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by Ann Bar}on

.. . was a foolish error that suddenly

became the wisest step in her life.

USAN ROLLISON was unaware of

s

self a heaping: peck -of trouble. - Or-
dinarily, she would -have grinned
amiably at the young man who
stopped at. her desk, for hers was -a
warm and impudent ‘heart, llght as
‘thistledown. | > ..

But on this bright Monday morn-
ing' in March, the seeds of trouble,
planted over three months before, at
last took root. An unaccustomed as-
perity firmed her tender mouth .and
cooled the tilted, changeable eyes.

The. young man began apprecm-
tively, “Say, who are you?”

Susan had known that would be
next. It was:.an established pattern.

Now he would lean over her desk, ac-

1t, but she was about to grow her-.

‘reception. area. and . Susan’s

cidentally shoving .aside the polished-
wooden block that read plainly: 8.
Rollison, Director of “Social Activi-
ties.” After three years at her job with
Southwestern. University and a steady
parade of such tall, intense young
men, Susan knew the formula by

~heart. Usually shesent.them away

smiling, after her teasing- gesture to-
ward the Tau Phi fraternity pin that

rested lightly on pale pink wool Just

over- her heart. |
Beyond -his sweatered shoulders she.
glimpsed the look.of timid-yearning

directed their way. It came from Miss -

Theresa O’Ryan, who stood behind
the mahogany counter that separated
the rest of the ofhce.force from: the

desk. .
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' She -gave: her alert :admirer a frosty -

-glance: “I'm dn old maid,” she said
coldly, “an 1ll-tempered, embittered
old maid.”

From September into March, Susan
Rollison had been conscious of those

quickly averted glances of wistful.

longing that Miss O’Ryan cast on her.

She scarcely knew the ‘mousy O’Ryan

with her outdated blonde pompadour
- and brown, thick brows. But with
sudden violence she wished that just
once, one of the young men would
leanr across the counter and look ap-
preciatively at O’Ryan.-

They never did. Now this one was
looking at Susan 1n wounded aston-
ishment.
~“It doesn’t show,” he said -shortly,
fumbling to straighten the wooden
block, lll]tli you talk.” |

- He -glanced at the name and title
on the block and muttered, “How
anti-social can you get.” Then he
stalked stiffly over to O’Ryan’s
counter. "

Susan was a little ashamed, but not
-much. The student was conducting
his business with-O’Ryan now, with-
out really seeing the eager girl or
her outmoded hairstyle.

Whlle she and Theresa ORy.;m
there were cer-.

were not Intimate,
‘tain  inescapable bits of knowledge
Susan had picked up about this girl
who was working her way through
Southwestern University -as a clerk in
the business office.

She was twenty-one, exactly Susan’s
~age, but unlike Susan whose father
-had a well-established insurance

- ‘agency, she had worked nearly all her

- responsibilities.

life. O’'Ryan was grimly determmed *
to get an education.

Susan knew intuitively that O’Ryan
was hoping there might be a little
of the fun she had missed scattered
along her collegiate way. But O’'Ryan
had worked so long she had forgotten
how to play. In some inexplicable
manner, the male students seemed to.
sense it. Something ought to be done
about it, thought Susan, because it
wasn’t fair. |

For. here

was Susan Rollison,

_blessed with' a charm that had put

her in her present position when only
a sophomore. It had kept her there
at two fifty per month after gradua-
tion, with a commensurate raise in
She could take no
credit for being born ‘with a saucy,
sunny nature that paved her way
through college, and which had been
the basis for innumerable gay en-
counters that resulted in her crown-
ing achievement—Bricker Radford.
Brick was famous throughout the
southwest—a flashy. example of razzle-
dazzle football at its All-American
best. He was less famous as a six-

, year law student and it was. his fra-

ternity pin that buﬂt a fence around
Susan’s heart |

Like an echo to her thought Brick
shouldered his way through the heavy
glass door dividing the business of-
fice from the rest of the Admlmstra-
tion Building.

“Hi, wonderful.” He shoved the |
wooden block askew and draped his
big frame over a corner of her desk.

“What're- you working on—the Tan
Phi. dance?” - -
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USAN’s SMILE was a -little. forced.
Even the auburn-thatched Brick
looked different to her this morning.
“Sure am,. Brlck " ‘She tried ‘to sound

3

insouciant as she gathered the papers

scattered in front of her. Her job con-
sisted” of helping' make arrangements

for every - social activity that  took
place 1n oil-rich Southwestern U and-

this -was the first. tlme “she could re-
call 1t tasting sOur. '

~ All at once she was. afraid. “Rex
Richardson and- his Saturday Night
Bobcats.

“How's that sound?” .
“With you in my arms—yum-yum.”

Brick expanded his :big chest- ha'p.',-

pily. -He_ straightened abruptly-as a

lean, casual man pushed. through the
. “Oho, -
the genius of the"galaxies, ‘Gee-offry”

door. He muttered to Susan,
Laurence.” Then with loud courtesy,
he added “Good morning, Professor
Susan nodded also. |
Professor of Astronomy Jeff Lau-
rence returned ‘their greetings indif-
ferently and went directly to the ma-
hogany counter where O’'Ryan flut-

tered happily in response to “his in-

quiry for mail.

“Twenty-eight years,” Brick mum-
bled disgustedly, “and he’s spent
nearly all of it making cosmic dia-

Yacht Room of the Athletic
Club.” She added with false. galety,"

Susan- chuckled.
used to sharmg your llmehght All-: -
American.” - | P

“Hat” Brlck launched hlmself on -
the delensive. At-that moment, .on
the way-out-with his mail, Laurence’s
black -eyes touched Susan’s, .clung
briefly before he went out the door:
Her - heart. tightened momentarily,- -

her pulse quickened 'and she scarcely: -
heard Brick’'s low-voiced diatribe .as : :

her mind skipped back to the first
time she had met that dark gaze.

- It was in a crowded elevator. .She -

had worn a silly hat with a long, in-
solent feather rearing Pocahontas-like
from the back of it.

~ tittering and giggling 1 the crowd.

behind ‘her, ‘Susan -had restramed a
desire: to look- around. | |

The laughter ‘increased and all at
once  a thunderous sneeze roared over :
her head. She whirled and looked :up

. into the grim face of Geoffry Lau-- -

rence. He was valiantly stifling an--
other sneeze and his stare at her hat -
was baletul: ~

It dawned on her then.. The tall, "

"impudent feather had been brushing

grams and love toa telescope 1 don’t |

like that guy.”
“Why?” Susan’s gray-green gaze nar-

rowed -on ‘the broad gray gabardine

back across from them.

“Co-ed’s -delight‘!'”f Brick snorted,
“What all the gu‘ls see 1n him, T

cant_ T T

the end of ‘his nose.
Her first inclination to laugh had.
faded under his stern glance.~ -The

amusement of the crowd added to -

her quick chagrin.

She said- lamely,' “VVhy dldnt you-- -
move?” - -

“If you observe the condltlonf*of'
this. elevator, madam,” he.responded
ironically, “you’ll note that such a .
course is-a. physical 1mpossibility.”.

With mingled

emotions -

wrenched off her offending headgear; -

4

“YouwTe, just not: - .

- Conscious of a

“she  ;
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rumpling her-dark hair.as she-did so.
She was sharply .conscious of being
pressed tightly against him. It seemed

that she could almost feel his slow, -

even -breath as he drew it. It made
her .own appear quicker ‘by contrast.

She had recognized him immediate- .

ly, of course. The newly _e-ndowed
Department- of Astronomy, complete

with its superh observatory atop Cavu
- Hill, had given his arrival wide plib- g
licity. The Sunday Star-Telegram had -

published a whole page of. pictures
showing the observatory, the smiling

Sid Carter, publisher and o1l operator

who had donated a million dollars

for it, and a likeness of the ‘young but

eminent Professor. .

During the following three months
her discomfiture faded, but the-seeds
of a strange discontent took root and
flourished on the memory of those
quizzical dark eyes.
brother Mike helped in this, by con-

stantly extolling Jeff .Laurence’s vir-.

tues, his remarks, his experiences.

Mike was a freshman, astronomy was

his avowed career and Professor Lau-
rence was his idol.

Now, As Susan’s eyes followed Lau-
rence’s wide shoulders - out the

Business Ofhice door, she thought in- .

voluntarily, He’s wonderful. - Then
suddenly aware of Brick’s suspicious

Susan’s, younger

“Susan,” Brick. said warlly, ‘you've .
got that look you had when you put -

- one of Digby Purcell’s pet white mice
in Ellie Peabody’s purse.’

- “And now- they're going steady!”
Susan was gleeful. She had always
been too. busy having fun to play.

‘Cupid before. Now she felt just as if

she had invented somethmg, so clear
was her vision of a- starry-eyed
O Ryan

“Ha. You mean Dig and the mouse,
of course.” Brick grinned. “Ellie
gave him back his pin this mormng.
Said he. and the mouse were well-

2

sulted.” . -
Susan. looked . crestfallen, . then
philosophic; “Oh well, Ellie could:

be right. Now tell. me who you Tau

- Phis have picked to be chaperons for
-your footrace.”

- added,

She . paused, then.
. ‘Beside . Professor Laurence.”
It was. part of her plan that he should .
have to go. It would facplitate her
getting him to agree to a date. . .

- “How'd you know he was one of

them?” Brick’s brown eyes narrowed. ..

- felt better . and better.

eyes, her mind added hastily, For. .

‘Theresa O'Ryan.

With widening eyes-she looked up -
into Brick’s lowering countenance as

the 1dea of fixing-up a romance for
pleasure-starved O*Ryan. took on
velocity.

T

“He’s young, for one thing.” Susan .
“And. he’s
hkely to.let you get away Wlth nearly
anythmg |

“I still don’t like the guy,” Brick
said coldly..

“Who do you like?” Susan wrlnkled
her nose provocatively. ,

“You,” he said, as she had known
he would. He leaned over, sniffing
her hair and making a whinnying
noise. | -

“Hey, the office force is looking,”
Susan “spoke almost sharply

“Let them Iook.” Brick winked
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vk

chkedly Il give those little gals a
blg thrill.” | - .

““You're a conceited lug.” -Susan
laughed tolerantly ‘He' 'squared - his
big shoulders and with the peculiar
grace of a football star, swaggered-out

L)

of the office. The feminine sighs from

‘behind the mahogany counter were
almost,” but not quite, audible after
his departure.- -

The long, - austin-limestone - Rolli-

son home on Stadium Drive was just -
the right' distance from the ‘campus.
It was Susan’s custom-to walk home
in good weather. Her homeward
stride had a bounce in it. If every-
thing worked' as planned this morn-

ing, O'Ryan’s ‘wistful eyes under 'the:

uncropped ‘ ‘gold ' wheatfields of her
brows would no longer peer hungrily
at Susan. A" week from today they

~‘quit interrupting.”
-to Mike senior, who-repressed a smile.

“‘Pr_‘ofe;ssor Laurence,  of course,”
Mike ‘said shortly.” “And it'll éxpand
“only until- the outward, repulsive mo-
tion'is balanced by- the mward at-
tractive motion . .. " o '

“Does he ever work late at the ob-
_servatory?” Susan mterrupted once
again, -

“On every clear night, Susan, and
Mike turned back

“T’hen the- Universe must fall back

should be misty with inner excite- -

ment. Then' the old, happy content-

ment Susan had known' for four col-

lege years would return.

At dinner - that evening, she<-sur-
veyed the cozy circle of her family
with a secret pleasure. Mom and Dad,
placidly eating, had no idea of the
excitement burning instde her. And
Mike Rollison Junior—Mike was
waving a drumstick earnestly. -

- “And he studied at Palomar for two
years, -Dad. Why, he’s a personal
friend of Professor Carl Hubbell’s.”
Mike spoke-with awe. “T'oday-he ex-
plained Richard Tolman’s theory
that the Universe started from the ex-

plosion of a Super- -atom, and it will
expand "’

- Susan focussed suddenly on hlS

words “Who's thls?”

_repulses me.

in ‘upon-itself, with increasing veloci-

ty, until another super-atom is cre-

ated and from that another explosion

Wthh starts  the proces‘s all over

again.” '
“Is he frlendlyP Susan asked

R/Bd IKE ‘GLARED. “Is he what?”

V B ' “Friendly. You know. How
are you, what d’you’ know, sure look
nice today. All that sort of stuff.”

" “Shut up, Susan,” Mike said coldly.
“I.isten- Dad, there are two forces: at
work in the Universe; basically. One
of attraction and one of repulsion
and ... " I '

“I'm sure that’s true, son.” Mike
senior- grinned. “This "conversation
Whereas, the prospect

~ of a piece of your mother’s lemon pie

6

attracts me.’
theory.”
“That only proves you're a mun-

That should prove the

_dane gourmet, dear,” Elizabeth Rolli-

son said calmly ‘and "began cutting
large slices of - the white and gold
peaked confection on her left.

" Later, Susan slipped into a pale
yellow cardigan and  pushed her féet
into - tan ' leather - moccasins. ~After

-
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further casual questioning, Mike .had ...

| ~told ‘her the professor- was -nearly .al-
| .,-.wa}}s, 1n - the.. observatory -on. .clear
nights untl midnight and past. .- 1t
couldn’t be much
-night, she thought, hunchmg imnto her
boxy wool coat.

.She peeked out her bedroom win-
dow. No moon, but the wind had

polished. every star until it dripped.

fat, juicy twinkles. She was going

. to walk up Cavu Hill and pay the.

lean and enigmatic Jefft Laurence a
call. She had carefully inferred a trip
to the drugstore for bobbypins alter
 dinner and the family took no notice
of her departure.

 Outside it smelled good Looking
up at the heavens, Susan laughed at

Mike’s talk. What did it matter any-

way 1f those stars rushed toward or
away- from her? Let the next billion
years worry about whether the Uni-

verse was expanding or not. In a few-

minutes she was going to smile her
way into a man’s confidence and re-
new her pleasure.in life. Her foot-
steps quickened at the recollection of
that dreadful feeling of ,pointlessness
that had followed her so frequently
in the past three months.

Approaching the observamry'

through the sycamore trees at the foot
of Cavu Hill,ashe_ could see the long
finger of the big telescope pointing

curiously into the vast arch of heaven. .

The convex silver dome that :housed
- that probing, far-seeing tube had an

. odd other-world quality. about -it.

| Susan’s steps slowed and she 1n-
~ haled- deeply of the gusty March
night. This place of science was Car-

clearer than to-

- Father
thought.

ter Observatory. There was a.Carter

‘Hall and a Carter ‘Auditorium. Fort
-‘Arlington’s.
-nearly all due to Sid Carter’s gener-

cultural centers were
osity, the price tag .being only.a
plaque . with the name Carter 1n--
scribed. Susan grinned. A real City

with fne brick sons, she

Going up the smooth granite steps
and pushing open the. heavy door,
she. had the peculiar sensation of
leaving a known sphere. for an un-
known one, as if she were standing
on the threshold of some new and
marvelous experience. *

Inside -the observatory, her feet in
their rubber-soled shoes made no
sound. The silence was disturbing
and- the light .seemed unusually dim
at the end of ‘the long hallway. It
glinted dully off a metal staircase

that wound upward to the seeking

eye of the télescope itself.
Padding to where the hall . blos-

somed into a vast, high-domed study
room, Susan’s eyes met a series of

broad tables. At one of them, with
his long legs wound around a longer
stool, Jeff Laurence bent over a.litter
of papers under the strong light of
a goosenecked lamp. She stood un-
certain for a moment, conscious of an
alien shyness. She had been going to
call, Hi, star-gazer. |

Instead she spoke almost hesitant-
ly.” “Hello, Professor Laurence.”

He looked across the table, his
black eyes running over her with un-
expected recognition. “It’s S. .Rolli-
son, isn’t it?” It was the first time
Susan had ever seen his. slow, even
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smile. He added “The Sweetheart of

Southwestern."” ,
- Susan’s cheeks stung. So he had

heard-about .that silly election when

she was a senior last year.

B £ MOTIONED To the stool next to

him. “What bringsi' you ".up

herer” -
Looking at his black careless halr

she perched on the stool and tried to

regain ‘her customary pertness.

I came 'to find out how you feel

"

about love: an_d romance.” She twin-
kled suddenly. A direct approach was

one of Susan’s most: devastating
weapons. ‘Do you ‘approve or° dis-
approve of them?” " -~ .. .-+

She -knew he was. .surprised. - She-

had intended to surprise hii, but she

“Then you. wouldn’t refuse a mice: "

‘girl for this one?”

~“No. Not a nice g1rl S S

-Her sigh of relief was almost audi-
ble. “Then 1t’s all settled.” - Really,
she thought, the man had put heér in
a swivet. Her saucy system.was: out
of kilter and her usual gay repartee
was clattering along like a crutch. In
another moment she would be bab-

- bling.-

‘had not intended that his dark scru- .

tiny ‘should be so. close. : She lowered
her eyes. -
In a low voice he said, “Shall I
demonstrate. my VIEWS on the sub-
]ect? | co |
She looked up in a panié.- With-
out the gray gabardine coat, his shoul-
ders beneath a thin white nylon shirt
were exceedingly wide and purpose-
ful. So ‘was his expression.
~ “Oh, that won'’t be necessary.” Her
Jaugh' was nervous. “I—it’s the Tau

-Phi formal this week-end: I've never

seen you take a date to any. of the
dances ‘and I thought—well, I mean
I wondered if you were a ‘woman-
hater or . . ."”
“A misanthrope?”’

me much time to cultivate feminine
companionship.” - '

He W'asfsmiling;.
“No. I like my work." It doesn’t leave

It was that moment that the trou-
ble, the whole peck of it that she had
innocently grown for herself, fell on
her. . ' . R
“What time shall I call for you, S:
Rollison?” His words fell incredibly

into . the soft, intimate stlence of the -

observatory study room. .
She looked into his dark, amused

face with lips parted in _amazement.

In her tizzy she had failed to’ men-

tion O’Ryanl *

- Her eyes followed his-as he rose.

He was-looking dt her mouth with a

-.screritist’s singleness ‘ot purpose. A

warm tide of weakness surged through - -
her. o . PR ~ t'_‘

When he' slipped his hands under
her elbows and pulled her near, she.
sank against him in a confusién of”
feeling. - He was makmg no effort’ to
kiss- her. -

Instead, he murmured into the soft
puft of her bangs, “I've admired you
a long -timeé, Miss S. Rollison.” "+

“T'he name is Susan,” .she said
helplessly. This was what she got-for:
treating a ‘man like -a° boy. It was

a startling dlscovery ‘

His ‘chuckle started something--in-t ="

sidé her turning over-slowly, like bé-
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ing on . a_ roller-coaster .
creaked to the highest peak and was
poised for the drop.

“You're such a gay, unmhlblted_.
and -

llttle extrovert—hke sunlight
laughter. It, never occurred to. me
that you might find me interesting.”
He released her.

Sure, she thought dlzzlly, that’s me
—uninhibited to the point of idiocy..

How could she tell him about O’Ryan
now, with- him looking like he had
just -discovered a -brand new solar
system? Worse still, how. could she
explain this to Brick?

He held her hands llghtly His
were warm and dry. “You're wonder-
ful, Susan.”

“I—but I'm not.”
worm. . . .

“Anyway. you're. the mnicest thing
that’s happened - to 'me in. quite a
while.” He let her hands go and.she
felt suddenly lost. -

“Why don’t you show me. around
this place, Protessor Laurence?”- She
‘'was babbling now.
ing to go through-it for ages.”

“Can’t I'quality as Jeff,” he teased,

“now that we’ve made a date?” ..

AFTER THAT, -HE had taken her on

a complete tour. ‘She marveled

at the . exqmsue perfection of the:

planetarium wing. When he put her
in the observer’s seat behind .the big

telescope itself, the feel of his shoul-

der pressing hers was forever threaded
with the unearthly beauty of Mars,

suspended before her eye like a pearl
. against a black velvet sky. " |

It was an hour of enchantment-and

that. had

She fellt like a.

“I've been want-.

it wrought unseen changes in Susan
RO]]ISOH 7 .. : ) .. :

Tuesday rolled around mewtably
and with it.rolled Brick. At her desk,
Susan plunged bravely into explana-
tions but Brick was not receptive to
the . amusing- angle she tried to cap-.

“ture. His. cold dislike of Jeft Laurence. '

took on warmth.

“You mean you let that limber--
legged- tube-peeper talk you into let-
ting him take you to the dance?” He.
glowered . at her. “Where does that
leave .mer; ..

Dismissing her attempt at humor,.
Susan tried. coolness. “It would have
put me in.an extremely awkward
position to have told him about
O’Ryan. Especially after he jumped
to the conclusion 1t was me.’

“Sure. And I'm in the extreme]y_
awkward position of. having my girl °
turn up with a flying saucer spe
cialist.”

Knowing there was a certam justi-
fication for Brick’s outrage made 1t
hard for her to argue. She said,
“Listen, Brick, he thinks I asked him
to . . .” Her eyes began to ghnt.
Hey, I'm geiting an 1dea.”

“Oh, no you don’t. Not again.”
Brick slid off the desk with such
alacrity he sent the wooden name-
plate skittering to the floor. Theresa

- O’Ryan, _passing by on her way to

lunch, picked 1t up and timorously .

~ held it out to Brick. Her big blue
eyes were filled with shy admiration. :

After she disappeared, Susan said,
“Brick, you .bring O'Ryan  to. that
dance.” - o o

T will not A]l those eyebrows and
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that hair. - She looks hke a dlsap

pointed lapdog.” | S
“O'Ryan’s a dlambm;l “in . the

rough,” Susan-said - fiercely.: -“I'm go-

- ing to polish her up bétween now and
that dance. And when you get there

with her, the boys will be ﬁghtmg to:

dance with her.” _
“Not me.” Brick was
“Your're my dish.”
Susan stooped ‘to conquer.
at it this way, Brick darling.” Her
tilted, blackfringed -eyes rested on
him ‘meltingly.
-and famous, 1if you take her it’s just
ltke a guaranteé. Everyone knows

ey

deaswe.'

_were only mildly’ surprised Wednes:
day afternoon when Susan pulled a.
round-eyed Theresa O’'Ryan through
the- front door, hastily ‘introduced ‘her

“Look

“You're so popular

that you' won't settle for anything

but the best and that 11 gwe O’ Ryan-

a marvelous start.”

“Why, Suse, you're flattering me.”
Brick's slow’ grin wiped the sulk from
his ruddy face.: -

“But it’s true, ‘Brick, and you know
1t.” Susan pulled her trump -card,

- “And when the prof sees what a belle . -

“our O'Ryan is, he won’t mind when
~you and I sort of juggle them together
and team with each other.”

- “Suse,”< Brick said admiringly,

“you are a sneaking, conniving wom-

an-and I-love you. It's a deal.”

Gl USAN OBSERVED His broad shoulders
b departing and was uneasy. She
felt, as Brick had suggested, conniving
and it was not a good feeling. And she
had -another obstacle. Three, really,
she decided. O’Ryan’s eyebrows, both
of them, and her hair. Something had
-to be done about all three. .

It-was an 1nsight to Susan’s charac-

“ter that the other three Rollisons

and retreated ‘busily to her bedroom

"But O'Ryan’ had been more than
surprised by Susan’s sudden -interest.

She had been astonished. She  had
also been willing, ever eager..

Now, wielding the ‘tweezers with

fierce joy, Susan murmured, “O’'Ryan,

Saturday night, you'll spend the night’

with me. Brick will pick you up at
eight. We'll darken these long eye-
lashes of yours and I want you to bat
them like crazy.” - -
Theresa giggled:
“And don’t giggle,”
ished, surveying her handiwork ‘and

feeling ‘a satisfaction she hadn’t felt
-since she mowed the front yard single

_handed at the age of fourteen.

replied 1nexorably,
make the light and witty talk.”

“Just
bat your eyelashes-and smile. Sultry-
like.”

.

Taking up the sc1ssors, Susan made
great inroads on the pompadour.

Susan admon- -

~ “Shouldn’t I try to carry on light

and witty conversation while we

dance?” O’Ryan asked anxiously.

“Just wave the eyelashes;” Susan
“and the men'll

When Susan and Theresa appeared
in the University business ofhce
Thursday morning, the Dean looked

-at O’'Ryan without recognition for

"expressmn started - in his eyes and

feeling of extreme. satistaction.’
“had done well by O’'Ryan. She even

10

the space of a breath. 'I’hen a pleased -

spread down to his jowls.

-y

Susan sat down at her desk with a
She

"
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whistled softly-as.she dialed .the num-
.sber of the caterer -of the Tri-Delta
Sprmg .Rush Tea.

.. Fimishing, she hung up as Dlgby_

Purcell came in to stand beside her
desk. He looked morose.” -

“Guess you know Ellie gave me"

back my pin.” _ |

“It’s a shame, Dig,” Susan was sym-
pathetic, “What happened?”

“She doesn’t like white mice, even
though they did bring us together,”
he answered gloomily. “Why Suse,
they’re the dearest, most unobtrusive,
clean little pets you . . .” He halted,
his idle gaze latching suddenly on

Theresa. “Hey, who’s the new dish?”.

“You know O’Ryan, D1g Shes
been here since September.”

“Never noticed. Gosh, she’s beauti-
full How about , . .”

”Hlya Dag.” It was Brick, blow-
~ing in like a strong west wind and
his all inclusive smile rested approv-
ingly on O’Ryan, after touching Susan
lightly. “See my date for the Saturday
night buck and wing?” He jerked

his thumb meaningly toward O’Ryan.

“Aww,” Digby murmured. “I
might have known. But hey, how
about you and Suse . ..” He broke
off reddening. ‘“None of my business
of course.”

“Just an experiment, Dig.” Susan’s
laugh was  more airy than she felt.
“Brick and I want to see if it's true
that variety’s the spice of life. Jeff

Laurence is taking me to the dance.”

Digby Purcell’s intelligent brown
- eyes twinkled appreciatively.
Astronomy prof! Suse, that’ll kill the

female contingent. - You should know

- gotten that women are for .

‘how. many babes-have angled for that .
hard-to-get character.”

- “Hard-to-get!” . Brick ‘said ac1dly
“That observatory nurse has been
romancing telescopes so long, he’ s for-
Susan mur-
“Dean’s coming out of his

“Level off, gentlemen,”
m'ilred,
lair.” |

The two young men straightened
up. like privates on the entry of a
general and O’Ryan, who had been a
surreptitious listener, grew very busy.
- When the Dean had. stalked into
the outer hall, Digby muttered, “Got
to amble. See you later.”

Leaving, he put his hand into a
voluminous pocket in his jacket and
pulled out a small white mouse. He
stroked it ‘tenderly and Theresa
O’Ryan stared transfixed, -her lovely
new mouth agape and her blue eyes
under the new eyebrows ghstemng
strangely.

)

0B_SERVING THIS, Brick looked back
around at Susan skeptically. “If

_that tomato proves untasty, Sunshine,

to the point of being a dud,” he said
low, “our deal 1s off—way off.”
Susan whispered in sudden rage,

“Brick Radford if you’re unsporting

or rude to-O’Ryan—if you treat her
mean, I'll never forgive you.”

“Listen,” he said arrogantly, “girls

are a dime a dozen. Maybe you need

IIThe _

reminding of it, Susan.” Eyes narrow
and lips sardonic, -he turned away.

With mingled emotions, Susan ob-
served his nonchalant departure. She
was no longer suffering from the
dusty feeling of futility, as in the past

11

——
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three months, But the change dldnt
seem to be for the"better. |
 Even looking -into Theresa
-O'Ryan’s  exalted new face across
‘the -lunch table:in Eeny’s Beanery
failed to restore her earlier sense of
satisfaction: -

“Who - was that man with-.the

“mouse, Susan?” O’'Ryan asked diffi-. B

dently as they went Into the Adminis- -

~ tration building..

Had. Susan been less preoccupled:t
~with her- own troubles, she would

- have reécognized .an -odd note - 1n

“I can’t thank you-enqugh, Susan,” -

Theresa was saying earnestly, “You've
done so:much, even lending me your

beautiful gold formal. You've

fixed . .. . -
““Forget 1t, O’Ryan,” Susan said

moodily. - “We don’t know -whether

I've done you a favor or not, yet.”

O’'Ryan was peering experimentally

into her compact-and pushing at the

soft gold aureole framing her - un-.

familiar features.
with an odd -wonder.

Susan was touched
For an un-

guarded moment a flash ‘of near-envy.

shot ‘through her that anyone could
look so sublimely happy over - the
prospect of a little:college. fun. It was
so much the same, year after vyear.
In the fifth year of it, Susan knew. -,

“It’s a favor all right,” O'Ryan said
with- certainty as she snapped the
compact shut, “any way you look at
it.”

Crossing -the campus on their way
back to

O’Ryan’s question. But 'she said, -

“Digby Purcell, a nice guy with-a big

intellect -but a small talent for wom- .

’y

- €.

\

iiOh " .
By four-thlrty, Susan had finished
making final arrangements for. the

- buffet supper to be served at the Tau

Phi- dance Saturday night. She- was .

a little tired and as she closed her

desk; she looked up to see Jeff Lau-

rence stride in., This time her reac-
tion ‘was proper, due to the strict

-schooling she had been.giving it since .

" their last meeting. . S :

“Hi, star-gazer.” She it
sounded properly casual.

A smile started in his dark eyes

hoped

‘and moved slowly along the curve of

the administrative offices, .
Susan ‘glanced -up at the sycamore-

trees * arching over the flagstoned.

path. Already their silvery: spotted
limbs wore a chartreuse veil. Spring

always came early in Fort Arlington.

Even the bermuda grass was showing
a timid -green.:

Susan wished glumly that her own
outlook was as bright as the big, buff
buildings in ' the noon-

told.

his llpS
“Is this wvisit. social or busmess?

she asked briskly.
“‘Social. I'd like to drive you home.” :
“I'hat’s nice. of you, Jeff, but it’s
just a good walk.” No use letting this

-thing get- any more involved. than it

already was.

“Not the route I had in mmd S

There was an elusive quality in his
smile, “as if he knew more than he
It drew Susan. 1rr651st1bly to-
ward him.

- “Well, 1-.-. ."- She 'hesitated. By

rights, it: should"be O’Ryan- receiving

sunlight,

this male magnetism. She felt guilty,

12 -
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but she said, “All right. Let’s go.”

When ‘they crossed’ the - street to -

Faculty Row, she gestured at the red

brick, white-shuttered -buildings and

asked, “You live in the brain-bar-
racks, Jeft?” -

He shook his head. “Parkhill
Apartments downtown. I -park my

car-in front of the brain-barracks.”
"He opened the door of a light green,

ily, “It’s:-like I'd known ‘you for years.
I feel relaxed -and yet .interested .
around you. And.that’s a funny com-
bination—relaxation and interest.”

ﬂrs SUDDEN LAUGHTER was an odd

mixture of tenderness and un- ..

derstanding. “How old are you,

Susan?”

club coupe. It was not exactly con- -

‘servative and it was an expensive car.
"But 1t was last year’s model and very

diffterent from Brick’s canary-colored.

convertible.

Driving ‘through heavy afternoon
trafhc, he did not speak and for the
- life of her Susan could think of none
of her ready chatter.

“Where are we going, Jeﬂ.’?” She
asked ‘at last.

“The Farmhouse. They serve sgeaks’
two inches thick. After admiring you

from a distance for six months, I'd-

like to admire you up closer—over a
cup of cafe royale, maybe.” There
was a smoothness about him that had
nothing to do with the staccato cam-
pus sophlsucatmn Susan knew so

.

After that talk came easy, and Susan

“Almost twenty-two. And I dont-t
know what coftee royal 1s.” Isn’t thatr
scandalous?” |
- “I'll teach -you.
gleamed with amusement
voice was gentle.. - - .

"And he did. When dmner was
over and the steaming cups set be-
fore them, the waiter brought a.bottle
of old brandy. Jeff poured a table-
spoon full of the brandy, then set
the spoon gently on the surface of the -
coffee where it seeped -evenly across.
the top of the cup. Striking a match, .

"

HIS black eyes-
but ! his

“he put 1t to the. mixture and a blue

flame danced lazily over the liquid
for several moments. Susan watched,
fascinated.

When she sipped it, the coffee had. .
a delicate scorched ﬂavor—dehcmus.;

“and warming.

didn’t realize they had driven forty

miles across rolling prairie country-
side before they came to The Farm-
house. It was what the name implied
—a converted farm home at the end
of a mile of old, stately cedars.

In a little while, Susan was setting -

down her empty cocktail glass to
lean across the red-checked table-
cloth and smile into Jeff’s eyes.

“Know something?”’ she said dream-
| | 13

She sighed. “All I know about you,
Jeff, is what my brother Mike tells
me~—theories on attraction and repul-
sion in the universe, super atoms
that explode and—and coftee royal.”

“What would “you llke to know
Susans” -

Everythmg

“Born in Ponca Clty, Oklahoma -
studied astronomy at the University
of - Chicago, got -my Master’s at Cal

‘Tech.- and worked at- Palomar two -

[ = ]
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_ ened by the astonishing fact that ]eff '

‘years beforé coming to Southwestern
Will that do?” ‘ B

She shook her head Susan did not

drink oftén and any remalmng ‘ret-
icence was lost in the rtsmg warmth
of the brandled coffee. ”Whats your

“favorite food? What do ‘you like to.

read? Do you swim; play tennis?”

.. 'Save something for next time,
Susan Everythmgs more en]oyable
when it's’ done leisurely. Do you

Laurence had not once tried to kiss
her. “As a matter-of fact; I had din-

- ner with your paragon of all virtues— -

know that you're still growing up?”"

“What do you mean?”

“You're like a little glrl in a hurry,
Impatient.” His dark eyes held ‘re-
straint as they touched hers. “It’s
part of your charm,”

grow up to be that makes you Iir-
resrstlble

Susan looked at‘him dizzily. He
didn’t” talk like a’ man who had
]umped to the egotlsttcal conclusion
he was being asked for a date. He
talked like a man m love, wmnmgly
and persuaswely |

When Jeff Laurence left her at her
door a little after ten, she found the
rest of the family in the den. Her
father had built a fire in the fireplace
and the three of them were comfort-
ably readmg

he continued,
“but it’s the promise of what you'll

tha_t "’

Professor Laurence.”

Mike looked up then. So d1d her
father, in time to exchange glances
with his wife,

“What happened to Brrck?” her fa-

ther asked.

“Not a thmg " Susan replied, sud-
denly wrshmg she could confide', in
them without making further com-
plications. But she said, “We figured
a 11tt1e varrety wouldn’t hurt etther
of us.’ |

"‘Somethirig smells,” Mike ‘said,
when she turned  away. “I’ thought'
Professor Laurence was smarter than

s

i

Susan cast him a sisterly glance of
contempt and sard “Brat!”

Friday dragged and Susan | wasnt
busy enough to keep {rom thmkmg
Brick paid her a brief visit and made
disturbingly cryptic comments.. The

_Professor didn’t come in at all and

Elizabeth Rollison looked at her

daughter in mild reproof “You didn’t

call and tell us you weren't commg

home for dinner.” S
“Probably out smooching with ol’

Razzle-dazzle Radford,” Mike mut-

tered, not bothermg to look UP from
his book.’ ‘

couldn’t

“I was not smoochmg, Susan sald -

stung. Her ‘temper had been sharp

at four-thirty Susan locked her desk,

_caught a bus and at Wally’s Sh0p

downtown she . bought an exquisite
black lace evening dress for the dance
the followmg night.

T HOME, SHE tried to ﬁgure out
¥ how many evening dresses she’'d
had during her college life. She
recall. College fun she
thought cynically, as she hung the
rustling lace folds. in her closet.
O'Ryan could have it! The same old
dance bands, same old ballrooms——

‘even the boys in whose arms Susan

- 14
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floated had- begun .to have a . same-
ness that appalled her.. .. "~

. Saturday evening, when she an-
swered the door at Theresa O’Ryan’s
timid knock, Susan was still depressed.

O’Ryan carried a shabby little over-
night case and her face was. ecstatic.
Oh Lord, thought Susan, please let
everything turn out all right for her
tonight. :

“I-I'm so excited,” ORyan said
breathlessly, as Susan took her coat
and hung 1t up.

“You're going to be a sensation,”
Susan told her firmly and began gath-
ering up her make-up.

While  painting .. the lovely new
mouth on O’'Ryan, she tried to think
of Brick. All at once his face blurred
into a counterpart of all the other

- Elizabeth: -Rollison - called,

young faces over the last four and a

half years. Her fingers trembled. She

erased the crooked line with a tissue

and started over.
Finally she sald
O'Ryan.”
“Ohhh!” The girl twirled in front
of the mirror, entranced. The effect
was all that could be desired. Susan’s

“You're all set,

bronze net evemng dress set off

- O'Ryan’s blonde beauty to perfec-

.t1on,

Susan surveyed her own Treflection
with a sort of distaste. Her shoulders
rose whitely from a strapless, close-
fitted bodice of black lace. A tiny
rhinestone choker emph‘asiz*ed the
slender loveliness of her throat. But
something was missing, some intangi-
ble necessity. She didn’t glow like
O’Ryan. |

Her flaring skirt spun outward as

15

“Susan—
Jeft’s here.” e

She caught up her tiny, black satin -.
evening purse, flung her gray squirrel
coat over her bare shoulders and
sald, “O’Ryan, you know 1 have to
be there early for my last minute
duties. Jeff and I will see you and
Brick at the dance.” .,

Brick had better be nice to her,
thought Susan grimly. As far as
O’Ryan knew, Brick was her date for
the entire evening. The only actual
lie Susan had told in this whole,
miserable mix-up had come when she
informed O’Ryan that Brick thought
her cute' and wanted to take her to
the Tau Phi.

She looked down the hall into the
gravely admiring eyes of Jeff Lau-
rence.

“Ha, heartbreaker " Flippancy hid
her shyness: “Have you met the folks?” -

Jeft murmured something about
Mike "junior being an “A” student
and Elizabeth and Mike senior spoke
up simultaneously, saying they had
heard so much about the professor
they felt like old friends.

In 2 moment more they were settled
comfortably in the warm_darkness of
his car. ' ~

“Could I really break your heart?”
His question carried an odd mixture
of amusement and desire.

“If you could, would you?” she
parried.

an

Without turning, he reached for
and caught her hand. “No, Susan.
Not your heart. It’s much too gay and
kind to be broken.”

“Is that the only reasons”
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He laughed. “What a brazen little -
rascal you are! Want me to’ commit

myself?”

ET SHOCKED HER to realize that she
had = been

instinctively leading
him up to a declaration of his feeling:
for her. She was grateful to the dark-

ness that hid her flush.. It had faded
completely by the time they made

to the ballroom 1n the Athletic Club.

It took Susan some time to check
with the caterer on- arrangement of
the buffet table. Theén she--had, to
see. the florist-about -placement of :the

. “Thought 'you ‘were mnever.coming

back, Susan.”

She moved a llttle so they .were

. closer :together as they danced. She -

could feel his llps movmg against her
hair. |
“You wouldn’t have had to ask me

-for a date, you know,” -he was say-

ing, “if: you ‘had- smlled at-me that

- time in the elevator—or if you had -
their way up the carpeted stairway-

flowers, and the dance was well un--
der. way before she could look for:

Jeft Laurence.

She found him.near the orchestra, -

surrounded by a group of students
and one, a flame-topped, voluptuous
girl, was saying tensely,
Laurence, do you feel that the stars
have any direct eftect on pe()ple bom
under certain onese”

“Only on clear nights,
spring.”  Over -the
grinned at Susan.

1n

The girl laughed throatily, “Why,

Professor.” Susan was amazed at the
sudden fury twisting. inside her when

“Proféssor’

- esa  O'Ryan’s
the
red-head, he

she realized- the girl was. anglmg for |

-

a dance.
It was wonderful when he pushed
through the little group to take Susan

“in his arms and circle out on the pol-

ished floor. Rex Richardson had
taken up :his famous-trombone: and

a Gershwin oldie; Embraceable You

" poured . out,

sweet and
honey. }

smooth as

smiled just once when I came past -
your desk.” : |

- Again she had the fleeting sense of

a-secret he -hesitated to share. It was
tantahzmg

“1 thought you never noticed - me,
Jeff.” : | |
He chuckled. ‘As if anyone could -
fail to notice you.” |
- Everything was - pertect, thought
Susan dreamily—the time, the pldce
and the music. The passage of time
became inconsequential- and she
floated. in a private world of dreams. .

Sudden- reality loomed over Ther-
shoulder, as -Susan-
looked into Brick: Radford’s glower-
ing face. About four feet of floorspace
separated them.

“Oh!"" She gulped. She had com-
pletely torgotten Brick and O'Ryan. -
“What is 1t?” Jeft looked down at-

her. - | *
“Nothing. I-I just wondered where -
you learned to dance so well.”

 “Took thousands of lessons, of
course.””  He chuckléd drawing her
closer o

Around the edge of - hlS shoulder
she could see Brick and his eyes raged
at her. They touched Jeft Laurence

liké chain- llghtmng ‘and his- mouth
- 16
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had a surly. twist.
~ hunting for a place to begin.

Beyond Brick, Susan saw Digby
Purcell at the buffet- table with. a

couple of other stags. He was gloomi- .

ly munching shrimp impaled on long
multi-colored toothpicks and he eyed
Brick and O’Ryan. with dour in-
terest. .He probably had.a white
mouse:in each pocket, Susan thought.
Poor Dig. He should learn that white
mice and women did not mix.

While she watched, he turned and.

sauntered aimlessly toward. the end of
the ballroom and vanished through
the dark doorway to the. solarium.
Susan wished vehemently that she
could. walk out of her problem as
casily.

In the crcling crowd she had. lost
sight of Brick. Jeft seemed- to be di-
recting their steps deliberately toward
the end of the room. She was still
glancing frantically for O’'Ryan and
her unhappy. partner, when. Jeff spun
her through the doorway and into the
dark solarium.
VAST CURVED sheet of glass

crowned by a brilliant moon. He drew
her down on the leather-cushioned
windowseat beneath the glassed wall. .

“This, I Iike,” he said .softly. Moon-
light traced the edge of his black hair
and the lean line of cheek and chin.

This was awful, Susan thought,

awful because she liked 1t too. And,

it wasn't fair to Brick or O’Ryan.
O’Ryan! .She had better try again.

“I-I know a:-girl,-a lovely girl who

-

Brick -was trouble, ..

“O’Ryan.”

formed an oval end to the room
and revealed the windswept night sky,

thinks . you're wonderfu], Jeff.” She
hesitated, for he had leaned over: her
_elbo.w against the wide . sill and was .
tracing the bare curve of her shoulder
with a fingertip. It was distracting. .

“You do?”’ His smile was slow and |
even and his black eyes gleamed |

“Yes.. I do. And she’s very anxious
to . . .”.She paused as he brought her
hand up to his lips.

He opened her fingers outward hke
petals on a flower and put his lips
warmly against her palm. Her knees
were fluid, a condition which seemed
to extend to her brain.
| “Really,_ Jeff,” she said in a smoth
ered little voice. His arm left the win- |
dowsill and circled her shoulders. -

A languor enveloped her and- she .
sank against him, tipping her face up
to meet his lips. But before he could
kiss her, beyond his dark head, she
saw a hgure.

“Oh, . look,” she . said JWeakly.
And it was indeed,
O’Ryan, looking scared and unhappy

. behind. a belligerent and scowlmg

Brick. -

- Jeff didn’t turn. He pulled her
nearer- ~and muttered indistinctly,
“Ummm. Orion.

liest of the heavenly bodles
~_Susan asked feebly, “How can you
tell without lookmg?

“L.ook here,
Brick burst out, “there are a couple
of things that are going to get Stra1ght-
ened out right now.

Jeff turned then and Susan shpped
from his arms. They rose to their
feet. | o

) “Susan S heart and

got a soft

One of the love- o

Professor Laurence,” -
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wouldn’t tell -you, ~but- it’s - time. youl

know.” Brick . yanked the tremulous
‘O’'Ryan forward. “This is your date,

the one Susan was trying to make for-

you when you jumped to the con-

clusion she was makmg 1t for her-
self.” |

‘Theresa batted her eyelashes rap- -

idly and tried to smile. It was pitiful
“and comical all at once and Susan
felt sharp guilt at having ‘coached
her 1n such an eflectation.

“Susan i my girl.” Brick’s jaw
protruded. “She should have told you
in the beginning.”

“T'hat right, Susan?” Jeff's
‘were inscrutable.

“Oh, Jeff—it wasn’t really—I didn’t
mean . . .” . '
~ “Susan, for gosh sake,” Brick said
impatiently, “tell the guy the truth

and get it over with. Prof, she doc-

eyes

tored this little tomato all up and just -

for you.” He pushed Theresa toward

Jeff. “New hair-do, curled eyelashes

—all the trimmings.” He laughed and
Susan winced.

Suddenly Theresa ORyan aban-
doned her pathetic effort at charm.
She flung off his big hand. “Professor
‘Laurence, I didn’t know a thmg
about thlS part of it until ten min-
utes ago,” she cried wﬂdly - “Oh,
Susan, why didn’t you—I'm so sorry
it turned out this way.” She whirled
“on Brick, “And.you’re mean, Brick
Radford. You've been horrible to
me all evenmg and I hate you for
what you've done now.”

4“Cheers for you, Miss ORyan
a voice said from the shadows. Dlgby
Purcell stepped into the ‘moonlit

- marked,

square w1th the - other four. “Now -

may I.take you out of herer”

EOR AN INSTANT Theresa’s impas-
sioned face held disbelief, fading

-into-astoqished recogn’ition and at

. last gratefulness, as she said, “You
certainly may, Mr. Purcell.”
“Can you beat that?” Brick re-

observing their dignified
departure “Just as we were gettmg |
the wires uncrossed.”

- “Brick,” ~ Susan  said
“you were cruel.” t

Jeff murmured, “I feel a little .
bruised myself.” His black eyes held
familiar adult irony as he added,
“Forgive me, S. Rollison, if I don’t
choose to let you direct my social ac-
tivities. - Right now I ‘much prefer

. low-voiced,

the observatory to this dance.”

He strode across the room and out
the door Theresa and Digby had
taken. Susan fought down a desire
to run after him. Something that had
been lovely was splintered. She looked
down, almost expecting to see 1t in

‘shambles at her feet.

“Now 1t’s fixed,” Brick caught her
hand cheerful]y “Charge 1t off to ex-

‘perience, Suse baby.”

Susan gave him a bleak-look as he
led her back to the milling dancers.

~T'his was what she got for meddling'.'

She had meddled with other’s lives
and made a_mess of it, a very sticky

- sensation.

As Brick’s arins closed about her,

- so did the dusty, useless feeling. It

dried her throat ‘and stung her eyes.
Then, like a landscape lit by a flash .

of llghtnmg, it dawned on her. -



MISS FIXIT’S MISTAKE
but fast. Yoﬁ'i*é--_reélly bqriﬁg"'meﬂ."
Susan smiled. “Brick, you once
remarkéd to me that girls were a dime
a dozen.” She opened her little black
satin purse. “Here’s a nickel. Get
yourself six new ones Here’s your
Tau Phi pin, too.” -

Brick gaped. “Hey!" he cried when
she opened ‘the door for herself and'
stepped out in the March night, |

“Good-by, Brick.” |

The furious roar of the convertible

She - had’ outgrown her env1ron-
ment. She was tired of this. Four
years was enough of college dances.
Five was too much

“Brick, let’s go.”

" “What’s got into- you Suse?”’

She spoke wearlly, “I've grown up,
I guess. At last.”

“Sure.” He grinned. “You re a big
girl and I like it that way.”
~ “You don’t know what I mean.
I've got a lot of apologies to make and

Mu'ror, Mirror On The Wall . . .

it’s been said innumerable times that it takes two to fall in love, but
there’s one famous exception to that rule: the sad Narcissus of mytholog-
ical fame. Narcissus was a handsome boy who angered a goddess and
suffered a strange punishment because of it. One day, after hunting in
the woods, he became very thirsty and knelt beside a stream for a drink.
He was startled when he saw looking up at him from the pebbly depths a
face of a water nymph so beautiful that he immediately fell in love with
her. Enchanted by the lovely apparition’ before him, he reached down to .
touch her and she disappeared as soon as his hands touched the water.
Thinking that he had frightened the water nymph, he moved a short
distance away and breathlessly waited for her to return, He soon tiptoed
~ back to the stream and cautiously peeping down saw her again, Quietly
he bent further toward the pool and, reassured by his gentle glances, the
nymph’s whole head appeared. The boy began to speak to her and saw
her lips move as if she were answering, but he couldn’t hear a word she
satd. At last, encnuraged by her loving glances, he once agam reached
for her, and again, she vanished. This happened over and over again.
Gradually the poor boy noticed that her sensitive face reflected all of his -
emotions and grew as pale and wan as his—like him, she seemed to'be a_
victim of love and despair. Narcissus lingered at the pool day and night
without eating or drinking and finally died never knowing that the charm.
ing nymph was merely. his own reflection gazing up from the waters.

sounded behind her. She did not look
back, but started up the hill..
Her heels clicked up the granite
-steps and into the big quietness
of the building. The light was dim
at the end of the long hall as_before -
-She stopped before the long table

I'm going to start at the beginning,
with Jeff. Take me to the observatory,
Brick.” | |

In the car his movements were ex-
plosive. The tires squealed mdlgnant-
ly as he rounded corners.

His voice was ugly as he skidded to

a stop at the foot of Cavu Hill, “I
hope you get over this little tantrum,
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where Jéff sat. He had taken off his

coat and tie and his shirt was un-
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buttoned at the streng celumn of hls -

throat.

“Ive come to apologl?e Jef;”
said clearly,
ing - and embalrassment I've caused.”

she

“for the.misunderstand-

His gaze was penetrating and her .

breath shortened. “You mentioned
once that 1 was still growing up.
Well, 1 finished the job tonight and

I think it's time:I graduated. from .

college life.”
“Sounds like you’ve been doing

some highpowered self-analysis,”  he
said dryly.
“I bave. When 1t gets so I can’t

tell the difference between being Di-
rector of Social Activities and actmg
as Miss Fixit for romance,
I quit. I'm resigning Monday and
when I see O’Ryan, I'll apologize to
her.”

“You needn’t.” Jeff's lips quirked
as if restraining laughter. “I just
drove O’'Ryan and Mr. Purcell to her
home, where she promised to show
him her prize spec1mens
her secret passion 1s ralsmg white
mice. I got the impression that. she
and Purcell are soul-mates and their
gratitude to you for bringing them
together, even madvertently,
| boundless |

Susan would have laughed had her

unhappmess been less acute. Theresa
and Digby! They had belonged to-
gether and Susan had been unable to

it’s tlme'

It appears

damaged my final confession should
repair it.
night, but Theresa was just an ex-
cuse, I ,must have wanted you 'for f
myself the first time I ever saw you.”
She turned qmckly so he would not
see ‘the. shamed tears that stung her
lids. She said; “That ought to clear
up the last foggy point.- Good-by.”
- Her heels rang out “again, little
cymbals of retreat. In another mo-
ment she had pushed open the heavy

~glass door and stood. gulping down
-sobs under the starry, windswept sky.

Before she could take another step,
Jeff caught up with her. He took her -
shoulders and pulled her back against

~ him. His cheek was rough against

hers.

“Wait, Susan darling. I've got a
confession too. I've loved you ever.
since your impudent
deviled me into sncezing. And I knew
a girl like you would never have to

“come up here and ask f0r a date for

"herself.

I tricked you.”” His volce
was husky and he turned her slowly
around to face him. "I trapped you—
with. your soft heart. It was much too
good an opportunity. I thought if' I -
could make you aware of me as a man

“and not a stodgy professor. .

see it simply because Theresa was the .

channel for Susan’s own subconscious
desire—Jeft Laurence. |

She lifted her chin. “I'm glad

something good has come of this

mixup.” And in case your ego was

20
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“So this 1s your secret . . Her
words were cut short -as his mouth
covered hers.

It was a long, lovely kiss and when
the Professor of Astronomy lifted his
head, he remarked, “It must be true.
I can feel it. The Universe is eX-

pandmg
“All-over the place, Susan agreed
happlly | A 2 2

I didn’t know it until to-",_ |

feather be-



by Jeanne Bender

With love at‘first'sigh”t; it's soinetir_nes better not to
take a second look.

THE TROUBLE WAS, she had never
been a burglar before. The locked
house had her stopped, and that was
that.

Marty went back up the front walk,

sat down on the nearest, largest box
of baby equipment, and mentally
cursed Pete Stevens, the brother-in-
law she had never met.

~Lord knows

A few hours ago, in the hospital,

her sister Lois had sighed ruefully and
said, “Marty, honey, you're an "angel
to come. 1 never needed you more.
The house we've rented 1s.a complete
chaos and practically nothing has
been bought for the baby because
Pete is really unstrung. The arrwal
of Junior has put him in a fog.”

So here she was—Good Samaritan

Marty Gordon, with the hundred and
fifty dollars worth of baby parapher-
nalia she had bought in town and no
place to put it. Wasn't that just like
a man—to be off somewhere domg:
what
needed herel And locking her outi”

Atfter Lois had told hun she was com-

ing.
She shook her short bronze curls

and scowled. at the gray Cape Cod
home that her sister and brother-in-

law had renl;ed for a year. She gazed
speculatively .at the upper floor and
the flimsy little trellis that reached
almost to the roof—and mstantly went
into acuon ) - “

'21;.3

when he was
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-side.: ‘A-small,- book-lined- den- off . the -

*Ten minutes .and several ~skipped

breaths latér, she was-grateful that her
-one hundred and four -pounds had

not strained the trellis quite to the
breaking point.
window had" required almost the
agility of a trapeze artist to reach-and
squeeze through, but apart from arun
in her stockings she had negotiated it
successfully. A trap door stairway led
to-a maple and chintz bedroom that
amazed her by i1ts neatness; a pine-
paneled living-room downstairs was
“a further surprise: bright Indian rugs
free of dust, maple and pine furniture
which might have been waxed ten
minutes ago.

But "according to Lois, the house
‘was supposed to be a' grimy mess—a
- result of Pete’s using the fireplace
with the damper closed. That oc-
curred after he had wrecked the heat-
ing system by forgetting to put
enough water in the boiler down-
stairs. Oh, her brother-in-law was a
very charming fellow who .could
build magnificent highways in Alaska

An overlooked attic -

living-room would réquire .only a-few
changes to become - a- perfect: nursery.
Marty shd out of her smart, green

-traveling suit and rummaged through

- her suitcase for blue jeans and a T-

shirt. She was zipping up the jeans
when she felt a pressure in the back
pocket.

It was the picture—Tod’s picture—
that she had shoved in the suitcase at
the last moment, and some of her
enthusiasm slipped away from -her.

“Darn it!” she said aloud. “I wasn’t -
going to think about you until next
week!”

r!HE BLOND YOUNG man in the por-
trait defied any girl to wait until
next week to think about him, and
Marty felt the old familiar emotions
attacking her. Did she, or did she

" not, want to become Mrs. Todhunter

—he had taken Lois there as a new

bride a little more than a year-ago—
but was a, bull in a china shop when
it came to domesticity.

 Well, Marty thought as she looked
about, mine not to wonder how he
had worked these miracles in his three
days of new fatherhood. Hers was to
- work miracles 1n setting up a nursery.

- And in getting dinner, too. She felt a

little less annoyed at Pete, now, after

seeing how he had cleaned up the

'He must have pulled himself
tOgether quickly

._-. —_ _— = -

Diamonds

Loring, of New York, San Francisco,
and San Antonio, where Tod’s were
the leading advertising agencies?

If not, why not? Every girl in the
New York agency, where  Marty was
a copywriter, openly envied Tod’s in-
terest in her. But, even in the midst
of their gayest evenings, in the most

romantic night spots, she found her- - -

self remote and withdrawn.

“What do you want, woman?”’ Tod
had asked her. “Egg in your beer?
on your minks?” Tod
could, and undoubtedly would, sup-
p]y anything and everything a girl
could ask for. So what did she want?

She didn’t know. She knew only

- that she needed: time to think. So she
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was stalling, using thé fact of ‘her new

-



J-

- RUNAWAY' CLOSER

nephew- as a refuge as well as a
duty

doorway of ‘the former den and .con-
templated the newly blue-and white
room with complete approval. It was
perfect—a charming, adorable nursery.
The bassinet stood in a'corner, away
from drafts; the desk, covered with
white plastic sheeting, held baby

Two hours later, Marty stood in the

When he released. her, she was hor-
rified to find her ﬁngers tangled in his

“crisp dark curls, her other arm about

scales and an electric bottle-sterilizer.

She had placed a low rocking.chair
for Lois by the picture window, now
- garlanded with frothy white organdy
curtains from an upstairs bedroom.
She was bundling up the original
plaid drapes and studio couch cover
when she heard the key in the front
door. Pete! :

“Hil”" she called out, and hurried

‘into the hall. |

" He was tall and tanned, as she’d
expected, with crisp curling black
“hair. Complete amazement stirred. in
his deep blue eyes.

Marty realized her rumpled bare-
footed appearance must be a cause for
‘wonderment. “Hi,” she said again.
“I'm Martha. You know—Marty.”

She tilted her face for his brotherly
peck on the cheek but nothing like
that happened. Instead his arms
pulled her crushingly close and’ his
lips firmly met her own. While she
struggled to free herselt from the out-
rageous kiss, the arms about her tight-
‘ened, the lips became more demand-
ing. And then, suddenly, she was un-

able to think at all as the pounding

in - her ears grew louder and louder

- Pete.
what 1n blazes have -you been doing

~ brother-in-law at all.

and her whole being was filled with a-

flaming warmth.
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his waist. Scarlet with shame, she
pulled-away. No other man’s kiss had
ever before brought such an unbidden
response from Marty.. And this man
was -her brother-in-lawl!

With as much control as she could
summon, Marty said, “I'm leaving,
the minute I can get-a-trained-nurse
for youl™ | |
~ “Honey,” he drawled, “I think
vou're .the one who needs a trained
nurse!” He stared into the nursery
behind her. “Holy smoke!! What's
going on here?”

He's crazy, Marty thought Lots
saild he was unstrung, she reminded
herself.

“Pete,”” she - quavered.
easy!”

“My name,” he bellowed, “is
It's Michael Reynolds.

Fr

“Take 1t
not
Just

to my house?”

YV/EJ ARTY STARED IN. open-mouthed
Vi amazement at the outraged
young man who was suddenly not her
“Pardon me
while I faint,” Marty said, her face
scarlet. |

- Lois- had told her there were only
three houses on Windy Point and that
theirs was the green one with the gray
shutters. So Marty had climbed into
the gray one.with the green shutters
and proceeded to get everything royal-
ly fouled up. Proving, she decided
unhappily, that everyone was right
about her when they said she aiways
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leaped: before. she looked.. This--was

her worst “leap” to date. |
“Don’t apologize to me,’”. Mike told
“her gaily. “I think it’s ﬁne—-ﬁndmg a

“beautiful red-head in my house, wait-.

ing to be kissed! Except for your mis-
take, I might never.have met you!”

She felt her cheeks growing~hot;
then,: for a second time, she allowed
herself ‘to be in :a stranger’s arms—

only .this time.there was no strange-.
She knew suddenly thati she be- -

ness.
longed in- the arms of this man whose
now gentle lips filled her w1th such
excitement. * -

- “You- didn’t come:-to the wrong
house, angel,”. he whispered. “My
house is the only one for you!”

In -her heart, she.agreed, .for now
she knew-why she hadn’t. been able to
marry Tod. I've been waiting for -this,
Marty thought.

“We'd -better ind the real Pete.”

She grinned. - “Before -he calls the
police to find mel~..

On the way, Mike explamed that
- he -owned 2ll of Windy Point,
small rocky.peninsula that had been
his family’s for generations. . The

house on- the ‘tip of the promontory.

that he had leased to Pete and Lois
originally had been his great grand
father s boat-house.

“It’s built right out over the water,”

he said. “Nobody’s ever before spent
the- entire " winter there. 1 thought
your sister- and -her husband would
- Just ; be using it for. week-ends,. after
the summer. Of course, there’s an old
but pretty efficient furnace.”

- Eficient no. more, Marty - thought,

recalling- Pete’s ineptitudes. --

cruiser I built last summer.

 “Wait until you see-.the gal_ who.
used to be the love of my. life,” Mike
teased.
You'd .

- better like sailing and boats, dar]ing..

Designing them’s. my business.”

Marty's previous boating: experlence.
had been confined to Central Park
Lake, but she smiled with enthusiasm.
For you, she thought, I'd learn.to
love boa constrictors.

By now, the road was a mere rocky.
path, and it appalled her to think of -

'Lois wheeling a baby carriage to and .

from the former boat-house here on
the Point. | .

The door was open. They stEpped
into a.living-room where once-bright
hooked rugs, rustic furniture, floor,
walls and ceiling were now begrimed
by smoke. and soot.

“Ye gods!” Mike. exc]almed  “Who

threw the bomb!” They made their- .

way into a kitchen littered with un-
washed dishes. ‘““Pete! Pete .Stevens!”

Mike bellowed.

the

“Hello!” A soot-blackened fgure
appeared in an open. doorway. He
waved .a wrench at Mike. ‘‘Hi, Rey--
nolds. Glad you came. Something
seems to be wrong with the furnace.”
His eyes .traveled to Marty. “You're
not..." - | . |

“-Marty,” shé nodded, waniing both
to laugh at her brother-in-law’s black-
faced minstrel man appearance and
cry at the wreck he had made of the
place. '

i

i

‘MIKE MADE A quick frip to the .

utility room and returned shak- .

1ng his head. ° Hopeles‘s,” he told Pete. .

24 .

- “The Porpoise Il—a 32-foot -
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“Completely shot. You'll need a new

furnace. I'll get in -touch- with the -
plumber right away, but it will prob- .

ably take at least a week.”
But what will we ever do, Marty

thought frantically. ‘Lois can’t brmg
a new baby into this!

“Mike,” she asked impulsively,

“why can’t we move 1n with you till
this place 1s fixed up?. Sincé there's

“Breakfast at-ten, darling,” he .told -

her. “Aboard the Porpoise.”
Then he was gone, his broad-shoul-
dered figure swinging back up the

road to Pete’s . where -he would spend

the night.

The bell that awoke her came from

- the water. Pulling on her bathrobe,

plenty of room and—and -the nursery

is all ready.” She did not add, And it
would be wonderful, being with_'_you
‘tweénty-four hours a day. ; |

“Why not?” he said finally. While
Pete watched 1n surprise, he drew her
close. “It might be good experience
at that, for-a-guy who'’s just acquired
a sudden_interest in raising a family!”

Marty threw her.arms-around his

neck. “Darling, thanks. -When Lois

told me this afternoon what a wreck

this house was, I didn’t know what
we'd do.” |

she ran to the living-room window -

and saw -Mike, standing on his wharl,

gaily swinging an old-fashioned. brass

dinner gong.

" She- hurrled to the door. “Hl! Come -

on in. :
“Breakfast’s ready,” he 'told. *her
after -he- had claimed the kiss that

Marty thought .gave the day a perfect

beginning. “Out there.” Mike. ges-
tured to a sleek, black sailing cruiser
tied' to the dock. “I'll- just. dash up-
statrs and get some rain gear for us,
in case the weather acts up.”

Marty hurried back into the nursery

for her dungarees and-sweatshirt.

Mike regarded her strangely for a

lonng moment. “I don’t get it. You
knew the shape this place was in—yet
you mistook my house for this...”
“What goes on here?” Pete asked.
Quickly, Marty plunged into ex-
planations. As she reconstructed her
afternoon’s adventure in housebreak-
ing, she was relieved to see Mike lose
that skeptical expression. |
After that, thé evening sped. Pete,
his troubles erased by Mike’s 1nvita-
tion, proved to be the kind of friendly,
humorous brother-in-law she would
have chosen. After sandwiches and

- I think you are if land lubber Marty

. coffee Mike walked her back to his

house ‘and-his goodnight kiss beneath
the stars left her breathlessly happy.:

. “Sea legs get with me!” she crooned. -

And please, Mike, darling, her
thoughts ran, be as:understanding" as

Gordon gets seasick..

The- phone on the desk rang and
she reached for it automatlcally :

“Hello?"”

“Marty? Is that you, darlmg? Your -

brother-in- law told me to call this
number.”

“Tod!”* she answered - weakly The
phone clicked as if the connection
were broken. . “Tod?” she repeat‘ed

trying to readjust her senses to a for- -

gotten existence.

“New York’s a Ionely town without
you, my _ Martykins. ‘When' are you

25
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---coming--back--to me; darling? -I miss

- you *_SO-”
. 'How «can I tell you that I'm never
coming back, -Marty wondered.

“Soon,” she said nervously.

*“You'd better: I'm going nuts with-
out you and it’s only been two days.”
His voice became more serious. . “How
about ‘that wedding, angel?” Wait un-
til you see your ring. A diamond and
emerald band to match your . ..”” He
broke off, swearing at a loud crash in
their ears. “Hang on, Marty, I'll gét
the operator to give us a better line.”

“No, don’t,” she pleaded, deciding
1t would be more strategic not to
- argue about the ring, and wanting to
end the deceitful conversation as
quickly as possible. “I-—-I've got to go,

now. Things aren’t quite straightened
out up here, yet.”

F

castically, “They are as far as I'm
concerned.”” He looked at her con-
temptuously. “Diamonds-~and emer-
“alds hardly go with that outfit ‘My
Martykins.’
clothes and start packing.”
- “Mike,” she pleéded.
understand!”

“No? Maybe 1 didn’t stay on the
. upstairs phone long enough.” His
mouth twisted bltter]y “It’s a hablt

~ of mine, answering my own telephone |

although I don’t usually- cut in on

such enlightening conversations.”
Marty laid a pleading hand on his

arm. “It's not the way you think.”

- He studied her calmly. “Red-gold
hair, sea-blue eyes, and a mouth that'’s

ROM BEHIND HER, Mike said sar-

You’d better change your

“You don’t

pole over his shoulder‘.

..trouble.” - ~He-=gestured .-toward -the .
~phone -that-emitted faint-shouts and
-whistles. - “Your -boyfriend -sounds- as

if he’s blowing a gasket. You. were
just planning your wedding, remem-
ber?” . *
“Oh, Mike, darlmg, please she
began. "
He slammed the door in her face.
From the living-room window she

‘watched him stride down to the water-

front, kick open the door and enter a
small shack on the dock. He'll come

‘back. He’s got_to. And when he does,

I'll make him understand.

Oh, why had Tod telephoned when
he did? And if only, only she’d been
brave enough to tell him she was
never coming back to New York be-
cause she was in love—in love with a

" man who now hated her.

A mouth that’s always ready to
kiss its way out of trouble, he had said.
That meant he believed that her
yielding kisses, all ‘her actions, had

- been deliberate come-ons designed’ to

engineer their stay in his house. Well,
why .shouldn’t he think such terrible
things? It must have seemed to him
that she was planning to marry Tod
all along. |

- Through a-mist of tears she saw
Mike leave the shack with a fishing
He- climbed
down 1into the rowboat tied to the
stern of the Porpoise H still secured
to the dock. '

Then the sight of him calm]y row-

“ing through the choppy water in-

furiated her. The way he pulled at
the oars—he was so.strong, so sure of

always ready to kiss its way out of hlmself
- 26
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' The--hard- headed New Englander,
she - thought.  About two-hundred

. “yards away he-drew the rowboat up

on the-slope of a small rocky island

and proceeded ‘to make himself com-
fortable on a jutting boulder.

At the sight of him so calmly fish-
ing she was struck by sudden desola-

tion. Suppose it hadn’t been the real

thing with him at all and he was
only too glad for an excuse to break
off with her? He had never actually

the nursery;- rebelling at -the:idea .of
a baby in that drafty, old remodeled
boat-house. There must be a hotel 'in
that city a-few. miles away where shé
could get accommodations if‘she were
careful not to mention there would be
a-baby in the party.- _—
'She was dialing the operator when

the ‘explosion seemed: 'to shake' the

asked her to marry him and -perhaps.

today—the morning after—he regretted
making love to a girl who had sudden-
ly appeared in his house from out of
nowhere. After all, what had there
‘béen? A handful of kisses, a few lov
ing words .. . - -

The nursery, with its crisp, ruffled
bassinet ready f{for -Lois’ baby, re-
minded her that her own heartache
was not the main problem of the mo-
ment. ‘Perhaps her sister could stay in

‘the hospital until they could ready the
~ other house for the child. She hated

to think of her brother-in-law and the:

way this would hit him. Oh, she had
made a’sorry mess of things.

i \HE SIGHT oF the now-dead phone
e lying on the desk caused her to
think of Tod Loring. In a few days
now she would be out of a job, too.
She couldn’t g¢o on working for Tod
after telling him she wasn’t going to
marry him. And marriage t6 Tod
was impossible because yesterday, for
a dream’s breath of time, her heart
had come home.

Marty emptied the 'closet of all her
own clothes, then began dismantling

~never seen - before.

i

house.- Marty dropped:the phone as
the tremendous, -deafening clap of
thunder rolled and bowled in from
the water. Outside, unbelievably, the
sun was still bright,' but there -was-an
eerie, violet cast to the sky that she had
It grew “swiftly
darker and darker. She retrieved the
telephone and held on, in spite of the
jagged sword of lightning that split
the now purple sky and was followed
by a crash of thunder -even louder
than the first. Frightening, crackling
noises issued from the telephone. She-

switched on the desk lamp and almost
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immediately 1t sputtered out: The
room filled with- the acrid smell: of

. brimstone as the house was jolted by

a third, all-encompassing thunderclap.

Marty went cold with terror, ‘re-
membering Mike out on the island,
and remembering too the trees out
there that would be drawmg this
lightning. Had he seen the storm com-
ing up in time? It had all happened
so suddenly. She peered anxiously
through sheets of rain and made out
the dark hulk of the island, its trees
bent - double before the screaming
wind. Lightning forking "into  the
Sound briefly illuminated the “angry,
white-capped ‘waters ‘and - clearly - lit
up the small rowboat. hurtling side-

—
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ways down' the crest of a wave. It
was Mike’s boat. Empty.
~ For a horror-filled eternity she pic-

tured him being dragged down for-

ever - into the storm-lashed water.
Then in another burst of lightning
she caught a ghmpse of- his figure
-scrambling up the jagged rocks to the
peak of the island. Then he was lost
from sight and she was filled with a
new fear for the lashing waters seemed
about to close over. the very top of
the island. o

She remembered newspaper photo-
- graphs of a recent storm where swol-
len tides had beaten down and over-
flowed seawalls, ‘turning roads into
rivers so that shore residents had. to
be evacuated from their homes by
boat. If this were that kind of storm,

- Mike’s tiny stronghold would be oblit-

erated by the rising water. And he
had no way of reaching shore.

M\

enly, alternately straining-against its
moorings and lifting against the dock. .

Its tilted, slippery deck was about two .
feet beneath her, almost completing -
its inward lunge when she leaped, aim-
ing for the cockpit. |

She never knew how she made it!
The broadside crash of the cruiser -
against the dock sent her sprawling,
face down 1n inches of water, and for
a moment she lay there, grateful for
the flooring beneath her, wondering
what to do next.

HERE MUST BE a motor on a sail-
boat this size. She sloshed her
way forward on hands and knees

to peer down into the cabin. The only
disorder was a pile.of water-proof
cushions knocked off' the bunks into.

“a heap on the ffoor. A tiny, two-burner

She must get a boat to him. But

how?
partment? They surely had emer-
gency craft. She ran to the telephone.
~ It was dead. The storm must have
brought down the lines. .

She thought, then, of the Porpoise
17, that Mike had left tied to the dock.
Had the storm washed it away?

~ The force of the wind almost tore

The Police? The Fire De--

turbed.

- the living-room door from her grasp.-

She made her way down the treacher-

ous  path, bent against the wind and

stinging rain. By the time she reached

‘the dock she was soaked to the skin,
her thin- sweatshirt and dungarees
plastered - against her. - She ' stood,

trembling with cold and-fear-as she
watched the Porpoise 11 pitch drunk-

stove was hung to remain level in
spite of the violent rocking of- the
Porpoise I1. A gleaming row: of -cut-' -
lery, above the combination sink and -
refrigerator,- also remained undis-

She located the motor under the
rear seat. Experimentally, she pushed .
a button and there was a sputtering,
followed by an obliging, steady roar. -
Circling a long, flat handle she made
out the words, Slow, High, Reverse.
She -began - trying to untie the. rope
that held the back of the boat to. the
dock, but the strange looking knot
Mike had fashioned refused to budge..

Instead, she sawed it through with
one of the knives from the cabin.
Then she crawled toward the front of
the boat ‘end and flat on her stomach,

~sliced the line there. The Porpoise 11,
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released from its moorings, pitched

. going again.

drunkenly as Marty slid backwards to .

the comparative safety of the cockpit.
- She pushed the little handle to

The motor coughed,
sputtered, then remained stubbornly
silent as. she desperately pulled and

-yanked at every gadget.

Slow.-and turned the steering wheel.

seaward. The Porpoise Il shuddered,
then seemed to stand still against-the
force of the waves that crashed over
1its bow. She tried the High position,

. and a few minutes later was rewarded

She looked up fealtully at the ,Waves |

‘breaking against the rocks, ominously.

. to her.

by a lengthening expanse- of water

between the vessel and the dock. -

The wheel handled just like the

steering wheel of a car. Marty pointed.

the craft at the island and, with all

her strength, hung on, .praying that.

the waves crashing over the bow
wouldn’t send the boat under.

Mike saw her when she was abouf..
fifty feet from the.island: He had
been sheltered in a long lean-to on.

the peak of the island which, she now
realized, was in no danger of being
covered by water. As she came op-

posite he ran out, waving wildly. She
returned the salute, reassuringly. The.
gesture cost her the control of the.

wheel that spun out of her other hand,
toppling her sidewards.. By the time
she regained control,

the wind, motioning her away.
Trying to hear him, she turned off
the engine. Mike .was pointing, now,

close now, and saw that Mike was al-
ready in the breakms swimming out
Each time he disappeared
beneath the towering waves, she was
paralyzed with fear, convinced that he
was drowned. Then he'd reappear,
breathing dee];)ly, and her heart would
start beating again. He was only about
ten feet away now and, on sudden

inspiration, she opened ong of -the

seat lockers and pulled out a coil of
rope she had seen while huntmg for
the engine. She leaned over the side
and threw it with all her strength It
llllCOl]ﬁ‘d_*lI_l the air, struck Mike on
the head, snaked through the ivater

~.and sank.

- @JIHE HAD NEGLECTED to tie one end

to. the__-. F boat. Humiliated, She -

- pulled out. another neatly coiled line

~ but by the .time she had secured it to

she ,-was only
about. twenty feet from shore and
Mike was on the beach, shouting into

to the jagged,-black rocks that en- .

closed the beach and suddenly she
understood. She couldn’t land. The
Porpoise would be dashed against the
- rocks. .Caught sideways in, the trough
of the waves, the. vessel. tipped dan-

a cleat on the deck, Mike had reached. |
the Porpoise and pulled himself onto
the deck. Then he was towering over
her, streaming water, and the look Of‘,
fury he sent her stilled the cry of
gladness in her throat. |
He bent over the engine and began
wiping parts with an oily rag. It was
only when the motor was again pur-
ring that he turned toward her.

“You little nincompoop! What .kmdi

of stunt were you .trying to pull this

. time?.-

gerously as she tried to get the engine _
| 29

- You damn near wrecked the
Porpoise!” |



Stunned Marty. could -only.-stare at

' . .him. Of all the ungrateful Jouts.She

felt .the fury- rising, threatening to
choke her. -

“I suppose I should have let you
.swim ashore!” sher exploded. “Or

‘waited for the Marines to rescue you-

L}

‘or maybe . ..
“Rescue me?” Mike stared at her in
amazement. “You thought you were
gomg to—rescue mer”’ |
“What did you think I was trying to
do? Take a cruise for my health?”
He shook his head and the anger
in his eyes disappeared completely.
“I thought you’d simply taken out the
Porpoise and been caught by the
storm.” He stared ahead at the churn-
ing shore and said,.“It may be im-

~ possible to land. We may have to drop

anchor and éwim for it yet.”
“You swim,” Marty said.
know how.” She began to laugh, the
“sound building over the noise of the
- wind and the waves that tore at them.
The laughter grew more unrestrained,
mixing hysterically with the sobs that
racked her. Mike really looked at her
then. At the shirt and dungarees
plastered to her body; at the disor-
ganized, sodden- tangle her hair had
become; at the frightening paleness
‘of her drawn face.
”Martyl Martyl”

Dlmly, she was aware of his voice,

lost somewhere in the wmd and rain,
and of his tall leanness, wavmg, fad- .

ing, swimming away. in the darkness;
and she realized that it was not Mike
who was moving away, but .herself,
setthng into a woolly- tthk uncon-
- sclousness .

‘her eyes.

“1 don’t

eyes out.
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- She-felt *t-he soft. warmth of-blankets -

.. wrapped- close, -became aware- of the
-good .aroma of strong coffee. Marty-

snuggled deeper into the covers, a
child awakening from a nightmare

of a storm-tossed boat, of swollen seas

reaching out to drown her. Her com-
fort was disturbed by a voice urgently
calling her name. B

MARTY! PLEASE, MARTYI Wake up,
darling!”

Unwillingly, she struggled to open
It was Mike’s worried face
above hers. Mike who pulled her into
a’ sitting position with hot coffee.
pressed against her lips. She took an
obedient sip. They were no longer on
the Porpoise II. She was in Mike’s
house, on the studio couch 1n the
nursery. o |

“Marty, are -you all right?” ,

Her eyelids sought to close against
her will. “Fine,” she managed. -

He got more of the coffee into her
this time. “Don’t scare me. - again like
that.”

“I fainted,” Marty sald remember-
ing. Then she recalled a lot of other
things too. He’d called her a nin-
compoop and been furious with her.
And right now she shouldn’t be here
at all. She should be packing up her
things and the baby’s and getting out

—fast—before she made a complete

fool of herselt and started to bawl her

- “T'm fine now,”*she said, struggling
to get up. “And I'm—I'm sorry I've
been such a nuisance. I-I guess I've
made a complete mess of thmgs for
everybody | ’



RUNAWAY - CLOSER

- “You've made a mess of mel”
restrained her from getting -up,
wrapped the blankets more snugly
about her wet clothes.
a ship without a compass since I first
~ laid eyes on you, Marty darling. But
when I thought you’d just been play-
ing me for..a sucker . . .” He shook
his head. “I was in enough of’a blue
mood to go out and sit on that blasted
1slar1d and never notice the tlde carry-
ing away my boat.” , 5

He didn’t seem to 'be angry with her
any more.
ling”’
his blue. eyes that made her a little
" breathless. “You mean—you don’t still
think that I was just playing you, for

a sucker?” :

The funny little twist.on Mlke s lips
became a broad smile. “Honey,” he
sald,
better not to think, but to act. Like
this!” His lips found hers in aykiss
that melted away all her fears, and as-
sured her more convincingly than
mere words that he loved her.

Star-filled minutes later, Mike told
her that when he realized she had
come out in the storm to rescue him
he had known how wrong he had been
about her.

”You crazy little fool " he said hus-
kily. “Out in that storm, in a boat
you couldn’t handle, and not even
able to.swim!” He held her tighter.
“When I think what might have hap-
pened to you . .."”

—

-

“I' like what's happenmg to me
now,’ Marty murmured bllssfully
“But I guess I.owe you a few ex-

planations, too.”

s

He

“I've been like

He had called her “dar- . |
and there were warm lights

“I've decided that with yeu 1t's

Wish Granted

Most everyone has, at one time or
another, an idea of his or her. ideal
person. Few ever meet this fipment
of their lmagmatmn or even hope to,
but one man did—the ‘legendary

- Pygmalion. He was a sculptor who
had never particularly liked women
and had vowed to be a ‘bachelor.
Then he created a statue of a girl
so exquisite that he fell in love with
her. He brought her the gifts that
young girls love—bright shells, little
birds, flowers and jewels; he even
dressed her in a beautiful gown. At - -
last, his love developed to. such
depths that he went to the altar of
Venus and, offering gifts and burn-
ing incense, he begged that his beau-
tiful statue might be allowed to come
to life. When Pygmalion returned
home he went to his statue and
lightly kissed her. Imagine his ex-
treme surprise and joy when he dis-
covered warmth in her lips, Thinking

[ that he might just be imagining it, he

" took her in his arms and kissed 'her
again and again. The statue returned
his embrace; she was alive! Follow-
ing a brief courtship, she was as
smitten by love as he and the happy
couple- were married.

e "S- - - -

“““““---ﬂ

She started to tell him about Tod
and the telephone call, and was
silenced with a Kkiss.

“So we don't ask the guy to our
wedding,” he said. “Forget him.” He
looked thoughtfully at the baby equip-
ment that flled the room. “But
there’s one little guy who'll have to
get a special 1nvitation.”

“Who?” o

Mlkf’: smlled ““Pete ]r., our neph-
ew.’ | |
- Marty .w‘ink_ed,. “You said 1t—Uncle
Mike!” v eew
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G ordon
Demarest

Homeorrow Lomes
Too Soon

-

S’

in the living room when a car-
horn honked three- tinies in the drive-
way.. Three honks meant Jonnie, of
course. He came into the living room,
tall. and broad-shouldered- and look-
ing altogether too young and care-
less to be the owner of-the Norchester

'News | coe T

She said, almost cross]y, ]onme

Cnpyr:ghr 1842 by Pﬂptlar Publmutmﬂs ine.,

TACEY WAS ARR,ANGING the ﬂowers-

. . . when a girl tries to build
. a future on yesterday’s dreams.

don’t, you know I've a_party on to-

mght?” |

"~ “Yes, I know,” Jonnie said. “I read
about it in the News.” He stretched
out on the couch, closed his eyes.
“That’s -what I want to talk to you
about. The party N

Stacey was just about to scold him

for putting -his Eeet up’ on the gold
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damask, then ,she thought bette_r of 1t.

uﬂdﬁr the tttle - “Scandal  Among Lovers.” .



TOMORROW COMES TOO SCON
It .was- difficult to be angry with him.

He 'was just that kind of an easy-
going person.

So she just said, “You're invited to
it, darling.”,

")

But she managed to cover up her

-agitation beautifully, she thought. She

“Yes, I know.” H_e still’ kept his

eyes closed. “But 1 can’t
Stacey.”

- She "almost dmpped the Mmg vase
in her hand. “Jonnie!”

“It’s a blow, honey. But I can't.
That’s all.” ‘ |

Stacey carefully set the vase on the
~grand piano.
this to me! I dorﬁft‘know how to g‘ive
a party without you. I neced you, to
keep things going, keep them lively,
to...” |

“Dance with the Howell twins, and
that gosh-awful Van Puyster girl, be-
cause you know damn well nobody
clse “will. Sure, Jonnie-on-the-spot,
that’s me. Well, 1 don’t know how,
- my beautiful, but you’re going to
have to get along without me to-
night.”

Stacey frowned. “Would you mind
just giving me the faintest glimmer
of a reason why you're walking out
on me tonight?"”

Jonnie sat up. His thick” brown
hair was more rumpled than usual,
and he made a great business of
“straightening it. “Then he took out
cigarettes, lit one, and that seemed to
‘take a long time, too.

Fmally he sad, Camll]a S back 1n

town.’

come,

Stacey sat down with extreme sud-
denness. There was a feeling inside
her as of 1cy water thrown across her
- heart.

.33

“Jonnie, you can’t do.

. can’t come tonight.

said, “Jonnie, you might offer a lady

a cigarette.”
“Uh-huh,” he said, and tossed the

‘pack into her lap.

Stacey thought, lighting. the ciga-
rette. It's all right, he 1sn’t looking at
me anyway. It doesn’t matter 1f my
fingers are shaking.

She said, “When?”

He stared at the ceiling.
morning.” - |

She tried to tell ‘herself she felt
better after a few deep drags on the
cigarette. “But I still don’t -see what
that’s got to do with your coming here
tonight.”

“It hasn’t much,” Jonnie agreed..
“Except that Camilla 1s my sister,
and my brotherly instincts won’t per-
mit me to leave her entirely alone her
first night home."”

“This

TACEY LOOKED AT her cigarette tip.
“Is she living with you?”
“Of course not. I'll have you know
I maintain a respectable bachelor
apartment. She’s out at Brooke House.
Why not? It’s her place, 1sn’t 1t?”
She felt sudden color in her cheeks.
“Did I say 1t wasn’t?”’ '
“No,” he said. “But thats why I
I guess 1'll take
her to the Country Club, or -some-
where.”

S

Stacey leaned over. She jamined out
her cigarette slowly. She knew what
she was going to say, and she couldn’t
have stopped herself saying it for the

_ life of her.

“No,” she said, quite (;le:arlrly, “you’ll

E
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do nothing of the kind. You’ 11 brmg
her here, Jonnie.” T
“Are you crazyr”’
“Quite sane,” Stacey said, more
serenely than she felt.

He stood up- “You can’t do that,”

he said. -
 “You mean; I can’t invite Camilla
here? Why not?” o 3

“In -the first place, she'll .come. Or
don’t you know Camilla?” = :

Stacey pretended to. think:; “About
“as long as I've known ‘you. That must
be all of ten years, isn’t 1t?"

He made-an impatient gesture. -“In
the second place, it's simply. not the
thing to do.” | |

She sighed. “Jonnie, I really don't

“know what" you're talking about. I
want you at my party, and I want
Camilla, too.”

“Yes, but she and Kym . . .

‘Stacey. smiled: “Darling, what are
you trying to do? Scare me by re-
surrecting ghosts?” That’s over. It's so
much over that it doesn't even_count.
- And. anyway, we've always been

friends, haven’t we? What are we go-
ing to do now, ostracize Camilla? It
may-take her a while to get back into
the 'swing of things, anyway. She's

been -gone over four months, hasn't.

she? We've just got to show her that

no matter what happened between

‘her and - Kym we're not going . to
shut her out.’ |

- When Jonnie just.stood there, gray
eyes searching her calm ones, Stacey

“I have to run now. Got: to: get
dressed and beautified. Kym’s coming

early. Please be early, too, ]onme.

will you? You and Camilla:” -~
She could hear his car driving away "
as she sped up the stairway.

fn TACEY CLOSED THE- door of  her
¥ room carefully. She walked to her

~ vanity mirror, peered at herself in .it.

Just a second, she shivered. That was =

because her face looked so utterly
pale. She took off the brilliant yellow
bandana, shook loose the -shoulder-
length thickness of her bronze hair.
Beneath it wide hazel-eyes gazed back
at her. Once'Kym had said, “There’s

always a look in your eyes, as if the
wind had whipped them bright.” . But

there was something else now in her
eyes - that* was dark, touched -with

dread, and Stacey knew that it was

-sight of that fear.

reached up, set- her hands on his .

broad shoulders. Her lips brushed his
firm cheek lightly. She stepped back
smiled at him again.

fear.

She put up her hands over -her
face, as if to shut out the unnerving
Her heart cried
out  fiercely, I won’t be afraid! I

won’'t!

But she flung herself on the great
bed, because her knees felt weak, be-
cause she was so desperately afraid of
Camilla.

.~ Stacey could not remember the

“time,when she had not been a little

afraid of Camilla Fenton. There was
the very first party she had gone “to,
from which she had- slipped away
to come home and-cry In a mlserable
lost heap on this.very.bed.

Aint Harriet had found her there

.“Cluldle. what's the matter? Didn't

34

you have a good time?"”
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- *Y—yes. 1 mean, n—no. At least, ]

was doing all right and then: Camilla

Fenton came, I didn’t stand a chance
after that.
ugly, am I?: But when Camilla Fen-
ton walks.into a room, I feel as if
1 am.” - |
- Aunt . Harriet patted her head.
“You mustn’t mind that. Camilla’s
really a very great beauty. Naturally
people flock to her. But Jonnie was
nice to you, wasn't her” ~
.“Oh, Jonnie,” Stacey said indif-
ferently. “Jonnie’s always nice.”

- And somehow, always around, -too.
‘He was around the night she met Kym
Carmichael. - She and Jonnie were
dancing, at the .country club when
Kym walked in. Stacey just st0pped
and stared breathlessly. .

“Who 15 he?” she asked Jonnie.
- He told her. “His grandmother left
him that mausoleum on Brooke Hill.
He’s been living up there for the last
few weeks, trying to write or some-
thing.” - Jonnie added casually, “Of
course, I-admit he’s a collar ad, but
do you have to stand there gapmg
like that?”

- Stacey said softly, as if she hadn’t

heard, “I'd like to.meet him.”

Jonnie said, ‘““That’s easy.”
marched her over to where Kym Car-
michael was standing, lone and tall at
the bar. He said, “I'm Jonnie Fen-
ton. I own the News. And this charm-

He

‘Aunt Harrie, I'm not so -

was - something far more - virile and
romantic than that. Stacey thought of
descriptive phrases, but she gave them
all.up in despair. He was a tall slim
stranger with faintly waving black
hair, and eyes that were equally as
black, and a sensitive mouth. Just
someone she never had seen before
and who could make her heart stir.

Kym Carmichael shook hands with
each of them and said simply:

“l was beginning to think nobody |
in this town knew I was alive.”

HE DAI}ICED witH Kym. She couldn’t

remember what he said to her, be-
cause she was in a whirl, so she had to
ask Jonnie about him afterward.

“What did you think of him?”
Jonnie grinned. “A kmght without -

S

armor. But a regular guy.’

“Um,” Stacey said dreamily.  “I’'ve
got a date to play golf with him.”
“If it’s golf he’s after,”” Jonnie said,
“you ought to get him. You can putt
with your eyes shut.” He touched his
head in a mock salute. “Happy land-

ngs; pal.”

]

- whole month golfing,

ing creature at my side is Stacey

She is possessed of the firm
and solid conviction that she must
meet you, so what can I-do?”

"% Now Stacey saw that Kym Car-

michael wasn’t just a collar ad. -He
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Stacey laughed. She laughed for a
swimming,
playing tennis with Kym. And then
she cried. She .cried whole nights
straight in a row.

But her eyes were dry and- bright
when she faced Jonnie. “Did you have
to introduce him to Camilla?”

“I didn’t “introduce- him,” Jonnie
said. “He just saw her, and you know
how it 1s when fellows see Camilla.”
He couldn’t resist adding, “Even
knights without armor, honey child.”

Yes, Stacey knew. She had known



- court.
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since that first party: a long time ago.
She said pathetically, *Jonnie,
what’s the matter with me?”
“Nothlng .He shook his head
“You're a nice kid, and you. ,can
queen it on a golf course or:a tennis
But ,you’re_ just not ,femme
fatale.” -
. YAnd Camllla 15? ]onme shrugged
Sald_ nothing: “I’'m sorry. After all,
she’s your. sister.”
ruddy-brdnze head. “Jonnie, will you
‘arrange a foursome for tonighte”
He looked at her, eyes narrowed.

- A nightmare ol a .time.. There she
was, a walking ghost, being very-gay,
because nobody must see, nobody, not
even Jonnie, must know that Kyms
marriage to Camllla had made her a
ghost. It was awful. The efiort left.
her weak and  shocked every. time

- Kym and Camilla walked into a.place

Stacey lifted her-

“You mean, you're going to fight?” .

“Why not?” Stacey laughed. I
haven’t-anything to lose.”

There were lots of.foursomes after
that, but in thc end she lost, ]ust the
same., ' | '

Jonnie said, “Do you want a shoul-
der to cry on?. I've a beautiful one.”
- “Thanks,” Stacey said.. Her eyes
had a terribly dry look. “But I don't
need the shoulder.
this, too. I'll live through-anything
that life throws at me, tries to beat
me down with.” _ -

Jonnie said, “I like a. girl with
pride. Would you care to go dancing
tonight, Miss Eaton?” -

- *“Thanks,” Stacey sald and added

on a wan smile, “Jonnie-on-the-spot.”

Ly

I'll hive through

together. In the .bleak nights she
would rail at herself. She would say,
He didn’t give you.anything. Not
even the least bit of hope. ‘He. was
lonely because  he.didn’t know any-
body in town, and. he thought you
were a friend. But he never even held
your:hand, he never even kissed you.
It’s you. . You're the one to blame.
You.threw your heart at his feet, and
he didn't even see it.

After a while that kind of reason-

ing helped. She began to get her

perspective back. She began-to think,
after all I'm young. and. there’s al-
ways Jonnie.

And then Camilla Fcnton—Camllla
Carmichael--went to Reno.

Just like that. Without any warn-
ing. One moment everyone thought
the young Carmichaels were the most
happily married couple in town, and

—

the next moment Camilla went to

Reno. -

That was the day. Kym Carmlchael |

eloped with Camilla Fenton.

G

T WAS TWILIGHT outside now, and

- Stacey stlrred on. the. bed. She
ought to be gettmg dressed, because
Kym was coming early. But she went
on staying where she was, thinking
back to that incredible past.
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Jonnte. dldn t know why He said
so. Camilla never had taken him
into her confidence. All that Jonnie
said was: .

“Well, my httle chlckadee here s”
your chance again.” |

. Stacey said . nothing. She. walted
After two weeks Kym had finally
called her.

He said, “Do you want to play golf
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to be seen with me?”
“Why should I be afraid to be seen

with your” Stacey asked, over- quick-
ening pulses. |

- “Well, I'm not exactly a divorced
man. Not yet, anyway.”

-Stacey said, “I can’t see what ‘that
has to do with our playing golf. And

‘besides, I think I can still beat you.”

Kym’s laugh, warm and rich, came
over the wire. “Stacey,” he said, “I

think that’s -what I've needed. To

play golf with you. No, you're what

I've needed.” | ‘
Her voice was breathless. “I am?”
“You,” Kym said. -“Sanity and

Call for you at noon.”

of times -with
‘They weren’t

THERE WERE  LOTS
B% Kym, after that.

all gay.. Many of their moments to-

‘'with me tomorrow, or are you afraid .

He was so close she could have
reached up, set her own warm red
mouth against that whimsical one.

- Instead she just said carefully. “If
you're fond of a person, you naturally
believe in him, don’t you?” '

“Thank you,” Kym said.

And then he leaned down and did
the thing she had wanted him to do
for so long. He kissed her. When he
drew back there was a wondering
look on his face, and he laughed un-

steadily.

- “Stacey,” he said, “did you know
~you- are very -nice to kiss? Very
sweetr”’ '

munion between

gether were serious, penetrating, too.
Kym said, “You remember the man

in The Moon and Sixpence who sud-
denly threw up everything, kicked
over the traces, to go-to the South Sea

TIslands and pamt? Well, after a fash-

ion, I did much the same sort of thing
when Brooke House was left to me,

~Stacey. I had a thriving law practice
in New York, but it wasn’t what I
wanted to make me happy. I wanted

to be able to write, express on paper
the thines T felt and saw 1n life. I've
almost finished my first novel -now.”

“It will be a wondertul book,” she
said softly. ‘I know it:” '
. Kym tipped her chin up between

his fingers, and his mouth -was whim-
.. sical. '

“How do you know it, Stacey?”

'100.

-She didn’t answer.- She just smiled
at him, her smile tremulous, and Kym

.put his arms around her and held her,

and there was suddenly a lovely com-
them, -a current
strong ~ enough to wash yesterdays

defeat from her bemg | '

He said soft]y “Stacey, will you‘
marry mer”’

‘The words were wonderful and she
should have had wonderful ‘words
with which to answer them. ‘_

But she could only say, her throat
clogged,  “Camailla?” - :

“Camilla’ and I were .divorced last
week. They do those things well in
Reno. It’s legal and finished and for-
gotten.”. His dark- eyes bored into
hers. “Stacey, do you love me?”

“Yes,” she whlspewd “I love ‘you
so very much.”

“I1 thought you did.

3?7

o

1 love you,

He kissed her, and his kisses were

- warm and gentle as dark rain. Stacey

‘37

wanted to-weep a little under their
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touch. .She put her hands on his

shoulders..and braced hersell ~away .

from-him..

“Kym, :are you -sure?”
trembled, rushed on..
loved you such a very long time. Long,
long betore Camilla. I don’t think I

Her wvoice
“You see, I've.

. —oh,

could bear it if anything. happened .

to- us again.”

- Kym took her hands, held them'

against .his heart. . "I want you,” he
said. .l don’t know how to tell you
any differently that I'm sure.”

“But once you were sure about
Camilla, too, weren’t you?”

He looked at her and he was smil-
ing, a-little as one smiles at a per-
sistent child, with patience, indul-
gence.
~against hers.

“Sweetr angel,”” Kym said.
isn't any- Camilla.”

T

HAT ‘HAD- BEEN two months ago.
Stacey didn’t wear a ring and

He leaned down, set his check '

“There

they weren t gngag(‘?d ?penly;mbecause .
Aunt Harriet had insisted they must.

observe the proprieties for a time at
least. | |

But Jonnie knew. He guessed, just
flicking-a careless glance over Stacey’s
face.

“Ah,” he said, “‘the radiant bride.
So you finally made the grade, honey.
Or must I salaam and treat you with
greater respect from now on?”

“You, Jonnie? That would be too
much to expect. And why are you

frowning so hard and looking so wor-

ried?”
“Sh,” Jonnie said, “don t interrupt

me. I'm trying to figure out after

you're married to_Kym just what rela-

tion you'll be to me. I mean, if my. |

sister was married .to your husband

and she divorces him- and you marry
him and I'm Kym’s, ex-brother-in-law
helll” ]onme ran his_fingers
through his hair. “You’ll have to fig-. -
ure it out for yourself.” _
Stacey thought now, What am I re-.
hashing and .rehashing for? It was
just.that here in the twilight the past
had seemed to catch her up like a net.
Her hand went out very resolutely,
switched on-the bed lamp and, with.
the light, everything assumed its
proper proportions. She got off the
bed, began to dress for the evening,
"What should 1t be, the black shoul-
derless chiffon, or the sea-green? She

reached for the black chiffon on its

hanger, stopped. |

Camilla wore black, very often. It
showed oft the extreme whiteness of
her . skin. ‘She was coming -tonight.
Jonnie had said she would. That was
the fear Stacey had been fighting for.
the past hour. .

She leaned against the closet door.
“There isn’t any Camilla,” Kym had .
said, and she. had believed him be-
cause there had been the quiet ring
of truth in his words. But that had
been.when Camilla was two thousand
miles away in Reno. Now she was
here | '

Stacey wrenched the black dress
from the hanger. She stepped into it,
walked to the mirror, stared deliber-
ately, appraisingly. Her own skin
looked creamy against black, too. Not
as white as Camilla’s, because it had .
that faint golden cast leit over from

- 38
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the sun. But her hair was rich bronze
with a thousand glints. Her eyes
were clear hazel, and thelashes were

H

guests and it was while she was shak- -

thick and dark. Her mouth ‘was too

wide, but it was full and ‘curved, too.

Stacey went down the stairway, her
dress swirling Ilke black water about
her feet. | 1
"~ Kym was standing at the foot. She

walked straight into his arms, smiling,
and he held her there.

“You know,” he said, “one of the
nice things about you is that you're
always. so understandmg How did
you know I wanted you in my arms?”

Stacey said, “You looked lonely.”

“f am.” He laughed, rueful.
wish to high heaven we never had let
Aunt Harriet talk us into all this be-
ing proper business. Stacey, don’t you
think two months might be consid-
ered a decent interval after a divorce?”

Her fingers touched his black hair.
“Um, I think so.” -

His arms tightened around her.
“Perhaps,” he said hopetully, “if 1

dance with Aunt Harrie tonight, if

I'm very much the dutiful nephew-to-
be, I can convince her, too. Perhaps
we could even announce our engage-
ment tonlght |

“I shouldn’t- wonder.” Suddenly
her own arms were around him. “Oh,
Kym I love you sol” |

“Sweet,”” he said, against her hair.
“Sweet Stacey.”

g

| THE DOORBELL RANG sharply, and

Stacey slipped from his arms.

“Therel!
Kym!”
She turned from him to -greet her

That’s the party! Shoo,

nl _

ing hands with the plainer Howell
twin that she remembered, and knew
a rushing coldness. -She had not told
Kym about Camilla. -

She had meant to, but she had

walked into his arms and forgotten

everything else. Now people were-
Coming and it was too late to be say-
ing casual things to Kym.

Aunt Harriet came up, all- white-
haired charm and dlgmty in rustlmﬂr *
taffeta. |

“Everything’s going beautifully,
isn’t 1t?”’ she whispered.

“Yes,” Stacey said. Her eyes darted
mechanically . over - Aunt Harriet’s
shoulder toward the opening -outer
door “Everything’s going splendid—‘

Camllla wasn’t coming. “That must
be it, because Jonnie was late and it -
wasn’t like Jonnie to be late. Yet she
hated the relief pouring through hér, -
desplsed it.

Aunt Harriet said,
young man of yours?”

“Jonnier” Stacey said abstractedly

Aunt Harriet laughed. “Darling, -
your dark Adonis! He promised:- to-
dance with me.” And she went off to
look for Kym. "

Terry Clemens came over, caught |
Stacey by the hand. “Come on, Sta-
cey. This music’s too good to waste.”

It was while she was dancing with
Terry that it happened. She looked
over -toward the archway, and there
was ‘Camilla. She was just standing
there,” etched there, like a lovely por-

“Where’s that

- trait, the light from the huge chan-

delier slanting its brilliant rays down

39 -
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on her, ‘catching all" her beauty in
breath- takmg, dramatic focus.

She wasn’t wearing = black.
“gown,_and matching wrap were heavy

metallic gold. Her hair was as-Stacey.
it—amber. -mixed ' with

remembered
sunlight.
Stacey saw Kym's tall figure over

-l

. Her"

at the far end of thé room. His black
eyes were riveted toward that picture .

~In the archway
“Excuse me,’
Clemens.
She walked across; and under the

" Stacey said to Terry

dusky sway of her dress you couldn’t

have told that her knees were shaking.
. But it was Camilla who spoke first.

'Camllla in her warm, hltmg voice

holding out both hands.

“Stacey, how nice of you to ask

Stacey squeezed the slim hands an
- instant. “Don’t be 'silly. Where's
Jonnie?” | |
Camilla laughed. “Gone to check
his hat or something. I was just won-
dering where to put my wrap.”
“Come on,” Stacey said, “I'll show
' They left. the room together.

you

HE LED THE way up the wide stair-

&

-door. She had to say something.
“You were so late. I almost thought
you weren'’t commg

“You -know me.” Camilla was un-
loosening her wrap before the vanity
mirror.
And there was poor Jonnie, having
kittens.. He was especially worried

about the Howell twins.”

Stacey said, ‘““T'hey’ve been'adorn-

. I asked him to bring you.’

ing the wall, waiting for the guy.”

She watched Camilla.- She couldn’t: -
help it. Camilla’s pdise was something
to admire. - |

The blonde glrl sald “1 always say-
Jonnie’s. the nicest brother I ever had.
Look how he wangled this invitation
tor me tonight. Stacey, I should have -
gone mad spending my first night
home in Brooke House.” | |

“He didn’t wangle it,” St‘acey said.
Camilla turned around. “Did you?:~ ‘
Did you really?”

Stacey could see her face now, the

‘long, limpid green eyes, the cameo: -

" needn’t try to spare my feelings.

case, pushed open a guest-room

“It takes me hours to dress. .

40

perfect. features set in the white skin,"

the delicately carved mouth, tinged to
scarlet. And ‘the-soft floating halo-of
sunlit hair. |
Stacey said, “We're friends.
shouldn’t I ask you?"
“Because of Kym,”
very gently. y
Stacey stood absolutely motmnless
“What about Kym?"™
The small gesture was frank. “You
I
know all about you and Kym. Jonnie
told me.” * |
“Did he?” She kept her voice calm.

“I think,” Camilla said, “he thought
it only fair’ to tell me.  Because he:
knew if 1 came here tonight, I would
run into Kym. And Jonnie is my
brother, you know. Even 1f we don't-
always agree on all things, that doesn’t
necessarily mean we haven’t a very
sincere affection.” |

- Stacey’s hand found the quickening
pulse in her throat. S

“Well? What are you-trying to say?”

Why

" Camilla said,

*u
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Camilla looked . at .her.
going to marry Kym?”

“Yes,” Stacey said.
marry him.” Her head lifted very
slightly.  “We're engaged, if that
means anything to you.”

Camilla smiled oddly.
great deal to me. You see, I still hap-
pen to be 1n love with him.”

Stacey caught her breath - sw1ft1y
“You divorced him.”

“1 know.” Camilla had stopped

smiling. :‘'There was a somberness to

“Are you

“I'm going to

“It means a

her green eyes, a gravity to her mouth.. .

“Perhaps you wouldn’t understand
about that, so-i1t’s useless to explain.
But that. doesn’t mean I'm any the
less 1n love with him.”

Stacey’s- mouth was suddenly reck-
less.
you are or not.- You were. his wife.
You had .your chance. Now ] want
mine! -What are you going to do
about that, Camilla?” .

‘Camilla stood straight, lovely.
eyes held a challenge.

-She said, ““This 1s your house, Sta-

“It doesn’t matter to me whether

Her

cey. You can eastly. order me out of

1t - , _
Stacey stared back. And because in
that moment the fear in her was more
alive than ever, Stacey laughed, delib-
erate]y breaking the tension.

“No, Camilla, I won’t order you out
0_[ my house.
that.”

You know T won’t do

She turned and walked with quief |

dignity from the room.

ALL THE WAY down the stairs she

kept her hand on the bannister,
- as if she needed support. |

“unnerved tone.
41

‘barrass you.

Suddenly, Stacey wanted to hnd
Jonnie. She wanted to-talk.to him.
But she didn’t find him. She. found

Kym instead, or ‘rather,he found her.

A laughmg couple passed them and
he said:

“Do you know you haven’t danced
with me yet?” .

She went into his arms, but she
didn’t look at his face, because she
didn’t know what she mlght see there.

Yet his voice, when he spoke, was
controlled enough. “Did you know
she was, coming here tonight?” h
--She.dldn,t pretend. CamlllaP I
had an idea. Jonmie told me she got
back in town this morning.” Stacey
paused. “In fact, I even suggested he
bring her- along 'tonight. I didn’t

think you would mind.”

- “Mind?” His tone changed sharp-
ened. “No, of course I don’t mind.
I'd just like to be. warnced of these
things ahead of time, that's all.”

She thought, Do you mean. you
needed to be warned? And still she
wouldn’t raise her eyes to his dark
ones. | |

She just said, “Well, 1t seemed silly
to stand on ceremony. I knew we
were bound to run into her sooner
or later, seeing Jonnie as much as we
do. And I didn’t think it would em-
Il: isn’t as if we had an-
nounced our engagement yet.”

“It doesn’t matter at all,”, Kym said,
and his tone was more edged than
ever. “But I do think you might have
consulted me frst.”

Stacey’s gaze fAew upward then bes
cause Kym never spoke in that sharp,
- Then she saw that
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there was a frown: between his brows,
- that his mouth was compressed.

- She said slowly, “I'm sorry,- Kym.
I didn’t realize. Of course, you're
quite right. 1:should never have', . .”

A voice said, so soft 1t seemed - to be

one with the music, “Hello, Kym."
Stacey didn’t turn her ‘head, but
"Kym did. - Stacey was™watching his

Stacey stared at him.

the matter with all of us? Kym and
you, even myselt. We're all keyed up. .
We're all ready to snap.” Lo

“Uh-huh,” Jonnie . agreed.  “The-
only oz who’s 'in perf_ect humor,
who’s her usual charming self, is-my

- dear sister.™.:

face. Not a muscle of it moved, and -

yet for all that her slim’ body, so close
to 'his, seemed to: [eel a tightening
within him.

“Hello, Camilla.” There wasn’t any
indication 1n his voice that the meet-
ing meant anything to him. “I didn’t
know you were back.”

She was dancing with Jonnie. His
-voice was the least bit gruff
Kym, Stacey.”

Camilla said, “I didn’t tell anyone
I was coming. I'm at Brooke House,
of course.”
all frankness.

"Her eyes were abruptly
“Stacey, I wonder if-

“Hi,
- Kym.”

you'd be a déar and change partners’

for a moment? The liying room ceil-

.. right.

ing’s started to crack again, and I .
simply must ask Kym whats the best-

thing to do about’it/

Stacey said, “Of course.’ :

And Kym said, “What we should
have done a long time ago. Put on a
whole new roof, like I-told you.”

“But Kym, I love.the place as it is.
It's so darling and ramshackle.”

EITACEY WAS IN Jonnie’s ‘arms now,
b fecling slightly dazed.

“I always maintain,” Jonnie said,
“there’s nothing like a good roof to
keep the rain out.” He looked slight-
ly bad tempered.

She could see Kym and Camilla.
Camilla seemed to. be talking very :
earnestly, volubly .

Stacey said, “They make a magnifi- -.
cent looking couple, don’t they?”

“A study 1in -black and white
beauty,” Jonnie said dryly. “I sup--:
pose that’s why you asked Camilla
here. You wanted a last glimpse of -
them together before - you marry

“Oh, stop 1t!" Stacey ﬂung at him
suddenly. :

Jonnie looked -at her, surprised.
“Now who’s snapping?” . .. =

She bit down on her- lip. “I'm all
I just want to talk to you.”™

Jonnie stopped dancing. “Come
into the garden,” he said. .

They went into the galden The
night was crisp with early spring.
The stars looked a long way off and
silver-cold. Stacey sat down .at the

I

. edge of the tountain.

“Jonnie,” she said, “do.you know
why Camilla divorced Kym?”

“No,” he said, “I don’t. I dldnt
ask,-because if she wanted to tell me

she- would. And -1t she didn't, . the .,
rack wouldn’t get it out of her.” .

Stacey was silent an 1instant.. “I:
never asked Kym either. 1 tried to, :

but he always talked about the past.:-

42

- *"What's the .
matter with you?” she asked.. “What’s:,
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burying ‘its dead, that kind of thing
It didn’t seem wise to press him.”

She hesnated because the next- was-
“Do you know what

hard to get out.
she told mie tonight? She told me that
she was still in love with Kym. Do
you ‘think that’s possible?”

Jonnie said reasoningly, if not com-

fortingly, “It's possible. You're in love
with him yourself, aren’t you? It seems
to me Kym is the sort of man-almost
any girl can be 1n love. with.”

Stacey trailed: her fingers in the
pool. “I wish I hadn’t asked Camilla
here tonight.” -

“I wish I hadn’t let you,”
said candidly.

“If you were a woman,” Stacey said
miserably, “you would understand
why 1 asked her. Why I had to.”

“Well, I admit my womanly in-
stincts have always remained slightly
undeve]oped And you're shwermg
| _Lets go back to the house.

“I don’t want to go back to the
house.. - Not right away, anyway.
That's another -thing you wouldn’t

Jonnie

understand with your undeveloped-

“instincts.” |
“You'd be 'surprised,” Jonnie said.
“Where can I find you a wrap?”
“I've got a coat in the hall closet.
Hurry up, will you?r”

% [ £ WENT OFF, striding through the
B trees. Stacey watched his tall,
broad-shouldered figure until it was

out of sight. Oh, Jonnie, she thought-

despairingly, why can I talk to you
the way I can’t even talk to Kym?
But maybe that was one of the od-

dities about love. It sets up barriers,.-

~ the same.

‘me, hurt.me.

places hurdles of fear 1n your path.

She seemed to sit there a very long.
time. Or maybe 1t was just that she
was restless» -Maybe it was- just that
she couldn’t forget.the sight of float-
ing amber hair so perilously close to
raven-black. |

She walked back toward. the house
and the library windows were open
and she. thought she would go 1n
the room. ..~ = - .

But she didn’t go 1n there Shc~
stood outside, a shadow in the blue-
ness and those two 1n there didn’t
even see her.

A -study in. black and white. Pale

- wondrous hair shining close to rich
~ ebony. White arms clinging -to square-

cut shoulders. Scarlet hips, warm, soft,

pressed against finely moulded ones.

Stacey stood where she was. In
there, the room was warm, alive, with
the thing that was going on. Around
her, the night was cold, the night was
quite dead. She could not feel 1t at
all. -

It was Camilla who drew away first.
Her head was flung back, and her hair
streamed to her slim waist, and under
the lamp-glow Stacey could see all the
delicate loveliness of her face, the
bright triumph of her eyes, the parted
sheen of her mouth.

She heard Camilla’s voice say softly,
“Darling, darling, darling! Kym, it’s .
You don’t have to tell me.
I felt 1t!- I can see it in your eyes..

- Kym, all this other thing with Stacey
1s only rebound. You love me so

much you hate me. You want to spite
| - Haven’t we hurt each
other enough? Dearest, I'm still yours.
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‘her face, stir her--hear-t' to face -an

You're still mine. The courts haven’t
~ changed that. .Isn’t it time we . . .”

- “Shut upl”
wasn’t husky at all.
flicked like a whip."

It was taut, it

K){m said, and his voice:

- ““Camilla’s hands held hlS lapels Her:

eyes held his. .
All- thése months:without you . .."

“Darling, listen to me.

- Kym put his hands -on- her shoul-

ders..

cey's head seemed to be rustling.
-* He said, “You she-devil!

damned she-devil.
“happy as I am? Or is that why you
came back? " Because you knew I was

You

Can’t you see I'm’

He shook her. He shook: her so-
hard that f:lven_the leaves above Sta- -

happy? Because you knew I was con-

tent—yes, - . without ‘you—and- - you
couldn’t stand 1t?” . '
- Camilla said, “I love you, Kym.”
‘He stopped shaking her.” All' at
once.
knew it would ‘happen, even before he
caught Camuilla close.

He looked at -her, and .S‘tacejﬁ '

. Behind- her 1n the darkness some- -
one sllpped a coat about-her shoul-

Ide'rs Someone tall and close, so that
Stacey shut her eyes a second, leaned
her head back agalnst a broad chest.
It was a second of surcease. It was a
moment when she did not have to
think, or see.

She felt strong.arms- beneath her
shoulders, her knees. She was being
‘carried, and- her-eyes were still closed,

and it-was almost as good as fainting,

‘because she didn’t know' where she
was going -and she couldn’t feel any-
thing, anyway. - e
- She was being set down quite gent-
‘'ly.” She heard the roar of a' motor-in
her ears, and the wind rushed to meet

J

"vVolce was low colorless.
- you saw.’" |

aching life. .

ONNIE DROVE.THROUGH the merciful .
dark, and Stacey sat-beside him,
straight, .white, and . perfectly- -still.
Somehow it was less a stillness of mo-
tion than the cessatiofl'of all things
inside her.- - ; '

- When- at . last "she dld speak her

"I suppose-

“T'hat’s -right.” -He sounded com-
pletely. matter of fact. “Want to talk
about it?” I

- “No,”" Stacey said: ~
- “Want to go home?”

She leaned her head back against
the seat, closed her eyes-. “I don'-ta- ever

want to go home.”

Jonme kept .on drwmg After
long- time they- stopped, :and. she
opened her: eyes. Jonnie had sl:()pped
outside a roadhouse. * .

“I’d like a drink,” he sald
- “I wouldn’t. And you 're ‘not fool-

mg me, Jonnie.” -
“No?” he said. He

oL

leaned over,

swung open the dpor on . her -side.

“You're all frozen up inside.”

She nodded. “I want to-stay-that
way."” -

- Jonnie pulled her firmly from her
seat “What for? It’ll only be harder
to unfreeze you afterward.” .

She went with him listlessly. The

: place was fairly qulet fairly deserted,

too. But passing the bar, Stacey

. caught a glimpse .of her face in amiwr-

ror and 1t startled her. . 1
For all the healthy tinge of gold-

tan in her skm the brilliant laquer-
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red of her wide mouth, she had never -

seen anything quite so lifeless as her
own face. ' |

«-I'hey- slid into-a booth opposite
each other.

- Stacey said,
boots on.
on. . - |
“What are-you talking about?”

She laughed. It was odd but when
she laughed 1t hurt, so that she had to
catch her breath sharply .

“Me,” she said. “I'm glad I died
‘Wlth- my make-up on. I've always had
a horror that I might not. And there
I'd be 1n all my naturalness, my un-
adorned glory=or. lack of 1t.”

“Not dead with her
Dead with . her make-up

¥

“I know. It does that to me, too.”
He handed her a neatly folded hand-

kerchief.
TACEY DABBED AT her eyes with 1[

s “I think I'll keep it, if you don’t
mind,” she said, and after that she

~didn’t say anything for a long  mo-

He said,. “You look all right with-

out any make-up. I've seen you.”

She followed the pattern of the-

checkered tablecloth with a fork.

“But not as beautiful as Camilla,”
-she said. “No one could be .as beauti-
ful as Camilla.”

“Nonsense,” he said. “Lots of girls
are as beautiful as Camilla:”

“I don’t care about them,” Stacey
said. “Kym wasn’t married to. them.”
- Jonnie’s gray:eyes fixed her, stern.

“Drink your drink.”
“Straight? Don’t be silly. I can’t.”
“Straight,” he said. “If you don’t
T'll come around and make you.”

Stacey -said, “Consider vyourself
made a face at.” But she picked up
‘the drink and gulped it down. Then
she could look at Jonnie and not be
-afraid the tears in her eyes would
show. ‘“Jonnie, I'm not crying. You
needn’t get scared. I'm not the crying
‘kind of female. It's just the liquor. It
stings.”

ment.
jonme leaned toward her “Look "’
he said,. “what are you gomg to do?”
She glanced up then..“Do? . I'm go-

ing to call Aunt Harriet. She may be

worried.” |

“Don’t bother callmg her.’
going back.” :

. Back? To music and gayety that
wasnt part of her any more? Fo
Kym, who wasn’t. part of her any
more? .- .

She said, “I'd like anot.her‘ drmk.”

He opened his mouth to say some-
thing, closed it again swiftly. He gave
the order. This time she sipped the
drink carefully. ‘ ;

“Jonnie,” she-said, “why did she
have to come back? Before Kym and
I were married, betore we were even
formally engaged? Was it just fate,
inevitabler” . L

“I don’t know, Stacey. I've never
been able to figure out yet- what’s
fate, and what’s the human equation.”

Wﬁ’re

“Maybe 1t would all have hap-
pened, anyway. I mean, Camilla

‘would have: got him back after we

- were married.”
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Her mouth twisted
ever so slightly, as the idea took shape.
“Yes, I think she would, if she wanted
him—if he wanted her: I think I knew
that instinctively. That was what
made me insist you bring her to the
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house, Jonnie.” I'had to se¢ theém' to-

~-gether. I had to find out if there was

fear.
Dodging

any foundation to that
couldn’t run away from it.

I .

Camilla, pretending she was still two

thousand miles away, would "have
Well, I found’out,

béen just that.
didn’t I?” "

Jonnie was silent.
wearily; there wasn’t much he could
say to whitewash that vivid 'scene in
the library. And it was doubly diffi-
cult for him, because Camilla was his
sister. | '
He said, “Do you realize you've
walked out on your own party?”’

“Yes,” Stacey said softly. '”What
might have been’ ‘my engagement
party, too. Jonnie, do you think I
~ought to hate’ Kym, or can I"'go on
loving him2?™ -~ -

His. eyes were steady “1 think- that S
up to you. '

“I can’t hate him. I keep remem-
bering something” Camilla said in the
Iitbrary. She said the thmg 'with me

She = thought

You ought to know‘that. ‘He’s always

safe to be with.”

“Yes, but where are you? You can’t -
walk out on your own party!”
“I can and I have,” Stacey said. -
“What difference does it make? There
are so many people there, they i1

never miss me anyway."”

“Stacey!” Aunt Harriet wailed.
“Kym’s missed’ you. He's already
asked me five times where you are.’

““Oh,” Stacey said thoughtfully. ”If
he asks you again, just tell him I'm
with Jonnie and I'm all right.” She
paused an instant. “Tell him, Aunt-

Harriet, that everything is all right:-

Do you understand? Everything.” =
- “No, I don’t understand.” |
“Kym will,” Stacey said. “He 11 un-

derstand.” ‘ - -
She -hung up. She stood theére in

the hot little booth staring blankly
at the telephone. The message she.
had sent Kym' was good-by to love,
wasn’t it? After a few moments the

- booth seemed stifling, or maybe it..

was all rebound. And of course, it |

was. I don’t suppose Kym even real-
ized it himself, and maybe I didn’t
want.to. Maybe it was just pleasanter
living inside a tinsel baloon, not try-
ing to prick holes into- it.” She fin-
ished her drink, stood up., “Give me
some. change, Jonnie. I'm gomg to
call the house.”
B UNT HARRIET SOUNDED frantic.
[ 3 Stacey, where on earth are
you? What'’s happenmg?”

“I'm with Jonnie,” she said.. “And
nothing’s happening. Nothing can

was the way her heart clogged up

- against -her throat. She went back to

Jonnie. She sat down bemde him and
smiled. '
- “Are you doing this because you're.
sorry for me? Holding my head?” -
“I'm not holding your head.”
“No,” she said. “So far you haven't--
even held my hand.” |
”Bemdes' " he said, “I'm not sorry.
for’ you. At twenty -two, you can get_
over anything.” |

Stacey stopped smllmg She shook
her : head slowly. “Not- everythmg

'Not when the same thing happens to

happen io me while I'm with Jonnie. .
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you twice, Jonnic.  You can live:
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through 1t the - first time because
you've enough pride and. courage to
bolster you up. By the, time it hap-
pens again, you've worn out a lot of
that pride and courage. So you've
less resistance.” .

He frowned. “The first time you
said you would fight. And you did.”
- “This. time I'm not even going to
make a stab at'it. I lost anyway. I'd
lose again. Jonnie, I want another
drink.”

“You’re not getting 1t.”

“Yes, I am.” She signaled the wait-
er. “T'he same, pl'ease." Jonnie, don’t

look so angry with me.”
HE SAID, GRIM, “I'm just thinking
how angry Aunt Harrie is going
to look when I carry you home.”
“Oh, that’s -all right.
was with you. ' I told her nothing
- could ‘happen to me.’
- Stacey’s. lashes came half together
“You're very nicé tonight. You're al-

1 told her I

most handsome. Espec1ally with your

hair tidy for a change.”

“If you close your eyes altogether,
I could be Robert Taylor.”

“You're Jonnie Fenton. You own

the News, a- nice clean paper.”

“I'm a nice clean boy.”

“Um. Do you know you’ve never
even kissed me?”’ |

- Something 1n his gray gaze was al-

most hostile. “I-certainly don’t intend
~ to start here and now.”

Stacey sat there looking at Jonnie's
- mouth.
ever really looked at it. It did not
have the fine perfection of Kym’s, but

It was the first time she had

it had its good points for all that. It
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was firm, and yet like her own, on
the generous. side. __

She said, “Didn’t you ever want to
kiss me?”

“Oh, shut I_Ip,” he said.

She leaned close. “l want you to
kiss me.” Her lips were parted, care-
less. Everything about her was a little
devil-may-care, the way a girl would
want to seem when she IS trymg to
hide heartbreak. |

He looked at her, and his eyes sud
denly narrowed.

“Do you?” Jonnie said. “Do -you
want me to kiss you, Stacey?"

He pulled her close. The lights
were dim. The few people in the
place weren’t bothering with them,
anyway. He kissed her. Not very
seriously at first, almost teasingly. And
then, with a growing intensity, a
deepening pressure. * N

The devil-may-care feelmg went out
of Stacey. Without warning, it seemed
to be swallowed under by something
that had the power of flame, the rush
of a torrent. She kept thinking, But
this isn’t happening. Not with Jonnie.
Jonnie isn’t kissing me like this. He
wouldn’'t—he couldn’t. But he could
and he was. He was kissing her so that
she couldn’t seem to catch her breath
properly. So that she was drained of
all but the feel of his lips, the hard,
sinewy strength of his arms around
her.

He stopped kissing her. He did it
so abruptly that he seemed to push
her from him.

‘He spoke almost roughly. “Okay,’;’
he said. “You asked for.it.”
Stacey just sat there, an incredulous
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. sane, sensible thing- for me to do.”

*After a momcnt
still . feel that

look on her face.
because she could

strange; rushing torrent 1n51de her,
" she leaned her head agamst the back.

of the booth.:

]onme . she sald and her ~voice

sounded oddly husky, “I- dldn t know -

it would be llke that.”

\HE GRIN HE gave her was sar domc
You mean, .you - dldn t- know I
had hldden charms?”’

“was- Camilla and it 18 Cam‘illa" So

“Um. You know what I was won--f

dering?” -
“No. What?” |
“I was: wondermg, Stacey said, “if
you woilld care to marry me.” '
Jonnie sat very still.
Finally he said, “To what am I

]

‘indebted for that proposal? To the

three-straight Scotches you've had, or
my hidden (:harmsP
Her eyes were on h1m thoughtful

“Put 1t down to anythmg you hike. I

think 1t’s a wondertul idea.” . .

- “Practically stupendous,” he agreed
““T’hree more Scotcheés, and you might
even mean 1t.” o |

“I do mean it.” All at once, she
knew that she did. It was the one
thing ‘that had evolved itself clearly
out of all of tonight’s happemngs
“Don’t ‘stare. at me as if I'm. crazy.”

- He shook his brown head. “Maybe
you're not. But your ideas are.”

“It 1sn’t a crazy 1dea.” Her eyes
were more than - thoughtful now.
- They were deep, serious: “I've known
you forever, haven't I? I.know what
I'd be getting, and so do you. You're
a sane, sensible person In fact, you're
perfect. ‘So marrying you would be a

re

I went through the business of
'_mg Camilla marry " Kym, meetmg

“I see.” He- twirled his empty glass -
carefully. “I'm a sane, sensible per-
son. I'm even perfect. 'And you've

]ust found 1t out tonight,.
you've last Kym Carmichacl.”
- “You don’t have to drive that in.

because

I'm not even being bitter-about losing

Kym. I accept it as the inevitable. It

that s that.” She was surprised at her
own steadiness.

doesn’t always mean. he’s the rlght
man for you, either.”

JOHI]IE went. on tw1rlmg hlS glass
“And you think.I am?”

“I think,” shesaid, rather solemn, .

“you’re more right for me than Kym:.
At least you aren’t in love with any-
one else.”

““That’s true,” Jonnie agreed,
not. But you’ll have to think up a
better réason than that for my marry-
ing you.”

She was silent a long instant. And.

when she spoke, her voice had lost
some of its qulemess
- “All' right,” she said. “How's this?

watch-

them places afterward. I just can’t do

it again. Not alone.”
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' “The reason’s gettmg shightly clear-

r,” Jonnie said. “You want a hus-
band for, moral support. Is that it?”

9 self. “Jonnie, if “you keep on
probmg, I'll break. It's’ just .that_I
need you, that you're the one person
I've always felt I could turn to, lean

“Just because you
happen to fall in love with a man .

'm-

fond HE HAD 1O keep tight -hold of her-
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on:-You're Jonnie-on-the-spot. If you
don't like being married to me, you
can always call-it quits, can’t you?”

He frowned. “I.guess so.  That’s

what they have divorce courts for. But

. that’s a hell of a basis for marnage
Her mouth suddenly trembled. “Go
on. Keep on probmg Use the sur-
geon’s scalpel.” :
. He looked at her. “Easy, Stacey.”
- “I can’t help it,””. she said.. “You
don’t know what it’s like, remember-
ing -all you went through before,
knowing what your friends must be
thinking or. saying about you.” The
taut. thread.of leashed desperation ran
through her words. “Jonnie, can’t you

“Stacey,” he said, “you're crying.”

“Yes. I know. I'm sorry. I dldn t
mean to. If you'll ]ust gwe meé your
handkerchlef I ‘promise I won’t make
a scene,’

“You've got my handkerchief.” All

'_at once his voice “was, qml:e gemle

“You've got me, Stacey
She sat very still. The littl€ shivers
instde her stopped. The wet fringes
of her lashes parted, opened very slow-
ly_‘ . S '
- “Jonnaie,
mean it?”’
He took the forgotten handkerchlef:
from her lap. He dabbed at the tears

" she whispered, “do yo‘u -

- on her cheeks.

. see that you've got to marry me? Can’t -

you see you owe it to me, that it's the
decent thing to do?” |
“I owe 1t to you?”
“You- owe it to me.” Her hands
were tight clenched in - her lap.
“Camilla’s your sister, isn’t she?”
Jonnie looked at her searchmgly
Then he said slowly, “You mean,
Camilla’s my sister and she’s broken
up. your happiness twice. She has
taken -Kym' from you- twice. And if 1
~ were any kind of a gentleman, I'd see
“it-as my duty to stand by you, help
save yourface by marrying ‘you.”
She closed her eyes. Her hands re-
laxed, lay weary in her lap. She. felt
suddenly cold, shivery.
“No,” she whispered,
‘That’s crazy reasoning,. isn’t 1it? You
don’t really owe me anything. None
-of this is your fault. .You're just a
good friend, a fine friend. You can't

“no, ]onnie.

- queer bride.”

Stacey,

“Good thing you don’t use mas-
cara,” he said. “You'd look like a

She. stared. “Did you say.
You mean, now—tonight?” .

“Listen,” Jonnie said, “we're- half
way to Riverton, aren’t we?- T'hat’s
where everybody around here goes to
get married in a hurry. Now look,.
‘be Treasonable. You don't
think I'm going to sljend"all that
money on gasoline to come out: here
twice, do you?” '

| ]onme,* she faItered

M

bride?

“]onnie,

She stop'ped trying to say things.
She just took the handkerchief from
him, blew her nose very hard.

4B NE HOUR LATER ]onnie pulled the

“help 1t af everythmg I touch falls to

_pieces.”
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car to a standstill. “Look,” he
sald He pomted “I—Iow about that

one?”’.
Stacey stared at the dignified sign,
gold Iettered swinging on. the moonht

-F
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]awp.'. It read: Marriages Performed.
She said carefully, “It’s a very nice
sign, Jonnie. And besides, it’s the

cry a little, softly, gratefully Every.f |

thing finally made sense.

third one we’vé come to, so it ought to

be lucky.” |

‘He sat back, as if he wanted to see
“How do you feel?”

She thought a moment,
CosY, warm inside.
were suddenly going to be all right.”

His gray eyes met hers. “Sure it
isn’t that last Scotch?” ﬁ

“Quite sure.” She tried to keep the
hammering in her heart out of her
voice. “If you're trying to suggest I
back down, I'm not going to. I know
exactly what I'm doing. I want to do
it. And if you back down on me,
]onme Fenton, I'll never talk- to you
again as long as I live.”

“I'm not backing down.” He

“Sort of
As 1if everything

They came out again, and got into
the car, rather silently. |

‘She said, “You were awfully sober
in there.” o

“So were you. Very sedate, too: Mar-

riage is a sobering business. How do
you feel?” | |
“Jonnie,” she said, “would you

mind calling. me ‘Mrs. Fentonr”
“All right,” he said. “How do you
feel, Mrs. Fenton?” L
Stacey closed her eyes. “I wanted to
hear it. And I don’t know how to

 describe how I feel. Do you know the

way you feel when you start out on

~a cruise? When you start out on a

new adventure?s”
“You mean, the way I felt when I

- bought the News?”

grinned at-her in the dim light. “You

know, I can’t resist a gamble. Never
could.” He leaned over,
smooth cheek lightly. “And anyway,
you caught me in a marrying mood.”

They walked up the gravel path-
way, hand in hand. They rang the
bell. When the door finally opened,
Jonnie still kept tight hold of Stacey’s
hand. She wasn’t frightened. She just
thought This is right. I don’t know
why, but I know 1t’s right. And there
was a high, resolute feeling-inside her,
something that coursed wild and free.
It was hike a fallmg away of every-
thmg she had ever known in life be-
fore. It was like setting your feet on a

kissed her

- “Um, something like that.” Stacey
opened her eyes. The clean cut lines
of Jonnie’s face were all hazy and

blurred in the dimness. “Jonnie,

" wouldn't you like to kiss your wife?”

He didn’t move. “Very much,” he
said, then. “I'm reserving it for the
proper time and place. Stacey, this
belongs to you, not me.” He stufted
something into her hand.

TACEY LOOKED DOWN at the mar-
riage certificate. When she spoke, |

S

it was almost a whisper.

“Mr. and Mrs. Jonathan Fenton:
Did you think we would ever be

.that?’”’

new road, a clear, unwinding stretch

of road ahead. She hwéﬁted to tell

Jonnie that.
head against his broad shoulder and

“No.””” He was etﬁrtmg the car. -

I § practlcally a scoop I'll put it m—'

‘She wanted to set her -

the News tomorrow.”
Stacey leaned her head against his

50
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shoulder. “Jonnie, let’s build a house

“What kind of a houser”

“Well,
children, of course.’

The car swerved under ]orinie’s
hands. He said, “Don’t say things like
that to me when I'm driving.”

The road ahead was white  and
straight under the moon." She stared
at 1t .dreamily.

“Jonnie,” she said, “I'm glad I.have
you. No matter what happens, I'll be
glad of that.” )

“No matter what happens?”

“Yes,” Stacey said, and her voice
- was very little and far away.

There wasn’t anything near but
the feel of Jonnie’s shoulder beneath
her bright head, the solid feel, the
warmth of it. That, and the strange,

one blg enough for our

“certain knowledge of rightness within,

her. She could tfeel her eyes closing
with a drowsy 'peace.

“We’'re home,” a voice said.

- She opened her eyes, saw the tall
bmldmg of Jonnie’s apartment house.
There were a few lights burning, a
very few. |

“Yes,” Stacey said, on a little sigh,
“we're. home.” |

Jonnie's hand reached out, turned
on a lamp 1n the darkened apartment.
Stacey had been in Jonnie's apart-
ment many times, casually, lightly. But
this moment was different from any
time she had ever known, and her
heart seemed to race with a new
tempo. | |

Jonnie took her black velvet wrap
from her, and her. bared shoulders

quivered ever so slightly.
He said, “I'll light the fire.”

'

’y

“Please.”” She was cold, trom the
long drive, from being asleep so long
in the car.

She watched him, as he knelt down, |
struck ‘a match to the tinder in the
grate. When the flames blazed, she

moved toward them, held. out her

hands. But the coldness of her body
persisted, the stiffness of - her limbs.
“Darllng,” she said, “have you got
a drink? I'm frozen.” |
Jonnie swung around. “A drir;k?”
She was gazing down at the dancing
light on the fire. “Yes. I'm practi-
cally numb. You shouldn’t have let
me sleep so long.” - '

BB £ DIDN'T sAY anything. He moved
BB (o the walled-in bar.- And then-
he was holding out a small tumbler
to her, and Stacey took it, and her |
Iaugh echoed above the flames.

“Jonnie,” she said, “drink with me.
Darling, drink to us!”-

He got himself a drink. He came
back, and they clinked their glasses,
and Stacey downed her drink, and
shuddered faintly as the burning
liquid poured through her. She set
her empty glass on the mantle and
held out her hands to.the flames again,
and her voice came, small. '

She said, “Jonnie, don’t you want

to kiss your wife?’’

There was-a long silence, a very
long one, 1n the ﬂlckermg light. And
then Jonnie’s voice saying quletly,

. dehiberately:

ol

‘jNO rh
Stacey turned her eyes to him. He

was .standing there, very tall and
straight.
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““No?” Stacey said. “But you wanted
to belore. You said so.

S

Most of the steel had gone out of his

]onme set his glass down, too. He

seemed all at once to tower above her.
‘“That was before. -Now it's dif-

ferent.” Now you’re afraid, Stacey.”

- She shook her head. “Afraid? 1

don’t understand.” B
' Jonnie said, “You’ re afraid of the

thing you'v 've done
§TA0EY STARED. SHE could see his
€yes now. Th'ey'- were like steel.
She shook her head again. “Stop
looking at me like that. I'm not atraid!
1 haven’t changed. I'm just as sure
as I was before.” She smiled at him

s

suddenly. “Jonnie, kiss me. You'll see:

“then I haven’t changed.”

~ He didn’t move. He stood there so
still that his stillness frightened her,
Jike a net closing down over all the
certainty inside her, stifling it.

He said, “When you asked me to
do that in the car, 1 believed it. I
felt you meant it. But now I don't.
You had to have a drink before you
“could ask me to kiss you:here, didn’t
you, Stacey?”

She couldn’t stir.
wilderment  had
ilpfm her.

A strange be-
dropped 1ts pall
. “But that’s cr:al.fy1 Her voice seemcd
| to be ﬁghtmg; 1ts way through log. “I
asked you for a drink because I was
cold. I told you that!”
“I know,” he said. “You were cold
inside you—cold with fear.”
" Her eyes were wide, strained.
not afraid! Jonnie, T swear I'm not!”
He mere]y stood there, very qumt
“Youre mnot fooling me, Stacey.”

gaze. Now 1t was wise, understand-
ing. “You're a good kid and a brave
one. But what happened tonight in’
the library set you off balance, made
you lose your sense of values. Your
world with Kym sl‘ipp'ed' out . from

~under you, and you tried to grab at a

- hurting.

new one with me.
there.”

“Jonnie!” Her hand went out to
him, and her throat was suddenly dry,
“You’re trying to pull our
world apart before we've had a chance
to build it!”

He took her outstretched hand,
held it in both of his.” He must have

Only it wasn’t

{elt 1t tremble, for his clasp 1tightened.

“Y.ook,” he said, “it comes down to
this. We bad a few-drinks together

and I kissed you, and then you got

”I?ln |
time out to think.”
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the wacky idea we ought to gét mar-
ried. I said it was a wacky idea then,
and I should have stuck to my guns.
But it sti]] 1sn’t too late, Stacey. I can
take you home and you can tell Aunt
Harrie all about it, and she’ll o0 with
you to a lawyer in the morning.”
Stacey wrenched her hand free.
There was no color in her face at all..
Only her eyes seemed . alive, accusmg
“You’re backing down!”
“If you want to put 1t that way,”

Jonnie said steadily. “But it isn’t
quite that, really.” - .

Stacey laughed. Angry, pitched
laughter. |

“What else?” L .
“Well,” he said, “I'd call it taking

Her head lited. “You mean, I'm
on probation as a wiier”
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- Jonnie sounded strangely weary.
“We’ll both be on probation with
each other. If you don’t want to see
a lawyer tomorrow, okay But it's
five o'clock in the morning and no
time to be making decisions. We've
already. made one rash one. tonight.
So now I'm taking you home.”

Stacey stood. there, white, unmov-
Ing. She thought how tired Jonnie
looked, yet how stern, too. She thought

He turned, picked up her wrap.
“T'hat’s rlght " he said, “I didn't.”
He held her wrap for her There was
a funny little twist to his firm mouth.
“I'm not made of wood, SO 1t dldnt
seem like a good 1dea Shall we go,

- Stacey?”’

of the warm feeling that had encased

“her walking up the gravel pathway
with him to be married, her sureness
afterward. Now all of that was crum-
bling away from her. |
Suddenly, she couldn’t bear it. She
stepped close to Jonnie. She put up
her arms about his wide shoulders,
flung back her head. |
. She spoke with her llps tremulous
Lp_ar.ted almost on. llts “You think
I'm sorry I married you, Jonnie. You
think . I don’t want to go through
with things. Well, I'll show you how
much I do!” |

TACEY SET HER mouth on his. _She
Y kissed Jonnie as she had never
kissed anyone in her life before, as she
had never wanted to.
flame dancing in the grate.
all the youth and passion in the world,
the lovely, surrendering youth,

Then there was -only that other

‘There was a veil before her eyes.

-.She was the
She was.

fire, the fire in the grate. The glow-_

inside Stacey had died. She stepped
back, slim, swaying in her black dress,
and her voice was a dull sobbing
breath. |

. “You didn’t even kiss me back,’
said. '

" she

23

She wanted to strlke the grin from
his face. She wanted to do something,
anything, that would make him feel
the sharp, plunging pain in her own
breast. Instead she let him slip the
wrap about her shoulders.

There was light in the sky as jcmme
drove her home. Stacey didn’t see it.

veil of bitterness and hurt, of anger
and bleakness and shame.

Jonnie must hayve felt it, known it.
He put his hand on her arm outside
her door. .

| ”Stacey, whatever you dec1de

Stacey looked down at the hand
She shook it aside ﬁercely “Please,”
she said. “Therc's nothing to say. Not
now. Not ever.’

She went into the silent house
She crept up the stairs and left her
gown like a little pool of black water
on the floor, and got mto bed.

She lay there a long time, w1de-
eyed, staring into the pearl-gray and
coral of the dawn. Not thinking about
Kym Carmichael, whom she had lost.

Thinking about Jonnie Fenton,
who had married her and let her go.

In the morning when she awoke
there was a heaviness inside -her, a
sort of numbing ache. It was, oddly,
like waking up with nothing to wake
up for. When Stacey opened her eyes,
Aunt Harriet was beside her bed.

A
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“It’s ‘past noon,” she said.

“Aren’t -

you ever going to wake up? And for -

heaven’s sake, what time ‘did you get

home last night? And for that matter, .

where were your”
“Out with Jonnie.” Stacey*‘ closed
her eyes again. “Driving.” *
“Welll” Aunt Harriet said. “Well,
I must say! It was certainly a peculiar
- time to-pick’ to go driving, in the
middle of your very own engagement
partyl” - | |
“Who said it was my engagement
party? | |
“Kym.” Aunt Harriet was right-
eously indignant. “He asked me to

3y

“I haven’t tinie to go into this now," -
Stacey. We'll talk about it later. I'm
due at the Kirbys’ for lunch, and then
bridge. If you intend to lie in bed
all day, I'll send your “breakfast up to

. you.’

- go over and see him. I

The door - closed Stacey stared at
the wall.

the face was still there. |
She ‘thought, I'll get dressed.” I'll"
I’I1 tell him what

1 think of him. I'll tell him I desplse

announce the engagement Jast night,

actually begged me to. And where
were you? Out driving with Jonnie
Fenton! And what was Camilla do-
ing here? Who asked her? Of.all the
mixed-up evenings I ever heard of!
Heaven only ‘knows what Kym must
think.”

“Darling,” Stacey sounded weary,
“TI've an idea Kym doesn’t ‘think any-
thing. I've an 1dea his mind 15 oc-
cupied with other matters. So_1if I
‘were you, I wouldn’t think too much,
cither.”

“Am I to understand that you don’t
intend to explaimn things?” Aunt Har-
riet said. -

§T’ACEY TURNED HER face to the wall.
““There 1sn’t anything to explain.”
Or too much, she thought, and I'm
‘'not fit for any more arguments, not

after last night.

- Aunt Harriet ‘walked to the ‘door,

muttering slanders against the young-
er generation. |

him.

And then she -thoug_ht, wonde_ring,
But that isn’t true. It would be like
despising myself. Yes, that’s the way -
I feel about him, as if he were part
of me. '
he did last night. Any real man would -
have done the same. o

Stacey lay ‘very still, because the
thing that was taking shape inside her -
was a little frightening.

“Jonnie,” Stacey said into the
room’s stillness, “Jonnie-on-the-spot.
You were always there, and I never
knew."” | -
The maid brought her breakfast |

Stacey ate toast and drank coffee, two

cups. She didn’t taste anything. . She
kept staring at the pale green satin

- coverlet before her, blindly.

Finally she got up and took a warm
shower, knowing all the while what-

. she was gojng to dotf'a_ncl trembling -
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a little at the thought. - *
She was going to Jonnie, without
shame, without pretense. Words
tumbled over in her mind, szmple,
direct.
Look, it’'s morning. 1 wanted to be

But the wall had-a face on---
it, so she closed her eyes again. Only -

I can’t blame him for what .
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your wife last mght and you told me
to go home, think things over. Well,
I've thought, and I'm here. I've been
an awful fool about Kym Carmichael.
I - made up-my mind he was for me,

and he wasn’t, he was for Camailla. But .

that's all right. Jonnie, 'you're not

romantic, not on the surface, .any-

way. But I'd rather have you Kkiss
me than Kym Carmichael any-day.
What I'm -trying to say is:that I'm
in love with you, Jonnie.

~ No, that certainly was no way to
~tell a man you were in love with
him, not somebody else, as you had
been crying to him for ages.
must be some clearer way to explain
things, some way you could make him
see. you had been 'in ‘love with ro-
mance, and -not.-with- the other man
at all. | S
She couldn’t find it anywhere, the
black beaded evening purse she had
carried last night. And. there were
things 1n it she wanted, her lipstick,
hér compact, and yes, most important
of all, her marriage certificate. Mr.
and Mrs. Jonathan.Fenton. Oh. Lord,

- God knows what.

There -

please let it stay that way! I don't

want it any other! You idiot, you

left your bag in Jonnie’s car, or at.

his place.
She was feverishly powdering her
face when she heard the whirr of
‘tires in the drive way. She didn't
look out the window. She didn’t dare.
She flew down the wide stairway,
pulled up short on the living. room
threshold.
“Oh!!

Hello, Kym N Stacey said.

{

She might have known. Jonnie always -

‘honked, didn't he?

G

YM STOOD THERE, the aiternoon
light etching all his. tall slim-

Hé

ness his, jet hair, and he was suddenly
handsomer than ever. | *
“Stacey,” he said. He took a step -.

toward her. “1 want to tell you about .

last night.” ' |
“No. Wait!” She. shook her head

breathless. “I want to tell you.”

“I know,” Kym said. He was tense,
erave. “You saw Camilla and me.in
the library. You must have thought—
You went off with
Jonnie, and I don’t blame you. But.
Stacey, 'you've got to listen. to me, 1
don’t give a damn what you saw, be-
cause it dido’t mean anything.” |
- “Didn’t 1t?” Stacey said. “I think it
meant a lot.” You kissed her, didn’t
you?'’ _ -
Kym's mouth was an odd, stubborn
Iine. “Certainly, I kissed her. I you
were a man and you had been .in love
with a girl once, and she said she still.
loved you, you would want to kiss
her before marrying anyone else. You
would want to make sure there wasn't .
a vestige of.the old feeling left. It
would seem to you the only fair thing
to do.” |

Stacey stared “And?” :

“And,” Kym said, dark eyes starmg
back, “there wasn't.” .
“You expect me to believe thate”
“No,” Kym said. “But-I can prove .
it,” | _ .
Her brows drew together. “How?"

Kym said, “Ask Aunt Harriet. -Get._
her to tell you when I begged her to
announce our engagement. You’ll find
1t was eleven o’clock, exactly a half .
hour atter the scene in the library. I



think -that proves I still love you,
Stacey. ‘1 still' want to marry you.”

Her head jerked around. And in
that instant, she was quite sure Kym
-Carmichael was the handsomest man
she had ever seen. ‘

She said, “Kym, dear, I'm awfu]]y
sorry, but last night’ Jonnie and I
were . . ."”

- -
1
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A lovely, lilting- voice from the

- - doorway said, “Yes? Jonnie and you?”

Camilla stood there, very tall, very
beautiful, 1n a beige woolen sports
- outht. ~ Something in her Iimpid

green cyes had a cha]lengmg SUreness.
- Kym said, “What are you doing
here?” He sounded abruptly sharp. -

Camilla came in. She sat down in.

a corner of the couch, crossed one
long slim leg over the other.
“Following vyou, of course,” she
said simply. “If you weren’t home,
you were likely to be here.” She started
to lean her head back, sat up again as
- if something struck her.
nterrupting anything?”
“Yes,” Kym said.
Camilla smiled.
haps? You were asking Stacey to
marry you as 1 came in just now,

weren’t you?”
TACEY THOUGHT SHE had never seen

§ Kym’s black gaze so utter]y alien.
“Yes, ‘if it’s any of "your- damned
“business, Iwas |
. Camilla smoothed her skirt. “How
can you mean it after last mght?”
- Kym said grlmly, ‘I would be very
~ grateful if you'd get out of here and

let me explain last mght to Stacey
mysélf,”

S‘facey frowned. She thought, 'I'his -

is boring. It's exactly like a domes- .

tic "quarrel,
middle of 1t. - |

She - sighed. “When vyou're both .
finished, 1 still have something to say.”

Camilla studied her exquisite brown
suede shoes. “You don’t object to:
my getting in my say first, do you,
Stacey?”

“No, of course not.” |

Camilla raised a serene glance to
Kym’s hostile one. “Before you do
any more explaining to Stacey,” she
said, very gently, “why don’t you ask
her -what she was doing i Jonnie’s
apartment at five o’clock’ this morn-
ingr”’

The room was. e]ectrlcally quiet.

and I'm caught in the

Over at the grand piano, Stacey’s

“Oh, am 1

“A’ proposal, per-

fingers were abruptly still, plunged
into the flowers. Kym’s -tall darkness
was motionless, statuelike, too. __

And his voice was a fine, thin
thread. -“What are you talking about,
Camilla? What are you trying to -
Insinuate?”

“Of course,’ Camilla said seriously,
“1 realize that Jonnie’s my brother.
I'm extremely tond of him, too, be-
lieve it or not.._So naturally I loathe
making ungallant accusations against
him. It would be much pleasanter

" and easier to pretend I didn’t know

place-at that ungodly hour.
things' had” gone differently, 1 assure

.06

anything about Stacey being at his
And 1if:

you that’s exactly what I would have
done. But Kym, as long as you're
still ' so fired with enthusiasm about
marrying her, 1 just don’t see how 1
can stand by and let her make a com-



 car.
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plete fool out of you without saying
anything.” S :

Kym had his hands clenched deep
in his pockets “Very kind of you, I'm
- sure. Do you realize you're making
accusations against Stacey, too?” He
took an involuntary step [orward “I
ought to . . .”

" her.

‘T'he lovely voice stopped him, gentle

again. “Yes, I realize 1t. But I don't
think -she’ll deny anything. I think
she’ll be smart enough to realize she
can't. You see, dast night I couldn’t
sleep. So I finally got up and dressed,
and took myself for a ride. I passed

Jonnie’s place and there was a light

on and I thought I'd go up and bother
him. And then, just as I was parking,
out they came, Jonnie and Stacey,
togethér. - They went off in Jonnie's
Neither of them: noticed me."”
Camilla paused. “That's what 1
meant about Stacey being too smart to
deny she was there. It would be easy

She was. aware of Camilla, sinking -
back against the couch, almost felt
the river of reliet pulsmg through
Then Kym was close. |

“Staceyl My God, not you, of all
people! I believed in you,
everything on you!” There was the
agony of a tortured soul in Kym's .
black eyes. “You and ]onme—-Stacey,
how could you?” .

She caught her breath. She put
her hand on his arm, as if her touch
would lessen the hurt. .

“Kym, betore you go rushmg to
conclusions, listen to.me. Every word
Camilla says is true, I was in Jonnie’s
apartment. I had every right to be.

-

~there.” She flung back her head a

- 1ittle.

to prove by the elevator man and. the

night doorman, wouldn’t 1t?”
Stacey suddenly felt weak.

YM  WAS LOOKING at Camllla

“You must be mad to lie like this!”
he said. He swung around passion-
ately. “Stacey, tell her she’s lying!”
For the first time green eyes met
hazel ones. “No,” said Camilla quiet-
ly, “I'm not lying. You were .in my
brother’s apartment at five o'clock
this morning, weren’t. you?” |
Stacey drew a deep breath. She
could still hear Kym’'s voice, bégging
her to give the lie to Camilla’s words.
She said, very low, “It's true.”

‘“There was horror in his gaze.
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“You see, Jonnie and I were
married last night!”

Again that electrical tension settled
like, a thunder-clap over the room.
And out of the silence, Kym's voice
came, dazed.

“Married? You and Jonnie mar-
ried?”
“Yes. Oh, I know it’s hard to be-

[ieve, but 1ts true, just the same. We
didn’t tell anyone. ‘We just went
ahead and did 1¢.” -
~Camilla was sitting bolt upright.
Her tace was a white cameo.

“You married Jonnie. last night?
Wherep” .

“At Riverton. Does that seem. so
strange to you? Everybody around
here who elopes gets married in River-
ton. ‘You and Kym did."””

“What was the minister’s name?”
Camilla might have been an inter-
rogating judge. |

“Smith, Brown. How do 1 know? 1

staked
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didﬁ_’t ask.” She had been too car-
- ried away by that_feelmg of rightness
that came with marrying Jonnie.

Stacey looked at Camilla: with her
green eyes narrowed and Kym all
dark bewﬂdermem
explam to those_two what she hadn’t
‘explained to Jonnie yet, what she
didn’t even know how to explam to
him? |

Camilla spoke slowly. “Forgive us
for bﬁing-someiwhat amazed, Stacey.
" But this story seems so very odd,
“especially knowing Jonnie as I do. 1
can hardly pictilre him running off in
the middle of the night to get mar-
ried, particularly to a glr] who was
engaged to another man.’

“Can’t you?” Stacey was beginning
‘to feel anger tingle inside her. “I

- didn’t . consider myself engaged to

Kym. Not after that very charming
reconciliation scene you staged 1n the
library.”

“It wasn’t a reconciliation scene.”
Kym caught her up, his mouth set.
“I've already told you that. And see-

ing isn’t always believing, Stacey. You

could have come to me, had things
out with n2 there and then, instead
of dashing off and doing whatever
you did with Jonnie.”

S

you both trying to tell me you. don’t
believe Jonnie and I. are really mar-
ried? "That I just cooked up that alib1
on a moment’s hotice because Camilla
told you she saw me leaving his apart-
ment at what she terms an ungodly

*3

'3

*

g |
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TACEY SAID, “WHAT do you mean,
whatever I did with Jonnie? Are

Kym looked unhappy. “You didn’t

“mention anything about being mar-
ried to ]onme before Camilla came.’

ming fury inside her.
How could she

Her volce was crisp w1th the drum-
“I didn’t get a
chance, did I? Anyway, how dare

either of you question me like this?”

Kym looked unhappier yet. “You
don’t seem to realize your reputation
is at stake. If Camilla saw you leav-

ing Jonnie's apartment, other people

sweet, knowing edge.

may have, t00.”
“Besides which,” Camilla was gaz-
ing at her shoes again, “you've made a

statement everybody’s going to ques-
- tion.
you were married last night.

You've said that Jonnie and
‘And
Her smile held a
“In that case,
the simplest thing to do is to offer
some sort of proof, isn’t it?” '
Stacey’s lashes came together against
that bright-edged smile. Then she
laughed suddenly. |
“1f youlre suggesting 1 produce my
marriage certificate, 1 haven’t got it.
It was in_my purse, and I couldn’t
find the thing anywhere today. I must
have left it in Jonnie’s car, or at his
place.” |
Kym’s voice was queerly tensed.
“You lost 1t, Stacey?” | | *
Her head came up.
it.”’
. “Heavens!” " "Camilla spoke on a
mocking little murmur. “What a care-
less way to treat a marriage certifi-

maybe you were.”

““No. Mislaid

~catel”

o8

Stacey opened her mouth, closed it
again abruptly.. From outside had
come a familiar sound-—three long
honks from a car horn in the drive-
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way. Her heart jerked high inside

“ - her, and she was all at once sure and

strong .
~ “From now on,” she said, “you can
both refer-all your questlons to my

husband!”

He came in, very big and tall, with,

his thick brown hair the least bit

rumpled as usual.

“Hello,” he said,
by to ...” Then he trailed off as hlS
gray gaze took in the others.

Stacey said, her voice pitched a little

high, “Step right in, Jonnie. There’s
an inquisition going on, and ['m
getting oft the rack, making way for
you. Camilla is laboring under the
misapprehension she can discredit my
reputation because she saw us coming
out of your apartment house at five
this morning.” |
.Jonnie looked at Camilla, brows
raised. “You did? But that’s a very

unladylike hour to go -visiting. So
it couldn’t possibly have

you see,
.been Stacey you saw, Gam, darling.”

Camilla said patiently, “Jonnie,
Stacey has already admitted it. So
don’t waste time trying to play . the
gentleman.”

ONNIES GLANCE WENT {0 Stacey.
“You admitted it?”

“Of course. Why shouldn’t I? I
“haven’t anything to hide. I've told
them everything else, too.” Her lac-

quer-red mouth twisted ever so slight-

ly. “I've met with some derision and
doubt on that score, because unfor-

tunately I didn’t have any proof to
.. -offer. Jonnie, did you happen to ﬁnd

\my black evening purse.’

“l just dropped

“Why, yes,” Jonnie said, “I.did.
You left it in the car
to give it to you.”
into his tweed pocket. S
‘Stacey took the evening purse. from

him.. Her fingers . trembled despite
herself, opening it, searching thmugh |

the contents. When she looked up
her eyes were wide. . -
“Jonnie, it’s gonel”
“What’s gone?” he asked.
-“Our marriage certificate! 1 know
it was in here,
yourselfl |
“I gave you what?” Jonnie said.

Stacey just stood there. She. felt as -

if everything were draining out of
her. That cool, blank look on Jon-

nie’s face seemed to be doing.it. - .

“Our marriage certificate,” she whis-
pered, shaken. “Jonnie, you know we
were married in Riverton last night.
Tell them we were!l”

“Yes,”
perilously soft. “Tell us, Jonnie.

Play the gentleman again. Say that
you and Stacey were married last
night. Say that that’s the reason she
was in your apartment. - That's the

proper thing to-do, shield her. Don’t
break any of Kym's illusions about

her. And if you want to play the

gentleman to the finish, you can even

manage to sneak off and marry her,

get a quick annulment afterward, so -

oy

that she and Kym .

Jonnie turned around.- There was |,

still- that same utter blankness on his
face. |

“What the devil are you all talking
about? I don’t know a damn -thing
about any ‘marriage.”

I stopped by ~
His hand went

You gave it to me

Camilla said. Her voice was

‘His jaw-line

e
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tightened warmngly “And if any of
you here think I'm fool enough to
play gentleman to that extent and lie
about 1t, you're crazy!™

Stacey wasn’t leaning against the
piano now. She was clinging to it.

“Jonnie!” she said, 1n a voice that
was sheer horror. “Jonnie Fenton,
are -you standing there and denying
that we were married last night?”

He faced her, brows together. “Lis-
ten, Stacey, I'm your friend, and I'll
go.a long way to help you. But that
doesn’t mean I'm willing to follow
you blindly into any conspiracy you
~care to concoct, because I'm not.”” He
flung out his hands in a helpless ges-
ture. “All T know is that you had a
quarrel with Kym last night, and you
drageced me off to buy you a few
drinks. Which T did,- like the gentle-
man I am. Then you said you didn’t
want to go home, so I took you up to
my place for another drink: Now, if
you want to twist anything as simple
as that into a marriage . . .”

§ automatically, under a fierce im-
pulsion. She looked up at Jonnie,
and her eyes were bitter, burning.
“Thanks!” she said, and her voice
broke. Her laughter broke, too: It
cracked under the taut whip that
was lashing her heart. “Thanks, Jon-
nie-on-the-spot! You're quite right. 1

TACEY MOVED THEN. She did 1t

didn’t marry you last night. I marned

the man I thought you were, the sane,

decent person. And do you want to

know something else funnier yet? I
woke up this morning, after thinking
things over, the way you told me to,

and: I was actually stupid enough to

- 1magine I was in love with you! Yes,
“that I always had been, that Kym was

just a sort of a fixation, an obsession.
I was going to come and beg you for
the chance to be your wife. But now

none of that’s important any more,

- none of it counts.

lost loyalty.

They ve gone.”
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could turn his back on the truth,

Because, my dear

{r7 Jonathan Fenton, you can go
plumb to Hades!”

She smiled at Jonnie through the
tears, burning her eyves. Then she was
a slim whirlwind, fleeing from Kym's
shocked gaze, Camilla’s victorious one,
the expressionless, ha;'y blur that was
Jonnie’s face. |

Her cheek was in the. pillow. She
was crying, crying for a lost faith, a
There weren’t any such
things 1n the world, really:. People
kidded themselves along, believed in
other human beings. There was noth-
ing to believe in. There was. only this -
dark fire of hate and hurt that ate
into your -soul, that devoured the
finest In you. Jonnie, too. Jonnie was
no different. Jonnie was caught up in
this horrid spell of living. Jonnie
if
it suited him, like anvone else. Jon-
nie could marrv vou one moment,
send you home the next. He: could
deny even the precious ember of
truth and normalcy that had. flared
for an instant hetween you.:

A voilce qald conversatlona]]y,
-

‘Stacey didn’t turn. She didn’t stir.

It was easier, much easier, to lie there

and. weep. - Perbaps, - if “you cried
enough, you could cry the hurt, the
disillusionment: out of you.

_‘...,—-llr\-- ey
-
-

Perhaps -
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it would all. be washed away for good.
- Strong fingers. prodded her shoul-
ders. Stacey buried her face deeper at
their touch. '. '
“Go away,” Stacey said, but the
words were muffled and they might
have been anything. |

Certainly the voice didn’t under-
stand them. “Are you crying about
Kym??

“Go away,” Stacey said. again.

“Uh-huh. But not before I give you

this.” Something was thrust into her

clenched hand. S

Stacey held it, not stirring. “Give
me what?"” she said then, and all the
bitterness and aching dlslllusmnment

Jonnie said. “Our
The thmg you

“You - know,”’
marriage certificate.
asked me tor downstairs.
going to hell;*Stacey Fenton. I already

‘went there last night when I sent you

home. I had hours, centuries of it.
Do you want to turn over and be
human, now?” |

TACEY LAY ABSOLUTELY still. “Get
off my bed,” she said. But she sald
it 1n a very small voice.

“There may be legal technicalities
about that one, but they don’t interest
me at the moment, because I'm stay-
ing right where I am. Listen, did you
say you were 1n love with me, or did
you not?”

“I did not,”” Stacey said.

Jonnie said, “T'hat’s where wit-
nesses come in handy. Listen, honey,

~stop struggling. Either you sit on my

lap like a lady, or I set you across my
. knees like a ’brat. That’s better. Now,

And I'm not
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‘don’t clutch 1t so tightly.

we . were -talking -about Kym and.
Camilla.” ... -

“Liar,” Stacey said. She had her
face turned into a broad shoulder.
She had an awtul thump in her heart.
“You even lie about getting married,
don’t your”

“Yes, when 1it's to my advantage.
But I always turn the marriage certil-
icate over to my wife afterward. And
You'll' rub
the writing off.” - . |

Stacey said, “You lied. You lied;
when I needed you most!” - -

Jonnie sounded. angry. “What the
devil did you think I was going to do? -
Turn you over to Kym Carmichael,
lock, stock and barrel? That's what
might have happened if I'd provided .
yvou with the neat alibi of having mar-
ried me on the spur of the moment.”

Stacey said, “I didn’t-marry you on. .
the spur of the moment. If I had
wanted to marry anyone that way, I
could have married Kym. He asked
me to enough times, and I never got
around to doing it. You can make
anything you like out of that.” = .

There was a firm cheek. agamst her
brlght hair.

“I can make a lot Jonnie said.
“Now, anyway. Last night all I could
make out of it was straight ‘Scotches,
and the fact that I had been. low
enough to let you drink them, even
encourage you. Because I thought
you had a broken heart. Because 1
thought, if I popped the ‘question,
very. casually, you might want to
marry me on the rebound, .as they
say.’

Stacey’s voice was little, muffled
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against Jonnie’s tweed.- “You didn’t
pop the question.' I did.”

“That made it all the more com-

plicated.” Jonnie’s voice was muffled,

" too, against Stacey’s hair. “It made me -

‘you want to marry him and give your-
self to him forever, and have a house
and children . . .” .7

“Look,” said ]onnie you’d sound
a lot more 1ntelhg1ble 1f you would*

all the more of a louse, for taking- stop crying.’

you up. That’s why I had to send
you homeé.”

“Why? ” Stacey asked. “You're

clear as mud. I never wanted to go
home, anyway.”
“How was I to know that?” Jonnie’s

voice was a shade husky. “All T knew

was about the Scotches I'd let you
drink accidentally on. purpose, and
Camilla and Kym in the Ilibrary.

That, and -being in love with you

forever, 1 guess.”

¢

HAT?” STACEY DEMANDED.
*- “Camilla and Kym . ..
“Oh, stop!”
“All right, then. Being in love wuh
- you forever, and knowing it wasn’t a
damn bit of good.”
“Jonnie,” Stacey said, tremulous,
“you can kiss like anything.”

'

“Sure, T know that. Is that why you

married me?”’.

~ “No. Because I knew it was right.
‘Because I wanted to. Jonnie, you can
be in love with romance, can’t your”
- “Or a kmght without armor?”

- “Um, that's what I mean. But it
needn’t be a real love. It can be just

a Iittle-gir]l love.” |

- “And maybe you don’t know 1t |

huh?”

“Maybe you don’t know 'it. Then
somebody, not near]y sO romantic
Jooking, comes along and kisses you-—
like anything—and you know it. So

?.

“I know. But I can’t. jonﬁie, did

you or did you not say you loved me?”

‘I did,” he said. “But that’s a

minor detail. Don’t you want to know
about - that precious sister of mine
and her ex? He's probably well on
his way to being her husband again.
They'’re still in love with each other.
All their troubles started because Kym
wanted to write. Camilla insisted he _
go back to lawyering, and Kym in-
‘sisted he write. You know how Cam
is, sort of overwhelming, overbearing.
He got the idea she was trying to rob
him of his individuality, telling him
-what to do.” And he wanted to be
the boss. That’s what made h1m cling
to you. He rhought "’ |

“Tonnie, stop!”

“My guess is he’ll take Cam and
like it. After all, he can always law-
yer in the daytime and write in his
spare moments. That's the obvious
compromise, isn’t 1t? If they hadn’t
been a couple of dopes, they would
have thought of “it long ago. And
just what are you thinking about at
this moment, my beautiful?” ~

Stacey whispered. - “Just how nice it
_is being in your arms, and how much
nicer it would be if yotr kissed me.”
Stacey-said against his firm mouth,
“Jonnie-on- the spot. Now it'll always
be that way
“Always,” Jonnie said, and gathered f’
her closer. 9 Q?/‘}?'
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Live Forever -

by Everett H. Ortner
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b ICTURE HIM AS he was: a dandy in
E the tradition of Beau Brummel a

ladies’ man; a dashing, suave, haughty
man-abaut-tmirn. His favorite outfit

consisted of black velvet coat, plum-

colored trousers embroidered with gold,
a scarlet waist-coat, white gloves. He
was the darling of London society. His
books had taken the world of fashion
by storm, his rapier-sharp wit had won
him hundreds of sighs and adoring
looks. Wherever he went, the whisper
followed him: “There goes Benjamin
Disraeli. . . ."” o

" Picture her: a pretty but quiet wom-
an, ignored-by fashionable society, con-
tent to live in her small circle of friends
and take care of her' husband, Wynd-
ham Lewis,

Parliament.
Disraeli—Dizzy, as his friends called

him—was accustomed to having ladies

request that he be presented to them.

And that was how he met Mary Anne
Lewis. He mentioned the meeting casu-
ally in a letter to his sister Sarah. He
was obviously not much impressed by
Mrs., Lewis,

“I was introduced ‘by particular de-
sire’ to Mrs. Wyndham Lewis, a pretty
little woman, a flirt, and a rattle;-indeed

gifted with a volubility I should think

unequaled, and of which I can con-
vey no idea. She told me that she liked
‘silent, melancholy men. . .".””

That was that. The ambitious DIS-
raeli scarcely gave her a second
thought. He was too preoccupied ‘with
his other affairs—getting money’ and

~ winning a seat in Parliament. Half seri-

who was a member of
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ously he told Sarah, “By the.by, would
you like Lady Z. for a sister-in-law,
very clever, £25000 and domestic? As
for ‘love,’ all my friends who have mar-
ried for love and beauty either beat
their wives or live apart from them. .

I may commit many follies in life, but
I never intend to marry for love. . ..”

At a dinner party, he again saw Mary
Anne Lewis. The lady of the house sug-
gested, “Mr. Disraeli, will you take Mrs.
Wyndham Lewis in to dinner?”

“Oh, anything rather than that-insuf-
ferable woman!” he replied. “How-
ever . . .” “And went forth 'to do his
painful duty

But time changed his mlnd. He was
engrossed in politics now, making
speeches, meeting famous politicians,
and in the course of this life he met her
often. He got to know the true woman
beneath ' the flirtatious surface. She
wasn’t witty in the manner of the great
society ladies, but there was .a core of
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good-humor, of kindness, that was more
important. And he was greatly im-
pressed by her good sense. She had a
sound knowledge of politics,. and her
opinion was widely sought by ambitious
statesmen.

‘During the Parliamentary campaign
-of 1837, Disraeli worked side by side
with her husband, and she played the
part of campaign advisor to both of
them. She was sure that Disraeli would
be successful. “Mark what I prophesy,”
she wrote a friend. “Mr. Disraeli will in
a very few years be one of the greatest
men of his day....”

Hard work and shrewd campaigning
won the day: both Disraeli and Lewis
were elected, and great was the cele-
bration among that happy trio. But
soon the shadow of tragedy loomed over
their heads. Only six months after the
election, Wyndham Lewis died. Mary
Anne was overcome by grief.

.During that. troubled period, her
faithful ‘Dizzy’ was constantly at her
side. If he thought he had known her
before, he now realized that he had had

but the merest inkling of the strength -

and fineness of her character.

“l can truly say,” he wrote her, “that
the severe afflictions which you have
‘undergone, and the excellent, and to
me unexpected, qualities with which
you have met them, the talent, firm-
ness and sweet temper, will always
make me your faithful friend, and as
far as my advice and assistance and
: society can contribute to- your wel-

-fare, or solace you under these severe

trials, you may count upon them.”

- But the unexpected happened. The
close association; the friendly intimacy,

‘changed subtly, metamorphosed into.

:something that surprised them both.
‘His letters, once signed, “ever your af-
fectionate friend,” changed to, “Fare-
well! I am happy if you are.”

Where formerly his sister had been

his sole confidante, now he took all his

——

-words:

problems and his triumphs to Mary
Anne. .

But marriage?.  Association with her

had taught him to respect her fine in-

tellisence and character, even-—he
dared not dwell on this—possibly to
love her. But his was a world of high
society, of fashion, How would she fit
into this world?

And then money. She had much; he
had little. Would the world say that he
had married for money? He could not
bear the thought of her being thus
maligned. And it was just possible that
she might harbor the same unworthy
suspicion. . . . - " :

Malicious acquaintances had been
busy planting just this idea in her mind.
Painfully she wrote her dear Dizzy of
the suspicions of her friends. She had
to make sure that it was not true, she
explained.

He was enraged.

“By heavens,” he stormed, “as far as

worldly interests are concerned; your -

alliance could not benefit me. All that
society can offer is at my command. . ..

I can live, as I live, without disgrace.

. No; I would not condescend to be
the minion-of a princess; and not all the
gold of Ophir should ever lead me 1o
the altar.

“Farewell. . The time W111 come
when you wﬂl 51gh for any heart that
could be fond, and despair of one that

can be faithful. Ce

She answered in the fewest possible
“Come to me. .. .”

They-were married in August, 1;8'39,
a little less than two years after her.
first husband’s death. In her diary she

wrote,  “Today dear Dlzzy became my
husband ?

Slowly the years passed after their
marriage—happy years, fruitful years.
England and the world came-to know
the name Disraeli. His great voice filled
the house of Parliament, and even cyni-
cal members hastened from the ward-

o
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robe room to resume their seats when
he spoke.

Honors fell to hun like ripe plums in

his twin careers as novelist and states-~
man. On the flyleaf of his book Sybil
. he wrote: “I would-inscribe these vol-
umes to one whose noble spirit -and
gentle nature ever prompt her to sym-
pathize with the suffering; to one whose
sweet voice has often encouraged, and
‘whose taste and judgment have ever
. guided, their pages; the most severe of
~ critics, but—a perfect wife!”

And when he became Prime Minister
of England, the first to whom he rushed
with his triumph was again his dear
Mary “Anne.

When he stood on the platform at Ox-

ford University to receive an honorary

degree, he scanned the audience ear-
nestly. Then, before the assembled no-

bles and great of England, he blew her
a kiss.

twenty .

But the years were passing. Ten .
. thirty. .

They became old, but their love never.
wavered. So tender was her care of
him that he once marveled, “My dear,
you are more of a mistress to me than
a wife!” -

The illnesses that beset age. were
theirs, and they lay in separate rooms
of their London town house—writing

notes to each other.

Wrote he: “I have nothing to tell you

except that I love you, which, I fear,

you will find rather dull.”

Wrote she: “If I should depart before
you, do not live ‘alone, dearest. I ear-
nestly hope you may find someone as
attached to you as your own devoted
Mary Anne.” |

Dizzy never took this advice, although
he survived his Mary Anne by fifteen -
years. Where could he find-anyone like
her? .

il il e "

- Sympioms

The sky is new as spangling song,
An echo made of - dreams,

And gay and stormy sweetness
Is warm with rhythm gleams

There’s rakish-giddy starlight
Like golden lanterns swinging, "
And tender-foolish memories

To set my pulses singing—

I think of eager footfalls

" And words that softly wear . M
Warm-singing steel and laughter |
And tall and sunbumed hair. . . ..

Now isn’t this a silly way
o To say that you'll be calling—7
- But—oh, my dear, I hope I'm not
The only one that’s falling. -

—Gladys Martin




| by Hillary Warren

In .l"ove,'us ili--fishing', the bait

doesn’t matter—it's the catch.

J n

BB ODNEY BAXTER GAVE the spinning
& rod an expertmental flip and
watched the artificial minnow sail
beautifully over the counter to affix

1ts hooks in the hem of Ella Slm-

mons skirt.

“Lame-brain!” she yowled

Desperately Rodney set the reel™
and tried to retrieve as Mr. .Wright, .
the owner-manager of the store, ran.
up to Elld. “Remember,”
- from the corner of his mouth; . h;e
customer 1s always right, ‘Miss - Sim-
mons.’
smile to Rodney who was still reelmg
The line grew taut and began to raise
Miss Simmons” skirt. She came sllth

l'l

“ering over to the counter holding on-

to the ‘artificial minnow, her skirt,.
and her honor By this time the
crowded storé was sharing the fun.
“You've got a  beaut,” someone
shouted. “Don’t let her get away.
Give her. more slack or she'll throw

the hook.”

Ella ;glare;d at her tormenters then'
~swung back--to the manager. “Lame-

he htssed brain, I still ‘say, Mr. Wright,” she:;

repeated angrtly Mr. Wright threw -

. up his hands ‘and ducked gracefully

He ' turned with a forced" :-behind a pile 6f minnow buckets.

“For heaven’s sake: stop- reelmg,
Ella shouted “Do ‘you thmk Im a.

salmon?”
66
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‘Finally Rodney placed the rod in

its rack and knelt to- extract the lure.
“Honestly 1 didn’t know what I was
doing,” 'he said. “I'm strictly a fly-
rod man.” He fumbled with her skirt

and with a jerk succeeded in tearing

the lure free -along with a generous
chunk of cloth.

He had missed her green eyes and

flaming hair in the excitement. Now
he couldn’t. Her eyes “greened” and
her hair “flamed.”. . “And who pays
for the skirt,” she demanded vehe-
mently. *

Rodney arose apologetically and
looked down at the fire burning up

at him. “Of course, 1 will,” he said
defensively.
- “Fine. That’'ll be fifty-nine ﬁfty,"

the flame said.

“Ouch,” Rodney said. “And where
do you buy your skirts—Paris?”

“It so happens, fisherman, that you
have not caught a sucker,” Ella said
evenly. “This skirt goes with a suit
and you can’t find a skirt to match.
| know. I've tried.”

"Double ‘ouch,” Rodney said.

A voice cut in.
. ous.” Rodney turned to watch Cyn-

thia Graham, hlS fiancée, step from
the dispersing crowd. She tossed an |

icy stare at Ella then melted it for
‘Rodne}'

He found new strength in her
statuesque blondeness.

most. 'Cymhxa this .
an accusing finger at Ella

o he pomted
. . says

her skirt cannot be replaced for less

than smty bucks.” .
. The color of Ella's face almost

~“Fhat's outrage-

She was al-
ways around when he needed her

“First I'm
she

matched her hair now.
a sucker and now I'm a ‘this’,”
said defiantly.

Cynthia grasped Rodney’s arm and
half turned him toward the door. -
“Let’s hurry, Rod. Selma’s cocktail
party is nearly over.” She threw a
verbal slap over her shoulder. “Miss,
Mr. Baxter will get in touch with
you and make the necessary-restitu-
tion.” She swept Rodney from the

scene like a broom would a feather.

Halfway to the. party Rodney let
out a yow!l and slowed the conver-
tible. “Cynthia, in the excitement at

‘Wright’s 1 left ‘Martha’ on the coun-

ter.

- Cynthia gave him a quizzical stare.
-“*Marthar?’” she asked, eyebrows
raised.

“My ﬂy~rod I wanted their man

" to give her a new varnish job.”

“Oh, that,” Cynthia said. “Call the
store tomorrow and explain it to
them.” She slipped closer to Rodney
and touched her foot to the accelera-
tor. The car shot forward. “We'll -

just never get to Selmas party, she
said.

ODNEY SHOOK A cloudy head. It
had been some party at Selma’s
yesterday, he mused as he glanced at
his watch. Cynthia would be along
in ten minutes. 'He tried again to
concentrate on the work before him
only to be interrupted by the inter:
com.. Miss Sheridan’s crisp voice sald |
“Miss Graham is on her way in.’

Rodney leaned back and drew
strong fingers through _his dark hair
as Cynthia swept grandly in.

67 .



“asked,

“Yes and no,;

LOVE SHORT' STORIES
- "Darling, all ready Eor lunch?" she

£
e

R-od'ney" ansv«tered

rising.” He gavé her a discreet” peck
~and lit two cigarettes. -“As a matter
“of fact this Halllday case has me tied
" in knots and the "boss“is on"my tail

+And that party at Selmas dldnt

hel p.”
Cynthla

i

accepted the proferred c1g-r

arette took a calculated puff, and sat
on the’ edge ‘of *Rodney’s - desk, ex-
- posing two shapely legs. “As 2 mat-
ter of fact, Rodney, I wanted to talk
to” you “seriously betore we go to
“lunch: THhat's why I'm early ‘she

sa1d coyly.-

Rodney‘

sttffened " percepti bly

-
-

| "'*“About the ' uszal?**- he questloned

Cynthia

gave him an-if-looks-could-
kill glance. * “You'd think it -was a

crime. just because I- broached Father
-about giving' you a- job,” shé “said.

-“When "are'*'you-‘going_-itb‘Wtse u_pP. You -
“know you'll 'be struggling’ in 'this law
- office for ten years before youw'll make

a decent salary.”

Rodney -

ground out:-his mgarette

and- walked to the water -cooler.
- “Look, Cynthia, I love. you and res-

pect your

father but you don’t seem
- to understand.” - He jabbéd- at”the - -

g

"“cooler; sipped-hurriedly, thén turtied,

forefinger ‘leveled.” “Please, this is the

- last -‘firr'ie"l' want to -discuss this'wﬁole

" business,”
Cynthla

%

he said emphatically.
took ‘another-tack. “You

dont have to: mggle that ﬁnger -at
m r, ' shie said, grabbmg Rodney’s-fin-

" ger playfully as he approached ““Fa-

- “ther wired he would bé in Connecti- .

cut the weekend -of the fifteenth and
68

he asked me -to bring- you . along.
"He’s anxlous to meet his future son-
1n-law.” . L

Rodney looked relleved “_T*hat's
“more like: it,” he said. - “I'd like to
meet your: dad” He -sq-oeezed- Cyn-
thia’s waist and lifted her from -the
desk. “Let’s put on- the feed - bag
- I'm- starved " o

- AT‘ LUNCH -HE did some - heavy

thinking. He had' been out of-
“law school only a ‘year when he had
first met Cynthia during a Christmas

- dance at the University Club. -Except
-for her seemingly blind- insistence on
‘hHis' ‘giving ‘up law and joining her

father’s importing firm, their ‘rela-

“tionship had been idéal. But-lately it

had ' reached the point where he

“wanted to leave the room every-time - -
‘she brought the subject up.- The one

other ‘thing -about her' that had irri-
tated him was her .complete :hostility
whenever he mentioned her mother.
She-hardly ever-mentioned her; it-was
almost as if 'she had been imported.in-
to this world- ‘without beneﬁt of  a
"mother. - B

“A penny?” Cynthia said, mterrupt-
ing his thoughts. - |
Rodney lookéd - up from: his salad
“] ‘was -just wondering how your fa-

‘ther would take me when we meet

him - on the: fifteenth;” he.lied.  Then

~he jumped up; his’face turning. the -
"-color of -the pgreen. salad. “The ff-

-.teenth,”s he said: dismally. “Are we

-“to ‘meet him on the. fifteenth?”. .

Cynthia’s -blue eyes g‘rew rou‘nd
“What on earth? Why certamly You
agreed -to go on the fifteenth.”
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~.*But- I can’t,” -Rodney wailed.

+-Cynthia glanced at the other tables. -

People were beginning to look at
them. “Sit down,” she commanded.
-“Do you want to embarrass me?” .

- Rodney glanced around sheepishly
then -sat- down.
don’t. understand. - The fifteenth is
the opening of the trout season. I
didn’t realize it when you asked me
to go to Connecticut.”

- Cynthia gave Rodney a.long, cold

-stare, then, with trembling hands, lit
a. cigarette. “You mean you would
let. a few smelly fish- stand in the
-way,” she said 1icily.
Rodney pleaded.
an opening day in fifteen years.:
sides trout aren’t smelly.”

“L hax{en’t—‘missed
.Be-

. “Well, if you think I'll stand for a

'She
and

*sﬂly thing like this—fish . .
.stopped hunting for words
~stalked from the restaurant.

"Rodney ended a dismal lunch hour
in Wright’s with only the prospect- of
- “Martha” - faithfully waiting for his
gentle caress. He walked to the count-
“er: plastered with things fashioned
from feathers and shiny bits of metal
guaranteed- to catch anything that
used fins to get around. In the aisle
stood a rack loaded with high-priced
-bamboo rods of every description.
- He carefully avoided a spinning rod
and selected a whippy fly-rod.

- “Careful does ‘it,” a pleasant voice
said. "

BODNEY'LOOKED INTO the pleasant
green eyes of Miss Simmons. He
- replaced the rod. “I'm sorry about
yesterday,” he - said . extracting

~“But Cynthia,. you -

checkbook and pen and setting them
on the counter.

Miss . Simmons brushed ‘his-hand
gently from the counter. “Forget it.
You don’t owe me a thing. Actually
the skirt was very old and had. an-
other hole in 1t from fishing.”

Rodney looked up.. “You fish?” he

asked, his thoughts on the beautiful

Simmons replied.

a
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Cynthia and her -abhorrance . of the

- sport.

Miss Simmons pomted to .a large
brown trout hanging overhead on the
wall. “Caught that on the Ausable
two . years ago. when my dad was
alive,” she said proudly.

Rodney felt a warm glow. for this
slip. of a girl that could accompllsh
such a piscatorial deed. “That is a
beautiful ‘fish,” he said in genuine ad-
miration. . .

“Incidentally, dld you leave this.
yesterday in the excitements” Miss
Simmons asked. |

Rodney patted-the rod cradled in
her hands. “That’s ‘Martha.” 1 meant
to have your man give her a new
coat of varnish.” |
- “Can do,” Miss Simmons said. ,“1
tested. the action yesterday and she
responds beautifully.” -

Rodney liked this girl; she talked
his language. “Made 1t myself from
the best Tonkin cane.” .

- “What line does she hand]e?"
asked | |

“I use.one of those new trlple taper
torpedoes.”

she

“I- just bought one. myself,” Miss

“I'm .going to. try.

it this afternoon on our front lawn.”
“You have a place to practice?”.
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“Sure. I live over in Westport.”
The feel of a rod in his fist and the
sound of nylon swishing through the
guides was too much for Rodney. He

- boldly asked, “Wonder if I could try

‘Martha’ on your- front lawn?”

He picked her-up at closing time

and a short ‘time later they pulled
up in front of a rather run-down
Victorian ~ mansion. Ella
from the car.,

pair of jeans that -accented the lith-
ness of her body. Come on, Mr.
Baxter,” she said.. “Time for you to
dlsplay your Sklll The eatmg can
wait.” ‘

The front lawn was still in

as they rigged up their rods.- Rodney

" watched ' Ella - execute” sevéral false’

jumped
“Come on in and meet

Mom while I get into something more .’

suitable for the occasmn

she sald
alrlly |

Mrs. Simmons proved to be a wom-"
an of medium her.ght whose face -

ry

radiated- -kiqdness. “Mother,” Ella

said, “this 1s Mr. Baxter.”
“Oh, the man who hooked you.yes- -
terday,” Mrs. Simmons said, ‘her-

bright eyes sparkling with a touch
of green. “How do you do, Mr. Bax-
ter.” ' | -
Rodney nodded insecurely.  Mrs.
Simmons continued, saying “Fishing
-1sn’'t what -1t used to be.” She went

good.”

casts then complete a beautiful roll-
cast. Her fly settled perfectly to' the
eround. - “Whéw,” 'he -whistled. “I
haven’t seen many men do that

Ella talked as she worked out more
line. “You should have seen Dad.
He won the state championship in
twenty-seven and he just wasn’t a -
tournament caster either. He caught
his share of fish, all on artificial bait

too.- He taught me dangling a worm

in a creek was a sacrilege.”
“Ditto,” Rodney said. “I'm strictly

) PU[‘IS[‘. {00.

to a closet under the steps and ex--

tracted two’ long cane poles rigged
with twine and two large corks. “Dad
and I used to use them. Now I keep
them for the neighborhood-kids. We
caught many.a fish with them.”

Rodney hefted the heavy cane poles
| “Whlle you two dlscuss the’
' Ella“in-
I'm gomg to change Be"

*polltely
past and present of ‘the art;’

terrupted
“back ina ‘minute.”

L] I :"J" :. 1
. "h-: - ’ .

™ ODNEY - ENDED UP in'the kitchen,

in- his’ fist.

. Ella' reeled in and balanced- her rod - -

against a dormant rose bush. - “Last-
year on a streamer I caught my limit

1n- an hour.”

‘a big .ham’" sandwich clamped-
Ella; her red hair swept’
up, appeared wearing.a snug fitting

70

‘They both-lit up.-

Rodney :stopped “casting’ and stood .
his rod next'to hers. ‘He reached for
his cigarettes. “Have one?” "he asked
as “he pushed.-the ‘pack-toward her.-
‘Where-was this?* .-
Rodney dsked. “Last year I only had'.
two small ‘brookieson-opening: day.”:

- “Spring ‘creek. I' have  my-favorite

spot. Not many people know about-
it_" - . . - : .
“How 'aboutt létting ‘me in on it.".

“Ella gave him ‘a quick smile. “As
a -matter of -fact, Mr. Baxter; I was go- )

“ing to ask 'if you'would take me up

T

the *
“torpor-of early spring but it was warm
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there on opening .day if it's not in-
convenient for you.” "
“Love to,” Rodney sald
date.” He felt 'a twinge of guilt as
he thought of his refusal to meet

Ing
| seemed sound at the moment.
“It’'s a . .

Cynthla s father on the fifteenth. But

she couldn’t be expected to under-

stand.” In fact nobody could ever
understand—except another fisher-
man.

”
'

| €YNTHIA surprised him the next
| ‘day by sweeping in at the usual
_time all primed for their standing
‘luncheon date. He had meant to
call ‘her and smooth over yesterday
but now she looked as though noth-
ing had bhappened. She took her
favorite place on the edge of his desk.
“I'm. sorry about yesterday,” she be-
gan, “but you did hurt my feélings
when you put fish before my father.”
Rodney gave her ‘her pre-luncheon
kiss. “Fact 1s,” he said, “some guys
go for goll, some for whiskey, and
some for women, but it happens that
I like fishing.”

Cynthia nodded.
young lawyers,” she said.
been a dope.
. stream . stocked with trout.
right through the meadow behind the
house. Why can’t you do your fish-
ing there and still meet Dad?”

Rodney took a short breath then
exhaled slowly saying,- -
“wouldn’t do.”
Ella and that pool up on Spring
Creek. “Fact 1s fishing in a stocked
stream 1s like—well it just isn't
ethical to a purist: And besides I
would have to.get a Connecticut fish-

“But I've

“And 1 go for

license.” His _rati,onalizat_ion
Cynthia’s face flushed perceptibly.
“If 1 didn’t know .you better, Rod,
I'd think you were lying to me.”

“But honey,” Rodney said,
the gospel.” |

¥

The next three weeks with Cynthla.

were pleasant but nothmtr more. T'he
~evening of the fourteeuth he took

her to the train and saw her: off to
. Connecticut.
apartment, checked his fishing

Afterwards he returned
to his
gear, and studied the weather reports.
The streams should be-in fair shap-e
tomorrow. Before- he turned 1 he
called and checked with Ella. They
would leave abm}t four. A.M.

T E® ODNEY SLAMMED THE trunk on the .
he asked his-

gear, “All set?”
breath visible.in the.crisp air.

Ella
took a hitch in her belt. -

“Let’s go,- pard,” she said taking

“her place beside Rodney in the con-

Dad has his private -
It runs

vertible.
Rodney swung down the drive.

“Like the heater?” he asked.

Ella reached over and turned the

switch, flooding the car with a wel-
On a morn-.

come warmth. “Love it.

“ing like this 1ts a necessity,” she said.

“No-00—
He was thinking about.

Rodney turned onto the highway

“1t’s_ -

and stepped hard on the accelerator.

He glanced sideways at Ella. “What
kind of luck do you expect to have?”
he teased.

“Oh, wouldn’t be surprised if I
caught my limit,” she retorted.

“On what? Wet or dry flies?”

Ella smiled mysteriously. “A good
fisherman doesn’t reveal his secrets.”

71 .
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‘Rodney looked '-thbughtful Tell .
you what,” he said, “if' you make the
blgger catch I'l take you out.to- din-
ner S R : L S O

“Yo‘ti’.re on;,”.xElla said. Rodney felt

- a trifle uneasy when ‘he saw. the ghnt

-to hike. the rest of the way,” she: said.

They unloaded and rigged up.their
gear, then started across a rocky field. |

.~ A silvery grayness. was just -beginning
. to ahow in the east as.they arrived at .
.a small but clear mountain stream:

of deterinination in Ella's eyes-and -

the possible  -repercussions
this whole . business: 'might have if

t ,Cynthla ever -got wmd of. it..

'THEY’ SLIPPED by a stream, its banks.

sprinkled with scores of:fishermen .
waiting “for five "A.M."  Ella ‘placed

» minutes to: go.”

her hand on his arm as they bounced. -

across a concrete--bridge, -
-here;”-she said.;> ~~ - - . -

‘The. gentle pressure of -her -hand-

felt warm “and -good-as he swung -off
the'main road: and headed for the low -
fOOthlllS .ahead. “About 'two:-miles:

“Turn left .
~- .. these .trout:weren’t going to bite on-
artlﬁmal balt

" ‘Ella:said: The road: gets pretty‘*

frough" . .
As they climbed, the macadam gave

~ way to miid: ‘Soon: there were only two

ruts in which to maneuver the car. I -
hope we can turn-around-if we-have
Rodney . said..
lower xeaches . of Spr.i-ng' Creek but
never up -this far.” - . 3 -
. “That’s the beauty. of it,” Ella sald
“Dad-showed. me .this spot.:It’s:just .
a series of ;small.falls.
.more than-three.feet w1de where -we.
fish.,”..7 - o SO
Rodney -wrinkled.his:nose..
big, broad streams. where a man can

do. some: wadmg SRR IR
“Just dont forget our- bet~" Ella
-re]mned PRI SR TN

+Fhe road." became nearly’ impassa-

-

“I've- -fished thex

“What's .the.-hour?? . Ella asked as -

she greased. her line.- .-

Rodney glanced at his watch “Two ;
‘His eye followed the
‘stream - to where it widened. “I’ll
. leave you'.to -your -ditch. . I'm.-going
- downstream where -a’ man can-.feel
fast water. against -his: boots " he an- -
nounced. e e

After*—the ﬁrst hour Rodney knew

<He, -.glanced guiltily-
_upstream, then. slipped-.a .smallscan.
v of .worms from. his~creel..: In another
. twenty -minutes--he * had .three . nice.-
rainbow:--trout, all over-itwelve: inches, -
“and hé was.ready to call-it-quits. He
threw away the rest of the worms and
- started . back'.. He: found ‘Ella:standing -.
~at’ the. edge of.-a..small-;pool. .. Tri-
umphantly he drew the .three fish -
from his creel as-he walked up. “Any
luck;” she -said- mlserably
“No fish,.no date,” he teased

.. “Sa0?” .she asked.-. . -

‘T'he.creek.isn't .

-o0-had.. enough?" Rodney sald
“I'm -frozen.” +He sneezed _convulgst.ve-._

-y, e -

'.ble now. “O.K.;-stop-here. - We'll have
-

“Me too, ', Ella agreed “Lets get

| “I llke ., back. to the car. and get the heater

gomg e o

In: the car: Rod forgot the heater as
Ella settled close: beside- him. It was',
the natural thing.  to. do. His: arm
slid gently,around her;tiny, waist and
he drew, her firmly.to ‘him.. Her lips



" ‘throat, -
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werer warm and .her body' trembled
~slightly in.natural. surrender.’

= ;'** (:;D-'AT.ELAST satd hUSkIlY, “qu gu_ess
W% | shouldn't have done. that.”
‘He looked. down- at the red hair. and
green eyes.. Ella said . nothing. and
that made it all the .worse. - He. be-

- “Here, let me,’

rated himself mentally. for his .im-

‘pulsive action. It was probably just
the complete compamonsth of the
- m-ome n t—platonic. stuff—probably
trying: to. affirm his mascuhmty by an

. forced sﬂence

open show of rebellion because of .
Cynthia’s abliorrance of hlS love of -

ﬁshmg

On the . way back they both satd
| ehng? Rodney gasped annoyed. .

-=httle He dropped her 1n Westport

‘-*aud drove straight - -to - his apartment.-

He felt a cold: -coming.on and decided
10 forego the usual  rehash of -the

-morning’s adventures w1th the gang at .

Joe's “tavern.

Monday Cynthla found him i bed A
two ~ woolen socks t1ed around htsﬁ_

-and: a - ]umbo size box -of
" “Kleenex on the. night table.. She took
one- look; and burst out laughmg*

sis- then . reached for his atomizer.
Cynthia- took it ftrom hlS hand.
she said..” .
Rodney duttfully surrendered and -
opened-his mouth as Cynthia let. go
with two big blasts. “Rodney gasped -
and. - rubbed . ‘his watering  eyes.
“Enough.” was all -he could manage
for the moment.
Cynthia took advantage of his en-
“You missed. a. won-
derful time,” she. began “Dad. was,
S0 dlsappomted when he learned that
you -hadn’t come. He- left for Chica-
go- - Sunday .night after I started‘
home.” : S
“Doesnt he ever get tired of trav-

-

“Why. should . he?”. Cynthia- said -
coolly “His whole life is wrapped up -
in his busmess and belteve me he 157

Lsuccessful o

- “And I have the most marvelous

news,” she continued breathlessly.'”
“Dad-consented to make you manager
of his Mexico City branch at .ten-

-'thous‘antd“a year to start. iHe's"a'i‘d he'd

“Why :.darling, was the- fishing too .

rugged?” she teased.. “Your secretary
said-you hadn’t showed up-at.the of-

fice so- I thought I'd. take a look in .

here

Rodney shrugged then -between
sneezes and managed to-vent his dis-
pleasure.’ “I don’t see: auythmg funny
about 1t."

- Cynthia sat on the edge of the bed.
“Oh, don't be 'so touchy. - This is

ered - pajamas.

‘the first time I ever saw. you so help-

less.
“No.” “He blew his nose for empha-

-Want me to ‘call the doctor?”
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be East thefirst of July and we could
talk over the arrangements then.”,

RODNEY erupted from the bed

ﬂmgmg the covers from him.
He didn’t care if - he was wearing flow-
Too late .Cynthia
realized her mistake and tried to beat

him to the punch. “Darling, get back SRR

in bed before you get. pneumoma
she soothed. 7

. “Pheumonia be hanged,” R'odney.
roared. . He began pacing up and
down. “I told you .:.,.” His voice.

trailed away to nothing. Two squirts
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from the atomizer helped him sound
like a rasp sliding over dry wood.
“Cynthia,” he began again adamant-

alr.

ly. And he rasped roughly - on for a
full five minutes punctuating his t1-

rade with occasional squirts from the

atomizer. “To top it all,” he finished,

used worms.”

“your ubiquitous father expects me

to be 1n Connecticut on the opening'

of the bass season, July the first.”

After Cynthia left, Rodney pulled
himself together with a.big slug of
bourbon, fished the engagement ring
from under the bed where Cynthia
had flung it and headed for West-
port. _
Mrs. Simmons met him at the door.
“You too?” she said. |

“Me too what?” Rodney asked.

“Your cold. Ella’s in bed with a

cold too. T’'ll take you right upstairs

~and you can sympathize mth one an-
other.”

- Mrs. -Simmons led the way. “Hi,

Red,” Rodney greeted as they walked

into “Ella’s room.

Ella gave one. look and ducked
under -the covers. “Mother, how could

you?” she wailed. Rodney gave Mrs.
- Simmons a puzzled look. .“Make him
wait-in the hall until I look decent.”

Mrs. Simmons left him alone in the
hall. ‘After a long wait he was let in
to the dehcate scent of apple- ‘blos-
sOms.

“Don’t ever do that aga-in,”*she' said.
smkmg onto the bed.

“So 1 came to make a confessmn
Ella’s face took on an inquiring
“A confession? About what?”
“Remember that hshing bet?”
She nodded in assent.

“It so happens that 1 cheated.” 1
- “1 thought- you were strictly a
purist,” Ella chided.

“I am. But my masculine fisher-
man’s pride couldn’t bear the thought
of you "possibly catching more than
I, so I used worms,” Rod owned up.

Ella slipped into mules. “I have
something to show you downstairs,”
she §aid. She took his hand but be- -
fore she could lead him- from the
room Rod spun her slowly—and this
time Cynthia be damned.

“Oh, Rod,” Ella breathed softly.

“Rod what?” Rod asked huskily.

“What, if you had never hooked me
at Wrights?” she said. - -

Rod groped for an answer but set-
tled for another kiss.

Ella finally slipped from ‘his arms
and mysteriously led him down to the
kitchen where Mrs. Simmons was in

.the process of cleaning eight of the

" boots,” Ella said proudly.

nicest:trout Rodney ever saw.
“I caught them and hid them in my
“My wom-

‘an’s intuition’ told me that a man

.dressed. You won the bet.

“Silly girl,” Rodney retorted

“You're all alike. I have a sister. -She
can’t -move wuhout fixing' her hair. -
Really vain.’

“So.” Ella pursed her l1ps.

couldn’t -take 1t and I was right.”
“In that case,” Rodney said, .“get
We have -

a dinner date.” - - S
“Do you still want to go if I tell

‘you 1, too, used worms?”"

“Honey, just. so you-never tell that

- gang of -purists .about us down at

Joe’s. tavern.”

74
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by Hester Rema

« » . with honorable in-tentiéns—but no scruples.

PRING IN SAN TFRANCISCO 1S
qi‘iite like spring in other cities;
nevertheless, there is
thing in the air that is likely to have
its effect on the morale of young men.
‘Especially young mén who 'have just

S

acquired a new job with a beautiful

five-igure salary -and™ ‘an office ‘that
smacks of luxury, from the wool shag
rug on the floor to the signed etchings
on the walls. Bleached- oak and dark
red' leather; a fireplacé; a radlo a
little” private bar . - - | o
'Alan Gaynor, filled with contént-
ment and the Shamrock Grill’s elghty-
five .cent breakfast; ~sur#eye’d his new

a -subtle some-:

‘not

'

a really superior view &f San Fran-
cisco only slightly - blurred by fog.
Old H. C. Radford certainly did

- things- up brown—even to the view.-

- this week sometime.

quarters - with a certain degree of:com-"

placency: "~

He . lit:-a. cigarette ‘and- .
moved to the big window to:admire:

All of which proved, in case anyone .
doubted it, that there was’ money n-
advertising. = T
Most important, Celeste would -ap-
prove.- Hé had his honorable dis-:

charge from ‘Uncle® Sam’s--Army and

could afford to -marry-Celeste now,
and give. her:the:Kind of life to which -
she ‘was accustomed. . He would tell
her about 1t when he took her.todin-
ner, which, he realized he ought to. dos

week would be soon enough.: Celeste.-
was-a wonderful girl, no-doubt about:

‘that. Who else would:-have stuck- by

75 -
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him so- loyally when he got mixed up .

with those blondes?

Of- course, when she ‘had come to

him afterward - with her tearful but

generous offer to resume their en-

gagement, he had had to promise
never -to have anything more to do
with--blondes. And that was some-

times a hard promlse to keep. But he.

- Alan 'was staring at her in horrified
fascination—a blonde! " And ‘unques-
tionably a blonde  within Celeste’s
meaning of the word. This was a
situation he hadn’t thought of and
would have to deal with immediately.

If Celeste ever got a good look at
~ this "girl, everything would be off—

had managed, with"a little fast foot-

‘work here and -there, After all, he
owed Celeste something after the way
she'd forgiven him—twice.

Celeste herself was a willowy
brunette with patrician features ap-
ﬁropriaté to her patrician family. One
of the blondes—Danielle, or was it
Alysse?—had reterred to her as a bean-
pole of uncertain ancestry, but that
was just feminine pique. |

Alan moved his shoulders a little,
conscious of ‘a restlessness that had
béen troubling him off and on the
last few days. Funny though, when
“he felt like this, his thoughts in-
"variably turned, not dutifully toward
Celeste, but toward some. blonde vi-
sion of loveliness. He felt like a heel.
‘Maybe he was. ' ‘-
“Alan scowled and brought his mind

that was for sure! She was blonde with
big blue eyes and clouds of yellow-
gold hair framing a heart-shaped face,
plus all the traditional man-baiting
equipment, arranged with exquisite

“taste and a nice feeling. for detail.

- shhoylders. ‘

“Who are you?” he managed fin-
ally. | ‘ |

'M  NANcCY ~MoraN,” she said.
“Your new secretary. Mr. Rad-
ford said 1 was to report to you.at
nine this morning.” She glanced at
a useless-looking watch on her wrist
and looked extremely pleased  with
herself. |

There was sqmethinghabo'_i;t' her
voice ‘that sent a shiver across Alan’s
No one else had ever had
quite this effect on him—not even

"Alysse, and certainly not Danielle.

 back sternly to-the office. A secretary

was supposed to go with this layout,
He glanced at

if she ever ‘got here.
‘his watch. Nine o’clock, on the nose.

| _‘ There was a brisk knock on his door
and before he had time to speak, a
small,
saiel, °

Good morning, Mr. Gaynor.

"You are Mr. Gaynor, aren’t you? I'm

- '—oh, my!” This last, as Alan moved
away from the window and she got
a good look at him.

e

busmess-hke glrl entered and-

Alan sat down hurriedly behind his
desk, crushed out his cigarette, and
assumed a stern expression.

“I'm atraid you won’'t do,” he said
a little too loudly.: |

The girl stared at him, unbelieving,
then her blue eyes narrowed. “Why
won't I do?” she dema‘nded. “Tust

- tell me why!”

“You're too—-uh-——-young ” Alan fe]t \
his ears getting red. Her face was

perfectly serious, but suddenly he had
' the absurd notion that this' small

7€
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blonde job saw. right through him

-~ and was laughing.at him.
- “I’'m twenty-one,” Nancy Moran in-

formed him with severe _dignity.
- “I'hat’s not too .young. I'm. five-feet
two- inches tall and -1 wear size “ten
clothes and size -five shoes, and- my
hair -is naturally curly; in case you
ask me, which everybody does sooner
-or later. Also, 1 got the highest marks
in my class at business school and I
can cook. Too,” she finished on a
-note of triumpbh. AR
Alan smiled: grlmly “We don’t do
: much cooking in.an.advertising of-
fice,”” he observed.
“I wasn’t thinking of the office,”

~ she retorted,. and -her tone could be

described only. as- insinuating..

Alan stood up,_pushmg his Chalr
. back violently. “A man ought to be
allowed to choose his-own secretary!”
he said, glaring: “This is a free.coun-
:try, isn't 1te™ L
"~ Nancy made no comment on the
freedom -of the country. She- just

‘looked him .over admiringly, taking’

~ in his-six-foot, tweed-clad length, his
crisp black hair .and stormy-gray eyes.
. 'She- said again, “Oh, my!”

- “Will you kindly.go. back to Mr

large, friendly man, we]l-padded'a_nd

- well-tailored, with .shrewd blue eyes

and thinning dark hair. .-He beamed

“at Alan and_said,” “What’s. on your
“mind, son?” *

Alan said,

“About that secretary you sent me,”
“She won't do. I'd like

to- get. someone else and she .thinks
.you won’t stand for it.”

‘and: he looked -at Alan coldly. -

"~ matter with her?”

~ H. .C. Radford’s smile- dlsappeared.
“She’s -
right,”. he said. “I won't. What's the

“She’s a blonde,” Alan explamed |
as if that took care of everything.

“Oh,” H. C. said.. After all, he

" hadn’t reached the top of the adver—
-~ tising -ladder- without acquiring-some

understanding. of people.. “You have,
perhaps, had some llttle dlfﬁculty with

blondes?”

“I've never had, anythmg but dlf

- -ﬁculty with them,” Alan said bitterly.

“And I've promised my fiancée never

to-'get mixed up -with another one.

- If I. do, she’ll break the engagement.

| Radfor_d and tell him I.prefer to pick -

'* my.own ofhice help?™
ing himself to-be calm. - -
Nancy said, “No:-And it won't do
~ you‘any good to go, either.”
Alan took a deep breath- and gave
- ‘serious- consideration to - corporal
~ punishment. A tempting idea; but he
- discarded-it as undignified. He strode
‘angrily out of the office, muttering.

.Harvey Cameron Radford was a
7

‘Alan said, forc- |

‘Again,” he added: gloomlly

“Hm,” H. C. commented. - Would
you say that you’re in danger of get-
ting mixed up, as you call 1t, with
Nancy?”

Alan thought Of thf: way she had
looked at -him. when she said, “Oh,
my!” He remembered the fugltwe
shiver that ran across his shoulders

“She told me she could cook,” he said

. ¢

simply. .
“I see,” H. C. said, and his eyes lost.

.some of their steely look. “Nancy has -
‘never had much use _for young men,

~either.

Suppose you. tell. me about.

- this fiancée of yours.”
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“Celeste 1s a wonderful-girl,” Alan
said automatically. “A brunette. We
grew up together and got engaged a
few years ago. Our parents were all
for it. And then . He paused,
considering, and then went on dog-
gedly, “I'm a heel. Right avﬁay, I met
Danielle and sort of went overboard.
My family went into a tailspin and
Celeste broke the engagement, and 1
didn’t care. And then Danielle met
this old, dried-up millionaire—he
must have been forty if he was a

day.”
| “Take it easy!” H. C. roared, turn-
ing red. “l’n& _forty-eight and I

don’t . . ."”
- “Nobody could call you dried- -up,”
Alan 1nterposed hastily. “Some men
are old at thirty. You know that.”

“Okay,” H. C. subsided. “Go on.
This is getting interesting.”

“Well,” Alan said, warming to his
subject, “1t was about what you'd ex-
pect. I got a telegram at two o'clock

“said wearily.

“And Celeste . . .?” -
“Same thing all over again,” Alan |
“Only that was when I

promised her this thing about

“blondes. She’ll break the engagement

one morning—woke me out of a sound

sleep which 1 badly needed. Danielle
and this stuffed shirt had eloped.”

“"And Celeste forgave you, 1 sup-
pose?” H. C. mquired.

“She did,” Alan said. “She was very
generous and- understanding. What
could 1 do? 1 mean, I'd treated her
badly, hadn’t I?”

“*Matter of opinion,”
sald- shortly;
her...”

“That was later,” Alan broke in.
“After Alysse. -
looked like a little blonde angel, only
she 'wasn’t very reliable,-1 guess. She
rar off witk a truck driver” *

-

“So- you promised

“his employer:

by me the way Celeste has.

again and this time 1t’ll stay broken.
It's no way to treat a girl that's stuck
-So I'll
have to get me ' another sécretary.
Preferably, one with no. hair,” he
ended sourly. '

2y

[0,” H.-C. sap. 1 promised Nancy

@ that job as soon as she got out |
of business’ school. You'll have to
develop a hittle strength of character.”

“It's too late,” Alan. said, rising.
“If that’s your final answer, then get .
yourself another boy. 1 resign.”

“You can’t resign 7 H. C. said.
“T'he hell 1 can t " Alan said. “Why
can't I?”

“It’s 1n your contract,” H C. told
him. “lf you'd bothered to read that
contract, instead of just signing 1t
happily after a quick glance at the
figures, you'd have learned that I've
protected myself in the matter of my R
new manager. 1 can, fire you, but you
can’t resign. 1f you do, I'll sue you. .
for everything you’ve got—and get it.”

“All right,” Alan said- grimly.
“You're a stinking old goat, making

promises to cute little blondes. Now

go ahead—fire mel” |
“Nope,” H. C. said blandly' “Sticks

‘and stones may break my bones, but

She’s the. one that

names’ll never hurt me. 1 won't-fire

you and you can't quit.”

“Trapped!” Alan said bltterly ..

“And much good may your bargain
. do youl” . - |

78
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“That sounds like a threat,” H. C.
sald, and settled back to give an ex-
tended lecture. “Look, son, there’s
another clause in your contract that
says I can cut that nice salary if you
don’t deliver.”

“You can cut . , .”
outraged. |

H. C. waved -a well-manicured

Alan ' began,

* hand. “Shut up and listen,” he said.

“When I hired you away from- Long-
mans, I knew what1 was doing.

You’re good-looking and you have"

that difhident air:that makes people
think you're understating—so the

clients trust you and business picks -

up:for your firm. *Now, I've been try-
ing for five years to get old man
- Forbes signed up with us. He makes
towels and sheets and stuff—it’s a big
account. A- big account. I want it.
His present advertising contract ex-
pires in a couple of weeks and you

are to get him signed up with wus.

That’s your job. That’s why I hired

you.” : o
“I see,” Alan said. “And after I go

out and snag this account, you exer-

cise. your right. to fire me, is ‘that the -

deal?” B

““Certainly not,” H. C. ‘said mdlg.d

nantly “I don’t do business that way.
You'll be worth your salary any day
in the week. You were worth that to.
Longmans only they were: 100 tlght
to pay it.” | |

“And if I fail 'to get thiis- Forbes ac-
count?” Alan 1nqu1red

“You can get it,” H. C.'said- com-
fortably.- “I don’t hire a man’ with-
out "looking ‘into his record and I
know- you  can get it. Ifyou-don’t’
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I'll have to .conclude that you're not
paying attention to your work, and

in that- case, according-.to the. con- .
- tract which you signed of your :own
free will, your salary gets cut.

. Dras-
tically!” . -
Alan moved to the door..-“So that’s

how you getto. the top;” -he said.

“Over the bowed and bleeding:heads .

of your employees Well I'll see . what

I can do.” - | ‘
- “And Nancy stays in your ofﬁce, |

‘H. C. called after him.

“There are more ways of killing a .

~cat then choking it on butter,” Alan

retorted. -
“I'm warning you . .."” H.-C. yelled,
but Alan closed the door gently and
went back. to his own office. This .
called for a change in tactics and- he'd
better make it good. ‘

NANGY wWAS TYPING busily.. He
looked: over her shoulder -and
observed a neat row- of drill sen- -
tences. |

“Just in case anyone came in,” she:-
explained. “I'have to look busy, don’t -
I? I wish you'd hurry’ up -and -find
something -to dictate.” I'm really. -

. pretty good,” she finished i modestly.

Alan made -a "-'strangled noise. - .
“Look, Miss Moran,” he said.
“Nancy,” . she: corrected -him: sweet- .|
ly. - “Let’s<'not.-be so “formal. "~ After.
all, we're’ gomg ‘to - be: rather close--

-y assocmted LI g e R

T,

“Not' if T can- help 1t" “Alan said.
"Why don’t you go away? Can t you
find another jobe™ - -

“I don’t: want another ]ob Nancy

said.  “I like this one.” b e
N |
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. #I'm 'very-hard to get along with,”
Alan said darkly. “I've been known

to frame pertectly innocent people"

just to get rid of them.”

“That wouldn’t do you a bit of
- good,” Nancy retorted. “Just put 1t
out - of 'your- mind. Uncle Harvey
“wouldn’t believe-a word of it.”.
“Uncle?” Alan said, staring.

“Uncle,” .Nancy repeated smugly.
“He wouldn’t fire 2 member of his
own. family. He told me so.”

Alan said, “Oh” and his voice had
a ‘hollow note. Then he said threat-
eningly, “My  fiancée doesn’t like

blondes.” - | <.

- “Fiancée?” Nancy’'s smile vanished,
but only for 2 moment. “Poo! 1 can
lick my weight in fiancées any day!”

The situation certainly looked
hopeless. Alan went into his beauti-
ful private office to regroup his forces.
He eyed the little bar, tempted, and

then reflected tha*txhe would need al_l_

his wits about him. Because—he
might as well admit it—he wasn’t go-
ing to be.able to work with Nancy
around. N

She was, in a word, beautiful. Ad-

mitting this Alan felt that familiar -
tightness in his chest—only this time .

it seemed to be much worse. It ap-
peared to be accompanied by a chill,

followed immediately by a sensation

of luxurious warmth, phenomena
hitherto unknown 1n his association
with blondes.
done and .quickly. ‘He had to get
going on that Forbes deal.

He couldn’t fire her and he couldn’t
insult her. If she’d get married .
Married! Now that was a brilliant

1dea.

a fraternity brother,

C.

Somethmg had to . be.

ters. so that she would get married
and no longer be out there to dis-
tract.an honest, hard-working adver-

tlsmg man. But with only two_weeks,}

he would have to work fast. .-

Alysse: .had . gone for truck-drivers
in a big'way, but Nancy didn’t seem
quite . the type, -somehow.

didn’t think H. C. Radford’s niece
would bother—not just for money.
Why should _she? |

Charlie Ransom, now. Alan’sat up
straight and reached for the phone.
Charlie was perfect. Why hadn’t he
thought of him immediately? He was

" from one of Burlingame’s best fami-

lies, not-a millionaire yet but he was
junior member of a good law firm
and getting to the top fast. He was
too, and had
roomed right across the hall.

Alan got his line and dialed. After
a preliminary skirmish with a few

secretaries, he heard Charlie’s voice.
“Ransom speaking.”
“Charlie, this 1s Alan. How's the-
law business?” o .
“Hello!” Charlie said. “Right on

the beam, kid. How’s the great Long
mansr?”

“Oh,” Alan said carelessly, “I've
quit them cold. I'm working for H.
Radford now. Know him?”"
“Do I!” Charlie said, sounding im-
pressed. “That’s pretty good. How
comer” -

“More money,” Alan said briefly.
When the time came, he would ask
Charlie 1if -that contract was legal,
but mnot now. "They gave me a

. ~And”
“Danielle had wanted money, but he

Maybe he.could arrange mat-

/
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-have to look at- her - and -could con—
_centrate on what he was domg Al

- . < snazzy -ofhice;: too.. Come up and-see

1t. Have-Junch with-me, huh?”

| - “Sure,”. .Charlie: said. “Around. - most, anyway. - ~
.+~ -atwelver. - Oh-oh,- -here.: comes <some- - .- “Well,”. he -said, -as" he. stood up,
.. --thing: that -walks  like ‘a cllent F11 . . “that-ought to -keep -you busy.”

- - see you, boy.” BRI Nancy. flipped- the -filled :pages of

ALA'N HUNG UP -feel'ing almost- sat-
" isfied. - One look at Nancy and
the lad would be ‘hanging on the
~ropes. His.doting-mother-had spiked

her notebook. “A-couple of- hours,”
she said. “Maybe you can think of
something else by then.” '

‘Alan watched her walk out of the

-room. Nice walk. Nice ankles,- nice

one or two romances for him,  but

she couldn’t object. to H. C. Rad-

-“ford’s niece.
-And Charlie was a pretty good egg,
“when you came right down to it.

him

~‘Unfortunately he let his mother lead -

-him around by the nose.
- That mother of his would probably
..give Nancy a rough time.- Alan felt
a little pang of sympathy, thinking
-of Mrs. Ransom and her way with the
- girls Charlie had- wanted to marry.
-‘How she would ‘treat the one ‘'he
finally married was - anybody’s -guess.
Still, that- was none of Alan Gay-
nor’s affair. He hardened his heart
and buzzed for his secretary.
Nancy came in beaming, notebook

" done.

and pencils ready. She looked more

efficient than any small -blonde ‘angel
had a right to look. Maybe he’d bet-
-ter save his sympathy for Mamma
‘Ransom. |

It was ten-thirty when they started
~on the accumulated.mass of work left
by Alan’s predecessor and  they were
still hard at i1t when various whistles
announced that 1t was time for lunch.
The dictation had gone well too. Alan
-had.-found” that by placing Nancy's
chair at the side-of his desk, he didn’t

. Cut it out, -Gaynor!

HIS buzzer sounded and he ﬂlcked
the inter-com -switch. “A- Mr. Ran- .
som 1s here,” Nancy’s voice infornied :

“He "says he’s invited.” -
“Fme'” Alan said heartlly “Send'
him in/’

."The Marines have landed and have
the situation well in -hand, :Alan
thought. Charlie was supposed to be
a fast worker. Within a week he
ought to be taking enough of Nancy’s
time so a man could get some work
That would. leave a whole
week to cinch the Forbes account.

The buzzer sounded again. *“He
doesn’t want to go in there,” Nancy
told him. “He says he likes 1t ‘out
here.”

Talk about fast work! “I'll be
right there,” Alan said quickly, and

"ﬂipped the switch. Just then _his
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phone rang. .

It was Celeste. “Darling,” she said,
and there was a chilly edge in. her
voice, “I think you might have told
me about your new job. I had to get
the news from Father.”

“I was going to call you,” Alan said

Iapologetlcally “but 1t’s been a llttle

hectic around here
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“A telephone call takes very little
time,” Celeste pointed .out: “You

'wouldnt mmd How could

might have shown more considera-

tion. Come to dmner tomght and tell
- me about i ., '

. “TomghtP”' Alan aid “I cant
Celeste I have to——uh—take a client
to dmner Listen, _suppose I call you
 Monday, and we'll .go .out. You pick
-your favorite restaurant.”.

There was.a small cold sﬂf;qce,'

then Celeste . said, “_'I;hat_ sounds a
little. evasive, Alan, but I suppose you
know best.. Very well.”, . .

o And she hung up. Alan took a deep
-breath replaced the receiver, .and
eyed the telephone.reprqachfully. Oh,
-well .

When he ﬁnaly stepped into the
-Qul_:er office, Charlie was 'leaning on
the corner. of Nancy's desk exuding
charm..  Well,. . call it charm. - Alan
-wondered why he had never noticed
the way. old Charlie showed all his
‘teeth when he smiled.

,“Well, we’d better get. gomg, I

. .guess,”
didn’t move. _

 “We'll have to Walt whlle Nancy

Charlie said, “Of course. Celeste

she?
You'll be my girl. Just ignore Alan

Nancy smiled at him brightly.

Alan. looked  at her thoughtfun;}

‘He didn't quite like the, way that

demure little dlmple came and went
11 her left cheek

-

* w b _
Lo 5 :

L 1 =|- (] - r H

I UNCH, ‘FROM THE only sensﬂ)le

) cess

pomt of view, was .a blg suc-
There was. no doubt that .old

-Charll_e was smitten. . His . attentions

- firmed Alan’s

to Nancy bordered rather. dangerous-
ly. on the. nauseating. And Nancy
played up_to him in a way. that con-
‘worst -~ opinion _ of

blondes. Even 'if Celeste walked in,.

she couldn’t object. It was so evident
that. Nancy was Charlie Ransom's

date.. .
Finally, telhng hlmself he ought to

‘g'we the lad a clear field, Alan ex-

cused himself.

" Alan said briskly, but Charlie

“Better see. 1f there’s
anythmg domg at the office,” he mut-
tered. “Enjoy yourselves kids. Those |
letters can wait.” f
- He looked back once, whlle the

cashier was counting out his change,

and Charlie .was about -as close to

- Nancy as he could get without ac-

fgets her coat,” he said. “She's going -
to -have lunch with us. I asked her.”
Nancy said, “Well, if . . .” and then

looked at Alan with suspicion dawn-
~ing in her eyes. " “Hm,” she said.
“By all means,” Alan.said, and his

smile revealed; he felt sure, as good

a .dental dlsplay as anybodys Aftcr
all, this s set-up couldn’t be more per*
" fect. Off to a good start_already.

“Your hancée - wouldnt mind?”’

| Nancy murmured,- - as she went to get
~ her coat.

y

tinally sitting in her lap.
Alan left rather quickly. In a-week

-everythmg would be fine.

- Week, nothmg The rate Charhe |
was progressing, the Gaynor troubles

would be over by five o’clock.
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Back at his ofﬁcc he klcked one of

1thre genuine. leai,l.hh_er chairs somewhat

viciously and had a quick snort from
the elegant -little bar. A Irmstake
taken on top of a sul)qtantlal ]unch
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He promptly developed a plam old-
fashloned stomach ache.

]ust about the time he had decided
to look for some bicarbonate of soda,
" his telephone rang. "Alan picked up
the receiver and said, ° irritably,
“Hello?” =~ o

A small silence was his only reply,

and then a deep, authoritative male

voice said, “Is this Mr. Gaynor?”

" “Yes,” Alan admitted, and paused
‘while a particularly unpleasant pain
-q'shced across his mlﬁddle from™ right
“to left. “Yes, it is.”

C “_You don’t sound very sure of it,”

- "the voice said drily. “This is Forbes.”

“Forbés?” Alan repeated politely
" and glanced at his watch. They
~ should have left the restaurant by
now, surely. He massaged his middle

_heard this man’s name.

" “You mean you’'ve never heard of
- me?” The voice named Forbes began
~ to sound ‘incredulous and pethaps
" slightly outraged.

late, isn’t it? But we were talking,
and it was so interesting . . .”

She took off her hat and coat and
hung them in the closet, and came out
fluffing her blonde hair. Alan stared
hard at the golden halo, reminding
himself firmly that he was, after all,
trying to marry her off to old Charlie.
~ “We had a marvelous time,” Nancy
breathed and smiled at Charlie who

‘was lOOklng all red-faced and- revolt-

ing. .
~ “I’II' have to go back and see if my
office is still there,” Charlie said. “I'll

~ call you, Nancy. Be seeing you, Alan,
and thanks.”

Alan said, “Okay. Sure. Any time.”
Hospitality was fine, but did she
have to escort him clear to the eleva-

‘tor? Here it was, almost two o’clock.
. tenderly ‘and wondered where he'd ' 1 |

“Of course I have,” Alan said
heartily. . |
- “Well, then . ..” Mr. Forbes said,

not quite modified—and just then the
outer door: of the office opened to ad-

mit Nancy, radiant and glowing, fol--
lowed much too closely by an of-

- fenswely beamlng Ransom.

- “Excuse me,” Alan muttered into
the chattermg telephone.  “Very
busy. Call me back in an hour, will

~ you?” He hung up, and, levering him-

- self out of hlS -chair, walked into the
- outer ofhce.

| hVery fine,”
onrk Alan.”

H'E WAS PACING the floor, his arms
clasped " across his stomach,
when Nancy returned, seated herself
demurely behind her typewriter, and
looked at him—a level and somehow'
disturbing look. "
“0Old Charlie’s a fine chap,” he of-
fered nervously.
- “Chap!” Nancy said.
she added,

“English, yet.
“but- it won't

“Mr. Gaynor,” he said. Not that it
mattered—not now. He d be dead,by
morning anyway.

“Alan,” she countered ﬁrmly “And
you needn’t think you can get rid -

of me by throwing me to the wolves,

- He glanced pointedly at his watch-

o ifand Nancy said- gally,"_“Oh dear, 1ts
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either. And I do mean wolves!”

- Alan stopped pacing, his jaw slight-
ly unhinged. Nancy went on, her tone
almost gentle. “I can read you like
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a book, Alan A rather ‘nice “book,
of course.” -She looked at him sharp-

ly. “What's the matter w1th you? You

look positively green
“I don't feel good Alan muttered
“Maybe I'd better go home.” -
“And go to bed,” Nancy ordered.

“Call a doctor. I won't have you get--.*

ting sick!”™
In a matter of minutes-he was on

He paused and tobk"e deep breath,-
obviously controlling himself. ‘FOrbESu e

called me after you'd left.”

“Forbes,” Alan said, and then he: : -
“Great sufEermg cat- -~

remembered.

- fish!” he breathed.

- “Exactly,” H. C. snapped.

" him that you were probably at death’s

his way home.” 'He easedhis' conver-
tible with automatic skill through -

the tangle of mid-afternoon traffic

and wondered what he could do, now-
that she'd seen thrdugh this scheme, -
The girl was uncanny—or was he so .

transparent?

Alan went to-bed after taking every-
thing he’ could remember ‘that his
mother had ever given' him for a
stomach ache. And that was how he

missed ‘the storm: that broke over his

office that afternoon.

He caught his share of it the next
morning, however,
started on the morning’'s work, after

-He *had hardly
taste.

assuring Nancy three times that he

was all
sounded.
“Uncle Harvey wants to see you,”
Nancy said, sounding worried. - -
- “Okay,” Alan said, wondermg He
‘didn’t ‘have to ‘wonder-long.

right, - when his buzzer

“I undérstand "that you had -atele-
phone call yesterday afternoon,” H'-

C Saldﬂ' B -r'_""-:.-'lr )

I suppose s0,” Alan sald “I*wasn t

feelmg Very good e
“That’s whet Nancy tel]s me,”  H,
C. broke in. “And -that’s -the -only

reason’ your salary hasn’t “beén -cut

clear to the bone, as’ of right now.”

door-and :didn’t-know what you were
doing.” Here his control broke. “The:
he roared. -

biggest account in: town!”
“And you hang up in his face!”
"There was more of the same, but
Alan hardly listened. A golden op-
portunity had landed right in his lap,
and he had brushed 1t aside like—hike

so much dross, whatever dross was. -
All bécause Nancy had come in just
Charlie ‘Ransom: -

that minute with

“It was °
fortunate that Nancy had already:told” -
" me you.were- ill, so.I could assure

Well, he had brought-it on himself: .

“Blondes!” he muttered; and H. C.

pa'used' in his tirade and said, “Huh?” .

Alan repeated the. word with dis-
“I asked you to let me get an-
other secretary,” he said; accusingly.

“How can a man keep hlS mind on: hlS'; X

work?™

VEHE ANGRY RED began to fade from
E face and< he - looked
thoughtful. “She told me but-I didn’t.
get 1t,

H. 'C.s

s

he~murmured. - “You -
talking on- the phone and hung’ up

when' she came. in:with.Ransom.” -

#That's right;” Alan said.:*“It’s-just’
like before, only worse.- If I. don’t-get -
another secretary,. you'll:néver get the:
Forbes account.” - el anann

* “Can’t "keep “'your -mind : oir ‘your: -
if - Alan-

work?” H.° C. asked, ana

84.
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~hadn’t known better, he would have
sworn there was a twinkle now -in
those frosty blue- eyes. “Well,” he
-~ added - loudly,. “Nancy stays

‘rlght |

there .and you, get ,that Forbes ac-

count! Though how you’ll do it now,
with two. strikes, against you, I don’t
know. - That’s. up. to you.:

“It can’t be done,” Alan said short-
ly.. “You're a hard man, H. C. You'd
cut my salary because I don’t do_some-
thing. that. you yourself make it im-
possible for me to_do.” = .

He left then, right in the mlddle
of H. C’s protest, and went back to
his own office. | _

Nancy - greeted  him anxiously.
“What happened?” she demanded.

“Same old . thing,” he grunted. “If

. mg _sllghtly.

your present salary. I dont want it
cut.” | _
“You dmlt "-.Alan _began,. chbk-,
| “Llste'n, I'm .-engaged. .
Remember?” I '
“For the timei-béing, yes,” Nancy
-said primly, “But I have asked around
“and I think you’ve been- sold a bill

of goods. One thing at a time, though.

- We'd better get Forbes out -of the way

hrst.” .
Alan ﬂed into his own office and
shut the door. So that was it! Well,
no blonde was going to snare Alan
Gaynor just like that. The brazen:_h

little, female!l The little .

I don’t get the Forbes account, he’s,

going to cut my salary. Fgrbés called
me yesterday . . .”

“Yes, I know,” Nancy interrupted.
“Uncle. Harvey told me. Mr.-Forbes

- called him and he was simply fit to.

be tied. I'll have to think of some-
thing else,” she mused. “I'll call Mary
right away.”

“Something else?” Alan asked, a
number of ideas clicking into place
in his mind. “And who’s Mary?”

“Mary Forbes,” Nancy said absent-
ly. “Mr. Forbes’ daughter. 1 went .to
school with her.” — }_

Well,. at least one of his new crop
of suspicions was confirmed. “And
that's why he called me, instead of
waiting for me. to go.to him?”

“Of course,” Nancy said, as if that
were obvious. “I mean, a cold-water
flat.is all right, Alan, if 1t’s-the best

-might.

He spent a few minutes grop_i'ng_
for appropriate’ words, ignoring the
pleasant glow that was stealing over
him. He would get that Forbes ac-
count now, or die trying. .He reached
for the phone, just as his buzzer
snarled at his elbow.

“I've -fixed it,” Nancy told him
cheerfully. “I hope. We're having
dinner with Mary and her father to-
Seven o’clock at the Golden
Swan.”

“You've fixed 1t!” Alan yelled “Lis-

ten,- Nancy, -who’s running this, any- . |

way?” | *_
There was a brlef silence, and then

she said meekly, “You are, Alan. But :
~what happened yesterday was my.

fault, in a way, so I called Mary and
arranged this dinner date to give you
another chance- at Mr. Forbes. I

~ thought it was the least could do.”

Women were unfair, Alan reﬂected
morosely. A snippy Nancy he could

.cope with, but 2 meek and humble

you::can afford, but I much prefer
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Nancy was too much for him. “Alan?”



seemed - perfectly natural.
“wouldi stop there. He would -convince
- her that he was really in love with
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she said, -and sounded - almost" as~ if
she might cry. His next words were

~ miles! fro'm Wha-t'-he had~ inf’ended to

say. |
“It s, all rlght baby,” he sald “ ’ll

re

go.” .

~‘He could hear: her breat-h =0ff'rehef-;>:-
“Finel" she said:’ “Pick ‘mé up about-
six.” I live at Uncle Harvey’s. That S

L

down on the Peninsula:” = "« o

“I know where it is,” Alan said, and

switched “off. ‘quickly. - ‘He -had - been

‘there” a''coupleé of ‘times while. this

job was ‘on the fire.' But if ‘he had

known H: C.. had a 'small blonde
- bundle of. dynamite: for a niece, he-

would never have gone near the place!
. “Hooked!”™ he muttered,
at <the ‘correspondence on. his..desk.

'He had made a promise and look what
-had:-happened to it! :Or"would hap-

pen to it, if he didn’t. watch his step.

; A KAY, so HE had a date with her,
@ and the way it had worked: out
But ‘it

- Celeste -and she- would be through
with -him. -Probably marry Charlie

. Ransom—the bum.

‘h

No; that- was ' unfair.. - He. 1had

~brought old Charlie into-it himself,
with ‘the sole idea’ of getting rid of

Nancy. ' Be' reasonable, Gaynor, he

told 'himself sternly, and get to work!

- He rang for Nancy and spent the
rest of the morning dictating, That

afternoon he- went ‘out to interview

a’ prospective client and: got the. ac-

- count with no trouble at all, and al-

‘most no expense. Just a-couple-of
| | - B6

highballs.

scowhng -

-easy' to figure.

Now why, he asked him-.
self scornfully, can’t I get that Forbes
account -just as. easily? - The answer.
of course was that th¢ Forbes account:

was ]mxed——by a .cufe llttle blonde -

]mx s : |
“He: spent over' an hour gettmg._
dressed for dinner.. RATR >

‘Muéh' later:. Alan" sometimes - won-
dered how "he  had'managed to: get.
the-convertible back to San Francisco.
that évening' with Nancy-close'beside
him in something white:and gold -and
fragrant. - He ‘did, though, and they
were-seated at their table when.Forbes
and his daughter arrived, accom:
panied by a sandy-haired youth.who
was, 1t became. quickly evident; re-

sponsible -for the big diamond- on
| Marys left hand.:: ' “ |

-Mary- Forbes was' a- dark pretty,i-
mlscluevous lictle. girl. Alan caught
a -look .that- passed between the: two
girls; and decided that they had prob-
ably, -between.- them, made life. pretty
rough for the authorities of whatever
school they had attended. .

Then he was being introduced to
John Forbes; a tall, lean man with
shrewd: dark eyes. He didn’t seem.as
distant as ‘he’ mlght have,. either, un-
der the circumstances, but that was
. Nancy to Mary to
Forbes—the way the man.looked at
his daughter, anyone could tell she
had him wrapped right around her

- little finger. Maybe this thing would.
-work out all:right, after all,

The dinner. was excellent and the
conversation- general. No ,mcnuon'
was made of .advertising until. coffee
was served and Mary and her .young
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"when Nancy-came back to the table,

‘man, ‘whose name was” Claude, -had

“left ‘the table to dance.
“about to ask Nancy to dance—after
“all, 1t would look pretty queer if he
~dudn’t, wouldn’t it? But she got up
" and murmured something about- fix-
-ing her face and left quickly. Giving
hlm a chance—managing him, darn
“her! - ' -

" Alan watched - her until sh‘e van-

Alan was

That was- fine because Nancy was
a beautiful vision and worthy of a -
man’s exclusive attention. But she

- had picked up. Charlie-Ransom some-

- ished through a door across the room -

and’ then realized with a start that
~ Forbes was talking. |
- “T beg your pardon?” he said, com-
- ing back to reality with a jolt. -

- PForbes 'took a deep breath and

- turned slightly red. “Why-don’t you
marry the girl?” he snapped. “Then
maybe you c¢ould tend to business!”
“I'm already engaged,” Alan said.
“To somebody else.”
- ‘Forbes ' snorted © contemptuously.
- “Mistakes can be remedied,” he said.
- “So that’s what ailed you yesmrday
when ‘I phoned)” | '-

“It was not!” Alan denied hasuly,

and then grinned sheepishly. “ I had
a ‘'stomach ache,” he said, which was
at least part of the truth. Forbes
stared at him, then chuckled. |

“The same thing happens to me
- when I eat shrimps.
believe it. Absolute agony. What did
you take?” he asked suddenly.

~ Alan told him and got a nod of

- approval. “The old-fashioned rem-

edies- are best,”

ing amiably over the best treatment

where along the line and he evidently
had the - exclusive attention to glve
her.

MIND IF 1 dance with your date?”
- he asked, and without waiting
for an answer, they moved off. They
danced well together, too, Alan ob-

- served. - He watched them weaving

in and out among the dancers on the

-small - floor - and " his -thoughts were

bitter. He wasn’t even~aware when
Mr. Forbes stopped talking and
leaned back with a resigned. sigh.
When Nancy, carefully escorted by
Charlie Ransom, started back toward
the table, Alan got up hastily, mur-
mured briefly at Mr. Forbes, and went -
to meet them. |
“This little girl is a wonderful .
dancer!” Charlie enthused. Alan man-
aged a dour smile. - |
- “Let -somebody judge that knows -
how to.dance,” he said, and,. seizing

Nancy’s wrist, he led her back to -the

You wouldn’t.

dance floor. Charlie looked after
them for a moment, thoughtfully,
then wandered off muttering some-

- thing that-sounded like “Judas!”

Charlie was right—she danced like

" a dream, like a feather 1n the breeze,

Forbes said, and it .
went on from there. They were argu-

~ for a cold, and Alan was deciding that .
" he would actually like the guy if it

*weren't - for -this-

infernal contract, .
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~should

like a falling rose-petal. What he
have done, - Alan reflected,

nestling - his' ‘cheek “against- fragrant -
golden curls, was to run- like sixty
the minute he saw her.. The minute
she walked -1nto . his ofhce and said,

2
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“Good morning, Mr. Gaynor,”

startled -jackrabbit. Because now-a
man might as well face the worst—

her.

he
should have -leaped .and run like a

- Celeste and families could. be per---

‘other job,- too."

now he was hopelessly in love with .

He would have: to keep her from

finding 1t out, if he could. Because

if she behaved like other blondes of
his - dcquaintance,” she . would" just

heave-ho.

worse than ever. It would be unbear-
able. Because this>'was Nancy. This
was it—now and forever. |

suaded;. a man could always get:an- .
‘But living- without -
Nancy somewhere around was going
to be rough. | |

It was after midnight when he
parked the convertible once more in.

front .of -H. C. Radford’s- big house -

down on the Peninsula. The ride.

- had -.been almost silent, ;what .with
laugh and Gaynor would get the old -

And -this time would be -

one: thing. and -another—chiefly . the ..
fact that Alan had-answered Nancy's-.
conversational efforts-with unintelli- -

- gible grunts.

“Alan,” a cold, familiar .voice said
at his elbow. He stopped and turned

and there was  Celeste, looking at

Nancy with' cold contempt on. her

patrician [ace.
woman! Nobody could look at Nancy
like that and get away with itl. -

- Then Celeste shifted her icy glance
o him
“Here’s your ring,”

'she said. “You

and held out her hand.

“‘Why, confound the.

have broken your promise, Alan, and
this time I’ m afrald it wﬂl be dlfﬁcult*- ‘

to. forglve you.” |

“This time,” ‘Alan said through his
teeth, “you won'’t get a chance to ‘for-
glve mel”

He led Nancy back to their table—
and found that- Mr Forbes - and his

party had gone! Well, that was that.
Things ought to -start’getting ‘better,

because - they certainly :couldn’t- get
aiiy 'worse. There 'would  be a scene’

with his family he "'would"*lose* his

job; and probably lose Nancy, t0o. .
Not that he had heér yet, or any claiim"
on her at''all, but she was there. A~
man could - ‘certainly ‘live. without:

88

Up the  steps, across -the veranda
to the big front door. Alan'took her
key and  opened the door for her

politely.. Say -good mght mustn't
touch her . S
Returmng her - key,. his- hand

brushed hers, just the faintest-touch
—but it was too much..:Alan groaned, -
defeated, and -swept her into his: arms.

@s A KIss, it was a shattering ex- -
' _perience. After an interval that
might have been-one minute or. ten,
he released her and stumbled out to .
his car. -He drove:.back to -the- City -
through a night grown unaccount- -

- ably rosy and-shot with stars. ‘T’hank
heaven for one thing—he hadn't said

anything. He had given her nochance .
to laugh at him:- Not, that:is, actually
said anything—in words.- . *.

She had seemed to enjoy that kiss, -
too, he thought hopéfully. One might .
say, in fact, that her cooperation had.

been ‘whole-hearted  and enthusiastic, *

Maybe.  Nancy was different. -Maybe;:
nothing. - Nancy ' was" different : from"

any other woman in the whole world!*




‘THE LADY.1S A SCHEMER !

Alan was a. little . late” getting to

work the next morning. Nancy.was .

there.ahead of him, looking a little
-subdued, of all. thmgs S

“So there you are!” a voice behmd
him snarled. Alan. jumped. It was
the boss himself. Alan started to

speak, but he didn’t have a chance. “I
hired you to get that Forbes account!”.

H. C.: yelled. “He calls you and you

hang up on him. You take him to .

dinner and then walk off and leave

him sitting there. while you dance..

Nancy told me about it. No wonder
~ he went homel!
ready renewed his old contract. You
—you . . . Words finally failed him.

Alan ,said, “You can always fire
me.” But his heart wasn’t in it. Be-
. sides, Nancy was sitting there twist-
ing her. hands and looking at the
clock: Her esteemed uncle was mak-

ing her. nervous, and for two cents

he’d bust the old guy in the nose.

And then the door swung open to
admit Mary Forbes and no less than
old John Forbes himself.

“Morning, H. C.,” he said gruffly,

and H. C. responded with a startled
growl. . Let them have 1t,™ Alan
thought, and started for Nancy.

But he was too late. Mary .and
Nancy .were clasped in a.tender em-

brace, shedding tears and looking
happy at the same time. Women!
“. .. fhne young man,” Forbes was

saymg “Wonderful salesman.
catnip tea for a stomach ache. You
don’t find them like .that very often,
Wel] where’s that contract?”

Nancy blew her nose and snapped
into :action. . “Right here she. said.

He's probably al: ..

ses

“I just happen to have it right here
-in my desk.” She produced a pair. of

neat legal- looking documents and 2
fountain pen, all in.one motion, and
in no time at all the thmg was done,
Forbes didn’t even read it carefully

~—Just glanced at the fgures and
.signed.

“I'll expe‘ct some service on this, H.
C.,” Forbes growled. “Send that young
man around—but not, for pity’s sake,

until after those kids are married.”
“Married?” H. C., croaked, clutch-

~ ing his copy.of the precious contract.

!

“What's goirig on here?” ' h_
.Nobody answered him, for . the
simple reason that Alan and Nancy

. Were otherWISe occupled

After a while, Nancy murmured,

“What about Celeste?”

Alan. blew gently against her hair
and said, “You were right-—-they sold
me a bill of goods. You're the girl

I've been looking for all my life.”

“Listen!” H. C. said loudly. “Lis-
ten, Gaynor! You can't do that! No-
body asked me anything about getting
married! Gaynor, you're fired!” But .

there was a twinkle in his eye.

“Nope,” Alan said smugly. “You
can’t fire me now. I'm one of the

family and you don’t fire a member

of your family. Nancy told me so.’
Nancy said, “I made an appoint-

ment with Dr. ‘Bronson for four this

afternoon. We can get married Frl-
day.” |

Alan blinked. “Won't you need

time for a trousseau or something?”

Nancy grmned impishly. “I bought
my trousseau-the day I met you,” she
said. “After work.” vew
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, JUDY CRESWELL wAs pale-under:the
-&¥ -copper.-beauty of. her hair.. Her

slim  hands - clenched: the tea:.shop -
table -as: she incredulously ~watched-

the face."of the man she-loved."
How could he look so exactly the

same after dealing -her this - mon-
strous -hurt? How could ‘his. expres-.

stve_hazel eyes beg -for his' ‘freedom
]ust as they had begged for that first
kiss a year ago? -

If he would only stop talkmg and

let her escape with what was left of
her-pridé! -But-being Eric, he sunply
had -to "justify himself..

- =

-“It 1sn’t as if .we’d -actually- been

engaged, he

pleaded

1s . 1t, - Judy, darling?"
“I told Emily that.”

Her red mouth’ curled in.the ghost

..rg"' r

of a smile. .
‘No,-not at all,” .she assured h1m in
a.small, careful voice.:

Copyright 1837 by Popular Pubficatiom, Inc., under the title:

.all spring,: all summer long.

. “You . can put
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I'm .not a complete heell

v : I PR

.

: .
'1.! ? L] 1.!{ ',

Mrs.:

weren't-engaged. You-never-gave me

a ring, and our wedding --plan&‘”neverf '

reached the society columns.”

Follansbee’s: .conscience ‘at rest.:
From . her -point-of view, we certainly . .

]

She added.with:a:hint of suppressed -
hysteria in. her voice, “‘I'm glad.you

pointed that out.
less jilted.”
He had - the -grace to. ﬂush darkly

1t makes me: feel

“You don’t: mean to make it any

easier for me, do you? Damn it, Judy,
I. never

planned this. A .man can get involved.

with a.fascinating woman before he
knows. what's. happemng to h1m I'm
only human.” : . -

. Fool, she told herself, ‘not to-. have

seen the way the - wind was blowing, -

~Not ‘to
have guessed, from Eric's 'moodiness,
from the dates he broke, the flimsy

“More Than -Mink.”




MINX IN MINK

. grow to a living, gnawing torment.

excuses he gave, that she had already
Jost him. But there is no one as
credulous, just as there is no one as
vulnerable, as a girl in love with a
man she isn’t sure of.

She hated him suddenly for his
own fatuous self-deceit.

rd

“No, you’re not a heel, -accordmg_,

to your own .ideas,” she told him.
“You're just a life-size. serenade to
a wealthy widow.”

She meant him to wince at that, and
he did.

“You think, just because Emily is
older than I am, that it's her money
I'm after. I'll grant you this:

her

- money 1s a big part of her charm—

‘but I don’t mean it the way you do.”
He paused, striving toward some sort
of ‘honesty. P

“I mean that money gives any
~woman glamour and allure. It gives -

~ her, the background, the stage setting
for furs, jewels, perfect . clothes, ab-

. solute self-confidence.””

- He ground out his cigarette sav-
agely. ' |
“These are the things most men fall
for, and don’t you kid yourself that
-they're not. ‘Men like I, anyway, who
were brought up to expect something
- besides grubbiness out of life and saw
everything go overnight.”

—

gun‘f KNEW THAT Eric had been
jerked out of an exclusive prep -
school by sudden family reverses, to
face a frightening, workaday world.
Now, years later, he was still ‘that
same sullen, resentful boy. | )

Weak.-and spoiled and shallow though
he was, he had been hers and she
loved him. But she mustn’t think
about it—not for a while anyway.
She reached for her gloves, lifted her
teacup’ and forced her lips into a
smile. | |

“You know what you want, Eric.
I hope you keep on wanting 1t
Here's to the larger life and a very .
happy marriage. - I must be getting
back to the office. I've some sketches
to get out tomight.”

She -couldn’t bear any more with-
out breaking down, she knew. But
Eric jumped up, barring her escape
from the little booth. )

“Not vyet, Judy!” he implored.
“Please! There’s one thing more.
Darling, you . will understand, won'’t
you?” S
What now? Was it posmble he. was
weakening in his resolve to marry
Emily and her glamorous millions?

As she trembled under the beloved,

urgent grasp of his hand on her arm
the frail hope guttered out. Shame-
faeced, incoherent as he was, he made

-his meaning perfectly clear.

“heard his . mumbled words.

“Irdon’t quite know how to put this
but—well, you know how jealous a
woman can be, even of the past. If
you've hung on to any of -my silly
scrawls—you wouldn’t want to keep
them, anyway and Emily . ..”

Something died inside of her then
and there, as she looked at him and

So his

_precious Emily didn’t want another

Knowing ‘these things did not ease
the dull ache in her that would soon .
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girl to-own love letters from him. It
- was almost funny.
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“Your letters.. Of. course,”
gently. “You’ll have them -all back
in the morning’s mail. f couldi’t
think at first “what you meant.
‘Thanks, Eric.” Part of me might have
kept on loving you if you hadn’t said
that. -But you've set me free too, now.
Good-by.” ‘

she said+ should have gone on-to the studios.”

Judy frowned at the immense white

and gold box that ‘almost obscured 3
‘the messenger boy.

She- left him standing- there and.

walked out of the tearoom- with
quick, proud steps and her head held
high: - . 1
It was after: five. The handsome.
offices of the Gates-Gorham Advertls-
ing Agency were deserted except for
‘the switchboard girl.
" Judy -went straight to her cubicle,
hung up her smart:jacket with care-
ful, numb fingers and -slipped 1nto
her ink-stained -green smock.
" Her drawing table was a-litter of
sketches and proofs—work she had
left an hour earlier when she hurried
to meet Eric. a
Dry-eyed, - she stared - unseeingly’ at
the clever; dashing drawings she had
sketched ‘for " the -new fur account
Gates-Gorham -‘had recently landed.
It was a feather in her cap to have
been handed this -particular ‘bit of
art - work, but it meant nothing to her
now. - | |

And she had fold Eric that ke had

~s;ét‘her‘fr‘é'e; 'L’i‘arl'*-Oh’, Efii‘:::“ Erlc .

" | +
Ll .“" ' r 3 -ﬂ.ll -

@ EANLY. THE ENTRANCE of’ the little
¥ blonde* sw1tchboard girl;: ready
~to leave, kept -the -dam’ of® her self
control from crumbling” "t -
2 “There’s’ 'something'’ from Bergdoll
‘Blaineé’s o ‘bé signed’ for, "Mis$' Cres-
well,” she said. “I--told “the’boy it

What on earth? Ob, yes! It would
be-the fur stole Bergdoll's advertising
manager had selected: to be- photo-
gra'phed in color for their new cam-
paign. - But what a stupid -slip-up!
It should have been delivered to -the
photographic studios the next morn--
ing, ‘not here; tonight. -

It couldn’t be sent back to the.
store for that was closed. Four thou-
sand - dollars worth of mink was the
last thing Judy wanted to -be respon-
sible for, but there was nothing else
to'be done. It would simply have to
go in the vault until morning. -

She undid the box, glimpsed the in-

-
E ]

credible richness"of mink, ‘the gleam-

of satin and signed: the delivery book. -

And then, alone at last, she: gave .
way. Just to let go, to yield to. the
surging tumult of grief and loss, was
an-agonizing relief. ‘At last, spent and
shaken, Judy knew she had shed her

- last tear.

-a light.
the ' cleaning women would -be cc- -

She lifted her wet, gnef—stained-
face from the desk and snapped on
: Jt: was almost -seven. Soona

- ing in. She must p‘u-ll herself together,

put the mink wrap in the Vault for

-safe keeping- -and go-home.

Home! What an empty, mEaning |

“““““““““

agaln stretch: hl_s graceful length in-

~thé wing ' chair 'before® the - fireplace, -

“tiny “kitchenettel’ i
* ~She~had been 50’ pr‘oud”-bf learning
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while she ‘got dinnér for: tw&’ in hér-
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-to cook on a two-burner. grill,- of hav- -

ing- made a cosy, lamplit haven ‘out
~of a -.cramped, Vﬂlage flat.

- And.all the time Eric- had scorned
-every - makeshift device, - had- curled
his .handsome upper lip at the little
dinners served on a shaky card table.
He had longed for Park Avenue
apartments and the luxuriant life Em-
- ily Follansbee held out to him. .

- Judy ripped the tissue paper from
the mink. coat, the accompanying

- dinner dress of - supple black- satin,-
So “this.

and the costly accessories.
was the sort of thing-that made a
woman 1irresistible, was it? |

Then her bitterness dissolved:- be-
fore the exquisite, caressing softness
of - the glorious pale pelts.

Before she knew 1it, she had shid
into the beautifully worked stole and
was standing before the mirror. It
was - true enough. - The gleaming

spléendor of furs like this did do mar-

velous things to.a girl ~Judy, -her
bright hair disheveled, her. face wan
with grief,_caught her breath at her
own image in the glass.

On-a still madder impulse, she let
the most beautiful mink stole-in New
York- slide from her slim shoulders
and hurried to get out of her trim
blouse and skirt, |

rE‘HE DECEPTIVELY SIMPLE Main-
L bocher black satin might have

~ been ‘made- for her. It clung to and
subtly emphasized every curve of her
body. Even.the spike-heeled sandals
with' their glittering clasps-fit her feet
‘to snug perfection. And
wide. bracelet of simulated emeralds

~-had. :completed the

- insolence and glamour;

the inch-

lent the:final touch of soPhlstlcatedr

elegance.

When carefully applied - make-up
. transformation *.

from unimportant fashion artist to-
woman of the world, Judy smiled.
Eric was right! Clothes did matter
terribly. They gave you poise and
they made
you sure of yourself and of your man.

‘The loveliest - office Cinderella 1n the -

world couldn’t compete with a girl
born. to wear mink. But once dis-

guised -as a princess, who could .tell .

the difference? _
- ““T'oo ‘bad there isn’t any-ball for’
you, Cinderella,” she' said out loud .
to her new self. “It would be worth |
a lot to test out Eric’s worldly wis-
dom on some other man.”

There wasn’t any ball, but all Man-

hattan lay at her feet, a - glittering

pleasure ground of first nights and

‘restaurants and dance places.

Suddenly, recklessly, Juy knew she
wasn’t going back to her West Thir-
teenth Street "apartment. And her
borrowed plumage wasn’t going into
the vault, either. -

How long, Judy asked herself, toy-.
ing with her frosted drink, could you
convincingly wait in
lounge of the Mayfair Towers for a
non:existent escort? .

Alone and aloof and lovely, her
sleek head poised arrogantly above
the loosened . richness: of mink, she
gave no sign of her inner qualms.

But the Judy .inside' that rich.and
breath-taking perfection was a-panic-
stricken mouse-of a girl. The three-.,
quarters of an hour she had- dawdled

.the cocktail =
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here seemed a century.- At first it had

been rather fun, watching the beauti-

fully dressed ‘couples-at the different
tables.

‘But-as. the dinner hour ap-

proached,. they had .thinned out and
now the lounge was. almost empty. - -

- She .wished,: at the moment, that -it

“had been.emptier-by. one. .A long, .ex-

tremely -~ self-possessed  young .. man
" whose deep “tanset: off - his light hair

and' cool “gray--eyes had ‘been- eyeing’
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