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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with her outdated blonde pompadour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



LOVE SHORT STORIES

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-
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