civil Engineering [ Fruit Growing 1
D Heat Trmtmant of Metals O Refrigeration [0 Surveying and Mapping [ Poultry Farming
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES )
[J Business Management D'Bookkoeping [0 Service Station Salesmanship [0 Grade School Subjects
O Industrial M: ‘Work D First Year College Subjects [0 High School Subjecta
[ Traffic Management E] Bpmuh [J Business Correspondence [ College Preparatory
O Accountancy O Frenoc [] Stenography and Typing o Illuatntm;
1 Cost Accountant (] Snlesmnnahm [ Civil Service O Mail Carrier [J Cartoo
L'| C. P. Accountant 0O Advertising O Railway Mail Clerk O Letbenu Show Carde []Bigns
DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES
[ Home Dressmaking D Advanced Dressmaking O Millinery [0 Foods and Cookery
0 Professi 1 D king and D O Tea Room and Cafeteria Management, Catering
i ) ame. Are. Address
_"City. State. Present P

If you reside in Osnada, send this coupon ifo the International Osrrespondencs Schools Ognedian, Limited, Montreal, Caonsda

LS—I1E Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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GUESS | HAVEN'T A
RIGHT TO ASK A GIRL
LIKE MARY TO MARRY
AN ORDINARY MECHANIC. [V,

MARY'S RIGHT,

BUT JIM, ¢
REALLY CANT SUPPORT

DONT SEE HOW
WE CAN AFFORD
TO MARRY.

THIS IS SWELL FUN, TAINLY ) [ “THANKS" YOU
AND 1 aM BEGINNING) | (YOU CERTAINLY [ oo™ M avE
TO MAKE MONEY MINE NEVER
MAKE GOOD MONEY B [6] ON THE SIDE ALREADY, SOUNDED BETTER TRAINING
| GUESS I'LL GET THAT 22 RADIO SURE IS FULL

FREE BOOK : OF OPPORTUNITIES

FOR TRAINED MEN.

OH! JIM, IT'S YES MARY, AND
WONDERFUL, THERES A REA!

w
BRSANWE /» Your Spare Time For A

Tésuccess RT;;’DIOFIELD. GOOD RADIO JOB

Many Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a Week

Do you want to make more money? Broadcasting stahons ems

oy eug'lneers operators, station managers and pay to
000 a pare time Radio set servicing pays as mu

ull-time semcma Jjobs pay as much as 330.

i 575 a week Mnn Radio Experts own their own full or

Radi busin Rndm ma.nufactumrs .and jobbera

time 0
employ testers, inspectors, foremen,

lm% 860 tgse worlg. Automobﬂe. oiglwe, aviation, cqlgqmet i
Radio, and loud speaker systems offe od:
eand for the future, Television promises many good jobs soon.

/, Men‘irt ed.have d Jobt these branches of Radio. 5
HERE'S PROOF Many Make $5, $10, $15 2 Wook Extra  3.5. SuITH, brosident
THAT MY TRAINING PAYS n¥ Spare Time While Learning NationalRadio Institute

Practically every neighborhood needs a good spare time service- Lh¢ manwho has di-
. The &ye:iou ehToll 1 sttt sending you g?xtra Money Job  Focle ﬁﬁhgfh,g';‘f:",},‘g‘
Sheets.  They show you how to do Radio repair jobs that you g ey S g 50 ) Gug.
can cash in on quickly. Throughout your training I send slxms than  any othelt
d ideas that have made good spare time money for hundr, "fmm in America.

lows. 1 send special e%\;lpment which gives {ou practical

ri shot conduct experimen build
ts which illustrate important Radio principles.

Find Out What Radio Offers You
the coupon now for *“Rich Bewards in Radio.” 1It’s frea

'When l completed  *I now have my own fellow over 16 years o!d. t describes Ra.d.w s spare_time
20 lessons, l ob&me Radio business which time oggg:-tgm ), coming elevision ;
shows three hundred about ning in Radio Televmon shows you
Operat,or's hcense dollars a month 8ctual letters from men I 1, telling what they are
and x‘linmesdmte y § mﬂnd ealbnhns. tells al
L emal‘gn'; to National Radio. J. E. SMITH. P
¥R, 5 National

o!. ll_%
85 Mudmm 5
Bt-. Lapeer, Aich, enna, £ . SM resident, Dept. 6ND
4 e National Radio Institute, Wnslunmn. D. C.

Earned’$50 Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me smd “Rich Rewards in Radio,””
FirstiMonth which points ong.o %e nslpgﬁgdt:me an fuéi time oé)portunmes in ?‘%‘&e”ég
Spare Time, explains - training men a, in
- become liacho Experts. (Please Write Plainly L
1 knew nothlzg
about Radio. Af- N A T s e e s vast arseiics s AGH:vses0ss

er four lessons I
ega.n semang

ADDRESS.carescecssssisssccasscsasssssercsssessessssassascsonsoscssssscssssnns

dios,
ﬁz!lx‘th“ Lao?,t vtrmter‘_llll mad a
Jighy §1 month in spu

West Olaey Koad, Nl;lgolk. Va.
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Secrets of Jiu-Jitsu.

'our ack. Ml‘:sl:leh Gaugﬁ. sttn our '?ns‘g:mh.
Powu' for l.l‘s "‘R; '!‘For Men Only,”” facta

g: 8l m:l«-l3 gnuw. surmp Exercises for Husky Legs.

AMAZING NEW
37 FEATURE

Big Muscle Building Training Course

X
°m"s‘}"|'w,|w 10 &mm Bullderﬁnlur.

Lbs.
Gdtns. Wall Exerciser for h-ck -nd -h =u- '52

esistance (Ad|

Wrest l\BB
ecial Ways to Get lceu. Strengthen

Day Training Sch 3 it tells you
= hu‘ to do uch‘dlyu:.:nd_nﬁﬂuzm

S A et b dorer ot or
Sirea: Sand yous barce snd ad:

gymr:' V::'nyship evarythinf

ACCOUNTANT

d C. P, A.’ 15,000 &
nud them 14 ooo bllc A&csi’unﬁ-

nnmmtth S train you thorol lthom

ons:
e e
hsmfmk counta Toasion that Pays.”

asaiic Extension Uniisrsily, Bopt aes Chicage

®
e T I T T T
a :
e:r DE‘I‘AII.S of MY AMAZING OFFER!

loyment
ail eouuon 0 for free book which you how
my %‘7 ngli‘hr Brlduation"' m’ nd

l'l. C.LEWIS, Pres., COYNE RADIO scHOOI.
% S. Paulina St mt.. Dept, 96-7A, Chicago, lil.

Free Radi Book d facts. Telllwwlm for my course on
payment p ° m1m¢uato. ol

Naime eveosssesssscssescsssssssssssssssscesssces
AddTesS seseee s00000s000s0ss00sssssscsssscsccnns
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4| FALSE TEETH

Thousands of m

mail, and I have saved my customers thousands of
dollars. Besides, I guarantee you satisfaction o
they do not cost you one cent, and I take
Teeth made especially for you personal
tried for sixty days. In one Pennsylvania town alone
91 people are wearing teeth made by me, satisfied
they have better teeth and saved money.

SEND NO MONE

My plates are very beautiful to loock at and are con
structed to give life-long service and satisfaction
You can look younger at once. They are mad
with pearly white genuine porcelain teeth. Well fi
ting and guaranteed unbreakable. Remember yo
do not send ome cent—just you
name and address, and we_seng
free impression material and ful
detailed directions. Be sure i
write today for my low prices and complete infor
mation. Don’t put this off. Do it today.

DR. S. B. HEININGER, D.D.S.
440 W, Huron St. Dept. 1251 Chicago, I

FISTUL

Anyone suffering from TFistula, Piles or any Rectal trouble
urged to write for our FREE Book, describing the MecClea
Treatment for these treacherous rectal troubles. The McClea
Treatment has been successful in thousands of cases. Let us sen
{hou %ur roierence list of former patients living in every State

e Union.

‘The McCleary Clinic, 161 Eims 8lvd., Excelsior Springs, M

WINNERSCOP
be used as a-microscope for scientific nbsm-ﬁon
pear in front of you. A scientific achievament that defies compef
liﬂe Ibrus" S sbolax'xd 4 powerful lenses, 1 foot long closed, about 8 feet open
!PECIAL.FRE%‘OF:ER. Wta will include a ganuiue pocket teles

ves!

taat o
et! Gmt ur emar enc;
.48, postage, or aZ oryh d
nv'sszomslseu.s.k. KR NN MG, co..'ﬁ:gt.ﬂh

An enlarged, inflamed or faulty Prostate
Gland very
«ll;n:enc Nizl:t .Blsinz. Leg Pains,

I-:
';,dg
f
o
3

]
the privacy of

home. It often brings reliel with ﬂu Ored

treatment and must help or it costs you

; uothing. No Drugs or Electrieity.

DR. W. D. SMITH FREE BOOKLET
INVENTOR EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS

WMIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-312, KALAMAZ00., MICH.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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What are today’s oppor-
tunities in Drafting ?

1-

2 = Will I like the work?

3 Can I learn Drafting
“readily?

Beginning Lessons in.

Drafnne

can be made or built,
Bdﬁmrst must draw it. c]?qnld~

— ALL depend on hlm 'hat
pickup means first call for the Drafism:

Drafting Opportunities Growing Dally

Drafting welcomes ambitious men—

oﬁers good pay to start, with eplendid
portunities for promotlon One of the

suadmt of all lines. Right from the

ing tracings; constal
tact with seasoned
ups” see his work. 11
ment is sure and

vance ezacti
work—with
board. Actual

Drafting Experience NOT Necessarv

You can master Draftin| mf
home study because you learn and

as professional Draftsmen
-square, dividers and drawing
working conditions are dupli-

Dyanscme Prove that You can Qualify

‘5 good, advance- The 2 lessons will be sent absolutely
: without obligation. In the privacy of
{0!1!‘ own room, look them over. See

ow simply you start—how gradually you
are led step by step—how thoroughly you
master each point—how, as_ time goes on;
you can pass from a raw
glete mastery of Drafti -—a.ble to

old a pleasant, profitable, steady job.
gful Bl'

start,
e beginner works side side with experi=
enced men—inking in efr drawings, mak-

American School e Dept. DD-97

cated. of
enthusiastically endorse our methods.

o Drexel Avenue at 58th Street Y Chwago, Illinois

a future is well worth looking into RIGHT
NOW, 80 . 8 TODAY

Test Yourself for a-Good Pay Job—Steady Work

$1260 to $2100 YEAR
MEN—WOMEN

VA eI

Franklin Institute
Dept. S194
Rochester, N. Y.

/7 Gentlemen : Rush to
/7 me, FRER of charge, list
of U. S. Government big
pay jobs obtainable. Send

Many 1937 appointments
probable.

Common education
usually sufficient. Qo“

/

Q) 5
. Q FRER 32 page book describ-
Mail Coupon & ing salaries, vacations, hours,
immediately. work, etc. Tell me how to get
Vs one of these jobs.
Hurry.

o, Name ...cccveveccosocecostcscocsnne

/
¢ Address

0000000 00000000 00000000020 00000

Please mention this magazine

Sensational

BARGAINS

VERY LATEST

FEATHERWEIGHT

/[ON EASY TERMS'

'Send No Money—Free Trial

at last--is the perfect £ rtable--the most revo-
lutionaty achievement u\xvlvnr{ L Think of it--a fully
comp! ete. FEATH ERW IGHT. streamhne model with
standard 4-row keyboard, standard p: roller and every
essential feature, weighing less than six (6)_lbs. Priced at
a great saving. Positively a mechanical jewel. Not a toy or
incomplete model. The only Real Portable—~mechanically

Only by actuall: i g d t?y‘inr:!:'“lmuad e hs' oo
y seeing a;
woca anporiorlty Unu Spen¥.l Coupon beluw :ibt;:o::n

SPECIAL OFFER—ACT AT ONCEI

b Sasciai e e S ton o ol s
= cial introduc ow

Typing o and try for yourself. If you deci “da ﬁo'kaep 1%
Course pay only $37.50 cash or 10c a day on plan

of $3.00 & month unl:ﬂ 839 75 [I:erm pric-] is plid

1 IN'rEnNAﬂouAL TYPEWRITER co. Dept. 1212
onroe Sts Chicago
[ ] Plnu ncm ﬂ!u DaLuxa FEATHERW !EHT Portable F 0 B. |
] Chicago oa 10 d&zo e Trial, If I decide to kaep !t I will pay
m.somhor ammonth autll 639,70 fée AT
: lmnotﬂ&tﬂl, uﬂaﬁndlmnmm thinﬂuw-du [
[ Schits o |
| Addr r
I Town State. 1
! For quick give and

when answering advertisements
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Acids in Blood-

wmust be removelBW A

by Kidneys
Or your system
is poisoned

Your Health Is Undermined And
You May Suffer From Nervous-
ness, Circles Under Ey( g,

Lack of Vitality, Getting Up Nights, Dizziness, Leg
Pains, and Feel Tired, Run Down, and Worn Out

There is nothing that can so quickly undermine your health,
strength, and energy, as an excess of acid im your blood. Most
people when thinking of Acidity think of the stomach. However,
the type of acidity that undermines health is that the
Bloed and often caused by wuorry, overwork, fear, late
over-indulgence, thus placing & heavy strain or load on the kidneys.
Nature has provided an automatic method of getting rid of these
excess Acids in the blood. This is accomplished by your Kidneys,
the most intricate and delicate organs im your body, Each kidney,
altheugh only the size of your clenched fist, contains 414 million
tiny, delicate tubes or filters. Your blood eirculates through
these tiny filters 200 times an hour, or so frequently that in a
24-hour period the kidmeys actually filter and purify a barrel of
blood, so that the Acids and poisonous wastes may be removed,

Causes Many Troubles

Dr. Walter R, George, many years Health Cammissioner of
Indianapolis, recently stated: ‘‘Modern foods and > Dervous
strain, worry, and overwork, place a tremendous load on the kidneys.
For this reason it is estimated that millions of men and women
at times are troubled with poorly functioning kidneys. In fact this
condition is often the real cause of thousands of people feeling
older than they should, run-down, exhausted, nervous, and worn
G

If your kidneys slow down and do not function properly and
fail to remove approximately 3 pints of Acids, Poisons, and liquids
from your bloed every twenty-four hours, then there is a gradual
of these Acids and Waates, and slowly but surely
your system becomes poisoned. Kidney dysfumetions often may
cause many ftrouhlesome eenditions, such as Nervousness, Getting
Up Nights, Leg Pains, Dizziness, frequent Calds and Headaches,
Rheumatic Pains, Swollen Joints, Circles under Eyes, Backaches,
Loss of Vitality, Burning, Itching, and Smarting, Acidity.

Help Kidneys Doctors’ Way

Druggists and doctors in thirty-five countries throughout the
World think tbat the right way to help yeur kidneys function is

accumulation

with _the doctor’s prescription Cystex, which is scientifically pre-
pared in accordance with the requirements of the United States and
British Pharmacopoeia to act directly on the kidneys as & diuretic.
For instance, Dr. €. Van Straubenzee, noted European physician,
stated: “L consider Cystex one of the most merimnuu‘z_ form I
have_ever examined, and recommend it most highly.”” ~And Dr.
C. J. Roberts, formerly of the Philadelphia General Hospital,
states: ‘“In my years of practice I have employed many medicines
and prescriptions to improve. the funetional action of the kidneys,
but in my opinion there is ng preparation that excels the prescrip-
tion known as Cystex.”” Pogitive proof of the merit of €ystex is
in each package, which contains a complete list of ingredients,
so that you can know what you are taking and be teld by your
doctor or druggist that Cystex is & medicine in which you can
place the utmost confidence.

Make This 8-Day Guaranteed Test

If you are rundown, worn out, feel older than you are, or
suffer from the conditions previously mentioned, peorly funetionming
kidneys may be the real cause of your trouble. At any rate it
will do you no harm to put Cystex to the test and see exactly
what it can do in your particular ecase. TUnder the guarantee,
in 8 days’ time it must do the work to your complete satisfaction,
or you merely return the empty package, and the full purchase
price is refunded without question or argument. With Cystex
there is no long waiting for results, because it Is sciemtifically
prepared to act directly on the kidneys as & di e. For that
reason most people report & remarkable improvement the
first forty-eight hours and complete satisfaction within 8 days. In
testing Cystex, you are the sole judge of your satisfaction. You
must feel younger, stronger, snd better than you have a
long time—you must feel that Cystex has done the work thoroughly
and completely, or you merely return the empty package and it
costs you nething. Cystex costs only 3¢ a dose at druggists, and as
the guarantee protects you completely, you can not afford to_take
chances with cheap, inferior, or irritating drugs or any medicine
that is not good enough to be guaranteed. Telephone your druggist
for Cystex ( d Siss-tex) today.

BENJAMIN AIR PISTOLS

A
¥ -Accurate ICti:
I—Adjustable Shooting Force—Amazi
ﬁ!'aximu Vi o —cll‘l‘TI B

Pe 'l‘srw"; d 1 G: ﬂ'n‘r onl.vn%
e ame—; 3
In‘: &mr‘l‘ése«l Air Pistol on the mar

with Bolt Action—Hammer Fi r
7.50. Holster $1.75. Also 177 and 22 Smﬁh
’I.W—Smilo Shot BB Air ng;r $6.00—25 Shot EB
3 irh;mdﬂe $7.50—at ler or Direct—No license requir: e
or indoor use. =
FULL DETAILS-—TARCETS—FREE—WRITE TODAY.
BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO., 683 N. BROADWAY, ST. LOUIS, MO.

PILES DON’T BE CUT
Until You Try This
Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have piles in any

form write for a FREE sample of Page’s
Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that you
read this. Write today. E. R. Page Co,
416-B5 Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich.
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IT'S FUN LEARNING
Usic THIS QUICK WAY

in your own home—no teacher

Yes! There’s a way of learning music other than
pending years of study and practice. Remember,
ore than 700,000 men lta.nd t;]vo(llnlenLhavg already

his modern, simple method! Learning music
oo 'S(;hool of Music Way is easy—

inating—Ilike playing a game.
uslgo?xa l(lelagrn rigl?t in your own home—without a

icture shows you how to do it—then you
ft and hear it. You learn real tunes from

Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson

Decide now to play your favorite instrument. Send
or the Free Booklet and Free Demonstration lesson
xplaining this method in detail. Mention your fa-
orite instrument. Instruments supplied when needed
ash or credit. U. S. School of Music, 35912 Bruns-
ick Bldg., New York City.

BE A

Traffic Manager

Big Pay —Big Opportunity
Big business needs trained traffic men and pays them
Train in your spare time for this highly profit~
able, growing profession. Low cost; easy terms.
Write now for valuable 64-page book—FREE.

LaSalle Extension University, Dept.i265-1.Chicago
This Beautiful Lifelike

PHOTO RING

NEWEST SENSA- END
TION! Send any snap- NO MONEY!

S
shot or photo and we'll
reproduce it in this
beautiful onyx-like ring.

" Indestructible! __Waterproof!
strip of paper for ring size.

Enclose p O (Hand-tinted
0S¢ 1t fi ts .
BERdTER B E asane o, ol TR

PHOTO MOVETTE RING CO.
Dept. D 626 Vine Street, Cincinnati, Ohie.

WANTED MEN

OPERATE POTATO CHIP STORES

We furnish everything—help finance
and locate you. No experience needed.
Tremendous profits.  Sensational introductory
%ﬁ}ﬂg{u‘lﬂ?ﬁparvn .{lousailto-lhmuaa canfvalsi.ng.
unity. ush name fo; b
book of Profit Facts—today! rgfre

LONG-EAKINS COMPANY
1240-S High Street Springfield, Ohio

otz Earn While Learping at Home
0. 4 7 Television, PhotoElectric
S Cells, Public Address
A / Many R-T-I Trained Men make me;
REAL
_~1-,08s RS
CIVNR-VNYAN Write for big Opportunity Book
RADIO AND }
2150 Lavrence Aven = Dapt 51 NS TORYOREAMiLL.

to $75 & week and i g
:.l‘«é? Jobs—$5-815 in_ snpntx"‘e" E:,

R-T-1
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TEST...the PERFOLASTIC GIRDLE

=i ot our gxpense:!
*d have
REDUCED

MY HIPS
9 INCHES”

oo writes Miss Healy.

¢} read an ‘ad’ of the
Perfolastic Company
... and sent for FREE
folder.””

* “The massage-
1ike action did It
« .. the fat seemed
todisappear withs
out effort.”

' If you do not ...
RED“‘E YOUR WAIST AND HIPS
3 INCHES in 10 DAYS

. . . it will cost you nothing!

E WANT you to try the Perfolastic Girdle

and Uplift Brassiere at our expense! Test
them for yourself for 10 days absolutely FREE.
Then, if without diet, drugs or exercise, you
have notreduced at least 3 inches around waist
and hips, they will cost you nothing!

Reduce Quickly, Easily, and Safely!
B The massage-likeaction of these famous Perfolastic
Reducing garments takes the place of months of tiring
exercises and dieting. Worn next to the body with per-
fect safety, the Perfolastic Girdle and Brassiere gently
work away the surplus fat with every movement, and
with loss of fat come pep and energy.

Don’t Wait Any Longer . . . Act Today!

B You can prove to yourself quickly and definitely
whether or not these very efficient reducing garments
will reduce you. You do not need to risk one penny ...
try them for 10 days at our expense!

PERFOLASTIC, Inc.

Dept. 7912, 41 EAST 42nd ST., NEW YORK, N. Y.

Please _send me FREE BOOKLET describing and illustrating
the new Perfolastic Girdle and Brassiere, also sample of perforated
material and particulars of your 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OF¥ER.

“In a very short
time | had reduced
myhips9INCHES
and my weight 20
Ppounds.”’

forated Gird
10 days on trial,”

N 36 5 6G0000880000000000 60000000060 A00000ABR00

Address et sielsslslsisle slslaleisisielelalslele sisle s slo\s als/eleis erele
Uss Coupon or Send Name and Address on Penny Post Card

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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STUDY :T HOME
] mmln“d bi';m win bi(b

usiness an mbhc life. Be in-

enden‘t”?m 5 ities now

ed by men withlegal training. onl't‘.lm

$3,000 to $10,000 Annually

mﬂc!emmpb -Mp Youmtnlnntlwme

. B. confe
mul ln every gccﬂon of tbc nited States.
hu-.ludm -vol\xme Law Librnry

n "boo Mudlm them %f
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Remember My Beloved

By Raymond Kresensky

REMEMBER my beloved
In the pattering of chilly rains,
Remember her
When nothing else remains.

When the sun shines brightly
Or the moon climbs high,
When the wind blows fiercely

And the flowers die—

Remember my beloved
When waves lift out of a troubled sea;

Remember her,

For my beloved remembers me.
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By Hope Hall
A Novelette

CHAPTER 1.

O you are going to marry
Michael, are you?” asked Greg-
ory Price with his twisted

smile. “Well, all the more reason
for enjoying life while you can. I
can’t imagine life being very amus-
ing for you after that takes place.”

His smile deepened as he watched

the blush on Kay Walters’s cheeks

deepen with indignation.

“You think you are being clever,
always jeering at Michael, don’t
you?” she cried. “Well, you’re not.
You’re only being cheap and nasty.”

He laughed outright.

“If you were my wife I would
anger you a dozen times a day,” he
declared. “With that celor in your
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cheeks you look more adorable than
ever.”

He left the window overlooking
the lawn and approached the chintz-
covered chair in which she was sit-
ting. :
He stood for a moment watching
the graceful movements of her white,
shapely hands that held her knitting,
then he leaned over the back of the
chair.

“There isn’t a thing about you
that is not beautiful,” he murmured.

She tried to rise, but his hands,
pressing her shoulders, kept her
prisoner. His lips were brushing her
soft hair, and the scent of it added
fuel to the burning light in his eyes.
His voice grew husky.

“Listen, Kay, if you had met me
firs ”

“It would have made no dif-
ference,” Kay put in angrily. “Take
your hands off me. Michael might
return any moment.”

“And if he did?”
quiet, but ominous.

She sprang to her feet as he re-
leased her and faced him. A queer
look had crept into his eyes, a look
that caused her pulse to quicken.

He moved closer to her.

“If you were ir .4y arms at this
moment and he came into the room,
shall I tell you what he would do?”
He paused a moment to give effect
to his next words, then: ‘“He would
do nothing.”

Kay laughed scornfully.

“You say that because you do not
know Michael,” she declared.

“I say it because I do know him,”
was the retort. “I repeat that if he
found me kissing you now he would
do 13’0thing, because he dare do noth-
ing.

The conviction behind his words
chilled Kay’s heart. Some instinct
told her that this was not mere
bravado.

His tones were

This man, with his handsome face
and bold, glittering eyes, had some
knowledge which was hidden from
her; some knowledge which she
sensed was bound up with the peace
and happiness of the man she loved.

She felt suddenly afraid. If only
Michael would come.

The door opened and Michael’s
mother, Mrs. Howard, entered the
room. She was a delicate-laoking,
sweet-faced woman.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Price. I
had no idea you were here.”

“T just stopped in to have a chat
with your son,” was Gregory’s
smooth, though untrue, answer.

“He has gone down to the village,
but will soon be back.” Mrs.
Howard seated herself and motioned
to a chair. “Won’t you sit down
and have a cup of tea with us?
Kay, dear, would you mind ringing
the bell?”

“I was congratulating Miss Wal-
ters on the happy home she has with
you, Mrs. Howard,” said Gregory
Price, sinking into a chair and fol-
lowing Kay’s movements with his
eyes.

Mrs. Howard smiled. She had a
genuine affection for the girl who
was going to marry her only son, and
never ceased to be thankful that
Michael had not chosen one of the
pretty, empty-headed girls one saw
so much of nowadays.

Michael was right-hand man
to Robert Carruthers, millionaire
sportsman, and was responsible for
looking after all his property.
Priory Lodge was owned by Car-
ruthers, and in it Michael lived with
his widowed mother. One of the
rooms at the back of the house did
duty as an office, and it was there
that Michael transacted most of his
business, with the help of Kay, who
did the typing and kept the books.
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Kay lived with the Howards and
during the six months she had been
there she and Michael had grown to
love each other.

Life at Priory Lodge had been one
long sweet dream for Kay, until the
coming of Gregory Price. He had
recently come from New York as
one of John Silverton’s guests.

John Silverton, a retired lawyer
and a friend of Michael’s, had intro-
duced his guest one day, and since
then Gregory Price’s visits to Priory
Lodge had been frequent. He was
charming, witty, and gay, but there
was something about him that re-
pelled Kay, and, though he did not
say so, she knew that Michael did
not like him.

As the maid entered with the tea,
Michael returned. He, too, had
good looks, but they were the
rugged, keen, bronzed good looks of
the open-air man. He was dressed
in tweeds, and between his strong,
white teeth there was an old briar
pipe, which he removed on his en-
trance.

His gray eyes darkened at the
sight of Gregory.

“Afternoon, Price,” he said.

The other nodded his greeting
and smiled. For the first time Kay
realized that there was mockery in
that smile which hinted at some
mystery. She wondered uneasily,
what was at the back of his mind.

Michael turned to Kay. As his
eyes met hers they lighted up with
the warmth of his love for her. He
never tried tq hide his feelings. His
love for Kay was the best thing that
had ever come into his life, and he
did not care if the whole world
knew it.

At that look,
vanished.

When tea was finished, Michael
lit his pipe again and turned to his
mother. '

all Kay’s fears

“Those mnew chicks have just
arrived - from Saunders. Want to
have a look at them?” '

When the door had closed behind
them, Gregory Price turned to Kay,
who was gathering the tea things to-
gether on the tray.

“It is to be hoped that you, too,
are interested in new chicks,” he
said.

She did not answer.

He rose and stood behind her.

“Perhaps youre not,” he mur-
mured. “Perhaps you are more in-
terested in kisses.”

The next moment he had swung
her into his arms, and his lips were
pressing hers with kisses that seemed
to sear her very soul.

Then as swiftly he pushed her
aside and stood tense, slightly
crouching, like a tiger defending its
kill. Kay recovered herself and she,
too, became rigid.

Michael Howard was standing in
the door. He stood like a statue, his
lips taut and grim, his eyes cold with
anger. Yet he did not move or
speak.

Gregory Price’s words flashed into
Kay’s mind. Why did Michael not
say something? Was it fear that
kept him inactive?

Gregory. Price evidently thought
so, for with a shrug and a sneering
smile he relaxed.

“Well?” All the insolence at his
command was conveyed in that one
word.

Still Michael Howard did not
speak, but he moved quietly and de-
liberately across the room till he was
within a single step of the other man.

“Now we are going to enjoy some
melodrama,” Gregory Price mur-
mured.

“Put them wup.” The words
snapped like a pistol shot from
Michael’s lips.

“My dear man——"
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“Put them up,
you hound.” There
was no mistaking
Michael’s inten-
tion, and for once
fear dulled the
glitter in Gregory
Price’s eyes.

),
WA

i,
iy~

i

Gl

“So you think I want to marry you,

do you?” His lips curled. “You lit-

tle fool! If that is all you can ofter,
you have overvalued yourself.”

13

The force of the
blow sent him
into the fire-
place, where for
a moment, he
lay helpless.
Still with that
deadly delibera-
tion, Michael

‘lifted him up by

the collar of his coat and held him
at arm’s length.
“You cad!” His voice rang with

“Be reasonable——" he began.
The words were choked back as
Michael’s fist crashed on his jaw.
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contempt and scorn. “You thought
I was afraid of you, did you? Now
you know whether I am or not. Get
out—get out before I do something
I may regret!”

He thrust the other across the
room with a force that sent him
stumbling to his knees.

Silently Gregory Price got to his
feet. Then he turned and faced the
other man, and the hatred on his
face was such that it brought a ery
of horror from Kay.

His lips twisted into a diabolical
smile.

“You fool—you poor fool!”

That was all he said. Then, with
a laugh that sent shivers down the
spine of the girl, he vanished.

Kay turned to Michael Howard.

His face was pale and drawn, and
there was; a look in his eyes that
brought her, sobbing with fear, to
him, For a moment he held her
close to him, then, kissing her, he
released her and made as if to move
away. But, in a passion of love and
fear, she clung to him.

“What does he know, Michael?
What will he do?” She wanted to
share his secret.

“What he knows, every one will
soon know,” was his reply. “And
that will mean the end of everything
here—this job, this home, my
mether’s happiness——" He broke
off and looked down at her. Then
crushed her to him again. “Thank
heavens, I have you, Kay. What-
ever happens, I have you and your
love, and with you beside me, 1 can
face anything.” '

She looked up at him. “But what
1s going to happen?”

He began to pace the room. “You
have heard of Daniel Forsythe?”

Kay considered for a moment.

“Do you mean the man who was
convicted last year of fraud, and
then died in prison?”

He nodded.

“That is the man, the great
financier and swindler whe made his
name notorious throughout the
country. He was my father.”

“Oh, Michael, my dear.” Pity
and understanding surged through
her heart.

“He did one decent thing in his
life,” Michael went on. “He kept
his business affairs separate from his
private life, and so spared his family
public shame. Apart from myself,
only one man knows he was really
Richard Howard. That man is
Gregory Price. Even my mother
does not know to this day. She was
seriously ill throughout the whole of
the trial, and she still believes he
died abroad. If she learned the
truth, it would kill her.”.

Kay could not speak.

“It is going to mean the end of
my job here. You know the sort of
man Carruthers is—old-fashioned
and bigoted, who ‘will never employ
any one whom the breath of secandal
has touched. There is not a chance
that he will continue to employ me
when once he learns I am the son of
Daniel Forsythe.”

“But, Michael, you are not re-
sponsible for what your father did,”
Kay cried.

“In Carruthers’s eyes the stain
will be on me, and it would reflect on
the good name of his family and his
estate to have me in his employ-
ment. I know him.”

He took a cigarette from his case
and tapped it. Reaching for the box
of matches on the mantelpiece, Kay
struck one for him.

“But how did Gregory Price learn
that you were Daniel Forsythe’s
son?”

“I don’t know,” he answered. “I
know nothing about him, and
neither does Silverton. He met him
at his club,.introduced by some
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friend, and, when he learned that
Price was anxious to spend a few
weeks in the country, he invited him
down here. The first time we were
alone, Price said to me, in that cool
way of his: ‘Did you happen to
know Daniel Forsythe?’ I told him
I did, and he smiled—yo. %now the
sort of smile. ‘I thought so, he said,
‘and intimately, too, I expect.” I
guessed then that he knew every-
thing.”

He flung away his cigarette and
held out his hands to her.

“Whatever he does, he cannot
take away the most precious thing in
my life, darling—your love.” He
drew her to him. “That will always
be mine, won’t it?”

She raised her face to his.

_“Always, Michael, always—till T

die.”

Later, in her own room, Kay told
herself that it was not enough to
share the trouble that might come
upon Michael. She must prevent
Gregory Price from telling others
what he knew about the man she
loved. But how could she do it?

Her brain worked with the speed
of desperation.

Was Gregory Price really in love
with her? If he was, then she had
that power over him which every
girl has over the man whose blood
she fires. If that were so, then she
would not scruple to use it.

Half an hour later, she was in the
telephone booth in the post office.
She dared not telephone from Priory
Lodge, lest some one should over-
hear her.

As she waited for her number, she
prayed that Gregory Price might be
in. She dared not let the night pass
without seeing him.

“Hello—Oak House? I want to
speak to Mr. Price, please.”

Finally, the familiar cynical voice
was sounding in her ears.

How she hated it—yet she must
disguise that hatred.

“Kay Walters speaking. I must
see you alone this evening. Will
you meet me somewhere?”

“So it is little Kay.” She could
imagine the twisted smile on his lips,
“My dear, I would travel to the ends
of the earth to meet you. Name the
place and I'll be there.”

She had already planned their
meeting place.

“I thought the back road, by the
edge of the woods.”

“Excellent. And the time?”

“Nine o’clock.” It would be dark
then, but she was not afraid.

“Splendld I'll be there.”

As she replaced the receiver Kay
was trembling, and for a moment
her resolution wavered. Then her
weakness passed. She had to go
through with it for Michael.

“Hello, Kay, going out?”

Kay caught her breath.

The house had been so quiet as
she descended the stairs that she had
thought she would have no difficulty
in getting out unseen.

But she had scarcely reached the
bottom step when the door of
Michael’s office opened and he ap-
peared.

“Only for a little while,” she an-
swered, wondering what she would
say if he offered to accompany her.

He looked worried, but his eyes
were tender as he gazed down into
hers.

“Restless, sweet?”

She caught at the suggestion.

“Yes, dear. I want to think over
things and

“Look here, darling, all worrying
in connection with this matter is my
business. You’re not to trouble
about it.”
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“Can I help it?
much, dear.”

She offered her lips to him and he
kissed her hungrily, holding her to
him with a strength that forgot for
once the frailness of her slender
body.

“If I should ever lose you, Kay,”
he murmured huskily.

He let her go at last and moved
to the door and opened it.

“I wish I could go with you,
sweetheart,” he said, “but I've
things that must be done. Don’t
go far.”

Trembling, yet relieved, Kay left
the house.

The air was close and heavy, the
moon obscured by dark clouds. A
muffled crash of thunder sounded
and rumbled away into the distance.

She hurried on till trees began to
loom overhead.

Then a man’s form detached it-
self from the dusky background and
Gregory Price stood before her.

He wore a loose-fitting raincoat
and his slouch hat was tilted above
his handsome face. His air of easy,
devil-may-care romance clung to
him, even in the semidarkness.

“T don’t need light to tell me how
beautiful you look,” were his first
words. ;

He was already drawing her close
to him. She knew he had come ex-
pecting her to yield to his love-
making.

Conscious of her power over him,
she forgot her fear. His hunger for
her was playing him into her hands.

I love you so

But at all costs, she must hold him

off till her end was attained.

Heavy drops of rain began to fall
with quick thuds on the dry road.
Then followed a mighty roll of thun-
der overhead, and soon the drops
were tappmg on the leaves above
like a miniature machine gun.

“We’re in for a downpour,” cried

Gregory. “Let’s hurry—I know
where there’s shelter.”

He took her hand and led her,
running, along a deeply-rutted road
which ran through the woods.

As the gloom of the great trees
swallowed them she began to feel
frightened.

“Where are you taking me?” she
asked.

“There’s a shack near here,” he
jerked out, tightening his grip.
“Come on.  We’ll be soaked to the
skin, if you don’t.”

They reached it a minute later.
He pushed open the door and drew
her into the pitch-black interior.

“Stand still a moment. There’s a
lamp here somewhere.”

She heard the scrape of a match,
and a flickering flame stabbed the
darkness.

“Ah, there it is.”

He moved to the wall on which,
suspended by a nail, was an old tin
lamp with a dented reflector. The
glass chimney was missing and the
flame could not be turned up very
high without it smoking, but the
light, small as it was, was sufficient
to dispel the darkness.

He closed the door, while Kay,
shivering, looked about her.

The shack was roughly furnished.
There was a cupboard in the far cor-
ner. In the grate was a pile of ashes,
and beside it a blackened kettle.

“The hunters use this place,” he
explained, lighting a cigarette. “I
discovered it yesterday. Rather for-
tunate, as it happens.”

A peal of thunder partially
drowned his last words, and the rain
beat furiously on the roof

Kay shivered again and he
laughed.

“It will soon be over. These
thunderstorms don’t last long. Not
that I'm in any hurry to leave,” he
added, with a note of meaning in his
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voice. “It isn’t exactly a palace, but
it is as good as one to me, when
you’re in it.”

He flung his cigarette away and
taking her hands seated himself on
the edge of the table.

“So Fate brought you to me,” he
murmured softly. “I knew it
would.”

He was drawing her slowly to him.

The look in his eyes told her that
she must hurry or the situation
would be in his hands without her
having accomplished anything.

She threw back her head, strain-
ing against his grip.

“Gregory, wait,” she gasped. “I
want to speak to you about
Michael.”

His eyes narrowed at the name.

“Gregory, I've come to plead for
him. Iknow everything. You must
spare him and his mother—it will
kill her.”

“So that’s why you came.” The
passion in his voice had struck a soft
note till this moment. Now it
hardened.

Kay was breathing hard. She
knew she was up against the biggest
fight of her life.

“Gregory, listen. I’d sacrifice
anything to save Michael—any-
thing. Only leave him alone to live
his life and do his work in peace.
Think of his mother——"

“I’'m not interested in his mother,
and I’'m interested in him only be-
cause I hate him.”

“But why should you hate him?”

“Because you love him and be-
cause he struck me. He is going to
pay for that blow.”

She swayed toward him in an
abandonment of self-sacrifice for
the sake of the love that was burn-
ing in her heart.

“Oh, Gregory, let me pay the
price.”

He stared at her.

LS—2KE

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean. I can’t
let him be ruined and broken. I will
do anything you want. I will marry
ﬂou to-morrow, if you will only spare

nx. 3
As she looked into his glittering
eyes she knew she had failed.

For the moment anger raged
within him. His pride was stung.
He knew that she cared nothing for
him.- She was offering herself to
him, not out of love, but as a sacri-
fice for the man she loved.

“So you think I want to marry
you, do you?” His lips curled.
“You little fool, that is the last thing
I want to do. Marriage does not
appeal to me. If that is all you can
pay, you’ve overvalued yourself.”

Her heart sank.

“Nothing you give me is going to
stop me from having my revenge,”
he went on harshly. “Nothing, do
you hear?”

He released her so suddenly that
she staggered back against the wall,
staring at him with wide eyes.

There was a tense silence. The
rain had ceased, and the muttering
of the thunder was dying away.

His eyes continued to fix their
gaze on her with grim intensity,
then his anger began to cool.

No anger could withstand such
haunting, appealing beauty. His
died, smothered by the passion that
was rising once again in him, higher
and higher.

She was the loveliest thing he had
ever seen. She had offered herself
to him.

Very well, he would take what she
offered. But there would be no
conditions.

His eyes betrayed h1s thoughts,
for Kay was aware of what was in
his mind, and as he slipped from the
table to his feet she sprang erect,
every nerve in her body tense.
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As she did so her fingers touched
something. It was the handle of a
woodman’s ax, propped against the
wall.

Her fingers closed upon it. The
very feel of it gave her new courage.

“If you come a step nearer to me,”
she cried, “I’ll knock you down.”

He made no reply. He barely saw
the weapon. His eyes, blazing with
passion, saw only the loveliness he
desired. He stepped toward her.

She swung the heavy ax high
above her head. Then with all
her force—blindly, desperately—she
struck.

She watched him reel, twist
around on his feet, and fall to the
floor.

Paralyzed, she stared down at
him, waiting for him to move, to
make some sound.

But there was no movement, only
a deathlike silence.

The weapon slipped from her
fingers, and the sharp thud of it
woke her to life.

“You’ve killed him. You’ve killed

him!” The words seemed to scream
through her brain.

She wanted to rush out into the
night away from that ugly, huddled
form, and for some moments she
fought with her panic.

Then trembling, she knelt beside
him, telling herself that he was only
stunned. She peered down into the
white face with its closed eyes, but
in the dark shadow cast by the table
she could see nothing but a blurred
outline.

She must have more light.

Stumbling across the room, she
reached for the lamp. She got it off



its rusty nail
with some diffi-
culty, but even
as she did seo
her trembling
fingers failed in
their grasp.

The lamp had
crashed to the
floor, and before
her paralyzed
brain could

B R

The thrabbing of his pulses as

he laoked at her warned him

that she was still the most de-

sirable thing in the world to

him, and that he would get

caught again unless he kept an
iron grip on himself.

19

small place was ablaze.

Kay dragged madly
at the body of Gregory,
but she had not moved
it far when the flames
were upon her and,
turning, she ran madly
out of the shack.

Kay opened her eyes
to find herself lying in
the undergrowth. She
raised her head and saw

prompt her to action the dry eold that the shack was a blazing furnace.
timber, now soaked with oil, had The flames were leaping through the

caught the flame. In a moment the

door and window, Even the roof
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was ablaze and already beginning to
sag. In a moment, she knew it
would crash in with a thundering
roar.

She stood swaying, fascinated with
horror. Suddenly, she became aware
of the distant voices of men who had
seen the flames and were hurrying
to the spot.

They must not find her there.

With a sob, she turned and fled
into the shadows just as the first of
the rescue party burst into the cir-
cle of lurid, leaping light.

Kay was back in her room at
Priory Lodge.

No one had seen her reénter the
house and she was left uninterrupted
to carry out the only plan she had
been able to think of.

She had saved Michael, but there
could be no question of marrying
him now. She had killed a man.

Even though the blazing shack
would successfully cover up all
trace of her secret, she knew that to
let Michael marry her now would be
to commit an unpardonable crime
against him.

She must leave him, but before
she went out of his life forever she
must complete that night’s work.
She must let him know that he was
free from all danger and that he
could live his life in peace.

As she was searching for pen and
paper, the silence of the house was
broken by the sound of excited
voices and hurried feet.

She could hear Michael calling out
to his mother.

“There’s a fire in the woods. I'm
going out to see what has hap-
pened.”

Then silence fell again as Mrs.
Howard and the two servants went
outside to watch.

This was Kay’s chance to get
away unseen. She had already filled

a suitcase with some clothing. Noth-
ing remained to do but write that
note.

Dear Micaaen: I hope this will not
hurt you too much, but Gregory and I are
going away together. We are going abroad.
Please forgive me. You need have neo
fear that your secret will ever be made
known. It is quite safe. Kay.

Putting it into an envelope, she
sealed and addressed it.
Then she left the house.

CHAPTER II.

Kay gazed at the gay, glittering
scene before her with eyes that
still held wonderment in their
depths.

In her heart she couldn’t get used
to it, though she had been in the
place three weeks now.

The Blue Persian night club was
famous for its scenes of revelry, but
to-night it seemed more sparkling
than ever.

There was not an empty table in
the place. The great room, with its
blue-and-chromium paneled walls,
was filled with guests dancing to the
music of the most famous dance
orchestra in New York.

The infectious mixture of lively
music, gay laughter, bright lights

~ and colors stirred Kay with a feeling

of intoxication.

She was a very different Kay from
the girl who used to run Michael
Howard’s office, dressed quietly in
sports clothes.

The smart powder-blue tulle frock
which she now wore, lent the right
note of contrast to her warm, creamy
skin and gleaming hair, giving to her
a new allure that Michael had never
seen.

She was resting between dances,
looking about her, and telling herself
she was glad to be there. In no
other surroundings, she felt, could
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she forget the cruel pain in her heart
or the horror of her memories.

Surely Fate had taken a hand in
bringing her there.

Her first thought on leaving
Michael had been to get to New
York. Some instinct told her that
there, if anywhere, she could find
forgetfulness.

She had met Sam Leven, owner of
the Blue Persian night club, on the
train. Intrigued by Kay’s unusual
beauty, he had got into conversation
with her, and she had told him she
was going to New York in search of
work.

He told her he could offer her a
job as professional dance partner—
that is, if she could dance and was
able to look after herself.

She had looked at Sam. She had
liked his fat, comfortable, good-
humored face. She had accepted.

A few lessons from a professional
had put the finishing touches to her
natural gift for dancing and now she
was on the staff of the Blue Persian,
quite happy in her work.

But the nights in her room were
an agony of restless tossing, of heart-
breaking yearning for the man she
loved.

She rose from her chair as a guest
approached. Placing a hand on his
shoulder, she glided away with him
across the polished floor, falling into
conversation, a smile on her lips.

She seemed the embodiment of
alluring, carefree happiness, and
many eyes tried to catch hers.

Suddenly she became aware. that
one pair of eyes was regarding her,

not with admiration, but with
amazement that turned into con-
tempt.

They were the eyes of Michael
Howard.

The blood drained from her face,
the room swam and she swayed.

Her partner stopped dancing.

.H;Z)?Vhat is the matter? Are you
1

She recovered quickly.

“‘I’'m sorry—just a touch of
giddiness.”

She shook her head at his sug-
gestion that she should rest, and
they moved on once more. She
glanced again in the direction of
Michael’s table. There was no mis-
take. It was he.

He had turned to the girl who was
with him and Kay heard her laugh
happily; and an aching bitterness
filled her. How quickly he had
found consolation.

Michael and his companion were
on the floor now. How splendid he
looked in evening dress.

She saw him later pay the bill and
escort the girl to the exit.

With a throb of wonderment she
saw him speak a few words to his
companion and then return alone.

He was coming toward her.

Though his eyes were still cold,
there was a throb in his voice when
he spoke that recalled his old ten-
derness.

“I thought you had gone abroad,”
were his first words. “What are you
doing here?”

“I am employed here,” she said
unsteadily.

“That means Price has left you?”

She nodded miserably.

How could she tell him the truth
without letting him know that
Gregory Price was dead?

“When did he leave you?”

Her eyes filled with tears.

“I haven’t seen him since the
night I left Priory Lodge.”

Michael had told himself many
times that his love for her was dead,
that a girl who could desert her
fiancé for his enemy was beneath
contempt.

But the throbbing of his pulses as
he looked at her warned him that
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she was still the most desirable thing
in the world to him, and that he
would get caught again unless he
kept an iron grip on himself.

“Do you still love him?” For the
life of him he could not help asking
. that question.

Her eyes flashed beneath the
tears. -

“I hate him!” she cried.

“Because he deserted you so
soon?”

The words were cruel and wrung
a cry of pain from her.

“Pm sorry,” he apologized. “I
didn’t mean to hurt you. I know
what it is to give all one’s love to
some one unworthy of it.”

In spite of his apology, he was
turning the knife in the wound he
had inflicted.

She was crying as she suddenly
caught his hand in desperation.

“Oh, Michael, listen to me,” she
cried. “I never loved him. I always
hated him because he hated you. I
have not seen him since I left your
place, and I never want to see him
again.”

He wrenched his hand free.

He would have given anything to
believe her, but he could not. He
had learned his bitter lesson only too
well.

“Once I would have believed
everything you said,” he cried.
“Now I can believe nothing. Good
night.”

He turned and left her.

As Kay watched him disappear,
her heart seemed to die within her.

A moment later Sam Leven’s
plump hand fell on her shoulder.
He jerked his head sidewise.

“Come into my office,” he said.

She followed him into his private
office, a room comfortably furnished
with deep easy chairs, boxes of
cigars and a cocktail cabinet.

He shut the door.

“What has come over you to-
night, my dear?” he asked in his
blunt but kindly way. “You’re not
ill, are you?”

She blinked back her tears.

“I’m all right, Mr. Leven,” she re-
plied.

He nodded understandingly.

“Something you don’t want to
talk about, eh? Well, it’s not my
business, my dear, but I don’t like
to see that sad look on your pretty
face. I’ve never seen it before. You
always seemed such a happy thing.
But there, we’ve all got our troubles
hidden away somewhere.” i

A knock sounded on the door.
Sam swung around.

“Come in.”

The door was pushed open and a
man stood on the threshold.

Kay staggered to her feet, staring
wild-eyed, horrified.

“Gregory Price!” she cried.

He shut the door swiftly and
stood with his back to it. There
was astonishment in his eyes, but
there was fear, also.

It must have been some instinct
‘which had brought his name to her
lips, for as he stood there, his ap-
pearance was very much changed
from what she remembered it to be.

He no longer wore a mustache
and his face, darkened by some
preparation, seemed at first sight
that of quite another man.

He was obviously in disguise, and
angry that her intuition had pene-
trated it so swiftly.

Sam was looking from one to the
other, amazed.

“What’s this, Delane?” he asked.
“What does she mean by calling you
‘Gregory Price’?”

Gregory Price bit his lip. He
moved toward them.

“I’ll explain later, Leven.” He
paused, then continued: “Would
you mind letting me have a few
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Michael threw open the French windows and bent over the girl huddled

there. As he did so, a cry broke from him.

It was Kay! Tenderly he

lifted her in his arms and carried her inside.

words alone with Miss Walters?
You and I can do our business after-
ward.” :

Sam shrugged.

“Sure,” he said. He turmed to
Kay: “That all right with you?”

She nodded, and he left the room.

Kay continued to stare at Gregory
Price, a feeling of relief surging
through her as she realized that the
burden of crime was lifted from her
shoulders.
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In some extraordinary manner he

had escaped death. How, she could
not think.

He came closer to her, his eyes:

fixed as intently on her as hers were
on him.

“What made you shout my name
at the top of your voice?” he de-

manded.

She sank back into her chair.

“I thought you were dead,” she
said. “It was a shock, seeing you
like that, so unexpectedly. I can’t
understand now how it is that you
are alive.”

In a few words he told her. His
escape had been a narrow one. As
he lay stunned on the floor of the
shack, a creeping tongue of flame
had licked at his outstretched hand.
The stinging pain of it had roused
him to consciousness, just in time to
enable him to stagger to his feet and
rush out, blinded with smoke, to
safety. ‘

That must have been while she
was lying fainting in the under-
growth, Kay thought.

“What are you doing here, dis-
guised like this?” she asked.

He did not answer. He was pac-
ing up and down the room. He was
asking himself a question.

Should he take her with him, now
that he had found her again, or was
the risk too great? He had always
condemned as a fool any man who
risked his safety for a girl.

But this one had got into his
blood. If any girl was worth taking
a risk for, she was. It was not only
her looks—there was something else
about her that set fire to his blood
and stimulated him like wine. With
her beside him, he could fight the
whole world, if necessary. Without
her ‘

His mind was made up. His rest-
lessness vanished and he seated him-
self on the edge of the desk.

“I'll tell you when we are on
board ship,” was his answer.

“What are you talking about?”
Kay demanded. “I’'m not going on
board any ship.”

His lips twisted into the smile she
knew so well.

“I think you are, unless I've mis-
read you. And I’ve never misread
a girl.”

Experience had taught her that
when his words veiled a threat he
was not indulging in empty bluff,
and alarm filled her as she waited
for him to continue.

“You once promised to marry me
on certain conditions,” he said.
“Does that promise still hold good?”

His words recalled the power he
had held over the man she loved.

“What have you done to
Michael?” she cried.

“Nothing—as yet. I’ve had other
things to think about. Does your
promise still hold good? My threat
does.” ;

She was back exactly where she
was, as much in his power through
her love for Michael as she had ever
been.

“But you said that to marry me
was the last thing you wanted,” she
reminded him.

“Absence makes the heart grow
fonder, and more appreciative,” he
answered promptly. “I didn’t know
then that I needed you. I know it
now. Nature had ordained that
every man shall have a mate to help
him in life. You were ordained to
be mine.”

“But I don’t love you.”

“You will. A girl always grows to
love the man who needs her.”

She thought of another man who
once had needed her.

“What do you want me to do?”
she asked, in a voice stifled with

emotion.
“The Amiano sails for Rio de
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Janeiro ‘at midnight, and T shall be
on her. Come with me. We can be
married on board, and Michael
Howard will never be troubled by
me again. Refuse, and I'll write a
letter to his employer before I leave
this room. You can guess what will
be in it.”

Her suffering softened him for the
moment. He took her hands and
drew her to him.

“Can’t you give me time?” she
pleaded.

“I can’t. That boat leaves at
midnight, and I must be on her.”

As he spoke the door opened, re-

vealing the figure of Michael
Howard.
Michael, rejoining his cousin,

Mary Elton, had taken her home.
Having come to New York for the
week-end to be best man at her
sister’s wedding that morning, he
had spent the rest of the day in
Mary’s company, glad of any dis-
traction that would relieve the bitter
thoughts that were haunting him,
night and day.

He had given no sign that his un-
expected meeting with Kay in the
Blue Persian had shaken him, but
it had.

In the taxi he could see her before
him all the time—beautiful, desir-
able, and as he thought of her,
doubts had begun to creep into his
mind.

She had said she hated Gregory
Price, that she had never seen him
again. Was it possible that she was
telling the truth?

By the time the taxi stopped out-
side Mary’s home he had convinced
himself that Kay was telling the
truth.

Bidding a hasty good-by to Mary,
he ordered the driver to take him
back to the Blue Persian as quickly
as possible.

In answer to his question, a waiter

told him that Miss Walters was in
Mr. Leven’s office and showed him
the way to it.

Eager and impatient, he could not
wait for an answer to his knock.

He opened the door, but he never
took a step into the room.

He knew the man was Gregory
Price.

At the sight of Michael, Kay
shrank back, jerking her hands from
Gregory’s grasp.

She stood trembling, tongue-tied.

The very picture of guilt, thought
Michael contemptuously.

She took a faltering step forward,
her hands reaching out toward him.

“Michael!” she whispered his
name tremulously.

He kept silent. His eyes—scorn-
ful, bitter, accusing—told her all he
thought of her.

There was no need for words and
without opening his lips, he turned,
and the closing door hid him from
sight. ,

Gregory Price had not moved.

He waited, watching the girl
silently with eyes that seemed to
smile in triumph. The game was in
his hands.

After this, he knew, she would
struggle no more.

“You’ll come, Kay?”

She nodded slowly. “T’ll come.”

He lost no further time. Going to
the desk, he scribbled down an ad-
dress.

“Meet me there at eleven o’clock.
Can you do it?”

She glanced at it.

“I can, if Mr. Leven will let me
go at once.”

“T’ll fix that. You slip off now—
and mind, not a word to any one.”

Kay had left the office hardly a
minute when Sam Leven entered.

“Well, Delane,” he said, taking a
cigar from his waistcoat pocket, “I
suppose you’ve -come - about that
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deal. But I thought you were com-
ing to my house in the morning to
discuss it.”

The other shook his head.

“I couldn’t wait till then, Leven.
The deal’s off. I’'m going abroad.”

Sam looked at him.

“Abroad? When? Where?”

“First thing in the morning. I'm
going to Paris,” said Gregory, de-
liberately.

Sam puffed his cigar.

“Something better on, eh? Well,
I hope there’s money in it.” He
paused, looking at the other
shrewdly, then: “What made Kay
call you ‘Gregory Price’?”

Gregory reached for his hat.

“When one has more than one
love affair, Leven, it is sometimes
convenient to have more than one
name.”

Sam, who had no idea that the
other had a much more urgent rea-
son for changing his name, gazed
after his disappearing figure angrily.

“So he’s that sort, eh,” he mut-
tered. “Glad that deal’s off and I'll
see to it he doesn’t lay his hands on
Kay, either.”

He went to look for her. But Kay
had gone.

Michael Howard was sitting be-
fore the fire in the drawing-room at
Priory Lodge. With him was John
Silverton, the lawyer with whom
Gregory Price had stayed.

It was a wild' night outside. A
storm had been raging for two days
and had not yet subsided. The wind
howled about the house.

John Silverton had dropped in a
few minutes before, on his way home
from the station.

“I thought you might be .in-
terested in the closing chapters of
the Gregory Price mystery,” he said,
leaning back in his chair as he slowly
stuffed his pipe with tobacco.

Michael Howard was not smoking.
He gazed into the fire, looking very
thin and worn. His face tightened
at the other’s words.

“You remember my telling you,”
John Silverton went on, “that the
night of the fire Price came in look-
ing very groggy, as if he had had a
shock. No sooner had he entered
the house than some one phoned
him. What the message was I
didn’t know, but it seemed to terrify
him for the moment. The next
morning he had vanished.”

Michael nodded.

“I remember.”

“It happens that the Commis-
sioner of Police in New York is a
friend of mine,” the other continued.
“I spent the day in town and had
lunch with him. That is how I got
the news I'm going to tell you.”

His next words caused Michael to
start.

“Do you remember the Daniel
Forsythe case? I expect you do.
Forsythe was a chap who, in spite
of everything, always claimed my
sympathy, somehow. There was
something big about him. It was
well known that he had a partner,
equally as guilty as himself, but
nothing could extract a word from
him concerning the identity or the
whereabouts of this partner, and he
died in prison, still keeping his
secret. The police, however, have
never ceased their investigation all
this time, and at last, a few weeks
ago, they succeeded in solving the
mystery. The wanted partner was
Gregory Price.”

Michael gasped. So that was how
Gregory Price knew the secret of
Daniel Forsythe’s identity.

What a treacherous cur he was to
threaten to betray the son of the
man who had stood by him so
loyally.
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“Well, what happened then?” he
asked mpahently

“It seems that Price had a pal who
was in touch with police activities,
and it was this man who phoned him
at my house, telling him his num-
ber was up unless he vanished.
Price did. The police lost trace of
him for some weeks and then learned
—too late, as it happened—that he
went to New York, changed his
name, and adopted some sort of dis-
guise. He hoped he had shaken
them off and could carry on with his
business of company promoting un-
der this new name—Maurice Delane.
Finding the police were getting hot
on his trail again, he suddenly de-
cided to make a bolt for Rio de
Janeiro. He got away all right—on
board the Amiano.”

“The Amiano!” Michael said.
“Wasn’t that the ship that found-
ered off the Jersey shore last might

m the storm?”

“That is the one,” said John Sil-
verton. “Terrible business it was.
Not a soul on board saved.”

Michael’s face had gone deadly
white. He did not speak.

The other glanced at the clock on
the mantelpiece and rose to his feet.

“Well, it’s getting late and I must
be going. Good night, Howard.”

When John Silverton took his de-

parture, Michael Howard suffered
the bitterest anguish hls soul had
ever known.

He took a letter from hls pocket
and reread it slowly. He had re-
ceived it the morning after the
Amiano had left port. It was from
Gregory Price:

I swore I would have my revenge for
. that blow and now I am taking it. I prem-
ised Kay that I would say nothing about
your father. I'm not going to. But I can
hurt you even more by telling you that
Kay loves you—always has loved you. She
is coming with me to-night on condition
that I spare you. She loves you, but I've
got her. You will never see her again.
That is my revenge.

With the letter crushed in his
hand, Michael Howard moved about
the room in torture. The groan that
burst from his lips died as, in a Iull
in the storm, he heard a strange
sound outside the French window.

He swung around in time to see a
girl crumple up and drop to the
ground.

In an instant he had thrown open
the windows and was bending over
the huddled form.

As he did so a cry broke from him.
It was Kay.

Tenderly he lifted her in his arms
and carried her in and laid her
gently on the couch, brushing away
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the wind-blown hair from her white
cheeks. At the sight of the tear
stains on her closed eyelids, he bent
and kissed her.

He called his mother, and with
{)h?i help of a maid, Kay was put to

ed.

Some time later Mrs. Howard
came to Michael and told him Kay
had recovered consciousness and was
asking for him.

Quietly he entered the room and
tiptoed to the side of the bed.

Her eyes were closed and he
thought she was asleep.

At last she opened her eyes. Then
clinging to him, she began to sob
bitterly.

“Darling, what is the matter?” he
cried. “You are safe now.”

“Oh, Michael, I’ve failed,” she
sobbed. “I tried to save you, but I
couldn’t.”

Though he did not understand, he
soothed her with tender words and
gradually drew from her what had
happened.

For Michael’s sake she had meant
to go away with Gregory Price, but
by the time she had reached her
room and got ready, it was very late.
Taking a taxi, she had told the man
to drive as fast as he could to the
address Gregory Price had given her.

He had done so, there had been
a bad collision with another car, and
she had known no more till she woke
up in the hospital. They detained
her till that afternoon.

She was filled with anxiety lest
Gregory Price should have taken the
revenge on Michael because she had
not kept her promise, and as soon as
she was released, although she still
felt very weak, and her injured arm
was still swathed in bandages, she
had come to tell Michael, to be at
his side should the worst have hap-
pened. i

“Oh, my love, can you ever for-
give me for doubting you?” he cried
huskily when she had finished.

The dawn of a new hope began to
creep into her eyes.

“Oh, Michael, you do love me,
then?”

He crushed her to him.

“T’ve never stopped loving you,
sweetheart, and I never will.” '

Still fear—fear for him—Ilingered
in her heart till he told her that
Gregory Price would never trouble
them again.

She was silent then for a time,
until suddenly she slipped her arms
about his neck.

“He taught me one
Michael,” she whispered.

“What is that, sweet?”

“That I could not go on living
without your love. If that ceased,
I should die.”

He smiled down tenderly.

“Then you’ll live forever, dar-
ling.”

As their lips met, the past died,
giving birth to a new life, radiant
with joy.

thing,




HEY'RE mighty nice-lookin’

but you’d never take them for

show people. Look more like
a bunch of coeds out for an early
class,” mused the broad-shouldered,
tall young redhead, hunched under
the weight of a great camel’s hair
overcoat.

He was watching the group of
girls that were tumbling out of the
Ballet Russe special into the chill
early-morning air of the Los Angeles
Southern Pacific station.

“Only one thing would give them
away besides that battered hand lug-
gage, and that’s their feet. Gee, that
toe-out waddle of theirs would stamp

Ballerina
By Ethel E. Bangert

them as ballerinas the world over,”
he reflected.

“Ah, there she is!” he said aloud
as a tall, vividly blond girl with
oddly shaped eyes rushed by. “Par-
don me, Miss Planova.” He put out
a strong hand to detain her.

“Yes, what is it?” The soft-
spoken words were almost a shadow
of sound.

Directing the gaze of his unusually
clear-blue eyes on her he said:

“I'm Bill Morley, of the Los
Angeles Messenger. I'm here to get
a human interest story for our fea-
ture page. As the prima ballerina
of your company, you’re good copy
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and we want to know more about
you.”

A shrug of the slender shoulders
and she replied:

“It’s much too early for an inter-
view. I must have my breakfast
before I could think of answering
questions.”

She looked up at him, her eyes
like drenched blue pansies, staring,
taking him in, his fiery hair, his
articulately collegiate clothes, his
sureness of manner.

“Well, I’ll trot along with you as
far as the restaurant, if you don’t
mind. T could use a cup of coffee
myself.”

“Come along then. Perhaps you
can show me the best place to eat.”

She stepped forth in her flat-heeled
shoes as though marching at the
head of life, flaunting her youth as
a priceless banner.

For she was young, very young.
“She looks,” thought Bill gazing at
her sidewise, “in that yellow dress,
like a daffodil, sending up its sharp,
small quick flame. What a honey!”
But there was something in her eyes
that he did not like. In their shad-
owed dark-sapphire depths he caught
just a flash of it. It was in the eyes
and in the too sensitive mouth.
Fear! That was it, and it did not
become her. Unlike most of her
countrywomen, she had no tragic
beauty, and that look in her eyes
seemed to take from her a bit of her
natural luminousness and some of
her light grace.

In the quiet intimacy of a small
side street restaurant, Bill sat sur-
veying her with the same intent
abstraction with which he viewed
anything that gave him pleasure.
Reaching for the check he said im-
pudently:

“Aren’t you afraid you’ll put on
poundage eating like that every
day?”

His companion looked up with
amazement and then countered:

“What’s the matter? Does the
size of the check frighten you? Don’t
worry, I pay for my own meals.”

Bill’s face went two shades hotter
than his rust-red hair.

“Heck, no,” he exploded, “I was
just kiddin’. T thought dancers had
to go easy on the calories. Their
figures, you know.”

The girl pushed a strand of her
lustrous hair away from the ivory
oval of her face and replied:

“You evidently know very little
about dancers, Mr. Morley. We eat,
eat, eat. Nothing can stop a dancer
when she’s hungry.”

“I noticed you didn’t slouch along
any gettin’ over here—for that mat-
ter neither did I. Not to change the
subject—but do you know, you
speak unusually clear English for a
Russian?”

“I’m not Russian, and about the
English—well, I’'m going into motion
pictures soon and I’ve spent a lot
of time studying it. I had to.”

“Moving pictures, eh? I thought
that was against the policy of the
ballet?”

“It is. But we disband after to-
night’s performance and instead of
taking a vacation, I’m going to make
this picture. But I’m afraid I’ll have
to ask for my check, Mr. Morley. I
have so much to do before the per-
formance this afternoon.”

“Forget about that check, will
you?” Bill answered steadily and
added, “Gee, don’t run off yet. I
haven’t gotten my interview. You've
been too busy eating for me to have
the heart to disturb you.”

“No, I'm sorry but I’ll have to
dash, have a lesson to take and a
rehearsal to live through. Suppose
you come to my dressing room—oh,
about a half hour before the per-
formance this afternoon.”
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And with that she was gone, leav-
ing Bill with the memory of a-bril-
liant smile and grave, wide-spaced
eyes that had suddenly become the
most beautiful gems he had ever
seen.

“Gilt-edged,” muttered Bill to
himself as though in a coma. “Gilt-
edged and twice as waluable. Oh,
glory, she’s beautiful.”

Bill had a moment of simple pain.
He had been so blasted sure of him-
self always, and now a slim vision of
a girl with fear in her eyes and a
smile like the sun coming from be-
hind a cloud, made life something
to wonder about. “Golly, prima
ballerina,” he thought. “That’s
about as high as she can go in that

outfit, and I bet she isn’t twenty

years old. She’d turn a cold shoul-
der on my little three thousand a
year, that would be a mere pittance
to her. Heck, I bet all dancers have
illusions of grandeur.” MHe kicked
savagely at an inoffensive paper bag
that lay on the sidewalk before him.

Bill stopped before a drug store
mirror to adjust his tie. He looked
closely at the heavy lines about his
mouth. “I didn’t see those when I
shaved this morning,” he said and
added, “Boy, oh, boy, has that dame
broken the old pump in pieces?”

He paced through the next few
hours, restless, his heart hammering
hard within him every time he
thought of the lovely young dancer.
The effort it cost him to make his
way, quietly, slowly along the street,
when it was nearly time to meet her
again, showed in his tense expres-
sion, he felt so urgently the desire
to race to her side.

Bill’s step was confident. More
so than he felt. His newly found
enthusiasm for the theater was tinc-
tured with uneasiness. But he made
his way back stage and stopped a
moment to watch the inferno of

canvas drops, iron bars, lights flash-
ing without reason. And in the
midst of all this madness, American
stage hands and Russian musicians
and directors fighting to bring art
and beauty from unutterable con-
fusion. Bill knew that when the
socially correct audience came
streaming down to their high-priced
seats all would be running as
smoothly as though poured through
oil. But now, an hour before cur-
tain time, the tension was almost
tangible. As he stood there, half
hidden by unused scenery, two low-
pitched voices reached his ears.

“I want no mistakes, no slips this
time. Do you understand? I want
her, I want to marry her but she’ll
never have me as long as she can
dance. I want her to-night, is that
clear?” :

“I understand. Don’t worry, my
friend, I won’t make the mistake I
did in San Francisco. She’ll marry
you, she’ll be glad to, after to-night.
I can’t fail you, I need the money.”

“You’ll get it, you’ll get it! As
soon as she’s my wife, you’ll have all
the money I promised you. But I
must have her, I must!”

Bill noticed the larger of the two
men laughed harshly as he walked
off. The smaller man stepped out
onto the stage and, bending down,
seemed to sprinkle something he held
in his hands over portions of its
gleaming surface. Bill shrugged his
shoulders. “They’re nuts,” he re-
flected. “A guy’d go batty trying to
get an angle on a Russian.”

As he knocked on the dressing-
room door a clear throaty “Come!”
brought Bill into her presence again.
He found himself staring at her with
his heart pounding in his temples.

“Hello, Mr. Morley. You’re very
much in earnest about your work,
aren’t-you?” g

Bill smiled and when Bill smiled
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“You're afraid of some-
thing. I can see it in your
eyes,” said Bill. “Tell me
what it is, maybe I can
help.”’ Their eyes met, and
some message passed be-
tween them. Bill knew that
after that he’d never be the
i same.

his mouth became for a time a young it suits me right down to the last

boy’s mouth—gay, reckless, dis- brick in the pavement.”

arming. The girl’s smile flashed forth, her
“Keeping track of you isn’t work. dimples dancing in her cheeks.

That’s a pastime fit for a king and “You are one of the few gallant
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gentlemen left in yow profession, I
see. Now, I'm going to ask a favor
of you. It’s only a few moments
until the bell and here I’m not even
dressed. I wonder if you’d mind, if
I asked you to step in behind this
screen for a few seconds while I
make up? It’s a funny thing to ask
you to do but if you associate with
dancers for very long you’ll find
they’ll ask you to do lots of funny
things.”

Bill gulped and color rushed into
his face, his pulse jumped about in
an alarming manner as he allowed
himself to be placed behind the large
screen. -

“Well, let’s get this interview
started,” he said in a savagely hostile
voice. “Reporter, eh? I’'m nothing
but a mutt,” he said to himself as he
got out his pad and pencil. “A love-
sick mutt!”

“Oh, please don’t be angry! T’ll
only be a few moments. If you want
to get started then, my name is
Marco Muir and I’m nineteen.”

“Marco Muir?” Bill stared at the
screen.

The door of the dressing room
slammed and Bill turned around in
his small allotted space. What he
saw caused his eyes to bulge. For
before him was a mirror that pic-
tured everything that the screen
denied him. A small silver-haired
old woman was fluffing out a gauzy
white costume and the girl sat in her
seminude loveliness, putting on
stage eyelashes. She stood up to
allow the dresser to slip her into pink
tights and Bill gripped hard onto his
pad and pencil to keep from knock-
ing the screen over.

He looked at her and loved her.
Loved her so much that it was sheer
agony; he loved her slim perfection,
he loved her eyes, deep-blue, the
pupils fear-filled and miserable; he

LS—3E

loved her hair, the way-it shimmered
as though the sun was always shining
down on it. He wanted to kiss her,
to caress her and more than anything
he wanted her for his own. For al-
ways and ever. Instead he had to
call out, controlling his voice:

“Let me get that straight, Marco
Muir? Why the ‘Miss Planova’ then
and how come them hair and eyes?
You can’t fool me, baby. You've
got the mark of Russia all over you.”

“No, you’re wrong, Mr. Reporter.
I'm an American. Born in Wash-
ington, Oregon. My grandmother
was a Russian though, and I learned
a little of the language from her.
Studied dancing in Paris and we all
take Russian names. It’s all part
of the tradition—do you see?”

“Yes, yes, I see.” " Bill had put the
pad and pencil away. He plunged
his hands deep into his pockets. If
he didn’t he would stride out and
take her in his arms, for Marco was
breathlessly lovely in her swan Prin-
cess costume that the dresser had
sewed her into. She struck a pose
before the mirror, and then, satisfied,
sat down and turned to put on the
all important slippers.

“It might interest your readers to
know we use half a dozen pairs of
these a month,” she said, waving one
narrow pink slipper in the air as she
dismissed the dresser with a petulant
gesture. “Are you writing all this
down?” she queried when Bill did
not answer.

“Yes, ’'m writing it down on my
heart,” he rejoined. “Can I come
out now?” he asked as if he were six
instead of twenty-six.

“Yes, come out. I’'m sorry, it must
have been stuffy behind there.”

“On the contrary, it was very re-
freshing.” -

“Why, what do you mean?”

“Well, Miss Ballerina, did you
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'ever look behind that screen?
There’s a very accommodating mir-
ror back there.”

“Oh, you—you!” Marco’s face
lost all color. “You’re just like the
rest.” She broke off, her lips stiff.

“I hope so,” teased Bill. “But do
you know it’s surprising that some
women should be so much lovelier
than others. Skip it
though, little one, I
won't tell. Say, can I
help?” Bill indicated
with a nod of his head
the slow slipper mend-
ing process. For Marco
had carefully placed
cotton between her toes
and in the toes of her
slippers, and she was
now awkwardly trying
to embroider a thin spot
on the top of the satin.

“Yes, you can. I
allowed Madam Lou-
rose to go out and now
I see these threads are
thin.”” Some of the
color had returned to
her face and she seemed
to have forgiven Bill his
tauntings.

“Well, I have chased
ambulances and res-
cued kids from burning
buildings, so this ought to be easy.
What’s it all about though? I think
they’re quite pretty as they are.
Gee, but I'd hate to jam my toes
into a thing like that,” he groaned
softly.

“This, my intelligent young friend,
is for non-skid purposes. A slippery
spot on the stage is one of the things
that send a dancer mad. That’s
what makes us so serious before we
go on. Why we rub our points in the
rosin box.”

“Points?” Bill’s veice sounded as
strange as he looked kneeling before
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Marco, her foot on his knee as he
clumsily jabbed entangled threads
into the narrow tip.

“Yes, points, toes!” She sighed.
“Oh, dear, you and I are worlds
apart.”

“You spoke just now, of being
afraid of falls. You’re afraid of some-
thing else. I can see it in your eyes.
Gee, I know this sounds
awfully fresh, but I
may never see you
again, and I want you
to know it. I love you,
loved you the first mo-
ment I set eyes on you
this morning, and I
want you to trust me.
Tell me what has fright-
ened you, maybe I can
help. I am an honest
man, really!”’ Bill’s
face, good-looking,
clear-eyed and young,
looked earnestly into
her own. Their eyes
met and something,
some message passed
between them. Bill
knew that after that
he’d never be the same.

Suddenly, she gripped
him by the shoulders.
In a tight voice she
cried:

“Oh, I am afraid, horribly afraid.
I’ve promised to marry a man I don’t
love. I promised him months ago,
but I can’t marry him—I can’t. He
asked me and asked me and at last
I said ‘yes.’ Now I'm afraid. He’s a
brute and I hate him, I hate him!”
Marco was fast becoming hysterical.

“You haven’t much use for your
future husband, have you?” put in
Bill calmly.

“No, I haven’t. I saw him kick
a dog to death in Paris one night,
because the little thing insisted on
following us. And I saw him knock
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a man to the ground for daring to
ask him for money. I don’t know
what power, what fascination, he has
for me. But I'm so afraid of him.
He has it all arranged for us to elope

When finally
the curtain
fell, Bill
dashed out
and carried
Marco off
stage.
“Darling,
darling,” he
moaned, his
face tight
with fear,
“tell me
you’re not
hurt.”’

after to-night’s performance. He’s
even threatened to kill me if I evade
him this time!” '

“The boy’s got it bad.”

“Don’t joke, Mr. Morley. You
here in America don’t realize the
earnestness of an European lover.”

Bill felt suddenly cold to the
heart. He got to his feet slowly, his
face tender and distressed. But his
voice was light enough when he

replied:

“Aw, heck, he’s

a push-over, along-

side of our really

tough guys. We’'ll
" put him away
easy. You leave it
to Uncle Bill.” But -
he didn’t feel any-
thing but misery
as he looked long
into her misty,
frightened eyes.
At the click of



36 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

the lock in the door, they turned
around. And suddenly, Marco
seemed to lose all inclination to con-
_fide in any one.

Towering above the middle of the
flimsy door stood a man, quietly
waiting for them to notice him. He
wore a béret, plaid trousers and a tan
silk shirt that stretched tightly
across his powerful chest. He looked
to Bill, like a professional weight
lifter in the circus. , He must have
been observing them for some mo-
ments, for he said:

“l see you are ready, Marco.
You’d better leave your guest and
come on stage. The bell is due to
ring.” 3

There was a long pause while Bill
studied the dark face before him.
He belonged in crowded smoky
rooms, in dark swarms of angry
peasants, not here in the clean ex-
citement of the theater. His hands
were familiar, hauntingly so. Hair-
covered, stubby, dark, they certainly
didn’t look like the hands of a
dancer.

“I’'m ready, Nicky. Nicky, meet
my new friend, Mr. Morley, of the
Los Angeles Messenger. Mr. Mor-
lel:{y, our art director, Nicholas Bojen-
s y.”

“A pleasure, monsieur.” The up-
ward inflection of his voice with its
clipped consonants caused Bill to
look at him more closely. He’d seen
and heard that guy somewhere be-
fore, but where?

Bill had seen people badly fright-
ened in his life. One or two in the
morgue trying to identify smashed-
up relatives, another on his way to
the chair, and it was not pleasant to
observe. But he had never seen any
one as frightened as Marco. Her
dark eyes were wide with terror and
her small hands fluttered like im-
‘prisoned birds as she gathered up a
‘few things from her dressing table.

“Marco, before you make any

_other engagements, remember you

are to dine with me after the per-
formance.”

“No, ne, Nicky, I’'m sorry but I |
have already made ofher plans.” 1

The Russian lighted a cigarette |
with deliberate movements and
shrugged powerful shoulders.

“It does not matter.” ‘

But Bill who was watching his |
bright, dark eyes decided it did mat-
ter a very great deal that Marco had
refused his invitation.

“The curtain must be up,” Marco
said breathlessly, as the wviolin’s
thinned and distant humming of the
theme of the ballet reached them.
A bell jangled. Marco walked out
and down the iron staircase. Nicho-
las turned to Bill and said slowly:

“Monsieur, I do not think it ad-

~visable for you to stay any longer.

You have your interview, yes?”

“Is that in your department, too?”
asked Bill steadily.

“That is none of your concern.”
The man’s hard eyes burned with
anger as they bored into Bill’s mock-
ing ones. “I do not want you around
Miss Muir, you will make her
nervous.”

“Let’s leave that up to Miss
Muir,” said Bill, walking past the
Russian and sauntering down into
the wings.

He watched Marco and her part-
ner, dancing, smiling across the foot-
lights. Suddenly, it was the partner’s
moment.. With a tour en ! ’air and a
leap he caused Bill to stare at him
in amazement. As a former Stan-
ford jumper, Bill couldn’t believe his
eyes. And then, just as swiftly it
was Marco’s spot. :

Before he realized what it was all
about, the entire backstage popula-

" tion surrounded Bill in the wings.

Marco was hurt! Her partner had
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let her slip in one of their turns but
so swiftly had she pulled herself to-
gether and danced on, without losing
a beat of the throbbing melody that,
Bill wagered to himself, not one in
the audience guessed her pain.

For she was in pain. When she
whirled past Bill, he heard her breath
catch in a sob and saw the tears

coursing down her cheeks, leaving

silvery paths on her make-up. His
heart ached for her and when finally
the curtain fell, he dashed out, car-
ried her off and lowered her gently
into a chair.

“Darling, darling,” he moaned, his
face tight with fear.

“Here, let me rub her ankle, she’s
just wrenched it!” One of the other
dancers pushed him aside.

He dashed to get her a glass of
water.

“I told you to fix it so she’d get
hurt, really hurt. What do you mean
by double-crossing me?”” reached his
incredulous ears from the sheltered
alcove that contained the water
cooler.

“I did fix it, honest. I put wax
flakes on her part of the floor. I
almost broke my own neck, too. I
didn’t support her right, my entre-
chat was off timing. What more can
you ask? I’ve thrown everything to
the winds for you, now I want my
money!”

“You’ll get your money, don’t
worry about that. Marco will marry
me now. She isn’t helpless but she
can’t dance and she can’t support
herself. No, she won’t get away this
time! I’'ve followed her for eight
months and tried everything else.
This has to work. When Nicholas
Bojensky wants one certain woman,
he gets her.”

“Well, let’s hope so, Nick.”

Bill waited to hear no more. He
ran back to Marco, spilling much of
the water as he ran. He had the

owner of that harsh voice clearly
placed in his mind now. It was
Marco’s unwanted suitor! Things
didn’t look so good for Marco, even
Bill, with all his boyish optimism had
to admit that fact.

“Oh, it’s nice to play the invalid
for a change.” Marco, looking lovely
in a deep-flame hostess gown, turned
to Bill with a bright smile.

They were having dinner in the
ballet master’s hotel suite. Nicholas
had joined them there at dinner, all
tenderness and sympathy for Mar-
co’s injury.

Marco’s ankle had proven to be
badly wrenched. She had offered to
go on regardless, in the second part
of the ballet, but the ballet master
had turned down her offer. She re-
fused to hold her partner as respon-
sible, saying it was her fault, that
she had been off in her timing.

Dinner would have been fun,
Bill thought, if he could have en-
joyed it for itself, from the Martini
cocktails to the last foolish chatter
with Marco over the perfect coffee; if
Nicholas’s dark glances had not ap-
peared to make Marco feel as though
a finger were pressing down-on her
innermost apprehension, he could
have enjoyed it with blithe inconse-
quence and casualness. Marco would
probably not admit it to herself, per-
haps she thought she was looking
cynical and worldly wise, but Bill
decided that she looked as scared as
a man about to have a whole set of
teeth yanked out.

They went into the restful room
that was the library of the suite and
before the huge fire talked of calm
everyday ‘happenings that served to
emphasize the ugly feeling of fear

" that hung over them. The Russian

seldom entered into the conversation
and seemed to grow more tense with
each passing half hour. Bill looked
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up once to see
him literally
boring into his
face with those
rodentlike, tiny
eyes. Nicholas
seemed to be
trying to de-
cide just what i
place Bill held ' =

in his scheme The men stood facing each other, Nicholas with head thrust

of things. He forward, legs spread apart, his left hand slipping toward the
stared, fasci- inside of his coat pocket. “No, you don’t,” yelled Bill, and

nated at the sumpedizponsAis:

Russian’s now ) 3
chalk-white countenance, then he me I think I'll run along. You can

turned to Marco and said: find me at the Hetel Statley, if you
“Well, Miss Muir, if you’ll excuse need me.” -
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““Oh, must you
go?” Marco looked
worried but she
leaned on his arm
and walked with
him to the door.
. Nicholas, his eyes

narrowing with surprise at her
actions, followed close behind and
watched her intently.

Bill put his finger on his lips and
motioned to her that he intended to
stand in the hallway. Marco left the
door a tiny bit ajar and he could hear

their slow progress back into the
living room.

“Marco, I have been patient with
you for eight months, and I am
through fooling around,” Bill heard
Nicholas say. “I hope you are
packed, for I have a plane waiting at
the airport. And you are going
to marry me to-night. I want you
for life or I wouldn’t be so particu-
ar!”

“Nicky, you’re becoming tiresome.
T’ve told you ‘No’ in Germany, ‘No’
in New York and now I’'m telling
you ‘No’ for the last time. I was
crazy to ever promise to marry you.
You don’t really love me, it’s just
that something you want has evaded
you. Now please be sensible and go
like a good fellow.”

“You are going to marry me,
Marco. Don’t waste time on foolish
words. Come, get your things.”

Bill heard Marco’s voice take on
a tone of concern.

“Nicky, 'm not going to marry
you, to-night or any night.” She
added slowly, “Is that clear?”

“You little fool!” spat Nicholas
as though he had lost control of his
perfect composure for a second. “I
lose patience with you, I’'m taking
you with me. Married or not, I
must have you, I must, do you un-
derstand? I can’t go on without
you!”

“Don’t dare talk to me like that!”
Marco answered furiously, her eyes
blazing.

“Shut up! You’ll be glad to go
when I get through with you,”
Nicholas ground out in anger as he
hit Marco a stinging blow across the
face.

Marco screamed.
you’re——"

“Ten thousand devils! Do you
want to arouse the whole——" But
Nicholas did not finish his sen-

“Nicky, stop—
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tence for a body like a steel rod
threw itself upon him. It was Bill
and he was so angry fires blazed
in his eyes as he jumped upon the
Russian. Suddenly, the men parted.
They stood silent for a second, Nich-
olas with head thrust slightly for-

ward, legs spread apart, his left hand

slipping toward the inside of his
coat.

“No, you don’t,” yelled Bill, but
he was too late. Nicholas as though
. moving on springs, shot out wickedly
with a bright blade, but something
in the ominous movement of those
sliding fingers had caused Bill to slip
aside and Nicholas missed him by
the fraction of an inch. The blade
scraped Bill’s dinner jacket as he
ducked and he knocked it down.
Marco heard the sharp click of a
fist upon bone. Bill was on his back
on the thick carpet, but for an in-
stant only. Another blow and Bill
was staggering backward. Nicholas,
head down and shoulders hunched,
leaped for the younger man, his foot
trying to maneuver the flashing
knife closer to him. For an instant
Bill stood panting, his face white,
his lips bleeding. Nicholas, his eyes

like small chips of stone, was taking
unfair advantage at every lunge.
Then he had the knife again. Bill
grasped with taut muscles the wrist
that held it. ;

It seemed inevitable that the steel
would soon be plunged into Bill but
Marco who had been standing frozen
with fear sprang to life and turned
to seize a small marble bust from a
stand beside the fireplace. She was
stayed however by two men with
llllard-beaten faces who shouted at

er:

“No need of that,lady. We’ll take
care of these birds!”

Bill, panting and white, said a few
seconds later:

“And I used to think house dicks
were like vaccinations—a necessary
nuisance!”

The iridescent dawn had faded
into a memory and morning had
brightly blossomed when Marco
limped out onto the patio. She
looked stunning in a sports suit of
lilac tweed with a huge fox fur
collar, Bill’s heart dropped to his
shoes, she looked so much the famous
dancer, the world celebrity, nothings
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like the white-faced girl who had
clung to him sobbing the night be-
fore.

“Ah, there you are, sweetheart,”
he said.

Marco raised penciled eyebrows at
the familiar tone of his greeting and
she laughed in a friendly, happy
voice.

“I guess there’s no use beating
about the bush, Mr. Reporter. I'm
afraid I want to be your sweetheart.
May I thank you, though, for what
you did for me last night?” Then
faintly: “How did you know Nicky
was so awful?” Her voice was so
soft as to be almost inaudible.

Bill had taken her into his arms
and kissed her long and passionately
before he replied:

“I didn’t know just what he had
in his mind but I did know it wasn’t
on the up and up ’cause I heard
him plotting with that partner of
yours on the stage last night.”

“I can’t understand that. Grigo-
raff has always been such a fine
dancer and we’ve always been just
like one large family. He did owe
Nicky some money, I do know that.”

“Well, Nicholas Bojensky or what-

ever his name is, won’t bother us any
longer, darling. I heard that the
police feel he’s overstayed his wel-
come in this country as it is, and as
for that other guy, we’ll just forget
him. They can exit laughingly, we
won’t care, will we, dearest?” he
asked softly.

“PIll certainly not care. Nicky
knew I wouldn’t marry him as long
as I could dance, but what a close
call it was!” She laughed ruefully.
“Poor grandmother would be up
against it if she had to take care of
a crippled granddaughter instead of
bragging to her bridge pals about the
two hundred a month I make.”

“You only make two hundred?
Oh, baby, baby! Darling, do you
think you could love a poor dumb
reporter who dances like a walrus?”

His eyes were warm or hers.

Marco’s only answer was to reach
up and pull his firm mouth down to
hers again.

“Why didn’t some one tell me a
ballerina could kiss like that?” de-
manded Bill when he raised his flam-
ing boyish head a few moments later.

“Perhaps because you never asked
any one!” was Marco’s terse reply.
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The Wrong Man

By Margaret Yates

ARK, vivacious Joan Craig
mingled with the crowd at
the fashionable winter resort,

feeling extremely carefree and
happy. The sun was warm and she
felt quite comfortable in the yellow
knit dress which was just one of the
expensive garments her cousin, Har-
riet Kimberley, had bought for her,
besides giving her this vacation.
Imagine going without a coat in
midwinter, she thought jubiliantly.

Joan studied the faces she passed.
They were interesting faces, most of
them happy and well-pleased with

life. Then she paused in front of a
window display of crystals—dozens
and dozens of them in necklaces,
beads and earrings.

“Why, they look like diamonds!”
she said softly, not realizing she
spoke aloud.

“But they aren’t.
crystal.”

Joan looked up, startled, straight
into the eyes of the handsomest man
she had ever seen. He was tall and
slim, with penetrating black eyes
and black hair under a gray hat.
Even in that brief instant, she sensed

They’re just
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his dynamic personality. He was
smiling at her in a captivating way
that completely won her. But
when he saw her surprise, he flushed
a trifles Vs

“I beg your pardon. I couldn’t
help speaking to you. I watched
you coming down the street and you
seemed so interested in everything
you saw—so alive!”

“Why, yes!” She smiled uncer-
tainly. “You see, I’ve never been in
Crystal Springs before. It’s all so
new to me, and the queer little
curio shops are terribly fascinating.”

He sighed with relief. “I was
afraid you wouldn’t be like that.
Most girls are bored with everything
—blasé and all that sort of thing.”

“I couldn’t be blasé if I tried,” she
laughed.

“No, you couldn’t,” he agreed,
“and I’'m glad of it.”

“Why?” The question slipped out
before she knew it was coming. She
flushed and bit her lip. He would
think she was bold!

“Because I like your looks,” he
answered simply, looking deep into
her eyes.

Joan did not know why his words
should send such a flood of hap-
piness through her entire being. It
had become, all at once, the most
important thing in the world for
him to like her.

“Have you been to the auction
houses?”” he was asking.

“No, I haven’t. I just arrived to-
day.”

“There’s one two doors down.
Would you like to go?” he asked
eagerly, glancing at his watch. “I
have some spare time and I’ll be glad
to take you in.”

Joan walked down the street be-
side him, feeling as natural about it
as if she had known him all her life.
He was a stranger, of course, and
perhaps she ought to be afraid.

However, the word amused her. It
seemed ludicrous to be afraid of this
man.

They found seats in the already
crowded auction house. Joan
watched, her lips parted with intense
interest as a Persian rug was thrown
onto the platform.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” she whis-
pered to her companion, as much
thrilled by his nearness as she was
by the imported vases, statuary and
Persian rugs.

“Not half as beautiful as you,” he
whispered back.

She flashed him a reproachful
look, knowing as she did it that she
would have hated him if he hadn’t
thought her beautiful.

Joan’s attention was divided be-
tween the bidding and the hand-
some profile of the man beside her.
Covertly, she was studying him, ap-
praising the excellent cut and fit of
his clothes, his slender hands that
looked so capable. Who was he?—
she wondered, and told herself at the

. same time that he was a man of im-

portance. She liked his intelligent
eyes and his quietly possessed man-
ner that’ inspired confidence.

He was studying her, too. Their
glances met, traveling upward from
hands to face, and he smiled at her,
revealing even white teeth. Joan
flushed at the warm intimacy of his
smile but, somehow, not resenting it.
She wondered if he was as thrilled
as she was over this chance en-
counter.

The blue rug had sold for two
thousand dollars. The dark Arab
boy was calling attention to another
—a soft rose with a silken sheen that
caught the light.

“And what am I bid for this one?”
he asked eagerly.

“A thousand dollars,” some one

said.
“A thousand dollars!” His hands
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were raised to heaven. “A thousand
dollars for the most exquisite rug in
the house—a rug that presidents
have walked en! Did you hear him,
ladies and gentlemen? He offers me
a thousand dollars!”

Joan looked up as a man leaned
over her new friend’s shoulder, whis-
pering something in his ear.

Then the man at her side turned.
“You’ll have to excuse me for a few
minutes,” he told Joan. “Wait for
me here. I’ll be right back.”

The bidding went on and on, and
Joan listened avidly. But she was
thinking, too, about the likable
stranger and wishing he would hurry
back. It was thrilling to have him
sitting in the chair beside her, ex-
plaining about the sale in his low,
soothing voice.

Why didn’t he hurry? Surely he
had been gone all of thirty minutes.
He couldn’t expect her to sit there
forever, waiting for him.

She waited impatiently for an-
other ten minutes, and still he had
net returned. A glance at her watch
assured her it was time for her to
leave. If she were late for dinner,
Harriet would be furious.

With a regretful, wistful last look
around, she went out into the street
and toward the beautiful big hotel
at the end of the avenue.

Joan was disappointed and hurt.
She didn’t know the man’s name
and she might never see him again.
Already, she knew that she was in
love with him. In one short hour,
she had found and lost him. And
how strangely he had acted! He
hadn’t even asked her her name but,
perhaps, he really had intended to
return. At any rate, she had two
whole weeks here and she would find
him again if she had to ask Harriet
to help her.

Harriet’s door was ajar when Joan
walked into her own luxurious room.

“Is that you, Joan?” she ecalled,
and came immediately to the doer.
Green satin pajamas set off her slim
blondness and she held a eigarette
carelessly in her hand. “Guess
what’s happened? I do have the
most outrageous luck!”

Joan’s eyes widened at Harriet’s
evident dlstress “What’s wroeng,
Harriet?” :

“Tommy Walters is here! Just
popped in te say hello. I'm so
furious I could scream. It doesn’t
make any difference if the ocean is
between us—he somehow manages
to locate me.”

“Is that all?” Joan laughed with
relief. “You {frightened me. I
thought something terrible had hap-
pened.”

“How could it be worse?”> Harriet
demanded with an impatient stamp
of her pretty foot. “You don’t know
Tommy as well as I do, my dear.
You’ve never been seasick trying to
get to Paris and out of his way, and
then found him waiting at the pier
for you. And do you think Pl be
able to shake him one single minute
while we’re here? Oh, no! Tommy
(vivill go where we go and do what we

o‘”-

“Oh, Harriet——" Joan began.
She intended to tell her about the |
fascinating stranger she had met,
but Harriet cut her short.

“Pm so tired of seeing his smug,
conceited, lazy face I could ery! I
came down here to make John Ames
Carlton fall in love with me. What |
chance will I have if Tommy sits in
on every conversation? It’s mad-
dening, I tell you!”

“Oh, well,
Joan tried to console her.

“Bad!” Harriet wailed. “It’s
awful! Suppese you were in love
with Doctor Carltox and had to con-
vince him he loved you?”

“I’ll help take care of Tommy,”

it won’t be so bad,”, ‘
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Joan saw Harriet and John
standing in the doorway,
watching unbelievingly as
she let Tommy kiss her.
She pretended not to see
.them, and went right on act-
ing out the love scene. With
a sigh of relief, she saw

them turn and go inside. =

Joan promised. “You know there
isn’t much I wouldn’t do for you,
Harriet,” she said, looking at her
fondly.

“You’re a peach, Joan. But we’d
better get dressed for dinner. Doc-
tor Carlton will be here pretty soon,
and won’t he be delighted to meet
Tommy Walters?”

Joan laughed as she closed the
door. Then she went into the big
tiled bathroom and turned on the

-that Harriet did not have.

hot water in the tub. Two
weeks here, she was think-
ing—luxury, comfort, service.
Wherever they went, Harriet
Kimberley would demand
service for them. That was
what money could do for one.

She examined her face
critically in the mirror. She
was not as dashingly beautiful as
her cousin, but possessed a warmth
Harriet
was like a cold statue done in stone,
while Joan was a leaping flame. Her
olive skin was flawless and her fea-
tures regular in rather a distinctive
way.

A few minutes later, Joan drew
her hair into a low knot on her neck.
Then she made her lips a perfect
Cupid’s bow, and went over and
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over her nicely arched eyebrow line.
She slipped into the pink net dress
that fitted her so snugly to a point
above the knees and then flared out
in graceful fullness. When she had
completely finished dressing, she sur-
veyed herself in the long mirror.
Yes, she was indeed beautiful, as the
stranger had said. If only he could
see her now! “Thanks to Harriet,”
she thought, “I look like an heiress.”

Then she stood in Harriet’s door-
way, a pink dream out of fairyland.

“Joan, you look stunning!” Harriet
exclaimed. She, herself, was wearing
a close-fitting black velvet, and
there was a strand of pearls about
her white &%noat. “Doctor Carlton
is waiting for us downstairs,” she
breathed excitedly.

Joan was anxious to meet Doctor
Carlton, curious to see what type of
man had stirred Harriet Kimberley
out of her usual indifference. She
didn’t know what she had expected
him to look like, but when she saw
the man greeting Harriet so warmly,
her heart stood still. He was the
stranger who had taken her to-the
auction sale! Joan gasped, her
knees feeling as if they were going
to crumple under her. Coincidences
like that just couldn’t happen, she
told herself. Yet there he was, tall
and striking in his evening clothes,
and smiling into Harriet’s eyes.

He turned and looked straight at
Joan, staring at her with equal
astonishment.

Harriet watched them uncertainly.
“You two act as if you’ve met be-
fore, but I know that’s impossible,”
she laughed. “My cousin, Doctor
Carlton—Miss Craig.”

Joan bit her lip and struggled for
control. She extended a tremulous
hand and the doctor took it in his,
smiling at her in his breath-taking
way, “How de you do, Miss Craig?”

Tommy Walters appeared at
Harriet’s elbow then, saving the mo-
ment for Joan who gave him a grate-
ful smile.

“Why don’t you introduee me to
your friend, Harriet?” he was asking.

Harriet’s expression wavered be-
tween annoyance and politeness.

“I beg your pardon,” she said
frigidly.  “Doctor - Carlton—Mr.
Walters. Mr. Walters is an old
friend of mine, although I seldom see

- him,” she added with pointed venom.

“Oh, you’ll be seeing a lot of me,”
Tommy assured her. “I'm going to
be around a while.”

“We were just going in to dinner,”
Doctor Carlton said to Tommy.
“Will you join us?”

Tommy, of course, was delighted,
and Harriet obviously displeased.
Joan sipped her cocktail, only half
listening to the conversation about
her. She dared not look at Doctor
Carlton for fear her eyes would be-
tray the secret she must guard at all
costs. She smiled bitterly at the
irony of the situation. She was
thinking about all of the nice things
Harriet had done for her, remember-
ing that Harriet was her best friend.
She must never know now that Joan
was hopelessly, madly in love with
John Carlton.

Dinner was a long nightmare to
Joan. She couldn’t enjoy the excel-
lent food, the service, the soothing
music. Doctor Carlton was the per-
fect host and an excellent conver-
sationalist. Tommy was amusing, as
always, but Harriet had eyes and
ears only for the doctor.

Two weeks of it—Joan thought
dully—sitting at dinner tables with
him, listening to him, and afraid to
look at him for more than a second
at a time for fear of betraying her-
self and her friendship for Harriet.

“Joan, what’s wrong with you?”
Harriet broke in on her reverie sud-
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denly. “Usually,” she explained,
“she is the gayest one in the party.
But you aren’t sparkling to-night,”
she laughed.

Joan came to herself with a start.
“T hadn’t realized it,” she smiled.

Yes, she must sparkle even if her
heart was breaking. She -smiled
bravely at Doctor Carlton. For a
moment their eyes met, held, and

then she looked away quickly.

- Joan saw Tommy put out his
cigarette restlessly, and she sus-
pected that he wasn’t enjoying him-
self, either.

“Let’s go somewhere and dance.”
he suggested finally.

Joan heard him with a sigh of re-
lief. Anything, she thought, to get
away from the intimacy of this din-
ner table! It wouldn’t be so bad in
a dimly lighted night club.

But it wasn’t much better, she
discovered, when they were there.
John Carlton was still sitting across
from her, and Harriet was there like
an insurmountable barrier to keep
them apart forever.

Then she was watching them
dance, and great waves of jealousy
coursed through her veins like
poison. Harriet was willowy and

beautiful and he was so handsome."

He was smiling at Harriet, and she
was smiling back. Was he whisper-
ing endearing words in her ear?
Perhaps he told every woman he met
that she was beautiful.

She was a little fool for taking him

so seriously, for falling in love with'

him on sight! She was no more
than any other woman to him and,
besides, there was Harriet.

John Carlton had come back with
Harriet. He interrupted Joan’s line
of thought by asking her to dance.
Joan walked to the dance floor,
scarcely hearing the orchestra for
the throbbing in her own ears. His
arms were around her and she could

" voice husky with emotion,

feel his hand tremble on her back.
Smoothly and gracefully, they
glided across the floor. Joan’s heart
beat furiously at the close contact,
but she avoided his eyes.

“I thought I had lost you,” he
whispered. “Why did you run away
this afternoon?”

“I decided you weren’t coming
back.”

“TI said I'd be back. I was there
inside of forty-five minutes. I had
to go to the hospital and I came
back as soon as I could.”

She shrugged. She wouldn’t tell
him she had waited approximately
forty minutes. There was no use
in encouraging him. “I had to
leave,” she told him, her tone in-
dicating that it was a matter of no
importance, anyway.

He was silent for a second or so.
Suddenly, his arm tightened about
her, and she could hear his quick
breathing, feel his breath on her hair.

“It seems strange,” he said, his
“almost
incredible that I should care so
much for you when only a few short
hours ago I didn’t know there was
such a person as you. To be frank,
I didn’t dream a girl like you existed!
I saw you coming down the street
this afternoon and I thought I'd die
if I didn’t get to speak to you. And
then you turn out to be Harriet’s
cousin!”

Joan laughed. “And imagine my
surprise when I met the celebrated
Doctor Carlton!”

He pulled her to him again.
“Doctor Carlton is at your feet,
young lady—quite madly in love
with you, much to his surprise, on
such short acquaintance. But you
are so alive, so beautiful, that when
I’'m with you—well, everything else
fades into nothingness. Do you sup-

pose you could learn to care for me
a little?”
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Joan closed her eyes and all she
‘could see was Harriet. This was
weorse, she thought, than having to
choose between two men. She must
net listen to him! Yet, desperately,
she wanted him to go on and on
making love to her. But it might be
just his line.
thought.

“You say it very nicely,” she
laughed metallically. “Personally,
I'm not so practiced in the art of
leve-making.”

He held her away from him.
“That was pretty mean, Joan,” he
said, using her name for the first
‘time. She thrilled to the sound of it
on his lips.

She couldn’t help saying con-
tritely, “I'm sorry.”

His eyes crinkled in a forgiving
smile. “I don’t want to quarrel
with you. I like you much too much
for that. But you haven’t an-
swered my question. Do you think
you can learn to love me?”

Learn to love him? She bit her
lip. Had she done anything else
since the first minute she saw him?
Fortunately, the music stopped and
she didn’t have to answer.

Then she was back to face Harriet
guiltily. Joan felt sorry for her.
She was in love with John, too.
Harriet deserved a break, and she
resolved to help her. She wouldn’t
dance with him again.

“This is my dance, Joan,” Tommy
was saying.

She went with Tommy, feeling
John Carlton’s eyes on her as she
danced. She laughed and talked
animatedly.

Joan drank more cocktails than
she really wanted and steadfastly
refused to dance another time. She
was glad when the evening was over
and she was in her room again.

She crawled into the soft bed at
last and lay in the dark, thinking.

She grasped at the"

John Carlton’s face was between her
and sleep. And this time last night
she hadn’t even known him! She
tossed restlessly. Why did she have
to fall in love with him? Why
couldn’t he have been some one else?
Even if he did love her, even if he
meant every word he said, she
couldn’t have him while Harriet
loved him. The sensible thing to do,
she told herself, was to fall out of
love with him right away, before she
lost Harriet’s friendship. But it
wouldn’t be easy.

Another day, another dinner, Joan
thought, when she awoke the next
morning. Tommy was taking them
to some unique spot on the lake this
evening and, of course, Doctor Carl-
ton was invited. How could she go
through with it, she wondered, see-
ing Harriet making a play for him,

‘having to repulse him every time he

said a flattering word and, at the
same time, longing desperately for
his kisses?

The day passed smoothly enough.
Tommy took them to lunch and
then sight-seeing. Joan went shop-
ping with Harriet later, protesting
helplessly when Harriet bought an-
other evening gown for her.

But when she was dressing in the
new gown, Joan was glad Harriet
had insisted on buying it. It was a
shimmering yellow satin that molded
itself to her alluring curves. Her
dark head and olive skin rose out of
it like a flower. She was an exquisite
vision.

Picking up her fur wrap, Joan

fknocked on Harriet’s door.

“Come in.” Harriet looked up

from her dressitg table where she
- was putting the finishing touches to

ther lips.

“Doctor Carlton just called,” she
said. “He has to make a call and
‘will meet us later at the lake.”

~
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Joan could see that she was pro-
voked. Harriet Kimberley was not
used to having men late for engage-
ments.

Why couldn’t Harriet have fallen
in love with Tommy?—she won-
dered as they rode to the lake in his
expensive black limousine. He had
money to burn, he was likable,
and he adored Harriet. Certainly,
Tommy wasn’t romantic or exciting,
but he was nice and dependable.

The club on the lake shore was a
log building. Some of the tables
were inside around the dance floor
and some on the wide veranda.
Tommy had reserved a table outside
where they could see the moon on
the lake. The music drifted out to
them through the long windows.

“Perfect,” Joan thought. “It will
be perfect until he arrives, and after
that I’ll be miserable.”

Doctor Carlton arrived sooner
than she had expected. She saw
him coming through the doorway,
his eyes searching for them, and she
caught her breath sharply. The
color rose slowly in her face, and she
- clenched her hands under the table.
It was terrible what the very sight
of him did to her! Her eyes were
fastened on his smiling, handsome
face as he advanced eagerly, and her
heart pounded faster and faster.

He nodded first at Joan and then
at Harriet. “Sorry I'm late. Thank
you for waiting!”

Their attention centered on food
as the waiter came for their order.
Then Doctor Carlton laid down his
menu card and turned to Joan.

“Shall we dance this, Joan?”

She gasped. He should have
asked Harriet first! She flushed with
embarrassment, but then calculated
quickly that it would be easier to
dance than refuse him. She nodded
and rose uncertainly, avoiding
Harriet’s eyes.

LS—E

Then she was in his arms, drifting
dreamily.

“The day has been so long,” he
said, his voice warm and intimate.
“I’ve been thinking abeut you every
moment. Have you thought about
me at all?”

She smiled to herself. Yes, she
had been thinking about him, but
she answered, “You shouldn’t have.”

His face fell. “In other words, I
haven’t a chance. That’s what you
mean, isn’t it?”

Her silence speke louder than
words. It hurt her to see the unhap-
piness mirrored in his dark eyes.
“Do you mind if I go on loving
you?” he asked. “I couldn’t stop,
anyway. This is ome disease my
}nedical career didn’t prepare me

or.”

Joan was content for the moment.
She thrilled to the touch of his
hands, every atom of her vibrating
with a racing, hot emotion. She felt
his warm cheek against hers, and she
longed shamelessly to feel his lips on
hers.

-But the dance was over and they
were going back to the veranda.
Joan glanced at Harriet as she sat
down. Her heart froze within her
as she saw the hurt look in her
cousin’s eyes. Harriet had never
hurt her in her whole life. She had
given her things ever since she could
remember—clothes, trips, money,
affection. Joan lowered her eyes
and became intensely interested in
her cocktail. “This can’t go on,” she
thought fiercely. “I can’t bear it
another minute!”

Harriet responded coolly when
John asked her to dance, but she
accepted just the same.

“Ain’t it awful?” Tommy grinned
at Joan. “She’s furious because he
asked you to dance first.”

“Could I help it?”

“I wonder how this is going to
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“That’s the way I imagined it would be—kissing you,”
she said breathlessly.

end up,” he said un-
happily. “Guess T'll
go home to-morrow,
if she’s gone for this
medico in such a big
way.”

Joan was think-
ing rapidly. There
must be some way to
help Harriet, to
straighten things out
for her. And sud-
denly, the way was
clear to her. The
thought took her
breath away with its
daring. If John saw
her in Tommy’s
arms, believed that
they were in love
with each other, it
would leave the coast
clear for Harriet,
wouldn’t it? But it
meant losing John
definitely. Never
again would he tell
her that he loved her.

-For a moment she

wavered, but only for
a moment. This was
the least she could do
for ‘Harriet, regard-
less of her own heart-
ache.

But her heart cried
out in protest while
her lips were forming
the words, “Tommy,
I wish you would
make love to me.”

He stared at her in
open-mouthed aston-
ishment. “Well, that
wouldn’t be hard to
do.”

“Then do it!” she

_said quickly as she

heard the music stop-
ping.
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“Wheh?,’ .

“Right now.” They were alone on
the veranda. Joan got up suddenly
and stood with her back to the door,
looking out at the lake. Tommy
stood beside her, puzzled, his arm
around her waist.

She forced a piquant smile.
“Now,” she whispered. *“Kiss me.”
Her voice broke as she twined her
arms around his neck, hating her-
self as she did it. She felt his kisses,
hard and cool on her lips. And over
his shoulder,. she saw Harriet and
John standing in the doorway,
watching them unbelievingly. She
pretended not to see them but went
right on acting out the love scene.
With a sigh of relief, she saw them
turn and go inside.

“That’s enough,” she told Tommy
with a sob.

She ran to get her wrap, without
glancing at him again. The thing
uppermost in her mind was to get
away. She simply could not face
Harriet and John.

Outside, Joan found a cab and
climbed in hurriedly, giving the hotel
address. Then she gave way to the
tears that had been welling up inside
her. John would never understand,
but that didn’t matter. He would
pay more attention to Harriet now,
and he couldn’t help but love her.

She spent a wretched night. When
she awoke the next morning, the first
thing she saw was the note under
the door of Harriet’s room. She
slipped out of bed and opened it
quickly.

Some bills fluttered to the floor
and she picked them up, reading
with increasing amazement:

Dear Joan: I didn’t know until I saw
you in Tommy’s arms how much I really
cared for him. He has always belonged to
me, but I never needed to worry about him

until last night when I realized he might
fall in love with some one else. So Pm
leaving with him to-night—call it eloping,
if you will. He has to go home on busi-
ness and I'm going with him,

Your room rent is paid for two weeks.
Also inclosing some money. Finish your
vacation and have a good time.

HARRIET.

The letter dropped to the floor.
Joan sank into a chair, staring
hypnotically at the door leading into
Harriet’s room. She wasn’t there.
She had eloped with Tommy!
Slowly, the news sank into her con-
sciousness.

She was laughing hysterically,
mirthlessly. What a joke on her!
She had thrown John’s love away to
give Harriet a break and instead,
Harriet had eloped with Tommy.

Joan paced the floor agitatedly,
her slender hands pressed against her
forehead. Two weeks’ room rent
paid, money ‘to finish her vacation.
With Harriet gone, she was free to
encourage John Carlton all she
pleased. But what would he think
of her now? The last glimpse he had
had of her, she was in Tommy Wal-
ter’s arms.

Joan sat in the big reception room
with the modernistic furniture. A
trim girl in uniform had taken her
name and told her that Doctor Carl-
ton would see her presently.

The door opened, and her pulse
quickened as Doctor Carlton fol-
lowed his patient into the reception
room. All at once, she wished the
floor would open up and swallow her.
It was so different from what she
had expected it to be. He looked so
aloof and forbidding in his white
coat.

“I'll see you now, Miss Craig,” he
said, betraying no surprise at finding
her there.

Then she was inside the office,
scarcely noticing the room in her
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confusion. She sat down on the
divan while John took his place at
the flat-topped mahogany desk. She
flushed self-consciously when she
saw that he was waiting for her to
begin.

This was the doctor who sat be-
fore her, not the man. She did not
know what to say to the doctor, but
she had to say something. :

“I just dropped in to say—to say
good-by.” Yes, she decided, she was
leaving. There was no point in stay-
ing.

“Yes? So you’re leaving!”

~ Joan swallowed. He didn’t seem
interested even in that! He was
tapping on the desk nervously with
his finger nail. Oh, why had she
come?

He offered her a cigarette and she
shook her head. Was this the end?
—she kept wondering. Was there
no way to bridge the gap between
them?

It seemed no time at all before she
was at the door and he was shaking
her hand impersonally. There wasn’t
even a smile for her.

“Is Harriet going home, too?” he
asked indifferently.

Joan gasped. He didn’t know
about Harriet and Tommy! She
looked at him, puzzled.

“Harriet’s gone already. She and
Tommy eloped last night. I—I
thought you knew.”

Her words were sinking in. He
looked at her in ‘astonishment.
“You mean Harriet is going to
marry Tommy?”

“They’re married by now,” she
faughed.

His expression wavered between
amazement and comprehension.
“But I thought you were in love
with Tommy. I saw you and
Tommy——" :

“Tommy’s always been in love
with Harriet,” she explained quickly.
“And I’ve never loved any one but
you,” she added softly, lowering her
eyes.

His lips tightened. “You aren’t
going home, Joan.” With a glad cry,
she was in his arms and he was kiss-
ing her eagerly, hungrily.

She looked deep into his eyes and
said breathlessly, “That’s the way I
imagined it would be—kissing you.”

He smiled at her tenderly.
“There’ll be a lifetime of it. And we
are going to be married to-day,
aren’t we?”

“I have a confession to make
first,” she told him, eyes troubled.
“I’'m not rich, as you think., Harriet
bought these clothes 2

“As if that mattered,” he laughed.
“T’ll buy your clothes hereafter, and
I promise you they will be as lovely
as you are, my dearest.” Then he
gathered her close to his heart.

®

“TOO POSSESSIVE”

A Thrilling Short Story
By LINDA COLLINS

In next week's issue
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Prize Of Hollywood

By Edna Robb Webster

A SERIAL—Part Il.

CHAPTER III.

O the new movie queen!” Bill

MacKay proposed, raising his

glass of ginger ale and, grape
juice. “Bottoms up!”

Hollis was throwing a party for
Carol on the eve of her departure.
Always popular, Carol defeated her
own record on that night for dances
and masculine attention. “The last
dance before Allen Dexter, for me,”
Bill had jested.

“After me, Roger Xorbin,” Dave
Stoley prophesied.

Their jocund spirits flaunted a
youthful indifference to the portent

of destiny. Though they termed
this opportunity of Carol’s a lucky
break, and every one of them en-
vied her in some degree, they ac-
cepted the news with the compla-
cency of all modern youth.

“What night is the premiére at
the Chinese theater?” Vera Roth in-
quired.

“On Saturday,” Carol replied.
“Will you all be listenin’ in?”’

“And how we will! Just imagine
Carol talking to us from Holly-
wood!” :

“Oh, I may not be asked to say
anything, but you can hear the
others, and know I’'m there.”



54 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

“Of course, they’ll ask you to say
something. That’s why they want
you to be there. Bigger and better
advertising. Every appearance you
make—little you, from Milton—is
that much more publicity for
Monica Brent. And she’s lucky, at
that,” Dave declared. “Think what
a daisy they might have drawn for
a winner! How about it, Jerry?”

“Lucky devils,” Jerry agreed so-
berly.

He managed to see Carol alone
before the evening ended. With her
departure so imminent, he felt al-
most panicky. The confusion of
these last days had prohibited his
having more than a glimpse of her
as she dashed about. Jerry hadn’t
anticipated that when he had sug-
gested her going. He had hoped to
talk enough with Carol that she
would take away with her a very
impressive memory of him. Im-
pressive enough that she would re-
turn home quite as eagerly as she
departed. As it was, he almost
feared that she would not remem-
ber him at all.

“Carol, I want to talk with you
a minute,” he told her when he man-
aged to dance with her finally.

“Well,” she laughed up at him in-
nocently, “talk away. Ill be gone
in another- minute, almost.”

“Don’t I know it!” his words al-
most groaned. “But I can’t tell you
here—let’s slip outside and walk
around the block, or something.”

Her consent was wordless, but
animated, as she fluttered through
the open doorway beside him, in
sheer white organdie. Carol had
forgone the feminine temptation to
display one of the new gowns that
night. A more important audience
awaited the début, and their im-
pression on this crowd could await
her return, she had decided. The
narrow ruffles of the organdie frock

just cleared the sidewalk as she
matched her slow steps with Jerry’s.
With the impulse of her gratitude
for his influence in her behalf, and
the sudden realization that she
scarcely had spoken to him in these
last hectic days, she slipped her
hand into his arm with a gesture of
affection.

Its touch, even through the thick-
ness of his coat sleeve, sent a tremor
through Jerry. It was a moment
before he could conquer the impulse
to turn blindly and crush her soft
body with the frenzied strength of
his arms. But she did not guess the
reason for his prolonged silence, and
prompted, half-humorously, “Well,
what was it you wanted to say to
me, Jerry? Give me one guess.
You want to hurl me a final lecture
on what to do and what not to do
in Hollywood. Am I right?”

“Partly.” His tone was grim with
repression, and apprehension for her.
Then suddenly, “Gee, I wish you
weren’t going!” '

“Why,_ Jerry Abbott, don’t be
silly!" It was you who first said that
I should go.”

“TI know. But that was because
I knew you wanted so much to go.
And T’ll probably be sorry as long
as I live”—morosely.

Carol grew impatient, and her
hand tugged at his arm with a mo-

tion of disapproval. “Oh, don’t be
like that! Do you think it’s going
to be my funeral? ‘What makes

every one act as if a girl’s going to
Hollywood alone is equivalent to
walking into a lion’s den? It gives
me the jitters, such hooey!”

“Oh, it isn’t that!” Jerry denied.
“And I do want you to go and have
a swell time, and all that. But,
Carol, I hadn’t meant to tell you
like this—it isn’t the time or place
for it, but”’—his words tumbled over
each other helplessly, as they two



Prize Of Hollywoed

had tumbled down snow banks te-
gether as youngsters—“well, you
know I'm so crazy about you I
can’t see or think of anything else
half the time. Carol, I just want
you to promise me that you will
come back next week, no matter
what happens out there.” They had
halted in the shadow of a tree whose
swaying branches swept inky blots
over them, and Jerry was holding
her cool hands in his big, hot, trem-
bling ones. He didn’t dare to put
his arms around her
then. Part of his
agitation was born
of the despairing
fear that he never
would see her again.
He realized his ab-
surdity, but—any-
thing might hap-
pen. She would
meet other men,
directors were
searching for talent
and beauty, the new
experience might
immunize her from them all—
Oh, any number of things could
separate them, forever. The thought
chilled him like an icy blast and
burned him like a fever.

Her lilting voice laughed softly
and somewhat alleviated his despair.
“Jerry, are you crazy?”

“Sure, that’s what I said—crazy
about you. That’s the reason I
want you to go and the reason I
don’t want you to go.”

“You’re too ridiculous,” she teld
him with gentle impatience. “Of
course, I'll come home next week.
T’ll be back so soon you wen’t know
T’ve been gone.”

“You bet I'll know it. I wish it
were over, now. But you will come
back?” he insisted.

“Why shouldn’t I?”

“Oh, lots of reasoms.

dle-class

contests.

Suppose

HE STORY SO FAR: How-
ard Nevins, son of a mid-
American family,
spends his spare time entering
He signs the name of
his cousin, Anne Sheldon, to
one of his answers, and when he
wins the prize, which is a trip
to Hollywood, Anne refuses to
go. However, his sister, Carol,
jumps at the chance, and it is
arranged that she is to go un-
der Anne’s name.
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they want you te sing or act, for
some studio?”

“A chance in a million,” she
scoffed, “with thousands of beauti-
ful girls waiting for it. But what
if I should try? Haven’t I a right
to a career if I want it? Yeu
wouldn’t refuse me that chance,
would you? Not if you really care
about me, Jerry?”

“Oh, I don’t know!” He dropped
her hands and walked on slowly.
“It’s only that I'm afraid something
might take you
away from me be-
fore I get settled
and have a chance
to give you what
you deserve.”

“But you couldn’t
keep me by being
selfish, Jerry. I like
you a lot, but don’t
let us talk about
that, now. I'm so
excited about leav-
ing here now—and
—everything.”

His hand reached down to find
hers and draw it up again in the
curve of his arm, protectively; his
other hand holding it there, steadily.
“I knew, honey. T'm sorry if I
bothered you. I guess you know
how much I love you, anyway. You
go along and have a swell time, and
—well, I guess everything’ll be
0. K.!” he assured her.

“Thanks, Jerry.” Her fingers
pressed his arm fondly, and they
walked on in silence until they
reached the house where the party
was approaching its climax. Seo
confused were Carol’s thoughts that
she couldn’t have told herself
whether she appreved Jerry’s sud-
den proposal just at this time, or
resented it. She had ne wish even
to debate it in her mind, with her
train leaving at midnight.
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The entire party went with her to
the station; their assorted dozen of
roadsters and coupés forming a
vociferous parade with a trailing
echo of blaring horns, laughter and
screeching brakes. Sally and How-
ard stopped at home for Carol’s
baggage while she and Jerry stopped
in also for her final farewell to mom
and dad. Their tearful smiles and
clinging hands were eloquent with
vague fears for their fledgling whom
they knew must try her wings some-
time, so they pushed her from the
nest with a flutter of misgivings and
the innate hope of all parents for
their progeny.

And the next thing Carol knew,
they were chattering and laughing
on the station platform like a flock
of parrots in a jungle glade. The
customary atmosphere of acrid
smoke, waiting silence and forlorn
desertion which pervades all small
railroad stations was transformed to
color and sound and animation.
Facetious quips reverberated from
hollow- walls and scarred empty
benches, and the bald station mas-
ter peered over his spectacles
through the window wicket with a
dour expression. Only thundering
and screeching locomotives were sup-
posed to make that much disturb-
ance in this place which had been
his realm for a quarter century.

Finally, a whistle in the distance
dominated the hectic clamor on the
platform and the attendant bustled
about to collect baggage records,
uniform cap and lantern, with a jubi-
lant glance for the momentary quiet
which the train’s approach had ef-
fected on the party. But after the
first moment of expectation, re-
marks and retorts again perforated
the interval while the snorting, fire-
breathing monster bore down the
tracks toward them with its tail
lashing around the final curve be-

fore it stopped with a hissing re-
luctance. -

A porter stood on the open plat-
form of one Pullman car, with his
yellow footstool in readiness, and de-
scended the steps to place it in posi-
tion for the prospective passenger
almost before the train had halted.
Such a confusion of farewells and
admonitions swirled around Carol
that she had no memory of their
particular origin, but they were soon
terminated by the porter’s echo of
the brakeman’s call, “All aboard!”
and the strain of slowly turning
wheels.

Faster and faster the revolutions
—and the tram was in motion, with
Carol waving frantically to the
cheering group; and then there was
only the clicking of wheels over rail

- switches and the intermittent flash-

ing of signal lights.

Carol had been in Chicago on
two previous occasions, with her
parents, and she had only a couple
of hours between trains, anyway;
so she passed the interval at the
station. The thought that she was
in the heart of a great city was
somewhat exciting, but its effect was
so mild as compared with the ex-
periences which beckoned her to the
coast that she was content to wait
for her train and let the rest of the
city pass by.

The first day out was not as in-
teresting as she had anticipated.
The scenery was a monotonous
panorama of gentle hills, familiar
trees, geometric fields, the flash of
placid rivers, and small cities which
were replicas of Milton. There were
not many passengers in her car—it
being too early for the exodus of
Eastern vacationists for Western
points of interest. Some of the few
were transients as the train crossed
the mid-Western plains and stopped
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Once she went away, any number of things could separate them forever.
The thought chilled him like an icy blast and burned him like a fever.
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infrequently to collect some and de-
posit others.

There was one elderly couple who
were quite as ebullient over this ad-
venture into the land of eternal sun-
shine as was Carol. Mrs. Matson
confided to her in the privacy of
the dressing room that they had
planned and saved for it ever since
their marriage, thirty-five years be-
fore. Each year they had promised
one another that it would be “next
year,” until it was now a reality.

“And maybe it’s just as well we
didn’t go, before. We can enjoy
everything more now. The children
are grown and away from home, so
we don’t have to worry about leav-
ing them, and we don’t have to
hurry back for anything or any-
body,” she finished complacently,
patting her thin white hair into neat
waves.

There might be some comfort in
her philosophy, Carol admitted, but
she was grateful that her own ad-
venture into a new country had not
been postponed until sight was
dimmed and alacrity halted. She
noticed that the man dozed more
than he watched the flying land-
scape, and that the woman read
magazines avidly, frequently reading
excerpts aloud to her mate in a high
falsetto voice raised above the roar
of the train. It seemed to Carol
that they might have pursued the
same pleasures at home with less
discomfort and less expense. But
it was high adventure, in their
minds, to be on this belated trip to
California. Achievement. Victory
in the face of defeat. Pleasure must
be relative, after all.

The train went flying through
scores of small villages with only a
hoot and a disdainful acceleration of
speed for the children who stood at
a distance and waved frantically at
its passing. So futile was their ef-

fort to attract its attention to their
obscurity, like ambitious elders
striving to command the attention
of the great world to their little
selves.

Traveling through the back doors
of cities and villages, it also was evi-
dent that not all the world was
modernized and sanitized, even in
this twentieth century. Galvanized
metal washtubs hung on rows of
veritable frame shacks along the
railroad tracks, which served as
homes. Sagging flights of steps and
unscreened open windows testified
to slovenly habits of living; and
women in soiled dresses stood with
their hands shielding their eyes to
watch the daily passing of that mar-
vel of speed and luxury which car-
ried other women on their pleasure-
bound way.

The route of the second day
passed through arid, rocky wastes
and desolate ranches where any
kind of life was scarce and where
there were even few villages to pass
with scorn. The scattered habita-
tions were shabby and forlorn for
the most part, and Carol wondered
that there were men and women
with the courage to attempt to con-
quer this wilderness in the face of
such hardship.

But the third day more than ful-
filled her expectations as they
climbed into the rugged beauty of
the Sierras; skirted the rims of cav-
erns and hugged the narrow road-
bed beside towering cliffs, or roared
through clearings of pines and ven-
tured over slender trestles whose
steel girders looked much too frail
for the train’s thundering passage.
Tunnels and snowsheds darkened
the brilliant spring day to night, at
intervals, and added to Carol’s
breathless excitement in every new
experience. -

By then, she had several ac-



Prize Of Hollywood 59

quaintances in that miniature world
which was hurtling through space
as its own complete entity. A girl
in the next car who had sat op-
posite her at breakfast on the sec-
ond morning, was shy and friendly,
and Carol learned that Doreen
Nichols was on her way to San
Diego to visit a grandmother whom
she never had seen. They exchanged
visits to pass away the hours and
discovered many common interests,
as young girls do, usually.

There was also an older woman in
Carol’s own car who persisted in
being very friendly, but from whom
she recoiled for no obvious reason.
For one thing, she was so frankly
curious that Carol ceased to be even
normally informative, and her man-
ner encouraged an affection to
which Carol could not even respond
with friendliness. Somehow, at her
very approach, the girl felt as if an
invisible- sign of warning flashed
within her. But she evaded the in-
truder without blunt offense and
was glad when she discovered how
pleasant it was to chat with Doreen
Nichols.

One man who was traveling
alone glanced at her frequently and
speculatively, but Carol did not en-
courage acquaintance, so he resigned
himself for most of the time to doz-
ing in the corner of his seat. He
certainly did not look like the kind
of man whom Carol wished to know
as a travel companion, or elsewhere.
It wasn’t that she feared being
friendly with him; there just was
nothing about him to foster sociabil-
ity, even as a means of passing
tedious hours. \

On the third day, she joined
Doreen for all their meals in the
diner, which proved to be vastly
more pleasant and adventurous with
an amiable companion. The change
of scenery with its continual inter-

ests and surprises also shortened the
hours, and almost before it seemed
possible that another day could be
gone, 1t was night, and the monster
dragon of steel was clattering
through the silent and illimitable
expanse of the desert, toward its
final descent into fertile valleys
where Utopia had blossomed from
desolation and death.

paro! crept into her berth on that
third night with a quickening of her
heartbeat§ at the thought of what
the morning would bring. She an-
ticipated its revelations with a mix-
ture of dread and joy, and did not
believe it would be possible for her
to sleep at all. But the swaying
motion of the train and the roaring
monotony to which she had grown
accustomed, conspired with the soft
coolness of the desert air to lull her
to sleep very quickly.

.Once, before dawn, she awoke
with a strange feeling of fear, and
1t was several moments before she
could adjust herself to her surround-
ings. Oh, yes, she was high in the
mountains  somewhere, crashing
through space at unbelievable speed,
toward her great adventure. She
raised the window shade and peered
out to discover a full moon shining
high in the west toward which she
was speeding. The sky was bright
as silver, against which the crags
of mountaintops etched ragged sil-
houettes. The valleys were black
abysses which might at any moment
become unfathomable horrors. But
the night was calm and soothing,
and the train rushed on with amaz.
ing confidence to select its path
through bewildering labyrinths of
passes and tunnels.

_Carol lay back against the smooth
pillows and mused upon the strange
quirks of fate which placed people
mm such unexpected circumstances,
Her brother’s queer penchant for
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entering contests, a decision which
might haveé gone a thousand dif-
ferent ways, and the reticent nature
of the girl who should be in her

place at that moment—what a chain
of coincidences had culminated in

this moment -of tri-
umph for her.

And the next
thing she knew, the
sunshine was creep-
ing under the raised

window shade and Z
the train was rush-
ing down, down by
_
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swift spirals, into the valley of its
destination. She could feel the halt-
ing motion of cautious brakes
against the clicking wheels. She sat
up with a panicky fear that she had
overslept and would not be ready to
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Carol crept into her berth with a quickening of her heartbeats at the
thought that the morrow would find her in Hollywood! .
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leave the train when it arrived at the
station.

Just as she turned her wrist to
- look at her watch, she felt a tugging
at her mattress from outside and a
jubilant voice urged, “Time foh you-
all t’ git up, miss. Nex’ station is
San Buhnahdeeno, an’ we’ll be in
Los Angeles in ’bout a half houah.”

“Thank you,” Carol replied,
squirming into her dressing gown
with nervous haste.

The confusion which attends the
arrival of any limited train at its
final destination is bewildering
enough to the experienced traveler,
but when Carol stepped off the
Sunset Special that morning, liter-
ally into the waiting arms of a dozen
strangers, she never was able to re-
member afterward just what she
said or how she acted. First, a dap-
per little man in flamboyant checks
stepped forth from a group on the
platform and approached her.
Carol’s vague hesitancy, no doubt,
had marked her for his objective.

“TI beg your pardon,” he bowed
" suavely, “are you Miss Anne Shel-
don?”

Carol’s relief at being discovered
was reflected in her face, but the
sound of the name sent a tremor of
premonition through her. During
-the past three days, she almost had
forgotten that she was traveling in-
cognito. And realized that she
would need to be on_ her guard,
henceforth.

A tall woman stepped forward
and extended a slender gloved hand.
Her glance a Fpralsed Carol in the
first instant from head to heel, so
that Carol felt as if she discerned
in that glance exactly how much—
or rather, how little—her traveling
suit had cost. But the lady’s smile
was kind and her greeting cordial.

“How do you do, Miss Sheldon?

I want to thank you, first, for enter-
ing the contest and giving us that
}]J3erfectly marvelous title. I am Miss
rent and these are Miss Delaney,
my secretary, Mr. Kalish, my direc-
tor, Mr. Hogan, publicity manager.”
Mr. Hogan was the suave little
man who had approached her first.
The promoter of the contest, no
doubt. Carol wondered if he.had
selected the-title which had dropped
this golden opportunity into her lap.
Her smile for him was slightly
warmer. There were others in the
group awaiting her, a half dozen
news photographers and greedy re-
porters. They directed Carol to
mount the steps again, after all the
passengers had alighted, with Mon-
ico Brent on the platform extend-
ing a hand of greeting to her guest
of honor. There were several clicks
of as many cameras. Then they
trailed the party, tripods folded
hastily and black cloths dangling
like mourning banners, to a long,
glittering limousine parked. beside
the station, where they posed their
subjects in the act of departure to
strange realms for Carol. .
Monica smiled generously upon
her guest and Carol supposed that
she must have smiled, also. The
thought that those pictures would
be flashed over the entire world and
be looked upon by millions of curi-
ous people, appalled and stunned °
her to oblivion of later memory.
And presently, she was alone with
the famous star in her luxurious car
and they were gliding through the
sun-flooded streets. No magic-carpet
journey could have been more thrill-
ing to Carol than that short drive
to a prominent Hollywood hotel,
where the chauffeur’s stop was a
signal for the doorman to leap for-
ward and signal a bell boy who came
running down the steps with alac-
rity for her baggage. Carol was in-

v



62 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

formed that reservations had been
made which, it was hoped, she would
find pleasant and comfortable; and
that Miss Delaney would consult
with her later concerning their plans
for the week.

“We are having dinner at my
home this evening, very informal,”
Monica reassured her, and Carol
murmured her appreciation. The
limousine droned away like a sun-
drowsed bee as Carol turned to
mount the marble steps.

The desk clerk was unctuous.
“Yes, indeed, Miss Sheldon, we
were expecting you. Suite 309 for
Miss Sheldon,” he directed the uni-
formed boy, “and I hope you will
find everything satisfactory. Let
us know if there is anything more
you need, wont you, Miss Shel-
don?”

Carol wondered in a stupor of be-

wilderment, what the mythical un- .

known necessity might be, when she
had been left alone in a magnificent
suite of rooms that was almost as
large as the entire house at home
and the appointments of which
must have cost ten times as much.
She gazed about her for a long mo-
ment, then wandered from one room
to another, without removing her
hat even. Touching objects tim-
idly—the crystal toilet articles in
the dressing room, the satin cover-
lets of the twin beds, the novel
lamps in the sitting room, the glit-
tering fixtures of the bath. It was
like a fairy palace. She felt exactly
like Alice in Wonderland, amazed
and delighted and bewildered.
Carol sank into the soft depths
of a turquoise moiré chair and held
her head in her hands as if to steady
her reeling senses or to arouse her
from a dream. She had no idea
what might happen. She only
hoped, if this were a dream, that
" dad’s alarm clock might clatter its

falsehood that it was six o’clock,
and awaken her before she did some-
thing foolish. ;

But after several moments, she
raised her head, and the view which
her eyes beheld from the window re-
assured her. Palm fronds dangled
limp fingers in the golden rays of
the sun, and distant purple hills
loomed against the blue of a sky so
close that Carol felt as if she could
walk right into it with very little
effort. But she knew that the hills
were miles away, and the sky “was
illimitable space, because they
formed a background for innumer-
able gay houses tucked into folds
of velvet green and brilliant floral
patterns. Gleaming white houses
with red roofs and salmon-pink
houses with variegated roofs and
such other audacious combinations
of architecture as never was seen in
Milton.

Oh, it was Hollywood, all right.
Hollywood might be exotic and
bizarre and stagy, but it was real,
too. As real as the greens and reds
and yellows of the landscape which

-were more brilliant than any color

which Carol ever had seen in her

life. She never really had seen true

color before.

She reached up and lifted the pert
sailor from her head, ruffled her hair
with her fingers and sighed in pro-
longed, luxurious content. It was

-going to be a very busy and excit-

ing and exacting week, but she
would take just a few minutes to
sit there and absorb all that deli-
cious reality, first. Like a delight-
ful prelude that promised infinite
pleasure in the story which followed.
It was a story. She was living a
fairy tale which was ever so much
more wonderful than Cinderella and
her pumpkin coach and the prince’s
ball. That is, she had everything
except the prince. Carol laughed
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“You look as if you belonged to the movies yourself,” the manager of
the beauty salon told Carol. “I’ve seen plenty of stars who aren’t
balf as lovely.”
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softly to herself. It was a chuckle
of confident anticipation. Give her
a little time, and she would find
the prince, also. Perhaps, to-night
or

She glanced at her watch, verified
the time with the quaint clock on
the desk and jumped up hastily.
Enough of dreaming. She must pre-
pare herself very carefully for the
evening. “Very informal,” her
hostess had informed her, but Carol
wondered if that might not be much
more formal than either of the two
dinner gowns she owned. She de-
cided that the peach crépe would be
more correct for this evening, saving
the more formal gold lace for the
premiére night.

She telephoned to the hotel
beauty shop for an appointment.
The natural golden waves of her hair
required no professional setting, but
Carol hoped that experienced fin-
gers might effect a smarter coiffure
after a shampoo to cleanse it of the
cinders and sand from her journey
which made it feel gritty to her
touch. :

With swift movements, she un-
packed her dressing case, hat box
and larger bag, arranging the arti-
cles neatly in the numerous drawers
of the dressing table. When she had
finished with that, her trunk ar-
rived, so she transferred its contents
to the spacious wardrobe which
would have accommodated a dozen
such equipments.

Carol experienced the first results
of far-flung publicity when she en-
tered the beauty salon. The man-
ager and operators had been reading
the latest newspaper editions, had
matched her name with the printed
news of her arrival and now com-
pared her appearance with the girl
who smiled from the photograph
which had been made at the station
with Monica Brent. In the two

short hours since her arrival, while
she adjusted herself to the new sur-
roundings, men and machines had
toiled with mad haste to announce
her presence in the film capital. A
few hours had made her important
to this curious public. And she had
done nothing to deserve it. There
were others who might struggle for
attention all their lives and never
gain so much as a fraction of that
which was hers already. The ig-
nominy of fate.

The manager of the shop assigned
her to a booth and an operator with
the air of having anticipated serving
her through all his career. “And
how do you like Hollywood, Miss
Sheldon?”

“m not very well acquainted
with it, yet,” Carol laughed. “I
haven’t been outside the hotel since
I arrived.”

“Indeed!” he exclaimed with
pleasure, as if he deemed it an
honor that his shop had known her
presence first. “Then we shall
make mademoiselle very lovely for
her first appearance. You have
marvelous hair—truly gorgeous,
Miss Sheldon. René, the special
rinse for Miss Sheldon and I shall
dress the hair myself. An artist de-
lights to work with such hair.”

René was impressed. “You look
as if you belonged in the movies,
yourself,” she ventured to Carol.
“I’ve worked on plenty of stars who
had less of everything.”

Carol smiled her appreciation.
“That’s kind of you,” she said
shyly.

“Maybe this will be a break for
you, too. Will you try for pictures?”

“I don’t quite know what I am
going to do. It is all so new and
strange yet.”

René talked incessantly while she
massaged and rinsed and dried.
Then she relinquished the fragrant
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glory of hair to Henri’s art. He
justified his conceit.
studded coronet of finest filigree
could not have enhanced its beauty
when he had finished. Rather, it
would have detracted from the shim-
mering undulations and swirls of
soft finger curls.

Later, when Carol had completed
her dressing for the evening, she was
a stunning picture. The peach
crépe molded to her slender grace
like a sheath and trained slightly on
the floor over the heels . of her
golden sandals. A little elbow-
length cape suggested delightful
subtleties, its soft ruff clasping her
neck and fastening in the back with
real gardenias which Carol had pur-
chased from the hotel florist. Her
heart was beating high when she
went downstairs to Momca Brent’s
Waltmg car-

CHAPTER Iv.

“Lucky lady, you are,” declared
Allen Dexter. “Is your whole life
a happy sequence of these surpris-
ing events?” The lucent glow of
candlelight shimmered over the long
table and further enhanced the at-
tractive faces of the diners whose
modulated voices flowed smoothly
around them. Crystal and silver
scintillated in the gently wavering
light. - There was not a piece of
chinaware in the entire dinner serv-
ice.

Cut crystal prisms of varying
shapes and sizes formed a fantastic
border around a vast central mirror,
like modernistic towers surrounding
a crystal lake, where pallid water
lilies floated in hollowed prisms.
Thin-blown crystal bubbles of iri-
descent hues also floated on the re-
flecting surface and contributed
their own illusion. Silver swans
arched graceful necks to their vain
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A jewel-

images and shell-pink flamingos bal-
anced upon long crimson legs. Sil-
ver and crystal, nothing more,
except the Venetian lace banquet
¢loth.

- This was the dinner which
Monica had assured Carol would be
very informal. Her memory groped
back for a comparison. But there
was no comparing this magnificence
with the dinner table at home—
there only was contrast. Perhaps
the family was more correct, after
all, in persisting with the word “sup-
per.” It seemed a very long time
since she had sat at that family
table; and worlds away.

The other eight guests seemed to
be very intimate with each other.
Carol was the only stranger, but
they appeared to be treating her as
one of themselves. The man on
each side of her was being gallantly
attentive, and the others addressed
her from across the table, from time
to time. Carol’s eyes sparkled with
the dinner service, caught and re-
flected the scintillating facets of
light. The palms of her hands were
moist with excitement and trepida-
tion. And something else.

Down at the far end of the table,
on Monica’s right, sat Roger Kor-
bin—in the flesh. It was no flicker-
ing image on a silver screen. Very
real, he was. In fact, so much more
real than Carol had anticipated he
would be. The charm and mag-
netism of the actor were evident,
also; but his humanness dominated
even these. Several times during
the dinner, he glanced at Carol and
that inimitable smile which had so
many times thrilled her from the
screen, flashed directly for her, fill-
ing her with a warm intoxication.
If she had doubted the reality of
this day, this night must be an hal-
lucination. But she hoped that she
might never awaken now.



86 - ‘Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

Tt was something of a problem to
entertain the men at either side of
her, give the proper attention to the
delicacies set before her and to ab-
sorb every glance of Roger Korbin’s
for her future delight, in memory.
There were several million women in
the world whe adored Roger’s hand-
some image, but Carol now -was one
of the favored few who had sat at
the same dinner table with him. It
was a memorable event in her life.
She had to make the most of it.

There were other important lumi-
naries present. In fact, if some one
had selected the nine most eminent
and popular personalities of Holly-
wood, the group might well have
been that very party. Allen Dexter
was Monica’s leading man in the
prize-titled picture, Viva Stuart was
a favorite ingénue of the public’s,
Noel Wright had brought his charm-
ing wife who was Marcella King,
Gay Ferris was accompanied by
Dennis Pelton and the fifth man
was Dan Kalish whom Carol had
met that morning at the station.
She felt as if she were gyrating rap-
idly in a kaleidoscope of color and
beauty and luxury. It made her
slightly giddy. Or was it Roger
Korbin’s frequent glances which so
_ affected her? She did not know—
and cared less. She was very
happy. {

Meanwhile, she had replied to
Allen Dexter’s remark anent her
colorful existence. ‘“Oh, no, indeed!
This is the first really exciting thing
that ever happened to me.”

“I predict”—his eyes twinkled
into hers—“that you are due for
plenty more of them.”

“I hope so, if they’re all as nice
as this one.”

“Qh, this is just an appetizer,” he
deprecaated

“I hope I survive until dessert!”

Carol laughed.

“Ah! but the demi-tasse and the
sweets!” he sighed, with mock
gayety.

They laughed together.

“Who,” Carol inquired, “belongs
to whom, at this table?”

“Oh, don’t you know them all?”

“Of course, I know who they are,
but I'm net sure about their rela-
tions.”

“Neither am, I—nor they them-
selves, for very long. What is true
to-day, may be all wrong by to-
morrow. At this very party, some-
thing may happen—pssst! just like

that—and whole destinies are
changed.” \
Carol smiled. “I know. But

every one appears to be very
happy.”

His dark eyebrows lifted. “Ap-
pears to be? But we are actors,
you know.”

“Aren’t you happy?” Carol chal-
lenged, in a spirit of humor.

He shrugged. “What is happi-
ness? If you can tell me that, per-
haps I can answer your question.”

“Why,” Carol floundered, “being
busy at something you like very
much to do, and living with those
whom you like very much to be
with.”

“Is that all? Then I am three-
fourths happy, by that scale. I am
busy with that which I like very
much to do, and living with those I
merely tolerate.”

“Are you married?”’

“Do I look that stupid?” he
grinned.

At the time, Carol thought he was
joking, but she learned before the
week was over that such reasoning
was a serious condiment of his
philosophy.

“Is marriage stupid?”

“Can you doubt it? Half of its
addicts are discontented, and the
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other half are contented because
they are stupid. So, there you are!”

His verdict was so final that -

Carol turned to Dan Kalish, who
addressed her from the other side.

“We appreciate your effort to ar-
rive in time for the premiere, to-
morrow evening, Miss Sheldon. It
provides us further opportunity for
advertising you as well as Miss
Brent’s new production.”

. “But I have nothing to adver-
tise,” Carol objected pleasantly.

“I don’t agree with you. There
are many girls in this city to-night
who would value the opportunity
very highly, girls who have less to
offer the industry than you have.
But you are not ambitious, per-
haps?”

“Indeed, I am. But I understand
that it is very difficult to get into
pictures.” _

“That depends,” Kalish replied
speculatively, and glanced toward
his hostess. “We shall see what
might be done about a scréen test
for you, if you wish. You have a
marvelous voice, which should be
a great advantage.”

“You are very kind,” Carol said
in a low voice, but her heart was
trembling with the import of his
words.

Finally, the dinner was ended in
the silver-and-crystal dining room,
but continued in the patio with cof-
fee and liquors, smokes and sweets.
Artificial moonlight illumined the
garden and the surrounding terrace
which the house embraced with ram-
bling protectiveness. The upper
rooms opened onto a balcony that
hung over the garden and rambled
down into it by means of a curving
grilled stairway.

They danced and jested- and
sipped hot coffee and iced concoc-
tions which a butler passed fre-
quently. It was very soon after

they had adjourned to the patio that
Roger came to speak with Carol.
Feeling his approach, she trembled,
and her heart leaped into her throat
with such violence that she almost
choked. She was obliged to set
down her demi-tasse on a tile table
to prevent the fragile Sevres crash-
ing on the stone floor.

“I want to congratulate you, Miss
Sheldon, on your successful title.
Was the prize worth the effort?”

It was difficult not to say, “Oh,
just being here with you to-night
is worth any effort in the world!”

“but she managed blithely, “Oh, that

was no effort at all. I don’t know
yet how the title could have won!
Isn’t Miss Brent a darling to do all
this for me?”

He glanced at his hostess and a
slight frown lined his broad fore-
head, briefly. “I believe it was all
in the contract, wasn’t it? I rather
think she got the breaks this time.”

“How do you mean?”

“Picking a winner like you,” he
smiled. “Think what she might
have drawn for a guest. You aren’t
the kind that enters contests—you
should be sponsoring them.”

Carol’s face burned miserably and
she could think of nothing to reply.
She only laughed nervously, think-
ing of Howard’s title and Anne’s
name under which she was posing.

“Not that there is any reason why
you shouldn’t enter a contest, too,”
he added hastily, “if you wish. It
was most fortunate that you did, I
slllm’xld say, for a number of peo-
ple.”

Carol was dancing with Roger
Korbin. Never in her wildest flights
of fancy had she imagined such a
possibility. She floated in his arms,
scarcely aware that her feet touched
the floor. Now, there would be
more of her memories, more than
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the flash of his luminous smile. cheek lowered to hers, the muted
There would be the closeness of his resonance of his voice close to her
arms and the gentle pressure of his ear.
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Never in her wildest flights of fancy had Carol imagined the possibility
of singing with Roger Korbin. Heart beating fast, she sang as she had

never sung before.
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“Ts dancing your profession?” he
asked when they had drifted the
length of the terrace.

“Oh, no,” she laughed.

. “It should have been!
dthen?”

“I hope that singing may be.”

“If you sing half so well as you
danee, there is no doubt of it.”

“Part of his profession,” she re-
minded herself severely, “is ﬂa,ttery.
But it’s sweet, all the same.” She
sipped its nectar, delightedly, and
darted back for more like a swift
humming bird. “The reason is you.
But I can’t sing with you.”

“Why not? We might try.”

The suggestion frightened her, re-
membering how he had sung, “A
World Without You,” in his latest
- \picture. She had seen it three times,
tparticularly to hear that song;
thrilled to her very finger tips with
the fascination of his voice. Carol
laughed softly. “I'd much rather
hear you sing alone. You were mar-
velous in ‘Daybreak’!”

“You liked it?”

“I loved it! Will you sing the
theme song, to-night?”

“If you will help me.”

“T should ruin it.”

“TI disagree. Please try.”

Carol consented, with her heart
fluttering. When the dance ended,
Roger announced to the party, “I’ve
made another discovery about our
charming guest. She sings like a
lark. And we shall be pleased to
entertain if you wish.”

Every one applauded with en-
thusiasm. They drifted through
the open doors into the music room
where Roger slipped to the piano
bench and ran his fingers over the
keys, tentatively, then swung into
the melodious accompaniment of the
popular theme song.

Carol knew the words as well as
she knew that her own name was

What,

not Anne Sheldon, but she felt as
if she had lost her memory in a
moment of sudden panic. The faces
of her audience and the entire room
receded swiftly into a - blurred
vision. Then Roger’s deep voice
struck the first note and the reality
of it revived her instantly. Her own
clear voice joined his without hesi-
tance. Scores of times she had sung
that chorus alone, but never had
she expected to sing it with Roger
Korbin, for whom it had been writ-
ten. Her voice rallied to the mo-
mentousness of the occasion and
justified its opportunity. Carol sang
as she probably never had sung be-
fore. Roger’s applause joined that
of their audience when they had
finished, and they were obliged to
repeat the chorus.

“Give us another one,” Allen in-
sisted. “Say, you two should broad-
cast together. Never heard any-
thing better than that.”

“Yes, do sing something else,”
Monica urged. So they sang two
other popular numbers and then
were urged to repeat again, “A
World Without You.”

Roger bowed his appreciation

when they had finished. “You are
marvelous, truly. You will travel
far with that voice. It will take

you anywhere you wish to g0, Miss
Sheldon.”

Carol thanked him in a giddy con-
fusion and the light in her eyes said,
“I am glad it has taken me so far
with you.”

After which, Gay and Dennis de-"
lighted with a comedy skit; then
they returned to the patio for an-
other round of drinks. Roger
danced again with Monica, but he
did not ask Carol for another, who
observed that her hostess pretty
well monopolized his attentions for
the remainder of the evening.

And at eleven o’clock, Monica
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said what seemed to Carol a queer
thing, until she remembered that
she was in a totally different world
where everything was queer, if de-
lightfully so.

Said Monica, “I’'m sending you
all away early, to-night. To-mor-
row is a big day at the studio and
I must get my forty winks before
midnight.”

“That goes for me, too,”
agreed. “Close-up shots all day to-
morrow.” He turned to Carol.
“What is your program for the
day?”

Carol glanced at Monica before
replying, ‘who said quickly, “Oh,
Miss Sheldon ‘will be quite as busy
as any one to-morrow. She is go-
ing to spend the day at the studio,
learning all the tricks of the profes-
sion. Shall you like that?”

“I can think of nothing more en-
juyable, unless it was this party to-
night,” Carol declared. “It was
marvelous.”

“I’'m glad you enjoyed it.” Mo-
nica was gracious. “To have you
with us was as great a pleasure.
Miss Delaney will call for you in
the morning, at ten, and I shall see
you in my dressing room. Miss
Delaney also will inform you of our
plans for the week, and if there is
anything which you would like espe-
cially to do, please let her know
about it and she will make all ar-
rangements for you.”

“You are very kind, thank you.”

“Is any one taking Miss Sheldon
to the hotel?” Roger inquired.

“Jules will drive her over. And
Roger, will you stay for a moment?
I have something very special to
consult with you about.” She
smiled intimately. “I shan’t let you
stay for long—only the tiniest min-
ute.”

In spite of her gratitude to
Monica for her consideration and

Roger

pleasure, Carol wondered fleetingly
if that tiniest minute were not to
prevent Roger from driving her to
the hotel. She had noted that
Monica guarded his companionship
very jealously throughout the eve-
ning, and wondered if they might be
engaged. If they were, film gossip
had not broadcast it, as yet. They
were a stunning couple, certainly.
No one could deny that.

It developed that Jules did not
drive Carol home, after all; for Allen
Dexter elected himself to the serv-
ice, which was agreed upon finally
by Monica.

“But remember, Allen,” she
warned him with mock seriousness,
“I am responsible for Miss Sheldon
during her visit in Hollywood, so
watch your step with my very spe-
cial guest.”

“Oh, I won’t do anything you
wouldn’t * he assured her solemnly,
and took Carol’s arm with a gay
possession to assist her into a gigan-
tic topless roadster of robin’s-egg
blue and glittering chromium.

“Now, straight to the hotel,” his
hostess admonished him.

“You know very well if I drive
straight on a curving boulevard, I
shall land in jail, and Miss Sheldon
with me,” he taunted. “In which
case, she could not appear at the
studio in the morning.” With that,
he released the emergency brake and
they glided off down the curving
drive to the highway and into the
stream of swift evening traffic.

“You would think, from Monica’s
instructions, that I am a desperate
character,” he flung at Carol
through the rush of wind. “Aren’t
you afraid of me?”

“Not even if you are the big, bad
wolf, should I be afraid of you,” she
laughed

“Aha! She’s handled wolves be-
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fore, has little Red Riding Hood.
She knows all about what sharp
teeth they have, even if they do look
kindly.”

“Yes, my mother warned me all
about wolves before she sent me into
the woods.”

“Wise mother! I congratulate
you on your choice of a mother,
also,” he bantered.

“As it happens, I had nothing to
do with that, either,” she retorted,
laughing. “Besides, I’'m not afraid
of wolves with a sense of humor.”

“Then you do credit me with
some virtue. Which is not so bad,
for a beginning. What’s the next
thing?” he challenged. “Say, how’s
this for an idea, little one? The
night is young, yet. Why don’t we
-go somewhere and get acquainted?”

“We promised Miss Brent that
you would take me straight to the

hotel,” Carol reminded him severely.
- “And so I shall—take you back
to the hotel—straight. What’s she
-got to say about it, anyway? You
notice she kept Korbin there with
her, didn’t you? Don’t kid your-
self that she’s snatching her beauty
sleep!”

Which reminder gave Carol a mo-
mentary feeling of suffocation. With
the force of a long breath. which
simulated a sigh, she said finally,
“Some other night, perhaps, Mr.

Dexter. Besides, if youre going to
the premiére to-morrow evening, we
may get acquainted then.”

“Yeah, with a crowd around us.
I’'m sure we’ll know all about each
other, if we get in speaking distance
at all! I thought you’d be a better

al.”

“Perhaps I shall, after I have had
one night to sleep over it. You see,
I really haven’t rested since I heard
about winning the contest. I’'ve
had more excitement in the last ten
days than the rest of my whole life.
I think another party to-night
would be just one too many.”

“0. K., darling. Sleep it off to-
night and get ready for a big week.
I’'m going to see to it that you keep
some late hours for the rest of your
visit. Close-up shots can go bang
and Monica Brent can hang. I sup-
port her and her whims before the
camera, but not elsewhere.
here we are, sleepyhead. Go pull
a blanket over your head and forget
youre in Hollywood for the next
ten hours. ~After that, you won’t
be able to forget it.”

“Thanks for being a good sport,
Mr. Dexter, and bringing me
straight home."”

“Oh, I always bring ’em back

alive, if sometimes unconscious,” he
assured her magnanimously. “But
remember, to-morrow’s the night!”

TO BE CONTINUED.
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l AM a harp that passing winds can play
Touching my strings to music sad or gay,

While I can only pray the gods above

That some day there will throb a note of love.

Dororay QuUick.

Well,
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Marriage Bargain

By Dorothy Spicer

ESTER stared at the shut
door. The name, Jake Cor-
nish, in gold letters, danced

before her eyes. She was going to
open that door and go in, and noth-
ing would ever be the same again.

She turned the knob and entered
the room. A girl, busy at the desk,
looked up.

“T want to see Mr. Cornish.”

The girl started to speak, hesi-

tated and said, “Just a minute,
please,” and vanished into the inner
room.

Hester went to the window and
stood quietly staring out. No one
seeing her there would have dreamed
of the turmoil within her. The soft
green sports suit had the unmistak-
able stamp of an exclusive shop; the
green felt hat, with its single tiny
gold feather, sat at just the right
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angle on the smooth, blue-black hair
that emphasized the dazzling white-
ness of her skin. Every lovely line
of her slender figure, the imperious
tilt of her head, the proud carriage
of the shoulders—all bespoke one
supremely sure of her place in the
world. Yet, the black-lashed gray
- eyes were tragic and terror lurked in
their depths. v

Hester knew well the caliber of the
man she had come to see. He was
a gambler, ruthless and brutal. He
might turn out to be a blackmailer
as well. Yet, she was determined.

“Will you go in please?” The girl
opened the door and closed it gently
behind Hester.

The man, seated behind the desk,
rose as she entered, and waved her
to a seat.

“Sit down, won’t you? T’ll be
through in a minute.”

He was a big man, a fighter.
There was the square chin, the wide
sweep of cheek, nostril and fore-
head. Suddenly, he looked up. His
eyes crashed into Hester’s. They
were deep, glacier-blue and they
seemed to read her innermost secrets
—the newspaper covering the holes
in the soles of her swanky oxfords,
the threadbare silk waist, the darned
stockings, the gloves so worn that
she had to carry them. Her already
raw nerves flared into fiery anger.

“What can I do for you?”

The words were sharp, but there
was a curious soft drawl in his voice
that gave them an odd twist.

: “I want to borrow money, quite a
it.”

“You have security?”

“I shouldn’t have come to you if
I had.” Already, she hated this
man.

“I see you have read all about me
in the papers.” His voice was dry.
“How much do you want?”

“A thousand dollars.”

-matrimonial campaign?”

“On your signature alone?” There
was a mild contempt in his tones
that infuriated her.

“I understood you were a gam-
bler.”- Her gray eyes were blazing.
“T thought you might be willing to
gamble on me.”

“Now you interest me. Just what
is your proposition?” ?

It had come—the time when she
must put into words this thing she
had planned. It was cruelly hard.

“Well? Have you forgotten it al- .
ready?”

Somehow, the words goaded her
to desperation. She said ‘stonily,
“You stake me to a thousand dol-
lars. Within three months, if I am
successful, I'll pay you back five
thousand dollars. If I fail you lose
your money.” ‘

“Certainly a gamble worth taking
with good cards, but I'd have to

know more about the cards I'd
hold.”
“I realize that.” She made her

-eyes meet his, but she could not

prevent the wave of crimson that
washed her face from throat to brow.
“T expect to marry a millionaire
within that time.”

“You'’re engaged?” He asked it
without looking at her, playing with
a pencil on his desk.

“No, but I—I expect to be, soon.”

“Would my thousand finance the
He was
looking at her now, a cynical smile
on his lips.

The man was uncanny! “How
clever of you to guess!” Hester said
sardonically, and prayed fiercely
that he would not see the tears burn-
ing her eyes. “Soon I’ll begin to be-
lieve you'’re as smart as the papers
say you are.”

He laughed grimly. “And what
means have I of knowing that hav-
ing loaned you the money, you’ll
keep to your bargain?”
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She felt bruised, beaten. She re-
turned apathetically, “None except
my word which, naturally, means
nothing to you.”

He studied her deliberately. She
thought, “This man is cheap, prob-
ably a criminal, yet he makes me
feel small, despicable.”

With a suddenness that made her
jump, he said, “Very well. T'll lend
you the thousand, but under one
condition. I want to share in the
campaign.”

“You want——" Hester’s breath
came in a sharp gasp.

“Come now, you must have some
plan. A week-end visit perhaps?”
He laughed at her start of surprise.
“You see, we have to be good guess-
ers in our professmn Include me
in whatever affa,u' it is, and I’ll lend
you the money.”

Hester sprang to her feet. Her
eyes blazed into his. “Invite you
to the home of my friend?”

“Is it the pot calling the kettle
black?” He was smiling blandly.
“Well, take it or leave it. I never
bet on a game I don’t sit in.”

Hester sank back into her chair.
She was trembling, heartsick.

“Very well,” she said listlessly,
“PlI—TI’ll get you an invitation. It’s
~ a house party at the Frank Ducan
country home at <

“T know the place.”

“You’ll want to know my name.
It’s——-” 5

“I know that, too, Miss Storm.
I’ve seen your name in the papers.”

Hester tightened her lips fiercely.
The whole world had read of her be-
loved father’s death and dishonor,
but if this man dared speak of it, or
even look as if he thought of it, she

.. could not stand it.

“I knew your father slightly, Miss
Storm He was a great and good
man,” he said with surprising gen-
tleness.

‘For a moment Hester couldn’t
speak. It was so unexpected, so
poignantly sweet. This man, be
what he may, had understood about
daddy. She said at last, “I’ll have
Martha Ducan write you at your
home if you will give me your ad-
dress.”

He wrote rapidly on a piece of pa-
per. “Here you are.” Hester took
the paper and noted with surprise
that it was the address of an exclu-
sive club. There was a gleam of
amusement in the man’s eyes as he
noted her expression, but his friend-
liness had vanished. “You like my
club? Good. Perhaps my name
might embarrass you. Suppose we
change it. I'm quite sure none of
your friends know me. Let’s see!
How would ‘“Tom Lake’ do? That
name has a good, honest sound. Un-
der it, who knows but that I might
be able to give your boy friend a
little competition? T've always
heard that’s an excellent device to
employ.”

It was as if he had slapped her.
Hatred of him rushed back over her
like a flame, but she held herself un-
der control.

“Very well,” she said curtly, “it’s
a bargain then.”

She went out of his office into a
world that seemed strangely differ-
ent. There was the thousand in bills
rolled up in her pocketbook. Five
hundred she would give to her step-
mother. Then, sink or swim, she
would be clear of her forever. Never
again would she have to listen to her
stepmother’s shrill, accusing voice,
flinging the words “charity boarder”
at her, nor the cruel, bitter railing
against her father. These last few
days had been almost more than
Hester could bear. She had found

_herself this morning, nursing an in-

sane desire to strike her stepmother’s
full red mouth. She choked back a
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‘He was crazy about her, yes, but
could she bring him te propose? She
shivered in distaste. That she should
try to make any man! Her father’s
'disgrace, her stepmother—they all
counted against her. Besides, Ar-
thur with his dark, good looks, his
,suave, charming manner, had been
'the goal of many a girl before her.

| If only she could have found
'work! She thought of the endless,
fruitless days spent in going from
one place to another. It was no use.
She must go on with her plan. Jake
Cornish would be at Martha’s. A
_queer, warm glow enveloped her and
left her bewildered. Surely it was
not possible that she was glad he
was to be there!

Hester stood beside Martha Du-
can, watching the train that was
bringing Arthur and “Tom Lake”
jinto the station. She knew that she
+looked lovely in the yellow dress
with its smart black jacket. It
helped, but it could not still the
trembling within.

Almost as soon as the train
stopped, Hester saw Tom. A min-
ute later, she realized that Arthur
was walking beside him.

“Whee,” commented Martha as
she watched the two coming toward
them, “your new boy friend looks
as if he might pack dynamite along
with him. Where on earth did you
meet him? You were awfully mys-
terious when you telephoned me.”

Before Hester could answer, Cor-
nish was shaking her hand and meet-
ing Martha with an ease that sur-
prised her.

“Clarke and I intreduced our-
selves when we realized we were
bound for the same destination. It’s
pleasant to meet some one you have
an interest in.” Cornish’s blue eyes
lingered for a brief, amused mo-
ment on Hester’s cheeks which had

changed frem their usually creamy
whiteness to a wild flush.

Arthur was smiling. Hester
thought with distaste, “He looks like
the cat that swallowed the canary.”

“And I on my part,” Arthur was
saying, “found Mr. Lake a most in-
teresting train companion. You sel-
dom find any ome who knows se
many different kinds of people. I
declare, he knows the most intimate
things about them, too. Quite re-
markable.” Cornish smiled briefly.
“T’'d like to know in what connection
you’d heard of me, Mr. Lake,” he
;)vielmt on, as he got into the automo-

e.

“Oh, I think eyery one has heard
of your family, Mr. Clarke. It’s one
of the oldest and most distinguished
in the country. And you as the
only soi %

During the rest of the journey
Jake Cornish, with a dexterity that
was fiendish, turned Arthur Clarke’s
vain little soul inside out. Arthur’s
sultry good looks, his vast popular-
ity, his surface manner had fooled
Hester. She had liked him. There
had been times when she had
thought she could even learn to love
him. Now she knew she never eould.
Inside, she felt herself go cold and
sick. But she had made her bargain.

Hester slipped the lavender dress
over her head, smoothing its folds
against the graceful curves of her
slim figure. The dress, contriving
to be both quaint and sophisticated
at the same time, brought out Hes-
ter’s dark loveliness. The pleated
purple organdie collar that rounded
her neck called attention to the ex-
quisite contour of her throat, and
wide, pleated cuffs of the same color
turned back just above her elbow.
The belt was a smart purple suede,
fastened together by a huge butter-
fly in shades of lavender, purple and
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yellow. The dress was made for her
—for her black hair with its purple
shadows, for the black-lashed gray
eyes that now seemed violet. Hes-
ter knew that her beauty was
breath-taking and found no pleasure
in the knowledge. All she could see
was eyes—Arthur Clarke’s dark ones
surveying her hungrily, possessively,
and Jake Cornish’s unfathomable
blue ones mocking her.

With grim determination, Hester
shrugged off her depression and went
downstairs.

The library, with its immense
cathedral window framing the blue
hills, seemed deserted. It was not
until Hester was too far in to retreat
that she saw Jake Cornish. His eyes
were fastened on her as if he could
not tear them away. Slowly, he rose.

“You’re lovely,” he said, as if the
words were forced from his lips.

Living fire coursed through Hes-
ter’s being. Unable to meet his eyes
she stepped to the long window, her
eyes on the blue hills, but she knew
with every tingling nerve within her
that he had joined her there.

“They’re beautiful, aren’t they?”
Hester faltered.

“The hills? Yes, very beautiful.
I remember”—a reminiscent smile
touched his lips—“one summer when
I was a small boy. We were camp-
ing. In the distance there was the
most gorgeous blue mountain. All
summer long I begged and pleaded
to go there.”

“And did you?” Hester was smil-
ing, too, her shyness forgotten. The
little boy with the determined chin
and blue eyes seemed very real.

“At last I ran away. I walked
and walked. It took me all day and
I was very hot, tired and hungry.
And then”—he paused for a moment
—*“and then the mountain wasn’t
blue at all. It was just another
mountain.”

. girl, you’re so beautiful!”

Impulsively, Hester laid her hand
over his. “Poor little boy,” she said
softly. “He was young to learn how
often blue mountains turn out to be
just mountains.”

He caught her hand and swuug
her to face him. “But I still believe,
Hester :

“Well, here you are, darling.” Ar-
thur, followed by a blond girl, en-
tered the room. “I waited around
for you all afternoon. What on
earth were you doing?” His voice
was petulant.

Jake had dropped Hester’s hand
at the sound of Arthur’s voice and
had moved stiffly to one side.

With rude effrontery Arthur went
on, “Say, Lake, will you and Fluff
scram? I’ve an important matter
to take up with Hester.”

The little blonde pouted. “Bad
boy, you’re so cruel to your Fluff,”
she complained. But at his frown,
she made for the door. Jake, with-
out a word or a backward glance,
followed.

Arthur came toward Hester, his
eyes devouring her. “My darling
Before
Hester could prevent it, he had her
in his arms and was kissing her
madly. “I’ve got to have you, do
you understand?” Hester tried in
vain to jerk herself free. “I’ll marry
you, darling, and the day you be-
come my wife I'll settle a cool mil-
lion on you.”

He was offering to buy her just as
he might any other desirable piece of
merchandise. It hadn’t even entered
his head that she might refuse, and
with a despairing shudder, Hester
realized that her obligation to Jake
Cornish bound her to accept his pro-
posal.

She managed to slip from his
arms, and ran to the door. Arthur
followed, smiling fatuously. “Later,
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Living fire coursed through Hester’s being as Jake caught her to him.
Then the door opened, and Arthur, followed by a girl, entered the room.
Jake released Hester and moved stifly to one side.

Arthur,” she whispered breathlessly,
and escaped.

Inside her own room, she paced up
‘and down the floor. She despised
Arthur Clarke; his very touch made
her shudder. But that was dwarfed
into insignificance by what she had
learned this afterncen. She loved

Jake Cornish! He was a criminal, a
gambler, but it didn’t matter. She
loved him! What had he been going
to say when Arthur interrupted?
Was it possible that he loved her,
too? If he did—Hester’s lips quiv-

‘ered mto a smile of infinite sweet-

ness—then, somehow, they’d weork
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out a worth-while life together.
Somehow, she was sure of that.

Without looking, Hester knew
that it was Cornish who had fol-
lowed her out onto the veranda. He
seated himself beside her on the
porch swing. All around tall, dark
pines surrounded them, and a wisp
of a silver moon only made the dark-
ness more intense. His shoulder,
‘touching hers, his powerful hand
lying quietly on his knee filled her
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with a wild throbbing. With a
strong effort, she kept her eyes from

_seeking his mouth so brutal, so

strangely tender.

Jake’s drawl broke the silence.
“Well, your scheme seems to be pro-
gressing nicely, whether it’s due to
clothes or competition. By the way,
that yellow thing you've got on”—
the yellow thing was a cloth-of-gold
gown that followed every line of her
sinuous figure—"“ought to be a first-
rate aid te Cupid. Even I shouldn’t
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find it hard to lose my head over
you to-night.”

Hester wondered if he could see
the tumultuous beating of her heart
beneath its golden cage. “In fact, on
second thought,” he continued, “I
believe I should find it quite easy.”
With deliberate calm, he crushed out
his cigarette. Then, before Hester
even guessed his purpose, he had
caught her in his arms. Holding her
easily against him with one power-
ful arm, he tilted her face up to his,
until her eyes were looking straight
into his blazing blue ones. She didn’t
struggle for the riotous beating of
her heart, and she knew that she
hungered for his kiss. “On third
thought,” he drawled, “I don’t be-
lieve I care to kiss the future Mrs.
Clarke. Arthur might not like it.”
Casually, he released her.

The ecstasy which had run
through her, turned to ice. Some
day she would pay him back for this!
Her tongue seemed paralyzed. The
light, flippant words she sought
would not come. She had been in
his arms, willing, quiescent, and he
had scorned her. If he had struck
her, he could not more clearly have
shown his contempt for her.

She got to her feet and stumbled
toward the door. It was thrown
open before she reached it, and Ar-
thur came out.

“Hester”—Arthur’s petulant voice
rasped her raw nerves—“I’ve been
looking everywhere for you.”

“In that case”—Jake lazily
emerged from the darkness—“I’ll
leave you two alone. Make good
use of the moon, Hester darling. It’s
much more effective than blue
mountains.”

Hardly waiting for the door to
shut, Arthur grasped Hester’s arm.
“What’s that fellow to you? I don’t
like him and I'm tired of his hang-
ing around you, do you hear?”

Hester was tired—so tired that his
insufferable words and manner left
her apathetic. She said tiredly,
“Surely, that isn’t your affair.”

“Not my affair! Didn’t you prom-
ise to marry me this afternoon?”

Hester could not check the shrill
laugh that escaped her lips. His co-
lossal conceit had taken her “later”
as “yes.” She stilled her laughter.
Well, she was going to marry him,
wasn’t she? Jake had said he didn’t
wish to kiss the future Mrs. Clarke.
Perhaps he was afraid it would en-
danger the payment of his money.
She turned to Arthur and said softly,
“Did T really?”

“You certainly did, you little
icicle.” He pulled her into his arms.
“This is for you, and this and this.”
He kissed her again and again, lips,
throat and eyes.

Everything went blank except the
horror of his lips. Violently, she
tore herself away. “Don’t!” One
glance at his enraged face and she
battled for self-control. “Arthur,
please, no more. You—you’re such
a cave man.” She maneuvered him
toward the door.

The fatuous smile that she had
learned to expect was creeping back
across Arthur’s angry face. He
liked the idea of being a cave man.
© “Well, all right, darling. Perhaps
I was a bit rough, but you go to my
head like champagne. Let’s go in
and tell the bunch.” He caught her
hand and pulled her toward the
door.

Of all that happened after that,
Hester had only a confused impres-
sion. Ome person alone stood out,
with the startling clearness of white
on black—Jake Cornish, smiling
with his lips, his eyes grim, saying,
“T believe it’s customary to con-
gratulate the prospective groom, but
in this case I congratulate the pros-
pective bride, too.”
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At last she got to her room and te
bed. Sleepless, she lay staring hour
after hour at the ceiling. She would
marry Arthur Clarke and as soon as
she could, she would pay Jake Cor-
nish his money. Beyeond that she
would not, must net think.

Morning came at last. Hester got
up. Slowly, she put on one of her
new dresses. It, too, had been
bought with Jake Cornish’s money.
Her dark beauty, enhanced by the
soft, green jumper, enraged her.
What did men care about save su-
perficial beauty—beauty that was
largely made up of dellars and cents?

Seme of the men were already
breakfasting when she entered the
dining room. Neither Arthur ner
Jake was there. She was thankful
for that. She waved the men back
to their chairs and their discussion.
It was a full minute before her stray-
ing thoughts picked up the thread
of their conversation. They were
talking about Jake Cornish. At last
the law had uncovered something it
could really convict him on—a frau-
dulent merger. But Jake Cornish
had disappeared.

“That’s always the way,” com-
mented Frank Ducan disgustedly.
“The law waits and stumbles along
and, finally, when it does get ready
to act, the slick criminal is miles
away.”

“Maybe they’ll get him yet. That
man Penfield is doing remarkable
things. He’s rounded up more
crooks than all the other district at-
torneys put together,” one of the
other men contributed.

Frank shook his head. “Jake Cor-
nish is the slickest criminal in the
city. They’ll never see him again.”

In the resulting argument, Hester
slipped unnoticed from the room.
She was remembering a kiss she had
not received. She went into the L-

brary and, taking off the receiver of
the telephene, spoke softly into the
transmitter.

Most of the morning Hester man-
aged to avoid meeting Arthur, but
at lunch time he cornered her.

“Hester,” he protested sullenly,
“what’s the big idea? Are you try-
111,11% to a.v01d me? Because if you are

“I”—Hester looked down coyly—-
“T guess I was feeling a little shy.”

“Darling,” he Whlspered his good
nature restored, there s no one like
you. Give me a kiss.”

‘Please, there’s the luncheon gong
now.” = She slipped from his arms
and hastened toward the dining
room.

He caught up with her just before
she entered the door. “Llsten, I
telephoned my mother this morning
about our engagement, and she and
grandma are coming down this after-
noon. TI’ll expect you to hold this
afternoon free.”

Hester nodded, but her heart was
like a stone. One more ordeal to go
through!

Under cover of the general con-
versation at the luncheon table,
Martha observed softly to Hester,
“I don’t think your big boy friend
is any too pleased with your engage-
ment. He went off early to the falls
to fish this morning and hasn’t re-
turned yet. I know it isn’t any of
my business, but how you could
choose Arthur when Tom is avail-
able is just one of those things.”

Hester laughed shortly. “Perhaps
you're wrong as to Tom’s availabil-
ity.”

“Not a chance, honey. The man’s
so many fathoms deep in love with
you that I shouldn’t be surprised if
he knocked you over the head and
dragged you to his lair. He looks
capable of it.”

Hester tried to eat her lunch and
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found she could scarcely swallow.
Arthur, on the other side of her, kept
up a steady monologue. But she
didn’t hear it. Jake wasn’t in love
with her, she told herself. She had
found that out last night. Her
cheeks stung at the thought. But
what had she done? Every time a
step sounded, she turned alternately
hot and cold. At last she could
stand it no longer. With a muttered
apology, she slipped away from the
table and out of the room.

She knew then what she had to
do. Some way, she had to get to
Jake Cornish.

Martha’s roadster was parked in
the driveway. She got into it and
sent it flying down the road. She
thought she heard Arthur’s voice
yelling after her. She didn’t look
back. If she could only find Tom
and get him to the station for the
three o’clock train! He had become
“Tom” now in her thoughts. Jake
Cornish had disappeared.

As she sent the roadster flying
along the rocky road, it came to her
with sudden dismay that Arthur’s
mother and grandmother were driv-
ing out to look her over this after-
noon. They would never forgive
her if she weren’t there to greet
them. And Arthur would consider
it a deadly insult.

And then she knew that it didn’t
matter. She wasn’t going to marry
Arthur Clarke, now or ever. Better
a million times to swallow her pride
and ask Tom to release her from
her bargain! Somehow, she would
‘get work and pay Tom back his

" thousand dollars. -

Hester interrupted her thoughts
to bring the car to a quick stop. She
would have to climb the rest of the
way. It was a difficult climb. Her
high heels made her fall again and
again. Her knees were bleeding, her
arms scratched and torn, but she

scarcely felt it. If only she found
Tom!

Then, with a wild lurch of her
heart, she saw him sitting on a huge
boulder. Hester made her way to-
ward him. She could not make her-
self heard above the roar of the falls.
She put her hand on his shoulder.
With a jerk, he wheeled around.

“Tom, come away,” she shouted,
and pointed down the trail.

Without a word, he lifted her up
and carried her over the rocky

ground till they came to where they

had to go down. There he put her
on her feet, then drawing her tightly
to his side, began the descent. She
felt as if they were flying and, de-
spite her panic and shame, it was
sweet beyond words to feel his rough
coat beneath her cheek, to catch a
glimpse of his set jaw and the blue
eyes that did not once look at her.

At the bottom, he took his arm
away. “Now, what’s the matter?”

“Tom, they’ve discovered some-
thing in. your office that they can
put you in prison for. The police
are looking for you. I”—she swal-
lowed a lump in her throat—*I
phoned the police this morning that
they could find you here under the
name of Tom Lake. I've got a car
here and T’ll take you wherever you
want to go.”

“You telephoned the police?”’

“Oh, don’t stand there talking.
The police may arrive at any mo-
ment. Yes, I phoned them. It was
a contemptible trick, I know.”

He got into the car with a slow-
ness that made Hester want to
scream.

“Why did you do that?” His eyes
were boring deeper and deeper.

“Because—because you didn’t

‘kiss me last night,” she whispered.

“What?” he almost shouted.
“Because you didn’t kiss me last
night, and I wanted you to.”
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“I phoned the police that they could find you here,” Hester said, low.
“It was a contemptible trick, I know. But I was angry because you
didn’t kiss me last night.”

The last was said so low that he
had to bend over to hear. Calmly,
he reached out and shut off the mo-
tor. :

* “Say that again.” ~

* Hester tried to put the clutch in.

“Are you crazy?

hurry. Don’t you realize that the
police—-" : s

We've got to

“The devil with the police!
that again.” .

His eyes bored into. hers.

“Oh, please.” But he was obdur-
ate, and with the color flaming in
her cheeks, she once again repeated
what she had said. :

He caught her against him. Now
he was bending down. . .In a moment

Say
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those lips, so brutal and tender,
would be on hers.

“I love you,” she whispered.

He laughed exultantly. “And I,
my sweet, am mad about you.”

A long minute later, Hester drew
away. She fought against the de-
sire to go back into the strength of
his arms, the intoxicating sweetness
of his lips. :

“Tom, please! Take the car and
drive. I wouldn’t want to live if
they send you to prison.”

“Listen, my darling, they can’t
send me to prison.”

“But they can. The papers said
that at last the law had Jake Cor
nish.” :

“Cornish, yes, but I'm not Cor-
nish.”

“Not Jake Cornish?”

“Come back where you belong,

my sweet, and I’ll tell you who I
really am. There, that’s right. I'm
Tom Lake Penfield.”

“Not Tom Penfield, the district
attorney?”

“Guilty. You see, honey, I was in
Cornish’s office, checking over his
accounts and records that day when
you came in. I thought you might
. be able to give me some informa-

tion about him, so I told the girl to
show you in and then—well, I fell
madly in love with you, only to find
out that you had come to borrow
money to finance a marriage cam-
paign. It didn’t seem possible that
I had waited thirty-five years to fall
in love with that kind of girl.”

“But I am that kind,” she barely
whispered.

Tom stopped her lips with a kiss
that left them both breathless.

“And when,” he went on at last,
“Arthur told me yesterday afternoon
that you had promised to marry him
and—-"

“But I hadn’t—not then. He
only 2

“Enough said, sweet.” He tilted
up her lovely, flushed face gently.
“I ought to have known. But I
didn’t, and it almost turned me into
a madman. I loved you so, and to
think that you could be bought by
that—that swine! That’s why I was
so brutal last night. I wanted to
hurt you. Dearest, can you forgive
me?”’ .

The smile, which lit up Hester’s
face with dazzling radiance, made
him draw a quick breath.

“Tom,” she whispered, burying
her head against his shoulder, “I
love you.” That answer was suffi-
cient.

For a long moment of exquisite
rapture, he held her cradled in his
arms. Then he said with a little
laugh, “I’'m going to drive to Niles.
I think that’s a swell place to be
married, don’t you?”

“Tom, we can’t. The police—Ar-
thur—" . ;

“We’ll wire Arthur that he’ll have
to pick another candidate for the
honor. As for the police—well, we’ll
wire them, too. They'’re just wait-
ing my word to nab Cornish. You
see, I wasn’t quite ready for that
break, but now i

He took her in his arms, and the
kiss that passed between them was a
seal and a promise.

— =



One-man Girl
By Barbara Leigh

Y ITH a last touch to the bowl
of sweet peas on the table
set for two, Allison sat at

the piano to fill in the time until
- Humphrey’s coming.  Everything

was perfect, she thought with satis-
faction, from the date muffins and
‘sugar cookies she’d baked herself to
the gay ruffle that flared under her
piquant chin.

Of course, Humphrey was accus-
tomed to silver service on fine
damask and hostesses in gowns that
cost more than Allison’s complete
wardrobe, but it was she, Allison

Carter, whom he had
chosen in preference
to all the wealthy
girls he knew. Al-
lison still found her-
self gasping at the
wonder of it.

She had played
only a few bars when
the ring of her apart-
ment bell interrupted
her. Humphrey was
early! She ran to
open the door, but
her welcoming smile
gave place to a frown of annoyance
as she saw her neighbor standing on
the threshold.

“What do you want?” she asked,
glaring up at him.

“What a warm welcome!” Pierce
Langdon grinned down at her,
stepped into the room and folded
his six foot one into the most com-
fortable chair. “I heard you play-

ing the ‘Maiden’s Prayer,” ” he said,

adding with exaggerated modesty,
“so I came to answer it.”

“It wasn’t the ‘Maiden’s Prayer’
and you'’re not the answer,” she re-
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torted. “I wish you’d go, Pierce.
I’'m expecting Humphrey.”

Stretching his long legs halfway
across the room, he sighed in great
content. “How do you do it?” he
asked. “My apartment is identi-
cally the same as yours, but it’s only
three furnished rooms while this—
this is heaven. Or would be,” he
amended, sitting erect and glowering
at Humphrey’s picture, “if that
wasn’t here.”

Allison bit her lip in exasperation.
“Are you going to start that again?”
she asked, blue eyes gleaming dan-
gerously.

“No.” Pierce reached for a
muffin and between bites said, “I
could tell you that Humphrey Bur-
gess is a smug, self-satisfied prig
who’d break your heart and kill your
soul without once losing his superior
smile—"

“Pierce,” she began angrily but he
interrupted her, his brows cocked
above his keen gray eyes.

“I could tell you but I won't.
These cakes are swell.”

“I didn’t make them for you,” she
pointed out. “Will you please go?”
Pierce was a grand pal but there was
no use in rousing Humphrey’s an-
tagonism by letting him find him
‘here.” He’d hinted more than once
that he didn’t consider Pierce a
proper friend for the future Mrs.
Burgess.

Pocketing three cookies and
choosing a blossom for his lapel,
Pierce rose resignedly. “Something
tells me I'm not wanted. I thought
we could have a Saturday musicale
again. It’s been a long time since
the last one and my sax is r’arin’
to go.”

“I'm sorry, but not this after-
noon.” It had been a long time,
‘she thought, repairing the damage
he’d. done to the .- table—three
months, since she’d become engaged

to Humphrey. The bell interrupted
her musings and she exclaimed in
dismay, “There’s Humphrey now:.
Oh, dear, why did you have to come,
Pierce?”

Her heart sank when she saw
Humphrey’s quick frown. If he
were really annoyed it would take
hours to win back his good humor.

“Good afternoon, Allison,” he
said, and gave Pierce a frigid nod.

“Hi, Humph.” Pierce pumped
his hand. “Please don’t coax me to
stay. I can’t possibly make it.”
Grinning into Allison’s furious face,
he left.

“Don’t mind him, Humphrey,”
she pleaded, a placating hand on her
fiancé’s perfectly tailored shoulder.
“Please sit down. I’'ve coffee all
ready.”

“You see a great deal of him,
don’t you?” Humphrey observed
stiffly, while Allison wondered how
long it would take her to raise the
downturned corners of his mouth. -

“Well,” she replied apologetically,
“he lives right next door and we’re
both interested in music.”

“You could move,” he pointed
out, accepting the cup she handed
him.

“Oh, no,” she protested quickly.
“The landlord was so nice about the
rent when I was out of work. He
let me skip two months, and now
that I’'m working and can pay regu-
larly I couldn’t leave.”

Those terrible months between
jobs! She shuddered, remembering
the day she’d drawn the last of her
small savings. Pierce had been a
grand friend during that dark time.
His gayety, his encouragement—the
days would have been unbearable
without him. Embarrassed, he’d
offered to loan her money. She
hadn’t accepted, of course, and she’d
prepared to move into cheaper quar-

-ters, but the landlord told her to
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- keep her rooms and pay the rent
when she could. And then, when
she’d been haggard with despera-
tion, she’d found a position with
Humphrey’s firm.

“Wasn’t it wonderful,” she said
now, leaning forward eagerly, “that
the employment agency sent me to
you? Just think, we might never
have met!” :

She chattered on about the office,
subtly flattering his  business
ability, and gradually the sternness
left Humphrey’s handsome face and
he started to speak. Almost ex-
hausted from the effort to break
down the wall of his disapproval, she
sank back in her chair. But it was
worth the trouble and she need not
worry now. Once Humphrey started
talking he went on beautifully, his
voice well modulated, his sentences
rolling.

“He loves to hear himself talk,”
Pierce had once remarked. .

Allison smothered the unworthy
thought but she couldn’t keep her
mind from drifting. She’d heard
Humphrey’s views on business be-

_fore. He was a dear, though, and she
‘was a tremendously lucky girl. Im-
agine Humphrey Burgess, social
registerite and president of the firm,
falling in love with a stenographer!

Her attention was distracted as
she became aware of the soft notes
of Pierce’s saxophone penetrating
the wall. He played well and she
smiled as she listened. But sud-
denly she tensed and ground her
teeth soundlessly. For, though the
song he played was an old one, she
recognized it. . “Somebody Stole My
Gal” he was tooting in an exag-
geratedly broken-hearted fashion.

Frantically, she tried to focus her
mind on what Humphrey was say-

ing but found herself waiting nerv-

ously for Pierce’s song to end. She
breathed a sigh of relief when the

last notes died, but almost imme-
diately he slipped into “Forsaken.”
It wailed through the air, forlorn
and melancholy.

Humphrey cast an irritated look
toward the wall; but, feverishly, Alli-
son started him talking again.
Seething with anger, she scarcely
heard what he said. Pierce was do-
ing this on purpose! He wanted to
distract her attention from Hum-
phrey! Oh, wait till she saw him
again! She’d tell him what she
thought about his cute little jokes.

“Who’s Afraid of the Big Bad
Wolf?” blared the saxophone.

It was so apt that for a moment
laughter gripped Allison. She cov-
ered it, not too well, with a spasm
of coughing.

Humphrey pushed back his chair.
“Let’s get out of here. We can’t talk
with that noise going on,” he said
irritably.

While Allison tilted a perky hat
over her eye, her wrath returned,
and as she locked the door of her
apartment she kicked Pierce’s door
viciously.

“Why did you do that?” Hum-
phrey asked suspiciously.

“I—I stumbled,” she replied.
“Where are we going, dear?”

“There’s a very decent new sup-
per club just opened. I thought we
might try it.”

Deliberately, she set out to be the
winsome, demure girl Humphrey
liked her to be, and when they
danced she reminded herself again
that she was a lucky girl to have

‘the love of a fine man like Hum-

phrey.

“Have you spoken to your mother
about our marriage?” she asked
when they were back at their table.

His lips became a thin line, “You
must let me handle it in my own
way,” he reproved her. ‘“Mother
has always wanted me te marry a
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girl whose family she might know.
T’ll have to go carefully so that she’ll
accept you.” .

“Accept me? Really, Humphrey!
Am T so low in the social scale?”

His blue eyes widened in surprise
and she knew why. It was the first
time she’d ever been anything but
docilely happy that he’d asked-her
to be his wife. She was astonished
at her own outburst. -

“Sorry,” she murmured. “I real-
ize it will be a trial to your family
to have a little nobody enter it.”

He patted her hand, not even
aware of her sarcasm. “I’'m sure
you’ll fit in quite well,” he consoled
her.

Allison’s hand gripped the table as
she choked back the hot words on
her tongue. She must remember
he’d fallen in love with her against
his will. No Burgess had ever mar-
ried anything less than the cream of
society. But grad-
ually he would lose
his stiffness. Her
warmth and eager-
ness would thaw the
wall of conventional
reserve that barri-
caded his heart. In
spite of her brave
reasoning, doubt
gnawed at her, and
for the first time
since her engage-
ment she was uncer-
tain and a little
afraid.

And then, for no reason at all, she
thought of the gay, silly things she
and Pierce had done together—mo-
toring into the country in his dilapi-
dated car; lunching on hamburgers
and soda pop; chuting the chutes at
Coney Island; exploring the winding
streets of Chinatown.

She remembered the day she’d
told Pierce of her engagement. In

her mind’s eye she could see him yet',-
standing quite still with queer white
lines around his mouth.

“You love Humphrey?” he’d
asked in a strangled voice.
“Of course. What’s wrong,

Pierce? Won’t you wish me happi-
ness?”

He’d gripped her arms fiercely.
“You can’tt marry him!” he’d
shouted like a madman. “He’s just
a heartless automaton. He’ll kill
you by inches.”

They’d had their first quarrel then
and, though they’d made it up, there
was always a strained undercurrent
between them since.

“Youre not listening,” Hum-
phrey broke in on her reverie.

“I—I'm sorry.” She tried to
smile his crossness away, but he said
severely:

“You daydream too much, Alli-
son. I was saying that I don’t care
to have you remain
at your present
apartment. Frankly,
I don’t trust Pierce
Langdon.”

“But, Humphrey,”
she exclaimed, wide-
eyed with wonder,
“he’s my friend!”

“Nevertheless,” he
insisted, “if you wish
to please me, you'll
leave at once.”

She had always
yielded to him, im-
mediately and with-
out question, but now she rebelled.
“I’ll think it over, Humphrey,” she
said. “Will you take me home
now? I’ve a headache.”

His disapproval was like a wall be-
tween them all the way home; but,
amazingly, it left her unmoved. An
odd numbness held her, frightened
her. ' For the first time she noticed
that Humphrey’s patrician mouth
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“So you hate me!” he said grimly. He swept her into his
arms, and his lips claimed hers in a kiss that sent her senses
reeling. Against her will, her {ips flamed in wild response

to his,

held a hint of cruelty, that his eyes
were palely criticizing.
At her door she lifted her lips for

his good-by kiss.

Surely when he

edge her before

oz

\
by

sz

" held her in his

arms, everything
would be right
again!

But he merely
pecked at her
cheek, and his
back was stiff
and uncompro-
mising as he
walked to the ele-
vator.

Alone, she tried
to analyze her
sudden strange
mood. She rea-
soned desperately
that it was only
the secrecy that
frightened her.
When Humphrey
would acknowl-
his family and

friends her sun would shine again.
But, bleakly, she thought of his in-
creasing criticism of her actions, her
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friends, even such a small thing as
her hair. To please him she’d
brushed the dancing curls into a
sedate golden cap. Now with a
gesture of escape, she ruffled her
hand through her hair till the curls
rioted.

“What’s the matter with me?” she
cried. “Why, all of a sudden -

The bell rang. Humphrey had re-
turned! He would hold her close,
kiss her fears away.

But when she opened the door
Pierce sauntered in and perched on
the arm of a chair. “Home rather
early, aren’t you?” he asked.

She stared at him as though she’d
never seen him before. He returned
her look, so gayly sure of himself,
that her anger flamed. Now she
knew the reason for her idiotic
mood. It was Pierce’s fault. His
mocking saxophone had started her
and Humphrey off badly. If he’d
only kept out of it, she would be
with Humphrey now.

“Haven’t you done enough dam-
age,” she cried, her nerves ragged
and tortured, “without coming here
to gloat over it?”

His smile faded as he got slowly
to his feet, and his eyes widened in
bewilderment.

“The stupid way you played those
songs!” she flared at him. “I’ve
stood a lot from you, Pierce, because
of our friendship. But when you
mock at my love, that’s too much.”

He looked at her curiously. “So
it’s come at last,” he said softly.

Puzzled, she regarded his eyes,
suddenly gentle, his lips that held an
unaccountable tenderness. “What’s
come?” she asked.

“Don’t you understand, Allison?”
He caught her hands. “It’s the
breaking point. You've been going
with Humphrey for three months
now. At first you were infatuated,
grateful that such an important man

singled you out for his attentions.
But he stifled you. I could see it
from the first. You're like a scared
little rabbit in his presence. Now
something’s made you realize that
you don’t love him %2

“Stop!” She’d been tongue-tied
with astonishment, but now she
wrenched herself away, her eyes
black with fury, her breath coming
in short gasps. “You’ve tried to
turn me away from him from the
very beginning. But you can’t do it.
I love him.” She repeated it defi-
antly, as though trying to convince
some one besides Pierce. “I love
him and I’'m going to marry him!”

The gentleness left his face and he
smiled down at her mockingly. “Has
he received his mother’s permis-
sion?” he asked softly. “Has she
really let him escape her apron
strings?”

Allison’s heart was like a ball in
her throat and she had difficulty in
speaking. “Get out!” she said at last,
her voice stony.

“Listen to me, Allison,” he
pleaded. “I can’t give you wealth
and social prestige but I can give you
youth, happiness, love. If I thought
you loved Humphrey I'd try to fade
out of the picture gracefully, though
there’ll never be any one else for me.
I'm a one-girl man and you’re the
girl. But you don’t love him. I’ve
seen it in your eyes, heard it in your
voice. You love me!”

Something inside her stirred, but
she refused to acknowledge it. All
she knew was that Pierce was trying
to break her engagement to
Humphrey and she wouldn’t let him
do it.

“Love you!” she laughed harshly.
“You were my best friend once. But
now—now I hate you!”

She caught her breath, amazed at
her own words. Pierce looked as
though he’d been stabbed. His eyes
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were like holes, his face haggard.
Then he laughed—a sound that
brought fright like an icy hand
-around Allison’s heart.

“Se you hate me,” he repeated
grimly. Before she could guess his
intention, he swept her into his arms.
His eyes probed deep into hers. Then
his lips claimed hers in a kiss that
- sent her senses reeling.

For a moment she lay stunned in
his embrace. Then, against her will,
her lips flamed in wild response to
his demand.

“There,” he said unsteadily when
he released her. “Can you say now
that you don’t love me?”

She passed a dazed hand over her
forehead and as though the gesture
dissipated the rainbow mists en-
veloping her, she saw with horror
what she had done. She had be-
trayed:- Humphrey! And it was
Pierce who had tricked her into it.

.“I loathe you,” she cried passion-
ately. She heard Pierce gasp as
though the words had been three
stones flung at him, saw the radiance
fade from his eyes and a bitter, sear-
ing mockery take its place.

Very quietly he said, “When you
kiss Humphrey, remember how you
kissed me just now.” And then he
was gone.

Snatching up Humphrey s picture,
Allison addressed it fiercely. “I hate
him, darling, I hate him,” she
sobbed, and covered Humphrey’s
smile with kisses.

But the cold touch of the glass
could not melt away the warmth of
Pierce’s kiss on her lips. She slept
with the picture under her pillow,
but she left Humphrey on the bor-
derland of consciousness, and it was
Pierce who filled her dreams.

But when she woke next morning,
Allison’s first thought was- of
Humphrey. She must make up to

him for the strange dark mood that
had possessed her yesterday and for
that mad kiss-she’d given Pierce.

Her eyes were enormous in her
pale face as she telephoned him, her
voice quivering as she said, “I'm
sorry I was temperamental yester-
day, Humphrey.’

“That’s all rlght > he replied, and
she was relieved and grateful at his
warm tone. Usually, when she’d
offended him it was difficult to win
his forgiveness. “I’ve something to
tell you, Allison. Can you meet me
at the usual place for dinner?”

“Yes, Humphrey.” The usual
place was a small restaurant on a
side street where they could be sure
none of his friends would see them.
She shrugged her depression off.
She’d have to be doubly cheerful and
attentive to make up for yesterday.

Her mouth was brave with lip-
stick, a jaunty hat tilted saucily over
one eye when she left the apartment.
She listened at Pierce’s door but no
sound came from his room, and she
went slowly to meet Humphrey.

He was more jubilant than she’d
ever seen him. “I told mother yes-
terday, after I left you,” he an-
nounced.

“What did she say?” Allison asked
faintly, feeling as though a doér
were closing on her. “Is it all right?”

“She took it like a sport.  Of
course, she won’t give her final con-
sent till she’s met you, but
Why, Allison, don’t you feel well?
Aren’t you happy?”

“Of course, Humphrey.” Deter-
minedly, she lifted her mouth in a
smile. This was what she’d been
hoping for for three months, wasn’t
it? Then why should her heart feel
weighted with. lead? :

“When we get into the car I must
kiss you,” he said in the tone of one
promising a child candy.

“Oh, Humphrey,” she murmured
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gratefully because one part of her
mind knew he expected it. But the
other part was a panicky, weeping
thing.

In the privacy of his car, he kissed
her—a hungry kiss that was, for
Humphrey, fiercely possessive. But
it left her absolutely cold.

“Take me home, Humphrey!”

With a great effort she mastered her
hysteria. She had
to be alone, to
straighten out the
chaos in her mind
and heart.

“I understand,”
he said smugly. “I
know how a girl
must feel when
she——" He left it
unfinished, but he
might as well have
said it, “when she’s
been accepted by
the Burgesses.”

It seemed =ons before she was
alone in her room. Humphrey’s
good-by kiss had left her strangling

with a suppressed scream, but he had -

finally gone with the promise to
return that evening. _

Hands gripped tightly together,
she stood as if made of stone.

It was all so heartbreakingly sim-
ple. She sank into a chair and felt
as though her heart was being torn to
shreds. For she knew now that she’d
always loved Pierce. She’d been
dazzled by Humphrey’s grandeur
but she’d never loved him. It had
been Pierce from the beginning and
it would be Pierce to the end. But
she’d lost his love forever.

The hours dragged by. Finally,
she pulled out pen and paper and
wrote to Humphrey. She could
never marry him when her heart be-
longed utterly to another man, and it
would be best not to face him while
she, a nobody, jilted him.

- She had just finished the brief
note when a knock sounded at the
door. Wearily, she rose and an-
swered it.

Pierce entered, his white face
etched with lines she’d never seen
before. He carried a traveling bag.
“I’ve come to say good-by,” he said
emotionlessly.

“Good-by?” Her hand went to
“her throat.

“I want to apol-
ogize, Allison, and
to wish you hap-
piness.” He could
not quite hide the
ragged agony in his
voice. ‘““Will you
part friends?” He
extended his hand.

“Friends.” The
smile almost killed
her but she man-
aged it gallantly.
“Always, Pierce.”

At the touch of her hand an in-
articulate cry escaped him, as though
it were more than he could bear.
“Allison!” he muttered, all the heart-
break of the world in the word, and
caught her hungrily into his arms.

Her lips yearned to him and he
claimed them with a fervor that told
her he still loved her. She clung
to him in ecstasy, feeling as if the
world were fading and heaven were
very near.

A cold, vicious voice tumbled
them back to earth. - “You see,
Humphrey?”

They whirled to find Humphrey
in the doorway, an elderly woman
with a disdainful lorgnette beside
him.

“Humphrey!” Allison gasped.

“Mother was right,” he sneered,
his thin lips curling as his pale eyes
traveled with obvious meaning from
her to Pierce. “I couldn’t believe it,

‘but——" He gestured significantly.
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“What are you talking about?”
Pierce demanded.

“When my son told me of his
infatuation for this woman”—Mrs.

Burgess’s tone was an insult—*“I put

detectives on her trail and I found
she was just what I thought.”

“You see, I was right!” said
Mrs. Burgess as she and Hum-
phrey burst in on Allison.
“When my son told me of his
infatuation for this woman I
put detectives on her trail, and
I found she was just what I
thought. This touching scene
we’ve just witnessed proves
everything.”

2

“Explain, please,” Pierce com-
manded through set lips.

“You are Pierce Langdon, I pre-
sume?” When he nodded, Mrs.
Burgess continued, “I discovered
that you were paying her rent. And
this touching scene we've just wit-
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nessed proves everything.” She
glanced at the bag at Pierce’s feet.
“You are evidently moving out, a
trifle late.”

Allison felt as though grenades
were bursting in her head. She
couldn’t have spoken to save her life
but Pierce faced the woman earn-
estly. “It’s not what you think.
You must believe me. I only paid
the rent for two months when Miss
Carter was out of work. But she
n;ver Enew it. And as for the rest
Ql——

“Don’t bother, Langdon,” Hum-
phrey interrupted. ‘“You’re only
making things worse. I see every-
thing now. You almost had me
fooled with your quiet ways, my
dear,” he told Allison. “But every-
thing is clear now. Our engagement
is, of course, broken.”

“Humphrey,” Pierce began des-
perately, but Allison touched his
arm, her eyes shining like dewy blue-
bells in the morning sun.

“Never mind, Pierce. I think
everything has been said. Good-by,
Humphrey. Here’s your ring. Good-
by, Mrs. Burgess, and thank you.”

Mrs. Burgess stared in amazement
through her lorgnette, then swept
from the roem, Humphrey in her
wake. -

%
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“Oh, Allison!” Pierce turned to
her in anguish. “What have I done
to you?”

“You’ve saved me,” she answered
very softly, “the price of a postage
stamp.”

His puzzled gaze brought the
laughter bubbling to her lips. “Read
this before I tear it up.” She gave
him the letter she’d written Hum-
phrey.

He read it quickly, then turned to
her, wonder and awe struggling with
incredulity in his eyes. “You don’t
love him?” He read a sentence of
the letter aloud, as though voicing it
would make it possible to under-
stand. “ ‘Forgive me, Humphrey,
but I love some one else.” Oh, Alli-
son, you don’t mean——"

“I mean,” she replied happily,
“that I'm a one-man girl, and
though it took me long enough to
discover who he is, I did at last.
You’re the man, Pierce.”

Her eyes were radiant.

“My darling!” He held her so
tight that she could scarcely breathe,
so close that she could feel his heart
pounding above hers.. Then his lips
found hers. The earth seemed to
fade away and heaven seemed very
near. They entered together—the
one-girl man and the one-man girl.

THE SHINING MOMENT

lT came upon us suddenly
As we raced up the seaward hill,
And watched the clouds that hung like flowers
Festooned on heaven’s window sill.
Transfigured by the flaming light,
We clung ecstatically wind-blown,
Our hearts uplifted as we shared.
This shining moment all our own.

Frances Erviorr.



The Wo?ld Of Dreams

By Marie Calvane
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LL great men and women are
superstitious. Or, perhaps,
that is not quite the right

word. What I mean is that you
will find that practically all men and
women who have achieved a place in
the world have a keen sense of in-
tuition. They realize that there are
things beyond the power of our five
senses to grasp.

This is especially true of self-made
people. People who have a long way
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to go in order to achieve their am-
bition. They cannot risk making a

mistake. The sure, plodding ways
of the man who has no high destiny
to fulfill are too slow for them.
They must make use of all the short
cuts.

Dreams are one of the most com-
mon and reliable signposts which
are at their disposal. But one must
be sure to read their message aright.

To see a fence in your dreams in-
dicates that you will encounter
obstacles in your path. If you climb
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over it, you will attain success in
spite of them. If you creep under it,
you will meet with humiliating re-
buffs. To dream that you squeeze
through a small aperture in a fence
indicates that you will not hesitate
to use questionable means to gain
your ends.

A gentle fire, bringing warmth
and - comfort, is a symbol of hap-
piness. If it springs up suddenly,
unexpected good news. But a raging
conflagration is a destructive force
and symbolizes severe losses and un-
happiness. If you get
burned by it, you will
suffer loss and regret.

A dream of fish is a
forecast of happiness
and good fortune. If
you dream that you
catch a fish and it gets
away from you, you
will find disappoint-
ment where you had
been sure of success.
To see many fish
swimming around is a sign of money;
a dream of dead fish is a warning of
losses.

Bright, fresh flowers are a symbol
of happiness; white flowers, sad news;
wilted flowers, sorrows.

If you dream of fleas you will be
annoyed by petty and malicious
tale-bearers. Should they bite you,
you will suffer from the sharp tongue
of gossips. To dream that you take
measures to exterminate them is
good. You will effectively stop the
wagging of tongues.

If you see a funeral, attended with
much mourning, you will experience
illness and grave trouble arising from
it. If there is little or no mourning,
you will hear sad news which, how-
ever, will not affect you.

Carl’s dream was sadly prophetic.
He dreamed that he was walking in

a garden or some park where many
beautiful flowers grew. He remem-

_bered how much his fiancée loved

flowers and he decided to pick a
bunch for her. However, he noticed
that each flower, as he picked it, lost
its beautiful, vivid color and slowly
turned to a soft gardenia-white. He
couldn’t understand what caused it,
but he decided to take them to Bess
anyway. Maybe she’d know.

As he left the garden he saw a
cortege coming down the road. He .
waited for it to pass, and meanwhile,
asked a man, who hap-
pened to be standing
near him, who had
died. The man said
he didn’t know. The
cortege slowly wound
its way past them and
turned into the gate
through which Carl
had just passed. He
saw the faces of the
mourners, weeping
and covered with sor-
row. There was quite a gathering of
people watching now, and Carl asked
some one standing beside him why
they were going in there. The man
answered, “Why, don’t you know?
That’s the cemetery.” And then
Carl thought he knew why the
flowers had turned white.

Carl’s fiancée became ill shortly
before the date set for their mar-
riage. In spite of the most loving
care and the best of medical atten-
tion, she passed on.

Can you trace the forecast in his
dream? The beautiful, bright
flowers, signifying happiness, turn-
ing white—a symbol of sadness—as
he picked them. Then the funeral
cortege and the mourners, harbingers
of illness and loss.

A mother wrote to me: “I’ve had
a most peculiar dream. I feel that
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The World Of Dreams

it concerns my daughter. There are
certain things which have caused her
and me a great deal of unhappiness
lately and I feel that this dream,
somehow, reflects on them. Will
you please help me? The dream was
as follows:

“It was a warm day.

“I dreamed that my daughter was
sitting on the front porch and as I
came out of the house I saw a lot
of fleas crawling over her. I said to
her, ‘Ethel, don’t you know you’re
just covered with fleas? Don’t they
bother you?” .

“She said, ‘Yes, they
do. I’ve been trying
to brush them off, but
they jump on again as
soon as I get them off.’

“I said, ‘All right,
sit still and Tl get
them off” I took a
brush and started
brushing them off, but
no matter how many
I brushed off there
never seemed to be any less.

At
last I said, ‘There’s only one thing

to do. I’'m going to pour a can of
gasoline over you. That’ll kill
them.’

“Ethel said, ‘No, you better not
do that. I might catch on fire and
get burned.”

“But I answered, ‘Not if you stay
out here. Besides, you’ve got to get
rid of them and that’s the only sure
way I know.’

“So I got a can of gasoline and
poured it over her. In a little while
the fleas dropped off her, dead, and
then I said, ‘Now you can go in the
house and take a bath and they
won’t bother you any more.’

“That is all. Will you please de-
cipher it for me?”

Not knowing the circumstances
in the woman’s life which had
prompted this dream, I could give
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her no advice, but I deciphered the
dream according to the symbols.

I wrote: “Your daughter will
suffer from the malicious tongue of
gossips. You will try to ignore it
and pass it off lightly, but event-
ually will realize that heroic meas-
ures are necessary if you are to be
rid of this annoyance.”.

She wrote to me some time later:
“Your diagnosis of the dream was so
close that I'm sure you will like to
know how we made out. At the
time I wrote to you my daughter
was separated from
her husband. He was
extremely jealous and
she had been very un-
happy. People were
constantly carrying
back to us stories
which were supposed
to come from him,
throwing slurs on her
character and hinting
that she had had
affairs with other men.
We both had been made miserable
by this, but there just didn’t seem to
be anything we could do. However,
after receiving your diagnosis of my
dream, I told her we weren’t going
to stand for it any longer. I told her
she’d have to sue for divorce and let-
him prove his charges. She didn’t
want to, but I insisted, and finally
she gave in.

-“When the case was brought into
court the whole truth came to light.
He hadn’t said any of these things.
They had been fabrications of the
gossips.”. They couldn’t understand
why any man should part from a
young and good-looking wife whom
he admitted he loved, unless there
was another man. They rotated
these stories around so-that they had
reached him, too, and he had been
led to believe that there actually was
another man,
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“I’'m glad to say that everything
was finally straightened out and
they are living together again and
very happy. And somehow, I feel
that it is all due to you, for if you
hadn’t diagnosed that dream, I
doubt if I would have ever had the
courage to bring things to a head in
that manner. We all want to thank

you.”

In another case I knew the man
intimately, but there was nothing in
his life which could give me a clew
to the unraveling of the dream. It
was long after it all happened and
we had practically forgotten the
dream, that Jim remembered and re-
minded me of it.

He dreamed one night that he was
fishing. He tossed his line in idly,
without any set purpose of catching
any fish. After a time he felt a bite
and pulled up the line. He had
caught a nice fish of just the average
size. But when he took it off the
hook and held it in his hands, look-
ing at it, it began to grow. Bigger
and bigger it grew, much to Jim’s
pleasure and surprise. And then,
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even while he was looking at it, it
disappeared. Just vanished. Jlm
awoke with a feeling of sadness, he
told me. It had been such a nice-
looking fish and he had been so
proud of it.

I deciphered the dream, but it
could not be tied up with any of the
known circuymstances in his life,
Time passed; we forgot about it,

Jim was a writer, and in his line
of work, through a trifling incident,
he met a girl who was also a writer,
Drawn by a common interest, their
acquaintance developed into a
friendship which soon grew into
something deeper and more precious,
There was no reason why their love
should not have culminated in mar-
riage; and yet one day it vanished,
as though it had never been. The
course of their lives drifted apart
with the years, leaving only mem-
ories to remind them that they had
once known and loved each other.

It was then Jim remembered his
dream. The insignificant little fish
which had grown into gigantic pro-
portions and then suddenly dis-
solved into thin air.

Next week Marie Calvane continues her interpretation of dreams.




HE had intended
to wear the new
jade taffeta with

the peaked crown and
the pert dip over one
eyebrow. It gave her
dash, and Aunt Grace,
Jim said, liked viva-
cious girls. Also, it lent her eyes
depth so that they reminded one of
cool, green water flowing over deep
rocks. Wide green eyes, scarlet lips,
a dash of color on smooth white
cheeks—yes, Grace Hunter ought to
approve. -

But, at the last minute, she de-
cided to wear the turn-back felt that
really went with the dress. It was
less colorful but smarter. She
frowned and turned away from the
mirror. Darn Aunt Grace, anyway!
It was years since she had fussed so
much about clothes.

Why, the first time she met Jim,
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she looked a sight.
She had been at
the theater since
noon and dropped
in at David Reid’s party around
nine o’clock for a cup of coffee or a
cocktail. Her face was unpowdered
—not even washed. She was hor-
ribly tired and wearing her old shoes
because she didn’t like to put on rub-
bers over her good suéde ones.

“Good gosh, Shirley!” David had
exclaimed when he opened the door.
“You forgot to take off your chim-
ney-sweep make-up.”

“Maybe I had better go to the
back entrance,” she had answered

‘solemnly. She remembered every-

thing about the evening vividly, how
David’s silly banter and his grinning,
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homely face had cheered her im-
measurably. She remembered that
she said:

“I like you, David, because you
can give a cocktail party and not get
tight. When you grow up and get
to be a doctor, perhaps I shall let
you take care of my children.”

“But I am a doctor,” he had told
her, as if she didn’t know. “Spe-
cialty—nervous cases. For in-
stance, if madam happens to have
an unreasoning fear of cats——"

She shook her head. “An army
of cats couldn’t make me yell to-
night. I’'m too tired.”

“Then how about a nice man?™ he
had asked. “Tall, handsome and
rich—that 1s, his aunt is rich. I’ve
been saving him for you.”

“Well, I don’t want him!” And
David had taken her at her word.
He had poured her a cocktail, then
left her in a shadowy corner to re-
pent her hastiness. For the young
man looked very nice! She picked
him out easily, since he was the only
stranger present. He was tall, with
curly blond hair and a well-groomed
look that seemed a bit out of place
in the shabby, haphazard comfort of
David’s apartment.

After a while she realized that he
was watching her, and then it wasn’t
long before he came over. He drove
her home and, the next evening, took
her out to dinner. His name was
James Kensington Hunter, and he
was an architect working for Grace
Hunter, Inc., Interior Decorators.

Also, he liked slim girls with
burnished black hair. As a matter
of fact—this all developed in proper
time, of course—he was simply mad
about a certain girl with black hair.
Now they were engaged and this
afternoon he was taking her to Aunt
Grace’s for tea.

It was a very important meeting.
If Aunt Grace liked her, they could
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go to Europe on their honeymoon
and have an apartment on the East
River with a terrace and two maids’
rooms. If Grace did not like her——

Shirley turned back to the mirror.
Yes, she ought to pass. Her fingers
felt cold as she lighted a cigarette.
Where was Jim? Tt must be hours
after four thirty. She glanced im-
patiently at her small, jeweled wrist
watch and saw to her amazement
that it was exactly four twenty-nine.
Jhe next moment the doorbell rang.
Of course! She might have known
Jim wouldn’t be late. He never was.

She flung open the door, and her
heart fluttered with pride at the
sight of him—tall, fair-haired, his
broad-shouldered figure faultlessly
attired in a dark-gray suit.

“Darling!”

“Hello, green eyes.” He was care-
ful to step inside before he kissed her,
and then he was careful not to muss
her hat. She surrendered her lips
contentedly.

“Think I'll do?” she asked a mo-
ment later.

He examined her approvingly.
“Never ask useless questions.
Ready? Aunt Grace is a terror for
appointments.”

She gathered her gloves, bag and -
handkerchief in a whirlwind motion.
“You mean that if we’re two minutes
late, we might be executed?”

“Just about.” He was piloting
her into the hall and toward a wait-
ing elevator. She followed without
question.

It was rather fun to be bossed
around so pleasantly. Jim had a
way of making people do what he
wanted because he planned every-
thing in advance and, somehow, it
was always easier to follow his sug-
gestions than to eonvince him that
yours were better.

They walked over to Seventy-
third Street through the park be-

b2
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cause it was such a beautiful day—
all soft gold, browns and greens, like
a Chinese painting, Shirley thought.
She looked at the shabby houses, the
cracked sidewalk, the dirty children
playing in the street, and she smiled
because they seemed beautiful.
Then a thin gray cat stalked out to-
ward her from behind a garbage pail,
and she stiffened.

“What’s the matter?” Jim asked.
“You aren’t scared of cats, are you?”
He spoke lightly, as if the question
were silly.

She nodded soberly. “Cats al-
ways frighten me,” she confessed.
“They have, ever since I was a little
girl. There’s something about the
way they slink along—I can’t bear
them!”

“But—but that’s preposterous.”
He was staring at her now, laughing
a little, but there was an incredulous
look in his eyes.

“It’s not preposterous to me,” she
declared firmly. “I never mentioned
it to you because it sounds silly. But
when I see a cat coming toward me,
I want to turn around and run. I
told David—Doctor Reid—and he
wanted to cure me.”

“Why didn’t you let him?”

“He wasn’t sure he could, you see.
He just wanted to try and it made
me feel like a guinea pig. He rushed
me for several weeks after that, but
I always felt it was because I was a
prospective experiment. He—he
doesn’t bother with girls, usually.”

Jim nodded absently. “Aunt
Grace has a pet Angora,” he said.

“Oh!”

“She’s rather daffy over the crea-
ture. What happens when you stay
in the same room with a cat? Do
you scream or tear your hair?” He
sounded anxious.

“Neither one, I hope,” Shirley an-
swered lightly. “I’ll try not to dis-
‘grace you.” ‘ 3
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But the terror refused to leave her
heart. It grew heavier and colder
the closer they got to their destina-
tion, until by the time they turned
in at the regal apartment building
just off Park Avenue, her heart felt
like a lump of dry ice.

She scarcely noticed the six-foot
doorman, or the walnut-paneled ele-
vator, or the small, pale-green foyer
at which the elevator finally de-
posited them. There was one apart-
ment on each floor. Jim pressed the
bell in a bronze-trimmed door and a
butler answered. He ushered them
down a wide hall which also served
as an art gallery, toward a huge liv-
ing room.

“Bear up,” Jim whispered.

Shirley nodded. Aunt Grace had
to like her—had to think she was the
only girl in the world for Jim. She
wet her lips so that they would
glisten, and raised her head a bit
higher. She felt very much as if she
were walking onto a stage. She
could even see the directions in her
mind: “Enter through door center.
Walk downstage right toward Grace,
who is sitting at tea table. Smile.”

Then she heard Jim’s voice:
“This is Shirley, Aunt Grace.”

“I am so glad to know you, my
dear,” Aunt Grace was saying.
“Please sit down.”

She had thick gray hair, and eyes
that were just as keen as Shirley had
expected. There was something a
little too sharp about her face, but
her smile was pleasant and she was
dressed in a black velvet gown that
was amazingly becoming. All of
this was more or less as Shirley had
imagined it would be, and she knew
very well what she should reply, but
she couldn’t speak.

For in the old woman’s lap was a
pure-white, purring Angora. The
cat looked up at Shirley with un-
blinking blue eyes and she couldn’t
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turn her own gaze away. A cold,
miserable terror swept over her.

Aunt Grace, apparently startled
at her guest’s silence, rose to the
occasion with ease.

“I see you are admiring Toto.
He is beautiful, isn’t he? I have
entered him in the cat show. Amaz-
ing how he stares at you! He is
usually indifferent to strangers.”

“Is he?” Shirley realized that
Jim was looking at her frantically.
Quelling her fear, she managed a
ealmer smile and was about to say
something a bit more brilliant than
her initial remarks, when Toto
flicked out one elegant paw. She
jumped back as if on springs. Toto
yawned, then bared his teeth. She
had a mad idea that he was laugh-
ing at her.

“Is there something wrong, my
dear? Are you ill?” That was
Aunt Grace’s smooth voice. :

“I am quite all right,” Shirley
gulped. “It’s just that—well, I'm
afraid of cats. I’'m terribly sorry.”

Aunt Grace nodded sympathet-
ically, and placing Toto on the floor,
rang for a servant to take him out
of the room.

“Do sit down,” she continued
pleasantly. “You’ll find that chair
comfortable. Cream or lemon?
Those little brown sandwiches are
delicious. Jim tells me you are on
the stage.”

Shirley sipped the tea and nodded.
The cross-examination had started a
bit earlier than she had anticipated,
but she could handle it all right with
Toto gone.

“I played in stock for two sum-
mers,” she said, “and in three Broad-
way plays. None of them lasted
more than two weeks. The last
show won a record—it closed after
the first night.”

“How heartbreaking! But I ap-
prove of careers for women.”
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Jim chuckled. “Shirley has prom-
ised to give up her career, haven’y
you, darling?”

She flushed. “What there is of it.”

Aunt Grace smiled, but said noth-
ing. The hour passed—a pleasant,
rather cozily intimate hour. But
when Shirley picked up her gloves
and bag again, and said her final
“thank you,” she felt oddly defeated,

“She doesn’t like me,” she de-
cided, when they had reached the
street.

Jim grinned. ‘“Nonsense. Aunt
Grace is very careful in her judg-
ment, that’s all.”

But the next day at lunch, his blue
eyes were worried. . “You were
right,” he agreed glumly. “Aunt
Grace doesn’t approve. She insists
there is something radically wrong
with a person who doesn’t like cats.”

She blinked back the tears. She
mustn’t cry in a public restaurant.
Jim wouldn’t like that. She fumbled
for a cigarette and lighted it with
fingers that felt like icicles. “I wasn’t
counting too much on that honey-
moon to Europe, anyway,” she said.

He nodded and gulped down half
his cocktail. “We’ll go to Europe all
right. Don’t you worry. TI’ll win
Aunt Grace around.”

“But I really don’t care. My
mother and dad went to Chicago,
after being married in Milwaukee.
What I mean is, expensive honey-
hoons aren’t family tradition.”

Laughter was creeping back into
her voice. After the first blunt

shock the situation. didn’t seem so
horrible.

He fidgeted. “You don’t under-
stand, sweetheart. I haven’t any
income. And jobs aren’t easy to
find. After all, I’ve never worked
for any one but Hunter, Inc.”

She munched on a breadstick
slowly. “We could manage for a few



For Love

months, couldn’t we—without her, I
mean?”’ :

He shrugged. “But it’s all so
needless. If only it were something
more important than cats. You do
understand that I love you, sweet-
heart?”

“Yes—yes, of course.”

She understood perfectly. If her
father had killed a man or if she
were mixed up innocently in a scan-
dal, Jim would be willing to defy the
world to stay with her. But it

“Jt’s wonder-
ful to be In
love and
engaged to
be married,”
she told him.
“Why don’t
you try it?”
His brown
eyes flashed
amusement.
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seemed rather - pointless over what
appeared to him to be such a little
thing. Yes, she understood and
sympathized. With a start, she real-
ized that she hadn’t been paying at-
tention to his words.

“—handle her. T know just the
right approach.”

He stopped, waited for an answer.
She nodded. “Of course you do,”
she agreed, vaguely.

That seemed to be the right an-
swer, because he grinned. “I knew
you'd see it,” he said,
swallowing a spoon-
ful of soup. “And
maybe you can even
learn to like cats.”
He laughed.

She laughed, too.
“Maybe.”

“Look here, how
about David Reid?
He’s associated with
one of the best
psychologists in the
city.” His tone was
casual, but, some-
how, she knew the
suggestion was pre-
meditated, that he
had figured out this
solution long before,
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She squirmed uncomfortably.
“David? I’d much rather not.”

His eyes flickered curiously.

“Well, if you refuse to be helped

“Oh, all right,” she yielded. After
all, there wasn’t much use protesting
if Jim had made up his mind.

She felt rather silly about going
to David, but he took it well enough.
He sat behind his desk and listened
gravely, as if the symptoms hinted
of a rare disease. She had never
been in his office before. It was a
large, cheery room with casement
windows and glazed white walls.
The reception foyer was luxuriously
furnished and the nurse in attend-
ance had repeated his name in
reverence, as if he were very impor-
tant.

For a moment, as she came in,
David did look terribly important.
He was wearing a doctor’s white coat
and shell-rimmed glasses, and his
face had a strained, thoughtful ex-
pression. But he took off the glasses
and suddenly grinned.

“Now that I've impressed you in
my best professional manner,” he
said, “let’s relax. It’s after lunch
time and much too early for cock-
tails, so I assume you have called
on me professionally. Let me guess.
It would be about %

She nodded. “It’s my cat com-
plex. You used to joke about it, re-
member? And now it’s become very
important that I get over it.”

“Jm?”

“Oh, he doesn’t care. It’s his
aunt. She has a pet Angora.”

“I see.” He nodded gravely, as if
it were a matter of tremendous im-
portance. Then he settled back in
his great leather chair and began
asking her questions about her child-
hood. At his insistence, she probed
far into distant memories, recalling
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odd bits about dogs, trips to the
zoo and a gray cat that her grand-
mother owned.

“I used to tease it without mean-
ing to,” she said. “I remember how
my mother squealed when I returned
home from a visit to grandma, my
arms a mass of scratches. But I
wasn’t afraid of the cat, you see. It
must have been something after
that.” ~ :

She realized suddenly that twi-
light was seeping into the room.
David looked at his watch.

“Ye gods, it’s nearly five. How
about a cup of tea? I can’t help you
until we get to the cause of your

fear.”
They had tea in a hotel. They

‘danced for a while, and David ad-

mired her ring.

“It’s wonderful to be in love and
engaged to be married,” she told
him. “Why don’t you try it?”

His brown eyes flashed amuse-
ment. “In the first place, no beauti-
ful woman would fall in love with
me. I’'m too homely. In the second
place, I think that love is a matter
of the senses and that most people
wish themselves into it. I prefer to
wish myself success in my career.”

She looked at him for a long mo-
ment. “I had no idea you were so
conceited,” she said at last.

His mouth jerked. “That’s hardly
fair. But had I been an ordinary
man, don’t you suppose I would have
fallen in love with you a long time
ago?”

“I almost thought you had once.”

“T almost did once.”

They danced ir silence for a mo-
ment. “I wasn’t sure,” she said in a
voice that was almost too small to
be heard above the musie, “whether
you were interested in me personally
or as a medical case.”

“Nearly fooled myself. But
there’s no chance of misunderstand-
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ing now. You will place yourself in
my hands for treatment, won’t you?
And I shall remember you belong to
some one else.”

She laughed. “Doesn’t that make
me more desirable?”

He shook his head. “I never
waste time wanting things I can’t
have. Have you been to the zoo
lately?”

“Good heavens, no!”

“Run up there to-morrow. Go
into the lion house. Will you be
afraid?”

“I—I don’t think so. It’s cats—
the little ones—that frighten me.”

“Well, lions are big cats and much
more dangerous. Remember that.”

She glanced up at his face quickly
to see if he were smiling, but his lips
were straight, his brown eyes solemn.

It was a warm day and the lion
house had a strong, stifling odor.
She gasped on the threshold, then
resolutely went inside. There weren’t
many visitors, and the feline in-
habitants were vaguely restless. The
fiercest-looking lion of them all
yawned in her face, and none of the
others paid much attention. Occa-
sionally, one of them snarled deep in
his throat. She felt sorry for them
all of a sudden. It must feel miser-
able to be held prisoner on a spring
day.

“Lions are only big cats,” she re-
peated firmly, “and much more dan-
gerous. You aren’t afraid of lions
—you aren’t afraid!”

But when she left, walking down
the willow-lined path that skirted
the small lagoon, a cat ran in front
of her, and she jumped in horror.

David listened gravely. “So it
didn’t work,” he said, rubbing his
chin slowly. “Hm-m-m. There was
a possibility that a lion or tiger
- frightened-you as a child, in a circus
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or a zoo. But it was probably a
house cat, after all.” ;
she

“I'm afraid so,” agreed

meekly. “Is there nothing else we
can do?”

He jerked erect. “We’ve just
started!”

He gave her literature to read—
thick, heavy books, scientific pam-
phlets, illustrated “articles. He
walked her all over town, hunting
pet stores that featured cats, and
made her stand in front of the win-
dow to watch them. One Tuesday
morning he phoned, and in a very
excited voice ordered her to meet
him at once at a certain address in
Eighteenth Street.

The house proved to be a dingy,
red brick tenement near a gas plant.
Their destination was the basement.
A wide-smiling Italian woman led
them inside, down a dark hall to a
crowded, odorous kitchen. And
there, in a grocery basket under-
neath the stove, was a litter of young
kittens. Soft, gray and tiny, they
cuddled against each other and ex-
amined Shirley with wide green eyes.

“Oh, David,” she said at last,
“they are adorable!”

He beamed. “Touch ’em. Pick
one up.”

She tensed, then reached down
and picked up one of the warm,
squirming balls of fur quickly. It
stopped squirming after a second
and lay placidly in her hand, trem-
bling slightly.

“You see, it couldn’t possibly
harm you,” David pointed out.
“You know that, don’t you?”

“Yes, it is 2

The Italian woman broke out into
a torrent of words. Turning her
head, Shirley saw a large black-and-
white cat stalking into the room.
The cat stopped, her tail swished
ominously, then she crept forward.




108

.- Shirley’s confidence fled, and so did
she.

-Safely on the street,. she con-

fronted David somewhat shame-
facedly. “Sorry, but that’s the way
it i8.”

He scarcely seemed to hear her
apology. “The kittens were helpless,”
he murmured. “Yes, that isit. And
the other He brightened,
pushed her toward a small black
coupé which waited at the curb.
“Things are progressing fine. You’ll
go to Europe on your honeymoon
yet.”

“Glad to get rid of me?”

“As a matter of fact, I shall prob-
ably miss you.”

When they were driving down
Second Avenue, he said: “You and
Jim can celebrate to-night.”

She shook her head. “I'm afraid
not. The cat show is opening and
Jim will have to be there. Toto has
been entered. It’s too bad, isn’t it?”

He scowled. “You wouldn’t dare
chance going in?”’

“With thousands of them? Oh,
David, I'd—faint or fall into a fit or
something.” She laughed as she
spoke.

But when she repeated the same
statement to Jim several hours later
over a dinner table, her voice was
serious.

“Well, I guess the penthouse is
out,” he remarked, and though his
lips smiled, his eyes were wistful. “I
won’t be able to see much of you
for the next few days, probably.
Aunt Grace isn’t well, and she ex-
pects me to run into the show every
now and then to help out.”

“That’s all right,” Shirley assured
. But it wasn’t all right, exactly.
It seemed that Aunt Grace expected
Jim at the oddest hours—dinners
and lunches mostly, and always in
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the evening. Shirley didn’t see him
for three days.

Friday she dined with David; but,
by the time they reached the salad
course, she was sorry, for he was un-
usually morose. It was a relief to
say good-by to him at the restaurant
entrance and walk home alone. .

She slipped into lounging pajamas
and had just settled down, when the
phone rang. It was Jim.

. “Do you love me?” he asked.

She was puzzled. “Of course.”

“More than anything else in the
world?”

“Den’t be silly.”

“Would you face any danger if it
meant my life and honor?”

“What has happened? Tell me at
once!”

“Would you?”

“Yes—yes, of course.
is the troub——"

She heard him take a deep breath.
“I will hold you to your vow, my
pretty lady. The worst has hap-
pened. Aunt Grace fell and broke
her leg or ankle or something. Any-
way, she is laid up in bed. I have
been commissioned to exhibit Toto
in the prize-judging parade to-mor-
row, but if I do that I will miss an
appointment with John Lowden, the
architect who’s thinking of giving me
a job. If he gives me a job I will
marry you next week. Well, in a
nutshell, the thing is this—somebody
has to exhibit the darn cat and it
will have to be you. Aunt Grace
would never forgive me if I turned
the affair over to a stranger. How
about it, honey?”

Shirley closed her eyes, gripped
the receiver tightly. “All right,” she
said.

She tried to reach David on the
phone, but no one answered. Finally,
she went to bed. Cats—cats—she
dreamed about them ali night

But what
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through. Big ones, little ones,
skinny and fat, all colors—they
pounced at her from all sides,
screaming, snarling, trying to tear
her with their claws.

The morning sunlight revived her
somewhat. She phoned David’s
office again, but the nurse said he
was out of town. So she left a mes-
ﬁe for him and slowly began to

SS.

The tall, slim, dark girl in green
was by far the prettiest piece of
feminity in the -show. People
turned their heads to look at her as
she stood, smiling, beside a gorgeous
white cat. But Shirley didn’t care.
She was concentrating on the theory
that if she refused to notice the cats
on all sides, she could pretend there
weren’t any there at all.

Since Jim brought her there two
hours before, she had been doing
this. Toto had acknowledged her
arrival coldly. She fancied he car-
ried himself with haughty distinc-
tion, as if in his own mind he were
already adjudged champion of the
feline aristocrats. “He is beautiful,”
Shirley admitted to herself. “Yes,
you are very beautiful, aren’t you,
Toto?”

Toto blinked and turned his head.
Shirley stared at him helplessly.
When it came time to parade him be-
fore the judges—oh, she couldn’t do
it! She gasped. For the moment
had come! She bent toward him, a
wooden smile painted on her lips.

“Shirley!”

She looked up. Relief rushed over
her, bathed her warmly in its glow.
“David!” 3

It was funny how glad she was to
see him. He stood there grinning, a
battered hat in his hand and wear-
ing a gray tweed coat that looked a
bit more disreputable than usual,
somehow. One of the pockets bulged
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badly, as if it concealed an unwieldy
package. “I received your mes-
sage,” he said. “How are you mak-
ing out?”

“Terrible. I'm scared to death.”

He glanced at Toto. “Nice cat.
Rumor is flying around that the
judges have been watching him.”

“I know. But I have a mad idea
that he’s going to start pulling tricks
any minute. That will kill his
chance of winning an award, won’t
it?”

David nodded. “Don’t you
worry. Hey, wait a second!”

For at that moment, Toto, for no
apparent reason except sheer per-
versity, began to whimper. He beat
his tail and started pacing back and
forth like a caged tiger. Shirley saw
the committee of judges look over.
There was disapproval in the glances
that accompanied their whispered
comments. And Aunt Grace would
blame her. She would say the cat
had hated her and so lost the cham-
pionship, and any girl that hated
cats—

She turned to David for comfort,
but the distress faded from her eyes.
For David was walking away very
rapidly. Her lips curled. A lot of
help he had been! Then she stared!

Toto had stopped his flauntings
and was huddled in a terrified, trem-
bling arch. His wide eyes were fixed
as if enchantment drew them to
something on the floor. At the same
moment, a concentrated chorus of
hisses seemed to rise on all sides, as
if every cat in the vicinity were in
mortal terror.

Shirley glanced down. There, be-
fore her, was a small brown dog. As
she looked, the dog yelped and
leaped toward Toto with a show of
friendly interest. Toto snarled and
did some leaping of his own, straight
into Shirley’s arms!

She was too scared to scream. She
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“Shirley!’ he said huskily.

“You don’t—you can’t care for me?”
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She

nodded, her eyes radiant, and, oblivious to the watching policeman, he
bent and kissed her lips.

stood there, like a wax figure. Toto
burrowed his head down and pressed
closer against her, his warm, silky
body trembling violently. And sud-
denly she was no longer frightened.
She stroked the cat’s fur and mur-
mured soft names of endearment.

Some one came and scooped the
little brown deg up. She was
vaguely aware of excited voices, of
an agitated mob milling near the
door. Once she thought she saw
David’s gray hat in the midst of the
mob, but she wasn’t sure. And there
was no time to find out, for suddenly
Jim was standing in front of her.
He was smiling proudly.

“Well, I landed the job,” he said.
“Good salary, too.” : ‘

‘other minute.

“Did you?” She craned her head,
stood on tiptoe. “What’s going on

" at the door?”

He frowned slightly. “Arresting
some one, I think. A man brought
in a dog. Stupid trick, isn’t it? Say,
you’re holding Toto. Why, darling,
you’re holding——"

Brought in a dog? Arresting him?
Why, it was David! The judges
were beaming upon her new, but

-Shirley paid no heed. Lifting Teto

with both hands, she thrust him at

Jim.
“Here! He’ll be all right in an-
Tell Aunt Grace I
did my best.” Then she was hurry-

-ing toward the door.

She reached it just in time to see
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a policeman swinging out the lobby
entrance into the street, with a tall,
tweed-coated man at his side. She
ran after them. . °

“David! David!”

He turned.. “Why, Shirley.
What’s the ‘matter?”

“David!” She had reached him

by this time. She faced them, gasp-
ing. “You did it for me, didn’t you?
You knew the dog would scare Toto
and that I wouldn’t be afraid if he
were helpless. Oh, please, officer,
you can’t arrest him!”

The policeman scratched his head
and twirled his club.

David was looking at her
strangely. “What difference does it
make to you if they put me in jail?”
he asked.

The answer died on her lips. Yes,
what difference did it make? What
was the matter with her? Then sud-
denly a flush crept into her cheeks,
sent a soft light into her eyes, mak-
ing them glow like green stars. She
opened her mouth to speak, but no
words came.
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David took a step toward her.
“Shirley!” he said huskily. “You—
you don’t—you can’t care for me?”

As she nodded her head slowly,
then vigorously, her eyes radiant, he
cried in a choked voice:

“Oh, my darling, I love you more
than anything on earth—have loved
you for weeks. Do you—can you
possibly——" :

“I love you, too,” she interrupted
softly. “Terribly! Jim has a new
job, and Aunt Grace would accept
me now because I'm not afraid of
cats any longer, but—but it doesn’t
matter any more. I don’t want Jim.
It’s—it’s you!” she cried, her eyes
radiant.

Then her head was resting against
the tweed overcoat, and David was
murmuring tenderly, “Sweetest, my
dearest!” His head bent close, and
his lips met hers in a kiss that turned
the whole world upside down. The
policeman coughed, twirled his club
in his blunt, red fingers, then turned
away and ambled slowly down the
street.

CONSTANT

l WOULD love was as constant
As the tender blossoms that fill

The stems of the begonia

Here upon the window sill;
Each morn a sip of water,

A kiss of sunshine’s violet ray
And pink blushes the begonia

As the dawn of a springtime day!

But oft, love fondly coddled,
Pales, falls, lies forever still,
Oh, that it was as constant,
As the begonia on the window sill!

Mirorep D, SHACKLETT.
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Leap Year Lady

By Vivian Grey

A SERIAL—Part IV.

CHAPTER VII.

T seemed to Corliss that Tony

waited eons to reply, while in

reality it was only an instant
during which he stared at her in
frank impatience and anger. But
her heart seemed to stand still and
all her emotions to die within her be-
fore his words came:

“I can’t marry you, Corliss. I just
don’t want marriage. That is,” he
added after a moment, “unless it
could be Magda. She’s the only

woman who could lead me to the
altar.” ‘ :

“You’re wrong, Tony.” Corliss
spoke quietly and with a trace of
something hard and firm in her
voice. “I’m going to, Tony. You’ve
let yourself in for it. You have”—
smiling oddly—“only yourself - to
blame, my dear.”

“Why, Corliss, you don’t want to
marry a man who doesn’t want you!
Think of all you’ll be missing. Be-
ing courted and wanted, a honey-
moon in a real sense, all the sweet-
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. ness. You’re too mice a girl to do
what you're trying to do. You have
everything in the world to make a
man crazy about you—looks, charm,
personality, everything! It’s only
girls who haven’t things who stoop
to trapping men, girls who haven’t
any attractive charms or else frankly
not nice ones.”

“I don’t much care which class
you put me in, Tony.” Corliss was
smiling that sort of smile that with
her meant an unswerving deter-
mination. Where
other women fur-
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Corliss said almost sadly. “If I
thought it ever could be and that she
ever could love any one but herself
I might—only might, I say—step out
of the picture, since you want her
s0. But she’d break your heart.
She’s ice and steel and granite.
She’d break the heart of any man
except the one she’s got, a man who
simply bought her as an ornament,
because he knew almost every other
man in the world wanted her and
he’s too busy with his profession to

ever really consider
her as his wife or

rowed their brows
and became fierce
with purpose, Cor-
liss became even
silkier, smoother
than usual if pos-
sible. :
““Certainly you
don’t belong in the
latter class, Cor-
liss.” The im-
patience in his voice
was increasing.
‘“You have too

INHE STORY SO FAR: Cor-

liss Landry, in love with
Tony Cartwright, intends to
marry him though she knows he
does not care for her. Tony, a
rounder, has also attracted
Vida, Corliss’s brother’s wife,
and when Tony stands her up
on a luncheon date, Vida
blames Corliss. Later, Vida,
for spite, has the engagement
of Corliss and Tony announced

and Corliss decides that she’

will make Tony go through
with it. He tells her, however,
that he cannot marry her.
Alarmed, she asks him if he is

part of his life. She
1s just something he
possesses and looks
at with gluttonous
admiration during
his rare leisure
hours.”

‘“You are prob-
ably right about
Magda,” Cart-
wright said, “but
I’d rather have her
in her way and on
her terms, than any

much charm to do
what you’re trying
to do!”

“But not enough for you, Tony?
I aren’t enough for you?” she asked,
still in that smooth, silky voice into
which a wistful note had crept.

“No, Corliss, I hate to be brutal
but you forceit. I don’t love you. I
never could. I can’t even pretend
to. I won’t do that. If I was poor
perhaps, because I'd rather be dead
than be poor! I couldn’t stand
poverty, wouldn’t even try to. But
as long as I can choose I'm going to
and it isn’t you. It could never be
any one but Magda. Money is the
only thing I’d ever marry you for.
There, at least give me credit for
that much honesty.”

“But it’ll never be Magda, Tony,”

LS—SE

already married.

other woman in any
other way.” It
came almost resent-
fully from the man.

“Perhaps, Tony darling”—smiling
at him still with that almost sad look
—“but she isn’t for you. I’'m what
the doctor ordered for you. Some
one who sort of stops your gallivant-
ing, not too suddenly and not too
definitely, but a little. You won’t
always want to go this pace. Then
you’ll want some one who’ll under-
stand you.”

“And you’re the girl who can?”

“I know I am, Tony.”

“Well, be that as it may, there’s
no engagement between us and I
have a date for to-night. Have a
drink before you leave?”

“No, thanks, Tony,” she replied.
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The man’s attention was held for
a moment by something about the
girl—a self-possessed, poised dignity.
He stared at her a moment. Then:

“I'm sorry if I've hurt you, Cor-
liss. You made me do it.”

“Oh, don’t mind me, Tony,” she
said with a gayety that was gallant.
“I have a date myself for to-night.
Mind if T use your phone?”

“Do, by all means.”

“Thanks.” She dialed a number
and then asked for Bob Baird and
told him where he might call for her.
She turned from the instrument,
smiling sweetly at Cartwright.

“Baird!” Tony snorted scornfully.
“You might at least get some one
who would do me credit as a
substitute! He’s a social snail. He
doesn’t even know that a flock of
new girls comes along every season.”

“Perhaps that’s his charm.”

“Could it be?”

“I think Bob’s all right,” she said.

“Well”—shrugging—‘‘some people
are not particular.”

Corliss grinned at him.

“Tony, why are you being nasty
about Bob?” she asked. “I wasn’t
about Magda. I admit all her
qualities.”

“Who could be about Magda?” he
asked indignantly.

“Well, I could say that she’s selfish
and hard and cruel and purchasable
and things like that.”

“A beautiful woman has a right to
be anything she wishes.”

“But a nice woman doesn’t wish
to be any of those things.”

Cartwright looked at her impa-
tiently.

“Nice women bore me,” he said
unpleasantly. “Besides I couldn’t
expect any other woman to under-
stand Magda or judge her fairly.
She’s much too beautiful.”

“Tony, that isn’t being fair.
You’ve never heard me say any-
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thing unkind about any beautiful
woman just because she was beauti-
ful. And more, if Magda wasn’t so
adorned by all that money can do
for—"

But Tony interrupted angrily. “A
woman with Magda’s looks has a
right to adornment for her beauty!”

“I know you must feel that way
since a great deal of your money goes
for her adornment.”

“Corliss!” The sharp reproof of
his tone brought swift color to her
cheeks. Cartwright had somehow
made her feel with just the speaking
of her name that she was showing a
superlative selfishness. How he must
adore Magda. It wasn’t often that
anything brought more than laugh-
ter and easy cynicism and suave
banter to Tony’s voice.
~ “Sorry, Tony,” she said with sud-
den brightness that she was far from
feeling. “I won’t mention Magda
again. They say it isn’t good psy-
chology, anyhow, for a gal to speak
of her rivals!”

“Magda hasn’t any rivals,” Tony
said so earnestly that it seemed he
was thinking aloud. “She’s in a class
by herself.”

Corliss glanced at the small clock
on the mantel. She had just time to
get home to dress to make Francis
Payson’s cocktail party. That was
where she had told Bob to call for
her. Bob. She looked forward to
him suddenly, his sane, unconceited
manliness, his frank, honest admi-
ration and adoration. It was a
sturdy, outdoor garden variety sort
of thing that would be a pleasant re-
lief after the hothouse atmosphere of
Tony. And yet the suave, sophisti-
cated, subtle charm of Tony clung to
her as soft fingers of fog cling to a
fall morning.

Tony was the man the thought of
whom quickened her heartbeat.
Tony’s-was the voice that set her
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" “I’'m sorry to be brutal, Corliss, but you foree it,” Tony said impatiently,
“I don’t love you. I mever could. I won’t even pretend to.”

whole being thrilling. And yet she “’By, Tony,” she said. “See you
turned to him coolly after adjusting to-merrow.”
her hat and retouching her make-up. “No, you'’re not,*
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“Oh”—in faint surprise—“but we
haven’t celebrated our engagement
ourselves, you know, darling. We
have a dinner date for to-morrow.
You're taking me to eat and to
dance. I have a swell new dress for
the occasion. I’ve saved it for the
first important date with you, dar-
lin g! » i}

“You’re not having any dates with
me, important or otherwise.”

“Don’t be silly, Tony!” There
was a note of authority in her voice.
“You’re too much of a gentleman to
let me down. Our engagement is be-
ing announced in the morning pa-
pers, probably in the late editions to-
night. You’ve got to be seen with
me. You can’t do anything abso-
lutely cruel to a woman. And that
certainly would be.”

“Corliss, don’t you realize what an
outlandish situation this is? You
don’t want to be in the position of
chasing a man! And that’s just what
you’re doing to me! Regardless of
what you say I’'m going to call up
and stop that announcement.” He
picked up the telephone.

Corliss stopped him.

“Don’t you realize, Tony darling,
that things as important as engage-
ment announcements are not done
over the telephone? Papers want
some verification of things like that
before they use them. There are too
many nitwits in the world who think
it’s a good joke to announce an en-
gagement that doesn’t exist. People
have such odd ideas of humor, you
know, and that’s one of them. Pa-
pers don’t take chances on things
like that, especially in a case like
ours. You're the section’s most im-
portant bachelor; I've been debbing
it all over the place and my mother’s
rather spectacular way of arranging

her family life has made us outstand-

ing for some years. No paper would
accept what a voice over the wire
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said about people like us. Vida and
my brother stopped to give the news
to the paper personally. They
wouldn’t accept it by telephone and
neither would they accept a denial
by telephone since my own relatives
gave the announcement. You’d feel
like a fool, wouldn’t you, Tony”—
grinning at him maliciously—*“going
in there and confessing to them that,
after all, you didn’t want to marry
the girl? Besides, they’d probably
think you were drunk and didn’t
know what you were doing. That’s
the trouble with having a reputation
like yours, Tony.”

“You’ve arranged things nicely,
haven’t you?” he asked, sneering
faintly.

“It wasn’t arranged, darling”—
still smiling at him slightly. “You
did it all with your own little bent for
trifling. I had to protect Norry. I
didn’t want him to know what a
really despicable person his wife is.
It wouldn’t help him any. Once
more, handsome, you have only
yourself to blame.”

“You have a lot of pat little
phrases. They may mean something
to you but not to me. You're not
engaged to me and I refuse to regard
this mad travesty you’ve involved us
in as anything more than just an-
other expression of your idiocy!”

Corliss smiled serenely.

“Not a very good way, darling, to
begin your engagement by calling
your fiancé an idiot!”

“I must be frank with you,” he
said stiffly, avoiding her eyes. 5

“That at least establishes a basis.
From that any woman should know
how to proceed!”

But Corliss wasn’t very happy
about the thing as she went to keep
her appointment with Bob Baird.

And a certain peculiarly wistful
quality about Baird made her even
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less happy. The peak of their misery
‘—a thing of which neither of them
had spoken but of which each was
acutely conscious—came when two
friends stopped at their table and one
- of them said:

“Congratulations, Corliss dear! I
really didn’t dream it could be done!
I mean Tony. Who ever thought he
could be made into a one-woman
man!”

“Not so fast, Patty.” Corliss was
conscious of Baird’s eyes on her in
miserable question. ‘“I’m not at all
sure I’'ve performed any sort of
miracle! Tony still doesn’t show any
symptoms of being one-woman in the

- least!”

“Well, anyhow, congratulations
and every little thing like that and
no one knows better than I that it
isn’t really good form to congratulate
the bride-to-be but in this case——"
She ‘paused as if the case of Tony
Cartwright was something very spe-
cial indeed and then finished: “I
think any woman who can persuade
Tony that she’s good medicine for
him for more than one date in a line
deserves a medal.”

“Thanks, Patty”—rather dryly.
“But medals have long been out of

date and I'm sure I wouldn’t want
one,-anyhow.” She was glad to end
the conversation. Something about
it made it very painful.

“So that’s it,” she heard Baird say-
ing as the others left. “That’s what’s
been hanging over the evening like a
threatening sword. I couldn’t figure
it out. With you and all it seemed
as if everything had ought to be
pretty much all right but it wasn’t.
And that was it—Cartwright.”

Corliss wondered if the stifling
pain that she felt at hurting him
showed in her face.

“There’s only one redeemmg fea-
ture about the whole thing,” he was
going on almost as if talking to him-
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self,” and that is that he’s out of the
minds of other women now, or should
be. How did those people know?
You haven’t announced it?”

Corliss nodded. She knew that it
must have been in the papers, the -
early-morning edition, so called, that
comes on the street at night. Vida
then had done her work.

“In the papers,” Corliss said
shortly. She might have gone on
and explained how it happened but
something in her prevented it. She
didn’t quite want Bob to know.

“You must have wanted to make
sure of him all right,” came almost
bitterly from the youth.

“You could have left that unsaid,
Bob,” she said, conscious of the fact
as she spoke that with almost all the
people she had talked to that day
there had been at least the trace of
unpleasantness.

“T could say I'm sorry but I
wouldn’t mean 1t so what’s the use?”
“All right, be nasty if it helps.”

At that moment Corliss lifted her
eyes with the feeling that some one
was staring at her and  looked
straight at Magda Luray on whose
cold and lovely face there was an
unfathomable expression. Not quite
a sneer perhaps. Not quite anger.
Perhaps a sort of veiled and chilled
laughter, laughter that had in it not
one atom of mirth. Corliss shivered
slightly -Not quite the way to feel
on one’s engagement night. She
looked at Bob Baird. That Bob
should be with her on the moment of
her engagement to Tony, that is if
such a thing could be called an en-
gagement.

It was dawn when Corliss and
Baird finally made a move to go
home.

Corliss was not anxious to return
to her apartment and she had been
drinking more than usual. She was
seeking unreality. She wasn’t ready
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to face things as they actually were.
She wondered if she ever would be
again. Not that it made any differ-
ence, her attitudes. Not that any-
thing made any difference. She had
plumbed the depth of life that day
and found not one ounce of sweet-
ness. But she would not have gone
back to change one move of her own.
Tony she could not change, she knew
that. It was only her own conduct
over which she would have had con-
trol. And that she would not have
changed. She would have Tony. He
could think he loved whom he
pleased but he would belong to her.
And it seemed to her even the
thought became steely. Her very
heart seemed to harden consciously.
She smiled with a grim, inward ges-
ture. Strange that she should want
a man on those terms. No other
woman would. Tony’s cruel realism
would have driven the average girl
from him in tears. But she could be
as hard as he. Perhaps even more
so.
“I’m coming in for a moment,”
Bob Baird said as Corliss turned at
her door to wish him good night.

“But it’s atrociously late, Bob,”
she said, surprise in her eyes and
manner for Bob had always been ex-
cessively considerate about hours
and conduct in relation to her.

“I know, but not too late, Corliss.”
She wondered if she caught a warm,
flaming note in his voice that she
had never heard there before. Some-
thing, it was, she felt a nice girl
should shrink from, a trace searing,
but she felt that after that day there
could be nothing in human relations
from which she would shrink. She
laughed.

“You surprise me, Bob. You're
getting so you have answers for a
gal!”

“And how I'm going to have an-
swers for you!” They had reached

-And to madden you.
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the door of her apartment and passed
into the living room as Baird spoke.
He swept her into his arms then with
a swiftly passionate gesture. There
was revelation in the movement of a
mood of Baird’s that was quite new
to Corliss. “It’s going to be this way
now, Corliss,” he continued, still
holding her close, so close that she
could feel the beating of his pulse.
“I’ve been a gentleman, at least a
seeming one long enough and its got-
ten me nowhere. Now it’s going to
be different. I’m going to be a man,
ust male instead of a gentleman, and
that sort of person generally gives a
woman something to remember him
by! You can never belong completely
to Cartwright, Corliss”—his eyes
were on her with a peculiar intent-
ness, a warm, enveloping intentness.
“You can’t, not with me caring so
much. When the time comes, as it
will, that he’ll want you wholly and
completely, there’ll be the mark of
me between you to madden him.
There’ll be
moments when you’ll have to think
of me, moments when he’ll try to
claim you entirely but he’ll know
that in your consciousness is a little
realization of me still. Women are
made that way. They never quite
forget a man. Call that revenge if
you wish—it doesn’t much matter.
It just is and will always be.”

"His lips had been brushing the
smooth skin of her forehead and then
sought her mouth with a gesture in
which there was something uncon-
trolled. It was as if Baird who had
so long been smooth and.controlled,
perfectly veneered with all the
qualities society demands of the nice
man, suddenly broke through the
shell and stepped out in the rough.

“I suppose”—a faint note of
bravado in her voice—“if I had not
been drinking more than I should I
wouldn’t stand for this.”
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“TI wonder,” Baird murmured, as if
thinking aloud. “Perhaps that’s been
my error all along. T’ve been too
much of a gentleman for you, Cor-
liss; too considerate about appealing
to the wanton in you, the wanton in
every woman.”

“I suppose that should be my cue
to slap you, Bob.” She was surpris-
ing herself by laughing just a little
at a thing that she knew would have
made almost any other girl wildly
angry. “But in the first place I'm
much too much of a lady to raise my
hands in violence. And in the second
I’'m one of those rare females who
admits being just another lump of
human clay at certain times! Say
anything you want, ole sweet”—a
slightly hard note in her young voice
—“T seem not to have any refined
feelings to be hurt!”

“Good! I won’t make so many
mistakes with you in the future
then!” He had drawn her down on
the chaise longue with an air of com-
plete possession and Corliss felt his
hands. caressing her and prided her-
self on her poised immunity. Tony,
she insisted to herself, was the only
flame whose warmth she always re-
sponded to.

But after Baird had gone and she
turned her flushed face with its dis-
ordered halo toward the mirrer in
her own bedroom she realized that
she was shaken. Her hands shook
as she brushed her hair. There had
been something prophetic about
Baird’s attitude. Something that
stirred her deeply and not quite com-
fortably. Certainly and almost un-
believably Baird with the ruthless-
ness of his kiss had touched depths
within her that she had believed he
never could reach. She wondered
vaguely, and characteristically with-
out any sense of shame, if she was
that kind. Physical. She wondered
if that was why Tony had such a
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hold on her. His appeal was imme-
diately physical.

Tony was that way with women,
intensely physical. His hands
touching you. His eyes on yours, on
your figure with a warmth and in-
terest you could actually feel. Were
women like that? Was sex appeal in
a man merely playing up to the
physical of a woman? Was that the
secret of Tony’s lure for women?

Corliss had a feeling, as she drew
the covers over her slim body and
tried to compose herself to sleep, of
discovery that was a trace startling.
Discovery about herself and about
Tony, about people in general. If
Tony’s lure for her was just all
physical——  She stopped there.
She had never wanted to be quite
that sort, or thought she wanted a
man to be. Strange how you could
love a person so madly, as she loved
Tony and yet loathe everything he
did and stood for.

Corliss wakened at noon with the
firm idea that evening would find her
somewhere being seen with Tony.
Their engagement had been an-
nounced. She wasn’t going about
explaining why they weren’t to-
gether. Tony was going to find life
extracting some small payment from
him for the first time.

She had coffee sent to her room.
She had no desire to face her family
that morning. It would be difficult,
so why bother? Anyhow, she just
didn’t want to and so she wouldn’t.
Her philosophy had become more
and more that with the passing
months. She would do as she
pleased, let people think, say or do
what they wished.

She dressed carefully in a suit that
was simple but the jacket of which
could be removed to reveal quite a
lovely dress. She pulled her furs
tightly around her as she stepped
out. The day was more than brisk.
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Corliss lifted her eyes with the feeling that some one was staring at
her and looked straight at Magda Luray, the woman Tony loved. Corliss
shivered slightly.
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“I see youre taking this thing

Tony was visibly startled to see seriously,” he said. “You might

her when she finally arrived at his have at least telephoned me that you
apartment. were coming.”
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“What foolish formality between
an engaged couple, Tony darling!”
she exclaimed, with a brightness she
was far from feeling.

“Have you had your breakfast?”
he asked politely.

“An excuse for one.”

““Then I suppose I must feed
you?”

“It would be sweet of you.” She
smiled at him but the lure of the ges-
ture seemed completely lost on the
man,

As they ate, Tony’s mood mel-
lowed. He was male, after all, and
his man was an excellent cook. Food
was having its usual effect on a
masculine temperament. He talked,
chiefly about himself, as he relaxed
over his cigarette and coffee.

“After all, Corliss,” he said and his
eyes were on her quizzically, “you
do have your points. There are
things about you, my dear, that
would recommend you to a man,
that is besides your beautiful and
alluring body and temperament and
all that sort of thing. You've
learned things. You’re the one
woman I know who never wants to
tell the story of her life but who can
listen to the other fellow’s twice told
tales with the sweetest and most flat-
tering interest. Men fall at the feet of
such a woman adoring and some day
one of those men is going to tame
and claim that errant heart of
yours.”

“You’re good at a great many
things, Tony, but I can’t give you
anything as a fortune teller.”

“Pon’t be silly! Some man who is
right for you will come along some
day after you’ve gotten over this
foolishness about me and sweep you
off your feet.”

“No man, Tony, will ever be any-
thing more to me than a poor substi-
‘tute for yourself.”
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The telephone interrupted them
and Corliss saw Tony’s face brighten
at the voice that came to him over
the wire. His voice changed
slightly, took on a caressing note and
Corliss knew, even before he men-
tioned her name that it was Magda.

“There’s nothing to it, beautiful,”
she heard him say and knew in-
stinctively that they were speaking
of the engagement that had been an-
nounced. “It was all a mistake and
I'm just as much yours as ever.”
Corliss felt the hot blood suffuse her
face as she listened to him plead with
Magda in an effort to make her be-
lieve, and she knew that the woman
at the other end of the wire was
merely penalizing him. It wasn’t, it
couldn’t be that Magda really cared
for Tony. She couldn’t care for any
one. She was just making him be-
lieve she was hurt so that she could
ay some heavier than ever obligation
on him. Corliss knew all the tricks,
even though she never stooped to
use them. She had watched Flame’s
hectic and beloved progress too long
to be ignorant of the ways of women
who wanted men.

And then Tony’s words came to
her with a peculiar and painful
clarity:

“Why, I haven’t that much with
me right now, Magda sweet, but I
can get it. It’s too late for the banks
to-day, would first thing in the
morning do?” He was silent for a
moment. “You can count on that
then,” he said finally.

He turned from the telephone
thoughtfully.

“What is it this time?” Corliss
asked in too velvety a voice. “Sables
or pearls or a square sapphire?”

“And if it was all of that, it
wouldn’t be any business of yours!
You have no right to be here in the
first place. And since you insist
upon thrusting yourself into my life,
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you’ll have to take things as they
come.” :
“Perhaps you’re forgettmg that
youre engaged to me”—her v01ce

g on_a steely quality—“and
your spending money in huge sums
on other women sheuld cease! I have
some claims and intend to make
them plenty evident!”

“You devil! You have no rights
with me of any sort and never will
have! You’ve fastened yourself on
me. I've heard of such things but
never knew there were women who’d
stoop to them!”

“T’ll stoop to anything to get what
I want!”

“You’re turning out just like your
mother!”

“At least she’s lived!” she ex-
claimed, covering the start that
shook her at his words for that was
something she had not expected from
Tony. “She’s got something for the
time she’s put in here and that’s
more than most women can say! She
and Magda!”

“I you dare mention Magda in
the same——" he started furiously
and then stopped, seeming to realize
that he was about te say a thing that
even he was not heartless enough to
put into words to the daughter of the
woman he was speaking of.

“I dare!” came just as madly from
the girl. “I know exactly what you
were going to say and I dare do it!
Magda Luray isn’t even human and
you know it. She’s taking you over
if ever a man was taken by a woman!
At least Flame gave something! She
loved. With Magda you’re getting
nothing! She’s as emotionless about
you, about any man, as a marble
statue!”

“I don’t expect the woman I love
to get emotional about me.”

A hard laugh came from Corliss.

“You’re being archaic now. And
besides, you’re lying. Only men of
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the 1860s felt that way about
women. Women are people now,
you know. You’d die of slow freez-
ing if you ever really tried to possess
Magda Luray!”

“You vicious little wench! I had
no idea you had all this nastiness in
you!”

“There are a great many other
things you’re going to find out about
me, Tony!”

And then, suddenly as it flared,
their anger cooled and they were
laughing at themselves and at each
other.

“Youre magnificent in your
tantrums, young lady,” Tony said,
smiling with all his fascination. “I’'m
sure no ether woman would dare talk
to me as you do.”

“That’s because no other woman
loves you as I do!”—audaciously.
“You have to really love a man to
be interested enough in him to tell
him real things about himself and
his life.”

“Perhaps you’re right but you’re
not making me any more comforta-
ole by saying that.”

“You have a whole long evening
ahead of you to get comfortable in,
my dear and my darling!” she ex-
claimed, still with the gay note of
audacity in her voice. “You have
a dinner date with me to-night.
We've got to be seen together, you
know, and it might as well be to-
night.”

Cartwright was reluctant at first
and then agreed:

“Well,” he said, shrugging, “since
I have no one else at the moment I
suppose it might as well be you—if
that’s any satisfaction to you.”

“Some,” Corliss replied. “I'm
pretty good at wanting what I can
have until I can have what I want.”

“‘You certamly can take a lot of
punishment.”

“You haven’t an inkling of the
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Tony’s face brightened at the voice that came to him over the wire.
His voice changed slightly, took on a caressing note, and Corliss knew,
even before he mentioned her name, that it was Magda.

truth, my dear,” she said, a wistful ing in front of him then, her face up-
note in her voice. Corliss was stand- lifted so that her lips invited. Few
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other men she knew would-even have
waited for the invitation of her atti-
tude but Cartwright seemed quite
unmoved.

“‘I'm alone with you im your
apartment, Tony,” she said finally in
a small, soft voice, “and you haven’t
made a single pass at me.’

Tony grmned

“Which isn’t any commentary on
my self-control!”

“You could have left that unsaid,
anyhow! It isn’t flattering to a
woman to know that she’s not the
least temptation.”

“That’s one of the strange things
‘about our case, Corliss.” The man
was suddenly earnest. “I want to be
honest with you. They say when a
man finds a woman who makes him
want to be homest and have done
with pretense and subterfuge, she’s
the woman for him and he’s in love.
It doesn’t work out at all with us. I
feel that way toward you but I'm
q.u%te madly in love with another
g]l‘ -”

Every time that he referred to
that Corliss felt as if a knife was be-
ing twisted in her heart and he
seemed to seize every opportunity to
refer to it. She wondered if he was
doing it purposely, knowing well
what he was doing to her. It would
not be unlike him.

CHAPTER VIII.

They were lingering over their cof-
fee and cigarettes, small glasses of
“amber brandy still untouched before
them when a waiter handed Tony a
note. Corliss watched the man’s
face. It lighted and seemed some-
how to warm. Corliss knew instinc-
tively from whom the note had
come.

“Do you always keep her so well
informed,” she asked, too smoothly.
“Or was this a special occasion?”
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“Magda always knows how she
can get me at any minute of the day
or night.”

“What sweet devotion!” But her
sarcasm paled before the actual fact
of what she said.

“Magda knows that at any hour
that I may not be at home she can
find out where I am from my man.”
Tony seemed to wish to drive home
the implication of the thing. “I told

we were coming to this place to
dine and if we had made any change
and gone elsewhere I should have
telephoned him.”

“T see.” Corliss looked away.
She didn’t want the man to see just
what was in her eyes then.

“I'm_sorry to ask this, Corliss,”
Cartwright was going on, “but will
you excuse me? Magda has time
for me. Her husband has been
called to the hospital, his hospital,
by something that’s happened to an-
other physician—he’s apt to be there
all night. That means she has time
for me. I'm sorry to have to do this
but you’ve brought it all on yourself.
T’ll take care of the check”—motion-
ing the waiter. “If you’d like an-
other drink?” he questioned as he
counted out some money.

“Who did you say the phys1c1an
is? The one in the hospital?” Cor-
liss ignored his question. Something
had suddenly chilled her with a cold
sense of foreboding.

“I don’t know,” the man an-
swered as he glanced over the bill
the waiter presented. “Naturally
Magda knew that wouldn’t interest

me.” Then after a moment’s silence
he looked up at her: “But why did
you ask?”

“TI don’t know,” she replied, and
still that sense of chill hung over her,
struck verily to her bones. “It’s
silly, I suppose, but I just feel some-
thing. I don’t know what or why.
After all, there are so many doctors
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in New York. I shouldn’t—"
She stopped as if not wanting to put
the thing that she thought into words
and so make it a little more real to
herself.

“You'’re being just a woman now,
like every other woman. Intuition
and all that sort of bunk!” Tony
was rising and there was a hint of
raillery in his tone. “Forgive me if
I seem to hurry you.”

“Oh, that’s quite all right, I'm
sure!”—with an air of gallantry.
“When romance calls, you know!”

Corliss allowed him to put her in a
cab and pay the driver. It wasn’t a
particularly pleasant thing, this be-
ing hurried out of the way, rushed
off alone because of another woman.
And then besides the wound to some-
thing much deeper and more vital
than her vanity there was that
heavy, relentless sense of foreboding.
It seemed to envelope her more com-
pletely as she rode downtown.

She rushed from the taxi and in
through the door of the fine old house
on Washington Square. She knew
the moment she was within its walls.
There the sense of foreboding became
a definite knowledge that something
had happened; that tragedy had
touched them with its alarming fin-
gers.

“What is it?”” she asked of a fright-
ened maid who stood in the hall ap-
parently petrified by terror. “What
has happened? Can’t you tell me?”

“It’s the doctor,” the girl said
finally in a small, unsteady voice.
“Doctor Norry, miss. He’s been
hurt—bad. They’ve just taken him
this minute.”

“Taken him where?” Corliss asked.

“To the hospital. He’s been
slashed most to ribbons— Oh, it
was terrible to see!”—on a note of
hysteria. “The blood! His face so
white and deathlike!”

“What hospital?” she asked, con-

Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

sciously holding her voice firm
against the wave of terror-stricken
emotion that would have engulfed
her. And as the girl failed to reply
immediately and Corliss could en-
dure no waiting: “Is there any one
at home?”

“Mrs. Farson.”

Mrs. Farson! Vida! Corliss felt
herself turning to steel. Vida! She’d
always been afraid She dared
not complete the thought but turned
and rushed toward Vida’s room. At
the door which was open she stopped
suddenly. Vida, her hat still on, was
slumped in a chair, white-faced and
wretched. ‘There was blood on her
hands. And a long stain showed on
her skirt.

Corliss stood staring at her sister-
in-law as if turned to stone. She
couldn’t find the words that she
wanted to say. Too many wild and
angry emotions were rioting in her.
Her voice seemed incapable of surg-
ing up through them. It was Vida
who finally spoke:

“Well”—a trace defiantly—“what
are you looking at me for?”

“I wish I'd never had to in all my
life!” exclaimed the younger girl bit-
terly.

“I wish the same thing about you!
I’d be a thousand times better off if
I'd never seen any of you! Any of
your tribe!” The bitterness of her
voice matched Corliss’s.

Even then, in that tensely emo-
tional moment, Corliss was acutely
aware of the commonness of the girl.

Strange how those things, almost
entirely irrelevant, came to one with
such clarity in such tense moments.

“If Heaven had only seen fit to
grant you that wish before you ut-
tered it!” Corliss’s voice was earnest.
Then, after a little silence: “What
happened? I suppose you were quar-
reling over some other man? Tony
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trancelike looking at him and then turned to the doctor and whispered:

“He’ll live?”

perhaps?” And as the older girl did
net reply, Corliss’s voice became a
thing lighted and vitalized by fury.
“Well, tell me! What happened?
How badly is he hurt? And where

The doctor answered noncommittally.

was he taken? What hospital? After
all the damage you’ve done, at least
have the deceney to answer me!”
“Deo you think I did that?” Vida
asked in a haunted voice. “You
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think I did it?”> She was on her feet
and had moved slightly toward Cor-
liss, something almost threatening in
her gesture. “If you think I did,
you're crazy! I wouldn’t soil my
hands on one of you!”

“Then who did if you didn’t?”
came tensely from the younger girl.
“Who did?”

“T’ll tell you who—the father of
one of his patients who died! A
charity patient at the hospital!
Some of the poor white trash he’s al-
ways insisting upon doings things for
without charging any fee. I told
him long ago to stop it, that it was a
thankless task. If he’d listened to
me he’d not be in this mess. Always
doing things for people who can’t
pay when he could in that same time
and with that same effort be drag-
ging in a nice fat fee! Serves him
right!”

Corliss started. She hadn’t ex-
pected that even from Vida. It was
true that Norry liked his charity
patients as well and gave them quite
as careful and interested attention
as he did his pay cases. But that
was like Norry. After all, he had
money enough to live on and keep
Vida comfortably and so why
shouldn’t a man spend his life doing
what he wished? Ambition wasn’t
everything.

But now one of those patients had
turned on him. It wasn’t really
quite clear but that was the im-
pression Vida had given her.

“You didn’t go to the hospital?”
she asked of Vida.

“No”—shuddering. “You know
how I hate such things. Look at
me”—holding out her hands and
looking down over her dress, her
voice haunted and wretched, so
miserable that even Corliss in that
moment of complete loathing of the
girl was moved to pity of her misera-
ble weakness. “I’d just come in when
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the bell rang and then I heard them
there in his office. The man’s daugh-
ter had died, under Norry’s care.”

Corliss said nothing more. She
understood. There were people like
that, people whose emotions ran
away with them in a crisis and left
them entirely bereft of reason.

“What hospital was he taken to?”
she asked finally, scarcely feeling
that she needed to. She knew. She
had known there in the restaurant
with Tony. When Vida spoke it was
as if she was merely repeating aloud
Corliss’s own thought:

“Luray’s—Doctor Luray’s, where-
ever that is.” :

Corliss turned. She must go, of
course. That was her kind. It had
never been in her to shrink from any-
thing. She couldn’t bear the
thought of Norry there alone. Very
probably she couldn’t be with him
really. But she could be in the
building. She could be near the door
of his room and watch the faces of
attendants as they moved in and out.
That would be something. And he
might even feel it, that there was
some one near to whom his life
meant much and it might help. Cor-
liss believed fully in things like that.

“Would you like to go with me?”
She turned a moment to ask Vida
and was visibly relieved when the
other girl shook her head.

“I couldn’t!” Vida shivered.

Corliss hurried. There was such
a strong family tie. Strange, too,
when they were really only half
brother and sister. But from Flame
had come something of that warm,
vital, vibrant reaction toward peo-
ple, things and occasions. It was
impossible for Corliss to be casual
and mean it.

At the hospital she was allowed
only a glimpse of Norry in a state of
coma due to weakness from loss of
blood. She stood trancelike looking,
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at him and then turned to the doctor
and whispered:

“But he’ll live?”

The physician’s answer was slow.

“The hope is always affirmative,”
he said.

But Corliss, typically, refused to
read into it the fear that the average
girl would have. Norry must live.
He would live. She felt the rebellion
that was always with her crystalliz-
ing into a purpose and intention so
firm that she would defy life itself.
There was much of steel under her
lovely, feminine exterior.

There was nothing to do but re-
turn home. She knew that Norry
would get every care and attention
and that she would not be allowed to
be with or near him much. Not,
anyhow, while he was in such a seri-
ous condition.

The house was very quiet when
she returned to it. Its occupants
apparently slept and Corliss saw no
reason for waking any one to report
on Norry’s condition. She was emo-
tionally worn out so she slept almost
immediately but not without think-
ing several times and rather tortur-
ously of Tony and Magda and how
strangely it had been Norry who
hated him so who had inadvertently
given Tony his hour of paradise.

There was irony in that.
there was irony in life itself.

With her mail in the morning her
maid brought her flowers from
Baird.

Violets again. And with them a
line from him: “They still mean the
same thing.”

Corliss smiled. Bob was sweet.
He was comfortable even if not too
exhilarating. And the constancy and
sincerity of his devotion were some-
thing. With her intelligence, Corliss

But

liked those quahtles But her emo~
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tion flowed toward Tony as natu-
rally as a river flows from its source:
She chided herself mentally for it but
to no purpose. But oddly she kissed:
the violets and with a quite uncon-
sciously fond gesture and then dialed
Baird’s number.

There was a kind, calm strength
in his voice that did something for
the girl on that trouble-shadowed
morning.

“This is sweet of you, Bob,” Cor-
liss said, speaking of the violets as
she held the huge velvety bunch
against her cheek. “I love it but I
think what I like best of all about it
is that it gives me a reason for calling
you. Your voice does things for me,
gives me calm and courage which I
need so much.” ,

“You never need an excuse to call
me, though, Corliss. But if you feel
that way I’ll send you flowers every
day so you’ll have reason to call me!”

“And then T’ll have to scold you
for being extravagant! But I really
do mean it, Bob. You’re something
to me that no one else is—a sort of
stay, prop, some one very satisfying
to lean agamst It’s so comfortable
to know you're there in the back-
ground.” _

“I wish I dared”’—there was a
gently wistful note in his voice—
“take that for affection. But I
won’t. No use fooling myself. It’s
all right to kid other people when
you can but the man who fools him-
self is the prize nitwit!”

“Bob!”—in almost tender protest.

“Asif you could ever be such a thing!

But you’ve been sweet to me beyond

. words!”

“I’'m on the nght track then, a.ny-
how.”

Corliss knew- a sense of-something
that was almost like regret as she re-
placed the telephone.

TO BE CONTINUED
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The Golden Hour

ICKY LELAND was smooth-
ing on quantities of lipstick of
a ripe-cherry shade becoming to
her creamy skin, dark eyes and
tawny hair. At a knock on her bou-
doir door, she turned away from

her absorption in her mirrored .

image. e
It-was the maid, whose eyes often

seemed to regard Vicky super- -

ciliously.

Back in the small Massachusetts
town of Riverhill, the comfortable
but- - undistinguished honeysuckle-

By Toby Thatcher

covered frame house which had been

-the Leland home until they’d moved

to New York three years before, had .
boasted. of no smart white-capped
maijds. The only maid known to.
the Leland household in Riverhill
had been the hired girl who cooked
—cooked only, didn’t serve. A but-
ler and second man served now. She .
didn’t say “mademoiselle,” or knock
deferentially on the door as Alis
was doing now. c
“A gentleman calling, mademoi- .
selle.” : ;
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That was nothing new! Gentle-
men were always calling for Vicky,
either by phone or in person. She
was expecting one in a few minutes.
But he was a trifle early.

Vicky momentarily suspended
operations with her lipstick. A
frown ruffled the brow described by
Manhattan photographers of débu-
tantes as “serenely delightful.” She
was having difficulty recalling just
which gentleman of the many who
formed her own particular stag line,
was calling for her to-night!

There were so many who had
rushed her since her début Oh,
yes, to-night her escort would be
Stewart van Loren, known to inti-
mates as “Stew,” which perfectly de-
scribed his usual condition. But he
was a keen dancer.

It was to be dinner first at the
Continent, then that very naughty
musical show. Afterward, there’d
be dancing at some swanky hotel.

Then, really late, they’d go to
that gorgeous new late spot that
was such a hit this season, the
Golden Hour. The manager was
said to be the most attractive man
in town.

Vicky had never seen him, but
some of her friends had, and were
still raving! No one knew much
about him. The air of mystery
added to his glamour “Mr. X,” he
was called.

Yes, Stew would take her to the
Golden Hour. He would sign the
check, as he invariably did, with a
royal gesture, and be as lavish with
his compliments as with his money.
Stew’s father was fabulously rich
—richer even than dear old papa
was, since that supposedly worthless
-oil stock he’d bought years ago, had
turned out to be worth a fortune.

She turned to Alise. “Tell Mr.
van Loren,” she thrilled, “that T’ll
be down presently.”
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“But, mademoiselle, eet ees not

. Meester van Loren who ees down-

stairs,” Alise began.
“Oh,” said Vicky. “Then who
is it?”

“A Meester Topping, mademoi-
selle. Shall T ask him to remain?”

Vicky’s jeweled lipstick fell with
a sharp, surprised sound, striking
in a series of angry crashes the gold-
and-crystal appointments of her
dressing table. Her large eyes wid-
ened. Her lips opened to speak, but
she checked the words.

She’d been going to say, “Of all
the nerve!” but remembered in the
nick of time that as one of the most
charmingly sophisticated members
of Manhattan’s young set, she was
not supposed to exclaim crudely,
particularly in the presence of her
maid.

But that was exactly what she
meant. Of all the nerve for Fred
Topping te come here from River-
hill, again!

The first time had been about a
year and a half ago. She’d flatly
refused to see him, but had known
how he must have looked. She’d
imagined the ill-suppressed scorn
with which Hogarth, the correct but-
ler, had told Fred the pelite, hol-

low idie, “Miss Victoria is not at

home, sir.”

For Fred would have been so out
of place in these elaborate, urban,
surroundings.. Tall, blond, and un-
certain, he’d personify to perfection

the picture of a country boy visit-

ing the big city.

Her laugh had been brittle as
she’d thought, “I suppose he thinks
he can get me back!”

“No, Alise,” she said now, very
decidedly, “I'm not at home to Mr.
Topping, ever!”

Alise understood and left.

With finger tips glowing with the

newest rage in nail polish—an
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opalescent effect achieved with one
coat of cherry-red frosted over with
a thin gold polish—Vick retrieved
her lipstick from the confusion on

her dressing table and concentrated

on the mirror again.

She thought, “How I’ve changed!
I am what I dreamed I'd be. I'm
miles beyond a fool like Fred Top-
ping. 1 have glamour while he’s
so stolid. . I'm sophisticated, viva-
cious, while he’s so—so dumb!”

She remembered their parting
three years ago.

They’d been sitting together in
the Leland porch hammock. The
night, scented with honeysuckle,
roses, and newly cut grass, pressed
sweetly around them. Fred had
taken her into his clumsy young
arms.

“Gosh,” he’d said wistfully,
“you’re sweet! I wish I was making
enough money so that: we could be
married 'this ‘summer.”

Engrossed in speaking of his
hopes, he failed to notice that she
was unusually unresponsive in his
arms.

“But,” he continued, his young
face eager, “in a couple of years I’ll
be getting a better salary in Uncle
Foster’s bank. And I'll have saved
up something. Then we’ll marry.
We’ll start in a small way—just a
cottage, an %

But Vicky pushed him away from

- her, her eyes flashing.

“That,” she’d blazed, “is what you
think. Well, I'll tell you something.
I’'m eighteen, and I’'m not going to
+ spend my life sitting around a hick

. town like this if I don’t have to.”

Then she’d told him about the
money, that papa was now a very
.- rich- man. And while Fred sat
.- .dazed, -she continued, “So I’'m neot
going. to stick around this dead
-place, waiting for you. You can
stick here all your life if- you want
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“A Meester
with a sharp, surprised sound, and her

Topping to. see. .you,

to, slaving in the bank—for what?
To be a bigger and better bank
teller—that’s what! You’vq no am-

‘bition.”

Fred interrupted unhappily, “But,
Vicky, honey, I love you. I thought
you loved me. Why, we're engaged.”

: “You mean we were engaged,”’ re-
torted Vicky, “when I hadn’t a
chance- of seeing anything beyond
this stupid town, er having any fun.
I’'m going to New York to live. I'm
going to be a débutante!’. -She

paused for breath.

“If .-I thought -you’d ever. amount
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mademoiselle.

Shall I ask him to remain?”
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Vicky’s jeweled lipstick fell

large eyes widened. Of all the nerve, for Fred Topping to come here again!

to anything it might be different,”
she’d continued, hardly conscious of
her cruelty. “But you’re so easy-
going, so nice and so dumb, you’ll
be content here forever, with no
more excitement than a picnic or a
town meeting!”

“Vicky,” Fred said miserably,
“you’re throwing me over?”

“Yes, if you want to call it that,”
she told him definitely. Then a
slight belated sympathy for him
made her add, “I’'m sorry, but I'm
going to be somebody. I'm going
places in this world, and you’ll never

be able to travel fast enough to
catch me!”

Then, in desperation and longing,
Fred had taken her in his arms
again. At this, which she felt was
an attempt to restrain and convince
her against her will that she be-
longed with him here in Riverhill,
;he grew angry and pulled herself
ree.

Fred rose. He looked bewildered,
hesitant. The screen door banged
after Vicky as she flounced into the
house. But.she heard Fred saying,
“I'll show you—" .
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She’d been unable to resist a part-
ing shot. ‘“‘Show me what”—and al-
ready her quick young mind had
leaped ahead, envisioning Park
Avenue, parties, clothes, and dash-
ing suitors—“Riverhill?”

She hurled it at him scathingly,
and did not watch him stumble out
the gate and out of her life—that
life so soon to be magically exciting.

Well, it had been. Mamma’d
managed everything. Vicky wanted
a début, and mamma saw that she
got it. Papa seemed somewhat be-
wildered, but paid the bills.

Début! It cost frightfully, and
was not easily achieved by newly
rich unknowns from a small town,
without prominent friends or rela-
tives to smooth the way.

But, the Lelands discovered, there
were society secretaries, who ar-
ranged such things—told you what
you should knew, groemed you in
every possible way. They sold you
a list of the “right” people, all of
whom you’d never met, but who
would attend if your début prom-
ised to be sufficiently gay, extrava-
gant, and diverting. Then you
were invited to their parties and,
after a while, actually got to know
some of them.

Vicky found that there was s much
to learn before the début—diction;
French, good tennis, the right make-
up, the names of wines, how to
select and wear the smartest. clothes
in the smartest way. There had to
be a good address, and papa pald an
enormous sum for an elegant, im-
posing white stone house on Park
Avenue. There had to be tasteful
jewelry, expensive furs, and a huge
wardrobe of costly garments—no
more organdies, absolutely!

Vicky, utterly bedazzled, found
her life a continuous: bright en-
chantment. She -was like

some.
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beautiful butterfly, reaching out.
with shimmering wings. toward the
blinding radiance of a social career.

Her coming-out party was talked
about for months. No expense was
spared—floral decorations costing
thousands of dollars, a carload of
gardenias, splashing fountains of
real champagne, live parrots and
cockatoos imported to disport them-
selves in the tropical palms and add
to the bizarre atmosphere!

There were over a thousand
guests. Two famous orchestras,
hitherto only great names via radio
to Vicky, played for dancing.

Her début was the success of the
winter season. The Lelands’ months
of preparation were not spent in
vain.

Vicky was merely amused when
a slender, dashing young man, a
complete stranger to her, cut in, held
her very close, whispered the most
surprisingly intimate things to her
and then said, “Tell me, sugar,
what’s the name of the people who
are throwing this party?”

She answered, “Oh, Leland.”

He laughed. “Never heard of
them. What’s the blushing debbie
leok like? © Some of these corn-fed
would-be debbiés from the sticks are
pretty hard to take.”

“Pm Victoria Leland,” she in-.
formed him quietly. “It’s my
party.’

Una.bashed he’d tlghtened h1s

grip on her and said, “Pleasure’s

mine, sugar. I like your cham-
pagne. Nicer vintage, better stuff
than at Carol Vibart’s eoming-out,
last night. -

It developed that he was Hebart
Ramsdell, and his opinion could
make or break a deb’s first season.

That he was rude, frivolous and
practically brainless didn’t seem to
matter. The Ramsdells had all but
owned Manhattan for generations,.
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To Vicky his arrogant assurance, his
diamond studs and links, his rich
platinum cigarette case, spelled suc-
cess, glamour, adventure. She was
thrilled.

Fortunately, Hobart chose to pass
the good word around the stag line.
Vicky was swamped. She danced

all night—danced the soles of her
- fragile white satin slippers through.
Her swirling white velvet gown was
crushed and mussed, her orchids
wilted. ‘

It was exciting to be given such
a rush, cosmopolitan and daring to
be cut in on and danced with by
men who held in one hand a half-
full glass of champagne. But Vicky
sparkled bril-
liantly all night.
This was New
York—life at
last!

The papers
were full of
Vicky’s party.
There had been
only two fights
that amounted
to anything in
the way of black
eyes and some
smashed top
hats. There was
one stag who
had plunged
into the cham-
pagne fountain,
and then had to
be fished out
while protesting that he was looking
for mermaids and meant no harm.

Some of the exotic live parrots
had disappeared mysteriously from
the palms, and one young man-
about-town was seen leaving at
dawn with a large parrot perched
on his top hat.  He was singing with
more volume than skill, “Oh, The
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Bird On Nellie’s Hat!” as he fell into
a waiting cab.

But such things, Vicky came to
know, made the party. She was a
successful débutante.

A year flew by—parties, yacht-
ing trips, horse shows, opera.
Vicky’s pictures appeared in the pa-
pers often. There were balls, and
teas, cocktails and kisses, sophistica-
tion and glitter. It was easy enough-
to be startling, Vicky discovered.

There were hosts of men now—
Hobart Ramsdell, Stew van Loren,
Archie Vanderdell, Ronnie Glade,
the Bonwit twins, Alex, duke of
Rannenburg, handsome, much-
divorced Fritz Parker, and many
others.

Very fascinat-
ing, flattering,
and sophis-
ticated, they
told Vicky that
it was “small-
town” to believe
in lasting love.
She had laughed
with them, re-
membering sim-
ple Fred.

Steadily, the
pace of her gilt-
edged existence
increased. And
months whirled
by. Though
now in her sec-
ond season, her
popularity had
not waned. On
the contrary, it had increased.

She had a swift line, she was reck- -
less with money, and she was beau-
tiful:  She’d learned to accept casual
embraces indifferently, and to laugh
off such things as the time on the
Delabilt yacht when she’d awakened
in the morning to find on her state-
room’s opposite bed a disheveled
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young man. She’d gasped, “How
did you get here?”

He’d replied, “Don’t know. Mis-
take, no doubt. Think nothing of
t",

Afterward, she felt worldly-wise.
It made a good story at which the
crowd roared!

She thought her escorts superla-
tively satisfactory. But papa had
different ideas.

Once he asked, “Why deon’t you
marry one of your elegant beaux,
Vick? TI'd like to see you settle
down.”

She couldn’t explain to papa that
they didn’t propose marriage.

Papa’d plunged ahead. “What

do you hear from FEred these days?
What’s become of him? I liked that
boy—fine, honest fellow.”
- Vicky’d snapped, “Don’t mention
that stupid country boy to me!”
‘But deep down in her heart, some-
thing that had gotten lost tried to
tell her that papa was right. Fred
was fine. But she wouldn’t listen
to that something. She’d rushed
out, without noticing how old and
drawn papa looked.

In the maze of the following gay
weeks, she hadn’t thought any more
of Fred until to-night. !

She had finished her lips. Alise
returned and handed her her wrap.

“Meester Topping has gone,” she
announced, “and Meester van Loren
has arrived.”

The evening ‘was almost. exactly
as expected. Vicky dismissed Fred

* ‘from her mind.

" After dinner, she and Stew were
joined by Eve Delabilt and Hobart
Ramsdell.
deal over sparkling Burgundy.

Then Eve remembered that some
one she lkmew was having a pent-
house ' party. Glorious!  They’d
crash it! SIS PIOTA C ST

They laughed a great
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It was two thirty before they
sought the fresher glint and turmoil
" of the Golden Hour.

It was packed as always. Jewels
winked, music blared, cigarette
smoke twisted ethereally toward a
ceiling as brightly gold as Vicky’s
gown,

Vicky felt again the unexplainable
throb of expectancy and anticipa-
tion she always experienced here,
She had no idea why.

It was a gorgeous place! The
never-in-evidence Mr.. X was said to
have made a million out of the
Golden Hour.

They danced to seductive
rhythms, then realized that they
were hungry.

“What’ll you have, little ones?”

- Stew asked, poring over the menu

on which no item was less than two
dollars.

They lingered appreciatively over
lobster, toast, coffee and ice cream.
The check, when presented to Stew,
amounted to a staggering sum.

With his usual flourish, Stew
signed the check. The waiter went
off to have it O. K.’d.

Stew said, “Hobart, old man, lend
me a few berries for the tip.”

A blank look came over Hobart’s
face. “Sorry, fella, haven’t it with
me,” - he replied with elaborate
casualness.

The waiter returned with the
check, his obsequiousness gone.

“Sorry, sir, but you are in debt
to us for too many checks previously
signed this season. You will have
to pay this check in cash, sir.”

“Who says so?”” Stew blustered.

“Mr. X,” replied the waiter firmly.
It was easy to see that the word of
the dominant Mr. X was law.

‘Stew turned to Vicky. “Well, kid,”
he 'said lightly, but his eyes: were

- - hard, “yow’ll'have to shell out.” -

- ~He was confident that she would.
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She had before. Vicky had always
felt it a small price to pay for the
privilege of belonging to such a
smart, gay, prominent crowd.

But to-night she looked desper-
ately at Stew. She had no meoney
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"&\ It was exciting to
be given such a
rush, to be cut in on
and danced with by -
the handsomest men
in New York socie-
ty. Vicky sparkled
brilliantly. This was

life at last!

with her. Papa hadn’t
yet given her her allow-
ance this month. .

“Haven’t you got it?”

“N_no!)’

Stew gave a disgusted
exclamation.

“Why,” he said to the
waiter, “this is absurd.
Mr. X knows me well as
a regular customer.”

The waiter shrugged,
departed, then returned
in a few moments.

“Mr. X says he knows you too
well. You'll have to pay the check
or we must call the police.” As they

.gasped simultaneously, the waiter
- continued implacably, “There is one

alternative, Mr. X says you may re-
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main and work out the check if you
wish.”

“Work it out!”
group, aghast.

The waiter shrugged.

So, at four a. m., they went to
work washing dishes, sweeping, then
washing floors.

After a half hour of mopping the
expensive linoleum of the café floor,
Vicky was a wreck. Though ex-
hausted, angry and humiliated, she
did not complain.

But the others did, constantly.
Soon they quit altogether. Only
Vicky still swung her mop with de-
termination.

“T’ll have to get Mr. X,” said the
head waiter, eying them distrust-
fully.

“Oh,” thought Vicky, “the fasci-
nating Mr. X—the brute!”

Nevertheless, she couldn’t help
looking up when he came. After all,
she’d heard so much about him and
she’d never seen him before.

Or had she? She stared. Her
breath caught in her throat. For
Mr. X, tall, poised and perfectly
tailored, was Fred Topping!

Vicky felt a wave of faintness
sweep over her. This distinguished-
looking -man was the Fred she had
dismissed as a country boy. She
was tongue-tied.

“The work is not finished, but I
suppose butterﬂles haven’t: much
staying power,” he said, looking at
Vieky.

She thought her qu1ckened heart-
beat would choke her. Her bhstered
hands gripped the mop agam

chorused the

- “Pll finish the work,” she said
grimly.
She . scarcely knew when her

friends left. All she knew was that
she had to do this work and do it
well. She should be able to.
Hadn’t she mopped the kltchen back
home often enough? ~ :

Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

Her eyes blurred with tears. “I
hate him,” she thought, when all
the time she knew that she didn’t.

Fred stood silently watching her,
hoping, she supposed, that she’d
weaken.

When he said, “That’s enough.
T’ll take you home,” she cried wildly:
“I hate you! I've never been so
humiliated.”

“You humiliated me once,” he re-
lfni?ded her. “Now you know how it
eels.”

She was silent under this hurting
truth.

“You had your hour. To-night
was mine. I was too dull for you,”
he continued. “That night when
you snubbed me a year and a half
ago, I made up my mind to prove
to you that I could achieve success
in the ways you seemed to value so

highly. Well, the Golden Hour was
the answer. It wasn’t easy, but I
made it.

“You snubbed me again to-night
when I came to your house. But I
really came to see your father, not
you. He’s been speculating to make
more - money for you and your
mother to waste. I'd overheard
some men planning to ruin him. I
came to warn him not to enter the
deal he was planning. He was out,
and you shut me out. When I
reached him by phone it was too
late.” :

“Oh, poor papa,” whimpered
Vicky. For the first time in three
utterly selfish years, she thought of

. some one other than herself.

Vicky didn’t know then:that her
father wasn’t- heartbroken at all.
On the contrary, Mr. Leland was
considerably relieved to be free of
the * responsibility of too much
money. And he-had already ae-
cepted an offer of the vice presi-
dency of the Riverhill Bank and
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Trust Co., at an exceedingly com-
fortable salary!

“I’'ve watched you,” Fred Top-
ping’s deep tones were saying. “All
these months, I've seen the sweet,
steady Vicky I loved changing into
a silly, golden butterfly. I thought
you needed a lesspn and I gave you
one. I wanted you to know your
exciting men friends for what they
are.”

“Oh,” gasped Vicky. But it was
true. She saw now how small and
characterless were Stew and. his
crowd, how selfish she’d been. She
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her,
the Fred she had dismissed as a country

This distinguished-looking man was

boy. “I hate him,” she thought, when
all the time she knew that she didnm’t.

was the dull one who didn’t amount
to anything, not Fred.
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“I'm going baek to Riverhill, take
over the bank—Uncle Foster died—
and live like a human being,” he
tald her.

.Back to Riverhill? Had the
Golden Hour failed after all’>—Vicky
wondered. Oh, no matter! It was
Fred who mattered. She loved him
—had loved him without knowing

_it through these hectic years.

“I’ve sold out the Golden Hour.
T'm rich,” he was saying. “I’'m go-
ing home where I can really live.”

“Are you,” Vicky inquired in a
small voice, “planning to live
alone?”

“What do you mean?”

“I—I mean,” she struggled on,
“that I’ve been a fool. I've always
loved you and wouldn’t admit it.
When I said I hated you, it was be-
cause I love you. Oh, Fred——"

" Her voice broke.
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“Vlck ',’

“Once I told you I was going
places, that you’d never travel fast
enough to catch me. Well, you
have. You've caught up with me,
passed me, and left me in the ditch.
The only place I care to go now is
home with you. And now you don’t
love me any more. HoW» could
you?” :

He took her in his arms. “You
know I do,” he said huskily.

Their kiss was a thing of glory.

“Darling, the Golden Hour is a
thing of the past now,” he whis-
pered. “But our future is going to
be one long, unbroken golden hour.”

“Yes,” breathed Vicky, her eyes
misty with radiance.

“You see?” Fred exulted. “Coun-
try boy makes good!”  Then,
fiercely, he crushed her to him, h1s
lips closing over hers.

RAIMENT OF THE AIR

LET me have

The wayward zephyrs of the morn,
That I may wrap them ‘round me,

Fold on fold;

Give me a trifling bit

Of midday wind,

That I may bmd its glow
Around my head;:

Come, bring to me

A softly creeping evening breeze
And drape its. coolness

Over all;

Then let me ke upon the grass
And weave those fabrics of the sky
Into my dreams. -

- Ivy ‘HOUTZ ‘'WooLLEY.



YOUR WEEK

During the week you will be under a
number of mixed influences that will bring
benefits and disadvantages in certain direc-
tions. Unexpected developments in money
matters may interfere with your love and
marriage plans; also some business deals
may be adversely affected in an unexpected
manner. In occupational matters, how-
ever, you will be mentally alert and
through your mental activity you may be
able to increase your income in some un-
looked-for manner, or possibly you may de-
vise financial savings in environmental and
other matters that will amount to a net
gain in your income. Your love and mar-
riage interests may be .restricted by en-
vironmental conditions, but if so, you will
probably be able to make adjustments that
will partially at least remove the restric-
tions. This will require careful and serious
thought on your part. Select the best day
for you this week, given in the “Born Be-
tween——" section, for making desired ad-
justments, if you would minimize incidental
anneyance. A few minor employment
benefits may come to you, but in the main
you should mark time in employment mat-
ters and carefully attend to your employ-
ment duties. ve and marriage matters
in some respects may tend to distract your
attention or otherwise interfere with the
proper performance of your work; if not
. careful, friends will visit with you during
working hours, to your discomfiture. If
such occurs, be polite; but do not unneces-

- sarily neglect your employment duties. In
_eccupational matters not connected with

your regular employment, you may be as-
sisted by generous friends who can throw
business your way, or give you extra work

to do to increase your regular income. In a
general way you will be socially popular;
but keep your social activities on an imper-
sonal basis this week. Later you can make
up for what may now seem passing oppor-
tunities in social life. People, mostly of
an ease-loving disposition, will try to bor-
row money or personal belongings from you
this week, and their requests will come as a
surprise to you. Be prepared for such re-
quests, no matter from what direction they
may be encountered, so that you will not
be rushed into doing something that you
might not do if you had time to think it
over.

DAY BY DAY
Hours mentioned are Eastern standard

. time. If not using that time, make cor-

rection to the time you are using.

Saturday, During the early-morning
?zigemel' hours, mark time in environ-

mental and marriage matters.
h Business matters may tempo-
rarily upset your marriage
plans. Keep control of your
temper in your matrimonial
affairs.  Occupational and
business benefits may be re-
ceived. Friends may prove
helpful to you in a business
way. Between 10:30 a. m. and
noon, you may be urged to
make environmental changes.
Postpone your decision until
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Sunday,
December

13th

©
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later, as changes made at this
time may prove detrimental.
Between 2:30 p. m. and 4:00
P. m., business benefits may
be received. It will be a good
time for social affairs for those
not otherwise engaged. A
pleasurable journey may be
taken. Between 7:30 p. m.
and 9:00 p. m., you can use
your mind to advantage in
making environmental adjust-
ments and in occupational
matters. Between 9:00 p. m.
and 10:80 p. m., occupational
and business benefits may be
received and social advance-
ment may come to you.

The early-merning hours may
bring unexpected expense in
connection with business mat-
ters, travel, love and marriage.
Seme anneyance in connection
with environmental matters
may also occur. Between
8:15 a. m. and 10:30 a. m.,
marriage matters may be
benefited, probably in a busi-
ness way or as a result of a
journey, your own er that of
seme one . However,
while you may be benefited in
some respects, others may ob-
tain benefits at your expense
of time or money. Between
noon and 1:00 p. m., mark
time in employment matters
and avoid transacting un-
necessary business. It is not
a good tmie to travel. Be-
tween 1:00 p. m. and 2:15
p. m., occupational and busi-
ness benefits may come to you
and friends may assist you.
Social advantages may be ob-
tained at this time. Between
2:30 p. m. and 4:00 p. m.,
mark time in - employment
matters and keep your tem-
per in your matrimonial af-
fairs. Between 4:00 p. m. and
5:80 p. m., you may be put
to unexpected financial ex-
pense. Between 5:30 p. m.
and 7:00 p. m., opportunity
te advance your love and
marriage interests may come
te you. A pleasurable jour-
ney may be taken. Business
transactions may bring you
profit. You may prefit-as a

Monday,
December

14th

Tuesday,
December

15th

D)

)

mental matters

result of legal procedure Be-
tween 10:30 p, m. and mid-
night, you will receive unex-
pected financial benefits as a
result of mental activity; also
you may be benefited in an
occupational way. Your so-
cial popularity will increase.

Occupational and business
matters will be benefited dur-
ing the early-morning hours.
The later morning hours will
be somewhat uneventful. Be-
tween 3:00 p. m. and 4:30
p. m., occupational benefits
may be received and you may
profit as a result of business
transactions. Social relations
will be benefited. A journey
may be taken. Between 4:30
p. m. and 5:45 p. m., mark
time in employment matters
and de not let social activities
interfere with your employ-
ment duties. Between 5:45
p. m. and 7:00 p. m., eccupa-
tional benefits may be re-
ceived and opportunity to ad-
vance your love interests may
come to you. Friends may
do you favors.  Between 9:30
p. m. and 11:00 p. m., you
may receive unexpected finan-
cial benefits. Your love af-
fairs may develop satisfac-
torily in an unsual manner.

The early-morning hours will
be good for matters involving
much mental activity, espe-
cially along occupational lines.
Between 10:30 a. m. and
noon, occupational benefits
may be received and friends
will do you favors. You will
have opportunity to advance
your love and social interests.
The early-afternoon hours will
be somewhat quiet. Between
5:80 p. m. and 6:30 p. m., a
beneficial change in environ-
may take
place, or adjustments of a
more satisfactory character
may occur.. Transactions in-
volving real estate may prove
profitable to you. Between
9:00 p. m. and. 10:30 p. m.,
mark time in marriage mat-
ters and keep your temper
under centrol. Occupational
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December
~{16th
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Your Stars And You

and marriage interests may
come into conflict at this
time. Between 10:30 p. m.
and midnight, your employ-
ment interests may be ad-
vanced. You may become ro-
mantic at this time, with
pleasurable results. :

The early-morning hours may
bring occupational and busi-
ness benefits -and you will
have opportunity to advance
your love and marriage inter-
ests. A Dbeneficial journey
may be taken. Between 8:30
a. m. and 10:00 a. m., unex-
pected financial expense may
come to you. You will be

" asked to lénd money and ar-

Thursday,
December
17th

ticles of personal property.
Your social popularity may
increase, to your added ex-
pense. Mark time in love and
courtship ‘and be careful in
your association with the op-
posite sex.. You ‘may profit
as a result of legal procedure.
Between 10:00 a. m. and 7:00
p. m., matters will be quiet.
From 7:00 p. m. to 8:30 p. m.,
opportunity to advance your
marriage interests will come
te you and you may receive
employment benefits. Between
9:30 p. m. and 11:00 p. m,,
avoid unnecessary environ-
mental changes. It is not a
good time for transactions in-
volving real estate. Mark
time in occupational matters.

During the early-morning
hours mark time in employ-
ment matters. You may be
put to unexpected financial
expense. You will be asked to
lend to others money and ar-
ticles of personal property.
Keep yourself under control
if something happens to an-
noy you. Minor occupational
benefits may be received.
Avoid elopements. Between
8:15 a. m. and 9:80 a. m., op-
portunity to advance your
love interests in an unusual
way may come -to you.
Friends will assist you in the

carrying out of your love
" plans. Financial benefits: may

be received. The later morn-

Friday,

December

18th

2
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ing hours and early-afternoon
hours will ‘be somewhat un-
eventful. Between 8:00 p. m.
and 4:30-p. m., mark time in
love and marriage matters.
Avoid unnecessary business
transactions. It is not a good
time to travel. Avoid litiga-
tion. Be careful that you do
not have misunderstandings

with friends. Between 5:00
p. m. and 6:00 p. m., minor
occupational benefits may

come to you as a result of
mental activity on your part.
You will be alert in social
matters and can advance your
social interests. = Between
7:80 p. m. and 8:45 p. m., the
unexpected will happen in
money matters and friends
will borrow from you. Be
careful in your association
with the opposite sex. Avoid
unconventionality.

The early-morning hours will
bring benefits in matters of
environment, and friends may
be of assistance to you. Avoid
transacting unnecessary busi-
ness. Curtail your social ac-
tivities. Between:7:45 a. m.
and 9:Q00 a. m., opportunity to
advance your love and mar-
riage interests will come to
you.: You will receive invita-
tions to attend ‘“showers”
given to friends about to
marry, or newly married, and
your generosity will get out
of bounds if you don’t watch
yourself. Avoid too much ex-
travagance. The later morn-
ing hours and the afternoon
hours will be somewhat quiet.
Between 8:30 p. m. and 10:30
p. m., progress in love and
marriage matters can be made
and it will be a pleasurable
time socially. A beneficial
journey may be taken. You
may profit as a result of busi-
ness transactions. Legal pro-
cedure may bring you bene-
fits. New friends will be
made and others will assist
you.in furthering your ma-
terial interests.

- The influences affecting the particular
_zodiacal group to which you belong are
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given in the “Born Between——"" section
of this article, which you sheuld also
consult.

Ve

IF YOU WERE BORN BETWEEN
March 21st and April 20th
(Aries op)

—Aries people born between March 21st
and 28th will receive unexpected financial
benefits this week. Mark time in occupa-
tional matters. Your judgment will be
poor this week. Opportunity to advance
your love and marriage interests will come
to you. Friends will assist you with your
plans. Best days for you this week are
Saturday and Thursday. Mark time on
Monday. If bern between March 29th and
April 5th, your judgment will be poor in
occupational matters. Friends will assist
you in furthering your love and marriage
interests. Best days for you this week are
Saturday and Thursday., Mark time on
Tuesday, If born between April 6th and
12th, mark time in love and marriage mat-
ters and keep your temper under control.
Be alert in matters of employment and at-
tend carefully to your employment duties.
You may profit as a result of a journey,
either your own or that of seme ene else,
Business benefits may be received by you.
Best days for you this week are Sunday
and Friday. Mark time on Tuesday. If
born between April 18th and 20th, mark
time in home affairs. You may profit as a
result of legal procedure and business bene-
fits may come to you. You will have op-
portunity to advance your love and mar-
riage imterests. You will be socially active.
Best days for you this week are Monday
and Friday. Mark time on Wednesday.

April 20th and May 21st
(Taurus ¥ )

—Taureans born between April 20th and
28th will have the unexpected happen in
money matters this week. You will be
alert in occupational matters and occupa-
tional benefits will be received. Mark time
in love and marriage matters. People will
borrow money and articles of personal
property from you. Best day for you this
week is Monday. Mark time on Thursday.
If born between April 29th and May 6th,
you will be mentally alert in occupational
matters. Mark time in love and courtship.
Best day for you this week is Tuesday.
Mark time on Thursday. If born between
May 7th and 18th, employment benefits
will be received and working conditions will
be meore pleasant for you. Love and mar-
riage matters will be under mixed influ-
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ences, Keep control of your temper. A
change affecting your environment may oc-
cur at this time. Best day for you this
week is Tuesday. Mark time on Friday.
If born between May 14th and 21st, home
benefits will be received. You can advance
love and marriage interests to a.minor de-
gree. You may profit as a result of busi-
ness transactions. Legal benefits may be
received by yeu. Best day for you this
week is Wednesday. Mark time on Friday.

May 21st and June 21st
(Gemini )
—Geminians born between May 21st and
29th will receive minor financial benefits of
an unexpected character this week. Occu-
pational benefits may also be received. Op-
portunity to advance your love and mar-
riage interests will come to you. Best day
for you this week is Thursday. Mark time
on Saturday. If born between May 80th
and June 6th, you can advance your love
and marriage interests and friends will as-
sist you in doing so. Occupational benefits
may come to you as a result of your men-
tal activity. %ou may be benefited in a
financial way. Best day for you this week
is Thursday. Mark time on Saturday. If
born between June 7th and 18th, mark time
in employment matters. Love and marriage
matters will be under mixed influences. Ad-

_vance your interests where possible; but

mark time in matters that do not go
smoothly. Avoid unnecessary business
transactions. It is not a good time to con~
sult lawyers nor to travel. Environmental
conditions may be somewhat restrictive.
Best day for you this week is Friday. Mark
time on Sunday. If born between June
14th and 21st, home benefits will be re-
ceived. Mark time in love and marriage
matters. Avoid unnecessary business
transactions. It is not a good time to
travel nor to become involved in litigation.
Best day for you this week is Friday., Mark
time on Monday.

June 21st and July 23rd
(Cancer og)
—~QCancerians born between June 21st and
29th will receive unexpected financial bene-
fits this week. Mark time in occupational
matters. Curtall your social activities.
You can advance your love interests to a
miner degree. Mark time on Monday. If
born between June 30th and July 7th, your
judgment will be poor in occupational mat-
ters. Opportunity to advance your love
interests to a minor degree will come to
you. Mark time on Tuesday. If born be-
tween July 8th and 15th, employment bene-
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fits will be received. Mark time in love
-and marriage matters. You may profit to
a minor degree as a result of business
transactions. A beneficial change in mat-
ters of environment may come to you at
this time. Mark time on Tuesday. If born
between July 16th and 23rd, love and mar-
riage interests may be advaneed to some
extent and minor business benefits may be
received. Mark time on Wednesday.

July 23rd and August 23rd
(Leo Q)
—Leo natives born between July 23rd and
81st will meet with unexpected financial ex-
pense this week. Minor occupational bene-
fits may be received. Mark time in love
and marriage matters. Best day for you
this week is Saturday. Mark time on
Thursday. If born between August 1st and
8th, mark time in love and marriage mat-
ters. Be careful that you do not have
misunderstandings with friends. Minor oc-
cupational beneﬁts may be received as a
result of your mental activity. Best day
for you this week is Saturday. Mark time
on Thursday. If born between August 9th
and 15th, minor employment benefits may
be received. You will have an excellent
opportunity to advance your love and mar-
riage interests. Environmental matters
may be somewhat restrictive. Best day for
you this week is Sunday. Mark time on
Friday. If born between August 16th and
. 23rd, home benefits will be received. Op-
portunity to advance your love and mar-
riage interests will come to you. Best day
for you this week is Monday. Mark time
on Friday.

August 23rd and September 23rd
(Virgo 1)
—Virgo natives born between August 23rd
and 81st, will receive unexpected financial
benefits this week. Employment matters
will be benefited in an unlooked-for man-
ner. You may profit as a result of business
transactions. Opportunity to advance your
love .interests to a minor degree may come
to you. Best day for you this week is
Monday. Mark time on Saturday. If born
between September 1st and 8th, you will
be mentally alert in occupational matters.
Employment benefits may be received.
You can make progress in your love affairs.
Best day for you this week is Tuesday.
Mark time on Saturday. If born between
September 9th and 15th, keep alert in em-
ployment matters. Love and marriage mat-
ters will be under mixed influences. Some
benefits may be received. Mark time in
matters that do not go smoothly. Environ-
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mental conditions will be ‘restrictive; but
aveld unnecessary change at this time.
Best day for you this week is Tuesday.
Mark time on Sunday. If born between
September 16th and 28rd, home benefits
will be received. Mark time in love and
marriage matters. Best day for you this
week is Wednesday, Mark time on Men-

day.

September 23rd and October 23rd
(Libra .n.)
—Librans born between September 23rd
and 30th will have the unexpected happen
in money matters this week with probably
mixed results. Your judgment will be poor
in occupational matters; mark time. You
will have an excellent opportunity to ad-
vance your love and marriage interests.
Best days for you this week are Saturday
and Thursday. Mark time on Monday. If
born between October 1st and 8th, mark
time in occupational matters. You will
have an excellent oppertunity to advance
your love and marriage interests, but may
not avail yourself of it to the full extent as
your judgment will not be good. Best days
for you this week are Saturday and Thurs-
day. Mark time on Tuesday. If born be-
tween October 9th and 16th, minor employ-
ment benefits may be received. You will
be under mixed influences in love and mar-~
riage matters. Keep control of your tem-
per. Mark time in matters that do not run
smoothly. Environmental conditions will
be somewhat restrictive. Best days for
you this week are Sunday and Friday.
Mark time on Tuesday. If born between

October 17th and 23rd, mark time in home

affairs. You can advance your love and
marriage interests. Business transactions
may bring you profit and you may benefit
as a result of legal procedure. Best days
for you this week are Monday and Friday.
Mark time on Wednesday.

October 23rd and November 22nd
(Scorpio 191)
—Scorpio people born between October
28rd and 8lst will be put to unexpected
financial expense this week. Occupational
benefits may be received by you. Mark
time in love and marriage matters. Best
day for you this week is Monday. Mark
time on Thursday. If born between No-
vember 1st and 7th, you will be mentally
alert in occupational matters. Mark time
in love and courtship. Best day for you
this week is Tuesday. Mark time on
Thursday. If born between November 8th
and 15th, employment benefits will be re-
ceived, Opportunity to advance your love
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and marriage interests will come to you.
‘A beneficial change in environment may
ake place at this time. Best day for you
this week is Tuesday. Mark time on Fri-
day. If born between November 16th and
22nd, home benefits will be received. . Op-
portunity to advance your love and mar-
riage interests will come to you. Best day
for you this week is Wednesday. Mark
time on Friday.

November 22nd and December 22nd

(Sagittarius 2 )
—Sagittarians born between November
22nd and 29th will have the unexpected
happen in financial matters this week.
Minor occupational benefits may be re-
ceived. Opportunity to advance your love
and marriage interests will come to you.
Best day for you this week is Thursday.
If bern between November 30th and De-
cember 7th, you can advance your love
and marriage interests. Minor occupational
benefits may be received. Best day for you
this week i1s Thursday. If born between
December 8th and 14th, mark time in em-
ployment matters. You will have an ex-
cellent opportunity te advance love and
marriage interests. You may proﬁt as a
result of legal procedure. Mark time in
environmental matters. Best day for you
this week is Friday. If born between De-
cember 15th and 22nd, progress can be
made in love and marriage matters. Best
day for you this week is Friday.

December 22nd and January 20th
(Capricorn /3)
—Capricornians born between December
22nd and 29th will receive unexpected
financial benefits this week. You may
profit as a result of business transactions.
Occupational matters will be benefited. Op-
portunity to advance your love interests
will come to you. Best day for you this
week is Monday. If born between De-
cember 30th and January 6th, you will be
‘mentally alert in occupatlonal matters.
You can advance your love interests. You
will be socially popular and will make new
friends. Best day for you this week is
Tuesday. If born between January 7th and
18th, employment benefits will be received.
Mark time in love and marriage matters.
You may profit from business transactions.
Environmental benefits will be received.
Best day for you this week is Tuesday, but
mark time in marriage matters. If born
between January 14th and 26th, mark time
in home affairs You may ,proﬁt from busi-
‘ness dealings. You will be socially popu-
lar. Best day for you this week is Friday. -
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January 20th and February 19th
(Aquarius )

—Aquarians born between January 20th
and 28th will meet with unexpected finan-
cial expense this week. People will ask: to
borrow money and articles of personal
property from you. Minor occupational
benefits will be received. Opportunity to
advance your love and marriage interests
will come to you. Best day for you this
week is Saturday. - If born between Janu-
ary 29th and February 5th, love and mar-
riage interests can be ‘advanced and
friends will assist in your plans. Occu-
pational benefits may be received. Best
‘day for you this week is Saturday. If
born between February 6th and 12th, keep
alert in employment matters. You will
have an excellent opportunity to advance
your love and marriage interests. - You may
benefit through legal procedure. A pleas-
urable journey may be taken. Your so-
cial popularity will increase. Environmen-
tal conditions will be less restrictive. Best
days for you this week are Sunday and
Friday. If born between February 13th
and 19th, you can advance your love and
marriage interests. Business benefits may
be received. Best days for you this week
are Monday and Fnday

February 19th and March 21st
(Pisces 3¢)

—Pisceans born between February 19th
and 27th will receive unexpected financial
benefits this week. You may profit from
business transactions. You can advance
your love interests to a minor degree. You
will be socially popular. Best day for you
this week is Monday. Mark time on Sat-
urday. If born between February 28th
and March 6th, occupational benefits will
be received. Opportunity to advance your
love interests will come to you. Best day
for you this week is Tuesday. Mark time
on Saturday. If born between March 7th
and 13th, mark time in employment mat-
ters and do not get disturbed by trifles.
Also mark time in love and marriage mat-
ters. It is not a good time to transact un-
necessary business. Avoid traveling un-
necessarily. Environmental conditions may
be restrictive. Best day for you this week
is Tuesday. Mark time on Sunday. If
‘born between March 14th and 21st, you
‘will receive home benefits. Mark time in
love and marriagé matters. Best day for
you this week is Wednesday. Mark time
on Monday.

! Note for “Born Between——" readers:
‘The week referred to begins with Saturday,
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Deecember 12th, and ends with Friday, De-
cember 18th. Compare with information
given in “Your Week” and “Day by Day”
to see what the general influences are.

J

MORE ABOUT SAGITTARIUS
PEOPLE

It cannot be told in a general article what
will happen in detail to thousands of read-
ers. Groups .of people, however, are af-
fected in a general way by the pesitions of
certain planets at a given time. All mem-
bers of the group will not be similarly af-
fected, as each person will react to the
group influence according to his own horo-
scope and characteristic peculiarities. The
majority members of any group, however,
will be affected by the group influence
along somewhat similar lines. Bearing this
in mind, during the twelve months ensuing
from November 22, 1936, Sagittarius na-
tives will be affected, beneficially or other-
wise, by the positions of certain planets, in
the following manner:

If you were born between November
22nd and 27th, occupational and business
benefits will be received by you during De-
cember, 1936, and you will be socially popu-
lar. You may materially benefit as a re-
sult of a pleasure journey. From April,
1987, to October, 1937, steady application
to work may advance your business inter-
ests. You may benefit in connection with
real estate. Long-pending matters may be
satisfactorily closed at this time. You
may receive benefits connected with the
law or from lawyers. You will be serious-
minded in business matters and will attract
the favorable attention of serious-minded
people. During October and November of
198%, opportunity to advance your love and
marriage interests will come to you.

If you were born between November 28th
and December 2nd, from November, 1936,
to May, 1987, the unexpected will happen
in money matters. Some unexpected
benefits may be received; some unexpected
expense may be incurred. You may take
a journey that you do not anticipate. Un-
looked-for developments in business matters
may take place. Seme of them may be
good; some not good. Law matters may
require your sudden attention. Meet the
problems with wisdom when they arrive,
and you will probably show a net gain at
the end of this period. During December,
1986, and January, 1987, oecupational and
business benefits may come to you. You
may take a journey with beneficial results,
or may benefit as the result of a journey
taken by some one else. Matters cen-
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nected with the law may bring yon profit, . -

or you may benefit by dealing with law-
yers. You will be socially popular and will
make new friends. Money matters will be
better for you. During July, 1937, busi-

ness benefits will be received by you, some. -

probably to do with real estate. You will
be serious-minded and your business judg- -
ment will be good. A
If you were born between December 3rd
and 7th, occupational and business bene-
fits will come to you during January and
February of 1987, and a profitable journey
may be taken by you or by some one to.
your advantage. You will be socially popu-
lar and will make new friends. Your social
and business interests will be advanced by
friends. You may profit in some manner
connected with real estate. From May,
1937, to November, 1987, the unexpected
will happen in money matters. Unusual
business developments may take place,
You may be put to unlooked-for expense,
some of which may be .in connection with.
unexpected journeys. Legal developments .
may annoy you. You will meet with sur-
prises; some of them may be pleasant; some
not. Play safe in your asseciation with the
oppesite sex; guard against surprise; aveid
unconventional conduct that might embar-
rass you or lead to possible complications.
If you were born between December 8th
and 12th, you may have employment wer-
ries from November, 1986, to October, 1937,
Attend to your employment duties care-
fully and keep your mind on your weork
during working hours. Avoid becoming ro-
mantic. A journey, your own or that of
some one else, may cause you annoyance.
Business affairs may not go satisfactorily
for you, although financial loss may not oc-
cur. You will be subtly disturbed in mar-
riage matters; trifles will seem important.
Many of the things you will worry about,
will prove of no moment. You will be an-
noyed rather than materially injured.
From November, 19386, to January, 1987,
your environment may be such as to cur-
tail desired activities. Business affairs may
not run smoothly. There will be delay
in closing transactions. Avoid unnecessary
business activities. It is not a.good time
for environmental changes and they should
be avoided umless necessary to make. them.
Avoid unnecessary traveling. Do not be-
come -involved in litigation if you can help
it. It is not a good time to deal with law-
yers. - Transactions connected with real
estate are apt to prove unsatisfactory. or
worse. - During February, March, August,
September, and October, 1937, oecupational
and business benefits may be received .by
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you. Lawyers or legal procedure may bring
you benefits. New friends will be made by
you in the social and business worlds and
will prove helpful to you. You will be
socially popular.

If you were born between December 13th
and 17th, you will be benefited in a busi-
ness way during November, 1936. Lawyers
or law procedure may bring benefits to you.
A journey, your own or that of some one
else, may prove profitable to you. You
will be socially popular and can advance
your marriage interests. During January,
February, and March, 1987, environmental
conditions will be somewhat restrictive.
Business matters will develop slowly and
unsatisfactorily. It is not a good time to
deal with lawyers. Avoid litigation, if pos-
sible. Mark time in marriage matters.
Protect yourself from inclement weather
and be careful around dangerous bodies of
water. It is not a good time to unneces-
sarily change your enviroment. Avoid un-
necessary traveling. Conserve your money.
During March, April, June, July, August,
October, and November, 1937, occupational
and business benefits will be received by
you. You will make new friends, who will
be of much assistance to you. Your mar-
riage interests can be advanced. Transac-
tions connected with real estate may bring
you benefits. During October and Novem-
ber of 1937, be alert in employment matters
and attend carefully to your employ-
ment duties. Keep your thoughts on use-
ful things; avoid becoming romantic. Avoid
magnifying trifles, especially in marriage
matters. If you don’t discipline your mind
at this time, you may create annoyance
for yourself.

If you were born between December
18th and 22nd, you may be subtly dis-
turbed in home affairs from November,
1936, to September, 1937, but no ill effects
- should come of it if you do not permit your
scarcely defined feelings to bring them
about. During November, 1936, you will
have opportunity to advance your marriage
interests and may be benefited in a business
and a financial way. You may profit
through lawyers or legal procedure. You
will be socially popular and will make new
friends. A journey, your own, or that of
some one else, may prove beneficial to you.
During March, April, October, and Novem-
ber, 1937, avoid unnecessarily transacting
business. It is not a good time to travel
nor to deal with lawyers. Do not mortgage
real estate or unnecessarily deal in it. Be
careful that you do not fall and injure
yourself, especially if engaged in athletics.
Also be careful around dangerous bodies of
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water. Your environment may restrict your
social activities and a desire for change may
possess you, but it is not a good time to
make environmental changes. During
April, May, June, and November, 1937,
occupational and business benefits will
come to you. New business acquaintances
will advance your material interests. Legal
benefits may come to you. Opportunity to
advance your love and marriage interests
will present itself.

In order to ascertain in detail the har-
monies and discords that may exist be-
tween persons, their horoscopes must be
cast and compared. However, the respec-
tive groups to which they belong, har-
monize or discord in a general way. Cer-
tain zodiacal signs harmonize with each
other, but discord with other signs. If your
birth date is approximately the same num-
ber of days advanced in your zodiacal sign
as is the birth date of another in a sign
that harmonizes with your own, you will
be in fundamental harmony with that per-
son. The planets also have their harmonies
and discords, but what they are between
any two horoscopes can only be ascer-
tained by a casting and a comparison of
the horoscopes. Planetary influence may in
seeming obscure sometimes the zodiacal in-
fluence. However, no matter what the
planetary influence may be, nor how
strongly it modifies or obscures the influence
of the zodiacal signs, the zodiacal influence
is still there, ready to express itself when a
favorable opportunity presents.

Keeping all the foregoing in mind: You
will agree best with natives of Aries, Leo,
Libra and Aquarius. Libra and Aquarius
are your best bets. You should avoid mar-
riage to natives of Gemini, Virgo, and
Pisces.

J

COMMENTS BY KAI

If you would make the most use of these
articles, you should consider how they will
apply to yourself. This will be according
to your age, your sex, your industrial train-
ing, your education, your environment, and
other factors which you individually will
know and which will vary in countless ways
with thousands of you. Influences that
will bring marriage benefits may affect you
much differently from what they will af-
fect some one else. You may be single, or
you may be married; you may want to be
married, or you may be sorry that you
are. You may be happy and desire little
more; or your wants may be insatiable.
‘You can easily see how beneficial marriage
influences will aflect you under such vary-
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‘ing circumstances.” A single ‘woman may
‘ meet her future husband; an engaged one

may marry; a married one may gain in-

* creased happiness. The influences can only
be stated in general terms; their applica-
tion to each individual case may vary
widely. Sometimes the influences in opera-
tion at a given time are mixed, bringing
adversity as well as benefits. A woman,
who has been delaying marriage because
she has a good job and likes more money
to spend than her fiancé can give her in
the event of their marriage, may lose her
job and marry in consequence thereof, to
find, perhaps, that she has gained in hap-
piness something more worth while than
the dollars she has lost. Or she may hang
onto her job or even receive a promotion,
and lose her sweetheart in consequence
thereof. These are merely instances, cited
for your guidance in gaining the utmost
. ‘benefit from these articles. Use them in
your daily life. Much threatened loss and
adversity can be avoided, if you do so, and,
- if you work with the good influences, many
benefits will be gained that you might
otherwise pass by. The full extent of your
net gain may never be known to you. Po-
tential adversity and dangers averted are
often never suspected. A midnight auto
ride, taken at a time when travel is a po-
- tential danger, may result in a crash, or
something worse. Refraining from taking
suéh a trip would avert the danger.
Whether or not it did, would be hard for
you to say. Yet there are various ways in
. which you can observe the general accuracy
of these forecasts. Benefits received at a
--stated time will be one. Another would be
when people borrow money, or your best
...frock, or even your chewing gum, at a time
when I say they are apt to do so. And.if I
tell you to guard your speech or you may
have a domestic blow-up, you'll know it if
you forget and the blow-up occurs. Study
-yourself. Work in harmony with the good
-influences; and set your will against being
affected by the evil ones. You yourself
.are largely master of your own destiny.
Make it a worthwhile one.

U R e G

X IHE STAR QUESTION BOX :
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- will become -evident after marriage.

Ka: does not send answers by mail -

Mzs. E. M. 195 ﬁdow, born. May .18,
1890, 11:55 p. m., Illinois: I do not think

you :will be:married again unless you bring .-
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it-about yourself by proper planning. You
will have an . excellent .opportunity for do-
ing this during 1937. You will be mentally
alert and can probably contract a hasty
marriage if you go about it rightly; but
make haste when you see the man you
want and he is in a marriageable frame of
mind, for he will be of a type that will not
remain long in such frame of mind. If not
successful in marrying during 1937, you
may go until 1942 before again having as
good an opportunity.

M. F. C., male, born May 8, 1902, 6:00
a. m., approximately, Massachusetts: I
have compared your horoscope with that -
of your fiancée. There are a great many
very fine harmonies between you, and some
rather strong discords. The harmonies
should prevail, if you stress them and keep
in the background the discords. There are
so many things that you will mutually like
to do, that you should both find it possible
to ignore most of the things that.might
create annoyance or dissatisfaction.

Assunta, female, born August 16, 19{)6,

. between 6:00 a. m. and 7:00 a. m., Ohio:

I have examined your horoscope and that
of your husband. Unless you can take
back your property from the loan com-
pany on terms that you can handle without
burdening yourselves with unnecessary
financial worry, I think it would be well
not to repurchase the property. Most of
the influences in your nativity are good
during the next few months; and there are
quite a few good ones in your husband’s
horoscope, also; but they are not sufficient
to warrant your repairing the property at
your own expense, unless you can get the
property back from the loan company on
pagments sufficiently small to enable you
to make them without danger of default-
ing on your contract. In view of the need
of repairs, which the loan company would
have to make, in all probability, before a

sale could be made to some one else, it is

possible that the loan company would make
the payments very small, for a period of a
year or so at least.

Miss L. D., born March 8, 1916::' 1 have

.compared your horoscope with that of your

boy friend. There are many fine harmonies
between you; but there are also a consider-
able number of discords, most of lex'ich

ou
should, therefore, have a heart-to-heart talk

.with each other and try to anticipate, so

far as possible, the subjects on which you
will disagree, and then arrive at an under-
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standing as to how you will handle such
problems after marriage. It is better for
- you to agree on a marriage code now than
to fight out disputed points of marital con-
duct after you are married. If you will do
this, I think you can preserve the harmony
that has prevailed between you during your
engagement. Do not lose sight of the many
harmonies between you; they are suffi-
ciently strong to bring you permanent hap-
piness if you will reach a compromise
agreement on those matters that may prove
a disturbing element.

A Missourt Fan, female, born Septem-
ber 26, 1908, between 6:30 a. m. and 7:00
a. m., Missouri: During the next twelve
months, by careful planning, you can prob-
ably effect an engagement that should end
in marriage the latter part of 1937 or some-
time during 1938. Thanks for your kind
wishes., Yes, my work is very interesting.

M. D., female, born June 6, 1916, 3:00
p. m., Louisiana: I have compared your
horoscope with that of your boy friend. As
between most horoscopes, there are some
discords between yours and his; but there
are many powerful harmonies; and I feel
quite sure that you will both always regret
it if you do not marry each other.

0. C., female, born May 20, 1920, 9:00
a. m., Arizona: An excellent opportunity
to marry happily will come to you the
latter part of 1938 or fore part of 1939.

M. C. M., female, born March 20, 1920,
5:00 a. m., Virginia: Opportunity to marry
will come to you during 1939 and 1940. If
opportunity to marry comes to you earlier
than that, consider it carefully as it is likely
to prove unsatisfactory. ¢

Marr, female, born April 5, 1920, be
tween 11:00 and 12:00 p. m., Illinois: You
may marry during 1937, but you may not
be entirely satisfied, if you do. Avoid mar-
riage during 1938; 1939 is a very good year
for you. If not married by 1941, you will
probably marry at that time.

‘Editor’s Note:
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Miss D, born March 27, 1918, 5:00
a. m., Illinois: You will probably marry
within the next two and one half years.

Miss L. S., born March 23, 1913, 3:00
a. m., Illinois: You will have an excellent
opportunity to marry during 1937 or early
in 1988; but you are apt to meet with op-
position from others, probably near kin-
dred, if you have them, and also occupa-
tional matters may present difficulties. You
can surmount these obstacles, if you exer-
cise sufficient determination. :

Miss LonEsoMmE, born October 26, 1912,
between 10:00 p. m. and 11:00 p. m., Penn-
sylvania: During the last half of 1937
and the first half of 1938, you will be un- .
der exceptionally fine planetary influences
in a number of different respects and op-
portunity for marriage will come te you
during this period.

D. K., female, born October 3, 1917, 6:00
p. m., Texas: An excellent opportunity for
marriage will come to you during 1940.
Scrutinize carefully the opportunity that
may come to you during 1938 as it will
probably prove unsatisfactory. The best
direction for you to look for work during
the next few months will be in some pub-
lic office, possibly for a newly elected of-
ficial; failing in which, canvas the fire in-
surance and real-estate offices and marine
companies.

Miss C. S., born April 22, 1913, Canada:
Opportunity to marry will come to you
during the next eighteen months.

E. C. 0., female, born February 23, 1913,
2:00 p. m., South Carolina: Your mar-
riage prospects for the next six months are
favorable; the twelve months following
that, unfavorable; the succeeding twelve
months favorable, but obstacles will be en-
countered.

Miss S. P. E., born December 15, 1918,
6:00 a. m., Illinois: Opportunity to marry
will come to you during 1937.

Questions for this department are answered only through

Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine. Each reader is allowed to ask one question.
" Be sure to give the following data in your letter: date, month, year, and place of

birth, the hour of the day or night, if possible, and sex.

Address your letters to

KAI, care of this magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.
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Miss Mary Morris, who conducts this department, will see to it that you will be
able to make friends with other readers, though thousands of miles may separate you.
It must be understood that Miss Morris will undertake to exchange letters only be-

tween men and men, boys and boys, women and women, girls and girls. All reason-
able care will be exercised in the introduction of correspondents. If any unsatisfac-
tory letters are received by our readers, the publishers would appreciate their being
sent to them. Please sign your name and address when writing. Be sure to inclose
forwarding postage when sending letters through The Friendliest Corner, so that
mail can be forwarded. We are not responsible for money (coins) sent through the

mail.

Address Miss Mary Morris, Street & Smith’s Love Stor& Magazine, 79 Seventh

Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Do not mail letters to these Pen Pals after December 18th.

OST of us like to hear how
the other half of the world
lives, and finding out all

about England and other near-by
European  countries ought to be a
truly delightful pastime. Here is a
plea from a lively English girl who
is particularly anxious to find some
American Pen Pals. She is eager to
make friends with you no matter

what your age. - All you have to do -

is answer her plea.
girls? |

Dear Miss Morris: May I join your
circle of friends? I'm a young English girl
of seventeen, live in Lancashire, England,

How about it,

and would especially like to correspond with

American girls.  Of course, every one.is

welcome, and I promise to answer all letters |

and exchange photegraphs. I'm fond of
outdoor sports, including riding, swimming,
tennis, skating, and dancing. - Pen Pals,
please write to me. I will gladly tell you

anything you want to know about this side
of the world. EncLisE CLAIRE.

Island Nurse is interested in every
one.

Dear Miss Morris: This is a’ plea
from a trained nurse. I’'m in my twenties,
married, and at present working as super-
visor in a large hospital. I like all sports,
have traveled some, and I'm always inter-
ested in meeting people and making friends.
I promise to write long letters, and will be
a steady correspondent. Come on, Pals,
single or married, and write to me. Your
letters will be more than welcome.

IsLAND NURSE.

She wants to hear about other
cities and towns.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a lonely Jew-
ish girl of nearly eighteen, employed as
‘bookkeeper, fond of books, radio and opera.
I have very few friends, and would love
to correspond with girls everywhere. I’ll
try to make my letters interesting, and will
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tell about my experiences in Poland, Pales-
tine, and Canada. I want to hear about
other cities and towns. CiEo.

Vivian wants Pals who have a
sense of humor.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a young woman
interested in corresponding with Pen Pals
who have a sense of humor, and are inter-
ested in music, reading, and animal pets.
I'm a New Yorker, have traveled through
many of the Eastern States, and would
like to hear from Western Pals, and those
who live in Canada and foreign countries.
T'll answer all letters received. Vivian.

A fun-loving twelve-year-old.

Dear Miss Morris: I am only twelve
years old, but I do hope that you will
find room in your Corner for my letter.
I'm a peppy, fun-loving girl, fond of writ-
ing letters, reading, football, horseback rid-
ing, and other outdoor sports. Tll ex-
change snapshots, and promise prompt re-
plies. Please write to me, girls. LAUREL.

Let her tell you about her travels.

Dear Miss Morris: I am interested in
hearing from young married women who
live in Florida, but will answer all letters.
I'm a young married woman in my twen-
ties, have traveled extensively, and intend
to make a trip to Florida. I enjoy sports,
horseback riding, reading, and writing let-
ters. I'll be glad to exchange snapshots.

: A Hazer Parx C.

She’ll discuss the latest fashions in
. hairdress.

Dear Miss Morris: Does any one want
a steady correspondent? Then please write
to me. I'm a girl of nineteen, a hairdresser,
and would love to hear from Pals from
* North Carolina and the West.
change snapshots, and promise immediate
* replies to all letters. Please, girls, take me
for your friend. WINNIFRED.

A friendly, sociable Pal from
- Maryland.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm an attractive
girl of seventeen, have a friendly disposi-
. tion, and love to make friends. I want to
~ hear from girls everywhere, and promise
to answer every letter I receive. I collect
pictures of movie stars, and will gladly ex-

. change photographs. Pen Pals, won’t you
Mar - can help me find a birthday twin? I'm a

try me? YLAND JOAN.

in New York State.

I'll ex- .
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She loves to write letters. Test

her, Pals.

Dear Miss Morris: Can you possibly
crowd me into your Corner? I'm a girl in
my twenties with brown hair and brown
eyes, enjoy sports, and although not ex-
actly lonesome, I love to write letters.
Will all girls whose hobby is writing let-
ters please drop me a few lines? Let’s see
whose letter reaches me- first.

HopeFuL Mary.

She guarantees prompt replies.

Dear Miss Morris: You seem to be
able to help every one find friends. Please
try to help me. I'm a girl of seventeen,
have a good-natured disposition, enjoy all
sports, but my chief hobby is writing let-
ters. I'll exchange snapshots with any one
who is interested, so come on, girls, and try
me. Prompt replies are guaranteed.

Miss Nova ScoTia.

Girls, write to a New Rochelle Pal.

Dear Miss Morris: Please print my
plea. I'm another lonely girl in my early
twenties, high-school graduate, have had
two years of college, and enjoy all out-
door sports. I am particularly interested
in psychology and philosophy. I'm of Jew-
ish descent, and want to hear from girls
who live in or near New York City. I live
Bere M.

A New Hampshire girl is waiting
for you.

Dear Miss Morris: I am a sixteen-
year-old high-school girl, very much inter-
ested in sports, especially basket ball, swim-
ming and tennis. I collect stamps, love to
write long letters, and hope girls every-
where will hurry and write to me. I prom-
ise to answer every letter received.

ScEOOL GIRL.

Boys, be sure to write to Sydney.

Dear Miss Morris: I would like to
join your Friendliest Corner. I'm a young
fellow of nineteen; live in New York City,
and at present I am fortunate enough to
have a job. I like -swimming, dancing,
skating, and ball games. Come on, fellows,
and write! I’ll answer all letters.

SYDNEY.

Are you her birthday twin?
Dear Miss Moreis: Do you think you



The Friendliest Corier

married woman born on August 16th. I
would appreciate hearing from Pals every-
where, and of any age. I'm fond of fancy
needlework of all kinds, making rugs, writ-
ing letters, and will exchange patterns. I
live in Hlinois. ~ - Mrs. P. W.

Two strangers in town would like
to get acquainted.

Dear Miss Morris: We are two lone-
some girls, strangers in town, and would
leve to hear from Pals of any age. We en-
joy outdoor sports, and will try to make
our letters gay and interesting. Come on,
girls, let’s get acquainted. Tell us all
about yourselves and your interests.

4 ReNt anp Biri.

Airplanes and motor cycles thrill
her.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a blond girl
twenty years of age, enjoy sewing, skat-
ing, horseback riding, and get a big thrill
out of airplanes, motor cycles and automo-
biles. I can play the harmonica and guitar,
and sometimes write songs. Ill exchange
photographs with all, and to the first ten
Pals I will send a surprise. Girls, write,
and let’s be friends! Darine HELEN.

Bette will tell you all about New
York City.

Drar Miss Morris: I want to hear
from girls everywhere. I'm a lonely girl
of seventeen, have blond hair, brown eyes,
and my chief hobbies are collecting pie-
tures of mevie stars and writing long let-
ters. I live in New York City, and if there
is anything you would like to, hear about
. this “town,” just drop me a line. BerTE.

She will send you a souvenir of her
- eity. j :

_ Dear Miss Morris: I hope some of
the Pals who read your Cormer will write
to me, especially girls who are between
eighteen and twenty-one. To the first five
Pals I will send a souvenir of my home

city, and promise interesting replies:to all

letters received. I'll be waiting, girls.
; : Zewoa F

How about it? Wouldn’t you like
~an Ohio correspondent, girls?

" DeEarR Miss Morris: I'm a very lone-
some girl of eighteen, with brown hair, blue
eyes, and a pleasing personality. Fm in-
- terested in anything -that spells. excitement:
.. and fun, and would leve to hear from girls

" can be good friends.

"Pals everywhere.

Pal?

. from Pals everywhere.
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iear my - age, especially English Pals who
happen to want an Ohio correspondent.
Tl answer all letters. Onio Mxk.

Two peppy Pals from Indiana.

Desr Miss Morris: We want to write
to fourteen-year-old girls everywhere. We
are two lively Indiana girl, enjoy the out-
doers, will gladly exchange snapshots, and
promise to answer every letter received.
How about it, girls? We are really lone-
some and will appreciate hearing from you.

SHIRLEY AND JoAN.

Fernande wants California Pals.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm interested in
making friends, and would very much like
to cerrespond with Pen Pals everywhere,
particularly girls who live in California.
I'm a girl twenty years of age, fond of
dancing, swimming, and collect’ snapshots.
Pals, let’s get acquainted. Pm sure we
FERNANDE.

He values true friendship highly.

Dear Miss Morris: Here is anether
reader of your Corner interested in finding
congenial Pen Pals. I'm a man thirty-nine
years of age, have fraveled, taught school,
tutored privately, and enjoy writing let-
ters. I have a college education, and feel
sure that I eould make my replies suffi-
ciently interesting. T value true friendship
highly, and will welcome all letters.

b DEenis.

From the mountains of California.

Drar Miss Morris: This is a plea for
I'm a jolly married
woman forty years of age, live in the moun-
tains of California, and have several in-
teresting hobbies. I have traveled through
many States in the Union, and feel sure
that I ean make my replies interesting. I
want to hear from single and married Pals
near my age. Who'll take me- for a Pen
Evriska.

Their replies to ybilr letters prom-
ise to be entertaining.

Dear Miss Morris: We are two lively
fifteen-year-old girls; very anxious to hear
Our favorite hob-
bies are reading, dancing, swimming, skat-
ing, and hiking. We want to correspond

-with girls between fourteen and seventeen,

and promise te make our replies as enter-
taining as we possibly can... .
: AriTA AND KAy,
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This New Jersey Pal likes all
sports.

Dear Miss Morris: May another
lonely girl join your Corner? I'm seven-
teen, live in New Jersey, like all sports, in-
cluding football games. I would love to
find a few sincere Pen Pals near my age,
and promise to answer every letter I get.
I seldom go out evenings, except to a movie,
and have plenty of time to write. Please
try me, girls. E. M. P.

Elen collects pictures of radio
stars. Write to her, Pals.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a very lone-
" some girl twenty years of age, enjoy the
movies, listening to the radio, reading,
writing, dancing and singing. My hobby
is collecting pictures of radio stars and
their favorite songs. Please, girls, try me.
I live in New York, and am anxious to
hear from all of you. ELEN.

Married women, here’s a Pal for
you.

Dear Miss Morris: I hope you have
room in your Corner for a married woman
of thirty-one. I am happy, but at times I
have too much time on my hands and
would like to hear from married Pals every-
where. I live in Canada, and feel sure I
could make my letters interesting.

ALBERTA PAL.

This Pal has traveled all summer.

Dear Miss Mogris: I am a girl of sev-
enteen, live in Maryland, and get very
lonely. ‘Won'’t some of you girls please
write to me? I have traveled quite a lot
this summer, and will tell you all about my
trips. I have brown hair and eyes, a good-
natured disposition, and am easy to get
along with. Please try me, girls.

-Essex Dor.
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A want ad no girl should resist.

Dear Miss Morris: Help wanted: Sev-
eral dozen Pals to chase the blues away
from an eighteen-year-old girl by writing
letters to her. No experience required;
salary will be two letters a week and a
whole lot of friendship. My hobbies are
drawing, reading, movies, and collecting
pictures of all kinds. I'm French, and
promise to be a real friend. = LoRETTA.

This Pal can tell you all about San
Francisco.

Dear Miss Morris: Perhaps you can
find room for my letter. I'm a single
young man, have lived in San Francisco
for years, and know many interesting sto-
ries about this colorful city. I enjoy read-
ing, sports, and like the spoken drama bet-
ter than the movies. Come on, fellows, let’s
get acquainted. Frisco J.

Janice has a cheerful personality.

Dear Miss Morris: Do you think
some of the girls would care to write to
a high-school girl with a cheerful person-
ality? I live in Minnesota, am fond of
dancing, swimming, hiking, and most out-
door sports. My pet hobby is writing let-
ters, so don’t hesitate to take me for your
Pen Pal, girls. Get out your pens and
pencils and get busy! JANICE.

Exchange snapshots with this
Canadian girl. i

Dear Miss Morris: I am very eager
to hear from Pals everywhere. I'm a
Canadian girl of twenty, will gladly answer
all letters, exchange snapshots, and if any
of you are interested in hearing all about
Quebec City, I hope you won’t hesitate to
say so. Girls, I'm offering you true and
sincere friendship. Won’t you tell me all
about yourselves? Please don’t disappoint
me. Ruera C.
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IRLS who are contemplating
" marriage must remember the
fact that matrimony means
submitting to innumerable emo-
tional and material adjustments.
How well a girl bears up under these
usually depends on how deeply she
loves the man she marries. It does
not seem half as hard to give up a
certain amount of independence if
we are doing it for some one we
love. But sometimes a girl, even
though she is not in love, is tempted
to marry a man who loves her, espe-
cially if she is anxious to get away
from family complications. How-
ever, it is folly to disregard the well-
established truth that mutual affec-
tion should be the main reason for
marriage. It is fortunate that most
girls feel they must love as well as
be loved, and do not want to miss
the sweetness and joy that can come
only from such love.

Dear Mgrs. BrowN: The thought of
the future frightens me, so I am ‘coming
to you for advice. I'm a young girl twenty

years of age, and for the past three years

have been very good friends with a young
man I like, but I don’t think I can ever
love him as he loves me. He is twenty-

five, and a hard-working boy. He wants
me to marry him.

I am the youngest girl in a family of five
children. My brothers and sisters are mar-
ried, and my father often tells me to hurry
up and get married because he is tired of
keeping a home for me. He isn’t unkind,
but if T married he could live with one of
my brothers who has a house and has long
ago offered dad room and board. My sis-
ters are also telling me I'd be better off.

Of course, I would like to marry a man
I could love, but lately I have been dis-
couraged and think I'll never find a man
whose love I can return. I am now think-
ing seriously of marrying this boy. Il call
him Bev. We are not engaged, and I have
often dated other boys. He didn’t like it,
but has never said anything to me or in-
timated that I can’t go out with any one
else. g

Last year I met an out-of-town. boy and
fell in love with him from the first. He
seemed to love me, and I was ever so
happy. We saw each other twice a week
for several months, although he never came
to my house. I don’t think I can ever love
any one as I loved him.

Then his work took him to a city sev-
enty miles away, but he promised to write
and come to see me whenever he could. I
waited a whole month before he even sent
me a post card. I decided to write him a
long letter, and after that he came to see
me. He came to-my house and met my
father, and I was happy thinking every-
thing was all right again. But I never
heard from him after that. During the
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time I was seeing this boy, I didn’t have
dates with Bev, but started going with
him again when I didn’t hear from the
second boy.

During the past five months Bev has
often asked me to marry him. He knows
that I don’t love him as he loves me. I'm
fond of him, and we get along all right, and
he says he is willing to take a chance. Do
ipu?th'mk I should go ahead and marry

im?

. My folks are disgusted with me. They
tell me that I have a good man and don’t
want him, and that I'll never find another
fellow who is as honest and loyal as Bev.
He doesn’t make much, but I think we
could manage. I know that my life will
be changed if I marry him, and I’d be able
to do as I like about a lot of things. I've
never been independent like other girls;
my folks have never stopped telling me
what to do and what not to do. They
treat me as if I were twelve years old.

If I could only be sure that Bev and I
could be happy, I'd marry him. Do you
think a marriage like that would work out?
I have to give him my answer soon, and I
don’t know what to say. He tells me I'll
have to marry him or not see him any
more. The second boy has never tried to
see me again, but I don’t feel so sad any
more.

I have often thought of leaving home and
finding a job somewhere. I'm attractive,
dress nicely, and have a pleasing person-
.ality, but somehow I have a hard time
making new friends. In a pinch, I could go
to another city and stay with an aunt, but
my father doesn’t want me to go away,
although he tells me that when I’'m twenty-
one I can do as I like, and go where I
want. My next birthday is five months
away.

Please give me some advice, Mrs. Brown.
I will more than appreciate it. I would
love to have a home of my own, and get
away from every one I know. I'm so sick
and tired of having my folks boss me all
the time. Bev says he could make me
happy. NEtTA.

Well, my dear, when a girl mar-
ries a man whose love she does not
return, she is throwing away all
chance of finding one she does love.
I can think of nothing worse for a
girl than marriage to a man she does

“not love. Many, no doubt, think it
, will work out all right, but eventu-
ally where there was friendship and
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liking, there will exist only pity, or
indifference, and sometimes even
hatred.

Sometimes we find unromantic in-
dividuals who look upon marriage
as an arrangement of convenience.
They think of marriage as a means
to an end. Companionship and a
satisfactory material arrangement
are of more importance to them than
affection. Any number of reasons
might be given as to why people
consent to one-sided marriages, in-
cluding the intense desire young
girls often experience when they are
not happy at home and think that
marriage will open for them the door
to personal freedom. But this is a
mistaken idea. After the knot has
been tied, husband and wife must
constantly consider each other in
everything if they expect to find
peace and the understanding that
will weld their lives together in close
harmony.

So think it over well before you
promise to marry Bev. As time goes
by, and you meet other young men,
you will surely find a man you can
love. Meanwhile, try to be patient.
Perhaps a visit to your aunt in an-
other city will help you find new in-
terests. Try not to mind it if your
brothers and sisters criticize you in
any way. They only want to see
you safe and happy, I’'m sure.

Dear Mes. BrowN: Love makes peo-
ple behave strangely, and I am afraid of
making a mistake, so here’s hoping that
you can help me with my problem.

About a year ago I met a man who fell
in love with me. I liked him a lot, and
at times I thought I was in love with him.
He is divorced and has a child in school.
He is an engineer on a steamer and left for
a foreign port some months ago, but has
been writing to me regularly. He expects
me to marry him when he comes home. I
know that I could be very happy with him,
but how can I marry him when I’'m in love
with another man? :

This other man is married and living
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with ‘his wife, but they are like strangers
‘toward each other. We often hear stories
about poor, abused husbands and later dis-
cover there’s very little truth in them, but
in this case I don’t see how he can- go on
being in the same house with a woman who
iﬁﬁts a man as badly as his wife treats
She won’t let him come near her. If he
tries to talk things over she tells him not te
bother her. He has even adopted a baby,
with her consent, thinking it might change
her, but instead of staying home and tak-
ing care of the child, she hired a maid and
continued working.

She is a successful business woman and
makes a better income than he does. She
could easily get along without him, but
refuses to give him a divorce. She even
expects him to support her. Even their
friends tell her they are not suited to one
another.

I see him only once a week, although
he telephones me quite often. I have tried
several times te encourage him to talk te
her, but she won’t pay any attention to
him. He doesn’t know what to do; he could
sue for divorce, but she would fight it.

Do you think I should marry the other
man and try to find happiness with him?
I almost feel I can never stay away from
the second man no matter what price I
have to pay to be near him. Tl be very
grateful for any advice you care to giveTme.

Don't you think; my dear, that
you are deliberately making the
situation more unbearable for your-
self? The fact that this man is un-
happily married is not your mis-
" fortune unless you make it so. I

have no desire to sound pessimistie,,

but girls who become involved with
married men usually get the worst of
" the bargain. I sincerely hope that
you will make a real effort to put
him out of your life and forget him.

As for the other man, I doubt very
-much if you could find real joy in
: marriage with a man you do net
love, no matter how desirable a

matrimonial prospect he may seem.

. 'There are instances when a woman
- has learned to love a man after mar-

riage, but they are so rare that it-

*'does not seem advisable to take such
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a chance. No woman wants to miss
the heights and depths of love she
yearns for, and a one-sided marriage
is always a risk. Your happiness
does not seem to lie with either man.

Carry on and make new friends.
We can never tell what surprises are
waiting for us in the future.

Dear Mgrs. BRowN: I'm a young man
twenty-one years of age, fairly good-look-
ing, and do not find it hard to make friends.
Last year I met a girl with whom I fell
desperately in love, but so far she has not
been able to care for me, except as a friend.,

This girl is a college graduate while I
have only a high-school education. I've
asked her to marry me, but she told me
she did not love me, and gave me to un-
derstand that because I am not working
I could not support a wife. She also said
that she has never beén in love and did not
mtend to marry.

I could date lots of other girls, and often
go out, but I can’t seem to interest myself
in any one else. Do you think I will ever
be able to win this girl’s love, ér should I
try to forget her? She is always in my
thoughts, although at this time she is living
three hundred miles away. Distance seems
to make no difference.

Pm very blue and discouraged. My
folks tell me she’ll never marry me, but I
hate to give up altogether. What do you
think I should de? Frovp.

Before you begin to feel that it

-would be just as well to forget this

girl, why not remain friends, try to
find work, and be a little more-
optimistic about the future? I can-
not tell you if you will succeed in
winning this girl for your wife.
However, the fact that she has 4 col-
lege education should not discourage
you. Compatibility and real love go
further in making marriage success-

- ful than a college education.

Of course, if you feel certain that
this girl meant she eould never care
for you even if you had a job, and
¢ould support a wife, it’s another
story altogether. In that ease, it is

‘wiser to get her out of your-mind by
‘making ' other friends and finding

new interests..”
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Dear Mgrs. Brown: I don’t know
whether to give up the young man.I'm in
love with, or marry him and try to get
along on what he makes. I'm a girl nine-
teen years of age, and he is twenty-three.
We have been going together for nearly
three years.

We have often talked about marriage,
but with this depression it seems hardly
more than a dream. He earns only fifteen
dollars a week, and while I know that some
people might try to get along on that
amount, I also know that lots of marriages
go on the rocks because of worry about
bills. I have always had a nice home and
doubt if I could be satisfied in a one-room
apartment.

The trouble now is that we quarrel fre-
quently. Lately, he has begun to drink.
He used to drink before we started going
together, but gave it up when I asked him.
My mother wants me to stop going with
him on account of his drinking. She has
seen him drunk, and she says that because
he doesn’t try to save helll never amount
to anything. But he says that if I marry
him he will stop drinking and save.

Under the circumstances it is very hard
for both of us. Do you think I should
give him up? I’'m very sure he loves me,
and that I would be happy with him if it
were possible -for us to marry. I don't
know when he will be making more money.
Do you think we could make a go of it if
we married now? Please help me decide.

WONDERING.

I can well understand how be-
wildered you are, and I am not go-
ing -to advise you to give up this
young man, but it would be wiser to
wait until he is earning a larger
salary. It is true that some mar-
riages do not work out because of
-an inadequate income. But there
-are any number of marriages that
turn out very happily. Whether or
‘not a young couple can be happy on
a limited income depends on their
own attitude.

In your case, however, if after
three years you are no nearer mar-
riage than when you first started go-
ing with this boy, continuing along
the same lines would not be en-
couraging to either of you. Why not
give him six months or so to prove
to you that he can save and stay
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away from liquor? The time to
straighten out your doubts is before
marriage, not after. In order to be
happy, a girl must be able to depend
on the man she marries.

Dear Mgrs. Brown: I have always
found it difficult to talk to my mother
about my problems, and as there is no one
else I can take into my confidence, I hope
you will help me. I'm a girl of eighteen,
and work as stenographer in a law office.
I also have a chance to go to law school
if I want to.

My parents have always been very strict,
and I've had very little freedom, though
the boys and girls I met at school con-
sidered me a good pal. I smoke once in a
while and take a drink occasionally, but
don’t go in for petting, although I'm not
exactly a prude. :

Three years ago I met a boy of twenty-
one, and dated him on the sly for about a
year. Then we broke up over another girl
whom I once considered my best friend.
This boy moved away after that, and didn’t
come back to eur town to live until re-
cently. We have been going together since
he came back. He tells me he loves me
and wants me to marry him, although he
hasn’t enough nioney to get married. He
wants me to promise to wait two years for
him. He is a hard worker, and by the end
of that time he thinks he’ll have enough
money to make a home for me.

However, while he was away I went out
with another young man. This man has
been married and divorced.. I thought I
was in love with him, and we became se-
cretly engaged. During that time, being
older and more sophisticated than 1, he per-
suaded me to listen to his ideas about love,
saying that since we were engaged every-
thing would be all right. But afterward I
realized what I had done and hated him.
We quarreled and broke up. I bitterly re-
gretted what happened.

Now I don’t know what to do. Do I
have to tell the boy I love how foolish I

‘have been? I'd rather do anything than

tell. There’s no one else I can ask about
this, so please advise me. .

Another thing that worries me is tha
I'm not sure we’ll get married even if I
do promise to wait two years for him. I

.mean, I know other girls who waited for

their sweethearts, and then they were dis-
appointed. If I promise to wait, it will be
as though we were engaged, because he
has already told me that he would- expect
me not to date other fellows. .
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T'm in love with him and wouldn’t care
if I never went out with any one else, but
two years seems such a long time. He said
he wouldn’t be able to take me anywhere
because he’s going to save every cent. My
parents do not like him, so he doesn’t want
me to tell them about our agreement. I
don’t know what to do. JUNE.

Whether or not this young man
will keep his promise to marry you
when the two years are up, would
depend on the type of person he is.
But why make any promises when
you feel so uncertain about every-
thing? Binding agreements, like
long engagements, usually become
irksome, especially when a certain
amount of secrecy is demanded. It
would be wiser if you two remained
merely good friends until this boy is
in a position to offer you marriage.

Regarding the unfortunate out-
come of your other romance, what is
past is past, and the best thing you
can do is to profit by your former
experience and let well enough alone.
Your life belongs to yeurself, and
you are not obliged to rake up the
ashes of a past mistake. Make the
future count.

Now cheer up and talk things over
with this young man. If yeu are
really in love with each other, wait-
ing will not diminish your affection,
even if you enjoy other friendships.

And when you do become en-
gaged, announce it openly te your
family and friends. :

Dear Mrs. Brown: I hope my letter
lel not bore you, but I do need your ad-
vice.
and work in a factory. The work is hard

for me because I'm underweight, but -

that’s the least of my problems. . .
My trouble is that my home life is mak-

ing a wreck of me. My stepfather and my

sisters are always quarreling, almost. day

and:night, and every day is the same. My-

mether married when we were very young,
but -somehow my stepfather is jealous of
us. My sisters are going steady with beys

and will' soon get married. But whenever .

I go to a show or-for a walk with a friend,

I'm a girl twenty-one years of age -

there are all sorts of arguments when I
come heme. They call me an old maid and
make things so hard for me.

Friends tell me that I'm pretty, but I
haven’t any bey friends because I have to
stay home all the time. I love dancing,
but I never get a chance to go places.

If I could only get away from home I'd
be much happier. Whenever I try to talk
to my mother and. tell her I'd like to leave
home, she only laughs at me and tells me
I'm silly. My stepfather wants me to stay
home because my earnings help to keep the
house going. There is a man twelve years
my senior whom my stepfather wants me
to marry, but I shiver with dread just at
the thought of it.

Please, Mrs. Brown, can’t you tell me
what to do? Must I go on being so miser-
able? T’ll be waiting impatiently for your
adviee. LoNeLy MAry.

At twenty-one a girl is of legal age,
and no one can prevent her from
living her own life. You have every
right to try to be as happy as you
can, regardless of what your family
may want you to do. Try not to let
their remarks get under your skin.
At your age a girl is just getting a
start in life and sheuld not worry
about being an old maid. Decide
what you want to do, and then do
it. The only way we can get any
satisfaction out of life is to get busy
and try to make our existence as
happy as we possibly can.

However, even though you are
unhappy at home, I would not ad-
vise you to leave, for the world is a
cold and friendless place for the girl
making her way alone.

If your work is so hard for you,
surely you could find other work
that would suit you better? After
all, you must guard your health.

As for the man your stepfather
would like you to marry, just keep
in mind the fact that no one can
force you into marriage. Why net
go out more and make new friends?
There is no necessity for you to be.

~miserable. You have a right to fun

and freedom.
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Drar Mgrs. BrowN: So many other
readers bring their problems to you that I
am also turning to you for advice. I'm a
widow thirty years of age, and have one
child. My husband and I parted three
years before he died because he drank and
our home was not a suitable place for a
child.

For the past two years I have held a
responsible government position, I’'ve also
worked for five years in a political office
and long ago learned to adapt myself to
any person I was working with, though
I’'m considered somewhat reserved.

Several months ago, the manager of my
office asked me to go out with him. He’s a
man about forty years of age, respected
by every one, and although it has always
been my policy never to go out with the
man I was working for, I didn’t hesitate in
this case as he is not directly my superior.

I knew that he had been going with an-
other girl. We opened a branch office
eighty miles away from the city, and this
girl was transferred there. She is very at-
tractive, and when he asked me to go out
with him I wanted to know whether or not
he was engaged to this girl. He told me he
thought she was a fine girl, but that he
had not dated her for several weeks.

We started going to shows, parties, on
rides, and any outing the office crowd went,
and had some wonderful times together.
He was thoughtful and considerate, and
went out of his way to be nice to my child.
It became a habit with him to take me
home and call for me on rainy days.: I
didn’t like this because I didn’t want peo-
ple to gossip about me, but he said there
was no harm in it and that any one who
knew us would never think badly of me.

After we’d been going together for sev-
eral months I heard that this other girl was
talking about me, and said that if she
wished, she could make him stop seeing me
and go with her again. After a while this
got on my nerves, and I told him what was
being said. He told me he didn’t believe
t{:at this other girl would say anything like
that.

One day I had to deliver some reports to
his home. I took a girl friend with me.
When: we got there this other girl was there
with him. Since then, he has become very
cold-and-distant toward me. Later, I asked
. him if he was going with this girl again.

Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

He said he was, and that he’d never prom-
ised any one he would not date her.

He also told me that he had heard peo-
ple talking about his taking me home, and
wanted to stop the gossip. We have never
been sweethearts. That is, although he
had kissed me, we were just very good
pals. At times, however, I'd hoped that
our friendship would develop into some-
thing more. But I have some pride and
would never run after any man. What can
I do to straighten things out? I'd hate to
have others laugh at me behind my back
because he dropped me for this other girl,
or permitted himself to be persuaded to
drop me.

Perhaps my letter sounds unimportant,
but the more I think about it the worse I
feel, and I don’t know just how to act
about the whole matter. Do you think I
should say something to the others in the
office to make them think that I don’t care
whom ‘this man goes with? Please try to
help me. PuzzLep.

My dear, why take this entire
matter so seriously? If you are not
in love with this man and have no
reason to believe that he has ever
wanted to be more than a friend,
why let his attitude worry you? Let
well enough alone, and make no at-
tempt to explain anything. Pay no
attention to any gossip you may
hear, or let the fact that he is dating
this other girl worry you. After all,
he can do as he likes and go with
any one he wishes. Your co-workers
probably understand the situation
far better than you think., There is
nothing to explain.

Be as cheerful as you can and try
to pretend that nothing has hap-
pened to disturb you. If this man
has adopted a cool, distant attitude
toward you, you might fellow: suit.
It is probable that he is embarrassed

‘and resents your finding out that

this other girl was at his home at the

time you called:

-
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