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ADVERTISING SECTION

MEN CONTENT WITH THEIR PRESENT INCOMES

Ir You'RE satistied with what you're
making—If you're content to just
hold onto your present job—If you
see no advantage in modernizing
your training—Then—This coupon
doesn’t interest you! e Bur—If

you'd like to follow the path to
more money, already blazed by
thousands of ambitious men, then
this coupon may be the turning
point in your earning career! Mail
it for free information.

_!NTERN_AIT!ON'AL' CORRESPDNDENCE

SCHCOLS

BOX 4912.H, SCRANTON, PENNA.
* Without cost or obligation, ple:lse send me a copy of your booklet,

“Who Wins and *

[ Structural Draltaman

O Struotural Eagiosar

O Ma tof L

] Elsotrioal Engineer

O Elestrio Lighting

00 Welding, Elsotric and Cian
[0 Reading Shop Blusprinta
0 Heat Treatment of Motals

Aschanical Roginsaring
a I\-[wl-eninul Diraftaman
0 Mashinist oT

Htoam ‘Elsctm Enginear
[0 Marina Enginesr
O R, R. Locomotives
0O R. B Beotion Foreman
O Air Brakes [ Rt. R, Sigualmen
[l Highway Enginearing
[ Ciril Enginearing
[0 Burveying and Mapping

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES-

ik

3 Patternmakor

O Dbisasl Engines

O Aviation Engines

O Automobila Moeshanis
O Relrigaration

{J Business Managzemont O Bookkeeping [0 Servics Station Saleamanship
[ Induatrial Mansgamant O Secretarial Work [ Firet Year Callaga Subjecta
[ Traffic Management 0 Spaniah [! Businsss Correspondence

O Acoountancy £ French ] Htenography and Typiog

! Asleamanahip
O Advertising
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DOMESTIC BCIEMCE COURSES
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[0 Contractor and Builder O Talephons Wark O Radio [ Steam Enginser O Pharmuay
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[ Mina Foreman [] Fire Bossos
[0 Navigation
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O Wonlen Manufaoturing

[ Agriculture
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In Eight Parts—Part Five
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“Idol’s ‘Altar,” a two-part story by McRee Vaughan, begins in
next week’s issue.
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ADVERTISING SECTION

THAT | CAN TRAIN YOU AT HOME
ror TELEVISION anD A

WILL SEND YOU A LESSON FREE
Do you want to make more money? Then clip
and mail the coupon mow. I will prove that I
can train you at home in your spare time to

OWNS PART TIME
RADIO BUSINESS
“I am a locomotive en-

gineer with the B.

Railroad, and work part
time in Radio. In the
gelling end 1 have made
as high as $300 in one
month and have added to
that about $100 in sery-
FRANK McCLELLAN,
YElizabeth St., Mechanicville,

ice work.”
902
N.

PARTNER IN LARGE
RADIO SUPPLY HOUSE
“‘Our concern has grown
by leaps and bounds until
it i3 today the largest
wholesale Radio  supply
house in New England.
We have established
branches  at P'ortland.
Mame. and ar a'd

he N.R.I. Man tmvels the highway
i in Radio.”” REYNOLDS
1187-91 Elm Street,
N. H,

DOUBLED SALARY
N 5 MONTHS
““Shortly after 1 started
the N.R.I. Course I be-
gan teaching Radio classes
at the. Spartan School of
Aeronautics.  After five
months I was given a
chance to join the Ameri-
can Airlines at a salary

that which T received from
BROTHERS, 2554

double
the school.”” A. T.
Hill St., Sama Monica, California.

Hol Helped Hundreds of
Men Make More Money

Please mention

FRE'E BOOK

be a RADIO AND TELEVISION EXPERT.
I will send you my first lesson FREE.
amine it, read it.
is to .understand—how practical I make learn-
ing Radio and Television at_home. Then
yowll know why men without Radio or elec-
trical expenence are now earmng more money
than ever-before as a result of my Training,

Many Radio Experts Make
$30, $50, $75 a Week
Radio already gives jobs to more than 300,000
people, Radio’ broadcasting stations employ
engineers, operators and station managers and
pay up to $5,000 a year. Spare time Radio
set servicing pays ag much as $200 to $500 a
year—full time servicing jobs pay as much as
$30, $50, $75 a week. Many Radio Experts
own their own full time or part time Radio
businesses. Radio manufacturers and jobbers
employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers,
servicemen, paying up to $6,000 a year,
Radio operators on ships get good pay and see
the world. Automobile, police, aviation, com-
mercial Radio and Loud Speaker Systems offer
good opportunities to well trained Radio men,
Men I have trained at home make good money
in all these branches of Radio.
Television Wiil Offer Many Good
Jobs to Well Trained Men

In the past fifteen years, Radio has grown
from an experimenter’s plaything to one of the
country’s great industries. And Television today
is as advanced as Radio.was about 15 years
ago. Already millions of dollars have been spent
dcveloptn" Television equipment. ~Television
receivers have been built which produce im-
ages equal to home moving pictures. About
twenty experimental Television stations have
already been licensed. N.R.I. not only gives
you the training you need to make good money
in Radio now, but in addition, gives you
Televigion training which will help you cash
in on the profitable opportunities coming with ~
Television.

Ex-
See how clear and easy it

J. E. Smith, President, National Radio Institute,

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning
But you do not have to wait until Television ar-

rives to cash in on my Training. Not even until
you have finished my Course. Almost every neigh-
borhood needs a' good spare time serviceman. The
day you enroll I start sending you Ixtra Money
Job Sheets. They show you how to do Radio repair
jobs that you ecan cash in on quickly., Throughout
your Training I send you plans and ideas which hays
made good spare time money for hundreds of fel-
lows. 1T also send you Special Radio Lquipment which
gives you practical experience and I show you how
to conduct experiments and build eircuits illustrat-
ing important Sound and Television Radio prin-
ciples of transmitters and receivers.

Find Out What Radio and Television Offer You
Act today. In addition to my Sample TLesson, I
will send my 64-page book, “Rich Rewards in
Radio,”” FREE to anyone over 16 years old. My
book nmnts out Radio’s spare time and full time
opportunities and those coming in Television: tells
about my Training for Radio and 'Television:
shows you actual letters from men I have trained.
telling what they are doing and earning; reproduces
my Money Back Agreement. MAIL THE COUPON
in an envek)pe, or paste it on a penny postcard.

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute, Dept. 7ED, Washington, D. C.

FREE

64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

Dept. 7ED, Washington, D. C, | }
Dear Mr. Smith: = i
Without obligating me, send the Sample TLesson and book,
‘“‘Rich Rewards in Radio” which points out spare time and l
full time opportunities in Radio apd those coming in Telo- g
vigion and explains how you train men at home in spare time
to become Radio and Television Experts. (Please write plainly). :
INAIIG s oo e sie vonon sas cnsnavsvnonss vy vna ABBus sasne: I
8
AdAress.easeseserniiiniiiiiiiiiticiiiistieseossnsrseaceies
2FR3 §
Bl s sV RO R LA Bfatersintasihe

this magazine when answering advertisements
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PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO,
2328-30 S. Michigan Av., Dapt. 4542, Chicage, ill.
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LaSalle Extension Ilm. Dept. S65-L

High School Course

CIELUIB Many Finish in 2 Years

* Go as rapldly as your time and s'hﬂh.im permit. Course
equi valmt to resident school work — p you for
entrance to crnllege HStandard H. 8, mu mgwed—-

s‘n‘:ﬂ’aﬂn munﬂw i rhnt.}:rld-

g B S SR B
tarican Scheol. DRt H.S7: Direxel at SBth, Chiicage

FREE AUTOMOBILE
FOR B.P.A. REPRESENTATIVES

Big cash commissions every month for
agents selling new kind of low cost family
group life insurance. Also Free Deluxe
Ford, Chevrolet or Plymouth to all agents
who make good. No previous experience
necessary—simple to sell, If you want to
own a car and make money write today to
Benefit Protective Association of America,
104 Hall Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

IS EPILEPSY INHERITED?
CAN IT BE CURED?

A booklet containing the opinions of famous doctors
on this interesting subject will be sent FREE, while
they last, to any reader writing to the Educational
Division.

551 Fifth Avenue, Dept. S5.5, New York, N. ¥,

Classified
Advertising

Baby Chicks

A8 WOBRLI¥S LARGEST Chick Producers, we ean save you
ﬁﬂ:ley.“ Big Catslog Free. Colonial Foultry Farms, Pleasant
s Mo,

Detectives—Instructions

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Work home or travel
DETECTIVE particulars free. Eaperience unnecessary. Write,

GEORGE WAGONER, 2640-A Brnsr.ﬁ:ny. New York.

BE A DETECTIVE. Make secret investigations. Excellent op-
portunity., Write for free partieulars. Raymond Stults, Elkhart, Ind.

Patents Secured

PATENTS—Reasonable terms. Book and advies free. L. F,

Randolph, Dept, 513, Washington, D. €.

PATENTS SECURED. Two valuable bunklela nent free,
immediately: Victor J. Evaps & Co., $11-E Victer
Washlogton, D, C,

Write
Building,

Agents Wanted

STICK-ON LETTERS. Storo windows, 5009 profit. Free
samples. Metallic Co., 431 North Clark, Chicago.

Help Wanted—Instructions

FOREST JOBS AVAILABLE $125-8175 MONTH. Csbin, Hunt,

trap, patrol. Qualify immediately, Write Rayson Service C- 59,
Denver, Colo.
Astrology
CHARACTER & VOCATIONAL ANALYSI® by Astrology.

Send dime, birthdate. Dougles, Box 835, San Diego, Calif.

Story Writing

WHRITE stories, The urge to wrile or speak is indicative of
tulent capable of devélopment into luerative and interestin,
career, Critique and coaching service of Short Story Guild wil
brlns out your temperament snd . individual style.  The Guild will

find ‘your publisher, Write for particulars,  Short
Gui]d. Atlanta, Georgia,

Story

WA’\TTFD—NTW WRITERS! _Earn while learning! Write mi'

Echool o

Please mention this magazine

ks, magazines. Free lltrmure. U. B
Writing, \o. 5 L, 22 West 60th Street, N. Y. C,

when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTIGN

Who
are

An enlarged, inflamed or faulty Pros-
tate Gland very often canses Lame-
back, Frequent Night Rising, Leg Pains,
Pelvie Pains, Lost Vigor, Insomnia,
ete. Many physiciang endorse massage
as a safe effective treatment. (See
Leference Book of the Medical Sei-
ences, Vol. VII, 3rd edition), Use
“PROSAGER,” a new invention which
enables any man to massage his IPros-
tate Gland in the privacy of his home.
it ofeen brings reliel with the first
freatment and must help or it costs
you nothing. No Drugs or Electricity.
FREE BOOKLET
EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-317, KALAMAZOO, MICH.

DR. W. D, BMITH
INVENTOR

FOLLOW THIS MAN

Sacret Service Oporstor No. 88 ia on tha job!
€ Running down Connterfeit Gang. Tell-tale finger
B8l prints in mard girl's room. Thrill, Mystery.

Operator

F The Confidential Reporta

e o Operator No. 33 made
£o himohief, Wirite for ii,

Earn a Regular Monthly Salary

YOU can becoma a Finger Print Expartat homa
it for con-

in your spare time, at small cost.” W n
fidantial full report and I3, Litarature will
be sont only to persons staling their ags,
of Applied Sci Dept. 2778
1320 Sunnyside Ave. Chicago, 1l

DEAFNESS IS MISERY

+Many people with defective hearing and i -
Head Noises onjoy Conversation, Movies,
Church and Radio, because they wse
.. Leanard Iavisible Ear Drums which
resemble Tiny Megaphones ficting
in the Ear entirely out of sight.
4 .l’[fg wires, batteries or head pi:;c.
~They are inexpensive, Write for

booklet and sworn stacement of DRUM
1€ has been benefi

! ()
the inventor who hi i by the ws
of che drums,

A. 0. LEONARD, lag., Suita 282, 70 5th Ave., New Yerk'

PlLES 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-B10 Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich,

ARTHRITIS

If you want to really try to at your
Rheumatism— Neuritis — Arthritis—Sefatica
+—Lumbago you must first get rid of some of
the old and false beliefs about them |
e Read the Book that is helping thousanda—
| The Innor Mywterles of Rheumatism—
Arthritls.” In simple words this helpful
Book reveals startling, proven facts that
every sufferer should know!

The 9th edition is just off the press and =
free copy will be mailed without obligatiom
to any sufferer acnd?n% their address pmmﬁt-

5 P D,

Iy to the author, H, Clearwater.
1310-B Strest, Hallowell, Maine.

TEST...the PERFOLASTIC GIRDLE
. at our expense

'g IZ&VE
REDUCED
MY HIPS
9 INCHES”

oo torites Miss Healy.

Y1 read an ‘ad’ of the
Pearfolastic Company
- .. and sent for FREE
folder.”

‘In a very short
tima | had redured
myhips9INCHES
and my weight 20
pounds.”

“They allowsd ma
to wear their Par-
forated Girdls for
19 days en trial."””

“The masuo-
like action did It
i he fat see;md
0 pEarwiiins=
out aﬂ’nrt."

If you do not ...
RED"CE 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 not reduced at least 3 inches around waist
and hips, they will cost you nothing!

Reduce Quickly, Easily, and Safely!

B The massage-like action of these famous Perfolustic
Reducing garments takes the plice of months of tiring
exercises and dieting. Worn next to the body with per-
fect safery, 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 yvourself quickiy and definitely
whether or not these very efiicient reducing garments
will reduce you. You do not need to risk one penny . ..
try them for 10 days at our expense!

PERFOLASTIC, Inc.

Dept. 796, 41 EAST 42nd ST.,, NEW YORK, N.Y.

Pleaie send me TREE BOOKLET degcribing and illustrating
the new Perfolastic Girdle and Drassiers, also sample of perforated
material and particulars of your .10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER.

Nomtecoioeaiiicois

AdAr e sy e e e e ey
Usa Coupon or Send Name and Addrass on Panny Post Card

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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FALSE TEETH

60 DAYS
TRIAL

I have thousands of
satisfied customers
all over the country
who could not af-
ford to big
prices. I have been
making dental plates
for many years, by mail. I guarantee you satis-
faction or they do not cost you one cent, and
take your word. Teeth made especially for you
personally ean be tried for sixty days. In one Penn-
sylvania town alone, 91 people are wearing teeth
made by me. They are satisfied and bave gaved
money.

SEND NO MONEY

My plates are very beautiful to look at and are con-
structed to give life-long service and satisfaction. You
can lock younger at once. They are made with
pearly white genuine porcelain teeth. Well fitting and
guaranteed unbreakable. Remember you do net send

one cent—just your name and ad-

FR EE dress, and we send free impression

material and full detailed direc-

tione. Be sure to write today for my low prices and

complete information. Don’t put this off. De it teday.
DR. S. B. HEININGER, D. D. S.

440 W. Huron St., Dept. 551, Chicago, Hlinois

PHOTOGRAPHIC
s ALMANAC |}
uusms?r"ﬂusr‘

Inine latest inngﬂm ,methods

i in h"n Movie
Making, ormnlndproms. Oﬂm

Wik bundr. ﬁ money-save
| and movie

BENJAMIN AIR PISTOLS

Powe: Ml—lccuuee—zeonemnal—wra:ﬂ.
cat—-Adjustable Shoot
Maximum Veloci
For Target and Small Gma—the enly Genue
ine compussed Air Pls(ul on the market—Single Shot
It Action—Hammer Fire—Hair Trigger—Safety. Price
7 50 Bo}lter 1.75. Also 177 and 22 Smt e Shot Air Rifies
7.60—Single Shot BB Air Rifle $6.00—25 Shot BB Repeater
Alr :iﬂe $7.60—at Dealer or Direct—No license required—Safe
for indoor use.
FULL DETAILS-TARGEVS—FREE—-WRITE TODAY,
BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO., 683 N. BROADWAY, ST. LOUIS, MO.

How to Get a Well- Pa:d

GOOD PAY
FASCINATING WORK
LUXURIOUS SURROUNDINGS

Previous roved
with nnxque, low cost, hmne-u--ming 1
qulhf’l!li or salaries up to $1600 to $5000
ﬁuﬂy iving often included. Nationak
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,'Wake Up And Love

By Wlllametta Turnepseed

was deserted and almost forgot-

ten, the Anchor was open three
nights a week. The tables were
- cleared from the sea-green floor,
members of the orchestra in naval-
cut jackets and yachting caps oc-
~“cupied the space beyond the polished
rails, and youth and gayety reigned.
- There was youth and gayety
everywhere, except in the heart of

,IN winter, when the summer resort

Amy Joan Arthur. She looked
around the long room as she danced,
admiring again the shining white
booths built like staterooms with a
boat-deck effect overhead with awn-
ings, low rails, life preservers, and
even a real lifeboat, and pretended
not to mind that Fred Jerew, known
as “Fizz,” had surrendered her at the
end of the first dance and plunged
toward the bar.
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She had danced steadily—every
one knew Fizz’s weakness and looked
out for her—and told herself that all
men drank now and then, although
with Fizz it was more than just now
and then, and more than just drink-
ing.

“If it were true that love is blind
I could be happy,” exclaimed Amy
Jo, her eyes shamed as she caught
sight of the spectacle Fizz was mak-
ing of himself in one corner of the
dance floor.

Her partner, one of the college
crowd that had descended on the
Anchor in the course of celebrating
some athletic victory, swung her
around and down the floor. But she
couldn’t easily dismiss the memory
of the foolish expression on Fred's
flushed face, his bloodshot eyes, and
the tumbled blond hair that fell
across his forehead, giving him a
very boyish look.

Above the throbbing of the or-
chestra came a raucous burst of
laughter, and Nina Diehl, dancing
past with Luke Ainge, called out:

“Boy! Did you see the flop Fizz
Jerew took?”

Amy Jo flushed. “He’s really an
awfully good tap dancer,” she de-
fended, looking up at her partner for
almost the first time. The look in
his blue eyes stopped her short. She
was accustomed to seeing amuse-
ment or derision in the eyes of the
men to whom she had attempted to
defend Fizz in the past year, even
disgust at times, but never sincere
sympathy and understanding.

He didn’t say anything, possibly
because whatever he could have

said would have been the wrong .

thing, but just met her wistful brown
eyes steadily.

Now, why couldn’t she have fallen
for some one like him?—she thought.
He was well-built and tall, but not
so tall that he made her petiteness

absurd. His hair was much darker
than hers, and was thick, crisp and

curly. It would probably lay in deep

brown waves if he took any trouble
with it, but he was plainly too mas-
culine for such an impulse of vanity
to stir him. His mouth was generous
and sharply cut. In fact, every fea-
ture was clear-cut and cleanly arti-
culated like a pen-and-ink etching of
a cameo.

She met his serious blue eyes again.
All this time he’d been studying her
with a reserved courtesy that seemed
to be characteristic, and her heart
gave a strange leap.

If she weren’t so much in love with
Fizz, a real man like this could be-
come important to her.

“T've got it!” he exclaimed. “Lis-
ten, come over to my table where we
can talk alone and maybe I can offer
a plan. I believe it’ll help you.”

She followed him to one of the
booths that seemed like a stateroom
with the high sill and little round
windows. They sat on either side of
the small table where they could
watch the dancers, but she was more
interested in his plan.

“I’'m a senior at the U, majoring
1n psychology, and our experiments
in hypnotism might be put to some
practical purpose. If your friend is
willing—no one can be hypnotized
against his will, you know—the pro-
fessor can perhaps help him over-
come his drinking.” :

“How? Has he ever done that?”

“Not drinking. But he stopped
one of the fellows in class from smok-
ing by suggesting that he couldn’t
light a match. He can put a ciga-
rette in his mouth but when he starts
to strike the match, he throws it
away instead.”

“But no one can make Kizz do
anything he doesn’t want to do.
Could this?” =

“Oh, yes, if it’s suggested while
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he’s'in that state, he’ll have to. The
problem will be to get him to agree.
Of course, you understand that you
can’t make a person do anything
that’s agaimst his moral code. For
instance, in these lurid melodramas
they have a person committing a
murder while hypnotized, but that’s
impossible.

“Funny angle there, though. If
you give a subject a rubber dagger
and tell him to stab some one, he
will do it. But he wouldn’t if the
dagger were real. And if you give
him a glass of orange juice and tell
him that it is poison he will still
drink it. But if you give him poison
and tell him it’s orange juice he’ll
not drink it.”

. “I’'d always thought hypnotism
was a sort of trick. What good is it?”

“It’s no trick even if charlatans
have exploited it, but we are just dis-
covering its good. For instance, just
this past winter a man had to have
an operation but his heart was too
weak for an ansesthetic, so he al-
lowed himself to be hypnotized and
stood the operation without pain.”

“Ch, -if only Fizz will'” she
breathed. Bewitched by the thought
of Fizz clear-eyed and forever free
of drink, she put both hands on her
partner’s, and as he took them
quickly into a warm grasp a singing
fire shot through her. She wanted to
snatch them away but found herself
strangely incapable. Reluctantly,
she met his eyes, but he was only
smiling eagerly as he said, releasing
her hands:

“He should, for you. Be firm, and
if he loves you he’ll want to be per-
fect for you.”

He told her other things before
some one came to tell her Fizz was
out cold and they’d have to take him
home—about a young man who was
so lonely, so incapable of making
friends, that he wanted to commit

suicide when he came to tne atten-
tion of one of the senior students
and allowed himself to be this stu-
dent’s subject. How, during the
mental sleep that brings the subcon-
scious to the surface, his hidden fears
were discovered, and it was sug-
gested to him that he was popular so
that soon he found himself capable
of making friends.

The stinging icy wind, blowing in
from over the lake, revived Fizz
enough to make him cling to her
penitently as Nina and Luke drove
them home. As Amy Jo supported
him and felt his tumbled fair hair
against her chin, she knew that she
would countenance anything that
would give her Fizz whole and un-
possessed with that unreasonable
thirst. His other faults she could en-
dure—his passion for gambling, his
swearing and occasional fights—for
at least he loved her and was true to
her. After all, his weaknesses
weighed lightly in the balance
against disloyalty.

“If he loves you, he’ll want to be
perfect for you,” the handsome
stranger had told her. And there
was no . doubt in her mind as to
Fizz’s love when he came to see her
next evening.

He drew her into the tiny entry of
the apartment she shared with three
other girls and muttered:

“Do you want to see me to-night,
Amy Jo? How you can stand me, I
don’t know. I'm just rotten clear
through. Oh, darling!” He crushed
his repentance against her lips and
held her tight for a long moment,
during which her heart gathered
momentum until it seemed to choke
her.

“If I had one drop of manhood in
me I’'d get out of your life.”

“No. I don’t want you out of
my life, darling. Come in and let me
tell you something splendid I heard.”
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“How you can stand me, I don’t know,” he muttered.

She had been wondering how he’d
take the suggestion. He was proud,
except in his rare moments of
humility, and hot-headed. He
might be angry at an attempt to re-
form him, or he might be skeptical
and refuse to have anything to do
with it, or he might even resist be-
cause he was naturally stubborn and
didn’t want to be told what to do.
But she never expected the reaction
she got.

He listened quietly as she ex-
plained, getting a little breathless

“I’m just a rotter,
clear through., If I had one drop of manhood in me I'd get out of your
life forever.,”

because he said nothing, and she
couldn’t guess from his expression
what he thought.

“I don’t believe I'm interested,
Amy Jo,” he said finally.

“But why not, Fizz? 1f you didn’t
drink we could save money and buy
a little house——"

“And grow middle-aged and stufty
like every one else. Not for me,
thank you. I enjoy drinking and
gambling so why should I give it up?
I suppose you have a picture of me
staying home every night and listen-
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ing to the radio or playing honey-
moon bridge? I suppose betting on
the ponies and prize fights is out.”
. “Don’t you want to have a home?
. Don’t you love me? You've been
ta](llcing about when we are married
an ___”

. “See here, I suppose you've even
had a goofy notion of a houseful of
kids? Oh, gee, Amy Jo, I’'m nuts
about you, honest I am, but I can’t
get a pitture of fifty years with my
nose to the grindstone to raise a
bunch of kids who'll call me the ‘old
.~ man’ and Gee, kid, don’t look
_ at me like that. Can’t you see that
life is a racket you can’t win? The
‘thing to do is to have a good time,
do whatever you feel like doing, and
- not get a lot of uplift ideas in your
head.”

“That’s ]ust a hangover, Fizz,”

. protested Amy Jo, brushing the tears
out of her eyes. “It’s just your atti-
. tude that makes you feel that life is
a miserable failure. The kind of good
times you want give you nothing but

a headache, but having a home and.

. feeling as if your life amounts to
something is what makes life worth
living. I ean’t convince you, I re-
alize that, but 1 know people who
. live my kind of life and are happy

and contented, but I.never heard of

. .any one living your kind who didn’t
end in the gutter.” _

“Go ahead call me a gutter rat
! whlle you’re at it.”

“T didn’t, Fizz.
able.”

“Reasonable!  You’re the one
who’s unreasonable. You fell in love
with me the way I am. Don’t try
. to change me. If you don’t like the
. way.I am, pick out some one who
suits you as he is.”

They were both furiously angry.
Fizz stood facing her, a sneer on his
rather weak but good-looking mouth,
and Amy Jo glared right back from

Please be reason-

the depths of her miserable: feeling
that she would never have happiness
with Fizz. »

“Why don’t you change yourself

if you are so anxious to change some
one? Get that guy to hypnotize you
out of love with me. I can get along
swell without you.”
. “All right, I will,” she retorted,
and Fizz left with a bang of the outer
door that brought Amy Jo’s friends
from the bedroom where theytvere
getting ready for their dates.

Of course he’d be back, she
thought, but he wasn’t. Then Nina
and Luke drove her around to all
the places at which he might be, but
he wasn’t at any of them. The boys
in their crowd promised to find him
and bring him back to Amy Jo but,
after all, it was she herself who found
him. It was almost three weeks later
—three weeks in which the icy wind
of March was tempered and began to
hint of spring—three weeks during
which Amy Jo knew with a sense of
desperation that life without Fizz,
no matter what his faults, wasn’t
worth living, even though life with
him would probably be misery, too.

It was twilight of a cold March
day, and she was standing on the
corner waiting for the traffic light to
change when something made her
turn and look at the man crossing
the other street. The light changed

then, but she didn’t know it as she

plunged after him, caught his arm
and swung him to face her. His
arms went around her as he pulled
her onto the curb, but they held her

-in a different way than they’d ever

held her before, and he avoided her
eager kiss.
. “Fizz darling, it’s really you!” she

_exclaimed, running her hand up his-
.arm in a caressing gesture.

“Where
were you?  I've been nearly wild.”
- His face changed, hardened. He
pushed her hands down gently.
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“Would you like to see just where
T've been, where I live, Amy Jo?”

- He motioned down the street and
she walked at his side, feeling half
frightened of the strangely hard man
her boy-lover had become.

“I didn’t know how much I have
been missing you, Amy Jo,” he mut-
tered. “I didn’t appreciate you.
You’re so straight and sweet and
lovable. Always stay that way, will
you?”

“Fizz, darling, you talk so—so

ueerly.”

“Why shouldn’t I? I'm just be-
ginning to realize how right you
were and how awfully wrong I was.
You stick by those ideals of yours.
I'm beginning to think you've got
the right dope.”

He led her up a flight of stairs in
a neat middle-class apartment house,
knocked on the door at the head of
the stairs, then opened it for Amy
Jo to enter. Her heart tightened as
an untidy girl rose from a chair
under an unshaded light.

“Rose, I want you to meet Miss
Arthur. Amy Jo, this is Rose.”

The other girl ground out her
cigarette in the ash tray and threw
her magazine aside before she ad-
vanced.

“So you're the dame my man’s so
nuts about!” she said, her eyes dark
with jealousy.

“Youre not married?” gasped
Amy Jo, turning to Fizz, then back
to the girl.

Fizz made an imperative gesture
but the girl replied, “No. Not mar-
ried,” and turned away to hide some-
thing in her eyes that made Amy
Jo’s heart ache.

“But we are going to be,” Fizz ex-
claimed quickly. “Rose knows what
I am and we’ll make a go of it. She
doesn’t expect me to be perfect. I
couldn’t have lived up to your ideal,
Amy Jo.”

Somehow, Amy Jo said the right
things, brought a look of thankful-
ness to the girl’s dark eyes, and a
relaxation of tension to Fizz. But
she felt as if a part of her had died
there in that shoddy, littered room.
It wasn’t her heart, because that
kept right on loving Fizz. It was”
going to be harder than ever because
the gang welcomed his return with
Rose, and she could avoid them only
by staying at home.

She was alone at the apartment
several nights later, when she had
an unexpected visitor—her dancing
partner that night at the Anchor.
She had almost forgotten him, but
at sight of him a wave of anger
swept her. He was the one who had
caused all her trouble. Before she
could say anything he explained:

“I was just out at the Anchor and
saw Fizz with another girl, and the
gang told me——" He was stopped
by the expression on her face. “It’s
true then. Are you—I mean, was it
because of my silly suggestion?”

“That climaxed it. But we'd have
split up sooner or later. You see,
I'm the reforming kind and Fizz
doesn’t want to be reformed. Only”-
—she tried not to cry, but she could
feel hot tears sliding down her
cheeks—"“he hasn’t touched a drop
since he’s been with Rose.”

The tragedy of that struck her
suddenly. He had professed to love
her, and yet it was Rose for whom he
had reformed. She buried her face
in the cushions on the davenport
and broke into a storm of sobs. She
raised her head to tell him to go
away, but his expression' stopped
her. He looked so bewildered and
at a loss.

“Maybe you can get him back,”
he began.

“But he’s married her already.”

“Married? I didn’t know that.”
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Presently he suggested, “Perhaps
you ought to go to the Anchor and
show him your heart is not broken.”

“But it is! T loved him, you see.
T still love him.” She sat up and
dabbed at her eyes with a pale-blue
handkerchief. “Could you make me
forget him?”

His face flushed suddenly. “I
could try.”
It was her turn to blush then. “I

mean, could you hypnotize me?”

Before he could answer Nina and
Luke came in, hoping to coax Amy
Jo to go out with them. It was not
until she began introductions that
she realized that she did not know
her visitor’s name.

“Joergon Banta, usually known as
Jory,” he helped her out. “We were
introduced, but I didn’t make any
impression on her.”

“I was just asking him if he could
hypnotize me into falling out of love
with Fizz. 1 wish he could.”

“So do I,” exclaimed Nina. “If
you could, I'd be eternally grateful.
He’s nothing but a fascinating rot-
ter.”

“Joergon Banta!” exclaimed Luke.
“Say, I've heard of you. You're the
one who took over some fellow who
tried suicide. There was an article
in the paper about you, too. Plan-
ning to devote your life to psycho-
analyzing people out of their trou-
bles, or something.”

Jory looked confused but
he only said, “I’d be very glad
to help Miss Arthur if I could. /-
I feel as if it were mostly my :
fault.”

“Oh, dear, I don’t know,”
exclaimed Amy Jo, feeling
fluttery and undecided now
that the moment was actually here.
“I feel funny. Suppose I say some-
thing T don’t want any one to hear,
and yet——"

- “Listen, dear”—Nina was quick

‘”
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to understand—“Luke and T will
make us all some drinks and leave
the kitchen door open.”

Jory grinned down at her so mat-
ter-of-factly that all her fears van-
ished, and she obeyed his instruc-
tions about leaning back comfort-
ably on the davenport.

“Now relax. Don’t think of any-
thing but what I say. Just relax
and be comfortable. You feel so
sleepy,” he said in his deep, sooth-
ing voice. “You are going into a
deep, deep sleep. Relax, you are
going into a deep sleep. When I
count ten you will be asleep. One—
two—three—four: =

His voice went on but she did not
hear. Curiously, a sense of peace
crept over her and she knew she was
falling asleep. The next moment his
voice was calling her back and she
awoke to a feeling that she had been
asleep only a moment, and yet she
had had the most exciting dream.
Jory had bent over her, his arms had
gone around her and held her
tightly, and his lips had sought hers
in long, tender kisses that shot her
with fire. The experience had such
a sense of reality that she looked up
at him shyly, expecting to read con-
firmation in his expression, but he
was smiling down at her calmly, and
beyond him she could see Nina and"
Luke leaning against the kitchen
door as they sipped their
drinks.

“Now the thing to do,” he
> suggested, “is to go out to the

Anchor with us and®test your
new immunity.”

She took Nina into the bed-
room with her while she
changed clothes.

“Did you watch all the time,
Nina? What did he say and do?”
she demanded, as she slipped into a
flowered taffeta with ruffles at the
shoulder.
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“Yes, we watched all the time but
we couldn’t hear, he talked so low.
He just kneeled beside the daven-
port on one knee and held your wrist
loosely in his hands and talked.
That’s all.”

Then what, thought Amy Jo,
made her have that dream?

Walking into the Anchor sent her
blood racing. It was a kaleidoscope
of color, a carnival of laughter and
musie, and was crowded with col-
legiates, so that Jory laid a protec-
tive arm around her waist as he
guided her through the dancers.
Amy Jo hoped Fizz would see her.
He would know she didn’t grieve
long and had done much better for
herself this time. And yet, when she
caught sight of his blond head,
sleekly combed now, she felt herself
grow weak and clutched at Jory’s
arm. He covered her hand reassur-
ingly ‘and held it against his chest.
Suddenly, she knew that with him
beside her she didn’t at all mind
meeting Fizz, though she was oddly
excited. =

She managed to introduce the two
men lightly and asked casually,
“Where’s Rose?”

“Dancing somewhere.
vou, kid?”

“Just fine, Fizz.” Had he always
had that sullen droop to his mouth?

“Dance this?”

“I’'ve got 1t with Jory, but you can
have the next.”

Still with that fever of excitement
in her veins, she went into Jory’s
arms and though there wasn’t much
room to dance it provided privacy
for talk.

“Did it take effect, Amy Jo?” he
asked, head bent to hers so that he
need only murmur.

She thrilled at the sound of her
name on his lips but she answered,
“Yes, like a miracle. Just for a mo-
ment [ felt odd.” Her voice trem-

How are

bled and she caught her lower lip
in her teeth. She kept her face
down, yet she knew it was ridiculous _
to feel shy of him because of that
dream.

“He still loves you.”

“But he mustn’t. He’s married.”

“Did it occur to you that he might
have done what he has to set you
free? But he isn’t free himself.
You're still in his blood.”

“And Rose adores him. Can’t I
do something to give him back to
her?”

“He’ll realize when you two are
together that he doesn’t stir you
any more.”

Nina and Luke, threading their
way through the dancers, bumped
into Jory and announced they were
going out on the promenade.

“Let’s go, too,” suggested Jory.
He caught Amy Jo’s hand and led
her through the nearest door. The
promenade, at least on this level,
was nearly deserted, but they could
héar laughter and voices on the
lower deck where the shuffleboards
were located. The tiny spiral stairs
were nearer than the incline but they
were steep.

“Let me go first, so that I can
catch you if you fall,” he began, but
was halted by Amy Jo’s cry of dis-
may as she caught a ruffle on a nail.

“There! I'm loose, and it didn’t
tear.” ‘

“Wait,” he whispered. “Fizz fol-
lowed us out. He sees us. If you
acted as if you liked me, it might
cure him.” :

His head was heart-high, and at
her gesture of assent he leaned back
against her shoulder. Instinctively,
an arm supported him while both of
his went around her waist.

She looked down at him as if be-
witched by the brew of moonlight
which accentuated the purity of his
features—dark eyes challenging
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hers, lips parted and waiting. She
could feel her heart pounding against
his cheek and urging acceptance of
“that invitation.

And then, because her head was
as wise as her heart, she bent and
-met his demand. She was shaken
and bathed in a purifying fire, and
it seemed as if the bewildered phan-
tom of her love for Fizz floated away
into the moonlight. As if it had
been a fog that had blinded her, she
saw her love for Fizz for what it
was—a, protective love that ended
when another came to fill that need
of his. With the same dazzling in-
sight, she realized that she stood in
the clasp of her own lover’s arms.

‘Her hand lay along the clean line
of his cheek and the touch of it,
smooth and warm beneath her fin-
gers, shook her as deeply as the kiss
that was sweeping her soul with the
fire of ecstasy.

Reluctantly, they drew apart and
net a word was spoken as they went
down, Fizz utterly forgotten, to the
gang under the bright lights shining
on the shuffleboards.

Presently, when she and Luke
were standing apart from the others
he exclaimed excitedly:

“That Banta guy! I've been
wanting to tell you about him. He’s
got more money than ten people
could spend. He could roam all
over the world, buy a Texas ranch
or have a string of polo ponies, yet
he’s going to spend his time and
money straightening out people’s
mental troubles. That piece in the
paper said he’s going to study in
Vienna next year.”

Amy Jo could not control the
shiver that shook her. Of course, it
was possible that he liked her for her-
self, that she was more than a sub-
ject, an interesting experiment, but
the case history of the near-suicide

whom he had rescued provided other
proof. He had taken that boy home
with him, bought him clothes, pro-
vided him trade training and set him
up in a dry-cleaning business. All
his life he would be finding those
who needed him and give them his
time and money.

Doubtless, he would never find
any one who would love him un-
selfishly for himself as she did, or
miss such love. How funny, she
thought unsteadily, that she should
reward him by falling in love with
him. With his detached, impersonal
attitude so much like a doctor’s, that
possibility probably had not oc-
curred to him.

The only way she could save him
embarrassment, and her own pride,
was to pretend that his efforts had
been unsuccessful,  that she still
loved Fizz. She did still feel a sym-
pathetic tenderness for him. But re-
gardless of developments, she must
not let Jory guess that she loved
him.

She danced with Fizz, and because
Jory was watching she gazed up at
him in the old tender way, and his
eyes were bleak as he held her closer,
erying her name brokenly against
her hair. It was so easy to counter-
feit emotion.

Although she did not say it in so.
many words, she let Jory believe
from her manner and expression that
Fizz was not entirely out of her
heart.

Even Luke commented on Jory’s
puzzled frown as he took his leave.

“Looks as if he had something
more up his sleeve.”

She learned what that something
more was, Wednesday night. The
other two girls were out, and she and
Nina were playing two-handed
bridge when the buzzer rang.

“Oh, these curlers make me look
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She looked down at him as if bewitched by the moonlight whicbac-
centuated his features—dark eyes challenging hers, lips parted and
- waiting. With dazzling insight, she realized that she loved him,
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awful,” exclaimed Nina, making a
dash for the bedroom.
some one for you so I'll not have to
take them off.”

* Amy Jo opened the door to reveal
Jory, his slouch hat dripping water,
his topcoat glistening with the rain.
He murmured something about the
April weather as he shook out hat
and topcoat and hung them where
she indicated, before following her
into the cheerful living room.

She could hardly realize that he
was there, sitting in the scarlet
leather chair, so close that she could
put out a hand to touch him. But
she dared not. She waited breath-
lessly for him to speak. - Had he
come to tell her that he loved her?

“Tizz still loves you,” he began.
“And you—I guess you still love
him. You see, I know quite a bit
about psychology but very little
about love. But I'm learning. Love
may die but it can’t be assassinated.”

“But my love for Fizz is dead,”
she wanted to cry aloud. “I love
you!”

“So now I can give you back
what I lost for you,” he was con-
tinuing. “Fizz, his love, and your
dreams of happiness.”

“But Fizz is married. T wouldn’t
take him from Rose if I could.”

“He is not and never has been
married. As I suspected, the whole
act was simply to make you hate
him, and give you happiness.”

“But he lived with Rose—still
does.”

“Can’t you forgive that? It was

an act of desperation. It was for
you.”
Before she could answer, he

plunged on, “He loves you, Amy Jo.
He’s cut down on drinking already,
and is ready to let me help him over-
come it entirely if you'll take him
back. Will you?”

“I hope it’s -

Of course, she would have to agree
in order to keep Jory from suspect-
ing the truth. But she would see
Fizz and Rose and tell them the
truth when Jory was not around to
hear.

“That’s glorious of you”—as she
nodded. “Fizz is waiting outside.
T'll get him.”

Amy Jo felt trapped and sick, but

tried to smile as she met Fizz’s bluer

eyes.

“Gee, kid, you’ll never be sorry,”
he muttered. “I'll make you
happy.”

“How about Rose?” :

“She left me. I tried to play fair.
I didn’t send her away. She just
left.” :

Amy Jo had the surest feeling that
if Rose hadn’t left him he wouldn’t
be here. Now he had no one but
her, and Jory showed plainly enough
that he didn’t want her.

“T'll let Banta put the erimp on
drinking and gamblmg, baby. Start-
ing now, to-night.”

A sob caught in her throat. “I
don’t love you now, Fizz,” she cried.
“I did as you said and had Jory cure
me.” She turned toward Jory with
a pleading gesture. “You'll have to
make me love him again.”

His eyes were wide and bewildered
as they met hers. “But I never
stopped you,” he protested. ‘

“I just pretended that it didn’t
have any effect,” she confessed.

“I mean, I didn’t do anything, tell
you anything =

“That night, didn’t you hypnotize
me So that T wouldnt love him?
Didn’t you?”

“No. I don’t even know if that
could be done. But making you
think that I had, had the natural
psychological result. I thought if
you didn’t love him you would find
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it out. You would know that you
were free.”
“Then I dldnt love him, and

never can. Is that it?”

His face was white and drawn as
he nodded.

“What did you say to me then?”

“I suggested a substitute. I told
you to love me.”

Fizz was forgotten as she an-
swered, voice very low and unsteady,
“That was cruel.”

“I didn’t think so. There has to
be a substitute and I had loved you
from the first time I talked to you.
I thought if you loved me——" His
voice broke and her heart leaped to
hear it. “But that was an experi-
ment never tried before that T know
of, so I didn’t know if it would work.
I only hoped.”

“No, it didn’t work,” she said
softly. “You didn’t make me love
you.”

She looked at him, his dark head
bent, his hands clenched between his
knees, but his clean-cut lips firm.
He loved and thought he had lost,
but he was taking it courageously.

She added huskily, “Because when

we danced and you were so under-
standing about Fizz—oh, darling, I
loved you then.”

His head jerked up, and their eyes
locked. Then she was in his arms
and his lips were fire on hers.

Presently Fizz coughed and re-
marked, “I could get Rose back if
you were marrying some one else,
Amy Jo.”

His shining eyes, the tremulous
smile, the eager tension of his body,
all told a story of their swn—told of
the friendship almost as deep as
love, that he had had for Amy Jo
which was holding him back from
complete happiness with Rose. Just
as Amy Jo had felt herself freed by
the love in Rose’s eyes, so did Fizz
feel his responsibility end when he
saw her in her lover’s arms.

“She 1s,” exclaimed Jory happily.
And then, “You are marrying me,
aren’t you, beloved?”

“If ’'m awake, T am. But if Pm
dreaming, let this dream go on fer-
ever.”

“It will,” he promised, and as she
gave him her lips again she knew
that it would.
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A First Kiss

By Cateau De Leeuw

USAN wiped away the tears that
splashed down her face with a
weary gesture, and tried reso-

lutely to put her recent sorrow out
of her mind. She was utterly worn
out after the last few days.

She wondered what the future
would be like—a future that was in-
extricably bound up with Easton’s.
She knew so little about her new
guardian, although she had seen him
occasionally at her father’s office,
and at a few formal dinners at home.

The car turned into a long, tree-

bordered drive. Were they here so
soon? She looked at the house with
interest. It was a simple brick with
white trim, and stood on a raised
terrace. 'The lawns were neatly
kept. In the distance she could see
the stables. She had heard that Jay
Easton was fond of horses.

She was somewhat astonished at
the elegance of his home. He, him-
self, had always seemed so intent on
business, that she had never thought
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of him in any background other than
an office. Yet, she admitted, she had
known that he lived in his old family
home, willingly making the long trip
into town every day so that he could
enjoy life in the country.

With a flourish, the chauffeur drew
up before the door. It opened in-
stantly, and a middle-aged woman in
smart black came forward. The
housekeeper, no doubt.

“I’'m Mrs. Jasper,” the woman in-
troduced herself promptly, “and 1
hope you’re going to be very com-
fortable here, Miss Oliver.” She
smiled as she spoke, but the smile
did not reach as far as her eyes.

Susan did not like her. Perhaps
her manner showed it, for Mrs. Jas-
per’s smile faded and she said stiffly,
“Mr. Easton is waiting for you in the
Library.”

Easton here? Susan tried not to
look too surprised. She had not
dreamed that he would stay away
from the office just to welcome her
to her new home! _

At first she did not see him as she
entered the high-ceilinged room. A
fire was dying on the hearth, and
there was no other light. She stood
staring at the book-lined walls, the
fine lamps and vases.

Then a movement near the far
window caught her eye. It was Eas-
ton, rising swiftly to his feet. He
came forward to greet her, his voice
‘sounding unnaturally hurried.

“I'm sorry. I dido’t expect you
- so-soon. I -should have been at the
door to greet you. Won't you take
- off your coat? Mrs. Jasper, I think
hot tea would be welcome and some
—some sandwiches and things!”

- He seemed breathless and embar-
rassed. Susan could hardly believe
her ears. Was this the calm Jay
Easton, victor in so many eourtroom

- battles, the stony, self-possessed
Easton who had taken charge of her

father’s funeral, who had seen to the
closing of her old home, and had
read her the conditions of her fa-
ther’s will?

She put out her hand with a
friendly gesture. “You are very
kind,” she said, “but I dont want
to be any bother.”

Over their teacups, they were
formal again. Susan said with a
smile, “I shall not have to disturb
your household very long, I think.
By next week I shall be able to go
back to school, and by the time
school’s over, you’ll only have me on
your hands for a few weeks until I'm
eighteen.”

He told her flatly, “You're not. go-
ing back to Miss Sempel’s.”

Susan’s head jerked up. ‘“Not go-
ing back? Of course I'm going back!
This is my senior year, and though
T'll have missed a few weeks, I
know dad would have wished me to
finish with the others. I can make
it up easily enough.”

“T have engaged a tutor for you—
a Miss Berry,” he went on, as if she
had not spoken at all. “She’ is
highly competent and will give you
everything you need—perhaps more
than you would have had at Miss
Sempel’s.”

Susan looked at him aghast. “But
T don’t want a tutor. I've gone to
Miss Sempel’s for the past four years,
and I want to finish there with the
rest of the girls!” =

He rose restlessly and stood by the
mantelpiece, looking down at her.
For the first time, Susan realized
that Jay Easton was a young man—
young, lithe and good-looking.

She had always thought of him as
a contemporary of her father’s. But
he wasn’t. He couldn’t be more than
thirty-one! The shock was so great

~that she hardly heard his words

when he speke.
“I'm sorry,” he said, “but T prefer
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you to be taught here.” And he left
the room.

It was not until he was gone that
the words penetrated. Susan was
furious. Her breath came hard. Just
because her father had known and
trusted him, just because he had
been named her guardian in her fa-
ther’s will, she would have to submit
to his ridiculous tyranny until she
was eighteen. Four months!

As she rose wearily to go to her
room, she reflected with a grim twist
to her soft red mouth, that she could
stand it. She would have to! But
after those four months, she would
be free to do as she pleased—to live
where and with whom she pleased.
Jay Easton would have no more
jurisdiction over her, only over her
money.

Mrs. Jasper took her up to her
room. It was a charming bedroom
—soft-yellow walls, furniture that
had been stained a pale-gray, and
draperies of sea-green. It was a
room that went with her blond curls
and blue-green eyes.

“He had it all done over when he
heard you were to live here,” Mrs.
Jasper said. The tight lump in
Susan’s heart began to thaw a little.
“He drove the workmen something
awful to get it done in time,” Mrs.
Jasper continued. “I told him you
could sleep in one of the spare bed-
rooms if it wasn’t finished, but he
wouldn’t listen to me!”

The color came back into Susan’s
cheeks. “That was nice of him!” she
said warmly. “It was nice of him
to be here to-day, too, when I came.”

Mrs. Jasper turned to go. “I don’t
know about that,” she commented
from the doorway. “I thought he
stayed home because one of his fa-
vorite mares was sick and he wanted
to consult with the vet’nary.”

The lump hardened again. “It’s
going to be a horrible four months,”

Susan whispered to herself, as the
door closed.

But by the time the crocuses and
hyacinths were carpeting the lawn,
Susan had changed her mind. After
one stiff week, in which Jay was for-
mal to the point of coldness and Su-
san sulked because of her new tutor,
things brightened. For one thing,
the weather cleared and they could
go riding cross-country together in
the soft spring air.

Trotting along, side by side, Jay
would forget his role of guardian,
and would talk to her as man to
woman, And Susan, learning more
and more of his personal life, came
to realize that he was really quite
young, that he could be charming,
and that he was terribly lonely. It
was because of that very loneliness
that he had made such a reputation
for himself as a lawyer before he was
thirty. And it was loneliness that
had made him don his protective
armor of chilly reserve.

The more Susan understood Jay,
the more she liked and admired him.
More and more, she found points -
of resemblance between him and her
father. And as her anger dropped
away from her, she blossomed forth
into her natural, sunny self.

- One night, as April was drawing to
a close, Jay excused himself after
dinner, saying that he had work to
do in his study. He often worked
evenings, and Susan sighed when he
left the room. These evenings alone
were dreary. Miss Berry, who had
turned out to be a young, attractive
woman, went home at night. There
was no one to talk to but Mrs. Jas-
per, and Susan had never gotten
over her first feeling of dislike for
the woman.

For a while she wandered around
the large living room. She picked up
a novel and tossed it down again.
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She was restless and

unhappy to-night,
without knowing
why.

“Susan turned with
a start at a noise in
the doorway. Jay
stood there, his
brows drawn into a
frown as he stared
at her. She won-
dered how long he
had been watching
her. :

“T hadn’t real-
1zed,” he said ab-
ruptly, “how lonely it is here for
you. I’'m sorry I didn’t let you—

I really wanted you to be happy.”
His words came in jerks. The dis-

In the soft light of the desk
lamp stood Jay, his arms about
the slim figure of Francesca.
Her long white arms were
twined about his neck, and her
scarlet lips clung to his. Susan
stood still for a moment, sud-
denly feeling ill. Then, with a
murmured apology, she stum- il

bled from the room. .

jointed phrases,
Susan knew, were
an apology for his
attitude about Miss
Sempel’s. But he
sounded so queer,
almost as if he were

She started for-
ward impulsively,
but he backed away from her, al-
most with a look of horror. “I have
a client coming to see me here, this
evening,” he stammered. “She lives
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with her brother and his family. T’ll
tell her to have her nephew bring
her over.”

Bill Morse brought his aunt to

the door with a screeching of brakes.
~ Susan stood in one of the tall win-
dows, hidden by the folds of the
drapes, and watched them. Bill was
about twenty-one, tall and sandy-
haired, with a snub nose. Susan dis-
missed him without a thought. But
her eyes drank in every detail of the
woman who stepped languidly from
the car.

Francesca Bruyon was tall and
willowy, with an exotic head held
proudly upon her long, slim neck.
Her evening wrap of black velvet
clung to her beautifully molded
figure.

- They came into the room where
she stood, a small lonely figure near
the hearth. As introductions were
made, Francesca Bruyon gave her
one swift, searching glance from her
heavily shadowed eyes, then ignored
her.

But Bill, after a quick handshake,
stepped to Susan’s side with a low
laugh. “Boy!” he exclaimed. “If
T’d known there was anybody like
you parked in the countryside, I'd
have gotten fired out of college
sooner!”

Susan barely heard him. Jay and
Francesca were walking slowly to-
ward the door. The woman’s hand
lay heavily on Jay’s arm, her sleek
head inclined flatteringly toward his.
The black sequins of her low-cut
gown sparkled and shimmered in the
light and their weight revealed every
seductive curve of her figure.

With an angry gesture, Susan
smoothed the blue crépe of her sim-
ple dinner dress.

“T said,” Bill Morse was repeat-
ing patiently, when she came back to
reality, “that you’re the first girl

I've been allowed even to look at
since my last shindig.”

Susan turned dazed eyes upon
him. “You’ll have to enlighten me,”
she said. “I'm afraid I don’t know
anything about you but your name.”

“Wise woman,” he commented.
“You must have been reading the
rules of conquest: ‘Always get a
man to talk about himself, and he
is yours.””

She laughed. It was the first time
she had laughed that evening. It
was fun to be with some one young,
foolish and irresponsible again.

She patted the seat beside her.
“And rule two is: ‘Make him com-
fortable, and he will tell you things
he hadn’t intended to.””

Their gay voices rang through the
quiet house. Billy told her all about
his latest escapade, for which he had
been expelled from college.

“And now,” he ended mournfully,
“dad says I’ve got to get a job! I
ask you, is that a way to treat a
dutiful son? T wonder what he’d do
without me? Why, if T didn’t keep
an eye on Aunt Fran, she’d be in
hot water every other week, and the
family would be involved in one
scandal after another. D’you know
what she’s come over to see Easton
about to-night? She wants to get
a divoree, and she has no grounds!”

“But Jay doesn’t take divorce
cases,” Susan faltered.

Bill’s low laugh rang out. “Maybe
he never did before,” he said with a
significant lift of his eyebrows, “and
maybe he never will again. But this
time he will! I've never known Aunt
Fran to fail yet!”

Something in his voice made Su-
san jump up, her heart pounding
strangely. “Why are we sitting
here?” she cried. “Let’s have a game
of ping-pong. 1 haven’t had my
daily exercise to-day, and you can
give me a good dose of it!”
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She led the way to.the back stairs.

It was dark, and she had forgotten
to switch on the hall light, so she
felt her way .carefully. She could
-not see that -the door of the study
was barely closed, so that when she
‘pressed against it with her- finger
- tips. it swung open.
There, in the soft light of his desk
- Jamp, stood Jay, his arms about the
slim figure of Francesca Bruyon.
- Her long white arms were twined
about his neck, and her scarlet lips
~clung to his.

Susan stood perfectly still for a
-moment, suddenly feeling ill. She
never knew how long they remained
there, the four of them, motionless
and quiet. But something, some lit-
tle sound must have penetrated to
the two lovers. Francesca’s long
- black lashes lifted as Jay raised his
head. Then, as she saw who stood
-in the .doorway, she laid her head
upon his shoulder and smiled.

Susan had no memory of her and
- Bill’s murmured apology, of their
stumbling descent to the ping-pong
~room. It was not until they were
- savagely batting balls at each other
- that she remembered Bill’s trium-
- phant, “T told you he would take the
..case!”

_ Through the blur of pain that en-
" veloped her mind, she distinguished
- one clear thought. She loved Jay!

She didn’t want to love him, her
‘heart - cried- out rebelliously. It
- could mean nothing but hurt and dis-
- appointment for her, she knew.  He
did not love her—he did not even
:think of her as any one to love. He
had been kind and- courteous these
past few weeks, but it had been the
kindness of a host, no more. He
- had insisted on her presence in his
house only because of his promise
. to her father.

- . It was to hide her love then, that
she played up to Bill’s advances out-

ing your worry,”

rageously. It was to salve her pride,
too—to reassure herself that, though
one man might not even be aware
of her as a woman, another could
be, and was attracted at first meet-
ing. She acceded so swiftly to Bill’s
proposal of a. date for the following
evening that he was encouraged to
ask for more. And she recklessly
said “yes” to everythmv _

It was not until much later that

she and Bill were startled by Jay’s

voice on the stairs. “Come on up,
you two! Refreshments are about
to be served.”

Bill gave a whoop of delight and
pulled Susan reluctantly up after
him. At the head of the stairs stood
Jay himself. He was smiling, with
an attempt to be jovial. Susan
avoided his eyes.

“If you hadn’t stopped,” Jay was
saying with a laugh, “I might not
have had any ward left. I'm going
to be a guardian for such a short
time, I can’t have you cheatmg me,
Bill.”

The boy whistled. “You're wast-
he answered em-

phatically.  “I’m the one who needs
sympathy! Has that little girl got
appeal! And have I fallen for it!”

Jay’s face slowly hardened as he
glanced from one to the other. There
was an uncomfortable silence, be-
fore he turned and led the way to
the living. room.

The hour “which followed was
strained and quiet. Bill pretended
to be afraid of Susan’s “big, bad
guardian,” as he designated Jay in
a whisper. Jay sat unsmiling, his

- eyes almost constantly on the two

young people. Francesca lounged in
her deep chair, thoroughly relaxed,
lovely head thrown back, a satisfied
smile curving her red lips.

When the Morse car had disap-
peared down the driveway, and she

" had turned back into the house, Su-
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san suddenly felt very tired. She
started for the stairway but Jay’s
voice, behind her, brought her to a
halt.

“T'd like to speak to you a mo-
ment,” he said.

A certam quality of appeal in his
eyes, in his voice, sent Susan’s heart
into her throat. Her fingers touched
her mouth in an unconscious gesture
of hope. Perhaps—perhaps he was
going to ekplain.

“What did you think of Bill
Morse?” her guardian asked ab-
ruptly.

. She lowered her lashes
so that he could not see
her pain-filled eyes. “I
liked him,”’ she said
slowly. Oh, what did
she care about Bill
Morse? She had hardly
been aware of him all
evening. She had been
too unhappy at the dis-
covery of her love.

“He seemed to like
you, too,” Jay replied,
his voice tingled with distaste.

“He seemed to,” she admitted.
“He’s already dated me twice for
this week, and three times for next.
We're going to the country club
dance together, and he’s taking me
driving to-morrow. He’s going to
take me over to the Greshams’, too.
They’re having a house party, and
there’ll be a lot of young people
there——"

“That’s enough!”

Susan’s head came up W1th a jerk,
Jay’s face was stern. “I forbid you
to go to the Greshams’ with that—
that pup!” he cried. “I forbid it,
do you hear? I won’t have you go-
ing with that set. They’re fast,
hard-drinking, and a hotbed for
scandal. T’ll give Bill Morse a
piece of my mind for even thinking
of taking you there! And you’re not

\/%2/%
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to go driving with him, either. He’s
been arrested for speeding and reck-
less driving—I don’t know how
many times! As for the dance at
the country club——"

But Susan, her astonishment giv-
ing way to angry resentment, cut
in, “If you forbid me to go to that,
too, I'll walk out of here, and I won’t
come back! What right have you
to treat me as if I were a two-year-
old? The law says I'll be old enough
to take care of myself in three
months. Do you think that just be-
cause I'm three months
under the legal age, I'm a
complete nitwit? Do you
//f:;“ think I’ve lived seventeen

% years without having ac-
q / quired any common sense
\ at all?” She gave him a
¢ long, furious glance, then

turned her back on him.
“At least I haven’t lived
long enough to have lost
my principles!” she cried,
and, without a backward
glance, fled upstairs.

Susan bought a new dress, espe-
cially for the country club dance.
She searched the shops until she
found just what she wanted—a
chiffon of soft sea-green, with a
corsage of pale-gold flowers and ‘a
twisted girdle of green-and-gold.
The gold wrap was lined, surpris-
ingly, in a light shade of red-orange,
and the effect was one of extreme
simplicity, yet a simplicity that was
the last word in sophistication.

When Bill came to call for her
with Francesca, who was to be es-
corted to the dance by Jay, Susan
was a radiant green-and-gold vision.
Francesca wore sequins—bright-blue
ones that shot angry lights. Some-
how, Susan’s gown made Francesca
look theatrical and unnatural.

Susan saw Jay’s approving glance
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as she came down the long, eurving
stairway, saw him glance at the tall
figure of Francesca in comparison.
She hardly heard Bill’s admiring ex-
elamation as she put on the gold
wrap. She only knew that Jay had
liked it, and her heart beat smoth-
eringly with the knowledge.

“All the way to the country club,
she hugged the thought to her. Life
had been horrible these last few days,

with Jay retreating into a coldly dis-.

approving shell, and herself white
and defiant. But now everything
would be all right. Jay would dance
_with her. He would hold her in his
arms, and he would know—he
couldn’t help knowing—that they
were made for each other. She
closed her eyes and willed it to be so.

Jay had the first dance with Fran-
cesca, and Susan was paired with
Bill. And, after the first few minutes
on the floor, there were so many men
clamoring to meet her, so many in-
troductions and cut-ins that she lost
sight of her guardian.

It was not until she was daneing
with Bill again, that a tall figure
tapped the younger man on the
shoulder. A murmured “Sorry!” and

she was held in arms as rigid as oak.
Susan looked up, startled, and found
Jay’s stern eyes gazmg at her in-
tently.

“You’re having a good time?” he
asked.

“Yes,” she said in a low, unhappy
voice.

“You seem to be very popular,
he volunteered, a little later.

Susan could have wept. This
wasn’t the way she had planned it
at all. He held her so stiffly, as if
there were an invisible wall between
them. He spoke to her in the same
way. What was the use of her new
dress, of her popularity, i she
weren’t beautiful in his eyes?

His arms held her away from him
with unyielding firmness. She tried
to press a little closer to him, and
stumbled.

“I'm not a very good dancer,” he
apologized grimly. Susan felt the
tears gathermg. If Hal Peters had
not eut in at that moment, she
would have broken down.

She made the transfer automati-
cally, and watched dully as Jay
picked his way expertly across the
floor to tap Francesca’s partner on
the shoulder. With a mevement
like blue flame, Francesca flowed
into his arms. He did not hold her
away from him, Susan neticed. He
danced superbly with Francesea!

At midnight, she missed them.
She no longer saw the brilliant-blue
flash of Francesea’s sequin gewn,
nor the tall, tanned figure of her
guardian. She thought, sickeningly,
of the veranda, of the dark gardens.

With one after another of her
partners she made some excuse to
go outside and see. But she saw
nothing. Then she thought of Jay’s
car, and looked at the parking space.
The car was gone.

The rest of the evening was a haze.
She remembered having to fight' off
Hal Peters some time later. This
time, she had really gone out on the
veranda for a breath of air, but Hal
was beginning to think that her con-
stant suggestions of the veranda had
another meaning.

She had to slap his face hard, be-
fore he would stop kissing her—
drunken kisses that left her feeling
soiled and trembling. She repaired
her make-up and sought out Bill.

“I want to go home,” she said sim-
ply.

Bill took one look at her white
face, and leaped to his feet. “You're
tired!” he cried. “Too much sim-
ple life at Jay Easton’s place is go-
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ing to unfit you for the social whirl,
if you stay much longer!”

He was foolish and tender by
turns on the way home, as Susan
sat wearily beside him. He was a
nice boy, she thought gratefully,
even if Jay did not approve of him.

And so, when he took her breath-
lessly in his arms as they stood be-
fore the long French doors of the
library, and pressed his eager lips
down on hers, she responded gently.
It was balm to her wounded heart to
know that some one loved her!

Bill’'s eyes shone in the dark.
“You sweet thing!” he murmured,
and kissed her again, then again.
Beneath the more demanding pres-
_sure of his lips, Susan stirred faintly.
He mustn’t go any further, she
thought in something like panic.
She took his head between her hands.

“Bill'” she cried softly. “Bill
dear!”

“I'd like a word with Bill, myself,”
said a stern voice behind them. “Su-
san, you will go to-my study and
wait for me there.”

Susan’s heart gave a great throb,
then settled  leadenly within her.
“Good night, Bill,” she managed in
a calm voice. “Thank you for a
lovely evening!”

Without a glance at her guardian,
she went slowly into the house. She
went to the study, not because he
had ordered her to, but because she
was determined to have things out
"with him to-night. He could not
- treat her like this! She would ask
him to let her go back to Miss Sem-
pel’s, to let her stay there for the
remaining three months of his
guardianship.

How long she stood there, seeth-
ing with indignation, trembling with
nervous fatigue, she did not know.
Jay’s presence in the doorway roused
her. :

“Do you know what time it is?”

he began, before she could speak.
He did not wait for an answer.
“Three o’clock, and you and Bill had
promised to be home by one. But
this is the last time it will happen,
I can tell you. There’ll be no more
dances while I'm in charge of you.
You’'ll stay here, where I can keep
an eye on you. Have you any idea
what I've gone through, how I've
worried, while you’ve probably been
parked on some dark road?”

Susan’s voice cried above his,
“That’s not true! We came straight
home! We simply lost track of the
time, and you needn’t act as if we
had committed some crime, because
we haven't!”

“I wish I could believe you,” he
flashed back bitterly. “I suppose
you'll be telling me next that that
was your first kiss to-night!”

Susan’s eyes blazed. “It——" The
memory of Hal Peters’s kisses swept
over her, and with it a telltale tide
of red that left her paler than before.

She quailed before the fire in Jay’s
eyes as he took her shoulders in an
iron grip. “Good heavens!” he
cried. “You look so young, so sweet
and innocent, and you're just =
With a single movement, he swept
her into his arms, and his lips de-
scended brutally upon her softly
parted ones. :

A kiss that was torture was suc-
ceeded by a kiss that was peace, as
her trembling figure relaxed in his
embrace. Hard at first, then so ten-
der that the tears came to her eyes,
the caress left her thrilling with hap-
piness. Slowly, rapturously, Susan
opened her eyes, and saw the door
of the study.

It was like a blow over the heart—
the memory of that other kiss she
had seen from the study door. With
a choked sob, she drew away from
him.
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“You look so young, so sweet and imnocent,” he cried, “and you're

JuSte—""

With a single movement, he swept her into his arms, and

his lips descended brutally upon her softly parted ones.

“I—1I hate you!” she said in a dull
tone.

Jay’s arms fell to his sides. Su-
san did not see the deeply bitter
lines that formed around his mouth,
- por the stricken look in his eyes. “I
‘hate you!” she repeated, and left him
standing there.

She stayed in bed late the next
day, so that she wouldn’t have to see
Jay before he left for the city. Al
day she sat listlessly in her room
with Miss Berry, only rousing when
Mrs. Jasper told her that she was
wanted on the phone. :

She went with dragging steps,
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dreading the thought that she might
hear Jay’s voice. But it was Bill.

“Hello, angel!” He sounded as
blithe as ever, despite the lecture
Jay must have given him the night
before. “Did the big, bad guardian
leave you whole or in pieces?”

She struggled for the right note
of gayety. Whatever happened, no
one must guess how she felt about
Jay. :

“In pieces, of course,” she an-
swered. “But very attractive pieces,
if I do say so myself!”

“Well, 1 hope you were properly
reassembled this morning,” Bill
chuckled. - “Nothing left out, like a
heart, for instance?”

Her breath caught for a moment
then she said gayly:

“Oh, that was misplaced long
ago!”

“Before 1 met you?”

“Well,” she answered slowly, “that
would be telling!”

Bill’s voice suddenly sobered.
“Listen, angel,” he said seriously,
“you can’t stay there with that cold-
blooded fish of a guardian of yours.
I won’t have it! 1 love you, you
know. Don’t tell me you didn’t, be-
cause it’s been written all over me
ever since I first saw you! And you
like me a little,
too, don’t you?”

“Why, of course,
Billy,”” she re-
turned feebly,
“bu »

“No ‘buts’ now!
I'm in earnest. It
drives me crazy to
think of you being
penned up there
by his selfish
whim. What say
I come for you
about one in the
morning? Have a
bag ready, and we

will drive to a little town I know
that has an obliging justice of peace.
He never minds being awakened in
the middle of the night, and we’ll
get married. Is it a go?”

Susan thought of living for three
more months under the same roof
with Jay—of loving him, yet hating
him, so much that her whole being
seemed torn by the conflict; of know-
ing that he despised her; of longing
for the thrill of his kisses and the
shelter of his arms. It would be
unbearable, she knew. And Billy
wasn’t a bad sort, really—just young
and a little flighty. But the very
contrast to Jay would make him ac-
ceptable.

She took a deep breath. “It’s a
go,” she said, so low that Bill could
hardly hear her.

“Then you’ll be ready at one
sharp?” he cried exultantly. “I’ll
leave the car outside the drive and
walk in. T’ll meet you on the ter-
race.”

“On the terrace,” she repeated,
and replaced the phone like one in a
trance.

As she turned away from the li-
brary, she saw Mrs. Jasper coming
out of the study, a bowl of faded
flowers in her hand, her face as ex-
pressionless as
ever. Susan had
a moment’s
panic. There was
an extension in
the study. She
stared search-
ingly at the older
woman, but she
could tell noth-
ing.

She was very
poor at her les-
sons that day,
and Miss Berry
went away, shak-
ing her head. But
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Susan slipped out onto the terrace, where she had promised to meet

Bijll, when a firm hand suddenly caught her and drew her back.

“You

can’t get married to Bill Morse or to any one else without my consent,”

Jay told her sternly.

Susan barely noticed. She had
other, more important things to
think about than French literature,
economics, or history. She was go-
ing to be married to-night, to a man
she didn’t love.

Surely, she told her threbbing
heart, she would learn to love him
afterward. Surely, making Billy

“And I’m not giving it!”

happy would teach her to forget
Jay!

It was hard to sit through dinner
as if this were any other day. She
had hoped Jay would phone that he
had been detained in the city. But
he came home at the usual hour, his
face a little whiter and sterner, his
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lips compressed into a thinner line.
Susan hardly dared look at him, lest
he surprise her secret in her eyes.
She was monosyllabic at the table,
and later excused herself, to go to
her room. f

“I have a headache,” she said. A
heartache would have been closer to
the truth, she
thought miser-
ably.

Jay half rose
from his chair.
“Don’t you feel
well?”’ he said
anxiously. *Is
there anything
you would like?”

“No,” she an-
swered, her whole

being conscious
of the fact that
these would be

the last words she .
would speak to
him for a long
time. Her lips
trembled, and she
_ turned away so

that he would not
see there was something amiss.

She changed to a light wool suit
and packed a week-end bag. Then
she sat down to wait in her dark
room. For a long time, she could
see the light from Jay’s study flood-
ing the evergreens near the house.
Then it went out, and she heard him
go to his room. But she thought he
would never stop his pacing up and
down, up and down. Was he nerv-
ous, too? - ° )

At last there was silence, but Su-
san crept from her room with care-
ful stealth. He might still be awake.
After all, it was only one o’clock.

As she came out on the terrace,
she saw the lights of Bill’s roadster
coming down the road. When they
stopped, and she at last made out

his dim form striding across the lawn,
she felt as if she would faint. Her

knees shook so, that she set down:
her bag and leaned a hand against-
the wall to steady herself.

“Susan!” Billy’s whisper seemed:
like thunder in her ears.
there?” he

“Are you:
questioned  eagerly.

“Yes, Susan is
here, and so is
her guardian,”
said Jay’s voice
from somewhere
beside her.
Susan leaped:
like a stricken
deer and turned
to flee, but a
big, firm hand
caught her and
drew her back.

At his touch,
all her fear left
her and only an-
ger remained.:
“Let me go!”’-
she cried. “Youw
can’t stop me,
even if you are
here!”

“Yes, I can. You can’t get mar- .
ried to Bill Morse or to any one else-
without my consent. And I'm not -
giving it!”

“How did you know? It was Mrs..
Jasper, I suppose.. The snooping-
thing!” Her rage was unbounded.

“Yes, it was Mrs. Jasper. But
she was snooping, if you want to-
call it that, at my orders.”

“Paying people to spy on me! Oh,
you're despicable!” she cried. »

“You may stop us this time, Mr.
Easton,” Bill put in, “but Susan wiil
be able to do as she pleases in three
months. And then try to stop us!”

Jay laughed—a short bark of a
laugh. “I’ll still have control of her
money, Bill,” he said, and there was
a deeper meaning in his words. “I
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can always stop her allowance until
she is twenty-one. I don’t imagine
you would be so keen about marry-
ing her then, would you?”

Susan waited for Bill’'s angry
denial, but none came. “You mean,”
he faltered, “she won’t have any
.money until then?”

“That changes matters, doesn’t
it?” Susan hated Jay for his sneer-
ing tone, hated Bill even more for
his evident scheming to get her

money. She stood, a still statue of

a girl, while Bill mumbled apologet-
ically, and went silently back to his
car. Then Jay was holding the door
of the library open for her, and she
entered automatically.

“Why,” she asked at last, “didn’t
you let me go? Why didn’t you let
me find a little peace with him?”

She watched his strong hands
knotting and unknotting before he
spoke. “Because I couldn’t stand
it!” he cried, the words seeming to
be wrung from him by some force
stronger than his will. “T didn’t let
vou go for the same reason that I
didn’t let you go back to Miss Sem-
pel’s. I was only going to have you
for four months! I couldn’t bear to
lose a minute of it, I tell you. I
didn’t care if you thought me harsh,
cruel and domineering! I had to

have you where I could see you,
could speak to you, could feel your

presence in my home, even when I
lay sleepless in the middle of the
night! It was all T was to have of
you for the rest of my life!” He
stopped, as if the words had been
choked off.

Susan strained toward him, trying
to see his face in the dim light. “But
why,” she demanded softly, “did you
want me here?”

He made a gesture of defeat. “Be-
cause I love you!” Tt was a mere
whisper.

“And Francesca?” Her whole life
hung upon his answer.

“When a man has been driven to
a certain point, he takes anything
that’s offered,” he said in a low voice.

Susan put her hands upon his
arms, and thrilled to their trembling
at her touch. She drew a long, quiv-
ering breath. “But you never even
tried—you never even asked me!”
she cried. “My dear, my dear, must
I do it all?”

He gave a groan—half sob, half
incredulous laughter—and held her
to him as if he would never let her
go. “Susan darling, am I dream-
ing?” he breathed before he kissed
her.

And in the blissful rapture of that
perfect kiss, Susan knew they were
both dreaming—of their future, the
thrilling beauty of which was about
to enfold them.

| So much more
ENJOYMENT

- WHEN YOU




Her New Boss

By Vida T. Adams

ILL BASCOMB’S harassed soft
brown eyes swept uneasily to
the clock over the office door,

then to the pile of unanswered mail
in her basket. With renewed speed,
she drove her fingers over the type-
writer keys.

“Give the aeccoustiphone a fair
trial, Mrs. Gray. Don’t expect to

distinguish words at first. See Page
Two of your instruction book. ~ “T'he
hearing nerve, long unused, must be
gently awakened——""

The office door opened.

Distractedly, Jill bent her red
curls over the typewriter. Her fin-
gers spurted against time. “Use the
accoustiphone at first for -
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A faint, unmistakable, exotic per-
fume drifted to her faintly freckled
nose. She turned abruptly.

“Oh! It’s you again!”

Blond Glenella Whitmore’s answer
was silvery melodious laughter
which she sent cascading through
the hushed silence of the swanky
branch office like a spring waterfall.
The sylvan echoes of it brought Jed
Blythe from his job of mending
accoustiphones in the anteroom.

“Hi, Jed!” Glenella dumped a
shower of small batteries on the
counter. “Recharge these overnight
for me this time. Aunt Maidie com-
plains you did a bad job of them last
week.” She lowered her incredibly
long lashes at Jed. “But I don’t
really think it is the batteries. I
believe Aunt Maidie’s growing more
deaf.”

Jed adjusted his black-rimmed
glasses on his nose. Jed was a seri-
ous, thoughtful young man, who
rarely smiled but he grinned now,
showing his firm, white teeth.

“We'll give Aunt Maidie the bene-
fit of the doubt. Test the batteries
anyway,” he said. He carried the
batteries to his workshop beyond the
demonstration rcom. Glenella’s blue
eyes followed his lithe figure.

But Jill was not deceived. Bring- .

ing batteries to be recharged three
times in as many days was the ex-
cuse Glenella used to come to the
office. But not to see Jed!

Jill raised her brown eyes to meet
Glenella’s mocking gaze squarely.
Her heart beg‘an to beat suffo-
catingly.

“If you came to entice Lee Evans
to another of your rummage sales,
or bridge teas, or even a recita], he
isn’t in!”

Shamelessly, Glenella exhibited a
devastating dimple in her left cheek.
“It was a bridge tea,” she admitted.

Jill moved closer to the counter,

her intriguingly throaty voice muted
so that Jed, in his workroom, might
not hear.

“You don’t look like the kind of
girl to tramp on another’s exclusive
territory,” she said with a signifi-
cance that the other girl could
scarcely ignore.

Glenella took out her cigarette
case, offered it to Jill before taking a
cigarette herself. What could Jill
do but proffer her her lighter? It
was hard not to like Glenella.

Both girls smoked a moment, tak-
ing each other’s measure.

“If Lee Evans has asked you to
marry him, I'll sign off,” said Glen-
ella.

Jill colored. Lee hadn’t asked her,
but she knew in her heart of hearts
that, if he ever took time off from
business, he’d realize he really loved
her. But she could not tell Glenella
this. Glenella, sophisticated, worldly
wise, would laugh.

“It’s his career I'm thinking. of,”
Jill sparred. “Lee can’t squander
every other afternoon with you
without his work suffering!”

Glenella blew a perfect smoke ring
ceilingward.

“If 'm to stand a chance with
Lee, T have to use whatever means
I can,” she said. “You have the
edge on me, being with him every
day. He’s learned to depend on
you.”

Jill’s eyes narrowed. Lee was hers,
even more than Glenella thought.
He was bound to her by countless
hours of business companionship.
He was hers because of the vital per-
sonal and business emergencies she
had helped him master. By the
battles she had fought for him when
he was absent, by the advice and en-
couragement she had, as his secre-
tary, handed out unstintingly. For
three years, she had been his spur,
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his comfort, his conscience, his alibi.

when things went wrong.

The job had been too much for
her. She had helped to make Lee
There was pride to be found
in the accomplishment, but no
peace. For she had fallen in love
with Lee and the fall was a deep,
irrecoverable plunge.

The mere sound of his footstep in

“the corridor had the power to set her

- body trembling. The sight of his
dark head bent belshly over hlS
letters aroused every feminine in-
stinct to clutch him to her heart.

How could she turn him over to an-

other girl? To Glenella who merely
- saw, admired, and wanted.

~ Jill eyed Glenella warily. “Lee
can’t spare the time from business!
1l see to that!”

Glenella laughed her sﬂvery cas- -

cade of sound.

“It’s a challenge, then,” she said.
“May the best gal win!” Deliber-
ately, she walked to the settee pro-
vided for waiting customers, seated
herself picturesquely. Through a
series of smoke rings, she gazed
ceilingward.

Jill dropped down at her type-

writer. Her knees felt unjointed.
She ran a hand through her red
curls, brushing them back from her
high, white forehead. Staring at the
letter in the typewriter, she strug-
gled to get back into her interrupted
sales mood.

- 'But Glenella’s defiant presence
mocked her attempts at concentra-
tion. The knowledge that she must
somehow best the girl distracted her.

Worse, she felt like giggling. It was

absurd, Glenella even thinking she
-could take Lee from her!

Outside in the corridor, Lee’s foot-
steps sounded. Jill’s hands stiffened
on the typewriter keys. She looked
up as Lee came in but his eyes were
on Glenella.

“innings, reflected Jill.

“Visitors!” he eried. A slow, in-
fectious, yet teasing twinkle crinkled
the corners of his usually serious
gray eyes. Boyish despite his ma-
ture, rugged figure, he towered over
the petite Glenella. “What good
fairy brings you here again?”

Glenella fluttered effectively her
long dark lashes that contrasted so
startlingly with her blond hair.

“An errand of mercy brought me,”
she confessed meekly, and stopped.

. Lee’s gray eyes were traveling un-
easily to the mound of afternoon

mail still on his desk. “But,” she
amended, “the errand can Wa,it while
you check up on what Uncle Sam
has brought you.

“Ivl onlv take a second ” apolo-
gized Lee in his pleasant quick
voice. “Come on inside.” He held
the gate open for her.

Glenella did not glance at Jill as

-she swept past her desk. But then

Glenella never was one to flaunt her
The girl was
too clever for that. Her siren’s eyes,
alluring, seductive, promising, were
focused ahead on Lee.

- Of a sudden Jill knew this was to
be no ordinary battle. Glenella,

under her cloak of good sportsman-

ship, was sincere. She really wanted
Lee Evans. Her honesty in warning
Jill made the situation all the more
convincing. ,

Uneasily, Jill surveyed Lee’s
closed office door. No sense barging
in. Lee liked to open his mail un-
interrupted. At last she heard the
swivels of his chair squeak. He had
relaxed. She entered quickly with a
basket of letters in her hands.

“These need your notes indicating
how you wish them answered,” she
said quietly, setting the basket on
the desk. :

Absently, Lee drew the basket to-
ward him, grinned over the top of
the pile of work at Glenella.
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‘“Now what’s on your
mind?”

Tactfully, Glenella avoided
meeting Jill’s strained glance.

“It’s Aunt Maidie,” she
confessed in well simulated
concern. “I’'m worried about
her hearing. 1 believe she
needs a stronger accousti-
phone, but she’s stubborn.
I thought if you could give
her a personal demonstra-
tion, bring out the latest
model, she’d see her need
and help us all out by buy-
ing it.”

Jill coughed. “Mr. Brandt
telephoned that he hadn’t as yet re-
ceived your last week’s sales report,”
she interrupted smoothly. “I told
him you’d mail it to-night.”

Lee’s long fingers flipped hesi-
tantly through the papers before
him.

“But I shan’t take all your after-
noon,” cried Glenella in an aston-

Ci/ 0%

ella’s presence.

A

&

Jill entered Lee’s office with a basket of letters
in her hands, striving to appear calm in Glen-

Tactfully, Glenella avoided
Jill’s strained glance,

ished, little-girl voice. “I have the
car outside. I'll run you over and
back. Aunt Maidie has no engage-
ments for this afternoon. She's
alone which is unusual for Aunt
Maidie. I thought it my one chance
to catch her off guard.”

Lee glanced up as Jed appeared in
the doorway.
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“Just unpacked that shipment of
new models.” He set an accousti-
phone master model in front of Lee.
They all examined it.

“Only change is a lighter weight
earpiece,” said Lee.

Glenella’s blue eyes widened from
sheer excitement. “Aunt Maidie is
always complaining of the weight of
the earpiece she has.”

Lee glanced at the clock on the
wall.
set,” he said to Jed. He picked up
his hat.

“But the letters and the report
for Mr. Brandt,” protested Jill, try-
ing to put all the allure and persua-
sion she could into her throbbing
voice.

“We’ll squeeze them in somehow,”
said Lee. “Where’s your car, Miss
Whitmore?”

- Jill, alone, sat down at her desk
feeling much like a deflated balloon.
She tried to fend off a creeping
bleakness. Glenella had won the
first skirmish, and cleverly, too. Of
course, she’d have to take Lee to
demonstrate the new model to her
aunt, but it was a sure bet she’d also
contrive to have Lee appear with
her at the bridge tea as she had
originally planned.

Jill became positive of this as the
day wore on and Lee did not return.

Mr. Brandt telephoned.

“Mr. Evans is not m,” Jill ex-
plained. “House demonstration. An
elderly Mrs. Whitmore in Piedmont.
Her niece came for him in her car.”

“Oh, well, as long as he gets the
report in by Friday! It’s time
enough.”

Jill returned the phone to its cra-
dle. An elderly couple stood at the
counter.

“Pa’s deaf.

- explained the
woman.

We saw your ad,”
stoop-shouldered

“Fix me up a demonstrator -

“T’ll be glad to give him a demon-
stration,” said Jill brightly. She un-
lIatched the gate and flung open the
soundproof door of the demonstra-
tion room just as three other people
came into the office. Her heart
sank. Another demonstration! It
always happened this way when she
was busy.

“Let me take them in Lee’s pri-
vate office. I think if we clear off
the desk,” offered Jed.

Jill’s red lips parted. “You?”

- “Sure, I can do it! I've heard you
and Lee demonstrating often
enough, and surely I know the in-
strument, mending it all the time as
Ldo.”

Jill was dubious, but she also was
swamped with work. It took her an
hour to fit Pa Bentley, to get his
check and to wipe the happy tears

from Ma Bentley’s eyes and to get

Pa Bentley calmed down enough so
that he could walk without wab-
bling.

“I can hear musie,
“Music!”

Letters still waiting at her type-
writer! A customer to buy new bat-
teries. The telephone again! Lee’s
office door still closed. Surely Jed
had sold his customers by now.

Jill opened the door. Jed was
alone. The cash for the instrument
he had sold lay on the desk. Jed was
bending over Lee’s open desk
drawer. He was copying something.

A chill ripped to Jill’s finger tips.
The open drawer was the one in
which Lee kept his prospects!

With difficulty she broke out of
her trance of amazement. “I see
you sold your prospect,” she said,
striving for a natural voice.

Jed’s eyes flashed. He adjusted
his glasses with ene hand; with the
other, he thrust a piece of paper
into his pocket.

“Was that woman tickled!” he

> he whispered.
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said cheerfully. He handed Jill the
money on the desk. “Never heard
her son’s voice before.” :

Not a word about what he was
doing in Lee’s desk drawer! And Jill
was too shocked to ask him. Jill,
back again at her desk, pounding
out letters, stopped suddenly.

Jed copying names from Lee’s
private prospect files could mean
only Jed was after Lee’s job!

Jill recalled now seeing Jed loiter-
ing about, watching demonstrations.
Several times lately he’d questioned
her about the routine of the office,
the proportion of sales they made
from the ten-days-free-trial system.

Mending instruments, checking
batteries was Jed’s job. But if he
showed initiative, worked up outside
sales of his own, why shouldn’t Mr.
Brandt, the coast manager, be im-
pressed? And, if Lee neglected the
office as he was doing, Mr. Brandt
might easily give Jed a chance at
Lee’s job! -

“Oh, no!” Jill writhed inwardly.
Her worried brown eyes watched the
clock. Four! She laid a neat pile
of letters on Lee’s desk. Put his
fountain pen handy. Rapidly, she
went through the incoming mail,
opening everything but the personal.
Two letters needed immediate an-
swering. She carried these to her
typewriter. If Lee didn’t like her
answers, she could retype them.
Quarter of five! Another demon-
stration. A battery customer.

Jed was at her elbow. “Want me
to take the demonstration? My
work’s all done.”

Every instinct urged her to snub
him. But the telephone was ring-
ing. She couldn’t handle every-
thing.

“Start them. I’ll be in soon.”

Quarter after five and Jed had
sold - another instrument. Mr.
Brandt on the wire again,

“Well,” Jill explained carefully,

“those older women prospects re-
quire time you know. Yes, I'll have
!lilg phone you as soon as he comes
in.
Jed went home, his shoulders
jaunty. Who wouldn’t be cocky?
Two tries and a sale for both of
them! Six o’clock. Jill straightened
up her desk. The door opened.
Lee, of course. Nobody but Lee
could open a door with such spon-
taneous enthusiasm.

“Hello, useless! Still here?”

His gayety hurt her. He looked
so big, handsome, so carefree. She
had been shouldering all his respon-
sibility. He’d been having a good
time with Glenella. Jill’s lips were
stiff.

“The letters! T wrote some of the
replies. T’ll wait to retype them if
you wish changes.”

“No. Youre tired. You run
along. TI'll sign ’em and mail ’em
myself later.” He pulled out a check
from an inner coat pocket. “Sold
Aunt Maidie the new model, with
batteries.” He gave her his slow,
infectious, yet teasing smile. “Not
such a bad afternoon’s work!” :

“Mr. Brandt phoned. Jed had to
help me with the demonstrations.”

“That’s right. Deflate me! But
I’ve got a list of all Mrs. Whitmore’s
deaf friends and Glenella’s, too, to
whom I'm to take instruments for

demonstrations. Glenella’s a swell
sport. Said she’d chauffeur me
about.”

So it was no longer “Miss Whit-
more”! Jill felt a swift reaction
settle in the pit of her stomach.

“But you can’t leave the office as
you did to-day, Lee! The office
won’t run itself!”

He answered her with his slow
grin.

“It ran itself to-day, didn’t it?”

In her pale face her eyes blazed
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From the office windows, Jill watched Lee climb into
Glenella’s long, sleek coupé. Her red lips tightened.
Her heart raced in a smothering agony of jealousy.

darkly. “But Jed
helped me! T’d never
have gotten through
alone.”

“Good for Jed!
He’s coming right
along.” Lee glanced
at her, half irritated.
“And now run along
like a good girl. And
don’t turn into a
boss’s keeper. No
man likes a wet nurse
for-a secretary.”

Jill drew back her
head sharply. Some-
how, she managed to
close her parted lips,
to assemble her fea-
tures ‘in her usual
gamin grin. But -
wardly her blood
seethed.

So she was a ‘wet
nurse, was she? Well,
she also was a red-
head. She wasn’t a
lily to mope and pine
away. When she was
about to lose her
man, she did some-
thing about it. She
was a fighter. She
was dynamite, ready
to blow the works!

She walked home
that night from the
office. She could
scheme better on her
feet. Her high heels
clicked like trip ham-
mers on the cement.
She thought of Lee
almost frantically. Of
his fine, cool eyes.
If only she could
awaken the fire that
stirred in their gray
depths. She was an
office automaton to
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him. If only he could see her as a
girl! She pictured his strong, firm
hands drawing her to him. She had
loved him when he had nothing.
Would Glenella?

She stopped motionless, struck
with the idea. Glenella had social
standing, swanky friends. Would
she still pursue Lee if he lost his job
as manager of the branch office?

It was worth a try, finding out.
It would be easy to make Lee job-
less, the way things were shaping at
the office.

Jill wished next morning that she
had no conscience. No sense of
moral right. The sneaking shame
with which she started her campaign
would not bother her then. Her
dark eyes, more enormous than ever,
stared at Jed.

“Jed, after you get the day’s sup-
ply of batteries tested and wrapped,
would you mind going over these in-
quiries? Perhaps typing out sales
replies? You could do it in your
place. I'm simply swamped and Lee
1s out again, this time to the Orinda
Club, a lecture on deafness. He'll
probably be gone until noon.”

‘Jed’s serious eyes peered specu-
latively at her from behind his
glasses. But Jill stared back at him
guileless as a child. Later, she heard
him typing as she took a demonstra-
tion. Lee was back and she was
fearful lest he hear, but Lee, after a
hurried thumbing through of the
mail and a couple of telephone calls,
left with another new model and
Glenella.

Finished her demonstration, Jill
went in search of Jed. “How are
you coming along?”

Jed handed her three letters. She
read them, astonished at his apt
progress.

“But let me give you a couple of
sales tips that Lee passed along to
me when I first started.” She stood

leaning over Jed’s shoulder, pointing
out the emotional appeal of stock
paragraphs she used. Not until Lee
spoke, did she know he had returned,
stood staring at her in the doorway,
rubbing his chin with long, well-
manicured fingers.

“I forgot to tell you,” he said, “if
Brandt phones, tell him I'll be back
at five.” A second longer he stood
hesitant in the doorway, then left,
slamming the door behind him.

From the office windows, Jiil

watched him climb into Glenella’s

long, sleek coupé. Her red lips tight-
ened. Her heart raced in a smother-
ing agony of jealousy. Her fingers
clenched and opened. If only she
could fight with her hands, but she
had to use her wits now. But how
slow her wits were! How madden-
ingly unsatisfactory and unreliable!

In a flurry of renewed activity, she
turned back to Jed. “If you'd like
to try the follow-ups this morning, it
would help a lot.”

“Trot ’em out!” grinned Jed.

Jill winced at his eagerness, the
too apparent zeal with which he
reached out for the new work.

There were moments when, lining
up branch office detail for Jed, Jill
felt like a Judas, betraying Lee. But
Glenella’s laughter filled the air like
goading prongs. Time and again,
she brought her aunt’s batteries to
be recha,rged If Lee wasn’t in, she
loitered, waiting for him, joking with
Jed, wa,tching him check amperage.
Once she and Jed took her aunt’s
accoustiphone completely apart on
the pretext that it needed cleaning.

Lee came in before the job was
done. ‘A second, he stood taking in
the entire office force grouped about
Jed. At Jill, he directed a lowering
glance. Frantically, she wondered if
her lipstick was too lavish. Or if
the seams of her stockings were
crooked.



42 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

“Did you put through that sale to
Mrs, Ivan Morgan of Orindo?” he
demanded.

“P’ll do it this afternoon,” said Jill.
She hastened back to her typewriter.
Perhaps Lee suspected her. Her
heart cringed. She hated herself.
But how else could she hope to win?

Glenella, waiting for Lee to gather
together his inevitable demonstra-
tion kit, smiled at Jill.
a]hmngly friendly smile.

Jill wished she could hate the girl.

“What are you going to do when

you run out of elderly deaf friends

and relatives?” she whispered.

Glenella smiled. “There’s left the
matter of getting batteries tested
and recharged,” she whispered back.
She looked so pleased at her own
cleverness, and yet so kindly toward
Jill, that Jill, far from despising her,
felt again that mad desire to giggle.

She sat late that afternoon, sort-
ing mail, with Jed taking all first in-
quiries, when Mr. Brandt came in.
A. pompous, short man, bald, with
brilliant, clever eyes behmd gold-
rimmed spectacles.

“T take it Lee Evans is out galli-
vanting with the upper crust as
usual,”
curt voice.

Jill’s heart contracted. Her fin-
gers numbed. . Why should she en-
dure losing Lee’s job for him by de-
grees? Here was the chance in a
lifetime to rid him of it in one
swoop. She steadied her voice.

“Mr. Evans has gone to a brldge
tea,” she explained carefully.

“And those sales reports; I expect
he left them for me.”

“They’re not done,” said Jill.
“I’m simply swamped, Mr. Brandt.
There was the cash to make up for
the bank, demonstrations, these let-
ters to care for. If it weren’t for
Jed Blythe here, I'd never have got-
ten this far.”

It was an

he snapped in his rasping,

Mr. Brandt adjusted his specta-
cles and eyed Jed. “You are the
young man who services the instru-
ments, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Jed replied. “But I made
two sales yesterday, and have two
more prospects promised for the aft- .
ernoon.”

“Jed knows almost the entire of-
fice routine,” rushed Jill. “He com-
posed these sales letters, too, and I
think they are some of the best
we’ve ever sent out.” She held the
letters up to Mr. Brandt, who took
them, adjusted his spectacles, and
examined them at great length while
Jed, flushed, breathing audibly, tried
not to watch his face.

“Come into the office here, Jed,”
said Mr. Brandt. “Let me talk to
you.”

Outside the private door where
Jill was trying to carry on her work,
their voices sifted frighteningly. Mr.
Brandt asking; Jed answering. Jill
sat aghast, her piquant face torn
and rumpled with the knowledge of
this thing she had set in motion.

- Jill wanted to tell Mr. Brandt the

truth, that Lee’s executive ability
was ingrained, not cultivated like
Jed’s efforts; that Lee could sell a
door post an accoustiphone if he had
to. But the evil tide she had created
swept her before it. She was power-
less even to raise her voice when, at
last, Mr. Bandt left. With added
dlsmay, she grew aware of ‘Jed ex-
citedly thumbing through Lee’s
prospect file openly as if e had a
right to do so.

“Well, what did you and Mr.
Brandt talk about?” she demanded
in a voice that trembled.

“T’d like to tell you, Jill, but the
big boss asked me to keep it under
my hat for a day or two,” blurted
Jed. His eyes glittered with secret

" excitement.

“It’s as if he saw the pot of gold



at rainbow’s end,”
thought Jill, striving
to down the awful
sense of apprehension
that grew upon her.
What had she done?
Sense of guilt grew

upon her. What right -

had she to ruin Lee’s
career’—she  asked
herself. She loved
him. To hurt him
was sacrilege. Worse!
For she had done it
to serve her own sel-
fish ends. When Lee
did not show up at
closing hour, she fled
to her apartment, for
the first time not
awaiting his return.
Through the night
she knew the dregs,
the bitter depths of
one hour hating her-
self, another finding
excuses. Morning
found her pale, cold,
huddled over Lee’s
desk, sorting mail.
There was a spe-
cial-delivery letter
from San Francisco.
She slit all the other
mail, segregated it.
She arranged the
venetian blinds. She
filled Lee’s pen. The
special delivery
mocked her, un-

Jill was surprised to
find the demonstration
room occupied. Jed was
there. And Glenelia.
They were in each
other’s arms. They did
not even move apart
when Jill opened the
door.
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opened, on the desk. Suddenly she
had to know what was in it. She slit
. the envelope quickly.

Ler: Kindly be at the S. F. office by
~ ten thirty. Braxpr.

Jill’s clenched fingers all but
crushed the message. But she could
not destroy it. Her body, frozen
with fear, remained in Lee’s chair.
She could not move, even when Lee,
himself, came in the door. .

He stood looking down at her,
‘His gray eyes swept her face in a
‘queer fashion. She was sure now
that he knew of her betrayal. But
still she could say nothing. Her lips
would not move. But she had to
speak. If she were to salvage even
a vestige of her own self-respect, she
must confess now before he accused
‘her. But her tongue lay dry and
still in her mouth. She could only
hold out the letter te him.

Mechanically, Lee took it. His
eyes clung to her face.

“I have some tickets to Tibbett’s
concert to-night at the auditorium.
Would—would you like to go?”

It was the first time Lee had in-
vited her anywhere, but she could
think of nothing but what she had
done to him.

(“Vh}, »
and stuttering.
. “Never mind deciding now!” ILee
was brusque. “If I'm to be in San
Francisco by ten thirty, we’d better
_ get at the dictation.”

She sat taking his letters, listen-
ing to his clear, low-pitched voice.
How much more direct and decisive
he was than Jed! His chin firm, well
rounded, concentration and power in
his. .wide, high forehead. But the
endearing slow grin that usually
lurked at the corners of his lips was
gone. And his gray eyes were rest-
less, searching. They’d be ecold

She was stammering

when he returned from talking to
Mr. Brandt. When he returned
from being fired, he’d loathe the
sight of Jill.

After he had gone, she stumbled
through her work. As a murderer

is drawn back to the scene of his

crime, so she returned again and

-again to Lee’s office. She rearranged

his pen and pencil set. She refilled
his already overflowing pen. She
opened the venetian blinds and

later closed them. - She rubbed trem-

bling fingers over the worn arms of
his office chair. Her long lashes
were wet with the tears she could
not shed.

. Her arms filled with dlscarded
batteries, she opened the door of
the demonstration room, expecting
to go through -the empty room to
Jed’s anteroom.

But the room was occupied. Jed
was “there. And Glenella. They
were in each other’s arms. - They did
not even move apart when Jiil
opened the door. Glenella snuggled
closer in Jed’s embrace, her blue
eyes radiant as Jill had never seen
them.

“Jill, you're a peach to make this
possible,” she bubbled. “T told Jed
that when he became manager of
this office, I'd announce our engage-
ment. I thought he never was go-
ing to get there until you gave hlm
a helplno' hand.”

. Motionless with shock, Jill stood,
recalling Glenella hanging about,
watching Jed work; Glenella bring-
ing in innumerable batteries for
testing, instruments to be cleaned!

“And you've been in love with
Jed all along?”

Glenella rushed to her, grasping
both her hands. “I'm sorry, my
dear, if I caused you any heartache,
but it was necessary to get Lee ount
of the office in order to give Jed his
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chance. How could Jed show what
he could do, if Lee alone handled
all the work?”

“And Jed is to be the manager
here now?”

“Brandt told me last night,” said
Jed, flushing. “It was keen of you
to help me, Jill.”

Somehow, Jill got back to her
desk. The palms of her hands were
moist. Her lips trembled against
her teeth. She sat down and pres-
ently she was typing. “The hearing
nerve long idle must be awak-
ened -

Vaguely, she knew that Glenella
and Jed came out of the demonstra-
tion room, went off. The outer door
closed with
them. Jill realized that it was past
closing hour. She could go home,
too. She could run away. She
could write out her resignation,
leave it on Lee’s desk. She had
betrayed Lee hideously when there
had been not the remotest need.of
betrayal.

But her feet stayed under her
desk. Her fingers typed on. Sud-
denly, the door squeaked.

In a flash she was on her feet,
hands clenched behind her, her still,
white face turned expectantly to
Lee.

Lee came in slowly. He closed
the door definitely behind him. His
face was drawn. Dark shadows
lurked under his gray eyes. Jill
leaned heavily against her desk for
strength.

“I helped Jed get your job!” she
blurted. “I deliberately undermined
your standing with Mr. Brandt,
praised Jed so that you would get
fired!”

Lee stood so close to her that he
could touch her. But his hands,

s *

a soft swish behind |

clenched, remained at his sides. His
face which had been so lifeless
flashed vivid with a quickening,
frightening fire.

“Why did you do that to me,
Jill? Tell me quickly! Why?”

She sobbed, a great racking gulp
of sound. “Lee, I couldn’t help it.
I—I love you! I thought Glenella
was after you—thought you 2

She had no time to finish. Lee’s
arms swept her into a fierce, power-
ful embrace. She was held so tightly
against his thundering heart that
there was no pessible escape from
the wild, hurting ecstasy of his
kisses. :

“And I thought you and Jed -
he whispered. “Seeing you helping
him- I never realized I loved
you at all until I came on the two
of you with your heads ‘together,
and then did T suffer!”

“But I lost you your job! I
played up Jed to Mr. Brandt!”

He tilted her chin back. “Mr,
Brandt sent for me, not to fire me,
but to tell me I'd won the S. F.
office, manager of all the Northern
territory. He’s going into the
Southern territory to open up new
branches. Some time ago, I sus-
pected that he' was studying me to
determine if I could contact the
more wealthy trade as well as pick
employees who would work together
when the boss was absent on field
work. That’s why I went after
Glenella’s crowd. That’s why T left
you and Jed alone when I knew
Brandt was due at the office.”

She raised star-lit eyes. Gone was
all her shame now, all her anguish.
Happiness such as she had never
dreamed for herself stretched before
her in a gleaming road straight to
the clouds.

e



Retreat From Love

By Jennifer Ames

A SERIAL—Part V.

CHAPTER X.

HE idea that Dickie Pringle
might be trying to learn trade
secrets from Delia made Ann

feel a little sick, and at that moment
she felt an intense sense of loyalty
to the Mellier establishment. Ann
had taken the job in the shop de-
liberately to try to harm Constance
Mellier if she could because of the
harm she believed the other woman

had done her mother. But now, for
some odd reason, she knew she
would fight tooth and nail to prevent
Dickie Pringle getting any informa-
tion about their new models, if that
was what he was after.

“You know we’re not supposed to
talk about the new designs, Delia,”
she said. “It is always dangerous
with an outsider.”

Delia laughed. “Are you quoting
that old gag of Mr. Martin’s? He
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says the same thing to each new girl
when he takes her on. Don’t be an
idiot, Ann. And as for Dickie
Pringle being a dress spy’—she
threw back her head and laughed.
“As I told you, he has no connection

told her.

“Oh, he thinks he’s going to make
a lot of money out of it,” Moppet
“He was saying only the
other evening that the main thing
is to get some exclusive designs, to
be in on the ground floor, as it were,

with our trade at all.

beauty  business.”

Ann said nothing.
She felt she must
think this thing
over before she said
any more.

Ann made a point
of going to see her
mother that eve-
ning, since she knew
she would be alone.
Moppet welcomed
her enthusiastically.

‘““Darling, how
nice of you!
hoping some one
would come and
here you are—prov-
identially, as it
were. Dickie, poor
boy, had to dine
with Countess
Lengtin. He was
terribly upset about
it, but what can he
do? After all, she
is his best customer.
And as he was tell-
ing me last night,
he hopes she will
put money into the
business so that he
can expand. It’s

I was

He’s in the

T!HE STORY SO FAR: Ann
Layton is engaged to Gerald
Aitken. Ann takes him home
to meet her mother and finds
that a wild cocktail party is in
progress. Gerald is disgusted
at the party and he and Ann
quarrel. Laura, Ann’s mother,
tells her that she and her fa-
ther are being divorced. Dis-
illusioned, Ann goes to live in
a girls’ club and gets a job,
under an assumed name, model-
ing in the shop of - ‘Constance
Mellier, who is the woman
Ann’s father is going to marry.
Miss Melher, not knowing who
Ann is, takes a dislike to her
because of her partner’s, Cyril
Danton, attention to the
younger - girl, Jealous, Con-
stance invites Cyril to have
dinner at her apartment with
her, Constance realizes that
she loves Cyril,- but he tells
her that he will never marry
her. However, they make
plans to go to Paris together.
Meantime, Gerald comes to see
Ann, They quarrel. Anthony
Mellier, Constance’s nephew,
calls and learns who Ann
really is. She tells him that it
was necessary for her to take
a different name to get a job.

- Ann discovers that Dick Prin-

gle, who is her mother’s pres-
ent admirer, and who has an
interest in a gown shop is try-
ing to learn trade secrets from
Delia, one of Mellier’s models.

where the new fashions are not only

being created, bt
being discussed.
Dickie’s is not a
very large firm so,
of course, at the
present moment
they can’t afford to
buy many exclusive
models. ‘I mean
models “of creators.
like Schiaparelli,
Molyneux, Chanel.”

“Or Constance
Mellier,” Ann sug-
gested. Her voice

“was a little harsh.

Moppet started.
Her face went white
and then red.

“I do wish you
wouldn’t mention

that dreadful
woman’'’s name
here.”

Ann pushed her °
plate aside. She
leaned her elbow on
the table.

“But supposing,
Moppet, there had
been nothing be-
tween dad and Miss
Mellier but friend-

dreadful the way women chase the
poor boy, isn’t it?”

Ann answered: “Yes, it is dread-
ful, mother.” She could have
laughed and at the same time she
could have cried.

“Tell me about this dress business
Dickie is interested in,” Ann said as
the two women settled themselves
down to eat.

ship?” she suggested, pointedly.

Her mother’s lips tightened.

“You can scarcely expect me to
believe that, since it is he who wants
the divorce in order to marry her!”

“But, don’t you see,” Ann said,
“that’s one of the chief reasons why
it may be true? If Miss Mellier and
my father had been—had been
sweethearts for years, what would be
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the point of his suddenly wanting
this divorce in order to marry her? 1
think he feels romantic about her.
She is very charming and lovely.”

Her mother stared at her hard.

“How do you know, Ann?” she
asked sharply. “Have you seen
her?” '

Ann colored and stammered:
“Well, yes, I did the other day. She
happened to drop in where I was
working.”

“Oh,” her mother said. She looked
at Ann curiously but she said noth-
ing.

There was an uncomfortable pause
while Wilson cleared away the re-
mains of the omelette and the erisp
green salad. He brought black
coffee.

“l shouldn’t have thought you
would take sides with that woman,”
Moppet said presently. Evidently
the subject was still in her mind.

“Oh, Moppet darling, don’t look
at it like that,” Ann begged
earnestly. “But things aren’t al-
ways what they seem, people aren’t
always what they seem. I mean,
Miss Mellier may seem like an
abandoned woman and all that to
you, but she needn’t be, honestly.
She’s probably thinking you are a
nagging wife who has never cared a
darn about your husband!”

- Her mother said coldly: “I didn’t
think I'd live to hear my own daugh-
ter turn against me.”

“Oh, darling,” Ann implored,
“Im not turning against you, but
you must see there may be another
side to it, a pleasanter side.” She
broke off sharply, astonished at her
own words. Why should she be
fighting for Constance Mellier?

“Oh, well,” her mother sighed, “it
doesn’t matter now. I'm sure I
don’t know or care whether she’s an
abandoned woman or as pure as the
driven snow.” Her voice was openly

sarcastic. “But I do know  that
your father wants to marry her.”

“But, Moppet,” Ann said softly,
“supposing that she doesn’t want to
marry him?”

Ann didn’t know why she said
that, nor why she should think that
Constance Mellier mightn’t want to
marry her father. It may have been
intuition, or it may have been the
way she had seen Constance looking
at Cyril Danton lately.

Ann hadn’t thought, either, how
Moppet would receive this informa-
tion, but she was totally unprepared
for the effect it had upon her.

“The effrontery!” Moppet  cried,
her voice high pitched and angry.
“The effrontery of her not to want
to marry your father! Why, your
father is a thousand times too good
for her! He is one of the finest men
I've ever met—the finest she’ll ever
meet, anyhow. Why, I never heard
anything like it! She ought to go
down on her bended knees and be
thankful for having got such a splen-
did man.” - Moppet broke off
abruptly, her face crimson. “I'm
letting my tongue run away with
me, saying stupid things,” she mum-
bled and called out: “Wilson, some
more black coffee, please.”

Ann thought, “Oh, dear,” and sat
opposite her mother, slumped in her
chair, rather like a balloon which
has been pricked with a pin. She
had had no notion that her remark
would cause this outburst. And yet
suddenly she was very glad she had
made the remark, for she knew now
whom her mother really loved and
it wasn’t Dickie Pringle. And yet,
knowing that didn’t help matters.

“How did you and dad drift apart
in the first place, Moppet?” she
asked presently. Her mother could
snub her if she wanted, but she felt
it would help if she really under-
stood.
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Her mother said: “I guess—I
guess he met this Mellier woman.”

“But before that,” Ann prompted,
“you were—you still lived to-
gether?”

It was on the tip of the elder
woman’s tongue to agree that they
had, but for some reason she paused.
She leaned back in her chair and
stared at the silver spoon in the
saucer of her coffee cup. It shone
in the lamplight and perhaps she
saw pictures reflected in it. Perhaps
for the first time since all this had
happened she was facing the truth,
or trying to face it.

“I don’t know, Ann,” she finally
said. “Maybe we had begun to drift
apart before then, only I hadn’t
thought about it, that was the
trouble. When one is happy one
doesn’t think about things, one is
pleased with what one has, one never
imagines that one may lose them.
If your father was short-tempered
or distant, I said to myself, ‘He’s got
a headache or a liver attack, or he’s
worried about business.” I never im-
agined I might be the cause of it. I
thought because he’d loved me once
and married me when I was young
and pretty, he’d go on loving me al-
ways. 1 thought marriage was an
insurance against—well, against be-
ing left out in the cold.”

She shivered suddenly, and went
on presently, her voice strengthen-
ing:

“I didn’t think one had to do any-
thing about it. I thought that be-
cause a man had married one that
was enough. I—I let myself get
old, fat and dowdy. I thought once
one was married that sort of struggle
was over. I mean the struggle to
attract men, or a man, by keeping
one’s youth and one’s looks. I never
even tried to keep up with his other
interests, either. I knew he was in-
terested in antiques, in old glass, in
LS—4B

art, in pictures, but I never in-
terested myself in any of it. I let
him see frankly that the subject
bored me. Oh, but what’s the use?”
Suddenly she wrung her hands te-
gether and cried sharply. “What’s
the use, Ann? It is never any use
seeing things when it’s too late. It
only makes the hurt more painful.”
She rose abruptly from the table.
“Come upstairs. And don’t speak
of this again, will you?”

“T won’t,” Ann said. There was
a choked feeling in her threat, a
stinging sensation at the back of her
eyes. She wished now she had
never put that question to her
mother. It is dreadful to see any
one whom one loves unmasked.

A few days later, at the shop, Ann
ran into Anthony Mellier.

“Hello, Miss Manning,” he said.
He emphasied the name and stood
grinning down at her.

She looked at him coldly.

“Do you mind stepping aside and
letting me pass?”

“Not on your life,” he said. “T’ve
been longing for an opportunity te
speak to you for days, ever since
that night in your place. I'm afraid
I lost my temper.”

She said nothing. There was a
short, awkward pause.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Oh, prying about, trying to ruin
your aunt’s business and inciden-
tally, her reputation.” Her voice
was openly sarcastic.

“Look here,” he rumbled. “I'm
darned sorry I said the things I did.
Won’t you forget them? Come and
laugh with me. I want to talk to
you. I have a definite urge to talk
to you.” :

“And supposing I have no definite
urge to talk to you?”

“All the same, be a good sport
and lunch with me,” he begged. “I
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may have said one or two things I
shouldn’t have the other evening,
but you must admit it was a shock
for me to discover who you really
were.” :

In all fairness she had to concede
him that point.

“Besides,” he said, “one gets
strange and dark fancies at night. I
imagined that you must have some
very dark motive in concealin g your
identity and getting in here.”

“You no longer think my motive
was so dark?” she challenged.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he shrugged.
“But it may have been pure
curiosity. I don’t blame you in the
circumstances. You  probably
thought this a grand adventure.”

“Not a very grand adventure,”
she said quietly.

He ceased smiling. His blue-gray
eyes were serious.

“I see what you mean and I re-
member what you said about your
mother. I—I'm sorry for the way
I spoke about her that first after-
noon we met. And, of course, you
must be loyal to her and put her
welfare before any one else’s.”

He sounded sincere and she felt
herself weakening.:

“Come on”—he smiled suddenly
—“you will lunch with me? We’ll
keep our swords sheathed, at least
for the duration of the meal.”

“Very well,” she agreed.

“Shall we meet at the Orlean Bar
in a half hour?”

As she combed her hair and pow-
dered her face preparatory to going
to lunch, Ann found herself wishing
that she had worn a more becoming
dress. This one was all right, a
navy-blue business dress, but she
~had others at home which became
her better. “Though why should I
care what I wear when I'm lunching

with Anthony Mellier?” she told her-

self harshly.

All the same she did care and it
annoyed her that she should. It
made her greeting, when sub-
sequently she met him, brusquer
than she had intended it to be.

“Hello”—he whistled softly—"I
thought we’d agreed to leave our
swords at home, or at least to
sheathe them temporarily? You
can’t eat on a young man and be
rude to him at the same tlme His
eyes twinkled.

“Can’t 1?” she said grimly.

He sighed. “I'm beginning to
suspect that you may be able to.
Have a cocktail?” he urged. “One
is always more tolerant toward one’s
fellow men after one has had a drink
or two.”

She accepted the cocktail and, al-
though she wouldn’t have liked to
admit it, it certainly. made her feel
in better humor. They sat on high
stools before the cocktail bar, jostled
about by people passing them. They
laughed and she suddenly found she
was enjoying herself.

She was beginning to discover
that for all his surface rudeness, he
had a great deal of Constance Mel-
lier’s charm. Incidentally, he had a
very good sense of humor, which she
appreciated when she wasn’t angry
with him.

They had to wait to get a table
and she wondered aloud why, the
more crowded a place was, the more
people would flock to it?

“The desire to huddle,” he told
her. “Human beings fear nothing
as much as they fear being alone.
It’s as though they were afraid of
themselves. Everything to-day is
devised to prevent one from think-
ing, even autos have radios so that
you needn’t be alone with your own
thoughts. I wonder”—he added in
a quiet voice—“why people have
suddenly become so afraid of their
thoughts?”
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“I:don’t know,” she murmured.
“Perhaps because there’s so much
misery and unhappiness about.”

“And yet if one thought about
that more, there needn’t be so much
unhappiness or misery. The world
is going along at a crazy pace,” he
went on as they seated themselves at

“I think an awful lot of you,” Anthony said quietly.

friends, aren’t we?”

disliked him, but she knew she didn’t.

took that job with my aunt,” he
said.
“You seem worried about it.”
He knotted his hands on the table
and frowned down at them.
“Frankly, I am. The other night
I said things I shouldn’t have said
or even have thought.” He smiled

“We’re going to be

Ann smiled back at him. She had thought she

She knew she could like him

very much if she let herself.

a small corner table. “It’s like a
spinning top, it must go faster and
faster. Some day it will probably
stop altogether, as the top stops
eventually. It would be queer,
wouldn’t it, to be in a world where
everything had stopped?” He gave
a short laugh and added: “We are
getting morbid!”

They consulted the menu and or-
dered. Suddenly, the conversation
became personal once more.

“I wish you’d tell me just why you

faintly, apologetically. “Was it
mere curiosity? I can understand
that. If I heard my father was go-
ing to marry some woman I’d cer-
tainly like to get a look at her Was
that the reason?” :

“Partly,” she admitted and then,
her voice a little hesitant as she
went on: “I—I did want to stop
the marriage if T could. You see,
there’s my mother. She pretends to
be pleased about the divorce but I
know she isn’t. I think in her heart
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she’s miserable about it. At least,”
she amended, “she would be if she’d
let herself be. But she’s too proud.
She pretends to herself she’ll have a
better time without dad. She pre-
tends to herself she likes all sorts of
impossible people.” She broke off,
astonished she should be taiking so
frankly to this young man whom she
scarcely knew.

“Yes, I see your point,” he said
gravely. “I admit I didn’t before.
I only saw the whole thing from
Aunt Constance’s angle. 1 knew
your father was decent and reliable
and devoted to her. I thought it
would be the best thing for her to
marry him. I thought she was'in
love with him.” He emphasized the
word “thought” and paused. His
frown had deepened, his hands were
clenched more tightly on the table.

“You only thought she was in
love with him?” Ann caught him up
sharply.

“She may still be,” he said, “but
lately—well, frankly I've been wor-
ried.”

She looked at him inquiringly, her
brewn eyes open wide.

He nodded, although she had said
nothing. “Yes, I'm afraid she’s
fallen in love with Cyril Danton.”

Ann drew a deep breath. “I—I
rather thought the same myself,”
she said and added after another
pause: “But even if she has, does it
matter? [I've always thought Mr.
Danton charming.”

He nodded and said a little
grimly: “Yes, he’s charming, all
right, an excellent business man, a
delightful companion. But for all
that T think he’d be a dangerous
man for a woman to fall in love
with.”

“How do you mean, dangerous?”
But despite her question, Ann had
an inkling of what he did mean.
She, too, had felt that Cyril Danton

might be dangerous; that he could be
very charming and very dear, but
very cruel, too, if he wanted to he.

“It’s difficult to explain,” he said
after a slight pause. “But some men
are givers and others are takers.
Some men give a woman love, wor-
ship and security, all the things
which really make her happy.
Other men demand and keep de-
manding until they’ve taken every-
thing, then when they reach that
point they throw her aside.”

“And you think Cyril Danton is
that sort of man?” she asked slowly.

“Yes, I think he’s that type,”
Anthony replied. “He has a soft,
charming manner, but I think he’s
as hard as granite underneath. And
then,” he went on purposely, after
the waiter had brought their coffee,
“he cares a lot for his independence.
Oh, I know a lot of men boast of
their independence and swear they’d
never give it up for any woman—
I've done the same myself.” He
grinned suddenly. “But most of us
don’t really mean it. We're per-
fectly willing, even delighted, to give
it up when the right woman comes
along. But I’ve a notion Danton is
too intrinsically selfish to let any
woman possess him, at least for any
length of time. That’s why I'm
worried.” ’

“But surely,” Ann protested,
“Miss Mellier is capable of taking
care of herself? She is a sophis-
ticated woman of the world. She
must know a lot about men.”

He smiled and shook his head
slowly. “That’s where you're
wrong,” he told her. “Aunt doesn’t
know a lot about men. She’s rather
like a child in respect to them. She
hasn’t made men her study. She’s
made gowns and business her study.
Besides,” he paused, “I'm just be-
ginning to realize that she’s never
really been in love.”
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~“Not even with my father?” she
? asked sharply.

- He shook his head again. “No,
- Ann, not even with your father.
- But I didn’t realize that until re-
.eently.” He broke off and added:
“T don’t know why FPm confiding in
you like this, but, somehow, you’re

an easy person to confide, in.”

- “And then;” she said slowly,
“we’re both concerned in this thing,
aren’t we? It’s queer. Somehow, 1
feel—well, if Miss-Mellier did marry
my father, we'd be sort of brother
~and sister, wouldn’t we?”

- “T don’t feel like a brother toward
_you, Ann,” he said harshly. “Pray
- Heaven I never shall feel that way!”

Ann laughed, because she-thought
‘it best to laugh.

- “All right,” she said. “But what
‘can-we do about your aunt and Mr.
Danton?”

- He made a wide, sweeping gesture.

“Nothing. No one can ever do
anything about other people’s love
affairs and yet we always try. The
world is composed half of lovers and
half of busybodies. Of course, the
two can change roles, they often do.

The lovers of to-day become the
busybodies of to-morrow and vice
versa.

“Ann”—he leaned further across
the table and covered one of her
~hands with his—“are we meddling
= busybodies, or rather, am 1 a med-
dling busybody? I don’t want to
“be. I'd rather be—well ” He
broke off with a short laugh, but his
eyes told her what he had left un-
said. The gray-blue eyes that

looked into hers suddenly with a
curiously intent gaze. “You see,”
he said slowly, “I've just learned
- that my aunt and Cyril Danton are
going to Paris together for the dress

shows. Of course, in the circum-
stances, it’s perfectly natural that
they should. It is their line of busi-

‘time by his Christian name,

ness. But I've a curiously disturb-
ing feeling that it has nothing to do
with business. Have you ever felt
like that, that some one you know
and love very much is heading
straight for disaster? Or even if dis-
aster is too strong a word, at least
for misery- and heartbreak? Have
you ever realized this and yet felt
yourself powerless to stop it?”

She bent her head. “Yes, I have,
Anthony.” And she didn’t realize
that she had called him for the first
She
had been thinking of Moppet and
the misery she knew her life would
be if she married Dickie Pringle.

“They say the young don’t know
anything,” he went on savagely.
“But L've a feeling that they know
far more than the older ones do.
When youre young, you have the
courage to face things squarely, to
measure ‘up to life. You don’t
accept the compromise you do when
you're older. Aunt had ideals, just
as you have, Ann, but I've a feeling
she’d be false to them if she thought
she were losing her man. That’s
because of the fear in her heart, the
knowledge that she’s getting older,
that soon it may be too late to do
anything at all. So you see, she
doesn’t really see things clearly any
more, not as you and I do.”

“You think we see things clearly,
Anthony?”

He nodded slowly “I think we
do. We won't put up with sub-
stitutes or half measures. Every-
thing has got to be the best, the very
best, or we’ve no time for it. I
wouldn’t compromise. You wouldn’t
compromise, either, would you?”

“No, I wouldn’t compromise,” and
for a moment their eyes met and
held. Suddenly her glance fell be-
neath his steady gaze. She was
thinking of Gerald. She had loved
him. She believed she loved him
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still.  Would she have compromised
for him? But she hadn’t compro-
mised. The first time he had dis-
appointed her she had sent him
away. She had sent him away even
though it had broken her heart.
“You’re thinking of that fellow I

met at your place, aren’t you?’” he

accused.

She started.
colored.

“Yes, I was,” she admltted

“Do you love him, Ann?”

Under his direct gaze
stammered:

“I don’t know—I thought I loved
him.”

“You quarreled with him?”

. She nodded. “Yes, we quarreled.
We were engaged.”

“A lovers’ quarrel?” He tried to
make his voice sound light but it
wasn’t light.

She shook her head. “No. Not a
lovers’ quarrel. Something - hap-
pened and he disappointed me.”

“You are idealistic. T knew you
were.” His voice was almost accus-
ng. :
“Is that a crime?” she countered.

“I have always thought it was,”
he said quietly, “but not in you,
Ann. I'm glad you are idealistic.”

The color flooded her face again
and there was a pause.

“I think an awful lot of you,” he
said quietly.
friends, aren’t we?”

She smiled back at him. “Yes.”
Her voice was warm. She felt warm
throughout her whole being. She
had thought she disliked him but she
knew she didn’t. She knew she
could like him very much if she let
herself.

She glanced at her watch sud-
denly.

“My heavens,” she exclaimed. “I
must be getting back. I'm late al-
ready. What will they say?”

Her pale cheeks

she

“We’re going to be-

He winked across the table at her,

“Tll fix it with aunt.”

“Don’t,” she begged. “I'd rather
she didn’t know we are friends.”

He raised one eyebrow inquir-
ingly.

She nodded and repeated: “Yes,
I'd rather she didn’t know. But I
must fly. I have a fitting with Mr.
Danton.”

She felt his hand grip her wrist.

“Does he make love to you? Does
he ever try to make love to you?”

She shook her head. “No, of
course not. I'm a model. He’s a
designer and the head of the firm.
Our  relations are purely pro-
fessional.”

“You're sure, Ann?” There was
something curt, almost rude in his
voice.

Her color hexghtened
back her head.

“Of course, I’'m sure.”

“All right,” he said. “But I don’t
trust that man.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” she said.
“He regards me as though—as
though I were clay. I'm just a
model to him. He has no personal
interest in me.” But even as she
said it she had an uncomfortable
feeling that that wasn’t quite the
truth. There had been moments
when Cyril Danton’s eyes had met
hers, there had been times when he
had touched her arm, her hand, un-
necessarily; there had been moments
when he had shown her that she was
a girl and an attractive girl, and that
he appreciated the fact.

“You’ll let me see you again,
Ann?”

“If you wish,” she said and smiled
at him. “You know where to find
me.”

“T’'ll find you, all right.”

She laughed up at him.

“A threat or a promise?”

“Both,” he said earnestly.

She tossed
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CHAPTER XI.

Delia stopped Ann as she was go-
ing out to lunch and said:

“You wouldn’t like to go out on a
party to-night, I suppose?” She
went on a little breathlessly before
Ann had time to reply: “It should
be a good party. I told you about
my friend, Mr. Pringle? He’s bring-
ing a couple of other men along
and he asked me if I’d like to bring
a girl friend with me. He is sure
to take us to one of the best places.
That’s why I thought you might like
‘to come.” ' :

Ann couldn’t quite decide whether
that was a compliment or not and,
anyhow, it didn’t bother her. What
did bother her was whether or not
she should go. Her instinctive re-
action was to refuse. She didn’t
want to go on a party with Delia’s
friends and most certainly she didn’t
want to go on a party with Dickie
Pringle.

She was about to refuse when it -

occurred to her that by going she
might accomplish a double object.
She might rid her mother of that
odious Pringle man forever; she
might discover whether Dickie’s in-
terest in Delia was genuine or if he
were merely getting from her in-
formation of what was going on in
the Mellier fashion house.

“All right, I'll come.
kind of you, Delia.”

“That’s grand,” Delia said. “T’ll
phone Dickie. He said he’d rather
I brought another girl from the shop.
He said his friends would like to
meet another of the models.” She
tittered. “But then I think all men
like to meet manikins, don’t you?
They think we’re glamorous. Men
like glamorous girls, whether they’re
on the stage, in the movies, or in a
job like ours.”

It’s very

“Yes, I suppose they do,” Ann
agreed, but she hadn’t been think-
ing of what Delia was saying. She
was wondering just why Dickie had
stipulated that the friend Delia
brought should be one of the other
models from the Mellier establish-
ment.

“Dickie will be tickled to death to -
meet you,” Delia went on eagerly.

“Yes, 'm sure he will be,” Ann
remarked dryly.
~ Delia was faintly worried by her
tone of voice.

“T say you'll—you’ll be a good -
sport, won’t you? I mean,” she
added quickly, a faint color rising to
her cheeks, “you won’t get stuck up
if we all have a bit of fun?”

“I like a good time as much as

_ any one, Delia.”

“That’s O. K., then,” Delia said.
“And I bet we do have a good time
to-night.”

Ann was frowning as she went on
to her luncheon date with Anthony
Mellier. She was definitely appre- .
hensive of what the evening might
bring forth. And yet, her curiousity
to find out what was the secret of
Delia’s attraction for Dickie Pringle
made her determined to go. She
would tell no one about it, not even
Anthony.

It was somewhat of a shock to her
to realize suddenly that she was tell-
ing Anthony Mellier most things
lately. They saw each other fre-
quently. They were conspirators,
gay conspirators. For although they
both felt passionately about certain
things, they were young and it was
in their natures to be gay.

Ann told herself that he was her
friend and added how much nicer it
was to have a man for a friend than
a sweetheart. Love might bring
ecstasy, but it brought teo much
pain. She even believed she was
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immune from love for the rest of her
life, that she would be content al-
ways with a friendship such as she
shared with Anthony Mellier.

Both being fond of Chinese food
they usually lunched in a small

Chinese restaurant. . This
Anthony was standing waiting for
her in the doorway. He saluted her
cheerfully and said:

noon,

“What
late.”

“I know,” she apologized. “I was
kept at the shop.”

He laughed, ran a hand through
his red hair, and said: '
“Well, it’s good to see you, any-
how.” '

Her spirits rose. For no.reason at
all she suddenly felt light-hearted.

excuse, miss? You're
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Ann had wondered how Dickie Pringle would greet her when Delia

introduced them. Would he betray the consternation she was sure he

would feel when ke learned she was “Miss Manning”? But when they

met at a fashionable cocktail bar neither his face nor manner betraved
; a flicker of surprise.

“It’s good to see you, too.”

“Then we’re both satisfied.” He
slanted a smile at her and led the
way through the small, crowded res-
taurant to the table which he had
reserved.

While he ordered, she found her-
self studying him with a heightened
interest. She found herself more
conscious than usual of the definite
hint of laughter in his blue-gray
eyes; of his bright-red hair and his
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strong chin and rather high cheek
bones. He glanced up suddenly.

“Well,” he demanded, “do I meet
with your ladyship’s approval?”

She flushed furiously, she was
conscious that even her small ears
were burning.

“You look sweet, Ann,
you're all red like that.”

“Idiot,” she said “I'm not all
red.”

“Take a look 1 in your mirror if you
don’t believe me.’

She knew that she was red, so she
didn’t bother to look. She contented
herself with a platitude:

“Men shouldn’t notice
things.”

* “Men do,” he said,” because it
flatters them.”

The food arrived, a huge bowl of
fried rice and another of chop suey.
They fell upon it hungrily.

“I am really rather disillusioned
in you, Ann,” he remarked presently.
“For a girl with a figure like a
match stick you have a disgustingly
healthy appetite. You have eaten
far more than your share of the chop
suey. And look here”—his voice

when

such

rose sharply—“you’re not going to

take another helping?” .

Ann smiled sweetly and com-
placently as she emptied the re-
mainder of the chop suey onto her
plate.

“Working girls must eat.”

“While their boy friends starve?
I do think there is much to be said
for the good, old-fashioned girl who
fainted at the mere sight of food.
I'm ravenous after a morning at the
hospital.”

“The remedy is in your hands,”
she told him. “You can order an-
other dish of chop suey.”

He groaned audibly. “So be it!
Here goes my cigarette allowance for
the next three weeks!”

he said slowly.

They both laughed and he gave
the order. Presently, as they were
eating, he asked:

“How has aunt been behaving this
morning?”

“Much the same as usual,” she
said.

“She’s been pretty worried these
last few days,” he commented.

“About Cyril Danton?” she asked
sharply.

He shook his head. “No. After
all, it is a bit early in the affair for
her to be worried about him yet.”

“You think it is an affair?” she
asked quietly.

His nice-looking young face
clouded.

“I’'m afraid it is and she’s pretty
gone on him. I know I shouldn’t be
telling you this, Ann,” he broke off
sharply.

“Because of my father?” she asked
in the pause.

He nodded. “Yes, but I think
aunt will tell him everything when
he comes back. She’s straight, If
she has ceased to care for him, she
wouldn’t deceive him.”

“No, I don’t think she would,”

Ann answered and there was another

pause.

He attacked the food again but
after a moment he laid his fork on
the plate and said:

“T'll tell you what is worrying
Aunt Constance, Ann. You might
have some idea who is responsible.
A few weeks ago she designed a cock-
tail suit, rather after the manner of
an old-fashioned riding habit.”

“T know the one,” Ann said
quickly. “I thought it absolutely
stunning.”

“Well the idea has been pinched,”
“She and I were out
walking the other evening and we
saw practically the identical suit in
a very inferior type of shop. Of
course,” he added slowly as he
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picked up his fork again and made
little mounds of the rice, “it might
have been a coincidence. Some one
else might have had the identical
idea at the same time as aunt, but
it’s darned funny. Anyhow, it
made aunt feel rotten. And that
isn’t the only instance she’s come up
against lately of this kind of thing
happening. She said only this
morning that it makes her feel as
though there is some one in her em-
ploy who is not to be trusted, who
is selling her ideas to a dress pirate.
It worries her tremendously.”

“It must,” Ann said but her face
had colored. She had a dreadful
feeling, almost as though she were
guilty. Could this be the result of
what she had been afraid of? Was
Dickie Pringle deliberately pumping
Delia as to the new fashions of the
Mellier house?

“Anyhow, I shall find out to-
night,” she thought and resolved to
go, however much she might hate it.

Presently Anthony glanced down
at his watch and exclaimed:

“Gee, I must fly. I’'m due back
at the hospital in five minutes. An-
other six months and with any luck,
I’'m through.”

“What are you going to do then?”
she asked.

“Work hard and be poor,” he said
with a grin. “I've lived on aunt
long enough. I'm going to stand on
my own feet for a change.”

Ann liked him for that. It was

faintly worrying how many things
about him she was finding out lately
that she did like.
. “Ann,” he said suddenly, and he
leaned across the table. For once,
his lean young face was serious,
there was no humor in his blue-gray
eyes. ‘“Ann,” he repeated, “have
you ever. imagined yourself being
poor, really poor?”

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “I am
poor now.”

“You’re not,” he contradicted.
“You’re only acting poor. The mo-
ment you asked him your father
would send you a good check. If
things got really bad you could go
and live with your mother. But
supposing you married some one
who was poor, really poor and you
had to fight and struggle with him
and make countless sacrifices =

He broke off abruptly and there
was a curious tenseness in the air,
She looked away from him deliber-
ately. She couldn’t meet his glance
just then. But her heart was pound-
ing and there was a curious choked
feeling in her throat.

“No one mmds being poor with
the right person,” she stammered at
last but she still didn’t look at him.

He jerked back his red head and
gave a short, gleeful laugh.

“That’s all T wanted to know,
Ann,” he said. A moment later he
had risen to his feet and was press-
ing her hand.

“Good—by for the present. You
won't mind my tearing off, but
there’s an operatlon I have to attend
at two-fifteen.”

It was quite in keeping with their
friendship that he should run off
suddenly like this, leaving her alone
to finish her lunch. Another day she
might have done the same thing.
They had mutually agreed there
should be no nonsense about their
comradeship, no standing on cere-
mony, neither one expecting too
much of the other. But as she sat
there alone at the table after
Anthony had gone she began to won-
der if this friendship wasn’t drifting
into deeper, more troublesome
waters.

She had just realized that for the
past weeks she had looked for-
ward to these meetings with
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Anthony. . She was seeing him
usually at least once a day. Once,
after their last encounter, Gerald
had phoned her. She had not only
been cold to him but she had felt
cold. - She had suffered no pangs of
regret as she replaced the receiver.
She had thought at the time:
“That’s good. I'm getting hardened
and indifferent. Love won’t trouble
me any more. It doesn’t even in-
terest me.”

She had felt rather proud of her-
self, almost cocksure, as though she
had become a being set apart, a girl
indifferent to love and the miseries
it brought one. And yet now, al-
though Anthony had said so little,
she found herself confused. She
found her hands shaking; she was
unable to finish her lunch. She
found herself thinking: “It would be
fun helping him get on. It would be
tun struggling with him.”

And then suddenly she became
furious with herself. “Just as well 1
am going out with other men to-
--night. Yes, even though it is that
odious Dickie Pringle!”

. While she dressed, Ann wondered
just how Dickie Pringle would greet
her. Would he exclaim sharply, be-
tray the consternation and dismay
she was sure he would feel? She felt
it would be worth a good deal to see
his face when Delia introduced them.
It might even repay her for all she
had suffered through him.

But when they met at a fashion-
able cocktail bar neither his long,
pale, expressionless face nor his man-
. ner betrayed a flicker of surprise.

“This is my girl friend, Ann Man-
ning,” Delia said as she brought
Ann forward.

Dickie smiled easily as he held out
his hand.

“Ann and I are old friends.”

“Really?” Delia said. “You mean

you knew him, Ann, and you never
told me?”

“Probably Ann thought you were
talking about some one else,” he said
easily. “I'm afraid my name is
rather common.”

But Delia didn’t look convinced.
She threw a dirty glance in Ann’s
direction. ; :

Dickie Pringle’s pleasant, easy re-
ception of her had completely taken
the wind out of Ann’s sails. She

“couldn’t help admiring him for the

way he had taken it. On the other
hand, she was furious with him be-
cause he had deprived her of the
satisfaction she had hoped for wit-

. nessing his discomfiture.

He turned and introduced Delia
and Ann to two other men and a
girl.

“Miss Delaware,” he said, “Mr.
Leffat, Mr. Reynard.”

Miss Delaware was a tall, thin girl
whose manners were so refined that
Ann wondered how she could bear to
live at all.

The two men were short and dark-
haired and one had decidedly effemi-
nate manners. Ann disliked them
both instinctively on sight. From
her point of view it was certainly not
going to be a cheerful evening.

“Another friend of mine, Bill Jes-
mond, is joining us later at the Dia-
mond Club,” Dickie said. He
turned toward Ann: “I’m sure you
and he will hit it off splendidly.”
His lips were curved in a smile, but
there was a decidedly malicious
gleam in his eyes.

They had cocktails where they
were and presently all got into
Dickie’s limousine and were driven
to the Diamond Club.

The Diamond Club was one of
those night clubs where society went
incognito. There was a colored
dance orchestra and an excellent
floor show. Prominent and wealthy
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“What was your object in coming here to-night, Ann?” Dickie asked in

his cool, insolent voice.

“Did you come to see how I was carrying on

with Delia so that you could report to your mother?”

men came, but they rarely brought
their wives or their daughters, Their
daughters might eome with other
men. =
~ Tables were dotted like mush-
rooms about the dance floor and
above was a ba]cony with curtained
alcoves for private supper parties.
They were taken up to one of these.
~ “You can’t talk with a jazz band
thundering in your ears,” Mr. Leffat
said, but the glance dirécted toward
Miss Delaware told Ann that he had

engaged this private alcove for a
very “different reason.

Ann knew she was going to dislike
the party but she was determined to
see it through. She must find out
why these men were so interested in
Delia. She didn’t think it was the
girl’s sex appeal, though Delia had
plenty, for that matter. She became
convinced that it wasn’t that when,
during the meal, the conversation
turned to the gown trade and Mr,
Reynard was saying to Delia:
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“What’s the Mellier woman de-
signing now? You're her chief
model, aren’t you? Heavens, it must
be tiring standing all day! What’s it
this txme, an evening gown, a coat
or a cocktail suit?”

Delia, who was more than half
drunk by this time, replied:

“Well, if you must know, it’s an
ey ening gown, though I'm sure I
don’t see why you're so interested.
It’s rather an awful thing, I think.

It’s shit almost to the knee and it’s -

ever so tight behind. There’s a big
tulle bow on one shoulder, and

“Delia,” Ann’s voice broke -in
upon her sharply, “we’re not sup-
posed to talk about the gowns we’re
modeling.”

“But it doesn’t matter with these
boys,” Delia protested peevishly.
She was enjoying being the center of
the conversation and resented Ann’s
interruption. “You don’t think
they’re dress spies, do you?”

“What a notion! What an absurd
notion!” the two men said in unison,
but after that incident Ann felt them
both regarding her with angry, sus-
picious eyes.

“Ann is Cyril Danton’s special
model,” Delia said after she had
had another glass of champagne. “I
don’t see why she should be so fussy,
do you, boys? He’s quite a one for
the ladies, Mr. Danton is, and ever
since Ann came he’s hardly used an-
other model. Of course, he says she
suits his designs, she’s just the right
figure.”

“Please be quiet, Delia,” Ann said.
Her face had turned scarlet.

Delia waved an unsteady hand.

“Oh, you’re no fun on a party,
Ann. 1 thought you would enter
into the spirit of the thing.”

Dickie Pringle saved the situa-
tion.

“Come and dance, Ann,” he said
quietly.

She followed him down the steps
of the balcony and out onto the
floor. Had any one told her be-
forehand that she would be actually
thankful to dance with Dickie Prin-
gle on any occasion she would have
laughed. But the fact remained
that she was so intensely.relieved to
get away from that table she would
gladly have danced with Satan him-
self. They didn’t speak until after
they had started dancing.

“Well, what was your object in
coming, Ann?” he asked at last and
when she didn’t reply immediately,
he went on in a cool, insolent voice:
“Did you come to see how I was
carrying on with Delia so that you
could report it to your mother? If
you-did, let me assure you at once,
my dear girl, that whatever you said
wouldn’t carry much weight. I
should explain to Laurette just why
I am interested in Delia and she
would believe me, because she would
want to. You could tell her to the
contrary until you were black in the
face, but she wouldn’t listen to you.”

He smiled slightly and when she
still didn’t speak he added:

“You think you’ve caught me in
a miserable intrigue, don’t you?”

“Not at all.” She shook her bright
head. “I don’t think you’re in-
terested in Delia in that way. At
least, I give you credit for that; but
I do think you are interested in her
because she is in the Mellier estab-
lishment. Mother told me you had
become a partner in a gown business
recently.”

“Oh, so that’s what you think?”
He laughed suddenly. “Well, you’re
right, Ann. Now what are you go-
ing to do about it? If you tell Con-
stance Mellier you’ll get Delia fired.
And it wouldn’t be a very nice thing
to get your friend fired.”

“At least I can warn her,” she
protested.
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“You can warn her but as soon
as she’s had a few drinks we can get
all we want out of her.” He smiled
grimly. “All the same, I'm glad she
brought you to-night. -It’s just as
well we’ve had this little chat.”

Ann couldn’t help saying: “You
dldn t seem very surprlsed to see
me.’

He smiled again. “I wasn’t sur-
prised at all. T’ve guessed for some
time where you were working and
when Delia spoke of Ann Manning
and described you, I knew I. was
right.” - Again he smiled that same
rather grim, unpleasant smile. “I'm
afraid, my dear, there’s nothing you
can do about it. You will have to
resign yourself to that.”

They continued dancing for a
while in silence. His face in repose
was hard, his eyes narrow and cal-
culating. Ann was suddenly, poign-
antly aware of the extremely ruth-
less streak in Dickie Pringle’s nature.
He would be an unpleasant enemy,
she decided.

She felt cold although the room
was hot. She even found herself
shivering.

“I don’t see why you, of all people,
should feel any loyalty toward Miss
Mellier,” he remarked presently.
“She has been your father’s mistress
for years. It was she who separated
him from your mother.”

“That isn’t true,” Ann said. “At
least, I don’t believe Miss Mellier
has been my father’s mistress.”

His lips tightened. “What a child
you are, Ann! A sweet little
idealist.” His voice was sarcastic
and mocking. “But I'm willing to
swear it was through no sense of
loyalty that you went to her estab-
lishment in the first place. 1 bet
you went there to do her some harm
if you could. At least, to separate
her from your father.”

“That may be true,” she admitted
reluctantly, “but I feel differently
now. - And since I'm working there
I am loyal to the house. Certainly
I’'m not going to allow you and your
friends to get Delia drunk and make
her divulge trade secrets.”

He raised one dark eyebrow.
“And how do you propese to prevent
it, pray? Apart, of course, from
causing Delia to lose her job?”

“I can ask you not to take her out
any more,” she said. She raised her
head and looked directly into his
face. Her color had heightened, her
brown eyes flashed him a challenge.
“If you don’t agree, Mr. Pringle, I
shall tell Moppet, and even if she
doesn’t believe me I don’t think
she’d like to hear about what you’ve
been doing. Besides, it’s all very
well to say she wouldn’t believe me.
I gave her proof she’d have to be-
lieve me.’ :

There was a short pause and then
he gave a soft, malicious laugh that
grated on her nerves horribly.

“My sweet child,” he said, “you’ve
got this thing all wrong. It is not
I who am frightened of losing your
mother. It is your mother who is
frightened of losing me.’

“That’s a lie,” Ann accused. But :
she knew in her heart it was true and’
she could have killed him for saying
s0.

He shrugged slightly. “It’s the
truth,” he said, “and you know it.
Not that I flatter myself that it is
actually me with whom your mother
is in love. But she is in love, quite
desperately in love with what I rep-
recent. For her, I represent her last
chance of romance, and that is why
she clutches on to me with des-
perate, straining fingers. If I let her
down she would be desolated; not so
much because it was I who let her
down, but because in the light of
your father wanting a diverce she
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would believe that no man loved her,
that no man wanted her.”

He paused and resumed presently:

“Do you know what that feeling
can do to women of your mother’s
age? It can break their hearts, it
can drive them to suicide. I am
fond of Laurette but I am not des-

perately in love with her. You
think me a cad, but I'm not enough
of a cad to let her down now: Un-
less, of course”—he raised his eyes
and gave her a hard, searching
glance—"“unless you force me to,
Ann.” -~ —
v “How could I do that?” she

“stammered, but she knew; of course,
_just what he was driving at.

“Don’t you think you would be
wise if you closed your eyes and
your ears to my relationship -with
‘Delia?” he asked quietly. “It’s true
that T want information from her,
or at least my business associates do.
Why shouldn’t we get it if we can,
for nothing? Shall we say, perhaps,
at the price of a few dinners and a
little flattery? All is fair in love and
‘war, and business is war.”

“But it’s underhand, contemp-
tible.” Her voice was small and
fierce.. “To pick some one’s brains
in that way, to spy upon their de-
signs.”

“My dear child,” he said, “don’t
excite yourself. It’s done all the
time.” :

“That doesn’t excuse it,” she in-
sisted. “I shall do all I can to pre-
vent your finding out anything.”

“But you are not to warn Delia
against me,” he said sharply, “or to
suggest that we are connected with
a rival gown business. If you
“do ” He paused. There was an
unpleasant menacing note in his
“voice. :

“You wouldn’t take it out on
Moppet?” she whispered.

“Why net?” he said. “That is
exactly what I intend to do, Ann, so
you’d better be careful.”

She knew he was making no idle
threat. He would let Moppet down,
and her mother, in her present state
of mind, might do anything.

How well Dickie knew her mother
and how he must trade upon that
knowledge! Ann had seen enough of -
him to-night to realize that he was
utterly unscrupulous, and yet with
it all there was a curious honesty
about him.
but he was quite ready to-admit that
he was.

When they got back to the table
the party had become considerably
drunker and more uproarious. Delia -
was saying, blurring her words
slightly and obviously showing off:

“And, oh, boys, I must tell you
about the cutest designs Miss Mel-
lier——" But, somehow, she hap-
pened to glance up at Ann. The
look on Ann’s face silenced her. She
went red suddenly and mumbled:
“I guess I don’t know what I'm talk-
ing about.”

Presently Mr. Jesmond arrived; a
tall, thin man with eyes set too
closely together.
upon Ann admiringly. She hated
the way he looked at her. It made
her feel almost naked. He had
seated himself beside her and every -
now and then she would feel his
hand on her knee, or on her arm, and
draw sharply away.

Dickie Pringle announced that he
must go. He looked across at Ann.
She felt there was something faintly
malicious in his smile when he said:

“May I take you home, Miss
Manning?” He stressed the name,
too.

Ann had never wanted to leave
any party more than she longed to
leave this one, but Delia was becom-
ing more intoxicated each moment

He was a blackguard, -

His eyes rested -
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Suddenly, without any warning, Bill leaned toward Ann and kissed her.
She was too startled for a moment .to speak. Then her browu eyes
flashed.

and Ann was afraid of what she
might say if she were left alone with
these men.

“T’ll get Delia home to bed soon,”
she thought, “and then in the morn-
ing I'll give her a good talking to.
Even if I don’t tell her who Dickie
Pringle and his friends actually are,
I may be able to frighten her into
keeping her mouth shut in future.”

The smile she gave chkle back
was cool-and 1nsolent

“No, thanks. - I prefer not to

LS—5B

“How dare you?” she said.

leave, Mr. Pringle. I think this is
a heavenly party.”

“Yes, you look as though you
were enjoying yourself,” he said-and
bowed.

Mr.

“That’s

Jesmond patted her knee.
right, baby,” he said,

“‘you’re not going to run out on the

party, are you? I like you. I like
you a lot. You're a manikin, eh?
In the Mellier outfit? Listen, baby,
if you want a change come into my
show. I've got a fine business, it’s
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going well now, it’s going to do even
better. We’re smart, we are, right
up to the minute.” He chuckled and
added: “We get the latest designs
almost before the well-known de-
signers themselves know about them.
Get me?” He winked broadly.

“Yes, I follow you perfectly,” she
returned icily.

“What do you say about it?” he
asked. “Think you would like to
come in with us?”

“No, thank you,” she returned.
“I’'m quite happy where I am.”

“Oh, shucks!” he said. “You’ll
never go far with the Mellier outfit.
They’re too old-fashioned a firm and
they don’t pay big money because
they don’t need to. Listen, what
are you getting?”

“I’ve told you that I don’t want
to change my job,” she replied.

“Oh, well, there’s no reason why
we shouldn’t be pally,” he said.
“Hey,” he called to a waiter, “Draw
the curtains.”

The waiter drew the curtains
obediently, screening tne party from
view of those on the dance floor.
Delia and Miss Delaware relaxed
immediately into the other men’s
embraces. Mr. Jesmond obviously
wanted Ann to do the same thing.
She was hot and uncomfortable,
hating him, hating the whole party.

“If he puts his hands on my arm
again I'll scream,” she thought.

Suddenly, without any warning,
he leaned toward her and kissed her.

Ann was too startled for a mo-
ment to speak. Then her brown
eyes flashed.

“How dare you?” she said.

“Come on, baby,” he laughed,
“don’t be mad, give poppa another
kiss.”

“How dare you?” she whispered
again through tightly clenched teeth.

She felt insulted, revolted. How
dare that odious man kiss her like
this and before all the others, too?
Not that the others seemed to mind.

They tittered gleefully and Delia

said:
“Come on, Ann, be yourself,

~ What’s a kiss?” -

“Yes, what’s a kiss?” Mr. Jes-
mond said. “I think I’ll take an-

_other one.”

She

“I’m going—

“You shan’t,” Ann said.
sprang to her feet.
good-by, every one.”

She pushed her way through the
curtains, She had to go down the
stairs and cross the dance floor in
order to reach the exit. Halfway
down the stairs, she heard footsteps.
Mr. Jesmond had followed her.

“Come on back,” he urged.
“Don’t act that way, baby. Tl
apologize if you like. Say, if we
have a little dance, eh?”

“l don’t want to dance,” Ann
snapped. “I said I'm going home
and ’'m going.”

“You’re not going to get away
from me as easily as that,” he said.
“If yow’re going home, I'll take you.
I’'m a big-hearted fellow. Besides,
you probably haven'’t the money to
pay for your own taxi.” '

“I have,” she said. “Leave rae
alone, please. Don’t come with me
—I don’t want you to.”

“But I imsist,” he said. “Don’t
act that way. T’ll behave myself.”

They had crossed the dance floor
and reached the far exit. Ann had
been too worried by this man’s per-
sistence to look either to right or to
left. She merely walked on, her
head held high, with him beside her.
She didn’t even notice that seated
at one of the tables she passed were
Constance Mellier and Cyril Dan-
ton.

TO BE CONTINUED.



Doctors Shouldn’t Marry

By Dorothy Quick

ANDRA was waiting for the
elevator when she suddenly
heard a menacing growl and

looked down at her wire-haired ter-
rier, Flippy, just in time to see him
bare his teeth. Then, before she
had time to discover why, she was
the center of a whirling mass of dogs.

She pulled Flippy up by the leash
until she got him under her arm and
tried to beat off the vicious airedale
with her free hand.

Then things happened quickly. A
maid came running down the hotel
corridor. Flippy made a lunge at
the airedale who jumped at him the

same moment. Two sets of teeth
fastened in Sandra’s hand.

The pain made her scream. The
dogs released their holds. While the
maid captured the airedale, Sandra
pulled Flippy back to her room.

Inside she looked at her hand, then
thrust it deep into the pocket of her
coat. Strange misgivings assailed
her. Dog bites were dangerous and
she felt faint. She must get a doc-
tor. :

She called the office of her family
physician, only to be told that he
was away, but that his nephew was
attending to his practice.
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“Send him to Roem 1912, the
‘Vance Hotel, quickly,” Sandra
gasped and hung up.

She had never felt like this in all
~ the nineteen years of her life. The
room seemed to be receding from her
like the change of perspective in a
moving picture.

She remembered that in her bag
was a bottle of brandy she had
bought for her father. She managed
to get to the bag and find it. There
were so many seals and she felt so
ill that she knocked the top off the
bottle by smashing it against the
bureau, spilling half of it en the
floor. Sandra didn’t know much
about brandy. Unsteadily, she
poured out half a glass and gulped
it down. The fiery stuff burned her
- _throat but she hardly tasted it, and
it did make her feel better.

- Flippy watched from under the
bed. He didn’t like the strange odor
that had filled the room.

Presently the bell rang. Sandra
managed to get to the door. When
she opened it, she saw a young man
who looked like a combination of her
favorite motion picture stars with
all the best points of each.

“I’'m Doctor Clive Newton,” he
said.

“Oh!” exclaimed Sandra. She
hadn’t expected any one so young
and good-looking, and she wished her

_eyes wouldn’t go blurry every few
mmutes. =
- By now the aroma of brandy had
insinuated itself into Clive’s nostrils
and he noticed Sandra was unsteady
on her feet. _

+ “Where is the patient?” he asked.
“I—it’s me,” Sandra stammered.
“Do you mean you've called me

away from some one who is really

sick' to treat a hangover?” There
was seorn in Clive’s voice. “You

don’t need a doctor. A Turkish bath

will fix you up.”
the door.

“lI do need you!” There was a
quality in Sandra’s veice that made
him turn back. “I don’t drink, hon-
estly!” she went on. “It was only
because I felt so awful. Look!”

For the first time since she had
put the injured hand in her pocket,
she took it out and extended it to-
ward him.

“How on earth——" Clive began,
but before he eould finish the ques-
tion, Sandra collapsed in a heap at
his feet.

The next thing Flippy knew, a
strange man put his mistress on the
bed and began doing things to her
hand with things out of his bag that
made Flippy feel more guilty than
ever.

After a while, Sandra opened her
eyes. '

Clive made her drink some water
before he said, “I'm sorry about the
Turkish bath.”

Sandra managed a grin. “I don’t
wonder you misunderstood.”

“Suppose you tell me about it,”
he suggested.

When he heard the whole story,
he smiled at Sandra. “You'll do.
We'll just have to keep a wet dress-
ing on. Are you alone here?”

“Pm supposed to be in Europe,
with a strictly chaperoned party of
ten girls. I got bored, so I sent my-
self a wire in father’s name to come
home. The chaperon put me on the
boat and here T am. Father’s m

He started toward

Newport and hasn’t the least idea

his daughter isn’t gondola-riding in
Venice. I think Venice was due
about now.” Sandra gigeled. She
didn’t tell Clive her father had sent
her abroad to break up a budding
romance with Jim Paine, popular
man-about-town. =

Clive picked wup the
Greatly to her surprise,

phone.
Sandra



Doctors Shouldnw’t Marry _ 69

heard him order a nurse to come
at once to Miss Corbin, the Vance
Hotel.

“I don’t want a nurse,”’
tested.

“I do.
all night.
wangle chaperons
yourself, but doctors
that.”

“Is that a challenge?” A faint
flush crept into Sandra’s cheeks. She
had made a date with Jim for din-
ner and dancing, and she wasn’t go-
ing-to miss it for either dog bites or
doctors—not when she had come all
the way from Europe to find out if
she liked Jim Paine as much as she
thought she did.

Clive, looking down at Sandra, de-
cided he hadn’t quite realized how
lovely she was. Auburn hair and
blue eyes were a glorious com-
bination. He didn’t, however, be-
tray his admiration as he answered
her question.

“It’s a statement.
stern medico.”

After that, Clive smoked three
cigarettes and told Sandra all about
himself—how his uncle had raised
him to be a doctor. There was a
shining light in his eyes as he said,
“I want to carry on for my uncle. T
want to be a good doctor and do
something to benefit mankind.”

Just then the nurse came, and
Clive became a dignified profes-
sional.

“T’ll look in on you in the morn-
ing,” he said as he shook hands with
his patient.

“That will be nice.” Sandra was
surprised to find how nice she really
thought it would be.

she pro-

You can’t keep that wet

You obviously can
about to suit
aren’t like

I'm a very

Several hours later Sandra, at the
Peacock, was telling Jim all about it.
“You have had a day! But it
must be all right for you to be out.

You don’t look ill. Do you know,
I'm more in love with you than
ever?” Jim smiled faqcmatlntrly

Sandra thought of what her father
had said about this handsome ad-
mirer of hers.

“He’s the sort who charms every
one and will never amount to any-
thing.”

For the first time she noticed that
hlS mouth was weak.

“Why don’t you get a job?” she
asked.

He looked at her incredulously.
“Don’t tell me you've gone busi-
nesslike!”

“Surely you want to do some-
thing with your life. You can’t al-
ways fritter it away on parties, and
vou can’t afford to marry on your
income.” Sandra knew Jim had a
small trust fund.

“You’ve got plenty, and I'm aim-
ing to marry you, darling.” The
way he said the words robbed them
of their baldness, even made the

prospect seem attractive.

“You mean you'd live on my
money?” Sandra exclaimed.

“Certainly. What’s money for if
not to enjoy? I'd hate workmg,
Jim explained blithely.

Sandra heard Clive’s voice echo
in her ears, “I’'m not afraid of work.
I'd dig ditches if 1 thought it would
make me a better doctor.”

All at once she felt too weary to
argue. With a shrug, she gave up.

“Come on, let’s dance.”

As they swung out onto the floor,
Jim whispered gayly, “Are you go-
ing to support me in the luxury to
which I am accustomed, Sandy?” -

She shook her head. “Somehow,
I feel I'd rather have the man do -
the supporting.”

“Let me know if you change your
mind. I really do love you, Sandy.”
He held her close against him.

Sandra was just going to reply
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Clive, looking down at
Sandra, decided he hadn’t
quite realized how lovely
she was. Auburn hair
and blue eyes were a glo-
rious combination. He
didn’t, however, betray
his admiration.

when she heard a voice
say, “May I cut in?”
and found herself in
Clive Newton’s arms,
held loosely so that he
could look down at her.

“You little fool,” he
began.,

“I walked out when the nurse
went to supper.”

“YI know that. She’s been on the
phone,” Clive said dryly. “I sup-
pose you realize you can get an in-
fection in that hand.”

“It’s still damp,” Sandra told

)

him in her sweetest
tones.

“By now the dye"
has probably come
off that green rag
you've got it done
up in, and the first
thing you know,
you’ll see a red line
going up your hand,
and that will mean
you’ve got blood poisoning.” In his
annoyance Clive snapped the words
at her.

Sandra held up her left hand.

“See,” she started blithely, then her

eyes widened. “Oh, it has!”
Clive stopped dancing, pulled her
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around and looked at the crimson
streak.

"~ Almost before she knew it, Sandra
found herself in a taxi with Clive.
He had made a few hasty expla-
nations to Jim and asked him to take
his place with his friends until he
got back.

Sandra was very tired and it was
an effort to keep awake. Still, her
curiesity flogged her dull senses to
action.

“Was that pretty girl
fiancée?” she asked.

Despite his concern over the con-
dition of his patient, Clive laughed.
“Ye gods, no! Friends of my uncle.
I promised to amuse them a night or
two. I don’t intend to marry, ever.
Doctors shouldn’t.”

“Of course they should. Of all
men, they need to be looked after.”
Sandra continued, “Don’t you care
anything about love?” as she pushed
her hair off her hot forehead.

“Doctors haven’t time for love.”
Clive slipped his arm around her
shoulder. “Lean back and relax.
We're almost there.”

“I'm sorry,” Sandra half whis-
pered, as she obeyed his instructions.

“Sorry for what?” .

Through the haze that sur-
rounded her, she heard his voice. It
seemed to bring her back a little
from the far places toward which
she was drifting.

“That you haven’t time for love
I think it would be so wonderful if
you did ? Her voice trailed off
into space.

your

For the next two weeks, time
seemed to stand still for Sandra.
Constantly changing scenes im-
pressed themselves upon her like the
varied patterns of a kaleidoscope—
nurses, dressings, doctors, a morass
of pain through which she waded,
Flippy’s bark strangely subdued,

sometimes reaching her. After a
while her father arrived, ready to
scold his only daughter but remain-
g to tiptoe in and out of the room
with the most anxious expression
Sandra had ever seen on his face.
Superimposed on all these shifting

“pictures was one that didn’t change

—the face of Clive Newton. There
were days when he almost seemed
to pour vitality into her by his mere
presence, and Mr. Corbin insisted
that he remain constantly within
call, even when Sandra was on the
road to recovery.

At last Clive announced, “There’s-
no reason why you shouldn’t begin
to lead a normal life now, Sandra.”
They had progressed to first names .
long ago.

Sandra, sitting up on the chaise
longue, charmingly attired in a pow-
der-blue negligee that would have
made the average man’s heart putty
in her hands, looked at Chve

“Really,” she protested I don’t
feel strong enough yet.”

Clive threw back his head and
laughed. “Humbug! You've been
perfectly fit for the last ten days.
You don’t want a doctor the rest of
your life!”

“Why not? A doctor in the family

would be very useful, and I—I love

vou, Clive.” Sandra hadn’t meant
to say that. Somehow, the words
had just slipped out.

“Lots of patients imagine they’re
in love with their doctors. It’s only
being used to them around, mixed
up with a little hero worship. They
get over it,” Clive said laconically.

“T won’t.”

“Wait until you go out with that
good-looking young man of yours
again. You'll forget all about Doc-
tor Clive.”

“Don’t be silly!” Sandra com-
pletely ignored the fact that a few
weeks before she had come home
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“from Europe solely to see Jim Paine.
“T love you. Deon’t you hke me,
" even a little?”
“Sure ‘I do, Sandra. I think
you're swell! But I haven’t time for
love in my scheme of things.”
"~ “T know,” Sandra said wearily.
“Doctors aren’t like that. Well, we
might as well drop it. But one thing
~ you can do for me. Join us for din-
‘ner Thursday night. Jim Paine’s
coming, and Edith Madry, the girl
your uncle wants you to be nice to.
You can consider it in the light of
duty.”
* Clive ignored the hint of sarcasm
in her voice.

“T’ll look forward to it. You can
get along without me now. I'll look
you over in a week.” He wrote pro-
fessionally in his little black book.

- “Don’t do too much.”
“The Peacock, Thursday night at

eight.” Sandra was crisp, as casual
as he. She waited until he had

reached the door before she called
softly, “I believe you're in love with
me, Clive, but you won’t admit it.”
" Clive pretended not to hear.

After he had gone, Sandra called
Flippy and, taking him in her arms,
buried her face in his neck.

Thursday evening got off on a
grand start. Then, just as every-
thing seemed to be moving along as
Sandra wanted it to, Clive received
an emergency call and had to leave
at once for the hospital.

Sandra didn’t say anything, but
when Clive came out of the hospital,
~ she was waiting in his car.

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed.

* Sandra slid into the driver’s seat.

“Surprise!” she said lightly. “T got
" bored and followed you. Let me
" drive and you can relax.”

He made no protest, and presently
they were rolling along Rlversnde
Drive.

‘looked up into his.

* After a while, Sandra swung the
car up the ineline on the road that
led to the park. As it was very late,
she had no trouble in finding a park-
ing space.

Below them lay the Drive, the
Hudson River serene and lovely in
the moonlight, with the dark cliffs of
Jersey for a background.

“The lights over there,” Sandra
pointed, “look like gigantic fireflies.”

Clive drew a deep breath.

“This is better than the hospital,”
he admitted.

Silence descended upon them.
Sandra moved nearer to Clive.

The scent she used msinuated it-
self into his thoughts. He looked at
her, and it seemed to him as though
he were seeing her for the first time.
Clearly, her profile etched itself
against the moonlight. Suddenly,
she turned her head and her eyes
There was an
expression in them that made his
heart beat faster. Her lips quivered
a little, then all at once she was in
his arms and he was tasting the
sweetness they offered.

Finally he let her go.

“You do love me!” she exclaimed,
her eyes brighter than the twinkling
lights.

Clive felt as though he had been
drinking strong, heady wine. “Don’t
be foolish and leap to conclusions.
That I kissed you doesn’t mean
He drew away from her.

“Darling, don’t go medical on me,”
Sandra pleaded. “We can be so
happy. I won’t interfere with your
profession. Father will give you a
whole hospital for yourself if you
want it.”

Clive held up his hand.  “Just be-
cause sheer animal magnetism got
the better of me for a few minutes,
don’ t let your ideas run away thh
you.” You're no wife for a doctor

“Why not?”
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“You're a typical society girl.
You'd have to be amused, have some
one running around after you all the
time. There’s not a serious thought
in your head. Besides, doctors
shouldn’t marry. If they do, they
should pick out a nurse who under-
stands their work.”

“All right, I’ll be a nurse, if that’s
the only way I can convince you I'd
make a good wife.”

Clive threw back his head and
laughed. “A nurse? You? You
couldn’t stick training six weeks, let
alone two years.”

“You seem very sure of it.

“I am.”

“Enough to promise to marry me
if I graduate?”

Clive gasped at her audacity, then
relapsed into mirth once more.

“That wouldn’t even be taking a
chance, it’s so safe. But I shouldn’t
think you’d want to marry a man
who wasn’t in love with you.”

“T wouldn’t. But I believe you
love me, though you’re too much
wrapped up in your pills and pa-
tients to know it. That’s a chance
T'll take, and if I lose I won’t pester
you any more. Is it a bargain?”
There was an expression on Sandra’s
face that, had Clive only known it,

»

could have been labeled, “woman’s

intuition.”

Clive was ‘too busy laughing to
see the look. “It’s a bargain,” he
said, “though it’s not quite fair. In
the first place, you won’t even get a
chance to train. They like workers
in a hospital.” .

There was determination on
Sandra’s face. “Then they’ll get
one,” she told him firmly, as she
looked ahead into the future and saw
a nurse’s cap on her head and Clive
Newton’s ring on her finger.

She started training three weeks
later. It hadn’t been difficult to get

accepted as a probationer in Essex
Hospital—the one with which Clive
was connected—once Mr. Corbin
had started the ball rolling. He was
on the hospital board and one of its
largest contributors.

At first he had laughed at the idea
of Sandra’s becoming a nurse, very
much as Clive had done. But when
his daughter had broken down and
confessed the real reason for her sud-
den interest in nursing, he had taken
her in his arms and wiped away her
tears.

“All right, Sandy. I'm for you,
and I'll do all I can to help because

- I'm glad you're in love with the right

sort of man at last. I know you'll
make good. Flippy and T’ll look
after each other.”

If it hadn’t been for her father’s
assurance and the memory of the
scorn in Clive’s voice, “You couldn’
stick training six weeks,” Sandra
would never have been able to. Tt
was the most awful six weeks she
ever had lived through—six weeks
during which she had tumbled into
bed with every muscle of her body
aching, and staggered out as tired as
when she had gotten in. But she
kept going, kept up through sheer .
physical fatigue and mental strain.
It wasn’t easy for Sandra at the hos-
pital. Every one in authority was
so anxious not to appear to be favor-
ing the daughter of a member of the
board, that they bent over backward
and made things particularly difficult
for her.

She saw Clive often. A formal
good morning, afternoon or evening,
whichever happened to be appropri-
ate, was all he ever said. And to
make matters worse, each time he
ran across her in the ward, he looked
as though he was surprised to find
her still there.

Sandra often felt the same way,
and' yet she stuck through inter-
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minable hours of work, doing things
she detested, studying things she
wished she never had to know. But
there wasn’t a student nurse who
had as high marks. Sandra was like
the sands absorbing moisture, taking
anatomy, practical nursing and all
the other items of the training into
her mind because some day, when
she was married to Clive, she would
know what he was talking about
when he mentioned his cases.

Once, when the wave of longing
for something besides sickness had
overpowered her, she had called up
Clive. She asked him to take her to
tea and he had refused because, he
said, “It would be irregular.”

“Bunk!” Sandra had ejaculated
inelegantly. “You and your old
medicine! Never mind. I'm going
to be a swell nurse.
order yourself a high hat.”

“Aren’t you a trifle optimistic?”

At this point Sandra hung up.

After that Sandra hadn’t called

Clive again, but whenever she met -

him she looked deep into his eyes,
challenging him to remember a
moonlit night when for a few min-
utes he had forgotten his profession.

The day Sandra had been in train-
ing six months, two things occurred.
She had her first personal contact
with death, and Doctor Lane Mec-
Devitt returned to the hospital from
abroad where he had been doing re-
search work.

The two things happened simul-
taneously so far as Sandra was con-
cerned. She had just left the bed-
side of a patient who had died.
Sandra was remembering Mrs. Mar-
tin’s zest for life and her eyes were
so full of tears, that she ran blindly
into Doctor McDevitt who was eom-
ing along the corridor.

He caught Sandra and steadied
her. “I might have known I'd go

You’d better

away and miss something like you!
What’s the matter?”

“It was Mrs. Martin—she died,”
Sandra sobbed.

Lane McDevitt grasped the situ-
ation and guided Sandra to the diet
kitchen, gave her his handkerchief,
and let her alone while he filled a
glass of water. ;

By the time he returned with it,
Sandra had pulled herself together.

“It’s hard at first, but you'll get
used to it. We can’t always save
them,” he said matter-of-factly.

“I wish we could.” Sandra would
have been surprised if any one had
told hér that on her face was the
same light that she had often noticed
on Chve’s.

“You’re new and too personal.
You’ve got to get an outside view
of it, then you can weather the
storms. It’s all crazy, but we’ve got
to take it as it comes and do our
best.”

Lane’s words were far more serious
than his sparkling eyes and Irish
smile. He was one of those men
whose homely features are part of
their charm, for his personality,
strong and forceful, completely
obscured the irregularity of his nose
and the squareness of his jaw.

“You’ve been very kind.” Sandra
suddenly realized that he was the
first person who had treated her as
a human being since she’d entered
the hospital.

“Then you’'ll let me talk to you
again?” -

“Of course.”

“How about tea?
you off?”

“Tuesday.”

“Meet me at the restaurant in the
park near the zoo, at four thirty,”
he said gayly and added, “I'll man-
age somehow to exist till then.”

That night Sandra sent Chive a
calendar, six months neatly checked

What day are
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“I guess I've been mistaken about you,” Sandra said bitterly. “I thought
you were faman, that underneath that white coat was a man, but I was
wrong. It’s only a doctor.” He started, and a flush crept up into his face.

off with red crayon, and a large ex-
clamation point. The day after she
received an answer—one of Clive’s
presecription blanks.

Take as directed for one year and a half,
unless it disagrees with you.
Crive NEWwTON.

The signature was as big and
fascinating as Clive himself.

Clive didn’t want her to succeed.
He was happy without her. Per-
haps the kiss had been just a matter

of psychology, as he had said. Per-
haps she’d better give up the whole
business, and yet
Sandra sobbed herself to sleep, un-
consciously using Lane MecDevitt’s
handkerchief which happened to be
handy. '
Things were better for Sandra
after the encounter with Lane. She
had no way of knowing that when he
had asked about the new probationer
and been told, “She’s Corbin’s
daughter. Better lay off,” he had re-
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marked, “I wouldn’t care if she was
on the board herself. A little friend-
liness won’t hurt her. She seems
lonely.”

Sandra didn’t know this, but she
did know that it made life pleasanter
to have Lane smile at her from across
the ward, or touch her hand surrep-
titiously as he passed. It even helped
her bear the burden of Clive’s cold-
ness. '

The tea in the park was repeated
several times before winter was
over, and there were drives added to
the teas when spring began.

The day Sandra received her cap
she made the rounds with Clive. In
the ward windows she caught re-
flections of herself as they passed.
The fragile bit of organdie was more
becoming than any hat she had ever
worn. But she was a different
Sandra from the one who had franti-
cally opened the door for Clive that
first day at the hotel. She was no
less beautiful, but in place of smart
sophistication, was an indefinable
something that gave her a thought-
ful, earnest look.
~ Sandra, touching her cap with
furtive fingers to see if it was still in
place, met Clive’s eyes.

He smiled and her heartbeats in-
creased in a manner that would have
_ alarmed her had it been a patient’s.

‘When the rounds were over, he
walked beside her out to the corri-
dor.

“Pretty proud of it, aren’t you?’

She nodded.

“I never thought you’d get this
far.” He stopped and faced her.
“I'm not sure whether I'm glad or
not. Perhaps you’re not either.” He
hesitated, then went on, “I hear
rumors about you and Lane.”
 “If he’s jealous,” thought Sandra,
“there 1s hope.” Out loud she ban-
" tered, “You don’t mean it matters?”

His eyes held hers, and for a sec-
ond it seemed as though the world
stopped spinning on its accustomed
orbit. Then he replied lightly, “Cer-
tainly. If you go for Lane, all bets
are off.”

“I see,” she said bitterly. “Well,
as far as I'm concerned, the bet is ot
I guess I've been mistaken about
you. I thought you were human, that
underneath that white coat was a
man, but T was wrong. It’s only a
doctor.”

He started, and a flush crept up
into his face. “No, you don’t. The
bet’s on and it’s going to stay on
until you lose. 1 don’t care for
charity.” He swung on his heel and
disappeared down the corridor before
she could utter a single one of the
words that rushed into her mind.

The influenza epidemic hit the
hospital a few weeks before Sandra’s
graduation day was due. It swept
down with a force that was over-
whelming and caught the staff as
well as patients in its grip.

Sandra, who was in charge of one
of the children’s wards, found‘her-
self practically alone with no helpers
and a tremendous amount of work.
She had a probationer to assist her,
and Lane McDevitt, who managed
to stay healthy, spent all his spare
time in Ward B.

“You should be getting s]eep,
Sandra told him once.

He blinked his jeyes at her. “So
should you. You're doing four peo-
ple’s work. But you dont know
why I come here

“Because youre a swell egg.”
Sandra lapped into the old vernae-
ular.

He shook his head. “Purely
selfish! 1 like to look at you.”

“That s sweet, Lane.”

41 suppose you know by thls time
that 'm in love with you.
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The ward was quiet. It was al-
most three a. m. Most of the chil-
dren were asleep, and the others were
too sick to be disturbed by whis-
pers. :

Sandra looked up into his kindly
eyes and wished she could have loved
him. “I’'m sorry,” she began. :

He held up his hand. “We won't
say anything more about it, Sandy.
Ouly, if ever you should change your
mind, won’t you please let me know?
You see, I won’t change.”

For one fleeting instant she
touched his cheek with her fingers,
- delicately, like a butterfly’s caress.

“I certainly will,” she whispered.

“I'm awfully fond of you.”

“That’s something!” He grinned.

From one of the beds came a thin,
wavering voice, “Angel nurse!”

“That’s Peter,” explained Sandra.
“He calls me that.”

“I don’t wonder.” Lane was
emphatic. “Come on, let’s see what
we can do for him. He’s pretty sick.”

Three nights later, Sandra sat be-
hind the flat-top desk at the end of
the ward, writing up her charts. It
was late and all her patients were
asleep. Suddenly a shadow fell
across the desk. She looked up into
Clive’s dark eyes.

“I came in for an emergency call,
so I thought I'd see how things were
going in Ward B before I left,” he
explained.

. Sandra got up as hospital etiquette
demanded.

“Please sit down. You look very
tired,” he said gently.

Quick tears rushed to Sandra’s
eyes but she kept them back.

“The whole hospital is singing
your praises,” he went on, “even the
supervisor. I’'m afraid it looks pretty
bad for my chances of winning the
bet.” .

Sandra flushed. “I won’t hold you
to it.”

“I happen to be a man of honor.”
His voice was cool. Then he
changed the subject abruptly.
“How’s Peter?”

Sandra handed him the chart.

“His temperature is down two de-
grees.” She had worked over Peter
all evening. :

Looking over the chart Clive
frowned. “Perhaps you haven’t
filled in the medications.”

For a second Sandra played with
the idea of agréeing with him. When
she had come on duty she had found
that Clive had ordered codeine for
Peter, and the bottle reposed un-
opened in her uniform pocket. She
decided to make a clean breast of it.

“I didn’t give him the codeine,
Clive. It makes him fighting mad,
and with his fever so high, it would -
mean——" She stopped short, be-
cause she knew Clive understood as
well as she how important it was
that Peter be quiet.

“You have deliberately disobeyed
my orders.”

“Peter is better. He’ll get well.”

“Do you realize I can report you,
have you dismissed?”

Clive was looking at her strangely,
smiling with triumph Sandra sup-
posed. A blind rage swept over her,
leaving her face whiter than her uni-
form.

“T suppose that’s why you gave
the order, so you wouldn’t have to
lose the bet. But you needn’t have
worried.” She hurried on, “You can
report me or not as you like, but
whatever you do, the bet is off defi-
nitely. I'm going to marry Lane.”

Before Clive had a chance to
speak, Lane McDevitt was beside
them, his arm around Sandra, joy
shining in his eyes.

“What’s this about reporting my
fiancée?” he asked.

A smile set itself in Clive’s ex-
pressionless face. “I was teasing
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“You can report me or not as you like,” Sandra told Clive, “but whatever

you do, we are no longer engaged. I'm going to marry Lane.” Before

Clive had a chance to speak, Lane McDevitt was beside them, his arm
- around Sandra, joy shining in his eyes.

Miss Corbin,” he said slowly, then
turning to Sandra, “Naturally, I
didn’t know Peter couldn’t take
codeine and I am grateful that you
didn’t give it to him. I hadn’t the
least intention of reporting you.
Congratulations, old man, and best
wishes to the bride.” He set Peter’s
chart down on the desk and left the
ward.

Sandra turned to Lane.
explain,” she began.

“TI must

But Lane cut her short. “My dar-
ling! You can’t know how I felt
when I came in the door and heard-
you say you were going to marry me,
You are, aren’t you? It isnt a
dream?”

Sandra looked up at him. Dear
Lane, he was so sweet, and she was:
fond of him. “If you really want
me,” she whispered.

“If T want you! Oh, my dear!”
He took her in his arms and the glory
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on his face made Sandra feel that
even if she couldn’t know happiness
herself, she was glad to be able to
give it to him.

The morning of Sandra’s gradu-
ation exercises, she and Lane were
standing in the hall when a nurse
came running down the stairs. Her
face was ashen and there were tears
on her cheeks.

“What’s happened?” Lane and
Sandra exclaimed simultaneously.

“The elevator fell—the cable
broke. Doctor Newton was in it,”
she gasped.

“Clive?” Sandra forced the word

through lips that were suddenly
numb.

“Yes.” The nurse caught Lane’s
hand. “Hurry up!”

“You’d better wait here,”
told Sandra.

“No! No!
Sandra cried.

No one thought of taking one of
the other elevators. They rushed -
down flights of stairs that seemed in-
terminable. When they got to the
basement there was a group of peo-
ple standing over a huddled form.

Sandra thought she would faint.
“Clive, Clive!” Her lips formed the -
words but she was unconscious that
they did so.

Suddenly, a figure detached itself
from the group and miraculously,
Clive’s voice said, “Poor chap. I
was going down with him. Some
one called me and I got out of the

Lane

I must go to Clive!”

car. That was close!”
Sandra clutched at Lane. “Take
me away,’ she begged. “Take me

'9)

away!

After the graduation Sandra said
good-by to Lane. “You’re coming up
to Newport next week-end?”

“Yes, dear,” he told her gently.
Then, “Before you go, Sandra, will
you do something for me?”

“Of course.’

“Let s say good-by here, while
we're alone, before the rest of the
crowd arrives.’

“T’d like it better, too. And then
T’ll slip out the back way.” Sandra
didn’t tell him that she couldn’t face
Clive. He had avoided her ever
since the night in the ward, and she
knew that if they met now he would
have to congratulate her on graduat- -
ing first in her class. It would be
more than she could bear.

Lane’s kiss was very tender and
he held her for a long time. Finally,
he let her go. “All right, my dear.
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Ardent suitor surrenders girl to
proud  parent—temporarily, of
course.”

They both laughed. A few min-
utes later Sandra and her father
were on their way to Newport.

On Friday Sandra was in her car
at the station waiting for Lane, a
happy Flippy sitting proudly beside
her. There were lines of suffering
around Sandra’s eyes that, no mat-
ter how she tried, she could not con-

- eeal.

The train puffed in. Sandra left
Flippy and went out on the plat-
form, looking for Lane among the
people being disgorged from the Pull-
man car.

Suddenly a familiar figure ap-
peared. The greeting Sandra had
ready for Lane died on her lips.
“Clive!” she exclaimed, and would
have fallen if he had not caught hold
of her.

“Which is your car? Oh, I see
Fhppy!” He half led, half carried
her toward the green roadster, put
her on the front seat with Flippy,
who was exuberantly glad to see him,
threw his bag in the back and took
the wheel of the car himself.

“Where’s Lane?” Sandra found
her voice,

“Lane sent me in his place. He
said to give you his love and tell
you he understood when the elevator
fell —whatever he meant by that,”
Clive said calmly.

All around them was the hubbub
of greetings being exchanged and
cars leaving. But as far as Sandra
and Clive were concerned, they
might have been in a deserted vil-
lage.

Lane had discovered her secret,
Sandra was thinking. That was why
he had kissed her good-by so linger-
ingly. There had been renunciation
in his kiss and she hadn’t known it!

Clive’s voice broke through her

thoughts. “When Lane told me
your engagement had only been a
joke, I knew that you’d made it to
release me from the bet. I came to
ask you to marry me, Sandra.”

So it was the bet that had brought
him! Lane wanted to make her
happy, but he had only succeeded in
making her feel as though she
wanted to run away and hide her
head for shame. Of course, Clive
would feel he had to pay the bet. A
numbness crept over Sandra that
seemed to freeze every atom of her
being. She broke the silence.

“l couldn’t possibly marry you,
Clive. Now you’re quite free. The
bet’s off and we can be friends.”

“T don’t want to be friends,” Clive
said quickly. “I love you. I ean’t
have been such a fool that T’ve lost
you altogether?”

“T know you’re doing your best
to be a good sport, Clive, but it isn’t
necessary. Truly it’s not. I was
what you labeled me—a silly, spoiled
child. You said I'd outgrow it, and
I have. You were right, too, about
your career. That’s the most im-
portant thing of all, Clive.”

It seemed to Sandra that every
word she spoke was being wrung
from her soul. If only she could
have put her head on Clive’s shoul-
der, have once more felt his lips on
hers! But she never could. Thank
goodness, she had some pride. She
wouldn’t snatch at ecrumbs when the
loaf was denied her.

Suddenly, he caught her hands in
his. “Sandra, it’s not like that! I
couldn’t have a career without you.
T’'ve got to make you see! I've al-
ways loved you, Sandra, ever since
that first day when Flippy brought
us together. I didn’t know it then.
I thought I hadn’t time for love.
When 1 kissed you, I almost realized
it, but I fought against it. I went on
fighting until I made myself believe
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that T didn’t care. I wanted you to
lose the bet, Sandra. I actually did.
But after a while I began to think it
might not be so bad if you won. 1
admired your determination. I even
admitted to myself you’d be a swell
doctor’s wife. But I had too much
pride to let you know it. That night
about Peter I had a queer, twisted
idea that if T could make you in-
debted to me for your graduation, it
would save my pride, and it would
mean more when I told you I loved
you. Then you sprung Lane on me
and I began to glimpse how much I
~ cared. 1 was pretty miserable. I
didn’t dare talk to you, even, for fear
you'd see through me.”

Sandra couldn’t speak.
seemed to paralyze her.

“I didn’t know how much I loved
you till T thought I’d lost you,” Clive
went on. “Then I knew that being
a doctor meant nothing without you.
My career, even my life, meant
nothing. When Lane told me you

Joy
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weren't going to be married, I felt as
though I could breathe again, that
there was hope. I broke down and
told him all about it, and he sent me
up here with his blessing. Oh,
Sandra, tell me it’s not too late! 1
love you so!”

There was yearning in his voice,
an integrity Sandra could not deny.

“It’s not too late,” she whispered,
as her arms went around his neck.
When their lips met, she knew she
had found happiness at last.

Flippy seemed to understand what
was happening. He sat up and
‘barked joyously. When that didn’t
win him any attention, he insinuated
himself between them, forcing their
faces apart.

“Well, well!” exclaimed Clive, and
pulled the dog’s ear affectionately.

“Flippy darling!” Sandra hugged
him, and Flippy wagged his tail
triumphantly. He had a feeling that
from now on everything was going te
be all right.

BUTTERFLIES ABOUT YOU

GREAT yellow butterflies
Poising there—
Orange ones with velvet stripes,
Black as your hair.

What can be more beautiful
Than you, my dear,

With great yellow butterflies
Hovering near—

A thin blue gown
Veiling your throat—

And in my heart a song
Like a bird’s love note?

LS—6B

HerLen BayLey Davis.
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Weddmg Coach

By Brigid O’Farrel

Y the time she had been at the

Auto Show for half an hour,

Lynn Sherman was enjoying
delusions of grandeur. She slid into
the driver’s seat of the most ex-
pensive custom-built models, played
with the lovely chromium gadgets
on the instrument board, experi-
mented with the gear shifts and
finally tipped the rear-view mirrors

so that she could gaze at her own
reflection. What she saw was a
vivid oval face distinguished by
brown eyes dancing with a zest for
living, and by a sweet mobile mouth
that was the texture of crushed crim-
son velvet. A chic hat of hunters’
green capped the shining waves of
her hair, which glistened like brown
oak leaves after autumn rain. A
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very knowing hat, that. She smiled
in approval.

Polly Dorman who had come to
the show with her, was worried by
her boldness. “Lynn,” she scolded,
“the way you act and talk the sales-
men will think you are going to buy
one of these cars.”

“And so I am, Polly precious.
I’'m just shopping for a bargain.”

“You know darn well you’ll never
find a car here that you can pay

for,” her friend grumbled.

“But I must see what the market
affords,” Lynn laughed, sweetly
‘mischievous.

She didn’t want Polly to remind
her that she’d be lucky to find a two-
year-old used ear which her small
savings could purchase. Just for to-
night she would make believe that
she might own the luxurious maroon
convertible sedan listed at five thou-
sand dollars, accessories and tax
extra.

“Let’s look at the trailer section,”
Polly suggested, trying to divert her.

“All right. Only a trailer won’t
do me much good until I get the

ar,” Lynn replied cheerfully.

But the minute she stepped inside :

the Caravan Coach she was en-
thralled. It was the most compact
playhouse on wheels that any home-
loving girl could imagine, complete
from the Pullmanlike living room
-which turned into a double bed, to
the wee kitchen with its enameled
sink and electric ice box. Like a de-
lighted child, Lynn explored every-
thing, exclaiming over the peasant
china in the cupboard and whirling
the dials of the radio.

“Oh, Polly, I'm never going to be
happy until I own one of these,” she
cried.

“Then why not place your order
to-night? I'd hate to see you un-
happy a moment longer than was

absolutely necessary,” a deep mas-
culine voice broke in.

Whirling, Lynn looked at him and
her heart gave a bound. Not that
he was handsome, because he wasn’t.
His chin was too stubbornly square
and the forelock of his straight dark
hair tumbled down over one eye-
brow. But he was the most clean-
cut, virile man she’d seen all eve-
ning. He made the other salesmen
in Convention Hall look like so
many animated plaster dummies.

He did not smile at her as the
others had, but with intense serious-
ness began his sales talk. The
Caravan Coach, he assured her, was
the ultimate in trailer construction,
with a new kind of steel body, rust
resisting and shock proof. It was
equipped with special brakes which
made it easy to handle on hills or in
traffic, the windows were shatter-
proof, the chassis was

Fascinated by his enthusiasm,
Lynn let him talk on and on. She
wasn’t the least bit interested in the
technical details of trailer construc-
tion but she liked the fire in his eyes,
the eager earnestness of his manner.
When he paused for breath she said,
“What makes the ice box run? And
where does the hot water for the
shower come from?”

Glibly he answered her questions,
then demonstrated how the dining
table opened out of the wall, and the
bookease collapsed if you didn’t
need it.

Polly hemmed and hawed but
neither of them paid any attention
to her.

“It would make a perfect guest
house for the summer cottage on
Lake Huron. I’d just love to cook
in that ducky kitchen,” Lynn said,
her eyes shining.

“Yes, indeed. Or a fine winter
home in Florida, or a hunting cabin
in the upper peninsula, or a——"
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“Oh, dear, I've got to have it.
How much does it cost?” Lynn de-
manded.

“As is?”

“Yes, of course, It would have to
- be just like this.”

“This is our de luxe model. We
make them cheaper, without quite
so many conveniences. This one, as
it stands, is nineteen hundred dol-
lars.”

“Nineteen hundred dollars!” Polly
repeated, in the awed tones of a per-
son mentioning the national debt.

Lynn ignored her.
on terms?” she asked briskly.

- “Yes. We'll be glad to arrange it.
If you’ll just give me your name and
address,” he answered eagerly.

“My name,” said Lynn with de-
liberation, “is Annabelle Murphy
and I live at 897 Lawrence.”

Polly gasped audibly and Lynn
frowned at her. “Don’t you like the
Caravan Coach better than any of
the others we’ve seen, Polly?” she
asked, as she kicked her chum.

. “Oh, yes. I think this is certainly
the last straw—I mean the last
word.” Polly rubbed her ankle.

“Just sign here, Miss Murphy,”
instructed the attractive young man.
“How much would you like to pay
down on delivery?”

“Well, suppose we say two hun-
dred and fifty dollars,” Lynn cas-
ually mentioned the complete sum of
her savings with which she had
planned to purchase a used car.

“We can’t make delivery in less
than three weeks. Will that be all
right?”

“Yes. I plan to go to Florida in
the late winter but I'm in no par-
ticular hurry,” Lynn told him airily.

“Here’s my card in case you think
of anything you'd like changed in
the meantime. You have no idea
what this sale means to me.” His
voice was sober and as he shook

“Can I buy it

hands with her he looked deep into
her eyes.

Lynn squirmed inwardly. Now
that the first glow of amusement
over the situation was fading, she
was not very proud of herself. She
stole a look at the card. Tyler P.
Moore was the young man’s name.
It had a vaguely familiar sound. In
that moment she wished she might
have met him any other place, under
any other circumstances.

“Good-by, Mr. Moore, and thank
you.”

“Good-by, Miss Murphy. I'm
sure you’ll have many happy hours
in your Caravan Coach.”

Neither Lynn nor Polly said a
word until they were outside Con-
vention Hall, waiting for the street
car to carry them home. Then
Polly exploded. “Lynn Sherman, of
all the low-down tricks to play on
that nice man! So you plan on go-
ing to Florida in the late winter, do
you? What will you use for money
and what are you going to do with
your job in Hodd’s millinery depart-
ment while youre away? I'm
ashamed of you.”

Lynn was ashamed of herself by
now, but it didn’t help any to have
Polly rub it in. She said coolly,
“There’s no harm done. He’'ll never
be able to find me again.” :

“I hope not. You’d want to crawl
through a crack and shut it after
you, if you ever did see him again.
How much cemmission do you sup-
pose he makes on a sale like that—
I mean, a real sale of nineteen hun-
dred dollars?”

“I don’t know. A couple hundred,
maybe. He’ll probably be dis-
appointed to lose it.”

“So you just thought of that, did
you? What’s his name?”

“Tyler Moore. It sounds familiar.
Did you ever hear of him before?”

- “Yes, I've heard of Ty Moore. So
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- have you, if you read the Sunday

society sheet like you should. He’s

the boy Janie Hodd has been seen
with all this season. You would

' choose to make eyes at the boss’s

- daughter’s boy friend!”

“If he’s in Janie Hodd’s crowd he
won’t werry about losing a little
‘commission. Let’s
forget him, Polly.
He’s nothing in
our young life.”

She found, how-
ever, that it wasn’t
“easy to forget
Tyler Moore.
There was some-

" thing about the

-special way he had
looked at her when
he took her hand,
something about

~ his keen zeal which-

she could not ban-

* ish from her mind.
For hours she
tossed on the nar-
row bed in the -

"small apartment
which she and Polly shared. When

“at last she fell asleep she dreamed

" that a tiny car driven by Tyler
Moore came speeding down the road,
drawing a trailer as big as a barn.
When these strange vehicles drew
‘near, the road suddenly opened in a
huge chasm and they tumbled into

"it. Lynn shrieked and woke to find
Polly shaking her sympathetically.

This would never do. She must

see him again and explain that it was
all a joke. At breakfast, Polly

" agreed that she’d better go back to
the auto show during the noon hour
and confess. With a twinkle she
added, “Besides, unless you give him
your right name, you’ll never see him
again.” :

“TI won’t anyway, after pulling
* that cheap trick,” Lynn said sadly.

“Oh, I wouldnt be too sure of
that. He acted last night as if he'd
fallen for your big brown eyes, and
a man in love forgives many things,”
her friend commented shrewdly.

“Do you really think so, Polly?
Oh, he wasn’t thinking of anything
but his precious Caravan Coach last

night.”” Lynn’s

words were light,
but in her heart
she hoped Polly
" was right.
At noon Lynn
ate sandwiches on
- the street car that
carried her to Con-
vention Hall. The
closer she came,
the harder this job
of confessing
loomed. Maybe he
would be out teo
lunch. In that
case she could
leave him a note.

It would be easier

to write it thamn

say it personally.

Still, she wanted to see him again,
wanted to feel the firm clasp of his
hand and have him look deep into
her eyes with that sober intentness
he had shown the night before.

‘As soon as she entered the trailer
section she saw him. He was talk-
ing to a tall, fair girl who wore a
mink coat and a hat that had been
priced at forty dollars in Hodd’s
French Shoppe. - Lynn recognized
the girl as well as the hat. Janie
Hodd shopped often in her father’s
store and the clerks were all afraid
of her.

Neither the man nor the girl
noticed her, so Lynn drew back,
picking up a pamphlet and pretend-
ing to read. Even then she could
not help overhearing the girl’s angry.
impatient words.
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“Oh, Ty, don’t be like that.
Your swanky trailers will sell them-
selves without you hanging around
here like a trained nurse in attend-
ance. You've lived in this hall since
- the show opened. Surely the reg-
ular salesmen can handle this job
now.”

Her voice changed to the whee-
dling tones of a girl who is accus-
tomed to getting her own way.
“Come on, honey. Your little Janie
is all lonesome and forlorn without
vou. I won’t have any fun at the
house party unless you come, too.”

Lynn tried not to notice the pos-
sessive way the girl’s fingers trailed
down his sleeve. Tyler Moore
looked troubled, as he answered,
“But, Janie, life is just one house
party after another in our set, and
the auto show comes but once a
year. You'll have to spare me this
week, I'm afraid.”

The girl drew her coat around her
closely. “All right, if you're deter-
mined to be mean. T’ll go, anyway.
Rex Danforth will be glad to look
after me.”

He gave a low, sharp exclamation.
Janie laughed, but her laughter was
not pleasant. “You don’t want me
playing around with Rex? Then
you’d better look out for me your-
self, my dear.”

Lynn turned away, an odd pain
weighing on her heart. Tyler must
be in love with the glamorous Janie.
Strange that it made so much dif-
ference to Lynn. She knew now
that she did not want to talk to him
again, that she could not face him
with the truth about the cheap stunt
she had pulled the night before.

She moved away to a convenient
writing table. How to start the
note? What to say? Perplexed, she
nibbled thoughtfully at her fountain
pen.

But Tyler Moore found her there,
He said eagerly, “Say, I'm glad to
see you again. You're not thinking
of purchasing another trailer, are
you?”

Lynn looked at him unhappily.
Evidently Janie had gone. For a
fleeting moment Lynn wondered
whether he had given in to the girl’s
wheedling.. Then she stood up,
crushing the sheet of note paper in
her hand. This was going to be
much harder than she anticipated.

She looked him straight in the
eye. “I came back to tell you that
I was being funny last night, and
I'm ashamed of myself. My name
isn’t Anabelle Murphy. I just made
it up.” .

A strange expression crossed his
face. “Then you were only pretend-
ing about the Caravan Coach.
You’re just another four-flushing
female! You weren’t crazy about it,
as you said. You don’t want to or-
der it?”

She couldn’t have him look at her
like that, so scornfully and coldly.

“Why, no,” she faltered. “That
is, I mean, of course I want the
coach, only 2

He was suddenly immensely re-
lieved. “Oh, you mean you want to
give me your correct name and ad- -
dress. 1 was sure you couldn’t be
like all the others. Here, I'll tear up
your old order and make out a new
one.”

“But, you see Lynn began,
then stopped helplessly. When the
man looked at her like that, how
could she tell him that she was only
a salesgirl who didn’t even own a
car to pull a trailer? She remem- .
bered the airy way she had talked
about a summer home on Lake
Huron, about a winter trip to
Florida, and her cheeks burned.

Unexpectedly, she made a crazy
decision. She’d let the order stand,
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buying the Caravan Coach just as
she had said she would. After all,
the money for the down payment
was in her savings account. By
serimping and saving every possible
penny she might squeeze out the
installments on it. It would mean
that for the next two years she
couldn’t have any new clothes, any
vacation or other good times. Still,
she might be able to sell the trailer
to some one who could use it.
She’d take a chance. Anything was
better than having Tyler Moore
look at her as if she were a cheat.

With a hand that trembled
slightly, she signed her name and
address to the new order blank Tyler
Moore prepared.

“Lynn Sherman,” he murmured.
“That’s a poetic name.”

“It’s my own, this time,” she as-
sured him.

“Say, I've got an idea. Why don’t
you come have some lunch with me?
We could get better acquainted and
I could tell you some more about the
Caravan Coach.”

Lynn hesitated. It would be won-
derful to lunch with him, only she
didn’t want to talk about the trailer.
She glanced at her watch and panic
seized her. She’d have to race if she
got back to work on time. She said
a little breathlessly, “I’ve had lunch,
thanks, and I must hurry back for—
for ‘an - appointment  with the hair-
dresser.”

“Imagine the woman turning me
down in favor of the hairdresser,” he
said in mock anger. “What about
dinner - to-night, then? Please—I
want to talk to you.”

Hodd’s was having a fashion show

to-night which all the girls were sup- .

posed to attend. Maybe no one
would miss Lynn. She threw cau-
tion to the winds. “All right. Tl
meet you in the lobby of the Book-
Cadillac at seven,” she promised.

For all her frantic hurry she was
ten minutes late for work. Miss
Watkins, head of the department,
reproved her coldly. “Please don’t
let this happen again, Miss Sher-
man. We must be punctual. Our
jobs depend on it,” she stated sig-
nificantly.

Lynn colored and murmured an
apology. She would be careful.
Certainly she couldn’t afford to en-
danger her job now that she had
signed a contract involving the pay-
ment of nearly two thousand dollars!

All afternoon she moved in a
flurry of excitement. Absently, she
brought out three bright scarlet hats
to be tried on by a customer with
vivid red hair. The woman scolded
her loudly and afterward Miss Wat-
kins said, “Really, Miss Sherman, I
can’t imagine what you were think-
ing about.”

The answer was, of eourse, that
she was thinking of Ty Moore.
Over and over, she told herself that
she was a fool. In the first place, he
was crazy about Janie Hodd. In the
second place, she knew from the con-
versation she had overheard, that he
must be important in the Carayan
Coach Company, doubtless he was
rich and powerful. Last, but not
least, because of him she had bought
a trailer she would never be able to
use.

But to-night she was going to
have dinner with him. Nothing
mattered now but that. When clos-
ing time came she dashed home.
Polly loaned her a golden cocktail
dress, much more expensive than
anything Lynn herself owned. She
would have to be very smooth if she
was going to compete with Janie
Hodd.

It was one of those rare, perfect
evenings. Ty brushed the lock of
hair back from his forehead, and
straightened his tie when he caught
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sight of her. “You came, after all,”
he cried. “I was afraid that you
might be pretending again.”

They talked about food and dis-
covered that they both had a pas-
sion for thick steaks smothered in
onions, for New England boiled din-
ners, for fudge cake, rich and sticky.
“T can cook them all, too Lynn
bragged.

“What a swell wife you’ll make
some lucky man,” he sighed en-
viously. “I knew the minute I saw
you playing house in the coach last
night that you were a home girl.
‘Will you invite me to dinner some
time, just the two of us, dining in
your Caravan Coach?”

. “Of course,”
-but under the table she crossed her
fingers - because she knew she
wouldn’t.

They found that they danced to-
gether as if they had been partners
all their lives. It was heavenly to
be held so firmly, yet lightly, in his
arms.  Lynn closed her eyes and
wished that life could always be like
this—a succession of happy evenings
in Ty Moore’s arms. She must en-
joy these hours to the full, a happy
memory to treasure.

" Then Janie Hodd came in, fol-
lowed by a thin bronzed man who
looked bored - and blasé. They
paused beside the table where Lynn
and Ty were smoking over empty
liqueur glasses. Janie’s eyes were
frigid as she spoke to Ty. She
barely acknowledged his introduc-
tion of Lynn. The man with her
was Rex Danforth and he stared at
Lynn with lazy eves, as if he won-
dered where Ty had picked her up.

“I see you can leave the auto show
if you want to.” Janie’s sharply
rouged mouth thSted into a bitter
laugh.

‘Leavmg for dinner is hardly like
going away for three days, Janie.

she promised gayly,

Still, T suppose we all do the things
we want to do most,” Ty answered
smoothly.

“Yes, there’s nothing like novelty
and variety to whet a man’s ap-
petite.” Janie’s eyes flicked Lynn
insolently, and then she turned
away.

With her went all the delicate
magie of their evening, vanquished
as ruthlessly as a broom sweeps dew-
spangled cobwebs. Lynn and Ty
stared at each other in uncomfort-
able silence. At last he said, “Don’t
mind Janie, Lynn. She’s spoiled.
I've tried this winter to do some-
thing about her because her father
asked me to, but it seems to be too
late.”

Lynn’s heart leaped like a hehum—
filled balloon. Ty was telling her
that he wasn’t in love with Ja,nie.
Did it mean that he might be a little
bit in love with her, Lynn?

After that he talked about busi-
ness. He told her that his father,
who manufactured the = famous
Moore automobile bodies, had set
him up in business for himself. “I
want the Caravan Coach to be the
best, safest traveling house on the
road. There’s a future in trailers,
but they must be sturdy, well-built,
honest workmanship,” he told her
earnestly.

When at last they went home
Lynn said “good night” to him in
the entrance hall of the apartment
house. It was a neat place of im-
itation marble, quite impersonal.
She didn’t want Ty to see the tiny
apartment she and Polly shared.
True, the rooms were scrupulously
neat and cozy with inexpensive
wicker and cretonne, but she did not
want to destroy the illusion she had
created for him that she was a
glamorous girl of wealth, dwelling in
spacious quarters, * flitting light-
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-'Lynn and Ty had just fin-
. ished dining when Janie
Hodd came in, followed
by Rex Danforth. Janie’s
voice was frigid as she
spoke to Ty. Rex stared
‘at Lynn, as if he won-
dered where Ty had
picked her up.

heartedly from the shores of Lake
Huron to the beaches of Florida.

He held her hand for a long time,
and looked deep mto her eyes. For
-a -breathless second Lynn prayed
that he would kiss her. Instead he
said formally, “This evening has
.- been-most pleasant. We must do it
again soon. And don’t forget that

you have promised me a dinner in
the new trailer.” ,

“I'll not forget,” Lynn assured
him. :

No, she’d never forget a moment
of the precious time they had had
together. It did not seem strange

that she should feel this way about

a man she had just met. Love is not
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a matter of clocks and calendars.
Love is a magic that bewitches the
heart and makes all life enchanting
by the mere waving of a wand.

Polly was awake. Lynn hugged
her ecstatically. “I’ve had the love-
liest - time, precious. He is the
grandest man,” Lynn told her.

“Looks as if you'd straightened
out your difficulties all right,” Polly
laughed. Lynn hadn’t the heart to
tell her that she had really signed up
to buy a trailer.

Lynn was arranging a special sec-
tion of felts in the French Shoppe
the next morning when Janie Hodd

swept in. Miss Watkins came with °

her, bowing and smiling. She seated
Janie before a deep triple mirror and
then called to Lynn, “Miss Sherman,
please bring me that black-and-gold
coronation hat Yvonne modeled last
night.”

Lynn bit her lip. She had no idea
what Yvonne had worn at the style
show, but she knew Miss Watkins
would be furious if she admitted her
ignorance in Janie Hodd’s presence.
Maybe one of the other clerks could
help her. She went back into the
stock alcoves, hoping to find a girl
who wasn’t busy. :

Fate was against her. There was
no one she could ask.
stricken, she picked out one of the
tissue-wrapped confections of veil-
ing, ribbon and flowers which smart
women were wearing on their heads
these cold winter nights.

As Miss Watkins unwrapped it
Janie shook her head. “No, I
wouldn’t care for that at all,” she
said.

“This isn’t the one I had in mind,”
Miss Watkins exclaimed.

Lynn admitted, “I couldn’t find
the one Yvonne wore, but I thought
this one might be becoming to Miss
Hodd.”

For the first time Janie really

Panic--

looked at her. A tiny pucker
creased her smooth white forehead.
“Haven’t I seen you somewhere re-
cently? Oh, I know. You’re the
girl who was with Ty Moore at the
Book-Cadillac last night, aren’t
you?” A malicious glint came into
her eyes. Then she turned to Miss
Watkins imperiously: “The girl
wouldn’t know what anybody wore
at the style show last night. You'd
better get some one else.”

Miss Watkins gave Lynn a look
which spoke venomous volumes.
“Call Miss White, please,” she or-
dered curtly. Crimson, Lynn moved
away.

What was the matter with her
lately?—she wondered wretchedly.
She seemed to get into trouble
wherever she went. It was all her
own fault, too. All because she kept
pretending that things were different
from the way they really were.

She was hardly prepared for the
next blow, however. After Janie
Hodd left Miss Watkins sent for
Lynn and told her that she could
look for another job. “It isn’t just
this morning, Miss Sherman.
You've been behaving very stupidly.
We can’t afford it with the people
we have in this department.”

They paid Lynn two weeks’ wages
that night. The next day she started
out to look for work. Polly was in-
dignant and sympathetic, but that
didn’t help much. Lynn herself was
stunned. She had never told Polly
about the contract for the trailer.
What would she do now with that
stupendous debt?

Tyler Moore called several times
in the next two weeks, but Lynn
made Polly answer the phone and
say she was out. She couldn’t see
Ty now. When he found out the
truth—well, she’d rather creep away
and never see him again than face
his scorn.
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Drearily, she tried agencies and
answered ads. One day she received
notice that the trailer was ready for
delivery. Would she please come
down to the dealer’s to-morrow?
The finance company wanted to
complete their report on her.

For a long time Lynn stared at
that letter. Then she made up her
mind. She began packing fran-
tically. “Polly,” she told her dis-
tressed roommate, “here’s my share
of next month’s rent. Maybe you
can find some one else to come in
with you by the time that’s used up.
I'm going to Aunt Belle’s down near
Three Rivers. After I've had a good
rest, I’ll look for work in Chicago.
I'm not coming back to Detroit,
ever. I'm sick and tired of the town.
Please forward any mail that comes
for me, but you’re not to tell any
one where I am—not any one. Re-
member?”’

“I think you’re a little fool " Polly
said vigorously. “Somethmg is
bound to turn up if you stick it out
a little longer. What’s - all the
secrecy about? I don’t understand
why you’re behaving so badly to Ty
Moore, either. I thought you liked

that man.”
“T do. I did. Oh, well, never
mind. I just want to forget all

about everything!”

She kept fifty dollars out of her
savings fund. She sent a check for
two hundred dollars to Ty Moore.
With it went a stiff note in which
she said that because she had lost
her job she would be unable to pay
for the Caravan Coach. Would he
please try to sell it for her? She was
sending him all the money she had
and she hoped the company wouldn’t
sue her on her contract because they
wouldn’t get anything if they did.

Aunt Belle, whose children were
all grown and married, was glad to

have her. Lynn worked around the
farm house and did much of the
cooking. She loved to fry chicken
a crisp golden brown and her apple
pies brought praise from Uncle Joel
and the hired man. Sometimes she
could almost forget the pain that
pressed heavily on her heart. Be-
cause of her silly pretending, she had
lost the only man she ever loved.
One day Aunt Belle was called to
a neighboring farm- where there was
sickness. Lynn was getting dinner
for the men when a slick new car
with a trailer-attached drove into the
yard. The girl looked at it and her
heart stood still. The trailer was
certainly a Caravan Coach. Her
eyes jumped to the driver. It could
be Ty. And it was. Even as she
looked he brushed that errant lock

‘of hair back from his forehead.

Lynn smoothed her hair before the’
mirror over the kitchen sink. She
was glad that her yellow smock was
fresh and crisp. Demurely, she
opened - the kitchen door. “Hello,
Ty,” she greeted shyly.

“Lynn! At last I've found you.”
His eyes held an expression that’
made her heart turn over. Could it
be that he still liked her? :

The man came in from the barn
at that moment and she asked Ty
to stay for dinner. There was a
platter of delicious ham, an omelette
that was a miracle of light puffiness,
fried potatoes, jelly and pickles.
Lynn’s coffee was strong and clear.
For dessert she had made a lemon
meringue pie which fairly melted in
one’s mouth.

The men talked about crops and-
general business conditions. - Lynn
was so busy keeping their plates
filled that she did not have much to
say. It was only after Uncle Joel
and the hired man went back to
their work, that she and Ty could
really talk. '
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“Lynn, I’'ve been
trying to find you
so I could return
your check. I sold
your Caravan
Coach. You don’t
owe the company
anything.”

“I'm glad, Ty. It
was silly of me to
pretend that I could
buy it.” -

“Yes,” he agreed
soberly, “‘it was

silly. I was terribly disappointed in
I thought you were more
genuine than the girls I knew. You
seemed interested in homy things,

you.

Janie looked at Lynn specu-
latively as she tried on the hats
Lynn showed her. “Haven't I
seen you somewhere recently?”
she said at last. “Oh, I know.
You’re the girl who was with
Ty Moore last night, aren’t
you?” A malicious glirit came
into her eyes.

and all.”

and you said you
liked to cook. When
I found you were
only pretending
about having the
money I thought
that the rest of it
was only a pose,
too. Still I couldn’t
forget you. I finally
persuaded Polly to
talk. She told me

about Janie Hodd having you fired,

“That was my fault, not Janie’s.”
Lynn was determined to: be com-
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pletely honest with him about every-
thing at last.

“We won’t argue about that.
Anyway, Polly told me to come to
see for myself and I decided to make
the test. If you really could cook
as you said, if you really loved a
home, then the other things were
just foolishness.”

“Well?” Lynn asked her heart
shining through her eyes.

“Darling, I never ate such lemon
pie before in my life. ' I never saw a
girl dressed for a yacht club dance
who was half as adorable as you are
in that smock with flour on your
elbows and on the tip of your nose.

There, don’t rub it off. I'll kiss it
off instead.”

He folded her close in his arms
and Lynn surrendered to a kiss that
made the whole world spin crazily.
He loved her! In spite of every-
thing Ty loved her. Eagerly, joy-
ously, her answering lips told him
that she loved him, too.

“I brought along the Caravan
Coach - for our wedding trip to
Florida,” Ty told her fondly. “It’s
the same one you ordered. Will you
come with me, Lynn darling?”

“To the ends of the earth, if you
like,” she answered promptly and
they sealed that promise with a kiss.

"MOTHER

"ToM.S.F.
' MOTHER dear,

No flowers ever grow
Sweet enough for you,
No sun can shine so brightly °
As the sun shines in your eyes,
No little child can know
-Such love, who never lies
Within your arms,
No bird at eventide
Can sing so liltingly
As you can laugh—
Sweet music ever dear to me.

Beloved, never can there be another
Se beautlful my mother.

LE‘\IORE EversoLe Fisser.



A Thousand Times “Yes”

By Beatrice Browning

ULIE’S heart skipped a beat as
she heard his familiar, cheerful
voice in the outer office, greeting

her secretary. Hastily, she pow-
dered her nose and arranged her
brunet waves as his footsteps ap-
proached the door marked “Private.”

“Who is it?” she called unneces-

sarily, in answer to his knock.

“A ghost,” his smiling voice sang

through the transom. “I’'m selling
sheets.”

“T don’t want any,” she cried,
laughing. “Come in!”

The door burst open and Peter
Cartwright, tall and immaculate in
gray tweeds, his face beaming a
friendly greeting, strode into the
room. “Miss Julie Chandler, as 1
breathe and live!” he exclaimed.
“And how is the proprietor of New
York’s newest and most promising
advertising agency this glorious,
sunshiny morning?”
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“Fine,” said Julie, turning to a
stack of copy on her desk, “and very
busy.”

“QOh, is that a hint?” Peter draped
himself unceremoniously on the edge
of her desk and his smiling blue eyes
peered inquiringly into her face.
“You don’t have time, this morning,
to chat with one of the world’s
greatest ad writers?”

“I’'m sorry,” she answered, smil-
ing, “but I've an appointment with
Darlington & Co. at ten o’clock.
It’s nine forty-frve now.”

“In that case”—Peter hopped
from the desk and bent his athletic
form in an exaggerated bow—“I
shall leave you immediately, if not
sooner.’

“Oh, Peter, you're so funny!” He
was so big, tall and handsome, so
much like an unspoiled youngster
with always a warm, friendly smile
for every one! She didn’t know how
the Chandler Advertising Agency
would have gotten along without
him. He was like the sun, always
brightening up the place.

“Incidentally,” he said casually,
his hand on the doorknob, “you
wouldn’t care to marry me, would
you p’}

Julie rose and went to him, her
hands grasping the lapels of his coat.
“Peter, how many times have I told
you to stop asking me to marry
you?”

“I don’t know,” he replied.
lost count.”

“But it’s impossible, Peter. Don’t
you understand?”’

“I’'ve always figured that where
there’s life, there’s hope.” His eyes
turned into two large blue question
marks as he tilted her chin and

((I,Ve

turned her face to him. “How about
it, Julie?”
“Peter, you must understand.”

She ~walked to the window and
looked out at the city, spread quilt-

like, seventeen stories below. “I’'m
just starting out in the advertising
business, and I can’t give it up now.
And you’re just starting a career for
yourself. You mustn’t marry until:
you’re more settled, more certain of
your future.” She added to herself,
“Besides, a girl wants to be sure that
she really loves a man before she
marries him. Just because your
heart beats faster every time you see
him does not necessarily mean that
you're in love with him.”

“All of which,” said Peter sadly,
“is a roundabout way of saying that
you don’t love me.” He hesitated
a moment, then went on, “I suppose
it’s Kent Goedrich, isn’t it?”

“Of course not!” Julie laughed,
pushing him toward the door.
“Trot along now, and get to work
on the copy for Bennington & Sons.
It’s due to-morrow morning, you
know.”

Wtih a shrug of his broad shoul-
ders, Peter turned to go. Then sud-
denly he turned to her again. “If
you won’t marry me, then perhaps
you’ll have lunch with me, to-day.
What do you say?”

“Silly!” Julie laughed. “You've
already asked me three times this
morning.”

“Have I?” His well-modulated
voice joined hers in laughter. “I
must be growing absent-minded in
my old age.”

“I’ll be ready at twelve.”

For long minutes after Peter had
gone out to his own office, Julie
stood at the window looking down
at the swarms of people who were
scurrying to and fro like tiny ants
on the sidewalks below. ,

For almost a year now, she had
been operating her own advertising
agency, specializing mostly in pre-
paring copy for dress shops, beauty
parlors and other small establish- -
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ments patronized mainly by women.
Her agency had prospered, and after
two months, when she was unable to
handle the work alone, she had em-
ployed Peter Cartwright as both
salesman and part-time writer. _
Peter had loved her desperately
from the first moment he had walked
into her office to take the job, and
soon after he had begun taking her
out, he had asked her to marry him.
It was a little unorthodox, going out
with one of her employees and then
being proposed to by him, but she
liked it. She couldn’t, however, give
up her business so soon as all that.
And besides, she wasn’t sure that she
loved him. It took time, lots of it,
to really and truly fall in love, she
felt, and she had known him but a
short time.
~ Besides, there was Kent Goodrich.
Good old Kent, who had grown up
from childhood in the same neigh-
borhood with her, and who had loved
her ever since she could remember.
She couldn’t forget him! :
“Good heavens!” she exclaimed,
looking at her wrist watch. “The
Chandler Advertising Agency is go-
ing to have some trouble on its
hands if its president doesn’t attend
to her appointments!” She grabbed
her hat and coat and dashed out to
her engagement with Darlington &
Co.

At luncheon that noon, Peter was
beaming, as usual, his tanned face a
blanket of pleasant smiles. “Let’s
sit- at this table,” he said. . “There’s
more light here.”

“Why do you want more light?”

“The better to look -at you, my
dear!” He leaned back in his chair
and surveyed her chic brown en-
semble, a perfect symphony of
blending color from head to toe.
~ “My, but you're adorable to-day,”
he exclaimed. _

“You’d better pay less attention
to me and more to the menu,” Julie
remarked dryly. “The waiter’s been
waiting for your order for at least
five minutes.”

“Let him wait,” said Peter. “I'm

not hungry.”

“But I am,” Julie insisted.
They ordered their lunch then,
and had gotten as far as the dessert

when Peter took a large envelope

from -his brief case. “There, Miss
Char’l,dler, is a Christmas present for
you.

“What is it, Peter?”

“The Bennington & Sons copy, all
completed and wrapped in cello-
phane.” -

“Why "—Julie’s eyes clouded with
a frown—*“why, that’s impossible.
We just got the order this morning.”

Peter Cartwright = chuckled. I
know. But T never let grass grow
under me.” :

“Maybe,” said. Julie gravely,
pushing “her coffee cup aside and
leaning across the table, it would
be a good idea to let a little grass
grow beneath you now and then.”
~ The smile melted from his face.
“What do you mean?” He knew by
her tone that this was no time for
flippancy. :

“I've been meaning to tell you this
for some time, so it may as well be-
now.” She tapped the envelope
with an expertly manicured fore-
finger. “Your work hasn’t been up
to par lately. You haven't been
putting the time and effort into your
copy that you did before. This
Bennington material, for instance,
wasn’t due till to-morrow morning.
You should have——" :

“Nonsense!” Peter interrupted.
“Just wait till you see that Benning-
ton copy!” —
-~ I don’t need to see it,” said Julie
solemnly. . “I know what to expect.”
It was difficult, telling him this, but
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“Peter!” she cried, going to him.

smiled and looked up into his inquiring face.

me to marry you.

she had known for some time that
she would have to do it. Several of
her clients had complained about
Peter’s work, and she couldn’t let
that go on, not for his sake or hers.
“Take my advice, Peter, and work
more slowly from now on.”

Gravely, but with a smile, he an-
swered, “Thanks, Julie. Anything
to please you.”

Back at her desk that afternoon,
she thought that perhaps she had
been a little too harsh with him.
After all, some of the copy he had
turned in lately hadn’t been so bad.
But when she read the Bennington

& Sons .copy, she decided that she

LS—7B

“You're not leaving so soon?”

She
“You've forgotten to ask
You usually do, you know.”

had been wise in advising him. It
would have to be completely re-
written before she would allow it to
leave the office.

“You sent for me?” Peter asked
when he came into her office a few
moments later.

“Yes,” she said. “I want to talk
to you about the Bennington copy.”

“You’ve read it?” He sat dewn
opposite her desk, his dark wavy
hair glowing dully in the afternoon
sun. “What do you think of it?”

He waited for her reply.

“Frankly”—Julie spoke slowly,
deliberately—*“I don’t.”

Peter’s eyebrows rose question-
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ingly. “But I thought it was some
of the best copy I'd turned out.”

“I think it’s your worst,” said
Julie, trying to be as firm and harsh
as possible. “It’s got to be done
over, completely.” It was a painful,
strained moment.

Peter broke the silence. “But I'm
sure they’ll take it,” he insisted.
“It’s as good as any of the other
copy they’ve had.”

“But it’s not as good as the copy
you're capable of producing, Peter.
That’s the point.” - Julie tapped the
glass top of her desk with a pencil,
her tone firm and cool. She knew
it would have to be to make him un-
“derstand that she meant business.
“You’ll have to do much better,
Peter, or -

“Yes?”
ing.
“Or you’ll have to find work else-
where.” As she spoke the words,
something sharp and biting, like a
dagger, tore painfully through her.
It was terribly hard, saying this.
She hoped he would take her advice
the right way so that some day he
would understand that she had done
it for his good, not only hers.

She was totally unprepared for his
sudden reaction. “All right,” he
said, rising. “If that’s the way you
feel about it, I'll start looking for
other work right now.” Without an-
otheir word, he turned on his heel
and strode from the room,

He was almost whisper-

Dull-gray clouds swung up from
the river and threw a blanket of
gloom over the city. Julie, standing
at the window of her office, reflected
how well it suited the gray dullness
in her heart. It was three months
since the day that Peter, his hand-
some face flushed with anger, had

walked out of her office, never to .

come back again. Three months
since the day the sun had last really

shone in the place. He had said he
would find other work somewhere,
and he had found it immediately, for
his advertising copy was now being
handled by the Ferndon Agency, a
competitor of Julie’s.

What mattered more was the fact
that he was going around with
Marcia~-Ferndon, daughter of J. C.
Ferndon, owner of the agency.
Marcia was a sleek, polished, so-
phisticated-looking girl, the type
who look exotic in black satin and
wear it often. She was startlingly
attractive, but one whom Julie in-
stinctively disliked. She had seen
Peter with her-often, dancing, din-
ing, driving together.

The deor of the outer office
opened and Miss King, Julie’s secre-
tary, looked in. “Miss Chandler,
Mr. Goodrieh is here.”

Kent Goodrich! She hadn’t seen
him in ages! “Show him in,” she
said hurriedly, opening.her compact
and removing the gloss from her-
nose.

A moment later, Kent Goodrich’s
powerful figure filled the doorway.

“Great day!” he exclaimed, his
bronzed face aglow. “Where’s the
funeral?”

“What do you mean?” Julie
laughed. It was good to see him
again. “Whose funeral?”

“You look as though your last
friend had just been buried at sea.”
He thrust his hands into his pockets
and looked at her the way a doctor
looks at a disobedient patient.
“Young lady, you can’t fool me
with your smiles and laughter. You
look as though you’ve spent a couple
of days in a bad hailstorm. And I
know your cure.”

“What is it?” she asked weakly.

“You need a good large dose of
Kent Goodrich. That’ll fix you up.”
He consulted his watch. “T’ll call
for you at your home at eight
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o’clock this evening, and we’ll have
a good large time together.”

They did have a large time that
evening. It began with dinner, fol-
lowed by a motion picture, and then
concluded with a visit to the Café
Madrid. They éanced for a while,
and then later, sipping a cocktail at
their table, Kent took Julie’s hands
in his.

“My dear,” he said softly, “do
you remember the last time we were
out together?”

“Yes,” answered Julie.

“That was long ago,” he went on,
looking straight into her eyes. “I
told you then that I loved you,
would always love you, and that
some day I would ask you to marry
me.

“Yes, Kent?” Her voice was
scarcely above a whisper, her eyes
fixed on his blond head, his well-
molded features that were so firm
and mature, yet retained a young
freshness.

“I said I wouldn’t ask you until
I had a good job and was well estab-
lished in my field.” He paused a
long time. “Well, Julie, I'm an
established engineer now. Just got
back from a big job in South
America. So I'm asking you—will
you marry me?”

The lights were dimmed just then
as the spotlight flashed on for the
floor show, and Julie breathed a
silent prayer of gratitude for the
temporary darkness. Kent’s' pro-
posal had taken her completely un-
aware. She didn’t even know what
to say. He was so big-hearted and
so kind—a sort of big brother, kind-
hearted father and loving friend, all
rolled into one. What should she
do?

Presently the lights came on
again and then she saw them—Peter
and Marcia Ferndon at a near-by

table, sitting close together, holding
each other’s hands! Something hot
and violent sprang into being within
Julie as she saw them, and she was
tempted to reply, “Yes, of course,
Kent, I'll marry you!” But in that
brief moment she knew that she

- loved Peter Cartwright—had always

loved him. Seeing him with Marcia
had made her realize that, once and
for all, and she knew that to say
“yes” to Kent would be cruel and
unfair to both of them.

“I'm sorry, Kent,” she said,
’d' h' “V »
avoiding his eyes. ery sorry.
“You mean 2 :

“No, I can’t marry you.”

Julie was sitting at her desk sev-
eral weeks later, looking through a
stack of copy, when the sound of a
familiar voice drifted in from the
outer office. Her heart beat wildly
as she heard a knock on her door.

“Who is it?” she called, struggling
for an even, steady voice.

“Peter Jennings Cartwright, Es-
quire,” he said, lively and friendly
as ever. “May I come in?”

“Of course.”

And then there he was, tall, hand-
some, his ruddy face studded with
smiles as before. “Good morning,”
he said, dropping into a chair. “And
how is the advertising business this
morning?”’

“Fine,” answered Julie in a voice

‘that managed to be as casual and

unconcerned as his own. “Getting
better every day.”

“I'm glad to hear it.” Suddenly,
he dropped his flippant air, the
sparkle in his eyes simmered out,
and his voice became low and
vibrant. “Julie, you were right.
I’ve come to tell you that, and to ask
you to forgive me, if possible.”

“l was right about what?” she
asked. “What do you mean?” This

was the day she had long expected.
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Seoner or later, she had felt certain,
he would come back. She had
doubted it lately, but here he was!

“You told -me I was slipping,
working too carelessly. You were
right.” . He looked solemnly at the
fioor for'a moment. “I lost my job
with Ferndon yesterday.”

Julie remained silent.
command no words.

“So I've come back to ask
-whether you can ever forgive me,
whether you can ever take me back.
I promise to work like a beaver!”

~In the same businesslike tone,

Juhe asked, “Couldn’t Marcia get
your job back for you? You seemed
quite friendly with her.” .

Peter smiled ruefully. “I’ know
what you mean, seeing us together,
dining, dancing. But that’s all over
and forgotten. She has an attrac-
tive face. I guess I must have gone
for it in”a big way. But I've never
really loved her.” He sat forward,
his whole being straining to impress
her with the truth of what he was
saying. “I've found eut, Julie, that

a woman must have more than a

pretty face before you can really
love her.”
For a moment Julie held her
-breath, her heart bursting with
ecstatic joy. Then she smiled
broadly. “Of course, Peter, you
may have your old job back. You
can start to-morrow.”
.- “Thanks, Julie!” For a moment

it looked as though he were on the
verge of saying something else, then
suddenly he rose. “P’m terribly

- grateful.” : A
- He was going! His hand was on
the knob! Was that all he had come

for—to. ask for his old job again?
“Peter!” she cried, going to him.

“You’re not leaving so soon?”
-“But you’re busy,” he said un-

comfortably. :
“Not too busy to talk te you.”

She could k
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She closed the door which he had al-

ready opened. “Besides, you've for-
gotten something.”

“Have I? What?”

Julie took a small breath, smiled,
and looked up into his inquiring
face. “You've forgotten to ask me
to marry you. You usually do, you
now.’

He shrugged his broad shoulders.
“I didn’t think there was a ghost of
a chance.”

“But there is,” she cried, her
eyes dancing with brightness and
threatening to fill with tears at any
moment. “Every chance 1n the
world, Peter!”

“There is?” The solemn look left
his face as he caught her arms and
held her close to him. “Do you
mean that? You don’t lo've Kent
Goodrich?”

“There’s only one man I love.”

-As an afterthought, she added, “Be-

sides, the agency is deing so well
that I think I need a partner, and
I’d like to keep the business in the
family. Would you consider a half

interest in the company?”

 “Would I consider it!” For an in-
stant Peter looked at her as though
he found it difficult to believe his
ears. Then, with a suddenness that
was breath-taking, he swept her to
him, his strong arms encircling her
with almost cruel force.

“If 1 propose to you now, Julie,
what will you say?”

“T’l say ‘Yes,”” she said breath-
lessly, “a thousand times ‘Yes" s

“Darling!”

His arms tightened around her,

but Julie, aglow with an inward hap-

piness- she had never known before,

- felt nothing but the sheer joy of liv-

ing and of loving the only man in the
world. As his lips sought hers and

pressed them fervently, she knew
. that here at last was love, true and
-enduring.
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hadows from the Past

A TRUE LOVE STORY

CHAPTER VII.

NEVER before had seen Eric

- Reischman dirty, and seldom an-

gry. Now, he was both.

The smart tweeds that he wore
and loved were wrinkled and dusty,
and oddly out of place in this far-
away corner of a far-away world.
His eyes were puffed from lack of
‘sleep, and dust and coal smoke were
grained in his skin. The shock of
finding me there in-the arms of this

man in gypsy clothes had given
way to a fury that purpled his
face and shook his voice.

I was almost in front of him, be-
fore he could bring his choked and
stammering words to a semblance
of meaning:

“—not hearing from you—not a

-word. Coming all this way over

this farce of a railroad to find—
this! What’s going on here? What
in Heaven’s name’s come over you,
Tully? - Taking- my meoney, prom-
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ising to marry me, and pulling this
behind my back! A gypsy! Kiss-
ing him, making love in the street,
like—— Get out of my way! Tl
give the fellow something he’ll re-
member. T'll—”

I grabbed his arm. Timmy, wa-

kened and frightened, was choking-

me with strangling arms. I cried
at Eric over his head, drowning the
anger of his voice Wlth the anger
of mine:

“He isn't a gypsy. Use your
eyes! Look at him! He’s John An-
derson, the man who wrote that play
you nearly bought. He’s Ted Cas-

sidy. Don’t you understand? My
baby’s father. He’s Juan, the
gypsy! They’re all the same! 1

didn’t ask you to come here—you
came yourself. And if I took your
money, you know why—Dbecause of
Timmy. Because I was scared to
death he’d be taken from me. I'd
have taken money from any one
then, under any terms. Why don’t
you tell the truth? That you
wanted me to take it! That you
had tried to give it to me and I’'d
refused, until it meant losing
Timmy! Go ahead, tell it. Tell
what I said that day when you
came to me and tried to bribe me
to go away. Go on—I'm waiting.”
“That will do, Tully.” Ted’s
voice was soft as silk, but it fright-
ened me as all Eric’s blustering had
failed to do. And stilled me. “Any
money you owe this man will be
paid, with interest. And he can col-
lect the interest—here and now!”

What might have happened T’ll

never know, for the something that
did happen was so sudden and so
terrible that even Eric and Ted put
aside their quarreling in pity for me.

“Seforita!” It was the landlord,
hurrying around the corner of the
patio, his gray hair rumpled, his
eyes wide coals of fright. “You are
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here—at last! Everywhere we look
for you—everywhere! = The old one
—the sefiora, she ees so bad—so
very bad! She ecries for you and
the child. Hurry, sefiorita—hurry!”

With Timmy clinging to me,
stumbling, sobbing, I fairly flew up
the stairway, down the hall, to kneel
at granny’s side. One look at her
tired old face told me that death
was there, so near I could feel its
wings brushing me. And speech
had come to her, a troubled parody
of speech, forced by an agony of ef-
fort from her twisted lips. :

“Timmy—you—found him! Hold
him up—so—I—can see.” Then, in
a mumble that grew harder and ever
harder to understand: “My—Bible
—inside it—money. Jen’s insur-
ance—you never knew I
hid it—for you—and Timmy. I—I
—hid it— for you. I've—loved you
—so, Tully You and—the—
child. T ve—loved you—so =

Two things I'll never forget: the
love that not even death could blot
from those faded eyes, and her thin,
old hand that hadn’t moved for
days, turning in a last desperate ef-
fort to touch Timmy’s curly head.

She died that way—her fingers on
his hair.

Eric had followed me up the
stairs. When I rose from granny’s
side he was there. He looked tired
and ashamed, and, for the first time,
old.

He saw my eyes sweep past him
in unconscious seeking, and he said
stiffly:

“If you’re looking for Anderson or
Cassidy—Heaven knows which he
is, or who—you won’t find him. He
wasn’t half as keen on fighting when
you weren’t there to see. Oh, I'm
sorry for what I said back there,
and I'm sorry about your grand-
mother, and I'm ready to help you
any way I can. I'm no villain in




Shadows from the Past

a play. But you can’t blame me
for being sore. We've got some
things to say to each other, you
and 1.” >

“Not here,” I cried dully.
“Please, Eric, not here. Go away,
leave me alone. To-morrow—next
day—any time, but now——"

The door opened and Father Am-
brose came in, his broken English
soft with pity.

“The Sefior Juan, he has come for
me but now, sefiorita. He say there
_is need for me here—bad need.”
And as his eyes flew to granny’s still
form, he shook his head at me in
grave rebuke at my sudden, wild
burst of tears.

“Fes eet kind, sefiorita, to trou-
ble the old one’s sleep with your
weeping? See the peace on her face
and feel shame for your selfish tears.
And the leetle lame one—see. You
frighten heem. In the next room,

the landlord he has feex a bed, so

soft, so quiet. Would the senora
please to go there? I have prom-
ised the Senor Juan that every-
theeng will be cared for—every-
theeng.”

And to Eric: “I am sure you weel
pardon, sefior, but I am the physi-
cian. Eet ees best for the sefiora
that she and the leetle one have
their rest, be for a leetle alone.”

They were gentle fingers, Father
Ambrose’s, but determined ones.
There was the door being closed be-
hind Eric’s stubbornly reluctant
shoulders. There were Timmy and
I pushed gently but firmly into a
tiny adjoining room where a tray
with bread and cheese and milk was
waiting.

It wasn’t until I had Timmy un-

dressed and fed, and tucked sleep-
ily content into a clean, soft bed,
that I dared let myself relax, think.
Sleep was beyond me. So many
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emotions fighting their battles out
within me. Joys, sorrows, hopes,
fears. :

It was such a sweet thing—the
thought that Ted was caring for me,
watching over me. I could feel his
arms around me. My lips were still
warm with the pressure of his. But
there was granny’s death to mar
their ecstasy, and my own accusing
heart to torture me. She had been
old and tired, and I had dragged her
so many weary miles, fleeing from
the shadows that were mine, not
hers. Was her death to be my fault,
too? FEric’s wife, Aunt Jenny,
granny—the vampire girl, killing
everything she touched.

The four walls suffocated me, my
thoughts suffocated me. The room
I was in opened, as the other had,
on the tiny balcony. I turned the
oil lamp to the ghostliest flicker, and
stepped through the open window
into the cool freshness of the night.

The moon had risen, turning the
world into a silver glory. The sky
was a dark cloud ocean, through
which it sailed, serene, untroubled.
Unafraid. Like a ship, I thought,
filled with the souls of the peaceful
dead. And I thought of granny,
freed at last of all her worries and
troubles, sailing there on her last
great adventure. Poor old granny,
who’d been so eager, so full of life!
How she’d love that! Unknown
lands, unknown seas. Things to
boast about to Aunt Jenny when
they met. Tales to tell. And
maybe, by this time, she knew about
Ted, too. That Ted had come for
us at last, for Timmy and me. That
he loved us and would keep us al-
ways.

And almost as though thinking of
Ted had created him out of the
moonlight and the shadows, there
he was beside me, his voice tender
and pitying, whispering my name,
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- his arms around me, his dear face
pressed close to mine.

We found a bench close to the
balcony rail, and, eradling me high
against his chest as he would have
- cradled Timmy, he held me during
those long night hours while the
‘moon sailed on its distant way, while
- the stars shone and paled, and a
nightingale sang at us from the flow-
ering fragrance of a near-by tree.
And our talk wasn’t talk at all—

With Timmyi clingingkto mé; I fafrly flew down the béli, to kneel at
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just words, broken by love, threaded
like pearls on a string of bliss.

I tried to tell him about Erie,
about all that had happened be-

* ol
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granny’s side. One look at her tired old face told me that death was
i * ‘there, so near I could feel its wings brushing me.
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tween us, but he closed my lips with
a kiss. And remembering, for the
first time, what granny had said
about Aunt Jen’s msurance, I told
him that, too, thankfulness fighting
the sorrow that clogged my voice.
“We’ll use it to pay Eric back the
money he gave me,” I whispered.
“We'll start with a clean slate.
Granny would like that; she

“We’ll start with a clean slate, all
right,” Ted broke in gravely, “but
it’ll be my money that squares that
debt, not Timmy’s. I have some,
not much, in a bank in a little town
north of here. TI'll get it to-morrow
—no, to-day, sweet! See, the day
is breaking now. And after the—
funeral, we’ll leave. Hollywood un-
til T can market this play of mine
once more, until you can see to your

house and pack your things, then

wherever you want, whatever you
want, always.”

It wasn’t until he had risen to go,
that I whispered the question that
had been on my lips to whisper, but
the shame in my heart had stilled:

“Darling, don’t be angry, but I've
got to know. I’ve brought so much
sorrow in my life to so many; sor-
row and misery and death. 1 must
never bring any more to any one!
Tell me, in all these years, has there
been any one else who has loved
you and you have loved? To whom
my coming would mean pain? Like
Trini, the gypsy girl, perhaps? She’s
s0 beautiful and she—she loves you.
I saw it that night at the caravans.
If T thought—if Oh, Ted, it
was so awful about Eric’s wife, the
things she said to me, what she did.
I couldn’t bear to hurt any one else
that way. I couldn’t bear it!”

“Poor, hurt, frightened baby,” he
comforted. “Poor, foolish kid! See-
ing things, imagining things! Trini
was just making Gavino jealous,
“that’s all. She’s ‘his ' sweetheart:
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They are as wild in their loves as

- they are in their lives, as primitive.

Forget it. You are mine and I am
yours. Here, hold up your llps while
I swear it!”

We buried granny, according to
the rule of the town, the next morn-
ing after her death, on a hill where
the sun shone and the marigolds
made a golden path into the sky for
tired, old feet to tread.

Ted wasn’t there. He had told
me he couldn’t be, but Eric was.
Stood beside me while they lowered
granny into the ground and we
walked home from her stony hill-
side grave together.

I would have told him about Ted
then, but he didn’t give me a
chance. He spoke first. '

“I don’t have to ram my head
into a stone wall to know where I
stand,” he said. “It’s thumbs down
for me, all right.. Have you made
your plans—you and Cassidy? And
where is the guy? Why wasn’t he
around for the funeral?”

“He’s gone after the money to
pay you what you gave me,” I said
simply. “And when he gets back—
to-night, probably—we'’re going to
be married, and take the first train
out for Hollywood. He wants to
sell his story, and I want to see
about the house and the things in it.
And”—it was hard to talk to Eric
about money then—"“that last check
you sent. I never cashed it, Eric.
And T won’t have to. Grandmother
left some money, not much, but it
will care for things till Ted and I
are——"

“Cut it!” he said, and I'd never
heard his voice so gruff. “Use it to
pay for your grandmother’s funeral,
give it to the kid. -Do you think
I haven’t spent a few hours realiz-
ing what a hound I was last night?
And have been for - the last few

years? Do you think I don’t know
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where the blame for Julie’s death
really lies? Let me do something
for you. Give me that much of a
break.”

He was still talking, blustering,
confused, when a half-naked child
rushed against us, almost knocking
me down. A woman, running, too,
pushed by, unseeing, unheeding,
and on her
heels a laugh-
ing, shouting
crowd that
quickly hedged
us in.

“Now, what
the——" Eric
began, and
grabbing at a
dirty little boy,
stuffed a coin
in his hand.
“What’s going
on here, kid?
All this noise—
what’s it all
about?”

Ducking and
grinning, the child pointed toward
the open square where a red wagon
was swinging into place. -

“The gypsies—they dance. Has
the sefior no eyes?”

Not ten feet from us, the wagon
stopped, and staring, I held my
breath, for it was one of the wagons
from the gypsy hollow, and climb-
mg down from it, was Trini, the
gypsy girl, gay and insolent, with
painted lips and billowing skirts and
black hair tucked beneath a scarf
that circled her head like a flame.

Gavino was with her, the knife
that had threatened my life so short
a time before shining in the sash
that bound his waist; the violin ca-
ressed beneath his chin, already
wailing the first notes of a wild

gypsy dance.
The erowd, pushing about us, held
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us fast. At first Eric struggled
against it, impatience and disgust
twisting his lips. Then Trini began
to dance and his eyes widened. -

“Good heavens!” I heard him
mutter, and I knew his mutter
wasn’t for me, but for the world at
large, his universe of which Helly-
wood was the center. “An act like
that wasted!
That couple
and Cassidy’s
play—the hit
of the century!
Tully, where’re
you going?”’

I had found
an opening in
the throng that
hedged us in,
was edging my
way out of the
crowd. I was
in no mood for
dancing, nor
for century.
finds, just
then. Sorrow
for granny’s death was too heavy on
me, and I'd left Timmy at the hotel

_in the care of a little Indian girl Fa-

ther Ambrose had sent me, and was
worried. And besides, there was my
packing to do.

The last T saw of Eric, his eyes
were glued on Trini, excitement
flushing his face.

At the hotel there was a note from
Ted, just a line, hastily written:

Daruing: Pack as quickly as you can.
There’s a train leaving about midnight. I
think we’ll be able to take it. T’ll come to
you as soon as I get back.  Your Tep.

My Ted! I kissed the words.
And, in the quiet of my room at last,
Timmy and his little nurse happy
in the sunny patio below, I found
granny’s Bible, and opening it, there
was the check, fifteen hundred dol-
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lars, payable to granny and indorsed
to me, and beneath it, as I lifted
it out from the yellowed pages, I
saw the words: “In my Father’s
house are many mansions. I go to
prepare a place for you.” And
kneeling beside granny’s empty bed,
with my cheek against her pillow
and Ted’s note clutched in my hand,
peace came to me. The first peace,
it seemed to me, that I had ever
really known.

I was to remember that before the
next day came, and wonder dumbly
that I had thought to find peace in
a world where peace could never be
again,

For, not half an hour after Timmy
was safely in bed, in the adjoining
room that I had used the night be-
fore, Trini, the gypsy girl, came to
find me.

Night falls so suddenly in those
hot Southern lands. Heat and sun,
then darkness, like a soft gray cur-
tain, hiding the sky. Busily lost in
the tasks of my packing, I hadn’t
realized how late it had grown, nor
how dark, until, coming in from
Timmy’s room, I lighted the old-
fashioned swinging lamp, and found
Trini standing, silent as a ghost,
materializing like one from the shad-
ows that held her. A black-haired,
defiant ghost with red lips and sul-
len, burning eyes.

I caught at my throat. It felt
tight and stiff. That feeling of dan-
ger that had chilled me in the gypsy
hollow was on me once more.

It was Trini who broke the still-
ness that held us.

“You go.” The words were not a
question, but a statement, and a
dark finger pointed at my bags.
“You and the Sefior Juan. Trini
knows. Last night on the balcony
outside your room, I saw you and
him”—she spat the word in a jeal-
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ous fury—“him whom I hate! Hour
by hour I stand in the shadows be-
low and watch you there together
weeth the darkness all about you, -
and only the moon to see. And I
think T keel myself! I theenk I keel
you, too! That I came up these
stairs as he did, and find you there
keesing each other, and keel you
both. But I am afraid. T am the
coward. I theenk - .

She shrugged her shoulders, and
her voice was mocking, bitter.

“Bah! 1 theenk ecet ees good to
live, to dance in the sun. 1 weel
geeve her this one night, this white-
faced fool! One night out of the
nights that are mine, For the Sefior
Juan—he ees my man! We marry,
as the gypsies marry. Two—three
—four months ago. We keep eet
secret. For me, I am promise to
Gavino and I am afraid. But now
eet ees different now. He ees mine.
You shall not have heem! 1 have
come to tell you so.”

I was conscious vaguely of a noise
on the balcony outside the window,
but it would have taken a hurricane
just then to have drawn my eyes
from the sneering, boasting face of
the girl before me. “You lie,” T -
said slowly. “You lie, Trini. Juan
is not yours. He is mine. He isn’t
even Juan—he is Ted—and he loves
me. You are jealous and vicious
and terrible. And I won't let you
scare me. Ted and I are being mar-
ried this very night, and we’re going
away, where we’ll never see this
place again nor you. Never!”

The girl’s face was a small, twist-
ing mask—spite, jealousy, hate, fear.
“Thief,” she. cried, “stealing my
man! Taking him from me! I weel
keel myself! I swear eet. I weel
keel myself and the child, his child.
Thief—murderer!”

There was a noise at the window
now, and a man’s face—Gavino’s—
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staring ghost-white between = the
shutters.

I saw, but in a stupor-that paid
no heed. I couldn’t see anything
really but the girl before me; could
hear nothing but the wail of her
voiee, which all at once had ceased
to be Trint’s.

. It was Julie Reischman who was
talking to me through Trini’s twist- 5 :
ing lips, her voice drifting back to = “Love thief~—vampire girl—mur-
me from some dreadful shadow land deress.”
to threaten and accuse. As though walking in my sleep, 1
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I was in no mood for dancing just then.

I found an opening in the throng that hedged us in and edged my way
out of the crowd,
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moved across the room and opened
the door.

“You needn’t worry,” I said.
“He’s yours.” And slamming it be-
hind her, turned to my packing. I
felt numb all over. Cold as ice.

I had just finished the last bag,
and strapped it together, when I
heard Ted’s footsteps on the stairs,
his knock on the door. His voice,
low, love-filled:

“Tully—Tully darling!”

Oh, I couldn’t face him. I wasn’t
ready. I must have time, just a
little time to think.

Then all at once, there was no

need to think, and as for my mind, -

there was no mind left, just a swirl-
ing pool of anger and hurt and
shaime. For Eric was at the door,
too. He and Ted were talking to
each other.

“Just the fellow I wanted to see,-

Cassidy! Want to apologize for
making a fool of myself the other
night. Tully told me to-day how
things stood. Hear you are marry-
ing to-night. Congratulations. No
use pulling a long face over some-
thing I can’t help. And when you
get to Hollywood, how about giv-
ing me a look-see at that play of
yours again? Got some ideas I'd
like to talk over with you. I 5

I yanked the door wide. Stood
for an instant in the opening, scorn-
ful, white-faced, hating.

No other woman, he had sworn
to me. No other ties! Nothing but
a wife and an unborn child, that was
all. Ted had lied to me. Deceived
me. He had asked for it—all right,
he was going to get it. I wouldn’t
spare him, now.

My eyes held his for an instant—
cool eyes that never swerved nor
faltered. They swept him with one
long, quick glance, from head to

foot, then came back to Eric and

- shadows of a forgotten: love.
 back to your gypsies, Ted. That

- nor stay too long.”
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smiled. “Taking things a little for
granted, aren’t you, darling?” I
laughed. “You see, I've changed
my mind—a woman’s privilege. We
aren’t being married, Mr. Cassidy
and I. We were married once be-
fore and it didn’t stick. I don’t be-
lieve I want to try it again. It’s a
risky business making shadows come
to life, particularly when they are
Go

seems to be where you belong. And
you can’t go too quickly to suit me,
And pulling
Eric inside the room, I slammed the
door on Ted’s gray, blood-drained
face.

And then we were alone, Eric and
1, facing each other, and Eric was
staring at me, embarrassed, stunned,
his words a foolish stutter.

“Great Scott, Tully! You're
crazy! What’s that poor guy done
to get a wallop like that? He’s your
baby’s father, isn’t he? And didn’t
you see his eyes? He loves you.
And you love him. You don’t want -
to marry me any more than—than
I »

“Than you want me to,” I fin-
ished for him, my lips bitter. “And
you needn’t look so scared. I'm not
going to. That was for Ted’s ben-
efit, that’s all. I've money enough
to get me back to Hollywood, and
after things are settled there
Well, there are other places in the
world. Other things I can do, but
act in the movies. And if you want
to know the whys and the where-
fores, I'll tell you” And I did.
Everything Trini had said to me,
even about the baby.

Almost before I'd finished, Erie
was making for the door. “And you
call yourself wise, swallowing a lot
of hooey like that! How about that
cousin of yours? It would seem to
me, knowing her would have put
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“Taking things a little for granted, aren’t you, darling?” I mocked Ted.

“You see, I've changed my mind—we aren’t going to be married, after

all. Go back to your gypsies. That seems to be where you belong. And
you can’t go too quickly to suit me, nor stay too long.”
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you wise to this! It’s the same tech-
nique and the same motive behind
it. Snap out of it! Pull yourself
together. I'm going to find that
Ted of yours, and bring him back.
What an act she must have put on,
~ the little devil!” He chuckled in
grim appreciation. “A  natural,
that’s what she is. Stay put for a
while, will you? Tll be back.”

Stay put? Almost I laughed. I
couldn’t have done anything else if
I’d died for it. My knees were like
water, and I hadn’t any heart at
all—just an empty, aching hole
where it should have been.

I couldn’t even cry. All I could
do was to lie, a crumpled, forlorn
heap, across the bed, my face buried
in my arms, while the lamp flick-
ered and wavered and burned high
in the smoke-blackened chimney
that held it.

I don’t know how long I had lain
there, when Eric found me. I know
it was still dark outside the window,
but as he burst through my door,
barely waiting to knock, I had heard
the faint tolling of the mission bells,
and from the courtyard, the shrill
crowing of a cock.

He had hardly waited to knock,
and his eyes were blazing with ex-
citement. “Brace yourself, Tully!”
he warned. “Hold yourself, kid.
‘Things have been happening—and
they still are. Look!”

And, with his arm around me,
drawing me erect and holding me
there, he nodded toward the door.

Such a sight! I couldn’t believe
it at first. I thought: “I’ve been
asleep, I'm dreaming.” I rubbed
with frantic fingers at my eyes.
Like a scene torn from a comic
opera, was the draggled procession
that was streaming through my
door.. A tawdry, poor comic opera,
with Trini as a sullen, frightened
heroine, her gay skirts tattered, dirt
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and tears streaking her -cheeks.
With Gavino, a black-browed hero,
swaggering bravado hiding his
scared boy’s eyes, and with old Mar-
garita, as sinister, wrinkled and old
as one of Macbeth’s witches, bring-
ing up the rear, the lash of her nag-
ging driving them on.

“Fool! Evil one! She-devil of a
Trini!” she scolded. “There she is,
the sefiorita. Tell her! Tell her, I
say, what your so wicked lies have
made to happen! Tell her what he
does because of them, this boy Ga-
vino, to the poor Sefior Juan, who
lies so near death.”

I pulled myself clear of Eric’s arm.
“Eric, what is she talking about,
what does she mean? Where’s Ted?
What’s happened to him?”

Eric tried to make his words cas-
ual, but in spite of himself his voice
shook.

“There now, don’t get all steamed
up. Honest, I don’t know—honest,
Tully.. All I know is that I've been
hunting Ted everywhere and about
half an hour ago, outside of town,
I met this procession coming in.
They wanted you and 1 brought
them here. Near as I can make out,
Gavino was listening in when that
girl Trini sprung her yarn on you
a little while ago, and went crazy.
He laid for Cassidy.”

But he was talking to the air as
far as I was concerned. I had Trini
now, and was beating at her with
my clenched fists; shrilling at her in
a desperation of fear.

“Youre bad, bad, bad! You
ought to be whipped! Where is he?
What’s happened to him—to my
Ted? If you’ve hurt him——"

Gavino tore her loose. He said
blackly: “Eef she ees bad, I weel
punish her, not you. And eet was I
who hurt the sefor, not Trini. I
strike heem weeth my knife—so.”
And dark fingers flashed a quick
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and horrible gesture across a dark
voung throat. “I try to keel heem.
And I try to keel Trini here, but
she tell me the truth. That she lie
to you about being Juan’s wife, to
make you go away. That she lie to
you about child—a black, sinful lie.
That the Sefior Juan refuse always
her love; even a kees he weel not
geeve her. That she ees mad and
weesh to do heem the harm. And
she say, too, that she ees sorry, for
she love only me, Gavino. I shall
beat her good and we weel marry,
and she weel live een my tent and
cook my meals, and bear my sons.
We understand each other, my Trini
and I.

“Tell her eet ees true what I say,
Trini. Tell the sefiorita as you
promise.” And to Margarita, chat-
tering behind his back: “Be still,
dame! No one said the Sefior Juan
was dead, did they? The seiiorita
will find out all such things at the
mission where he lies. We are wait-
ing, Trini, for the truth of your so
wicked falsehoods.”

There was a moment’s silence.

But I wasn’t waiting. I was
grabbing for a comb, smothing feol-
ishly at my hair, shoving at Gavino
and Trini. Pushing them before me,
and Margarita with them, out of the
room.

“Go away!” I cried wildly.
“Don’t let me see you again. Get
out of my sight—I'm going to Ted.
Go—Dbegone, all of you!”

The mission lay just outside the
town. I think Eric went with me—
at least as far as the door. But I
really don’t remember. I don’t re-
member much of anything, but Fa-
ther Ambrose’s pale face looking
grayly at me through the morning
mists; and how he led me down a
dark, narrow corridor to a tiny cell-
like room, where Ted was lying, his
face, in the light of a guttering can-

LS—8B
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dle, as white as the pillows that
framed it. ‘

That white, still face and Father
Ambrose’s voice sounding far away
and dim above the thump-thump of
my pounding heart.

“He weel live, sefiorita. . He Weel
live. But you must be calm—very
calm. You must not excite. Kneel
beside him, daughter. Take his
hand. Eet ees his weesh that I
marry you. I was going for you but
now when you ecame. I have give
him my promise that I weel make
you man and wife. Here, before
God, in His house.” He said the
words of his church over us, chant-
ing them softly, and when he had
finished, blessing us, and making the
sign of the cross above our heads.

I never left Ted’s side again. One
week—two—three? What did I
know about weeks then, or eare?
Father Ambrose sent for Timmy
and his nurse and brought them,
too. And when a few days had
passed, Eric came to say good-by.
He was going back to Hollywood,
and taking Trini and Gavino with
him. “If I ever live to reach there
he said a little sheepishly, “with
those two fighting, clawing, loving
demons in tow! But if I do, Cas-
sidy, and you'll give me another
chance at that play of yours, our
fortune’s made.” While Teddy, too
weak to smile, took the friendship
Eric offered, and gave it back, as
men do, with a long look from
steady eyes.

And, as the long days passed and
grew into weeks, miracles happened
within those old moss-covered walls.
Strange, breath-taking, unbelievable
miracles.

There was healing in Father Am-
brose’s strong but gentle fingers, a
magic of healing that was known for
miles around. As Ted grew better
and with every day stronger, needed
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him less, he spent more and more of
his time with Timmy. Went over
the little body, inch by inch, tender
fingers gently exploring, wise eyes
peering—peering.

It was a month after Ted’s injury
that Timmy took his first timid,
feeble step.

Ted was sitting up then, a chair
in the sun-splashed mission garden,
with me, never far from him at any
time, on the grass at his side, my
head against his knees.

He brought Timmy to us there,
“A sur-

Father Ambrose, and said: -
prise, my children—see!”

I never left Ted’s side again. One week—two—three. What did I know
about weeks, or care? All that mattered was that the man I loved
would live,
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Such a little step, such a falter-
ing, frightened, wavering one, but
the march of a million armies across
a million fields couldn’t have raised
a louder echo in two happy, grate-
ful hearts. So loud that I think,
perhaps, granny heard it, too, up
there where her moon ship was sail-
ing its peaceful way through peace-
ful, untroubled skies.

“A bone twisted, out of place,”
the old man said. “I work eet back,
that ees all. And bind eet to keep
eet there. But the leetle legs they
are weak—a long time—patience.
But, in the end

Then, when we tried to thank him:

“No, no! Not me! Who am I
that you should thank me, my chil-

dren? Thank the Master—not me.”

Ayouth.
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And raismg Timmy, proud now
and laughing in shrill triumph, high
in his arms, he earried him back mteo
the mission, while, with a sob, Ted
leaned down and drew me close into
his arms.

The shadows lengthened. The
afternoon hours were long and still,
and the sun dropping low in the
west brought the evening wind sing-
ing through the trees, heavy with
the magic of perfumed dreams.

Father Ambrose, coming to help
Ted in, stood for an instant watch-
ing us, before turning, in Ted’s arms,
I saw him there, and smiled.

“Love,” he whispered, “and
1” and crossed himself, his an-
swering smile making of his pale
face a glory in the golden gloom.

THE END.

MAY IS A BRIDE

MAY is a bride; her flowers are chaste and cool.
Those pale-green balls that whiten after rain
Bring back the snow. The iris is a pool,
Or heaven-beckoning stream where ice has lain.

Leading her forth, May’s name child hides her head
Under a green umbrella, while great sprays

Of bridal-wreath burst like a song, and shed
White radiance along triumphal ways.

Maupe Barnes MILLER.



Good-by Kiss

By Kenneth Pearce

HEY were sitting very close to-
gether in the glider on the dark
jporch. A high moon touched
the fir trees in the garden with sil-
ver. They had sat many times thus.
Not speaking. He with his arm

around her slim waist. She with her
golden head nestling against his
broad shoulder.

“Anne”—his voice was very low
and -husky—“Anne, there’s some-
thing I've got to tell you,” He
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. stopped, as if unable to say what he
had to say.

“Yes?”  She was lookmg up at
“him now, adoration filling her eyes.

He suddenlv caught he1 closer to .

him. “You know T love you, my
. little Anne. T've never loved any
other girl. Never will. But Anne

His voice broke, but he kept
con:  “I’'m going to be married to-
- morrow morning, Anne. To a girl
you’ve never met.”

The little figure beside him stiff-
“ened. Took a quick, gasping breath.
- Anne’s lovely body shuddered.
- Things seemed to be whirling around
. her. His words—she couldn’t seem
. to make them mean anything.

+ - “Married—to-morrow!” She spoke
“the two words slowly, in a dazed
voice, as if they were words she had

“never heard before and was trying

to learn their mea.'ning.
“It’s awful' he groaned.
. can’t help it.”
Suddenly she jumped to her feet
Walked to the edge of the veranda
_and stood leaning ag_ainst a post. So
he didn’t love her, after all. After
all his constant protestations of his
feelings for her. After the number
of times he’d held her in his arms.
The number of times he’d kissed her.
It all meant nothing—nothing!
He was standing beside her now.
“Anne——-"
She put her shoulder back.
Looked bravely up into his face.
“T hope you love her, Rod.” In
her voice there was no hint of the
emotions which were churning within
her.
“T don’t love her. 1T already told
you_,,
Her bitter laugh cut him short.
“Then why -are you marrying her?”
He caught her arm. “I can’t ex-
plain, Anne. Don’t you see? It’s

“But I

- something over which I have no con- .
lips were on hers.

4rol. I'm helpless.” He stopped
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and looked down at her hopeless]y
His eyes were bleak:

“I understand.” She didn’t un-
derstand. All she knew was that he
didn’t really love her. He couldn’t.
Perhaps he had once. But this girl
he was going to marry—somehow,
she’d won him away.

Anne wanted to throw hersel
down somewhere and ecry wildly.
But she wouldn’t ery in front of him.
She wouldn’t let him see that he’d

‘taken her heart and twisted it out

of all recognizable shape, and then
calmly handed it baek to her. She
would like him to believe that her
heart was still whole.

Clenching her hands tightly, she
took a dpep breath to stea,dy her-
self.

And then she said, her voice low:

“T’'d bke to come to the weddmg,
Rod Do you mind?” :

His face lighted up. ‘%he could
see it even in the dim glow from the
moon. - “Gee, Anne, that’s swell of
you.” - He reached out and caught
her hands. “I’d feel better if you
were there. ’d, feel y'Ou' under-
stood!”

She looked away, across the gar~
den to the fir trees down by the
brook. What was there to under-
stand?

“1 must go.” He was speaking
again. “Anne, will you give me one
last kiss?”

Her impulse was to flare up at
him. But, no—he’d know then. And
she didn’t want him to know what
this quarter hour had meant to her.

So she lifted her face to his coolly.
“All right, Rod. A good-by kiss.”

She’d made up her mind that his
kiss would mean nothing to her.
Made up her mind to be cool and
unaffected. Then he would see that
it wasn’t. cuch a blow to her.

He eaught her in his arms his .

At first her lips
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were cold and unresponsive. But in
his arms, with the mouth she adored
so on hers, her will power broke and
was swept away. Her arms tight-
ened about his neck. Her lips re-
sponded to his. Told him only too
plainly what he meant to her.

A good-by kiss. A kiss that was
ending her life. It was the sort of
kiss that should have been the be-
ginning of everything, not the end
" of everything.

He let her go at last. For a mo-
ment he stood holding her arms.
Then he said, his voice very gruff:
“To-morrow, at our house. At
eleven.”

He turned, and, without a single
added word, strode across the porch,
down the steps to his car.

Anne stood there, not seeing. She
heard the starter. Heard the engine.
And finally listened to the car drive
away. Through a haze of tears, she
watched its headlights reflecting
against the trees down the road.
Then, at last, there was nothing but
the moon once more and silence.

With a cry of utter hearthreak she
flung herself down on the glider and
burst into the tears which she had
so long and so bravely withheld.

It required iron nerve for her to
go to the wedding the next morning.
But she made herself do it. And she
went with head high and a smile on
her lovely lips. Her cornflower or-
gandie dress with its white collar
and frilly cuffs made her look ador-
ably sweet.

There was a hush as she came into
Rod’s house. His mother received
her. Kindly, gently. There were
introductions here and there. And
everybody there looked at her with
glances that held curiosity or pity,
or both.

But Anne showed no sign. Even
when Rod and the girl of his heart
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stood before the minister and the
ceremony which was to take him
away from Anne forever was begun.

As she watched them however,
Rod and the dark-haired, slim girl
with the minister and a charming
bower of flowers in front of them,
she felt as if she were going to faint.

There was a ringing in her ears.
And black spots danced before her
eyes. :

“—promise to love and honor this
man——" The voice of the minis-
ter droned on. Somewhere in the
house a telephone was ringing. It
struck a discordant note. Then sud-
denly it stopped, and the quiet hush
of a solemn service once more filled
the room.

“—why these two should not be
joined together in holy matrimony
let him speak now or forever hold his
peace

At that very moment a trim maid
came into the room. Her face was
pale. She looked agitated. As she
walked directly toward Rod and his
bride and the minister, everybody
started. =

The maid stopped beside the min-
ister. He looked up at her, his voice
broke off. She whispered something
to him. His bushy eyebrows went
up. He nodded. Whispered some-
thing to the bride and to Rod. Then
the three of them, their heads down
self-consciously and their cheeks
pink with embarrassment, walked
from the room followed by the maid.

The guests stood in an amazed si-
lence. Looked from one to the
other. Shook their heads. Frowned
wonderingly. ‘A few minutes later
the minister returned, alone.

He looked around at the guests
and said slowly:

“I am sorry, but this wedding will
not take place.” :

The tension was broken then. Im-
mediately, now that the service
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which had never been finished, was
over, everybody began to talk at
once. The people began to mill
around, every one asking his neigh-
bor the same question. The ques-
tion to which no one seemed to know
the answer.

Anne edged her way to the door.
She wanted to get away. She had
seen enough. Whatever had hap-
pened to postpone the wedding, she
knew that Rod loved this dark-
haired girl.

Just as she reached the front door
of the old house, a voice said,
“Anne!” She turned, to find Rod
standing before her. He reached out
and caught her arm. “Come in here,”
he said softly, and drew her into a
small room lined with books, off the
entrance hall.

His eyes were bright and he was
smiling. “I’m free, Anne!” he cried
gleefully. “Free—to ask you to
marry me.” ~

‘Anne stared up at the man she
loved and shook her head slowly.
Events had happened so swiftly and
so surprisingly that her mind
couldn’t really grasp the significance
of his words. And all sorts of ques-
tions and doubts filled her brain.

He caught her hands. “I never
loved that girl, Anne. I was marry-
ing her for my brother’s sake. He
had promised to marry her—to-day.
He had to go to Chicago on busi-
ness. While there he met with a mo-
tor accident and was taken to the
hospital. We didn’t know that. All
we knew was that a wire came from
him two days ago saying he couldn’t
go through with the marriage.”

He was looking at her very gravely
now. “To save his bride-to-be’s
lI;ride, her father begged me to marry

er.”
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So he didn’t love that other girl,
after all? The realization of it all
was at last taking hold of Anne. A
iurg‘e of happiness was going through

er. :

“It was my brother who was m-
strumental in interrupting the cere-
mony just now,” Rod went on. “He
realized, on account of the wire I
sent him after getting his, what had
happened. While unconscious, he
had been raving. An unscrupulous
nurse who’d fallen madly in love
with him, and determined to try to-
win him, sent the telegram. He
knew nothing of it. He’s on his
way home now, to marry the girl
who almost became my bride to-
day.” He smiled slowly. “She’s-a
nice person He broke off and
added happily, “But, oh,. Anne,
thank heavens, I didn’t have to go
through with it. My heart was
breaking every minute——"

Her eyes were starry as she Iooked
up at him now. She said ina husky,
sweet voice:

“Mine was, too, Rod. I only came
because I wanted to show you that
I could watch you marry another
girl without its affecting me. But,
oh, Rod. T was dying—dying——"

He caught her in his arms now.
Put his cheek to hers. “Anne, the
guests have all gone. But the min-
ister is still here. How about a quiet
Weddmg, Anne, now?” He was smil-
ing down at her with boyish enthusi-
asm. “I can’t wait to call you my
very own, Anne.”

She caressed his cheek with her

soft lips. “I always was—I always
will be,” she said softly. His arms
caught her even closer. His lips

came down on hers in a kiss that.
swept all doubt from her mind that
he had ever stopped loving her.

Q



YOUR WEEK

This is another week in which the major
influences are not many. Business mat-
ters will show increased activity, and busi-
ness benefits should come to you. Some
matters that may have been hanging fire
for a long time, will be quickly and suc-
cessfully closed this week. Traveling in
connection with business matters is apt to
occur. Your social popularity will increase,
if you give the matter serious thought and
plan properly. Financial benefits are likely
to be received, some of them as a result of
your mental alertness. Love and marriage
interests can be advanced. The mental
will be stressed this week more than the
physical, and so far as the major influences
are concerned, you should be able to ad-
vance your interests generally, to a con-
siderable degree. If domestic differences
have got into court and a reconciliation is
desired, this will be a good time to effect
it. Hot-headedness will be tempered by
serious thinking this week.

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
g,tll:y ‘ hours, avoid the transaction

of unnecessary business, espe-
h cially that which has to be
done in a hurry. Financial
benefits may be received.” Be-
tween 8:00 a. m. and 9:30
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a. m., financial benefits may
be received and love interests
can be advanced. It is a
good time to plan social
events. The later morning
hours will be quiet. Between
noon and 1:00 p. m., financial
benefits may come to you
through alert thinking. You
may be benefited in some way
connected with personal prop-
erty. The later afternoon
hours will be quiet. Between
8:30 p. m. and 10:00 p. m.,
mark time in business and
occupational matters. Avoid
extravagance in money mat-
ters. Curtail social activities.
Avoid unnecessary transac-
tions involving real estate.
Between 10:00 p. m. and mid-
night, the unexpected will
happen in money matters.

Sunday, During the early-morning
May hours, mark time in employ-
9th ment matters and be con-

servative of your money.
Some financial benefits may
be received from sources other
than from your employment.
The later morning hours will
be quiet, as also will be the
early-afternoon hours. Be-
tween 8:00 p. m. and 4:30
p. m., financial benefits will
be ‘received. Love interests
can be advanced. - Between
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M :

16th

“beneficial
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5:00 p. m. and 6:30 p. m.,
the unexpected will happen in

. money matters, probably with

mixed results. Between 7:30
p. m. and 9:00 p. m., you will
be mentally alert in money
matters and may be able to
add te your income by clear

* thinking. Between 9:00 p. m.

and 10:00 p. m. business
benefits may come to you. A
journey may be
taken, either by yourself or
by some one to your advan-
tage. It is an excellent time
to settle lawsuits that were

“started in anger and after-
“ ward regretted.

During the early-morning
hours, emplovment and finan-

cial benefits may be received;

but your judgment will _be
poor in money matters and
if not careful, you will do

- something that may prove a

burden in a financial way.
Postpone, . if possible, any
matters Involving expendi-
ture of money, until later.
Between 8:00 a. m. and 9:30
a. m., finaneial benefits may
be .received, possibly from
mere than one source.

advanced thereby. You ecan

- also” advance love and mar-
riage interests by clear think-

ing. It is an excellent time
to plan social activities. Be-

tween 9:30 a. m, and 11:00

a. m., you may be able to
advance your financial inter-
ests by clear thinking. The
early-afternoon hours will be
quiet. Between 5:00 p. m.

and 6:30 p. m., avoid extrava-

gance in money matters. Do
not travel unnecessarily. Re-
strain sudden impulses to do
things that will cost ' you

money. Some financial bene- .

fits.may be received and your
occupational and business in-
terests may be advanced. Be-

tween 7:00 p. m. and 9:30 .
p. m., business, occupational, .

and financial benefits may be

-received. -You will be men- .
tally alert in money matters. '

Love, marriage, and social in-
terests - can be

advanced.

Tuesday,

May
11th

Love
and marriage interests may be

Wednesday,

May

12th-

3

3

-advantage.
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Taking it as a whole, the day
will be a very successful one
finanecially, if you take ad-
vantage of your opportunities
and be thoughtful of your ex-
penditures before you make

“them.

During the early-morning
hours, avoid unnecessary trav-

" eling. Sudden decisions made

at this time are apt to be the
wrong ones, so think things
over. Financial and business
benefits may come to you by
careful thinking.  Between
7:30 a. m. and 9:00 a. m.,
avoid writing love letters, and
be careful not to ‘quarrel with
relatives over. love affairs.

‘Mark time in love matters.

The later morning hours and
the early-afternoon hours will
be quiet. Between 4:30 p.m.
and 6:00 p. m., unexpected

_financial benefits may be re-

cexved and a sudden, pleasant
journey may be taken. Near
relatives will do you favors.
Between 7:30 p. m. and 9:00
p. m., avoid unnecessary busi-
ness dealings with near rela-
tives. Curtail social activi-
ties. Be conservative of your
money.

During the early-morning
Lours, mark time in employ—
ment matters. Avoid misun-
derstandings with near rela-
tives. Financial benefits may
be received. Between 7:30 a. m.
and 9:00 a. m. will be a good
time to write lettérs in regard
to money matters. It vull
also be a good time to' deal
with near relatives concerning
money matters. Love inter-
ests can be advanced. Social
activities can be planned to
Between 10:30
a. m, and noon, financial ben-

. efits may be received. Love

and marriage interests can be
advanced. It is an excellent
time to deal with near rela-
tives. The early-afternoon
hours will be quiet. Between
4:30 p. m: and 6:00.p. m., the

.unexpected. will happen in
. money matters, probably to
.your detriment.

It is not a
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Thursday,

May
13th

Pl

Friday,
M
14th
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good time to deal with near
relatives. Avoid sudden jour-
neys, if possible. The eve-
ning hours will be quiet.

During the early-morning
hours, mark time in home af-
fairs and avoid misunder-
standings. Watch your speech
carefully,. Do not become

sarcastic. Between 7:00 a.m.

and 8:30 a. m., your judg-
ment will be poor in money
matters. It is not a good
time to discuss family-finan-
ces. Be careful what you
write and sign. Watch your
speech carefully. The Ilater
morning hours will be some-
what quiet. Between 12:30
p. m. and 2:00 p. m., avoid
extravagance in money mat-
ters. Mark time in love,
marriage, and home affairs.
Curtail social activities. Be-
tween 4:30 p. m. and 5:45
p. m., business, occupational,
and home benefits may be re-
ceived, and social interests
can be advanced. Between
5:45 p. m. and 7:00 p. m., un-
expected financial benefits
may-be received. Home af-
fairs may be benefited in an
unexpected manner. It is not
a good time to transact un-
necessary business. Avoid un-
necessary traveling. Curtail
social activities. Keep your
temper under control in home
and business affairs. Do not
be rushed into business deals.
The evening hours will be
quiet.

During the early-morning
hours, keep your temper un-
der control in home affairs.
Employment benefits may be
received. You may have op-
portunity to increase your in-
come or to cut down on ex-
penses. Between 9:30 a. m.
and 11:00 a. m., mark time in
home and love affairs. It is
not a good time to plan social
activities. Between noon and
1:30 p. m., financial benefits
and benefits connected with
the home may come to you.
Love and marriage interests
can be advanced. Between

4:00 p. m. and 5:00 p. m.,
love, marriage, and social in-
terests can be advanced.
Financial and home benefits
may be received. The early-
evening hours will be quiet.
Between 10:00 p. m. and mid-
night, mark time in home af-
fairs. Avoid extravagance in
money matters. It is not a
good time to unnecessarily
transact business. Curtail so-
cial activities. Do not un-
necessarily travel,

The influences affecting the particular
zodiacal group to which you belong are
given in the “Born Between ? section
of this article, which you should also con-

sult,
J

IF YOU WERE BORN BETWEEN
March 2ist and April 20th
(Aries op)

—Aries people born between March 21st
and 26th will be stirred by emotions held
under restraint this week. Business and
travel benefits may be received, but there
may be some delay incident thereto. Be
careful to avoid falls and head injuries this
week. Love interests may develop favor-
ably, but obstacles may be raised. Best
day for you this week is Tuesday, but be
careful in courtship that day. Mark time
on Thursday. If born between March 27th
and 31st, matters will be about normal.
Best day for you this week is Tuesday.
Mark time on Thursday. If born between
April 1st and 5th, unexpected financial
benefits may be received. Love interests
will develop along unusual but pleasing
lines. Avoid unconventionality. Best day
for you this week is Tuesday. Mark time
on Thursday. If born between April 6th
and 10th, financial benefits will be received.
Be alert in employment matters. Love and
marriage interests can be advanced, but do
not become romantic. Best days for you
this week are Saturday, Monday, and
Wednesday. Mark time on Friday. If
born between April 11th and 15th, finan-
cial benefits will be received. Love and
marriage interests can be advanced. Best
days for you this week are Saturday, Mon-
day, and Wednesday. Mark time on Fri-
day. If born between April 16th and 20th,
avoid the transaction of unnecessary busi-
ness. Curtail social activities. Mark time
in home affairs. Best day for you this week
is Monday. Mark time on Friday.
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April 20th and May 21st
(Taurus ¥ )

—Taureans born between April 20th and
26th should mark time in love and mar-
riage matters this week. You will be in-
clined to estravagance. Minor financial
benefits may be received. Avoid unneces-
sary traveling. Best days for you this week
are Sunday and Thursday. If born be-
tween April 27th and May 1st, matters will
be about normal. Best days for you this
week are Sunday and Thursday. If born
between May 2nd and 6th, the unexpected
will happen in ' money matters. Unexpected
developments may take place in love and
marriage matters. Avoid unconvention-
ality. - Best day for you this week is Thurs-
day. If born between May 7th and 11th,
financial and employment benefits will be
received. Love and marriage interests can
be advanced. It may be a romantic week
for you. Best days for you this week are
Monday and Friday. If born between
May 12th and 16th, financial benefits will
be received. Love and marriage interests
can be advanced. Best days for you this
are Monday and Friday. If born between
May 17th and 21st, business, occupational,
financial, and home benefits will be re-
ceived. It will be an excellent week in
which to advance love and marriage inter-
ests. Best days for you this week are
Monday and Friday.

May 21st and June 21st

(Gemini Y1) .
—Geminians born between May 21st and
26th should avoid unnecessary traveling
this week. Curtail social activities. Be
careful around fire and sharp instruments.
Also be careful around too energetic lovers,
Keep control of your temper. It is not a
good time to act on impulse in business and
other matters. Some benefits may be re-

ceived that have been long delayed. Best -

day for you this week is Sunday. If born
between May 27th and 81st, matters will
be about normal. Best day for you this
week is Tuesday. If born between June 1st
and 6th, unexpected financial benefits will
come to you. Near relatives will do you
favors. Love affairs will develop along un-
usual lines. Avoid unconventionality. Best
day for you this week is Tuesday. If born
between June 7th and 11th, financial bene-
fits will be received. Mark time in em-
ployment matters.. Love and marriage in-
terests can be advanced. Best days for
you this week are Saturday and Wednes-
day. If born between June 12th and 16th,
financial benefits will be received. Near

/
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relatives will do you favors. - A short jour-
ney may be taken with beneficial results.
Best days for you this week are Saturday
and Wednesday. If born between June 17th
and 21st, minor business and home bene-
fits may be received. Social interests can
be advanced. Best days for you this week
are Saturday and Wednesday.

June 21st and July 23rd

(Cancer og)
—Cancerians born between June 21st and
27th should mark time in home affairs this
week. Avoid misunderstandings. Be care-
ful in courtship. Aveid unnecessary trav-
eling. Best day for you this week is Sun-
day. If born between June 28th and July
2nd, matters will be about normal. Best
days for you this week are.Sunday and
Thursday. If born between July 8rd and
7th, unexpected financial and home bene-
fits will come to you. Love. interests will
develop along unusual but beneficial lines.
Best days for you this week are Sunday
and Thursday. If born between July 8th
and 12th, financial and employment bene-
fits will be received. You may be able to
add to your income by alert thinking. Cur-
tail pleasure-seeking and social activities.
Best days for you this week are Monday
and Friday. Mark time on Saturday. If
born between July 13th and 18th, financial
benefits will be received. Love and mar-
riage interests can be advanced. Best days
for you this week are Monday and Friday.
Mark time on Saturday. If born between
July 19th and 23rd, curtail social activities,
It 1s not a good time to transact unneces-
sary business not of a routine nature. You
will be inclined to extravagance in money
matters. Best days for you this week are
Monday and Friday. Mark time on Sat-
urday.

July 23rd and August 23rd
(Leo Q)
—Leo natives born between July 23rd and
28th will find this an exceptional week in
which to advance love and marriage inter-
ests. Your social popularity will increase.
It should be a very pleasant week. Best
day for you this week is Tuesday. Mark
time on Sunday. If born between July
29th and August 2nd, matters will be about
normal. Best day for you this week is
Tuesday. Mark time on Sunday. If born
between August 8rd and 7th, you will be
put to unexpected financial expense. Cur-
tail social activities as they will cost more
than you nmiay anticipate. It is not a good
time to go pleasure-seeking. Unexpected
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expense in connection with children may
occur. Best day for you this week is Tues-
day. Mark time on Sunday. If born be-
tween August 8th- and 13th, employment
‘benefits may be received. Your judgment
will be poor in money matters. Love in-
terests can be advanced in. some respects,
but mark time in such matters as do not go
smoothly. Best days for you this week are
Saturday and Wednesday. Mark time on
Monday. If born between August 14th and
18th, be conservative of your finances.
Your judgment will be poor in money mat-
ters. Curtail social activities. Best days
for you this week are Saturday and Wed-
nesday. Mark time on Monday. If born
between August- 19th and 28rd, business*
and occupational benefits may be received.
Home affairs will be benefited. Love and
social interests can be advanced. Best days
for you this week are Saturday and Wednes-
day. Mark time on Monday.

August 23rd and September 23rd
(Virgo 11p)
—Virgo natives born between August 23rd
and 28th should mark time in business and
employment matters this week. Avoid un-
necessary traveling. Curtail social activi-
ties. Be careful around fire and sharp in-
struments. Also be careful in courtship.
Best days for you this week are Sunday and
Thursday. Mark time on Tuesday. If
_ born between August 29th and September
2nd, matters will be about normal. Best
days for you this week are Sunday and
Thursday. Mark time on Tuesday. If
born between September 3rd and 7th, un-
expected financial and employment bene-
fits will come to you. Love and marriage
matters will develop in an unusual but
pleasant manner. Best days for you this
week are Sunday and Thursday. Mark
time on Tuesday. If born between Septem-
ber 8th and 13th, financial and employment
benefits will be received. You may be able
to add to your income by clear thinking.
Love interests can be advanced. Best days
for you this week are Monday and Friday.
If born between September 14th and 18th,
financial and employment benefits will be
received. Love and marriage interests can
be advanced. Your social popularity will
increase. Best days for you this week are
Monday and Friday. Mark time on
Wednesday. If born between September
19th and 23rd, business and employment
benefits will be received. More harmony
wiil prevail in home affairs. You will find
it ‘an excellent week in which to advance
‘love, marriage; and social interests. . Best

‘normal.
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days for you this week are Monday and
Friday. Mark time on Wednesday.

September 23rd and October 23rd

(Libra .~.)
—Librans born between September 23td
and 28th should be careful to avoid falls
and head injuries this week. Some ad-
vancement in love and marriage matters
may take place, but there may be delay in
some respects. Business benefits may be
received. A beneficial journey may be
taken. You will be more popular socially
than usual but may have your social activi-
ties curtailed in some manner. Best day
for you this week is Tuesday. Mark time
on Thursday. If born between September
29th and October 3rd, matters will be about
Best day for you this week is
Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday. If
born between October 4th and 8th, the
unexpected will happen in money matters,
probably with mixed results. Sudden mar-
riages at this time are apt to prove disap-
pointing. Avoid unconventionality. Best
day for you this week is Tuesday. Mark
time on Thursday. If born between Octo-
ber 9th and 18th, financial and employ-
ment benefits may be received. Mark time
in love and marriage matters. Best day for
you this week is Wednesday. Mark time
on Saturday and Friday. If born between
October 14th and 18th, financial benefits
will be received. Love and marriage inter-
ests can be advanced. Best day for you
this week is Wednesday. Mark time on
Saturday and Friday. If born between
October 19th and 23rd, avoid extravagance
in money matters. Curtail social activities;
they will prove more expensive than usual.
Postpone to a later date, if possible, the
spending of money in connection with mar-
riage and home affairs, as you will prob-
ably spend more at this time than neces-
sary. Best day for you this week is
Wednesday. Mark time on Saturday and
Friday.

October 23rd and November 22nd
(Scorpio 1)
—Scorpio  people born between October
23rd and 28th should mark time in love
affairs. Social interests can be advanced.
Minor business benefits may come to you.
A journey may be taken. Best day for you
this week is Thursday. Mark time on
Sunday. If born between October 29th
and November 2nd, matters will be about
normal. Best day for you this week is
Thursday. Mark -time on Sunday. If born
between November 3rd and 7th, you will be
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- put to unexpected finaneial expense. Mark
time in love and marriage matters. - Avoid
unconventionality. Best day for you this
week is Thursday Mark time on Sunday.
If born between November 8th and 12th,
_ employment  benefits may be received.
Mark time in love and marriage matters.
“Be conservative of your money.
judgment will be poor in ‘money matters.
Best day for you this week is Friday. Mark
" time on Monday. If born between Novem-
_ ber 13th and 17th, your ]udfrment will be
poor in money matters. Mark time in love
and courtship. Best day for you this week
_ is Friday. Mark time on Monday. If born
between November 18th and 22nd, you will
find it an excellent week in which to ad-
~ vance love and marriage interests. Busi-

_ness, occupational, and home benefits will -

_ be received. Your socxa] popularity will in-
crease. Best day for you this week is Fri-
day. Mark time on Monday.

November 22nd and December 22nd
= (Sagittarius 1)

——Sagxttarlans born . between November
22nd and 27th will receive business benefits
this week. Be careful around fire and
.sharp instruments. Love 1nte1ests can be
advanced, but be careful in courtship.
Mark time on Tuesday. If born between
.. November. 28th and December 2nd, mat-
ters will be about normal. Mark time on
Tuesday. If horn between December 3rd
and 7th, the unexpected will happen in
money matters. Love affairs may develop
. surprises. Mark time on Tuesday. If born
- between December 8th and 12th, mark time
in employment matters. Minor financial
benefits may be received. Love interests
.can be advanced, but do not become ro-
mantic., Best day for you. this week is Sat-
urday. Mark time on Wednesday. If born

between December 13th and 17th, financial

. and-business benefits will be recelved Love
. interests can be advanced. Best day for
you this week is Saturday. Mark time on
Wednesday. If born between December
18th and 22nd, business and occupational
benefits may be received. Social interests
can be advanced. A pleasant journey may
be taken. Best day for you this week 1s
Saturday. Mark time on Wednesday.

December 22nd and January 20th

- (Capricorn V§)

- ~—Capricornians -born between December
22nd and 26th may receive minor financial
and business benefits this week. Seme de-
lay may occur, however, in business transac-
-tions. + Love matters will be under mixed

.influences.

Your
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Some love benefits- may be re-
ceived, but mark time in such matters as
do not go smoothly. Be careful to aveid
falls and possible head: injuries. Watch
your speech carefully and do not becomie
sarcastic. Best day for you this week is
Sunday. Mark time on Thursday. If born
between December 27th and 31st, matters
will be about normal. Best day for yeu
this week is Sunday. Mark time on Thurs-
day. If born between January Ist and
5th, unexpected financial and occupational
benefits may be received. Love affairs may
develop in a surprising but pleasant man-
ner. Best day for you this week is Sunday.
Mark time on Thursday. If born between
January 6th and 10th, business, employ-
ment, and financial benefits will be received.
Love and marriage interests can be ad-
vanced, but keep your head cool and your
emotions under control. Best day for you
this week is Monday. Mark time on Sat-
urday and Friday. If born between Janu-
ary 11th and 15th, financial and business
benefits will be received. You will be men-
tally alert in money matters and may be
able to add'to your income by cléar think-

“ing. Best day for you this week is Mon-~

day Mark time on Saturday and Friday.
If born between January 16th and 20th,
business and occupational benefits will be

“received. You will find it an excellent week

in which to advance love and marriage in-
terests. Be careful that you do not have
misunderstandings in home affairs. Best
day for you this week is Monday. Mark
time on Saturday and Friday.

January 20th and February 19th"' :
_ (Aquarius )
—-Aquarxans born between January 20th

~and 25th will receive business benefits this

week. You will find it an excellent time in
which te advance love and marriage inter-
ests.. Friends will do you favors.. Plans
that have been long in maturing may be
carried out at this time. Your social popu-
larity will increase. Best day for you this
week is Tuesday. Mark time on Sunday.

. If born between January 26th and 30th,

matters will be about normal. Best day for
you this week is Tuesday, Mark time on
Sunday. If born between January 81st
and February 4th, you may be put to un-
expected financial expense. People will bor-
row from you; friends will ask favors. Cur-
tail social activities. Avoid unconvention-
ality. The unexpected may happen in love
and marriage matters, probably to your
annoyance, Best day for you this week is
Tuesday. Mark time on Sunday. If horn

{
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between February 5th and 9th, be con-
servative in money matters. Curtail social
activities. Keep alert in the discharge of
your employment duties. Some advance-
ment can be made in love affairs, but mark
time in such matters as do not go smoothly.
Best days for you this week are Saturday
and Wednesday. Mark time on Monday.
It born between February 10th and 14th,
your judgment will be poor in money mat-
ters. Conserve your finances. People will
ask to borrow from you. Friends will ask
you to do them favors. Watch your speech
carefully and avoid misunderstandings with
friends. Best days for you this week are
Saturday and Wednesday. Mark time on
Monday. If born between February 15th
and 19th, business, financial, and occupa-
tional benefits will be received. Love in-
terests can be advanced. Best days for you
this week are Saturday and Wednesday.
Mark time on Monday.

February 19th and March 21st
(Pisces 3¢)
—Pisceans horn between February 19th
and 24th should mark time in love and
courtship this week. Environmental bene-
fits may come to you as a result of serious
thought on your part. Best days for you
this week are Sunday and Thursday., Mark
time on Tuesday. If born between Febru-
ary 25th and March 1st, matters will be
about normal. Best days for you this week
are Sunday and Thursday. Mark time on
Tuesday. If born between March 2nd and
6th, unexpected financial benefits will be
received. A sudden, beneficial change in
environmental conditions may occur.
and marriage matters will develop along
surprising but pleasant lines. Best days for
you this week are Sunday and Thursday.
Mark time on Tuesday. If born between
March 7th and 11th, mark time in em-
ployment matters. Financial benefits may
be received. Love and marriage interests
can be advanced. Best days for you this
week are Monday and Friday. Mark time
on Wednesday. If born between March
12th and 16th, your judgment will be
good in money matters. Financial bene-
fits will be received. Environmental condi-
tions will become more satisfactory if they
have not been heretofore to your liking.
Best days for you this week are Monday
and Friday. Mark time on Wednesday. If
born between March 17th and 21st, busi-
ness, occupational, financial, environmental,
and home benefits may be received. It will
be an excellent week in which to advance
love and marriage interests. Best days for

Love’
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you this week are Monday and Friday.
Mark time on Wednesday.

Note for “Born Between——" readers:
The week referred to begins with Satur-
day, May 8th, and ends with Friday, May
14th. C ‘ompare with information given in
“Your Week” and “Day by Day” to see
what the general influences are.

Fx
MORE ABOUT TAURUS PEOPLE

To ascertain in detail the events that
may happen to a person during his lifetime,
it is necessary to make rather abstruse
mathematical calculations based upon his
birth data. However, in a general way,
groups of people are affected by the posi-
tions of certain planets at a given time.
Each individual of the group will respond
to the influence of such planets according
to the planetary influences particularly
operating in his own horoscope, the race to
which he belongs, his inherited character-
istics, his training, and his environment.
Keeping this in mind, Taurus natives will
be affected, benefimally or otherw:se, dur-
ing the twelve months ensuing from April
20, 1937, by the positions of certain plan-
ets, in the following manner:

If you were born between April 20th and
26th, during the months from May to
October 1987, the last part of January,
and all of February, 1938, - financial bene-
fits, largely from steady appllcatlon to work,
will come to you. Benefits connected with
real estate may be received. You will be
serious-minded and can plan your affairs
over a considerable period of time. Dur-
ing the first part of May and the middle
portion of August, 1937, business or other
necessary travel may put you to some ex-
pense. Some expense connected with busi-
ness transactions may also come to you at
this time. Social activities may prove ex-
pensive. Be careful in courtship around too
energetic lovers. The first week in October,
19387, may especially benefit you in busi-
ness, occupational, and financial matters.
During all November, 1937, you may be
inwardly uneasy in connection with heart
interests. It will probably be nothing seri-
ous, though it may prove annoying. Dur-
ing the middle portion of November, 1937,
control your temper in money matters and
in your association and dealings with
friends. During the latter part of Decem-
ber, 1937, and the first part of January,
1938, friends may ask favors of you.
People will try to borrow money and things



Your Stars And You

from you. Curtail your social activities as
you are apt to be extravagant in social
matters. Conserve your money. The last
part of December, 1937, may bring you en-
vironmental benefits. During the first week
in February, 1938, you will be more than
usually energetic and alert mentally. Dur-
ing the middle portion of March, 1938, be
careful around fire and sharp instruments.
Also be careful in love and courtship.
Mark time in marriage matters. Avod
extravagance in money matters. Keep your
temper under control. During the latter
part of April, 1938, near relatives may do
you favors. ‘
If you were born between April 27th and
May 1st, during the fore part of May and
the last part of December, 1937, and dur-
ing January and the fore part of February,
1938, the unexpected will happen in money
matters. Love and marriage matters will
develop along unusual and unexpected lines.
Avoid unconventionality. During July,
1937, and during March and Apnl, 1938,
steady application to work may bring finan-
cial benefits. You may benefit in connecs
tion with real estate.
ously in important matters. During the
last half of August, 1937, you may incur
expense as a result of a business or other
necessary journey. Business transactions
may put you to some expense at this time.
Curtail social activities. Be careful around
too energetic lovers. During the fore part
of October, 1937, business, occupational,
and financial benefits may come to you.
Love interests can be advanced, but be
careful in courtship.
part of November, 1937, and during Janu-
ary, 1938, you are apt to be extravagant.
Conserve your finances. People will ask to
borrow money and things from you. Social
activities may prove expensive. During the
latter part of November, 1937, control your
temper, especially when around friends.
Avoid misunderstandings with friends.
During the last week in December, 1937,
and the first week in January, 1938, you
may receive environmental benefits. Inci-
dental thereto, financial benefits may come
to you, or you may have an opportumty to
reduce expenses. Love and marriage in-
terests can be advanced. During the first
part of February, 1938, you will be active
physically and alert mentally. Leve in-
terests can be advanced somewhat. Finan-
cial benefits may help you with your love
and marriage plans. During the latter part
of March, 1938, avoid extravagance in
money matters. Be careful around too
energetic lovers,

You will plan seri-

During the latter
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If you were born between May 2nd and
6th, during the months from May to De-
cember, 1937, and during February, March,
and April, 1938, the unexpected will hap-
pen in money matters from time to. time.
Unusual developments will take place in
love and marriage matters. Avoid uncon-
ventionality. During the last few days of
August and the first week in September,
1937, you may be put to expense on ac-
count of a business trip or some other nec-
essary journey. You may also be put to
expense in connection with business trans-
actions. Soeial activities will cost mere
than usual. Be careful in love and court-
ship, especially around too energetic lovers.
During October, 1937, business, occupa-
tional, and finaneial benefits may be re-
ceived. You can advance your love inter-
ests but be careful in courtship. During
the last part of November, 1937, curtail
social activities. Be careful that you de
not have misunderstandings with friends.
Mark time in love and courtship. Aveid
extravagance. People will ask to borrow
from you. Be careful around fire and sharp
instruments. During the fore part of Janu-
ary, 1938, financial and environmental bene-
fits may be received. Your social popu-
larity will increase. Love and marriage in-
terests can be advanced. During February,
1938, curtail social activities. Avoid ex- .
travagance in money matters. People will
ask to borrow from you. During the mid-
dle portion of the month, financial benefits
may come to you. During the last few
days of March, and the first few days of
April, 1938, avoid extravagance in money
matters. Mark time in love, courtship, and’
marriage matters. Be ecareful around fire
and sharp instruments. During the last
part of April, 1938, business and financial
benefits may be recelved and you may
benefit in some manner connected with
real estate.
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X THE STAR QUESTION BOX : :

Kohk ok oh ok khhkhhk ki
Ka: does not send answers by mail

B. V. P., female, born February 21, 1912,
Hawaii: This date fell on Wednesday, not
on Monday. I think I know what hap-
pened to you when you were eighteen; but
worrying about it now will do no good
and may do you much harm. Try not te
think about 1t; and when you marry, deo
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not get some one of a jealous nature, who
may throw it up.to. you. Marriage will
come to you at sometime in your life. You
will have an opportunity to marry at about
the following times: May, June, Septem-
ber, October, November, and December,
1938. I was glad to get your letter, and I

" wish you the best of success and much hap-
piness in your future life.

.“MISS F. G L.,;’ born July 12, 1900; .

near midnight of 12th-13th; Florida: I
have compared your horoscope with that of
the man in whom you-are interested. There
are a few ‘discords-but many very fine har-
monies, and I feel that you two would make
a-big mistake not to marry each other. If
it dees not occur to him to ask you, I sug-
gest that you bring the matter to his at-
teation.. You cannot afford not to do some-
thing-about it, with an opportunity to get
a marriage partner as agreeable to-you as
this -one 1n all likelihood will be.

B, B widow bot -Juhe 28, 1897; be--

tween 11 a, m. and noon, British Colum-
bia: ‘You  will have an eopportunity to
marry about September or October, 1937,
that may give you a good chance for hap-
piness.© Unless you get a marriage partner
with some strong harmonies in addition to
physieal congeniality, I am inclined to think
that - marriage will be pretty much of a
gamble with you. You have a passionate
heart and may let jealousy and differences
over sex matters create trouble for you in
married life.

A. M. P, female, born October 6, 1903,
about 10:00 p. m., Indiana: You will have
an excellent opportunity to marry happily
about June; 1937, October, 1937, and July,
1938, 1 have compared your horoscope
with that of the man in whom you are
interested. There are quite a few bad
discords and some very good harmonies.
If you can close your eyes to the things
you don’t like, and let your mind dwell on
the things that you do, you ' might find
considerable happiness with this man;
otherwise you may find marriage to him a
disappointment. I doubt very much if you
can éver forget him or that you love him,
even if you don’t marry him, so you might
as well take him as le is and make the
best . of it. : , :

Miss M. M., born March 20, 1915, be-
tween3:30 a. m. and 4:00 a. m., Wiscon-
sin: - I think. you are foolish wasting ‘your
- time waiting for a married man in the hope
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that sometime you can win him. You are
narrowing your world and building an iso-
lation wall around yourself that may leave
you on the shelf when all your chances have
gone by. You had better have a good talk
with yourself. You have already wasted
three years, hoping to get this man. Should
you succeed in breaking up his home, what
assurance will you have that he may not
resent it, even though married to you?
Should you suffer by comparison with the
wife that you are now seeking to - displace,
he might not let you forget it.  If he is
interested ‘enough in you to- free. himself

- without any persuasion:on. your part, he

will put himself in a position to marry you;
but after three years, it would seem that
you are not that important to him. You
did not send me his birth data, so I have
no way of forming an opinion as: to how
you would agree or disagree, should you
marry each other. I think you had better
‘give some consideration to the numereus
young men who are desirous of ‘marrying
you. From among them you may find a
suitable husband whom you would love,
if you would let your heart respond instead. -
of preserving it in ice for a married man-
who may not want it.

Miss A. L. C., born March 6, 1911,
“shortly after midnight,” Ttaly: From time
to time during the next three_years, .you
will. have ‘opportunity to marry. With a
little good judgment abeut your selection,
you can probably effect a- happy marriage
during this period.

L. C. W, male, born August 21, 1887,
3:45 p. m.: [ received your letter, giving
planetary positions as worked out by your-
self or by some one else, you did not state
which. You gave Uranus as 0° 10’ Libra.
Evidently ‘this is a mistake in transcription
as the ephemeris for the date of your birth
gives Uranus as 10° 10’ Libra, mean noon
at Greenwich, The position you give for
Neptune is for August 28th to September
10, 1887, instead of for your birth date.
You did not give me the latitude and longi-
tude of your birth place, so I have not
checked the accuracy of your figures in the
case of the faster moving planets. You
state that you are interested in the pro-
gressed horoscope. If you made the calcu-
lations yourself which you sent me, you
may have a book on the progressed horo--
scope. If not, you should get one. You
did not state what books, if any, you have,

~:and I .do  not know the extent of your

astrological knowledge, so I am at a loss
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how to advise you.
again, please refer to file No. H-2187, and
give me your full birth data.

M. G., female, born November 13, 1914,
12:10 a. m.: You will have opportunity
to marry about May, June, and July, 1938,
and about December, 1939.

B. A. E., female, born December 13,
1905, between 1:00 p. m. and 4:00 p. m,,
New Jersey: Opportunity to marry will
come to you about the following times:
August, 1938; December, 1938; August,
1940; December, 1940. If not married
sooner, you will probably marry during
1940, or very early in 1941.

Miss CHERI, born February 27, 1917,
about 9:30 p.-m., Illinois: You will have
opportunity to advance your marriage in-
terests about the following times: Decem-
ber, 1987; January, 1938; February, March,
April, May, and June, 1939; February,
March, May, and June, 1940. You should
have no difficulty in getting married sat-
isfactorily at sometime during these periods.

Miss G. E. O., born February 18, 1918,
2:00 a. m., Indiana: This date fell on
Monday, not on Tuesday. I am glad you
got up courage enough to write me. You
will be under influences conducive to mar-
riage at about the following times: The
latter part of May and first part of June,
1937, probably unsatisfactory; latter part of
June and first part of July, 1938; latter
part of October and first part of Novem-
ber, 1938, probably unsatistactory; last half
of June, 1939; latter part of October and
first part of November, 1939; middle of
June, 1940. You will probably marry “at
about one of these times.

G. M. C., born November 14, 1896, 1:00
a. m., Missouri: I presume you are a fe-
male. You did not state your sex, in writ-
ing me. If you are not a female, then the
following will not apply. Opportunity to
marry will come to you about October or
November, 1937. If you do not avail your-
self of it, you will probably marry about
January or February, 1940, if you are un-
married when that time arrives.

Editor’s Note:

Should you write me
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Miss R. C. S., born. February 7, 1917,
11:00 p. m., New York: You are under
influences at the present time that may
bring about marriage for you, but should
you marry at this time, I am afraid it
might prove unsatisfactory. About August,
1937, you may have an opportunity to
marry but may encounter obstacles. About
November, 1937, you may have an oppor-
tunity to marry some one of a fiery nature,
with a jealous streak well-developed in him.
In some respects the marriage, if con-
tracted, may prove satisfactory; but you
may smart under jealous restrictions and
supervision. If you get by all this without
marrying, you will probably marry about
the latter part of July or the fore part of
August, 1940.

WangLr, born February 24, 1918, about -
12:30 p. m., Georgia: You are under in-
fluences at the present time that may lead
to marriage. If it does not, you may marry
suddenly about March, 1938. If this, also,
does not occur, you will probably marry
about June or July, 1938.

Mgs. J. M. C., widow, born April 8,
1920, 7:45 p. m., Oklahoma: You will be
under influences conducive to your remar-
riage at about the following times: Last
part of October. and first part of Novem-
ber, 1937; last part of June and first part of
July, 1938; last part of February, 1939.
You can probably bring about a satisfac-
tory marriage during one of these periods.

Miss M. E. R., born November 28, 1921,
9:00 p. m., New York: Your problem
will be to wisely choose from among the
numerous suitors that you will have an op-
portunity to marry. You will be particu-
larly susceptible to marriage at about the
following times: Last part of May and
first part of June, 1937; last part of August
and first part of September, 1937; Decem-
ber, 1937, and first part of January, 1938;
last part of February and first part of
March, 1938; last part of November and
first part of December, 1938; avoid marry-
ing at this time, as it might make you a
widow, or otherwise unhappy; first part of
June, 1939; July, 1939. You will scarcely
get through this array of dates without
marrying.

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 Story Magazine, 79 Seventh

Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Do not mail letters to these Pen Pals after May 14th.

HENEVER we look at

magazines and newspapers

we cannot help but notice
the lovely faces of blondes and
brunettes peering out, and many of
us would no doubt like to know per-
sonally, some of these attractive
girls. Modeling is indeed an in-
teresting profession, and here’s your
chance to find out all about it.
Blond Bea is an artists’ model, and
has plenty of spare time to write let-
ters. All you lovers of friendship,
whatever your age, answer her plea
and win a sincere friend!

Dear Miss Morris: I am a Love Story'
reader, and hope you can find room in your
Corner for my letter. I'm a friendly young
girl of eighteen with blond hair, hazel eyes,
and for the past two years have been em-
ployed as artists’ model. I make friends
easily, and am not hard to get along with.

I would love to correspond with girls from
near and far, and of any age. All letters
will be answered promptly. Who'll be the
first to answer my plea? Bronp Bea.

Men in your thirties, here’s a
stimulating correspondent for you!

Dear Miss Morris: I’'m a young man
in my thirties, a designer of interiors, have
studied in Europe, worked on a newspaper,
traveled a great deal, and would enjoy cor-
responding with men between thirty and
forty years of age. I appreciate the value
of sincere friendship, and will be a steady
correspondent. P H

Camping is this Pal’s pet sport.

Drar Miss Morris: Are there any Pals
who are especially fond of camping? If
so, I certainly wish they would answer my
plea. I'm a teen-age girl with black, curly
hair, dark eyes, very fond of movies, sports,
and writing long letters. I'm really lone-
some and would apprecaite hearing from
girls of any age. CorNiNG Miss,
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A friendly, young married couple.

Dear Miss. Morris: We are a young
married couple who want to correspond
with young married Pals everywhere. I'm
nineteen, have a sweet little baby girl, and
promise to exchange snapshots with any
one. My husband is twenty-one, fond of
sports, collecting stamps, snapshots, and
likes to make friends. We'll answer all let-

ters received. How about it, Pals?
Mgz. axp Mgs. B.

Girls, don’t disappoint her.

Drar Miss Morrrs: I'm a young woman
of twenty-two, live in Canada, and would
like to hear from Pen Pals of any age, re-
gardless of where they live or what hobbies
they enjoy. I'm interested in every one
and everything, and hope to hear from Pals
in foreign countries, too. All letters will be
answered promptly. Please, girls, don’t
pass me by, M. M. M.

‘Smiling Betsy has traveled.

Drar Miss Morris:
print my plea? I'm a peppy girl of sev-
enteen, live in New Jersey, have traveled,
will exchange snapshots with any one, and
hope to get oodles of letters from all over
the country. Pals, write to me. T'll be
waiting to hear from all of you.

SmiLinGg Bersy.

A young man from North Dakota.

Drar Miss Morris: I'd be very grate-
ful if you will help me find some Pen Pals.
I’'m a young man twenty years of age, live
in North Dakota, work in a chain store, in-
terested in dancing, sports, and writing
" letters. I have lots of interesting things to
tell about life in the West, and promise
prompt replies. Leonarp W,

Her pet ambition is to travel.

Drar Miss Morris: Calling all Pen
Pals! T'm a girl of eighteen, enjoy making
friends and writing letters. My one great
ambition is to travel, and I'm crazy to hear
from girls who live in Arizona, Nevada,
Montana, Wyoming, and other Western
States. Come on, girls, let’s get together!

New York Mirzr.

Tf you want lively replies, write to
this young married woman.
Dear Miss Morris: I'm a young mar-

ried woman twenty years of age, have
brown hair, blue eyes, a good-natured dis-

Won’t you please
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position, live on a farm in Pennsylvania,
about two miles from town, and as my hus-
band works long hours I get very lone-
some. I want to correspond with single
and married Pals of my age, and promise
prompt, lively replies to letters received.
Waynessure Dor,

Girls, write to this Michigan girl.

Dear Miss Mogris: - May another
young girl enter your Corner? I'm sev-
enteen, live in Michigan, fond of sports,
dancing, swimming, reading, and am a
high-school graduate. 1 am planning to
take a beauty course in the fall. Pals
everywhere, regardless of age, please hurry
and write to me. Ipa MaE.

This young secretary wants per-
sonal mail, Pals. Give it to her.

Dear Miss Morris: This is a plea from
a young secretary, a girl twenty years of
age, with plenty of spare time to write let-
ters. My hobbies are singing, reading,
dancing, sewing, tennis, and I also collect
coins. I want to hear from everybody, and
will gladly exchange photographs or any-
thing else of interest to other Pen Pals.

MERIEL.

Cathrin has lived in Europe.

Dear Miss Morris: Please print my
letter in your Corner. I'm a lively girl of
seventeen with blond hair and blue eyes,
enjoy sports, including swimming, tennis,
and hiking. I’ve lived in Europe, and have
had many interesting experiences. I want
to hear from every one. So hurry, girls,
send me your letters. CATHRIN.

A sensible, broad-minded young
man. s

Dear Miss Mogris: I'm a steady reader
of your Corner, and hope some of the Pals
will write to me. I'm a young man of
twenty-two, considered broad-minded, sensi-
ble, and likable. I have a pleasant dis-
position, enjoy the finer things of life,
sports, and haven’t many friends. I've
been an orphan since twelve years of age,
and appreciate sincere friendship. All let-
ters will be answered promptly.

KEeNNEDY.

Send a letter to South Africa.

Drar Miss Morris: There’s nothing
I’d like better than hearing from Pals all
over the world. I'm a girl of eighteen, live
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in South Africa, will exchange snapshots,
and promise to answer every letter I get.
Girls, if you’re interested in this part of the
word, I'll be glad to answer questions and
tell you anything I can. I promise to be a
real friend. GWENDY.

Write and cheer her up.

Drar Miss Mogrris: A long time ago I
found some very lovely Pen Pals through
your Corner, and hope you will help me
again. I'm a young married woman in my
twenties, have been very ill recently, but
am now on the road to health. I want to
correspond with. single and married Pals
between twenty-seven and thirty-seven
years of age, especially those who live in
or near New York City, but promise to an-
swer all letters received. 1 am lonesome,
and would appreciate oodles of letters from
all over. Herma.

. A Pal with a sense of humor!

Dear Miss Morris: I'm seventeen,
have a lively sense of humor, and friends
tell me that I'm a very good-looking girl.
However, I’'m not a bit conceited. 1 love
to make friends, write letters, and the first
two Pals who write to me will receive a gift.
Girls everywhere, won’t you give me a
chance to be your friend? Dora.

A blue-eyed blonde from Mary-
land.

Dear Miss Morris: Here is another
plea from a lonesome young girl of sixteen
who is very anxious to find some Pen Pals.
I have blond hair, blue eyes, a cheerful,
fun-loving disposition, enjoy sports,
will tell you lots of interesting things about
Maryland. Girls, get busy and sling some
ink my way! Bavtimore GERT.

Who wants a Pal in Oklahoma?

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a lonesome
Oklahoma girl of nineteen, live on a farm,
enjoy outdoor sports, especially swimming
and horseback riding. I am fond of music,
can play the piano and guitar, and also
enjoy movies, skating, and writing letters.
T’ll exchange souvenirs and snapshots, and
promise prompt replies. Western Rurh.

Friendship plays an important
part in his life.

Dear Miss Morgis: Have you room in
your Corner for another plea? I'm a lone-
some young fellow nineteen years of age,

and’
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live in the West, enjoy good music, books,
travel, and value true friendship because
it plays an important part in life. Come
on, fellows, let me hear from you. Tl try
to make my letters as interesting as I can.
CARDINGTON.

A lonesome Dakota girl.

Dear Miss Morris: I hope you will
print my plea. I'm a lonesome North
Dakota girl, love to write, and hope to
correspond with girls everywhere. Tl ex-
change snapshots and promise to- answer
all letters that come my way. How about
it, girls? Let’s be friends. LiseyE.

Two peppy New York Pals.

Dear Miss Morris: We are two high-
school girls, live in New York City, travel
to school in the subway, enjoy sports, danc-
ing, photography, and music. ~We'll ex-
change picture post cards, souvenirs, snap-
shots, and want to correspond with girls
between fifteen and seventeen. How
would you like to hear all about this great
city, girls? We’ll be true-blue friends.

Two Eastern PALs.

Shortie has a number of hobbies.

Dear Miss Morris: Will you please
print my plea in your Friendliest Corner?
I'm a fun-loving girl of seventeen, live in
Ohio, have black hair, dark eyes, am a
senior in high school, interested in all sorts
of things, and have a number of hobbies.
Girls, write and tell me all about your-
selves and your hobbies. I'm sure we can
be good friends. SHORTIE.

Six feet of friendship.

Dear Miss Morris: Do you think some
of the Pals would care to get in touch with
me? I'm & young man in my twenties, six
feet tall, like to make friends, considered
good-natured, easy to get along with, and
promise to answer all letters and exchange
snapshots. I live in Illinois. PrArsox.

She’s lonesome at sweet sixteen.
Snap her out of it, Pals.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm another lone-
some young girl, and hope some one will
take me for a Pen Pal. I'm sixteen, live
in California, considered good-looking, fond
of swimmniing, dancing, horseback riding,
and will be glad to exchange snapshots
with any one who cares to answer my plea.
Who'll be the first to write to me?

MaryLovw.
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For married Pals of nineteen.

Dear Miss Morris: Here’s hoping that
married Pals of my age, nineteen, will write
tome. I'm a young married woman, enjoy
dancing, movies, keeping house, writing let-
ters, and have lots to tell about the South.
Come on, Pals, let me hear from you. I
promise interesting replies. :
CarorLiNa Dek.

Sallee likes mnrusic and outdoor

sports.

Dear Miss Morris: S O S! Here’s a
plea for Pals everywhere. I'm a lively
young girl of eighteen, enjoy sports, music,
~and as I live in a small Southern town I
often get very lonesome and would appre-
ciate having a few true-blue Pen Pals to
correspond with. Girls, won’t you try me?
T’ll try to make my letters interesting.

SALLEE.

Her specialty is art.

Dear Miss Morris: Please find me
some Pen Pals. I'm a dark-haired girl of
sixteen, and although I would love to be-
come a professional tap dancer, my spe-
cialty is art. I also enjoy outdoor sports,
and have oodles of interesting things to
talk about. Pals, far and near, won’t you
write to a New Jersey girl? CoraLIE.

Another Pen Pal from Africa.’

Dear Miss Morris: I was lucky enough
to get acquainted with Love Story Maga-
zine, and after reading your Corner I just
couldn’t resist the temptation to try my
luck at finding Pen Pals. I'm a girl of
nineteen, live in South Africa, have dark
hair, gray eyes, enjoy reading, writing let-
ters, drawing, and can play the piano. - I'll
exchange photographs and picture post
cards, and promise to answer all letters as
soon as I receive them. Frances JEAN.

Who'll write to this older Pal?

Dear Miss Morris: This is a plea
from a widow in her fifties. I live in a
large city in Oregon, and would appreciate
hearing from Pals everywhere. I'd like to
find Pals of my age, but every one is wel-
come. I’ll answer all letters.

Lonesome Ewm.

A peppy high-school Pal.

Dear Miss Morris: Hi, everybody!
I’d like to correspond with Pals everywhere.
I’'m a high-school girl of fifteen, like swim-
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ming, dancing, basket ball, and am a mem-
ber of our school glee club. I enjoy read-
ing, writing long, newsy letters, and will
gladly exchange snapshots with all who
drop me a line. BERNADETTE.

A college man from Missouri.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a young man
of twenty-one, attending college in Mis-
souri, enjoy music, reading, art, swimming
and dancing. TI'll exchange snapshots and
promise prompt replies. Come on, fellows,
let’s be friends. WriGHT.

Eager for Pals from foreign coun-
tries.

Dear Miss Morris: For a long time
TI've been very anxious to hear from Pen
Pals in foreign countries, and here’s hop-
ing that I won’t be disappointed. I'm a
lively girl past sixteen, fond of outdoor
sports, especially swimming, and writing
letters is my pet hobby. Girls, won’t you
get in touch with me? I'm sure we can be
good friends, and I promise to be a steady
correspondent, BrLue IsLanp Par.

Just Kitty will tell you about
Florida.

Dear Miss Morris;: May another lone-
some reader join your Corner? I'm a young
married woman of twenty-three, live in
Florida, and would love to hear from sin-
gle and married Pals of any age. I’ll ex-
change snapshots, and have lots of interest-
ing things to write about. Just Kirty.

An ardent stamp collector.

Dear Miss Morris: Pals everywhere,
please write to me. I'm a teen-age girl
fond of sports, live in Michigan, and love
to collect all kinds of stamps. I also en-

* joy reading, making friends, writing letters,

and will exchange snapshots. Pals, won’t
you give me a chance? TI’ll answer all let-
ters. . THEA.

Let this golden-haired, blue-eyed
girl become your friend.

Dear Miss Morris: Please print my
letter in your Corner. I'm a girl in my
early twenties, have golden hair, blue eyes,
enjoy the theater, listening to the radio,
reading and dancing. TI’ll be glad to hear
from girls everywhere and of any age, and
promise to answer every letter that comes
my way. Anna Lourse.
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This Texas girl promises worth-
while letters.

Dear Miss Morris: After reading your
Friendliest Corner I can’t resist sending in
my plea. I'm a young girl who loves to
make friends, live in Fort Worth, Texas,
and can tell you all about the Centennial
Exposition. I enjoy church work, and feel
sure that I can make my letters worth
while. Girls, won’t you try me?

Napmve F.

Boys, send a letter to West Vir-
ginia.

Desar Miss Morris: I have plenty of
spare time to write, and thought some of
the fellows who read your Corner would
care to drop me a line. I'm a young fel-
low twenty years of age, live in West Vir-
ginia, interested in ‘the great outdoors,
making friends, and meeting people. TI’ll
answer letters promptly. HiLLER.

A friendly Pen Pal from Lou-
isiana.

Dear Miss Morris:  I'm sure there are
many lonesome girls in their twenties who
would enjoy corresponding with a girl in
Louisiana, so please print my plea as soon
as you can find room. I'm a cheerful young
woman with a pleasing personality, have
been working for several years, interested
in every one and everything, and promise
to answer all letters received. Hurry, girls,
write to ALEXANDRIA.

An American-Filipina girl.

Drar Miss Morris: Do you think some
of the Pals would care to write to me?
I'm a part Filipina girl, a normal-school
graduate, born in the United States, in my
early twenties, live in New York City, and
would love to hear from Pals everywhere,
especially from the Philippine Islands. I'm
interested in  art, travel, music, books,
literature, and will exchange snapshots, sou-
venirs and stories about this part of the
country. Miga.

Another New York appeal.

Drar Miss Mogris: * I'm very anxious
to correspond with girls between fifteen and
eighteen. I'm a young girl fond of sports,
adore writing long letters, live in Brooklyn,
New York, and feel sure that I could make
my replies interesting. How about it, Pals,
will you give me a chance? You’ll find
me a true friend. New York NAaN.

Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

She enjoys music, sports, and
dancing.

Dear Miss Morris: Won’t you please
help me find some Pen Pals? I'm a very
lonesome girl of eighteen, have brown hair,
blue eyes, a good-natured disposition, en-
joy sports, dancing, musie, and love to make
friends. Please try me, Pen Pals. I live
in a large city in Pennsylvania, and will
tell you more about myself in my first
letter. Brue-ByEp Fay.

For married Pals of thirty-five.

Dear Miss Morris: This is a plea all
the way from California. I'm a married
woman of thirty-five, and would like to cor-
respond with Pen Pals of my age, single
or married. I enjoy housework, fancy-
work, and love to write long letters. Pals,
write to me. I’ll tell you all about Cali-
fornia. KEppIE.

Boys, take him for your friend.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a young man
twenty-three years of age, enjoy outdoor
life, swimming, skating, traveling, collect-
ing stamps, and want to hear from Pals of
any age, regardless of where they live. T’ll
exchange stamps and snapshots with any
one, and answer all letters. How about it,
boys? WAGNER.

Exchange the latest news about
movie stars.

Dear Miss Morris: Would any one
care to write to a Missouri girl? I prom-
ise faithfully to answer all letters received.
I'm fond of swimming, tennis, skating, and
other outdoor sports. My hobbies are col-
lecting pictures of movie stars, snapshots,
and will exchange them with any one. Pals,
be sure to write to me. H.H.

Show her that true friendship
exists.

Dear Miss Morris: I've .read your
Corner many times, and decided to ask
you to help me find some friends. I
thought I had a true friend, but she proved
insincere and I've almost lost faith in peo-
ple, but I still hope to find at least one
true friend. I'm a young woman of
twenty-nine, have a pleasing personality,
am rather idealistic, live in a small town,
but feel sure I can make my letters en-
tertaining. I'll be very grateful if some
one will answer my plea. K. S.
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A bachelor from _Illinois.

Dear Miss Morris: Please print my
plea in your Corner. I'm a young bachelor
from Illinois, have traveled through half of
the United States, like outdoor sports,
shows, music, dancing, and want to cor-
respond with Pals of any age. TI'll answer
letters as soon as I receive them. GLENN.

And here’s a chance for all you
sixteen-year-olds to get in touch
with Pals of your age who are wait-
ing anxiously to hear from you, and
who will answer your Iletters
promptly.

Grap Girr, Canada; Frrice, Pennsyl-
vania; Gracie, West Virginia; MARIANE, I1-
linois; JeAnmAry, California; AvraBamMA
Vee, Alabama; Crissig, Illinois; Tomsoy
GiNGER, Massachusetts; Yorx Em, New
York; Miurixay, Pennsylvania; GWENNIE,
Canada; Emocene, Texas; Happy Rurh,
New York; Resecca, Pennsylvania; Smir-
iNG Gerr, Canada.

She’s handy with a pen as well as
a needle.

Dear Miss Mogrris: I want some Pen
Pals from all over the world. I'm a mar-
ried woman of thirty-one, a nurse, will ex-
change snapshots, souvenirs, and promise
to be a true friend. I'm interested in
poetry, tatting, crocheting, and hemming
handkerchiefs. Pals, please write to me.

Hampsuire NURSE.

Your letters will thrill her.

Dear Miss Morris: I think that the
biggest thrill in the world is receiving let-
ters from Pals you've never met. I hope
some one will write to me. I'm a girl of
sixteen, live in the South, fond of swim-
ming, interested in fashions and writing
long letters. Pals, write to me. I prom-
ise immediate replies. Ernen V.

Girls, send a letter to Washing-
ton, D. C. :

Drar Miss Mogrris: I'm another teen-
age girl looking for Pen Pals. I live in
Washington, D. C., enjoy all sports, and
have lots of things to write about. Won’t
some one please try me? I'll be a true-
blue friend. SKEETS.
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Give her a chance to show what an
interesting Pal she can be.

Drar Miss Morris: Here’s a plea from
another young married woman. I'm eight-
een, live i Idaho, and want to correspond
with single and married Pals of any age.
I'll gladly exchange snapshots and prom-
ise prompt replies. I enjoy outdoor sports,
and my two hobbies are reading and writ-
ing letters. Come on, Pals, drop me a line.

' Iparo MRs.

Lawson knows that all that glit-
ters is not gold.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a young man
of twenty-eight, like to meet people, travel,
and have spent a lot of my time prospect-
ing for gold in Canada. I have lots of
exciting stories to tell, so come on, men,
let’s get acquainted. I’ll answer all letters.

Lawson.

She wants Pals who aren’t man-
crazy. :

Dear Miss Morris: I want to cor-
respond with Pals of twenty-five or older
who are not man-crazy. I'm a girl in my
twenties, interested in psychology, outdoor
sports, reading, dancing, and appreciate
sincere friendship. Pals, wherever you are,
won’t you write to me? STELLE.

Her hobby is interior decorating.

Dear Miss Morris: For a long time
T've enjoyed reading your Corner, and hope *
you will print my plea. I'm a girl of
twenty-two, live in New York, am rather
shy and find it hard to get acquainted.
I like reading, swimming, dancing, camp-
ing, card games and traveling. My hobby
is interior decorating. T’ll be glad to ex-
change snapshots, book reviews, cooking
recipes, menus, and ideas about interior
decorating. T'll send souvenirs to all who
write to me. Gertie Kay.

Prompt replies guaranteed!

Dear Miss Mogrris: May another lone-
some girl join your Corner? I'm eighteen
years old, live in Massachusetts, am fond
of sports, literature, music, and want to
hear from girls of any age. I’ll answer let-
ters promptly, and will try hard to make
my replies interesting. Pals, won’t you try
me? Tl be waiting. Iza.

Ve
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Mrs. Brown will be glad to solve in these pages problems on which ycu desire

advice.

Your letters will be regarded confidentially and signatures will be withheld.

Although Mrs. Brown receives more letters than she can possibly print in the

department, she answers all the others by mail.

So, lay your problem before her

with the knowledge that it will have her full attention.
Address Mrs. Laura Alston Brown, Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine,

79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.

HE in-law problem is always

with us and, like other prob- -

lems, should be handled with
logic and ordinary common sense.
However, due to the lack of these
‘two qualities, young wives some-
- times fail to assert themselves in
their own homes, and the result is
discord and unhappiness.

In marriage, of course, there are
some things to which a wife must
shut her eyes and not let herself
become annoyed to the breaking
point. So it is when a girl marries
and discovers that she has a meddle-
some mother-in-law to contend with.
I receive many letters from brides
who, like Georgiana, after a few
months of marriage, are on the verge
of leaving their husbands because
the mother-in-law failed to realize
that even in the esctasy of love, two
people cannot be happy together un-
less they are permitted to live their
lives according to their own ideas.

Dear Mgs. Brown: My future happi-
ness seems to be at stake, so won’t you
give me some of your good advice? I'm
twenty years old and have been married
almost a year. My husband and I are

deeply in love with each other, and I'm
sure we’d rather die than separate, but I
can’t see _any other way out of the situation,

Why is it that so many mothers-in-law
can’t leave their married sons and daugh-
ters-in-law alone? Before I was married
my mother-in-law seemed to like me very
much, and I think she still does, but why
can’t she realize that my husband and T
would like to manage our own affairs and
live as we want to hve?

For instance, she is forever running in
when we least expect her. It doesn’t mat-
ter to her whether it’s morning, noon, or
night. She openly criticizes my cookmg,
says I'm extravagant. I don’t keep house
in a way that pleases her. She tells me I
spend too much for the laundry, that I get
too many clothes, or that she doesn’t like
the lipstick I use, et cetera. My husband
often hears her, but never stands up for
me. I know he loves her, and I could be
really fond of her if she would only mind
her own business and leave us alone.

She comes in when we are entertain-
ing friends, young people of our age, and
if she doesn’t like something they do, she
tells them so without considering whether
or not her frankness might be insulting.
If we go for a ride in the car we have
to take her along. My husband keeps the
car in the basement garage of the house
in which she lives, so she usually knows
when we are going out, and without so
much as, “Can you take me along?” she
gets her hat and coat and settles herself
in the back seat.
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T’ve asked my husband to do something
about all this, but he says she means no
harm and that he hasn’t the heart to say
anything to her because he loves her. For
his sake, I’ve put up with everything so
far, but now I can’t stand it any longer.
His father died .about three years ago.
He has a sister who lives in another city,
but his mother can’t go there often.

Maybe I'm silly, but I assure you I'm
not making mountains out of molehills.
Sometimes I feel like leaving my husband.
I'm young, and so is he, and we should be
having lots of fun. We have many friends,
and ‘they invite us out, but they don’t like
my mother-in-law to come along so we
are often left out when our crowd goes
places. She even thinks now that we are
married we shouldn’t even go dancing.

Before I was married my parents never
interfered with my fun, except to give me
good advice. I've never dreamed any one
could be such a busybody as his mother is.
T’ve never been so picked on in my life,
and it’s getting on my nerves so that I'm
unhappy every minute I'm awake. I'm not
myself any more, and even my parents
wonder what’s wrong, but I don’t want to
worry them with my problem. I'd hate
to leave my husband, but something’s got
to be done.

"~ Have you any suggestions that I can
follow? Please help me. GEORGIANA.

Leaving your ‘husband would
hardly solve the problem, espe-
cially if you love each other. You
would be more miserable away from
him. In the first place, since your

mother-in-law fails to understand

that young people should be left
alone to work things out their own
way, either you or your husband
should have a frank talk with her.

First, however, 1 would suggest
that you talk it over with your hus-
band. Being away all day, he prob-
ably does not realize that his
mother’s continual popping in with-
out being invited, and her criticism
regarding your activities is making
you so unhappy. Knowing his
mother as well as he does, naturally
he does not allow her actions to
annoy him. Nevertheless, it should
not be difficult for him to grasp the
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fact that as his wife, you should be
left in peace to manage your home
as you think best.

It is up to your husband to tell
his mother frankly that young
couples like to live according to their
own ideas, no matter how they en-
joy their parents’ advice, and that
it would be more agreeable if she
first made sure it was convenient for
you to have her visit you before
coming over. If he shrinks from
speaking to her, then you must take
the initiative.

Be diplomatic; tell her you are
fond of her and that you like to have
her come to your home, but remind
her that when she was first married,
she no doubt wanted to do things
according to her own way of think-
ing, too. Mention the fact that
most brides like to learn from ex-
perience where managing the home
is concerned. Say that you will be
glad to make special arrangement to
take her riding on certain days, and
make the same suggestion as to when
she can spend a day with you.

Remember, Georgiana, that your
home 1is yours, and that it is up to
you either to stand up for your
rights, or be made miserable because
nothing is done to remedy the situa-
tion. Of course you don’t want to
leave your husband; there is no rea-
son why you should even think of
it. By talking things over with him
first, I'm sure that this matter can
be settled satisfactorily.

Another thing that may help you
is this: Whenever your mother-in-
law begins to find fault with some-
thing, smile and ask her how she
would do it. Listen to her ideas
pleasantly, whether or not you agree.
If you go about doing things your
own way quietly, it is possible that
your mother-in-law may become
discouraged about giving you further
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advice. At any rate, by being pleas-
ant, you will avoid hurt feelings,
gain her respect and slowly but
surely your mother-in-law will no
longer be a problem to you. But
don’t forget to be firm while you are
“being pleasant.

Dear Mes. Brown: I am a girl of
eighteen, considered attractive, and popu-
lar with boys and girls.

Last May I met a boy twenty years of
age. He is considered nice-looking, has
shown me wonderful times ever since I've
been going with him, never breaks dates
with me, and comes to see me every pos-
sible chance he has. We go to most of the
dances, see the best shows, and take part
in many social activities.

We see each other every other night,
and every other Sunday he spends the day
at my home.

Almost from the very first, this boy told
me he loved me, and after a short time I
fell in love with him. He has asked me to
marry him and often talks about marriage,
but he doesn’t seem very anxious to get
married soon.

I don’t get along very well with my par-
ents. My father doesn’t approve of danc-
ing and will not allow me to go to a dance,
but.as he is home only week-ends, mother
. lets me go. However, she is always throw-
ing it up to me about how she lets me do
things against my father’s wishes.

I have talked it over with my boy friend,
and I would like to settle down to married
life, but he says he isn’t making enough
money. He earns between twenty and
twenty-five dollars a week, and tells me he
will get married only when he can give me
a nice home and take care of me.

Of course, I admire him for saying that,
but I don’t care how much or how little he
earns. I've told him we could get along
on his income, but he doesn’t agree with
me.

What worries me is that he isn’t trying
to save his money and doesn’t seem to be
very anxious to find a better-paying job.
I realize that he spends a lot of money
when we go out, but when I object and
tell him we’ll go for a walk, or stay home,
he won'’t listen to me.

What do you think of this boy? Do you
think he really is in love with me and
means to marry me? The reason I doubt
him is that he will not try to save his
money and won’t talk about a definite time
to get married. It’s always, “Some day

Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine

when we get married.” I have thought of
dating other boys, but he told his best boy
friend that if I ever started dating any one
else, he would never see me again.
What can a girl do with a boy like that?
PuzzLEDp OF VIRGINIA.

This boy may love you as he un-
derstands love at his age, and it is
natural that he should not feel
ready to marry and settle down.
But don’t you think that both of
you have plenty of time for mar-
riage?

There is a great deal in what you
say about a boy saving as much
money as he can if he really intends
to get married. If this boy does not
seem anxious to start saving it prob-
ably means that, as I said before, he
is not as yet ready to undertake seri-
ous responsibilities.

So for his threat not to see you
again if you should date some one
else, this reaction on his part shows
that he is selfish and immature. He
may not have a clear idea as to what
love really is, and does not realize
that every one has a right to some
personal freedom. It might be a
good idea if you remained on
friendly terms with him, if that is
possible, and had other friends.
This would give you an opportunity

to make sure that you two are really

in Jove and that he is the right man
for you to marry. If he actually
breaks off with you, let him go, be-
cause if he really loves you he will
not give you up, whether you have
other friends or not.

Drar Mgs. Brown: Recently I have
begun to think that mothers are not al-
ways right. For instance, ’'m a girl of
twenty-one, live in a small town where
there is little opportunity for an ambitious
girl. For the past few years I have been
working as maid in a large city about fifty
miles away from my home town, and man-
aged to save a fair amount of money with
which I want to take a business course, so
that I can get a job in the city. I would
also like to live in the city.
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However, my mother is opposed to the
whole idea. In the first place, she doesn’t
think I'll ever get a job after I finish busi-
ness college, and is continually saying that

I’d be throwing my money away if I took
the course.

Of course, I realize that no mother likes
to see her daughter leave home. But 1 am
very unhappy, and I'm not imagining my
unhappiness, either. I want to get on in
the world. I want to see people and not
live in a poky little town where nothing
changes year after year. Naturally, some
day I hope to get married, but not for a
few years yet.

I have hardly any friends here. I know
only two girls near my age, but see them
once in six months. If I stay home I will
never have a chance to go out or meet any-
body. That’s another reason why I'm anx-
ious to go to the city. I'm sick and tired
of the life I'm living now, and I know I
could get along all right and take care of
myself.

My mother wants me to get work in a
factory in our town, and although I don’t
think it’s a disgrace to work at any kind of
job, it would not make my future brighter
to do as she wants me to. She has other
children and would not miss me overmuch.
I don’t think it’s wrong to live your own
life and try to find happiness when you're
miserable, though I hate to go against my
mother’s wishes. What do you think I
should do? CRYSTAL.

You are very considerate in not
wishing to hurt your mother, and it
is understandable that she does not
want any of her children to leave
home. However, she should realize
the fact that now you are old
enough to live your own life, and
that you must accept every oppor-
tunity if you want to make some-
thing of yourself.

Taking a business course is a very
good idea. You might even be able
to find part-time work while you are
going to school. Besides, you will
not be too far away to come to see
your mother every week, if you
wanted to, while at the same time
you’ll be living your life in your own
way.

Mothers should get used to the
idea that sooner or later their chil-
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dren will want to try their own
wings away from home, and that it
is perfectly natural for young people
to be ambitious. Have another talk
with your mother, and perhaps this
time she will understand and with-
draw her objections.

Dear Mrs. Brown: A great many girls
and boys are faced with a problem like
mine, and I would appreciate your advice.

I'm a girl of eighteen, a student at a
large university, and although I've always
been quite popular 1 have never dated any
boy steady until recently. The boy I'm in
love with is almost a year my junier,
though he seems old for his age. - We have
so much in common, enjoy the same sports,
music, books, and want to get married, but
not while we are in school. Until next year
we will attend the same university, but
after that he is going away to another
school.

We have been going steady for several
months, and prided ourselves on the faet
that, to a great extent, ours seemed to be a
spiritual love. We went out together half
a dozen times before he even tried to kiss
me, and in this university that’s a record,
especially since he has had many other
dates before we met. During the past few
weeks, however, there were times when we
were in danger of forgetting ourselves.

We go out three evenings a week, but
see each other every day in classes for three
hours. Do you think that’s too often?
I'm so afraid that we’ll get tired of each
other, though I can’t see how that can
happen if two people are in love.

The other day I suggested that he date
other girls, but he won’t hear of it. He
said he couldn’t possibly spend any time
with some one else. I feel the same way.

What’s the answer to a problem like this?
We have to wait at least four or five years
before we can think of getting married.
He says that no matter how long we have
to wait he will never date any other girl.
Do you think he means that? As far as
I'm concerned, I don’t care about going
out with other boys. Berra Kappa.

One way of keeping out of trouble -
is staying away from temptation.
You may not agree with me, but L
would say that although you an
this boy think you are deeply in
love, this might be the usual college
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crush girls and boys experience be-
fore they find real love. Emotional
crushes last only long enough until
they meet some one who brings a
new interest into their lives.

* I don’t mean to sound pessimistic
and disceurage you, my dear. But
if you two have to wait four years
or more before you can get married,
it would be wiser if in the meantime
you did not take each other so seri-
ously. Both of you should enjoy
other friendships and buckle down to
your studies.

I would suggest that you avoid
love-making. A girl should never
forget that once emotions are per-
.mitted to rule, the boy quickly loses
interest in her and looks forward to
other conquests. See this boy only
when there are others around and
try not to be alone with him any
length of time. After you are both
graduated, and find that your affec-
tion for each other has not dimin-
ished, it will be time enough to
think of marriage. Meanwhile, you
should reach an understanding and
agree to have other boy and girl
friends.

Dear Mgs. Brown: T hardly know how
to begin telling you about my problem.
I'm so very unhappy. My husband and I
were married two years ago when he was
twenty-nine and I fifteen. I realize now
that such a great difference in ages doesn’t
promise a successful marriage unless two
people are very much alike, and we are
not. He likes a quiet evening at home with
a book or the radio, while I like to go out
quite a bit even if only to the movies.

Another thing that causes trouble is that
he drinks. He can hardly trust himself
to go out alone without coming home, or
rather being brought home, drunk.

This is nearly killing his poor old father
and is driving me crazy, as I love him
dearly. We have a three-month-old baby.

When my husband is sober he is the
sweetest thing in the world and seems to
love me, too. I mentioned getting a job
in the same place where he works, but he
doesn’t want me to. However, I am going
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to find something to do, and if he doesn’t
stop drinking I'll leave him. But I don’t
want my parents to support me and the
baby, as they have enough to worry about.

However, I can't stand it much longer.
I have tried to be patient, but I can’t see
any other way out, though I love my home
and would hate to break it up.

1 shall look for your advice in print be-
cause my husband opens all my mail.

: Rura oF MacNoLIA.

Despite the fact that you and your
husband haven’t as much in com-
mon as you thought you had when
you married, you must remember
that now you have the baby to think
of, and I would urge you to think
this matter over very carefully be-
fore you make up your mind to
leave. Going away will not help
you to make something of your mar-
riage, and if you love your home it
would be still harder on you if you
left.

Instead of thinking about break-
ing up your home, why not talk
it over with your husband and tell
him that if he tries to use a little
will power to stop -drinking, you will
do all you can to help him overcome
his liking for liquor? This vicious

rand destructive habit requires a

great deal of time and patience if
one hopes to deal with it success-
fully, so don’t permit yourself to be-
come discouraged, though you must
Xrow that you have a stiff battle
ahead. :

If you and your husband have dif-
ferent ideas about recreation, why
not try to do some of the things he
likes, and have an understanding
that, in turn, he is to take you out
as often as is convenient? .

You are right in saying that
fifteen years is a great difference in
ages. However, when two people
truly love each other and have their
child’s future to think of, they still
have a chance to be happy together.
So don’t get discouraged, Ruth, and
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forget about leaving. If your hus-
band is making enough to support
you, take care of your baby and try
to find ways and means which will
help you and your husband to reach
a better understanding.

Dear Mrs. Browxn: Do you think a
~ man can love a girl if he deliberately breaks
dates and promises? About a year ago, I
met a young man and liked him from the
very first. I didn’t see him again until
about three months later, when his people
moved into the apartment house where I
am living. At that time, some one told me
that he had just broken off with a girl he
was engaged to.

However, when he wanted me to go out
- with him, I didn’t ask any questions. We
dated for about a month, and then he went
back to this other girl. I was so crazy
about him it almost broke my heart to
know that he was seeing her. I stayed
home all the time and cried. I didn’t care
to go out with any one else.

After some weeks he asked me to go
out with him again. He said he wasn’t
going to date this other girl any more. I
was so happy I forgave him for breaking
off with me. We have been going steady
for five months, and he tells me that he
never even thinks of this other girl, but he
has kept all letters and pictures and refused
to give them back to her. However, he
tore up all my letters and pictures of other
boys that I've had for some time,

I have to dress as he wants me to, or
there’s an argument. He says it’s only be-
cause he loves me. One night recently, we
went to a party and I danced with other
boys, and he accused me before every one
of being cheap and common. I can’t under-
stand him. I don’t even smoke or drink
like other girls. He has a wicked temper,
and thinks nothing of hitting me when his
temper gets the best of him.

I've heard that this other girl said she
wouldn’t leave him alone no matter whom
he was dating. I know she calls him up,
and that ‘he calls her up, too. And if they
meet somewhere he always drives her home.

He says he loves me, but that things can
never be the same again after the night of
the party when 1 danced with other boys.
Don’t you think he acts as if he didn’t
know his own mind? Last Sunday he said
he would come to see me. When he did
come, another boy was with him, and he
only stopped long enough to tell me that
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he was all set to go places with this other
boy -and have a good time.

I don’t know what to do about him. It’s
hard to break with some one you care for,
Please give me some advice. My people
think everything is all right between me
and this boy. If they knew the truth they
would probably tell me to drop him, but I
don’t want to do that if I can help it.

GEORGIA.

Certainly, this young man does
not seem at all suited to you, and in-
stead of wondering how you can
change him into the kind of person
you could depend on, I would sug-
gest that you give him up. Human
nature can rarely be changed, my
dear.

His actions show that he is domi-
neering and selfish, concerned only
with his own ego, oblivious to the
fact that other people have feelings,
too. When a man has several un-
satisfactory  characteristics  and
makes no effort whatever to im-
prove, a marriage ceremony will not
make him over into a new man. You
are very foolish to put up with his
actions simply because you dread
the thought of giving him up. After
all, Georgia, he is not the only young
man in the world. Judging from
your letter, you are young and
should give yourself an opportunity
to meet other men in order to make
the right matrlmoma] choice eventu-
ally.

Dear Mgs. Brown: I'm all alone in
the world and have no one to advise me.
Please help me decide what to do.

I'm a girl of nineteen, have bheen going
to college for almost two years, and am
undecided whether to continue or not.
There is a young man I could marry, but
I don’t think I'm in love with him. Be-
sides, we don’t get along very well, and I'd
hate to quarrel about every llttle thing
after I’'m married.

After I get through college I think I will
be able to get a job teaching school. But
sometimes I get so fed up with school, I
could run miles and never come back. I'm
terribly blue and unhappy.
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I know my problem is not very im-
portant to any one except myself, but I'm
sure your opinion will help. LEra.

Education is a valuable asset, my
dear, and if you have the oppor-
tunity to attend college, by all means
continue. There may come a time
when your education will prove of
great benefit to you. As for mar-
riage, a girl of your age does not have
to rush into it, especially when she is
not sure whether she has found the
right man.

After you are graduated from col-
lege, you will have plenty of oppor-
tunity to find a young man who will
be suited to you. And as for feeling
despondent, perhaps you are study-
ing too hard and give yourself no
time for proper relaxation.

Now cheer up, and don’t worry
about the future. Try to enjoy the
days as they come, and the years
will take care of themselves.

Dear Mgrs. Brown: I became ac-
quainted with Love Story and your de-
partment long before I was married, and
now I need your advice. I’'ve been married
not quite a year, and have one child. When
I was first married, my mother-in-law said
she didn’t want us to live with her, but a
week later she insisted that we move in
with her, and we did. The only reason I
consented was because I wouldn’t want my
own mother left without means of support.
You see, my husband is the youngest child.
All the others are married and have. their
own homes, but they don’t seem to care
much how my mother-in-law gets along.

The very first day in her home she
couldn’t tell me often enough that this was
her home, and those were her dishes, et
cetera. Not only that, she told my hus-
band I wasn’t capable of handling his sal-
ary. I didn’t hear her say that, but the
friend to whom she’d said it told me, and
I knew it was true as soon as my husband
kept his check and just handed me a few
dollars for groceries. I just simply couldn’t
make that money do, and pay insurance
once a month,

Then my husband noticed that I had a
good appetite and said that I was eating
too much. I felt as if he had slapped me
in the face. I finally told my mother and
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she said that if I wasn’t getting enough to
eat to come to her. So I ate little during
the day and them went to mother’s for a
real meal. I even borrowed money I knew
she could not spare to make ends meet.
This went on until the baby was born.
My oldest sister took care of me. Two
weeks before the baby was born my mother-
in-law wouldn’t talk to me, and my hus-
band walked around with a chip on his
shoulder waiting for something to go
wrong. But I never saw anybody snap
out of a grouch as he did when the baby
came. My husband became very good-
natured. The only thing he was disap-

~ pointed in was that the baby was a girl

and not a boy. But I could see he loved
her. However, my mother-in-law wouldn’t
even come upstairs to see me and the baby.

The trouble is now that my husband is
not working, through no fault of his. We
give my mother-in-law twenty dollars a
week from the money we had saved, and
she says it’s not enough. I begged my
husband to move, before he lost his job,
but he doesn’t want to leave her alone.
I've even said 1 would leave him, but I
know I couldn’t because we love each
other, and he loves the baby very much.
He won’t listen to me when I try to talk
to him.

Things are getting worse every day. I
don’t want his mother to meddle in our
affairs, and have told her so, too. When-
ever I said anything she dcted as if T'd hit
her or something, but continued to inter-
fere even where the baby is concerned.
She tells my husband I don’t know any-
thing about bringing up children. I keep
the baby on schedule, and she gets plenty
of sleep. But my mother-in-law thinks
she sleeps too much, and that I don’t play
with her enough. Why can’t mothers-in-
law learn to mind their own business?

Is there any solution for a problem like
mine? I'm almost ready to give up hope.

UNHAPPY.

No problem is so hopeless that a
remedy cannot be found. First of
all, you should try to find a way to
compel your husband to listen to
you. As his wife, you have every
right to expect a home of your own
away from your mother-in-law, as
soon as your husband is working
and can support you and the baby.

Avoid nagging, crying, or arguing,
but remember, the only way two
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people can live harmoniously to-
gether is by frank discussion of all
problems. Talk things over only
when you know he is in a good hu-
mor and there is a fair possibility
that you can make him listen to you.

Ask him if he wouldn’t prefer a
peaceful, happy family life to con-
tinual upheavals. Appeal to his
pride and his affection for you.

As soon as he finds another job,
suggest that he get together with
the other members of the family and
arrange, if possible, for each one to
contribute a small sum of money to-
ward your mother-in-law’s support.
Since none of the other children seem
to want her to live with them, it
doesn’t seem quite fair that you and
your husband should be the excep-
tion. Or, perhaps, she could arrange

- to stay with each son or daughter -

part of the time, and in this way all
of you would have a breathing spell.

However, the best solution would
be if she could have her own home,
even if it were only a one-room
apartment. It is a well-known say-
ing that one roof is never large
enough to accommodate two fam-
ilies, and married people should try
to have their own home. There are
exceptions, of course, but many mar-
riages have been broken up because
of interference on the part of moth-
ers-in-law.

Now keep your chin up and try
not to become too discouraged. In-
sist that your husband treat you
with the confidence and considera-
tion due a wife, and stand up for
yourself. The more you submit to

him and his mother, the harder it

will be for you. Neither the wife
nor the husband should be “boss.”
Both should work together on a
fifty-fifty basis.

Dear Mrs. BRown: I'm a widow thirty

years of age. My husband died a few
months after my little girl was born. Last
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year I met a young man who seemed to
care for me. I liked him very much, and
we went together for several months. He
was always very nice to me, and my little
girl liked him. He thought the world of
her. He was living in a town twenty miles
away, and I saw him only on Sundays.

One day he came to see me unexpectedly
and I wasn’t home. The next Sunday he
didn’t come. I wrote and told him I had
been visiting a girl friend that day, but he
didn’t answer my letter.

About a week later, I happened to go
to his town and thought I'd run over to his
house to see him. He was home, but didn’t
seem glad to see me, and said he was go-
ing out with another girl. I told him that
was all right. A few days later, I received
a letter in which he said that we didn’t
care for each other, and that it was low of
me to spy on him, and it would be better
if we didn’t see each other again. I felt
terribly hurt, especially as at that time I
was fairly sure that I loved him. This
happened several months ago.

A few days ago he sent my little girl a
card telling her that he had not forgotten
her, and sent me his regards. Do you think
there’s a chance that he will come back to
me? I don’t know if I should keep on
waiting for him or go out with other young
men. I could have plenty of dates, as I'm
considered attractive and look younger than
I am, but I can’t forget him. SELMA.

It is hard to say whether or not
this man will ever come back to you.
But you would be foolish to wait for
him when you can have other friends
who would appreciate you more than
he does. Why not put all thought of
him into the background, for the
time being at least, and give your-
self an opportunity to become in-
terested in some one else?

Hide your heartache, Selma, and
even if you do not feel especially
light-hearted, cultivate other friend-
ships. And if this man tries to make
up with you again, don’t let him
guess how eager you are to have him
back. Perhaps he has taken you
too much for granted, or his interest
in you was not deep enough to in-
spire love. At any rate, it is unwise
for any woman to depend on one
man when nothing has been settled.
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New

PATENTS PENDING

_Works on Storage Battery
or 110 Volt Light Circuit

A REAL WELDER

Men, here is the hottest specialty item that
has come along in years. A real honest to
goodness electric arc welder that does a
man size job. Built stuidily of the finest
materials. Requires no mechanical knowl-
edge—any one can use it. Every demon-
stration should make a sale. This new
Trindl Electric Arc Welder is
madz possible by the inventiocn of
a low voltage carbon which gets
white hot from the current of an
ordinary 6 volt storage battery
such as in your automobile. It
only uses about 20 to 25 amperes
of current which is about the
same current drain as 4 head-
light bulbs, yct develops about
7000 degrees of heat.

MELTS IRON AND STEEL

INSTANTLY

The Trindl Welder is simple to use. Expert
welding can be done by anyone. The
Trindl Are Welder is the only battery welder that, after a rigid test, has
been anproved by the Automotive Test Laboratories of America. It is
ideal for making permanent fender repairs—also for broken castings,
radiators, cylinders, water jackets, holes in auto bodies, hog troughs,
boilers, tanks, milk cans, radios, batteries, ete. Iron, Steel, Brass, Cop-
per and Tin can be worked on for a quick and permanent repair. The
repaired part will be as strong as before.

NEW 110 VOLT CONVERTER
MAKES FULL SIZE PROFES-
SIONAL UNIT

This new converter is used on any 110 volt 60 cycle electric light socket
in place of a storage battery. It is especially designed to be used with the
Trindl Electric Are Welder—COSTS LESS THAN A GOOD BATTERY
—The combination makes a full size professional electric arc welder that
everybody can use. Ideal for fender and repair shop needs. This is a
sensation, not only in price but also in actual results. The converter
represents the same fine construction and engineering skill as the are
welder. The complete outfit, including the transformer, is easily portakble
so that it can be brought; right to the job.

USERS SWEAR BY IT The price is so low that now any-

™=one can afford to have a real
welding outfit. Think of the profit you can make introducing this Trindl
Welder and Converter—a simple five minute demonstration should make
a sale to every interested prospect, especially when they hear the amaz-
ingly low price. Garages, radio and battery men, tinners, sheet
metal workers, janitors, farmers and home-owners all need the
Trindl Welder and Converter.

ACT N OW! There are big profits and a steady busi-

ness waiting for you taking care of your
territory for us. Don’t let someone else get in before you—Send
coupon Today.

TRINDL PRODUCTS

2229-MU Calumet Ave., Chicago, Il

6 -Volt .
TRINDL £lectric

ARC WELDER

RETAILS
FOR

Here are just
a few excer

from the many letters of pral;:(s;
we have received from Trindl
Electric Are boousters,
“Please find en :

Y closed
welders by return mail fot;?rl a12
about sold out now. The e
selling fine,”—VW, C. Andgrs?)ile

d am both
brised.”—Louig
ygle:uv{,tgdaéf very gratifying with

0 Ider, am enclosi
%dler fo,x; 12 more Elec?{s';ggA?'n
Fle ders.” — Nelson 0 L .

orida, e

“I received m:
y welder, it 1
a regular repair shop i:ni(t!séffl’§
= Harper, La, -
0. Gillien, Cannds — T
“I sold 9 welders in 1
1 S In my fi
calls,”—F, W. Stice, Igwal:s‘: g

$10.50 a day profit for you for only

selling 6 Trindl Arc Welders. No
matter where you turn, you will find
people who will want to buy are
welders from you. Garages, shop
men, radio repair men, farmers,
home-owners, mechanics, janitors,
all of them need Trindl Electric Arc
Welders. Be the man in your terri-
tory to clean up with Trindl.

MAIL COUPON NOW!

TRINDL PRODUCTS

2229-MU Calumet Ave,

Chicago, Illinois

Yes! Rush me free particulars of how I can
make big money with Trindl Electric Arc
Welders and Converters. i
gate me in any way,

This does not obli-




~ Alice Roosevelt Longworth says
They re a light smoke, kind to the throat”

“1 often lunch at the Capitel and the 5
number of Senators and Representa- 1
tives | see with a package of Luckies «;
is quite surprising. Off and on, L B
ever since 1917 | myself have used
Luckies. They really are a light smoke & i
—kind to the throat. It's common sense i
that Senators and Representatives
who must meet the strain of public
speaking need a light smoke con-
siderate of their throats.”

Atice Prsranate LonsgnoFk

In a recent independent survey, an overwhelming
majority of lawyers, doctors, lecturers, scientists, etc., who
said they smoked cigarettes, expressed their personal pref-
erence for a light smoke.

The Finest Tobaccos—
“The Cream of the Crop”

Mrs. Longworth’s statement verifies the wisdom of

is preference, and so do leading artists of radio, stage,
screen and opera, whose voices are their fortunes, and Y
who choose Luckies, a light smoke. You, too, can have the
throat protection of Luckies—a light smoke, free of cer-

tain harsh irritants removed by the exclusive process
“It’s Toasted”. Luckies are gentle on your throat.

o Lt sk |

“IT'S TOASTED"—YOUR THROAT PROTECTION s st

el
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