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DANDRUFF
SUFFERERS

Listerine Antiseptic Treatment Fights Infectious Dandruff
Clinical Tests Showed Marked Improvement in 76% of Cases

If you are troubled with infectious dandruff, give
Listerine Antiseptic a chance to prove how helpful
it can be...how quickly it atracks the infection and
those humiliating scales...how fresh, clean, and
invigorated it makes your scalp feel. Users every-
where acclaim its benefits.

The treatment is as easy as it is delightful. Just
douse the scalp, morning and night, with full
strength Listerine Antiseptic — the same Listerine
Antiseptic that has been famous for 25 years as a
mouth wash and gargle. Massage hair and scalp vig-
orously and persistently. In clinical tests, dandruff
sufferers were delighted to find that this treatment
brought rapid improvement in most cases.

Kills Bottle Bacillus

Dandruff is the most frequent scaly disease of the
scalp. When this condition is due to germs, as is
often the case, Listerine is especially fitted to aid
you. It gives the scalp and hair a cooling and invig-
orating antiseptic bath ...kills millions of germs
associated with infectious dandruff, including Pity-
rosporum Ovale. This strange “bottle bacillus” is
recognized by outstanding dandruff specialists as a
causative agent of infectious dandruft.

Improvement in 76% of Test Cases

Rabbits inoculated with Pityrosporum Ovale de-
veloped definite dandruff symptoms which dis-
appeared shortly after being treated with Lister-
ine Antiseptic daily.

And in a dandruff clinic, 76% of the men and
women who used Listerine Antiseptic and massage
twice a day showed complete disappearance of or
marked improvement in the symptoms of dandruff
within 30 days.

Don’t Delay. Use Listerine Now

If you are troubled with dandruff, don’t neglect
what may be a real infection. Start with Listerine
Antiseptic and massage right now — delay may
aggravate the trouble. It’s the method that has
demonstrated its usefulness in a substantial majority
of test cases.

LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., St. Louis, Mo.

THE TREATMENT

MEN: Douse full strength Listerine Antiseptic
on the scalp morning and night. WOMEN:
Part the hair at various places, and apply Lis-
terine Antiseptic right along the part with a
medicine dropper, to avoid wetting the hair
excessively.

Always follow with vigorous and persist-
ent massage with fingers or a good hair
brush. Continue the treatment so long as
dandruff is in evidence. And even though
you’re free from dandruff, enjoy a Listerine
massage once a week to guard against
infection.

Genuine Listerine Antiseptic is guaran-
teed not to bleach the hair or
affect texture.
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Swedish Hassage

Profession .in 90 Days, at. Home

Hundreds of Men and Women have found Independence this way

If you are looking for a new and better way to make a living, take up Swedish Massage, a DIGNIFIED
FASCINATING, PROFITABLE PROFESSION, and one of the few still open to men and women without
college training. Hundreds of graduates of our home study course, either have fine positions or a private
practice of their own. Many report minimum earnings of $50.00 per week, while H. C. Crittendon, who
received his diploma January 1st, 1930, reports averaging $60.00 per day.

Plenty of Opportunities Open

This interesting, big pay profession was for years
available only to a few. Its secrets were guarded
Jealously and fabulous prices were paid for in-
struction. This same instruction is now available
to you at a mere fraction of the former price, and
you need not leave your present work until you
bhave qualified as an expert and can command an
expert’s pay. There is a biz demand for trained
mea and women from beauty shops, hospitals,
sanitariums, clubs, doctors and private patients.
Prepare for this profitable profession now.

A Dignified Profession

The expert in Swedish Massage is recognized as
2 professional of the highest type, commanding
the respect of everyone in his community. Here
23 a profession, now open to you, which makes
you a public benefactor; for the skill we teach
wyou i3 of great aid in many human ailments as
well a3 in building beauty—it offers you posi-
tion, both professional
and social, it offers
you' independence,
frecedom from worry
and the respect and
admiration of your
neighbors and {riends.

You an I.earn at Home

Tura spare hours into money. Use spare time at
home to master a profession which has made
taousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men and

men.  Many graduates have completed this
training in just a few months, but you can take
your own time. It need not interfere with your
other work or pleasure.  All instruction has been
prepared by the teachers in our well known resi-
drat school—the same material is used and a
diploma i3 awarded upon graduation,

Experts in Reducing

M5B A.Childs, Ma.

D. H. Beam, Callf.

BMiss H. Swaln, Ardz.

These photographs are
representative of un-
dreds received with
letters of praise and ree-
ommendation. Send the
coupon and we will in-
clude a booklet of names
and photographs of grad.
uates,

Large Incomes from Doctors,

hospitals, sanitariums, clubs and private patients
are bound to come to those of our graduates who
profit by the thousands of opportunities availabla
to make money. Mr. Charles Romer, Wisconsin,
writes, ‘At times I have had to turn away people;

have been so busy the depression never touched
me.”” DMiss Childs, Baltimore, Maryland, says,
“I already have over 40 patients, I hope many
others take your course and profit financially and
socially as I have.” Hundreds and hundreds of
graduates have written similar letters. Get_into
Swedish DMassage through our *“Right in Your
Own Home” Plan,

Regular Diploma Awarded

When you have completed our home study course
(high school training not mneeded), you will be
awarded THE College of Swedish DMassage Di-
ploma. This diploma is a badge of honor, a war-
ranty to the public that you have qualified as an
expert and should be accepted by them as proof
of your proficiency in your chosen profession.
Enroll now, before it becomes necessary to spend
years in intensive training to qualify for a permit

to practice.

Anatomy Charts and
Booklet of Photographs
£

Write now for our amazing offer
of Anatomy Charts and Booklet
of Photographs and letters from
graduates.  DMedical Dictionary,
Patented Reducing Roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies are all
included in our course without
one cent of extra cost. Send the
coupon now—there is no cost or
obligation.

THE College of Swedish Massa ge

Dept. 279, 30 East Adams St., Chicago

(Successor to National College of Massage)

Use this Coupon for FREE information

THE College of Swedish Massage,
Dept. 279, 30 East Adams St., Chicago, Iil.
You may send me FREE and Postpaid Anatomy Charta,

Many of our students become
ouc famous resident school

£3c2 Diploma.

LS—iE

ialists in reducing
Thousands of men and women pay huge sums to take off fat.
Eacoll now—get the benefit of instruction by the teachers in
‘ Y This course includes lessons in
Dietetics, Reducing Diets, Hydro-Therapy, Anatomy, Medical
Gymnastics, in fact everything you need to know to qualify

Illustrated Catalog, Booklet of Successful graduates and com-
plete details of your offer.




"BLACK. SWIRLING WATERS

SWALLOWED OUR BABY /"

A true extzmmce of GEORGE W. HOYT, Litchfield, Mich.

. “”NO FOREBODING
of impending dan-
ger warned my wife
and me as we walked
home from town one
night, pulling our
two-year-old boy in
his wagon,” writes
Mr. Hoyt. “We were
in the middle of a
narrow footbridge,
spanning a stream,
when fate struck.

2. ‘“SUDDENLY A WHEEL
came off the wagon,
hurling our baby into
the black, swirling
waters of the river.
Luckily I had my flash-
light with me. I
switched it on as 1
jumped over the rail-
ing. Despite a thor-
ough soaking, that
light did not fail me.

3. “ITS BRIGHT, faithful beam disclosed my boy clinging to the branches of a
Boating tree! Those dependable ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries helped save
our little boy’s life. 1 will never be without them in my flashlight!
NOTE: An "'Eveready" flashlight with "Eveready” (Signed) /Q}—L e 0 ST 2
batteries, will normally continue to burn under water. d (s
The word ""Eveready” is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Co., Inc.
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~LOVE
STORY
NOTES

0-0, Elaine Heyward! You wanted to
be a history teacher, eh? And you’re
not, eh, because you turned out to be

a love-story writer, eh? How come?
... Eh? Because you’re a push-over
for love? Well, blow us down! B’golly,
the gal had all her credentials and things
packed ready to go to college and dig
into the dusty ages, but did she ever get
there? No! She got sidetracked by a
nice blond young man and was railroaded
into marriage instead. Does she like it?
Hah! Wotta question! Who cares
about Casar and Gaul when you can bake
apple pies and sew gingham curtains and
make a hobby out of hobbies? Not
Elaine. Hobby No. l—antique collect-
ing. Hobby No. 2—sketching. And
honest, sometimes her trees actually look

like trees. Hobby No. 3—gardening, and
" manicures be blasted! Hobby No. 4—
flower arranging. Say, she went to art
school for that. Sure, didn’t you know?
There’s more to it than just sticking ’em
into a vase. Hobby Nos. 5-6—country
and ranch life. Elaine lives in a litile
town in California known as “The Egg
Basket of the Weorld.” So why shouldn’t
she know about hens and things? Hobby
No. 7 to 100,000,000—writing! So sorry,
Elaine, we meant ex-hobby, because we’re
duly aware that it’s rocketed up into a
passion. Lady, your passion is our pas-
sion. And when you write a story like
“Dark-eyed Sue,” in next week’s issue,
we can only breathe with fervent relief,

“Thank heavens for nice blond young
men who pick up gals out of historical
ditches and preserve ’em for Love Story!”

That was a close shave, Elaine.

Puff-puff! What a chase, what a chase!
Take it easy, Writing Urge, you've caught
up with Anya Seton at last. For a gal

" whose mom and pop are prolific writers,

she certainly did give printer’s ink an
awful run-around. Ain’t you ashamed,
Anya?. When you can write such oomph
stories like “Moonlight Madness,” in next
week’s issue? Yep, it’s her first signed
magazine story, and take a look at that
cover illustration our own Modest Stein
drew in honor of it! A heney, no? Now,
Anya (severely), what were you doing
all the time while you were dodging your
natural talents? Who, she? Why act-
ing, singing (‘“very bad,” sez she dole-
fully) and secretarial work in a mental
hygienic clinic. And travel! Asia’s the
only continent that hasn’t lodged Anya—
yet. Now what, Anya? Oh, she’s a wife
and a mother who goes in for weird
sauces in cooking, family celebrations,
costume jewelry, bridge, movies—they
gotta be good, though!—dancing and a
little languid swimming. As for writing
—that Urge’s got her so well behaved
now, she’s actually working on a novel.
And listen to this—a novel with love!
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“I had an $18 a week job in a shos
factory. I'@ probably be- at it today if
I hadn’t read about the opportunities in
1§ad10,and started training at home for
them.”

wed from 18 a week fo 50

Free Book started me foward this

GOOD PAY IN RADIO

““The training National Radio Institute
gave me was so practical I was soom
ready to make $3 to $10 a week in spare
time servicing Radio sets.”

“When I finished training I accepted a
job as serviceman with a Radio store. In
three weeks T was made service manager
at more than twice what I earned
the shoe factory.”

‘‘Eight months later N.R.I. Employment
Department sent me Station KWCR
as a Radio operator. Now I

Engineer at Station WSUI

connected with Television Station WIXK.”’

“N.R.I. Training took me out of a low-
pay shoe fartory job and put me inte
;tadlo at good pay. Radio i3 growing
ast

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute
Established 25 Years

Radio is a young, growing field with
a future, offering many good pay
spare time and full time JOb oppor-
tunities. And you don’'t have to
give up your present job to become
a Ruwdio Technician. I train you
right at home in your spare time,
Why Many Radio Technicians
Make $30, $40, $50 a week

Ralio hroadcasting stations employ engi-
neers, operators, technicians. Radio manu-
f:tvturnrx employ testers, inspectors, foremen,
servicemen in good-pay jobs. Radio jobbers,
dealers. employ installation and servicemen.
Muaay Radio Technicians open their own Ra-
dio sales and repair businesses and make
$:0. 310, $350 a week. Others hold their
regular jobs and make $5 to $10 a week
ficing Radios in spare time. Automobile,
aviation, Commercial Radio; loud-
ot systems, electronic devices are other
fields offering opportunities for which N.R.I,
#ives the required knowledge of Radio.
Television promises to open good jobs soon.

Many Make $5, $10 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning
The duy you enroll, I start seanding you

Extra Money Job Sheets which start show-
ing you how to do Radio repair jobs. Through-
out your (‘ourse I send plans and direc-
tions which have helped many make $200 to
$500 a year in_spare time while learning.
I send special Radio equipment to conduct
experiments and build circuits. This 50-50
training method makes learning at home in-
teresting, fascinating, practical. 1 ALSO
GIVE YOU A MODERN, PROFESSIONAL,
ALL-WAVE, ALL-PURPOSE SET SKERV-
ICING INSTRUMENT to help vou make
money fixing Radios while learning and
equip you for full time work after you
graduate.

Dear Mr.
64-page book

Smith:

MAIL NOW:* Get 64 page book FREE

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 08D,

National ‘Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
Send me FREE,
Rewards
Radio’s opportunities and tells how you train men at home to
be Radio Technicians.

““Rich
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ClY. .o dtivse o

Wﬂ " how | TrainYou at Home
o BE A RADIO TECHNICIAN

Find Out What Radio Offers You
Act 'Iodav’ Mail the coupon for my 64-page
book, *‘Rich Rewards in Radio.”” It pointa
out Radio’s spare time and full e oppor-
tunities and those coming in ’lelevmon tella
about my course in Radio and 'lelevmon‘
shows many letters from men I have tram«l.
telling what they are doing and earnin
Read my money back agreement. MA
COUPON in an onvelape or paste on & penny
postcard—NOW
J. E. SMITH, President
Dept. 0BD, National Radio Institute
Washington, D. C.

without obligation, youe
in Radio” which points out
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SHE cAME out of Madame Celeste’s a
slender, copper-haired girl in a royal-
blue outfit, her slender feet moving along
as though they were treading on dreams.
She was smiling at the sun. She was
smiling at the crisp, promise-filled air.
Gillian Castle was smiling at life.

Gillian of the white-rose skin, flame-
bright hair and wide, eager eyes the color
of warm amber. Gillian who, Madame
Celeste said, was going to make the love-
liest bride the shop had ever turned out.

She got into the roadster, guided it
expertly through the city traffic. Only,
she wasn’t really on earth at all. She
was high up in the skies, thinking about
Cam, her whole being colored with the
wonder of him.

And Gillian thought, “I love the
breadth of his shoulders, the way he holds
his tawny head, his tall, lithe carriage,



by Phyllis Gordon Demarest

His bride was waiting, but
he turmed from her to go to
another woman. And so there
was no wedding—only heart-

break amd the shattering of
dreams for a lomely girl.

and the ingrained tan of his skin. T love
him for the clear intensity of his dark-
gray eyes, and for his firm mouth that
can be all gay charm, or just quiet un-
derstanding. And I love him because he
loved me back right from our beautiful
beginning three whole months ago, and
more than anything, because he’s mine.”

That was how it had been through the
full, precious weeks: That was how it
was going to be all the bliss-pressed days
of their lives.

Gillian was parking the car now before
Cam’s office, stepping from the elevator.




10 STREET & SMITH’S LOVE STORY MAGAZINE

“Cameron Ainsley, Attorney at Law,” the
doer blazoned. Gillian looked at it and
pride glowed through her. District at-
torney, one day, and maybe even gov-
ernor. Nothing was too good for Cam.

She turned the knob, walked into the
office. But halfway across the reception
room, she stopped, her eyes going wide.

Cathy Lang, who managed things so
perfectly for Cam, who was the ideal sec-
retary, wasn’t doing or being any of those
things right now. Cathy was sitting at
her desk, arms flung out across it, pale-
blond head leaning on them. And
Cathy’s shoulders were shaking horribly,
dismally.

Gillian exclaimed, astonished, “Why,
Cathy! Whatever is the matter?”

The thin shoulders were suddenly still.
Then the pale-blond head jerked up, and
Gillian saw the pink, tear-streaked face.

“Oh,” said Cathy quickly, “it’s you!”
She grabbed up a-sodden handkerchief,
made ineffectual dabs at her wet eyes.

Gillian came closer. “Here,” she told
her gently, “take this.” She pushed a
lacy handkerchief firmly inte the shaking
hand. “Now,” she added, smiling, “tell
me. Did you do something wrong? Has
Cam taken to beating you?”

Cathy looked away. “N-no, of course
not. Everything’s all right, Miss Castle.”

Gillian shook her red head. “But it
isn’t. Won’t you tell me?”

Cathy looked at her suddenly, some-
thing unreadable in her eyes.

“You wouldn’t understand if I did.”
The note of bitterness was oddly startling.
“Why should you? You dont know
what heartbreak means. You've got
everything in the world to make you
happy. You’re going to be married in
two days. Why should you care how
anybody else feels?”

" Gillian stood slim, puzzléd. “But I do
care, Cathy. If something’s happened to
make you miserable, I'd like to help.
Please believe me.”

Cathy said, “You're the last person in
the world who could help.” She siood
up, walked unsteadily to the outer door.

Gillian stared after. “Cathy, wait!”

“Don’t let it upset you.” Cathy didn’t
turn. “I .. .1 had some bad news
from home, that’s all. Forget it, Miss
Castle.” She went out.

Gillian didn’t move. A long, uncer-
tain moment, and she gave her slim
shoulders a swift shake, went over and
knocked at Cam’s door.

“Come in,” he called, and just the
sound of his voice made her forget
Cathy, filled her with the warmth of him.

Gillian stood there in the entrance,
smiling. Cam rose from behind his desk,
a tawny young god in immaculate tweeds,
and came to meet her.

“Hello, glorious,” he said softly, and
then he had her in his arms, and their
hearts were beating out the symphony of
their love, his lips on hers sending drum-
ming sweetness through her. Lifting
sweetness that dragged her heart high
into her throat.

Gillian drew back, laughing, tremulous.
“Darling, did anyone ever tell you you're
the greatest lover since Romeo?”

“And did anyone ever tell you,” replied
Cam, smiling, tender, “you’re Juliet and
Helen and Cleo all rolled up into one?
For me, anyway.”

Gillian said, her cheek against his
bronzed one, “I want to be everything
to you, Cam.” She turned then, perched
on the edge of his desk, swinging lovely,
slender legs. “Darling, I’ve got the car
downstairs and I'm taking you out to
Long Island. Gramps is waiting. Do
you know, I think gramps is more ex-
cited about the wedding than we are?”

Cam laughed. “Why shouldn’t he be?
You're the only chick he’s got.”

She made her voice casual. “Oh, Cam!
What’s wrong with Cathy?”

“Cathy?” Cam shrugged wide shoul-
ders. “I don’t know, except that she’s
been a bit moody lately. Said something
about not feeling so well.”
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Gillian sat quite still. Cathy had said
nothing about being ill to her. Cathy
had said it was bad news from home.
That didn’t tally. And, madly, a strange
thought struck Gillian., Was it possible
that Cathy was just a little in love with
‘Cam herself?

But she didn’t voice the idea.
instead, “Ready; lover?”

He frowned. “I’ve still got one more
appointment. And, oh, yes, I promised
I’'d meet Faye for a cocktail at the Lido.
Tell you what, glorious, run along and
I'll meet you there.”

Gillian opened her mouth to say some-
thing, closed it again quickly. She slid
off the desk, blew him a kiss.

“If you're not there in a half-hour, I'll
send the marines!”

She said

The Lido was all chromium-and-blue
and smart, chattering people. Gillian
stood an instant on the threshold, eyes
searching the noisy room. Over in a far
corner, she spied Faye Beverly. You
couldn’t, Gillian thought, with a funny
little twist of her mouth, very well miss
Fayve, anywhere.

She was wearing a black dress with a
scarlot ascot and a small, rakish black
hat to match, and her hat and her dress
were almost as black as her raven hair.
Her mouth was a wide ruby set against
the alabaster whiteness of her face, and
above it as always, the narrow, ice-blue
eyes were a little startling. They wid-
ened ever so slightly as they saw Gillian.

“Hello.” She waved a slim, languid
hand. “Are you the advance guard?”

Gillian nodded, pulled back a chair.
“Yes.
What are you drinking?”

Faye laughed. “I wouldn’t know,” she
confessed.  “Something the bartender
whipped up. Guaranteed to drown your
sorrows, says he. Oh, but I forgot! A
bride wouldn’t have any, would she?”

“Drinks or sorrows?” Gillian was
smiling, but the smile was just the least
bit stiff. Something rose inside her,

Cam’ll be along any minute.

warning. If she weren’t careful, she’d
get the crazy idea that everyone was envy-
ing her her happiness. “I'll take the
cocktail anyway. Waiter, the same,
please.” . ‘ :

A tiny pause. All at once Faye spoke
rather quickly. “I'm glad you came
alone, Gillian. I've been wanting to talk
to you.”

“Yas?” said Gillian and, queerly, her
heart seemed to stop, waiting. .
Faye was rushing on, “It’s about—
well, about my not coming to the wed-
ding.  You must think it odd because, of.
course, I am Cam’s oldest friend. We
practically grew up together, you know.”
Faye drew a long breath. “But I've ex-
plained to Cam and he understands.

And Gillian, I hope you do, too.”

Gillian said frankly, “But I don’t.
After all, as you say, you and Cam are- .
practically lifelong friends. You haven’t
any people of your own, and I know how
you've always relied upon him. So it
does seem strange—"

“My not wanting to come to his wed-
ding?” Faye shrugged lightly. “It’s
just that I can’t abide weddings. They
give me the willies, make me weepy. Even
Cam’s wouldn’t be any different.”

Gillian’s voice came low, breathless.
“Are you. sure that’s the real reason,
Faye? Are you sure there isn’t any
other?” :

The white face went a shade whiter.
And then Faye laughed, a husky, mock-
ing laugh that didn’t quite go with her
eyes. g

“My sweet, if you're fondly imagining
it’s because I'm in love with Cam, I'm
not. [ adore Cam, of course, but not just
that way.” Faye looked at her abruptly
sober. “Still, I don’t blame you. When
you've got as fascinating a devil on your
hands as Cam, with Cam’s money and
charm, and Cam’s good looks and future,
it’s just as well to be careful.” She added,
after a moment, “At least I should be,
if he were mine.”

Gillian sat there, aware of the crooked



12 STREET & SMITH'S LOVE STORY MACGAZINE

smile wreathing the red mouth, but not
looking into Faye’s eyes at all. Not look-
ing, because sharply, intuitively, she
feared what she would see there. She
would see, Gillian was thinking with an
odd pang, that Faye was in love with Cam
—yes, in spite of her proud denial. Faye
and Cathy, too.

And then she didn’t think any more be-
cause Cam was upon them, like a strong,
fresh breeze, blowing the cobwebs out of
her heart, making her all light once more.
Only, strangely, it was Faye herself who
revived the whisper of darkness again.

She said, “Cam darling, I’ve just been
trying to explain to Gillian about the
wedding, but I don’t think she under-
stands even yet.”

The dark-gray eyes, ﬁxckmg to Fayes
face, seemed to “Gillian very deep, wise.
They held, too, the warm intimacy Cam
always reserved for Faye.

“I understand,” Cam told her. He
turned his gaze, smiling. “If you’d seen
how she bawled at the Da Costa affair,
you would, too, loveliest.”

Gillian smiled back. “Well, of course,
it’s up to you two, isn’t it?”

Cam stood up. He bent, tweaked
Faye’s straight nose. ‘“Remember, young
and foolish, don’t go tearing up the town
and getting into mischief while we’re off
on our honeymoon!”

“If 1T do,” Fay retorted,
where to holler for help!”

All the way out of the Lido, Gillian
was aware of the brittle, ice-blue gaze
following them.

“I'll know

The big white Long Island mansion
was already thronged with week-end
guests for the wedding, and gramps was
playing proud host, when Gillian and
Cam arrived.

“You young scallywags,”
fondly, “you’re late!”

And Gillian laughed. But, perhaps be-
cause she was still remembering ice-blue
eyes and pale wet ones, the laugh tinkled
the least bit hollowly.

he growled

smooth, dark head.

She moved among the guests as a bride-
to-be should move, gayly, proudly. And
all the time a part of her mind brooded
strangely. On Faye Beverly, on Cathy.
It was queer finding out you weren’t the

only person in love with Cam. It left
Gillian shaken, shocked.
And it wasn’t mere jealousy. It went

deeper than that. Because Faye and
Cathy were both so inextricably bound
up in his life, one as his best friend, the
other as his secretary. Gillian didn’t see
just how she was going to cut them out
of Cam’s life either, and that frightened
her.

After a while, she found herself dane-
ing with Dyke Cavendish. Tall, dark,
sophisticated-looking Dyke, with his wise
eyes and crooked, reckless smile.

He was smiling now, as he looked down
at her. “Gillian, I'm glad for you. Glad
you’re going to marry your Cam. It’s
good to know that someone in this world
can find happiness.”

Gillian smiled back at him and, be-
cause she knew Dyke’s own story so well,
it was a very genile smile.

“Thank you, Dyke,” she said softly.
“But it won’t always be like this for you,
either. You’ve got to believe that. Some
day Marla will get tired of dashing hither
and yon, playing the Merry Widow. Some
day she’s bound to agree to a divorce.”

His laugh was bitter-tinged. “You
don’t know Marla, Gillian. She’ll never
agree to divorce me as long as she can
collect alimony, as long as she’s clever
enough and careful enough to make sure
I can’t divorce her.” He shook his
“Don’t think I'm
sorry for myself, child. I'm not” He
drew a deep breath. “And, Gillian, it’s
helped knowing someone like you, some-
one clean, fine.”

Abruptly, Cam’s voice broke in on
them then, laughing, gay. “Hi, there,
Cavendish, unhand this woman. She’s
mine!”

Dyke stopped dancing immediately.
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He turned to Cam, laughing, too, yet his
eyes were sober.

“Only,” he assured him gravely, “by
the grace of Heaven and the laws of the
United States. But for those, Cam, I'd
be giving you a run for your money.”

Cam grinned. “Hear that, Gillian?
Come on, glorious, before I have to fight
a duel over you!” And he whisked her
~away across the floor.

But Gillian wasn’t thinking of Dyke.
“Cam—" she began.

“What, light of my eyes?”

“Darling, there’s something I want to
speak to you about.”

“Later,” said Cam. His tanned face
went against her vivid hair. “Just dance
with me now, and love me, Gillian.”

Gillian spoke to him that evening when
they were together in the lush spring
night, with a diamond sky echoing their
shining oneness. It took courage to break
that glittering spell, yet she knew that
she must.

She began, heart pounding, “Cam, did
I say you were Romeo? [ take it back.
You’re really Don Juan!”

Cam sat up straight on the marble
bench, eyes searching her face. Gillian’s
mouth was laughing, but her eyes were
faintly desperate. .

“Hey!” said Cam, puzzled.
brought that on?”

“Well, there’s me, and Faye, and
Cathy, isn’t there?” The breath was
tight in her throat and she didn’t look
at him, trying to be casual.

Cam put a brown hand under her chin,
forced her around to face him.

“There’s just you,” he told her sofily,
steadily. “You ought to know that.”

“And you ought to know,” Gillian said,
rather white now, “that Faye and Cathy
are in love with you, too.”

Cam’s hand dropped from her chin.
He just stared at her. “Nonsense!” He
frowned a moment. And then he laughed,
his deep, sweeping laughter. “What on
earth gave you such a mad idea?”

“What

“It isn’t mad. 1 know, Cam.”

He stood up, his face suddenly grave.
“You don’t know. Cathy’s just a darn
good secretary, and Faye’s my oldest
friend.” He shook his head at her. “But
even if your unfair accusations were true,
what would you want me to do about
it? Throw them both out, like cast-off
shoes?” :

Gillian said earnestly, “Cam, don’t you
see? They'll be there like two shadows
always over our happiness, our life to-
gether.”

He jammed his hands into his pockets.
“They’ll be shadows, yes, if you persist
in seeing ghosts. Why, I might as well
be jealous of Dyke Cavendish!” Then, as
Cam’s eyes met hers, the smoldering in
his flickered out and, abruptly, he flung
himself down beside her. “Gillian!”
Cam’s voice broke queerly. His firm
hands caught hers. “Glorious, what’s
got into us both? We’re quarreling!”

She looked up at him, amber eyes glis-
tening. “I know. Its awful.”

And then she was in his arms and they
were clinging to each other, and Cam just
held her tightly, as though he were oddly
frightened.

“I love you,” Cam whispered fiercely.
“You'’re the moon and the stars and all
the light there is in life. TForget every-
thing else!”

Only, Gillian dido’t forget. And now,
in spite of Cam’s arms and the precious
warmth of his lips, her heart was fright-
ened, too. Because Cam wouldn’t see
what she saw, the dark danger threaten-
ing their love, and she couldn’t make him.

In the morning, Cathy came with
papers for Cam to sign. Gillian avoided
Cathy’s gaze, and she said nothing to
Cam. But in the afternoon the telephone
rang and Gillian answered. It was Faye.

“Hi, bride!” she said in a muffled sort
of voice. “I’m tight, gloriously tight, and
I want to speak to Cam. Mind?”

Gillian said she didn’t mind and
handed the phone to Cam. She watched
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the chiseled bronze of his face, saw his
mouth tighten swiftly.

Cam told her, “No, I don’t want to
get tight with you! I'm getting mar-
ried!” He jammed “down the phone
sharply, turned back to Gillian, his smile
wry. “Crazy kid! There’s always been
a streak of recklessness in Faye. One of
these fine days it’'ll get her into trouble.”

“Or us,” Gillian thought wanly. But
she forced Faye from her mind, and,

“when she awoke the next morning it was
_her wedding day, and there weren’t
-enough Fayes or Cathys in the world to
‘mar the glory of that.

In her clinging ivory satin gown, she
was a slim, red-headed goddess and Cam,
the beloved, was her god. In just a little
while now he could claim her and their
love would lift them above and beyond
petty problems, into the shimmering,
rainbowed world that would be theirs to-
gether. - =

Now Gillian was ready. Now the
bridesmaids and guests were gathered be-
low, and gramps would be coming for
her, his old eyes wet and proud.

“Thank you, Heaven,” Gillian whis-
pered, and flung back her lovely head
radiantly.

Then there was a knock at the door
and she went to open it, the long ivory
lace veil floating out like a shadowy man-
tilla behind her.

But it wasn’t gramps. It was Cam.
Cam, taller and more handsome than ever
in his striped morning suit, his hair a
tawny light above it. He came in quickly,
shut the door, and his face made her
heart quiver strangely.

She said, “Cam! What is it?”

“It’s Faye.” His mouth looked wor-
ried, tight. “Gillian, I told you she’d
land herself in trouble one of these
days!” He shook his head, bitter.
“Though why she has to pick my wed-

" ding day on which to do it is beyond
me!”

Gillian’s fingers closed over the back
of a chair. “What has she done?”

Cam’s gray eyes were dark. “Run over

a man. That’s all.”
“Oh!” Gillian gave a small gasp of
horror. “Is he dead?”

Cam said wearily, “Dying, anyway.
He’s in the hospital now. They’re hold-
ing Faye until they find out. If he dies
—” He broke off, not looking at her.
“Anyway, dearest, it means calling the
wedding off. I'll have to run down and
take care of Faye, get her out of jail.”

Her breath caught wildly. “You
mean,” she ' whispered, unbelieving,
“you’re going to leave me now, just be-
fore our wedding, to go to Faye?”

Cam answered gently, “But, darling, I
must. You realize that.”

“No,” said Gillian, and her voice was
as stiff as her slim straight back, “I don’t
realize anything of the sort. " There are
other lawyers, aren’t there? - Even if
Faye doesn’t know any, vou must.”

Cam spoke very quietly. “But Faye’s
in trouble, serious trouble. She’s locked
up, maybe going crazy with terror, with
being alone. This is manslaughter, Gil-

. lian. I wouldn’t dare trust her to anyone

else.”

Gillian said queerly, “You don’t mind
leaving your bride in the lurch instead,
do you, Cam?”

Color stained his
That’s not fair!”

“Isn’t it?” She was shaking new, not
with anger, but with the need for strength,
determination.  “Cam, you wouldn’t
realize it when I tried to tell you, but
sooner or later you're going to have to
choose between old friendships, old loyal-
ties, and the new responsibility that is
loving me, having me for your wife. Oh,
I know you feel Faye needs you at this
instant as never before.” Her voice
broke, and her eyes were shining, plead-
ing. “But, Cam, I need you, too.”

For a second he stood quite still. Then
he came to her, set his hands on her
shoulders.

“Glorious,” he told her tenderly, “I’
want you to go on needing me all the

face. “Gillian!
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Then she was in his arms and they were clinging to each other, and
Cam just held her tightly, as though he were oddly frightened.

rest of your life. But just for these {ew
hours you can spare me to Faye. It isn't
so terrible. Weddings have been put off
before, you know.”

She slipped from him, as if his touch
were too much to bear. Gillian stood
proud, erect, the red curls high.

“Even when the bridegroom leaves the
bride to go to another woman? A
woman who’s in love with him? No, I
don’t think so, Cam.” Over and over the
aching knowledge was drumming itself
out within her. If she couldn’t hold Cam
now, if Faye could take him from her at
this moment of all moments, what peace

or happiness could she and Cam ever
hope for together? “Oh, my dearest,
don’t you see? A few hours, you say!
Do you think that will be all? Do you
think there won’t be other times? Next
time, perhaps, it'll be Cathy. That’s why
I'm asking you, begging you not to go,
Cam! For the sake of our love, our life
together, you've got to make the break
now!”

Cam shook his head quietly. “Dar-
ling, you choose a difficult time to ask
that, with Faye’s freedom hanging in the
balance.”

Gillian turned away. “Then go,” she
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said, choking. “Go to her! But don’t
come back. I can’t share my love. You
can’t expect me to!”

She heard his quick, incredulous
breath. “Gillian! You don’t mean that!”

She faced him, nails biting into her
palms. “But I do! You’d better under-
stand that once and for all. If you go
to Faye now, instead of sending another
lawyer, it’s the end for us.”

Cam’s face was dead-white suddenly.
When he spoke, it was as though his con-
trol were a taut line within him.

“I think,” said Cam slowly, “I think
you do mean it, Gillian. And if that’s
true, if friendships and loyalties mean so
little to you that you want me to snap
them in the twinkling of an eye—then,
well, I think it’s best for both of us I
don’t come back.”

A single instant the bitterness between
them was a stifling shroud over the room,
a black veil over Gillian’s heart. Then
Cam whirled.

“Cam,” she whispered on a mad sob.
And wildly, “Cam!”

He looked back at her over his shoul-
der, his mouth white, grim. “If you ever
change your mind, Gillian, if you ever
decide you love me enough to trust me,
understand me without being prejudiced
by foolish jealousies, you can come to
me!”

The door slammed behind his tall fig-
ure. And Cam’s running footsteps, hurry-
ing down the stairway, out of the house,
seemed to Gillian like the very lifeblood
running out of her heart.

IL

So there wasn’t any wedding. There
wasn’t any rice and old shoes and a
honeymoon of long sweet days and ro-
mance-starred nights, as Gillian had
dreamed. There wasn’t any Cam. There
was only tearing, wrenching heartbreak,
the shattering of all the loveliness in life.

So that Gillian was hardly alive her-

self. So that she would sit long hours,
gazing with empty eyes toward an empty
future.

She might have gone to Cam. Going
to Cam now would mean assuaging the
gnawing hunger in her heart for his near-
ness and dearness, and the sweetness of
his arms and lips. But, in the end, her
surrender would only leave the essential
problem that was wrecking them both un-
solved.

Of course, Faye’s case made the head-
lines, and Gillian devoured every word.
Until her eyes were sick with pictures of
Cam and Faye together, until they ached
with the sight of Cam and Faye, getting
into a car, coming down the courthouse
steps. And always Faye was smiling, and
always Cam looked careless, assured, as
if there were no such thing as heartbreak
in his world. No such person as Gillian
Castle, either.

And it was all right, because the man
Faye had run over didn’t die, and Cam
got her off with a suspended sentence and
costs. :

Gillian let her trousseau hang in her
wardrobe, like remnants of a haunting
bittersweet dream, and she went to
Madame Celeste’s and bought herself
new, ravishing creations.

She went dancing with Dyke Caven-
dish, because Dyke understood.

He said, “I'm not going to make love
to you, Gillian. That isn’t what you want
now. I’'m just going to take you places
to help you forget.”

So they went places. She was a lovely,
feverish-eyed robot on wheels, and the
louder the wheels whirred the better, Gil-
lian told herself, she liked it.

Only she didn’t like it. Not when
there was a tawny young Adonis called
Cameron- Ainsley, whom she adored to
desperation, and who had forgotten her
very existence.

And, presently, Gillian found out why
and how Cam had managed to do just
that. And the finding out shook her soul
to its depths. : =
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- It was there on the front page of the
newspaper. They saw it together, she
and Dyke.

The engagement of the beautiful Faye Bev-
erly to Cameron Ainsley, prominent young at-
torney, was announced last night. Mr. Ainsley
recently defended Miss Beverly in court. Some
time ago his scheduled marriage to Miss Gillian
. Castle was mysteriously called off—

The printed words went on, knives
against Gillian’s eyes, became at last only
a black jumble.

“Oh, Dyke,” she said then, above the
tightness in her throat. “Oh, Dyke, how
could he? How could Cam?”

“Child, men can.” Dyke smiled gently,
sadly, at young illusions.
~ Gillian shivered, but her wide, hurting
eyes were stanch. “Not Cam. Cam’s
got ideals, inherent decency.” She shook
her bright head fiercely. “I can’t—I
won’t believe it’s just off with the old
love, on with the new with Cam!” She
caught at her lower lip blindly. “I did
it! I knocked everything from under
him, sent him stumbling into Faye’s wait-
ing arms!”

Dyke glanced away. “Perhaps it
would have been wiser to wait until after
you were married to try to break those
old ties. Only, regrets can hardly make

“much difference now.” s

Gillian murmured, her mouth a small
twist of pain, “No, not now.”

The difference was in her heart, dark-
ening her days, dogging her nights. And
now Gillian didn’t look in the papers at
all. because soon there would be another
announcemeni there. The day would be
set for Cam’s wedding to Faye.

And then, out of a clear sky, a voice

said to her over the phone, “Miss Castle?
This is Cathy Lang.”

Gillian’s breath caught strangely.
“Cathy?”
“Yes. Can I see you? It’s very im-

portant. Could we meet somewhere for
lunch—say, the Middleton?”

Gillian said “yes,” they could, then
hung up to sit there wondering, uncer-
tain. Cathy, wanting to see her? Queer!

There was a mad racing in Gillian’s
heart as she walked into the Middleton.
But Cathy looked cool, competent, wait-
ing for her at the table. Cathy looked
as if she had come to a definite resolve.

She spoke firmly, breathlessly. “Please
forgive me, Miss Castle, but I had to see
you. It’s about Mr. Ainsley and Miss
Beverly.”

Gillian made her voice steady. “What
about them, Cathy?”

“Perhaps you’ll tell me it isn’t any of
my business, but I can’t help it.” Cathy
frowned, concentrating. “Miss Castle,
there’s something awfully funny about
that marriage.”

Gillian said, and now she wasn’t so
steady, “What do you mean?”

“I wish I knew!” Cathy smiled at her
frankly, wryly. “Only, they don’t act at
all the way Fred and I do.” :

“Fred?” Gillian’s brows lifted, ques-
tioning.

Cathy blushed. “My fiancé,” she ex-
plained. “I . .. were going to be mar-
ried. We're terribly in love, of course,
and we don’t care' who knows it.” Cathy
shook her pale-blond head. “But those
two!”

Gillian said nothing for a long mo-
ment. And all at once, oddly, she felt
very wise. Cathy might have had a crush
on Cam. In all probability she had had
one. Most secretaries were a little in
love with their bosses at some time or
other. But the Cathys of this world kept
a firm head on their shoulders, and in
the end they usually married their Freds.
If only, Gillian thought wistfully, the
added problem of Faye might have been
as easily disposed of!

Cathy was saying determinedly,
“You’ve just got to do something before
it’s too late! Did you know they’re to be
married in two days?”
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“No,” she replied
on a whisper, “I didn’t know.”

Cathy’s glance was very even. “If
you’re in love with Cameron Ainsley,”
she told her, “you’ll find something to do.
Something that will force him back to

Gillian went white.

your side. You can’t let that marriage
go through.”

Something that will force him back to
your side. That was what Faye had done,
wasn’t it? Faye had forced Cam to come
to her, even at the most crucial moment
in his life, just before his wedding. Well,
now it was just before his wedding to
Faye.

Gillian’s eyes were limpid amber pools
in the whiteness of her face. Something
glittered far back in their depths.

“Perhaps,” she said, above the faint
sweet trumpet that was hope, “I may be
able to do something, after all. At least,

1722

Cathy, I'm going to try!

All the way home her brain was a
whirling, desperate top. Forty-eight slim,
terrible hours in which to think of some-
thing that would bring Cam to her side,
before he went out of her life forever!

Gillian’s heart was praying silently as
she stepped from her car, walked into the

house. And then, on the living-room
threshold, she paused.

“Why, Dyke!” she exclaimed, and her
gaze widened in surprise.

He moved across the room to her, tall,
dark and immaculate, smiling his crooked
smile. He took her slim gloved hand.

“I came,” Dyke said quietly, “to say
good-by, Gillian.” And as she looked at
him, not understanding, “I’'m going away.
You see, it’s best.”

She drew her hand from his, walked
a little away. “Because,” asked Gillian,
“you feel that my being seen too fre-
quently with a man who’s separated from
his wife may hurt my reputation?”

Dyke spoke on a half breath. “Partly.
But mostly because I'm falling in love
with you.” And when she turned around
slowly, “I’m being honest, child. I want
to save the pieces. That’s why I'm going
away. You see, I know how hopeless it
is from every angle.”

Gillian stared at the floor unhappily.
“I'm sorry, Dyke. T’ll miss you. Where
will you go?”

He shrugged. “Anywhere and no-
where. I'm sailing on my yacht,
Cytherea, midnight tomorrow.” For an
instant his eyes were off guard, yearning.
“Gillian, you won’t mind my wishing I
were taking you with me?”

“No,” she answered, her voice small
and blurred, “I won’t mind. Good luck,
Dyke.” -

When he had gone, Gillian stood oddly
still, gazing after him. Presently, her
heart became a swift, thudding hammer.
Midnight tomorrow, Dyke had said. He
had wished, too, that he were taking her -
with him. And all at once, even as she
stood there, the miracle she had been
praying for evolved in her mind, emerged
crystal-clear, made every nerve tingle
within her.

Gillian hardly slept that night. Only,
no one would have known that as she sat
at her corner table in the Lido the next
day. Under her jaunty green hat her hair
glowed copper, her mouth was scarlet.
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Yet, for all that, a thousand fears
made needles along her spine. Maybe
the thing she was going to do would only
make Cam hate her. Maybe he’d just
look at her in scorn, or shrug his wide
shoulders. Her heart shivered at the
thought. But she had to do it. Gillian
knew that. It was the only way in the
world she had of finding out if Cam still
loved her, if he were merely marrying
Faye on the rebound.

Her eyes searched the room feverishly.
If today, of all days, he shouldn’t come!
But Cam always lunched at the Lido. Of
course he’d come!

And then her pulses raced mad tumult
as she saw him, lithe, tall and golden,
straight as a young arrow, so that the
very sight of him seemed to pierce the
longing loneliness within her. Cam saw
her, 100, and he came to her, deep-gray
eyes riveted steadily on her small, pale
face.

He said, “Hello, Gillian.” Not “Hello,
glorious,” as it had been once.

“Hello, Cam.” And Gillian’s heart
was whispering, “Oh, my darling, it’s
been so long, so long!” “I didn’t dream
you still lunched here!”

Cam pulled back a chair, spoke low.
“Green always was your color.”

Her heart jerked. “Happy, Cam?”

“Oh, yes.” His quick smile was a
knife, striking deep. “And you?”

She nodded. “Naturally!” Cam and
she talking lightly, trivially, like two
strangers almost, not two people who
once had loved each other beyond life
itself. Gillian’s lashes shaded her eyes.
“How’s Faye?”

Cam was busy with the menu. “Fine,
Gillian, fine.”

Now, she thought, excitement making
wildfire in her veins, now!

“You and Faye are being married to-
morrow, aren’t you?” And as color
stained the bronze of his cheeks faintly,
she rushed on, “That’s all right, Cam, and
I really wish you happiness, because Pm
going to be married, t0o.”

LS—2E

The menu fell to the table. “You're
being married, Gillian?”

She laughed. “Yes. To Dyke Caven-
dish.”

Cam stared. He said slowly, uncer-
tainly, “But Dyke’s married. His wife
refuses to divorce him.”

“Oh, I know.” Terror and tension
made her the least bit breathless. “But
Dyke and I have thought of a way out.
We’ve thought of a plan to make Marla
divorce him.” Her throat felt dry, but
she forced her gaze to meet his boldly.
“We're going away together, Cam. We're
leaving on Dyke’s yacht, the Cytherea,
tonight at midnight. Of course, it means
an open scandal, but it means, too, that
Marla will have to free him. You see,
scandal is the only thing Marla really
fears, and Dyke—"

Cam’s hand shot out across the table,
gripped hers so hard that Gillian could
have cried out in pain. And Cam’s mouth
was a white, strained line.

“You’re mad!” he said fiercely.
“Stark, raving mad! Going away with
a married man in the hopes his wife will
divorce him! Gillian, what’s happened
to you? Don’t you realize what you're
doing?”

Her hand trembled under his touch,
but her shrug was light, proud. “Of
course I do! Therell be talk, a nine-
days’ wonder, and then Marla will divorce
Dyke, and just as soon as we’re married,
people will forget.”

Did he believe her? Gillian knew that
he did, with the tightening of Cam’s jaw
line. She had made him believe her, even
against himself.

“Listen”—Cam spoke through clenched
teeth—listen to me, Gillian!” His fingers
were steel over hers. “Dyke’s talked you
into this. He’s filled you with a lot of
worldly wise drivel. You can’t know what
youre doing. Even if Marla divorces
Dyke, you'll never be able to hold up
your head anywhere again!”

Gillian wrenched her hand free.
red mouth twisted, mocking him.

Her
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“How funny!” she said. “How funny
for Don Juan to be giving advice!”

Cam’s eyes were storm-black. “If we
weren’t in a public place,” he gritted,
“I'd shake you till your teeth rattled!
Gillian, you can’t do this mad thing.
You’ll ruin your whole life!”

“Will 1?” Her laugh was a reckless,
lashing taunt. “Why should you care
how I choose to live my life, Cam?” She
stood up, her smile ice, her red head
arrogantly high. “Why should you care,
Cam? By the time I’'m sailing the high
seas with Dyke, you’ll be married to
Faye. You'll have forgotten Gillian
Castle ever existed!”

And she was gone from him swiftly,
a slim, proud-looking girl with her heart
shaking and frightened within her.

The fright was sheer panic by the time
she reached the house. Because now she
had nothing to cling to but a wild, des-
perate hope. A little hope that laughed
at Gillian and tortured her as she walked
up and down the long living room, wait-
ting, waiting, as she watched the clock,
her eyes aching.

Soon she’d know. She would know if
Cam still loved her. If he did, he’d come
to her, and marrying Faye tomorrow
wouldn’t matter. All that would matter
to Cam was stopping her, Gillian, from
doing the crazy thing she had told him
she was doing. She thought of Cam’s
face. He hadn’t been scornful. He had
been angry. But, for all that, she mustn’t
let her own wistful longing turn that
anger into a promise of love.

The light deepened to blue. Gillian
turned on the lamps with fingers that
shook.

Cam wasn’t coming. It was sheer
agony looking at the clock now. Sus-
pense made darkness inside her, drowned
out the wan hope. Over and over the
darkness drummed at her, “Cam doesn’t
care, Cam doesn’t care—"’

So that, in the end, she didn’t even

believe the footsteps when she heard .

them. So that she turned slowly, fear-
fully, and stared as if at a vision.

She had to moisten her lips to speak.
“Cam,” she whispered.

He stood there on the living-room
threshold, stern, straight. And Gillian
searched his face, her heart thundering.
Searched for a softening light, for the
precious gleam of an old love. But Cam’s
face might have been a dark, serious
mask. She couldn’t read it.

Cam said, and his voice made her
shiver, “Gillian, you lied to me about go-
ing away with Cavendish. You never
meant to go for a single minute.”

“I never meant to—" Gillian stopped,
stricken. She leaned against the grand
piano weakly. But now it was here.
Now she must face it, the ane thing she
had dreaded—Cam’s scorn. She lifted
her head. “You can’t know that!”

“Can’t 1?” He came to her, and his
laugh was a little strange. “But I do
know it, because you see, I went to his
apartment. [ intended to knock some
sense into him.” Cam’s eyes, boring into
hers, seemed to burn shame into her
soul. “You told me you were sailing
with him tonight on his yacht. Remem-
ber? But you couldn’t be, because the
Cytherea sailed last night instead, and
Dyke went with it.”

She gave a small gasp, nothing more.
In the half light her face was a lost white
oval.

Cam said very quietly, “Why, Gillian,
did you lie to me like that?”

“Why?” repeated Gillian {orlornly.
“It doesn’t matter now.” She turned
from Cam, the weariness of defeat
stifling her heart.

“I think it matters a great deal.” Cam’s
voice came to her as through a hurting
haze, oddly soft. “Was it because you
wanted to stop me from marrying Faye
tomorrow, as she stopped me from
marrying you?”’

She faced him then, her eyes wet,
golden stars, yet gallant, too.

“I did it,” said Gillian on a dry sob,

/
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Cam’s hand shot out across the table,

gripped hers so hard that Gillian

could have cried out in pain. “You’re

mad!” he said fiercely. “Stark, raving

mad! Don’t you realize what you’re
; doing?”

“because I love you, Cam. Because I've
never stopped loving you and wanting
you all these long, terrible weeks. Be-
cause, yes, I thought I might be able to
stop you from marrying Faye if I could
do something, anything, that would bring
you back to my side even for a moment.
Only, it was a crazy idea, wasn’t it? 1
should have known better than to try to
fool your heart back into loving me
again. So now that you know, will you
please go—very quickly, Cam?”

‘But he didn’t go. He stood looking at
her, something deep, warm and shining
far back in his eyes.

And after a moment Cam stepped
close. “Didn’t yt’)u know,” he said, and
his voice was a tender breath, “didn’t
you know, glorious, that the weeks- of

waiting for you to come to me have been
long and terrible for me, too?”

Gillian closed her eyes, and she swayed
with the swift, incredulous rush of sweet-
ness flooding through her.



22 STREET & SMITH'S LOVE STORY MACGAZINE

“But Faye?” she said huskily. “Cam,
you're going to marry Faye!”

“Look at me,” Cam commanded.
“Look at me, my darling.” And when
Gillian opened wide, wondering eyes,
“I’'m not going to marry Faye and I never
meant to, any more than she meant to
marry me. But when you didn’t come,
as Id asked you to, I had to do some-
thing that would make you. At least, I
prayed it would. You see, loveliest, you
were so very wrong about Faye. She
isn’t in love with me at all—she’s in love
with someone else, and she hoped our
pretend-engagement would wake him up,
too.

“That was the real reason she didn’t
want to come to our wedding, because
she thought seeing us so happy would
only emphasize her own misery.”

Gillian stood there, not saying a word,
just trembling and feeling the light come
alive inside her agaih. The light that
was loving Cam and being loved by him,

and knowing that life was magic and
glory once more.

“Oh, Cam!” said Gillian, and the
magic was all mixed up with tears in her
voice. “Oh, Cam, it’s been so awful
without you!” :

And suddenly she was in his arms,
against the bronze-gold strength of him,
and Cam was kissing her. He was kiss-
ing her eyes, her lips and her throat, and
the hunger they had both suffered so long
was drowned out in ecstasy.

“Glorious,” Cam whispered, and the
whisper was tender, laughing, “now you
know I'm no Don Juan. Now you know
it was your loving me so much yourself
that made you imagine everyone else was
in love with me. And now you know,
too, that even if all the wild things you
believed had been true, there could never
have been anyone else in the wide world
for me but you. Never, loveliest, never!”

“And never,” Gillian breathed, clinging
to him, “is long enough, Cam dearest!”"

GIFTS FOR YOU

If you want me to prove
~ My love with gifts,
I'll gather turquoise
Where the sun trail shifis.

I’ll weave it into
A cloak shot with gold—
Threads of my thoughts
Winding you in their fold.

And I’ll twine you a veil
* Of the wind for your hair,
Vivid with stars
From the lucent air.
HARRIET A. BRADFIELD.



BerniE McKEE’s lips tightened and her
firm chin rose until it felt almost as high
as Gart’s. Ninety-nine pounds of red-
headed temper quivered against his stub-
born silence and her tense voice flared,
“So I don’t mean as much to you as « « .
as a horse!”
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the thing they both loved
that came heiween theme.




24 STREET & SMITH'S LOVE STORY MACGAZINE

Garret Bryson shifted his weight from
one long, booted leg to the other. His
fingers toyed with the latch of Bernie’s
gate for a moment, while something that
was almost a smile tugged crookedly at
the rippling muscles about his mouth.
Then he cupped his hand under her trem-
bling chin and gazed soberly into her
tear-starred blue eyes.

“You don’t really think that!” he said
with a slow wag of his head.

Bernie jerked her head away from his
hand. “What else could I think?” she
flashed at him. “Losing a good job that
meant so much to both of us, spending
the money you’d saved for our wedding,
and going into debt. For what? To buy
a race horse!” she finished scornfully.

Gart shook his head. It was a hand-
some head, narrow and fine, with lean
cheeks and steady brown eyes. Wide, in-
telligent forehead, heavy dark hair, half
curly, that Bernie’s fingers loved to
smooth. '

“Not just a race horse,” his voice lev-
eled at her. “Our horse—Cupid’s Prom-
ise. Stevens was abusing him. I thought
vou’d understand.”

“Understand!” she cried. “Of course
I’d understand, if you had any way of
feeding him. But quarreling with Louis,
after he’d given you a good job! You
raight have known what would happen!
And we were planning to get married next
month!” A short, bitter laugh jerked at
her throat.

“I can get a job training—"

“Training!” Angry tears spilled down
her cheeks. “You know that I wanted
something else from you! Oh, Gart, I'd
hoped and prayed that you’d make some-
thing of yourself!”

Gart drew her into his arms and held
her while her wild temper melted into
sobs. His lips nestled against her copper
curls and he whispered, “I’'m sorry, dar-
_ ling, but it'll work out. I couldn’t let
them knock Cupid around the way they
did.” Then he held her at arms’ length,

a sudden enthusiasm lighting his face. “I
never did like selling automobiles, any-
way, Bernie, and I've got a chance to
train for a big stable, really high-class,
and maybe get a half interest in—"

“Stop it!” Bernie stormed. “I tell you
once and for all, I’'m not marrying a
trainer! I've had enough of being a
gypsy! Dad is a good trainer—betier
than you'll ever be—and what did it get
me? Living from hand to mouth, rich
one day and broke the next, rich friends
and no money.”

“Darling!” The word fell heavily.

“I mean it! I'm not living around a
racetrack any more, not for you, or for
Cupid, or—"

“Very well. So I’ll never be a good
trainer, eh? I suppose Louis Stevens told
you that when he fired me! Well, maybe
he’s right, if it takes his brutal methods
to turn out winners. Because [ won’t
dope horses or ‘beat them up, or—""

Bernie turned and fled down the flag-
stone walk to the low Spanish house
where she lived with her father. She
blinked to clear the shimmer that blurred
the red-tiled roof and the splash of
banana trees beside the door. She hadn’t
wanted much of Gart, only a little place
like this, but security. She’d planned for
it all her life. There was a roar as the
engine of Gart’s old car started, and for
an instant she turned, wanting to call him
back, but the car scooped up a dusty
cloud of defiance, and he was gone.

It had all begun on a spring evening
three years before, when Bernie and her
father sat in the trophy room of Louis
Stevens’ famous stock farm. Bernie, sixz-
teen, sipped a lemonade while the two
men drank Scotch.

Garret Bryson broke in upon them with
the news that Stevens’ best race mare had
died foaling a frail little colt that he held
in his brown arms.

“We can’t let him die, Mr. Stevens,” he
said. “I thought perhaps you might take
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him into the house, where it’s warm. He
needs warm milk, a bottle—"

“Bottle, nothing!” Stevens growled, his
blond face reddening. “Have Grayson
knock him in the head and charge it up
to profit and loss!”

The eighteen-year-old boy strained the
colt to him, his jaw jutting. “Yes, sir,”
he said grimly, and strode off to the
stable.

Bernie followed him, and with panting
breath asked, “Do you really intend to
destroy the pretty little thing?”

- “What do you think?” Gart asked, his
eyes twinkling.

And now the colt was Cupid’s Promise,
the three-year-old that had come between
her and Gart. She must forget Gart, yet
something told her that she would never
forget his kisses that had rocked her out
of girlhood and made her a woman.

She went to the phone and called Louis
Stevens. She might as well finish it right
now. And, after all, Louis wasn’t so bad.
Hadn’t he tried to help Gart, giving him
a good job and paying him well for the
time he had spent raising Cupid?

“Hello, Louis,” she called into the
phone. “Do you still want to come over?
. . . A half-hour? 1 have a surprise for
you! . . . Of course you'll like it!” She
hung up and hurried dressing‘so that
she’d look her best for her wealthy
suitor.

- Louis’ long, cream-colored convertible
coupé sighed to a stop at Bernie’s gate,
and Louis slid out from behind the wheel.
He had probably been as good-looking as
Gart at his age, but his thinning blond
hair, carefully combed, and the roll un-
der his chin told his age, in spite of his
youthful Palm Beach suit.

“Hello, darling!” he called to her as
he strolled into the patio. *“What is the
surprise?”

“Sit down in the swing and T’ll tell
you.”

“How do you manage to match those
cute little sports suits to your eyes?”” he

asked as he sank onto the swinging couch

beside her.

She knew the exact color, because Gart
loved it on her. “Now for the surprise,
Louis. I've changed my mind. I'm go-
ing to marry you!”

“That’s the girl!” Louis exclaimed,
slipping his arm about her. “I was sure
you’d grow up and get some sense, but,
you really had me a little worried.” His
words were muffled against her lips, and
his kisses sent two bright danger signals
flaming into her cheeks. “We’ll get mar-
ried right away, darfing,” he said huskily.

Bernie pushed back from him. “No,”
she protested, drawing the back of her
hand across her lips. “Not yet! The
race meeting will be over in three weeks.
Then we could get away for a real honey-

moon!”’
29

“Perhaps you’re right, dear,” Louis
admitted reluctantly. “Lel’s make it Sat-
urday afternoon, right after the last
race.”

Bernie nodded. Three weeks to fall in
love with Louis! By that time Gart
would be gone to another track, and
money would help her forget him.

“By the way,” Louis said. “Funny
thing—that bey friend of yours bought
that colt from me that you’re so crazy
about. Cupid’s Promise. Gave his note
for twenty-one days.”

“I know”—Bernie’s voice was a whisper
—“I"d heard.” :

“He got an idea that my trainer was
being rough on him. But what good is
a race horse if you can’t get him away
from the starting gate?”

“He used to start for me all right.”

“Unfortunately, you aren’t a jockey.
Anyway, Bryson gave me a thousand dol-
lars and his note for eight hundred. The
poor sap seemed to think he could win
a race with him and pay off the note,
but he hasn’t a chance. Cupid is a good
colt though. Best-bred thing ever raised
on my place. But what a sucker Bryson
is!”
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The next day, a great roar outside Ber-
nie’s gate was like a fire alarm in her
heart. No car but Gart’s ever made that
much noise. She raced to the door in
_time to see his long legs swing over the
car door.

“Hello!” she called. Then, remember-
ing, she added coolly, “Good morning,
Gart.”

Gart pulled off his battered felt hat and
threw it on the couch, then took her two
hands in his, grinning. “Get that high-
brow look off your face!” he said, kissing
the tip of her tilted nose. “I have no
time to waste fighting. I'm busy.”

Bernie slid down onto the swing couch,
her legs refusing to hold her up, and Gart
settled himself beside her. :

“Look,” he said eagerly, “they’re going
to have a Ladies” Race on the last Satur-
day—Getaway Day—and you're going to
win it.”

‘éMe??,

“Sure. You've been looking for a
chance to ride Cupid in a real race,
haven’t you? Well, here’s your chance.
Nothing in it but a bunch of cheap platers
and girls who can’t ride in a box car!”

Bernie gasped, “But I can’t, Gart. [
mean it!” Her fingers clutched at his
arm. “I’'m going to be married that
day.”

“What of it?” Gart asked. “We can
get married either before or after the
race. 1 wouldn’t ask you to ride if I
didn’t know how crazy you’ve been about
him. You’ve been talking about a ladies’
race for—"

“But, Gart,” she insisted, “I'm not
marrying you. I’m going to marry Louis
Stevens!”

“Quit kidding me!”

“I'm not kidding you,” Bernie said
with stiff lips. “I mean it. I told you
yesterday that we were through.”

“But you can’t marry that heel!” Gart
exploded, rising to his feet. “Helene
divorced him for cruelty, and I don’t be-
lieve it was phony. Besides, you love

me, Bernie.” Tenderness flowed over his
face and brought tears to Bernie’s eyes.
She drew herself up, facing him, and took
a long breath. -

“l did promise to marry Louis Ste-:
vens,” she told him, managing to hold
her voice steady, “and I will!”

Gart’s jaw squared and the tenderness
in his eyes hardened into a steellike glit-
ter. “I believe you mean it,” he said
quietly, picking up his hat and jamming
it down over his eves. “Very well, go
ahead and marry him. And if you want
a best man, be sure to call on me. A best
man doesn’t have to be rich.”

A sleepless night left Bernie with dark
circles under her eves, which she care-
fully covered with make-up. Helene
Stevens had phoned that she wanted to
come over, and Bernie wanted to look
well and happy. She wondered if Helene’s
visit was because Louis might have told
her of his engagement. Bernie had al-
ways suspected that Helene was still in
love with Louis, despite the fact that she
had found it impossible to live with him.

The loud blast of an automobile horn
announced Helene. Bernie took a swift
glance in the hall mirror as she ran out
to meet her, and was glad that she did
not look™ as if she had cried herself to
sleep the night before. She managed,
“Hello, Helene!” with real gaiety.

Helene’s slim figure, in dusty-pink
slacks, swung out of the flashy sports
sedan and down the petunia-bordered
walk with the grace of a young ocelot.
Her dark make-up contrasted sharply
with the bleached paleness of her sleek
hair, and her painted smile widened the
outlines of her thin lips. Helene did a
good job of making herself beautiful.

“Good news!” Helene greeted her.

“News?” Bernie asked. “I have news,
too!” :

“Really? Have you heard about the
Ladies’ Race on Getaway Day?”

Bernie nodded. “I’'m not riding.”
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“So I heard. Gart was telling me. I
think you’re sort of foolish, since you’ve
ridden Cupid so much and know him.
Besides the prize money, the rider of the
winning horse is to receive a gold trophy
- and fifty dollars! Not that I care about
. the fifty— Gart can have that.”

“Gart!” His name echoed up from a
sudden emptiness within Bernie,

“Yes.” Helene lighted a cigarette and
flipped out the match. “I’'m riding Cupid.
I thought Gart told you. He said he’d
asked you first, but I den’t mind being

second choice. I was sure it was all right

with you since you turned him down!”

“Oh, of course!” Bernie answered,
swallowing hard. “That’s really fine. I
hepe you win.”

“Thanks. Now, what’s your news?”

“I'm going to marry Louis.”

Helene blew a great cloud of smoke
out suddenly. “My successor, eh?” she
said crisply. “How interesting! What
about Gart?”

“That’s over.
ment.”

Helene’s plucked eyebrows lifted. “How
nice!” she smiled. “He’s attractive.
Maybe I'll marry him myself!”

Bernie gasped, but before she could
speak, Helene went on, “Why not? 1
have plenty of money. I could do a lot
for him! Well, I must be going. Just

I broke the engage-

wanted you to know that I’d taken your

place on Cupid’s Promise.”

Bernie walked to the car with her, try-
ing to act unconcerned. “Perhaps I'll be
riding against you!” she challenged, to
keep her courage up. “Louis may give
me a horse for the race!”

Helene’s eyelids drooped. ““That would
be funny, wouldn’t it? But he won’, my
dear. Louis has never let any woman but
me ride any of his horses, and he’s not
apt to begin now, even for you!”

Three weeks were an eternity when
Bernie let her thoughts dwell on Gart.
Yet, when she saw the days meving to-

ward her marriage to Louis Stevens, they
flew by like telegraph poles outside a
train window, and the last day of the
races arrived. Getaway Day! Bernie
laughed to herself at the irony of it. Her
wedding day!

For twenty-one days she had listened
for the telephone and for the familiar
howl of Gart’s old car. It had not seemed
possible that he would let her go so easily,
nor that she would give him up without
a struggle, but it was better that way. She
had not seen Helene, either, since that
day she had told her she intended to ride
Cupid. And Helene’s words, “Gart’s at-
tractive. Maybe I'll marry him myself!”
had tortured her day and night. Helene
and Gart would be seeing a lot of each
other, getting ready for the race. Maybe
they were even engaged! Her heart sank
at the thought.

Bernie rouged a smile on her full lips,
tilted her hat over one eye and went to
the races with Louis. They could easily
have walked from her front gate to the
track, but Louis brought his limousine
and had the chauffeur drop them at the
clubhouse entrance. He guided her up to
the Turf Club, where screen stars and
socialites hailed him by his first name.

Bernie settled herself in the box and
ordered luncheon, while Louis sent for
drinks. Below her stretched a picture
that flooded her with a wave of homesick-
ness and made her think of Gart. It was
all so much a part of their lives together.
Terraces of pansies, banks of marigolds,
and the great, smooth loop of racing strip
framing the infield. The glittering tote
board, the judges’ stand— Married to
Louis, she would never again belong to
that living, breathing part of racing.
Horses were a means to an end to Louis
and his friends, and betting was all that
mattered. .

When she only. touched her lips with
her highball and left her luncheon un-
tasted, Louis frowned. “You’d better
drink something, sweetheart,” he said,
“and get some food down. I know you
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are excited. So am I, with only four
hours to wait!”

Four hours! Panic welled up in Ber-
nie, and an uncontrollable desire to see
Gart just once more gripped her. She
forced a smile and said, “I’'m not hungry,
Louis, so it must be excitement. I'm go-
ing down to place a bet.” ;

“I'll do it for you. What do you
want?”

“No,” she protested, “I want to walk
around. Maybe I'll get my appetite
back.” She slipped out of the box and
wormed her way through the crowd to
the stables, just as the bugle sounded for
the horses in the second race to parade.
Five more races, then the Ladies’ Race.
Then their wedding!

She passed Louis’ elaborate stables,
with their carefully painted buckets and
feed bins, all green-and-gold. Then on
down to the neat but shabby stall where
Cupid’s gold head poked out over the
half door.

“Gart!” she called. But, instead of
Gart, an old groom who had worked for
Louis, and who was always known as the
best groom and the crankiest on the
place, met her.

“Well, if it ain’t Miss Bernadette!” he
said, his seamed face lighting. “I knowed
ye'd come! I been tellin’ Gart that ye'd
never be the one to let us down!”

“Frank! I didn’t know that you were
here.”

“Do you think I'd stay with that bluffer
when Gart an’ this horse was gone?” he
asked scornfully. “I’d rather work fer
Gart if it was fer nothin’! An’ I told
him ye’d come!” he added triumphantly.

 “What do you mean, Frank?”? Bernie
asked in a puzzled tone.

“Why, we was wantin’ ye to ride this
horse in the Ladies’ Race!”

“But Helene Stevens is riding him!”

“Her!” The old groom gave Bernie
a withering look. “She’s as big a double-
crosser as Stevens, so she is! Walkin’
out on such a horse as this, an’ on Gart,
at the last minute!”

“What do you mean, Frank?” Bernie
asked breathlessly, her fingers plucking
at the faded plaid of his shirt sleeve.
“Isn’t she riding Cupid?”

“Ain’t ye read the program?” he asked,
shoving a racing card into Bernie’s hand.

She opened the folder with apprehen-
sive fingers. She had not bothered to
look at the card.

“Cupid’s Promise—Garret Bryson,
owner, trainer— No boy! Why, Frank,
how, why—"

“Read the rest of it!” the old man

thundered. “Puttin’ his best stake horse
in fer nothin’ only to beat us! Then
takin’ our rider—"

“Pilot!” Bernie breathed. Louis’

best horse! “ ‘Helene Stevens, jockey,””

she read aloud. “When did it happen?”

“Only today,” he snarled. “When it
were too late to get any girl to ride. But
I knowed you’d come.”

“But why did Mr. Stevens enter a
horse?” Bernie asked thoughtfully.

“It’s plain as the nose on yer face!”
he scoffed. “Gart give him a note fer
eight hundred dollars, comin’ due today.
We couldn’t get a race fer the colt until
this one, an’ he could ’a’ won it easy.
An’ Stevens is plannin’ to take Cupid
back if he don’t win. An’ that ain’t all!”
he went on. “You mind that nice gentle-
man, Mr. Houston, as was tryin’ to get
Gart to train fer him? Well, this mornin’,
he tells Gart that if he can get a bad
post horse like Cupid so that in three
weeks he’s fit to have a lady ride, he must
be good. So if the colt wins, he says
he’s turnin’ over the management of his
stock farm to him, an’ givin’ him a half
interest. An’ I was to go with him!” he
moaned.

“Where is Gart?” Bernie asked, her
heart pounding.

“He must be under the stands some-
where. I shouldn’t wonder if he’d be
gettin’ drunk. He ain’t a drinkin’ maaq,
but there’s a first time fer everything!
I wouldn’t blame him, neither! Havia’
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“Oh, Gart,” she cried,

“can’t you see how I

love you? I can’t pre-
tend any longer!”
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to scratch a horse in a race that meant
everything to him!”

“Get him!” Bernie ordered suddenly,
her lips tightening. “Get him quickly!
And you get Cupid ready and report to
the stewards that he has a rider and will
not be scratched!”

“Will ye do it?” Frank asked, his face
lighting.

““Of course!” she cried, a fighting light
shining in her eves. “But I'll have to
get my clothes over home. Tell Gart to
come after me. I don’t want to get tired
before the race. And don’t let him drink
anything. We're going to win, Frank!”
she sobbed. “Oh, Frank! Tell him we're
going to win!”

Bernie stumbled and ran across the
fields and paddocks that lay between the
track and her home. Her toeless sandals
scooped up pebbles and sand, and fences
tore at her new spring suit, the one she
had bought for her wedding trip, but she
jerked the cloth and struggled on, pant-
ing and gasping. When at last she
reached her own room, she dived into the
bottom drawer of her dresser where she
kept her freshly ironed white breeches.
Her hands shook so that she could hardly
manage the snug-fitting black boots, but
she finally pulled them on.

She dug out her racing silks—Gart’s
colors, turquoise-blue and royal-purple.
She’d made them herself, when Gart
registered his own colors. She fastened
the collar with trembling fingers, pushed
her tousled curls up under the jockey
cap, and hurled herself out of the front
door. She couldn’t take any chances of
being left out. Gart might even be
marrying Helene. but one thing was sure.
She wasn’t going to marry Louis! And
she was going to save Cupid for Gart if
there was a chance in the world

She started across the road on a run,
but a cloud of dust and a deep roar sent
‘happy hands gripping at hex heart.

“Gart!” she screamed, lummg back to
the road.

The old car came to a bumpy stop and
Gart slid out. “Frank told me,” he said.
“And it was sportm«r of you. But I can’t
let you ride!”

Bernie’s eyes challenged him. “What
are you talking about?” she stormed.
“I'm all ready!”

“It wouldn’t do,” he said firmly.
“Louis has a horse in the race. T can’t
let him get sore at you. You see, I want
you to have his money, and I can’t let
you take any chances.”

Bernie stiffened. “I've no time to
fight!” she cried. “Take me back to the
track!” There was no use trying to argue
with him. If Gart were going noble, or
if he were merely being stubborn, she
would have to use other tactics.

“Pm not worrying about Louis,”
snapped when she was in the car. “It’s
Helene! She had no business getting a
horse of his to ride! I'm going to beat
her if it’s the last thing I ever do'”

Gart climbed into the old car beside’
her and the engine groaned into high.
Bernie saw Gart’s jaw muscles quiver
against his set lips, and wondered if there
wasn’t just a slight twinkle in his eyes.
Twice she started to tell him that she was
really riding Cupid because she loved
him. But no sound came, and the next
thing she knew, they were at the stable.

-

she

The last race was being called when
they returned, and Frank was giving
Cupid a last-minute rubdown.

“Don’t he look great?” the old man
asked as he led him out.

Bernie followed along behind Gart to
the paddock, and stood silently watching
while Cupid’s Promise pranced, whinnied,
and flashed beams of sunlight from his
chestnut coat. He lashed out with anx-
ious heels when Gart saddled him.

“All up!” the paddock steward called,
and Gart held his hand to boost Bernie
into the saddle. Bernie’s eyes met his for
one brief second. Then she was on

Cupid’s back, and Gart gave her hand a
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little squeeze that sent courage racing
through her. :

Helene, in Louis’ green-and-gold, was
mounted on a gorgeous bay. She was a
one-to-two favorite in the betting.

“Ye’re eight to one,” Frank told Bernie
as he walked beside her on the way to the
track. “An’ ye can be sure I've got a
couple o’ bucks on his nose!”

Gart turned her over to the pony boy
-as they reached the track. “Just talk to
him,” he said softly as she left, “and he’ll
remember you.” And Cupid pranced out
onto the track with the pony boy leading
him.

She could hear the buzz of the crowd,
the drone of the announcer. They pa-
raded past the grandstand, past that little
row of bleachers where the jockeys sat
between races, and where she had loved
to watch the races when she was a little
girl.

The starter tried to back Cupid into the
starting gate. Cupid backed out with a
snort. Helene’s horse was standing like
a slatue.

The starter jerked at Cupid’s bridle,
and he reared straight! “Whoa!” he
yelled, and Bernie reached out around the
horse’s neck to keep her balance. The
crowd gasped. Then Bernie remembered
Gart’s advice, petted Cupid’s neck and
crooned, “Steady, lad!”

But the starter reached for him again,
and the starting bell rang just as his feet
left the ground a second time. He left
with a lunge, jumping inte the air as the
others broke from the gate. The crowd
roared and Cupid hit his stride five
lengths behind the rest of the field.

The announcer droned, “Around the
clubhouse turn. Pilot leads by five
lengths. Gray Streak is second by two
lengths. Cupid’s Promise trails.”

Bernie hugged her body down close to
Cupid’s shining neck and let him take his
own pace. Three quarters of a mile to
make up what he had lost. But Pilot
was a great stake horse.

“On the back stretch, Pilot leads by six
lengths!”

Bernie thrilled to Cupid’s long stride.
She breathed, “You can do it, Cupid!
You love him, too!” And as if the horse
understood, he began to move forward.

“On the far turn, Pilot by four lengths,
and Cupid’s Premise is coming very
fast!”

“Now, Cupid!” Bernie whispered,
touching the horse’s sides with her heels.
He answered with flying strides, and all

the others girls in the field except Helene
fell back.

“Cupid’s Promise is flying!”

Pilot came back to her. She could see
Helene going to the bat, and hear the
swish and snap as her whip lashed Pilot’s
ribs. Cupid reached the bay’s shoulder.
Then, with a stunning swiftness that al-
most threw Cupid off his feet, Pilot cut
in front of him. Bernie had to take back
to avoid going down!

“Down the homestretch—Pilot is in
front and coming away!”

Bernie whispered, “Cupid, darling,
try!” Her dry voice was a sob. “Try
for him!” And the chestnut horse shot
forward again. But it was too late.
Pilot flashed over the finish line, a nose
in front.

In spite of her hard ride, Bernie shiv-
ered as she took Cupid back to the
judges’ stand. Gart was there and tock
his bridle while Bernie jumped down.

“That was the greatest ride I ever
saw!” He smiled grimly.

“I’'m sorry, Gart,” she sighed, and went
to weigh out.

“Nothing to worry about,” Gart
grinned. “There goes the objection_sign
up. Helene fouled you and the judges
caught it.”

Bernie never knew just what happened
in the next few minutes. Someone
shoved a gold cup into her hand, and a
huge wreath was looped about Cupid’s
neck. Photographers—congratulations—
Then a strange man trying to tell her
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about the half interest he was giving Gart,
something about a farm, and never selling
Cupid again. Then Gart’s hand closing
about hers and making her want to weep
for joy when she saw his eyes.

Back at the stable, old Frank purred
over Cupid while he rubbed him, saying
over and over again, “Wasn’t that won-
derful ?”

Gart followed Bernie into the tack
room and closed the door. “I know you
don’t want thanks, Bernie,” he said
gravely. “And I’m sure I know why you
did it. It wasn’t to spite Helene.”

“You great big dummy!” Bernie cried.
“Can’t you see how I love you? I can’t
pretend any longer!”

He crushed her close in his arms, with
his chin nestled in her hair. “But I'll
never be anything but a horse trainer,”
he faltered.

“Oh, Gart,” she protested, “I love you
and I love horses and racing. I was a
trainer’s kid, and I’d rather be a trainer’s
wife than to have all the money in the
world!”

His lips met hers hungrily, and all the
longing in Bernie’s heart swept up to find
comfort in his kisses—kisses that sent her
into a heaven of their own, that no money
could buy. He whispered, “Oh, my
angel! When I think what a fool I've
been, how near I came to losing you—"

Bernie giggled, “This was to have been
my wedding day.”

Gart hugged her to him. “We'll make
it your wedding day if we have to fly all
over the country to get a license!” he said
between kisses.

Her wedding day! The happiest day
in the world for two people so terribly,
so hopelessly in love!

SINCE YOU CAME

I didn’t see the roses growing
In my garden space;

Or, passing, feel the honeysuckle
Brush against my face.

I hadn’t seen the morning-glories
Dropping from the wall;

That golden-red nasturtiums bloomed
I never knew at all!

I'd only seen the sticks and weeds
And branches falling down,

Sharp stones and crooked paths
With dried-up leaves of dusty brown.

How was it that my garden changed
The very day you came?

For now its beauties speak to me
And echo back your name.

ELrripA NORDEN.



by Martha Ellen Wright

A marriage postponed and love denied

for diamonds, mink and a penthouse.

THE great maestro carefully clipped
the end from his cigar with a gold clip
and put it into his mouth, turning it medi-
tatively.

“That boy is good, Miss Laydon. He
has a nice, natural baritone, sweet and
clear. I'm glad you dragged me here to
hear him, because I can use him.”

Julie caught her breath. This was the
thing she had dreamed of and worked
for. But the great man went on, “I can
use him, but I can’t predict the glowing
future for him that you do. No doubt
he was the idol of Tell City or wherever
you both came from. I wouldn’t be sur-
prised if he hadn’t been the white-haired
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boy wonder of his home town. But he
isn’t good enough to be a star in the big
time.”

Julie’s heart jumped up into her throat,
because the maestro was as good as a
fortune teller and that was ‘exactly what
they had called Tom. And Julie herself
had spent three years convincing him
that he was good enough to be a star in
the big time.

She asked now, uncertainly, “What do
you think he ought to do, Mr. Prinz?
Go back where he came from?”

The famous orchestra leader looked at
her where she sat across the table from
him, slender, dark-haired and lovely, with
her oval Madonna face, her hands clasped

tightly together as if this meant a great
He answered, “Neo, I don’t .

deal to her.
think he should go back where he came
from. That would be a waste, too. He
has a nice voice—not big, net amazing,

but. good enough. And he likes Lo sing, :

doesn t he?”

Julie nodded, remembering Tom as
singing since he was in grade school, re-
membering Tom pouring out his heart in
the choir at Easter, looking like a blond
archangel.

Prinz said, “He’ll always be able to
make a good living with it, Miss Laydon
—good enough to support vou both, but it
won’t ever pay for diamonds or mink and
a penthouse. And something lells me that
“is what you both had been counting on.”

He was right once again. Julie and
Tom had been putting off their marriage
until the moment of high success. .But
Tom had never been as sure as Julie.

The maestro puffed at his cigar, looked
across to where Tom stood, so tall and
good to look at in his evening clothes, by
the microphone, and summed it up. “I
would call him a good, competent soloist
and that’s about all.”

There was no appeal from this and
Julie knew: it. This man was the ulti-
mate authority. He didn’t make false
guesses. He couldn’t afford- to. And
even while Tom’s honeyed voice was

pouring over her. protesting, “If T loved.
you more, I'd need another heart,” Julie
knew that the estimate was right. More-
over, she realized now that she had known
it for a long time—maybe for vears.

She gathered up her bright chiffon
handkerchief, her sparkling evening purse
and gloves, and stood up. She held out
her hand to the maestro. “Thank you
so much for coming, Mr. Prinz. It was
very kind of you.”

He took her hand and did not let go
of it. “I wasn’t being kind, Miss Laydon.
I am willing to go anywhere and every-
where in search of new talent. You have
Mr. Wirth get in touch with me.- 1 can
offer him a spot with my orchestra, sing-
ing occasional solos and playing the gui-
tar. I'm hoping that he’ll take it.”

Julie looked at him. “I don’t know,”
she said. “I’ll have to talk to him about
it.” , >

She tried to release her hand, but he
held it firmer. “Miss Laydon—Julie—
will you let an old man who's been
around tell you something?”

Julie sat down again in the chair she
had just vacated. “Yes. What is it?”

“Whatever it may mean to you, for his
sake be honest!”

Julie raised her dark eyes to him -and
he saw that they were wet with tears of
disappointment. She said, “I don’t know
what you mean.”

He gave her hand a pat. “You will.
And if anything should happen—and by
that I mean between you and Tom—I'm
hoping you will come to me for consola-
tion. U'm a bachelor, Julie, and a lonely
one.”,

“Thank you,” said Julie absently, only
dimly realizing that she had been made
an offer which half the girls in New York
would have jumped at. “If you’ll excuse
me now, I think I’d better go to Tom.”

“Of course.’

She rose and found her way through
the tables of the dingy little supper club,

seeing none of the faces around her,

hearing none of the . music, colliding
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Tom’s honeyed voice was pour-
ing over her, protesting, “If I
-loved you more, I'd need an-
other heart.”
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blindly with dancing couples, murmuring,
“Pardon me,” and blundering on again,
tripping a little on her silver skirt.

How could she tell Tom she had been
wrong? How could she tell him without
letting him tHink her high faith in him
was gone? All through their lean days
in New York, before she got her job with
the broadcasting company and he began
singing at the Blue Star Club, she had
kept his hopes high. “Anything the
others can do, you can do, darling,” she
had said. “What does René have that
you don’t have? He got a break, that’s
all! You’ll have your own show, too, one
day, and we’ll have a town car and a
place on Park Avenue—”

How could she face him now and tell
him it was only a tinsel dream she had
built? In the old days a job with Prinz’s
orchestra would have seemed the pinnacle
to all their hopes. But they had built
their hopes even higher. They had been
living in the rarefied air of expectation
of fame. It would be terrible now to face
mediocrity. Sometime tonight she must
tell him, but she could not do it now.

She came out behind the orchestra
shell into the cluttered space where the
members of the floor show collected, and
there was Tom, wiping his flushed face
with a white handkerchief and looking so
handsome and debonair with his crinkled

gold hair and smiling blue eyes that her
heart stopped for a second. He was talk-
ing to someone quite gayly, accepting a
cigarette and a light from a member of
one of the dance teams. Then he caught
sight of Julie across the match flame and
his face suddenly lost its animation.

Julie came forward with a brilliant
smile. “Hello. darling. You were swell.
Prinz says he can use you. You're to get
in touch with him.”

Tom turned to the other man. “Guido.
this is my fiancée and biggest booster,
Miss Julie Laydon.”

Julie winced at this, but acknowledged
the introduction. When the dancer had
excused himself, she said a bit nervously,
“Shall we eat before we talk things
over?”

“Sure. Anywhere you say.
about Luigi’s?”

“No,” she answered.
place.”

He looked at her oddly as he put his
guitar into its case and snapped it shut.
“What’s the matter? Aren’t we celebrat-
ing? Didn’t you just tell me I was great
and that Prinz was pleased?”

“Of course I did, darling, but we aren’t
rich yet. No use letting those chops in
my ice box dry up while we’re paying
for Luigi’s spaghetti.”

“0. K.,” he said. “But some day it’s
going to be caviar at the Ritz.”

She thought his tone seemed a little
forced. She looked up quickly as he put
her wrap around her, wondering if he
had already guessed what she had to tell
him. And then, quite suddenly, it came
over her that she need never tell him.
There was no reason why she need ever
say more than she had already said to-
night. All of it was perfectly true. His
singing had been better than ever and
Prinz could use him. She could say,
“Better take the contract, darling. It'll
be a step in the right direction. It’ll get
you before the public eye. But, of
course, you and I know that you won't
stay with Prinz long. You'll get your

How

“Let’s go to my
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big chanee to do your own program be-
fore very long.”

She was so relieved that she let Tom
hail a taxi before she thought, although
it would cost them nearly as much as din-
ing at Luigi’s. She was very animated
all the way uptown to the apartment, talk-
ing about Mr. Prinz and how he had
come for her in his town car and how
kind he had been, giving up his one free
evening of the week to journey downtown
to a cheap little club to hear an unknown
baritone. Tom sat, smiling, watching her
and thinking how very lovely she was
when she was excited and her hands be-
gan to flutter—a trait inherited from a
French grandmother.

She went through the tiny apartment,
turning on lights and still talking. Tom
dropped his hat on a table and sat down
on the couch. She came back from the
kitchenette, coffeepot in hand, and looked
at him.

“Are you so terribly tired, honey?”

“TI don’t know,” he said. “It’s the let-
down, I guess. We’ve been straining to-
ward this evening for so long and, sud-
denly, it’s over.”

“I know.” More completely over than
he knew, she thought. She wanted to
drop the coffeepot then, run to him and
throw her arms about him. She wanted
‘%10 cry out, “Tom, don’t mind too terriblyT"
" Eve found all at once that I don’t.¢

“-about the penthouse and I shall Ifé‘rer
“miss the mink coat and I shall be per---

fectly happy to walk down Broadway with
you instead of riding up Park Avenue in
a town car!”

But if she said all that, he would not
believe she was sincere. For three years
now hadn’t they talked of the day when
he would be on top? If she told him
what Prinz had actually said, he would
walk out of this apartment tonight and
never come back to her. He might give
up that dream for himself, but he would
never give it up for her. He would know,
without being told, that Prinz himself,

and other men, would be ready to step
into his place and give Julie all those
beautiful things he had once promised
her.

He looked up. “Why are you sidaring
at me, Julie? Is anything the maiter?
Did Prinz say something else? Is that
it

“No!” she cried. “Of course aot!
I've told you what he said. He raved
about you.” Pity for him made her
overdo it a litile. “He wants you to come
to his office and talk over a contract. He
said he was glad I had made him come
to hear you! He was marvelous. And
you're marvelous, too, darling!” She
knelt beside him on the couch and kissed
him, her arms tight around him. He
kissed her back, and they clung to each
other breathlessly for a minute, all their
eager young love in their embrace.

Then he pulled away. “Julie, what if
I don’t make the grade?”

This was her moment to say, “It
doesn’t matter, darling, if you don’t!”
But habit was strong and she said instead,
“That’s silly, darling. Of course you
will!”

“No,” he persisted, “I mean it. I like
to sing and I know people like to hear me
sing, but lately, somehow, I can feel the
audience as a dead weight. They don’t
care. I'm ]u<l another ’male voice to
themi _crooning - wi hey'ye already
iliar wi ing for you,
bt I wonder séﬁrenmes if this fame

iness—

“Don’t be like that, honey!” cried Julie
automatically. She went into the kitchen
again. She knew she had let him become
infected with her doubt and she felt ter-
ribly guilty. She determined to be very
gay. If this was to be their last supper
together, at least it would have no shadow
on it. She tied a bright apron over her
silver gown and put the chops on. Tom
started to come into the kitchenette to
help, but she waved him back.

“Go sit down and resi.”

“I’'m not tired.”
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“Well, do something else. T’ll set the
table.” She wanted to have a few min-
utes alone in the kiichen to think things
out clearly. She got a head of lettuce out
of the refrigerator and held it under the
cold-water tap to loosen its leaves. If she
made Tom promise to marry her as soon
as he signed the contract with Prinz,
wouldn’t he suspect something? And if
he knew the truth, wouldn’t he at once
assume it was a sacrifice on her part?

A sacrifice? What, after all, were they
giving up? Tonight she had worn a sil-
ver gown and driven downtown in a town
car and it hadn’t been so wonderful, be-
cause her whole soul was concentrating
on Tom. When it came to a choice be-
tween Tom and a penthouse—well, there
just wasn’t any choice! It was Tom, first,
last and always!

What had they had? A dream that
had sustained them, that had served its
purpose during the lean years when they
had needed to work toward something,
But dreams come true becomie reality and
reality is so often disappointing. What
would have been the reality of Tom as a
singing wonder? There would have been
endless rehearsals, the fanfare of pub-
licity, autograph hounds, hangers-on,
grasping agents, idolatrous women.
Somehow, Julie had never permitted these
people a place in her dreams. The pent-
house would have been beautiful in a
cold, superficial way, but could it ever
have meant as much to them as this apart-
ment, which they had never planned to
share because they were dreaming of
Park Avenue?

She looked up from her stove and lis-
tened. Tom was tuning his guitar, touch-
ing its strings tenderly. She went to the
door of the kitchenette. ““Sing something
for me, Tom.”

He looked up, a little shamefaced.
“I’ve sung to you all evening.”

“There were too many people listening.
Sing me something for myself.”

“All right, I’ll sing you something.”
He sat down on the edge of the table and

slipped the cord of the guitar over his
shoulder. He looked like a troubador,
she thought, with his crisp gold hair, his
pointed eyebrows, his wistful smile. He
struck a chord and began to sing, “ ‘Be-
lieve me, if all those endearing young
charms, which I gaze on so fondly to-
day_’ 29 3

His eyes paid tribute to her as she
stood there; framed in the doorway with

" her sleek, dark hair, her oval face, her

warm, red mouth and the silver gown
flowing about her slim figure.

“Were to fade by tomorrow and fleet in my arms,
Like the fairy gifts, fading away.

Thou wouldst still be adored

As this moment thou art—"

His ardent young voice wrapped her
in flame. She clung to the door frame
with one hand, while the other went up
to her throat to push away the lump that
had risen there. All her love for him
swept oyer her in that moment, and she
knew that she could no longer lie to him.

“And around the dear ruin, each wish of my
heart
Would entwine itself verdantly still.”

Hope leaped into her heart as he
stopped. Prinz had heard him singing
swing music into a microphone without
his guitar, If Prinz could hear him sing
a song like this, so simple and so heart-
breakingly sweet— She knew, all at once,
that the world would acclaim him if it
ever heard him sing like that, in an inti-
mate room, or .over the radio. But this
time she was keeping the dream to her-
self. She was building no more top-
heavy structures on hope. If fame ever
really came to Tom—and she could not
stop believing that some day it would—
it would come quietly, unexpectedly, and
would be worth so very much more to
them both for not having been sought.

Tom sat very still, there on the edge
of the table. He seemed .to. be waiting
for her to say something and she knew
now what she must say.
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“Tom, will you marry me as soon as
you sign the Prinz contract?”

“Of course, if that’s what you want.”

“It is. I don't want to wait any
longer.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You've
changed. You've changed tonight, since
you talked to Prinz.” :

She shook her head. “No, Tom. I'm
the same as I always was. 1 love you
as much, I believe in you as much. We've
only lost one thing—our dreams. Prinz
says you are a very competent soloist and
he can use you as long as you want to
stay in the business. But he says we must
forget about . . . about your being way
up on top.”

She expected him to turn away from
her in bitter disappointment.  She
thought he would pick up his guitar and
say, “Then good-by, Julie,” but he still
sat there on the edge of the table and
she thought she saw something like relief
in his eyes.

She flang her hands above her head
suddenly. “Oh, darling, think of it! We
can be together now! We don’t have to
wait, because there isn’t going to be any
penthouse! No mink coats! No orchids!
No town car! Isn’t it marvelous?”

He crossed the room in two strides and
took her in his arms. “Thank Heaven!”
he murmured. “Thank Heaven, Julie,
you told it to me straight out! I’ve been
sitting here wondering why you didn’t,

why you weren’t being honest with me.”

“When did you know?”

“I think it was the moment you came
in from the club and 1 saw your face.
You masked it right away, but I'd seen
it. And ever since, I’ve been wondering
what you would do and which you loved
best—me, or the success you thought I'd
make. And if you hadn’t told me the
way you did just now, I'd have walked
out of here and given you your chance
with Prinz or any of the others who could
give you what you wanted.”

She clung to him. “I don’t want any-
thing without you, Tom. I found that
out tonight, and I’'m so glad I did before
it was too late.”

He held her tight. “I know, because
that’s the way it is with me, too. Some-
how, I know you aren’t saying all this to
make me feel better. Your voice rang
with such sincerity just now when you
said ‘Isn’t it marvelous?’ that I felt it was
marvelous, too. Anything is marvelous if
I’'ve got you, sweetheart!”

She stood in the circle of his arms and
she thought, “It'll seem funny for us not
to have our dreams to talk about, but

* maybe we’ve outgrown them.”

He kissed her deeply.
very much, Julie.”"

She kissed him in return. “And I love
you, Tom.” What did dreams amount to
when Tom’s lips were real, warm and
eager?

“I love you so
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Mg. CoLLins fixed his daughter, Betty,
with a cold eye and said, “When are you
going to make up your mind about Joe?
You couldn’t find a better lad, and he’s
been after you now for two years. It’s
high time you got married; you're
twenty-one.”

Betty poured milk on her oatmeal. She
said wearily, “Oh, pop, do we have to go
into that again? And at breakfast? I'll
be late for work.”

Her mother said, “Now, Betty, you
have plenty of time. Your father is
right. You’ve got to make up your mind

all from entirely dif-
ferent walks of life
who are drawn to

sometime. Besides, you’re too pretty to . |

be running around loose. Your father
and I worry about you. And Joe’s a de-
cent, hard-working boy. We’d like to
see you married to him.”

“Sure,” Betty thought bitterly. “You
don’t care whether I'd like it or not. Just
so I get married. So Joe can come here
to live and help support the family.”

Little Billy, aged ten, giggled, and six-
teen-year-old Grace said, “I think Joe’s
swell.”




DResperate with Ionging,
she wanted some ro-
mance in her life hefore
she settled down to
the humdrum existence
of heing a mere wife.

Betiy said, “Oh, Joe’s all right. I like
bim, but I’'m not sure I want to marry
him. And I don’t want to get married
yet anyway.

“Not until I’ve had some romance in
my life. Not until I know what it is to
feel trembly with love and desire, to
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by Rath Lyons

want one man so much that nothing else
matters,”

Mzr. Collins took out his watch. “Well,
guess I've got to run along. Now, Betty,
you think over what I said. I was talk-
ing to Joe yesterday and he seems anx-
ious to get married. I told him I wanted
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you both to live here when you do, for
awhile anyway, and he liked the idea.”

She thought with horror, “They’ve got
it all planned, without even consulting
me. And I've never even told Joe I'd
marry him.”

She felt trapped, as if already they had
forced her into this marriage and she
must go through with it. She turned
wild eyes to her father, “You can’t make
me marry Joe! I ,, . Idon’t want to
get married yet.”

Her father’s eyes held her in a cold,
compelling stare. She had always been
afraid of him, and now his look made
her shiver. He said, “No one’s forcing
you to get married. I just told you what
I thought you ought to do.”

“Oh, sure,” thought Betty miserably.
“That’s all. You as much as told me
that I had to marry him or else.”

She followed her father out of the
cheap frame house that was in the wrong
part of town with a vacant lot on one
side, and a graveyard of abandoned cars
on the other. It always made her shud-
der, and this morning more than ever.
She thought bitterly of her father trying
to force her to marry Joe and live here
for the rest of her life. She wouldn’t do
it. They couldn’t make her.

But she wasn’t very optimistic. They
always managed to make her do the
things they wanted. They had made all
kinds of excuses to keep her from going
to the city that time she had been offered
a better job, and she had finally given
in, although she had known it was be-
cause they were afraid they’d lose her
weekly contribution. Of course, she
knew they needed her money, but if her
father would work steadily they’d get
along all right. But he was always get-
ting into a fight and losing his job.

She waved good-by briefly to her fa-
ther and started running in the opposite
direction toward her bus. And then a
car turned around a corner and pulled
up alongside her and someone called,
“Hey, Betty!”

She said under her breath, “Oh, darn,”
and turned to face Joe, sitting in a car,
leaning over to open the door for her.
He was beaming proudly. “How do you
like the new bus? I just bought it yes-
terday. It’s not exactly new, but she runs
sweet.”

Betty climbed in beside him, and the
car started off. “But I thought you
weren’t going to buy a car for awhile
yet.”

“I know,” he said. “But then I got to
thinking, why not? I’'m working on cars
all day, I'm entitled to have a bus of my
own. And I got a good price on this
one. The only reason I didn’t want to
get one was because I was saving my
money.” He gave her a sidewise glance
from his bright brown eyes. “You know
why, Betty.”

His nice-looking face became serious,
and he said, “How about it, Betty? I've
been waiting a long time for you.”

“Oh, Joe, please don’t ask me now.
I’ve told you how I feel.”

“Is it because I'm a mechanic?” he
asked. “Is it because you think I’'m not
good enough for you?”

“No, Joe. Honestly, it’s not that.”
And it wasn’t, she told herself. “If I
loved Joe, if T wanted him, I wouldn’t
care what he was.”

She said softly, “You’re sweet, Joe,
and I do like you. But I’'m not ready
yet. I don’t want to think of marriage
yet. I want some romance in my life first.
I want something thrilling and exciting.”

“Your father said—"

She broke in quickly. “Please, Joe,
don’t let’s talk about it now.”

He didn’t say anything for a long time,
and when she saw the railroad station
ahead she sighed with relief, because
she’d soon be rid of Joe.

He drove on past the station and
stopped the car at the little white build-
ing where Betty worked. She looked up
at the sign that said, “Quality, Inc.—
dry cleaning de luxe.”” And then she
looked longingly at the other half of the
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building that was a florist’s shop. She
wished she worked there instead of in the
cleaning shop with its racks of soiled
clothes.

Joe got out of the car with her, and
took one of her hands in his, squeezing
it hard, drawing her close to him. There
was a bright animal charm about Joe.
Strong and dominant, he radiated male
vitality. You could picture him in an-
other age, grasping a woman by the hair
and dragging her along after him. It
made Betty shiver a little. She was al-
ways expecting Joe to be brutal with her,
but he never was. Sometimes she would
think, “Maybe I'd like him ' better if he
was. Maybe if he acted like a caveman
I’d find it exciting.”

“Will I see you tonight, Betty? We’ll
go for a spin in the car.”

_ She said, “All right, Joe,” impatient
to be away from him.

He gave her a long hungry look, and
then he bent down and kissed her hard,
and she felt a little tingle of excitement.

She turned away from him angrily.
“Oh, for heavens’ sake, Joe. 1 hope no-
body was watching us.”

She got out the key to the office and

opened the door, and didn’t look around

when she heard Joe’s car start off. The
boy who worked in the shop with her,
delivering and collecting, came up just
then, and gave her a broad wink.

“That your boy friend, Miss Collins?”

“You mind your own business, Eddie,”
she said severely, and swept past him
into the small room that smelled musty
and close, with a lingering odor of soiled
clothes. She opened a window and sat
down at her desk, and then one of the
company’s delivery cars drove up and
the driver got down and opened the back
and started bringing in racks of clothes.

This was a small Westchester branch
office of a big cleaning establishment,
and Betty often felt thankful that they
did nene of the actual work here, not
even the pressing. - Her duty was to talk
with customers and take their clothes,

mark them, send them out and have them
delivered, and listen to complaints and
a lot of other tedious things.

The driver said, “Hello, beautiful,” to
Betty, and she answered coldly, “Please
be careful with these clothes.”

She thought, “How can I ever expect
to have any excitement or romance in my
life? All I ever meet are men like Joe,
a garage mechanic, or these drivers. 1
deal with women all day long, and the
few men who come into the shop never
even look at me.”

The morning wore on. - Sitting at the
little desk in the small room, the racks
of soiled and cleaned garments seemed
to close in on her, stifling her. She felt
more than ever caught in a trap.

Feeling suffocated, wanting to scream,
she looked up wildly, just as the door
opened and a young man came in, bur-
dened with several suits. He caught-her
look, and stood for a moment smiling
down at her curiously.

“Say, young lady, I hope it wasn’t my
ugly visage that brought that leok to
your face.”

She felt herself flushing. She said
quickly, “Oh, no. Of course not. I was
just thinking of something.”

He was still looking at her, and now
with their glances locked like that she
couldn’t take her gaze from him. He
wasn’t ugly in the least. He wasn’t ex-
actly handsome, but there was about him
something so compelling that she thought,
“He’s the most attractive man I’ve ever
seen.”

His eyes were a bright blue, with dark
crooked eyebrows over them, giving him
a whimsical air, and his hair was dark
and curly, and when he smiled, showing
strong white teeth, she noticed a cleft in
his chin.

He said softly, “Say, you’re the pret-
tiest thing I’ve seen in a long time.”

And suddenly she felt lovely and proud
and glad that she was here in this stuffy
shop, because otherwise she might never
have seen him.
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He put the suits down on the counter
between them, still holding her eyes with
his. She said in a small voice, “Cleaned
and pressed?” reaching for them with
fingers that trembled a little.

He said, “Yes. Yes, I guess so,” ab-
sently, and she knew he wasn’t thinking
of the suits.

“Your name and address, please?”

“Stephen Glenn. The Maybridge
apartments down the street. I just
moved in two days ago. If I'd known,”
he added softly, “that you were here, I'd
have come a lot sooner.”

She had never had anyone speak to her
that way, and she didn’t know what to
say, Men had kidded with her, making
passes with one kind of line or another,

" but this was different.

Excitement leaped through her. Ex-
citement, and something deeper, some-
thing softer, that went through her whole
body, mellowing her, leaving her trem-
bling and aware. .

He seemed about to say something,
and she waited breathless for his words,
and then they heard the whistle of the
approaching train and he said, “Oh, gee,
there’s my train. I’ve got to run.”

He flew out of the office, and through
the front window she saw him running
toward the little station. She didn’t re-
alize she had been holding her breath un-
til she saw him swing aboard the train,
and then she let out her breath in some-
thing like a sigh. She said, “Stephen
Glenn, Stephen Glenn,” over and over to
herself, and -just the sound of his name
sent little flutters along her spine.

All day the memory of him colored
her thoughts, and his face would flash
before her inner vision—the charming
smile, the dark crooked eyebrows, the
blue eyes. Life was suddenly exciting,
thrilling. This was how it felt to be
really alive. And all because one spe-
cial man had walked in and smiled down
at her.

At five o’clock she started watching
the trains that drew into the station from
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the city. Perhaps he would be coming
home on one of them. But each time
she was doomed to disappointment, un-
til at six o’clock when she was getting
ready to close the shop, she looked out
at the sound of the train, and when it
stopped, there he was, the first one to
get off.

She turned away, her hands suddenly
moist with excitement. Would he stop
in to see her? Out of the corner of her
eye, she saw his tall figure hurry by the
shop without stopping, and her heart
caught in her throat with disappoint-
ment. She closed the window, locking
it, turning leadenly for her hat, and then
the sound of the door opening made her
turn. :

And there he was, bursting into the
room, with all his charm flashing out at
her, making the room seem suddenly
glamorous and exciting.

He said gayly, “Here,” thrusting a
small box toward her. “And you’ll have
to tell me your name. I’ve been wonder-
ing all day what it could be.” :

She said tremulously, “It’s Betty—
Betty Collins.”  And her shaking fin-
gers pulled at the gay ribbon tied around
the white box. “Oh,” she breathed.
“Oh, how exquisite!”

Ridiculous tears sprang to her eyes as
she gazed down at the fragile white or-
chids nestled in green tissue paper. She
lifted her large blue eyes, sparkling with
tears, and she saw him a little blurred,
with light flashing from him. Like a
knight in armor, she thought dreamily.
No one before had ever done anything
like this for her. She felt exalted some-
how, and proud, and cherished.

She said huskily, “What a lovely thing

‘to do. Oh, but you shouldn’t have—"

“Why not? Something beautiful for a
beautiful lady. And I thought—I hoped,
rather, that you might wear them tonight
and go some place to dance with me.”

Happiness flooded through her. Why,
this was what she had always dreamed
of. Everything she had always wanted.
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And then suddenly, like a dash of icy
water in her face, came the thought of
Joe, and her father.

She turned away from Stephen, and
the old, dull feeling came over her again.
She said, “I’d—I'd love to. But I can’t.”

He said, “Oh,” disappointed. “Is it
because you don’t know me? 1 assure
you I'm harmless, over twenty-one, white,
and of sound mind. Please, Betty—”

He was smiling in such a gay, plead-
ing way that she had to smile back. “It’s
because I have another date.”

“Oh. I didn’t think of that, although
I should have. Well, lock, how about
tomorrow then? Will you go with me
tomorrow night?”’

She found herself nodding, and ex-
citement ran through her. And then a
touch of fear. She mustn’t have him
come to her home. She musin’t let her
father meet him. Mustn’t allow him to
see her shabby home.

She said hesitantly, “I’d rather meet
you somewhere. You see, I live rather
far out and there’s no sense coming all
the way out after me. I can meet you
somewhere near here.”

He looked at her strangely for a mo-
ment, and she wondered what he was
thinking of her, and then he said, “Why,
yes. Of course. Meet me in the cocktail
lounge of the Ardmore at seven.” He
smiled.
up in your ﬁnest because weire going
to do the town’

Her heart sank. * But she had no eve-
ning clothes! How could she have been
50 stupid not to realize what he meant?

He said, “Well, I'll run along now.
Tomorrow night then, Betty.”

All that evening, while she ate dinner
with her family, and tried not to listen
to their chatter, and later while she sat
beside Joe in his new car, she thought
of Stephen Glenn. If there were only
some way she could get herself a decent
evening dress. Would she have to give
up her one chance of happiness because
she had nothing to wear?

“Don’t forget to get all dollé'd'v.

Joe said, “You’re awfully quiet tonight.
What’s on your mind?”

She tried to be gay, then, because she
didn’t want Joe to suspect anything. She
was a little afraid of Joe’s temper if he
should become suspicious.

When they reached her door he pulled
her into his arms, but she turned her face
away from him.

He said, “You’re my girl, aren’t you?”
and kissed her with a violence he had
never shown before. She felt a thrill of
fear run through her, and of anger, and
tore away from him.

He said, “What’'s come over you
lately? If you’ve got your eye on some
other man you’d better forget about him.
I'm not letting anybody take you away
from me.”

She was suddenly fearful. He had
never spoken like that before. She
started away from him, and he said, “Lis-
ten, Betty, don’t be angry. It’s because
I'm so crazy about you. Will I see you
tomorrow night?”

She said, “No, Joe. I'm . . . I'm go-
ing to the movies with one of the girls.”

He looked at her suspiciously, and then
said, “Oh, well, all right,” coldly, and
left her.

Why was she tangling herself up in
all these lies?

The next day she couldn’t keep her
mind on her work. She had the orchids

“on her desk in a- glaes of? Syater, and every
time she looked ~at: fhen‘l" ~something
: caught at her heart.-

Tf she could only
keep her date with Stephen. If she broke
this date with him he might never ask
her again. She had to see him again,
because she hadn’t stopped thinking of
him since his dear face had smiled down
at her. Because . . . because she loved
him. As quickly, as painfully as that,
it had happened to her.

She could borrow a cheap three-ninety-
eight gown from Helen Barnes, but Ste-
phen’s clothes were fine and expensive,
and she wouldn’t want to go with him un-
less she could lock fine and expensive,
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too. She wouldn’t want him to be
ashamed of her.

And then, at four o’clock, Miss van
Pelt’s maid came in with some clothes
to be cleaned, and after she had gone the
awful idea came to Betty. It was while
she was placing the beautiful black eve-
ning gown on a hangey, and the striking
white evening coat with its white fox col-
lar. These beautiful, luxurious things—
if just once she could wear something
like them.

She thought, “They won’t be picked
up until morning. They’ll be here all
night. And they’re not really soiled in
the least. Gloria van Pelt has more
clothes than she knows what to do with;
what harm if I wear this gown and wrap
just once? No one will ever know.”

Oh, she knew it was wrong, but she
was too desperate to care. She fought
with her conscience for a while, and then
finally called home and said she
wouldn’t be there until late, that she was
going home with Helen Barnes to din-
ner and then to a movie.

Another lie. She thought, “I'm get-
ting in deeper and deeper.” But she was
too reckless now to care.

At six o’clock she locked the outside

door and went to the little dressing room,
and with fumbling, nervous fingers
dressed herself in her borrowed finery.
The black sandals she was wearing would
have to do. She swept the lovely yellow
curls up high on her head, and, startled
by the reflection of her flushed cheeks,
her sparkling blue eyes, her lovely fig-
ure in the clinging black dress, she
thought, “Why, I'm beautiful.”
- When she walked into the cocktail
lounge of the Ardmore, people turned to
stare at her, and she held her head high,
thinking, “Oh, I'm glad I did it. I've
always wanted to know what it feels like
to have people stare at me in admira-
tion.”

Stephen said softly, “Why, you lovely,
lovely creature. I knew you were beau-
tiful, but you’re gorgeous tonight, Betty.”

They had a cocktail, and she let him
do most of the talking. She was content
to sit there with her heart beating high,
watching the change of expressions on
his attractive face, loving him so much
that it hurt. But he was watching her a
little strangely, as if puzzled, and his

manner seemed different somehow.

He said, “I thought we’d go to the
Palmetto. They have a swell singer
there—Clarice. And the band is tops.”

When they left the Ardmore she
thought for one horrible moment that
she had seen Joe getting into a car. But
she must have been mistaken. Joe
would have spoken to her.

They went all the way to New York in
a taxi, and once when the car skidded
around a corner she was thrown against
him, and he clutched her to him, laugh-
ing.

And then they stopped laughing, and
she was still tight in his arms and his
face was stern and serious all at once.
And while her heart pounded, looking
up at him, he caught her face 'in his
hands and kissed her soft lips, and kissed
them again.

He said huskily, “I don’t know what
you’ve done to me. I can’t stop think-
ing about you. I’ve been wanting to kiss
you from the moment I first laid eyes
on you. And now that I’ve started to kiss
you I don’t want to stop.  It’s crazy. It’s
fantastic. I don’t understand it.”

She thought, “Oh, I know. it’s crazy.
You're way out of my class, and it
would never do for you to fall in love
with me. But I don’t care. If I can
just have you for a while, have just one
beautiful interlude in my life, I won’t
mind so much having to go back to Joe.
Just love me now and I won’t make any
demands on you.”

AL

The Palmetto was more  glamorous
even than she had expected it to be, and
when Stephen took her in his arms and
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When Betty walked into the cocktail lounge people turned to stare at
her and she thought, “Oh, I'm glad I did it. I've always wanted to
know what it feels like to have people stare at me in admiration.”
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they danced she felt as if they were float-
ing off to paradise.

She closed her eyes and thrilled to
him, and he tightened his arm around
her, and she thought ecstatically, “Oh,
it’s perfect. Too perfect. Something
will happen to spoil it.”

A lovely girl with platinum-blond hair
was singing with the band in a husky,
heartbreaking voice, and as they, passed
her Betty looked up at her and smiled.
For no reason at all except that she was
happy and something about the girl’s
voice touched her. The girl smiled back
at Betty, and her voice sang, “And the
dreams that you dare to dream really do
come true.”

When the. music stopped, Betty
dreamily followed Stephen off the floor.
This was so wonderful. So beautiful.
They sat down at their table, and she
smiled across at Stephen and he reached
over and took her hand in his.

And then, over his shoulder, she saw
something that made her eyes grow huge
~with fright. Gloria van Pelt, advancing
toward her like an angry storm. Oh, no.
Not now! She’d had her happiness such
a little while.

Gloria said, “May I ask. madam,
where you got this lovely ensemble you’re
wearing?”’

Betty saw Stephen’s eyebrows draw to-
gether, saw him stare incredulously at
Gloria.

Betty looked imploringly at Gloria.
“Please,” she begged, “may I see you
alone?”

But Gloria would have none of that.
She was calling Betty a thief now, insinu-
ating that perhaps Stephen was in on it,
too. Betty couldn’t hear it all, there was
such a roaring in her ears. She drooped
her head to hide the tears that had sprung
to her eyes, and just when she thought
she could stand it no longer she saw that
the lovely platinum-blond singer, Clarice,
had stopped at the table to listen.

Betty staggered up from her chair.
She had to get away or she would die.

Stephen said, “Wait a minute, Betty,”
but she stumbled away from him, and
Clarice grasped her arm gently.

She said, “Take it easy, dear.
with me.”

Betty never knew how she got across
that room full of staring people, but
soon she was in a dressing room, and she
was weeping violently, and the other girl
had her arms comfortingly around her.

“There, there,” she said, “take it easy,
honey. Tell Clarice all about it.”

So finally, between great shuddering
sobs, Betty managed to tell her story.
When she finished, Clarice said, “You
poor kid. I can understand why you
did it. But, of course, it was wrong, and
there’s no getting away from that. How-
ever, Miss van Pelt might have been a
little easier on you.”

She stood up suddenly, very business-
like. “Here,” she ordered. “Take off
that gown and see if you find anything
among my clothes to fit you. I’ll have a
waiter get the coat and we’ll wrap them
up and have them delivered to her table.
Now snap out of it. Crying won’t do
any good. And goodness knows what your
boy friend is thinking. I'd better send
for him.” '

Come
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“QOh, no,” Betty cried. “I can’t face
him now. T’ll never be able to face him
again. He’ll be disgusted with me.”

“Well,” Clarice said, “if he doesn’t un-
derstand when you explain te him he’s
not worth much, so you’d betier forget
him. But I hope it turns out all right
for you. I'm so happy myself 1 want
to see everybody else happy. I'm in love
with the most wonderful man in the
world, and he loves me.” .

She looked so lovely, beaming and
proud with her love, that Betty had to
smile with her. She said, “I’'m so glad
for you, because you deserve something
wonderful.”

The waiter came to the door with the
coat, and Clarice rolled it up carefully
with the gown and wrapped them in
heavy paper, and when she had finished
gave the bundle to the waiter and told
him to deliver it to Miss van Pelt.

“Now,” she said, “we’ll send for your
Stephen so you don’t have to go out there
and face that crowd.”

Beity managed to struggle into a green
suit, managed to say laughingly, “This
seems to be my day for wearing bor-
rowed clothes,” and then, before she had
much time to think about him, Stephen
was there.

Clarice said, “I think you’d better take
Betty home now. The poor child is up-
set,”

Betty couldn’t look at him, and when
he said, “Of course. Are you ready to
leave, Betty?”” she couldn’t tell anything
from his voice. What was he thinking?
Was he despising her?

Clarice showed them out through a side
door, and Beity tried to thank her, but
Clarice said, “Forget it. Give me a ring
here tomorrow night.”

When Betty and Stephen were alone
a silence fell upon them. She must ex-
plain 1o him, try to make him under-
stand. But the words wouldnt come.
They walked through the dark little alley

‘he must think of het,

to the street, and when they were in the
brightly lighted street Stephen said hesi-
tantly, “Betty—”

She turned to him with fear cold in
her heart. But she never knew what he
was going te say, because just then some-
one grasped her roughly by the arm and
she turned to face Joe.

He said, “So this is how you go to
the movies with a girl friend? I thought
there was something phony about that
story, so I waited ouiside the shop for
you tonight. And I saw you come out
all dolled up in those clothes. Where
did you get them? Did this swell boy
{riend of yours in his monkey suit buy
them for you? And where have you
been able to change your clothes in the
meantime?  There’s something very
funny going on here.”

Betty glanced fearfully at Stephen and
saw his jaw tighten. He said, “Shall we
go on our way, Betty?” deliberately ig-
noring Joe.

Joe pushed up to him angrily. “She’s
going with me. You can run along now.
I'll attend to her.”

She saw Stephen make an angry move
toward Joe, and she cried, “Joe! Leave
us alone.” And then she looked again
at Stephen and saw the contempt and an-
ger in his eyes as he glared at Joe. She
felt suddenly sick and weak That’s how
00, - How had she
dared to heap all’:ihjs.. mlser‘S' on him?
What a mess she had ménaged to make of
everything. How he must despise her.
It would be better if she went with Joe
now. Then he would be gracefully rid
of her. He wouldn’t have to torture him-
self trying to be polite. She had better
end it now.

So she turned to Stephen, and man-
aged a little laugh. “I guess I’ll let Joe
take me home after all, Stephen. I'm
sure you won’t mind. I’'m sorry about
everything.” And she grasped Joe’s arm
and hurried him away before he could
say a word.
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As she got into Joe’s car she had to

look back, had to see Stephen just once .

more to remember him by. He was still
standing there stiffly, his face expression-
less and cold, and she said under her
breath, “Good-by, Stephen. Good-by,
my love.”

She didn’t listen to Joe’s words at first.
She didn’t want to hear them. Now and
then she caught a little of what he said,
enough to know that he had followed her
from the moment she left the shop.

She said finally, “Oh, stop, Joe. You're
driving me out of my mind.”

He was silent for a moment, and then
he said shakily, “I'm sorry, Betty, I
try to keep my temper, but every now
and then it runs away with me. I'm so
crazy about you that I don’t think straight
where you're concerned, and when I saw
you with that guy I was afraid—well,
afraid that he might hurt you in some
way. You know why men like that play

around with girls like you. Why did
you do it, Betty?”

She thought, “Poor Joe. It must be
pretty awful for him, too. He’s not

happy, either.”

He said, “Why don’t you marry me,
Betty, and forget all this romance stuff?
Your father is going to be pretty sore
when you have to explain about tonight.
Unless I tell him that . . that you
were with me and we were celebrating
our engagement. How about it, Betty?
Why cry for the moon? Take me and
I'll be good to you, honey. I’ll make you
happy.”

She was crying softly now. She
-thought, “What’s the use? Maybe Joe’s
right. It’s going to be worse now, lov-
ing Stephen. How will I stand it? And
when Gloria van Pelt has me fired from
my job, how will I explain that at home?
Joe won’t tell them anything as long as
I keep him in a good humor. And they’ll
keep nagging at me to marry Joe. Maybe
I should. Look what a mess I got myself
into by reaching for the moon.”

She said wearily, “I don’t know, Joe.
Maybe.”

He cried, “You will! Oh, honey, 'm
so happy I’ve got to kiss you right now.”

He stopped the car and pulled her
into his arms, and she hadn’t the strength
to resist him. His arms were strong, and
it was comforting in a way to lean
against him. Perhaps her mother was
right. She shouldn’t be allowed to run
around loose. Maybe she’d get over her
nonsense after she married Joe.

“Stephen, Stephen,” her heart cried.
“It’s you I love.”

Her father was still up when they got
home, waiting for her, but his eyes
lighted at sight of Joe, and when Joe
said, “Betty said she’d marry me,” she
couldn’t deny it. She was too weary to
start anything now. They had her
trapped at last. And she could even feel
relieved that her father was too happy
to notice the borrowed suit she was wear-
ing.

She wasn’t surprised the next day
when Gloria van Pelt wouldn’t speak to
her when she called her. If the society
girl would only let her explain she might
soften and be lenient. And she wasn’t
surprised when the manager called frem
New York and told her she was through.
He was sending out another girl to take
her place.

He didn’t waste any time. The other
girl came in the afternoon, and Betty ex-
plained things to her, and wearily gath-
ered her belongings together and left.
So that was the end of that. And new
she would never be able to look out of
that window again to see Stephen jump
from a train. And perhaps it was just
as well. Because she wouldn’t be able
to endure the sight of his dear face turn-
ing away from her in contempt.

She had to lie at home about losing
her job. She said the manager had
wanted it for a friend of his. She had
mailed the green suit to Clarice, and
when the singer asked her to keep in
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“There, there, take it easy, honey. Crying won’t do any good. And good-
ness knows what your boy friend is thinking, I'd better send for him.”
-LS—4E
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touch with her she said that she would,
but she was afraid the other girl’s happi-
ness would only make her more miser-

able.

Joe was very tender and sweet to her
now. It was almost as if he knew she
had lost something precious and was
trying to make up for it. She hadn’t
known Joe could be so sweet. She found
herself really liking him in a lot of ways.
And everything was so much smoother
at home now. Her father didn’t even
grumble because she was unable to find
another position. So she should have
been happy. But she wasnt.

Why couldn’t she forget Stephen?
Why couldn’t she put him out of her
heart as she must? Sometimes when the
.phone rang her heart would leap madly,
until she realized Stephen didn’t know
where to reach ler if he wanted to. And
he didn’t want to.

She kept putting Joe and her family
off about the wedding. It was as if she
were begging for more time. Weeks
went by, and hope went with them.
Twice she almost had a job, only to be
refused because of lack of references.
She wouldn’t be able to put Joe off much
longer. If only she could get work so
she could say she was saving for her
trousseau!

And then the, unbelievable thing oc-
curred. - One mornihg, as she was about
to leave the house, there was a telephone
call for her, and when she answered, a
clear voice said, “This is Gloria van Pelt.
I’'ve been feeling pretty miserable about
the way I flew at you. I've been think-
ing that I might have put you in an aw-
ful spot, and I want to make up for it
in some way. I know you wouldn’t have
done a thing like that if you hadn’t a
preity good reason.”

Betty said, “That’s all right. I'm not
blaming you.”

“QOh, but I’'m blaming myself. I have
so much, I shouldn’t have begrudged you
what happiness you might have gotten

from those clothes. I'm sending them to
you as a gift. And I've talked to the
manager—that’s how I got your number
—and he said he’d take you back again.”

“QOh,” Betty breathed. “Why are you
doing all this for me?”

Gloria laughed happily. “Because I'm
so happy 1 want everyone else to be
happy. I'm going to marry the man I
love, and I hope you are, too.”

Betty choked a little over that. And
finally, after stammering her thanks, she
hung up. She should be very glad about
this, but she could only think how every-
one else was happy but herself.

Two days later she was back in the
cleaning shop. The manager had been
very kind and considerate. “The power
of the Van Pelt name,” thought Betty.
But she wasn’t bitter. It had been her
own fault, and she was lucky to have
her job back. Once more in the old
routine, it was almost as if she had never
been away. Almost as if there had never
been that interlude with Stephen.

Until at five thirty, she looked out at
the train pulling into the station, and
her heart stopped dead and then jumped
painfully to her throat at sight of that
beloved figure hopping off the train. She
sat at her desk with her hand at her
throat as he hurried by, and his head
turned:to.the window as if it were an old
1’555»&1.

And then he stopped suddenly, and his
brows drew together, and before she
could move he had opened the door and
was standing before her.

He said, “I thought you were a ghost.
I didn’t expect to see you here.”

She couldn’t speak, and her heart was
pounding so hard that it hurt her.

He said, “How’s your boy f{riend?”
smiling a little crookedly.

“He’s all right,” she said finally.

He was smiling down at her ironically,
his mouth twisted a little. “When are
the wedding bells going to ring?”

“We . . . we haven’t decided,” <he
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stammered. “Oh, Stephen, don’t look at
me that way. I love you!” she wanted
to cry.

He leaned over the counter toward her,
his eyes mocking now, challenging.
“How about one last fling before you
make it legal?” he asked softly. “How
about you and me going out on a little
party tonight?”

“Why not?” she cried to herself.
“Soon I'll be married to Joe and it will
be too late. One last night with Ste-
phen.”

She said recklessly, “I'd love to.”

His smile seemed to become even more

mocking.

He said, “That’s fine. Shall we
meet in the same place? And do try to
keep your belligerent boy friend from
finding out about it.”

All the way home she was in a fever
of nervousness and excitement. Was she
being a complete fool? But if she could
spend just one happy evening with Ste-
phen, then she didn’t care what hap-
pened after that. She’d be a good wife
to Joe. But she had to have this last
night with Stephen.

Gloria’s gown and wrap had come the
day before, so she could dress tonight
without fear. Now there was only the
necessity of making cxcuses at home.

But she made none. When she was
dressed and her parents stared at her

aghast, she found herself suddenly furi-
ous. She said, “I’'m going out and I'm
not giving any explanations. Tell Joe
when he calls that I'm sorry, but I’ll see
him tomorrow.”

Stephen was waiting for her in the
cocktail lounge, and’ although his brows
raised a little at the sight of her clothes
he made no reference to them. Nor did
she. She wasn’t going to waste this last
evening making explanations.  She
wanted only to be happy and carefree.

After the first cocktail she felt very
gay, and she laughed with Stephen over
a story he was telling about his office.
Everything Stephen said seemed clever
and amusing, and every now and then
he would pause to say, “Have I told you
how beautiful you are tonight?” Oh,
she "was glad, so glad that she had
come.

They had dinner in the grillroom and
danced to soft music, and finally Stephen
said, “Let’s make a real night of it.
We'll go to the Doghouse.”

“Oh, Stephen, that that wild
roadhouse? But it’s miles!” And then
recklessly: “Let’s. That sounds as if it
might be exciting.”

It was a long ride, but she was glad,
because she was thrillingly close to Ste-
phen, just the two of them alone at last.
And when he stopped the car and pulled

her into his arms she gave herself to him
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with a wild abandon, her lips eager and
throbbing under his, feeling the mad beat
of his heart against her own.

He said finally in a shaken voice,
“You're not getting away from me to-
night. I'm not going to let you go.”

She thought, “Oh, Stephen, don’t spoil
it now by being that way. Don’t make
me have to think of you as the kind of
person Joe said you were.”

But when he pulled her back into his
arms and kissed her as if he couldn’t get
enough of her, she w.s faint with emo-
tion, and her heart cried, “Why not?
Why not? You love him, and it will be
your last night with him.”

When they reached the roadhouse she
was trembling with a strange excitement,
as if she were on the brink of some great
and frightening adventure. But she made
herself laugh, holding close to Stephen’s
arm.

She mustn’t think too much. She
mustn’t let herself be anything but

happy.

They had highballs, and danced, and
then Stephen took her upstairs to the
gambling rooms. She -had never been
in a gambling house before, and she felt
very sophisticated and a little wicked,
and somewhat dizzy from the highballs.
They played roulette, and she squealed
with delight when she won, and was very
unhappy when they lost. She found it
fascinating, and paid very little attention
to the others around her.

She didn’t know when she began to
notice the dark man across from her.
She didn’t pay much attention at first,
until she noted that every time she looked
up she saw his face, and there was some-
thing cold and a little frightening about
his eyes. Not quite human. Like the
eyes of a wild beast that was searching
for prey. :

She was just going to say something to
Stephen about him when she saw him
move away from the table with deliber-
ate backward steps until he was at the

door, facing them all. Then his voice
cut into the room like a whip.

“Put up your hands!” he ordered.
“This is a stick-up.”

There was horrified silence in the
room, with that voice seeming to echo
through the stillness. There was a terri-
fying excitement racing through Betty,
and she glanced swiftly at Stephen and
saw his jaw tighten, the way it had that
night Joe stopped them.

The fierce-eyed man had a gun in his
hand. He barked, “Get them up!- All
of you.” He jerked a shoulder at an-
other man standing near him. “All
right, Al, start collecting, and don’t miss
any of the jewels.”

Betty wasn’t looking at him. She was
looking at Stephen. She couldn’t take
her eyes from him because she was sud-
denly terribly afraid that he was going
to do something foolish. There was a
strange look about his eyes. And if he
did anything foolish, that gun would go
off.and—

She saw Stephen’s hand move »efore
the gunman did. He had reached down
and snatched Beity’s cheap liitle purse
where it lay on the table, and in a light-
ning flash, while terror welled up in
Betty’s throat, he had hurled it at the
gunman. Hurled it with such accuracy
that it knocked the gun from his hand.
And then Stephen had bounded at him
like a wild man, and two dther men came
to his aid, while others collared the gun-
man’s startled accomplice.

It happened so swiftly that none of thz
women screamed until it was all over,
and then someone gave a shrill, pierc-
ing scream, and Betty started to sob,
running to Stephen, clutching at him, cry-
ing, “Oh, darling, darling, you might
have been killed!”

The croupier and two big men were
dragging their struggling victims out of
the room, and Stephen, panting, turned
from watching them to Betty.

His face softened. “I had to do it,
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dear. I was so afraid that thug would
get nervous and blast out with that gun.
I was so afraid something might happen
to you.”

“Oh, Stephen,” she whispered.
phen!”

He had his arm around her shaking
body now, his strong, protecting arm.
He said, “You called me darling before.
Say it again, Betty, and mean it.”

“Ste-

“I do mean it, darling.”

“Betty, remember I said I wasn’t go-
ing to let you get away tonight. Will
you— Listen, darling, you don’t love
that Joe person, do you? You cant.
You love me. I didn’t know what kind
of a runaround you were giving me be-
fore, and I still don’t know. Except now
I know that whatever you de must be all
right. I've been half crazy these last
few weeks. I thought you were playing
some kind of game with me, and when
you weren’t in the cleaning shop any
more I didn’t know what to think. But
now I won’t let you go. I don’t care
what you’ve done or what you are. Betty,
listen, darling, let’s get married to-
night.”

She couldn’t speak, and her heart was
pounding so she had to press her hand
over it.

He went on, “We’ll start off right now
in the car and go somewhere where we
can be married. How would you like
that? And then we can stay there for
a short honeymoon. You can get some
clothes along the way. And I'll wire dad
to fix it up at the office—he’s one of the
directors of the company, and he knows
all about you. [I’ve talked of nothing
else for the past few weeks. Do you
want to call your family now, or shall
we just go?”

She said shakily, “We’d better just go,
and I’ll send them a telegram afterward,

when they can’t stop us. Oh, Stephen,
Stephen, I love you so.” :

It was while they were flying along
the highway that Betty thought of Clar-
ice. Clarice, the lovely singer who had
been so sweet to her, and who had
wanted everything to turn out right for
her. She wanted suddenly to call Clar-
ice and tell her that everything had
turned out wonderfully, so she asked Ste-
phen to stop the car at a drugstore.

She went into a booth and called the
Palmetto Club, her fingers trembling on
the dial. When she got Clarice finally,
she said, “This is Betty, Clarice. Betty.
Collins. I just wanted to call you to tell
you that I’'m eloping. With Stephen.
You know, the man I was with that night.
I wanted you to know that everything
turned out beautifully. I’'m so happy,
Clarice, and I wanted you to be the first
to know because you were so swell to
me.”

When Clarice spoke there was some-
thing funny about her voice. As if she
were trying to sound happy. She said,
“Gosh, I'm glad, Betty.” And then she
stopped.

“What’s the matter?” Betty cried.
“You sound funny.”

“Oh, something terrible just happened
to me. I can’t talk to you any more,
Betty.” Her voice broke, but she man-
aged to say, “Good luck, honey,” and
then sobbed as she hung up the re-
ceiver.

Back in the car with Stephen, hugging
her own happiness to her heart, Betty
kept thinking of Clarice. What had hap-
pened to her? And why must she be
unhappy? She was such a grand per-
son. What was it that had made her so
miserable?

And then Stephen bent down and
kissed her. “I love you,” he said.

“Night-club Girl”’—in next week’s issue—is the last story in this dramatic group of
short novels. You won’t want to miss this exposé of a singer’s life in a New .
York night club.
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Married to and on a honey-
moon with a man she hated—
while the man she adored
was begging her to forget her
marriage vows!?

PART III.

THE STORY SO FAR:

Penelope Vannort, ready to be mar-
ried, receives-a note from her fiancé,
wealthy Brian Burke Bartleigh, known as
“Burke,” saying that though he still loves
her, he can’t marry her. Desperate,
Penny runs away. She tries to jump off
a bridge, but a man grabs her. She
throws herself into his arms, calling him
“Burke!” He finally gets her into a taxi.
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Then she realizes that he isn’t Burke, but
looks exactly like him. “You must be
his poor cousin, Brian,” she says. The
man agrees that that is who he is. She
begs him to marry her, telling him that
she can’t be humiliated before everyone.
Penny and Brian are married, no one
knowing 'that he is not Burke. He prom-
ises to leave her on board ship, but her
friends come to see them off and he can-
not get away. After the ship sails, Penny
_ receives a note from Cynthia, who is also
in love with Burke, saying that she and
Burke are on board. The four meet and
Brian makes Burke confess that he is not
rich, but that he has.been impersonating
Brian, who has been abroad. Then Penny
realizes that she is really married to
Brian, for the license was made out in
the name of Brian Burke Bartleigh, which
she thought was Burke’s name.

V.

PENNY slowly opened her eyes. She
blinked. This strange room, gracious in
morning sunshine, with its satin furniture,
flowered draperies, and painted walls.
And that porch, beyond those opened
French windows.

She stretched. Yawned. This bed she
lay on— Bewildered, she became con-
scious of its peculiar rolling motion. As
if it were being drawn along by some
live power, whose heartbeat thudded like
the turning of strong engines. Her eyes
opened wider. What place was this?
What was she doing here?

With a gasp, memory burst upon her.
The S. S. Macquitania! And that was
the sea, shining past the rail of that ad-
joining porch, its swelling ripples strewn
with sunbeams.

Cyn was on this boat. And Burke.
Poor Burke. She must sge him. Tell
him that she didn’t care about that decep-
tion of names. That it really didn’t mat-
ter.

Brian! Her heart gave a wild throb.
Brian was on board, too! She paled in

ghastly fright. Brian Burke Bartleigh!
And he was her husband. Legally her
husband! She’d been married to him,
before hundreds of witnesses.

Her glance, blanked with ‘tragedy,
quickened. That chair near the bed. She
strained forward. Yes! That was her
gray suit and hat, her sheer stockings,
neatly spread out upon that chair. Hor-
ror shuddered through her. Who had
lifted her from that deck last night, when
unconsciousness had mercifully robbed
her of the harrowing realization of her
plight? Who had carried her into this
room? ;

A riot of swift shame reddened her
from slim white feet to tumbled, glisten-
ing curls. This nightgown, that clung
to her in intimate chiffon revealment.
Who, last night, had slipped it over her?

She turned. The breath caught sud-
denly in her throat. Through the closed
door of the bedroom, the door leading
into the drawing room, slight, but unmis-
takable noises sounded—the creak of fur-
niture. - The rattle of china. The blithe
whistling of a man.

She got out of bed. Threw around
herself the cloud-pink negligee that was
on the chair. Slipped her bare feet into
feathered mules. Then, quaking with
terror, she hurried to the door. Opened
it noiselessly.

The drawing room spread before her
anguished gaze in gleaming order. And
close to the French windows a breakfast
table was delightful with snowy linen, a
silver coffee service and rose-sprigged
china.

She gasped aloud. Brian was seated
before the table, drinking orange juice!

If he heard the panic of that gasp he
gave no_evidence. He looked up. Met
her glance in smiling composure.

“Good morning,” he greeted. And be-
fore her outraged vision, he finished his
orange juice.

“Go away!” Her frantic words were
scarcely louder than a whisper. “Or I'll
scream for help!”
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“But why?” he rejoined politely.
“Neither of us needs help.”

And before she realized his intent, he
rose and reached her. Gripped her by
her icy arm, hastened her over the
threshold into a chair at the table. And
reseated himself in the opposite one.

“Lovely morning, isn’t it?” Then, in
a fond, chiding manner: “You've over-
slept, my dear. I walked around the
deck, returned and ordered breakfast,
and was just starting it in despair”—he
grinned maliciously—“without my bride.”

She shrank back against her chair.
“Go away!” she mouthed.

“Fruit juice, eggs, hot rolls, and cof-
fee,” he announced imperturbably. “I
trust it meets with your approval?”

Her glance distended to blue despair.
He looked so big. His height, the
breadth of his shoulders, augmented,
somehow, by his perfectly tailored suit.

“Casey,” he called.

The door, leading to the other bed-

.room, opened. A short, red-headed,
wiry man entered the room.

“This is my man, darling,” Brian
stated. “He’s been with me for years.”
Then: “Mrs. Bartleigh, Casey.”

“Good morning to you, madam. And
congratulations. Sure, it’s the grand pair
you make.” Casey’s shrewd eyes twin-
kled at her. “And it’s well you did for
yourself, madam, if I may be so bold as
to say it. He’s a fine man, is Mr. Brian,
and—"

“Casey’s a flatterer, darling,”
interrupted, This hand settling
Penny’s cold white fingers.
mustn’t believe him.”

Abruptly, she slid away from that
warm grasp that sent strange tremors
through her. “I don’t,” she rejoined
{rigidly. :

“Serve madam’s breakfast, Casey,”
Brian went on as if she hadn’t spoken.

“No! I don’t want—"

“Of course not.” The throbbing ten-
derness in Brian’s tone caused Penny a
vivid blush. “Not on our first morning,

Brian
over
“You

- board, my love.”

my love. Casey”—he turned to the valet
—“you may go. We wish to bhe alone.”

“Certainly, sir,” Casey beamed.

Miserably, Penny watched the man
leave the room. “You shouldn’t have
said that!” She blazed at Brian. “You
shouldn’t act as if we’re in love! As if
this really were our first morning, to-
gether!”

“Drink your orange juice,”
dered.

Quailing, she stared at him. All ten-
derness gone, now. And in its place, a
frightening fierceness. “No!”

*“At once!” he thundered.

She didn’t want that orange juice.
And she didn’t want to be here, alone
with this terrible man. However, she
gulped the fruit juice, the glass chatter-
ing against her teeth.

“The weather is perfect, though it’s
quite cold.” Calmly, Brian poured a
steaming cup of coffee. Placed it before
her. “We haven’t passed the Gulf Stream
yet.”” He selected two eggs, broke them
into an egg cup. “Really your wifely
duty, isn’t it?”” he murmured.

Rage tautened her. Was it possible
that he thought she would countenance
this farce? “I’m not your wife!”

“Pardon me.” He leaned courteously
toward her, astonishment in his glance.
“Aren’t you the girl I married last
night?”.

“Please—"  Tears filled her eyes.
“Don’t keep this up. 1 can’t stand any
more. Even if we were married last night
we—"

He placed the opened eggs before her.
“Toast?” he offered. “Butter?”

Their glances met. She whitened at
the covert mockery in his.

“We're not the only honeymooners on
He spoke gayly. “I
saw so many of them this morning. They
all looked so shy. And so exquisitely
happy.” He crunched his roll. Drank
his coffee. “What’s the matter, sweet-
heart?” He viewed her with extravagant
concern. “Aren’t you hungry?”

he or-
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A slow smile widened his thin lips.
“Didn’t you,” he paused, “sleep well?”

Sleep! Instantly it reminded her of
that bed inside. . And of the nightgown,
clinging to her slim white form. “I can’t
remember anything!” she shrilled. “I
know I fainted after'I found out who
you were. And that we were actually
married! But when I woke up, I was in
bed. And I don’t know how I got there.
I can’t remember anything at all!”

“Can’t you?” he breathed.

She blanched. The quick warmth on
his face! The sudden light within his
eyes! “Did . . . did you carry me into
that bedroom last night?” she whispered.

“What if I did?”

“Did you?” she shrilled. “Did you?”

“You’re shivering with cold,” he said
brusquely. “Eat your breakfast.”

Such frightening ruthlessness about
him! A ruthlessness that brooked no
disobedience. Hopelessly, she placed a
bit of crisp roll in her dry mouth.
Washed it down with scalding coffee.

“That’s better,” he approved. “Now
then, when you fainted, I carried you to
your room, and—"

“Then it was you!” she screamed.

“You were fearfully exhausted,” he
went on tranquilly. “You didn’t recover
consciousness. You slipped from that
faint, like a tired child, into a normal
sleep.”

Blood, in a tortured wave, flamed her.
“You!” she gasped. “Then you—" She
struggled past her shame. A shame that
grew to outrage. “You took advantage
of me while I was helpless! You dared
put me to bed. Undressed me!”

A knock on the door interrupted him.

“Come in,” Brian called.

The door opened. Olga, her gaunt
body neat in a maid’s uniferm, her round
eyes alight with love, stood there.

“I knew you’d be surprised, Miss
Penny,” she giggled.

“Where—" Penny gasped. “How—"

“It was yesterday, at the church,” Olga
explained joyously, “right before the

12

ceremony. I was outside in the vestry,
cryin’. The idea!”—her head reared in-
dignantly. “You wantin’ to go on a trip
all by yourself, Miss Penny. When. you
know you can’t get along without me.”
“But . . . but I don’t understand.”
Olga flashed a roguish glance toward

Brian. “It was all Mr. Burke, ma’am,”
she said.
Mr. Burke? But, of course! Olga

thought that Brian was Burke.

“I came on board right after you, Miss
Penny. But I kept out of sight, like Mr.
Burke said. An’ after we sailed—well,
I was waitin’ here in this room, to sur-
prise you—" She stopped, took tender
hold of Penny. “That was an awful scare
you gave me, Miss Penny. You were that
white when he carried you into the room
last night.”

“L-last night?”

“Such a dreadful faint you had, too.
I kept tellin’ Mr. Burke it wasn’t natural.
You’ve never done a thing like that in
all your life. But he said not to worry.
That you’d gone into a sleep as quiet as
a baby’s. An’ all the time I was un-
dressin’ you, you never moved.”

Penny’s shamed eyes met Brian’s for
a fleeting second. So that’s what had hap-
pened last night! And she’d actually ac-
cused him—

“I was that frightened, I wanted Mr.
Burke to get a doctor. But it was just
like he said, Miss Penny. You weren’t
sick. You lay on the pillows, the color
in your cheeks again, breathin’ regular.”

“We’re going out on deck, Olga,”
Brian spoke pleasantly, “so select one of
Mrs. Bartleigh’s most charming frocks.”

“Certainly, sir.” Happily, Olga hur-
ried into the bedroom. Clicked the door
shut behind her.

Gratitude swept through Penny. To
have Olga on this boat. Olga, whom she
loved. Who loved her. She turned to
Brian. “It was kind of you.”

“Not at all,” he grinned.

She glared. Even kindness from this
man was added insult. “It wasn’t kind!”
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she contradicted herself furiously. “It
was insufferable presumption! Burke
and I-” She stopped.

“Yesterday you were so miserable,”
Brian said, “that it seemed to me that
you should have Olga with you. That
it might help—"’

“More of your charming kindness?”
she interrupted sneeringly.

“More?”

“Like your forcing Burke to act as he
did yesterday!” she flashed. “To write
me that hideous letter!”

“But I couldn’t permit—"

“Couldn’t you?” She shook with sobs.
“And why not? What do I care that
he posed as you? What difference eould
it make to me, when I love him? Don’t
you know that a girl doesn’t care about
anything if she loves a man? If he’s the
only being in the entire world—" Her
face went stark. “Now, lock what you’ve
done,” she wailed. “We’re married!”

“If you’ll stop shouting, I'll—"

“You’re a criminal!” -She flung the
accusation at him. “You should be
jailed!”

“Say, look here. You ordered me to
marry you, yesterday.”

“Ordered? Well, I didn’t exactly or-
der.”

“You certainly did!”

“All right!” she cried.
have paid any attention!”

“I didn’t,” he reminded her.
then you tried to vamp me.”

“Vamp you!” she gasped. “How dare
you say such a thing? I never—”

He caught her roughly to her {feet.
Crushed her against him. “You did your
best to vamp me.” His voice was low
with wrath. “You even kissed me.”

“All right, I kissed you!” Madly, she
struggled for freedom. “But it was only
because I was so upset. I’d rather die
than kiss you! If you were the last man
on earth—" Her voice was smothered
beneath his mouth in a savage, hurting
kiss. A kiss that shattered her from head
to foot.

“You needn’t

“And

He let go of her as abruptly as he’d
caught hold of her. Limply she stag-
gered against the table.

“Your memory is short-lived, isn’t it?”
he jeered. And before her staring eyes
he emptied his pockets of her priceless
bracelets. Her precious pearls.

“Remember, now?” he taunted. “This
was the wage you gave me.” He glared
at her. “I didn’t know a girl could be
so afraid of gossip. Of newspaper scan-
dal. You should have seen yourself, yes-
terday. Cowering with fear because your
friends—"

“Of course!” She caught at her de-

fense eagerly. ‘“Rather than let them
know, I’d have died!”

“You would have died, if it hadn’t been
for me! Why, you were like a mad-
woman. Nobody could stop you. You
were hell-bent for that ceremony! I
might have been a thief. A murderer.
You never gave that a thought.”

“But I never dreamed that we'd be
legally married!”

His laughter rang out. “That was the
thing that amused me most, my dear.”

“You're a horrible man!” she spat. “I
hate you!”

His laugh went louder. “A person of
extreme emotions, aren’t you? You hate

me. You love Burke.” ’
“Yes!” she shriecked. “I do love
Burke! Tl always love him. If yon

think for a moment, because of this—”
She gestured wildly. “But you can’t keep

me from him! No one can. I belong
to him!”
“How nice,” he murmured. “Does he

know it?”

“Of course, he knows it!” she shrilled
indignantly.

“And he let me marry you? Per-
mitted us to spend last night together?”

Murderous fury mounted to her brain.
“How dare you say a thing like that!”
Her {renzied hand, groping on the table,
closed over the handle of a knife.

As the blade flashed toward him,
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Brian’s fist closed over her hand. Shook
her almost from her feet.

“Please”—her suddenly frightened gaze
clung to his enraged face—*“you’re hurt-
ing me.” She heard the knife clatter
from her helpless fingers. Shuddered.
How could she have done such a horrible
thing! “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“Are you?” The blood, receding from
his face, left it ghastly.

“Yes.” Her tear-filled eyes begged for-
giveness. “I'm frightfully sorry.”

And, somehow, she was in his arms
again. His hand ruffling her curls. His
mouth warm upon her lips.
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Festasy pulsed through Penny. Mad
ecstasy. Her arms crept about his shoul-
ders. Her lips returned his kiss.

And then he was far away from her,
looking out beyond the French windows
to where the cloudless.sky edged the
smooth blue ocean.

Penny trembled. Why did the touch -

of this man’s arms, his mouth, run fire
through her? Rob her of all control?
“l .. .1 love Burke,” she whispered.
And she did! She always would! “I
love Burke!” Her voice was stronger.

“Of course.”

She scarcely heard Brian’s muffled ac-
quiescence. “Love’s a strange thing,” she
mused. . “You can’t explain it. There’s
no logic to it. But the moment you meet
the one person—"

“Yes.” His tone was oddly bleak.
“You’re right. Love is like that.”

“I’ll get a divorce,” she said abruptly.
“At once!”

He turned around, his eyes cold, his
face expressionless. “At once.”

She shivered. Why should she feel so
tragic? So utterly lost?

“Now then,” he continued pleasantly,
“on what grounds? Infidelity?”

“You mean,” she paled, “there’s some-
one—"

“Well, there are professional corespon-
dents.”

“But isn’t that illegal?”

“Yes, but it’s done every day.”

“I’ve had enough trouble with this
marriage!” she snapped. “I won't take
any chances on untold legal litigation.”

“Certainly not,” he responded cour-
teously. “I'll see to it that a professional
will be quite unnecessary.” )

“I knew it!” Revulsion shuddered
her. “There is a woman!”

His eyes met hers. Were hastily
averted. :

“I’s my divorce!” Her voice was
strident. “I'll manage it myself! 1

can’t go to Paris, as Cyn did. But I'll
go to Reno.”
“I remember,” he smiled.

She stared. Was it possible that he
had been the reason for Cyn’s divorce?

“I was in Paris at the time,” he con-
tinued.

“I'm not interested in your travels.”
Her head rose imperiously. “I’'m getting
off this boat at the first stop. I'll return
to New York. Then go West. Burke
will be with me. And the moment that
I'm free, we’ll-"

“Go to your room and get dressed,”
Brian said shortly. “We’re going out on
deck.”

“On deck?”

“Yes. If we don’t, people will be sure
to gossip.”

Gossip! The word transformed her to
immediate alarm. “You mean that peo-
ple on board are talking about me?”

“Well”’—he watched her cautiously—
“we headed this morning’s captions, in
the Ship’s News.”

“How awful!”

“Awful,” he echoed.

“Youre right! TI'll get dressed at
once. I can’t have people talking! We
must be seen together.” Unthinkingly,
her hand caught at his arm. “And you
must be very loving to me. That’s what
everyone expects. You see, for weeks
the papers have been full of Burke and
me. How much we love each other.
Please”—her hand became a spasmodic
urging--“you must act as if you adore
me. As if you love me more than any-
thing—"

“Like this?”

And again she was in his arms.

“Like this?” »

And once more her mouth was bruised
by his kiss.

“Grand actress, aren’t you?”

Her bewildered glance lifted to his
furious face. “I-"" she whispered. “I-”

“Well, you'll find me as talented as you
are, my darling,” he taunted. “When-
ever we're in public, my love-making will

be entirely at your disposal.”

She blushed. Broke violently from his
embrace. Fled into her bedroom.
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The sight of Olga, drawing her bath,
arranging her clothes, calmed Penny.
Idiotic, her reactions to Brian’s love-
making. Still, he was so like Burke.

“That dress is exactly the color of your
eves, Miss Penny.” Olga’s admiring
voice broke through Penny’s reverie.

“An’ the way that hat frames your face,
ma’am. Mr. Burke will be delighted.”

Sudden curiosity assailed Penny.
“What's = changed you toward him,
Olga?”

“I don’t know, Miss Penny.” Olga’s
forehead wrinkled. “It’s almost as if he
were a different man.”

“He is,” Penny said. And then she told
Olga everything. :

“Then,” Olga vibrated with amazement,
“he’s the real Brian Burke Bartleigh?”

Penny nodded.

“That’s why I never liked Mr. Burke!”
Olga ejaculated. “He isn’t honest!
That’s stealin’, Miss Penny. Takin’ an-
other man’s name.”

“It wasn’t his fault,” Penny defended.
“People are always mistaking them for
each other. They’re so alike.”

“But they’re not, ma’am!” Olga con-
tradicted excitedly. “There’s somethin’
awlful different about Mr. Brian. He’s a

hard man, Miss Penny. With his straight -

jaw. And his clear eyes. I'm afraid of
him!”

Penny shivered. She was afraid, too.
Terribly afraid.

Brian was waiting for her on deck,
morosely watching the sparkling horizon.

“Do I look all right?” she asked con-
fidently.

“Don’t you always?” .

Pique almost stifled her. After his
promise, too. This insulting indifference!
“You know I requested that when we’re
in public—" she began.

“We're quite alone, now,” he cut in
tersely. “There’s no need to act up.” -

Her pique turned to fury. “I assure
you that any show of affection from you
is completely loathsome to me! And—"
Her voice ended in a gasp as his arms

went tight about her. And his impas-
sioned mouth found hers.

“Darling,” he breathed.

“Ideal day, isn’t it?”

Penny jumped at the strange voice. A
young man and girl stood beside them.
So that explained Brian’s sudden ardor!

“I thought we were alone.” Brian’s
laugh was obviously embarrassed. “My
wife, Mrs. Bartleigh,” he introduced.
“Mr. and Mrs. Jason.”

“Delighted,” Penny said.

“I met them hours ago, while you were
still asleep, darling.” He turned to the
Jasons. “She sleeps so soundly.”

Penny winced. There was his arm
again. Possessive about her shoulders.

The deck seemed to come alive. Other
voyagers appeared. Chairs began to fill.

“We read about you this morning in
the Ship’s News, Mrs. Bartleigh,” Mrs.
Jason remarked. “Didn’t we, Ned?”

“Yes,” Ned confirmed. “I pointed the
item out to Helen.”

“My wife always rates the news-
papers.”

Penny heard the sting in Brian’s re-
mark. “Dearest,” she murmured, deliber-
ately leaning close. Then, to the Jasons:
“You’re honeymooners, too, aren’t you?”

“No,” Helen answered, “we were mar-
ried last year. Still, this is really our
honeymoon. It’s the first trip we’ve ever
taken. We've saved for months—"

“Look here,” Ned cut in hastily, “no
one’s interested in our affairs.”

“We are,” Brian assured him warmly.
He turned to Penny. “Ned’s a floor clerk
in Newbury Stokes. That’s Stock Ex-
change, darling. And Helen is in the
stenographic department.”

“You mean, I was,” Helen said wor-
riedly.

“There’s a marvelous view on the other
side of the boat, Helen.” Ned’s voice was
uncomfortable. “Er . . . see you later.”

“Two nice kids,” Brian observed as
the Jasons moved off. “But they’re fear-
fully concerned.”

“W‘hy? 2”
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“Because they’re poor. And she’s lost
her job,” he told her. “Still, they’re for-
tunate.” His eyes went somber. “They’re
in love. And they’ve got each other.”

“So what?”

He flashed her an exasperaied glance.
“Self-centered litile piece of egotism,
aren’t you?”

“I'm not!” she denied sharply. “But
why should I be interested in an insig-
nificant couple whom I scarcely know?”

“May I ask what really does interest
you?”

She flushed at his evident sarcasm.
“Me!” she retorted hol]y “My troubles!
My joys!” .

“Is this a private quarre]"” a voice
cut in gavly. “Or may two strangers
barge in?”

Penny started. Cyn, smart in a white
ensemble. And next to her, Burke.

“Burke!” Penny cried. “Darling!”

“Penny!” Brian’s warning recalled
her to the fact of the crowded listening
deck.

“Er_),
ing.”

“Grand dav, isn’t it?” Burke said.

“Grand,” Brian agreed curtly. Then:
“How about a swim bhefore lunch?”

“I’d love it,” Cyn replied. “And the
pool downstairs is in full swing.”

“You girls get ready. Come on”—
Brian turned to BurLe—“fhere S a couple
on the other side. .I'm going to aqk then
along.”

she stammered. “Good morn-

Penny watched as the two men walked™

away. To have Burke on board this boat.
To see him every day. Every hour.
“Why do you look so miserable, dar-
ling?” Cyn asked.
“I don’t know,” Penny sighed.
I am.”

“But

VI

Downstairs, in one of the luxurious
Jocker rooms, Pemny slowly changed to
a one-piece yellow bathing suit, its satin
sheen vying with the gold of her hair.

Suddenly she frowned. Why had Cyn
come on this cruise? And how was it
that Burke had arrived with her? Mood-
ily, she left the locker room. Strolled
toward the pool.

A tall thin man crouched in the shad-
ows near the entrance. He turned at
Penny’s approach. For a moment his
glance, obscured by dark-smoked glasses,
concentrated tensely on her. Then he
vanished in the direction of the men’s
lockers.

Amazed, Penny stared after him.
What a strange person. And the way
he’d looked at her. With menace! She
grinned in self-derision. Ridiculous, a
thought like that.

She eyed the pool in admiration. Such
a lovely place! Enormous crystal domes
blazing above the small tables that cir-
cled its white-tiled edge. Stewards hasten-
ing back and forth. People in bathing
suits, slacks, and shorts, eating, drinking.
And that inviting length of white-tiled,
limpid greenness illuminated by glass-
incased electric light, beneath water that
was alive with splashing, shouting swim-
mers.

Cyn, exotic in a black jersey suit, was
waiting for her at a secluded table.

“A drink?” she queried, as Penny sat
down.

“A Maltml, Penny answered.

. a,rtmls, > Cyn ordered. “Well,”
the steward-hurried away,

§eyes qmd(ened with reproach.
“I'm sorry, darling,” Cyn apologized

with extravagant affection. “But 1
thought it might be easier for you if 1
pretended.”

“What made you take this cruise?”
Penny queried with sudden tenseness.

“Because you were in trouble. And I
thought you might want me with you.”

“I was in trouble. I still am.”

“You mean Brian?”

Penny nodded. “I'm going to diverce
him. At once.”

“Divorce.” Cyn’s heavy lids veiled her
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Penny blinked when she
saw Helen. That was her
suit! A brand-new import!
How under the sun had
Helen— Brian must have
given it to her! With
swift, angry strokes, she

swam over to them.
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eyes. “That’s easy.
record time.”

“What was he like, Cyn?”

“Who?”

“Sanford Janneth.”

“San?” Cyn shrugged. “Not so bad.”

“Then why—"

“Perhaps he was too geod to me.”
Cyn’s mouth went bitter. “Perhaps if
he’d have beaten me up occasionally—"
She drained her cocktail.

“Burke was with you in Paris when
you got your decree, wasn’t he?” Penny
questioned slowly.

“Yes. So was Brian.”

Certainty roused within Penny. “Brian
was the man, wasn’t he? The reason for
your divorce!”

Cyn smiled.
darling!” .

“I’m not!” Penny coniradicted. “Not
at all! And the moment that I’'m free,
Burke and I—" She stopped. ®‘Cyn”—
she leaned closer—‘how was it that
Burke came on board with you last
night?”

“He phoned me just before the cere-
mony. Told me everything. He’s so in
love with you, my dear.”

. Penny sighed. Burke was in love with
‘her. And in a short while, he and she—
She sighed again. Looked about idly.
Started. The tall man with the dark
glasses! He was seated at a nearby table,
watching.  “Cyn,- there’s a man - over
there—” Her voice died in her throat.
The man had disappeared!

“What were you saying, dear?”

“Nothing. It -was just a man, staring
at me.”

“No wonder,” Cyn giggled.
something to stare at, darling.”

“But he was walching for me when I
left my locker room! And just now—"

“So what? He’s most likely a re-
porter.” k

“Of course,” Penny heaved a relieved
sight. Undoubtedly, a reporter. Prying.
“Oh!” she gasped.

Cyn jumped. “What’s the matter?”

I managed it in

“You sound interested,

“You're

bit through Penny’s teeth.

Wrath muted Penny. Brian, at the
shallow end of the pool. And next to
him, Helen Jason. It couldn’t be. But
it was! Helen was wearing a pale-blue
rubber suit.

“What’s the matter?” Cyn repeated.

“N-nothing,” Penny stammered. That
was her suit. A brand-new import! How
under the sun had Helen— Brian must
have given it to her! “I’'m going in the
water,” she said tersely. “See you later.”

She made for the deep end. Mounted
the steps that led to a lone diving board
that towered above the others. Trembling
with rage, she slipped the yellow cap over
her bright curls.

“Thanks for loaning me this suit,”
Helen greeted with shy gratitude, as
Penny reached the shallow waters.

“I didn’t loan it to you!” The words

“Qh, didn’t you?” Helen flushed.

“Get my husband to buy you a suit
your size.” Penny’s voice cut. “Mine’s
too small for you.” Abruptly, she swam
away, splashing the water in swift, angry
strokes.

“Mean little devil, aren’t you?”

It was Brian, swimming next to her,
at the deep end of the pool.

“You stole my suit! You gave it to
that woman!” ‘

“Remember your public, darling,” he
retorted. :

“You’d do anything, wouldn’t you?”
she spat.

“Anything.”

He caught her close. Acutely, she be-
came aware of his long, sirong body.

“Anything,” he taunted.

And the fierce impact of his mouth on
hers, hurtled them both beneath the water.

Frantic, she struggled free. Rose to
the surface. Gasping for breath, she
swam weakly to the pool rail.

Lunch. Miserably she sat through its
tedium. Cyn. Burke. Brian. All three
of them, gay and laughing.
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“Dieting?” Brian queried, his glance
on her untouched food. =

“I'm tired.” Her voice was grim.
“I'm going upstairs to rest.”

“lll go with you, dearest.”

This cloying adoration to impress
strangers! “I prefer to be alone,” she
rejoined icily.

Her own private deck. Gloomily, she
surveyed it from the comfort of a wicker
lounge.

Casey appeared at the French windows.
“A cup of tea, madam?” he suggested.
“Or a highball?”

“Nothing,” she said curtly.
“Where’s Mr. Brian?”

“Sure I don’t know, madam.”

“Get him for me!” she flung imperi-
ously. “Tell him to come here at once!”

Casey disappeared.

“An odd man, that Casey,” Olga an-
nounced, hurrying out onto the veranda.
“Always praisin’ Mr. Brian. Why, you'd
think there wasn’t anyone like him in the
whole world, Miss Penny. Casey says—"

“That’ll be enough!”

Penny’s  sharpness shocked Olga.
“Have you a headache, ma’am? Would
you like something?”

“No! I don’t want anything!”

Olga vanished.

Rage simmered in Penny. The nerve
of Brian! Leaving her here alone. How
dared he act indifferent when everyone
on board was watching! Whispering!
Her mouth drooped. Her lovely swim
suit. Well, she didn’t want it now. Not
after that stenographer had worn it
She’d never put it on again. Moodily,
she yawned. She fell asleep.

Warm arms, holding her close, awak-
ened her. Warm lips, pressed to hers,
brought her back to consciousness.

“Darling,” she whispered. Her eyes
sprang open. “Burke!” she gasped.

Burke, seated next to her on the lounge,
was smiling down upon her. “You
looked so lovely. So utterly adorable.”
Suddenly, he scowled. “Penny”—his
fingers bit into her smooth bare flesh.

LS—5E

Then:

“This farce of a marriage! What does
it mean? Why did you do it?”

She remembered yesterday. With all
its turmoil. All its anguish. . “How
dare you ask me that!” Her mouth was
bitter. “When yesterday you—"

“I couldn’t help it,” he interrupted.
“Brian was mad enough for murder. And
when he threatened me with jail—" He
broke off, began again: “Last night I
almost went mad, Penny. Knowing that
you were both in here.”

“QOlga was with ‘me,” she said hastily.

. “She never left me for a moment.”

“I hate him!”

She started at the venom in Burke’s
voice.

“Some day, I’'m going to kill him!”

“No!” She caught at Burke desper-
ately. “You musin’t, dearest! Besides,
it’s only for a little while. DI'm getting a
divorce at once. And the moment the
decree is signed we’ll get married.”

“Darling.” His mouth brushed her
bare arm from wrist to elbow. “Just a
few weeks. Then you’ll belong to me.”

Would she? But of course, she would!
That was what she wanted. “Burke,” she
said, her lips deliberately provocative.

His arms tightened about her. His kiss
met hers.

Bewilderment paled her. Why did his
embrace leave her cold? His kiss,
frozen?

“I can’t wait until you’re f{ree,” he
muttered, his mouth against her soft, cool
threat. “Until you get rid of Brian.”

Quickly, she pushed Burke aside. Sat
up. “Have people on board mistaken
you for one another?” :

“No. They never do, when we're to-
gether, Why, last year, in Paris—"

Paris. It reminded her of Cyn. “You
and Cyn—was it your friendship that
broke up her marriage?”

“Certainly not,” he denied hastily.
And his mouth sought hers again.

“Stop!” she shrilled.

He eyed her in surprise. “Sweetheart
mine—"
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“Go away!” Her voice was sharp.
“I’'m tired. I want to rest.”

Alone again, she brooded on the
ocean, basking in the late sun. Poor
Burke. She shouldn’t have spoken to him
like that. But she was so unhappy. So
beset by this chaotic tangle of her life.
She sighed. Strolled into her deserted
bedroom. :

Sudden fear tautened her. There was
no key in the lock of her door! And
Olga slept on C Deck in the servants’

The music drifted out to
her. At times, soft and
low., At others, quick and
strident. She sighed. She
felt so lonely. So utterly
lost.
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quarters. She couldn’t be here, alone in
this suite, with Brian. And no key!
She’d call the steward. Order a key at
once. But she couldn’t! How could a
presumably loving bride lock out her pre-
sumably loving groom, without giving
rise to amused murmurs that would un-
doubtedly culminate in loud malice?

Outside again, she viewed the ocean
with disgust. Of all the idiotic predica-
ments! A cruise she didn’t want to take.
A honeymoon— ;

A quick step behind her startled her.
She turned. Brian! Incomprehensible
rage reddened her. “What do you want?”
she snapped.

He lit a cigarette. Flipped the maich
over the deck rail.

“What do you mean by coming up
here?”" she demanded hotly. “I want to
be alone!”

“Do you?” he murmured. “With me?”

She could not shriek out against this
insult. Her voice was stifled in her
wrath.

“Well,” he grinned, “you sent Casey
for me.”

And still she could not speak.

“I was downstairs, playing bridge.”

She found her voice. “Bridge!”

“Why not?”

“Must you let everyone know that this
is not a real honeymoon?” Her mouth
trembled. “Must you start them talk-
ing?”

“Sorry, I forgot your orders.” He
stretched out calmly on a lounge.
Yawned. ;

“A key!” she grated. “I want a key
for my bedroom door!”

“l thought you would.” He slid his
hand into his pocket. Brought out a key.
“Here”—he tossed it over to her. “I told
Casey to get one for your room, this
morning.”

ler fingers closed convulsively over
the metal. :

“Clever, aren’t 1?” he drawled. “The
way I figured that you’d want that key.”
His eyes met hers, held them. “You see,

I knew you’d be too vain to realize that
you really wouldn’t need it.”

Her hands clenched. Her fingers
clawed. “You—" Then, impotently, she
raced from the porch. Out of the suite.

In the corridor, she collided with a
man.

“Pardon me, I didn’t see—"" She paled.
The tall thin man, with the dark glasses!
“Why were you waiting at my door?”
she shrilled in instant panic.

“But I wasn’t. I was on my way to
my cabin.”

His well-bred voice.
smile. “I’'m sorry.” Awful, to think
she’d been so rude! “But I noticed you,
before. At the pool. You were looking
at me.” :

“Well, if ‘anyone’s at fault for that”—
his smile went whimsical—“I think you’re
the one to blame.”

Really not a frightening person. In
fact, quite nice. But, no! That stealthi-
ness about him. Mystery. And once
more panic robbed her of all color. And
she hurried on in search of Cyn and
Burke.

That night the boat was agog with the
excitement of the first dance on board.

“I’'m going to invite the Jasons,” Brian
announced at dinner. :

“They’re cute,” Cyn said, “but tire-
some.”

“Very,” Penny agreed.

“Not at all,” Brian declared. “They’re
both delightful.  Particularly Helen.
She loved the pool this morning.”

“And my bathing suit?” Penny ques-
tioned. :

He flushed. “She hadn’t any,” he ex-
plained. “I’d have bought her one, but
I feared it might embarrass them. Seo I
said that you’d be glad to loan—"

“It was an outrageous thing for you
to do!” she cut in wrathfully.

But the Jasons did not aitend the
dance. Penny wondered about it as she
stood beside Brian in the ballroom. “The
Jasons.” She viewed him curiously.
“Didn’t you invite them?”

His charming
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“NO.”

“Why not?”

“I' thought that they’d suffered enough
humiliation for one day,” he answered
quietly.

Anger flamed Penny. Her golden head
rose haughtily.

“But I'm sorry now,” he continued.
“They’d have goiten such a kick out of
all this.”

Penny, in sheer white lace that cas-
caded from her slim waist to fragile full-
ness, thoughtfully eyed the ballroom with
its high-banked flowers and soft lights.
Was it possible that anyone could relish
all this boredom?

“What do you think about this dance?”
Brian queried abruptly.

She shrugged.
Her sweet mouth curled. “Although,
perhaps tonight, the music may be a trifle
better.” She nodded toward the orches-
tra, headed by a famous leader.

“You've had too much!” he fumed.
“All your life!”

“Stop glaring,” she whispered. “Every-
one is watching us.”

He turned to Cyn. “Let’s dance.”

Penny’s angry gaze followed them on
the dance floor. How close he held Cyn.
How pleased he looked.

“Qur dance, Penny.” Burke put his
arm around her. Swung her out onto
the floor.

“What’s the matter?” he queried.
“Why are you so pensive?”

“I’m not.” And, of course, she wasn’t.
Why should she be? -

“Penny”’—his lips were on her cluster-
ing curls. “Why must we wait? I want
you! I want you, now!”

“Now?” she echoed.

“Why not?” he persisted ardently.
“You’re mine! You belong to me!”

“I don’t understand.”

“You do!” he contradicted.
know I’'m mad about you!”

The knowledge ought to leap her pulse.
Quicken her heart. “Are you?” she mur-
mured sadly. :

“You

“The usual thing.”-

“I want you. And I won’t wait! To-
night, Penny!” His whisper was pas-
sionate, demanding. “Tonight!”

The insult of his words. Outraged, she
iried to break his clasp.

Strong arms caught her from him.
Spun her along the dance floor.
“B-Brian!” she gasped.

“That was a charming love scene, just
now!” Furiously, he forced her trem-
bling body to the swaying rhythm of the
music.

“It . . . it wasn’t,” she quavered.

“It was!” His dark eyes blazed.
“And everybody witnessed it!”

“Oh, no,” she shivered.

“As long as you must give rise to gos-
sip,” his voice struck out at her, “wait
until you’re divorced, my dear. Right
now, there’s my reputation to be consid-
ered!”

And he rushed her from the dance
floor. Plumped her down at a deserted
table. Stalked gloweringly away.

Couples at surrounding tables. She be-
came flinchingly aware of their curious
glances.  Their amused amazement.
“Steward,” her voice was high and clear,
“my husband will be back directly.
Brandy and seda for two, please.”

“Certainly, madam.”

Cyn and Burke approaching. She
heaved a grateful sigh. Brian returning
with them.

“They’re marking off the honey-
mooners, sweetheart,” Brian finally said
at last, “and they’ve missed us on the
floor. We'll have to dance together again.
Or there’ll be gossip.”

The lights, dim this time. The music,
a languorous tango.. Unconsciously, she
gave in to its abandon, her slim grace
close against him.

“Angel.” Brian’s voice, that thrilling
depth? Her blue eyes fastened wonder-
ingly on his face. '

“Your skin is so white against the
mistiness of that gown.” His tone was
strangely shaken. “And your hair. It’s
spun gold in this light.”
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“Compliments from you?” She com-
pelled the scorn that tinged her speech.

“Practically all over, isn’t it?” He
sounded harsh again. And cold. “In
just a little while, you and my delightful
cousin will be moored upon your island.”

Her glance went stark. The isle of
enchantment! Where two people, loving
- each other— Having each other—

“Suppose it had been different?” His
voice was warm again. “Suppose you
and [—” And then the circle of his arms
went tight. And his mouth was deep and
sweet upon her lips.

“You kissed me back!”
was exultant. ‘

And suddenly trembling, she slid from
his embrace. Hurried through the
crowded ballroom. Went out on deck.

Huddled in her ermines, she lay shiver-
ingly upon a chair. She must get off this
boat as soon as possible! End forever
the mockery of this marriage. But after-
ward she wouldn’t marry Burke. She
shuddered. How had she ever thought
to marry Burke?

The music drifted out to her.
soft and low, and poignant.
quick and strident.

She sighed. She felt so lonely. So
utterly lost. And tragic. Everyone was
inside, dancing. No, not everyone. A
man, sleeping in a distant chair. His face
hidden beneath an outflung arm. :

She turned. Looked out at the sea.
The moon. Drearily, she noted it in the
dark velvet of the sky. And the water,
flowing to eternity, beneath its radiance.

She sat up suddenly. Such a startling
quiet! No music now. And no more
lights. Her mouth went forlorn. They’d
forgotten all about her—Brian, and Cyn,
and- Burke. She was all alone on this
dimmed deck. With no one near except
that sleeping stranger.

His whisper

At times
At others,

She strained forward. Peered threugh
the ‘surrounding darkness. A man and
woman in the shadows. Even as she
watched, their bodies melted into one.
Their lips mei.

Bitterness blanched her. To be out
here under the heavy warmth of this star-
lit night. To witness a love scene. An-
other woman’s love scene.

She looked again. Something vaguely
familiar about those two. She started.
A shadow amongst other shadows. A
tall thin shadow! ‘Watching that man and
woman!

The lovers kissed again. Then turned.-
Disappeared into a doorway. Penny’s
mouth drooped. To be in love like that.,
Oblivious to everyone. To everything.
Tears blurred her. But why was she cry-
ing?- Because two people were happy?

Impatiently, she dabbed at her eyes
with a small handkerchief. It wasn’t
tears, this wetness on her lashes. It
couldn’t be! It was just the passing of
the lonely hours. And she was sleepy
now. Numb with fatigue. ;

She rose. Stole down the deck into a
deserted salon. Mounted the steps lead- -
ing to her suite. At the top of the short
flight she paused. Was that Brian, strid-
ing down the corridor before her?

Her glance went wide. A door, open-
ing noiselessly. A man, furtive upon its
threshold. Stealthily following Brian.

It was that tall thin man! The one
who wore dark glasses! And a knife glit-
tered in his upraised hand!

She saw his arm flash out. The hurtle
of the blade. Heard its sickening dull
impact as it struck. Saw Brian stagger.
Fall.

And as her mouth opened to scream
her horror, the voice was strangled in her
throat beneath the pressure of a smother-
ing hand.

Who is the mysterious man whose shadow haunts Penny wherever she goes? What
part does he play in this chaotic drama?

TO BE CONTINUED.



by Ruth-Ellen Storey

MARIETTE STEWART tried to hide the
dark circles under her eyes with a thick
dusting of powder. Bob would not ap-
prove of dark circles. Bob would notice
that she was thinner, too.

She fluffed out the blouse of her
pleated silk dress. She would have to
drink milk, rich with cream, eat cereals
and red, juicy steaks. Then her young
curves would come back, and her blue
eyes would not look so startlingly big in
her pale oval face.
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A little knot of fear caught in her
throat. Maybe Bob wouldn’t find her
beautiful and lovable any more! Three
months was a long time.

On the eve of her wedding to Bob, she
had left for the Middle West to be with
her father when he died. The wire came
just two hours before the marriage cere-
mony was to have been performed.

“l have to go, Bob,” she told him.
“Mother wants me. Can’t you see? I’ll
be back in two weeks and then we can
be married and have the rest of our lives
together.”

Bob had never looked so dear and de-
sirable as he did then, pleading with her
to remain and carry out their plans. He
was an orphan, and had struggled hard
and alone to achieve the position he held
as top-ranking bond salesman for Scott
& Co., where they both worked. Natu-
rally, he couldn’t understand family re-
sponsibility. Of course, he would take it
hard that she should postpone the biggest
event of her life to rush to the aid of her
mother.

{t was unthinkable that the two weeks
had stretched into three months, or that
before she left her home she had seen
her fading, sorrowing mother laid to rest
beside the other grave. No tears came to
Mariette’s eyes as she thought of her
father and mother now. She was alone,
but they were together.

She ran the hairbrush through her
curls until they gleamed with the luster
of sunshine. Then she hurried into the
dinette of her apartment and, for the
tenth time, rearranged the breakfast
table.

Bob was coming for breakfast. Last
night, a late bond-club banquet had pre-
vented him from meeting her train or
coming to her afterward. He would be
here any minute now. She popped a pan
of biscuits into the oven, biscuits that
would be crisp and golden, and as fluffy
as summer clouds for Bob’s delight.

Her telephone bell buzzed.

“It can’t be Bob,” she thought in sud-
den panic. “Oh, perhaps he isn’t com-
ing.” Her hands trembled as she picked
up the phone. :

It was Tony Scott, her employer, and
Mariette breathed out, “Oh,” with a little
sigh of relief. She wondered why her
voice was shaky in her throat as she tried
to thank him for keeping her position
open. Bob had written her about the
many girls who had tried to get her place
as Tony Scott’s secretary.

“I’ll be at the office promptly at nine,”
she promised, after she had thanked him.

“That’s why I called,” Tony replied
quickly. “Don’t come down today.
You’'ll be tired after your journey, and
tomorrow will be soon enough to get into
harness. However, I have a report to get
out and if you would go over the records
at home today, it would save time tomor-
row. I’ll stop by your apartment and
drop the papers.”

She slowly replaced the phone in its
cradle. Tony Scott turning thoughtful!
That wasn’t like Tony. She had been his
private secretary for a year—in fact, ever
since he had come into his father’s bond
house. She thought she knew him as only
a private secretary knows her boss.
Charming and debonair, with an easy
flair for business and living—that was
Tony.

“He gets by in business on his charm,”
Bob always said. “He trades on his old
man’s name.”

Mariette could see that much herself.
Then she had heard plenty about Tony’s
other life. Bob kept her informed about
Tony’s wild parties. He told her of
Tony’s many girls. Tony collected broken
hearts in strings, like his polo ponies.

She was glad she found out about him
before she had added her silly, fluttering
heart to the others. It had been a long
time since his keen brown eyes had cre-
ated those unexplainable tremors down
her spine. She made her own eyes like
blue ice when they looked at him and
he soon understood what she meant, He
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stopped using his husky, intimate voice
on her. Now his orders were direct, often
savage.

She realized suddenly that she had
missed Tony. Even if she did dislike him,
they made a wonderfully smooth working
team. It would be good to get back into
harness with Tony.

The coffee was bubbling, and she
turned down the flame under it. Every-
thing was ready. Bob surely must be on
his way up now. She would go to the
head of the stairs to meet him. She knew
that it wasn’t entirely her eagerness to
see him that made waiting seem an eter-
nity. * The quiet apartment was giving
her a sense of being entirely alone in the
world:

She opened the door, almost stumbling
over something that lay in her path.
Then she locked down, and her eyes wid-
ened to round blue lakes in their amaze-
ment. Choking back a smothered cry,
she brushed her hands swiftly across her
eyes as if to clear her vision, It couldn’t
be possible!

Then she sank slowly to her knees,
hardly aware that it was her own lips
making those soft, whispering sounds.
She bent closer. It couldn’t be possible,
but it was!

Marijetie was gazing in wonderment
and awe at a tiny baby, cradled in a
cheap market basket.

The baby was asleep, covered with a
pink, woolly blanket. There was a note
fastened to the robe, and her fingers
shook as she removed the pin.

She read through her tears:

Dear Kino Laby: You will take care of my
Mariette, I know. See, she bears the same
mame as you, and for that reasen I know you
will not give her to the orphanage. Please
love her always.

It was unsigned.

Without hesitation, Mariette picked up
the baby, basket and all, and carried it
into the bedroom. Then she tiptoed out,

unlatched the catch on her door, and
raced down the stairs.

There was one thought uppermost in
her mind. She must find the mother and
prevent her from doing this dreadful
thing. The poor girl must be in terrible
need of help to give up her baby. There
was always a way out. And Mariette
knew she could help her find the way.

Her hope sank as she scanned the de-
serted street. How long had the baby
been at her door? How much time had
been lost? She turned and ran back into
the building. Of course, the mother
would be hiding inside, waiting until the
baby was found.

But there was no clue, although she
rapidly covered the three floors of the
small walk-up apartment house before she
returned to her rooms. She was afraid
to ask questions. If the police knew they
would take the baby away from her and
place it in the orphanage. That must
never happen!

“Poor little Mariette,” she whispered
to the sleeping baby.

As if she had heard, the baby stirred
in her sleep and smiled. Mariette sat very
still. She could feel something new and
strange coming to life within her. Why,
this was her baby. This tiny, helpless
human had been sent to fill the empiy
place in her heart.

“Pll take care of you always, little
namesake,” she vowed softly. “No mat-
ter what happens.”

She sat by the baby until she heard
Bob’s ring, then she closed the bedroom
door quietly and went to meet him.

He was the same dear Bob—square, de-
pendable, and with steady eyes that made
everything seem good and safe from now
on. His arms were the same, and they
held her close against his heart. When
she didn’t feel the old, arduous response
to his kiss, she told herself that three
months was a long time and, besides, she
was overwrought from the excitement of

the baby. ‘
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She drew away from his lips and
buried her face against the rough tweed
of his coat.

“I’ve missed you so much, Bob,” she
whispered. “I’ve needed you.”

She knew she needed him now, more
than ever. She wanted his strength and
assurance in this new crisis. She needed

“T'hat’s enough from
you, Bob Deems,”
Tony said with
white-lipped finality.
His arm shot out
and, almost without
a sound, Bob slid to
the floor.

“to hear him say that he would love tiny

Marietie as much as she, and that they
would keep her forever and ever. Yet,
she shrank from the thought. She was
afraid to tell him. Afraid of Bob? That
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was absurd. She would tell him now, at
once!

But two things happened. A wail, first
tiny and obscure, then growing into a de-
manding cry, came from the bedroom.
And smoke, black and smelling, poured
from the kitchen.

“My biscuits!” Mariette cried. Then,
in the next breath, “My baby!”

Bob followed her as she ran to pull the
blackened smudges of biscuits from the
oven. He followed her as she went to
the bedroom and stooped over the basket
cradle. She made clucking noises with
her tongue, and the baby stopped crying
and regarded her with a long, wise stare.

“Look, Bob”—her face was radiant—
“her eyes are blue, like mine. And she

is mine. She has my name, too. I found-

her at my door just a few minutes before

you came. Her mother must have left
her—"

Her voice was hushed and breathless as
she told him the few things she knew of
the baby. She handed him the note that
had been’ pinned to the blanket, and
ended, “And if we can’t find her mother,
~we’ll keep her and rear her just like one
of our own, won’t we?”

Her heart stood still as she looked up,
searching his face, waiting for his an-
swer. His answer came, sure and defi-
nite. And she knew now why she had
been afraid to téll him. It was just like
Bob. Sure and definite, proving that
nothing could turn him from the ultimate,
secure goal he had set for himself.

“We certainly will not! It’s prepos-
terous,” he stated, waving the letter at
the helpless baby as if in blame. “We
know nothing of her parentage. Look at
that basket, at that cheap, pink blanket.
Obviously, she is from the lower classes
with all the lower-class evil tendencies.
We can’t afford to take such chances. Be-
sides, if you had a baby, how could you
keep on with your job? No, I'll turn
the whole thing over to the police, and
they’ll look after things.”

Her question was a desperate plea.

“And if they can’t find the mother?”

“In that case, they’ll send her to the
orphan’s home, of course.”

Mariette saw red—a good, healthy
blood-red. She stood up to her full
height and faced him defiantly.

“You’ll not turn this baby over to the
police!” she told him. “I’ll never let her
go to the orphanage. You .don’t under-
stand. You're cruel, you're hard!”

Bob grew rigid in his anger, and it
came to her, suddenly, that this was the
first time she had ever gone against his,
wishes. She had always believed he was
so right about everything!

Perhaps he was right in this. Perhaps
tomorrow she would be sorry. Undoubt-
edly, it was a risky thing to take a baby
from nowhere. But life itself was full of
chances. To sidestep every chance, every
risk, wasn’t living—not true living.

Her voice softened, became gentle.
“Please try to understand, Bob,” she
begged. “This baby came to me. If I'm
all she’s got, I intend to keep her. If
you love me, you’ll have to love me
enough to love little Mariette, too.”

He grasped her arm and shook her
roughly. “You can’t ask me to do that,”
he raged. “I love you, and I want you
for my wife. I’'m going places, Mariette.
I haven’t had time to tell you yet, but I
was elected president of the bond club
last night. Think of that! I'll be a big
figure in this town soon. I can’t afford
to saddle myself with a foundling. Don’t
you see how foolish—"

He broke off abruptly, and she could
see a strange glint come into his eyes. At
the same time an ugly, sneering smile
curled his lips. She watched him while
his narrowed eyes raked her slim body
slowly, with a hateful insinuation. She
could only draw back trembling, power-
less to move or speak.

“So,” he drawled, “you thought you
could put one over on me. I may be
slow, hut eventually I catch up. No won-
der you wanted to run away on our wed-
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ding night! Then you were gone three
mounths. Look at you now! Did you
think you could fool me for long?” Fury
took possession of him.

“Tell me whose baby it is, Mariette!”
he demanded. “Tell me the man’s name,
and Tll kill him! If you won’t, I'll . . .
T'll-” He raised his clenched fist and
held it before her stricken eyes.

“Pardon me, Miss Stewart, would you
care to have me throw this man out?”

It was Tony Scott. Neither Bob nor
Mariette had heard him enter. They did
not turn now. Bob’s fist dropped, but
that was all the sign he gave.

“No, no, Tony. Not yet.” In her des-
peration, Mariette did not know that she
called him by his first name. “Bob and
I have something to settle first.”

She swallowed over a sob in her throat.
She had loved Bob so long. It wasn't
over—it couldn’t be over! Bob’s anger
must be coming from some unreasoning
jealousy. It was his love for her that
made him so cruel. She must try to
make him see reason.

“Bob,” she began softly, “it isn’t my
baby. I have told you the truth.”

“Lies!” he contradicted. “All lies.”

Her hope was being slowly crushed
within her. With startling clearness she
knew that love had to trust and be
trusted. And love had to be forgiving.
If Bob loved her enough to forgive what
he thought was this sin against their love,
wouldn’t that be even better? It was the
last desperate chance she could take.

“All right then, Bob,” she said, sur-
prised at the calm steadiness of her own
voice. “It is my baby. I made a mis-
take and I'm sorry. Will you forgive
me? Will you marry me and . . . and
take my baby?”

Bob’s laugh was hideous. She covered
her ears, but his searing words burned
through.

“Just as I thought! You tried to trick
me, you ... you— I wouldnt dirty
myself with such a—"

He got no further. Without asking
permission this time, Tony Scott leaped
forward.

“That’s enough from you, Bob Deems,”
he said with white-lipped finality.

Mariette’s impulse was to stop him.
Bob was so much heavier, Tony wouldn’t
have a chance. She was totally unpre-
pared for the incredible swiftness and

“strength of Tony’s lithe body. He waited

just long enough to make it a fair fight
by giving Bob time to square around, and
then his arm shot out.

Accurate and forceful, his fists found
their mark—first Bob’s mouth, and then
his chin.

Almost without a sound, Bob slid te
the floor, and Tony, a disgusted grin re-
placing the taut line of his mouth,
gripped him under the arms and dragged
him out the door.

Tony closed the door gently, shutting
Bob’s sprawling figure out into the hall.
Then he turned and dusted his hands to-
gether with exaggerated nonchalance.

“Thank you,” she said in a ragged little
voice. “I had no idea you were so
strong.” :

She dropped into a chair and held onto
the arms for support. Nothing seemed
real. She had just lost Bob, who had
been her lover, her fiancé, and she felt
no pain. Her heart ought to be break-
ing. How could she be sitting here, look-
ing at Tony and thinking how unsuspect-
ingly strong he had been? She could
never completely hate Tony again after
the way he had helped her.

Tony lighted a cigarette, took a few
puffs, then crushed it out.
~ “I'm sorry if I intruded,” he said at
length. “Your door was open so I barged
in. It was bad for you, and I'm sorry
about Bob. You know, he takes himself
pretty seriously.”

He glanced nervously toward the bed-
room where the baby had been crying for
some time. :

“Yes, I know he does.” Mariette
watched Tony, puzzled. Tony was ill at
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ease. He was not at all like the self-
possessed Mr. Scott of office hours.

“You see, I . . . I—well, I he stut-
tered, stopped. Then exploded with,
“Well, darn it all, I could fix it up for
you if you wanted me to.”

She shook her head. “No, thanks.
Love is love, or else it isn’t. You can’t
fix that. I'm glad I found out that this
wasn’t love.”

“But, Mariette, look!” Tony towered
before her, demanding an answer. “You
were begging him back there, begging
him to marry you.”

“Not exactly,” she told him. “I had
to be sure about his love, that was all.
I had to give him every chance. I found
out that Bob doeesn’t take chances.” She
smiled ruefully. “Come look at the baby.
Let’s forget Bob.”

They went in, stood by the bed and
looked down at the baby. Tony gave her
a light poke and she gurgled happily.
Then she screwed up hér face again and
cried.

Mariette Jlaughed. “It isnt you,
Tony,” she explained. “Little Mariette
is hungry. She needs to be fed.”

“I know,” Tony said. “The mairon
warned me she’d get hungry. There’s a
nursing bottle under the blanket.”

Mariette whirled. She looked at Tony
with wide, questioning eyes. He lowered
his head, avoiding her, gaze.

“The matron!” She caught him by
the lapels of his coat and forced him to
face her. “Tony, you ... you did
this?” -

He nodded miserably. “I'm sorry,
Mariette,” he said humbly. “I didn’t
think it would be as bad as it was.”

“Oh, Tony, why?”

Her question was very close to his lips
because, somehow, he had put his arms
about her and was holding her against
him.

Without her will, those old forgotten
thrills started their exquisite race through
her veins. Her heart was beating in a
new mad rhythm against his. Oh, she

must not be like this! If she were going
to be foolish enough to love him, she
must never let him know. She had too
much pride to ever be another forgotien,
crossed-off name in Tony’s little red note-
book. Bob said he kept one. Bob said—

Her mind came to a sudden halt. For
one wild happy moment her heart
stopped its thunder. Bob said! How
stupid that she hadn’t thought of it be-
fore! All the damaging stories she had
ever heard about Tony had come from
Bob. Bob must have been jealous of
Tony the whole time.

Now Teny spoke against her cheek,
and she forgot everything else. There
was a throbbing caress in his husky voice
as he said earnestly:

“I did it because I love you, honey.
I’ve loved you since the first time you
came into my office. I’ve never been able
to get you out of my mind. I knew you
were making a mistake about Bob. He’s
not a bad sort, but he’s not your man.
I’'m your man, honey, and you’re my kind
of girl. You could learn to love me, if
you’d just forget to hate me.”

His love-hungry lips hovered over hers,
and Mariette raised her own to meet
them. It was a tantalizing agony of
pleasure, waiting for that kiss. It flashed
over her that her whole life had been
steadily and constantly moving toward
this priceless moment.

Then tiny Mariette screamed from her
basket—an enraged, hungry wail.

Mariette fled from Tony’s arms. She
knelt beside the baby, searched through
the blankets for the bottle and then, sud-

~ denly, straightened. She looked at Tony

and two big tears welled into her blue
eyes.

“Then this isn’t going to be my baby,”
she said longingly. “Her name isn’t
Mariette, and she belongs to someone
else. Oh, Tony, how could you?”

He deew her to her feet and gathered
her in his arms.

“She’s yours if you want her, darling.
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And her name is Mariette. I'm on the
orphanage board, you know, and when I
was going through the wards the other
day, I saw her. She looked so much like
you that I couldn’t pass by her bed. She
has your quick smile, and your blue, blue
eves. Only her blue eyes didn’t look at
me with ice the way yours always did.
When the matron told me that her mother
and father were dead—an automobile
accident—and that her name was Mariette,
I was completely lost. I had to have
her.”

“Then she’s really yours?”

“Not yet. She has to have a mother,
too. A mother and a father. I persuaded
the matron that I would make a swell
father, and told her I thought I could find
her a mother if I could borrow the baby
for a day. It was against the rules, but
she took a chance.”

He put one finger under her chin and
tilted her face up to his. “How about it,
Mariette? Did I find her a mother?”

He seemed to read the answer in her
eyes, for his hold tightened and he
strained her against him. “I was sure I
would, darling,” he breathed. “And now
about me. Did I find me a sweetheart,
too? The sweetheart I’'ve been dreaming
about for a year?”

She didn’t hesitate. She put both
hands up and threaded her fingers in his
crisp, dark hair.

“I love you, Tony,” she whispered. “I
know now that it never was hate. It was
always love.”

He kissed her then, and tiny Mariette
watched from her basket, never knowing
that the shining, glorious radiance that
filled the room was heaven, and nothing
less.

LOVE LETTER FROM BURMA

Here in far-off Burma country

I think of primroses

Wet with English rain,

Of white sands and a blue, blue sea.
I dream I am seeing gardens—

Many gardens in the sunlight,

Flower filled, sweetly scented,

With fountains playing.

Birds singing in the hedgerows.

And I dream of a thatched roof.

Of a door flung wide

And a voice from somewhere inside—
Oh, Rosemary, could it be your voice,
My love, calling me!

Downarp H. StonE.
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o SRS by Maysie Greig
Gloriously happy in his love for Kath-

leen, Clive is brought dewn to earth
with the unexpected arrival of Claire.

THE STORY SO FAR:

‘Kathleen Manton, wealthy American on the barge of Clive Garston, who is on
girl, runs away half an hour before her his way to England, to see his uncle who
marriage to Count de Seligny. She hides has promised to leave his estate to him
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instead of to another nephew, Ralph
Horton. Before he gets to England, Clive
gets a letter from Ralph saying that their
uncle had died, leaving the estate to
Ralph. Suspicious, Clive determines to
check up. He gets Kathleen to consent
to pose as his wife and they hire out as
butler and maid to work for the Hortons.
Kathleen realizes that she is in love with
Clive, but he has an “understanding”
with Claire Dawlin. Petunia Horton,
who has been living in the city, arrives
home, bringing with her Dale Cowan.
Kathleen recognizes him as having been
a professional dancing partner at a hotel
where she stayed with her mother. She
bribes him to be silent, but he goes to
her mother, nevertheless, telling her
where Kathleen is. Clive confesses his
love for Kathleen and asks her to marry
him. Unknown to Clive, Claire has ar-
rived to visit the Rawltons, who live next
door to the Hortons. The Rawltons are
discussing the Hortons’ good-looking but-
ler and his wife when Claire lets out a
scream. She had known about Clive
working as butler, but she can’t under-
stand about the wife.

XL

“No, oF courst not,” Claire siam-
mered. “I . .. I don’t know why I was
surprised. But I've never thought of
builers as having wives, although I sup-
pose they must have. That . . . that’s
why I was startled.”

She was talking nonsense, of course.
Anything to try and cover her confusion.
She couldn’t believe it. They must be
talking of someone else, not Clive. Per-
haps Clive was a footman, or there might
even be two butlers in the household.

“Jones certainly has a wile,” Peter re-
pealed, “and a mighty pretty one, too.
She is the parlormaid.”

Claire sank down into a chair. She
mustn’t—she mustn’t give herself away.
She bad never fought so hard for self-
control as she did in that moment. And

still she couldn’t believe it. Clive with a
wife! Oh, no, it was not possible! And
yet he had written her that he had taken
the name of “Jones.” Was that the ex-
planation of the change in the tone of
his letters? But if he were married, he
would have told her. He couldn’t have
let her go on in ignorance, loving him,
waiting for him? No man would be as
cruel as all that.

Sir Oswald was saying:

“I don’t know what the modern gen-
eration is coming to!. All this talk about
handsome butlers—you ought to be
ashamed of yourselves, children. In my
young days, we never discussed servants.
I mean, not in that way.”

Marjorie laughed.

“Oh, we don’t discuss our own, daddy,
only other people’s!”

But Peter was looking at Claire curi-
ously. Why should she have been so
upset to learn that the Hortons’ butler
had a wife?

Somehow, Claire got upstairs to her

‘bedroom. Once there she sank down in

the chair before the dressing table. She
was trembling all over.

“It can’t be true,” she said over and
again to herself. For if it were true, how
could she get through this evening? She
had thought it would be a grand joke,
seeing Clive masquerading as a butler.
She had imagined them exchanging winks
behind the others’ backs, even perhaps
a handclasp. But if this were true it was
no longer a joke. It was a ghastly night-
mare. Oh, why had she come? And
yet, if it were true, wouldn’t Clive have
stopped her coming? Her thoughts went
around in circles. Nothing seemed to
make sense. But the evening had to be
got through somehow, she couldn’t back
out now and, anyhow, if it were true,
she’d have to see Clive. He must give
her an explanation, otherwise she would
go mad.

A clock in the hall struck seven thirty,
a deep, musical chime. She sprang to
her feet and started dressing, kicking off



82 STREET & SMITH’S LOVE STORY MAGAZINE

her walking shoes, pulling off her stock-
ings, throwing her clothes about the room
anyhow.

She took the pale-green net dress with
the full gathered skirt she had bought in
Biarritz out of the closet. It had cost
far more than she could afford, but she
had bought it for Clive. :

She slipped into it quickly, rolled shee
silk stockings up her slim legs and thrust
her feet into silver sandals. Before she
left the room she bent down and glanced
for a moment at her face in the mirror.
How pale she was! How curious her
eyes were. She vigorously rubbed rouge
into each cheek. She couldn’t afford to
look pale tonight.

When Peter saw her coming down the
oak staircase he ran up three steps to
meet her. He caught both her hands.

“Oh, Claire, you look divine. Like a
fairy princess.”

She smiled. “That’s sweet of you,
Peter.” She hoped he weuldn’t notice
how cold her hands were, that the color
in her cheeks wasn’t real.

“Where’s your coat?” he asked.

She gave a small laugh.

“Oh, Peter, it’s far too warm for a
coat!”

“Nonsense,” he said. “I can’t have
you catching cold. Even these late-
spring evenings are apt to be treacher-
ous. You might get a chill.”

She sighed mockingly: “How awful
it would be married to a doctor, his mind
full of chills, colds, and influenza,” and
then suddenly she colored.

“Wouldn’t you like to be married to
a doctor?”

She forced a light laugh.

“A home from home! Don’t forget
that my father is a doctor, Peter.”

Luckily, at that moment, the others
came out of the sitting room.

“Well, are we all ready?” Sir Oswald
said. “The car’s been at the door these
past ten minutes.”

There was a full moon that night. As
they turned in at the driveway that led

up to Oakfield Park, the house looked as
though it were standing in a silver lake.
It was almost unbelievably beautiful, and
for a moment Claire felt her heart stop
beating. Clive’s rightful home, the home
she had dreamed of sharing with him.

“It’s a lovely place, isn’t it?” she whis-
pered.

Peter, who was still holding one of her
hands under the car robe, said with a
laugh:

“At one time I was afraid my litle
sister was going to be mistress here, but
thank heavens she didn’t take to Master
Ralph!”

“I’d rather live in a tent with someone
I...]T liked,” Marjorie retorted.

“You mean someone like the handsome
count you met today?”” her brother teased
her.

“Well, yes,” she said, her voice half
laughing, half defiant. “Wait till you see
him tomorrow, Peter. He’s like some-
thing out of one of the pages of those
sophisticated novels I adore.”

“Did you tell him you had a mere
twenty thousand a year of your own?
That should encourage any count,” he
said brutally.

“How dare you, Peter?” she flashed
back.

The chauffeur opened the door and
helped the women out of the car. Peter
pressed the bell, and Claire stood taut and
rigid, scarcely breathing. The seconds
seemed hours before she heard footsteps
crossing the polished hallway. Would it
be Clive? And if it were, how could she
face him? Suddenly, the door was flung
open and there Clive stood, incredibly
handsome; for some odd reason the but-
ler’s costume didn’t make him look even
faintly comic. She caught her breath in
a hoarse, rasping sound.

“Claire, what is it?”
ward her anxiously.

“It’s all right. T...
smother a cough.”

Clive ushered them into the hall and
then he saw for the first time that Claire

Peter turned to-

I was trying to
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was with them. He stared at her as
though he could not believe his eyes.
Luckily, the others were occupied taking
off their wraps at that moment, but
Claire saw him start and for a moment
their eyes met—hers tragic, demanding,
his startled and embarrassed and a little
angry, too. Why had she come upon
him like this without giving him any fair
warning?

After that one glance they did not look
at each other again. He led them into
the drawing room where Mrs. Horton,
Ralph, and Petunia were waiting. Clive
poured out the sherry and passed the
glasses around on a tray. As he stood
before Claire, her lips framed the words:
“I must see you.” He coughed and said
loudly: “I think some of the sherry in
that glass spilled over, miss. Ill get you
another one.” She followed him to the
table on which rested the decanter of
sherry, and while he poured out a fresh
glass for her, he said in a very low voice
without looking at her: “Tomorrow
afternoon at three o’clock by the stile be-
hind the Red Boar Inn.”

Claire did not go back to join the
others immediately, she was feeling too
faint. She drank the sherry almost at a
gulp.

Presently, she forced herself to walk
back to join the group about the fire-
place. She sat on a deep couch beside
Marjorie.

Marjorie whispered: “What did you
think of the butler? He is good-leoking,
isn’t he?” :

She nodded. “He certainly is,” and
even tried to laugh.

“But wait till you’ve seen my count!”
Marjorie went on in the same whisper.
“He looks as though he could ride well,
too; he has the right sert of figure.”

Petunia seemed restless. She paid no
atlention to what anyone was saying. She
stood by the mantel shelf smoking one
cigarette half through and then throwing
it into the fireplace. What was this mys-
terious business which had taken Dale up

LS—6E

to London?—she wondered. He had re-
fused to tell her anything about it, but
when he had returned, he had showed her
a check for five hundred dollars signed
by a woman named Lucy Manton.

“There’ll be more coming,” he had
said. “Things are looking up, my pet.
We might even be able to finance a little
dance club of our own on the Riviera.”

Clive stood for a moment outside the
closed door to get his breath and take
stock of the situation. Claire was here
—actually here in the house. Why hadn’t
she let him know she was coming? How
was he te go through this evening and
carry out his duties with those anxious,
demanding eyes of hers upon him? And
what of Kathleen? Had Claire heard
that he was supposed to be married and
Kathleen was his wife? Was that the
reason for the agonized accusation he
had read in her eyes?

He went below to the butler’s pantry.
Kathleen was arranging some silver on
a tray. He closed the door and stood
with his back to it.

“She’s here, Kathleen. 1 don’t know
why or how she’s here, but she is.”

She turned her head toward him. “You
mean the girl you were in love with,
Claire Dawlin?”

He came and stood beside her. “I
know now I was never in love with her,
but T got the shock of my life when I
saw her standing there in the hall with
the Rawltons.”

. “You didn’t know she was coming?”

“You know I didn’t know. I would
have told you.”

“I'm glad you would have told me.”

“What are we going to do about her?”

She gave a small laugh.

“Isn’t it rather what are you going to
do about her? How are you going to feel
about her now that you’ve seen her
again?”

“I told you this afternoon I love you.
That still holds, Kathleen,” he spoke
roughly, as though half ashamed to show
his emotion.
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She felt a tremor run through her. She
was conscious of a sense of happiness that
was almost unbearable.

“Kathleen”—he caught hold of her arm
and his voice was hoarser—“I wish I'd
written her about us before.”

“Were you afraid to write her?”

“I suppose so,” he admitted. “Yes, I
guess I was a coward. I should have
written her the truth from the first. But
I couldn’t believe—" He stopped.

“You mean you couldn’t believe you'd

fallen in love with me, a crook, whom:

you think no better than she should be!”
Her voice was suddenly bitter, taunting
him.

“Look here,” he began angrily, when
. “there was a knock on the door.

“Mr. Jones”—it was Effie’s rather
scared voice. “Dinner’s been ready to
serve these past five minutes, and Mrs.
Beeton is having a fit.”

“All right, Effie,” Clive called sharply.
“Tell Mrs. Beeton I’ll announce dinner
at once.”

It was not the most cheerful of dinner
parties. Mrs. Horton talked to Sir
Oswald. Peter, Marjorie, and Ralph
made desultory conversation. Claire was
silent. Petunia and Dale seemed occu-
pied with themselves. Clive and Kathleen
moved about the room, serving the meal.
Kathleen was terribly aware that Claire’s
eyes rested upon her often. “She must
koow!” Kathleen thought, and felt her
heart turn cold.

Claire’s face was so very white, those
spots of rouge on her cheeks stood out
grotesquely and there was real misery
and mortification in her blue eyes. It
was all very well to fight a rival whom
one had never seen, Kathleen reflected
soberly, who was nothing but a name,
but to fight this fair, blue-eyed child who
obviously had no weapons to fight back
with, was as bad as murder. They said
everything was fair in love and war, but
to be haunted by those tragic blue eyes
of Claire’s all ber life would be almost

unbearable. “How hateful life is,” she
thought.

She almost wished she had never gone
into this adventure, and yet she could not
quite wish that. Whatever happened in
the future, she would have the memory
of Clive’s arms about her, his kisses on
her lips, his voice saying: “I love you.
No matter what you’ve been, I love you,
Kathleen. I want to look after you, to

protect you.”

That night as she started to go up to
her room, Clive followed her and caught
her by the arm.

“What’s the matter, Kathleen?
are going to bed very early.”

“Perhaps I'm tired.”

“Well, I’'m tired, too.” He ran a hand
through his rough fair hair. “Thank
heavens, the party ended early. One
might almost think the guests hadn’t been
amused. The family seemed a bit out of
sorts, too. [ gather Master Ralph’s suit
with Miss Rawlton isn’t going any too
well.”- He seemed to be talking to avoid
saying anything that mattered.

She burst out suddenly: “Oh, Clive,
she’s pretty, isn’t she, and sweet?”

He said: “Whom are you talking
about?” But he knew. There was a
pause. Then he said gravely: “Yes, she
is pretty and she’s sweet, too, Kathleen.
I'm a cad, because I'm going to hurt her
so much.” His hands clenched by his
sides. “If only one needn’t hurt the nice
people in life, but it seems those are the
ones one is always hurting. The villains
escape, or perhaps they never lay them-
selves open to be hurt. I... 1 wish
I’d never seen her again.”

She said in an odd, cracked voice:
“One can justify oneself in doing any-
thing against a person one has never seen.
One can even be callous about their suf-
ferings. ~ It’s like reading in the paper
that thousands have been killed in a
South American earthquake. You're
sorry, but you can’t really feel it. I
couldn’t feel for her, or perhaps I
wouldn’t let myself, until I actually saw

You



UNMARRIED COUPLE

out

y and

Clive poured
h
passed the gla

Y
p

(

\
W\

N y

\ 7

\ 7
woi TR \ ﬂ\
\ -~ \ > / /_, F

Z \

her

framed the wo.

iy \

(A
i

ey e W&.@%m@@?ﬂ z .
wn g //V/é\\@\

around on a tr
As he stood bef

the sherr
Claire,




86 STREET & SMITH'S LOVE STORY MAGA/ZINE

her tonight sitting there looking so bewil-
dered. Oh, Clive, if you were going to
tell her, you should have told her before.
You shouldn’t have let her come here!”

“l didn’t know she was coming. I
swear it, Kathleen.”

“You should have made it impossible.
Why didn’t you write and tell her be-
fore?” Her voice broke again. “You
said you were a cowdtd, but is that the
only explanation?” Suddenly she put out
her hands and gripped his arms. “Clive,
you must tell me. You had so much
time to write to her.”

“But I didn’t know I loved you,” he
growled hoarsely. “At léast I knew, but
I wouldn’t let myself admit it. Heaven
help me, Kathleen, if you want the truth,
I didn’t want to love you. You weren’t
the sort of girl I wanted to make my
wife. I wanted a sweet girl like Claire.”

Her hands dropped from his arms. “I
see.” She turned away from him and
started to go on up the stairs, but he fol-
lowed her.

“Kathleen, but you do know I love you
now?” he pleaded. “l love you more
than anything in the world. T don’t care
who you are or what you have done. I
want to marry you.”

She swung around io face him again.
“But supposing you were with Miss Daw-
lin again for days, for weeks, as you have
been with me? Mighin't you come to
love her again and remember me as just
a...adream?”

“I swear I love you, Kathleen,” he re-
peated. “I swear it by everything—"

But she broke in upon him again:
“Don’t swear anything tonight, Clive.
It’s ioo late to go in for dramatics and
we’re both too tired.”

“My darling!”
into his arms.

“Oh. Clive!” She looked up into his
face and her brown eyes were full of
tears. “If you’d only admitted that you
loved me sooner! If we'd only been mar-
ried before I saw her!”

He tried to draw her

“But you do love me?” he insisted, and
now his arms were close about her.

“Heaven help me, I do,” she whispered
as his lips met hers.

Kathleen did not remember to go down
and see Johnny until well after lunch.
She was too mentally distressed. She
loved Clive, but could she take her happi-
ness and know she would be breaking
this other girl’s heart? She longed to
be with him every moment, to be reas-
sured of his love; and yet, perversely,
she avoided him. Nothing could be de-
cided, she felt, nothing settled, until he
had seen Claire today. “She must have
her chance,” she thought, “as I have had
mine.” Her lips twisted wryly. “I hope
I'm a good enough sport for that!”

It was after two when she remembered
about Johnny and, being free, she went
down to his cottage.

Johnny did not seem so convinced that
he was going to die that day. He had

"got up and dressed himself and was not

only far more cheerful but he seemed
comparatively sane. ;

“You've come.,” he said eagerly when
he saw her. “You're a good girl. missie,
and Johnny has got to share his secret
with someone. Supposing he should die
and there was no one to tell the master’s
nephew about the will? That’s what U've
been thinking, missie, since I've been
lying in my bed. You see, the master
trusted the will with me. He took it out
of his pocket and gave it to me as he lay
dying when the gamekeeper had gone to
the house for help.”

“He gave you a will?” Kathleen
couldn’t keep back the sharp exclama-
tion.

The old man nodded and went on:
“‘It’s only a draft will, Johnny.” the mas-
ter gasped out, ‘but it’s properly wit-
nessed by the butler and his wife. So it’s
all right, but don’t give it to them, that
Horton crowd, Johnny. They might de-
stroy it. You keep it safe and give it to
my nephew, Clive Garston, when he ar-
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rives from Australia. Put it into his
hands yourself.’

“I took the paper, missie,” Johnny
went on after another brief pause. “But
I was afeared of bringing it back with
me. There are those here who says I'm
not right in my mind. You know who
I mean,” he went on darkly, “and I
thought maybe they’d be liable to search
my cottage, so I hid the paper near where
the master died.” He chuckled suddenly.
“QOh, I knew it would be safe enough
there! I've hidden things there since I
was a kid. D’ve been waiting for the mas-
ter’s Australian nephew to come, as Sir
Richard said he would, but he hasn’t
come. Maybe those folks, those wicked
folks up at the house”—he cast an angry,
resentful glance through the window—
“are keeping him away from here. That’s
why I want you to know about the will
and where I hid it, so that if anything
happens to poor Johnny you can give it
to the master’s nephew—"

He was suddenly clutching her arm.
“You will do it, missie, you swear you
will?  You see, Johnny promised the
master.”

Kathleen could scarcely control her
own excitement, but she managed to say
with a semblance of calmness: “Don’t
worry, Johnny, I’ll see that this will gets
into the hands of Sir Richard’s nephew.
You see, I know where he is.”

“You know where he is?” the old man

-shouted.

“Yes,” she said. “But now let us go
and find this will. Then I promise you
Sir Richard’s nephew will have it imme-
diately.”

It took them about fifteen minutes to
reach the place where, from childhood,
Johnny had hidden his most prized pos-
sessions. He had been born, he told her,
in a cottage which had once stood near
this spot, but which had since burned
down.
~ The hiding place was in a gnarled
trunk of an old tree, but it was located

so high up that it could only have been
found by the sheerest accident.

In spite of his age and his many in-
firmities, Johnny climbed the tree as
though it were something he had been
doing every day of his life. Kathleen was
amazed.. For a time he was hidden from
view among the bright-green foliage but,
presently, he was down on the ground
again, clutching a folded piece of paper,
dirty from lying so long in the tree trunk.
He pushed it into Kathleen’s hands. She
opened it and read:

This is the last Will and Testament of I,
Richard Brendon Garston. I do hereby revoke
all previous Wills and I bequeath—(there fol-
lowed numerous legacies to servants, friends
and relatives) and I leave the residue of my
entire estate, together with the remainder of
my capital, to my nephew, Clive Brendon
Garston.

(Signed) RicHARD BRENDON GARSTON.
(Witnessed by) HerBerT PricE (Butler)
Mary Price (Cook)

“Oh, Johnny!” Kathleen could not con-
tain her joy. Tears were streaming down
her cheeks. She could scarcely speak.
“You don’t know how wonderful it is
finding this!” She drew his arm through
hers. “But now we are both going back
to the house and we are going to give
this to Sir Richard’s nephew. I won’t
tell you any more now, but, oh, let us
hurry, Johnny!”

She started to walk back teward the
house, almost running, dragging Johnny

- with her; but suddenly she paused. She

stood very still. Her face was whiter
than the white collar at her throat, her
brown eyes were staring, for there, in
the clearing a short distance away from
them but with their backs toward them,
were Clive and Claire. His arms were
about her, her head was resting against
his shoulder.

XII.

Clive was at the meeting place for
some minutes before Claire came. The
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green dress she wore with the small red
flowers embroidered on it was so hor-
ribly in contrast to her very white face,
her anguished eyes, that he turned his
head sharply away from her. She looked
as though she hadn’t slept all that night
and, as a matter of fact, she hadn’t.

“Hello, Clive.” The note of forced
gaiety in her voice was pathetic.

“Hello, Claire.” But he did not smile.
He took both her hands. “I’'m terribly
sorry. That sounds easy to say, I know,
but what else can I say?”

“Then . . . then it’s true?” she whis-
pered. “That woman, the one who is
the parlormaid, is your wife?”

He shook his head. “No.”

She glanced up at him sharply, her
blue eyes staring, her face suddenly red.
“Then . . . then—"

“It isn’t that either, Claire,” he said
earnestly. “You must believe that. Had
it been, I . . . I would have written you.
I wouldn’t have let you go on believing
—” He broke off.

“Believing you loved me,” she whis-
pered. Her eyes entreated his, her lips
trembled. “Don’t you love me any longer,
Clive?”

“Yes,” he said, “but not . .. as [
love Kathleen. Heaven help me, Claire,
but I have to tell you the truth.”

“I see,” she murmured when he had
finished and she closed her eyes. Sud-
denly she opened them again and cried:
“Who is this girl, Clive? What do you
know about her? How do you know if
she is a fit person to be your wife?”

“I love her,” he said roughtly “That’s
enough.”

“But you thought you loved me.”

His voice was suddenly humble. “I
did love you, Claire, but almost as one
loved the princess in a fairy story. You
were so different from every other girl
I'd met. I will think of you like that
always.”

She caught her breath for a moment.
“But you think fairy stories aren’t life?”

He hesitated.
I do mean.”

“Oh, Clive, is it fair to me? If we
were together again, I might step out of
the pages of a fairy story and become
real, too. Are you sure you really love
her? Couldn’t it just be an infatuation,
because all these weeks you have been
thrown into such close proximity with
her?”

“Do you think I haven’t asked myself
that?” he said harshly. “Do you think
I could bear to hurt you like this if I
wasn’t sure? I hate myself because of
what I'm doing to you. I almost haie
her because of it, but I can’t hate her. 1
love her. I'm sorry, Claire, but I love
her terribly.”

“Oh, Clive, Clive!” she whispered.

He saw she was crying. She wasn't
even attempting to check the tears run-
ning down her cheeks. He took both her
hands again. “What can I do, Claire,
what can I say to you?”

She tried to fight back her tears. “I
think you’ve said enough, Clive. TI’ll get
over it, I suppose, one gets over these
things, or so they say.”

“Oh, Claire, what can I do for you?”
His voice was a groan.

“Put your arms around me once more,”
she whispered. “Just once more and
then I'll go quickly. I won’t make a fuss.
I'll even try not to cry any more. But
just once, Clive—so I shall remember.”

“Claire, you are too good,” he mut-
tered. He put his arms about her and
held her gently to him. He bent once
and kissed her lips. “My dear. ’'m aw-
fully sorry.”

She drew away from him. “That’s all
right, Clive, don’t worry. Good-by.”

She turned and without another word
left him, walking straight through the
woods, her small body erect. “Good-by,
good-by, good-by,” she kept saying it to
herself, and presently, because she had
to do something desperate, she started to
run.

“I suppose that’s what
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“Kathleen, you do know I
love you now?” Clive
pleaded. “I love you more
than anything in the world.
I don’t care who you are or
what you have done. I
want to marry you.”
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Peter was out in the woods looking for
her. One of the gardeners had said she
had gone down this path, so he had fol-
lowed her. He had been worried about
her all day. That morning he had been
shocked when he had seen her face across
the breakfast table; almost ghostlike with
those dark circles under her eyes. What

was troubling her? Something very seri-
ous, he knew. It seemed to have all come
upon her so suddenly, too. When he had
met her boat, she had been so gay, so
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full of laughter and happiness; now she
was like a wraith haunted by tragedy.

He couldn’t bear to think of her being
unhappy, she was too sweet a kid. Why,
she was made for laughter and happiness
‘with those blue eyes of hers and her
bright golden hair. He loved the mis-
chievous dimple that showed in her cheek
when she smiled. He loved every blessed
thing about her. He felt his heart tighten,
* his teeth set. If anyone was hurting her
or harming her, let that person look out!
Suddenly in a bend in the pathway which
led through the wood he stopped short.
She was running toward him, her head
bent. He had to grasp both her arms
and shake her a little before she realized
he was there.

“Claire, what is the matter? Oh, my
dear, my dearest Claire, don’t cry, please.
I’'ve seen you were in trouble all day
and I've been so worried.”

She looked up at him, her tears
stopped. She said in a ghost of a voice:
“I'm sorry,. Peter, but why should yqu
care?”

He put his arms about her, his one
idea was to comfort her. “I don’t know,”

he said in a muffled voice, “except that’

I've fallen for you in a big way, if that’s
any reason. I suppose I’ve been half in
love with you all my life, even though
you were scarcely more than a kid. Look
here, darling, you’re in trouble; you’ve
got to tell me what it’s all about. I'm
sure I'll be able to help you.”

“It’s .nothing you could help me in,”

- she said, but her sobbing had quieted.
The feel of his arms about her was com-
forting. “The pain was still there in her
heart, but there was no longer that awful
agony of despair.

“Come back to the house, darling,” he
pleaded, “and while we walk, tell me if
you can bring yourself to. I hate the
thought of there being any secrets be-
tween us.”

And, presently, as they walked back
along the pathway, arm in arm, toward

the lovely old house, she told him the
whole story.

“The fellow is a cad!” he cried harshly
when she had finished.

“Oh, no, he isn’t, Peter! One can’t
help love—even I know that. Clive was
terribly distressed. I know this is some-
thing which has come upon him un-
awares. Oh, if only one could help
love!™

Suddenly. he swung toward her and
took her in his arms. “I'm glad one
can’t help love, Claire. my darling. If
one could, I might be able to help loving
you. But I know I can no more help
loving you than you can help loving him.
I won't ask you to say anything encour-
aging to me now. I know that would be
impossible, but just say youre glad that
I can’t help loving you. Just say my
love gives you some measure of comfort,
just say you'll let me help you forget
him.”

“Oh, Peter.” She smiled faintly. “If
you will let me talk to you, if you will
try and understand, it will mean so
much.”

He- shook her a little. Then he bent

-and kissed the tears off her cheeks. “You

little goose,” he said tenderly, “I'm going
to do more than that. I’'m going to take
you out of yourself. We’re going to do -
so many different things together within
the next few weeks that you won’t have
time for even one regret. You can forget
that I've said I love you. Just think of
me as a friend who understands and
later, after I've passed my exam, we’ll go

-to Perrier together and I'll have a chance

of meeting your father, who my father
tells me is one of the finest men in the

" world.”

“Oh, Peter,” she sighed, “I don’t know
what I should do without you. I felt like
dying, but now—"

“Yes?” He tried to keep the eagerness
out of his voice.

She gave again that very faint smile.
“Well, I don’t want to die anyhow,” she
said.
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Kathleen had stood there just long
enough to register in her mind the fact
that Clive had his arms about Claire and
her face was pressed against his shoulder.
She even saw him bend to kiss her. She
turned abruptly away, dragging Johnny
by the arm without giving him a chance
to recognize who the couple were.

“Let’s go the other way,” she said.
“One doesn’t want to disturb lovers, does
one?”

“Oh, no,” Johnny chuckled.
doesn’t want to disturb lovers.”

She walked so fast he could hardly
keep pace with her. She was not running,
yet she seemed to be.

“What’s the matter, missie?” he asked.
“You look as though you’d seen a
ghost.”

“Maybe I have, Johnny,” she said, and
again her voice grated. “Maybe I’ve seen
a ghost of what might have been. There
can be ghosts of the future, as well as
ghosts of the past—at least, I think there
can be. But now we must get back to
the house. 1 have to leave this will and
a letter for your late master’s nephew,
Clive Garston.”

“Do you know Mr. Clive Garston?”
Johnny asked incredulously.

“Yes, I know him,” she said. “You
know him, teo, Johnny. Listen, I'll tell
you a secret. Mr. Clive Garston, Sir
Richard’s nephew, is none other than my

. my husband whom you know as the
butler, Mr. Jones. You see, Sir Richard
wrote to him telling him he was going to
leave him this place, and then Sir Richard
died and there didn’t appear to be any
will, so Clive came over here and took
this pesition to try te find out if there
had been a later will.”
very slowly, as one explains things to a
child, and finally he seemed to grasp it.

“You mean Mr. Jones is the master’s
nephew?” he cried. “Oh, missie, I'm
glad. He’s been so kind to me. One day
he knocked Hawkins inte the vegetable
bed for my sake, didn’t he?” He chuck-

“One

She said it all -

led. “Hawkins has been mad as ten
snakes ever since!”

“Well, no one will hurt you from now
on, Johnny,” she said as she hastened
along. “Mr. Clive will see to that. He'll
be a good master to you. He'll be a fine
master of Oakfield Park.” Her voice
broke a little.

“But you . . . you're his wife, missie.

You’ll be here, too?”
. “I don’t think so, Johnny.” There was
a catch in her voice. “But we won't talk
of that now. We’ll concentrate on hurry-
ing back to the heuse. Don’t say any-
thing about this to anyone now. Promise
me that, Johnny. Don’t say anything to
anyone until Mr. Clive gives you permis-
sion to do so. You understand?”

The old man nodded. “Yes, I under-
stand. Poor old Johnny wen't say a
word. And maybe,” he added, smiling,
“he ain’t going to die so soon neither.
If the master’s nephew comes to this place
there’d be no sense in old Johnny dying,
would there?”

“No sense at all,” she said brusquely..
“You’re not going to die, Johnny. You’re
going to live on here with Mr. Clive for
years and years.”

“And you, missie?”

“I-” She gave a small, hollow laugh.
“Maybe I'll be miles away, Johnny. But
you know I’ll be thinking of you, don’t
you? Thinking both of you and Mr.
Clive.” She blinked angrily as theugh
ashamed of the emotion which threatened
her.

Yes, she would be far away. But
where? At the moment that did not seem
to matter. The only thing that mattered
was that she should get away quickly.
She had seen Clive’s arms about Claire.
That could mean only one thing; seeing
her again he had realized he still loved
her.

Claire was sweet. Even she, Kathleen,
admitted that. She had liked Claire im-
mediately. If she hadn’, she could not
have given up Clive to her. She would
have stayed and fought for him.
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Once they were back in Qakfield Park
she went up to her bedroom. She sat
down at the small table near the window
and wrote:

Dear Cuve:

1 saw your arms about Claire in the woods
today. Believe me, I wasn’t spying; I was out
there with Johnny. We just stumbled upon
you. I understand, of course. You've found
out that you really love her, after all, and I
don’t blame you in the least. This is my part-
ing gift to you. Your uncle’s will in draft
form. It is duly witnessed and signed by the
butler and his wife who were here while your
uncle was alive and who I think I heard are
now in Cumberland, but it should be quite
easy to trace them. I didn’t have to crack a
safe to get it. Johnny had it all the time,
waiting for your uncle’s nephew to appear,
but when he thought he was going to die he
became scared. And so he gave it to me, to
pass on to Clive Garston.

Good luck to both you and Claire. Don’t
worrty about me; I'll get along.

KATHLEEN.

She left the letter and the inclosure in
a conspicuous position on Clive’s dress-
ing table, then she went back to her own
room and started to pack. She was owed
a week’s wages, anyhow. The Hortons
could think what they liked. It would
not make it awkward for Clive either,
since he had that will. None of the staft
she cared very much about except Effie,
so it did not matter not saying good-by
to them. She could write to her after-
ward and try to do something to help
her.

The suitcase was heavy, but she strug-
gled down the back stairs with it. She
hoped to escape through a side door with-
out anyone seeing her, but one of the
treads near the bottom of the staircase
was loose. She fell headlong just as
Ralph was crossing the front hall. He
pushed open the door and ran into the
back passage to find Kathleen bending
down to pick up her suitcase. He looked
from her to the suitcase.

“What does this mean?” he demanded,
and then his crafty eyes narrowed. “Mak-
ing a getaway, eh?”

“I’'ve a perfect right to go if I wish
to,” she said with as much dignity as she
could muster in the circumstances. “You
can keep my week’s salary in lieu of no-
tice.”

“It’s not quite so easy as all that,” he -
said and smiled unpleasantly down at her.
“You should give us a month’s notice,
not a week. Besides, what’s the idea of
sneaking off without so much as a by
your leave? Does your fine husband,
whom you have told me was such a good
boxer, know about this?” His voice was
openly caustic.

“Even if I am entitled to give you a
month’s notice, you can’t keep me here
by force,” she said.

“Perhaps not,” he agreed. “But, at
least, we're entitled to have a look
through your suitcase before you go.
What about those bracelets 1 once saw
on your arm? Those weren’t honestly
come by. How do I know you haven’t
got things in your suitcase which belong
to us? Come now”—he caught hold of
her wrist—“you’re, coming with me into
the drawing room, you’re going to open
up that case in front of my mother and
myself. After that, you can go if you
like and good riddance to you, but we're
going to make sure that none of our
valuables leave with you.”

She couldn’t resist him, he was too
strong for her. Besides, she was still
shaken by the fall and, anyhow, they
wouldn’t find anything of theirs in her
suitcase. She only prayed they would
get the search over and let her go before
Clive returned.

Mrs. Horton, in a white silk dress, was
sitting knitting in one of the armchairs.
She looked up in surprise as Ralph
brought Kathleen into the room and de-
posited her suitcase on the floor.

“I suppose you didn’t know that Kath-
leen was leaving us, did you, mother?”

Mrs. Horton’s small eyes flew wide
open. “Certainly not,” she snapped.
“What is the idea?”

“I found her about to leave the house
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“What did I tell you,
mother?” Ralph cried tri-
umphantly. “Would an hon-
est parlormaid have jewelry
like this in her possession?”
Kathleen stood motionless,
trembling with rage.
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carrying her suitcase, and since I am
rather doubtful about her past, despite
Mrs. Wyman’s excellent recommendation”
—again that caustic note was back in his
voice—“] thought it would be as well for
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us to look through her case before she
goes. It seems rather odd her leaving
in this way without her husband, or is
our worthy butler really your husband,
Mrs. Jones?”
A bright
cheeks.
“Ha-ha!” he gloated, his hands in his
pockets. “I thought as much!” He
turned toward his mother. “This girl is
no more Mrs. Jones than I am, mother.
I’ve thought that reference of theirs was
phony for some time past. I bet neither
of them have ever been in Mrs. Wyman’s
service. She’s probably in it with them
and, if you ask me, I think they’re as
pretty a pair of crooks as anyone has
set eyes on for many a long day!”
“How dare you?” Kathleen said, her
voice hot with fury, her brown eyes blaz-
ing.
“Say, but she’is lovely when she gets
mad,” he thought. “Why wasn’t she a

color - flooded Kathleen’s

little nicer to me? Then this scene need

never have happened.”

“Disgraceful,” Mrs. Horton snorted.
“I'm sure you’re right, Ralph. And to
think we have had people like that under
our very roof! If I find anything of ours
in this woman’s case I shall have the
police here. I don’t hold with condoning
thieving—even petty thieving, I never did.
What about the supposed husband? Was
he going with her?”

Ralph - shook his head. “It doesn’t
seem so. But, undoubtedly, he meant to
join her later. That’s the way these peo-
‘ple work.”

“Well, open up her case,” Mrs. Horton
said impatiently. “Even if there’s noth-
ing of ours, she’ll never get a reference
from me!”

Kathleen was standing motionless, fac-
ing Mrs. Horton and Ralph with stiff,
compressed lips. Inwardly, she was trem-
bling with rage. How dare these people
speak to her like this? And yet how
could she get out of this intolerable situa-
tion without confessing everything, who
she was, just why she had come here?

Better let them look through her suitcase
and be done with it. She had forgotten
for the moment the jewelry which she had
taken with her that day she had fled from
Perrier and which was now thrust in one
corner of her case.

But it wasn’t many minutes before,
with a definite cry of triumph, Ralph dis-
covered it. He found a diamond brace-
let, a long rope of pearls, an exquisite
sapphire-and-diamond necklace with ear-
rings to match, and various other trin-
kets. He produced them triumphantly
before his mother’s startled gaze.

“What did I tell you, mother?” he
cried. “Would an honest parlormaid
have jewelry like this in her possession?
For these are no fakes, I'll guarantee
that! Obviously, the girl is a thief and
I'll bet the police will be glad enough to
lay their hands upon her and T’ll bet
they’ll have a fair idea where this stuff
came from, too. Jewelry as valuable as
this can’t be missing without the police
being on the watch for it.”

He turned back toward Kathleen with
an unpleasant grin.

“Why didn’t you cash in on it, dar-
ling? Was the hue and cry too hot?
Did you think you’d wait a little while
before turning it all over to some fence?”

“That jewelry is mine,” Kathleen said
in a cold, even voice. “Put it back in
my case at once, please. Otherwise, it
is I who shall have you arrested for theft.
You will find no property of yours in my
suitcase.”

“Didn’t you think mother’s jewelry
was valuable enough to add to this col-
lection?” he asked with the same smirk-
ing, detestable grin.

“It certainly isn’t,” Kathleen flared,
suddenly quite beside herself. “I know
something about jewelry and most of
your mother’s jewelry is false.”

“Oh, ho!” he chuckled. “So that’s
why you're going? Not worth your while
staying here any longer in the circum-
stances, of course!”



UNMARRIED COUPLE 85

“l didn’t mean that,” Kathleen said
{uriously.

“Didn’t you?” He turned toward his
mother. “Nevertheless, I think she had
better do a little explaining to the police,
don’t you, mother?”

“I agree with you, Ralph,” Mrs. Hor-
ton said decisively. “I think you had
better telephone for the police at once.”

But before Ralph got to the telephone,
his attention was caught by the sound of
a car coming up the drive. He glanced
through the window and said:

“A limousine, mother. You must have
callers. We’d better get this girl into the
morning room. We can lock her up
there until your visitors have gone, then
we can get hold of the police.”

“Who is it, Ralph dear?” Mrs. Horton
asked. “If it’s no one important I can
say I am out” She was enjoying this
scene far too much to have it interrupted
by a mere casual caller.

“It’s Dale,” Ralph said a few moments

It never rains but it pours!

later, after the limousine had drawn up
before the front door. “He’s got some-
one with him, a small woman but very
well dressed. He did say something last
night about having a wealthy American
friend come to stay in the neighborhood.
Perhaps you’d better—” His words were
interrupted by the loud peal of the bell.

Kathleen caught her breath sharply.
Had Clive returned? Would he answer
the bell? But apparently he hadn’t re-
turned for, after a pause during which
the bell pealed again insistently, Lottie
went to answer it.

“I’ve brought a friend of mine to call
upon Mrs. Horton,” they heard Dale’s
voice in the hallway. “She is at home,
isn’t she, Lottie?”

“Oh, yes, sir, I think she is. If you'll
wait a moment, sir—"

“Qh, that’s quite all right, don’t bother
to announce us,” Dale was speaking
again. “I'll take Mrs. Manton to her
myself.”

What will Kathleen do now that her mother has

arrived? How will she explain Clive to her mother and Jean, the man who is
waiting to marry her?

TO BE CONCLUDED.

THANK YOU

It was a gorgeous place
Wherein we met, and joy was ours;
The moon made such a silver space
Midst perfume of flowers;
And how we talked-and then grew still,
My hand in yours—
I shall remember it and thrill,
While time endures.

GRACE MEREDITH.



Tender memories of an idyl-
lie past, of magie and erazy
romance under moonlit skies.
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Jupy had stayed in Paris too long.
She should have gone home with the
other buyers instead of letting Maida
Carr, her partner, take back their sam-
ples. But she had memories to check up
on, and so she’d lingered.

And now even the American embassy

by Nancy Crosh
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couldn’t advise her as to just what she
might expect in the way of transporta-
tion. They suggested an automobile to
Genoa, and a possible boat. And she
said she’d have to go back to her hotel
and count her money.

The only shop open in the Rue de
Rivoli was a little tobacconist’s. She
stopped and bought cigarettes, thinking
how hard it was to believe there was
war, even in the face of mobilization and
excitement. The Paris of six months ago
had been such a different place. Paris in
the spring, a Paris of magic and crazy
romance. Her mind went back to it. She
thought it was part of her memories
when she saw that car.

It was standing right in front of the
door to her hotel—a long streamlined
roadster, coupé of a famous American

make. And the sight of it stopped her
heart. But those crazy memories rushed
on.

They’d driven that car out to Ver-
sailles. And along the Champs Elysées,
to find moonlight in the Bois. To their
particular little place on the Left Bank,
to Montmartre. They’d sat in it and
looked across at the Basilica of Sacre
Ceeur in the dawn. They had— But
now something roughly awakened her
A long blast of a siren,
then sharp staccato notes, vivid with
warning. It was no longer Paris in the
spring. It was a shadow-darkened Paris,
in spite of the sunshine. She’d better
hurry. But when she tried, her feet sud-
denly seemed like lead.

Then someone grabbed her, dragging
her along to the dimness of the hotel
lobby, almost tumbling her down the
long steps into’ the hotel’s wine cellar.
She sensed the fright in the candlelighted
faces of the other guests. But she

couldn’t believe the rest of it. Eric’s tall
~ lithe figure, making a long shadow on
the wall, Eric, as bronzed and fit as
ever. Gray eyes as cool, mouth as dan-
gerously tender, chin just as stubborn as
it had been that night in that glittering

Parisian dance place, when somebody
had introduced her to that young under-
secretary from the American embassy.

“You’re not to dance with him again!”
Eric had told Judy tensely. And, after
that, he’d said a lot of other things that
Judy wouldn’t give him the chance to
be sorry for. She’d sailed from Havre,
and he’d taken the plane for England
After that, there had been complete si-
lence and utter emptmess

And now he was saying, as imperson-
ally as if he’d never met her before, “If
this isn’t a real bombing, and if my car
is still out there when they signal ‘all
clear, I'm driving you to Italy. I've
been promised space on a boat from
Genoa. I've already had your bags put
into the baggage compartment of the
car. I told the porter it was all right,
that you . . . you were my wife.”

Judy gasped. But she met his eyes
levelly. She’d be a fool to pass up a
chance like this. One of the men here
in the cellar had just said that Paris taxi
men were being called to the colors by
the dozens already, and that train service
couldn’t be counted on because of moving
troops. She’d better take it just as Eric
offered it—one American to another, in
a terribly tight spot.

An hour later, they were on their way,
somehow managing to talk casually about
their chances of making that boat, won-
dering if the others at Hotel Rivoli had
finally gotten cars, regretting that this
car was only a two-seater, wondering if
maybe they’d been criminally selfish, not
squeezing in another person.

Everything was very cool, very com-
monplace, until Eric said, “I don’t care
about any of ’em except you. I came to
France to get you.”

That suddenly made it hard for Judy
to talk. It sounded like the old Eric.
Then she straightened her shoulders. He
probably thought she’d been seeing 1 that
young secretary, Rate Lovell, agam on
this trip. :

“You needn’t have troubled,” she told
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him dryly. “I'd probably have managed
quite well alone.”

It was getting dark now. She could
just see Eric’s big shoulders dim against
the.dusk. He was driving with the top
down, just as they always used to. And
.his brown hair was awry in the wind.

All the world around them was sweet
with the scent of hay. A rising full moon
glowed on the edge of the sky. But there
was a war. And there was bitterness be-
tween them. Crazy, all of it. Everything
wrong, and yet Eric’s sleeve touched her
arm. She could smell the fragrance of
the tobacco he always used, the tang of
tweed clothes, the man touch that a girl
misses so horribly after she’d had her
man and lost him.

It was dark—not a light anywhere.
They crept through with their car lights
out, too. -Suddenly, Judy- shivered. It
was all just like Eric and her—blackness
and distrust, and no good reason—yet she

could bring him to her with.the slightest-

movement of her slender body, with a
hand on his arm, with a whispered word.
He could have her back by just reaching
out and putting his arm around her. But
they rode on in the dark, not speaking;
eyes straight on the dim road ahead.

Eric was pushing on, not stopping any
where yet. If they didn’t catch that boat
— But at Nimes he decided they’d better
put up for the night.

“There’s a comfoitable hotel here,” he
said suavely. “And we're a good way
out of Paris. It’s as safe as anywhere,
and you've got to rest.”

Safe? Judy wondered about that a
few moments later. The landlord was
making a thousand apologies for his lack
of service. “Half my men have already
been called,” he explained. “And my
house is full of Americans trying, like
yourselves, to get to the border. The
only room I have is small, and with but
a simgle bed. Still, perhaps monsieur
and madame could manage.” :

Judy held her breath, hating herself
for wanting to laugh, hating Eric for his

It will be.

casual, “Certainly we can.
quite all right, I assure you.”

All through the excellent dinner she
tried not to think of it. She managed,
somehow, to keep to a cool casualness
herself, in spite of the glowing moon that
hung over the garden—the same mad sort
of moon that had lighted Eric’s eyes there
in the Bois that night, when his kiss had
torn her heart apart.

Moonlight and the smell of flowers,
and a stillness that took one’s breath.
And Eric right here beside her, yet so
far away. She snuggled deep into the big
garden chair to keep from reaching out
to him. She was so deathly tired with
that long, harrowing ride. The kind of
weariness that aches for comforting. But
a pride that was stronger than her need,
held her back. o

Eric was smoking. The moonlight
touched his face, and she saw its weari-
ness, too. He'd come to France to get
her. He'd take her home to safety, or
die doing it. Just one American to an-
other.

Suddenly, out of the moonlit sky, from
all the air around them, came a sound—
a doleful whimpering at first, then a ris-
ing sound of warning that shrieked
through the stillness in an ever-increasing
crescendo’ that made terror of the night.

The lights in the inn blacked out in a
breath. But the moon over the garden
was like a spotlight of doom. For the
first time in all these days of trying to
get out of France, Judy was realizing the-
reality of the war. Those sirens, here in
the peace and quiet of the garden!

She heard Eric’s breath-sing through
him, like a iman who had been running.
In another swift sécond, he had caught
her up and was racing to the house with
her. - :

In the blackness of the hall he man-
aged to find the stairs. A tiny light on
the doorsill showed where their room was.
But the room itself was utterly dark.

Eric set Judy on her feet. But his
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The touch of his hands burned ints her and sent her blood
to fever heat. She’d have.to get out of here. This was
too dangerous. In another moment she’d be flinging
herself into his arms.
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arms still held her. And she knew his
racing breath now had nothing to do
with air raids. It had raced like that
one mad night in New York, when they’d
done all the places from the Starlight
Roof to Harlem, when they danced to the
beat of drums in a crazy place mnear
Lenox Avenue, and Eric had asked her
to marry him.

For a long, still moment she stayed
against the beat of it. Then she felt Eric
draw away. Fury stung her. Why hadn’t
she done that first? Here they were
alone, in this absurd single room, and
Eric was the first to remind her that they
were to take it casually.

Why was she still such a fool? Those
sirens, wailing across the moonlight, a
girl he had loved one spring in Paris
and grabbed back into his arms for one
terrorized, exciting moment—wouldn’t
any man react like this? It didn’t mean
a thing.

By the time the lights flashed on again,
with the now-familiar “all clear” signal,
Judy was searching in her bag for her
make-up kit. “Of course, .you'll find
some other place to sleep,” she told Eric
steadily. “The landlord made a natural
mistake, but if you’ll explain, he’ll surely
give you another room.”

Eric looked at her with a twisted grin.
He had himself quite in hand again—
Judy knew that grin of old. This was
an Eric who would be getting all the kick
any situation afforded. The Eric who
had taken their quarrel with a tight, hard
mouth. The Eric who had taken that
plane to England.

The Eric who drawled now, “I have
already inquired, and there isn’t any
other room. And one doesn’t explain
situations like this to landlords in France
even in war time.”

Judy gasped. Then anger flashed over
her. All right, if he was going to be that
way about it!

She crossed her arms, took hold of her
dress and dragged it over her head. In

her silk bras and panties, she looked like -

~ gas.

a slim, pretty child. But her eyes on
Eric weren’t a child’s eyes. They were
cool and sophisticated, and just a little
bit daring. v

“Then you won’t mind if I go to bed?
This has been a pretty hectic day, all in
all.” :

For a long moment Eric managed to
keep that grin, then he caught an un-
steady breath and said, “I’m going down
to be sure the car’s all right.”

But just as he opened the door, Judy
stopped him. “Eric, I'm a heel. Of
course you're not going downstairs to sit
in some old chair. You’ve got to sleep,
if we’re ever to get to Genoa and catch
that baat. I won’t be a pig. T'll give
you half the bed. Come on, be a sport.
Remember) we're escaping from a war.”

“Just the same, I've got to go and
see that car. Somebody might swipe our
Other people are just as anxious
to reach the coast as we are.”

Judy asked levelly, “But. you’ll be a
sport, and come back?”

“Yes,” he answered shortly,
slammed the door after him.

and

She must have dropped asleep immedi-
ately, for she didn’t hear him come in.
But a little later, when she awakened,
shivering, from a horrible dream of air
raids, she suddenly felt his arm come
around her, heard him say in a voice that
was strangely gentle, in spite of the
words, “Shut up and go to sleep again.
Everything’s all right.”

She lay very still, considering that.
Funny, wasn’t it, with half the world
around you at each other’s throats, how
you could forget it and go to sleep, just
because a big dark-haired chap told you
to?

She found herself rather desperately
wanting to say that to Eric right now.
But something held back the words. You
never really knew how a man felt about
a quarrel. He'd be so gayly friendly,
even joke with you, and still keep the
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hurt in his heart, an untouchable buried
thing that you’d beiter let alone.

~ Hadn’t Eric let her alone all these
months? He’d never even passed her
smart little dress shop on Madison Ave-
nue. She was sure of that, for she’d
spent hours looking for him—stolen hours
when she should have been at work. She
was that kind of fool. But now she felt
she’d be a greater one to let Eric know
it, just because the excitement of running
away from a war had set their emotions
at a pretty steep pitch.

Of course, he’d said he’d come to
France to find her. But he was like that,
always taking care of stray kittens.

She turned now and crept farther from
the warmth of him. She’d better just re-
member that it was a necessary part of
their escape, this crazy, unconventional
episode. This was no time to try to patch
up a quarrel with any man.

But his eyes had an illusive touch of
the old tenderness, looking at her in the
light of the early sun. He leaned up on
one elbow and said, “Crazy sort of stunt,
this. You always were the best sport in
a jam of any girl I ever knew. Thanks
a lot for that night’s sleep. The chairs
in that place downstairs were oak, and
they didn’t even have arms. I’d probably
have gone to sleep at the wheel on the
rest of the trip.”

He crawled off the bed to stand tall
and lean in the belted robe he wore over
his pajamas. “How the heck did you
sleep under that crazy feather quilt?” he
asked with a grin. “The French may
make the swankiest clothes, but they sure
have queer ideas about bedclothes.”

“Meaning to be funny?” Judy wanted
to know. Then she added very coolly,
“Maybe it stayed on because you were
lying on the outside of it. Weren’t you
cold?”

“No,” he told her dryly. “And you
get up and hustle dressing. We’ve got to
be on our way. T’ll go down and tell the
landlord that my wife likes her eggs
cooked four minutes.”

In spite of trying for the old casual
conversation, they seemed to drop natu-
rally into a friendlier manner on the next
stretch of their journey.

Judy thought, “Perhaps that’s the best
way to make up a quarrel. Just forget
the cause of it, and go on from there.
Maybe, without knowing it, we’ll drift
back together again.”

But, watching Eric as he sent the ear
along over the roads toward Nice, she
wasn’t so certain. He’d demand more
than just drifting back to a casual friend-
ship. She began to be sure of that.
With Eric it was all or nothing. She’d
better let things ride for the present.

Something in the taut line of Eric’s
mouth, in the tenseness of his body, told
her that. It was too probably that last
night’s part of their journey was still
gripping his emotions. It wouldn’t mean
anything lasting if she tried to make up
with him now.

He had been deeply hurt, as well as
jealous, over that young diplomat. In
spite of everything, Eric was intensely
modest. He always stubbornly believed
that the other guy had a lot more to offer
than he did, no maiter who the other
guy was. And, of course, Rate Lovell
was terribly attractive. He’d been trained
to be.

And she’d been so furious over Eric’s
silly distrust of himself as well as of her.
So their quarrel had gone pretty deep
into both of them—the sort of quarrel
that couldn’t be made up because of the
melodramatic excitement wrought by
their nearness to each other last night.
Yes, she’d better let it ride.

Nice was jammed. Americans in flight,
soldiers on the march, hours wasted
while Eric checked up on his reservation
on that boat from Genoa.

But, as usual, he found them a cozy,
quiet little place to lunch in. Sat at the
table with her, and entertained her as
if they were calmly eating at the Plaza.
But when he leaned forward to light her
cigarette, his eyes were curiously dark. '
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“Pretty swell, hasn’t it been?” He
snapped the lighter shut, and sent a spiral
of smoke into the air from his own ciga-
rette. “I’ve been sort of thinking that
we’ve been a couple of fools.”

He reached for her hands across the
table. But she managed a quick laugh
as she drew back. “Don’t let war ro-
mance get you, mister.”

Then she looked up and met Eric’s
eyes. Gray and deep and very still, just
as they had been back there in Paris in
the spring. Adoring her, wanting her,
begging her,

She came to her feet and knew it was
a gesture of fright. The little corner in
which they were was shielded from the
rest of the room by a screen. The next
second, Eric had her in his arms.

“I told you I came to France to get
you,” he told her huskily, and bent his
head and kissed her.

From there on, the journey was pretty
swell. Judy sat with her head against
Eric’s shoulder, watching the road ahead
disappear under the wheels. Watching
the deserted farms along the way, with
‘eyes that were saddened a little by the
thought of so much unhappiness when she
was so happy. These roads they were
traveling, filled with people on the move.
War again, and she had love.

~ Eric was driving with the accelerator
almost to the floorboard now, his eyes
steady on the road. They had been told
that the border was closed to all traffic
after dark. And in the gathering dusk
they were suddenly halted at a barrier.
French soldiers, under arms, came up to
them. Judy held her breath while Eric

answered questions.

“Americans. Passports all in order.
Trying to catch a ship out of Genoa.”

After that, the whole thing became a
vague race with time. Judy didn’t re-
member much of it. She could hardly
stand on her feet when Eric lifted her out
of the car. .Could hardly believe this
was really the dock at Genoa.

Eric said, “Stand here. Don’t move.
T've got to check that space again.”

She watched him as he fought his way
through the milling crowds. He’d get it.
She was sure of that. Eric always got
what he wanted, didn’t he? Hadn’t he
found her, there in Paris?

Then she lost sight of him, for some-
one touched her arm. “Well, it certainly
is a small world!” said a gay, laughing
voice. And, of course, it had to happen
that just at that exact moment Eric came
back. There was nothing to do but say:

“Eric, you remember Rate Lovell?”

Eric looked Rate up and down. “Yes,
I remember. And this time I'll make
sure not to be such a fool again as to
forget. Come along, Judy. I've got that
cabin.”

Judy caught a tight breath. Did he
need to have said that last thing? What
would Rate Lovell be thinking now?

In the tiny stateroom, Eric made it very
plain he didn’t give a hang what Rate
Lovell thought. He grabbed Judy by the
shoulders in a grip that hurt.

“So that’s why you were so darned
willing to come with me, why you were
so anxious to sail from Genoa!”

“Eric, stop! You’re incredible. ['ve
never even seen Rate Lovell since we were
in Paris last spring. And how could I
possibly have known he was taking this
boat? Sailing from Genoa was your
idea, if you’ll use your brain to remem-
ber. I'm getting out of here. There’ll
be plenty of places for me to sleep. I
saw a lot of cots in the lounge.”

“Nothing doing!” Eric’s fingers bit
deeper into her shoulders. “You're stay-
ing right here for the whole voyage, if
I have to lock you in. And this time
it’s going to be real. No more casual -
politeness. Not a chance of hiding in deck
corners with that Lovell kid. I told you
I came to France to get you, and now
I'm going to have you.”

Judy held her breath. Funny what
Eric’s eyes did to her when they looked
like that, no matter how furious she was,
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Infuriating to feel how the touch of his
hands burned into her and sent her blood
to fever heat. She’d have 1o get out of
here. This was too dangerous. In an-
other moment she’d be flinging herself
into his arms and doing as he asked.

She began to fight. But Eric let go of
her shoulders and swept her up against
him, tight and hard.

“I'm not the romantic sap I was, last
spring in Paris,” he gritted at her. “That
doesn’t get a man anywhere with a girl
like you. You need a man who takes
first and asks afterward, not a chap who
goes off and sulks because he can’t have
what he wants. This boat is jammed to
the gunwales. Nobodyll care a darn
what goes on.”

Judy leaned back on his arm to look
at him, her heart pounding.

“I suppose the captain of a ship can
and will protect his passengers, even if
there is a war.”

“No captain protects his passengers
from their own private wars. We'll fight
this out on our own lines.”

Then, his voice softening a bit, “Look
here, Judy, you know I would never act
like this if it hadn’t been for that good-
looking Lovell kid. When I think of the
hell I've already gone through on his ac-
count—well—"

He pulled her closer. “I’m not going
through it again, I can tell you, without
something to remember.”

Judy said quietly, “I’ll tell the captain.
I know I don’t have to stand for this -
unless I want to.”

Suddenly, Eric put his fingers under
her chin and lifted her face to his. “Just
what will you tell the captain?”- he de-
manded. “It’s too fishy a story. The
captain won’t believe you.” :

“He will, because I’ll tell him the exact
truth. I'll tell him how you dragged me
on board this boat. I'll tell him how
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you've threatened me. T’ll tell him how
you went off and left me in Paris, way
back last spring. And that now, because
I was willing to escape from a war with
you, you think that you can demand
crazy, impossible things of me, even when
you know that you dont even love me.’

Eric’s gray eyes shot fire. “What did
you say?”’

“You heard me. And you know it’s
true. No man really loves a girl if he
goes off and leaves her for a silly, no-
account jealous reason. No man who's
married a girl in Paris in the spring, who
has kissed her with the moon shining
down through the trees in the Bois, who
has sat in"the dawn with his arms around
her and heard her swear by that dawn
light on Saint Coeur that she’d always
love him—no man like that would ever
go off, just because the girl danced with
a good-looking boy out of an embassy.
No, sir, if a man goes off and leaves a
girl after that. he has no right to ask
her to believe he still loves her.”

For a long moment Eric looked down
at her, his mouth twisting into a taut gray
line, his eyes just one ache of longing
that went to the depths of her heart, even
before he asked hoarsely:

“Judy. you aren’t really meaning
that?” The utter bleakness of his eyes,
the sudden shiver that shook him! “Per-
haps I shouldn’t blame you. I've been
such an awful heel just now. But seeing
you with Lovell again, after that deep
understanding we came to, finishing our
flight from Paris— Oh, good heavens,
Judy darling, I know I’ve been all kinds
of a sap from the very beginning. But
don’t say that I don’t love you. Why,
I_Q’

Judy laid her fingers across his mouth.
“Yes, I know. You came to France to
get me. Well, then, you precious,
adorable idiot”—her voice broke on a
choked sob that was half laughter, too—
“why don’t you put out your arms and
take me? Didn’t you ever hear that at
the end of every war, somebody always
has to surrender?”
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YOU

YOUR WEEK

URING the week, a beneficial business
opportunity may present itself, re-
quiring a change of environment; but

love, social, and other considerations
may prevent your taking advantage of it.
Also a business opportunity with less in-
convenience attached may turn up. There
is Likelihood of business benefits coming
to those who devote their energy to con-
siructive purposes. In financial matters
you may be pleasantly surprised. New
ways of making money may come to your
attention. Prompt and efficient attention

to your work may bring additional bene-
fits that are not expected. In employ-
ment matters, some annoyance may oc-
cur, If so, keep cool and look for bene-
ficial developments during the week.
Such developments, if they occur, are
likely to be of a financial nature. Ma-
terial obstacles or personal opposition
may arise in the carrying out of some of
your plans. Should this happen, post-
pone important decisions for a few days,
if possible, and matters may adjust them-
selves satisfactorily without necessity of
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your forcing the issue. You may meet
with some disappointment in connection
with social activities so it weuld be well
to avoid elaborate parties, as something
may happen to spoil them for you. In
love and marriage matters, some benefits
may be received.

DAY BY DAY

Hours mentioned are Eastern standard
time. If not using that time, make
correction to the time you are using.

. March 2nd

During the early-morning hours
business benefits may be received.
You may benefit in connection
with a legal document or other writing.
You may also benefit in connection with
a journey, your own or that of someone
else. Elderly people will do you favors.
Avoid any unnecessary environmental
changes. The later-morning hours and
the early-afternoon hours may be quiet.
Between 4:00 p. m. and 5:30 p. m., avoid
impulsive actions that may cost you
money. Mark time in occupational mat-
ters. Between 5:30 p. m. and 10:30
p- m., curtail social activities. Between
10:30 p. m. and midnight, love and mar-
riage interests can be advanced. Busi-
ness and environmental benefits may be
received.

Satirday- .. & < i

« March 3rd

Sunday:s =i R
: During the early-morning hours,
financial benefits may be received.

" Between 9:30 a. m. and 10:15
a. m., be conservative in business mat-
ters. Between 10:15 a. m. and 11:00
a. m., love and marriage interests can
be advanced. Environmental benefits
may be advanced. Between 11:00 a. m.
and noon, business and unexpected finan-
cial benefits may be received. Between
3:30 p. m. and 4:30 p. m., mark time in
employment matters. Between 4:30 p. m.
and 6:00 p. m., mark time in love and
marriage matters. Postpone important

decisions. Avoid unnecessary environ-
mental changes. Between 8:00 p. m. and
9:30 p. m., avoid impulsive actions that
may cost you money. Between 9:30
p. m. and midnight, unexpected financial
benefits may be received. Pleasant sur-
prises may come to you.

March 4th

Between 8:30 a. m. and 10:00
) a. m., employment benefits may

" be received. Between 10:00 a. m.
and noon, be conservative in business
matters. Between noon and 1:30 p. m.,,
avoid extravagance in money matters.
Keep your temper under control. Be-
tween 4:00 p. m. and 5:30 p. m., mark

Monday: o0, i

time in occupational matters. Postpone
important decisions. Avoid misunder-
standings with elderly people. Between

6:00 p. m. and 7:30 p. m., curtail social
activities. Avoid unnecessary environ-
mental changes. Between 8:00 p. m. and
9:00 p. m., friends will do you favors.
You may benefit in connection with a
writing. Between 9:00 p. m. and mid-
night, mark time in love and marriage
matters. Curtail social activities. Avoid
misunderstandings with friends.

March 5ih

Tuesday .- 7= ot 7,
=4 The morning hours may be quiet.
(j Between 2:00 p. m. and 3:30
= p. m., mark time in employment
matters. Do not take offense at trifles.
Avoid misunderstandings with friends.
Between 3:30 p. m. and 7:30 p. m., cur-
tail social activities. Between 7:30 p. m.
and 9:00 p. m., avoid extravagance in
money matters. Keep your temper under
control. Avoid misunderstandings with
friends. Between 9:30 p. m. and mid-
night, business benefits may be received.

Wednesday . . . . . . March 6th

During the early-morning hours
be careful what you say, write and
sign. Love and marriage interests
may be advanced. Environmental bene-

s
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fits may be received. Between 9:00 a. m.
and 9:30 a. m., you may be put to unex-
pected financial expense. Avoid impul-
sive actions that may cost you money.
Avoid misunderstandings with friends.
Between 9:30 a. m. and 11:00 a. m,,
avoid unnecessary environmental changes.
Mark time in love and marriage matters.
Curtail social activities. Between 11:00
a. m. and 11:30 p. m. may be quiet. Be-
tween 11:30 p. m. and past midnight,
avoid misunderstandings with friends
and elderly people. Be conservative in
business matters. Postpone important
decisions.

March 7th

Thursday =% 5

During the early-morning hours
business and financial matters will

be under mixed influences. Some
benefits may be received, but mark time
in matters that do not go smoothly.
Friends and elderly people may do you
favors. Environmental benefits may be
received. You may benefit in connection
with a writing. The later-morning hours,
the afternoon hours and the early-evening
hours may be quiet. Between 11:00 p. m.
and past midnight, love and marriage in-
terests can be advanced. Financial bene-
fits may be received.

. March 8th

During the early-morning hours

love and marriage interests can be

advanced.  Business, financial,
and environmental benefits may be re-
ceived. Between 11:00 a. m. and 2:00
p- m., business and financial benefits may
be received. Mark time in emiployment
matters. Keep cool if annoyed. Avoid
misunderstandings with elderly people.
Between 2:00 p. m. and 3:30 p. m., avoid
extravagance in money matters. You may
benefit in connection with a writing. Be-
tween 3:30 p. m. and 5:00 p. m., curtail
social activities. Between 5:00 p. m. and
6:30 p. m., employment and financial
benefits may be received. Between 8:30
p. m. and midnight, love and marriage
interests can be advanced. Environmen-
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tal and unexpected financial benefits may
be received. Pleasant surprises may
come to you.

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.

IF YOU WERE BORN BETWEEN

March 21st and April 20th
Aries

—Aries people born between
March 21st and 26th may Teceive
business benefits this week. Social
interests can be advanced. Best days for
you this week, Monday and Tuesday.
Mark time on Saturday. If born between
March 27th and 3lst, financial benefits
may be received. Best day for you this
week. Tuesday. Mark time on Saturday
and Sunday. If born between April 1st
and 5th, you will find it an excellent week
in which to advance love and marriage
interests. Business, financial, and envi-
ronmental benefits may be received. Best
days for you this week, Tuesday and
Wednesday. Mark time on Sunday. If
born between April 6th and 10th, love
and marriage interests can be advanced.
Environmental and unexpected financial
benefits may be received. Pleasant sur-
prises may come to you. Best day for
you this week, Wednesday. Mark time
on Sunday. If born between April 11th
and 15th, mark time in employment mat-
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ters. Financial benefits may be received.
Best day for you this week, Wednesday.
Mark time on Monday. If born between
April 16th and 20th, mark time in love
and marriage matters. Postpone impor-
tant decisions. Be conservative in busi-
ness matters. Environmental benefits
may be received. Best days for you this
week, Saturday, Wednesday, and Thurs-
day. Mark time on Monday.

April 20th and May 21st °
Taurus

s —laureans born between April
({’ 20th and 26th should curtail so-

cial activities this week. Financial
benefits may be received. Best days for
you this week, Saturday and Thursday.
Mark time on Monday and Tuesday. If
born between April 27th and May 1Ist,
avoid extravagance in money matters.
Keep your temper under control. Best
days for you this week, Saturday, Sun-
day, Thursday, and Friday. Mark time
on Tuesday. If born between May 2nd
and 6th, avoid extravagance in money
matters. Keep your temper under con-
trol. Avoid cuts and burns. Business
and environmental benefits may be re-
ceived. Best days for you this week,
Sunday and Friday. Mark time on Tues-
day and Wednesday. If born between
May 7th and 1lth, you may be put to
unexpected financial expense. Avoid im-
pulsive actions that may cost you money.
Be careful in courtship. Environmental
benefits may be received. Best days for
you this week, Sunday and Friday. Mark
time on Wednesday. If born between
May 12th and 16th, employment and
financial benefits may be received. Love
and marriage interests can be advanced.
Best day for you this week, Monday.
Mark time on Wednesday. If born be-
tween May 17th and 21st, you will find
it an excellent week in which to advance
love and marriage interests. Business
and financial benefits may be received.

May 21st and June 21st
Gemini

—Geminians born between May

21st and 26th may advance social

interests this week. You may
benefit in connection with a writing. Best
days for you this week, Monday and
Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday. If
born between May 27th and 31st, finan-
cial benefits may be received. Best day
for you this week, Tuesday. Mark time
on Thursday and Friday. If born be-
tween June 1lst and 6th, business and
financial benefits may be received. Avoid
unnecessary environmental changes. Best
days for you this week, Tuesday and
Wednesday. Mark time on Friday. 1f
born between June 7th and 11th, unex-
pected financial benefits may be received.
Pleasant surprises may come to you.
Avoid any unnecessary environmental
changes. Best day for you this week,
Wednesday. Mark time on Friday. If
born between June 12th and 16th, mark
time in employment matters. Financial
benefits may be received. Best day for
you this week, Wednesday. If born be-
tween June 17th and 21st, love and mar-
riage interests can be advanced. Business
and financial benefits may be received.
Elderly people will do you favors. Be
careful what you say, write, and sign.
Best days for you this week, Wednesday
and Thursday. Mark time on Saturday.

June 21st ond July 23rd
Cancer

o —Cancerians born between June
21st and 27th may advance so-

cial interests this week. Be care-
ful of your speech. Avoid misunder-
standings. Best day for you this week,
Thursday. Mark time on Saturday. If
born between June 28th and July 2nd,
financial benefits may be received. Best
days for you this week, Thursday and
Friday. Mark time on Saturday and
Sunday. If born between July 3rd and
7th, be conservative in business matters.
Financial and environmental benefils
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may be received. Love and marriage in-
terests may be advanced, but obstacles
may have to be overcome. Best-day for
you this week, Friday. Mark time on
Sunday. If born between July 8th and
12th, you will find it an excellent week
in which to advance love and marriage
interests. Environmental and unexpected
financial benefits may be received.
Pleasant surprises may come to you.
Best day for you this week, Iriday.
Mark time on Sunday. If born between
July 13th and 18th, employment bene-
fits may be received. Avoid extrava-
gance in money maiters. Mark time on
Monday. If born between July 19th and
23rd, avoid falls and dangerous bodies
of water. Postpone important decisions.
Avoid misunderstandings with elderly
people. Mark time in love and marriage
matters. Environmental benefits may be
received. Mark time on Monday.

July 23rd and August 23rd
Leo

—Leo natives born between July
23rd and 28th may receive busi-
ness benefits through being men-
tally alert this week. Mark time on Mon-
day and Tuesday. If born between July
29th and August 2nd, avoid extravagance
in money matters. Mark time on Tues-
day. If born between August 3rd and
7th, avoid cuts and burns. Keep your
temper under control. Be careful in
courtship. Avoid extravagance in money
matters. Business benefits may be re-
ceived. Mark time on Tuesday and
Wednesday. If born between August 8th
and 13th, you may be put to unexpected
financial expense. Avoid impulsive ac-
tions that may cost you money. Be care-
ful in courtship. Environmental bene-
fits may be received. Mark time on
Wednesday. If born between August
14th and 18th, employment and financial
benefits may be received. Love and mar-
riage interests can be advanced. Mark
time on Wednesday. If born between
August 19th and 23rd, you will find it

an excellent week in which to advance
love and marriage interests. Business and
financial benefits may be received. El-
derly people will do you favors. Best
day for you this week, Saturday. Mark
time on Wednesday and Thursday.

August 23rd and September 23rd
Virgo

‘ —Virgo natives born between
August 23rd and 28th may ad-
" vance social interests this week.
Best day for you this week, Saturday.
Mark time on Thursday. If born be-
tween August 29th and September 2nd,
financial benefits may be received. Best
days for you this week, Saturday and
Sunday. Mark time on Thursday and

Friday. If born between September 3rd

and 7th, business and financial benefiis
may be received. Love and marriage in-
terests can be advanced in some respects,
but obstacles may have to be overcome.
Best day for you this week, Sunday.
Mark time on Friday. If born between
September 8th and 13th, unexpected
financial benefits may be received. Pleas-
ant surprises may come to you. Avoid
unnecessary environmental changes. Be
careful in courtship. Best day for you
this week, Sunday. Mark time on Fri-
day. If born between September 14th
and 18th, mark time in employment mat-
ters. Keep cool if annoyed. Financial
benefits may be received. Best day for
you this week, Monday. If born between
September 19th and 23rd, be careful of
your speech. Avoid misunderstandings.
Be conservative in business matters. Best
day for you this week, Monday. Mark
time on Saturday.

September 23rd and October 23rd
Libra

—Librans born between Septem-
ber 23rd and 28th may advance
social interests this week. Be
careful of your speech. Avoid misunder-
standings. Best days for you this week
Monday and Tuesday. Mark time on



Saturday. If born between September
20th and October 3rd, avoid extrava-
gance in money matters. Best day for
you this week, Tuesday. Mark time on
Saturday and Sunday. If born between
October 4th and 8th, be conservative in
business matters. Avoid financial ex-
travagance. Keep your temper under
control. Environmental benefits may be
received. Best days for you this week,
Tuesday and Wednesday. Mark time on
Sunday. If born between October 9th
and 13th, avoid impulsive actions in con-
nection with money matters. Environ-
mental benefits may be received. Best
day for you this week, Wednesday. Mark
time on Sunday. If born between Octo-
ber 14th and 18th, employment benefits
may be received. Avoid extravagance in
money” matters. Best day for you this
week, Wednesday. Mark time on Mon-
day. If born between October 19th and
23rd, mark time in love and marriage
matiers. Postpone important decisions.
Avoid falls. D6 not quarrel with elderly
people. Environmental benefits may be
received. Best days for you this week,
Saturday, Wednesday, and Thursday.
Mark time on Monday.

October 23rd and November 22nd
Scorpio

—Scorpio people born between

October 23rd and 28th may re-

ceive business benefits this week.
Curtail social activities. Best days for
you this week, Saturday and Thursday.
Mark time on Monday and Tuesday. If
born between October 29th and Novem-
ber 2nd, avoid extravagance in money
matters. Best days for you this week,
Saturday, Sunday, Thursday, and Fri-
day. Mark time on Tuesday. If born
between November 3rd and 7ih, avoid
exfravagance in money matters. Keep
your temper under control. Avoid cuts
and burns. Business and environmental
benefits may be received. Best days for
you this week, Sunday and Friday. Mark
time on Tuesday and Wednesday. If
born between November 8th and 12th,
you may be put to unexpected financial
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OLD BOOKS
WANTED

We pay big cash prices for thousands of different
titles. We have bought over 9,000 books from men
and women in every state in the Union! We have paid
as much as $500.00 for a single book. We paid Mr.
Kuchler of Wisconsin over $1,000.00 cash! For ex-
ample, we will pay you cash for the following books
as described in our price list:

Pilgrim’sProgress .............. $4,000.00
Adventures of Tom Sawyer........ 200.00
Old Swimmin’ Hole............... 75.00
Black Beauty..................... 100.00
Treasurelsland................... 50.00
ScarletLetter..................... 35.00
Venus and Adonis ............... 5,000.00
Snow-Bound...................... 45.00
Uncle Tom’s Cabin............... 50.00
LeavesofGrass................... 250.00
BennMur. .. ... ... 0 5 25.00
Last of the Mohicans............. 50.00
Moby Dick. .0 ... e viare s 100.00
Little Women. .. .. 25.00
McGuffey Primer. 100.00
Tamerlane & Other Poems . 5,000.00

These are but a few of the many thousands of books
we want. DON'T SEND BOOKS until you have
checked our latest list giving full information. Don't
delay—a single old school book, story book, Bible,
poetry, history, travel, almanacs, newspapers, letters,
autograph, etc., may bring you $25, $50, $100, $500
or even $5,000 cash for certain books. Better investi-
gate NOW. Send 10c coin or stamps to American
Book Mart, 140 S. Dearborn St., Dept. 677,
Chicago, and we will send you latest list of old books
we want to buy and cash prices we will pay.
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and without wearing queer-looking shoes.
Add 1% inches to your height at once
with the new HITE INCREASERS
which fit snugly into your shoes. Act now!
Write Dept. SS.
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11 W, 42 STREET NEW YORK, N.'Y.

expense. Avoid impulsive actions that
may cost you money. Be careful in
couriship. Environmental benefits’ may
be received. Best days for you this week,
Sunday and Friday. Mark time on
Wednesday. If born between November
13th and 17th, employment and financial
benefits may be received. Love and mar-
riage interests may be advanced. Best
day for you this week, Monday. Mark
time on Wednesday. If born between
November 18th and 22nd, be conservative
in business matters. Environmental bene-
fits may be received. Best day for you
this week, Monday. Mark time on
Wednesday and Thursday.

November 22nd and December 22nd
Sagittarius

—Sagittarians born between No-
vember 22nd and 27th may re-
ceive business benefits this week.
You may benefit in connection with a
writing.  Social interests can be ad-
vanced. Best days for you this week.
Monday and Tuesday. Mark time on
Thursday. If born between November
28th and December 2nd, keep your tem-
per under control. Best day for you this
week, Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday
and Friday. If born between December
3rd and 7th, business benefits may be
received. You may benefit in connection
with a journey, your own or that of
someone else. Avoid extravagance in
money matters. Be careful in courtship.
Do not make unnecessary environmental
changes. Avoid unnecessary lawsuits.
Best days for you this week, Tuesday and
Wednesday. Mark time on Friday. If
born between December 8th and 12th,
avoid impulsive actions in connection
with money matters. Curtail social ac-
tivities. Do not make unnecessary envi-
ronmental changes. Avoid unnecessary
lawsuits. Best day for you this week,
Wednesday. Mark time on Friday. If
born between December 13th and 17th,
mark time in employment matters. Busi-
ness and financial benefits may be re-
ceived. Best day for you this week,
Wednesday. If born between December
18th and 22nd, love and marriage inter-




YOUR STARS AND YOU

ests can be advanced. Business and finan-
cial benefits may be received. Elderly
people will do you favers. Best days for
you this week, Saturday, Wednesday and
Thursday.

December 22nd and January 20ih
Capricorn
'S —Capricornians  born  between
\S December 22nd and 26th should

curtail social activities this week.
Be careful of your speech. Best days for
you this week, Saturday and Thursday.
1f born between December 27th and 31st,
financial benefits may be received. Best
days for you this week, Saturday, Sun-
day, Thursday, and Friday. If born be-
iween January lst and 5th, be conserva-
tive in business matters. Financial and
environmental benefits may be received.
Love and marriage interests can be ad-
vanced, but obstacles may have to be
overcome. Best days for you this week,
Sunday and Friday. If born between
January 6th and 10th, you will find it
an excellent week in which to advance
love and marriage interests. Environmen-
tal and unexpected financial benefits may
be received. Pleasant surprises may
come to you. Best days for you this
week, Sunday and Friday. If born be-
tween January 1lth and 15th, employ-
ment benefits may be received. Avoid
extravagance in money matters. Best
day for you this week, Monday. If born
between January 16th and 20th, avoid
falls. Postpone important decisions.
Mark time in love and marriage matters.
Environmental benefits may be received.
Best days for you this week, Wednesday
and Thursday. Mark time on Monday.

Jonuary 20th and February 19th
Aquarius

| —Aquarians born between Janu-
ary 20th and 25th should curtail
social activities this week. Busi-
ness benefits may be received. Best days
for you this week, Monday and Tuesday.
Ii born between January 26th and 30th,
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avoid exiravagance in money matters.
Best day for you this week, Tuesday. If
born between January 31st and Febru-
ary 4th, avoid cuts and burns. Keep
your, temper under control. Avoid ex-
travagance in money matters. Business
and environmental benefits may be re-
ceived. Best day for you this week, Fri-
day. Be careful on Tuesday and Wednes-
day. If born between February 5th and
Oth, you may be put to unexpected finan-
cial expense. Avoid impulsive actions
that may cost you money. Environmen-
tal benefits may be received. Best day
for you this week, Friday. Be careful
on Wednesday. If born between Febru-
ary 10th and 14th, mark time in employ-
ment matters. Financial benefits may be
received. Best day for you this week,
Wednesday. If born between February
15th and 19th, you will find it an excel-
lent week in which to advance love and
marriage interests. Business and finan-
cial benefits may be received. Elderly
people will do you favors. Best days for
you this week, Saturday, Wednesday, and
Thursday.

February 19th and March 21st
Pisces

—Pisceans born between February

19th and 24th may receive busi-

ness benefits this week. Best days

“for you this week, Saturday and Thurs-

day. If born between February 25th and
March 1st, financial benefits may be re-
ceived. Best days for you this week, Sat-
urday, Sunday, Thursday, and Friday.
If born between March 2nd and 6th, you
will find it an excellent week in which
to advance love and marriage interests.
Business, financial, and environmental
benefits may be received. Best days for
you this week, Sunday and Friday. If
born between March 7th and 11th, love
and marriage interests can be advanced.
Environmental and unexpected financial
benefits may be received. Pleasant sur-
prises may come to you. Best days for
you this week, Sunday and Friday. If
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born between March 12th and 16th, mark
time in employment matters. Keep cool
if annoyed. Financial benefits may be
received. Best day for you this week,
Monday. If born between March 17th
and 2lst, business and financial benefits
may be received. Love and marriage in-
terests can be advanced. Best day for
you this week, Monday. Mark time on
Saturday.

Note for “Rorn Between—” readers:

The week referred to begins with Satur-
day, March 2nd, and ends with Friday,
March 8th. Compare with information
given in “Your Week” and “Day by
Day” to see what the general influences
are.

More About Pisces People

If you were born between March 7th
and 11th, you speak well and people like
to listen to you. Your reasoning powers
are excellent; your conclusions usually
sound; and your judgment good. You
have a high moral code and try to live
up to it. Others soon learn that they
can rely on your word. You get along
well with people and do not shirk your
share of responsibility. You will go
more than halfway to establish and main-
tain harmony in your relations with
others. You are strongly attached to
home and family and do all you can to
bring happiness to those you love. Your
self-control is usually good, but should
be strengthened to stand you in good
stead when you need it most. You should
discipline your thoughts and avoid too
much thinking along lines that have no
useful purpose to be accomplished. Plan
carefully toward the attainment of
worth-while results. You are scientific-
ally inclined. You may become a suc-
cessful lawyer. You may follow an in-
dustrial occupation requiring a high de-
gree of training. You may hold public
office or work under those who do. You

develop excellent ability in whatever you
undertake as a means of earning your
livelihood. Too much solitude is not
good for you, so do not neglect your
social life if your work does not enable
you to meet interesting people. Be care-
ful in your selection of friends and asso-
ciates and do not encumber yourself with
those whose chief aim is to waste time
and impoverish themselves mentally and
otherwise. You should become safety-
minded and avoid hazardous occupations
and pastimes. You should not take un-
necessary chances around dangerous
bodies of water. You should avoid
physical overexertion.

If you were born between March 12th
and 16th, you should avoid engaging in
ventures in which chance plays too promi-
nent a part. Should yeu work for your-
self, you are likely to meet with success
in occupations that can be conducted
along well-established lines that have
proved successful in the past. Unless
you can get into something wherein suc-
cess is practically assured through the
following of sound business practices, it
would be better for you to work for
someone else. If working for yourself,
do not hesitate to call in expert advice
if a situation arises that you do not know
how to meet; but do not ask advice of
those not qualified to properly give it.
You may have opporlunity to work into
a successful business in which you have
served an apprenticeship. Be sure, how-
ever, that your apprenticeship has famil-
iarized you with all angles of the business
you would engage in for yourself. You
are impulsive and sometimes are imposed
upon because of your desire to please.
Do not jeopardize your financial stand-
ing by inability to say “no” when you
ought to say “no.” You like to help

. others and unless you use discretion you

are likely to overdo it. You are pleasing
of speech and you have an attractive per-
sonality. You should discipline your
emotions, especially when associating
with the opposite sex. If necessary you



can adjust yourself to a distasteful en-
vironment; but you are not likely to be
happy unless your surroundings are har-
monious. You should have a laudable
object in life and work toward its attain-
ment. Avoid doing to any great extent
the things that will make you lose sight
of it. You should cultivate silence re-
garding other people’s affairs which do
not concern you.

If you were born between March 17th
and 2l1st, you are inclined to not make the
best use of your time. You should have
a get-together meeting with yourself and
plan the important things you desire to
do during your life and then keep them
in mind in your daily activities. In union
of purpose you will find strength. Do
not divide your energies too greatly or
you will not be likely to accomplish many
of the things you would like to do. Suc-
cess may be slow in coming, but if you
do not lose sight of the object which you
wish to attain, you will be very apt to
evenlually attain it. In planning your
activities it would be well not to raise
needless antagonisms. You will find it
to your advantage to ce-operate with
others when possible to do so. You may
meet with success in business enterprises
that can be conducted along sound lines
that have proved generally successful for
others. Those of you who prefer occu-

_pations requiring scientific training, may
gain their livelihood in research or ex-
perimental work. If you take to this line

of work, you may make important dis-

coveries that can be utilized by industry.
You should avoid experiments that can
have no commercial value. Avoid dab-
bling in matters that cannot be reduced
to a formula capable of certain duplica-
tion by others of scientific training once
they have the formula in hand. You may
do laboratory work for the benefit of the
medical profession. Your speech some-
times gives offense by its abruptness.
You have confidence in yourself. Some-
times you may become overconfident in
matters involving your personal safety,
leading to recklessness that may invite
trouble. You should be careful near, on
LS—8E

ASY to do if you use this at-
tractive, pure aluminum hot biscuif
server which has a spun-ray finish out-
side, a sun-ray finish inside. Has bake-
lite handles and cover knob.
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ers and muffins; keeps corn on the cob,
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or above dangerous bodies of water. For
health reasons, you should watch your
diet carefully and avoid becomm«r over-
weight.

(Pisces article to be continued next
week.)

QUESTION BOX

Mrs. R. W., born September 29, 1922,
about 3:00 o’clock: You did not state
whether a. m. or p. m. You did not state
where you were born. You did not give
complete birth data of your husband. I
suggest that if you and your husband
will agree on the things that are not worth
arguing about, you can cut down on the
number of arguments between you.

Mrs. J. E. F., whose son was born
September 21, 1914, 9:00 p. m., New
Jersey: He should make a note of the
following approximate times: Middle of
April, 1940, marriage interests may be
advanced. Last half of May, first half
of June, 1940, mark time in home affairs.
Middle of August, 1940, possibly busi-
ness and financial benefits; marriage in-
terests may be advanced. First half of
October, 1940, unexpected benefits, pleas-
ant surprises. Last part of January, first
half of February, 1941, marriage interests
may be advanced; business benefits may
be received.

L. E. S., female, born December 23,
1917, 10:50 a. m., Virginia: This date
fell on Sunday, not on Tuesday. About
the middle of November, 1940, you will
come under excellent influences that may
enable you to advance marriage interests.

H. C. S., male, born July 27, 1896, be-
tween 5:00 p. m. and 7:00 p. m., Penn-
sylvania: You will come under benefi-
cial influences that may bring you em-
ployment benefits about the last half of

April, 1940.

A
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Miss N. M., born August 9, 1916, 4:00
o’clock: You did not state whether a. m.
or p. m., and you were rather indefinite
about the place of your birth.

A. F., female, born March 18, 1922,
3:00 a. m., Texas: Your answer was pub-
lished in the October 7, 1939, issue of
Love Story Magazine. I'm sorry you
overlooked it.

Mrs. A. V. B. B., born November 3,
1876, 5:15 a. m., New York: About the
following times you will come under
beneficial influences that may bring you
financial and other benefits and a jour-
ney may be taken: Middle of October,
1940; March and last half of May, 1941.

V. L. S., female, born August 1, 1917:
You did not state where you were born
nor the time of day of your birth.

Mgs. M. E. F., born January 30, 1888,
9:00 a. m., Maine: This date fell on
Monday, not on Tuesday. About the fol-
lowing times you will come under excel-
lent influences that may bring you busi-
ness, employment, and other benefits:
Last half of November, first half of De-
cember, 1940; last half of February, first
half of March, 1941.

Miss O. W., born September 10, 1916,
5:00 a. m., New York: I think you made
the right decision when you refused your
boy friend’s request. Furthermore, I am
of the opinion that should you marry him
you will find the marriage unsatisfactory.

V. E. R., female, born March 17, 1905,
1:00 p. m.: This date {ell on Friday,
not on Thursday. You did not state
where you were born.

“Anxious,” female, born July 19, 1912,
2:00 a. m., Pennsylvania: I think you
can qualify yourself to follow a scientific
pursuit. You may have an excellent op-
portunity to advance marriage interests



about the last half of June and the first
half of July, 1941.

Miss L. D’G., born December 18, 1911,
“12:00 p. m.”, Minnesota:* What time
of day is “12:00 p. m.”?

R. F., female, born July 14, 1919,
about 4:00 a. m., Oklahoma: When one
becomes overweight like one’s parents, in
many instances it is because the family
dinner table is loaded with fattening
foods. The things we learn to eat when
young may be the things we continue to
eat all through life. Some people need
more food than others. Each person
should learn what is best to meet his in-
dividual requirements. A good plan to
reduce is to loiter over your food. Rapid
eaters are inclined to eat more than nec-
essary before they decide that they have
had enough. You will come under ex-
cellent influences that may enable you to
advance marriage interests about the last
part of October and the first half of No-
vember., 1940.

“ABC.,” female, born November 23,
1908, 12:15 a. m., Ohio: This date fell
on Monday, not on Thursday. You will
come under excellent influences affecting
marriage matters about the last half of
December, 1940, and the middle of
March, 1941.

E. B., female, born May 17, 1909, be-
tween 6:00 a. m. and 7:00 a. m., Georgia:
You will come under excellent influences
affecting marriage matters about the fol-
lowing times: Last half of May, first half
of June, middle of November, 1940.

M. L. M., female, born April 8, 1912,
6:00 a. m., Virginia: You will come un-
der influences affecting marriage matters
about the following times: First half of
May, 1940, adverse. Last half of June,
1940, excellent.

A. W., female, born November 22,
1919, about 10:00 p. m., Michigan: You

will come under influences affecting mar-
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riage matters about the following times:
First half of February, 1941, adverse.
Last half of February, first part of
March, 1941, excellent.

J. 1. L., female, born February 22,
1901, between 4:00 a. m. and 6:00 a. m.,
New York: You will come under excel-
lent influences affecting marriage matiers
about November and December, 1940.

V. B., female, born June 11, 1920, 5:40
p. m., Michigan: About the last half of
April, 1941, you may have an excellent
opportunity to advance emplo_\ment in-
terests.. About the last half of April and
the first part of May, 1942, you will come
under excellent influences that may affect
marriage matters.

M. M., female, born July 24, 1914,
about 7:00 a. m., Ontario: You will
come under influences affecting marriage
matters about the following times: Last
half of August, 1940, excellent. Last part
ot October, first half of November, 1940,
excellent in some respects, hut obstacles -
may have to be overcome.

I. R., female, born December 13, 1919,
12:00 noon, Ukraine: About the follow-
ing times vou will come under excellent
influences that may enable you to ad-
vance employment interests: Last half
of June, last half of September. last part
of November, first half of December,
1940.

[. H.. female, born November 8, 1913,
11:00 p. m., Saskatchewan: You will
come under influences affecting marriage
matters about the following times: Last
half of March, first part of April. 1940,
adverse. Middle of May, last half of June,
first half of July, 1940, excellent.

I. S. M. B., female. born February 14,
1917, between 8:00 p. m. and 8:30 p. m.,
Tlinois: You will come under influences
affecting marriage matters about the fol-
lowing times: First half of December,
1940, may be obstacles. First half of
January, 1942, excellent.



IT’S not hard to make
friends if the “other fellow” makes the
first move. But why net be the first to
make that move? California Rose is
eager to exchange not only long, friendly
letters, but also souvenirs, picture post
cards, snapshots, and anything else of
interest to you all. So why not sling
some ink her way and gain a new friend?

Dear Miss Morris: Here’s hoping
Pen Pals everywhere will answer my plea.
I’'m a sociable, good-natured girl of al-
most eighteen, will gladly exchange sou-
venirs, picture post cards, snapshots, and
anything else other Pals would like. I
enjoy sports, making friends, and hope
to hear from girls in every State in the
Union. All letters will be answered
promptly. How about it?

CALIFORNIA Rosk.

Who wants souvenirs?

Dear Miss Morris: Please print my
plea. I’'m a young married woman, age
twenty-three, collect stamps, souvenirs,
snapshots, and will exchange them with
other Pals. I’ll answer every letter I get,
and promise to be a true-blue friend.
Come on, gals, write to me.

STERLING Lora.

Happy-go-lucky Canadian girl.

DrAr Miss Morris: Hello, girls every-
where! I'm a happy-go-lucky Canadian
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Mary Moms

girl of eighteen, fond of sports, writing
long letters, enjoy dancing, and just
about anything of interest to other Pals.
I'll exchange souvenirs, snapshots, and
promise to be a steady correspondent.
ToronTO DELL.

Drop her a few lines at once,

DEAr Miss Morris: May a lenesome
girl come to you for help? I'm seven-
teen, and very eager to correspond with
girls all over. I like sports, music, and
have lots of interesting things to write
about. Il also exchange snapshots with
anyone who drops me a few lines. Please,
Pals, don’t pass me by.

MARYLAND MARY.

Let her tell you about Georgia.

Dear Miss Morris: Won’t someone
please answer my plea? I’'m a married
woman of twerity, live in a lovely town
in Georgia, and have ever so many in-
teresting stories to tell you about this part
of the country. I enjoy dancing, movies,
sports, and am easy to get along with, 1
promise to answer all letters received.

GeorciA KiTTY.

A sincere, true-blue Pal.

DeAr Miss Morris: If anyone wants
a sincere, true-blue Pen Pal, I hope she
will answer my plea. I'm a young woman
of thirty, have several interesting hobbies,
collect picture post cards and will ex-
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change them, also snapshots and sou-

venirs. I’d like to hear from one Pal in

every State in the Union. How about it?
ARKANsAs HazgL.

Send your letters to a high-school
miss.

DEear Miss Morris: Please help me
to find some friends. I’'m a high-school
girl eager to hear from Pals between
fourteen and sixteen. I have blond hair,
blue eyes, adore sports, and have lots of
free time to write. 1 want at least one
Pal in every State in the Union, and also
in Canada. Who'll answer my call?

Vin.

She devotes her life to others.

Dear Miss Morris: I don’t know if
there are Pals who’d care to try me, but
here goes. I'm a young woman thirty
years of age, employed as matron in a
mental hospital. 1 hail from Missouri,
and my people are still living there. I
have few friends, due to the fact that 1
work at least twelve hours daily, and I
would like to correspond with single and
married Pals of any age all over the
world. MATRON.

She loves to write long letters.

Dear Miss Morris: Living over a
hundred miles away from home is rather
lonesome, so here’s my plea. I'm a girl
of eighteen attending private school,
often get very blue, and think it would
be wonderful to hear from Pals all over
the country. Please, girls, won’t you add
my name to your list of Pen Pals? TI'll
tell you more about myself later.

MonTaNa Jov.

Just mention music to her!

DeAr Miss Morris: I'm a young mar-
ried woman of twenty-iwo, have one
child, a wonderful husband, and live on
a farm in Wisconsin. 1 like singing,
movies, sewing, sports, playing the guitar,
mouth organ, and have lots of time to

answer all letiers that come my way.
Come on, everybody, let’s be {riends.
YopELING COWGIRL.

From sunny California.

Dear Miss Morris: Hi, gals! I'm
looking for true-blue Pen Pals. I'm a -
teen-age girl living in sunny California,
have blond hair, blue eyes and a good-
natured disposition, though I'm some-
what shy. I have ever so many interest-
ing things to tell, and will be eagerly
waiting for your letters.

CALIFORNIA MaBs.

Her replies will be interesting.

DEAR Miss Morris: Please find room
for my letter. I'm a lonesome widow,
considered good-natured, {riendly, and
want to hear from Pals over thirty. 1
have blue eyes, dark hair, and feel sure
that I can make my replies fairly inter-
esting. Pals, write to me, single or mar-
ried. 1 promise prompt replies.

Just Fro.

Temmy enjoys active sports.

DeArR Miss Morris: Has a Canadian
girl a chance to find new friends? I
want Pals between fifteen and seventeen.
I’'m a high-school girl, enjoy drawing,
skating, basketball, tennis and dancing.
I will-answer every letter I get, and tell
you all about Canada. Girls, please give
nie a chance to correspond with you.

TEMMY.

Answer her signal of distress.
Dear Miss Morris: S O S! I'm a

girl of nineteen, live in Vermont, and
hope to hear from Pals all over the coun-
try, especially those in California. Ev-
eryone is welcome, and I will try very
hard to make my replies as interesting
as I can. 1 promise prompt replies to
all letters received. MARY AGNES.

Don’t keep Baisy waiting.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a country
girl twenty years of age, and very lone-



some. I’ll exchange snapshots with any-
one who answers my plea, and offer sin-
cere friendship. Pen Pals, won’t you
drop me a few lines and tell me about
yourselves and your hobbies? I'm sure
we can become good friends.  Darsy.

Calling all Southern gals.

Dear Miss Morris: Here’s another
plea. I'm anxious to correspond with
Southern Pen Pals around my age,
twenty-two. I'm a married girl fond of
writing long, friendly letters. Some of
you Western girls might also give me a
try. I have plenty of spare time, and
will tell more about myself later.

Evrza.

A Pal who needs your cheer.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a very lone-
some young woman cooped up in a sani-
tarium fighting lung trouble. I would
greatly appreciate it if some of the Pals,

regardless of age, single -or married,.

dropped me a line. It would certainly
cheer me up no end to know that some-
one cares, and all letters will be more
than welcome. GEORGIA PaT.

Souvenirs from Maine.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm sure that
writing to Pen Pals far and near can be
a wonderful pastime, and I'd love to hear
from girls all over the world. I'm a girl
of eighteen, live in Maine, fond of music,
singing, will exchange souvenirs, gifts
and snapshots with anyone who is inter-
ested. I want to be swamped with let-
ters, Pals, so don’t ignore my plea!

SARRA.

Match-folder collectors, get together.

Dear Miss Morris: I'm a friendly
married woman, have two children twelve
and eight years of age, collect match fold-
ers, and want to correspond with Pals
all over, especially other match-folder
~collectors. I promise to answer letters
promptly, and have many things of in-
terest to talk about. .Pals, please try me,
regardless if you are single or married.

Mgs. J. B. S.
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Our Graduates
Run
47 %
of ALL the

Identification Bureaus
in America!

Send for complete list of over 600 Bureaus where
our graduates have been placed in good positions as

FINGER PRINT EXPERTS

Then write the nearest Bureau and learn what our
graduates think of us!

We have space here.to list only a FEW
of these more than 600 institutions, so be
sure to send for the complete list!

tate of Utah Schenectady, N. Y.
tate of Ohio Scranton, Pa.
Boston, Mass. Lincoln, Neb.

New York, N. Y. Mobile, Ala.
Pittsburgh, Pa. Little Rock, Ark.
St. Paul, Minn. Pontiac, Mich.
Mexico City, Mex. Havana, Cuba
Miami, Fla.
Birmingham, Ala.
Columbus, Ohio
Galveston, Tex.
Houston, Tex.
Windsor, Ont.
Pueblo, Colo.
Salt Lake City, Utah

Montreal, Can.
Cedar Rapids, lowa
Elgin, 11l

Syracuse, N. Y.
Tampa, Fla. Atlantic City, N. J.
Long Beach, Cal, Sioux City, lowa
s t. Louis, Mo. hester, N. Y.
State of Michigan Lansing, Mich. land, Ohio

State of Wash.
State of Mass.
State of 1llinois
State of Idaho

Burlington, la.

rie, Pa,

Oklahoma City, Okla.
renton, N. J.

Spokane, Wash.
Fort Worth, Tex.
Shreveport, La.
0 Waltham, Mass.
State of Colorado Detroit, Mich. Berkeley, Calif.
State of lowa El Paso, Tex. Paterson, N. J.

Wént a Regular Monthly Salary?

Be a Secret Service and Identification Expert!

Enjoy the thrill of getting you:r man—with no personal danger—
PLUS a regular monthly paid salary and the opportunity to share
in Rewards. Learn at home, in spare time, and at low cost, the
unique_secrets of this young, fascinating and fast growing profes-
sion. You have exactly the same opportunity that was offered the
hundreds of our graduates who now hold splendid positions in more
than 600 institutions. Each of these bureaus has anywhere from
ONE to FIFTEEN of our graduates on regular salaries—and new
openings develop from time to time.

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN
In This Young, Fast Growing Profession.

Of the thousands of towns in America, three-fourths are still with-
out identification bureaus. Many more are bound to come! That
spells OPPORTUNITY. But you must be READY. It’s easy to
master this profession that combines thrills with personal safety,
AND the security of a steady income. We show you HOW—just as
we have already shown the hundreds who now hold good pay

positions.
The Confidential Reports Operator

FREE! No. 38 Made to His Chief.

Just rush coupon! Follow this Operator’s exciting hunt for a mur-
derous gang. Also, get free, ‘“The Blue Book of Crime,”” showing
the wonderful opportunities in the field of Finger Prints and Crime
Detection. Take your first step TODAY toward a steady income
and success. Mail coupon NOW!

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept.-2772, Chicago.

I RS R
§ INSTITUTE OF APPLIED ScCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 2772, Chicago.
Gentlemen: With no obligation on my part, send me Confi-
l dential Reports of Operator No. 38, also illustrated ‘“Blue
Book of Crime,”” complete list of bureaus employing your
graduates, together with your low prices and Easy Terms offer.
(Literature will be sent ONLY to persons stating their age.)

Name ........... eeeseeerscertcteetcerssersassessessrone “es
Address ........

Age.......... .
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Car Owners! Meet Master Glaze—the sensationally different
luster for new and used cars! ,Not a wax—not an oil polish
—not a paint!—nothing that “smears’ over the surface.
MASTER GLAZE is a unique discovery—& creamy liquid
—quick and easy to apply! Gives a hard,

AGENTS glass-like surface. Even gasolinecannot dull
An unusual | §t] Lasts six months toa year! Amazing
opportunity! | Juster—beautiful, sparkling clean and bril-

Q‘"Ck flashy | Jiant! Doesn’t ﬁnger-mark—doesn t smear!

A match box full glazes an entire car. Seals

the pores—— rotects! NOTHING LIKE IT!

Goodterritory. FRE LE Write now for FREE B

Write today! Offor! LET and FREE T RIAL OF-
ust send your name and address. Write

MASTER GLAZE co., 7720-144“. Harwood Ave., Milwaukee, Wis.

HOW
> Write Stories
Mls. Grace anchar that SELL

had an IDEA feor a story.

‘We criticized her story.

gave it a new title and told her WHERE TO SEND
IT. She got a substantial check THE FIRST
TIME OUT. That is a THRILL many of our

graduates have each month., Let 22 years of ex-
perience guide YOU. Endorsed by Jack London.

FREE BOOKLET ;4% 5%

TING” with ex-

p]anannn of our per-

sonal criticism and manuscript sales service. No obligations. Write!
HOOSIER INSTITUTE (E'st.1917) Dept. 1372, FORT WAYNE, IND.

Start < POTATO CHIP
BUSINESS

IN YOUR KITCHEN and
MAKE MONEY/

BUY potatoes for 2¢ a lb. Make
sensational new ‘‘Greaseless’’ Po-
tato Chips and sell for 35¢ a lb.
Jdeal business for men or women in
spare or full time. Small investment
buys complete equipment. No ex-
perience needed. I show you how to get stores to sell all you
make; tell you how to make profit first day. All information, pic-
tures, prices and terms sent free. Send a postal card for Kree
Facts on this big “Home Business”” Opportunity.

G. H. HARDT, Dept. F-302, 620 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Il

B!z profits.

IORKS Off 110-Volt Light

Socket. This marvelous $l
Pynamic Power Welder does the
work of much higher priced types. It is RETAIL| /@
B nders, Fanks, Earm Machi

umpers, Fende y

etc. prII'ulso solder and braze on the llth‘
material. Works on iron, steel, tin, brass, cop-
perand all other metals. Men without previous
experience can make as much as $5.00 on a one
hour repair job. In a year’s time a Dynamie Welder

CeSTS LESS THAN 6 CENTS A DAY

Inslmcnons free—Open a welding shop now. AGENTS—Make big
profits selling to garages, factories, janitors and machme shops.
Write today for our 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. D MIC WELDER
COMPANY, 2226-LE SILVERTON ROAD, CHIcAGO. ILLINOIS.

She’s interested in everyone.

DEear Miss Morris: Who wants a Pal
from the South? I'm a girl of nine-
leen, interested in everyone and every-
thing, and want a chance to correspond
with girls who appreciate sincere {riend-
ship. 1 promise prompt replies, and
have ever so many things to tell. Please,
girls, don’t pass me by.

TrUE-BLUE EVE.

' You're wanted!
Pals!

DEar Miss Morris: Wanted: Pals
between seventeen and twenty. I'm a
girl eighteen years of age, considered
friendly, will gladly exchange snapshots
with anyone, and hope to hear from Pals
far and near. Those of you who want a
real friend, won’t you drop me a few
lines? 1 hail from New York State.

PALMYRA.

Give yourselves up,

Peppy is the word for her.

Dear Miss Morris: May I have a
chance to find friends? 1T want to hear
from Pals between twelve and fifteen.
I'm a peppy girl, fond of ball games,
skating, and have loads of time to an-
swer letters. 1 promise prompt replies,
and will be a real friend. Who'll try
me? I'll be waiting!

Ipano BrowN EyEs.

’

Get busy, teen-age Pals!

DeAr Miss Morris: There’s nothing
I'd like better than hearing from teen-
age Pals everywhere. I'm a peppy girl
fond of making friends and writing let-
ters, and have plenty of time for the lat-
ter. I hail from Michigan, but don't let
that stop you from answering my plea,
girls. Lel’s get acquainted! WELMA,

Miss Mary Morris 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 he-
tween men and men, boys and boys, women and women,
girls and girls. All reasonable care will be exercised in
the introduction of correspondents. If any unsatisfactory
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 for-
warding postage when sending letters, 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.




conducted by

Laura Alston Brown

well-known authority on
love and marriage

with love? No doubt some of us

believe that it is natural for people
in love to be jealous of each other. Of
course, a little jealousy on the man’s
part, due to the fact that other men ad-
mire his best girl, is sometimes stimulat-
ing. But it is dangerous to romance
when jealousy and suspicion are permit-
ted a free hand. Giving in to jealousy is
a sign that we are afraid a rival may be
waiting at every turn. Shouldn’t we trust
those we love?

Here are two young people who can-
not stand the thought of parting, and nei-
‘ther can they get along together. Why?
It seems that the green-eyed monster
won’t let them!

E UST jealousy travel the same road

Dear Mrs. Brown: We are a boy
and girl very much in love with each
other, and wonder if the course of true
love is always rough. Mac worships me
and I adore him, but we are awfully
jealous of one another. We think it’s
because we care so much for each other.

Mac tells me he can never love any
other girl, and I feel the same way about
him. I don’t mind if he talks with other
girls in our crowd, but I can’t stand it
when he fools around with them, though
I know I'm the one he cares for.

I'm so glad when we are getting along

all right, but it doesn’t last. Sooner or
later either he or I do something to make
the other jealous, and then we’re off
again. And we both have awful tempers.

Do you think we’d quarrel and feel as

we do about each other if we weren’t so
much in love? Mac is twenty-two, and
I'm eighteen. We’ve known each other
for a year.

Another trouble is that we seldom
agree on anything. I know he’s a won-
derful boy, and I'm sure he loves me,
but still we don’t often see things from
the same point of view.

Mrs. Brown, when we are apart, even
if it’s only a week, I'm so miserable I
wish I could stop living. And Mac says
he feels the same way about me. But do
you think we would be happy if we got
married? We haven’t announced our en-
gagement yet, but plan to marry in about
six months. We can’t stand the thought
of giving each other up, but what are we

_going to do? We can’t go on quarreling

and making up all our lives. Mac says
that people in love are always jealous
of each other. Mac AnD Bass.

You are quite right. You cannot go
on quarreling and making up all your
live, Perhaps you two are in love, or
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it may be only infatuation. Each of you
seems to be thinking only of yourself.
Perhaps you want to own each other as
you once owned toys that amused you.
And this awful jealousy that grips you
is only a fear that someone else may
poach on your preserves.

Before you can find happiness together
you should give yourselves time to grow
up a little more. Learn to trust and be-
lieve in each other. Otherwise neither
of you will find the peace and joy you
expect in marriage.

Getting married now, if only to make
sure of each other, will not cure your
jealous spasms. I doubt if you could be
happier than you are now. I suggest
that you wait a year or so, have other
friends in the meantime, and learn to be
less possessive and self-centered.

What'’s your opinion, readers? Should
sweethearts be jealous of each other if
they are really in love? Let’s hear!

Dear Mrs. BRown: Won’t you help
a miserable girl of twenty? About a
year ago, my girl friend and I met two
boys who were very good friends. We
went together for about a month.

I didn’t care much about the boy I was
dating, but liked the other one very much.
Then my girl friend moved to another
State, and the boy I had been dating
also moved away, and I began dating
the boy she had been going with.

We went together "for about two
months, and I fell in love with him. He
seemed devoled to me until his boy
friend returned. Then he quit coming
to see me for no reason at all.

He and this other boy began running
around together. Then he wanted me
to date him again, but I refused.

I ofien see the boy I care for. He
talks to me, but never mentions coming
to see me. When I am talking to him,
and another boy speaks to me or asks
me to dance with him, this boy looks
daggers at us. He rarely goes with other
girls.

Should I have a long talk with him

.and ask him why he stopped dating me?

Do you think he cares anything about
me, and should I tell him I care for him?
He has lost his job recently, and I would
very much like to offer my. sympathy.
I love him so much I am miserable with-
out him. Your advice will be appreci-
ated. Dora.

It would hardly be wise to go to this
boy and tell him that you care for him
and want him back. After all, you have
never had any claim on him because he
did not tell you he was in love with you.
It seems to me that girls often take them-
selves, and the boy they like, too much
for granted. If a boy dates a girl several
times, or comes to see her once or twice
a week for a while, she assumes that he
loves her because she happens to care
for him.

But that is net always the case. Boys
date girls they like without being in
love with them, and they naturally feel
no compunction when their interest wan-
ders. And when such is the case, all the
girl can do is make new friends and con-
centrate on someone else, but not teo
seriously until she is sure she has found
the right man.

So try not to feel so badly, my dear.
Have other dates, and continue to be
friendly when you meet this boy. He
may yet want to date you again. But if
not, then you should net break your
heart over him.

Dear Mrs. BRown: 1 don’t know if
anyone can help me, but here’s my prob-
lem. I'm a girl of seventeen and would
appreciate your advice.

Next month will mark the second year
of my marriage. When I was a sopho-
more in school I began going with Don,
who is now my husband. We always
dated with my best girl friend, Lou, and
her steady beau, Jack.

Lou and I met Don and Jack at a
party. Lou and Jack paired off, and Don



and I did the same. I felt a very strong
attraction toward Jack almost at once,
but I didn’t say anything about it to
anyone because I thought that Lou was
in love with him.

We four had many good times that
summer and the following winter. Then.
one night, we took to drinking and we all
got pretty tight.

I didn’t go with Don after that for
almost two months, and then one day I
went to see a doctor and he told me I
was going to have a baby. When Jack
came to see Lou the next time, I asked
him to bring Don over. He told me that
Don and he were not on speaking terms
and when he said he wouldn’t bring him,
I told him why I had to see Don.

When Don came over I could see he
was quite drunk. He told" me in front
of Lou and Jack that the baby belonged
to someone else. When he said this,
Jack took him aside and talked to him.
Then Don asked me to forgive him and
if I would marry him.

I told him I would tell my mother first.
She was so glad to get rid of me that
she didn’t even care if it was true about
the baby. However, my folks turned
against me after I was married. We
went to live with Don’s people. A month
later, I discovered the doctor nad been
mistaken. Don’s folks looked at me ques-
tioningly after that, but Don and I were
happy.

We lived with his folks for eight

)
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Complete Training for you

NO MATTER WHERE YOU ARE
OR WHAT YOU DO

If you are sincerely ambitious and interested
in making good in the fast-growing Diesel
and Gas Engine field, immediately investi-

FREE LITERATURE
gives full details

gate National’s training plan. It will fit
Mail the coupon

your circumstances. A Plan for cvery Man.

below. Literature For those seeking immediate shop-training
sent postpaid. No  as well as for those who cannot give up
obligation. present employment and income.

AFlexible Pre-tested Training Plan

We are definitely interested in helping men
of limited income and ‘‘blind alley’’ _job
holders. This plan fits your needs. For 34
years National Schools, a recognized leader
in trade education, has helped thousands of
men to success. Time-tested shop methods.
Fascinating, efficient preparation. Get the
facts immediately.

NATIONAL SCHOOLS

Los Angeles

Request for FREE LITERATURE

NATIONAL SCHOOLS
Dept.BS-2,4000 So. Figueroa St., Los Angeles, Calif.

NAME.
ADDRESS.
CITY.

BIG PAY Selling
SHIRTS
HOSE]
SPORTS |
WEAR!

Advance cash commissions and 33%
bonus writing easy orders, spare or full
time. We deliver and collect. No expe-
rience or money required. Represent
world’s largest shirt manufacturers
selling to wearer. One year guarantee:
halt price offer; customized °fit. Full
line sportswear including slacks and
ensembles. Hosiery for men and women.
Write for\,FREE money-making outfit.
ROSECLIFF-QUAKER CORP.
1239 Broadway, Dept. 259 N. Y.

SPARE TIME TRAINING THAT HELPS YOU

SPEED UP PROSPERITY!

Do you want to speed up prosperity—insure your early
and large participation in the new jobs, promotions and
salary increases—get fullest benefits from business pick-
up? You can do it. For months, individual competition
will be tremendous. Employers—up against new prob-
“lewms, fighting for survival and profits—will be able to

pick and choose. Naturally they will prefer trained men .

—men who have special ability to offer. If you wish this
advantage, simply check the field of business in which
you are interested. We will send full information about
the opportunities in that field, tell how our complete
success-building program helps you plan your future,
trains you in your spare time, and works with you all
through your career. Send the coupon NOW.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, & Correspondence Institution
Dept. 265-R, CHICAGO

Please tell me—without cost or obligation—about your plan to help me
insure and speed up my prosperity, in the business field I have checked.

OBusiness Management DIndustrial Management OModern Salesmanship
OHigher Accountancy OModern Foremanship DOBusiness English
DOTraffic Management COModern B Cor pond DOEffective Speaking
OLaw: Degree of LL.B. OExpert Bookkeeping OcC. P, A. Coaching
OCommercial Law
Name s srt et con et S E e e T e e Rl e 25
Address



AGENTS MAKE MONEY

Start making money
at once in a simple,
pleasant, all year
‘ronnd business,
distributing home
necessities, Over
200 fast selling, ~
quick  repeating, na-
tionally known . prod-
urts guaranteed to sat-
jsty.  Earnings start very
first day with my sure-fire
TJan and big Outfit, including a
Jarge assortment of full size pack-

ages. Full or part time. Liberal
credit plan. Old-established
company. Write quick for my
Offer. E. J. MILLS, 1613 Mon-

mouth Ave., Cincinnati, O.

RHigh School Course.

L TUIIM Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course
equivalent to resident school work — prepares you for
entrance to college. Standard H. S. texts supplied —
Diploma. Credit for H. S. subjects aiready completed. Single sub-
Jjects if desired. High school education is very im t for ad-
vancement in butiness and indvstry and sociaily ’t be handi-
capped sil your life. a High School a . Start your
ji tx=ining now. Free Eulletin on request. No obligation.

jAmerican School, Dpt. H27, Drexel at S8th, Chicago

WAKE UP YOUR PAY CHECK!

.

Be an EXPERT electric appliance salesman. Become

a big earner in this wide open customer market just

waiting for thoroughly trained men. Competent au-

thorities enthusiastically endorse E.A.S.I. Selling elec-

irie appliances quickest way to vear round employment in pleasant

profitable work. Easily learned in spare time. Cash in today on

the ““trend to electrification’’ of homes. Write today for details of
this original homestudy course.

ELECTRIC APPLIANCE SELLING INSTITUTE
Dept. A 315 Murphy Bidg. Indianapolis.
OO ST SRR TSRS

THE AWFUL PRICE Y0U PAY
FOR

B[INGN[RV““S

Read These Important Facts!

Quivering nerves can make you old, haggard and
cranky—can make your life a nightmare of jealousy,
self pity and ‘“‘the blues.””

Often such nervousness is due to female functional
d@isorders. So take famous Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound to help calm unstrung nerves and
lJessen functional ‘‘irregularities.”” For over 60 years
Pinkham’s has helped thousands of grandmothers,
mothers and daughters “in time of need.”

Pinkham’s Compound positively contains no
opiates or habit forming ingredients—it is made
from nature’s own wholesome roots and herbs each
with its own special work to do. Try it!

Note: Pinkham’s C d fn liquid or
&kandy to carry tablel form (similar formula).

months and usen moved to a house of
our own. We went out quite often with
Lou and Jack. Then they quarreled and
stopped seeing each other, but Jack con-
tinued going out with us. Don and I
were very happy, but later had to move.
Two weeks before we moved, Jack offered
to help me look for a house. Don was
working and he didn’t have time.

Every day for two weeks Jack and I
were together.

One day Jack took me in his arms
and told me that he loved me and I told
him that I loved him, too. In that mo-
ment we both forgot everything else.
Afterward, we agreed that in a year’s
time 1 would get a divorce and marry
him as by that time he would be able
to support a wife. :

Well, we hunted everywhere, but
couldn’t find a suitable house, so I finally
agreed to stay with my folks and Don
with his.

One day I met Jack and he asked if he
could take me home in his car, and Don
saw us. That, of course, ruined their
friendship. They have not spoken to each
other since. Don was not angry with
me, but blamed himself for what I had
done. He forgave me, and I promised to
forget Jack.

I lived with my folks all that summer.
In September we moved with his folks
again. They have found out about Jack
and me and are very cool. Don’s sister
and mother are always finding fault with
everything I do. _

His mother got him so mad at me last
week because I used the car, that he
threatened to throw me out. Afterward,
he told me he was sorry. Anyway, I
wouldn’t want to leave him.

I know he loves me and couldn’t stand
it if I divorce him. He also has a bad
heart, and I'm sure that he would take
to drinking if I left him. He says he
could never marry anyone else. Tell me,
Mrs. Brown, do you think I love Don?
Or am I really in love with Jack?

Puzziep.

My dear, do you remember your mar-
riage vows? Do you realize all they
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stand for? Marriage isn’t just a tem-
porary period of security for a woman,
during which she can decide whether she
wants to stay with the man she married,
or leave him for someone else. And you
cannot find happiness by deliberately
hurting someone else. In your case, the
one who would probably suffer most is
the man whose wife you are.

You say your husband loves you.
Then why not keep the promises you
made on your wedding day and try to
" make him happy? Regardless of the fact
that you were young, or the circum-
stances of your marriage, it is up to you
to make something of this partnership.

I don’t mean to preach, my dear. But
marriage i3 a serious business, and since
you did take Don for your husband your
job seems cut out for you.

I cannot tell you whether you love
Don, or whether you would be happy
with Jack. But why not give yourself
more time to forget Jack? I know most
of us make mistakes of one kind or an-
other, but would a worth-while man make
love to his friend’s wife simply because
she was attracted to him?

Dear MRs.-BrRowN: I'm only seven-
teen years old, but I've been on my own
since I was twelve, which makes me a
lot older for my age than I should be.
My problem is that I don’t know if I
should choose between my father or my
fiancé.

My mother is dead and I have kept
house for dad for five years. Two months
ago I went away on a vacation fifteen
hundred miles from home and met the
boy I love. Now I’'m torn between love
for him and love for my father.

You see, I want to marry this boy,
and if I do, I will have to leave my dad.
I feel that to leave him would be like
deserting him, as he would be all alone.
I couldn’t take him with me because
this boy’s job isn’t secure. My dad has
a good job. If I leave him and anything

happens to him, I would always feel it
was my fault.

- Another thing is, my dad hates small
homes. We have a six-room house with
all new furniture. If I leave my dad he
will have to sell everything. That would
break his heart, but I love this boy and
I know there will never be another. I
know that if I give him up I will be an
old maid. He is willing to wait a year
for me, but I'm afraid many things can
happen in a year when we are so far
apart.  Mrs. Brown, should I leave my
father and think of my own happiness,
or is that selfish? Lona.

No one can blame you for thinking of
your own happiness. That is natural.
But young people are apt to be very im-
patient. When they want something, they
want it, or else! That, too, is under-
standable. However, even if you con-
sider yourself somewhat older than other
girls of your age, don’t you think you
really have plenty of time to think of
marriage?

At this time, a whole year may seem
to you like a very long time. But stop
and think a moment. If you wait it
will be not entirely to your disadvan-
tage. For one thing you will have an
opportunity to make sure that you both
are really in love. And if you are, then
time will not diminish the affection you
feel for each other.

I would urge you to wait at least a
year. It will give you a chance to work
out some plan regarding your father and
the house. Perhaps when you marry he
will not want to sell the furniture. He
may want you to have some of it, and
keep the rest for himself.

Desr Mgs. BrowN: I am a girl of
eighteen, and my boy friend is twenty-
one. We have been going steady for
two years and would like to get married,
but he isn’t making enough to support
two. It may take two or three years
before he earns more.
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We love each other very much. There
is nothing he wouldn’t do for me, and
he says it wouldn’t be wrong if we be-
longed to each other now, and that we
are going to be married anyway. But
I can’t see this his way. I've heard so
often that boys change their minds after-
ward and don’t marry the girl.

Even though my meother and I are
good friends, I know she would be
shocked if I asked her what to do. She
approves of this boy, and knows we are

~planning to be married. She is helping
me get some things together.

Do you think we should take a chance
and get married on fifteen dollars a week
without anything saved, or should I lis-
ten to him and chance losing him? Or
do you think we should marry and keep
it a secret?

I wouldn’t want to hurt my mother by
getting married secretly as she has always
been good to me. Please give me some
advice. UnpEcipED, PENN.

Your mother might not approve of this
young man if she knew of his proposals
as an alternative to immediate marriage.
You have been very wise not to listen to
his ideas regarding love. Girls who are
short-sighted enough to do so, sooner or
later discover that marriage is farther
away than ever.

I'm afraid that you would find it
rather hard to get along on his present
income if you marry. Even with the
slimmest of budgets, additional and un-
foreseen expenses would provide con-
tinual anxiety.

However, since you are young and
there is no special reason why you should
rush into matrimeny, why net wait
awhile? In the meantime, tell your
young man that rather than run the risk
of allowing your emotions to rule you,
it would be more sensible to have other
friends. By that, 1 mean that both of
you should consider yourselves free to
the extent of dating someone else if you
wish, and see each other less often. If

“to refuse the drinks.

you are truly in love, no one will come
between you.

DEArR MRs. BRown: I’'m a girl of nine-
teen, considered pretty, and came to this
city about three months ago. I am stay-
ing with a married girl friend.

After two or three weeks, she sug-
gested calling up one of her old beaux
to see if he would take me out, as I
didn’t have any other friends. We had
several dates and I enjoyed myself. The
last time we went out together he coaxed
me to have a few drinks. I didn’t want
to take them, but in order to be a good
sport, I did as he asked.

What happened was that I becaine
dazed and didn’t realize what was going
on, and spent part of the night with him.
I have regretted it bitterly ever since, and
hate myself for not having more will
power.

I told him what 1 thought, and he
said not to worry about it. He said we
were broad-minded and knew what we
were doing. But since that time he has
never dated me. That was nearly two
months ago. I told him on that last
date that I might go home, but I got a
job during the next few days and stayed.
He knows that I'm still here.

I'm in love with him, Mrs. Brown.
How can I make him date me again?
Or do you think it’s hopeless to wait for
him? Why do men take a girl’s love and

then drop her? It’s so unfair.
Ruru N.

It is too bad that you have had this
regretful experience. However, judging
from your letter, I doubt if you are ac-
tually in love with this man. You only
imagine it. How can.a girl truly love
a man who deliberately coaxes her to
drink and then takes advantage of the
fact that she does not realize what she
is doing? Of course, it was up to you
It’s really a pity
when a girl is so eager to please a new
acquaintance that she doesn’t stop to
reason things out.



My advice to you is to make up your
mind to put this man out of your
thoughts and have nothing more to do
with him. Don’t even speak to him, and
store this incident in the background of
your memory where it will stay put and
not pop out every time you are lonesome
and blue. Make every eflort to join
clubs where you will have a chance to
meet eligible young men and make
friends with other girls, so you will have
no time to sit on the side lines and brood.
Time will help you forget.

DeEar Mgrs. BrowN: Some of my
friends have written to you, so I am com-
ing to you, too. 1 really need your ad-
vice.

I am eighteen years old. [ have a
little sister and brother and my daddy.
My mother died three years ago and
I have been keeping house for them ever
since and going lo school. So you see
I have a lot of responsibilities.

I do all the work at home. I love to
keep house, but I am tired of it now,
especially as my brother and sister won't
mind me any more.

I am also in love with a very nice boy.
He is a hard worker and seems to be in
love with me. We are engaged to be
married, but he says now that he doesn’t
want to get married till he is twenty-one.
I am so disgusted going to school, keep-
ing house and looking after the children
that I want to get married soon. I am
afraid that if we wait two years some-
thing may happen.

You know how boys are. They want
to run around, and he has been doing
that lately. It hurt me very much, and
we have almost broken off, but he has
promised he wouldn’t do it again. He
says he still loves me, but won’t get mar-
ried till he is twenty-one. ~

I love him so much that I can’t stand
it not to be with him every day.

If I pass my exams this year I will
finish school. But I hate school and don’t
feel like going on. I would rather get
married. So please tell me what you
think about this. Should we go ahead,
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SlIMMERoNcE-

DON’T let your friends poke

fun at your “bay window”!

The successful man of today
appears trim-waisted, ready for
action . . , streamlined!

Ifthe Vito Beltdoes not make
that paunchy belt line appear
inches s er at ONCe, .. it will
cost you nothing!

Take care of that ugly paunch
the safe way . . . with a Vito Belt.
Excessive exercise may_ strain sagging internal organs
dieting and drugs and helps prevent con-
stipation and fatigue.

B Waistline fat
stretchesabdominal mus-
cles, allowing stomlcfx
and intestines to fall for-
wardanddownward. The
VitoBeltbringswelcome
support to strained and

your heart...
may be dangerous.
The Vito Belt is made of pure
ara rubber, molded to give
maximum support. Hundreds of
tiny perforations allow air to
penetrate. The special lace back
permits you to adjust the belt to
take care of any change in size.
1lustrated folder and details of
10-day FREE trial offer will be
sent in plain envelope on request!
HAMILTON BELYT COMPANY, 362 Hiil Stroet, New Haven
B T ST e S T, S R P N )

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

Size 8 x 10 inches or smaller if des
sired. Same price for full length or c
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet
anima}s etc., oxl‘gtmmgtx}entstot :myr
rt of group picture. Safe return o
%glna.l photo guaranteed 31or$1.00

SEND NO MONEY e "“"':;’,2{

and within a week you will receive your beautiful
enl-rgement mn teed fadeless. Pay postman 47c plus
hi end 49¢c with order and we pay postage. Bij
g“xz -im:h enlargement sent C.0.D. 78c pln- posengn
or send 80c and w tage. Take advantage of this amaz-
ng offer now. Sm(? your photou today. Specify size wanted.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 113S. Jefferson St., Dept. 770-B, Chicago

,-//\\‘\
WANT A

U.S. GOVERNMENT

¥ JOB ¢

START
$1260 to $2100 Year
Many 1940 appoint. /— e NeTITUTE,

ments expected, / Dept.

Get ready ime QQ Sirs: Rush to me without charge (1)

mediately. Q 32-page book with list of U. S. Gov-
g ) ernment jobs. (2) Tell me how to qualify

Men—Women, §  for one of these jobs.

Mail Coupon L NAME Giiavassenisasinnsaittsneseioss soes

Loday sure. / Address

Al94, Rochester, N. Y.
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Correspondence Courses

CORRESPONDENCE COURSES and educational books, slightly
used. Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All subjects. Satisfaction guar-
anteed. Cash paid for used courses. Complete details and bargain
catalog Kree. Nend name. Nelson C , P-215
Building, Chicago,

Patents Secured

INVENTORS—Time Counts—Don’t risk delay in patenting your
jnvention. Write for new 48-Page Free- book. No charge for
preliminary information, Clarence A. O’Brien, Registered Patent
Attorney, Dept. OC31, Adams Building, Washington, D. C.

INVENTORS:—WE SUCCESSFULLY SELL inventions, pat-
ented and unpatented. - Write for proof, and tell us what you
have for sale. Chartered Institute of American Inventors,
Dept, 19-A, Washington, D, C.

Detectives—Instructions

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. WORK HOME. TRAVEL.
DLTECTIVE particulars free.  Experience unnecessary. Write
GGEORGE WAGONER, 2640-A Breadway, New York.

Photo Finishing—Developing

AT LAST! ALL YOUR SNAPSHOTS IN NATURAL COLORS.
Roll developed, 8 Natural Color Prints, only 25c. Reprints, Jc.
Amwazingly beautiful. Natural Color Phote, Janesville, Wisconsin.

- Help Wanted—Instructions

M. M. EARNED $267, three weeks, raising musbrooms in cellar!
Fceptional, but your cellar, shed perhaps suitable. We buy crops.
Book free. United, 3848 Lincoln Ave., Dept. 533, Chicago.

Baby Chicks

COLONIAL CHICKS low as $5.40 per 100. World’s largest

haicheries. Leading Breeds. Also Sexed and Hybrids. Big Chick
Almanae Free. Colonial Poultry Farms, Box 1017, Pleasant Hiil,
Mo.

O1d Gold & Money Wanted

GOLD—$35 OUNCE. Ship old gold teeth, crowns, jewelry,
watches—receive cash by return mail.  Satisfaction Guaranteed.
Free information. Paramount Gold Refining Co., 1500-G Hennepin,
Minnespolis, Minn,

s

or should we wait until he is twenty-
one?

My sister and brother need someone
to mother them more than I can, and
they think they don’t have to mind me.
And if I leave home I am pretty sure
that my father will send them to my aunt.
She is very sweet and wants them.

e Amy.

Well, my dear, I don’t think that you
would regret finishing school. Education
is important to everyone, and I would
urge you to stick it out. A few months
more will not really be such a great trial
to you.- However, the housework and
studies and keeping an eye on the two
younger children are a little too much for
a girl of your age. Would it be at all
possible for your father to find someone
to help you with the harder work? If
you could send out the laundry, and have
someone give you a hand with the heavier
cleaning, it would certainly lighten your
tasks. Talk it over with him, Amy.

As for getting married now, it might
not be a bad idea to wait a year or two,
but with the understanding that each of
you is free to have other friends. Long
engagements are hardly ever advisable.
And if you twe are really in love, then
waiting, having other friends, and pest-
poning the wedding date will make no
difference at all. In fact, it would be a
sort of test to-make sure that you are
nteant for eacli other.

So don’t weiry about something hap-
pening. Not that I want to sqund pessi-
mistic, but in case you find that this boy
did not really love you, just remember
that it is always best to find that out
before marriage. '

And a word more about your younger
brother and sister. Couldn’t your dad
impress upon them that since you take
care of them, they should pay attention
to you and be more obedient?

Mrs. Brown will be glad to solve problems on which
you desire advice. Your letters will be regarded confi-
dentially and signatures will be withheld.

Although Mrs. Brown receives more letters than she
can possibly print, she answers all the others by mail.
So, lay your problem before her with the knowledge that
it will have her full attention. ; g

Address Mrs. Laura Alston Brown, Street & Smith’s
. Love Story Magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue,” New York,
N. Y.
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LEE GIVES YOU
A NEW PAIR FREE!
Put on a pair of
“tailored-sized” Lee
Opveralls! You’ll be
amazed with their
comfort—no bind-
ing, no pulling, no
strain! The pairyou
buy was built for
a man your size and
build. Sanforized-
Shrunk* too, so
they’ll always fit!
¢ Fabric shrinkage less than 1%

Genuine Lee TAILORED SIZES
~-A Perfect Fit For Every Build

Correct Bib Height... ﬁiii &

.+ .Waist Measure ...
UNION-MADE

3

...Waist Height...
...Leg Length

RIPLEY’S EXPLANATION: Marching Oweralls—If all
Lee Overalls now in use and now being manufactured
started marching 13 paces apart past any given point,
and marched steadily, continuously, 24 hours a day, the
line would never end and nooverall would pass that point
twice! As fast as this line would march, new overalls
being manufactured by Lee would maintain the line—
and the march would go on—and on—and on! This
massive quantity is produced, distributed to dealers,
and bought by wearers every day—PROOF of the
amazing demand for Lee Overalls throughout America.

/

by

MIKE FRAZIER
RockIsland Engineer
CAN BUCKLE ADUNBUCKLE
HIS PATENTED Lee SLOT LOCK
SUSPENDER LOOPS
G6OTIMES IN
60 SECONDS /

THEY CANT SLIP UNFASTENED
OF THEIR OWN ACCORD, NO
MATTER HOW MUCH YOU
TWIST STOOP or BEND!

Take a look at a pair of Lee Overalls yourself! Feel
the tough Jelt Denim used exclusively in Lee Over—
alls. Then put them on! You’ll be delighted with
their ‘‘tailored-size’” working comfort. For final
proof just buy a pair. You can’t lose! If theydon’t
last longer than any overalls you ever wore, Lee
will give you a new pair FREE—Believe-It-Or-Not!
Copr. 1940
THE H. D. LEE MERC. COMPANY

Kansas City, Mo.  Minneapolis, Minn.  Trenton, N.J.
South Bend, Ind.  San Francisco,Calif.  Salina, Kans,
W4001A
poee s




{"UNCLESAM.

making fobacco better-than-ever
and Luckies have bought the

cream of these better-than-ever
crops,” says M. J. Moye, ware-
houseman for 18 years

ACTUAL COLOR PHOTOGRAPH |
—Bennett Partin, North
Carolina tobacco farmer,
shows flowering tobacco
plant—from which seeds
are obtained. U. 8. Gov't
methods of raising to-
bacco are used on Mr.
Partin’s farm. Lelow:
Mr. M. J. Moyein action.

SMOKER: “How did Uncle Sam lend
a hand?”

MR. MOYE: “The U. S. Government
Experiment Stations showed farmers
new methods of growing tobacco.”
SMOKER: “And that’s why you say
crops have improved in recent years?”
MR. MOYE: “Yes. Even though crops
do vary with weather —tobacco today
is better than ever.”

SMOKER: “Does the tobacco that goes
into Luckies come from these im-
proved crops?”’

MR. MOYE: “Yes, sir. Luckies always
have bought the finer tobacco sold on
my warehouse floor. That’s the reason
I’'ve smoked them myself for years.
And it’s also the reason why Luckies
are the 2-to-1 favorite of independent
tobacco men—buyers, auctioneers and
warehousemen.”

Try Luckies for a week. You’ll find
they’re easy on your throat—because
the “Toasting™ process takes out cer-
tain harsh throat irritants found in all
tobacco.

You’llalso find out why—WITH MEN WHO
KNOW TOBACCO BEST —IT'S LUCKIES 2 TO 1

Have you
tried a

UCKY

Copyright 1940, The American Tobecco Company
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